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LONTANO BLU

SCENES AND TEXT

CHARACTERS and situation.

NONNO:
grandfather, widower, 75 years old still leaving alone in his own house. He had four children. Only one daughter is still living near him. The daughter is divorced. Nonno has just been diagnosed with bowls’cancer. Angie, his granddaughter, checks on him on her way back from school. 

ANGELA:
granddaughter, frequenting year 11, public school, 16 year old. Lives with mum and visits dad occasionally. She has a boyfriend Ryan. 

SETTINGS:
Nonno’s loungeroom. Present day. Autumn 2005. Seven meetings anytime between 3pm and 5pm. 

DRAMATIC TEXT

SCENE ONE: The first visit.

Nonno in his pijama asleep under the blanket on the armchair. Angela arrives. She is talking on the mobile phone with her boyfriend Ryan.

ANGELA:      Nonno!  “What happened to you? You haven’t asnwered my calls for three days….No, no…Ryan I have no time for your excuses. There is  something I really need to tell you!.....No, it’s not about Bessy! I don’t care about what happened …..Listen to me Ryan! This is serious! I need to see you….Noo! I don’t want to talk on the phone….!

NONNO:
 “Eh…Chi c’e’….?”

ANGELA:  
“Nonno! It’s me! “Sorry, I’m at my grandpa’s. I’ll call you back ok?...OK!     Ok!”

(Comes close to Nonno. Who is still coughing. Brushes his forehead).

ANGELA 
“Have you got a temperature, Nonno?”

NONNO: 
…Eh? How did you get in?

ANGELA:
Mum, gave me the key. She said your’re sick! She said I have to look after you.

NONNO: 
Prima di tutto quando si entra nella casa degli altri si chiede permesso! Signorina! Secondo di’ a tua madre che io non ho bisogno di nessuno. Capito?

ANGELA: 
Ma, nonno?! I called out. I said “Nonno, can I come in?!” But you were asleep!

NONNO:
I was not asleep! (coughs)….I was thinking!

ANGELA:
Nonno. You are burning. Do you want a glass of water?

NONNO:
Acqua? Mi ci lavo I piedi io con l’acqua. Angela ti ho gia’ detto che non ho bisogno di nessuno! …Portami le pantofole.

ANGELA:
What?

NONNO:
Le pantofole! ti ho detto…stanno la’ non le vedi?....Grazie!.... E anche la vestaglia?

ANGELA:
What now?

NONNO:
La vestaglia! Sta la’…mica posso andare in giro nudo??!....Grazie!

ANGELA:
Where do you want to go, now nonno?

NONNO:
Vado a farmi un caffe’...con la grappa! I need to wake up!

ANGELA: 
Ma Nonno!?? …Let me help. (Mobile phone Rings)

NONNO: 
No! Non ho bisogno di nessuno! (Nonno struggles to get out of the 

armchair restling with the nightgown which is half on).
ANGELA: 
Yes?....Oh ..”Ryan?!? Why didn’t you wait....... “Nonno where did you put the perculator?

NONNO: 
Sotto il letto!

ANGELA: 
“What do you mean I can’t ring you anymore?” … (Wishpers to Nonno) “Under the bed??” 

NONNO: 
Ma No! Ma sta la’?! 

The ensuing three way conversation happens simultaneously. The background action sees Angela picking up the perculator but soon realizing that the top is too tightly screwed.  She passes the perculator to Nonno who will be struggling to open it. At the end Nonno exhausted falls alseep.The perculator still unscrewed.

ANGELA: 
“You decided????Can we at least meet one more time? ….(angrily) Ryan for godssake listen to me! It’s not what you think!.... No! No! Please ..I…I.. I really need to see you!” … NONNO: Ma con chi parli?

ANGELA: 
‘Cause there something you must know….Trust me Ryan!…..No Tuesday..I can’t. NONNO: Angela, ti ho fatto una domanda!

ANGELA: 
“It’s Ryan, nonno!” NONNO: Ryan?? Ma che razza di nome e’?

ANGELA: 
Wednesday?....  Yes, of course I forgot….NONNO: Ma che razza di persone mi porti in casa? Metti giu’ il telefono? 

ANGELA: 
“Thursday and Friday  are out. It’s my shift…but we can meet in the afternoon? NONNO: Insomma Angela! Di’ a questo Rino di filarsela o io lo prendo  per il collo….e..ahr…e…ahr… 

ANGELA: 
Ok it’s Saturday then…6:30? OK…6:30 at the Mall! Don’t let me down this time. It’s important!

