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To all the people who live into myself, 
sometimes appearing at my surface and  

so being visible. 
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Judy and the waves 
Too many scenes in one act and fragments 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

freely inspired to The waves, by Virginia Woolf 
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I know almost nothing about Virginia Woolf, 
except what my idleness and my scarce preparation 
allowed me to know: I read only some of her works 
and a few lines of biography. 
 

I know about Virginia Bernard, Rhoda, Louis, 
Susan, Jinny, Neville and I think that designing these 
characters she described herself. I think also that she 
felt above all Rhoda but that she wanted to be 
Bernard. Anyway all these six characters together 
constitute as many facetings, as many waves of her 
soul. 
 

Surely Bernard, Rhoda, Louis, Susan, Jinny 
and Neville now are also inside myself, together with 
all the other people of which I consist. 
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 Alia 
 
Now the mirror throws makeup undone 
of a clown forced thus by the fate  
 
this old bag of flesh blinds, masks and hides 
a crowd deep inside me that is waiting 
 
I see my mirror: it throws makeup  
undone of a clown forced by fate  
 
this old bag of flesh blinds, masks and hides 
a crowd deep inside me that is waiting 
 

                          Judy Barton, May 2005 
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1. Prologue  
 
(It’s absolutely dark. Music: Stravinsky’s The king of the 
stars. 
Night, dark; some stars begin to glitter: they are blue, cold. 
Starry sky, cold, above the straight line of the distant 
horizon of the sea. 
Orion. 
Zoom on the Orion's belt: pictures of nebulae and 
galaxies, the birth of the stars. 
This is not the Genesis but the beginning of an empty and 
cold universe, defined by a pagan right on the music of an 
apocalypse. 
Now all is going on; it starts. 
Again the starry sky: Sirius, Orion.) 
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(A strip of blue, more and more clear, is formed above the 
horizon, a prelude to the dawn.) 
 
(Silence. In the heaven, now less dark but always with 
azure-blue colours, appears a narrow band, at first blue-
green and then yellow. 
We start to see the dark amplitude of the sea. 
Waves of white foam coming towards the audience. 
Can be seen the silhouette of a woman in long white 
dress, a sort of tunic girded just below the breast by a 
ribbon, barefoot, hair tied, lying on his back toward the 
horizon, with the knees bent.) 
 
Voice over: Gradually the dark bar on the horizon 
became clear as if the sediment in an old wine-bottle had 
sunk and left the glass green. Behind it, too, the sky 
cleared as if the white sediment there had sunk, or as if 
the arm of a woman couched beneath the horizon had 
raised a lamp and flat bars of white, green and yellow 
spread across the sky like the blades of a fan … 
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The dawn rises with scattered light and the woman now 
can be seen more clearly. She slowly lifts a lamp from 
which suddenly arise and radiate yellow, white and green 
rays. The waves breaking on the beach: we can hear their 
roar. 
 
 
 
 
Virginia 
(Virginia reads: she is a black silhouette against the light) 
 
As at school (and I was still my morning) 
my skin is like a brown serge's bag 
that my wrong body holds and hides too. 
Now the night is a weight and me swallows 
 
My thoughts are as some billows that slowly 
are abused on the reefs by the backwash. 
The waves are inside me restlessness, 
anxiety of each myself and tears. 
 
There is more than a people in me 
and they fight so my whole one is lost. 
There, an empty horizon disturbs 
without trees or poles my mind, completely 
 
  

November, 22nd 2012 
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2. Facetings 
 
Voice over : My book will certainly run to many volumes, 
embracing every known variety of man and woman.  I fill 
my mind with whatever happens to be the contents of a 
room or a railway carriage as one fills a fountain-pen in an 
inkpot…Was there no sword, nothing with which to batter 
down these walls, this protection, this begetting of children 
and living behind 
curtains, and becoming daily more involved and 
committed, with books and pictures?  Better burn one's life 
out like Louis, desiring perfection; or like Rhoda leave us, 
flying past us to the desert; or choose one out of millions 
and one only like Neville; better be like Susan and love 
and hate the heat of the sun or the frost-bitten grass; or be 
like Jinny, honest, an animal.  All had their rapture; their 
common feeling with death; something that 
stood them in stead…(Bernard) 
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I. Bernard 
(On a sandy beach in the early morning. Bernard, in brown 
dress, with his hair blowing in the wind, slowly walks on 
the shore without wetting his shoes, his hands clasped 
behind his back) 
 
