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Characters 
Julia, young widow  
Veronica, niece of Julia  
Anna, older widow 
Raphael, nephew of Anna  
Walter  
Pierre, leader of the assassins 
Carlo, hired assassin  
Raul, hired assassin  
Philippo, inn-keeper  

mezzo soprano  
mezzo soprano  
alto  
tenor  
baritone  
tenor  
baritone  
bass  
baritone buffo 

 

Townspeople, traders, courtesans, dancers of the circus, 
clowns, vesper-goers 
 

Venue: a small Mediterranean town on the turn of the century 
 
 
 
Choir 
Act I.: offstage (S, A, T, B). 
Act II.: onstage. Divided into 3 parts: citizens (S, A, T, B), courtesans 
(4-6 mezzo sopranos) and traders (4-6 baritones) 

 
Orchestration 
2 Flutes, Piccolo, 2 Oboes, English Horn, 2 Clarinets, Bass Clarinet  
2 Bassoons, Contrabassoon 
 

4 Horns, 3 Trumpets, 3 Trombones, Bass Trombone 
 

Timpani, Bass Drum and Cymbals, Triangle, Tambourine (onstage) 
Bells in D, E, G, A 
 

Harp 
Organ 
 

Violins I&II, Violas, Cellos, Basses 
 
Duration 
Act I.   cca. 50 min 
Act II.  cca. 42 min 
Act III.  cca. 30 min 
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About Mendacious Romance 
The music of Mendacious Romance faithfully reflects the 'ars poetica' 
of the author, which says that music can only achieve its purpose if it 
reaches the audience through touching their thoughts as well as their 
hearts and souls. Mendacious Romance is modern music but it is also 
a treasury of harmonies and melodies which are intertwined with 
fascinating acoustic combinations and with the vigour and overflow of 
the musical form. Any time or place can serve as a background for the 
plot and the message of the opera as the emotions and problems 
outlined and the comic and tragic situations arising from them are both 
global and timeless. 

 
'The operatic literature of the 20th century broke away from traditions 
in the sense that, instead of relying on conventional librettos or great 
classical dramas, it turned to playwrights who were both original 
thinkers and significant writers for novel dramatic ideas to be used for 
the new operas. Genuinely talented dramatists like Mallarmé, Ramuz, 
Menyhért Lengyel or Béla Balázs became librettist for Debussy, 
Stravinsky, Honegger and Bartók. As a result it was impossible to use 
the term 'libretto' any longer.  
On the other hand, there is no other domain of modern music where 
tradition exercises such a strong influence as in stage music, however 
original or bold-hearted it may be.  
While taking part in the preparation and creation of the opera titled 
“C'est la guerre” by Emil Petrovics I also had the opportunity to 
experience how perplexing it is to solve the dilemma of the script and 
how difficult it is to give this script a valid musical representation. 
This is the reason why I found reading Magda Győri's script so 
fascinating. Although I am fully aware of the fact that the fate of an 
opera is written in its music, every author knows how much depends 
on the choice of a dramatic piece or how grave a risk they run when 
they have the script written. 
Magda Győri's libretto opens up new prospects from scene to scene 
for the creative imagination of the composer and she is not afraid to 
make use of operatic forms and ideas strongly rooted in tradition. I 
am greatly interested in how the libretto is translated into music and 
how it is realised on stage. This is why I am looking forward to it …'  
(Miklós Hubay, drama writer, librettist, 2001) 
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'The first opera of Norbert Németh, the gifted medical research doctor 
and composer, is extraordinarily rich, colourful and multifarious 
music as far as melodic ingenuity is concerned. In his music, written 
for Magda Győri's modern libretto representing the eternal problems 
of love, faith, seduction and deception lyrical, dramatic and character 
scenes alternate with each other in a refined manner. The music of 
“Mendacious Romance” follows in the wake of romantic traditions 
and it is generated by overpowering emotions: it truthfully represents 
the quivers of the human soul depicting it on a wide scale from 
struggling with grief to feeling turbulently overwrought.'   
(László Bartal, conductor, 2002) 
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Plot of the opera 
 
Act I. 
Cemetery on the hill close to town, with the façade of a church in the 
back. It’s late in the afternoon, and the flock is gathering for the 
evening prayers. Three men arrive stealthily from three directions: the 
hired assassins Pierre, Carlo and Raul. They have completed a task 
several months ago, and tonight in the inn, they plan to collect the 
booty for it. They leave the same way they came. Light gathers on one 
of the graves and illuminates a young widow, Julia standing next to it. 
The first faint sounds of the vespers are heard from church. Julia is 
grieving for her departed husband, Richard. Anna, an older widow 
arrives with his nephew Raphael, and the women share their grief. Out 
of pity for Julia, Anna doesn’t tell her that she has knowledge about 
both their husbands’ murderer. The young women throws herself at 
her husband’s grave, disconsolate. To avoid deepening Julia’s 
sorrows, Anna departs, but Raphael stays to confess his love to Julia. 
He offers her the safety and support of his devotion, but the young 
widow turns him down. Raphael leaves the cemetery disheartened. 
Julia, frightened by life and the gloom, flees from the cemetery and 
sets off for home. In the church, the first sounds of the Magnificat 
flare up. 
 
