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CHARACTERS


  


    
BRUNO, the dead man
  
LUANA, Bruno's daughter
  
GIORGIO, Bruno's brother
  
RENZO, friend of Bruno
  
VALERIO, Bruno's friend
  
  


  
SINGLE ACT
  
Luana is bent over her father's tomb, from which hangs a
platinum rosary bead. The sarcophagus is uncovered and the girl's
hair snakes over every limb of her dull body. The young woman
sniffs the coffin. She caresses the mound. She puts her nose close
to the oak tree
  
LUANA What a fragrance. What a body. You have another form, but
I would recognize you in disguise. You're lucky, Dad. The
decapitated evergreen will cradle you until you enter Hades. And it
will protect you from devils and saints. I give you, father, walls
and a roof. You shall sleep forever in my home. I will share the
beehive, which one day I dared to abandon. I longed for the cousin
dissolved in the elsewhere, in the forgetfulness of a gene master
of its exclusive future. Poor aunt, dead with the face of her
forgotten son. And blessed is the indifferent father, alive,
creative, reincarnated without the generated creature. If I had
accompanied the unfortunate Edward and penetrated into the dark
without a glimmer, you, father, would have come looking for me. As
opposed to the vainglorious actor, you would not have appeased your
bowels and bile until you had tightened the long hair that now
moistens the skin gone. You would have made the one-eyed and dumb
aunt happy, your rejected sister.
  
Luana takes to caressing her father's forehead. Bruno becomes
agitated
  
BRUNO I hate having my hair touched. At the funeral I will have
to be beautiful. At least once
  
LUANA I should have done it, to save this hotbed, instead of
clinging between cowardly branches and fronds. I have never
abandoned the living wood, loved, courted, seduced. I hope it can
bring you peace, as it did me. Can you smell her perfume, daddy? I
miss it already. I had to cut it off from the roots, so that I
wouldn't retreat into nostalgia, like Uncle Giorgio, who, when he
left for the seminary, severed friendship ties. Farewell to the
moorings, let go of the sentiment, so it is less daring to caw
against the rippling pond', he used to fart among taverns and
whores on his day of celibacy. But I am not Uncle Giorgio. I needed
the roots and a sail of branches that, ripped open, would rebel
against the wind with frail fragility. My weakness was to cling to
the obsession of being a hermit. I should have followed my uncle
the priest and continued in the monkhood. Oh how long you have been
on a mission. The noble good has taken him away from you. Luckily
he'll be here soon. He'll give you a big smile and then a blessing.
 
  
Bruno grabs a fan, and after putting on his runaway wife's
sunglasses, puts himself in the fetal position. 
  
BRUNO Watch out big brother, you can see your big panties.
  
Luana touches her bottom 
  
LUANA I have to go to the toilet. The bottom is wet with
sincerity, it melts into tears more than these eyes, forced to arm
themselves with real life and to hold in pain and gags of rage. And
so the backside is all tensed up to become a worthy substitute for
headlights that have been accustomed for decades to skimming from
top to bottom the miserable extravagance of those who insist on
pouring the crude contortion of two naked sweats into an ignoble
materpornographic bin. It's the brute hour of retreating into the
slot of humble latrine, though arduous without the suspended
derriere, and the farts at the mercy of the fucking wind. So many
years at the top, that you make it on every branch, that you see it
descend straight or elsewhere, if the monsoon gets in the way to
betray the angle in righteousness. You surf the gravitational wave,
and leave urine, poop and bile to the palette that glides over the
Lete laden with billows of air. And you don't worry about the drain
and the stench you enjoy the scent of jasmine in the distance
  
The girl goes to the bathroom. She lifts up her skirt and starts
to piss. You can hear the dripping, staring at the coffin
  
LUANA Here, seduced and defeated by gravity, the earth goes in
my ass and entertains itself with cordial and chocolate in the poor
bowels. And it takes precision mechanics to make me sweetly forget
that stench. Here, seduced and defeated by gravity, I can't do it
anywhere. And so I get the dedicated branch. Welcome back, dear
daughter, to the idiot vegetation', would say dad. 'Idiot in
sincerity, and I don't know why, I can't do without your cold
nakedness'.
  
Luana clasped her hands together as she continues to
urinate.
  
