( From the 1life of Joseph Guarnerius (del Jesu) == 1687=1744 =
one of thgwgraatagt makers of the violin the world has ever EFhownl

PROLOGUE
A summer evening in the small medieval touwn of Cremona, Norih
Italy, the year 1738
The opening dissolve shpws an ancient square known as the Plazsza
Domenica, a gay, bustling little market-place, nestling devoutly
in the protecting shadows of the %@W@?iﬁg Cathedral Domenica,
from which 1t receives its namess Joined to the great Cathedral
by a high wall is the Convent of the same name, with its ever
constant stream of black garbed nunse passing to and fro through
the great gates dnto the little square beyond, and contrasting
sharply with the colorful thfﬁég in the market-place, and mors
than ever today, as it is market day, and both noble and peasant
have come from far and near to barter and trade . « gossip, and
carry on many an innocent flirtation. As we wateh the gay throng,
we are suddenly conscious of a voice floating high and sweet above
the air of the thronged piazza -- haunting, and with a devilemaye-
care-galety. Ve see a group of peasants in the foreground, one
of whom impuslively swings his lute into position, as he listens
to the song, and softly accompanies the singer, to the modding
approval of his friends,; nearby. &s we turn t@.sear@h for the

g
invieible singer, we overhear one good burher remasek to ancihert

"The Master sings! Another great instrument borm today! For



- Dem
ever have we known him to sing like that upon the completion of
a new masterpiece. DevilE or Saint, that he is, what matters it
when a man gives bleth to the voice of angels instead of a womanl®
Wg follow their evee, and the camera takea us through the erowd
to the far side of the square, where we {ind ourselves standing
before a cluster of &ﬁﬁaent low buildings, and in the centre of
thesey before a large aﬁan window, with its diamond studded panes
opening outward, sits our singer, smiling gaily as he hums and
keeps time to his songy Pur attention is at once rivetted on
that black curly head, as 1t bends over some unseen object in his
lap. (Hers the camera brings us closer, and we see that it is a
violin, complete save Tor the ¢top which the master holds in his
hand, ready to join with the other half,)
*he song suddenly ceasesy; as he turns to shout triumphangly over
his shouldey =~ "Harie! Vittore! Come quick and see what a
master you have; to create o sweet »n instrument! Verily, it
shall be a very Fountain of Song down throughout the ages, and who
knows, may even eging that great sinner Guarnerius through the
golden gates of Heaven itself!? (Herey; the smile fades quiekly
from the dark feee, as he glances quickly toward the Cathedral and
surreptitiously crosses himself; and while doing so -- with closed
eyelids == falls to see & great butterfly, dazzling in its golden
beauty, float gently through the open window and hang, like a
greab jewel in the warm sunlight, poised for a quivering instant
in all i%s gleaming esplendor above the open half of the violin
in Guarnerius’s hanfls -~ then gently, down, down . » until it
comes to rest in the heart of the violin, its great golden wings
seeming to ulter a sighing sound, as though at last they had
found a worthy resting place.

As we wayeh, the man Guarneriue raises hie eyelids, ecarefully
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Joing the two pileces of weod together, still wholly unconscious
of the great creature within, and we are suddenly given to
undergtand thal with the death of the butterfly, its soul has
passed inte thie great wieclin, bequeathing to it an added glory
that shall live eternally; and sing ite glopious message through
thic world, and beyond o » e
Here the dissolve shows us Suavnerius reverently holding ihe
great instrument aloft, high in both hande, before the open
windowsy an unearthly gleam of joy andviriumph in hi:z eges, while
his spprentices, no less affected, Sather close; inm trembling

adoraticne
END OF PROLOGUE

ROTE: Voice of CGuarnerius must be baritone, and his soloy, a gay,
populsr alr of the day. Good affect if groups of laughing peasanis,
little by little Join in on the chorus, more and moré insirusents