Act II. 
Town, main square. To the right, the terrace of an inn. The square is 
filled by townspeople, while traders and courtesans are drinking on the 
terrace. The people are excited about the circus coming to town. The 
couriers of the circus: clowns, drummers, dancers arrive, to lure the 
townsfolk to the show. Raphael, Pierre, Carlo and Raul are also sitting 
on the terrace. Philippo, the jovial inn-keeper is busy serving the 
guests. We notice Veronica, cousin of Julia among the townspeople. 
Walter arrives to meet the assassins, and Pierre takes their payment, 
offering their services once again. The people start cheering at the 
news when the show at the circus begins at last. They leave hastily, 
while the traders and the courtesans are still having a good time in the 
inn. Julia crosses the square, and Raphael would hurry to have her 
attention for a moment, but Veronica is faster. She chatters to Julia 
about being in love for the first time, then flutters on. Julia is about to 
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leave, when Walter steps to her. Unconsciously, Julia slowly becomes 
mesmerized by the man. Philippo, the inn-keeper asks the intoxicated 
guests to leave. The summer evening turns into night, and the inn is 
empty. The romance between Julia and Walter reaches its crucial 
moment and Philippo leaves them alone. Julia is unable to resist the 
magnetism of the man, and goes home with him. The Moon and the 
stars cast an ominous light on the town. 
 
Act III. 
Julia’s room. Several months have gone by. As the curtain draws, 
Julia lies on her bed, sobbing. The bell of the nearby church strikes the 
quarter hour. Veronica sits in the middle of the room, peeling an 
apple. She tries to console Julia, who sends her away. Left alone, Julia 
accuses herself for her betrayal, for she is carrying Walter’s child 
under her heart. Walter haven’t been in the town since their night, but 
now he pays an unexpected visit. Coming again to this county, he first 
came to see Julia. He tries to insinuate himself into her favour again, 
but she gives him cold shoulder. Hurt in his pride, Walter leaves. Julia 
presses the photo of Richard onto her heart. She doesn’t know who to 
turn to in her desperation. The church bell strikes the half hour. 
Stepping to the window, she ponders whether she should seek help in 
the church. As she notices Anna on the street, she calls her for a visit, 
trusting in the old woman’s wisdom. Anna enters, and Julia spills her 
guilt, her infidelity to Richard’s memory, her pregnancy, her shame 
and misery. To this cry of help, Anna reacts in an unexpected manner. 
She could never have a child, and becoming a widow, she stayed 
lonely for always. Now, she brutally tells Julia that the murderer of 
Richard was Walter. Julia faints, and tumbles to the floor. Anna steps 
over her scornfully and leaves. The bell strikes three quarters. Walter 
is brought back by his conscience and his lust. Seeing the woman on 
the floor, he rushes to him, and joy lights up on his face as he notices 
her round belly. He touches it carefully, and Julia wakes with a shriek. 
Murderer! – she shouts. The prospect of the unborn child makes 
Walter overconfident, and he shakes off her accusations, insensitive to 
the tribulations of the woman. He demands that she chooses between 
the dead husband and him, the father of the child. In her final 
desperation, Julia grabs the sharp peeling knife. Darkness falls upon 
the stage, and the air is filled by the toll of the bell, striking the hour. 
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Act I. 
 
Hillside cemetery. The façade of a church is faintly visible in the back.  
The cross slit is almost blinding with the reflection of the rays of the setting 
sun. A small cemetery on the left, crosses. A grassy slope on the right. 
It’s late in the afternoon, and the flock is gathering for the vespers.  
Three men sneak toward each other: Pierre coming from the church, Raul 
from the back of the church and Carlo up the slope. 
 
Raul:      Ho, Carlo! 
   
Carlo:    Ho, Raul! 
 
Raul:   I’m ... here... 
    
Carlo:   Sst! 
     
Raul:   Ssh! 
 
Carlo:   There’s Pierre! 
 
Raul:   Yes, Pierre! 
 
Pierre:   Silent now, keep silent! 
 
Raul, Carlo:  Keep silent! 
    
Pierre:     Good news: we’re getting paid tonight! 
   
Carlo, Raul:    We do anything for his good money, 
  It’s good money we need! 
 
Pierre:   We are of good service! 
 
All three:     A quick but thorough plan 
                          and we’re ready for any job 
 
Carlo:    My knife is swift to stab!  
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Raul:     My blade shall be his doom! 
 
Pierre:   That’s right! 
 
All three:  A quick but thorough plan 

and we’re ready for any job. 
We do it for good money, 

  It’s good money we need. 
  Whatever request, 
  Leave it all to us. 
  We’re traders of life… 
  That’s right! 
 
Pierre:    He orders, we obey… 
 
Raul:    His enemies, beware! 
 
Carlo:    Foul enemies, beware! 
 
Pierre:    Be there in the inn this evening! 
 
Carlo, Raul: Trust us, we’ll be there. 
  
Pierre:  We might be of good service. 
 