LUANA Why all this. If men would coordinate to not suffer all,
we would rejoice in unison wonder. And instead there are those who
demand everything and those who stand aside. Hardship and the
highest good on the one hand; and dear and old friends, cursed, on
the other. Good is superior to evil, if one is enough to deploy
positive energies, while it takes many assholes to tear apart the
man who secluded himself in the crevice. From the beginning I
understood that repressed suffering. Daddy you left a thousand
wishes. And a renounced and rebellious daughter, a chained son and
a wife who left too early drove you to love the family more than
necessary. You could have freed your self with a burst of escape.
And instead to immolate yourself for four selfish men. What a mute
tribulation. I could hardly bear it. You could have run away dad,
and instead the daughter ran away. Cowardly not to see your
volcanic instinct calmed down by the obstinate search for a
necessary soporific daily routine
  
Bruno more and more indolent, with fan and sunglasses
  
BRUNO Maybe it's not time to leave yet, they still need me,
although in the shadows I've already done for my little family.
Poor daughter, tears are sprouting from every orifice. They are the
feeble roar of a painful past. One suffers in the heart and in the
belly last
  
Bruno comes down from the coffin
  
LUANA I should not have left the house to nest in the branches
of a bird. And nest in disgust. And leave you alone. I should have
taken you with me. You know the sunsets up here. Selfish to the
core. Isolation is effervescent idiocy  
  
The father approaches and sits on the bidet, next to his
daughter
  
BRUNO Actually, I've always been in a tree. Certainly different
from yours. When you have a family, you force yourself to clothe
reality with an unlimited fantasy. But I was happy with that choice
of yours, and without you ever realising it, it was I who led you
into exile. That rampant baron's abode gave me a cowardly joy. You
were a daughter who had decided to estrange herself from the asylum
in which humans live. And I was pushing to make it happen. I didn't
want you to suffer. A tree could take you away. I wanted to follow
you, but I had obligations, which you would have now, too, if you
had plunged full breasted into the bloody arena of baroque
existence. But, I did all I could to avoid it. I, too, cultivated
poplars and chestnuts within the home. And I used to go up there
whenever I could, without anyone else definitely missing me. Every
wall was a branch, and every window a leaf. Mum insisted that it
was my fault that you had gone up there, and in every reproach she
held it against me that I was up there in a different sky. Mum's
heart lacerated that I was often in the cold, although I shared
every microbe of space with her and stood where gravity took over.
She would often rail that I had passed on the fire of art, that the
theatrical blow spared no one in the family. Even you, since from
night to morning you contrived to escape from the aliens at home.
Lucky you didn't witness her disappearance. You were quicker, after
your brother said goodbye with an overdose. Do you remember that
day? I don't think I do. You climbed the tree on purpose, to cover
the album of monstrous memories with thousands of leaves...
  
The doorbell rings. A tall, ash-blond man enters with a slow
pace. He looks around, while Bruno recovers his dead man's
position. 
  
BRUNO Here is my brother, who has come to see the dead man. I
had to die before we could see each other again. We would have many
things to say. Each to follow his own reason. I'll give him a
present. I'll keep quiet. And if he has the ability to create a
controversy between us, it will be applauded if he discovers his
wrong.
  
Luana goes to meet her uncle. The two embrace. The girl points
to her father's coffin 
  
LUANA Here is your brother
  
The man remains standing. The girl stares at him. Then she
starts staring at her father
  
LUANA That's right. He doesn't move at all. He's really dead

 
The man remains rigid in his place. The woman turns her posture
to her uncle
  
LUANA But you look alive to me. Or are you dead too
  
The uncle doesn't move a finger. Frosty look and body  
  
LUANA I went to the grocer's this morning. He had dangling
codfish to dry. Standing in the sun, straight out to dry, all
around there could be hell to pay. The only certainty, religious
and pious, in which they could trust, was that they would never
move, not even by an inch.
  
GIORGIO Why are you telling me this story?
  
LUANA I don't know why, but you remind me of them. If you want
to stand out, you could make the sign of the cross on their frozen
foreheads. I don't think the upside-down bones have suddenly become
fervent devotees of the Madonna of Medjugorje.
  
GIORGIO Beautiful rosary beads affixed to the coffin
  
LUANA It is made of platinum
  
GIORGIO If Renzo could see it
  
LUANA Renzo?
  
GIORGIO He likes historical pieces 
  
LUANA Hasn't he got over his fixation?
  
