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The jester had a beautiful daughter whom he loved above all
else. Her name was Gilda. Having lost her mother, she lived with

a governess called Giovanna, away from the Duke’s court with its

countless unscrupulous suitors and fickle friends.
Up to now, we have known Rigoletto as a clown who pushed

his jokes too far (haven’t you ever heard the saying “the shortest
jokes are the best”?). Yet, with Gilda, he was a

tender and caring father
who sought to protect her.
Every time he came
back home he
took Gilda in
his arms and
told her
such
loving
words as
“daughter
of mine,
you are the
only treasure
I have here
on earth”.
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At the Palace, a party
was being held, as was often
the case. The halls were full

of gentlemen and ladies, all of
them dressed in splendid garments.
Background music came from some
distant room. And here is the Duke,
elegant and handsome, yet wearing a

smile that says: “Don’t trust me”!
Women were his one and only interest; he was,
so to say, a ladies’ man who missed no occasion to flirt with
the most desirable ones. This evening too, the Duke was
using all his charm to seduce the Countess of Ceprano.






OEBPS/images/ebook_page_image_53885_11.jpg





OEBPS/images/ebook_page_image_53885_4.jpg
Brief note by the translator

Setting out to translate this beautifully written and lovely illustrated children’s
adaptation of Rigoletto | thought it useful to step once again into the world of Verdi’s music
by listening to the full opera. Later that day, as | was driving my five-year-old son and three-
year-old daughter home, | found myself humming its most famous aria: “La donna & mobile
qual piuma al vento...” (women are as fickle as weathers in the wind). As is often the case
when a new song reaches their ears, they immediately stopped talking to each other and
listened attentively. The elder then came up with this question: “Mummy, why was that
woman standing still as feathers swirled around her in the wind?”. He did not ask: “What
do these words mean?”; no, he wanted to learn the story of that woman. And, aside from
mishearing “immobile” for “mobile”, his making sense of the unfamiliar string of words
entailed seeing beauty even where there is none.

This injection of poetry into everyday life, that children so spontaneously perform, is the
gift that some adults —among them great composers such as Verdi — make to humankind. In
his preface to the original Italian text, Enrico Girardi poignantly writes: “Music, like no other
art, is able to ‘give a name’ to feelings. Without Verdi, without Wagner, without Mozart, it
would be more difficult to know about love and hate, about anger, tenderness, sadness,
wickedness, goodness, and so on. [..] When someone, be they children, young people or
adults, discovers that Verdi, Wagner and Mozart [...] speak directly to their heart and intellect
they fall in love with their universe, which begins to be perceived not as a distant museum-
like place, but rather as a place where to see one’s own reflected image and gain insight into
the self and the world”.

Clearly espousing this high vision of opera, the text’s author, Carlo Scheggia, while
keeping faithful to the original libretto, has successfully toned down the bleaker and cruder
aspects of the story, magnifying its fairy-tale elements and, above all, the noble feelings of
selfless love and sacrifice. The young readers of this English version will hopefully find the
same respectful, delicate, and poetic touch.

Raffaela Merlini
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e are in the beautiful city
of Mantua, many, in fact, A
many many years ago — four /
hundred or so. At that time, every city was ¥
ruled by a rich and mighty lord.
In Mantua there was a Duke;
a powerful but nasty man, who only cared

about having fun and had no concern for

his citizens. The Palace where he lived was a
princely house with huge rooms, glittering
doors, magnificent chandeliers, shiny
furniture, and a host of people ready to serve

him at any moment.
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Gilda had already been noticed by the wicked Duke.

To court her he feigned being a poor student, introducing
himself as Gualtiero Maldé. One night, with the complicity
of Giovanna, he managed to sneak into Gilda’s house,
and thé two exchanged sweet words pledging ever-

‘iasting love to each other. All of a sudden, a noise
of footsteps came from the street. Some

masked and armed courtiers
were approaching. Their mischievous
plot was the following: abducting
Gilda to spite Rigoletto. Unaware
of both their plan and identity,

the Duke ran away.

e 'y;iﬁereﬂt ey hid her.
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e

Having come this far in the story, we must now introduce the
main character; quite a different person from the Duke.
His name is Rigoletto, a rather short and unattractive

man with a hunchback. He was the court jester.

At that time, all the Kings had one at court. The jester —also
called fool — had the task to amuse them, making them laugh with
tricks, tales and jokes. Yet Rigoletto, a scoundrel like his master, went
far beyond playing tricks.

He was at times harsh and mean with everyone, as he would do
anything to please the Duke. To those who cried for vengeance he
boldly replied: “No one will dare touch a favourite of the Duke”.