NONNO: 
(exhausted)..Angela..you know I said a coffee with grappa?...Just the grappa, Angela, bring me just the grappa! 

By the time Angela pours the grappa Nonno falls asleep with the perculator in his hands. 

ANGELA:
My God!?.........She looks at him and sculls the drink!

END OF SCENE

SCENE TWO: The Homework 

ANGELA enters and the room is empty. 

ANGELA:
Nonno? Can I come in?....Nonno?...Hello?......Permesso? I am asking permesso? (worried)…..Nonno? Are you there?

NONNO: 
(Noise of flushing. Nonno comes out pulling up his pants) Of course I am here! 

ANGELA: 
How are you feeling today?

NONNO: 
Benone! Come, sit down. I was waiting for you. You see I even prepared two cups!

ANGELA: 
Thank you Nonno! What are you offering?

NONNO: 
Una partita di carte!

ANGELA: 
Cards!? I don’t like playing your cards….You always win!

NONNO: 
Don’t be so sure…..Non gioco piu’ da molti mesi. You know, my friend, Mimmo?

ANGELA: 
The one who sings all the time?

NONNO: 
Si’, proprio lui. Beh..ha fatto un infarto. ZAC! Just like that. 

ANGELA: 
What about the old man who smokes those stinking cigars? 

NONNO: 
Chi Tonino? He lost a leg…after his wife died, his children put him in a nursing home…non so neppure dove…

ANGELA: 
Don’t you go to the Club?

NONNO: 
Lascia perdere il Club…..per il club ci vuole troppa memoria…e da qualche tempo la testa mi gira e faccio confusione….e poi non conosco piu’ nessuno. (Sadly) …E’ tutta gente nuova adesso…..

ANGELA 
(picking up the tone) Well, I suppose you are left with me then… Go on, dish out the cards…but if I win…you owe me one Nonno! .

NONNO: 
Che sarebbe a dire?

ANGELA: 
Well, you see, I have to prepare a research on the history of migrants. Our teacher tolds us to complete the essay with a real interview. And I chose you Nonno! I want to focus on your life here in Australia/Argentina! Will you tell me your story?

NONNO: 
No! I tell no story……besides…you’re never going to win! (Dishing out the cards for briscola) Una due e tre, una due e tre. Ok you start…Bastoni is the briscola!

ANGELA: 
What’s the name of the guy holding a club?

NONNO: 
It depends what he wears on his head!

ANGELA: 
This one has a horse..

NONNO: 
Cavallo di bastoni!

They play cards and nonno wins most of the times.

ANGELA: 
Nonno, why don’t you want to tell me your story?

NONNO: 
Perche’ nessuno me l’ha mai chiesta. There was no one interested in my story…E adesso me la sono dimenticata. 

ANGELA: 
Come on Nonno…How can you forget your own life!?

NONNO: 
Quando si emigra Angela si impara a dimenticare. La vita e’ come una grande scalata. When you climb a mountain, you never look down. You get scared.!..

ANGELA: 
Nonno, what’s the name of the guy holding a club and a crown?

NONNO: 
Mannaggia! Il re di bastoni!....Why did you put it down? You should keep it!

ANGELA: 
Ma Nonno…look!

NONNO: 
Alla faccia del pitone! Hai tutti I carichi!....E va bene…hai vinto tu! ….Ma ricordati: Fortunata nel gioco…..

ANGELA: 
Sfortunata in amore!

NONNO: 
Voglio la rivincita!

ANGELA: 
No. You promised. You must tell me your story.

NONNO: 
My story?.....My story?!…..(challengingly) what do you want to know?

ANGELA: 
YES! (Excited) I want to know everything! Where did you grow up in Italy? Why did you leave? When did you leave? What did you find? Where did you work? When did you meet nonna? When did you marry? What happened during the war? Is it true that when you arrived you were not allowed to speak Italian? Is it true that you saved..

NONNO: 
Alla faccia! I feel tired already!

ANGELA: 
Ok….Ok Just tell me about the trip. Tell me about your trip to Australia/Argentina. 

NONNO:
I came to Australia to follow my heart!


I had to pay for my ticket. I had to sell my motorbike. Un gilera..beautiful! On top I had to borrow money from my sister. The ship was a war ship. Neptunia! Un incrociatore transformed into a cruise ship. My cabin was below the sea level but the ticket was still expensive. I felt like a sardine in brine!Anyway, the ship left from Genova and 28 days later arrived in Sydney. Avevo solo un baule. A large wooden suitcase. Everything I had was in that suitcase. When I arrived ….I opened it and…

ANGELA: 
And?