GIORGIO everyone has their own. Besides the family assets, he
also inherited that obsession from his father.
  
LUANA could have used the benefit of inventory
  
GIORGIO impossible, if he hadn't accepted the age-old neurosis,
he wouldn't have gotten even a nineteenth-century vase from his old
man.
  
LUANA was locked in that museum all the time?
  
GIORGIO eh già
  
LUANA and he's never had a life? 
  
GIORGIO Not that I know of.
  
LUANA But he must have met a woman?
  
GIORGIO There was one, but then he got rid of her. Bruno,
Valerio and I never understood why. Valerio thought it was his
father's fault. In fact, the old man had a huge influence. He
always told him that if he got married, he would end up divorcing
and losing everything. He used to say that you don't just divorce
your wife, you also divorce everything your ancestors have built
up.
  
LUANA poor fellow
  
GIORGIO really poor guy
  
LUANA Come on Father Giorgio. At least one sign of the cross

 
GIORGIO Father? Didn't Bruno tell you?
  
LUANA What did he have to tell me?
  
Giorgio opens his arms wide
  
GIORGIO dear brother, at least to your daughter
  
LUANA Since I took refuge in a tree, I was a pet to Dad. What
could I understand about you humans?
  
GIORGIO It's been twenty years that I've been undressed
  
LUANA Twenty years?
  
GIORGIO Something more
  
LUANA And my father knew everything?
  
GIORGIO Everything
  
LUANA Poor dad, who knows how much he must have brooded over it.
He must have suffered a lot. I feel bad that I wasn't there for
him.
  
GIORGIO Don't worry, he must have made up his mind. Like many
others. He had time to accept those choices
  
LUANA All alone
  
GIORGIO I think your mother was still with him.
  
LUANA What a daughter I was
  
GIORGIO We should have talked years ago, all of us, before we
ended up like this.
  
LUANA You were his pride and you screwed it up instead.
  
GIORGIO It wasn't my life to be baptized and confirmed
  
LUANA took pride in me giving to the wretched?
  
GIORGIO I told you it wasn't my life
  
LUANA but there was also his life. Dear Dad, who knows what a
fight...
  
GIORGIO It was for me too
  
LUANA That's why no sign of the cross...
  
GIORGIO Yeah. I've realized that to remove a certain past you
have to start with small things
  
LUANA Can't you make an exception for your brother? I didn't
even call the priest. After all, none of those codfish had to be
dried. A sacrifice for the stomach of us humans, like yours, a
sacrifice for our serenity
  
GIORGIO fuck you. Find it yourself, if you are able.
  
LUANA was your mission
  
GIORGIO what? Drown in that slime? Drown in the ordeal of human
comfort? Fuck it. Fuck the hovel of penitence and act of pain. The
wretches would even rake in the crumbs after plucking the
immaculate heart of the skirt in vocation. My mission? To run away
with my skirt soiled at every daily rape.
  
LUANA how disillusioning to compare confession to rape.
  
GIORGIO I was emptied of it every time
  
LUANA And did you need to run away? 
  
GIORGIO what did you do? 
  
The girl bows her head 
  
BRUNO Ssstt
  
Bruno gets up from the grave 
  
BRUNO good brother! Running away cleanses. Running makes one
forget. Remember that day with the money, dear Giorgio? Daughter
you were in the tree. Blessed are those who do not see close up the
ills and the new awareness. But the risk of bailing out or climbing
the tree is to stop time, to sterilise hours and pain. Dear child,
I have certainly sprinkled on your flight the living ashes of an
ignoble love, because I have completely appropriated the privilege
of catching my joys and sorrows.
  
