ACT ONE
1.1 [FRONT DOWN]

[THUNDER, ENTER PANTALONE, DOTTORE, ORATIO AND
THE UNDERTAKER, SHELTERING THEMSELVES FROM THE
RAIN]

PANTALONE

A tragedy, a tragedy! A tragedy of tragedies! Scarcely has a nobler
figure in a more troubled time from the great city of Venice at a
sadder moment shuff- shuff- shuffl- [LOOKS ABOUT] Well, that's
strange! There's nobody here! No funeral at all! How unbelievably
vexing! I've crossed the lagoon! I'm absolutely drenched! My
household is in a complete ferment! I can't waste time running
around to people's funerals, when they don't even have the
decency to turn up themselves!

OTTAVIO
Perhaps he's not dead.

PANTALONE
Of course he's dead, you imbecile Ottavio! I've already had a look
at the will. They wouldn't let you have seen the will without his
being dead, You know what Venetian lawyers are. It was difficult
enough bribing him to let me see it at all. Oh, a ruinous expense!
Oh ghastly rain! What a time for our poor, threatened country!

DOTTORE
Pantalone, what a time indeed! What a heroic time! What turmoil!
freedom! What rapture! "Bliss is it in this time to be alive! But very
heaven is to be born too!"

PANTALONE
What the blazes are you talking about, Dottore, you ridiculous old
pedant?

DOTTORE
What am I talking about? I'm talking about the revolution! That’s
what I'm talking about. I'm talking about the French!



[EVERYBODY STARTS]

PANTALONE
The French!

THE UNDERTAKER [TRAGICALLY]
The French! Did you have to mention them? My feet! My feet!

PANTALONE

You see? You insensitive poltroon! He has feet and you have to
mention the French! How can you be so inconsiderate? Oh, my
God, how am I ever going to get out of this? I've spent all that
money on a bribe! I've come all the way here to a non-existent
funeral! And my whole household are about to be lost to a deluge
of marauding, rampant, garlic-farting revolutionaries! Oh, oh, it’s
too horrible to think about! [TURNING ON THE UNDERTAKER]
It'’s all your fault you bloody fool! Fancy bringing us over the
lagoon to a funeral that wasn’t here!

THE UNDERTAKER
I knew it would turn out like this. Ah Signor Pantalone, I had a
premonition. I just knew there was going to be a cloud cast over
this funeral. I have a recurring dream, you see. I've got on my
funeral garb, I turn up as the undertaker and there’s nobody there.
And my feet!

PANTALONE
Look, would you mind? You're paid for all this. You're supposed
to sympathize with us, not us with you. Now, there’s the tomb all
open and ready, there's the hole to shove him in, all we need is a
corpse. Suppose you two young things trot off and have a look
round the cemetery island to see if you can see the odd coffin
floating about. We may be in luck yet, if you just stir your stumps!

OTTAVIO
I'll go and look for the ladies anyway. [TO THE UNDERTAKER]
You go down to the landing-stage.

[OTTAVIO AND THE UNDERTAKER GO OFF SEPARATE WAYS]
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DOTTORE
Magnificent confusion! In times like these, all Nature's laws are in
the melting-pot. It is a time for heroes. Ay, Pantalone, heroes. And
I for one am ready. I burst to tell you something. I have news. The
Rights of Man! The proclamations of the French National
Assembly! It is all part of the pattern! I have suffered a similar

transformation, I, Pantalone, I am in love!

PANTALONE
What, with the French Revolution?

DOTTORE
No, no, a woman!

PANTALONE
[SARCASTICALLY] A woman! Well, whatever next? How
incredibly original of you. But you can't be in love at the moment,
I'm sorry.

DOTTORE
Why not?

PANTALONE
Because I am in love, and it would be ridiculous for both of us to
be in love at the same time.

DOTTORE
Who are you in love with?

PANTALONE
A very well-endowed lady, let me tell you.

DOTTORE
Oh yes?

PANTALONE
Oh yes, believe me! Very well endowed! Delightfully curvaceous
investments, marvellous holdings, a stupendous pair of estates in



Vicenza, and on top of it all a really beautiful palazzo right on the
Canal Grande.

DOTTORE

I'm glad to say I rise above such worldly considerations in my
amours. I think only of the mind, the fine-tuned soul, the true
refinements of feeling, the nobility innate in us when our savage
natures are allowed free expression unhindered by the
contaminating influence of corrupting society and tradition. It is
for these qualities that I respect my divine Isabella, and for which I
will marry her, and hold court in a new revolutionary Venice in
her palazzo on the Grand Canal.

[THUNDER]

DOTTORE
Did you speak?

PANTALONE
Did you say Isabella?

DOTTORE
Why are you looking at me like that?

PANTALONE
Isabella?

DOTTORE

Isabella, yes, the funeral of whose uncle we are attempting to
attend. Isabella! I think our high regard for each other is well
known. What should it signify to you, my friend? You surely do
not think her unworthy of me? Now that the Revolution is
coming, and the new order is to be established, I shall probably be
given high office in a reformed and liberated Venice. But Isabella
is nonetheless an heiress now, and she will not be unworthy of my
favours.



PANTALONE
"Pour on! I will endure!" No, on second thoughts, stop pouring
altogether! I'm going to murder this captious old wind-bag and
throttle him in his own revolutionary philosophy!

DOTTORE
Wait! Wait! Stay your hand! Look, the ladies approach, Stay, stay.
Look: your daughter, Flaminia.

PANTALONE

Ay, Flaminia, my stubborn, infuriating daughter: she who refuses
to come and escape from Venice with me. But look who is with
her! This Isabella you speak of. The lady who you say you are in
love with! Well, I've told you you cannot be in love, and this
makes it certain, because Isabella would no more love you than
she would jump off the Campanile. And the reason, my dear
Dottore, renowned pedant, is that Isabella is in love with, and is
going to marry me!

DOTTORE
You! You! What! You dare to believe that you are going to get your
filthy claws on that sweet, free virgin soul, Isabella!

PANTALONE
I do, yes. But you, you walking pamphlet, do you think you are
going to use her money to further your own treasonous and
seditious lusts?

DOTTORE
How dare you say that to me, you filthy, lucre-crazed cretin?

PANTALONE
You pompous, self-blinded old loony!

DOTTORE
You canal-rat!

PANTALONE
You pasta-brain!



[THE FRONT (RUSSET) CURTAIN RISES TO REVEAL THE
SECOND PROSCENIUM ARCH, BEFORE WHICH STAND
ISABELLA AND FLAMINIA]

1.2 [CENTREDOWN]

[PANTALONE AND DOTTORE STOP ARGUING AND BOW
OBSEQUIOUSLY]

PANTALONE
Exquisite Madonna!

DOTTORE
Embodiment of the eternal!

PANTALONE
Glittering vision of Titianesque tranquility!

ISABELLA
Oh, not you two here already! You follow me about like two very
senile bloodhounds. Well, if you want to be of any use, you'd best
go down to the landing-stage and help with the coffin. Everything
is completely disorganised, and there are no undertakers to carry
it! This whole business is a farce! Well, go on! Don't vex me any
further!

PANTALONE
I fly to do your bidding!

DOTTORE
On wings of hope and exaltation!

[PANTALONE AND DOTTORE EXEUNT]

ISABELLA
Oh, these two doddering old men drive me to distraction!



FLAMINIA
Well, Isabella, you distress yourself too much.
My father has enraged me since I learned to talk,
But on a sad day such as this you should not heed him,
Yet speak to me a little now. We are to be
House-mates a while, and you and I to live
In the same mansion on the ancient riva.
Come, speak to me of grief. You seem to mourn him fiercely.
But has this uncle's death so troubled you, my friend,
Or is there something other eats into your soul?

ISABELLA
There is indeed. And you does it concern, Flaminia,
For surely now I must confess my heart is vexed
By more than the attentions of these senexes!
For while they pear and grin at me in love-longing,
I am myself scalded and tugged by love for- Well...
I do not have the courage to declare his name.
I fear you too are torn by loving him, you too!

FLAMINIA
Why, Isabella, you behold me in black robes,
Nor is my heart possessed by anything but death.
Upon my husband's grave my hopes of loving lie,
Nor would I ever venture from his turbulent soul.
But tell me what has past. Who do you love? And how?
Give me the story of your meeting and your falling.

ISABELLA
It was upon the raging of the carnival,
And while the citizens of Venice were yet masked,
Looming around the alleys with gold-spangled faces,
Bedecked with crow-like noses and absorbing capes,
I found myself in Florian's, where taking coffee,
Restless beside the chaperon of my aunt Garba,
I looked with idle eyes on the piazza's crowds,
And I found fear. For then the fatal news arrived,
That very moment, of the grim advancing French,
And Mantua had fallen! How they buzzed with fright!
As people streamed then to the Doge's Palace, where



The bulletin was pasted on the ancient doors,

I shook away the fussy charge of Mare Garba,

And hurried with the crowd. And after reading it,

I walked along the water to the granaries,

Alone, thinking of how guns marched towards our Venice,
And how the carnival seemed false and shallow now!

It was upon this walk I met Ottavio.

He seemed so careless and dismissive of the French,

He cheered me so. And we returned to Florians,

And when my aunt, who flapped around about the square,
Had re-discovered me, he was so funny and

So sharp concerning her old-fashioned ways, I laughed,
And laughed, and when he started being amorous,

I laughed, and laughed, for surely he's a winning man!
But then I wept, for shortly after this, my dear,

I saw Ottavio in such pressing talk with you,

That truly ever since that day have I been jealous,

So tell me true, Flaminia, true: you love him not?

Sooner or later I must hear the bitter truth.

FLAMINIA
Then sooner be it, I love no Ottavio!
And Isabella, I am sad that you could think
I would so disrespect my husband's memory
That hardly six months from his falling in the wars,
I would be bent on such a wanton as you mention,

ISABELLA
Wanton? Perhaps. But I am wanton too! And this
Your news has cheered me to forget the French entirely!

[PANTALONE DASHES BACK)

PANTALONE

Divine one, for your sake, I have arranged everything, I am not a

man to dally. I take charge and make decisions! I have said that we

few will bring the coffin here ourselves. Bide but a little and we

will be with you.

[DOTTORE DASHES BACK]



DOTTORE
I am dismayed to see my friend here obsequiously importuning
you in your hour of grief. No doubt, liberated lady, he has told
you of my plan to bring the coffin here ourselves. It is but a
moment and we shall insert it in the monument yonder.

ISABELLA
Oh, but the coffin must be taken first to the chapel, then interred.
Please see about it, as I said.

PANTALONE
At once, at once. But good lady, remember my forthright and
determined action, I am the man you need if it is for the
organisation of affairs!

DOTTORE
I hope, eternal female, you will not overlook that the whole idea
was mine, and that this wretch no sooner had heard it but he
scampered up the hill to tell you. I am the man of ideas, signore!
Let there be no doubt about it!

[THEY GO OUT GLARING AT EACH OTHER]

ISABELLA
Flaminia, have ever you, to kill an hour,
Read any of Boccaccio's Decameron?

FLAMINIA
Alittle of our merry poet I have read.

ISABELLA
Of all the hundred stories in that darling book,
The First Tale of the Ninth Day is a merry one,
Set in the little Tuscan city of Pistoia,
Where Madonna Francesca has two hateful suitors,
And in a plot to rid herself of their attentions,
She gets them to pursue a deed of foolery.
As I remember it- though I'm a little hazy-
She tells them both in letters sent to each in secret



That she is fervent that they prove their love for her

By accomplishing a deed of love-empassioned courage,
Which she, in nothing but a shift, will recompense.

Her uncle has just died, and to the one she says

Go before midnight, thirty minutes ere the hour,

And find the monument that is my Uncle’s Tomb,

And on the top plinth, which is empty, lie there, robeless,
Till one shall hurry over to behold your splendour,

And in my shift will see you reap your full reward:

A kiss full of the fervour of two fools in love!

And to the other, in her letter she instructs:

Seek out my Uncle’s Tomb, ere midnight fifteen minutes,
And lying on the top plinth find your panting prize,
And reap the full reward of one but in a shift:

(Her shift indeed being the shift with which she fools them!):

A kiss full of the fervour of two fools in love!

And both she tells to keep all secret, never speaking,

And thus deceives the twain to meet in hideous darkness,
And plant their slobbering kisses on each other’s lips,

In a nocturnal rigadoon of foolery.

Shamed then by such a prank, they leave the lady be.

FLAMINIA
And are you planning then to play this prank on these?

ISABELLA
Alas, Flaminia, these perilous times and wars,
And this tomb being distant on an unseen island
Have made me lay this sweet contraption on one side,
I am afraid I have my suitors still about me.
Yet oh, if I could but ensure Ottavio,
And he but marry me, how that would rid me of them!
Oh cruel comrade, will you promise me you spurn him?

FLAMINIA
Ottavio, I repeat, has none of my regard.
And Isabella I would warn you in this rain,
On this grey day, and here before your uncle's tomb,
Do not be hoodwinked by this waster's hollowness.
He is a drifter, and a seeker after pleasure.
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ISABELLA
Oh, but who cares? He has a gracious face and ways!
Look, where he comes, bearing my uncle on his back!
Oh that he bore me this day to a better bed!

FLAMINIA
Which would you rather- tell me quickly Isabella-
To know that he was worthless and to lose his love,
Or not to know, and have it, and to be his prey?

ISABELLA
Prey any day! Oh, let me not know and be his!

FLAMINIA
Then I will see he comes to you this very night.
Be ready at eleven in your deshabille.
I'll have him climb a ladder to your antechamber,
And with a priest to bless a sudden honeymoon-
Your own maid Columbina for a witness to it-
He will be yours tonight, tomorrow and for ever.
Leave it to me.

ISABELLA
I will. Eleven and a ladder!
Oh, this will be a night of merry madnesses!
And see, the greyest dawn is fringed with gilded love?

[THE COFFIN IS BROUGHT ON NOW BY OTTAVIO, THE
UNDERTAKER, PANTALONE AND DOTTORE, IT HAS A
STRANGE SHAPE, BEING BULBOUS IN THE MIDDLE]

1.3 [BACKDROP]

PANTALONE
Gracious Madonna, we- ugh!- dutifully- ugh!

DOTTORE
For you, fair embodiment of- ugh!- the eternal- ugh!
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OTTAVIO
Oh, for God's sake, it's not that heavy! Zentilmente Isabella, here
we are at your service with your poor uncle's last mortal and
somewhat bulbous remains. Anyone who looked on this coffin
would have to admit that he died as he lived; a well-rounded
figure!

ISABELLA
Is that Ottavio? Ottavio! Oh bliss! You've come! [ASIDE] And did
you come with these two hounds of mine?

OTTAVIO
[ASIDE] Diane, the chaste goddess, always has her hounds.
[HE LETS GO OF THE COFFIN]
But there's an Actaeon here is ready to come peeping!

[THEY LAUGH TOGETHER]

PANTALONE
Beneficent and lovely lady, when shall we put down this
increasingly heavy weight?

ISABELLA
[ASIDE] Oh sweet Ottavio, you have come to make me laugh,
And T have spirit now you're here to laugh for ever!
Shall we not think up tricks to play upon these suitors?
They plague me so, I long to see them tarred and feathered.

DOTTORE
Great symbol of revolutionary womanhood, can we not set down
the bier a while?

ISABELLA
No, no. The chapel for the service: seek it out!

[PANTALONE AND DOTTORE LOOK ABOUT WILDLY]

OTTAVIO
It's up there on the hill. The rain is clearing,
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ISABELLA
I hardly see it...

[THE CENTRAL CURTAIN RISES TO SHOW A SCENE OF
CYPRESSES AND GRAVES, LEADING DOWN TO THE
LAGOON, ACROSS WHICH IS THE MAIN PIAZZA OF
VENICE, THE SKY IS MURKY AND MAUVE-COLOURED]

FLAMINIA
Ay, the drizzle rises now.
How darkly there the serenissima is sleeping!
The purple clouds hang gloomy over the Salute.
A threatened Venice sighs before the roaring sea.

[THERE IS A PAUSE, WHILE THEY LOOK AT THE SCENE]

ISABELLA
Alas, I would these worrying wars were done!

[COLUMBINA RUNS ON WITH SOME GLOVES, WHICH SHE
GIVES TO ISABELLA]

COLUMBINA
Madam, the gondoliers say they'll wait half an hour, but any
further and they'll run out of courage, and paddle their way back
to the city before the army comes clanking down on them, I tried
arguing with them, but [SHE SHRUGS]

FLAMINIA
Off with the coffin quickly, and let's go at once.
I will assail these cowards, while you seek the chapel.

[FLAMINIA GOES]

PANTALONE
Er- daughter!

ISABELLA
Quick, quick! Let us proceed. The sooner we are done,
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The sooner we may home again and be at ease.

And sweet Ottavio, I have ease to take with you!
Now Columbina, search the isle for those we saw,
When we approached, and see if they are also for us.

COLUMBINA
I will, mistress. But I think from the way they were dressed, they
were none of them on the look-out for a funeral. One of them
could be on the look-out for me, though! And I for him! At last! At
Last!

[ISABELLA CLAPS HER HANDS, AND, AS COLUMBINA
DANCES AWAY, THE SENEXES AND THE UNDERTAKER
WITH RELUCTANCE SWAY WITH THE COFFIN, AND
STAGGER OFF, ISABELLA FOLLOWS THEM IN THE FUNERAL
PROCESSION, AND ALTHOUGH OTTAVIO SMILES AT
ISABELLA WINNINGLY, HE STAYS BEHIND]

[FLAMINIA RETURNS AND HE STANDS IN HER WAY]

FLAMINIA
I might have known the great two-timer would be biding!
Polishing up his act of lady-juggling?
Why do you not, Ottavio, just leave me be?

OTTAVIO
Why do I not? All creatures live in hope of comfort.
Why is it strange to bide one's time for life's rewards?

FLAMINIA
Reward? Of what? And then what for? Dogged persistence?
For plastering your face on every wall I look,
Till I am sick of seeing it; eternal cat,
Eternally in wait, Well, I am no pigeon!
And to your face I tell you yet again; desist!