NONNO: 
e tutti I miei sogni sono volati via come colombi…..I should have never opened it.

Che ne sai del mio villaggio,

La musica dei musici,

Le sagre con le giostre

Domeniche di festa

La campana, la campana, la campana.

Anche la luna era diversa

E il freddo e la fame e la neve

Sempre li’

passaggi obbligati

Come stagioni.

Che ne sai della guerra,

Le veglie per la vacca malata

Una sorella mai nata

un padre disperso

un amico nemico arruolato.

La campana, la campana, la campana.

Che ne sai della mia giovinezza

Vissuta all’alba,

L’odore del pane in via Garibaldi

Il lavoro dei campi

Il caldo buono delle stalle.

Mario e’ partito e anche Ninetta.

Mi scrivi? Ti scrivo!

Mi ami? Ti amo!

Mi segui? Ti seguo!

Un’altra contrada svuotata

Per troppa speranza.

La campana, la campana, la campana.

Che ne sai di una folla sulla nave

Un’immagine allegra e violenta

Che puzzava di sogni. 

Al paese bruciavano incenso recitando rosari per noi.

Eroi umili con destini incerti 

spediti su rotte improbabili.

La campana, la campana, la campana.

All’arrivo ce l’hanno fatta mangiare tutta la nostra ignoranza.

Anche quando eravamo sazi

“Ancora!” dicevano

in una lingua diversa.

“Ancora!” dicevano

Anche quando non c’era piu’ freddo, o neve o stagioni.

Eravamo sopravvissuti. Eravamo superstiti.

Ora siamo finalmente signori e padroni. 

Ora siamo come loro ci vogliono.

C’e’ voluta un’altra vita per dimenticare

quella campana.

E tu mi dici: “RACCONTA”

SCENE THREE: The Fairytale 

Nonno is preparing the equipment to take a measure of his insuline level and have a shot. He also assembles several other pills on the table.

ANGELA:
What’s all that Nonno?

NONNO:
It’s my usual lunch.


ANGELA:
Mum said you were sick yesterday. 

NONNO:
Sono rimasto a letto tutto il giorno.

ANGELA:
How do you feel now?  You look very pale. Do you have a fever?

NONNO:
No. Non e’ la febbre ….e’ lo zucchero. Sometimes it’s too much. Sometimes too low. Adesso vediamo …

ANGELA:
Does it hurt?

NONNO:
No, not any more. Sono dieci anni che mi faccio due punture. Una al mattino e una alla sera.

ANGELA:
What does it say?

NONNO:
It says that today the sugar is low. Too low. So instead of a needle I need some sugar….Mi prendi quelle caramelle, stanno li, dentro la credenza. …have some.

ANGELA:
Butterschotch! Thanks. What are all the other pills for?

NONNO:
Complicazioni della vita! I still need to take this fat one for the stomach. This white one for the blood pressure. This blue one for the heart. This red one for vitamins and this green one…I forget…It’s probably for the memory!....You see Angela. Quando si diventa vecchi si ritorna bambini…si vive succhiando caramelle!


Ah l’arcana fanciullezza! That was the best time of my life! When we were little we were happy with nothing. A lolly, a biscuit, a sweet drink…these were things we would see only on special occasions! But we were still happy.

ANGELA:
I don’t have good memories of my childhood! I just remember mum and dad fighting and screaming all the time. Then dad pissed off! And I started seeing him only on weekends. He spoiled me with chocolates, toys, rides and stuff…but I don’t remember being happy!

NONNO:
I don’t want to talk about this!

ANGELA:
Yeah, right! You never came around. You never showed your face. You disowned us! 

NONNO:
Angela!

ANGELA:
If it wasn’t for Nonna…we wouldn’t even be here, talking to each other. 

NONNO:
(Nonno is feeling suddenly very sick and weak clasping his stomach) Angela! Basta! 

ANGELA:
Shit!

NONNO:
Per favore basta…not today. (Angela helps nonno move from the chair to the armchair)

ANGELA:
Sorry!.....I am still sooo angry.

NONNO:
Lo sono anch’io! 

ANGELA:
How are you feeling now? 

NONNO:
(Nonno indicates with his hand “cosi’ cosi”)  


Angela... I know I made a lot of mistakes in my life.. but.. la famiglia…

ANGELA:
(aggressive) La famiglia..what?

NONNO:
Non importa…. 

ANGELA:
From time to time nonna used to bake her special orange and almond biscuits. And you would put me on your knees and tell stories. Incredible stories. Long stories. I loved them…till they lasted….. 

