
------------------ ---



I. 

'IRE VILLA. 

When I arrived today I noticed that the house was cleaner 

than I knew it last year. This is due to the new manservant 

called Renata w~om I saw serving at tab~e---it surprised me---

when I came into the room from the garden. He was dressed in 

a white and blue striped jacket, like the silent manservant of 

a palazzo that has survived the war. He was the first person 

I saw when I got to the top of the steps. There is never much 

light over the dining table, and he was standing just at its edge, 

small, with a rather prim mouth and crusading eyes. 

A ~reat cry went up fr an the tab,le, fr,om Luc iana, from 

Arturo, Vittoria, Angelina, Maddalena, Silvia, Nina and Michele, 

and I forgot the manservant at once. The little boy Dino is noW 

e igh t, and he hid his he ad in his mother's lap when I came in, 

then ran halfway up the stairs in the dim light, and crouched there, 

watching me while I answered all their questions at table. I 

remember him last year as being more cruel· than shy, but noW the 
with it 

shyness seems to have grown, and gtxsmxkxmx a sort of graciousness. 
~ 

That is like all of them. 'Orie~tal barbarians', I heard so~e 
~~ "\ 

callL tt:~ once, but somewhere each of them, even the marchese Artura 

himself, whom most people find stupid and slow, has this gift of 

grace: there is nothing benevolent about it, but it seems civilised--~ 

for ·8 moment, like a sudden acknowledgement of civilisation before 

war breaks out. I've often looked at their hands. They are thick 

and extraordinarily heavy, very wide at the base, like butchers' 

hands---'or Roman aristocrats t • 

Only Luciana, the marchese's wife, is different, and she's 

the power of the family. Everything starts from her; she can bring 

light or darkness to them as she Wishes. When she goes away the 

o 



family relapses into its real ugliness. They mop e ab OU t the 

house uneasily, there is a sense of waiting for something, the 

servants are hostile and rebellious, there are quarrels all the 

time, and I think only the certainty of Luciana's return keeps 

them together at all. Under her cool eye, as she sits at the end 

of the table, they look like violent children Who are allowed 

their say but no more. Luciana has lovely hands, and strangers 
1. 

are always asking ROW she could have married the marchese and, 
'" 

more than that, how she could have borne iliiving with him all this 

time. Usually ~he says quite fraUkly that he disgusts her, and 

that sleeping with him, which happens rarely, is a necessary 

penance for her. The spirit goes out of him when she leaves. 

And he seems frightened when she suggests a holiday for herself---

just two days, three days. In this he is like his two daughters, 

Angelina and Maddalen~, who share his great hands and nervous, 

strained watchfulness, and like him never seem to have a moment's ~ 
~~ peace, 
~~~ and have no sense of art at all, like people rejected 

by God, wondering at all the mystery outside them and Why they 

aren't part of it, and often hating it. All three turn to 

Luciana for their peace. They only find it in her, and this is 

why, when she goes away, even for a day, they seem panic-stricken, 

as if their feelings will run away With them and they have no 

form, nothing' to fall back on but hard, brittle thoughts, about 

the dirty state of the kitchen, or the time of the next train in 

from Rome, or the fact that the beds haven't been made. They 
ev 

look malevolent., broken, rejected; and you can't address a word 

to them. They're broodingntoo deeply~ 

Luciana works harder than any of them and bears all the 

WO~ies of the household, and app+ies her mind nearly every hour 

of the waking day to keeping them all out of debt. She would 



so clearly benefit from a Uoliday. But it seems they can't 

treat her with the mercy they would give to other people, they 

need her so badly. Especially Maddalena sulks when she goes 
I remember last year, ~ 

away. fWEXExxtk%EEx«aJEX~E when Luciana went ~ to Naples 
vS-

for a couplei~ days, she wouldn't say good-morning to any 
~~-r-eYJ 

of us; and Luciana had he~mute, resentful eyes waiting for her 

when she got back. , , 
Maddalena is called the Inglese by the family, because she 

is tall and thin and has never had a man. This is why, they all 
3 

say, she is never gay; after a certain age virgins are never gay. 

Her sister Angelina is much prettier, with blond hair and a neat 
Young men often 

little face. SUX:i::EXXSBJiX:tJl] fall #- in love Wi th her, so her 

comp~y is less solemn and pessimistic than Maddalena's, and she 

understands her mother better and is less jealous of her enjoyment. 

Maddalena is twenty-nine, and Angelina one or two years younger, 

yet neither of them goes out with young men alone. Maddalena has 

a long, melancholy face, not at all pretty, yet her body has cool, 

gentle lines, and there's an elegance about her which she could 

turn to beauty if the spirit hadn't been beaten out of her. There 

is an unfathomable dark apathy about her like the silence of the 

sky. I think the family made fun of her looks when she was a 

child and nothing could convince her that she isn't ugly and 

unwanted; she seems to try to cancel herself out, saying nothing 

and slipping up to bed early, and she is bitterly aware of 

Angelina's prettiness, a light which dims her" even more, sending 

her deeper st ill into herself, though she doesn't really resent 

it. Apart perhaps from Luciana she is the only person of quality 

among them. She holds her own counsel. She feels hate like the 

others, and the same need to be cruel, but at the same time there 

is this brooding quietbin her, a resignation, that gives her a 



certain delicacy, a sour wisdom. 

The hatred in the house is. bitter, sneering and murdertbus, 

so strong and sure and deep a necessity in them that nothing human 

could abate it. I've seen Signora Flavia, the grandmother, a 

small, fat woman in black, dusty, threadbare clothes down to her 

feet, Sitting in the kitchen screaming with rage, her mouth in a 

kind of grin, with tears pouring down her face, stamping her feet 

up and down on the stone floor as she Shouted, 'I'm a cbuntess, 

a countesst t ~ lot of the hate and petty persec~~ion in the 

house comes from her, and she tries to influence her son against 

other people, especially those whom Luciana likes and offers 

hospi tali ty to. This is Signora Flavia's revenge on her daughter-

in-law!, whom she feels has been a bad Wife. The marchese only 

listens to half wha t she says, but he has been hurt enough by his 

Wife in the last twenty years not to hear that voice as a balm. 

Some people say he's too dense to have suffered, but this isn't 

true. It makes him more vulnerable, if anything. 

Last year I remember that Sigora Flavia often attacked 

Michele, the fourteen-year-old son who shares Luciana's grace 

and ease, and even her peace. He is; slim, qui te tall for his 

age, hanc1some in a rough way, and his hands aren't those of a 

butcher, or a Roman aristocrat's for that matter. I noticed 

ver y so on af ter I saw him for the firs t time how little of his 

father he seemed to have in him, how rebellious he was, how 

quick to understand, unlike the others; and also there was a 

tenderness in him which was quite absent in the others. He's 

deliberately rude to them, especially to his father, and he is 

always shouting, trying to cadge money or cigareetes, eating great 

chunks of bread and marmalade or tomatoes covered with oil, 

and when he walks it is with a comic roguish slouch, usually 

with his shirt hanging out of his trousers. Signora Flavia 
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complained that he was dirty at table and that his manners were 

nothing compared with those of his little brother Dino, which 

was untrue. If Dina cried Michele was always blamed, and the 

whole family with the exception of Luciana and Angelina would 

bear down on him, calling him villai~nd wretch. I noticed that 

Maddalena often lectured him in her sourly delicate way, as if 

for the pleasure of exere ising a bit of power over somebody. 

But the leader of the persecution---a quite kindly persecution--­
isn't 

was Signora Flavia, the reas on being that Michele X14EH:tli the 
().)/ ~ I 

marchese's sanA but the illegitimate child of one of Luciana's 

love affairs---with a peasant living near by. Both Luciana 

and ~gelina try to protect him, and for this reason he loves them 

both with a quiet, fierce passion. People say that the peasant 

wanted to have his child but the marchese insisted on keeping him, 

after endless arguments in which the peasant rudely banged the 

table and threatened violence. 

The marchese has never been known to lay a finger on Michele, 

and +¥ either he's blind to humiliation or he conceals it marvell­

ously. He waits for things to pass over, with a natural pragmatism, 

and always tries to keep out of quarrels. ~ When I say to people 

that there may be an unusual wisdom in this, they say,'No, it's 

just laziness an,d moral ineptitude.' All I know is that when I 

get indignant at table because of ~.....-$" rudeness he'S the one - SOltUl.. f 
11~""IJ,.t,,~ _ ~ e, 

to make the fi rst sooth ing, tac tful remark. j\ E though lecher ous ' 
d~,~ 

thoughts seem to be in ~is head most of the tcimo .. 4t:ai although he 
.q, 

hoards photographs of ~utiful women and pores over them for hours 

. alone in his bedroom, sometimes projecting them on to the wall as 

Slides, he is horrified by dirty stories at table and by any laughing 

about the body. He likes to take it with deadly seriousness. 

flhen Vittoria, his Sister, gets a little drunk after dinner and 



takes her breast out of her dress to show us what a young and 

tender body she still has, he turns his head away abruptly and 

won't join in the laughter. 

When a really pretty young woman comes to the house he invites 

her to look at his photographs, which people say really are superb 

(he won't show them to men---except to the local monks who invite 

him over to dinner now and then to see the new ones), and which 
e 

include some of the loveliest and most aristocratic wo~n in the 

city. And he may then ask her to pose herself, which after she 
~ 

has heard the names of XE« some of the other women comes as an 

honour. If she agrees he takes a long time fixing the focus of 

the camera, While he is actually peering at her bosom. At 

table he flirts with them, sits them down next to him, pats their 

arms, touches their hair lightly, puts his hand on their shoulders. 

Usually they suffer this in Silence, for after all he's the head 

of the house; and on their secom. visi t they keep away from his 

end of the table, under Luciana's protection, Which gratifies her. 

He asks them to carra for a ride on his motor-scatter and if they 

agree he takes them to a long deep-green field a few kilometeres 

south-and tries to make love to them, almost always unsuccessfully. 

He is bald and has White, staring eyes and a rather loose mouth, 

and he walks with his back very straight, as he used to in the 

military processions when he was in the king's escort. Allover 
. - V 

the house there are photographs of him in Officer's mxfxrm uniform. 

Most women seem frightened of him, although perijaps he's the least 

frigh tening· member of the. family; Luc iana told me that when he 

was young he was brutal with her in love, and that his first act 

disgusted her. I wonder if this is true. Newer trust what a 

woman says about her husband if she doesn't love him---he ~ 
~ ~ 

becomes the personification of ~ her disappointments. 

He likes to keep on the right side of church~dogma even 
C I' 



;r. 
~ in his ~echeries, and I've heard him explain to a young 

~ fU< 
woman that it would1right and good ~ her to let him make love to 

her since, having been in the king's escort, when there was a king, 
I 

he'd been brought close to the Vatican, and to influential monsgsn-
to.r-

ori, so t.hat :in a way contact wi th him would bring ~ nearer to 
W 

God, or at least get ~ a plenary indul~ence. ~ Last year I 

heard him tell a pretty girl hardly out of school, running his 

fingers lightly down her throat, 
~ 

if he kiseedAbecause God, having 

an object of love for men, Wfrich 

that she shouldn't be offended 

made her a woman, intended her as 
~1~ 

put an obligation on ~ not to 
~( ~~ 

behave too formally and stiffly with ~, especially ~ 
.f~ ~ -
~ beautiful _ .... 1-/1' __ _ 

~ 
~~~~~ ana that it 