Colours are my words in any phrases 
of the novels that I live and make, 
that I mistake with me, with my life 
and the love, with my son and the death 
 
I see a woman who higher suspends 
a lamp seeking details in the waves 
to reflect her and be many girls: 
the sunrise lights the sea and it's huge 
 
Shoreline which brings down and removes 
with the dull pulse of a boring rhythm 
that no one cares, that is as the view 
of who is a word and empty embrace 
 
 

December, 2nd 2010 
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II. Rhoda 
 
(In the dark and dirty alley, dotted with puddles, of a 
deserted town, in the evening. Rhoda is walking nervous, 
cautious, jerky, bowing her head. Her hairs are curly and 
uncombed. The dress is dirty cream. Into one of the 
puddles we can see pure white rose petals floating) 
 
Hurts so much the crowd when looks at me 
showing how I’m unfit in the world. 
Naked as poor meat on the shop hooks 
I distil my uneasy distress 
 
From the blaze of the dawn till the night 
on my sea the sunshine brightens down. 
I am just like a puddle away 
water where there’s no swallows to fly 
 
White boats I manage and it’s a dream 
as big as only a cup, the waves are 
generated by my own small steps 
in the garden where lonesome I walk 
 
   

December, 5th 2012 
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III. Louis 
 
(He is in the City, at dusk evening, and he is flawless, like 
the Magritte’s man with the bowler. He walks hastily, 
carrying a leather bag. When the line 9 is reading, we can 
see the harbour mist on the horizon and then everything 
fades into confused and gray fog) 
 
I add up moments and all my sheets, 
with my signature written today 
in the office, the shrine to The Rule. 
Only at the evening I poets regret 
 
Yet I dream to be night and both languor 
in the harbour fog and also emotion. 
I am light and too reason and firmness; 
in the sun there’s no woman, but law 
 
My sea made me quite different: dad 
an Australian bank’s language taught me 
so my accent betrays me as a stranger. 
No bizarre wave mixes up my still sea 
 
   

December, 10th 2012 



 23



 24

 

IV. Susan 
 
(In a countryside. Susan is blonde, with long and straight 
hair. Her eyes are keen and green. She wears a blue 
dress and walks in an orchard with a stick, surrounded by 
five children. Then the scene changes and Susan is alone, 
without a stick, in a black forest of beeches. She sees as 
in a dream a hedge soaked by the sunlight and, behind it, 
there is Louis, on the ground, prone. Susan see Jinny who 
comes over him and kisses him on his neck) 
 
Never sleeps a wild beast in my eyes 
nor quiets down. I’m the dirt, 
the beech roots and those gaps in the hedge 
where she kissed you and my fury raised. 
 
Primal girl, I a cradle surround 
of rough, feral instinct of mom. 
I’m the daughter who daughters defends 
in the sunlight or by night, anyway 
 
I do not have a sea and my wave 
is immediate drive, it is the strength 
of frost moors, of the shadow that crouches 
among quivering woods of old trees 
 
 

December, 11st 2012 
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V. Jinny 
 
(She is a beautiful girl, with red lips, wearing a bright red 
dress woven with gold thread. She is in a beautiful garden 
and takes off his shoes, red. Bringing her shoes with her 
hands, she goes near an edge, beyond which we discern 
Louis. Jinny moves away from the scene barefoot, 
dancing on the green and bright grass) 
 
I go shoeless enjoying the grass rustling 
and like enter the freshness of woods, 
of my alcoves where I raise my senses  
while I wait knowing you'll be sure here 
 