Carlo, Raul: We’ll both be there, we will. 
 
Pierre:   I have to run... He trusts me. 
 
The three men leave the same way they arrived. Gradually, a cross and a 
grave become illuminated by the light, and we notice the young woman clad 
in mourning attires, flopped down at the side of the grave. Her hands 
clasped, her face held up. The first faint sounds of the vespers can be heard 
from the church. 
 
Choir:  Deus in adiutorium meum intende 

Domine ad adiuvandum me festina. 
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Julia:     God Almighty, in endless glory, 
  Lord of Heaven and of Earth, 

give me back my one true love, 
my man, so young, now in the grave. 

  I have nothing left! 
  Oh my Lord, look down at me, 
  Here I kneel, a restless grain of dust. 
 
  Why, why, why? 
  Why Richard, why me? 
  Why was he the one to die? 
  Why do I have to stand alone? 
 
  Oh my Lord, look down at me, 
  Here I kneel, a restless grain of dust. 
 
 
Choir:  In te Domine speravi 
  non confundar in aeternum: 
  in iustitia tua libera me. 
 
An older woman, Anna arrives with her nephew Raphael, carrying flowers. 
 
Raphael: What beauty, my aunt, look! 
  And what endless sorrow. 
 
Anna:  Isn’t it sad, Raphael. 
  
They step to a nearby grave, greeting Julia with a nod. 
 
Anna:    Here again, my dearest Julia? 
   You shouldn’t come here that often, 
    Ashes to ashes, but you’re still alive! 
   Accept your fate, and go on living. 
    Or you will never find your rest,  
  consumed by your sorrow. 
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Julia:  I’m here because here I belong, 
  This grave is my resting place, too. 
  My place is at his side of Richard 
              - even now, I wish I could... 
 
 Anna:      Shoo, You know not what you talk 
  Life is for the young to live 
  Just like you, I’ve lost my man, 
  I know the sorrow this place tells 
 
 Julia:    Thank you for your kindness, Anna, 
  but you can truly understand: 
  There’s no place for me without Richard 
  He’s the only one for me. 
 
Julia:  I stood by you, and the sun shined on us 
  I kissed you, and the clouds smiled at us 
  Strong arms held me safe and warm, 
  The moon watched over our nightly love, 

and the stars twinkled over us. 
  

As a child I prayed to Fate, for you to be 
  my love and spouse, 
  You came to me like sent by God. 
  We have lived and worked together, 
  It was so pure, each day was bliss. 

Your embrace I’ll never forget 
Your laughter, still in my ear! 

 
Anna:   (Do I have to bury the secret in myself? 

I know the murderer of our men!) 
 

Julia:    When they found you dead, it all went black, 
No Sun, no moon, no stars anymore 
Seeing your lifeless body,  
all the clouds turned black 
Holding you for the very last time 
all my hopes had disappeared. 
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Now I pray for Death to take me, 
  My youth, my beauty, have now become 

a heavy burden. 
 
Anna:  Dry your tears, my dear. 
 
 
 Julia:    … for I have lost my man! 

Come back, Richard, from the afterworld! 
Graceful Heavens, tell me why, 
Why I became 

  so lost and lonely? 
  Come back, Richard, 
  from the afterworld! 
  Take me with you, 
  to you I belong! 
 
 Anna:  Longing silently fades away 

  I’ve seen it all … in my own widowhood… 
 

Julia tumbles onto the grave of her husband. Anna and Raphael leave. As she 
departs – out of Julia’s earshot – Anna cannot hide her distressing thoughts. 
 
Anna:   It’s a long road to loneliness 

and to acceptance 
  I, too, have wandered long with solitude  

as my companion. 
 
A mother is on the way to church with two young children. 
 
Anna:   Years went by, and the need for love 

and for a child didn’t fade. 
But as a widow, no attraction, no love or child,  
only a cold bed awaited me 

  I never bore a baby. 
Years went by, I long no more, 
only for revenge on my husband, 
never to be – though I know his killer! 
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It was a known, familiar hand 
That killed him for that little money 
A well-known boy who fled then 
from town, now he sent his assassins 
on Julia’s man. 
He fought back, thus died young. 
Just as my man, long ago. 

   
Raphael: Cruel Fates! 
  ... 
  Calm down, dear aunt. 
 
Anna:  Should I spill my secret to his mourning wife, or 

should I lock it up forever?  
I know who his murderer was. 

 
Raphael: Leave her grief pure, unspoiled, 

Untouched by the thought of revenge. 
 
Anna:  The thought of revenge, in vain.... 
  in vain! 
(they are leaving) 
  My whole life in vain.... 
  in vain! 
 
Raphael: I’ll stay some more. 
 
Anna nods and leaves. 
Raphael steps to Julia, and puts his hand on her shoulder. Julia looks up at 
him. 
 
 
Raphael: It’s hard to forget. 
  Accept my help 
  take my hand as your support. 
 