NONNO:
C’era una volta una grande foresta. Una foresta con alberi dal tronco lungo, lungo anzi lunghissimo come capelli. Su ogni albero c’era inciso un nome. Il nome di una persona importante! Un bel giorno arriva un cavaliere a cavallo, e vuole trovare un albero su cui scrivere il proprio nome. Ma galoppa, galoppa galoppa e non trova mai un tronco libero. C’erano solo alberi con il nome di gente che era venuta prima di lui. Dopo molti anni, il cavaliere trova il modo di uscire da quella foresta. Ma il cavallo era gia’ vecchio e stanco ormai. Cosi’ devette procedere a piedi. Cammina cammina e cammina ma non trova mai pace…finche’ un giorno si sente molto vecchio e stanco. E allora si siede proprio qui. (Nonno points at the meeting of his eyebrows). Come un eterno malditesta.

ANGELA:
and then?

NONNO:
E dopo niente.

ANGELA:
Is that the end of the story?

NONNO:
No, ma questa storia diventa un’altra storia.

ANGELA:
What do you mean?

NONNO:
Well, I mean that a woman arrives into this story. And kisses him right on the lips. And then teaches him to breath through the nose, and eat through the mouth, and talk..and even sing!?

ANGELA: 
Why? Didn’t he do that before?

NONNO:
No! He was too busy following his dream.

ANGELA:
So did they live happily ever after?

NONNO:
Well, yes and no. You see alle volte tornava a quella foresta a quel nome che voleva scrivere, a quel nome che voleva lasciare…and everything seemed pointless..till…

ANGELA:
till?

NONNO:
(Nonno opens his eyes.) Till one day a perfect stranger came to visit him….and after a while he became very happy!

ANGELA:
Why nonno?

NONNO:
Perche’ mentre parlavano di questo e di quello, il vecchio cavaliere ha visto il suo nome!

POEM

Era scritto sugli occhi sul naso e la bocca

Era scritto su uno dei molti capelli

Era scritto con segni che non sono parole

Ma suoni di vita e gesti d’amore

Era scritto per chi non vuole capire

Era scritto perche’ non deve finire

Era scritto con acqua con sangue e con sale

Ed un poco di terra perche’ non fa male

Guardare la luna, il cielo e le stelle

Ma essere qui, ora, lontano da quelle

E aprire il cuore come apri una mano

Per trovarci una scheggia di cielo

Nel rosso un blu lontano lontano.

SCENE FOUR: The family

Nonno is resting on the armchair, reading IL GLOBO and listening to Radio Italia. The radio announcer introduced the program on Canzoni D’amore Negli Anni. The program starts with a song of the fifties Claudio Villa. The volume is quite high. Half way through the song Angela enters wearing dark sunglasses. She is agitated.

ANGELA:
Nonno! Nonno! Permesso…

NONNO:
Madonnina mia! Ma tu mi vuoi far morire di spavento? Ma come ti sei conciata?

ANGELA:
I am not staying here long today. Nonno. I just want to make sure you are ok. Are you ok?  Are you?

NONNO:
Ma si’…si’ sto bene. Oggi bene. Ma cosa ti e’ successo?

ANGELA:
It’s ok. Nonno really…it’s cool. How are you? 

NONNO:
If you take off those glasses you would stop asking me and see for yourself….

ANGELA:
All I want to know is….

NONNO:
Va Bene! Va bene! Come vuoi! Sit down now and calm down. 

ANGELA:
 (Angela sits down in silence. They both listen to the song. In a fit of anger Angela jumps up and leaves forgetting her school bag behind.) I can’t stand this music!

The radio annoncer procedes to introduce a love song of the sixties. Still angry Angela strats in collecting her bag without saying a word. Nonno holds her by the arm.

NONNO:
Angela! What’s wrong with you today?

ANGELA:
 Let go of me! 

NONNO:
No! 

ANGELA:
Just leave me! I want to go away. I want to get out! I need air! There is no air in this stupid house with this stupid music…I can’t stand it! I can’t stand it anymore!  
NONNO:
Ma cosa e’ successo?

ANGELA:
I’m sorry Nonno. It’s not your fault. I know. It’s just that my life…my life is shit! I can’t stand it anymore. Mum…dad…the school…nothing works. There is no meaning….no point! I look at myself in the mirror…and I am nothing…a nobody …just like the rest…I am stuck in a world of nobodies! I don’t want to finish school, go to university find a job, find a husband, ….and then end up like mum and dad….! What’s the point? Why did they get married in the first place? Why? They are so different!