I’m the flame of the sunrise and wake up 
both the world and the yearnings; I remember 
you in the hedge shadows, hidden and alone 
I remember my kiss on your nape 
 
I’m the wave that the waves propagates: 
all around the sea pulses concentric. 
I look at you with my body’s eyes, 
proud and female: at this signal you yield 
 
 

December, 15th 2012 
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VI. Neville 
 
(He wears a tweed, sporty yet very elegant dress, with a 
cap. Jacket, vest, tie, knickerbockers, leather boots. He 
walks in a barren, sandy desert until he arrives to the top 
of a white cliff. Below, far away, the sea is flat and still. A 
saddled, rider less horse crosses galloping the beach) 
 
I’m a ground when the love cannot grow 
land of passion repressed, contracted 
I’m a breath away fallen and lost 
as a king from his horse, there in India 
 
Sunlight drenches the willow, the river 
it’s sweet passion and greedy interest. 
I dig up dry fields and obscene matters 
with exact words and sizes. I playact 
 
I hate people with goings and comings 
as my thoughts movements and the sea ones 
my beach is a cliff without affection. 
Soil and sea are combined compounds 
 
 
  January, 3rd 2013 
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3. The death 
 
Voice over: 'He is dead,' said Neville.  'He fell.  His horse 
tripped.  He was thrown.  The sails of the world have 
swung round and caught me on the head.  All is over.  The 
lights of the world have gone out. There stands the tree 
which I cannot pass.” 

(...) 
 

“I will not lift my foot to climb the stair.  I will stand for one 
moment beneath the immitigable tree, alone with the man 
whose throat is cut, while downstairs the cook shoves in 
and out the dampers.  I will not climb the stair.  We are 
doomed, all of us. Women shuffle past with shopping-
bags.  People keep on passing. Yet you shall not destroy 
me.  For this moment, this one moment, we are together.  
I press you to me.  Come, pain, feed on me.  Bury your 
fangs in my flesh.  Tear me asunder.  I sob, I sob.” 
 

(…) 
 
“Such is the incomprehensible combination,” said Bernard, 
“such is the complexity of things, that as I descend the 
staircase I do not know which is sorrow, which joy.  My 
son is born; Percival is dead. I am upheld by pillars, 
shored up on either side by stark emotions; 
but which is sorrow, which is joy?  I ask, and do not know, 
only that I need silence, and to be alone and to go out, 
and to save one hour to consider what has happened to 
my world, what death has done to my world.” 
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Percival 
 
(A ghost in red dress, with saber and pistol, an English 
knight without horse, standing alone, sad. His uniform is 
dirty by sand) 
 
Without honour nor battle I fell down 
on the India’s ground and there my horse 
got soon free from me, useless weight 
and now gallops off at his full speed 
 
What are you looking for, Neville, where 
do you look? I’m the best as you told to me but 
the death left you alive in the world 
and caught me: that’s a game, that’s a joke or a cheat 
 
There is no beach for me, there’s no wave: 
only sand and dust dirty my jacket. 
There’s no woman that bring in the dawn 
its light. Now I can hear no more surf nor breaths 
 
 

October, 7th 2014 
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4. I close my book 
 
I. The mirror 
 
(Bernard sits alone in a restaurant. It is night. In front of 
him, at his table, there is an empty chair and the remains 
of a meal consumed by other people. Near the table, a 
mirror reflects the face of Virginia in the Bernard’s clothes. 
Judy is there, mute spectator of the scene; she is standing 
and still, in a corner) 
 
Voice over: “To be myself (I note) I need the illumination 
of other people's eyes, and therefore cannot be entirely 
sure what is my self.  The authentics, like Louis, like 
Rhoda, exist most completely in solitude.  They resent 
illumination, reduplication.  They toss their pictures once 
painted face downward on the field.  On Louis' words the 
ice is packed thick.  His words issue pressed, condensed, 
enduring. (…) To speak of knowledge is futile. All is 
experiment and adventure.  We are for ever mixing 
ourselves with unknown quantities.  What is to come?  I 
know not.  But as I put down my glass I remember: I am 
engaged to be married.  I am to dine with my friends 
tonight.  I am Bernard, myself.” 
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(The frame zooms in on the mirror and the character in it: she 
plays. The last stanza is red in unison by all the six main 
characters) 
 
