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VOLUME XIX AUTUMN 1g08 NUMBER III

PHANTASMS®

(4 drama in four acts)

By Rosert Bracco

Translated by Dirce S1. CyrE..

CHARACTERS

Proressor Raymonp ArRTUNNL T SisTER ELISABETH.
mta, his wife. An oo Woman.

DAME MARNIERIL ManLIO.
Luciano, her son. RoOBERT.
Mapame GiLeerTA MIRELLL ALMERICO, K::E rmi': ‘:li::‘:'iml::d
Tue MaRcHIONESS ANTONUCCL Paovro. ples.
ApaLcisa. Erxgst.
Donna SopuIa. SEVERAL oTHER DiscirLes.
FAUSTINA. Joseph, the Professor’s old servant.

t Professor R_n-ymnd. Arunni i5 a man about forty-five — Julia, his wife, is about
twenty-eight.

Norice for the actor who has to interpret the part of Ravmono Arrunni,

The actor should not keep strictly to the pathological side of the character. Itis a nervous
kind of consumption which makes the invalid very agiated, impetuous, and vivacious. There-
fore he has almost ne cough, no asthma, excepting in some rare moments, when extremely tired
out; consequently the actor must often speak frenetically, vehemently, effectively, aften
his words should be delivered very emphatically.

For my part, as author, I regard this kind of consumption more as a moral illness than a

physical one. It is almost the * Symbol of Jealousy.'
Roserto Bracco

$Publithed én Rome, December | and 16, 1008, Privilegs of Copyrighi in the Linited Siates reserved, under the Act
approved March 8, 1908, by Reberto Brocco Copyright 1007 and 1908 by Dircr Si. Cyr.
Coprywight 1008 by The Poil Lore Company
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242 PHANTASMS

ACT I

4 parlor in DocTor RAYMOND ARTUNNI'S country house. The room
is furnished with austere elegance, almost as solemn as an ancient house, It
seems almost like a room in_an ancient castle. The furniture also gives you
that impression. On the right side there is a table, on which stands a vase
containing a few flowers, some books, a hand-bell. Near the table an arm-
chair covered with dark leather. Up stage center, the general entrance, opening
into a small parlor. On the right side of this door, a window, apening on the
‘afd'm a door, on both A‘I-JIS, feﬁamf l‘!’g}ﬂ.

Scene [

The old servant Josern, Maniio, Luciano

Foseph (locking quite worried).— Please be seated. As I said before,
I am afraid I shall not be able to announce you to the doctor. '

Manlio.— If the Doctor cannot see us, then do announce us to his wife.

;;.repk.— I shall do so. Whom shall I announce ?

anlio.— What ? (Pointing to Luciaxo.) Have you even forgotten Mr.

Luciano Marnieri ?

;{o:epfl.— No, I do remember him.

anlio.— Then his name is sufficient. I shall remain in obscurity.

Luciano.— But I beg your pardon, why do you send in my name ?

Manlio (mockingly).— Good gracious! ‘Why do you send in m
name?’ You have always been his favorite assistant, of course then he wi
not refuse to see us. , !

Luciano.— I came here with you to please my companions, not on my
own account.

Manlio.— What does that mean !

Luciano.— I know what it means!

Manlio (quickly to the servant).— All right. Please tell the Doctor
Artunni that ‘two pupils of his wish to see him.”  Nothing else.

Foseph (slowly goes to the door on the left, opens it with caution, and im-
mediately closes it after him. Exit.)

Luciano (to Manlio).— I think it is useless to speak to her. Let us go
and try again some other time.
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Manlio.— Go now, after announcing ourselves? You must be crazy!
It would be very impolite.

Luciano (making a gesture as if yielding).

Foseph (entering again).— Mrs. Artunni will see you in a few minutes.
(8lowly exit from the center door.)

M{mfic.—— That poor old man is suffering from hypochondria! The
air of the country does not agree with him. Have you noticed that every one
around here In‘;zs so sad ? at’s the trouble with all the people ?

Luciano (in a dreamy way, approaches the window, and contemplates
the view.)

Manlio.— Did you not notice also that pretty country woman, down in
the garden, who ioozcod s0 healthy, yet so sad? She was lying down on the
straw, holding the tail of a pig that wanted to run away. She looked like
Ariadne at the moment when Th was abandoning her. When I said
to her: ‘Hello, my Emty girL is this Dr. Artunni's house?' Her answer,
“Yes sir,” was so sad that it made me shiver. In order to see her smile, I
asked her name.  You know how all the country girls are pleased when you
ask them their names? But she was not. In the same sorrowful manner
she said ‘Caroline.” (Pause). What are you looking so attentively at ?