{ lutes, guitars, violing carried on the backs of strolling playeral
are swung into position, until the volume of sound swells out inte
¢ne mighty chordse The whole square roeking and swaying to the
melodyes Suarneriuve leading the cong, and the peasants taking up
the chorugs Otherwise, music incidental throughout prologue == &
motif, perhaps,; for the bulterily, ss 1%t floats into the window « »
something of great purity and tenderness . » and gradvally adding a
deep note of tragedy, as the butlterfly ies walled up forever in the
great instrument. BHusic carvied through to the end of the scene,; as
Guarnerius holds the completed vielin aloft before the open windowsy
as though seeking benediction from the grest Cathedral directly
epposite -= his apprentices at his feete Husic here ineressing in
volune, untlil it swells te a mighty climax, explessing an aimost

unsarthly joy, triuvmph, and religlous adorations




Workshop of Guarnerius, some days later ==

Opening dissolve shovs us CGuarnerius quietly seated at his worke
benehy moody, silent, and obviously in the throes of some great
mental torment, while his apprentices work feverlshly in the backe
groundy well knowing their master's moed, and greatly fearing vhat
the storm may bring this time. Ve see them stirring the bidbbling
varnish in the great iron kettles, studying rolls of parchment,
and running thel® hands over age-o0ld blocks of wood -- maple,
syecamore, and pine =- which the master hae cut and broupht ing
himself, from his secret foreste An ominous silence reigns in the
little shop, the daylight fades, and we see the ap%%enﬁi@%%@sﬁlﬁnﬁly
enter from 2 back room with lighted candles, which he plaeces on
tebles and work-benchese As he turns %o glance anxiously at the
forbidding back of his master; a sound comes to his earsy a horse
at full gallop clattering on the ancient cobblestones in the souare,
until, with an oath, the rider has pulled up at the very door and
is pounding for admittance. The door is flung wide, and & shrill
voice belonging to the old neighbeor of Guarnerius is cryings
"laster! Haster! A courier from His Majesty the King of Spainl *
Great commotion from all but Gaurnerius, who, with & great effort,
rouses himself, and rises to his feet and turns to grest the

travel-stained but richly dressed emissary from the Spanish

sovereign, who after a courtecus thbhugh hadghty presentation of
his eredentialsy hands Guarnerius a roll of parchment vhich
Guarnerive unrolls and reads by candle-lighte It is an order from
the King of Spain fer a guartet of the master's finest instruments,
to be delivered in person at the Spanish court, in time for Her
Hajesty's birthday, but five months hence -- the fee far beyond
enything the Master has ever before received for his instrumenis,

and best of all offering & chance to gee this great Spain about
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which he has heard so muche Beautiful women and untold wealth and
grandewr beyond his wildegt dreams.

This disselve ghows uve Guarnerius in a state of almost eavage
axcitement, sedding his apprentices scampering for wine, rich food,
and friende with whom to celebrate his great good fortune.

Later -- same evening -- midnighte The camera shows us the moone
flooded Piazzn Domeniea, deserted now, and with a deathly stillness
pervading all but the small house of Guarneriug. where the lights
twinkle merrily. Bursts of merriment come to our ears, and bits

of song, from time to times 4Ag the camera beings us closer, we

see the interior of the Master®s amall liviagroom, ten or twelve
companions of both sexee grouped about an ancient table piled high
with viande, and everywhere great flagons of wine. @reat revelry
prevails as they drunkenly teoast the Master. who sits strangely
guiet and preoccupied at the head of the table. He has drunk

mueh, but hie brailn remains cleare Two violins for the Spanish
Eing's cuartet he already has, lotked safely within hie great
chests, but the other two « « 7 4And but five months' time, and the
woed to be procured from a carefully selected tree in his secret
forest, several leagues away, Blus the three weeks oberland journsy
to the Spanish capitol. Guarnerius silently slips from thelr
midet, calle to his apprendice for o horse and a lantern, and rides
rapidly away into the night.

