MADAME DARLA’S INN

A crow, with his beak that has the effects of 50 years of his life, getting a big piece of bread at the courtyard grounds at the high wall behind.

Bread is soft...

He gets confused. Normally they do not throw away  soft bread.

So what, what does it matter?

While he is scratching the bread at the same time he is watching his real enemy Pierre. Pierre is half nut.

For years he is dealing with Madame Darla’s all kinds of jobs. He is supposed to have a story but the crow doesn’t know it. Does not care it at all.
According to him, Pierre is so very necessery. Because he is a boop and forgets everything outside. 

And when you go and grab it, he swears with shouthing and spitting around.

But when the crow flies away, he becomes imperceptable. What if he hears? His purpose is to full his gut up.

Moreover, Pierre is a very bad launcher. So far he has been able to hit the target just once or twice.

And none of them caused a big pain.

He is quietly looking at the man standing in the middle of the courtyard. At the background there is just the mixture of the cold weather and the trees’ voice.

The irons left from an object which had been created as a wind rose once before are hanging at the roof of the inn.

Nobody has been aware of it for years.

However the Polish immigrant iron worker that had put it there -whose name nobody remembers- made it gladly.

In fact he had made it for his son but he could not rejected the amount of money that the middle aged, white haired man who saw and admired it offered.

He sold it and immidately began to make a better one and he didn’t know that he wouldn’t be able to make it as beautiful as this one. Even if he had lied to himself that this one was better, it was not the case.

After so many years, have a look at that, in which conditions it is.
And who cares...
Pierre began to carry the potato sacks that he has brought from market to the kitchen. And it would mean that he is about to begin to drop the sacks down and this would provide the crow lots of potatoes.

And it happened.

Madame Darla was just passing the courtyart in order to go to the tailor. She looked at the man viciously. Sometimes, how he could be such  clumsy.
“How you could be such clumsy, Pierre.” she said.
The crow glanced at Darla. She was supposed to be out there for him to steal some potatoes. Has Darla ever been beautiful in her life?

Yeah.

Once upon a time.
All women are beautiful in their youth. Some keep it till the end of time,  some lose it after a while. Darla was splay to be fat. 

But between 19 and 22  she was petrifying lots of men with her buxom

body. Her body was pretty strong. She was tall and her breast was pretty hard. She didn’t thought that  she would get weight.
She was 24 when her father died. She lived as a virgin until then.

Because everybody was afraid of her father Giant Antoine who owned the inn, nobody was able to come close to her. Although her father was not conservative towards men. However he wanted her daughter to get married. He never wanted her to be a girl who makes love behind the barns secretly. And she had never been.

When her father died and when her mother lied within herself and cared about notting, one day she found herself in the arms of a railroad worker. This short term, passionless relationship ends up with the young worker’s being runned down by a train and getting disabled. They have sent the worker to his family. While they were boarding him on a train Darla was watching her first man. The man who had been handsome a few hours ago but then who was like a bulky paper looked so strange to her. Then somehow it didn’t even hurt. But after years now it was stucking into her, when she thought about the man with his eyes searching for her. What if she had given him a kiss good-bye.
When she is leaving the courtyard with her stone heart in her hand, she looks up the room. Her only temporary client’s room is lighted even though the daylight. Besides it’s overcast. It has stopped snowing but it will again. She sees that tall guy’s silhouette at dim light. Mostly he sits at the table. And sometimes he writes something moaningly. Constantly drinks but never gets drunk. Sometimes even a small bottle is enough to make him sleep at the courtyard. When he sleeps at the tables in the garden, mostly Pierre carries him to his bed upstairs, moundering. 
“For whose sake I carry this guy? Am I the father of this ill-fated guy?

He cannot tell that he is a famous writer fearing that he would slip it out.

Darla goes to the market on foot. The inn is not far away from the market. But it is too close to the railroad. She comes upon with Natalie. She laments for not being as small as she is. Not envying but admiring.

-What’s up Natalie?

-Fine Darla, how about you? Who is that misterious guy at the inn?

-Usual me you know. Why don’t you come one day, bring some of the apple pies. The wine is on me. Don’t forget to bring Anette, ok? She pretends as if she has not heard the question. 