I'm the puppets’ crowd, I’m full of people 
and I feel it that lives in myself 
I drown sorrows in me, I drown mirages 
of whom I feel could be, of who lacks 
 
Into the heart is reflected the wave 
of each day of my time, of the dawn 
leading us to the sunset: it’s a glass 
that refracts the ego in colours and lights 
 
I’m concentric love, I am a fool 
effort to be an abstract existence, 
as an absolute hope, as a blossom 
that does not find its right but a tear 
 
I feel me done by every sea, 
by each life when it autumn distils, 
by the dawns that hint at the next day  
and by the days, all strained forward 
 
Water sea, deep sapphire, or made by 
green grass and all the life of the country 
or man sea: wider mystery that  
life reveals, life perturbs, life can stop 
 
I'm the puppets’ crowd, I’m full of people 
and I feel it that lives in myself 
I drown sorrows in me, I drown mirages 
of whom I feel could be, of who lacks 
 

  October, 30th 2014 



 37



 38

(The same scene, but zooming out. Bernard is talking to 
an absent dinner guest) 
 
 
Voice over: My book, stuffed with phrases, has dropped 
to the floor.  It lies under the table, to be swept up by the 
charwoman when she comes wearily ...  What is the 
phrase for the moon?  And the phrase for love?  By what 
name are we to call death?  I do not know.  I need a little 
language such as lovers use, words of one syllable such 
as children speak (…) I need a howl; a cry.  When the 
storm crosses the marsh and sweeps over me where I lie 
in the ditch unregarded I need no words.  Nothing neat.  
Nothing that comes down with all its feet on the floor.  
None of those resonances and lovely echoes that break 
and chime from nerve to nerve in our breasts, making wild 
music, false phrases.  I have done with phrases. (Bernard) 
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II. You , or I need a cry! 
 
 
Thus soon comes the end of this my autumn, 
oh thou, stranger, who hear me so tired, 
thou that once there were but now are lost, 
thou Absence, diner and regret, thou the Death 
 
Large the sea overhangs all the sand 
swallows it and takes us, everybody, 
so the calm of a cold and dead wreck 
invades me in the night while I sleep 
 
Both my friends and the stories I wrote 
now are lost or just dead: I become 
myself novel, loosing me in the nothing I grab 
when the day turns into remembrance 
 
This my weakness which easily wins 
like a tired song over the twist  
of a violin that tears its own spasms 
draws me now close to my utmost flow 
 
The calm, discrete substance of that water 
suffocates quite that scream that I am: 
it lames me, it limes me while I am 
like a stone that drags stones to the bottom 
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Thou, the Unknown, which exist in the fire 
of the Jinny eyes and in the wave 
which removes any calm, in the jump 
of the horse, in the gold of the sunshine 
 
In the restless need of Rhoda and Louis, 
in the regret of Neville, 
in the firmer breath of Susan and 
into me, Thou are that cry which everything needs 
 
Not be hid beyond this bad world fate: 
see my flame: it’s in need and the woman 
drops his arm and each light goes away. 
Without a greater Love I find hard  
to survive 
 
   
 
 

October, 7th 2014 
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5. Epilogue 
 
(Back to the beginning scene, but there is not the woman 
nor other characters; it is the beginning of the sunset) 
 
Voice over:  There at the door by the Inn, our meeting-
place, they are already standing--Susan, Louis, Rhoda, 
Jinny and Neville.  They have come together already.  In a 
moment, when I have joined them, another arrangement 
will form, another pattern.  What now runs to waste, 
forming scenes profusely, will be checked, stated.  I am 
reluctant to suffer that compulsion.  Already at fifty yards 
distance I feel the order of my being changed.  The tug of 
the magnet of their society tells upon me.  I come nearer.  
They do not see me.  Now Rhoda sees me, but she 
pretends, with her horror of the shock of meeting, that I am 
a stranger.  Now Neville turns.  Suddenly, raising my 
hand, saluting Neville I cry, "I too have pressed flowers 
between the pages of Shakespeare's sonnets," and am 
churned up.  My little boat bobs unsteadily upon the 
chopped and tossing waves.  There is no panacea (let me 
note) against the shock of meeting. (Bernard) 
 