Bruno strokes his brother's hair with incredible delicacy
  
BRUNO If you don't do it with me, it's my turn to look for a
dead man. You know that after the decision to undress you, I was
very worried. You know how many questions, how many doubts, how
many tears. How would Mom feel? How would the people to whom you
had given comfort and who had deposited a painful experience in
your memory have reacted? How would you have lived after losing an
institutional role? Because the truth of the soul is not always
understood by those who demand a well-established pattern. I
thought about how difficult it would be to rebuild yourself. I
thought I had to stop you, you villain. I thought I had a moral
obligation to get angry and slam the door in your face. I thought
tirelessly until I got tired. What a disagreement! And yet every
time I let my rage and fury accelerate, suddenly, at the height of
my ardour, I would quiet down and count to myself who I was for
such a frenzy, who I was for not allowing a loved one the luxury of
derailing. And I reflected on the many months we had not seen each
other. Who knows how many things I didn't know, what meetings you
had arranged, how many people you had met. How could you dare to
make an extreme judgement and turn it into an action of
confrontation without this superstructure? That's why, whenever my
anger reached its peak, I decided at that very moment to love you,
dear Giorgio, without any schemes. I demanded to love you, shouting
at me, slapping me. I had to love what you chose in the same way
and even more than you thought you loved the new life. And the more
my instincts imagined you wallowing in shit, the more I decided to
euthanize him, while he roiled rotten gall; the more my imagination
showed you sending him into fields of Sodom and Gomorrah, the more
I chose to breathe in the fetid wake you left behind. I didn't feel
like following a capricious instinct for sentimental justice, a
distraught mother, bewildered believers, thousands of disillusioned
people, holy social hypocrisy. I wanted to act intelligently,
although I knew that too much wisdom can lead to loneliness. And so
it did. But fuck the absence of prying eyes. I still think that the
only reasonable thing was to strive to love what you did beyond the
unthinkable. I guess that was the only way to survive the ineffable
freaking out. My daughter didn't have time to see this change and
fled to the top carrying her brother's grudging heart. I hid
everything from her except the frustration and pain. Sometimes I
think it was she who stole it from me and the lack of loved ones
drove me to act nobly. The more I suffered, the more I built up the
beautiful soul. And you, big brother, with your innate sense of
irresponsibility, helped me to weld the rocky armour of the valiant
soldier and to soak it in a broth of holy water and garlic pepper.
As you can see, no one is exempt from escaping. 
  
Luana takes her coat
  
GIORGIO Where are you going?
  
LUANA She has to run to the station
  
GIORGIO Are you going to pick up Valerio?
  
LUANA Have you heard from him?
  
GIORGIO already
  
LUANA and he didn't tell you that he is on tour in this city
with the theatre company.
  
GIORGIO He travels a lot. He's also been abroad. At least he's
achieved something
  
LUANA And what? His contemptuous egotism? I guess he doesn't
have the upper hand anymore
  
GIORGIO I don't understand why you're going to the station
  
LUANA I'm going to pick up Renzo
  
GIORGIO ahahahah. No way
  
LUANA You and Valerio didn't even mention him in the phone
conversation?
  
GIORGIO Absolutely. We wouldn't believe it even if we found him
in front of us. The dear Jew doesn't abandon his illusions
  
LUANA He is not Jewish
  
GIORGIO Valerio used to call him that. He said he must have had
a Jewish great-grandfather. Too stingy and conservative
  
LUANA The usual stereotypes
  
GIORGIO it's not a stereotype that he's attached to family
things beyond the normal.
  
LUANA But not all cheapskates are Jews.
  
GIORGIO Maybe, but Renzo wouldn't leave the museum even under
torture. He'd die for that stuff.
  
LUANA But for his old friend, he's willing to put aside his
lifelong obsession.
  
GIORGIO Not all that glitters is gold, indeed not all is
platinum...
  
LUANA What do you mean, uncle?
  
GIORGIO Dear niece, you retreated into a tree and stayed there
for years. Perhaps many things have escaped you. But since I've
stopped wasting time with prayers and encouragement, I've
consecrated my life to humility, sticking my bare feet and hands
into the everyday earth... 
  
LUANA But what do you mean?
  
GIORGIO Nothing, it's just that it costs money to stay on your
back. And sooner or later someone will come and ask for the
bill.
  
LUANA But who should make demands
  
GIORGIO Anyone
  
LUANA If someone has demands, let them speak.
  
GIORGIO I'm telling you that as soon as the impossible vision
enters the room, it will look at the rosary beads you put on the
coffin.
  
LUANA But why?
  
GIORGIO you'll see
  
LUANA I know he's attached to beautiful things, but I'm
convinced he's coming for his old friend.
  
GIORGIO For him things are like a movie script. And he gets
pissed off if there's no happy ending. Revenge and spite
  
LUANA He was so sorry on the phone, and especially that they
didn't see each other again for so many years and that seeing each
other again like this is sad...
  