-Sure Darla. See you in the church tomorrow.

For some reason Darla knew that she would not come. Once upon a time they were coming. But nobody goes to anybody anymore, for some reason. “Anyway that they will come at summer time.” she thinks. Or will attend to the new year’s reception.

She opens the door of the unique clothing store of the town, steps inside. Fabienne meets her smiling. “Your dress has arrived” he says. Darla gets her big sized dress which has came from Paris. She will wear it at the first day of the year. Even though nobody  realizes she will do it just for herself.

Her years have past with the men who realize her when they are drunken. She does not remember nobody who wanted her when he was awake. She did not want anyone for a while after her railroad worker. Then after she is over 30, and began to get weight,  whoever she wanted, she gave herself to him. 

Opposed to the English name that her father had givento her – although it means “beloved”- she always had been the lover.

Once, she felt in love with a poet. The poet getting away from his fans came to the inn for a couple of days. But he was such a self-confident, injurious guy… Darla never announced her admiration to him. Once she said Nathalie “What if I have announced?”

And Natalie’d responded with her eyes wide open “If you had told him, you wouldn’t be regretting now! ”

She admit that. 

Once a very handsome merchant called into the inn. His thin, beautiful wife was accompanying him. After his wife felt asleep he came downstairs with his underwears and he sat. Because of the heat also Darla could not sleep. She saw the guy getting some wine. The merchant felt himself guilty.

- “I was not stealing,Ii was going to tell you in the morning” he said. 

This word “you” made Darla feel warm inside. 

· No problem, she said, keeping on smiling. 

They sat together. Began to drink. Darla brought bread with garlic to ate with wine. And some camambert cheese. After a couple of hours, when they went to the cellar together, their lips sticked to one another. Could not stop it. And Darla, first time in her life, realized that she was a “woman”. She could not prevent her huge body’s shaking. She just cried so loudly that the wine bottles were about to crash. But her voice was not heard because the door was closed. And she had another man with noname.
When curious Nathalie had asked her “Did he ever come again” she stared into far away. “No” she said. But one morning on the way back to the inn she just saw that they had given a short break at the rail station. 
She still believes that he will come back one day. The man who made her felt her feminity at her 30s, the man with no name.
Darla goes back with harsh steps. 

This time she comes upon with doctor Lancelot. His bicycle’s tire has been broken out. He is walking with pushing it. 
-How are you? She asks smiling. 

-I need your medicinal plants, says doctor. My kidneys again...

- Call in soon, says Darla. 

She had never need a doctor in her life. Once she had a very bad toothache but she worked it out at Paris. It did not hurt too much coz the posture of the doctor with his feet floating in the air  in order to reach her tooth made her laugh. 

But Darla senses that she will die because of an evil illness one day.
Not many times but a couple of times she got pregnant. God knows why all of them had been aborted. She did not feel sorry at all. She afraided, because it would cause the problem of finding a father. After drunken one-night-stands who can find a father? But once she dreaded. She aborted a 3 month child. If it would not, she had planned to be hidden at Paris and after giving the birth leaving it to na asylum. Or with lying that it was found on the road she would carry it to the inn...

No need to any of them. 

And for some reason or other she never got pregnant again.

When the postman Dominigue calls in, he says there is mail to the writer. “it arrieved 2 days before.”

“You should have brought it, you dirty drunken” she says, between her teeth.

She gets the mail without thanking. While he was leaving, 

-When coming at weekend bring your debt, says to the man in an angry way. This week you have money I know...

There is a very fancy sail on the letter. G.V letters are carved so fancily. 

Opens and glances. Smiles excitedly. 
She is watching the inn while coming closer with slow steps. 

She is thinking , who will get the inn after her?
No body.
She does not have anybody.

Pierre will run away.
The best is to inherit it to the church.

It will be sold and the money will work for something. Maybe then she will gain a reason to go to heaven.

She steps into the courtyard.

Crow has already gone.

Pierre is peeling potatoes with moaning.