'" / was better to risk offence (seizing the girl's head and planting 
-

a kiss first on her forehead and then on her lips) than fail to 
~~ ~ 
~ a woman's beauty wherever ~ possihle. 

The family laughs at this and never tries to protect the 

gir~. And Luciana doesn't seem a scrap jealous. Only if she 

flirted would the family look up, speechlessly, watching their 

beloved leave them again, and the foothold of their world slip 

away. When s,.omeone asked her once how such ugly, restless 

people could ever have issued from her she said, 'It's because 

they were c·onceieved wi thout love.' Only Michele was conceived 

in lo~e, however momentary. 'And he has her same peace, as I say, 

the same slight dreaming beyondness. I noticed him this morning 

sitting in an armchair by the hearth doing his schoolwork, and 

for a time the house was in utter silence. He was looking out 

of the fEench windows, lost, and the room seemed to rest in its 

-- ¥ silence; ~ I thought how' none of the others could 

~ have achieved that. They walk about quiCkly and awkwardly, 
,-- \Y ~ 

making their ~xBk short, quick, sharp remarks in ugly voices. 

I've seen a look of tenderness in Angelina's fa'ce only once, 
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last year, when there were a number of people in to tea, and one 

o~hem, a smiling, aunt-like, constantly nodding and surprised 

woman, was talking to her closely; and Angelina fetched out a 

tiny, shining compact radio she'd bought som~ths before, , 
to show her, wi th its golden aerial and If green leather case no 

bigger than a woman's handbag,. She plugged it in, pulled out the 

aerial and began turning the dials and pressing spring-buttons. 

And all the time she played with her shining little box and the 

other woman cl~ped her hands together and uttered aunt-like cries, 

there was a tender, bemused, shy look on her face as if this was 

all her own handiwork, something to do with her personally---wihh 

her prettiness and health even. I don't think I've ever seen her 

face so shy, like that of a child being praised before too many 

relatives; usually her face iS,strained about the eyes, hard, 

seeming to dwell on hard subjects, like how much tea there is left 

in the cannister at ter I've been at. it, whether the dogs ou tside 

have been fed, whether she 'has time to go to the local town for 

another electric plug, whether the 'servants' have been stealing. 

perhaps this is why the young men are seldom in love with her for 
~, . 

long. I heard one of them say ~~ making the res t of 

us roar with laughter, that she couldn't bring forth a child but 

whi te maggots ~ When we had a visitor last year she said he was 

dirty in his habits and that he used to piss out of his window 
t.J 

(Which would have been easy, as the sill ~ only a foot or so 

above the ground), and that the Siamese cat used to smell whenever 

it had been in his room for long (implying he was sexually per­

vertea); to which he said that she had a mind as big as his thumb-

nail. 

But she has a curiosity about people Which I like. She 

wqtches them inquisitively, rather like a child, wants to knoW 

about them, is rarely envious. Perhaps that was taught her by 



----~--------------------------------------------------------~ 

Luciana, for it isn't true of the marchese. She isnso content 

to watch other people that she curls herself up in a chair same­
Whf'~ 

times and seems to cancel herself out, as if someone had ~ 
~~-~ 

in her ear that she'd better give up trying ~she'd 

;t-~ -; never really have children, take trains alone, pay her own bills. 

~ this ·childishness ~t with a much more practical nature than 

Maddalena's. 