Julia:  Oh, leave me please! 
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Raphael: I cannot leave you. 
  Words are pain when a heart is calling 
  straight from my soul, no earthly means. 
  Grace me with your smile, 
  and with peaceful days to come. 
  My hands offer you a new begin. 
  My two strong arms 
  and my true heart calls you. 
  Listen to my soul 
  Calling for you! 
  Listen to my heart, 
  There’s still life for you, 
  Take me as yours. 
 
  Clouds gather on the blue sky 
  Moon takes the place of the sun 
  Shadows on the land grow long, 
  Tender love I offer you. 
  Patience will bring a better tomorrow. 
  Look at me, 
  Listen to my soul 
  calling for you! 
  Listen to my heart, 
  there’s still life for you, 
  Take me as yours! 
   
Julia:  There’s nothing we have 
  in common. 
  To me you are 
  merely but a friend. 
 
Raphael: And that hurts me deep. 
  The graveyard grows scary. 
  I depart. 
 
Julia:  Farewell. 
 
Raphael leaves, perplexed. The music from the church gets louder. 
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Choir:  “…And God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes; 
and there shall be no more death, neither sorrow, 
nor crying, neither shall there be any more pain…” 

 
Julia:  God? … Death! … Grief! … Pain! 

Demons, monsters thrall the land 
Beautiful dreams of love haunt me 
in the arms and kisses of my Richard. 

  Longing, desire tears me apart 
Why live, if he’s dead? 

  Sleeping under cold stones. 
  All the ghastly shadows scare me 
  

Night so cruel, so lonely, torment for mind and soul, 
  Empty life! 
  My hopes are gone, now I shiver at the thought… 

 
Eerie, scary, menacing lights, monstrous faces, 
Gloomy, vicious shadows! 
Claws at my feet, groping talons! 

  Ancient desire, thrills, shrieks, screams! 
False dreams of life … Why live on? 
Leave me be! 
Faceless demons 
let me go! 

  I’m scared! 
 
She leaves, stumbling. 
 
Choir:   Magnificat anima mea Dominum! 
 
 
 

End of Act I.  
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Act II. 
 
Main square of town. 
A line of  shop-windows on the left, an open-air inn on the right. Most of the 
stage is occupied by the terrace of the inn with its many tables and chairs. As 
the curtain rises, a crowd of townspeople are swarming on the stage, some 
walking around, some waiting. Some places are taken at the inn, there are 
men and women having a good time at a long table: the traveling traders and 
the courtesans keeping them company. Pierre is sitting at one of the back 
tables. At another table, Raphael sits alone. There are empty glasses in front 
of him, and he is holding a full one with both hands, looking at it, 
disheartened. An empty table in the foreground. 
Clowns and drummers (ballet) arrive, they’re the heralds of the circus. 
 
Townspeople: Arrivato! Arrivato! 
  The magician, the flying trapeze, 
  The man of steel, the prancing ponies, 
  and dancing birds 
  All is wonder, all is magic! 
  It’s the circus, fun to all! 
  If you’re feeling down 
  Just listen to the clown. 
  Laughing with tears at the world 
  Your worries ease, seeing his jests. 
  
Accompanied by townspeople, the clowns and drummers leave to announce 
the arrival of the circus all around town. 
 
Traders: We, the traders travel the country 

 Buying all you have, and drinking! 
 We make good profits wherever we go, 
 And don’t return there for a long time! 
 Ha-ha! Better not return! 

  
The next lines are sung by the traders and the courtesans one by one.  
(The traders are indicated with a T, the courtesans with a C) 
 
T:  We made fat proceeds today, 
  Proud will our principals be. 
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T, solo 1: We’ll be gone by morning. 
 
C, solo 1: Buy me a new dress, first! 
 
T, solo 2: Okay, just hold your mouth! 
 
Kisses her. 
 
T:  Their produces are excellent 

And their wines are ripe! 
 
C:  We’re starving, let us eat! 
 
T:  Nice girls, but a little dim! 
 
C:  It’s the men who’re really dim! 
 
C solo 2: I really need a new coat, dear. 
 
C solo 1: And my ears need golden rings! 
 
T solo 2: Oh yes, why not a dozen? 
 
T solo 1: What unrivaled cheapness here! 
 
C solo 1: The new dress calls for new shoes! 
 
T solo 1: This calls for a drink! 
 
T solo 2: A drink! 
 
T:  A drink! 
  
C:  A drink and a meal! 
 
T solo 1: But look, an empty glass! 
 
T,C:  Philippo! Philippo! 
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Enter the inn-keeper; a mighty but jovial man. 
 
Philippo: I’m the one they call Philippo 
  Known throughout the town 
  I am the inn-keeper, 

 a paragon of virtue. 
  Eat and drink, my guests, 
  until the till is full! 
  Philippo takes care of all your needs! 
 
Traders: Give us some red wine! 
 
Philippo: Sweet or sour? 
 
Traders: All you have; here’s the loot! 
  We’ll take it both and share. 
 
Philippo: Your money, your drink. 
  But drink; this ain’t no take-away! 
 
Clients of the inn (Townspeople, traders and courtesans): 
  

Philippo 
  Philippo! 
 
Philippo: Eat and drink, dear guests, 
  Your good money buys good wine! 
 