Folloding ie & brief ocutline of the next few months in the Haster's
carcerd

O %h@ ﬁ% hb—te gl&ﬁy&h ey fﬁﬁm ‘his- &@mﬁaﬁﬁ ong-to-vieit-the

”aagvat ,aaﬁ, axriving- &?ﬁﬁﬁé ‘midnighty-he ’ ?;s ‘bis way eau;»aa@iy

bt z&m@k&? ing lantern=1ig t"‘%@ *i;hae heart of the vinod. where he
carefuzly a&laets = f%? ‘Choice 1wgs frﬁm & hidden aﬁgh%.l.ﬁhile

thus.oceuppiedy-heturne- S&ﬁé&nljg ané his hand comes in comtack
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The following dissolve shows us the Master misdmget arriving in
his secret forest. It is midnight, and as he makes his way by
flickering lantern light to the heart of the wood, he notes that
a band of gypeles have camped nearbys the glow of their fires cen
be seen through %he treesy; and burts of song and merriment come to
his ears on ﬁh@@‘mrm night aire Cautiously, he kneels, selects a
few choice loge from a hidden eache, and while thus occupied,
turne suddenly, starts, as his hand comes in contact with that of
another, and quiek as light; he pulls the unknown into the
sputtering circle of the lantern lighte Thinking that he has been
spied upon by one of the many rival violin makers, who may heve
followed him; he is surprised to find that his prisoner is 2 young
woman, obviously & gypsy, and of great beautye She tells him that
eghe belongs to the gypsy caravan, seen in the distance, en route
to Spain, and that straying idly from camp, she saw his lantern,
and consumed by curiosity, brazenly followdd him, wondering who
eould be abroad at such =n hour and at such a places
Catehing a glimpse of his face, she recognized the great Cremonese
master, as he had seversl times been pointed out to her on her
visits to Cremena. She assures him earnecstly that his secret i
5§%€@ with her, and that she degires only to serve hime He learns
that this wild and levely girl; Maryenka by name, lives only to

play the violin, herselfy and when he shrugs, emilingly remapking
that all gypesies play the vielin, and all in the wild gypsy fashion
whieh is not true &rﬁg ghe angrily points to the glowing firee in
the distance and bids him follow hers

She will ehow him that though but a gypsy, she has the soulf of

an artist,; and may some day be a great one. Laughing gaily, he
shoulders his wood and follows hepry reminding himeelf thaty, after
ally this is a night of nights -- that thie girl is beautifuly
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vwhether she can play or no, and besides, whal betier way to
celebrate than in a gypsy camps They are next shown emerging into
the firelit circle. Guarnerius is grected by the gypsies in high
good humory while Maryanka propdly calls for her violine

The following scene chows uvs Marysnke playing, a song of love and
longing, with a throbbing passion and beauty of tone such as
Guarnerius has gever heard befores Vhere does she come fromg and

who can she be; to play like that? Theny as he listens in sharp
amazement, his eyes never leaving her face,; and his blood on fire,
the song breake inte a wild lament, intensified and swelled by the
aceompanying guiters and gypsy voleces, searing higher and higher,
with an ineredible purity and sweelness that rides the cool night
wind like a celestial chorusy A sudden break . » & throbbing

long high note « « and the esong ie endedes The gypsies are instantly

wrapped in silences

Seemingly unawere, Maryanksa makes her way to & and kneels
before hime The laster, deeply shaken, can only ask in wondering
amazement, where she learned to play like that, and nods understand-
ingly, when che replies; "Didn't you know? You and I have had the
pame Masbter!®

Thet evening at the gypsy camp proves to be the first of many
meetings, as Guarnerius, touched by the crude instrument on which
she played, allows her %to play, day after day, on his last great
vielin, his perfect "Fountain™, and whether it is the soul of the
dead butterfly withing or the magle of her playing, the tone of
this violin ies 1like no othepr; and he sorrowfully dreads the hour of
parting with it to the Spanish King.