Jf~ Luciana and I often talked about the family last year, 

just as if it wasn't hers: how rude they'd been to the visitor, 

talking about him in whispers, calling him wretch, filthy beast, 

pervert, parasite; and how when he came to meals they made him 

feel unwanted and more or less threw food at him. When I asked 

her once if they had much sense of other people's feelings she 
~ They only feel it if they're hurt.' 

sa i d , 'N 0 , none what soever. )~JX:Wlllll.ZB.z:JlZ:iti!X ZEZXIi!l:mZXJX8lIl8:lIilXlO J 
And she added that perhaps it was best to be like that, aware 

only of oneself, yet relyi,ng on other people's mercy. I said, 

no, there was nothing lucky about that because they must be 
~ 

unhappy people, ~ incapable of love. I remember she shrugged 

and murmured, 'Unhappy no, but neither very happy nor vary sad, 
~ 

just on one level of ordinariness all the time.' Thrn she added 

as she went away into the kitchen, and this surprised me, 'People 

may as well be dead as live like that.' 

I've often s,een Angelina sta~ing at the floor, bent forward 

a little, smoking an American cigarette, her yellow bleached hair 

falling down her cheeks (in a fashion that went out years ago), 

a terrible darkness seeming to surround her. There is somethig 

• unbearably sad ab out the silence of these two sisters. They '~ 

~ regrett~ something---something which perhaps they've 

never known but which they feel in their mother, in a few dumb 

intimations, not told them in words. 

In the marchese there is no sadness, justvas there is little 
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humour. He has no ideas, even the religious ones he professes. 

His God was a habit he picked. up over the years, as he picked up 
C)o... 

the habit of flirtation. I've never seen anything even momenter-
-

ily reflective in his face, no dream, Wffiich is why his company 

tends to be suffocating • I notice that a few seconds after he 
table 

has left EXXX6KBX% to go to bed visi tors sit better in their chairs 

and smile for the first time. He lives in a strange, bare, friend-

less world, the lackey of his own dark thoughts. Last year I 

remember Luciana leaning over towards me and saying as he opened.,f 

the door into the room, 'i1hen he comes in it's like death passigg 

over the table. You can see everyone go st·iff and a bit afraid. ' 

I said nothing and looked away. 

Every afternoon when he comes in for lunch he calls his 
r 

young~x son over to him and asks what he has been up to; he pats 

his head and kisses him, looks' theatrically· surprised when he is 

supposed to, the whites of his eyes showing and his mouth drawn 

down; and sometimes he pulls him on to his knee and tells him a 

story wi th grand gestures, his chin lifted up, speaking rhetorically, 

rolling out his r's, depicting great men, so that the child stares 

S into h~ eyes and dares not make a movement for fear of breaking 
. ~. c~es the ~ HhenEichele m: in late the rnarchese always bubbles 

~ . ~ 
I over with questi ons, wanting to know exactly where and Wha~whY, 

poring over his answers with rapt, dark, tender curiosity. I 

remember a feast-day last year in the village, down by the fountain, 

where there are a few houses, a wooden village-hall and .a petrol 

pump; a crowd collected there after lunch for games and campettt­

ions. Michele was wearing his first suit, borrowed from a rich 
~~J 

young man, a ~ of Angelina's, who happened to be abnormally 

small. The suit fitted perfectly and made him look debonair, 

but his white shirt was frayed at the collar and was too tight 

round the neck, so he took off the tie, then, since it was hot, 
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the jacket. He came back after dark, when the fireworks were 

over, and dropped straight into a chair while the marchese began 

asking him the usual quiet questi.ons---shouting at him suddenly, 

'Michele 1 " when he didn't reply. Had he been dancing? at whose 

house? what girls were there? did he enjoy it? had he been dtink­

ing, for he looked so tired? how many glasses had he taken? And 

when they boy told himt' Two large glasses', he shrugged and said, 

'Well, that's half a litre, enough for a small boy not used to itt' 

Then he glanced across at. Luciana, wi th the very Slightest of' smiles, 

and murmured, 'E sbronzo', he's drunk. Michele didn't deny it, 

only put his head in his hands and yawned. Then, sudaenly, he 

got up and dashed away to his bedroom, where he slept at once. 

I like the way the marchese screws up his face when he asks 

questions, as if piecing together a world he left long ago because 
~ 1rL.o 1 fSYl~ 

of its disappointments, l;tis J-~ts/- having noble families in charge. 

And I noticed that when the grandmother asked him who had Won the 

greasy-pole competition at the village he shrugged and murmured, 

'Oh, some wretch ••• ', then imitated a peasant-accent in the ugliest 

way possible. 

I think it must be from him that Dino, the little boy, gets 

his wonderful mature gestures, as if he already had a place. in the 

world. The marchese has taught him pride in himself, and I 

remember how one day las8i year the child rushed in from the 

kitchen after Renata the 'servant' had told h~ to come into lunoh, 

and oried out with tears in his eyes, 'A servant must never speak 

to me like thatl' The marchese forbids Luciana to lay a finger 

on the ohildren, and they find it easy to confuse and browbeat 

him. I've o~ten heard them shout. at him, and then he grows very 

mild, trying to calm them down, a little afraid, because this is 

the defiance he has taught them himself. They have no fear of 

him, and when they really get beyond themselves and behave like 
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devils Luciana takes them into another room and closes the door, 

then ~ives them a thrashing with a cane, and promises them another 

one twice as hard if they tell their father about it. They fear 

both her and Angelina, because they get beatings from both. The 

possibility of a beating gives just that tough edge to life that 

the boys seem to need, and I've seen Dino put his bare, dirty feet 

on the tablecloth so that Luciana will give him a cuff. Then, 

after she has done it, he comes and curls up in her chair, at her 
"'"-

back, with his arms round her ~eck, and often falls asleep like 

that, and stays there until Angelina puts him on her shoulders 

and carries him to bed. The marchese is a loving outside~o them 

all, and they tell him every sort of lie, sometimes in connivance 

with Luciana, knowing how credulous he is. 

+ + + 

Last night the little boy and I were the only ones at 

table for dinner, and all the time he played the padrone, talking 

to me wi th great politeness, asking if I was enjoying the spaghetti, 

calling out to the servants in a loud, commanding voice, his little 

chin pushed forward, and making them come to my side of the table, 

to ask if I wanted a second helping. And they obeyed him. 
-t 

Towards the end at ehe dinner he called out to Nella, Renato's 

Wife, a small, really animal creature with a man's voice, and when 

she came to the table she leaned over him and said quietly, her 

teeth gritted together, 'Remember you're nine and a half, nine and 

a half', but nevertheless she gave him exactly the number of 

stuffed tomatoes he asked for, with some olive oil and sauce. He 

sat so authoritatively in his chair, his back quite straight, his 
6h~ @ut taking her 

eyes clear and black, neverAlooking up at her, ERxxass~miagxiikM 
obedience for grantedt: 
aiix~empiex~e~~0xic ~~thlZX 

------~----------~/>?~~~, 
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~. Then he came into my room, which leads off the dining 

room, and told me about the family's visit to Ponza, the island 

that is three-hours boat-ride from Anzio, how he had seen a great 

ship, the Cristofero Colombo, on its way to America, and how the 
0-& twA ~ ~ w 

PilOJ had throttled the engine ~~ as they drew near to 

the island-shore, and how smoothly thew had swerved towards the 
~ 

land, bobbing up and down slightly, on a sea utterly blue, the 

rocks shOWing a strange red under the water, soft andlshimmering, 

and the island green and brown, huge and humped, before them. 