Luciano.— Nothing,

Manlio.— Do you see our companions ?

Luciano (in an absent-minded way). — No. (Stepping aside n
arder to let MANLIo look out from the window.)

Manlio.— Yes, we can see them! There they are sitting on the grass
like pasturing sheep! Did you hear what Robert promised us? . . . If he
fails to find a four-leaf clover, he will invite all of us to lunch. I'll wager we
won't. Thatboy is so lucky that no doubt he will find a five-leaf one instead|
I must tell you. . . .

‘(Enter JULIA from left, immediately elosing the door after her with caution.)

Scene 11

Manvio, Luciano, JuLia

Luctano (who was looking at that side, seeing JULIA enter, immediately
pulls MANLIO’S coat to stap him. Timidly,bowing respectfully).—Madame—
Manlio (turning quickly, also bowing low, but in a vivacious manner).—
Mrs. Artunni.
;’uﬁa (bowing just a little coolly).— What can I do for you ?
anlio.— You have of course recognized our illustrious Doctor
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Luciano Marnieri (to Luctano). Why don't you thank me for calling you
illustrious (To Juria.) For a year he was the right hand of your hus-
band, and of course you were obliged to bear his mmFany for a year. But
I a}'n:l su;;:) you have forgotten the name and the face of this tattler (pointing
ta himself).

Fulta (seriously).— Not the face, but you must excuse me if I don’t
remember all the of my husband’s pupil

Manlio (introducing himself).— Manlio Andenzi, doctor of medicine,
who was graduated years ago, and I believe for life.

Luciano.— Don't annoy madame with your jokes, but tell her the
object of our visit.

Manlio.— Why don’t you speak !

Luciano (interrupting h};m}— Manlio, I beg of you ?

Manlio.— Of course it would be useless! [ am the orator, and I hope
Mirs. Artunni will forgive my good humor, because, you see, to-day is a holi-
day for us! You must have understood, Madame,—we are here to see
the doctor. And there are quite a few of us. We two represent the van-
guard, the whole regiment is outside — pasturing—we have only to
give the signal, and in a body they will attack the castle. Our first idea was
to come all together and surprise him. Then we changed our minds, and
decided to be more prudent. We reasoned thus: “The doctor, after all, is
away in the country with his wife, to enjoy these beautiful spring days, there-
fore we must not be too indiscreet.” I am not joking now, I am quite serious.
We, his pupils, all know how the Doctor Artunm adores you. Is it not
strange that such a serious, austere man as he is could yet be so timid and
try to dissimulate his love for you like a young boy out of school ?  Perhaps
it was this very ingenuity that won our devotion entirely (trying fo foEe
again). All this, of course, is all right, but because he adores his wife we
tlfould not be deprived of him. Why did heabandonus? Why did he leave
his chair in the university? Why did he leave his pupils, as he used to call
us? Whatfor? Only to come over here and bury himself in the country {
To do what? Play the — farmer !

Luciano (severely).— Manlio|

Manlio.— Let me talk. It is better that I should unburden myself
before we see him, especially as I have the pleasure of speaking to Madame
Artunni, who, I am sure, will help usout. (To JuLiaseriously.) A noble
woman like you must feel very 'sorry that a genius like your husband should
give up his mission. Am I not right in hoping that you will influence him
to return to us

Fulia (with her back turned, she has been listening to the light and serious
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talk of MANLIO trying to control her emotion, but at his last words she decided
to break the silence).— I see that you and your companions do not know
anything about him.

Luciarto (noticing her emotion).— What }

Manlio.— You scare us!

Fulia. — Poor Raymond is so ill that, even if he would, he could never
go back to you.

Luciano (becoming very ﬁh).

Manlio (astonished).— When did he become ill ?

Fulia.— 1 don’t know! He hid it for a long time, even from me. I
believe he never told any one of it in order to keep me in total ignorance of
it Only a year ago, before deciding to retire to this old country house, he
told me he had incurable tuberculosis. You remember for a month he
never went out. When you called on him he would try to be gay. And if
some one noticed that he was getting tired, he would immediately reassure
him it was only overwork.  But just after this he told me the truth. And
now every day repeats it to me that there is no hope.

Luciano (trying to control his emotion).

(Pause)

Manlio.—1 am’sure there must be some exaggeration. You are so
devoted to him that, unwittingly, you are exaggerating, or unconsciously
encouraging his exaggeration. And he — yes, it is true — is one of our best
physicians, yet he is so nervous, so suggestive — But how can he have the
same perception, when it regards himself ?

ulia.— Yet he exammes and studies himself in such an exacting
manner that it would frighten you.