At the same time Alexandre Dumas, who is writing his novel while dealing with his heart wound at the inn in which he is hidden, is wandering at his room. restless. He is out of wine but not has the energy to go downstairs and ask for some from the fat woman. He just would like to finish that chapter he is dealing with. He reads them loudly:
-Tall, so slim, black haired,  pink and white skinned. His head was small, her eyes were slanting like a Japanese, delicate, but bright and full of life. Her lips were red like cherry and she had the most beautiful teeth in the world. She was one of the last prostitutes who have heart. This must be the reason of her dying young. She had died broke at her gorgious house which had been distressed by demanders. She had lordship instinctly. She dressed elegantly and walked like an aristocrathe. At parties she was acted as a woman from elite society. With the name that is known by everyone, Marie Duplesis. But with her real name, Alphonsine Plesis. My Alphonsine. Lady Camellia.
Darla goes into the room suddenly with asking “What are you talking on your own again, Monsieur?”. Huge man bounces, but does not evince his recoil. He pretends as if he turns back in order to save the situation. 

Darla has a big tray on her hand.

Dumas, opposite to his huge body with a sensitive voice says “I am talking about my novel Madame Darla. I have to tell myself again and again in order to be able to write. But do you know what is the real reason of my sadness?”
Darla smiles. In fact recently Monsieur is sorry for lots of things that I am not sure for which he is sorry? Let’s sit down. I have brought you some wine. Forget about sadness. Wine is the best of all medicines. At least it will make you sleep. So we will...”

Suddenly she recalls how she has wanted to suffocate that guy who has cried all through the night till morning.
The writer smiles: “You are so gentle Darla.”

She pours some wine to the dirty glass.

Darla cannot stand her being mentioned as ‘You’. It is so late for everything even if she desires strongly. She got old. She does not have hope. Just some dreams that she has sometimes.
-Dear, for God’s sake tell me what is the reason that brought you to this town? Darla says, and she pours some wine to herself. Sits down. 

- People are not talking about Darla’s inn at Paris I believe, are they?

The man drinks all of the wine at once. Then he sees the empty glass. He pours some more wine for himself. After finishing at one shot he stares at far away with his eyes narrowed. “The thing that made me come here...”

Darla accomplished to cut it short. “Love...”

-Oh yeah! How did you know?” He says and Alex looks amazed to her.
The warm atmosphere that emerged suddenly soften Darla’s heart. 

Alex, Alex...I know how the life is in a small town. Also, normally it should not be the longing for country that brings a gentleman like you here. 
Now it is Darla’s time to look far away. He takes a deep breath.

- Look... What I am going to tell to you... When I was a child our house was close to the railway. My father was responsible for the station. The train was passing through three times a week then. My mother was also helping to my father. It was never so crowded but my father had always rushed, at least he was going to get the orders from the machinist. My mother was carrying the belongings of the visitors with my uncle and bargaining about the car that will carry them to the town. Those times nobody was taking care of me. And I was watching the people coming to the station at the roof of the station. Sometimes a person going to the country who got bored at the train took off the train and washed his face at the fountain and wander around during the short break. I am familiar to those eyes that were banished by love since then.  At least I could sense that feeling whose name I did not know as love. Out of the train. Fleed from the departure. Whether he dis not know the arrival or did’t like it. But still on the way. Eyes were fixed at nowhere. Because sorrow had just began to invade the body. Oh! Whatever... Let’s drink to love. To whatever it can be...
For a while Alex looks at the woman silently. His eyes are still narrowed. It is clear that he is recording everything that he hears to his mind. He gives a toast. “God bless you Darla.”

-I was about to forget, says Darla. 

-You’ve got mail. When I saw the car this morning I went just for you. Happy to have gone. But you have slept all through the day, what should I do? You do read your letter. I will bring you some chicken. 

-Thanks Darla... He unails the letter and begins to read it loud. “On Friday- which means today- I am coming to Paris. And I will come to you afterwards without letting nobody know.I hope there is vacancy at the inn. Yours. Giuseppe Verdi.”

-Oh my Goodness, Alex cries sofltly. Verdi? That crabby, that though guy? But why, who has revealed? Ok! Oh Piav oh...

What is that guy taking nine hundred km. for?