OTTAVIO
Flaminia, I have been discussing with your father:
He does not wish you to remain a widow long.
He has revealed to me that he is much displeased
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With you remaining stubborn in these deathly weeds,
And flat refusing him to flee the threatened city.

You are his only child, and all his worldly wealth
Should make you heed his wishes. He has ordered me
To sway you to consider flight with him and me.

FLAMINIA
Oh, you have won my father to your subterfuge!
Ottavio, you are a feather on the wind.
Well, flee you where you will. But as for me:
The army in whose onsets I have lost a husband,
will not fan me to flight. No, I can eat the spite
Of armies, storms, and revolutions utterly!
For what has she to lose that has gained widowhood?

OTTAVIO
But there are others to replace and lift that scourge,
Others there are who can attend you as you need,
There is no law that makes you lose all men in one.
You are too young to say to happiness farewell.

FLAMINIA
Have I not spoken to you on this theme enough?
Have I not painted for you how my husband's love
Wad such a colour never can be recompensed?
What are you but a boy? There was rough weather in it.
As those black skies, that tear the domes and pinnacles,
And fling their springtime sleet in the gold lion's mouth,
Ziani's lion: that was Flavio's love, so rough,
So sweet. It will not come again. Have pity then,
Do not keep stabbing me with these old memories.

OTTAVIO
But let me give you substance to remember rather,
Till you have tried me, lady, how can you dismiss me?
Let me but visit you, when you and I can be
Secret a while, and hushed, and not amidst these crowds-

FLAMINIA
Ottavio, I urge you, leave this play for me,
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And pay your court to Isabella, now an heiress,
Who wealthily and honourably you might marry,
You cannot marry me.

OTTAVIO
But if I married her,
Could I still hope you would vouchsafe to hear my suit,
For never parchment marriage could -

FLAMINIA
Oh, shameless greed!
You want her for your wife and me your mistress!

OTTAVIO
If all hope else is barred. But I should rather hope
That you could stoop kindly to think upon me now,
And let me fully, freely, fairly urge my love.

FLAMINIA
[ASIDE, SCREENING HER FACE WITH HER FAN]
This is the wretch that Isabella seeks to win,
Unfaithful, cavalier and all-importunate!
And yet his levity, which I deplore, she likes,
And who am I to stop her- [THINKS] who could rather aid her?
For as I'm now to stay with her a night or two,
I could transform his erring lust to righteous wooing
By luring him into embraces- not with me,
But her! This match-making of a Venetian kind
Could then lead both into the proper end of marriage.
I'll do it, for he’s fool enough and rash for it,
And this would turn his passion to some righteousness.

[TURNS TO FACE OTTAVIO]

I will, I will. You have convinced me with your ardour.
Let us become hot lovers straightaway tonight.

You know I stay with Isabella at her house,

Our window overlooks the riva and the monument,

In which the great ones of her family are interred.
Come to me there. Come when eleven strikes this night.
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But keep it secret. Do not knock or latch the door.
Sneak up- I say to the right window on the riva,
And bring a ladder to disgorge you to my arms,
Why do you stare at me? Is not this what you wish?

OTTAVIO
But can you love me with such stunning suddenness?

ISABELLA
That I know not, but truly this night we shall see.
And now I think we should go quickly to the chapel.

[SHE GESTURES FOR HIM TO MOVE OFF, AND HE GOES, SHE
FOLLOWING]

1.4

[THERE IS A NOISE OF CAPITANO CRYING "Left! Right! Left!
Right!" AND EVENTUALLY AT THE BACK ARLECCHINO
MARCHES ON STAGE AND OFF THE OTHER SIDE]

[THE COMMANDS CONTINUE AND HE MARCHES BACK
THE OTHER WAY, THIS TIME WITH A MUSKET)

[THE COMMANDS CONTINUE, AND WITH BENT KNEES
AND WEARILY NODDING ARLECCHINO MARCHES ON AT
THE BACK AND OFF AGAIN AT THE CENTRE]

[TO MORE SHOUTS ARLECCHINO ENTERS BACKWARDS,
AND CROSSES THE OTHER WAY, JUST AS AT THE BACK
CAPITANO MARCHES IN THE OPPOSITE DIRECTION.
ARLECCHINO SALUTES VIGOROUSLY]

[THE COMMANDS CEASE, ARLECCHINO COMES ON
GOOSE-STEPPING AND SALUTING MADLY. CAPITANO
COMES ON READY TO CROSS DOWNSTAGE, BUT THE
CENTRE CURTAIN FALLS CUTS HIM OFF. ARLECCHINO
WANDERS AROUND FOR SOME TIME MASTERLESS LIKE A
MANIC GOOSE-STEPPING DOLL, THEN GOES OFE JUST AS
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CAPITANO COMES ON FROM THE WINGS, HE CATCHES UP
AND STARTS CALLING AGAIN "Left! Right! Left! Right!" AND
GOES OFF LEFT]

[TO FURTHER SHOUTS, ARLECCHIND COMES ON DOING
TINY STEPS AND INCLINING HIS HEAD IN AN ANGELIC
FASHION, THE CAPITANO MARCHES IN THE SAME
DIRECTION AFTER HIM, ARLECCHINO RE-ENTERS
IMPOSSIBLY IN THE SAME DIRECTION AGAIN, HE CROSSES
IN FRONT OF THE FRONT PROSCENIUM. CAPITANO A
LITTLE BAFFLED MARCHES IN THE OTHER DIRECTION,
CHANGES COURSE TO FOLLOW, BUT THE FRONT CURTAIN
NOW CUTS HIM OFF AGAIN, THE CURTAINS FLURRY AND
STRUGGLE, ARLECCHINO DASHES BACK HEROICALLY,
WATCHES THE STRUGGLING CURTAINS, FRANTIC BUT
POWERLESS TO HELP, AND DESPERATELY FOLLOWS THE
BULGE ALL THE WAY ALONE TILL IT DISAPPEARS, HE
REACTS HORRIFIED TO ITS DISAPPEARANCE, HE STRIKES A
TRAGIC POSE, ONE ARM OUT, HIS WRIST TO HIS
FOREHEAD, ONE LEG TRAILING]

[COLUMBINA PEEPS FROM THE WING]

COLUMBINA
Psst! Psst! Arlecchino!

[ARLECCHINO FIRST ACTS SURPRISED, THEN LEAPS WITH
DELIGHT, THEN RUNS OVER TO EMBRACE COLUMBINA
WITH A GREAT THWACK, AND HOPS ALL ROUND THE
STAGE WITH HAPPINESS, AT LAST HE STOPS AND THEY
LOOK AT EACH OTHER]

ARLECCHINO
Columbina! Columbina! am so happy!

COLUMBINA
Me too! Fancy you being here!

ARLECCHINO
Fancy you being here!
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COLUMBINA
Oh, isn't it wonderful?

ARLECCHINO
Yes! It's wonderful!

COLUMBINA
You are back in Venice! And this time for good!

ARLECCHINO
Yes, yes!

COLUMBINA
Is it for good?

ARLECCHINO
I hope it's for good. The Capitano has returned from the wars. He
says he's staying in Venice. He's got a great mission. He's going to
save the city. I think he's going to save the city. But anyway I'm
home, and we're together again! Columbina! Isn't it wonderful?

COLUMBINA
Wonderful, wonderful! Together at last, after so long!

[SHE SIGHS WITH HAPPINESS, LOOKING AT HIM. HE HUGS
HIMSELF WITH GLEE]

CAPITANO [OFF]
Arlecchino!

ARLECCHINO
[JUMPING] It's my master! Capitano! He's drilling me all over the
island. I keep telling him I see people here, but he never believes
me. Pretend you're a ghost, He always believes in ghosts. Be
invisible. He has a great mission!

CAPITANO [NEARING]
Arlecchino!
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COLUMBINA
I'll hide!

[ARLECCHINO NODS, AND AS THE CAPITANO ENTERS, HE
RUNS ON THE SPOT, BOUNCES, JUMPS, WAVES HIS ARMS,
ALL BRIGHTLY AND WITH MILITARY PRECISION, AS
THOUGH HE WAS DOING IT A LONG TIME]

ARLECCHINO
Oh master, there you are! I was just practicing my drill. Good, eh?

CAPITANO
Good? Good? It was despicable! A 1 Grade despicable! Absolutely
and thoroughly despicable. What was it?

ARLECCHINO
Spedi- spedica- spi- biscuit!

CAPITANO
Dancing up and down there, boy. You look like a fairy. What do
you look like?

ARLECCHINO
[MILITARILY] Ay fay REE, sir!

CAPITANO
Ay fay Ree! Exactly. But this is not what I expect you to be,
Arlecchino! I expect more of my right-hand man, my lieutenant. I
expect initiative, precision, diligence, intelligence! What do I
expect?

ARLECCHINO
Spiddibible! Esplatterbar! Mindiligy! Prescriptabiliy! Sah!

CAPITANO
I do not need to remind you, R.L.H, stroke Ino, that we live in dire
times, that we live poised on the brink of the abyss. All over
Europe in clouds of fire the revolutionary armies are on the march,
Crowned heads are falling. [ARLECCHINO LOOKS TO THE
GROUND] Ancient cities are being razed, [ARLECCHINO
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LOOKS UP TO THE SKY] to the ground! [ARECCHINO LOOKS
DOWN, THEN LOOKS AT CAPITANO, BAFFLED] What are we
to do? Are we to grin and bear it? [ARLECCHINO GRINS] No!
We are to fight it! [ARLECCHINO SNARLS] And this is why,
Arlecchino, you and I are here on this island, alone, just the three
of us, while Europe trembles as two mighty commanders face
each other, for the French: the Corsican Bonoparte! For the
Venetians: [ARLECCHINO JOINS IN] Capitano Spavento!
[WISELY] You see, Arlecchino, the reason I led you away from the
wars in Spain was a subtle one, I sensed, you see, that my
destined battle was to be elsewhere. At the time you might not
have understood what I was about. To some people- to some
people, Arlecchino- it may have looked as though I was running
away. But was I running away? [ARCLECCHINO NODS, BUT
THEN SEEING CAPITANO'S FACE, SHAKES HIS HEAD] No,
exactly. I was... [TAPS HIS NOSE] Eh?

[ARLECCHINO TAPS HIS NOSE TOO KNOWINGLY]

CAPITANO
[KNOWINGLY] Ha ha ha ha!

ARLECCHINO
[KNOWINGLY) ha ha ha ha!

CAPITANO
You understand me well enough, any questions?

ARLECCHINO
When you say three of us on the island, master-

CAPITANO

I say three of us, Alrecchino, because I mean three of us. There's
you, me, and the mystic personage. There's you, me, and our
guardian angel, our secret weapon; she whom those in the know
have put in our charge. Many things, Arlecchino, depend on the
safety of the mystic personage. When we have ascertained that the
city is clear of the French, and when we have the means of proper
transport thither, we will go, Arlecchino, we will go. And the great
counterstroke will be begun. Do you understand me?
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ARLECCHINO.
Yes, master, and there are people on the island, so we can ask
them about all this. So I think-

CAPITANO
You think nothing, Arlecchino. You think nothing. At present there
are no other people on the island. One day, one day, there may be.
But not at present, Now, we will continue with our drill.

[CAPITANO LOOKS ONE WAY PUFFING HIMSELF UP, WHILE
COLUMBINA APPEARS THE OTHER AND WAVES AT
ARLECCHIND, HE SLIPS OVER FOR A KISS, THEN

TROTS BACK]

CAPITANO
[PREPARING FOR THE WORD-OF-COMMAND) Arlecchino,
Corporal Arlecchino, ready for the word of command...
[ARLECCHINO SLIPS OVER FOR ANOTHER KISS, THEN
BACK AGAIN]

CAPITANO
Arlecchino...And I want you to do this very crisply
now ...Corporal Arlecchino

[ARLECCHINO SLIPS BACK FOR ANOTHER KISS]

CAPITANO
Shun!

[ARLECCHINO JUMPS AND MAKES A MOUTH-GLUED
MURMUR]

CAPITANO
Corporal Arlecchino, by the left-quick ...March!

[STILL KISSING COLUMBINA ARLECCHINO MARCHES

RIGHT PAST THE CAPITANO, WHO LOOKS ON
APPROVINGLY, AND MARCHES OUT AFTER THEM]
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1.5 [CENTRE DOWN)

[THE FRONT CURTAIN GOES UP, AND BEFORE THE CENTRE
BLACK-AND-WHITE PROSCENIUM IS A BRIGHTLY-STRIPED
PUNCH-AND-JUDY BOOTH, SOME KNOCKING IS HEARD
BEHIND IT, THEN A DOG-PUPPET IS FLUNG OVER THE
FRONT LEDGE OF THE BOOTH, NEXT A LADY PUPPET, AND
FINALLY A MR PUNCH, WITH A LONG NOSE AND HUMP
BACK, LOOKS OUT AT THE AUDIENCE, AND CALLS TO
THEM]

PULCINELLA
[IN A MR PUNCH VOICE] Hullo! [PAUSE] Hullo! [PAUSE]
Hullo! Is there anybody there? Oh, I think there must be someone
there between me and the end of the whole universe, but you're
shy, you're shy! Well then! What have we got here, then? A play, is
it? What sort of a play is it? Is it a commedia or a tragedia? Keep
quiet if you think it's a commedia, Aha! Now, keep quiet if you
think it's a tragedia! Oho! What do we make of that then? But
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what if I told you that really, really, it was a tragicommedia? For in
the great Punch and Judy of life, for those who watch, it's a
commedia, but for those who play, it's a- !

[HE BREAKS OFF, AS A PUPPET POLICEMAN ENTERS AND
BEATS MR PUNCH UNMERCIFULLY, MR PUNCH FALLS
DOWN OVER THE FRONT OF THE BOOTH, AND THE
POLICEMAN, SATISFIED THAT HE HAS KILLED HIM, GOES
OFF]

PULCINELLA
[AS MR PUNCH RALLIES ONLY TO DIE] a tragedia!

[MR PUNCH SLIPS FROM THE STAGE COMPLETELY, THERE
IS A PAUSE, AND THE CURTAINS OF THE BOOTH SHAKE, AS
THE PUNCH-AND-JUDY MAN GETS READY TO COME OUT,
WHEN HE EMERGES, HE IS PULCINELLA, DRESSED IN
BAGGY WHITE CLOTHES, AND WITH A LONG NOSE AND A
HUMPBACK, JUST LIKE MR PUNCH, HE MAKES AN
ELABORATE BOW TO THE AUDIENCE]

PULCINELLA

Distinguished ladies and gentlemen, permit the person behind the
puppet to address you unassumingly in his own homely form. No
longer do we have to put on a persona or communicate through
an elaborate disguise. No, the individual in all his defencelessness
stands before you, stripped of all artifice, staring at you face to
face! My name is Pulcinella. As you have seen, I am of the
profession of travelling entertainer, a practitioner in the ancient art
of peripatetic puppeteering, a Punch and Judy man, who hawks
his booth from hamlet to hamlet, and from far away has come at
last to the melancholy lagoons of Venezia. Thus I carry about with
me a little happiness to light people's dark lives.

[PULCINELLA PICKS UP THE BOOTH AND SHIFTS IT
DOWNSTAGE LEFT, WHERE IT STANDS DIRECTLY OPPOSITE
THE TOMB, ONCE HE HAS SET IT UP, HE NOTICES THIS AND
SMILES]
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Apposite, is it not? The tomb on one side, the puppet-show on the
other, what more significant image could you have of the fortunes
of human life? Now you may well be think, signori and signore,
that rarely has a puppet-show been so desperately needed as in a
cemetery, A funeral has gone past up the hill. Soon it will be
returning to inter the coffin in the monument to which I have
drawn your attention, I out of sheer humanity will be here to
entertain the mourners. Moreover, as an expression of sympathy
with them in their time of grief, I will only ask for the smallest of
donations. I am sure they will appreciate this tactful gesture.

[PULCINELLA FIDDLES WITH THE BOOTH, THEN COMES
DOWNSTAGE TO ADDRESS THE AUDIENCE. HE SIGHS
WEARILY AND TAKES OFF HIS MASK]

But why do I keep subterfuge when none are here?
They are all at the chapel, and T have a while

In honesty to be myself. Yet even now

I cannot do it, for I cling in misery

To these mad trappings which disguise my agony,
Puppet and booth and mask, the means by which I come
Once more to Venice and the vanity of cities.

Oh Flavio Boseno, how your heart is vexed,

After the many weary months and miles,

Thus to approach the ultimate of final shows!

For now am I to face the restless agony

Unsolved, that drove me hence, so long ago, unended,
The wrack I put myself upon, and after wounds near death,
Return to suffer, Husband to Flaminia am I,

In recent wars in Spain I was reported dead.

My wife will think herself a widow, and I come

To see this very hour the face of widowhood.

Oh bitter agony of doubt and jealousy!

Will she be faithful to me, or a prey to Venice?

Oh fearful! Let me know! This very morn arrived,
And I discovering this funeral and that

She would be here again with that Ottavio,

Could not rest, donned my motley, hired a gondola,
And so am come to see myself a fool incurable.

For who can brand a widow with adultery?
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Oh, let it come then, and be done then. There's an end!

[PULCINELLA GOES WEARILY BACK TO TOWARDS THE
BOOTH, PUTTING ON HIS MASK, AS HE TIES IT, HE LOOKS
UPSTAGE AND THE CENTRE CURTAIN GOES UP, AND HE
SEES CAPITANO, STANDING THERE BOASTFUL AND
PUFFED-UP BEFORE WHAT IS NOW A CLEAR SKY, GLOWING
GOLDEN, GAZING TOWARDS VENICE]

PULCINELLA
[LOOKING AT HIM] But what is this? [BECOMING AMAZED]
That he should be here too! Has he delivered his message I
wonder? [COMES OUT OF THE BOOTH, AND CALLS] Ho there,
Capitano Spavento!

[CAPITANO RE-ACTS WITH EXTREME TERROR, AND
STANDS TRANSFIXED]

PULCINELLA
Eh, Capitano! You are back in Venice then! Have you delivered the
message from the wars?

CAPITANO
I am Capitano Spavento of the Kingdom of Naples and Sardinia, I
will never declare to anyone- except under threat of torture-
anything of my mysterious and all-important mission, I would
warn you that I come here empowered with a secret embassy to
convey to Venice a mystic personage, the restoration of whom will
bring about untold visitations in the sphere of the ephemeral!