Clients:  Let the wine flow!  
 
Philippo: (shouts to the back of the inn) 
  Tap the new barrel! 
 
Townspeople:  

Wine is the spice of life! 
 
Traders, courtesans: 
  And money! 
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Townspeople:  
That’s what brings the joy! 

 
Traders, courtesans: 
  Vivat! 
 
Clients:  In vino veritas! 
  
Philippo: … in aeternum. Amen! 
 
Holding the tray, he skids on the floor. 
 
Clients:  Ha-ha! Ollé, Philippo! 
  A flying canister!  
 
Philippo: What’s so funny? 
 
Clients:  Ha-ha! 
  Philippo, you should perform 
  at the circus! 
 
Philippo: What can I bring you, lad? 

Foods and drinks I serve, 
  For the lord and for the peasant. 
  My meals are full of flavor, 
  my wine unwatered – while you’re sober. 

This ain’t no place for ruckus, rumble 
  for gamble and for painted girls 

(slaps one on the buttocks)  
Unless they’re mine! 

  I take pride in my inn’s good name. 
  This ain’t no place for scoundrel. 
 
Just then, Carlo and Raul sit down at Pierre’s table. Philippo greets them 
with a nod. 
 
Clients:  Philippo! 
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Philippo: What can I get you, lad? 
 
Townspeople: 

Monkeys upon elephants 
  shall cheer you up; forget your troubles! 
 
Clients, Philippo: 
  Joy is the spice of life! 
 
Raphael: (knocking with his empty glass on the table) 
  One more cup, Philippo. 
 
Philippo: Know your limits, Raphael. 
 
Raphael: Trust me with that! 
 
Philippo shakes his head in disapproval. A pretty young woman is coming. 
 
Philippo: How do you do, fair Veronica? 
 
Veronica:  How do you do… My heart’s at ache, 
  with many questions haunting me 
  I’m sorry to bore you, Philippo 
 
Philippo: You never bore me, dear child. 
 
Philippo paternally puts his arm on Veronica’s shoulder and guides her 
away on the stage. They stop somewhat farther to exchange a few words.  
A man in the end of his thirties steps on the stage. He’s wearing fine attires, 
his appearance noble, but the years have left a mark on his countenance.  
He has the eyes and the insidious gestures of a predator, his whole 
appearance is attractive and appalling at the same time.  
Pierre tries to get near him without anyone noticing. 
 
Pierre:  At your service, sire, I’m here. 
  We have followed your orders. 
 
Walter:  All right, then. 
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Puts a confidential arm around Pierre. 
 

I know this town in and out 
Not my birthplace, but my greed was 
born her, and made me ruthless. 
I went out into the world, big and wide 
in search of the gullible 
Started playing cards and blackmail, 
Worked on my mind and my manners. 
Many a damsel sought my embrace, 
but none of them was 
the one I really wanted. 
Here, a girl lived long ago, 
I remember her too well. 
It’s her I want to see and love 
If I can… 
And I always can. 

Pays to Pierre. 
(All my contacts give me power 
I know all the big dogs. 
The underworld is at my service. 
I take care of my position.) 
Let’s see what the night brings! 

 
Walter and Pierre sit down at the empty table in the foreground. 
A man runs inside, calling the people. 
 
A man:  Come on all! The show is on! 
 
Townspeople:  

Arrivato! Arrivato! 
  Let us hurry and get a ticket. 
 
The townspeople rush off in an excited hurry. Julia enters the stage now. As 
soon as he notices her, Raphael tries to step to her,  swaying a bit. But he is 
outrun by Veronica, so Raphael draws to a pitiful halt, and staggers off the 
stage. 
 

22 



Veronica:  Julia, help me now, 
  What is this strange fever inside? 

Help me, dear niece, 
What is this unknown feeling in me? 

 
Seeing him approach our gate, 

  my heart races 
  swift and thrilled,  
  beats like never felt before! 
  The blue skies mirror in his eyes, 

I can’t wait for him to come! 
My legs go numb 

  And my mouth goes dry, 
  but I turn to him with all my passion! 
  Like a rose I long for his kiss of dew, 
  Without him, I shall wither. 
  I yearn for his warm embrace 

To protect and hold me tight. 
  Feel his blue glance on my soul, 
  Hear our hearts beating together. 
 
  He shall be the one to pick my flower, 
  I have always dreamt of him, Simon. 
  I can hardly wait to learn  
  the secrets of being made a woman! 
  Lord of Love, hear my words: 

I am in love! 
  Earth and Heavens above! 
   

I’m sorry Julia, do I bore you? 
I better leave. 

 
Veronica departs.  
Walter points at Julia, while saying his cynical words to Pierre: 
 
Walter:  Julia… She’s the long-ago girl! 
  and I got rid of her husband, too… 
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Walter walks up to Julia. 
 
Pierre: (to himself) 

 (…on delayed payment) 
 
Pierre sits back to Carlo and Raul. Walter steps to Julia and takes her arm in 
a gesture of compassion. 

 
Walter: Julia, are you mourning? 
 
Julia: Do I know you, sir? I doubt. 
 