He asked me whether London was also an island in the sea, as he'd 

heard, and I said, 'No, but it has a ri~:!ZXZJdBxzrJua:t2mzt0Xlat0W 

r-and boats along it.' He wanted to know if these boats had 

engines and I said, 'Yes.' He nodded and murmured, staring at 

the ceiling, lost in the silent and hot Eoom, 'Ah, then they're 

motorboats, launches---motoscafi, scialuppe?' And af'ter that he 

turned towards the wall and went to sleep, like a child in a 

drifting, oarless rowboat on the calmest and darkest of rivers, 

windless and unpeopled. I leaned back on my pillow, my feet up 
and read a little, then 

on the bed, tkamx%~a~xaxxxxtim; ~ Maddalena came in from work, 

knocked at my door and carried him upstairs. 

The rest of the family were out. The marchese was at the 

sea with friends from the 'office', and wouldn't be back until 

the last train at midnight. Michele was at the Cinema, where 

la musical was showing, and Luciana the marchese's 

sister Vittoria ~~ __ ~~ and Angelina ·to 
~--------------------------------=? 

a house at the back, behind the vineyard, where they were invited 

to dinner and dr inks. ~fuile I was ,reading, after Dino had been 

taken off to bed, I heard laughter and mUSic coming from beyond 

the Vines, and I thought how this sound no longer made me feel 
e. 

lon~y and abandoned as it used to once. There was a marvellous 

s ilene e in the hous e, s·omething very rare. The house is capable 
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of everything, has known everything from brutality to the 

lightest infatuation. 

The other day Luciana came into my room at sundown, after 

I had opened my shutters to let in the cool air, and leaned out 

of the window, looking at the peaoh trees, with the garden lying 

in an uncustomary stillness, and said, 'I love my house, you know ••• ' 
-

It's true, these silent pauses make one love the house. 

I remember last night tenderly, how the pillow felt against 

my back, hO~I and the book in my hand ~nd the silence and 

the s light wind that went through the bushes just below my Window, 

bringing in gusts of music and laughter, were all one dream. 

The marchese's attitude towards me has changed = @138% AGBl 

since last year, and I'm sure this is due to Luciana's subtle 
-

persuasions. He no longer watches me as he used to, and he _ V 
even tells me confidences about other people ,_ especially 

I 
about young women, which Would~have been impossible ~efore. I 

think he believed last year that I was making love either to his 

wife, who is nearly twenty years older than me, or to Angelina, 

which at least was feasible. I remember how he used to follow me 

about the house and how he would always call down to Luciana if 

she and I stayed up late talking together. He hated to hear us 

talk in whispers, in the silence of the house, and God knows what 

went through his head. Now we stay up talking until the ear'ly 

hours and he never once calls down to her that she must get some 

sleep, that she'll be fit for nothing in the morning, that it 

isn't right, it isn't rightl Somehow she convinced him of the 

silline ss of his fears, and apart from that he has seen me with 
girls in town, 
~Bgx:mli.Hn L and hears that I'm attracted to lIlhis one and not t".o 

that, and so forth. 

During the day I am always given Angelina's room :bo work 

in, and this was the same last year. It always pained him then, 
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that I should be going into the women's quaterts with my young 

manhood and using their dressing-table as a desk, and sleeping 

on their bed after munch. I worked hard last year and went out 

very little, which gave him more opporunituy to imagine me up to 

no good. I remember one evening reading something aloud to 

myself, alone in her room, and realising after a time that I could 

he heard outside. Angelina was late in from work that evening, 
c 

and I heard him walk along the corridor and pause outside my dODr, 

listening • 

the house. 

He apparently didn't know that she was still out of 

I stopped reading aloud, then decided to find out if 

he really had been listening .• I got up and went across to the 

lavatory, which is opposite her door. His bedroom is at the end 

of the corridor, and as I passed across I glanced to my right and 

saw him standing there, buttoning his shirt in the mirror and at 

the same time staring down the corridor. I locked the lavatory 

door, then heard him waik down to Angelina'S room, enter it, 
~ ;~ 
~ leave again,~ g~ back to his bedroom. After a time I 

~ 
came out and returned to the room, cloSing the door, ~ 

heard him walk down the corridor once again and look this time 

in the lavatory, presumably to see if I and his daughter had gone 

in there tqgether~ By now he was bewildered, and felt himself in 

the middle of a plot. He suddenly pushed the door of my room 

open, imitated a look of surprise at finding me there and then 

began fiddling uselessly with some cases on the floor. 

he wanted to mook under the bed but lacked the neck. 

I'm sure 

Last year I thought him a sort of monster, creating a world 

in his cr~n image, but noW I know this isn't true, and that his 
~ ~'e-I, ~,I' 

belief in"lechery ~ is a kind of hope. 

At lunch last Sunday he was talking to me about a young woman they 

know who lives in Rome with her mother, and said she was 'very 

Roman indeed', that is to say, 'Intelligent, passionate and -



I~. 

CUnningft t : no one knew hbw many men she t d had, she was always 

so secret in her comings and goings, she. was charming to everyone 

and gave the impression of sweetness and good Will, but she could 

embrace one man on Monday and another on Tuesday, without remember­

ing either; she could make love once out of whim and then look 

rather lost and innocent when the man suggested it a second time .• 

Last night his sister Vottoria suddenly announced that she 

wanted to sleep downstairs, and he whispered i~ hearing that 

it was only because she wanted me to seduce her, though she is 

over sixty. I repeated this to Luciana this morning incredulously, 

and she said with a little smile that the marchese was probably 

quite right. 

+ + + + 

The young woman he spoke about; 'intelligent, passionate 

and cunning', came last Sunday. She is tall with dark hair in 

natural rings, and though her face is full of mo~ement, quick 
~iliL5 r.1. 

and smiling, her eyes seem strangely trappe • '«Xmi~E%J ~ 

an:" g fneD i ; tnT!=-. S e keeps her oWn counsel, seems very much 

alone. Sometimes she can hardly bring 
~~ 

mouth---~ out ofAmiserY67 ~'J ,~...,-

~ s;f';;h; provides 

herself to open her 

--r 
the family With oppost-

unities to hurt her. She offers no resistance; they seem to 

smell suffering in other people; they want to draw a little more 

blood, their faces sullen, heavy, pouting, like people in a plot, 

their pleasures deathly. ~Silvia, a fat, pale young woman 

who lives in the house behKfid the vineyard, and who has neither 
~ 

a lover nor work, wantsva little excitement; ~the people who 

visit us provide it; having a good brain, clear and shrewd, 

she will make the spark for any malice that the others need. 
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~t~ ~ ~~. 
She usually comes in to tea in e afternoon, and is virtually 

one of the family, providing the sting of wit and shrewd observ­

ation. Her voice is ~arsh, and when she speaks against people 

it has a special cutting tone; she seems to be taking revenge for 

everything lKfe has refused her. I heard her say.the other day 

that Maria---the 'intelligent, passionate and cunning' girl--­

wasn't at all beautiful to her minS: she had a loose mouth, too 

large and open, and her hips were too wide; she said it as though 

~ killing her~ with a sWift, hungry sound. And Signora 

Flavia says that while Maria is a person of distinction, yet she 

is perhaps a little too sweet. And other people say, 'Oh, 

Maria is too artificaal in the way she speaks t' 

I enjoy being With Luciana and Maria alone, just the three 

of us; we can speak to each other intimately, each of us ha~lng 
-tkK .!.If .J~ ~ cg c.&.6 ~ 

a painful secret, so thatt...~"J06 nothing" t a lose. etimes 

Luciana and I take the bus to Rome and go to Haria's flat, where 

she lives with her mother, and we sit behind XXgmXE closed shutters 
~ 

in the hot half-darkness in the afternoon, with yellow, slight, 

gleaming lines showing through the shutter-slats, while Maria's 

mother pads softly across the stone kitchen floor, bringing cool 

drinks, going to the refrigerator; and when it's cool and the sun 

has gone down behind the curved, smooth block of flats close by, 

leaving the space between in shadow, we sit out on the verandah 

in canvas chairs, at the foot of the steps leading up to the kitchen, 
~ 

everything· about us of stone or cement, ~ cut off from the rest 

of the city, a great static island like a memorial, with occasional 

square lawns, excellently cut and small, with here and there young 

trees. The moment you enter this stone world of flets·thorugh 

a gate, along a special road, there is a new coolness and quiet, 

and the noises of the main street close by fall back. 