PULCINELLA
[DOWN CENTRE] But a message given you by a dying soldier?
Have you even handed it
over?

CAPITANO
You ask of the lips that are sealed. But do you have intelligence of
the state of the city? Are the [FALSETTO VOICE] French
[NORMAL AGAIN] occupying Venice? I have but recently come
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from the Veneto, and am not au fait with these affairs, Incidentally,
do you have the wherewithal to convey with safety a dignitary?

PULCINELLA
The [FALSETTO VOICE] French [NORMAL) as you call them,
were not there when I left. But you can share a gondola with my
booth across the lagoon if you wish, But the message, sir, the
message?

CAPITANO

[HOLDING UP HIS HAND IN SECRECY] Let things take their
course, sir. The ghost of Venice is yet living. At dawn tomorrow
the mystic personage will be revealed in the piazza, Before the
glorious San Marco the plans of salvation shall be given to man,
[LOOKS OFF, AND BECOMES CONCERNED] Yet I cannot
permit my plots to be endangered by haphazard observation.
There will be time for bravery another day! [HE STARTS TO
VANISH OFF DOWN-STAGE LEFT]

[PULCINELLA IS FRUSTRATED, BUT SEEING COMING WHAT
HAS CONCERNED CAPITANO, RESUMES HIS ACT, AND
GETS IN HIS BOOTH]

1.6 [BACKDROP]

[THE FUNERAL PROCESSION RETURNS. THE COFFIN IS
FIRST, SUPPORTED AT THE HEAD BY PANTALONE AND
DOTTORE, AND AT THE BACK BY OTTAVIO AND THE
UNDERTAKER, FLAMINIA AND ISABELLA WALK IN THE
REAR]

[THERE IS SILENCE AS THE COFFIN PROGRESSES IN A
GRAND SWEEP DOWNSTAGE AND TURNS READY WITH ITS
HEAD TO FACE THE TOMB. THE CHARACTERS HAVE
PASSED BY THE PUPPET-BOOTH UNNOTICING]

PULCINELLA
[IN A MR PUNCH-VOICE] Hullo!
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[THE PROCESSION STOPS)

PULCINELLA
[MR PUNCH] I said hullo!

[THE PROCESSION STIRS WITH PUZZLEMENT, AND TURNS
ROUND IN A BODY, IT GAZES AT THE PUPPET-SHOW]

PULCINELLA
I said hullo, hullo, hullo! Is nobody going to respond out there?

PANTALONE
[ENRAGED] Hullo! Hullo! Do you realise what we are, sir?

PULCINELLA
[MR PUNCH] Yes, a funeral.

PANTALONE
And you have the temerity to bid a cortege of mourners hullo in
that fatuous tone!

PULCINELLA
[MR PUNCH] That's not very nice! For all you know I might
really talk like this!

PANTALONE
You bouncing reptile! Look at those colours on your booth; you
are a French Revolutionary sympathiser!

PULCINELLA
Well, I don't know! I've hardly opened my mouth, and here you
are accusing me of treason! I'm a good Venetian- well, Neapolitan
Venetian. You don't get many of them these days.

PANTALONE
Take no notice! Take no notice! He's just come here to taunt us!
Believe me, they'll be thousands of them soon, thronging the
streets, insulting us nobility! The best thing is to ignore it.
Contempt is all they deserve! Besides this coffin is killing me!
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PULCINELLA

[IN HIS OWN VOICE] Signor, I haven't come here to taunt you, I
have come here in a spirit of spontaneous friendship and
overflowing humanity. I see a funeral; I see members of the
human race suffering. I have come to give them a little merriment.
Look! [PRODUCES THE JUDY-PUPPET] I bring you Judy! And
look! [PRODUCES MR PUNCH] I bring you Mr Punch! I can
entertain you with them and you can cheer yourselves watching
them beating each other! Or perhaps 1 could improvise a play for
you to help the bereaved one overcome his or her grief? [COMES
OUT FROM BEHIND THE BOOTH] I see many different people
here. Old men and young, and beautiful ladies. Is it any of you
ladies have suffered a bereavement, and could be cheered by my
innocent foolery?

FLAMINIA
As it happens, Signor Punch, your malice is a little ill-aimed. This
lady here has lost an uncle, who was not particularly well known
to her. No doubt you could go and find other people more
painfully bereaved, whom your spite could more obviously upset.

PULCINELLA
Indeed, beautiful lady, what a friend to her you are! And you wear
black for her sake also? Or perhaps you have suffered some recent
bereavement yourself? Think hard now over the last year or two.
Was there anyone close to you who suddenly passed over?

[FLAMINIA IS STRUCK SILENT, PANTALONE COMES AWAY
FROM THE COFFIN]

PANTALONE

Now hear this, Signor Revolutionary! You may have been having
a wonderful time splashing blood around the squares of Paris.
You may have been revelling in storming houses and shouting
obscenities at the occupants. But this is Venice, and here in the
Serenissima, we are all one big, law-abiding family. We don't get
drunk, we don't behave like slobs, and we restrict our abattoirs to
private places. So go back where you came from and note this
from the people of San Marco: stay out of our nice, friendly city!
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PULCINELLA

Friendly city! Do you call this friendly, this cesspit of vice and
intrigue? Do you call this friendly, when nobody does anything
but seek how to sleep with other men's wives? Do you call this
friendly, this decadence, this pleasure-seeking, this wantonness,
this cult of infidelity? Shakespeare says in Venice women "let God
see the pranks they would not show their husbands"! This lady
here who has rebuked me: she is the same as the rest! Can she
swear she has never deceived her husband?

FLAMINIA
My husband is dead, sir, killed in the wars which your French
friends have brought to Europe. To neither his body nor his ghost
have I ever been unfaithful,

PULCINELLA
Congratulations! You are unique. On, on then, with the superior
theatre of your funeral!

PANTALONE
Get this coffin out of the way and let me have at him! There's

going to be another funeral in a moment!

[PANTALONE ENCOURAGES THE REST HURRIEDLY TO
INTERN THE COFFIN]

[WHEN THEY ARRIVE AT THE TOMB OPENING, HOWEVER,
THEY FIND THEY ARE TOO HIGH FOR THE SQUARE
APERTURE THAT GAPES READY]

PANTALONE
On my God, we've got a deficient sarcophagus! Why can't they
build these tombs at a sensible height? Down a bit. Bend your

knees, mourners!
[LOWERING THEMSELVES THEY FIND NOW THAT THOUGH

THE HEAD OF THE COFFIN GOES IN SMOOTHLY, THE
BULBOUS PART STICKS IN THE HOLE]
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PANTALONE
If the corpse was normal this wouldn't be happening! Come on!
Again! Again!

[THEY MOVE BACK, AND HAVE AT IT AGAIN, THE COFFIN
STICKS]

OTTAVIO
Of course, it's customary to go in feet first,

PANTALONE
Turn the great lump round then and be quick. That idiot is
laughing at us! This is the last time I bury anybody!

[THEY BACK AND TRY TO TURN ABOUT, BUT ONE SIDE
WANTS TO GO A DIFFERENT WAY FROM THE OTHER]

PANTALONE
To your left. to your left, you imbecile, Dottore! Trust you to ruin
it! Oh, my groin! My groin!

[THEY TRY AGAIN, BUT THE COFFIN SLIPS AND SEEMS TO
SHIFT ITS LOAD |

PANTALONE
What's in this damn box? Did he come from the zoo?

[WITH THE COFFIN ALMOST VERTICAL THEY FIGHT TO
RETAIN HOLD ON IT]

DOTTORE
It's all a question of the displacement of volumes,

PANTALONE
Just push the bloody thing in the hole!

THE UNDERTAKER
Up your end! Up your end!
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PANTALONE
Up yours!

[WITH THE COFFIN OUT OF CONTROL, THEY BANG IT
AGAINST THE SIDE, FALL ABOUT AND EVENTUALLY
ALLOW IT TO SLIDE TO THE GROUND, THEY STAND
AROUND PANTING]

PULCINELLA
[KISSING HIS HAND (JUDY) IN APPRECIATION] One of the
most dignified and ceremonious of funerals I have ever had the
privilege to behold.

PANTALONE
Now look here, you-

FLAMINIA
Father, let's forget this sneering gentlemen, There's only one way
of getting this body to rest, and that's by removing the lid of the
coffin, and pushing it in regardless.

DOTTORE
Do you think we should?

THE UNDERTAKER
No, no, Heavens forfend!

PANTALONE
He's afraid we'll criticize his artistry. Yes, come on, To Hell with
the formalities! We'll all be in coffins, if we don't hurry,

[PANTALONE TAKES A HEFTY GRIP OF THE LID AND
HEAVES ON IT, THE UNDERTAKER GASPS WITH HORROR,
HE HEAVES IT AGAIN, AND WITH A WRENCHING OF WOOD
THE TOP COMES OFF]

PANTALONE
Right now! Up and in with it! Quick!
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[BUT THE OTHERS ARE LOOKING DOWN INTO THE COFFIN]

OTTAVIO
What a remarkable uncle you have, Isabella! Dottore, just lift it a
moment.

[DOTTORE AND OTTAVIO LIFT UP THE COFFIN)

OTTAVIO
Or remarkable undertakers!

[HE TURNS THE COFFIN UPSIDE-DOWN, NOTHING FALLS
OUT, EXCEPT A BIT OF PAPER]

PULCINELLA
Now very few people have been able to do that. Your Uncle could
go far!

FLAMINIA

What does the note say? It’s from the undertakers, I Fratelli Grotti:
[SHE STARTS READING] Signori and Signore, it is our earnest
wish that the circumstance never arise that you discover this note.
But if it should come to pass, we would beg to advise you that due
to the peril and danger of the times, we have been unable to
execute fully our usual service. Your uncle, Magnifico Immenso, is
nonetheless happily interred, with almost complete embalming, in
the famous monument opposite the family house on the riva, and
it will be sealed back close within the week. The City authorities
we feel will pardon this free interpretation of their bylaws, forced
upon us- as we said- by menacing conditions in Venice. In years to
come and happier days, we hope you will overlook these
irregularities. We look forward to being of assistance to you and
your family on many future occasions. We remain yours most
condolingly, I Fratelli Grotti, Funeral Directors. [SHE FINISHES
READING, AND REMAINS SPEECHLESS]

ISABELLA
[ASIDE] So the body of my uncle has been placed in the
monument opposite my house! Ohol!
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[PUTS UP HER FAN TO HIDE HER GRIN AND CONTINUES TO
SPEAK ASIDE]

Fate has arrived herself to make some mischief for me!

It seems Boccaccio’s Tale of high nights in Pistoia

Is ready for a new Madonna to incite!

I'll write those letters straight, and have the pair delivered

By Columbina ready to be sprung tonight.

With old Boccaccio’s trick I'll rid myself of both!

Let’s get the old fools warmed up ready. Here they are!

[SHE MOVES TO DOTTORE, HE LOOKS PUZZLED, SHE GIVES
HIM A BIG SMILE]

ISABELLA
[TO DOTTORE] The body of my uncle is placed in the monument
opposite my house on the riva. [SHE SMILES MYSTERIOUSLY]
Here may be a chance for you to prove your love, my learned
friend, with deeds of daring!

DOTTORE
[LECHEROUSLY] Deeds of daring! [GROANS WITH LUST]

ISABELLA
Just one thing more. [FINGER TO HER LIPS SIGNIFYING
SILENCE]

[SHE MOVES TO PANTALONE WHO HAS BEEN WATCHING
HER PUZZLED AND DAZZLES HIM WITH A HUGE SMILE)

ISABELLA
[TO PANTALONE] The body of my uncle has been stowed in the
tomb just outside my bedroom window.

PANTALONE
[TO ISABELLA] Your bedroom window, Madonna? Are you
suggesting?
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ISABELLA
[TO PANTALONE] Live in hope, live in hope. I had to be brusque
with you just now in front of the others and that fool Dottore. But
as for what I was feeling inside...

PANTALONE
[IN HIGH VOICE WEAKLY TO ISABELLA] Feeling inside?

ISABELLA
[TO PANTALONE] You've almost won me, you sly dog. But one
thing more...

PANTALONE
[HIGHER STILL TO ISABELLA BREATHLESSLY] One thing
more, and...?

ISABELLA

[BIDS HIM HUSH WITH FINGER ON LIPS. SHE GOES BACK
TO SPEAK TO DOTTORE] Now, this deed of daring. You know
our residence upon the riva, facing the family monument? The
tomb’s still open. Enter it at a quarter to eleven. Your reward will
be awaiting you on its top plinth, all ready. Come to me there
tonight at a quarter to eleven, and there in my shift you can reap a
a kiss full of the fervour of two fools in love! [DOTTORE IS
OVERCOME WITH LUSTFUL VISIONS, HIS HANDS
REACHING OUT, HIS LIPS QUIVERING] On the top plinth, in
my shift. I'll send you a letter with instructions by my maid.
[PUCKERS A KISS AND DASHES TO PANTALONE]

PANTALONE
[OLEAGINOUSLY] Dear lady!

ISABELLA
You see how we may meet? This very night?

PANTALONE
[INCREDULOUSLY] This very night?
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ISABELLA
While my Uncle’s Tomb'’s still open on the riva. This is how we
can have our assignation. All you have to do is find the tomb.
Meet me within it and I'll-

PANTALONE
[SQUEAKING FEARFULLY] Within it?

ISABELLA
Ay, within it! Are you wanting manhood? The tomb’s still open,
so it can be done. Just thrust open the door and-

PANTALONE
Thrust open the door of a tomb!

ISABELLA
Well, we can’t meet in my house, can we? We'll be seen. And this
is just a little from my window. So I shall skip over there in my
shift at quarter to eleven. But from half past eleven, do you lie
there waiting on the top plinth of the To-

PANTALONE
The tip plonth of the timb? Dear lady-

ISABELLA
Forget it then. I thought you were a man-

PANTALONE
[SQUEAKY VOICE] I am a m- [DEEP VOICE] I am a man!

ISABELLA
[SMILES AND CARESSES HIS CHEEK] Till quarter to eleven
then. When you can have a kiss full of the fervour of two fools in
love. See you're there on time, and make sure you're lying on the

plinth disrobed. I'll send a letter with instructions with my maid.
You'll be there?

PANTALONE
[MAKES VARIOUS NOISES TRYING TO SAY “YES” AND
EVENTUALLY DRAWS IN HIS BREATH, BUT- ]
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[AN EXPLOSION COMES FROM THE CITY, ALL START AND
PANTALONE NEARLY COLLAPSES IN SHOCK]

DOTTORE
The storm is returning,

PANTALONE
On my God, is it not!

DOTTORE
A clap of thunder, I think.

OTTAVIO
In a clear sky too. Unusual, wouldn’t you say?

[THEY ALL LOOK AT THE BACKDROP, WHERE A CLEAR SKY
NOW SHINES GOLDEN, AND THE CAMPANILE GLIMMERS
BENEATH, SMOKE DRIFTS ACROSS]

ISABELLA
Such a delicate little city to have such hordes storming down upon
it!

[THE RUMBLING COMES AGAIN, SHOOKS OF EXPLOSIONS
ECHOING OVER THE WATER]

ORATIO
That's the fire of cannon, Have no fear, my love!

ISABELLA

Cannon?

THE UNDERTAKER
It's the French!

[EVERYONE STARTS]

ALL
The French!
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PANTALONE
Oh my God, my house, my plate, my jewels! Quick, quick! Let's
get back to the city!

OTTAVIO
But it may be full of Frenchmen! [ASIDE] Appalling thought!

PANTALONE
We must all get out of here at once!

[PULCINELLA GOES OFF TOWARDS THE WATER]

DOTTORE
What if I were to wave a tricolour? do you think that would help?

PANTALONE
Do it. The Venetians might shoot you. Come down to the water.
We can't see here. The rest of you stay ready.

[PANTALONE, THE UNDERTAKER, AND DOTTORE GO
DOWN TO THE WATER]

ISABELLA
I hope it's not the French, it might spoil my little plan, [TO
OTTAVIO] Ottavio, have you ever read Boccaccio?

FLAMINIA
It's hardly the time for tricks, I think.

ISABELLA
Oh, these bangs are nothing, believe me! [TO OTTAVIO] Ottavio,
stay with us, for this very night might see such trickery as will
have us laugh for ever. Oh, angels, keep the French away till this
night is done!

[ISABELLA TAKES OTTAVIO INTO THE WINGS, HOLDING
HIM CLOSE]
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[FLAMINIA MEANWHILE LOOKS AT THE PUPPET-SHOW
BOOTH WITH SOME SUSPICION, SHE GOES OVER TO STUDY
IT, BUT AS SHE IS PEERING IN IT, PULCINELLA RETURNS]

PULCINELLA
Looking for something, Madonna?

FLAMINIA
Trying to see behind you, mysterious sir, for what sent you here

amongst us.

PULCINELLA
The grinding of the centuries. I am the beadle of vice, and all you
noble wantons will be divested.

[PANTALONE COMES RUNNING BACK)

PANTALONE

Three French frigates, if you please! Coming into our bay, and
trying to bombard the city! Two of them have made off, but the
third has been taken by our pinnaces and galleons. This will give
that Corsican excuse enough now to fail upon us and raze us! We
must all be off at dawn tomorrow; I've arranged with everyone:
load up my burchiello tonight! And at dawn we'll creep off up the
canals, and make into the Veneto, Isabella has an aunt, old Mare
Garba: she's a fusty thing, but we can stay at her villa. No
quarrelling with this, daughter! Now where are the others? I'll
give you a shout when we're ready.

[PANTALONE DASHES OFF AGAIN]

FLAMINIA
So refugees unite!

PULCINELLA
Flaminia is your name, is it not? Well, I have heard of a widow
called Flaminia. If you could but prove to me you were a faithful
widow, there might be some reward in it.
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FLAMINIA
Napoleon has demanded our Inquisitors are impeached, why do
you question me like an Inquisitor? I neither have nor will be
unfaithful to my husband's soul. But what is that of your
business?

PULCINELLA
If I could only be assured.

FLAMINIA
Why would I lie to a mask?