NONNO: 
Maybe because they loved each other?!

ANGELA:
Ah! Love! Yes…Love!?

NONNO: 
Non dirmi che alla tua eta’ non credi nell’amore?

ANGELA:
Believe in love? I am the only idiot that still does! That’s the problem! Every time! I met this guy…and we liked each other so we went out together and stuff. Then…..Then….

NONNO:
Then?

ANGELA:
Then he disappears. A thousand excuses and I can’t see him anymore. But I need to see him! I need to speak to him….. but he doesn’t talk… he leaves me a letter…at the Mall.. at 6:30 there is Bessy with this letter.

NONNO:
“Dear Angie,


I don’t know how else to say this. Please don’t ring me. We need to cool it off.  It’s not your fault …there is no fault …it just happened. I hope we can be friends. Stay cool and take it easy. See you ‘round. Rino!


PS. I still like your smile.”


Molto romantico questo Rino!

ANGELA:
Ryan! 

NONNO: 
How long were you together?

ANGELA:
Four months!

NONNO:
Ma Angela, alla tua eta’ questo e’ normale. Non prendertela tanto. Questo Rino non capisce niente delle donne!

ANGELA:
Yes, you’re right. He’s a creep…..But it still hurts! I’ve been crying for two days and two nights for that bastard …. Pathetic!!  

NONNO:
Ma questo e’ l’amore Angela! Al nostro paese si dice “La fame fa fare i salti, ma l’amore li fa fare piu’ alti”. Pensa, ho incontrato la nonna sotto un campanile! The first time I saw her, she was at the Sagra di San Rocco. She was beautiful Angela. So beautiful! I still remember I fell in love there and then…come un salame! But I couldn’t speak. I watched her dance and said nothing. Anyway, I later found out that she came from Zugliano. It’s a different town. I didn’t know where she lived so I went to Sunday Masses. She was doomed to appear sooner or later. Cosi’ quella domenica mi sono fatto cinque messe!

ANGELA: 
And did you see her?

NONNO:
Yes, she appeared eventually. Pura e casta come la madonna incoronata. I still said nothing. I would wait outside the church. Sotto il campanile. She noticed me. Smiled…and went home. You see Angela, for that smile alone I would cycle for sixteen kilometers, arrive at home go to bed exhausted and still hardly sleep.

ANGELA: 
Did you get to talk to her?

NONNO: 
Yes. One Saturday I mastered all the courage I had and walked up to her and said “Mi scusi signorina, I will be leaving for Australia/Argentina in a week. Can I write to you?” She said yes and gave me her address. She also said that she would go to church to pray for my safe journey every evening. So…that week I cycled eighty kilometers!

ANGELA: 
Pathetic! ….and I bet you didn’t even touch her?

NONNO: 
What do you mean?

ANGELA: 
I mean that you left her a virgin…..didn’t you?

NONNO: 
Angela! 

ANGELA:
Well, didn’t you?

NONNO:
Yes, you are right …….Pathetic! Isn’t it?!….but we were still ready to risk our life for each other…. 

ANGELA:
Nonno…..you know that guy….Ryan……we….we met at the café. You know where I work? No, of course…anyway..  I am a waitress there. Ryan came all the time to eat….when he finished his shift…I thought he was honest when he said that….that he loved me….. …I guess I am the pathetic one now….I should have seen it coming…. Anyway, we….we….we made love and…

NONNO:
Che cosa hai detto?...........Ma quanti anni hai? 

ANGELA: 
No, that’s what I ask you! How old are YOU!?... Welcome to the 21th Century Nonno! 

NONNO:
Mi lasci senza parole! Non hai neppure rispetto per il tuo corpo come puoi averlo per gli altri? Angela, hai offeso e insultato tuo nonno, hai svergognato il nome della nostra famiglia! Ti chiedo di lasciarmi solo… 

ANGELA: 
Il nome della nostra famiglia? Are you disowning me for the second time? How predictable! “La famiglia e’ sacra!” Isn’t this what you always said? Yes, sure sacred?! And then, at the first sign that life doesn’t go according to YOUR RULES, you turn your own flesh and blood into strangers! Mum is right. You are only an old ridiculous fool.

NONNO: 
Angela!

ANGELA:
No, I won’t be quite this time! You always turn your back when someone needs you most. When mum was going through the divorce she needed you so badly! The whole world was collapsing around her and you?