Even the inn’s front side is at the ground floor which means kitchen’s backside window, when Pierre looks from the hill to the cliff, at his seat he sees the road to the town. Whenever there is an action he stands and watches. Because from the place he sees a chariot till it gets out of his vision, it takes 15 minutes if he is caught by Madame Darla he usually is called down. 

He saw an action when the crow settled on the window-ceel.

He was about to throw a potato to this evil creature that he hated when Madame came into the kitchen. 

· Has chicken cooked, Pierre?

· Yes, Madame. He said and at the same time he could not help himself not to look at the crow and so the strange silhouette behind. 

· A black chariot with 9 horses was coming to the town. 

At the front side the crow and at the backside 9 black horses. There was an ill-omen. 

Darla got frustrated.  
-You flaked out again, you dump. Give me that dipper. 

She took the chicken out of the boiler and began to skin it. She nudged Pierre when her hands were burnt. 

-Skin it, and I will peel the onions. 

-There is an ill-omen. There is an ill-omen tonight, howled the huge guy.

Darla throwed the onion to the man, and the onion skipped, made the crow fly. But the chariot was driven towards the town fastly. .

Pierre run out of the kitchen.
Darla did not want to miss the writer’s pleasant talk and the first friendly moments. She chopped the chicken in hurry, put it on a plate. She put a loaf of bread to the tray and went upstairs.

Pierre was looking at the chariot slowly coming closer to the inn. The car had came into the town faster than it was supposed to be. 

-Here is your meal , Madame Darla entered the room. Take it. Come on. You have breakfast at this time of the day. People have had their supper already. 

She saw Alex sitting at his table and looking out of the window. She wondered what had happened and that man who had just started to talk became withdrawn...

At the same time she felt an action out of the inn. Chariot was at the garden of the inn. The expected guest had arrieved and who could sulk because of that guest?

Without breathing a word, she runned to the downstairs. 

Just then, Pierre has opened the door and was fearfully looking at the man with sharp looks. Giuseppe Verdi was standing in front of him with his black cape and long felt hat on. Oh Virgin Mary, he muttered. Another legend has just entered to her inn. 

With a golden topped stick in his hand, there was a statue standing.

After him, there was a beautiful young woman with a stylish hat entering. 

She scanned the inn with unsatisfied eyes. 

Is this that, she asked with a calm and clear voice. This voice was not an ordinary female voice. It was alto that is belonged to an opera singer.

Also Giuseppe Verdi was not satisfied with that but with a tune which stresses that they had to,

-Ok Emma, it does not matter or just one night, I have seen the worse ones he said, without paying attantion to Darla and Pierre.

Meanwhile, Alex was muttering again and again: 

-Oh Francesco Maria Piav... What you have caused!” Because this slim chunky guy who had written Verdi’s most of the liberettos , after reading the draft of his new novel, he proposed it to Verdi in order to compose it. Verdi appriciated it and told Piav to hurry up. But he had to feel comfortable at the town that he came to finish the novel. He did not answered the letters and telegraphs that Piav had sent which said “Come on dude, finish this novel.” And look, what had happaned.

Verdi with his thick voice and with a very gentle tune asked: 

- “Madame, is Alexandre Dumas staying here?”

Darla, excitedly replied “I will call for him” and showed Verdi and the beautiful woman one of the tables to have them stay. She was about to go up to the stairs and then they saw altogether Alex standing at the stairs quietly. At that exact moment Pierre got the luggage inside.
Although he had never seen before, with a smile unfamiliar to him suddenly Verdi had stepped forward to Alex:
-Alexandre Dumas, eventually we met.
Alex talked with trying to hide his unrest.

He heard lots about that man. His thoughness, cruelty, the heads he had cut during the war. The musicians and artists he had sent away with beating... The things he had done to Piav... And calling him all kinds of things...

How amazing that Piav was stills such loyal to him.

Senior Verdi, I’m honored.

Verdi, murmured his answer, but nobody heard. He was just smiling. 

-So will I, I hope. Let me introduce. Seniorie Emma Thompson. 
Alex, curtsied. “Madame...” 

Woman, observing with admire, suddenly, maybe to soften the air, said:

-I can’t believe it, Giuseppe Verdi, at Madame Darla’s inn. I should hurry up to bring some more food and wine. You have just arrived. You are supposed  to be hungry. 