GIORGIO There's no doubt about that, especially if it's your own
flesh and blood. What about other friends and acquaintances? Will
they come to honour Bruno?
  
LUANA They'll come tomorrow for the funeral. Today I wanted it
to be for the old ones. (The woman looks at her watch) We'd better
go. It's late.
  
Luana lingers by the coffin as she leaves. 
  
LUANA not even a sign of the cross. If I had known I wouldn't
have called him. Poor Daddy. Who knows how much you must have
thought about it. How much I'd like to tell you that all that pride
wasn't worth wasting.
  
The man finds himself alone with the coffin. Bruno wakes up and
puts his hand on the man's shoulder.
  
BRUNO Understand her, she lived in a tree, she didn't have time
to process. Give her time
  
Giorgio walks around the body
  
GIORGIO Poor brother, leaving without anyone's embrace. And they
tell me to be a family. What's the use if they all run away. An
immense responsibility to collect rotten silences. (Giorgio
approaches the dead man's ear. Whispering). Your daughter sure made
herself look good. (Touching his genitals). I feel like going to
the toilet. It's better to take advantage of the absences and the
memory. (The man pulls down his trousers and sits on the bidet).
She lives in a tree. Maybe I can see her panties from underneath. I
like it as a scene to wring the hen's neck. (He starts masturbating
vigorously). And if she doesn't wander through the branches and
thick foliage, I can see her tight little pussy.
  
Bruno turns towards Giorgio. He stands to the side, indolent,
sunglasses on.
  
BRUNO I wonder if it's time to leave. It seems these still need
me
  
The corpse pulls out a priest's collar. Then he gets up from the
grave. Black suit, white shirt and tie to match the suit. He
hesitates in the mirror. He stares at himself
  
BRUNO A perfect dead man
  
Bruno approaches his brother who continues to masturbate. Bruno
pushes on his collar
  
BRUNO So you're complete. A strange return to the origins. It's
a cinch to wring the hen's neck if it's to give vent to exuberance.
Anything goes to stay close to the Lord. But you wanted more. That
saints and madonnas would put you on a pedestal to organise a
thiassus with the hottest martyrs made saints. You got yourself
into this
  
GIORGIO haaa haaaa we are almost there. Paradise is near, and
without waiting for the embrace of our Lord
  
BRUNO And you had to look elsewhere for the concession. You
could have resisted and instead you followed the petticoat and the
desire of sonship, instead of the subservience to the most holy
sacrament
  
Luana returns prematurely
  
LUANA The fucking gate is jammed. Where are the keys?
  
GIORGIO What nice panties my granddaughter has. If I get under
the trunk I can see all the branches.
  
LUANA What the fuck are you doing? 
  
Uncle turns around
  
LUANA What the hell are you doing in front of my dead
father?
  
GIORGIO Sorry, it's not what you think
  
The man gets up and quickly lifts his underpants
  
LUANA It's not what I think? But if you take it off, thinking
about my tight little pussy...
  
GIORGIO Is it really tight?
  
LUANA How can it be, if no bird has ever visited it.
  
GIORGIO In a tree?
  
LUANA how stupid. Hiding the past all these years. It was enough
not to remove it so it wouldn't seem bizarre that you weren't a
priest. But I needed the vision, like a thumb to reopen the album
of weird memories. And to thank you for the revival. Suddenly all
disappointment vanished. How can such an asshole make me suffer, if
suddenly reminiscence takes over and resets all adolescence? Good
riddance, not forcing yourself to close your eyes to the
self-denying cassock. Now it's time to repaint the palette and
prepare a new sketch on you
  
GIORGIO I'm sorry
  
LUANA All these years fantasizing about where I could be,
veiling the impossible memory of such absurd pornography.
  
GIORGIO I'm sorry
  
LUANA the exotic landscapes, the hunger that gripped the poor
and the spiritual food that you tirelessly gave, while I hid from
myself the possible little girls fed with your cock. What can I
say, I'm my father's daughter, who used to bury rotten apples in
the earth, castrating fruits. Until I became a puritan of myself.
If the annoying truth could rape me every day, I'd degrade the
luxuriant persimmons of honesty. And I wouldn't be such a sucker as
to make me feel ashamed.
  
GIORGIO I never touched you
  
LUANA luckily dear uncle, but I saw you shaking it while mum was
at the laundry. But I always kept quiet. You were the pride of the
family. I didn't want to become the trigger that would mess up the
pretty picture.
  