(the same scene, but now with the prologue woman, which 
is old and tired. She stands on the shoreline and turns 
herself toward the sea. She walks in the sea, very slowly, 
and submerges. The light fades. The visual widens and 
we can see the six characters walking to different 
directions. Only Rhoda and Louis are neighbours, and 
they walk hand in hand) 
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The arm is tired, now that woman is yawning, 
she retracts, she contracts herself further 
where the horizon falls in the sea  
so the sun that she holds is down. Falters. 
 
All we waited for life and the meeting 
with him, fulcrum of all our hopes, 
but the door opened up just to and only 
a farewell, a prelude to the death 
 
We, a delicate flower, six petals: 
three are sank in the ground whereas 

    dreaming are the others 
but all at night remorse, 
waves and faces of her who drew us so 
 
Rhoda and Louis, Susan, Bernard and Jinny 
and Neville and his Percival, spectrum. 
Dropwise life distils and also squeezes 
any lost moment that time can thin 
 
 
  January, 8th 2013 
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6. Judy and the waves 
 
(Night, in a flat deserted beach. The sand is crossed by a 
confused and trembling image: the spectrum of an English 
knight, red dressed, on the same rider less horse already 
seen before.) 
 
(on the boards of the stage, bare, under a spotlight, there 
is me, Judy, a girl dressing jeans, white blouse, dark blue 
jacket, awkward, simple, with black ballerina shoes, 
standing up. She has black, short, smooth, bob cut hair. 
While she talks, at the sixth stanza, one by one, in silence, 
the six characters go on the stage, coming from the 
audience, and sit down surrounding her. At the end of the 
poetry, the rider less horse crosses the stage behind her 
without hooves noise) 

 
Voice over: “As I fold up my frock and my chemise,” said 
Rhoda, “so I put off my hopeless desire to be Susan, to be 
Jinny.  But I will stretch my toes so that they touch the rail 
at the end of the bed; I will assure myself, touching the 
rail, of something hard.  Now I cannot sink; cannot 
altogether fall through the thin sheet now.  Now I spread 
my body on this frail mattress and hang suspended.  I am 
above the earth now.  I am no longer upright, to be 
knocked against and damaged. All is soft, and bending.  
Walls and cupboards whiten and bend their yellow 
squares on top of which a pale glass gleams. Out of me 
now my mind can pour.  I can think of my Armadas sailing 
on the high waves. 
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I am relieved of hard contacts and collisions. I sail on 
alone under the white cliffs.  Oh, but I sink, I fall! That is 
the corner of the cupboard; that is the nursery looking-
glass.  But they stretch, they elongate.  I sink down on the 
black plumes of sleep; its thick wings are pressed to my 
eyes. Travelling through darkness I see the stretched 
flower-beds, and Mrs Constable runs from behind the 
corner of the pampas-grass to say my aunt has come to 
fetch me in a carriage.  I mount; I escape; I rise on spring-
heeled boots over the tree-tops.  But I am now fallen into 
the carriage at the hall door, where she sits nodding 
yellow plumes with eyes hard like glazed marbles.  Oh, to 
awake from dreaming!  Look, there is the chest of 
drawers.  Let me pull myself out of these waters.  But they 
heap themselves on me; they sweep me between their 
great shoulders; I am turned; I am tumbled; I am 
stretched, among these long lights, these long waves, 
these endless paths, with people pursuing, pursuing.” 
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I. The waves 
 
Woman saw woman in the sunrise 
in the rise of the light at the morning 
Woman saw in the sea the wave widens 
and deep into herself all the waves mixed 
 
I feel me inside her, I feel strongly 
her inside me and find myself into 
every face of her character painted 
and in her sun, her sea and her waves ... 
 