You? You could only think of the family name! You screamed at mum….you thought it was all her fault? Don’t you remember? I was there too. You said “a woman’s place is behind her husband!” That’s what you said. And you wouldn’t want a bar of her or of me for that matter! Try to deny it!?

NONNO: 
No, I’m not trying to deny it. It may be wrong to you...but it is still what I 


believe. It’s still how I lived my life..

ANGELA: 
No, nonno. You were just lucky. Lucky that Nonna was taught to keep 


quite and always say yes to everything you said, everything you wanted!

NONNO: 
Per Dio, lascia stare la nonna. Abbi almeno rispetto per i morti!

ANGELA:
Respect? I have a lot of respect for nonna. She is the only one that came to visit us. You wouldn’t know because she had to hide it from you. She brought us food at times. Money. Sometimes she came in a hurry. Just to see us for five minutes. It was her wish, her final wish before she died. She made us swear that we would take care of you!...and we did! Both mum and I. We promised. 

NONNO:
Hai finito?

ANGELA:
No, I have one more thing to say. That my father left me behind. I don’t care anymore. That my boyfriend left me behind. I can take it. That my grandfather wants to leave me behind for the second time. I can take that too. You will not make me feel miserable this time. I won’t let you! This is my world nonno. This is MY LIFE and tomorrow I will be here again! I have a promise to keep. Good-bye Nonno! 

Now listen! Close your eyes and listen!

Because this is my love!

A love that stirs and tears and toils 

wears down and still bewitches

The stiches left on the heart,

Split, cut, pulled apart

In a spin, spleen ache….

Who are you for godssacke to raise your voice in thunder?

Have you not tumbled yet, been torn asunder?

Now listen! Hold your tongue and listen!

Because this is my love!

A story filled with roses’ scent

And discontent.

I believed in its spell

With a promise not to tell!

But now all alone I yell 

till the lungs can yell.

Are you blameless? Spotless white?

Isn’t your soul more unscrutale than a moonless night?

So listen to this story

Unoriginal as it may be

It is still me!

Apple green me…

Ruby cherry me….

A man

A no one man with a heart 

And a dream that lingers

Sat at my table. 

In the dim flurescent light

My face was a pale moon, unadorned

My slim arms, fluid branches in the wind 

His eyes deep green pools

Of tranquil waters….

“We are landscapes” he whispered. 

“ Where hopes are buried like treasures.”

Seven generations of thieves

Took them from seven distant lands. 

“We are islands” he murmured

 “waiting to be discovered.”

And the no one man spoke tales of migrations

With his heart opened

And I, 

I saw his dream 

And called it home!

In the bitter sweet time of expectation

When much awaits the hour

Though what has been is gone….forever,

I turn to the faceless crowd

And wonder

if my lover stole a treasure from me

or left his dream behind.

END OF SCENE

SCENE FIVE: La Nonna

Nonno is sitting on his armchair very quite and pensive.  Angela brings in a busket with food. She sets  the table for one. Puts out the food in silence. Then moves to leave.

NONNO: 
I miss her……..Tua nonna avrebbe gia’ trovato le parole giuste. Le parole che non ho. Ti avrebbe detto che sono un vecchio ostinato e sciocco…. Un vecchio bambino che ha paura…….Ti avrebbe detto che non e’ tempo di tenere le distanze, i silenzi, le parole che tagliano come coltelli. Ti avrebbe detto che voglio chiederti scusa, ma non so come farlo…da dove cominciare.


E poi….se tu fossi rimasta insensibile a tutto questo…ti avrebbe detto del cancro che mi sta crescendo nello stomaco……


Ma lei non c’e’…..e a me non resta che dirti “Sto morendo Angela. Non ho piu’ il tempo che vorrei per dirti tutto quello che non ti ho mai detto. Ti prego ascoltami…….compatiscimi….ma ascoltami ora che voglio parlarti”.

ANGELA:
I need her….Nonna would have already understood. She would have had the time that mum doesn’t have. She would have found the words to tell you that I am a young woman who is confused and afraid. She would have told you that this is not a time to keep a distance, a silence, words that cut like swords. She would have told you that I am sorry….I am so sorry…

And then, if you remained stubbornly offended she would have told you that there is a life growing in my belly….


But she is not here…..and I cannot but say “I am pregnant Nonno! I am pregnant and I am scared.”

NONNO:
Angela….La famiglia……

ANGELA: 
Yes, nonno….La famiglia…..

NONNO: 
Padre di mio padre

Madre di mia madre

Dove son andati tutti I vostri figli?