The daye pass,; jovously for Maryanka and Guarneriusy happily

unconscious of the Jealous envy of a rival maker of lesser fame,

ene Guiseppe Maligamo, who, living nesr by, watches with ever
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grewing rage the buetling activity of his great rival across the
squares Why should this Guarnerius,; spawn of the devil himself,
in spite of his professed piety, acquire this last great good
fortune? A whole quartet at once for the great Philip of Spain,
riches, fame, and the power to enslave women -- the lovely Maryanka,
gypsy or nog ever at his side, while he, Maligano, site idly in his
shopy disposing of his violihs at half their actual value, and is
years older, at that! His rage mounts daily, and is brought to a
peak by the sly suggestion of his friend and m, one Pietro
hn,dnuﬂolmm,amﬁﬁimww“‘
He suggests that if but a way could be found, in vhich to prevent
the fine CGuarnerius from completing the King's order in the allotted
time, say a sudden café brawl, with an accompenying jail-sentence
¢ then their scrore would be settleds Disgrace, ruin for Guarnerius,
and loss forever of any Sovereign's favors We leave them here,
plotting and drinking, far into the night.
The following dissolve shows us Maryanka and Guarnerius, celebrating
the completion of the third instrument, some time later. Seated
together, in a small café on the piazza, Guarnerius in high spirits,
drinking deeply from a great decanter of wine before him pays little
attention to the sudden appearance of his two rivalsy Maligano and
Amali, until with cooi insolence, the two conspirators seat them=
selves at his table, on either side of Maryanka, and begin making
love to hers
Furiously, Guarnerius orders them to leave, and when they refuse to
do soy in spite of Maryanka's pleading, as she instinctively senses
the true nature of theip actions, the Master hurls himself upon
Maligano and a fight ensues, while hie friend, Amali, slips quickly
outside, and loudly calls to gendarmese
The next scene is the following morninge Guarnerius has been thrown
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into jail, with a two-months sentence, and is hers seen frantically
pacing his cell, beseeching the jailer to release him so that he may
finish the last violin of the King's quartet on timey promising to
serve his sentence later on his return from Spain, and assuring him
of a flattering personal reward, as welle The jailor curily
refuses, reminding him that ten much wine and a hot temper have
landed him here before, and that vielins or no violins, he must
serve hies sentence.
The gypsy girl visits him, later in the day, in great distress; and
confirme his suspicions that the whole thing is & plot to bring
disgrace and ruin upon him, and that if he cannot go to his worke
shop, his workshop must come to hime The time is short, and the
last violin must be completed on times
Little by little she unfolds her plan, which is soon put inte
effecte By bribing the now sympathetic jailor, she smuggles the
tools for violin making into Guarnerius's cells The Master once
more buries himself in work, lightened only by the faithful visits
of Maryanka, bringing him more tools, food, and gay conversationes
She has come to love him with a blind,; consuming passion,
anticipating his every wish, and Guarnerius, during the long
sleepless nights of his prison life, warns himself that this must
be but a passing faneyy, that he must not admit the deep contentment
of her presence, nor the wild, answering leap of his bloed, when
she touches his hand. He has work to do, in which a wife can play
no part =- violins, adventure, and all Spain before hims IHg must
put this girl out of his heart « « and yot « « »
Weeks pass, the happlest he has ever knownj Guarnerius has been
released from prison, thq last violin completed, and CGparnerius is
about to set forth on his lehg journey to Spain. His preparations
completed, he seeks Maryanka at their meetingplace teo bid her
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fTarewall, and finds a pitiful note instead,; pleading that she could
not endure a final parting,; that their caravan leeaves shortly for
Spain; and beseeches him %o be true to their love; unavowed though
it has beeny, and that one day they will meet againe
Guarnerius, with his two apprentices and four Spanish soldiers to
protect him from highwaymen, are next seen rambling over the rough
highway on their way te the Spanish capltol, his massive coach
piled high with luggage and precious violinse They are within a
few days,; now; of their destination, and Guarnerius is thinking
that Mapyanka, t00, must have paseed this way, and that surely
they will find one another before many days have passed and will
again know happiness togethere
Twe days later; the lumbering coach ie shown rumbling up before a
pieturesque Spanish Inne It is dusk, and the late Uctober nights
are colde The travellers, weary and stiff; note the austere beauty
of the Spanish countryside, contrasting ¢o sharply with the warm
twinkling lights and shouts of gay laughter coming from the friendly
m&