Verdi with a very harsh but smily face, looked at Darla.

-Madame, just a second, please. Maybe Giuseppe Verdi’s coming to your inn can be a good advertisement for your inn in the future. But if it were at Paris. Now it should not matter whether Verdi or drunken Antonio is here. You could understand, I hope, he said and flinged a pouch. 
Darla had understood that she need to be quiet, again. Oh, Nathalie would never believe her. 

-For sure, Sir. I will get your luggege carried. You have a rest. 

Young lady with her deep voice and accent said “ With your kind permission, I would like to go up to my room. The journey was exhausting. I need a little rest. I will participate you soon.

-Of course Emma, said Verdi. And both of them watched Darla , Emma and Pierre in line, climbing the steps.

Verdi directed to Alex with an artificial joy. 

- What is wrong with you? Why do you look as if you have seen a ghost?

Alexandre was keeping his anxiety.
- Francesco told me that...

Verdi wrapped it up again with a smile,

- He should have told you that I am a crabby, bull headed old man, hasn’t he? Alex does not take care of that sensitive ape. I did not come here for the sake of  our meeting’s being fruitfull to our work. I need to have an holiday away from attantion. So feel comfortable. I won’t beat you. Come on, how a bad host you are... French people are “men of love” they say so. Where is a glass of wine?

Alex was confused after these unexpected words.

-Oh, sorry. Pronto...

He poured some wine into the glasses. And handed it to this guy about whom he could not be sure.

Verdi with the same piercing looks, gazed at the glass. It was obvious that he did not like it’s color. But he did not care at all. 

-Cheers... What our anchestors were calling, Cestlavie.
-Cheers, said Alex. 

Meanwhile, Darla with a bottle of French wine in her hand, entered the room and interrupted.

-Oh, it also be drunk for the sake of other things than love in France, huh?

Verdi immidately got the bottle from woman and put it onto another table. He cut the headpiece off with a knife that is emerged from a hidden part of his cloth. 
-Madame we, Italian people can drink for the sake of anything, just so we are in the mood. And if there is a bottle of fine wine that completes that mood then come and look how happy we are. Alex, you stop this confused looks. We are not at an opera hall. There is a very beautiful lady waiting for me upstairs. Moreover we need to talk about your novel. Or else the dump and dumber Piav will never be able to compose that opera. By the way please do not see me as a bull headed, crabby man.
Woman feeling that she is overcrowding the place said “If you do not have any more  wishes, now I am going to the kitchen and you stay alone.”

Alex did not want to be alone with him. 

-Please Darla. Stay with us. You have witnessed the prosedure of this novel’s creation.
Although Verdi did not like that idea, he did not say anything and with a gentile gesture, he showed her the table. Harsh voice was heard again. 
-Alexandre Dumas... First of all I have to tell you that after Piav the dog, had left your latest novel’s drafts onto my desk, I got bored after the first page and I gave it up to read. Emma read it first and then told me about it. Moreover she could not let it go at that and read it to me line by line, and then I got angry with myself because I prejudiced. Of course this does not mean that I will never prejudice again in my life. I liked it so much young man. Even I can say that I was striked. 

Alex was puzzled again. 

-Thanks a lot maestro. My words’ sincerity that attracted you in fact. Maybe the reality of them...
Verdi cut it. This conversation about to become a romance had already bored him.

-It has such a sharp reality that it will not only attract the attantion of the Italians that are dealing with engizision, it will also dislodge the conservative feelings of you modern french people. But as far as I have heard you did not write everything as they were. 

Stand up. His voice became sharp.

-Write this novel as it was Alexandre. Without covering anything. That’s one of the reasons which made me come here. Or else it is not the realism or sicerity of the novel.
Alex could not find the words. He could not understand the last words because they were spoken with mouth closed. 
-Excuse me?
Verdi smiled again with gazing at him.

-Let’s my dear French friend. Sante...

Alex could only say, “sante”.

Darla, thought that smiling did not look good on him. He was not, in fact, smiling. He pretended to be smiling. 