ANGELA:
Uno si e’ sposato, uno e’ al mercato,

Uno e’ alla guerra chissa’ quando ritornera’

NONNO:
Chissa quando ritornera’.

ANGELA:
Padre del dolore

Madre dell’amore

Dove son andati tutti i vostri figli?

NONNO
Uno si e’ sposato, uno e’ emigrato

Uno e’ alla guerra chissa’ quando ritornera’

ANGELA
Chissa quando ritornera’.

NONNO
Padre che gia’ sono

Madre che gia’ sei

Dove son andati tutti i vostri figli?

ANGELA
Uno si e’ sposato, uno e’ al mercato

Uno e’ alla guerra chissa’ quando ritornera’

NONNO
Chissa quando ritornera’.

ANGELA
Figlio che sei padre

Figlia che sei madre

Dove son andati tutti i vostri figli?

NONNO
Uno si e’ sposato, uno e’ emigrato

Uno e’ alla guerra chissa’ quando ritornera’

ANGELA
Chissa quando ritornera’.

SCENE SIX: The Future

Nonno is not feeling too well. He coughs occasionally. He is back in the armchair rugged up with blankets. Angela is quite happy. She comes in with gifts.

ANGELA: 
Nonno are you alright? 

NONNO:
Ho un po’ di freddo!

ANGELA:
Nonno, you can’t be sick. Not today. Please?! TODAY WE CELEBRATE! Look! This is my assignment on migration…Remember? I got the top mark. It was the best research…

NONNO:
Brava! Congratulazioni!......

ANGELA:
Here read it. It’s all about you. I wrote about the time you spent in the outback. Your stories of snakes and sugar canes. The time you saved the life of a man from Iuguslavia. When you and nonna decided to sponsor a family from Messina. I also told them about the time you were elected president of the Italian club and the fact that you served on the board of a special Italian retirement village for many years.

NONNO: 
Alla faccia del pitone!  Ma chi ti ha raccontato tutte queste cose?

ANGELA: 
Mum did. I discovered that she knows everything about you…..  (Angela produces a bottle of grappa)..and This is for you!

NONNO:
(Suddenly feeling better, discards the blankets) That’s my girl! Buon sangue non mente…Adesso possiamo celebrare…But ….wait a minute…How did you buy the grappa?

ANGELA:
I didn’t buy it Nonno, don’t worry. I took it from home. It was a gift for you. Mum bought it some months ago…but she never found the courage to bring it to you. So…I figured….well…it’s time to celebrate!

NONNO: 
Angela you are smart! Mamma mia come sei intelligente! (They pour a small glass each. Sculled!…..then they look at each other and pour a second glass. Sculled!)
This is not the first time you drink grappa Is it?.....No! Don’t answer. I don’t want to know. (He pours a third one for both…Sculled!) Eh si’ you certainly are a smart cookie! And tell me…now that you are a scholar of distinction how do you see your future signorina professoressa?

ANGELA: 
Well, my teacher says…

NONNO: 
No, no..no! I don’t want to know what your teacher has to say…I asked you? You Angela! What are your dreams?

ANGELA: 
Well, I used to have dreams. But now….

NONNO:
Madonnina Mia. Ma non capisci? Voglio sentirti sognare. Sognare bambina mia! Come on what WERE you dreams?

ANGELA:
Well, I always wanted to study, Nonno. I wanted to go to university and graduate in Information Technology and Commerce. A double degree! 

NONNO: 
A double degree! Bene!

ANGELA: 
Then I want to travel. I want to see the world. Europe, America, Asia…I want to have a good job. A job that I like and that pays well. If possible, a job that keeps me travelling.

NONNO: 
Travelling! Benissimo!

ANGELA: 
But now….now I need to think of my child. Raise my little family and settle somewhere.

NONNO: 
Somewhere?

ANGELA: 
Yes…I don’t know…somewhere!? Anywhere!

NONNO: 
It took us two generations to settle here and now you are ready to move again?

ANGELA: 
I told you Nonno…I don’t know…I just keep my options open.

NONNO: 
Ma Angela…..we worked so hard to get to where we are. We sacrificed and did all this to have a better life. Dimmi bambina mia: isn’t all this good enough for you?

ANGELA:
 Yeah! Sure…Nonno. It’s great! But I feel….I need to believe that there must a better life than this one! Isn’t there Nonno?