Walter:  Of course, dear. 

You have been a mere child 
When I left town. 

 
Julia:  Oh, indeed. 
 
Walter:  The name’s Walter. 
  Please sit down and spill your grief. 
 
Julia:  My husband, Richard… 
 
Walter:  What a loss. 
 
Julia:  He was murdered 
 
The traders and the courtesans grow interested in Julia and Walter. 
 

for his good intentions. 
  He toiled for the rise of this town 

  on own power, of own strength! 
  Now, without him, 

reckless foreigners exploit our lands. 
 

Walter: Future might save the town… and you. 
  
The traders and the courtesans follow the goings-on with derisive comments. 
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Traders, courtesans: 
  Oh! 
 
Julia:  Don’t mind me, please! 
 
Walter:  I have to. 
  Your striking beauty, your shining eyes, 
  I’m drawn to you like a moth to the flame. 
 
Julia:  I won’t listen to this! 
 
Traders, courtesans: 
   (laughing) No, she won’t! 
 
Walter: Please forgive, 

And have some wine with me. 
 
Julia: I’d rather not. 
 
Traders, courtesans: 
  (laughing) No, she won’t! 
 
Walter: Anything else? 
 
Traders, courtesans: 
  Anything else? 
  What would that be? 
 
At Walter’s nod, Philippo rushes to their table with a nimbleness 
uncharacteristical to his stature.  
 
Philippo: What can I bring to cheer you up? 
 
Julia:  Just a cup of milk, Philippo. 
 
The traders and the courtesans all burst out in laughter. 
Philippo bows and moves on. Offended, Julia stands up and wants to leave. 
Walter holds her back gently. 
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Walter:  A sober mind’s a cold prison, 
  A cold mind cannot conceive beauty. 
  Forget this all, I beg: 
  there lies hope in the future, 

Trust me and I’ll be your rescue. 
 
Townspeople:  (outside) 
  The magician, the flying trapeze, 
  The man of steel, the prancing ponies 
  and dancing birds! 
  All is wonder, all is magic! 
 
 
Julia:   (A stranger, a vagabond, not to be trusted 
  I’m ashamed of my feelings, but his 

touch is electrifying. 
  His mesmerizing look 
  is deadly poisonous… 

Am I lost?) 
 
Walter:  (Fate works in mysterious ways 
  What brought me back to this town? 
  The mere glance of these eyes through the past?) 
 

Julia! 
How I longed to see you! 
I have met you in my dreams, 
laughing, flowers in your hair. 

 
Julia:  Me, laughing? 
  Not for a long, long time. 
  My heart is filled with sorrow now. 
 
Walter:  Your beauty shines through tears. 
 
Julia:  My beauty is in vain. 
  I am lost and lonely. 
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Walter:  I cannot accept that. (sits down) 
 
The racket of the drunken guests grows almost intolerable. Philippo returns 
with the glass of milk. 
 
Traders: All the beauties, oh my, 

I fear we have drank way too much 
and they shall leave without work done! 
What shame on us! 
Oh, my head… my poor head… 

 
Courtesans: The night is ours! 
  Sweet scents of joy 
  We are young and alive! 
 
Pierre:  The client pays, and Pierre forgets. 
  Blood on my fists, 
  A gun and a knife. 
  One last scream in the dead of night! 
 
Carlo:  The girls! The night! 
  No! All we have is blood and gold! 
 
Raul:  You’ll be first and you, second. 
  A job well done makes me hungry. 
  I hope you can take me, girls! 
  Who needs love? 
  When you can pay for joy! 
 
Philippo: It’s time for you to pay and leave, 
      This ain’t no place for rumble. 
 
Traders, courtesans:   

The night is ours! 
 
 
Philippo:  Shh! 

I don’t want trouble with the guards. 
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Let’s move, now, people, 
  I’m in a hurry, I’m off to the circus. 
 
Traders: We won’t leave here while we 
  can still lift the cup! 
 
Philippo: We’re closing, that’s a rule. 
  Or risk a bump on your head from this jug! 
 
Raul and Carlo take a silent leave. 
 
Traders: Oh my head… my poor head… 
 
Philippo: Hadn’t enough, come back ‘morrow! 
 
Traders: Ah, we’ll be far by then. 
  
They all leave, leaning on the women, slightly staggering. The waiters hastily 
start to clean up, but they leave the setting on Walter’s table. 
 
Philippo: Well… There’ll be others. 
 
Pierre nods goodbye and leaves. 
 
Philippo: Good night, lad! 
 
He waves to Pierre, and takes a stealthy look at Walter and Julia. Walter 
nods, and Philippo leaves. 
After he’s gone, only Walter and Julia are left on the stage. Night falls. 
Their relationship has come to a turning point. 
 
Walter:  Julia, woman of my dreams 
  Sweet figure and starlit eyes! 
  Allow me an embrace, a kiss 
  There’d be no regrets, 
  I would never leave. 
 
Julia stands up from the table, trying to get away, but her strength leaves her. 
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Julia:   (I’m in turmoil, boiling, churning, 
There’s desire in the air, and no cooling breeze.) 
Leave me, please! I have to go. 