Manlio.— But the necessary calm for taking care of himself —

Fulia.—The intense desire to prolong his life is worth more to him than
calm.
Manlio.— Yet we should ask the advice of some specialists. We

hould have a consultation —I don’t know — But we s!wulvf do something.
Shouldn't we, Luciano? Yes, we must.
Luciano (looking aghast, cannot utter a word).
Z}dr'a‘—l ed him so much to do so.
anlio.— We shall impose upon him the advice of his best colleagues.

Fulia.— You shall see he wﬂnot listen to them, at any rate, there is
no more hope now.

Manlio.— Can you believe it, Luciano? Can you? And all of us
came here to scold ]:im, but to express our everlasting enthusiasm. (Te
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uLia). Do tell us, Mrs. Artunni, will] he be able to see us? We should
ike to present our respects, see him, but if you fear or if you think it is not
the proper moment ——

Fulia.— I should think he would be pleased to see his pupils. At all
events it would help him morally.

Manlio.— Ishe in bed ?

Fulia— At this moment he is asleep, because he had a restless night.
Generally he is either shut up in his studio working, or he goes around the
house, in an active, agitated, but energetic manner, that to look at him, one
would not believe his condition so grave. It is a remarkable phenomenon.

Manlio.—Why a remarkable phenomenon ? I maintain, instead, that
g']his is able to expend so much vitality, there is not so much danger as he

inks.

ulia.— I don’t know!

anlio.— We are going back to tell everything to our companions.
They will indeed be sorry! In half an hour we shall all return. Then,
if he cannot see us, we shall come back some other time. After you have
told him that we are here, you shall yourself decide what we must do. We
are entirely at your disposal, and you must rely upon us as if we were —
may I say it — brothers—

;;zfia.— I thank you,

anlio.— Please do go now, he might be awake.

Fulia.— No, if he were awake, he would certainly have called me.

(T aking leave).— Will you excuse me.

Manlio.— We shall see you soon.

Luciano (bowing without looking at her, and without being able to
pronounce a word).

Fulia (exits {rom left door, being careful to open and close it without
making any notse).

Scene II1
Manvio, Luciano

Manlio (putting his hand on his forehead).— 1 feel as if I were dreaming!
We had no warning! Absolutely no warning! (With a hopeless gesture.)
Butitisso! We cannot doubt it any more! Let us go, Luciano.
Luciano (trying to control his deep emotion).— Yes, Manlio (takes a
fow steps, then suddenly stops).
anlio.— Well ?
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Luciano— Wait a moment. Let me compose myself a little. That
news has—

Manlio.— I know perfectly how you feel about it. He was very kind
to you (both deeply moved).

Luciano.— l;on’t you think it would be better to tell our companions
not to disturb that poor unfortunate ?

Manlio.— But his wife said that perhaps our visit might be of some
assistance to him.

Luciano— What! To almost oblige him to see him? To almost
make him own up, that there is no more hope, that he has only a few
months, a few days tolive? It would indeed be cruel!

Manlio.— Excuse me, but why did you not express your opinion a few
minutes ago, when his wife was here ? Instead, you did not say a word, not
even to express your sympathy ——

Luciano.— I was so upser ——

Manlio.— Now, boy, we can’t retract! Courage, Luciane, don't
let us lose any more umel All our companions are acting as schoolboys
on a holiday, adorning themselves with flowers, not knowing anything, they
come here in a kind of procession so as to surprise us. Their gaiety would
indeed be out of place now.

Luctano.— But remember [ shall not come back with all of you.

Manlio.— More reason, then, to go away at once.

Luciano.— Yet I should like — at least to justify myself with his wife.

Manlio.— Let me tell you frankly you have made a very stupid
resolution. ;

Luciano.— Manlio, I have not the courage to see him so ill. I haven’t
;;he c_tlmlurage to remain here to look and listen to him, thinking that shortly

e will go.

ME:!{o.— This sensitiveness of yours borders upon weakness.

Luciano (quickly, yet submissively)— No, hol Manlio! It is not
weakness! No, but only a matter of conscience!

Manlio (mr‘ﬁ:':ed).— Conscience!

Luciano.— The worst part of it is that though I feel I should not venture
to see him, because I know I shall not have the courage to face him, yet a
supernatural force keeps me here, body and soul, and I feel absolutely com-
pelled to speak to him, to throw myself at his feet.

Manlio (more surprised).— The reason ?

Luciane— 1 don’t know ——

Manlio.— You don’t know it ?

(Pause)