It is so different from this house where the noise starts 



soon after dawn With someone rushing doym the stairs like a ton 

of coals or with Dino's deafening cries or with the radio turned 

on suddenly at full strength, as if in vengeful enjoyment. Or 

e~ Nella the maid shouts to her oWn son to 'Come in, you vagabond~~ 
in that deep, dry beast-voice of hers. If you've slept well it's 

- w; I-k 
all right but if your dreams have been heavy ~ the past 

A-

these noises are like a fresh assault, to keep the wounds open all 

day. 

Maria told me a few days ago that she could hardly bear talking 

to the marchese, hated it when he _touched her. And when I said 

that he'd called her 'intelligent, passionate and cunning' she 

replied that he only spoke like this to give the impression of 
.,'" 

intuitive gifts, which he lacked; he~ ~~ heard someone else 
t.;.,....~ ~ ~CA. 

use those words about her, and _decided to use themAwhen ~u eppert-

lull:r came. She said he created a complicated world for himself--­

a world where there were secret assignations all the ttme and every-
~- --

thing was plot and subterfuge, an~~e reali~~~site of 

appearance so that having created ~ mystery iN h; wR' he had to 
~ ~\ t , , I I 1(.-1 

penetrate itj~JcOngratulat~imsel~ on his cleverness. He does 

it like a conjuror's trick and at first you don't realis:e that the 

world he has made is completely ~als~ ~ 
He calls her cunning, she says, because he can't allow himself 

tk~ ~""1J- ,-" 
to believe that, ~ a ~ 'Roman woman', she.s simply un-..., 

~otice that he doesn't search her body with his eyes as he does 

the other women: instead, he puts the whole of her life---which 

he thinks he knows about---into the laboratory of his desires; 

he turns her into a daydream. 

~
' Sometimes he will 10. ok at a woman with his eyes screwed up 

~'f~l~~ .~ r anxiously, as if on s~me _ investigation; he has to 
, .. 7 '.J . {" -;-' • t , ~ 

verify every detail. He seems to murer women inwardly---even 

" 



his own wife, to keep her as an ob ject 'of pleasure; they mustn't 

have quite human lives. 

His work, which is a few hours every day at the customs house 
cV\ 

in Rome, at the 'office' but in fact waving the heavy trucks in 

and out of the main gate, and examining the drivers' passes, doesn't 
-

mean a thing to him. He goes to the cinema sometimes, rides his 

little ecootervinto the village to drink a coffee. I've never 

seen him read a newspaper. He only quickens, and become's really 
~' 

fluent and at his ease, when women are ~ and also when 
~~~~- I\~ 

the Roman aristocracy is there all his grac-

iousness comes out. 

Last night he came with us to Maria's flat and I watched hmm 
. verandah as it grew darker and. 

talking to her on the ][uamuiq:x:i:EX:iikBxria~kH:eU t... the lights in 

the flat-wmndows behind us went up one after another and our voices 
warm, twinkling dusk. 

became more mufifled in the xmIBx~xw~amskQ He told her that 
~tt-va.ot"~ ~Ih\, 1-

'f everything in hert.. __ Lher voice, the erect way 

she sat in a chair, her calm and still eyes, her long, dreamy walk, 
~~t\ __ iJ-

but he realised ~ he)(~lchance, being---

compared with her---an old man (he is fifty-nine), and perhaps not 

her kind 'mentallv'. He also talke~ about the mEJ;xEHEEBxH~me 
, ~- In ~ 

±~xaEXm;x boy who thre"r~er over a short time ago, called Franco. 

That boy, he said, was never in love; this was what chiefly 
are 

worried aim about Franco (they wB~Blrelated), that he Beemed 
. -L -tk-""'~ . I 

incapable of love. Maria said to this quietly tha t he.\might 
~*~ . I~ 

,simply ~ Franco's real nature, but he shook his head 
A 

pleasantly and cried, 'No, I've known Franco fromt child, he's 
. -

been in my house---why, every day for three years or so at one 

time~t He was in a much better position to judge the boy than 

most people, certainly more than\those---with a glittering side­

glance at her---who fell in love with him. The fact was, he 

said, that the boy got tired of his girls after he'd slept with 
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them once or twice (a deliberate thrust at her, to see if ~~ 

was tru~)i~ to which Maria said that this meant nothing, 

only that he didn't love most of the girls he went with. 

But does Maria know the whole of the story, I wonder? 

After the marchese had left the dark terrace I tried to find out. 

Perhaps she knows. She knows at least that Franco is in love. 

She said, 'The marchese must be even b~indercthan I thoughtt' 

But I said, 'No'---glancing at her---'the cleverest people are 

often blind in these things, when it touches themselves---while 

the washerwomen and the milkmen know the facts.' She didn't reply 

to this, so I have no way of telling whether she understands every-

I kept qUiet, and we talked about something; else. ~ 
-t ,~ -+ --+ P-

strange how often t.he name Franco comes up. He has pu t ~ 
~ 

a spell on ~ with his gaiety. He is tall and lively, with 
" rather fair hair and good teeth, not at all handsome but $raceful 

~ 
and kindly; full of the sun. He jokes about, SfJfd then falls into 

a quiet mood, unpredictably, and I notice how attentive he is of ~ 
-- V' other~~ never letting them dWindle into sadness if he can 

, b ~~ 

help it. Franco is twenty-two now, and at ~ moment :i1Is far 
,\ 

away in the north, working on a farm. Luciana, Vittoria (his 

mother) and the marchese' all talk about him at length, and 

especially when Maria is with us: they think they're easing her 

pain, and pe~haps they're right. I remember the marchese telling 

her one afternoon last week, when most of the others were out of 
~ 

the room, how Franco ~. use~ 

to go into his room suddenly, throw himSelf on the bed and b~rst 

into tears. This worried and disturbed the marchese. 

~ --'-.-~,,~. tk~ 

~~~~~~~~~~~ )oesi-'il.eL~-~-------lknow 
everything,; is he trying to_protect his oWn honour by seeming 

? 
not to~~ yet what honour can he think he has, at this 
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point? He's a marchese at a time when there are no titles. 

He has trained people to give him that name by hard persistence day 

after day; that is some achievement after two world wars, to be 

called marchese without it seeming ridiculous; you have to admire 

him for it. 

I wonder if he knows everything and suffers, watching the 

divining eyes of the people close to him---people like me, who 

know the situation? Once or twice last year he gave little 

indications that he knew. I wonder? 

I remember Franco coming down from the north last year, very 

bronzed and clean-looking, and what terrible quarrels this caused 

between the marchese and Luciana. On the ev~.ing before he went 

back I remember Franco was sitting with her on the terrace over-

looking the gravel path, where the trees move', softly at night, 

and I remember how, as it got later, the marchese came downstairs 

again in his pyjamas and snapped at her---she must come to bed, this 

kind of life was ridiculous, it was already past midnightt She 

V ~ ~~ 
looked ~f-darkness. She s:il mply nodded 

to him, quietA ~ un~oved/~ 

~ and there was about her that ruthlessness and ob-

stinacy of e wife in love with someone else. Franco simply looked 

the other way, into the darkness of the garden, while the marchese 

talked. They had both hoped he would be asleep by noW. 