Walter steps to Julia. 
 
Walter:  There’s love in the night skies, 
  in the dance of the stars and the wink of the moon 

  Julia, take a walk with me, 
  Trust me and take my arm, 

I’ll take you to the stars, my love! 
 
Julia:  Please, leave me go! 

(Widowhood is a heavy burden 
  with a loving arm around me 

My head is dizzy, my blood is boiling, 
  Oh Lord, help me now!) 
 
Walter:  Hear the whisper of the winds, 

  the lust you woke makes my blood rush. 
  Let your bosom be my pillow, 
  Once I loved you, you’ll beg for more. 

 
Julia:  Oh please… no! 

(All my strength is gone, oh wicked life, 
  Now I shiver with forbidden longing.) 
  … 

Yes! 
  I will! 
 
Suddenly, Walter grabs Julia and kisses her. 
 
Walter:  These cold little hands will warm again 
  in the hot embrace of my loving 

Once I loved you, you’ll beg for more. 
 
Together, they leave. The moon and the stars cast an ominous light on the 
town.  

End of Act II. 
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Act III. 
 
Julia’s room. 
A door at the right. The back right corner is taken by a wide bed. A window 
on the back side, some closet on the left. Between the bed and the window, 
there’s a small night cabinet, holding a photo of Richard. In the foreground,  
a dining table in the middle, some chairs around it. On the table, fruit in a 
bowl, a plate and a large knife. 
As the curtain ascends, Julia is lying on the made bed, sobbing loudly.  
Veronica sits at the table, peeling an apple with the knife. She puts everything 
down and goes to put Richard’s photo in the drawer of the cabinet. She steps 
to the window, draws the curtains and opens the window. 
The sound of a church bell is droning from far away, it is striking the quarter 
hour. 
A pile of unopened letters are on the table.   
 
Veronica: Raphael’s letters; still uncut. 
 
No reply from Julia. Veronica steps to her and hands her an apple. 

 
Veronica:     What’s wrong, dear? Can I help?   
   

May this apple 
  soothe your aches 
  Look how it smiles,  
  Forget the sorrow. 
  Behold the warm sunlight 
  gathered in this gift. 
  The Sun sends you her comfort 
  through the smile 
  of this fruit. 
 
  Your self-sentenced torture 
  is painful to see. 
  Look around! 
  And see the wonders 
  of this gloomy world, 
  taste the sweetness of life. 
  Take this gift of nature, 
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  and allow my pure heart 
  to be your solace. 
 
  Sister… 
 
Julia: Leave me, please. 
 
Veronica looks at her, incomprehensively, then takes her coat from a chair 
and leaves. 
 
Julia:    They’ve fooled me all  

– the Moon, the stars and the summer breeze 
False and dire was his love, the kiss. 
False were I when I followed him home. 
Why did I? What did I become? 
Alive instead of dead – to what price? – this shame! 
Help me, Richard! 

 
An infidel, fallen from grace, 

 I sought joys elsewhere than my true love. 
 Against my heart, and without my soul 

It was merely sensual, and now – a child! 
    

What can I do? 
Take her away? 
Silent, merciful Death, would be my only redemption. 

     
But how could I have the right over a new life? 

 
A knock on the door, and Walter steps in immediately. 
Julia jumps from her chair, and faces the man, squeezing the photo to her 
heart. 
 
Julia:  What are you doing here? 
 
Walter:  I ask for your love, Julia. 

 Our night was a change, 
 The love of your body is not enough. 
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 I’ve been around the world and now I came to town, 
 straight to your door. 
 Your soul I need, 
 your pure love in your true embrace. 

 
Julia:  Never! 
 
Walter:  Good hearts lack the power 
  The strength is with the wicked. 
  Power doesn’t go with virtue. 
  Only a fool rejects offered wealth… 
  I have all I need, but a wife and a child. 
 
  Do not fear me. 
  I could not harm you. 
  You’re the only one I … 
  I yearn for you always! 
  No more loneliness, no poverty, 
  I’d give anything to you! 
 
Julia:    Anything? 
 
Walter:  What do you want? 
   
Julia:  Richard! 
 
Walter leaves infuriated, and shuts the door behind him. 
Julia sits down at the bed, and puts the photo on the cabinet. 
 
Julia:  This is your place, 

You, a picture, and I, your widow. 
No more sweet words, no embrace. 
My mother had less left from father, 
he passed away before my birth 
Mother left me in her grief, too. 
and had no time to love me. 
Oh, Richard! 
You don’t hear my call no more! 
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  No family I have left 
  on this wide world. 
  Where have all my pure dreams gone? 
 
  Who to turn to? 
  Veronica is only a child, lonely as me… 
 
The church bell strikes  the half our. Julia steps to the window. 
 

Would I find help in the church? 
Risk being banished by the saints? 

 
Anna’s voice can be heard through the window. 
 
Anna: Julia! 
    
Julia:  Anna! 
   
Julia leans out the window to see more, and exchanges a few words with 
Anna. 
 
Anna:           How are you? 
  I’m glad to see you. 
 