PULCINELLA
You give me your word, woman, that it is so?

[OTTAVIO RUNS IN EAGERLY]

OTTAVIO
Flaminia, come to the boat. We are to return to Venice and fly
tomorrow to Mare Garba's. It gives us just time enough tonight for
our tryst! And then think: even more trysts in the country! Trysts,
trysts, trysts. Give me a kiss in readiness. We can have love, love
rural and love urban!

[OTTAVIO KISSES HER HOTLY AND GOES OUT, FLAMINIA IS
LEFT SIGHING, PULCINELLA IS STRUCK DUMB, SHE GOES
OUT WITHOUT LOOKING AT HIM]

[PULCINELLA LIFTS UP HIS HAND, WHICH HAS THE
PUNCH GLOVE-PUPPET ON IT, AND TURNS THE PUPPET TO
STARE AT HIMSELF SARCASTICALLY, IN A FIT OF
BITTERNESS HE THROWS IT TO THE GROUND, HOLDS HIS
HEAD, AND LOOKS TOWARDS VENICE]

[THE SMOKE IS NOW OBSCURING THE VIEW WITH GAUZY

EFFECT, AND A SAD BURNING AMBER GLOWS ON THE
SCENE]
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PULCINELLA
Oh city, city, the twilight holds you still, the lechery of your eternal
evening!

[STALKING INTO THE CYPRESS-ALLEY NOW COMES
CAPITANO. HE STARES ABOUT ANXIOUSLY, WITH
ARLECCHINO BESIDE HIM, THEN HE BECKONS, AND UP TO
JOIN HIM COMES A CLOAKED FIGURE OF A WOMAN, SHE IS
STRANGE AND ECCENTRIC WITH FLOWERS IN HER HAIR,
CAPITANO POINTS TOWARDS THE CITY, AS DOES
ARLECCHINO ON THE OTHER SIDE, THE CLOAKED
WOMAN OPENS HER ARMS MYSTERIOUSLY]

[PULCINELLA WALKS TOWARDS THEM, BUT AS HE DOES SO

THE CENTRE CURTAIN DESCENDS, AND BEHIND HIM THE
FRONT CURTAIN ALSO]
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ACTTWO
2.1 [FRONT DOWN]

[ISABELLA COMES OUT FROM HER HOUSE WITH
COLUMBINA CARRYING A TRUNK)

ISABELLA
Now Columbina, that is the third trunk, I think,
And in it I have all my big-hooped farthingales,
My whalebones, linen understocks and crinolines,
Along with those chemises sewn with little roses-
The japoneserie with dragon-flies: remember?
Like summer skies seen through a honeysuckle bower!
But do you think I shall be needing my peignoir?

COLUMBINA
I think if soldiers come to ravish us, madam,
They will not bother with our underclothes at all!

ISABELLA
Oh really, Columbina: this is why we fly:
To slip the filthy ravening of these French wolves,
And take ourselves into the springtime countryside,
Where irises will bloom along the silvery canals,
And sweet convolvulus grow succulent at dusk
And there embracing with our loved Ottavio-
Oh but my snood, peruke, false pieces, powder, ribbons,
Your hair-dressing tongs, Columbina, scissors, papers!
We'll have to start another trunk. Quick, quick, and oh
The trick, the trick to play upon the senexes!
What time is it?

COLUMBINA
I think it is not seven yet,
We have still time. So leave your packing now, mistress,
And let me fly to give the senexes their letters.
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[FLAMINIA ENTERS PULLING A TRUNK OF HER OWN]]

ISABELLA
I must a little talk to dear Flaminia,
Go seek the letters on my boudoir's mantlepiece.

COLUMBINA

I will, madam.
[COLUMBINA DANCES OFF)

FLAMINIA
I come with luggage. You depart.

ISABELLA
But you are coming too to Mare Garba's surely?
Indeed you are. You cannot stay to face the French!
Why, worse than death the fate those revolutionaries bring!

FLAMINIA
Then I will go one better than my wretched husband,
Now Isabella, while the evening comes apace,
And all the morrow lies in dark uncertainty,
Have you reflected on the plan I put to you,
That this night, when eleven o' clock is struck,
You should in at your window there receive Ottavio,
And fling yourself into the blissful bed of marriage?

ISABELLA
Reflected? I have thought of it incessantly!
Oh such a night is surely of the stuff of dreams!
To have Ottavio pledged to come and marry me,
The very night before we hasten from a town besieged,
A moment after I have played the maddest trick
On those two senexes- oh night of ecstasy!
Danger and love and laughter! What could equal it?

FLAMINIA
Ay, what indeed? You have an appetite for thrills
As mountainous as some Magnificoes for money!
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For surely either flight or pranks or wedding-rites-
One of these three would surely be enough for me!
But you seem to rejoice in running them in tandem!

ISABELLA
What? On yes, yes! is life not dull enough to live
Without jetting slip sweet availabilities?
Are days not grey and grim enough to sicken you,
Without missing the chance of dizzy blissfulness?
If I were making worlds, I would have all of them
Reeling with comedy and love and happiness!
But since I only have a little way to make,
This night I stamp my own! For let the dance begin:
Two lecherous old men shall dance a dance of terror,
Two loving youthful hearts shall dance a dance of love,
And in the dawn shall all go dancing from the city
To make more merriment at Mare Garba's!
For after all, Flaminia, this month is May,
And May Day's madness will soon triumph over all!

[ENTER PRIEST, WHO LOOKS SLAVERINGLY AT THE GIRLS]

FLAMINIA
Ab, see: the priest I have engaged for you arrives:
He is a specialist at hasty nuptials,
And more than eager, as you see, to have you bedded.

PRIEST
Ah, more than eager, more than eager, honoured lady,
More, more!

FLAMINIA
So take him in, and ready everything.
Ottavio with a ladder in the dark
Will come hot-foot, and mount to your embraces
Up at the window there in secret at eleven.
Do not you speak to him above a whisper, mind,
Do not say anything except the wedding-vows,
And to the bed apace! Perilous are the times.
And here is no necessity for any modesty.
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PRIEST
On no necessity at all, good ladies, none,
Abandon your whole soul to the delights of f-f-f-f

FLAMINIA
Quite so, quite so. Well, take him to the chamber.

PRIEST
f-f-f-fervour!
Indeed, what better joy than the delights of f-f-f-

FLAMINIA
Oh take him quickly in.

ISABELLA
How cold the evening comes!

[ISABELLA CHLLED, TAKES IN THE PRIEST, COLUMBINA
PASSES HER, CARRYING TWO LETTERS AND WEARING
ISABELLA'S CLOAK AND BONNET FROM ACT ONE]

COLUMBINA
Where has my mistress gone?

FLAMINIA
To pick the wedding-sheets,
This night she is to marry with Ottavio.

COLUMBINA
To marry!

FLAMINIA
Ay. A mighty go-between is war.

COLUMBINA
But I have here the letters for the senexes,
And wear her clothes to pass me off as her a while,
To urge them to a desperate foolery this night.
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FLAMINIA
It is a night for fools. But bide, and they will come.

[FLAMINIA GOES BACK THE WAY SHE CAME, COLUMBINA
GOES INTO THE HOUSE]

I1.2 [CENTRE DOWN]

[DOTTORE ENTERS, TALKING TO PANTALONE WHO IS
BEHIND HIM CARRYING A TRUNK]

DOTTORE
Why should I help you carry your trunk? I am having no part in
these absurd removals. It would be contravening natural laws for
me to assist you to fly from historical inevitability. Besides,
Pantalone, in the new age everyone will carry their own luggage;
patricians and peasants, by coach or foot; all will be responsible
for their own cases. These are the universal laws of life, which-

[THERE IS A CRASH AS PANTALONE, TOTTERING EVER
FASTER, HAS FINALLY DUMPED HIS CASE DOWN BY
ISABELLA'S]

PANTALONE
Now oh great pontificator of the new age, I'm going to punch you
in the throat! There's the law of nature, as far as I'm concerned! I
am spontaneously feeling anger, I should not try to hide my
natural impulses. So I'm going to smash your brains all over the
steps of this canal!

DOTTORE
I really fail to see why everyone should be in such a state merely
because we are about to be liberated! You ought to be glad that the
French are coming, instead of running around like a rabbit. You
ought to be ecstatic that the tyrannical yoke of centuries is about
to be lifted from your shoulders!
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PANTALONE
If you wanted to lift yokes from shoulders, you would have given
me a hand with my trunk! But that's the Revolutionary man all
over! He spends his time haranguing the world about lifting yokes
from shoulders and ignores the fellow next to him martyring
himself to a hernia! I don't care a damn about Jean Jacques
Rousseau: I am going to save my neck. Now, there is the luggage
of my dear Isabella. In a moment my servants will put the lot in
the burchiello. [ASIDE] And then off to my nuptials!

DOTTORE [ASIDE]
His "dear Isabella"! What a fool that man is! Little does he know
that only an hour ago she promised herself to me on the
accomplishment of but "one thing more"!

PANTALONE [ASIDE]
We'll see how he gets on with the guillotine-crazed mob, when I
am tucked up in a villa with Isabella. She is going to be mine now,
And promised as much, if only I accomplish "one thing more":

DOTTORE
What are you muttering, you decrepit old lecher?

PANTALONE
Never mind what I'm muttering. It was private. That's why I was
muttering! And anyway, you wouldn't understand the delicacy of
my feelings. You see, Dottore, you've changed horribly with all
this revolutionary fervour. There would be little point in confiding
in one now who has lost all refinement and polish. What is the life
of a man, I ask? What is the point of living? Is it just to indulge
himself, and to wallow in the idiocies of his inner nature? Or is it
to share the joy of life convivially with friends and with lovers,
and to make the great dance of grace and tradition, which keeps
us in the smiling of the gods?

DOTTORE
Where on earth did you get that speech from?
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PANTALONE
[AIRILY] Oh these things just come to one when you're in love.

DOTTORE
Yes, but I'm in love too!

PANTALONE
And you're a selfish pig! That's just what I've been telling you! But
shut up! Here's the maidservant of my mistress, Go and blow
bubbles in the lagoon!

[COLUMBINA COMES ON STAGE, NO LONGER WEARING
THE CLOAK AND BONNET. BUT BEARING THE TWO
LETTERS. SHE STOPS HAPPY TO SEE THE TWO SENEXES]

PANTALONE
Columbina, you pretty thing! Has our mistress sent you?

DOTTORE
Is there perchance some word to me from Isabella?

COLUMBINA
[TO DOTTORE Be patient a little while, sir, I must first deceive
your poor foolish comrade, then I'll come to you. [SHE WINKS]

DOTTORE
[WINKING BACK] We understand. We understand!

COLUMBINA
[TO PANTALONE] Do not mention this, sir, to your idiot friend
there. You know what our mistress thinks of him! But here's a
letter for you, sir. [HANDING HIM A LETTER SECRETLY] She
said you'll appreciate it. It's an outline of the "one thing more" she

was mentioning.

PANTALONE
One thing more! Ah yes! Good! A letter from her divine hand! Oh
smell, smell, just smell that exotic perfume!
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[WHILE PANTALONE SWOONS AT THE SCENT, COLUMBINA
DARTS OVER TO DOTTORE]

COLUMBINA
Now, sir, we've got the old fool occupied. So it is your turn,
[HANDING HIM A LETTER] here's a letter from my mistress
Isabella. In it she outlines to you the one thing more she
mentioned. Execute this, and the lovely lady is yours!

DOTTORE
Mine, mine! Oh, imagine it! I might have her thus in my hands, all
white, and crinkly, and covered in ink- I must read this letter!

[COLUMBINA WAITS, WHILE ON EITHER SIDE OF HER, THE
TWO OLD MEN OPEN THEIR LETTERS SIMULTANEOUSLY.
WITH FEVERISH HANDS THEY DEVOUR THE CONTENTS,
THEIR EYES GOING FROM SIDE TO SIDE. AND AT FIRST
THEY BOTH NOD IN ASSENT, THEN THEY BOTH BOUND
WITH JOY. THEN DOTTORE READS WITH INCREASINGLY
LUSTFUL GRUMBLES, AND PANTALONE READS WITH
INCREASINGLY FEARFUL BLEATS, TILL A FINAL LUSTFUL
RUMBLE FROM DOTTORE, AND FROM PANTALONE A HIGH-
PITCHED GULP.

[THEY BOTH NOW DECIDE TO READ THE LETTER
AGAIN JUST TO CHECK, AND REPEAT ALL THEIR
REACTIONS BUT TWICE AS FAST, DOWN TO THE FINAL
RUMBLE AND GULP. THOUGHTFULLY THEY FOLD THE
LETTERS AWAY, AND TURN TO GO.

[BUT AS THEY GO, THEY DECIDE TO READ THE
LETTER A THIRD TIME, THINKING IT ALL OUT AS THEY DO,
AND MOVE OFF IN OPPOSITE DIRECTIONS, UNTIL THEY
ARE OUT OF SIGHT]

[COLUMBINA WATCHES THEM, FIRST ONE SIDE THEN THE

OTHER, MAKES A LITTLE CIRCLE OF APPRECIATION WITH
HER FINGER AND THUMB AND CHEERILY GOES OFF]
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II.3 [CENTRE DOWN STILL]

[OTTAVIO COMES ON, AND LOOKS UP AT ISABELLA'S
WINDOW]

OTTAVIO
Psst! Psst! Flaminia! Flaminia, are you there? [NO REPLY]
Flaminia!

[FLAMINIA ENTERS BEHIND HIM]

FLAMINIA
Looking for me?

OTTAVIO
Where have you been? You leave me in such a suspense of doubt.
This is the window, yes? And you'll be there at eleven?

FLAMINIA
Yes, yes. Come at eleven, and find heaven, Catchy little phrase!

OTTAVIO
You're ready then? You're not deluding me?

FLAMINIA
Is bold Ottavio having cold feet?

OTTAVIO
Cold feet are the least of his troubles. But be there, be there!
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[AS HE STANDS STARING AT FLAMINIA, WHO BOLDLY
RETURNS HIS GAZE, PULCINELLA ENTERS BEHIND AND
WATCHES THEM, FLAMINIA SEES HIM AND TURNS ASIDE
ANGRILY, OTTAVIO NOTICES HIM, AND STARES AT
FLAMINIA ONCE MORE]

OTTAVIO
I will go now and see about a ladder.

[OTTAVIO GOES OUT, AS PULCINELLA STILL LOOKS ON
BITTERLY]

FLAMINIA
You have a knack for coming at me unawares.

PULCINELLA
It is a role I play, And you, Madonna, too:
You are still set in your will for sinning.

FLAMINIA
Since you last saw me, sir, I have reformed myself.
I have given all thoughts up of illicit love.
I am engaged now on no act of sin at all.

PULCINELLA
Indeed? And the is why the gallant needs a ladder?
You are still trysting with him at eleven sure?

FLAMINIA
No, I am marrying him at eleven sharp.

PULCINELLA
You marry him? What him? And this is you that marry?

FLAMINIA
Please come along yourself and see. We need a witness.
Be ready for us by the ladder at eleven!



[FLAMINIA GOES, PULCINELLA STAYS THUNDERSTRUCK,
THEN HE TAKES OFF HIS MASK, AND AS IF GASPING FOR
AIR, TIPS HIS HEAD BACK, HIS EYES SHUT IN TORMENT]

PULCINELLA
Why do I do this to the fool that is myself?
Why do I, dressed thus in the robes of a white clown,
Goad on myself to such eternal mockery.

[HE TURNS TO THE BACK, WHERE THE CENTRE CURTAIN
HAS RISEN TO REVEAL THE CANALS AND STREETS OF
VENICE, BEHIND WHICH THE EVENING SKY IS
GLOWING WITH A ROSY GOLD]

Oh, Venice, Venice, taunting me with tawdry pageants,
Hanging before my eyes your glittering wickedness,
How you do mock the little anguish of my heart!

The pink of evening shines upon your marble face,

Yet in the blush no shame. Oh filthy, filthy city.

Now let the roaring brine of revolution come

And wash away your speckled heraldry of sin.

Inspire me the new ruthlessness! And thus I'll act:

These lovers, this Flaminia and Ottavio,

Them shall I follow to their secret whispering chamber,
Stab them the pair, transfix on the one sword two hearts,
And then tomorrow with the dawn in the piazza

Before St Mark's I will inform the harkening world

How Flavio from wars upon his wife brought vengeance!
The new age will applaud the new commission,

Their blood upon my own at least is satisfaction!

[DRAWING HIS SWORD HE GOES OUT SUDDENLY)
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I1.4 [BACKDROP]

[A GENTLE TAPPING NOISE IS HEARD AND THE
STRUMMING OF A GUITAR, BEATING OUT THE RHYTHM OF
A FURLANA, ARLECCHINO COMES ON AT THE BACK WITH
A DRUM DANCING NEATLY, HE GOES OFF THE OTHER SIDE]

[AS HE COMES BACK ON DOWNSTAGE, CAPITANO COMES
ON UPSTAGE FAINTLY DANCING AND STRUMMING A
GUITAR. THEY CROSS ONE ANOTHER AND GO OUT IN
OPPOSE WINGS]

[THEY COME STRAIGHT ON AGAIN UPSTAGE LEFT WITH
GUITAR AND STANDING AT THE SIDE, PLAY A KIND

OF FANFARE, AND UPSTAGE ENTERS MARE GARBA, AN
ECCENTRIC-LOOKING LADY, WEARING A MASK, AND
DECKED OUT LIKE A MAY QUEEN WITH GARLANDS
AND FLOWERS IN HER HAIR]

MARE GARBA
To Venice I return. And see, how the May evening
With splendour welcomes a poor out-of-fashion aunt!
Though hurried away lately by the changing fashions,
By boisterous boys and girling girls rudely shoved forth,
Yet I have come again, and in more sober times
I think a little of my courteous message will be heard.
Be ready then to send your proclamations forth:
In the piazza, watched by angels of St Mark's,
We will begin again the dance of courtesy,
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And May Day celebrate, a little late, but true!

CAPITANO
Before the feet of such a lady as yourself
Everything falls! Bang on the drum, my trusty servant.
Announce to Venice that her liberator is at hand!