GIORGIO I'm sorry, maybe you could have turned a blind eye this
time. And I'm sorry it didn't happen
  
LUANA And stop saying sorry
  
GIORGIO I'm sorry
  
LUANA Do you have children?
  
GIORGIO No
  
LUANA Did you get married?
  
GIORGIO Not even
  
LUANA And you should be sorry about that. What the hell did you
do? You just banged him
  
GIORGIO I've cohabited with many women, but never with a
permanent one.
  
LUANA You flushed an extraordinary life down the toilet, to
shoot blanks in a whorehouse?
  
GIORGIO It was extraordinary for bourgeois heads, but not for
yours truly. I wanted the sea, the wind and pussy in a cup of
coffee. And I got them
  
LUANA ahahahah What an asshole, Jesus has gained if you don't
rinse his scrotum anymore. We'd better go. Renzo ends up having
second thoughts because he's too nostalgic for his things.
  
Luana goes out
  
GIORGIO Don't worry little niece, this is the one (holding the
crown) who's keeping his friend apnoea in the underworld.
  
Bruno spreads his arms 
  
BRUNO What are you doing? Are you going to stop? Sometimes a
handjob can be a masterpiece, a better performance than any
couple's orgasm that smells like a wrinkle.
  
Giorgio remains enchanted staring at the door from which his
niece came out.
  
BRUNO Come on you priest in heat
  
Giorgio lets go of the crown
  
GIORGIO Ouch it's hot
  
Giorgio turns around and goes back to the toilet
  
BRUNO Bravo cleric slamming
  
The former prelate sits on the bidet and resumes the work left
half done. Bruno accompanies the verses of enjoyment of his
brother
  
GIORGIO Hiii haaaa haaaa 
  
BRUNO Haaaa haaaa. The galloping colt resumes. Better take
advantage of the fresh memory of the skirt. Haaaa haaaa haaaa.
Everything starts again, confessions and communions. The road to
the saint crosses the dusty areas of irresponsibility. Hiiii haaaa.
The love of a priest or a family is conscientiousness. Here is the
vagabond love of the scribbled brat. Hiiii haaaa. What a climb the
interminable silent orgasm, if you furnish the imagination with the
granddaughter who tastes like a lesbian. That's not true big
brother. Maybe you're a fag or just a big brother. Hiiii haaaa
haaa. If climbing knows no top, better the pleasure of cocaine.
Haaaa haaaa haaaa. Champagne sucks, if the cork has congealed the
taste and the cork convicted makes a traitorous wedge snap. Haaaa
haaaa haaaa. Only the dead haaa haa haa remained and to straighten
it out for the ferrata, only god willing hii haaa. Immeasurable
should have been the effort to love such a slut with the stole and
the trampled crucifix haaaa haaaa
  
Bruno rips Giorgio's collar
  
BRUNO Uncork the bottle, you're almost on top of the
Himalayas
  
GIORGIO Haaaaa haaaaa haaaaaaa granddaughter I'll cut you in
two, the Lete river is already in the valley haaaa haaaa I'll flood
you until you get off the poplar tree haaaaaa surf the fucking surf
in the middle of the drama, my seed will wipe out every memory and
hesitation
  
Giorgio is exhausted. He keeps his head on the tile wall, while
Bruno goes back to lying in the grave
  
BRUNO Better to accept yourself than fill your brain with
bullshit. It's the outpost of love
  
Giorgio gets up and pulls up his trousers. He looks at his
soaked hands and then looks around.
  
GIORGIO No towel, damn it
  
He starts wandering around the room. Now he is close to the
body. He stays staring at it
  
BRUNO If you make the sign of the cross on my forehead, I swear
I'll rise up just to make you swallow that shit.
  
Giorgio bends over the dead man
  
GIORGIO You wanted me to make the sign of the cross on his
forehead. Here it is. I'll carve it well
  
The man then looks at his hands
  
GIORGIO There's still some left. Another pass
  
At that moment, Valerio enters the room used as a funeral
chamber. 
  
VALERIO You're playing the priest again.
  
GIORGIO hey! I was trying to clean up the dead man's sins.
  
Valerio is short and agile. He hastily moves his hands. He snaps
as if to leave. He leans against the coffin. He looks at the
coffin
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