Julia:      Would you please come up 
 to see me for a moment! 
 
 Anna:           I’m in a hurry… 
 For a moment, then. 
 
Julia:      I desperately need your help! 
 
Julia goes to the door to let Anna in. 
 
Anna:           How pale, my dear! 
 
Julia:      Please, take a seat. 
 
Anna sits down. 
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Anna:         What happened? 
 
Julia stands to face Anna. 
 
Julia:  Listen to me, I pray, maybe you can help 

You’re a woman much wiser 
And life is so cruel. 

 
What’s eating me, a pain inside 
the cry of a new life in my womb, 
she wants to live, I long to die. 

 
Oh, how I’d love her, tenderly 
Hold her, hug her, nurture my child, 
If only her father was Richard! 

 
I’d dream of her birth, arriving at last, 
to see his face in hers, 
We’d be the happiest child, being 
the fruit of her parent’s devotion. 

 
From her face, his love would shine on me, 
And she’d grow up to be just like me. 

 
But shoo, phony daydreams,  
She was born from mere pleasure. 
So cruel, to conceive a child 
without heart and soul, in faithless embrace. 

 
Would I have to murder? 
But who, then? 
This seedling inside? 
So I can live on? 

 
Kill her father, keep a secret? 
and bring her up as a child of shame? 
Take my own life? Two shall 
perish then from one stab! 

34 



I beg you, Anna, help me now 
Help me, I pray! 

 
Anna reacts to these words in an unexpected manner. She jumps from her 
seat and turns upon the young widow boiling with anger. 
   
Anna:  Help you? 

You ask me to help? 
With this unlawful life inside you? 
You sought joys with another man, 
Not his soul, not his heart, 
you wanted his body, out of sheer lust! 
I have never had a new life, 
never seen any man after my own. 
Your widowhood had been brief, 
you don’t seem a victim of loneliness. 
Your youth and beauty have given you the means. 
Hear now who has killed your husband! 

 
Julia:    Richard’s murderer? 
   You know his name? 
  
Anna:  ‘Most everyone knows! 

For Richard was a fine man, 
respected by the whole town. 
His death was our loss, too, 
with him, our hope is gone. 
His enemy was a true coward, 
he hired hitmen for the kill! 
And lo, ended up in the bed of the  
poor deceased’s widow! 

 
Julia: Walter! 
 
She faints and falls to the ground.  Anna looks at her scornfully, and walks to 
the door. 
 
Anna:  The plays of Fate show no mercy. 
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She leaves. 
Julia is lying on the floor, motionless. The church bell strikes three quarters. 
Through the ajar door, Walter steps to the stage again. He hurries to Julia 
and tries to wake her. Suddenly, with the smile of a understanding, he puts 
his hand to the woman’s belly. 
Julia wakes with a shriek. She sits up, and appalled, pushes the man away.   
 
Julia:  Murderer! 
 
Walter:  Why those harsh words on me, Julia? 

Why banish me, and yearn for Richard? 
Why long for the dead, instead of the alive? 
(no forlorn love is going to stop me!) 
Hate me while you’re bearing my child? 
Is it folly to hope for your love? 
The father of your child would  
deserve more affection, woman! 

In the meantime, Julia has painstakingly managed to get up from the floor, 
and approaches the table as if looking for support. 
 
Julia:   (Love him? 

  I’ll rather die! 
  His soul, his lies hide a prison. 

If I have to decide, 
  I shall choose for freedom.) 

 
Walter:  Love me, Julia, 

Be my sweetheart! 
  Gift me with our own child. 
  Decide, now. 

Give an answer! 
 

Julia:   (Where’s my freedom, of life, of choice? 
  We’re all just toys to a pitiless Fate, 

  She’s the puppeteer with a purpose unknown.) 
 
Walter:   (Where’s my freedom, of life, of choice? 
  Man is but a toy to a pitiless Fate, 
  A child I want, not a murderous mother!) 
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Julia notices the knife left on the table. 
 

Julia:   (The child is innocent, unlike her parents, 
Her father has killed and her mother shall kill!) 

 
Walter:  Innocent child, I have a right to her life! 
  
Julia:     (Innocent child, she has a right to her life!) 
 
Walter:  All have rights, even to murder! 
  
Julia:     (All have rights, even to murder?) 
 
Walter:    Give me new sense, to start anew! 
 
Julia:     (How to put an end to this?) 
 
Walter:  I own everything I’ve done! 
 
Julia:     (I own everything I’ll do!) 
 
Julia grabs the sharp knife, knocking off an apple which lands on the floor 
with a hard thud. Walter, not noticing anything from this, is looking at 
Richard’s photo while he’s urging Julia for a decision.  
 
Walter  Don’t hesitate for long, I beg. 
 
Julia:   (Who should go on living now?) 
 
Walter:  Alone, a woman is helpless and weak… 
 
Julia:   Weak?? Come, you blade, and be my judge! 
 
As Julia takes a step with the knife held high, all lights go out. 
The air is filled by the all-pervading sound of the bell, tolling the full hour. 
 
 

End of the opera 
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