[ARLECCHINO LIFTS UP HIS DRUM-STICKS READY TO
MAKE A TREMENDOUS NOISE, BUT MARE GARBBA GENTLY
STAYS HIM]

MARE GARBA
Ah Capitano, how exceedingly obliging!
But first a little circumspection. Our poor city
Has certain shades of rapine, pillage and destruction
Staring it in the face. Let us go softly on.
Now this sweet riva is where Isabella lives,
My impish niece, now so agreeably enriched,
And she will certainly come join us in our Maying.
For from his day of death the trembling April fades,
And tardy with the dawn, the cuckoo-misty dawn,
Will May Day to the woods and deck her hair in gold.
So we must find some hideaway an hour or two.

CAPITANO
No palace or vast hall can hide your mightiness,
Madonna. Arlecchino, batter on your drum!
Call all the citizens to flock into the streets
And find a secret hiding--place for Mare Gerba.

[ARLECCHINO LIFTS HIS DRUM-STICKS, CLOSING HIS EYES
WITH FEARFUL INTENSITY, BUT MARE GARBA AGAIN
INTERPOSES HER ARM, THIS TIME SO THAT HIS HANDS
INTERCEPTED BEAT THE AIR FURIOUSLY TO NO EFFECT]

MARE GARBA
Captain, your thoughtfulness is truly staggering!
But while the dusk falls, let us use a little guile.
I will a while stroll in the town and watch the people,
Or hear the band in the piazza, dally till
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The secret dark from deep beneath the bridges steals,
And folds the stalls up in the scuolas' lantern-light,

CAPITANO
It shall be done! See how the armies of the evening
Drag vast artillery across the muddy sky,
And on the bronze horizon stay their wheels, and raise
[SHOUTING] Implacable barrels of fire to pierce the clouds-

ARLECCHINO
Hurrah!

CAPITANO
Sending their loud trajectories beyond the heights-

ARLECCHINO
The heights!

CAPITANO
to burn the countless galaxies in fizzles!

ARLECCHINO
Hizzle Hzz! Hzz!

ARLECCHINO
Ee-ee-ee-ugh!

[ARLECCHINO WITHOUT TOUCHING HIS DRUM BANGS IT
ECSTATICALLY, THEN THROWS OUT HIS HANDS IN A
DISPLAY OF VIGOROUS DRILL, FINALLY INSERTING THE
STICK-ENDS UP HIS NOSTRILS]

MARE GARBA
Some chocolate at Florian's might be the best,
Captain, I know you military men are charged,
And there is pressing business you must attend to,
Flaminia, whom you seek, is lodging at this house.
Attend then to your mission, and an hour or so
Meet me in the piazza at the coffee-house.
Your servant can escort me thither through the Corse.
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[SHE MOTIONS THEM OFF]

CAPITANO
Yours in the chairs of death or Florians!

ARLECCHINO
Ha ho! Ho hoo! Hoo hee!

[BANGING HIS DRUM LIGHTLY IN THE RHYTHM OF A
FURLANA, ARLECCHINO TAKES MARE GARBA OFF DOWN
LEFT]

CAPITANO
Go now, Flaminia Boseno, from the wars
To this small alleyway am I a warrior come
With news I fear that would dismay a warrior's heart.

[CAPITANO LOOKS UP AT THE HOUSE, AND THEN KNOCKS
ON THE DOOR WITH HIS SWORD-HILT)

[COLUMBINA COMES TO THE DOOR, AGAIN WEARING
ISABELLA'S CLOAK]

CAPITANO
I seek Flaminia Boseno.

COLUMBINA
You seek well, Capitano.

CAPITANO
Are you she?

COLUMBINA
No. I am someone else. And at midnight, I will be Isabella.

CAPITANO
Isabella Boseno?
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COLUMBINA
No, Isabella Dimenso.

CAPITANO
And now you are who?

COLUMBINA
Columbina Calini.

CAPITANO
And who am I looking for?

COLUMBINA
Flaminia Boseno.

CAPITANO
Ah!

COLUMBINA
I should start all over again and this time knock harder.

[SHE GOES IN, CARITANO KNOCKS HARDER WITH HIS
SWORD-HILT]

[ISABELLA APPEARS AT THE WINDOW UPSTAIRS]

ISABELLA
Who is it that keeps knocking?

CAPITANO
Aha! Flaminia Boseno?

ISABELLA
You expect me to believe that?

CAPITANO
No, are you Flaminia Boseno?

ISABELLA
I am Isabella Dimenso.
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CAPITANO
Aha! T was talking to you just now, or what you will be at
midnight.

ISABELLA
Would you kindly go away? I am expecting an important visit?

CAPITANO
But signora-

ISABELLA
Knock harder then, knock harder, and try again!

[ISABELLA GOES FROM THE WINDOW, CAPITANO TAKES A
DEEP BREATH AND KNOCKS HARDER WITH HIS SWORD]

[FLAMINIA APPEARS]

FLAMINA
Are you trying to fix the door?

CAPITANO
Perhaps you could help me?

FLAMINIA
I'm afraid I am no good at anything mechanical.

CAPITANO
A sadder task, alas, is mine to execute,
I am looking for the widow called Flaminia Boseno.
I have a letter for her from the Spanish wars,
Wherein her husband wishes her a long farewell
And having to a dying soldier pledged my word
To give it her myself, I need to speak with her
To break the subject of the letter to her gently,
But lately everybody turns me from the door.

FLAMINIA
Then here's an end of your rejections. Give it me.
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The intention is enough, sir, of your gentleness.
For sad to say, I am Flaminia Boseno.

[SHE LOOKS AT HIM QUIETLY, HE STANDS STILL AND
BEGINS A SLIGHT GESTURE OF APOLOGY, SHE HOLDS UP
HER HAND A FRACTION TO STOP HIM, AND TAKES THE
LETTER, HE MAKES A DIGNIFIED BOW AND GOES OFF]

FLAMINIA
So Flavio, your letter to me has arrived at last
And here a final leavetaking I have at hand,
How I have longed for such a confirmation of
What I have dreaded ever! How indeed desired
To bear the news that would put coldness in my so
How foolish were those wishes! Now I know he’s dead.
I see it is an anguish past imagining!
The world, the whole wide world is of his presence empty!
Oh minutes, hurry back! Let me not know again!
How can I ever have the strength to read this letter?

[FLAMINIA BEGINS TO WEEP AND RUNS UPSTAGE

TOWARDS THE FADING TWILIGHT. THE BELL OF ST MARK'S
STARTS TO BOOM OUT ELEVEN O' CLOCK]
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IL.5 [FRONT DOWN]

[AS THE BELL BOOMS OUT, THE CENTRE CURTAIN BEGINS
TO DESCEND, AND ORATIO CROSSES THE STAGE WITH
PULCINELLA]

[AS THE BELL CONTINUES STRIKING, THEY RETURN
CARRYING A LADDER, AND ARE DOWNSTAGE BY THE TIME
THE FRONT CURTAIN DESCENDS]

OTTAVIO
I am most obliged to you for your help. It was a happy
coincidence running into you like that, and as I said I thought you
were highly diverting at the funeral this morning. Now I'll carry it
the rest of the way. Thank you so much,

PULCINELLA
But sir, on such an important occasion, you must allow me to help

you set the ladder up. Here's the house, I think. There's the
window. Just let me get my sword out of the way, and we'll put it

up.

OTTAVIO
Really, sir, you seem to be unusually prescient in the sort of
actions I am engaged upon.

PULCINELLA
Oh, I was a young man once myself, you know. But I lived until
middle age.

OTTAVIO
[ASIDE] What the Hell does he mean by that? Still, I might as well
make use of him. - Up here then, sir, and thanks again,

[THEY SHIFT THE LADDER AND PUT IT AGAINST THE
WINDOW]
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OTTAVIO
Now eleven o’clock has struck, sir, and now I really must be off.

PULCINELLA
Please go ahead, I'll hold the ladder steady.

OTTAVIO
[LAUGHING] Well, if you insist. You really are making it all so

much easier.

PULCINELLA
I am keen to help you to heaven!

OTTAVIO
To heaven?

PULCINELLA
[POINTING UP TO THE WINDOW] to heaven!

OTTAVIO
Oh yes, to heaven indeed! Well, thanks again, And ... [HE MAKES
A SALUTE OF FAREWELL]

[PULCINELLA IN REPLY DRAWS HIS SWORD AND SALUTES,
HOLDING IT MENACINGLY, OTTAVIO IS A LITTLE UNEASY,
BUT LAUGHS AND CLIMBS THE LADDER, PULCINELLA
IMMEDIATELY FOLLOWS HIM]

OTTAVIO
[LOOKING BACK] Why are you climbing up the ladder?

PULCINELLA
I want to make sure you get there.

OTTAVIO
I can manage a ladder, thanks.

PULCINELLA
I'm coming in as well.

61



OTTAVIO
You are what?

PULCINELLA
Oh yes, I want to see you get to her, I want to see both of you
before anything happens.

OTTAVIO
You will kindly do no such thing! Now please. I can't argue
halfway up a ladder. I am going up, and if you follow, I shall just
have to push you out of the window.

PULCINELLA
[ASIDE] We'll see about that.

[OTTAVIO ANGRILY CLIMBS UP AND INTO THE BEDROOM,
BUT JUST AS HE CLIMBS IN, FLAMINIA COMES ON, WITH A
SWORD DRAWN AND FURIOUS]

FLAMINIA
There he is! There is the man who drove him to it! Well, he will not
survive this!

[SHE RUNS FORWARD TO THE FOOT OF THE LADDER AND
BEGINS CLIMBING, PULCINELLA STOPS ON HIS WAY UP IN
ASTONISHMENT]

PULCINELLA
But what are you doing down there? Where have you been?

FLAMINIA
Let me up that ladder.

PULCINELLA
He's already there.

FLAMINIA
I know he's already there. That's where I'm going to kill him.
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PULCINELLA
Kill him! That's not what you arranged! I'm going to kill him.

FLAMINIA
Just get out of my way, will you!

[OTTAVIO NOW PUTS HIS HEAD OUT TO SEE WHAT IS
HAPPENING]

OTTAVIO
What on earth is going on? There are two now! Are we going to
sell tickets?

PULCINELLA
[SWIPING WITH HIS SWORD) Just get back and keep out of the
way!

FLAMINIA
[SWIPING BACK] Don't you dare rob me of my quarry.

ISABELLA
Come back, come back, Ottavio, why should you bother with
anything?

OTTAVIO
But I'm trying to see who's down there, my sweet, and what's
happening!

ISABELLA
This is happening!

[SHE FLINGS HER ARM ROUND HIS NECK, KISSES HIM AND
DRAGS HIM IN]

[FLAMINIA BY NOW IS BEING DRIVEN BACK FROM THE
LADDER AND IS DUELLING WITH PULCINELLA. THE PRIEST
MEANWHILE COMES TO THE WINDOW, PEERS DOWN,
THEN MAKES A GESTURE OF DISMISSAL, HE LOOKS BACK
INTO THE ROOM THEN, WAVES HIS HANDS IN HAPPINESS
AND RUNS BACK IN]
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FLAMINIA
You wretch, you are a man, I cannot beat you!

PULCINELLA
You pestiferous she-wolf!

[HE CHASES HER OFF-STAGE]
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11.6 [BACKDROP]

[THE CENTRE CURTAIN GOES UP TO REVEAL PANTALONE
STARING ABOUT IN THE DARKNESS FEARFULLY, THE
MOON NOW LIGHTING THE BACKSTREET HOUSES, THE
TOMB, AND FAR OFF OVER THE LAGOON THE CAMPANILE
AND SAN MARCO. PANTALONE TRIES TO LOOK AT HIS
WATCH IN THE MOONLIGHT, EVENTUALLY SUCCEEDING]

PANTALONE
Still only a quarter past eleven! I'm early. But I can't wait in these
black streets any longer. I'll do it now, I'll do it now and be ready!
Just better check the letter checker, let the checker better letter,
just...

[GIBBERING PATHETICALLY, HE SQUINTS AT THE LETTER
AGAIN, AND BREATHLESSLY RUNS THROUGH IT]

PANTALONE
[READS] Dear, dear exciting Pantalone, You may have been
wondering why of late I have so consistently repulsed you. The
answer, sweet, breathless friend, is that I was forcing myself to do
it, due to the irresistible strength of my desires. For rather than
wish to repulse you, I longed only to fall into your arms, and
surrender myself to the passion of your towering virility.
[NERVOUS GULP OF LUST] But there is one thing always
stopped me: can I believe you true? Oh passionate Pantalone,
prove me, prove me your love, and I'll be yours this very night.
Come to my house on the Riva. [HE LOOKS OVER TOWARDS IT
AND MENTALLY CHECKS IT OFF] Right opposite my house is
my Uncle’s Tomb. [WITH FAINT FEARFUL BLEATS HE LOOKS
OVER TO IT, GULPS AND THEN WARMS UP AS HE GOES ON]
There will be your reward awaiting your embraces on the top
plinth of the monument in my shift. At 11.45 pm precisely, fly into
the tomb and reap a kiss full of the fervour of two fools in love.

Yours sincerely, Isabella Dimenti.

[IN AFLUTTER OF NERVES HE FINISHES THE LETTERS,
FOLDS IT UP, STUFFS IT IN HIS ROBE, WHILE ALSO TRYING
TO TAKE IT OFF, GETS INTO A CONFUSED MUDDLE, TILL HE
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SUDDENLY DECIDES TO HURL HIMSELF AT THE TOMB,
HEAVES OPEN THE DOOR, AND AS IT MAKES SUCH A
FEARFUL GROANING, GRATING NOISE, HE FALLS BACK IN
A FAINT FLAT ON HIS BACK]

[MARE GARBA ENTERS WITH CAPITANO, WHO IS
CARRYING A WHITE SHEET, AND IN THE DARK NEITHER OF
THEM NOTICE PANTALONE'S BODY]

MARE GARBA.
Indeed, Capitano, it is approaching midnight, and once twelve is
struck, May Day is come. Perhaps I will therefore hide in wait
until the early hour is upon us. But where would be a good place
in all this backstreet blackness? [CAPITANO STARTS WITH
FEAR] Captain, have a care. Why do you start like that?

CAPITANO
My dear lady, you cannot be too careful. In the darkness, you see,
French agents might be lurking, sabotaging, committing rape,
murder, burglaries. And I am too conspicuous, and we need to
keep you under wrap, dear lady, till the moment has come of your
revelation. So, allow me... [HE STARTS TO DRAPE HER IN THE
WHITE SHEET, UNTIL SHE NODS AND KEEPS IS FOLDED
OVER HER SHOULDERS] Just so. But, as to these alleys...
[LOOKS ABOUT] I fear that, after the tremendous slaughters I
inflicted on the French in the Spanish Wars, there are many who
will like to see the great Capitano Spavento d-d- d- d- [HE HAS
SEEN THE TOMB GAPING OPEN, STARTS TO FREEZE AS HE
SLOWLY INDICATES IT, AND THEN STAYS FROZEN LIKE A
STATUE POINTING IN HORROR]

MARE GARBA
[AT FIRST NOT NOTICING HIM] Like to see the great Capitano
Spavento- what, dear? Dance? Caper? Can you do the tarantella?
I'm rehearsing it with a few people at the moment. [SHE SEES
HIM GRIMACING IN HORROR AND POINTING] What is it,
dear? What are yo- Oh, it's only an open monument. What's the
fuss? We have these all over Italy. And now I think about it, a
gaping tomb is as good a place to hide as any. You can leave me
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here, my dear Capitano. Worry no further. I shall be safe. To us the
darkness is a friend. [SHE ENTERS THE TOMB]

[CAPITANO STAYS FROZEN AND POINTING, AS HE STANDS
DIRECTLY ABOVE THE PRONE AND UNCONSCIOUS
PANTALONE]

{DOTTORE ENTERS IN BUSINESS-LIKE STRIDES, HURRIEDLY
READING THROUGH ISABELLA’S LETTER]

DOTTORE
[READS] Dear learned and beautiful Dottore, You may have been
wondering... longed only to fall into your arms... towering
virility. But one thing always stopped me ... Oh high-minded
Dottore, prove me, prove me... prove me... yours this very night.
I cannot meet you at home of course, but as my Uncle’s Tomb is
still open, do you just wait for me already disrobed on the Tomb’s
top plinth. Be ready for me at 11.30 precisely. Soon after in my
shift will come your trembling prize, and at last you may reap a
kiss full of the fervour of two fools in love. Yours sincerely,
Isabella Dimenti. PS, My house is on the Riva to the left as you
approach from the canal. [HE LOOKS OVER TO HER HOUSE
AND NODS] And the tomb is opposite on your right. [HE LOOKS
OVER TO THE RIGHT, BUT CAN'T YET SEE THE TOMB. BUT
HE DOES SEE CAPITANO POINTING, CLAPS HIM ON THE
SHOULDER IN THANKS AND STRIDES OVER. CAPITANO
GAPES WITH EXTRA TERROR, AND EMITS A STRANGLED
YODEL. DOTTORE LUSTFULLY STARTS TO STRIP OFF AND
GOES MANFULLY INTO THE TOMB. THERE IS A SILENCE]

[PANTALONE IS NOW RECOVERING, BLEATING QUIETLY
AND REACHES OUT TO GRASP SOMETHING TO PULL
HIMSELF UP. ENCOUNTERING CAPITANO'S LEG, HE
GRUNTS IN APPROVAL AND STARTS TO HAUL HIMSELF UP.
FEELING A HAND FROM BELOW ON HIS LEG, CAPITANO
MAKES A PATHETIC GURGLE OF TERROR. PANTALONE
WITH A SMALL BLEAT OF PUZZLEMENT STARTS TO FEEL
UPWARD. CAPITANO GIVES AN EVEN LOWER GURGLE OF
TERROR, PANTALONE AN INCREASINGLY HIGHER BLEAT,
AND THEY DO THIS ALTERNATELY, UNTIL PANTALONE’S
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HANDS COMES TO THE TOP AND GRASPS CAPITANO’S
CROTCH. AT THIS THEY BOTH LOOK OUT TO THE
AUDIENCE IN STUNNED SILENCE]

[FROM INSIDE THE TOMB THERE NOW COMES A GRUFF
LUSTFUL GRUNT FROM DOTTORE, WHICH IS ANSWERED
BY MARE GARBA WITH AN AFFRONTED FEMININE HUH!
THIS SEQUENCE IS THEN REPEATED MORE EMPATHICALLY,
AS NOISES OF A SCUFFLING CHASE FLOAT OUT]

[HEARING THESE NOISES IN HORROR, WITH GURGLES AND
BLEATS, PANTALONE AND CAPITANO START TO CRAWL
AWAY, THEIR GURGLES AND BLEATS NOW AUGMENTED BY
“OWS!” FROM PANTALONE, AS HE BANGS HIS ELBOWS ON
THE PAVEMENT, AND “OOCHES!” FROM CAPITANO, AS
PANTALONE SWINGS ON HIS CROTCH, UNTIL THEY ARE
ALMOST AT THE HOUSE, WHERE THE NOISE REACHES
SUCH AN OPERATIC CLIMAX AS PROVOKES A RESPONSE]

[OTTAVIO, BURSTING OUT OF THE WINDOW IN FURY,
HURRIES DOWN THE LADDER]

OTTAVIO
Look, what on earth is happening down there? It sounds like a
gondola capsizing with a delivery of camels. It's absolutely
barmy! We're trying to have a honeymoon here, and all we get is
bleats and grunts and groans and shrieks- and it’s not coming
from us, but the fornicating street!