She wanted to change the topic. After all she was sitting at the artists’ table.

-Love has always existed. And it cannot be denied Monsieur. You should know it better. Do not think that I did not observe how you looked at the woman upstairs. 

Verdi  turned to the woman in such a way that she was about to run away throwing her glass. 

-Madame... Here, in Alexandre’s work I mean, there are also some things that are beyond love. Marie Duplessis. I mean, a prostitute making elite class very happy in Paris.

Monsieur, let’s not call her as...” Alexandre tried to say.
Verdi did not let him speak. 

-We are talking about love, young man. When is love called love? Is it called love when it is felt for a tree? I don’t understand why you do not feel emberrased while you are writing about a man in love with a prostitute but you are emberrased when a guy, a guy who knows that “man” is you, calls her ‘prostitute’? Let’s say it like that Madame:

She is Alexandre Dumas demi-mondain... which means mistress.

Alex, restrained himself although he wanted to yell.

-Maybe you are right Monsieur. But still this term hurts me. 
He sighed. This was to give him some time. Maybe he could persuade him about love. 

-The first day that I saw her was the 7th of April 1844. They were sitting at Moliendo Cafe. For a long time I  could not get my eyes away from her. Through thin lines she were casting joy to life. She was a noble woman. Her title was not fake as the titles of the wealthy people who get them later on. She was born noble. She was so different from her fellows that have slouched at their tables like calves. She was only 20.  A few days later I went to a reception. There she was... She was a rich old man’s mistress. Baron Gaston Douphol’s. This guy purchasing everything with his money could only purchase this young lady’s bills.

Verdi hissed mockingly.

-But could not purchase her hearth, could he?

Darla murmured : “Oh, how did you know?” she was about to say.

Alex said : “How did you know?”

Verdi started softly.

-Look young man, we can just get the bills of women. What do you expect more? There is nothing more than the pleasure between those bills and children. These creatures called as women do not have spirit. Their spirits fly away the day of  adolescence. That’s why “no messa di requem” was composed for women.
-Brutish guy” murmured Darla. But this guy with unbelievable ears turned to her harshly:

-You are wrong Madame. Realist!

Meanwhile, Emma who owned and believed in that novel entered the room. There was a very beautiful and comfortable dress. 
-Realist. Yeah... Alex, believe me when I have read the drafts of your novel I have been striked. Giuseppe resisted for some time not to read, then gave it up. But there were some parts that he agree with. That’s why this holiday thing had occured. Or else he is always playing his piano or  running after the workmen at his fields. Especially the chapter in which Alex without revealing himself, asking secretly for some information about Maria from her servant. The woman is lying sick... But there was a person who was interested in her. In her health. It must be how strange. Now we are here and why don’t we help you? Why don’t we personify them?
Verdi did not understand.

-Persinification?

Emma is smiling.

-You have forgotten dear, I am an actrist. Why shouldn’t I?I can be Marla Duplesis if you wish.

She leaned on the couch and started to act. Darla was Violetta’s servant. Even if she was not aware of the subject, her sorrowful posture fitted the situation. 

-Josephine... Is it him again? What does he want? Has he come to control my health? But why?I even do not know him at all. He did not know me at all. Just some flowers at a reception...

Verdi became merry unexpectedly. Also he admired that woman. 

· Good. Bravo! But there is something Marie does not know. Alex takes her to Paris streets. Moreover the days he does not see her, he becomes mad. This is his fate. He searchs for happiness at streets. Una felice...
he crooned the piece slowly.

Darla got the point more or less. She had contributed to the enaction. She reverted the act to the reception in which the flowers were handed. 
However everything started so dangerously at the reception that night. 

Alex was excited. He contributed to the action. After all everything were real. He came closer to Emma standing elegantly.

-You are coughing. Why don’t you go and have a rest? 

Emma got it and coughed slightly. 

-Look at these words. There is a person caring my health, huh? And he is a man!

She had learnt from Alex’s draft that Violetta has a humiliating attitute towards men.

Alex played himself. Isn’t there anybody likes you in the world?

EMMA: Nobody!

ALEX: But me...

EMMA : Oh, yes. That big love. Love thing. I forgot.