Franco had the bedroom near the kitchen, on the ground floor, 

while all the other bedrooms were upstairs, and if the Count had 

fallen asleep they would both have gone there and locked the door. 

I noticed that whenever Franco was in town with me, drinking 

at one of the ~ or in a party of people, he was lighter, less 
~~ ~a-

thoughtful, as if he'd ~ the world ~ a too-terrible 
,.. A 6hLo$~ 

. hapPines~The other day Luciana showed mt e.jllbtters 

~ in which he said that everywhere he went withbher, the 



, +<.~~ 
smallest cafe, a is" f' 6!A in ,Naples where they'd sat and watched 

A: . 

the beach far below, the rOa~hey drove along, the hotel bedrooms 

at night, the stations where they met and said goodbye, became --- "", .. 
remarkable ~E~xki~~ for him, under a special light, -- ~ primevally brilliant, "H'd l H§§aoL and if he ever saw these places 

again, without her, they would still be under that light, as if 

she'd baptised them for gim. 
l.u;~ ~,~ 

I 

And she wrote in reply that she never felt shame ~~ 

~ they could do anything to each other Without sensing 

the forbidden; that she couldn't live an hour Without thinking 

about him and dreaming him back. Only when they talked to each 

other did they find real rest, and compared with that all the other 

talk they did was irksome. Thei.r first moment of meeting again 

was always unbearably ecstatic. 

She asked me if he was such a strong, golden presence for ae 

as well, for example when we were all at table? And I said, 'Yes, 

he has so much light in him, like the sun.' But she pressed the 

question harder, leaning forward with stralned eyes like a young 

girl, and asked, did this presence cancel out the rest of the 

world for me as it did for· her, did I find the same solace in his 

talk, did other people, especially other girls, feel exactly what, she 

felt, except that she was happy enough to possess him? This made 

me smile, and I said, yes, it's true he has light i-L im, but these ~ _ lJll 
are your feelings,~ you're in love with him. 

~ 
It began by ac cident andj\ hadn: t .meant it to continue. She 

was joking, with him, sitting on his bed after everybody else was 

upstairs, and when she ruffled his hair he pulled her towards him 

suddenly, still her nephew, and then, swiftly, in a kind of sleep 

where the house and its clucking people had slipped away, they 

embraced each other; and it was like the first primeval love 

of dre·ams. They left each other ashamed and awed. Next morn-



even 
ing she told him he'd been wicked to/think of doing such a thing, 

- ~ .-. 

and they must both forget ~ it as soon as possible. At lunch, 

at a table of ten or twelve people, she told everyone how Franco 
..( 

seemed to prefer older women, and she watched him blush painfuljy; 

he thought she'd deserted him, deserted her oWn act. But that 
W~ Ih 

night, when everyone ~.-zt~ bed, they went to the same bedroom 
1'\ 

by the kitchen, and their love was this time wilder, because they 
~, 

were rebelling against their own ~~~ and against a world which 

coul~Fome up to their dreams. From that tillle on she never 

scolded him again, never tried to stop herself. And she began to 

think of him. every.hour of the day. Being away from him was now 

a pain; though apparently no one else noticed this. 

At that time Franco had ac tually been living in the hous;e, 

with vittori~his mother; he was a frailer and more sheltered 

person then than he is now. He had no Wiork and would s1 t for 

hours in the room overlooking the gravel path, playing with the 

radio, reading. 

One day he came to her and said he could. bear i t no longer, he 

was so much in ~ove. He didn't say at first With whom, and she 

was confident as she looked up at him and smiled that it was herself. 
But, without moving 
~k2EXkextmtaxEE~ ~ from his pOSition, he told her that it was her 

~ 
daughter Angelina, and ~ he must marry her. 

w8Jm.ted to scream something, but sat there watching; him, 

her mouth a little open, hardly daring to breathe; and it was clear 

from his eyes that he had no idea of her pain. Instead, he stood 

in front of her like a san. 

And she hadn't even noticed him and Angelina together. They'd 

taken walks together, they'd been to the cinema but never once had 

~ thought crossed her mind. She suddenly felt' her age, the 

difference of years between them. For weeks after this she suff­

ered the kind of loneliness---crying alone at night in her room, 



If awake the whole night, and the next night again, in a 

delirium of grief---which we all hope will never come again after 

youth. 

She spent hours on her bed upstairs listening for a noise, 

her door open, knowing that·he and Angelina were below. ·She lay 

smoking cigarette after cigarette, starting whenever she heard the 

murmur of a voice or heard her daughter cough, thinking it was a 

passionate cry, or when the divan creaked, its springs clanging 

quietly together. And she would only rest, closing her eyes fDr 

the first time, when Angelina came into the bedroom and lay down 

at her Side, and she heard his door close downstairs. For monhhs 

now Luciana no longer slept With her husband. 

She and Angelina said little to each other during those daJs. 

She thought her daughter knew what she was suffering, but couldn't 

be sure. She asked her suddenly once, was she really in love with 

Franco (as a mother would ask the question), but Angelina shrugged ~ 
~ ~ ----_._-----

~ pou~ and said she didn't khow. At any rate, 

Angelina didn't marry Franco. It wasn't mentioned again. I 
-

think she felt the will of her mother drawing her back/~ 

Wi thout, knowing quite what was happening; she couldn't faoe the 

separation from her mother that marriage would involve, and perhaps 

Luciana worked on this. And she couldn't bear her silent dis~ 

approval. Nobody in the family was proof' against that. So she 

slowly gave way, as a bull in the ring, with the sword deepmin 

his neck and the picadors drawing closer, in the heat and deafening 

cries, turns slowly round, his head lower and lower, and gives in, 

slips down on the sand and doe~:t move again. Luciana had the 

sword, and plunged it in quickl~ her eyes closed---this was the 

daughter she adored and slept with every night. 

A few weeks later Angelina came to her and said that she was 

no longer interes·ted in Franco, and made a face as if to say that 
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she was disgusted. This meant for Luciana that he'd tried to 

make love to her and failed; she was deliriously happy. She 
~ 

took it to be a miracle, and she and Franco made love !lxxk again 

with the same easy wildness as at first. On his side, he seemed 

to have recovered from Angelina; ~he no longer described her 

loveliness at length to Luciana, nor did he say again that he wanted 

to marry her. 

+ + + + 

Angelina clearly wants children, and perhaps a husband; but 
__ ~s 

she would have the first without the second. 
aI..R. IL..~ j 

She ~feel~ 
'" 

ill~ she suffers these peculiar spasms of spite and hatred, Which 

make her shoulders slope more than u~ualN, her eyes dim and ~ean; 
"otrP~ I,Ju ." In a. ~ . J 

her voice becomes a murmur, sheJ~l a fierce beast caught/ ________ 
L? 

hhen her anger is up she can be cruel 

with her hands. I've seen her pull Dino's hair with all her 

strength, and in a moment of bitterness twist the cat's tail; and 

most of her joking takes the form of horseplay. Last night, at 

a small party held in Nina's house behind the vineyard, she pulled 

a chair back just as I was about to sit down after a dance and I 
,~ ~.Jl w;~ 

landed on the floor; she hit a young man ~ backA a terrific 

blow while he was gazing out of the window, watching the moon come 
~,~ 

up; she was constantly bt13 j ng people,' e @' rna, burning their bare 
1'\ 

arms ever so slightly with the tip of her Cigarette while they 

talked. ~hen she does this people look away in embarrassment; 

Luciana asks her why she has to be 'bad' like this. 
V-

~~BXJXE horseplay was once gaiety, but it isn't now. 