[COLUMBINA ENTERS FROM THE STREET-DOOR, FIGHTING
OFF THE PRIEST]

COLUMBINA
Look, I've given you your fee, you're not getting anything else.
Will you kindly take your holy hands off! And fish out your
exorcism kit, as it sounds like you're going to need it! What on
earth is happening? Listen, it’s like a ghost-town cat-opera!

[THE NOISES ARE NOW JOINED BY THE BOOMING OF THE
BELL STRIKING MIDNIGHT, AS WITH EACH STROKE THE
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UNDERTAKER ENTERS IN GLOOMY MOOD, JOINING IN THE
LAST THREE CHIMES]

UNDERTAKER
Doom, doom, doom! [CHIMES STOP] and oh- my feet! Venetians,
all is lost! The General Napoleon has issued an ultimatum, The
Grand Council are capitulating. By dawn all will be done!

[MARE GARBA ROARS IN TRAGIC FURY FROM THE TOMB]

MARE GARBA
Never! Never! Oh, faithless deceivers! Tell them to stay their
hands! Or I shall haunt Venice for ever!

[AS ALL THE BELLS NOW JOIN IN BOOMING OUT THROUGH
THE CITY STREETS, SHE EMERGES, FULLY COVERED IN HER
WHITE SHEET, LOOKING LIKE A GHOST. WITH DEAFENING
SHRIEKS EVERYONE FLEES, EXCEPT THE UNDERTAKER]

[AS THE BELLS KEEP BOOMING AND THE DECLINING
MOON BRINGS OUT THE SILHOUETTES OF THE DOME OF
SAN MARCO, THE UNDERTAKER LOOKS OVER GLOOMILY
TO MARE GARBA]

UNDERTAKER
Ghost, the bells: mark them well! This is the burial of Venice!

[OYSTER CURTAIN DESCENDS, RUSSET CURTAIN
DESCENDS. END OF ACT TWO]
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ACT THREE
III.1 [CENTRE DOWN]

[IT IS STILL DARK, AND THERE IS A DISTANT NOISE OF
CROWDS ROARING, CRASHES AND BURNING, PANTALONE
COMES ON WITH A LANTERN IN FRONT, AS THE FRONT
CURTAIN GOES UP TO REVEAL OTTAVIO]

PANTALONE
Ottavio, is that you?

OTTAVIO
Oh, Signor Pantalone! Yes indeed. Well met. But what a night,
though! I could hardly get down the calle! There are mobs
everywhere crying for blood! What on earth is happening? Listen!

[SHOUTS OFF]

PANTALONE
It's Dottore and his pals in the piazza having a French Revolution!
They’re measuring it up for a guillotine. Oh, the roaring idiots!
What a night indeed!

OTTAVIO
Listen, Signor Pantalone, I want to marry your daughter. I know
you don't think she will have me. But this last night-

[ENTER DOTTORE]

DOTTORE
[TO HIMSELF RAPTUROUSLY) High times! High times! The
whole world is being made anew! It's the Age of the Common
Man, when Freedom will trip upon its pearl-winged-

[PANTALONE TRIPS HIM UP AS HE SAILS
ENTHUSIASTICALLY PAST, AND HE FALLS ON HIS FACE]

PANTALONE
Trip on its face!
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DOTTORE
A traitor in our midst! Brothers, a traitor! Execute, execute!

PANTALONE
It was me, you creed-crazed poltroon! You should look where
you're revolutionarily going.

[CROWDS ROAR]

DOTTORE
Listen! The people are crying for their rights! That's by the Ridotto
surely! They'll be pulling down the palazzi! I must bear witness to
this act against the oppressors of the People!

[DOTTORE GOES OUT]

PANTALONE
He’s high on ideas! And off he goes to the Mad Dog Convention!
But you, you upstart, what do you mean, you want to marry my
daughter? I've told you; she is stubborn as a mule! And let's face
it, if you tried to put a hand on her just now, she’d kick you in the

canal!

OTTAVIO
Oh no, no, far from it, Pantalone; supple and willing is what she
is, adaptable as a puppy. Why, only last night- but never mind
that- but look, last night anyway I was on the point of marriage, or
indeed might actually have been married- it’s a bit hazy!- but
before everything was over, just at that moment there came such
an incredible ghastly rumpus outside, that I had to leave off and
go down and see what it was. But at any rate I want to regularise
it, by getting your permission. The Priest was in such a frenzy, he
might have said it all backwards. But once I went out into the
calle, all Hell broke loose! Some one announced it was Doomsday,
a roaring ghost appeared from a gaping tomb, and everybody ran
off screaming. And when I tried to get back, some one had taken
away my ladder!

71



PANTALONE
Taken away your ladder! Well, that’s a terrible thing to happen!
No one wants their ladder taken away! But listen, don’t let’s go
into this Ghost business! I was there too, and saw it hideously up
close. And what with the bells booming and some one shouting
Doomsday! Well, you’d be a fool if you didn’t run at that! But
Signor Ottavio, [TAPPNG HIM ON THE SHOULDER KINDLY]
all this adaptable puppy stuff: let me tell you, this was not my
daughter. But if you're really up to marrying my daughter, I'm
open to a good offer: how much could you pay me? Let me get my
notebook out for some details...

OTTAVIO
Pay you? What a strange idea! You're a rich man! You'll be paying
me. You have to come up with a dowry!

PANTALONE
A dowry? She’s already had one! You can’t expect me to fork out
all over again! With the price of gilts the way they’re going, there’s
no way I'm going to part with a farthing- [ASIDE] Careful how
you say that!

[CAPITANO ENTERS BREATHLESSSLY INTERRUPTING
THEM]

CAPITANO
Can it be that I am come upon revolutionaries?

PANTALONE
No, we're stand-stillies. Dottore’s the revolutionary. They’re
spherical.

CAPITANO
Oh, it’s Signor Pantalone! Thank God! I didn’t want to get my
sword sluiced in gore again. But the mobs are out everywhere.
They aim to pull all down, it seems. I thought of sending them
packing just now, running a few through to keep my eye in, but
cunningly I decided to reverse the flow. You see the thing about
mobs, from a military point of view is that-

72



PANTALONE
[ASIDE] They might kill you!

[ENTER COLUMBINA]

COLUMBINA
Oh, what crowds! But. And I know this lot! Is that Signor Ottavio
there? Signor, I have a letter for you.

OTTAVIO

For me?

COLUMBINA
Yes, sir, and I have come through all these rough men and drunks
so that you- [BREAKS OFF AS A GREAT ROAR AND
CRACKLING SOUND GOES UP] What on earth are they up to
now?

[DOTTORE RETURNS IN EXALTATION]

DOTTORE
Indeed, indeed, the turning of times is upon us! They’ve broken
into a convent, and are driving forth the nuns! The tyranny of the
clergy is broken, the reign of aristocrats is over. Now comes in the
Age of the Philosopher Kings, led by the liberator, our secular
Saint Rousseau! The nuns are defenceless against hordes of the
Social Contract.

CAPITANO
This calls for the presence of a great commander. [TO DOTTORE]
Will you be my guide to the paths of glory?

PANTALONE
Take him way and let him fight with Mother Superior. He better
be careful, though. They can pack quite a slap!

DOTTORE

Allow me to show you the pathway, sir, to the enacting vision of
the Future!
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CAPITANO
Oh, there’ll be hoods and horrors!

[CAPITANO AND DOTTORE GO OFF]

PANTALONE
So please, get the idea of a dowry out of your head.

OTTAVIO
But she’s your daughter!

PANTALONE
I told you, I paid up years ago! It's not as if you can have any
number of them!

COLUMBINA
Sir, the letter. Don’t you want to read it? It's from the lady you
spent last night with.

OTTAVIO
Flaminia has written to me! [TAKES THE LETTER. TO
PANTALONE] Now you will realise she loves me! Just let me

glance it over.

[HE STARTS TO READ IT SMILING, BUT THEN LOOKS
PUZZLED]

COLUMBINA

It’s not from Flaminia, sir. I keep telling you. But from my mistress

Isabella! [TO PANTALONE] There’s no harm in it, Signor. It's
quite lawful for a man to spend half a night with his wife!

PANTALONE
His wife?

COLUMBINA
Yes sir. Last night he married her. It was in a hurried ceremony,
and it was interrupted, but the priest assures us, it was all
completed, right down to the consummation.
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PANTALONE
But according to him he spent last night with my daughter
Flaminia, and was on the point of marrying her as well! Lucky for
me he didn’t. Two wives in one night and the rogue expected me
to pay a second dowry!

OTTAVIO
[TO COLUMBINA STILL PUZZLED] Look, did you say, my wife?

COLUMBINA
Yes sir. What shall I tell her?

OTTAVIO
It was Isabella? up there in the bedroom, at the top of the ladder?

COLUMBINA
As she says there, and as she was, and I saw you climb the ladder
myself. But Flaminia did come with a sword to kill you soon after
that, I agree. But if she was killing you, she couldn’t be marrying
you too!

OTTAVIO
I need to lie down.

PANTALONE
You've done quite enough of that already, thank you!

OTTAVIO
I need to go away and think about all this.

{HE GOES OUT. COLUMBINA CURTSIES TO PANTALONE
AND STARTS TO GO OUT. CAPITANO DASHES IN AGAIN]

CAPITANO
These nunneries are perilous places! I had to fight to get away!
And the crowds are saying that the Senate and the Grand Council
are at the end of their meeting. There will be an announcement by
the staircase to the Doge’s palace.
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PANTALONE
Well, a new law on bigamy would be a help. But its probably
some piffling thing about dissolving the thousand-year-old
republic! May as well go and see what they say. Now we seem to
be stuck in Venice after all. [TURNS BEFORE EXIT] Someone put
back the clock. The whole decade has been a great mistake.

COLUMBINA
Are you not going yourself sir?

CAPITANO
I cannot hear of surrender, and a soldier has no part in politics.

COLUMBINA
So are you set to flee?

CAPITANO
To flee?

COLUMBINA
Or not to flee? That's the thing. [STARING AFTER PANTALONE]
Well, I better get on.

[CAPITANO STROLLS DOWN FRONT AS COLUMBINA GOES
OUT, AND THE FRONT CURTAIN DESCENDS]

111.2 (FRONT DOWN]

[AS HE COMES DOWN FRONT TO THE AUDIENCE, A
SPOTLIGHT ON CAPITANO]

CAPITANO
To flee or not to flee? That is the thing, says she.
For now it surely seems the French will seize the town,
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And a dire fate awaits the Serenissima.

While in his camp at Graz, Napoleon vowed destruction,
And pledged to be Attila to the state of Venice.

Menace indeed! Which threatens carnage on us all.

And if I dally here, for sudden castigation,

The numbers of these Frenchmen indiscriminate

Will make it hard to shine in reckless deeds of glory.

It might be better then to flee and bide my time.

Yet truly: can I flee? I? Flee? Never, Spavento!

Never shall this stout heart resile from frightful challenge.
No, no, now my task is delivered, as I promised,

The dying captain’s letter to his faithful wife,

I must at once resume my former path to glory,

So to the perilous turmoil of the Pyrenees,

The Spanish Wars, now done, ay, there I must return,
And plot the ending of this wretch in fire and blood,
Threading my way in a small vegetable boat.

So all is set. Again to tread the fields of Spain!

[FLAMINIA ENTERS DISCONSOLATE, WITH A LETTER AND A
SWORD. THE SPOTLIGHT MOVES TO EACH AS THEY SPEAK]

FLAMINIA
Now Captain, do I find you, through the turbulent dark
Of glancing lights, and high Venetian fever, thus
To ask of last things, in finality's own night.
I have a mind, sir, to indulge in execution.
Weak and untaught am I, and swords are foreign to me,
But poison comes more easily to women's hands.
And I will see which way of death shall claim my victim.
But first I must consult you in the light of death:
This letter of my husband, Flavio Bosena,
Wherein to me revealing all too tardily
The bitter fits of soul- unknown before- that seized him,
All too imagined, tortured, and unnecessary,
I have a deathly question thus to put of it:
Was this his letter given to you by himself?
Or did another vouch it from a dying man?
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CAPITANO
That very letter to me did you husband give
In Catalonia at the battle of Figueras,
Mortally wounded, and by surgeons left to die.
And 1, hasting to bring it to his widow's eyes,
Bided no further than the peace of Ildefonso,
And straight to you have fetched it. Nor no others saw it.

FLAMINIA
He says he fled from jealousy, went to the wars
To be away from gallants and from cicisbeos,
Could no more bide the jealousy of seeing me
Wooed by such idlers as Ottavio! Ottavio!
Ottavio who this night deflowered an innocent,
And left her in the face and point of marriage.
I have resolved to take a little justice so,
For in my conscience, I cannot endure these crimes,
And will a few things of these evils challenge, then...
Captain, for gold enough, will you return with me
To Catalonia, and show me Flavio's grave?

CAPITANO
I will, I will, Such acts of bravery inspire me.
Though I'd resolve to stay and fight Napoleon,
I shall give you my service. Noble lady then,
We will disguise ourselves, and to the floating path
Of an escape-route make our way this very minute!

[SPOTLIGHT GIVES WAY TO GENERAL LIGHTING]

FLAMINIA
Some business of the heart is yet to be accomplished,
The criminal is living still to execute.
In borrowed robes will this and the far Spanish highway
Draw me then from my city and my darkened home.

[ARLECCHINO ENTERS SADLY]

CAPITANO
Now Arlecchino, my all-trusty servant, come.



I have great news for thee. No more, no more are we
To idle here in paltry cowardice and leisure.
We are again for Spain, Prepare yourself. This dawn
We tread again the foothills to the Pyrenees!

ARLECCHINO
But master, we from Spain have only just got back!

CAPITANO
Bring me my musket and my baggage to the piazza,
And this fair widow, get her capes and cartridges.

FLAMINIA
And lest my woman's arm should fail me as a soldier,
Find me some poison, Arlecchino, easy poison,
There was today a mountebank who sold such things,

CAPITANO
We go!

FLAMINIA
I go!

CAPITANO

You go. [TO ARLECCHINOY] You go.

ARLECCHINO
I go! For poison!

[CAPITANO AND FLAMINIA GO OUT, ARLECCHINO STAYS]
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III.3 [CENTRE DOWN]

[AS THE FRONT CURTAIN GOES UP, PULCINELLA APPEARS
BEFORE THE CENTRE CURTAIN DRIVING OTTAVIO AT
SWORD-POINT. ARLECCHINO WATCHES THEM]

PULCINELLA
Keep going! Keep going! If I am to murder you, I don't want it to
be secret, I want it to be here, committed cleanly and openly, here
in the middle of Piazza San Marco! Then I will call forth
everybody at dawn and make my speech against corruption. Ay,
you wretch, Ottavio! You are to be the sacrifice to atone for
centuries of decadence! But, first some explanations! You arranged
to sleep with Flaminia. Why did you then climb a ladder to
Isabella?

OTTAVIO
The Lord alone knows! Flaminia arranged to meet me there, but
now it appears I met with Isabella,

PULCINELLA
Well, now you're about to meet with the Lord Jesus. So prepare
yourself.

OTTAVIO
Now look, hang on a moment. I know it's a night for mob-rule and
all that. But hasn't it struck you that you're being unreasonable?

PULCINELLA
I have my reasons, believe me!

OTTAVIO
Are you Isabella's brother or something?

PULCINELLA
I am not!
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OTTAVIO
Then a relation of Flaminia's?

PULCINELLA
Will you kindly prepare yourself to die? I am in a hurry.

OTTAVIO
I'm sorry, but I can't co-operate! What crime have I committed in
arranging to meet one lady, and in fact meeting another and- it
turns out- marrying her?

PULCINELLA
Marrying her?

OTTAVIO
Yes, there was a priest up in the room. That was a surprise. I didn't
mind because I thought it was Flaminia. But now it turns out I
have married Isabella!

PULCINELLA
You married Isabella? But this makes it worse! [PUZZLED] Or
better?

OTTAVIO
Better, really.

PULCINELLA
Well, I'm glad to hear you say that,

OTTAVIO
Yes, Flaminia's father is a terrible old miser. He wouldn't come up
with much of a dowry. But Isabella, as it happens, has just become
an heiress, so I'll probably do quite nicely.

PULCINELLA
Your attitude wretched even for this mercenary cess-pit!

OTTAVIO
Not a bit. It's the best way.
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PULCINELLA
But I thought you loved Flaminia, you scoundrel! Yet here you are
married to Isabella.

OTTAVIO
Oh, I'll live off Isabella, but have Flaminia as my mistress.

PULCINELLA
Then prepare to die!

OTTAVIO
But why are you killing me?

PULCINELLA
I'll explain that when I'm done.

OTTAVIO
But I'll be dead.

PULCINELLA
We’ll deal with that later.