ALEX: You are having fun. Don’t you have a heart?

EMMA: Heart? Yes, maybe... But what are you asking for?

ALEX: If you had one, you would have taken me serious.

EMMA:If you want to make friend with me, Monsieur, you have to forget all about “love” thing. Then you can forget everything easily. Take these flowers. Please, don’t hesitate. Bring these back to me when it is time. 

ALEX: When?

EMMA: When they begin to perish. 
ALEX: It means, tomorrow. 
EMMA: Ok, let’s do it like that. 

Meanwhile, Darla brings half perished flowers from the table beside, as prop.

Then begins to talk:

-Tomorrow bears the days after tomorrow. Love begins. But Alex is not rich enough to cover the costs of this love. Even then, he is broke as a young writer. There is supposed to be a source for money. Verdi wraps up, as usual:
- It will. The money from Marie Duplessis’ lovers can be enough for both of them. 

Come on. Let’s be realist. Woman purchases her own entertainment. 

Alex suddenly realizes himself and revolts.

-No. My love is not for sale. 

With strict and fruty voice, he cuts again.
-But her love was for sale. And you were the price. Get it. And change it up to this.

Emma was on Alex’s side because she was a woman.

-No, she was in love. But she was only twenty. She was sick. She was aware of that she would not live long and this love would not continue for so long. What if she steals some days from  life? She was trying to isolate herself from the others as far as she can. 

But mocking and though guy attacks again.

-She was living a virtious love with doing as less prostitution as possible. How foolish!

For the first time Darla speaks loud. She has forgotten who she is. But Verdi’s though heart madden her. 

-I cannot stand that guy.

Verdi pretended deaf. Alex murmured weakly.

-I was in love with her. She was in love with me. But my father poked his nose.

Darla was crying the events. She contributed to the script. 

- One day her doorbell was ranged. Love was beautiful. For the first time in her life she would face with the realities. There was an old an strong man oppose to her: Mr. Dumas, the father. He was a man who was aware of love. Old, strong... He had heard that his son is caught by a woman came. He wanted this relationship to be over.. 
Verdi liked that idea. Muttering:
-He must be a baritone. The father should be a baritone. 

And he enacted the father. None of them could have believed that this guy had contributed to the enaction. 

-Girl... it must be a big love.  Big love’s costs are also big.I can see that you are living in wealth. But it won’t be like that for so long.  Alexandre put his everything on sale. He is getting ready to spend all his life with you. This will slander us, and will not help you. But on the other side a financee’s honor is in question...

Alex recalled his fiancee. Sighed.

- Ah Beatrice!
Emma is still Violetta.

-God forgave my past. He gave me my future. Look I am selling all my  belongings. We will leave here, go to far far away.
Verdi goes on as the father. 

-No, girl. If you go he won’t have a future. This relationship should be ended forever and ever.

EMMA: No! It shouldn’t be like that. Don’t you see how much I love him? Me alone in the world without a friend or family. Alex is my everything. Don’t you know thatIhave a disastrous illness,Iam about todie andIhave a very short time left to live? Leaving him forever? Never.

VERDI: Oh: young woman with noble thinking. You will go away with her life and future. Then wht will happen? You are sick. You are dying. İn a short time you are going to leave him. İs this your aspect of love? You will be the one who leaves then he will not have to live with notoriety all of his life.
EMMA: Ok then. I have a request.  Hug me as if I am your girl. This will strengthen me.. 
They hug.  The play changed into a charming insidence, and Darla’s inn changed into a theatre hall. The crow looked from the wall and could not get anything. 

Darla continues:
-Alex comes home the next day. There is a letter in his hand. He reads the last words suffering. It is written: “Amani Alexandre, quant io t’amo ... Addio.”

Emma recalls the words on drafts.

-Love me Alexandre... Love me as much as I loved you.

…

Alex had forgotten all about the letter and he was murmuring.

-She was gone.  As if nothing had happened. But I was there to leave her a letter. I was about to lose my mind because of jealousy.

He reads the letter.

“I am weather not  wealthy to love you as I want it to be or poor enough to be loved as you want it to be. Because you know how I love you, I do not need to tell you how sad I am. I believe that you have the hearth to understand why I have written this letter and understanding to forgive me.” 
Alexandre Dumas
But she was again the leader as she is with anything else.