A lot of second lives I go across 
I am everyone and both none. 
I cling to the usual thing, I don’t look 
at my destiny while my time runs 
 
Behind all my words I hide myself 
showing me 
only to my love or to far fellows. 
Many people compressed I am: 
they all are into my heart and womb 
 
When I safe and undressed I lie 
in the night and to a maiden I fit 
what I feel, who I am, what I wish, 
then I see my soul nude as well me 
 
 
 



 51



 52

 
I enjoy the pale winter sun warmth: 
on the wall my limbs cramped I spread 
whilst my soul is vibrating and checks 
of each mask its reflections and waves 
 
Everyone I would be at the same time, 
all those which my skin usual surrounds; 
I would take beauty from each my mask 
as a crystal reveal me and enjoy 
 
The shore breaks any rush 
while the light faints into the time.  
Jinny grows old, perhaps 
Louis is mourning that kiss in the edge. 
Rhoda dies; never close any phrases 
Bernard. Neville stops 
all his words. 
Susan tired looks at her old hands. 
 
What has been is befallen, still stays 
only a question: why so much? 
 

 
 
January, 28th 2013 



 53

 



 54

 
Voice over: And in me too the wave rises.  It swells; it 
arches its back.  I am aware once more of a new desire, 
something rising beneath me like the proud horse whose 
rider first spurs and then pulls him back.  What enemy do 
we now perceive advancing against us, you whom I ride 
now, as we stand pawing this stretch of pavement?  It is 
death.  Death is the enemy.  It is death against whom I 
ride with my spear couched and my hair flying back like a 
young man's, like Percival's, when he galloped in India.  I 
strike spurs into my horse.  Against you I will fling myself, 
unvanquished and unyielding, O Death! (Bernard)
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II. Judy’s monologue 
 
The death is the cruellest month’s secret: 
April starts summers while runs to winter. 
So spring has the same substance of dreams 
which are turned in trouble by life 
 
Who is who grins beyond any mirror? 
Who is who catches the lives I want? 
Who did give me life, what do I seek 
in the faces into which I lie hidden? 
 
I will glue my eyes to a great dream 
raving of beauty and so I lose each 
moment of my life; this is a shelving 
of what I really am and expect 
 
I yearn for chance so perfect where I 
can be a purposeful presence but thus 
I create and soon lose my hopes just 
like I unpick love in my own bed 
 
Am I alive while think about death 
as an incident of another path 
even when I cry my father’s lack? 
Or while I grow old hiding the mirror? 



 56

 
 
Am I real and true if I feel that 
I’m enough and can place anything 
as my slave, as a whirl and a dance? 
Am I really true at least when I cry? 
 
Are the horses the life or the death 
of my puppets created when I sleep, 
when no grip holds my thoughts nor my eyes 
and the world falls down into the naught? 
 
Am I really alive when I look 
at me as mere mask while I am elsewhere, 
far from my actual skin and my flesh 
that hurts and gets so dirty with mud? 
 
I am just my own dream, I’m a gauze 
delicate and already a storm blusters. 
The pain can push me down to the earth 
where the life buds and rises again! 
 
The life is not an epic instinct 
and the horse was the cause, it was death. 
Without an higher Heart that welcomes 
only illusion governs each effort 
 
 
  November, 3rd 2014 
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7. The end  
Slowly the lighthouse on the girl is turned off; the light is 
lowered to absolute darkness. The sound of a surf grows 
up. 
 
 
 
Voice over: “Should this be the end of the story? a kind of 
sigh? a last ripple of the wave?  A trickle of water in some 
gutter where, burbling, it dies away?” (Bernard) 
 

(…) 
 
The waves broke on the shore. 
 
 
 
(The silence comes back in the empty scene. 
The night, black, colours of stars. In the horizon, exactly 
where in the sunset point, now a yellow winking star 
shines. It’s a promise.) 
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