The innekeeper, large; round-faced and jolly; bids them welcomey in
his booming voice; and we next see the litile company gratefully
wvarning themselves before the open fire,; sc large that a calf may
be seen, revolving slowly on an iron spit; sizzling appetizingly
and sending out enticing odors to the hungry travellerss Ihe
gossippy innekeeper, convinced by the haughty mien of Guarnerius,
and the number of his attendants; that this last guest must be of
noble birth, confides that a great good fortune has come to his
humble inn, and that 4if Guarnerius accepts; he shall be invited to
sup this night with one of the greatest ladles in all Spain, as
well as the one most famed for he# beaunty, none other than the

Hamtaadolkodm.’ who §s sscerted by bér serv oman, and a
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handeome Spanish captain of the guards with four soldlerse
Guernerius, however, is thinking sadly of Maryenka, and makes a
guick toilette, unimpressed by fellow travellers of such high ranky

%ndaly refusing the invitation of the great lady %o sup with her
company, he dines early and gees for a long walk, insteadj,
returning only when he supposes they must all have retired for the
night.

Ag he pauses before & window, on his return; he stops abruptly and
staree in sharp amazement at the figure reclining in a great chair
before the open fire, a glorious blonde wman with the face of a
madonne and of unbelievable loveliness and gracey smiling lazily
into the eyes of a haughty young nobleman al her feets
Guarnerius enters, his eyes on her face. She turns -~ their eyes
meet ==~ he bowss She, sensing that this nmust be the traveller who
dared refuse her invitation to supper,; returns his bow coldly, but
@uarnerius is handsome, with a strange attraction she has never met
before, and Carlos, with his everlasting protestations of love is
beginning to bore hers For weeks he has proved a most amusing
lover, but now =~ After all, she will doon be back with her old
husband, tiresome and stupid, although he is the Xing's Minister and
one of the greatest grandees in Spaine All thie passes through
nor mind as she watches the interesting stranger through her long
lashes. It is not long before it is Guarnerius, instead of Carlos,
who is sitting at her feet, her fascinatiop proving so great that
the emotional Italian ie sweph completely awayy 3
Haryanka, his vielins, Cremona, and even his religion, being
temporarily forgotten in his sudden passion for this golden woman
before hime
S¢ engrossed are they that neither notices ag\'\ OJJ;\,& the window
near thems It is ¥aryanke,; en route to the Spanish capitel with
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the gypsy caravan, camped but a short distance from the Inn. She
has been watching the highway daily for the coach of Guarneriuse
Haunting the Inn, to the fury of the gypsy band, word comes to her
at last that he has arrived, and reaching the Inn late that
evening, she is in time to witness the above scene. Joy turns to
shocked despair, as she senses the state of affairs at a glancej she
watches, with death ij her heart, while Guarnerius brings his
precious instruments from his room ‘adaoiaing the one in which they
are sitting, notes the veiled indifference in the eyes of the
Marchesa, and shortly afterward, hears the lady invite Guarnerius
to travel the remaining distance in her splendid couch, hinting at
many happy hours tegcthe? in Madrid.

They are abruptly interrupted by the furiously jealous Carlos, and
Guarnerius, pretending fatigue, begs permisslion to retire == but
not to his room, as they suppose, but o a{eurtained recess under
the stairs where he watches the tableau before him,; undetected.
Carios upbraids the silent woman before him, and as she shrugs
indifferently to his pleadingss begs her to remember ’the happy
hours they have had together, the song he has compoé&d for here
Then, seeing her eyes grow softer; he begins to sing, in his
beautiful tenor voice, their song ¢ « This Love I Bear o« ¢ o while
Maryanka, watching from her post outside, ponders a way to bring
Guarnerius back to her, and apprise him of the fact that she is
there. - &
Silently, she steals into she Inn, slips into the Master's room,
unobserved, and out again, with the beautiful Fountain and bow
under her arme Once more she takes up her post beneath the
window and softly begins to play, dimke her first song of love and
longing, the song commemorating their first hours together, and
their last. '

(Here, the tenor solo of Carlos must be so orchestrated that it
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merges into a duet with Maryanka's song, though two totally
different pieces of musie, giving the mdtonco to understand that

thuo)tn are seeking to bring their bolovcds back to them, through
songe

Ag the last note dies away, and Guarnerius makes no sign that he
has heard, the gypsy girl silently replaces the violin, slips
back, out into the chadows once more, and is swallowed up in the
nighte :