As she was the one who gave me the  first camellia with telling me to come, she had gone first. 

Verdi smiles.

- Good... But there is no ending. The final is weak. 

Darla relaxed. Everything has seetted down. She asked : 
-More wine?

Verdi offered his glass. 

-Yes, please. But there is something missing in the script.

Alex, because of there are the parts of his life, was not taking all these as script, with a soft tune. 

-Monseiur, this is not only a script.

While he was expecting a soft tune, Verdi roared with anger.

-Alex I am dealing wth it’s opera side, not the love side. You can be still warm with Marie’s love. Even you can be rised in Emma’s and Madame Darla’s esteem with making a prostitute happy. But what is the difference between her and Emma and Darla? Emma is with me. Darla is as ugly as a witch. 

Emma could not believe her ears.

-Giuseppe, come round!
Verdi cut it short with a movement with his hand. 

-You, shut up!

Alex tried to attact. 

-She was not a prostitute. 

VERDI : What was she then? A saint?

ALEX : Yes. According to me.  
VERDI : You two have changed a shit into a garden of love with naming it as love. That stinky garden suddenly becomes smelling camellia. Indifferents, disobedients. Lie brightens your teeth, we are in love but everyhing is a lie. Because Marie tells everyone that she loves him. Rich men are plucked with a heavy hand. Young woman in her twenties gives hope to the men at fIfties. But virtuously. She even does not let them to hold her hand, huh? 

ALEX : Yes, for sure. 

VERDI : Don’t do it. Let’s be realistic. Do you believe that a man at that age would give her money just for a hope?
ALEX: But...
VERDI : She had left his beloved just for honor, huh... Lie! She left him because he was a hindrance. And now our friend Alex, tells us that he would leave her in order to save his honor.

EMMA : Giuseppe, they were in love. 

VERDI : This is also a plump lie. Because Alex also got tired of being decieved all the time.  But this as the terms of the contract. Woman had already told that there is no love thing in that relationhip. You have broken the rule and defeated. And now you are acting the sad one in front of us. If you are in love with a bitch you have to bear it. 

Alex was about to choke. He began to shout at the top of his voice. All of the veins at his throat was about to explode. 
-Enough... Enough! Cut it you lousy guy! You know anything about love!? You damned dog. Piav was right. You are a hard- headed guy. But that woman you called as prosttude ran away from everyone and died at her home in poverty. We could rushed the doctor at eleventh hour with my father. She had noone. Do you know what does a family mean? She had no one but us when she was dying. She believed that she would not die at the last minute. She told me to pick her up an hold in my arms and take her out to the garden. I did son. The august sun was shining. She wanted to walk. She could not. Then she crouched. She did not want to fall flat on her face. I hugged her. She leaned on me and gave me her medal. In order to give to the first girl who will love me. Her last words was : “I feel as if I am new born.” And she died in my arms. This is love. Can you see it, love is this. 
All were expecting Verdi to attact him with his stick after this attacking. But Verdi sat on the table with getting the wine. He was talking calmly and melodcally the way the others never heard before. 

-I see.I see it clearly Monseiur Dumas. I know that nothing can stand against love. And I also know that when you pass beyond these with going for broke love emerges. You can love a person without trying to change her but with except her as the one she is. So what if she is a prostitute. Is it easy to love a hooker? Is it easy to hear a prostitute’s tellingI love you from deep inside? Look, she did not try to do the same thing with the ones she had done with the other. She had given you all herself: But did not tell off to you. And when it was the time she had died on your arms. Love is his. 
Alex was confused to the bones.
-But you, just a second ago... You said?

Verdi smiled.

- NoIi did not. I just told you the things you would like to hear. Or else you would not be able to finish that God-damned novel. Let’s drink wine. Do not ever tell Piav that I was here. Now sit and write it as you told us. Don’t be afraid of your words.  As I do it with my notes. His woman with camellia will be totally different. La travata. Let’s salute.
Everyone at the room was bewildered. Verdi got another glass of wine and dived into the music of  his mind. 