OTTAVIO
But look-

[ARLECCHINO AT LAST COMES FORWARD TO ASK
SOMETHING, BUT IS INTERRUPTED]

[ENTER ISABELLA]

ISABELLA
Ottavio! Ottavio! [THROWS HERSELF ON HIS NECK) Husband,
I've found you at last! Oh, what a night, what an exciting night! I
have run mad with deliriousness through the madding crowds!
Republics collapsing! Citizens screaming! Tombs burgled! And in
the midst such blind passion! Oh Ottavio, won't you come home
again? Come home. It is not quite yet dawn.

OTTAVIO
It's a tempting proposition, especially at the moment,
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ISABELLA
On yes, come back, come back, my sweet, and let's begin all over
again.

OTTAVIO
Yes indeed!

ISABELLA
Wasn't it all just staggering?

OTTAVIO
Pretty staggering, yes. Unexpected too. But quite-

ISABELLA
Why unexpected?

PULCINELLA
Because he was planning on sleeping with Flaminia!

ISABELLA
Sleeping with what-? Is this true?

PULCINELLA
Confess, confess, you trickster!

OTTAVIO
[TO ISABELLA] Have you ever tried to dance the furlana? Look,
you go like this. [SHOWS THE STEPS]

ISABELLA
Is that a furlana, or a fandago? Doesn't a furlana go like this?
[SHE SHOWS HIM SOME STEPS]

PULCINELLA
Wait a minute! Wait a minute! This man has been deceiving you.

ISABELLA
Look, do you mind? It's important, to get these things right. A
furlana and a fandago are two entirely different things.
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OTTAVIO
Let's go and look for Mare Garba. Your aunt was teaching it to
everyone just now. She's assembling all Venetians here at dawn to
show them the new fashions. She's got some masks for people
wear. She's out to fight for enjoyment. Let's go and see if we can
find her, then we can star in the show.

ISABELLA
But I'm sure a furlana is in six-eight time. Your dance was four
four.

OTTAVIO
[DANCING AGAIN) Is that four four?

ISABELLA
Surely you mean this?

[THEY GO OFF SINGING AND DANCING, PULCINELLA
GLARES AFTER, THEN SIGHS)

PULCINELLA
Why now, I cannot win against these weathervanes!
It is all as before! With murderous intent,
I face them in my bitterness- but look, they joke,
They laugh, they dance away! It is all as before!
And here I stand, dressed in more foolery than they-
A silly clown seeking to bring them to their senses!
I should not have returned. Yet I have looked a while
On serious things, on death, on war, on revolution:
Who am I then to say these butterflies are wicked?
Oh, that I could shake off like waterdrops this weight
Of cares, and dance like them, But still my wife's a whore!
I will confront them with my tale a final time,
And then be gone, to death, fire, water, war, whatever!

[WEARILY HE FETCHES FROM JUST OFF-STAGE HIS
MOUNTEBANK'S BOX]
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[ARLECCHINO NOW HAS A CHANCE TO ASK HIS
QUESTION, AND SO, AS HE WATCHES PULCINELLA, AND
SEES HIM OPEN HIS MOUNTEBANK'S BOX, THEN GO OUT
FOR HIS BOOTH, ARLECCHINO HELPS HIM WITH THE
BOOTH, AND THEY SET IT UP, ARLECCHINO GOES BACK TO
STARING AT THE BOX]

PULCINELLA
What are you looking at?

ARLECCHINO
What are all those bottles?

PULCINELLA
Poisons! Want to buy?

[ARLECCHINO NODS AND FETCHES IN HIS POCKET,
PRODUCING THE MONEY]

PULCINELLA
One phial of poison to kill a man. The black top shows it’s poison.

ARLECCHINO
[TAKING THE PHIAL AND HOLDING IT] What are the other
bottles?

PULCINELLA
Potions, Potions. They have white tops. This side potions, this side
poisons, all part of my mountebank's trade, the tools of the
lucrative art of deception. But times have changed. The end
approaches, and all this I am now to abandon. Here then, you
have them, You can be a mountebank now, and get all the money
you can. So have one of these now, which is a potion, and whether
you take my box or not, this will make you happy. And the other
one, the black one, will make you dead. So you better have this
one too, this one with a little mask on top. The masked one is the
antidote to the poison. But be careful who you give these to
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people and try not to muddle them up. Take this one and it will
make you deliriously happy with just one sip. Take this one and it
will kill you. And take this one, if it does, and it'll be too late, but
you won't feel a thing. Study them carefully, for all the bottles are
the same. Such is the art of the Mountebank Pulcinella.

[ARLECCHINO NODS]
You look worse than I feel. What's matter with you?

ARLECCHINO
I've only just got home again after a long time, and now I've got to
go away again. And I have to go away from Columbina, and I love
her, and we never seem to get together.

PULCINELLA
Them you're the lucky one, because these bottles here are the
means of getting over the love of a woman, should you be so
foolish as to have it. Drink that potion, and you’ll be happy
whatever. Drink that one, and you'll be dead. Whatever happens,
you've got a get out. For mark my words- Arlecchino is your
name?- you should never tie up your happiness in a woman,

ARLECCHINO

PULCINELLA
No. They're weak creatures. Don't make the mistake I did. It
makes a man bitter.

ARLECCHINO
What mistake did you make?

PULCINELLA
A big mistake. I thought at the time it was real, and I went away.
But when I went away I began to think it was imaginary. Then I
came back to see if it was or it wasn’t. And now I'm back, I'm
damned if I haven't seen with my own eyes that my wife is
unfaithful to me. And yet still, all the same, in spite of everything,
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I don't seem to believe it. [SIGHS] This is what love does. You
keep out of it. It makes a man bitter.

ARLECCHINO
Right, I'll do that.

[PULCINELLA ADJUSTS THE BOOTH]

PULCINELLA
Right, just look after these, will you, for a moment. I just need to
check something in my booth.

[ALRECCHINO NODS. PULCINELLA GOES INTO THE
BOOTH]

[COLUMBINA COMES ON]

COLUMBINA
Arlecchino!

ARLECCHINO
Columbina!

COLUMBINA
What are you doing with that box?

ARLECCHINO
The mountebank gave it me. He gave me a potion. And a poison.
And an antidote to the poison. [GIVES HER THE MASKED
BOTTLE ANTIDOTE] Here, you keep the antidote. It's safer with
you. It’s got a little mask on top. That’s how you can tell it.
[SNIFFS TEARFULLY] But I have to go away again. I have to go
away.

COLUMBINA
What, again?

ARLECCHINO
Yes, again. I have to go to Spain again,
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COLUMBINA
What? To Spain again?

ARLECCHINO
Again to Spain. With the captain again to the Spanish Wars. And
we are to be apart again, just when we had stopped being apart.
On and on it seems to happen.

COLUMBINA
Oh cruel, cruel fate! How we are set ever in sadness, because we
follow different masters! Your master doesn't want me, and my
mistress doesn't want you. So with them as they are, we can't be
together, and if we left either we should both starve! Alas, alas!

ARLECCHINO
Oh Columbina, if only my master could pay me my wages, then
we could be together! We could run a laundry. You could wash the
washing and I could hang it on a line. And we could marry and
set up house and have little Arlecchini! All in different sizes.
[SHOWS SMALL ONE] Like this. [SHOWS A SMALLER ONE]
Like this. [TOUCHES HER STOMACH] And like this. But now
we've got to part all over again!

[THE CENTRE CURTAIN GOES UP TO REVEAL IN A LURID
DAWN LIGHT ST MARK'S SQUARE WITH THE DUOMO, THE
DOMES SILHOUETTED AGAINST THE AMBER-HUED SKY,
AND A DISTANT ROAR FROM THE CROWD]

COLUMBINA
Listen, it's the crowd roaring outside the Doge's Palace. The
council are finishing their meeting. They are giving up Venice too.
And we have to say farewell! The city, the serene city going for

ever!

ARLECCHINO
On no! Oh no! What farewell to our city? The domes and the
dawns. Farewell, to our home! And look, all about us, the canals
and the little rive. Farewell, farewell, the canals and little rivas!
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[NOISE COMES FROM A FEW SHOUTS ON THE WATER OF
THE OTHER SIDE]

PULCINELLA
[LOOKING OUT SIDEWAYS FROM THE BOOTH] Ha! And
listen; the marketmen are still shouting their wares! The city is
gone that was their client. Yet they still bring in strawberries, red-
currants wrapped in vine-leaves, though the Venice of old hock
and soda is no more! [POPS UP THE MR PUNCH PUPPET ON
THE BOOTH STAGE] Farewell, farewell, wicked old city!

[FIGURES START ENTERING LOOKING UP AT THE SKY]

ARLECCHINO
Farewell, farewell, home!

COLUMBINA
Farewell, oh Serenissima!

[AS MORE FIGURES COME ON, THE BELLS OF SAN MARCO
START BOOMING, WHILE THE GOLDEN SKY OUTLINES THE
GREAT DOMES]

ARLECCHINO
Farewell, farewell, little shops and bouncing gondolas! Farewell,
cats and pigeons on the bridges!

COLUMBINA
Farewell, streets of carnival, the masks and the lanterns!

ARLECCHINO
[WEEPING THEN HOWLING] Farewell, farewell, good fun and
little cakes! Adio, San Marco! Adio, San Giorgio!

PULCINELLA
[UNSEEN FROM THE BOOTH] Adio, Santa Maria Dell' Salute!

COLUMBINA
Farewell, my Arlecchino, my sweetest little zanni!
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ARLECCHINO
Farewell, my Columbina, Queen of the Sea!

COLUMBINA
But no- no, I can’t! Your little black face and big wavy wrinkles, I
can’t bear to see it trudging back to Spain all on its own. Just now,
right now, when Venice herself is falling! So, wait there a little.
There is still poetry. There’s still miracles. And the sacristy
cupboards of Santissimo Redentore can offer us heavenly
redemption. For we must hold to our faith in angels, though all
else may fail. Do not despair, pipin, all's not lost. It may not yet be
the end.

[ARLECCHINO IS SOBBING, AS COLUMBINA DARTS OFF,
DOTTORE ENTERS SOMBER AND STANDS THERE, AS THE
BOOMING OF THE BELLS QUIETENS DOWN. ARLECCHINO
TURNS TO EMBRACE COLUMBINA, BUT JUMPS FINDING
SHE IS GONE, AND STANDS STARING, ALONG WITH THE
CROWD AT DOTTORE]

DOTTORE
513 to 30. That's the voting of the Grand Council of Venice, to end

a reign of a thousand years!

[THERE IS A SILENCE, THEY STAND THERE IN BITTERNESS]
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II1.6 BACKDROP

[ROM THE ENTRANCE OF THE SIDE OF THE TOMB IN ACT
ONE AND ACT TWO, THERE COMES A SLIGHT NOISE OF
TAPPING AND A GUITAR. IT GROWS LOUDER, AND THEN
CAPITANO COMES ON LEADING MARE GARBA, STILL
COVERED IN THE WHITE SHEET, BUT WITH A LARGE BAG
SLUNG OVER HER SHOULDER. THE PRIEST, ORATIO AND
ISABELLA COME FOLLOWING INTRIGUED]

CAPITANO
Enough, enough, the rampo and the Ponte hither,
The fundament with its water-echoing flags,
Have brought us to the piazza. Citizens, be ready!
Soon I reveal to you the mystic personage!

PANTALONE
Good God, what is this fearful sheet? The very ghost
That frightened us away last night from Isabella’s.
And Isabella, there she is! Madonna, smile!
I have been searching all the city for you, sweet.
Yet hurry, hurry, at this post the burcheiello
Comes to transport us all to safety in the country.

ISABELLA
One moment, Signor Pantalone, I salute
Your kindness in still speaking to me civilly,
But first what is this thing in white that leads us on?

CAPITANO
Venetians, gracious friends, ladies and gentlemen,
The mounting sun upon the pinnacles and angels
Cast its delights, while fearfully below we run
Aghast that we may soon be mangled by Time’s march.
Yet underneath this spectral veil, my worried friends,
Lies the great power which will rejuvenate our city,
Send her afloat in triumph through the centuries,
With liberty and artistry and courtesy!
Saviour of old San Marco, May’s own Queen,
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I give you for your joy the mystic personage!

[HE WHIPS OFF THE SHEET AND REVEALS MARE GARBA
DRESSED AS THE MAY QUEEN]

ISABELLA
Aunt Mare Garda, so it was you all along!
I thought that way of walking was particular.

MARE GARBA
Child, itis I, and to the piazza did San Marco
Am come to bid all citizens give ear to me,
For thus I bring the way for Venice to go forward,
And all henceforth to be both love and happiness,

ISABELLA
But auntie, did you not receive our messages?
We are today making our flight from the Republic,
And coming to the safe of your country villa.

PANTALONE
Ay, that we are, and many goodly treasures too.

MARE GARBA
No, no, for none leaves Venice in her day of trial!
Venice has need to all of us in this dark time
To ensure her resurrection. Take your masques, good people,
Dance and rejoice, for here is what we do to live:
Till now we had but one poor carnival a year,
Which lasted from September until March or so,
But now another carnival we'll celebrate,
A Carnival of Spring, beginning on May Day,
And celebrate in warmth and flowers as well as winter.
This is my message of salvation to the people.
Stay then, Venetians, stay and dance and sing!

PANTALONE
Well, lady, you remain and dance here if you will,
Permit us cowards, though, to take our boat away,
And in your countryside retreat and villa shelter,

92



Till we are sure the French have marched away again.

MARE GARBA
Alas, Signor, for that, I fear, can never be.
The French ransacked my farm estates a week ago,
And my poor villa yesterday burned down,
From whose flames I have fled, and to this ancient square
Have come to seek the friendship of my countrymen.
Here to maintain the dream we have of courtesy.

PULCINELLA [AS MR PUNCH]
The dream of courtesy! What rubbish now is that?

MARE GARBA
Who is this rudesby? What, a doll in the French hues?
Courtesy, sir. Ay, try it! You're in Venice now!

PULCINELLA [STILL AS MR PUNCH]
Small use is courtesy to falling governments.

MARE GARBA
What is this bitter-minded blob of papier-maché?
[GOING TO STARE AT MR PUNCH]
You revolutionaries all talk like puppets, and
I see we have one here! Well, hold your tongue, Sir Punch!
We will maintain the good life beyond your wits.

PULCINELLA [MR PUNCH]
Who cares for that? I'm having my own meeting here,
And bid you clear the pizza for my show.

MARE GARBA
This, sir, is our piazza! Capitano, tell him!
Indeed, and he will join my masque, and dance himself!
But what is he, but something in the theatre!

[ENTER DOTTORE GASPING IN HORROR]
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DOTTORE

Horror, horror! Oh ghastly visions! I totter from the break-up of all
blissful dreams! Life, freedom, equality are ended! The citizens are
going mad. The French are come to release the, but they turn their
anger instead on the revolutionaries! Poor Tomas’s Zorzi, chief
representative of the people: they are burning down his butcher’s
shop! Oh shame, shame, Venetians, how can history henceforth
forgive you? You have failed to show proper proletarian feelings!

PANTALONE
Well, now that Third Act aria is over, perhaps we can return to the
point. Mare Garba, this is appalling! What hope have we now?
Your estates were famous all over the Veneto. All those outhouses,
follies, Palladian colonnades, and the villa! What, gone? What,
burnt? And do you mean that we- that is I and Isabella here, the
lovely-

DOTTORE
Isabella! At last, dear girl, at last! Your great mission, did you see, I
exactly accomplished? Great bravery I showed, I must admit, but
all worth it! Wherefore, before these witnesses, sweet lady, I claim

your hand in marriage.

PANTALONE
Just a minute, just a minute! I was the one who was brave. You
just walked into an open door. She’s my bride.

DOTTORE
She’s mine!

PANTALONE
She’s mine!

DOTTORE
She’s mine!

OTTAVIO
Look, this will go on all night at this rate. Why don’t you let the
lady speak for herself?
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PANTALONE
Exactly what I would have suggested, as you probably realised.
But as for whose she is is as, fortunately, I already know the lady’s
views, and I salute her taste. Still, it may be as well, to avoid any
nasty insinuations from some quarters, to have the lady announce
this decision herself, as I'm sure she will, confidently and in
public, choose then, Madonna, choose, Isabella, choose your
beloved spouse. Will you have a pedantic, poverty-stricken,
bulging old pervert, or a slim, virile nd high-minded merchant-
prince?

[ENTER SUDDENLY A STRANGE MOUSTACHIOED MAN,
MUFFLED UP, WITH A DRAWN SWORD, WHO IS REALLY
FLAMINIA IN DISGUISE]

FLAMINA
[POINTING AT OTTAVIO] There he is, the despicable traitor! Sir, I
have been seeking you! Kindly put out your sword and fight me,

sir!

OTTAVIO
Who me?

FLAMINIA
Ay, you!

OTTAVIO
But what have I done? And who are you? I've never seen you
before in my life.

FLAMINIA
Never mind who I am. I am an avenger. I am a beadle of the gods.
Venetians, this man is relentless deceiver of women. Last night he
attempted to dishonour the widow, Flaminia.

PULCINELLA
What lie is this, sir? I was a witness to the plot. Both he and
Flaminia plotted dishonour together.
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ISABELLA
You vicious backbiter! He did no such thing! He did not
dishonour Flaminia. He was far too busy dishonouring me!

PRIEST
Child, try putting it in another way.

FLAMINIA
That too! That too he did! That man is a tireless defiler of virgins!

ISABELLA
He is not a defiler of virgins. He’s just a defiler of me.

MARE GARBA
Have a care, dear! Have a care!

ISABELLA
I will say it! Everyone must know it. This is what we were
discussing. Last night Ottavio and I were married!

FLAMINIA
Married!

DOTTORE
Married!

PANTALONE
Married!

ISABELLA
Yes, married. I am sorry, Signor Pantalone, Dottore Gratiano. I
have been deducing you. For a whole day now I have been
leading you on, and I regret it was all for the sake of a prank in a
backstreet. But you must know, dear friends, that the letters I
wrote you were in fun, and the deeds you did were solely to teach
you a lesson, for I was hoping with those frights you received, to
keep you away from me, and be rid once for all of your attentions.
I was unhappy. I loved Ottavio, and your pestering incensed me!
And so I struck back t you in this unkind way, and deluded you
both to make fools of you. I beg you to forgive me. I will do what I
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can to make amends with my new-found riches. For I have now
enough happiness for all, since I and Oratio are married.