The Duke was so powerful that no one would have harmed
Rigoletto. The might of his master reassured him, since people
fear the mighty ones. But one day, tired of the way the Duke and
Rigoletto behaved, @ gentleman called Monterone
cast a cUrse: “May both of you be cursed!”.

From that very moment, Rigoletto was no longer the same, so
much had these words shaken him.
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Feeling satisfied, Rigoletto headed towards the river, when he

suddenly heard in the distance a most familiar refrain:

_» MO0
L ke o2 b'/eﬁ’e,,_"

It was probably an illusion, yet that sounded just like the

Duke’s voice.

How could it be?

He hastily opened the sack and found out the horrible truth:
inside, there lay Gilda, wounded by Sparafucile. “Oh, my
daughter, who struck you?” — he asked. But Gilda was speaking
only about her love for the Duke. Rigoletto understood that the
cUrse had come to pass. As he held her tightly in his arms, Gilda
bid him farewell for the last time with these words: “Oh, my

father, in heaven above, near my mother... I shall pray for you

evermore”.
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In the sky the Moon was hiding from view, as a storm was
brewing. Sparafucile went again inside the tavern, led the
Duke to his room, and told his sister Maddalena that he had been
paid to kill the man. The woman asked Sparafucile tosavethe
Duke’s life as she herself had been won over by his charm. She then
came up with this plan: killing the next person that would enter the
tavern, putting them in a sack, and deceiving Rigoletto into believing
that it was the Duke’s body.

The cUrse cast on Rigoletto was definitely coming to pass.
Instead of going home as her father had instructed her to do,

Gilda had stood close by, thus overhearing Maddalena’s plan. Even
though the Duke had been ungrateful to her, she did not want him

to die. Gilda’s love for the man was so strong that she decided

to disguise herself as a beggar and enter the tavern
before anyone else. She knocked on the door,as Sparafucile
positioned himself behind it. Gilda rushed inside... and all was
wrapped in darkness and silence.

At midnight, as the storm was abating, Rigoletto went back
to the tavern to check that his request had been met. He gave
Sparafucile the money and took the sack in which he thought
he would find the Duke.
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CarLo ScHeGalA. Father of Valerio, married to Federica, he is a journalist working for

Esserci comunicazione. Born and bred in Macerata, he loves opera and the art of illustration.

Cecua TamBURNL She has always been passionately fond of colours, materials, and
painting. She lives in Recanati where she works as an illustrator. She dedicates this book
to her father.

RarraetA Meruni. Married to Gianluca, and mother of Matteo and Roberta, she studies
the way people talk to each other. Ever since she was a child, she has loved building bridges

with words.
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As she stared in disbelief, Gilda
realized that the Duke was truly a
dishonest man. And yet she was no less
in love with him. Rigoletto bid her go
back home, now that she had seen what

kind of man the Duke was.
So Gilda left.

Once on his own, the jester
plotted his revenge on the

Duke; he approached the fearsome
Sparafucile
and asked him to kill his
master that very night,
in exchange for twenty
silver coins.

Meanwhile, inside the tavern, the
Duke was flirting with Maddalena,
declaring his love to her, just as he did
with all women.
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And the cUrse, do you remember it? It seemed to be coming
to pass. The following day, Rigoletto, like a hound dog, went back to
the Palace hunting for traces of her child. As the courtiers who had
abducted her were talking to each other, the jester understood that
Gilda was somewhere nearby, and his search turned into a breathless

chase. As the villains barred his way in all directions Rigoletto

tried to fight as hard as he could, until he gave up,
exhausted. He burst out weeping and crying:

“My lords, give me back my daughter. Have pity on me! She is
everything to me”. To Rigoletto his child was the most precious
treasure anyone could possess; he could not live without her.

Finally Gilda ran out of a room and threw herself into her
father’s arms. She told him that she had met a poor student and had
fallen in love with him. Only later had she discovered that the young
man was in fact the Duke of Mantua. Rigoletto explained to her that
the Duke was up to all sorts of mischief and would never have loved
her. But Gilda was in love with him and did not want to believe his
father’s words.
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He asked for a bottle of wine and

a roqrr'lforthe'night.Spa rafucile
struck the ceiling twice with the pommel
of his long sword.

At that signal, a young woman — his
sister Maddalena — came down the stairs,
- dressed as a gypsy, ready to be courted
~ by the Duke.
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So, knowing full well all of his master’s weaknesses, Rigoletto
decided to take Gilda to a place where the Duke used to hang out,
that is the tavern of Sparafucile —ahenchman whose name

alone gave one the creeps. The two pEEPEd through a

crack in the wall and, as expected, there entered the Duke
of Mantua, elegantly dressed, singing overiand over the same song |
going: “Women are as fickle as weathers in the wind”.
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