The following scene is one showing Guarnerius, the Marquesa and
Carlos, in the lady's coach, nearing Madride The Hadter and his
lady are gay and obviously wrapped up in one mﬁher, while Carlos
fmoninhi.comer.oo'¥ '
The next dissolve shows the arrival of Guarn‘e:‘iﬁi at the palace of
the King, luehpmpandemnyutho%nmlcmil ,
ushered into the courtroom, roneuabquﬁﬂnzapwmzm
carrying the magnificent violinge - "

B
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He receiles a
gracious welcome and gaine courage at the sight of hié Spaniech

lady smiling proudly down at him from her seat near the royal .
couples To Guarnerius'e amazement, the King suggests his accepting
an amount lower than the sum agreed uponi the King argues that his
court violinist is 111, amd cannot try the violins to the court'e
patisfaction, and that he will be unable to tell the true worth of
the instrumentse The matter is argued before the entire court =-
hptly, by Guarnerius, aes the injustice of it dawns upon hime To
the great amusement éf the oourtioro., who whisper among themselves
in delifhted amazement that this italian maker shows not only
courage but a ready wit, and that, dressed properly, would have a
moat fascinating appearancey Gharnerius notes the smiling faces
around him and the amused eye of the King, and brings the argument
to an abrupt close by asking one more audience, stating that he,
Guarnerius has a far more worthy artist to play his gréat violins,
than the court musician, and that by tomorrow night he will have her
at the palace;, so that all may hear and judge for themselvese.

The fol}zving scenes are of Guarnerius tr\a.ntically searching for
Maryanka in the gypey camps on the outskbts of the citye He finds
her at last, and finally induces her %o iccompany him, so that she
may be made presentable to play before their Majestiese

Just before being summoned to play, standing in a small room off
the co urt, in a mapgnificent ooo}umg’ of gypey design, Maryanka id
startled by the appearance of the ﬁeautiful Spanish wpman, who warns
her of her peril #f she does not leave the palace at once and cut
herself off from CGuarnerius forever. Aware of Guarnerius's deep
feeling for the gypsy girl, she has become intensely jealous, and
warng Maryahka that she will Suffer death if she does not leave as

oncee Maryanka proudly defies her, and warns her that she knowse
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all about her affair with Carles, and of other affairs which
might prove most interesting to the old Marquisy Ber husbande
Ag the blonde wopan fhriously withdrawsy Maryanks #s summoned
and begins to play before the King and assembled court. She
plays as never before, and as she plags, notes that Suarnerius
has eyes for her alone.
in the midet of her triumph, she meete the sinister, threatening
eye of her godden rival;, who surreptitiously makes a threstening
gesture toward herself and Guarneriuse. At the end of her first
number, Maryanka coolly takes up the beautiful Fountain, once
more, and this time plays Carlos's love-song, turning straight ®
the hoblewoman, who stands pale and visibly moved beside her
elderly husbande The love-song is the one that Carlos had sung
that night, ot the Inn, and Maryanka plays it as a direct threst,
her eyes never leaving the beautiful pallid face in front of her.
Then the wild gypéy Chardash, and then the concert is ended,y and
she cubtseys in gypsy fashion before Their Majespies and the
courte
The King is completely charmed and overwhelmed by tﬁfdbﬁiiiﬁigk
this girl, and announceg that he; Guarnerius, shall be paid twice
the ammount than the original sum agreed. In the midst of the
tumult and confusuion, Guarnepius and Maryanka seek to steal
away alone together; but are waylaid and confronted at a side
entrance by the enfuriated Carlos, who sesks to kill them both,
vowing that, be$keen themy they have brought déshonor to
himself and the woman he lovese
In the duel which follows, Carlos is killed, and Guarnerius must
fly for his life. Maryanaks, heartbrpkenly provides the horse
and provisions for his flight, from the gypsy camp, and after a

tragic scene, tales the magnoficent Fountain , and plays her
farewell to hime He must go aloney and the last dicsolwe shows



m |l
her high on a hill, in the bright moonlight, lighting his way
with their soig, 2 promise that they shall meet again, either
in this world or besyond.