Angelina ~ 

Every daY,she goes to a huge locomotive factory south of Rome 

and works in the office just behind the assembly-room. The noise 
~ 

is continuous and deafening, but Whe~XEr I ask her about it she says 
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she finds it comforting; in fact, after three years she couldn't 

do without it. She carnes back to the house silent and tired in 

the evenings, proud of having a grown-up job: she sits down with­

out speaking, sighing like an old woman, not answering Luciana's 
cA 

solicitous questions, shrugging and yawning, and her face ~ 

as ugly as a pretty face can be. If I happen to be talking to 

Luciana, quietly and easily as we do, she will cut across the 

conversation with 'Did you think to order butter today?' or 

'Why was Dino dipping about in the pool, you know he comes in with 

his feet covered in mud, and then Nella complains---~t 
k'kc1 c-S _ ~~ 

Her work at the locomotive factory is aAdaily ~ 
r~ 

to l~rder ~~~ respectabilitY~1,.all the things~~ 

misses at home. I suppose this is how people whose work has no 

~ meaning can walk the streets with their heads up: we 

have a shamed sense of being different from Everyone Else wh~n 

we're young, dirtier perhaps, and when we get a job like Everyone 

Else it seems like a proud new status when it's really nothing at 

all. 

But now and then Angelina talks to me quietly too, reminisc ing. 

about the island of Ponza---she seems as fascinated· as her ltttle 

brother; about how your feet show blue when you put them in the 

water, how glorious it is to approach the island through a rough 

sea, with the boat riding ~ut of the waves and then nosing down 

again, and how, if you stand on the tallest rock, you can see the 

whole land and the limitless sea all round it, green and blue and 

touched with foamy white; and how there is one child on the island, 

a boy who serves at table, with a proud and angelic face; ~ 
Q.,V "t ~ 

you have to lookJall.the time because he moves so slowly and 
.M.ttl.c.. 3rl, ... ¥ t'l'\a..~ 

perfectly, like a ~ with a smile that ~~ 
~ MJ(c.c.d~ ... 

the lives ~ leadl Or she tells me about a journey she made 

south once, when she saw Ischia and wanted to live there, how she 



loves islands, how if she married she would want to take her 

husband away and be alone with him, separate from the world, 
.~ I,L~ 

on ~ islandfjf... :She never talks about people in this 

quiet, dreaming wa0g: r :3 e: z f~~ the @iirs b t ilgS looking 1 igl±6 

. Bey 51 If! 1j)i e !if I !lid: (} she does n' t really trust people, nor can she 

believe easily that they're as clean-living and decent as she is. 

At the factory she goes to the canteen as little as possible, 
~ 

while the other office-workers go down in a great ~~ every 
~ 

afternoon. 

I noticed at the party the other evening, when she was tired 

and perhaps a bit ashamed of her horseplay, she sat at the edge 

of the room watching the rest of us, half-smiling, lost in our 

movements and expressions~ ls if she'd 

suddenly turned into an old woman wi th golden hair. I noticed 

her eyes espeCially, how dreaming they were, as if to say, 'Ah, 

I belonged to life 0nce ••• t 

+ + + + 

This morning I was woken soon after dawn by Nella's terrible 

shouting: you se~dom wake up peacefully here, never in silence. 

But silence when it does fall over the house is moving and glor­

ious, like the proclamation of something you've forgotten and 

thought was impossible again. 

The trouble was started by Michele. He came down the stairs 
.fl- j LL&t" r. ~ -({.;, (~~ 

imitating a ton of coams as usual and'L'pil~peJLion on Ossa,J~L 
rMJ ~_ I' c" J-

~bare"t.eet just as Nella was ~ubbing the tiled floor. 

She asked him not to tread where she'd already worked. He asked 

her wasn't she paid for her work, and this infurgated her, coming 
¥t&..tr c.-l 

from a fourteen-year-old boy. She ~shouting 8£. the top of 

her voice, and this was where I regained consciousness. She 



put her voice right next to my door: even when she is saying 

kindly and arrusing things they sound like the foulest insults, 

and when Sh~uts you feel like a man being punished 
. ~ ~ 

for a crime _w he~~committed. 
~ll day' there are quarrels, shouting, the slamming of doors, 

~ 
the calling ofnnames and screamed curses. So ~ does silence 

fail---and at any moment it may be broken with deliberate murder­

ous enjoyment---that every day teaches you a better appreciation 

of it. It may be Dino sliding down the bannister of the stairs, 

making a precipitous rumbling noise that fills the whole house 
"'1 

as he turns the corner into the straight, or Michele push~ open 

a door with his foot, making it sIan against the wall, or the 
I~ ,~ 

marchese arrives suddenly on his motor-scooter and stalk~ into 
~ u;l/.. ~~" ..fakj 

the ~ rooml peering about. Nothing can be predicted. Nella 

may be polite and quiet and even amusing now, doing her work 

Willingly, looking after everyone, and then, not a minute later, 

she'll be screaming her head off and taking her oWn son by his 

neck, in a firm grip, and giving him great smacks across the face, 

or decrying the house for being dirty and degenerate and a sink of 

vice, and for paying her too mittIe. 

Sometimes the mornings open marvellously, With Allie&; 3 i [fa j 

bringing a cup of steaming black coffee into my room as the sun 

comes through the shutters on to the light tiled floor, and ~he 

house is silent after the children have left for school, and the 

daughters and the marchese have left for work; then breakfast 

is prepared and laid for me at a corner of the table in the big 
~- ~ ~-

room, and nAT ~Ja lSP si ts wi th me smoking and ta+king while I ~ 

This morning, after Nella's shouting had stopped, I found 

there was no coffee, no tea, no bread. There was filth every-

Where, the child Dino was whimpering in a corner, and even 

Angelina's room, which is a refuge for me, was full of Nella's 
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brushing and scrubbing things, with the bedclothes all oyer the 

floor. Luciana had gone to town. I walked about the house 

cursing them all, finding suddenly that I'd become part of the 

family--- hatred. Perhaps my face had begun to wear the -- ~ same dark, mean and yet strangely ardent look 09 ; 1'/11£1 hea: I blamed e; 

Luciana with all the others---for the chaos, the filth, the way 

you had to scratc·h for food. Then I saw the bus from the village 
. ~ ~ 

stop at the end of the path and ~ stepj down. And at .. once 

a co~ stream of the gentlest good W5 Mke sQQQ&n IIUIIOIfit e lll:=el-r, 

seemed to flow into the garden, like a ~ntain breeze 
~,,~el. 

from the peaks ~ the misty, sweating vineyards, that look 
A. 

blue and light-brown and sometimes grey in t~e distanc~ ~ 

~~ quiet ~d 
fa)Owrd!..UJ. 
WQ~~~ her walking neatly down the gravel path, her hair grey at 
~ c 

the Sides, her eyes sharp and black; she was distant like smm~one 

in a picture. The rooms felt easy again, Dina stopped whining. 

I went to the kitchen to meet her and she made me tea, the best 

China blend, and gave me hercspecial morning dish of bread and 
and garlic, parsley and basil chopped 

tomatoes soaked with Oil,~xiXJ~%EXgJXaBixEaSiix~km"B~ 

over them. 

'You must be so hungry,' she said. 