NONNO: 
A better life than this one?...I don’t know….I don’t know Angela. But don’t worry…that’s just me. You see, I spent a lifetime not knowing much. Never went to high school. Didn’t know English. Didn’t know business. Didn’t even know what was going to happen from one day to the next most of times. But when I look at you, I feel so proud. I am struck by how much you know, how much you understand, how far you can see in the future. ….Well, when I consider that you’re only sixteen…Alla faccia! Only sixteen….. you will probably find a better life than this one….Here, bambina mia. One more to your future! Alla Salute!(Pours for two…. sculled!) Now, signorina professoressa. I have something for you too! (Nonno stumbles across to get the completed model in wood).

ANGELA: 
A steeple?

NONNO:
No, it’s the center.

ANGELA: 
The what?

NONNO:
The center, Angela. The center of my world. Vedi, in Italia al mio tempo il campanile era la costruzione piu’ alta del paese. E normalmente stava al centro del paese. Nella piazza piu’ importante. Ogni paese aveva il suo campanile. Ed erano tutti diversi. Quando si ritornava da un lungo viaggio il campanile era la prima cosa che si vedeva, da lontano. E sapevi subito di essere arrivato a casa. E poi di giorno e di notte la campana ci guidava. Annunciava la festa, il tempo della preghiera, batteva l’ora, proclamava la vita e la morte, distingueva il bene dal male. 

Quando siamo emigrati ce lo siamo tenuti nel cuore. Ognuno con il nostro campanile diverso. E pian piano ci siamo dimenticati quella campana. 


Non so se il tuo secolo ha ancora bisogno di un campanile. Ma questo e’ stato tutto il mio mondo. Tutto e’ partito da qua. E da oggi bambina mia tutto cio’ che e’ mio diventa tuo.

ANGELA:
What do you mean?

NONNO: 
I mean that I will do my best to see that you keep dreaming as long as you can. We both come from a long line of tears. It’s time we learn from Nonna the miraculous power of sewing and stitching…..! Here is to us!

ANGELA:
Here is to LIFE!

NONNO: 
Here is to LIFE!

ANGELA: 
Nonno are you sure it doesn’t hurt you?

NONNO:
 Non mi sono mai sentito meglio! Never felt better in my life!

Nonno sculls and collapses on the armchair.

My dearest wife,

My beloved faithful wife,

It is me once more, who writes to you after so long a time to speak of love and departures as I did back then, when I took your smile to Australia. Only this time it is I who need to set my things in order.

Life here is as good as it can be. The children we had are all grown up and well. The children of our children are learning of the world as they start to spread their wings. I am reassured our passage was fertile.  Everything is as normal as it can be…. if it were not for the pace of life that seems to move ever so faster with each new day.

I miss you. 

As I am the only man that was allotted to you on this terrestrial journey I beg your forgiveness, for I fear that you have been much deprived. The heart of men knows more love than the love I proffered, more kindness than the kindness I shared, more joy than joy I was able to dispense even in our happier days. 

I know now that I could have been a better husband. A more amicable travelling companion. However, this is the thought that grieves me most: that I should have never been able to admit of my shortcomings during all our married life, leaving you with the insult of my pride as well as the injury of my cowerdness.

This new final destination finds me once more as ignorant as ever. I don’t know the land, the journey, the time and destination. 

If it pleases you to vigil over my departure, whether moved by some deserving merit or by your sheer compassion, I would find much comfort in the knowledge that somewhere the fragrance of  incense is accompanied by the murmurs of your intercession.

Under your benevolent guidance I would confidently take the next step, past the gate of hope, to travel where no man has ever returned, not as a new Ulysses in his shining harmour, rather as a naked humble migrant relieved of all his luggage. Light, unencumbered, I will migrate toward this new unknown, leaving behind the fragile legacy of our children and our story. May the Good Lord look graciously upon their future. My time ends here….with your smile!

SCENE SEVEN: Departure and Arrival

Angela walks in and Nonno is asleep. Like the first scene. Her telephone rings but she switches it off immediately. Nonno did not wake up. She approaches him and caresses him. As she does it she recites the lines of the poem.

ANGELA: Nonno…………..your name…………I’m keeping it.

Era scritto sugli occhi sul naso e la bocca

Era scritto su uno dei molti capelli

Era scritto con segni che non sono parole

Ma suoni di vita e gesti d’amore

Era scritto per chi non vuole capire

Era scritto perche’ non deve finire

Era scritto con acqua con sangue e con sale

Ed un poco di terra perche’ non fa male

Guardare la luna, il cielo e le stelle

Ma essere qui, ora, lontano da quelle

E aprire il cuore come apri una mano

Per trovarci una scheggia di cielo

Nel rosso un blu lontano lontano.

END OF SCENE              END OF TEXT.