OTTAVIO
Married!

ISABELLA
Of course.

OTTAVIO
What, you and me?

ISABELLA
Oratio, please don’t joke about itl

OTTAVIO
But when, when? I mean I couldn’t be more glad, but I have to say
I am very doubtful about it.

ISABELLA
But why should you be doubtful?

OTTAVIO
Because I am already married- as this priest here will agree-
married to Flaminia!

ISABELLA
Flaminia!

PANTALONE

Flaminia!

FLAMINIA
You lie, sir. Such a ceremony was never performed. Though you
begged Flaminia constantly, and never left off beseeching, she
would never have consented to marry you!

PULCINELLA
There I must correct you, sir, for I have been a witness to it. Ladies
and gentlemen, it is time for my revelations!
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[ARLECCHINO ENTERS AND GOES TO THE DISGUISED
FLAMINIA]

ARLECCHINO
Here’s the poison you ordered.

FLAMINIA
Me,s ir? What do you mean?

ARLECCHINO
The poison to kill Oratio. Or shall I just give him it myself?

PULCINELLA
A very good idea. Yet wait till my show is over. Wait, all, till I
bring you to your senses.

[PULCINELLA DASHES OFF TO FETCH SOMETHING]

MARE GARBA
Now these masks. When you wear them, it means you have joined
a sort of club, a club of good humour. It gives you the right to
address anyone else wearing a mask, and you are to spread
happiness by what you say. And so the whole world will laugh
gain, and things recover their poetry, and away with all this
misery and bleating!

[ARLECCHINO GOES TO OTTAVIO AND OFFERS HIM A
PHIAL]

ARLECCHINO
If you take this poison, it'll save her the trouble of giving you it.

OTTAVIO
What on earth are you talking about?

[ARLECCHINO GOES TO THE TWO SENEXES AND OFFERS
THEM A DIFFERENT PHIAL]
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ARLECCHINO
And if you two take this potion, you won’t feel so unhappy, even
though you won’t be getting married.

PANTALONE
Listen, this is far from settled, if you ask me.

[ARLECCHINO GOES TO MARE GARBA AND OFFERS HER
THE PHIAL]

ARLECCHINO
Well, and if you take this potion then, it'll cheer you up so much,
you won’t have to go around trying to cheer up all these other
people.

MARE GARBA
Than you, dear, a kind though. I'm glad some one appreciates my
position. The bonhomie of a hostess is too often misinterpreted.

[PULCINELLA RETURNS DRAGGING THE OPEN COFFIN,
AND PLONKS IT DOWN IN THE MIDDLE OF THE STAGE]

PULCINELLA
Now, ladies and gentlemen, it is time for my show, and for my
amazing revelation. It is time for a shocking drama, that forces
you to see yourselves, and culminates in a death-defying piece of
conjuring!

[ARLECCHINO RETURNS TO ISABELLA, AND SILENTLY
OFFERS HER THE POTION]

For I am to tell you of Mr Punch, who everyone thought was in a
coffin, but really he was in a booth, watching you all! Ah, that
gives you cause to pause, doesn’t;t it, Venetians? You think behind
your masks that all be hidden, but Mr Punch reveals everything
now., reveals all your perfidy, reveals all about his wife, Judy,
having an affair with a policeman. And in case you think that this
show has no contemporary relevance, I'll tell you that this
policeman was handsome and bone idle, the very picture of our
smart Oratio here. And Judy also, she was not unlike our friend
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Flaminia- who happens to be absent ash the moment, probably
out of peak that her beau has gone and married an heiress!

FLAMINIA
Just what gives you the right, sir, to maligning a lady in this way,
behind her back? If I was her husband, as I am an honourable
man, I would ask for satisfaction.

PULCINELLA
And if I were her husband, I would ask for satisfaction too for her

infidelity.

[ARLECCHINO HAS REASSURED ISABELLA WITH SIGNS
THAT THE POTION WILL DO HER GOOD, BUT STOPS
SUDDENLY, CONFUSED AS TO WHICH IS THE POTION AND
WHICH THE POISON]

ARLECCHINO
I can’t be too sure I'm giving you the potion and not the poison, so
I'll just test it to make sure.

PULCINELLA
For while Mr Punch was at the wars, his wife, Judy, stayed behind
a-flirting, and fixed with Mr Policeman to meet in a tryst. She had
him bring a ladder along to climb up to her window. And a cosy
little canoodling there was to be! But alas, the plot seems to have
misfired, for this Ottavio, our policeman, running up a ladder and
reaching for a lady, leapt into the arms of some one unexpected,
and found the bed of another puppet: Isabella! Ay, madams, this is
the story. No wonder Flaminia was angry! And Isabella, poor
Isabella is stuck with another’s cast-off!

ISABELLA
No, no, this cannot be truel Oratio-

[ARLECCHINO, HURRYING TO GET THE POTION RIGHT,

FIRST TESTS IT, AND FINDS IT HAS NO EFFECT, THEN
REALISES]
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ARLECCHINO
I left the top on it! [HE PULLS OFF THE TOP AND DRINKS IT,
THEN THROUGH THE NEXT EXCHANGES, FEELS ITS
DELICIOUS PPOWER, FIRST GETTING COY, THEN HAPPY,
THEN LUXURIOUS AND ECSTATICALLY, AND FINALLY
OFFERING IT ENTHUSIASTICALLY TO ISABELLA] Corr, just
try that!

PULCINELLA
Oh no, it is true enough, madonna, you have been married by
accident, and to a deceiver who loves another! Oh yes, Venetians,
you see it now- and I see it too- your perpetual perfidy!

FLAMINIA
No, sir, you see nothing, but your own misshapen nose! And even
that, I sense, is a forgery! Some of us there have odd faces, I grant
you that, and they can’t be helped, but yours is too horrible to be
true.

ARLECCHINO
[ABOUT TO OFFER THE POTION AGAIN] I'll just make sure
that the other one really was the poison. [HE DRINKS THIS,
PAUSES, THEN BEGINS TO FEEL BAD, AND RETCHING AND
PUKING STAGGERS ABOUT THE STAGE]

FLAMINIA
Flaminia was not untrue. All here know the truth. She perpetually
repulsed Ottavio. But wishing to be rid of her suitor, and to help
her friend, she contrived a plot to have him marry Isabella. And
all would have been well, my countrymen, but for that prying
nose!

ISABELLA
Ottavio! Can this be true? Can you have deceived me?

[ARLECCHINO, FEELING THAT HE IS DYING, LOOKS ABOUT
FOR SOMEWHERE TO DIE IT, FINDS THE COFFIN, CLAMBERS
IN AND SLOWLY FALLS BACK INTO IT, HOLDING UP THE
POISON-BOTTLE, TILL FINALLY HIS HAND FALLS]
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ISABELLA
[WEEPING] Ottavio! You have betrayed me!

OTTAVIO
Isabella, no, no. It was you I loved!

MARE GARBA [HAVING NOTICED ARLECCHINO]
What has happened to the poor thing? [SHE GOES TO THE
COFFIN AND INVESTIGATES]

FLAMINIA
[TO PULCINELLA] All this misery is come of you, you ghastly,
prying creature! Well, then, let’s just see behind your
skullduggery!

[FLAMINIA STRIDES OVER TO PULCINELLA AND PULLS OFF
HIS MASK. ALL LOOK AT HIM AND THEN GASP IN
AMAZEMENT]

ALL
Flavio!

PULCINELLA \
Well, what if it is? A man has a right to refrain from dying. And to
return recovered from the wars. And to take the opportunity to
see the true faces of his countrymen and friends. And at least I've
seen the truth at last of what lies behind all your Venetian
deceptions!

[FLAMINIA FAINTS]

CAPITANO
Stand clear! Stand clear! The honest gentleman has fainted. We
soldiers are prepared for all eventualities. Allow me to administer
some respiratory exercises. I will soon have him up and breathing.

[THEY CLUSTER AROUND. CAPITANO PUTS HIS HANDS ON
FLAMINIA’S CHEST, AND PREPARES TO MANIPULATE IT,
BUT STOPS PUZZLED]
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CAPITANO
The gentleman has bumps on his chest. Could this be the plague?

PULCINELLA
Get your hands off her, you rogue. Out of my way!

[HE DASHES TO FLAMINIA AND TOUCHES HER. HE TAKES
OFF HER HAT, HER HAIR FALLS LOOSE. HE TAKES OFF HER
FALSE MOUSTACHE. HE STARES AT HER, OVERCOME WITH
SHAME AND HORROR]

PANTALONE
It's my daughter, Flaminia! Flaminia! [HE HELPS HER TO SIT
UP] Oh my poor girl, to be defamed So unjustly before your face!
You wretch, Flavio! How can we ever forgive you? You have
insulted the honour of my family! You have traduced my
daughter outrageously in public. And you still owe me for that
farewell supper at the Ridotto!

CAPITANO
Alas, this is the disguise she spoke of, so that I might take her to
her husband’s grave. In such suits she was embarking on that last
journey. Flavio, I fear it is I that have brought about this mischief.
From Spain I delayed long to bring this letter. It could not be
helped, I had certain difficulties in passing through various
marching armies. I beseech you to forgive your old friend this
weakness.

OTTAVIO
No, it is my fault, Flavio. How have I paid you out. Driving you
hence with my flirtations, plaguing your wife with my obsession, I
am the unworthiest here. And the height of my wrongs is
contriving the marriage of Isabella to my feckless self!

PANTALONE
No, no, I am the unworthiest, because I am the oldest, and we old
men should know better. But even so, my suspicion-crazed son-in-
law, it was a very expensive supper, and you owe me the best part
of a thousand lire!
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PULCINELLA
And this I will pay. True I will pay. And today begins my paying.
Not least to my wife, to whom after such transgressions, I owe a
lifetime devotion. My mind is amazed. My friends, from a cloud I
look on you afresh, bereft of my bad dreams. And yet, what am [,
but a vanity of dust, unworthy to blow about the stones at your
feet? Well, I will make amends in sparing you the weariness of my
repentance. Let us turn to worthier things. [PANTALONE HELPS
FLAMINIA UP. FLAVIO STARES AT HER ASHAMED] Flaminia
looks towards me. Her eyes should hold thunderbolts. Do I read
my banishment amongst them?

FLAMINIA
Ours is not in the power to banish. We have no home whence to
do so. We are all exiles, even now, in the Serene Republic. I feel
close to my city this minute, betrayed by those dearest to her,
ruined by the seep of foreign wars. Oh Flavio, you have brought
us bitterness! To think this is our reunion! Well, well, at least no
one’s been killed.

MARE GARBA
But some one has been killed. Look! Poor little Arlecchino. Here
he lies stiff, and in a coffin. You revolutionaries have done good
work here. You claim to speak for the common man. But all you
have done is put him in a coffin! There he lies, the poor little
victim! Arlecchino, who died just trying to be helpful!

ISABELLA
What? Is he really dead?

MARE GARBA
Slaughtered with poison! [TO PULCINELLA] You no doubt
consider it another triumph of your unforgiving inquisitions.

PULCINELLA
But wait a minute! I can do something right. I might be able to
reverse this. Because I think that there might be an antidote to that
poison in my box. [PULCINELLA DASHES OVER TO THE BOX
AND SEARCHES AMIDST IT]
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FLAMINIA
O, find it, Flavio! Then all may be redeemed. Our plots else have
seized a guiltless victim.

OTTAVIO
Let me look too. I need some remedy. We are all ripe for
redemption. [ORATIO GOES TO HELP LOOK IN THE BOX]

ISABELLA
Indeed, for although I have married you, Oratio, I will never
forgive you, as long as Arlecchino lies in that coffin!

CAPITANO
And this is my own trusty servant! Let my hands then wake him,
as they did this lady. What I wrought for one should I deny to
administer to my own retainer? Poor black-faced prune, low-lying
lackey, let me bring back breath again to your body. [STOPPS
AND PRESSES ARLECCHINO’S CHEST]

MARE GARBA
[STOPPING DOWN AND TAKING IT] Here is the bottle, from his
hand. What sort is it? Let me hold it to the light.

CAPITANO
Rise, Arlecchino. Do not desert your old master.

MARE GARBA
I do believe this is the spider-poison. Made from the venom of
tarantulas. So if it is, it can be cured by the tarantella!

CAPITANO
Let not the world, Arlecchino, further miss your beaming!

MARE GARBA
We must do the tarantella! Everybody dance now. Let’s see if that
raises him. Some one play music. Something lively. Something to
wake the dead!
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[THE MUSIC PLAYS AND THEY DANCE. NAPOLEON
BUONAPARTE ENTERS AND LOOKS ABOUT POMPOUSLY.
THE MUSIC STOPS]

NAPOLEON
Citoyens de Venise, citoyens liberés, attention!

OTTAVIO
[STILL LOOKING IN THE BOX] We can’t find anything.

[THEY HAVE ALL STOPPED DANCING AND RUN TO LOOK
INTO THE COFFIN]

MARE GARBA
Nor can we.

CAPITANO
I can make no headway. Alas, poor pug, alas!

PULCINELLA
I swear there was a phial with a strange comic mask on top. May
be it’s fallen into the lining.

MARE GARBA
Play again, musicians. We must raise up the little one. This time
everyone stamp harder.

[THE MUSIC PLAYS, THEY DANCE AGAIN, MORE
ENERGETICALLY, AND AS SOON AS IT STOPS NA[POLEON
BOUNDS FORWARD]

NAPOLEON
Attenzione, populi de Venezia, populi liberati!

[THERE IS A CRSH, AS PULCINELLA EMPTIES THE BOX OF
PHIALS AND THEY SCATTER ALL OVER THE STAG]

PULCINELLA
It's gonel It's gone! Look, they’re all wrong. I can’t see it
anywhere!
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[INAPOLEON TAKES A GREAT BREATH READY TO BAWL,
BUT IS INTERRUPTED BY ,MARE GARBA]

MARE GARBA
[SCREAMS] Ah, he’s getting cold, cold, cold!! Quick, the dance,
the dance. We must save him!

[THE MUSIC PLAYS AND THEY DANCE A THIRD TIME, AND
THIS TIME AS SOON AS IT STOPS, NAPOLEON STRUTS
FORWARD BEHIND THE COFFIN AND SPEAKS IN AN
APPALLING FRENCH ACCENT]

NAPOLEON
Listen to me, you rude and ignorant Peebles of Venice! I am
terrorising your ceetee, and liberating your paysans! How dare
you ignore me in this manere?

MARE GARBA
Look, would you mind? There’s another little man here needs our

attention at the moment.

[THEY ARE ALL LOOKING IN THE COFFIN, AS PULCINELLA
AND OTTAVIO GIVE UP SEARCHING AMONG THE PHIALS]

PULCINELLA
It's no good. It’s not here. The magic has gone, and one clown has
slain another.

PANTALONE
{TO DOTTORE} This is all your fault! You should have left her to

me!

DOTTORE
It's you who were duped, and now he’s dead!

NAPOLEON
What seems to be ze trouble?
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MARE GARBA
One moment, if you please!

NAPOLEON
But I am a military genius. I can “elp.

PULCINELLA
Ottavio, what have we done with our rashness?

FLAMINIA
Oh Flavio, we have brought them a tragedy!

ISABELLA
[TO MARE GARBA] But auntie, auntie, is there nothing we can
do?

MARE GARBA
If this were a play now, we’d just have the deus ex machina, but as
this is real life, all we can hope for i-

[AS SWEET MUSIC PLAYS, COLUMBINA ENTERS DRESSED AS
AN ANGEL FROM ST MARK’S]

COLUMBINA
Down and down with stars and pearls,
From arches blue with golden twirls,
With sleek-necked horses pawing forth,
Mosaics, domes, both south and north,
I to the piazza come,
An angel with basillicum!
See, the phial I've conveyed here,
With the mask on of Commedia!
It can heal with gilded tears
All the ravages of years,
All the spite of time and rage.
Who needs ought in this cortege?

MARE GARBA
Gracious angel, in this wood
Lies to one who lacks our good.
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Pray, set down upon his lip

Your bright drink, and angelship,
And wake him to the world again.
The world has need of little men.

COLUMBINA
First, I must ensure that here
All is purged and pure of fear.
These two ancients in a pet:
Straight they must forgive, forget.
This proud conqueror, scowling vile:
He must wear a saintly smile.
These sad girls, with partners lost,
Melt they must from their brief frost.
Quick then, all within this press,
Magic make with kindliness.

DOTTORE
Well, I will forgive, if they will.

PANTALONE
So will I, for this could pay well.

FLAMINIA
Flavio, come!

ISABELLA
Ottavio too!

FLAMINIA AND ISABELLA
Mind you men henceforth be true!

NAPOLOEON
Well, I will not make smiles or dance,
For angels have no existence!

[THE ANGELS TAPS HIM WITH HER WAND AND HE SMILES
AND SWAYS HAPPILY]
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ANGEL
Slower now, the strummed guitar.
And the cymbal circular,
Pluck and slash, and hand in hand,
Dance the ancient saraband,
While I bring once more to motion
Arlecchino with my potion.

[THE MUSIC PLAYS AND THEY DANCE A SARABAND.
COLUMBINA ADMINISTERS THE ANTIDOTE TO THE
COFFIN]

Wake, wake then, my diamond friend,
Let your slumber have its end,

Wake and know henceforth that we
Tow rich mountebanks shall be.
Wake, my twit, and think on gold.
Come, my little one, don’t lie cold!

[THE ANGEL STANDS, AND FEELING INSPIRE, RISES IN THE
AIR, TILL EVERYONE LOOKS UP AT HER AND COME TO
SILENCE]

Now I feel my spirit stirring,

Life in angel’s wings a-whirring.
Now I feel the zest ascending,
Softly from the piazza wending,
Roused with love from this arena.

[AS THE ANGEL ASCENDS OVER THE COFFIN, ARLECCHINO
IS DRAWN UPWARD, AS HE LOOKS UOP THE ANGEL'S
SKIRT, THEN TURNS TO THE AUDIENCE]

ARLECCHINO
Like I am by Columbina!

[BLACKOUT]
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