+ + + + 

~. 
The lunch today was ~ than any I've known here on 

I -
a Sunday, when there are usually vistors and cars draw up 

jl / 

outside the front porch and there are incessant hand-shakings 

and cries of welcome~~mulatedr to hide bitter family 

feuds); the dogs bark, people run up and down the steps, 

the children are eXCited, the radio is switched on, the cats--­

five of them, including a slim, elegant Siamese---creep under 
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~ 
people's legs or jump on ~ the table and steal the salami or 

--- ;,y lick the butter. But ~SEXB%iaJxxEB today the only visitors were 

Rosa and Flora, who are real+fembers Of.lf the family, 4':IId being 

~~~mr~siC,~~ 
anf as they live in Rome they have ~ the hard village ~ 
t~em, ~ J.LIl.ht.. 3~ ~ -eA.~ Go'i~~ ~rJ.. 1/-L ~. 

Neither the marchese nor Angelina were there---that is, the 

two most nerve-wracking elements were missing. It has occurred 

to me lately that he's really shy of people and makes a special 

harsh effort to get across to them; he is always the first up 

to bed in the afternoon, leaving everyone else at table, perhaps 

knowing in his mysterious £nd blind-seeming way that they can 

talk and smile better without him. As for Angelina, she takes 

command of all the practical things at table, smacking Dino's 

knees when he won't sit properly in his chair, shouting across at 

Michele in her ~ housewife's voice to eat decently and not 

to snatch the bread, calling out to Nella to bring in the next 

course, remarking on the taste of this and that, with sudden 
~I" 

sur1~tit10US glances under her brow. 
fA. 

With her at table there 

is more discipline b~t less peace. 

~oday Luciana was in charge, governing our spirits. Only 

in Dino did there remain a trace of the ugly, cruel Will, but 

Vittoria's daughters were so gentle With him that he started to 

find himself amusing, a @rown-up Wit, and after he'd got us all 

laughing he even ate ~centlYL~_~l.ceep_.his-'pos2:tion_of equali~ 

~B~~ The table felt qilKte adrift from the village. 

Then everyone went away quietly to sleep. . The house fell into 

an afternoon silence, wi th the sun at its hottest glowing hour '. 

the curtains over the french window's stirring and billowing out 

with the slow, cool breeze from the sea. When everybody had 

gone Maddalena put the radio on quietly, and after the first no$es 
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I came out to listen. It was cavaradossi's aria on the 
-

battlements of sant Angelo, from Tasca, and Maddalena made it 

louder as I sat down, realising I'd come to listen. There 

was a snatch of music, like something from another world--­

where I might never be again---and then Nella's shouting started 

with a double vengeful force, like a reminder. The dishes 

clattered ~ogether in the kitchen, the loose valves of the radio 

made the voice and orchestra a blur whenever there was a crescendo 

or the pitch rose. 

And later that day, as if it had been arranged to coincide 

with the absnece of the marchese and Angelina---or perhaps they'd 

left the pouse in a huff, after they'd heard he was coming---
- J 

Franco appeared from the north for ten days' holiday. The first 

two or three days were sweltering and sullen, but with a strange 

ecstatic excitement in the air. The furniture and the garden 

outside looked mysteriOUS, and Luciana went round the house with 

glowing eyes. The marchese and Angelina came back, glum and 

mut'e, and Angelina hardly greeted Franco. The marchese was 
t:.; , ... fce..''';'j 

gentle and pleasant Wi th him, ~ him from under his eye-

brows,. with a trace of admiration. Slowly the glbom entered 

Luciana, too, as the time for him to go back drew nearer. Her 

eyes glowed no longer. She seemed to know something. Suddenly, 
.e 

two or three days before h' was due to leave, he was gone. 

~ana came to me in the afternoon, drooping and weak, with a 

cold she'd caught from Franco, BUd asked me, couldn't I find her 

a job in Rome somewhere, anything to stop her thinking about 

him? That day was sad and nervous, full of rain and low, thick 

clouds. In the evening she and Vittoria and I were sitting by 
~ 

the radio, at a little tab le where we sometimesA coffee in the 

afternoon, with a candle alight in the middle because the elect-

ricity was failipg, due to the storms outside. The house was 



extraordinarily silent, the windows were tight shut against the 

dead, sultry air. Vittoria haa been weeping all day because her 

son had 'neglected' her all the time he was home---never once asked 

her to come to the city, never stayed in the house with her: all 

because Luciana claimed him every minute. She sat in her chair 

sewing coloured designs on to canvas squares as always, her head 

bert/forward, a cig~rette in the corner of her m~h, a XXX glass of 

wine at her side, sighing every noW and then, 'O~, Dio, Diol', a 

tear rolling down her cheek which she never brushed away so that 

Luciana would see it. And all the while Luciana and I were ta~k-

ing in English, which she co-·uldn' t undestand. Luciana asked 

me if it seemed to me that Franco still loved her, if I thought 

that such love could ever die, if it looked to me as if it was 

dying now... Her eyes had a dark, condemned look as she followed 
..- ~ r---:- :),r' 

my ~~xi~ answers, HEXXEBHtx~ bending forward to listen, not wanting 

to miss my verdict, though I said hardly anything; her face was 
€. 

paler than I'd ever se en it bef or'e, thinne r, her jaw very pain tad, 

the slimness of her cheeks making her eyes look more pained and 

wide-open. But whenever I seid, 'You're unhappy', she shook her 

head and said, 'N~l' The fact is that this was Franco's last 

visit. Vittoria is to move away, to a place of her own, perhaps 

with her daughters, and in future Franco will go to them on his 

holidays. But Luciana couldn't bring herself to tell me yet. 
..$ ~tlc.A. 

For some reason the index finger of her right hand ~ 
~t" vi blood-pois oning. ~,~d ~~ 

up and lookp like kXEE«*,~i~mxi~ She ~ that when she ~ 
L-

rest~d and happy she ~ never ill, that if her body went wrong it 

was because of the way she felt inSide. 

Angelina seems to resent her mother's last burst of passion 

with Franco more than her own loss of him. The marchese is st. ill 

mute. The passion rang through the house in the few days that 

Franco was here: the whole house was ecstatic, under its weight. 



Nothing else seemed to go on. And everyone seemed powerless 

against it. 

it seemed. 

They gazed into each other's eyes for hours on end, 
vi 

At table they never addressed a ~ord to other people. 

Its shere force seemed to bow other people, and remove their power 

of complaint and criticism. It even seemed to fascinate them. 

Nobody really wanted to stop it, even Vittoria who sat~ her 

chair and cried all the time. The marchese was gentle and wan as 

I've never known him before. 

Gradually Dino makes his claims on Luciana again. Michele 

has a fight in the village, over a girl: the marchese has to go 

down and settle~ it. Maria calls and there seems to be a slight 

glow of triumph in her eyes as she looks at Luciana. There is 

another little dinner-party, with drinks, at the house behind the 

vineyard, with Luciana and Angelina as guests. The marchese 

continues to sleep alone. And Angelina and her mother sleep 

together as before. 

wife, to economise. 

It is decided to get rid of Renato and his 

Soon the grapes will be gathered, and the 

wine made in the courtyard at the back. Signora FlaV~has been 

away all this time" staying in Rome With Vittoria's two daughte:ss: 

she had to be kept out of it, while the passion was loose. She 

comes baqk looking dry and remote: she is s a old that the passion 

is one part of the story she can no, longer grasp. Maddalena looks 

,a shade more sourly wise. But then the evenings draw in. A fire , 

is lit ih the hearth.. 7;7e all gather round it, drinking the first 

young wine", that goes straight, to your head. And slowly we're 

captive again in our little dramas, and the house waits for another 
+ 

"ye'ar, and other victims, to un1l01d. ,.., 


