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A square surrounded by four small buildings. At the ends are a
small church with the adjacent road and the beginning of the park
that expands to the rear. Tommaso, in his early forties, is
smoking. He seems to be waiting for someone. The front door of the
central apartment building opens. Tommaso approaches. A young man
appears, tall and wiry. Pale face and matted hair
  
TOMMASO Ah it's you
  
The young man remains indifferent and goes away
  
TOMMASO At least say hello. Son of a bitch
  
Immediately a girl, about fourteen years old, comes out, dressed
for a party. It's Francesca, Tommaso's daughter
  
TOMMASO Have you seen him?
  
FRANCESCA Yes
  
TOMMASO He's alone
  
FRANCESCA So?
  
TOMMASO Until yesterday it was cup and spoon with Mimetic
  
FRANCESCA They haven't been seen together for a long time
  
TOMMASO In fact I haven't lived here for six months
  
FRANCESCA Have you met someone and hello friend
  
TOMMASO One? But that one is afraid even of his shadow
  
The girl looks annoyed
  
FRANCESCA Daddy I'm going out with Elisa tonight
  
TOMMASO Like with Elisa
  
FRANCESCA There's a party
  
TOMMASO But this is our day
  
FRANCESCA Some other time. OK?
  
TOMMASO Okay my ass. There's a deal
  
FRANCESCA Talk to Mummy
  
TOMMASO Leave mummy alone. Here's you and me. We've been
skipping for a fortnight already
  
FRANCESCA I've been to the dentist.
  
TOMMASO All right. But what about now?
  
FRANCESCA I've got a party I can't miss
  
TOMMASO You can give up your father though
  
FRANCESCA Find a friend
  
TOMMASO What the fuck. We had an agreement
  
FRANCESCA With me?
  
TOMMASO With you and mummy
  
FRANCESCA Well talk to her. But split me up considering my needs
too
  
TOMMASO Is she at home?
  
FRANCESCA Yes
  
TOMMASO I'll go and knock on the door. So she can hear me
  
FRANCESCA She's with Sara
  
TOMMASO Sara? This Sara again? I've never seen her, but ever
since you started telling me about her she's been on my dick
  
FRANCESCA For quite a while then
  
TOMMASO Are they fucking?
  
FRANCESCA Yes daddy
  
TOMMASO Man I've got to hear it
  
FRANCESCA Go home
  
TOMMASO What home. I've been sleeping in the car for six months.
And I still don't understand why
  
FRANCESCA Maybe I do
  
TOMMASO It's because of that Sara
  
FRANCESCA Dad, I'm a big girl now. And after the summer I'm
going to study in another city. Here's Elisa
  
TOMMASO I could have gone with you instead of her father
  
FRANCESCA It's not the father who drives
  
TOMMASO And who is he?
  
FRANCESCA A friend
  
TOMMASO I'm coming too
  
FRANCESCA Stay in your place
  
TOMMASO I want to see who it is
  
FRANCESCA Goodnight
  
The girl walks quickly towards the street
  
TOMMASO Be careful!
  
Tommaso stands up on his toes to see his daughter walking away
and the guy driving. He shakes his head and puts out his cigarette.
Then looking towards the fourth floor, he starts shouting
  
TOMMASO COULDN'T WAIT FOR SCHOOL TO START, FOR HER TO GO AWAY
AND DO WHAT YOU HAD IN YOUR HEAD, YOU FUCKING DYKE. POOR CHILD. OUR
POOR CHILD'. 
  
FEMALE VOICE-OVER LOSER GO HOME
  
TOMMASO WHAT HOME, I SLEEP IN A SQUARE METER. AND I PISS WHERE I
STAND TONIGHT I WOULD HAVE LIKED TO DO IT AT MY PLACE SINCE I PUT
THE MONEY THERE. BUT THERE'S THAT SARA AND SO I HAVE TO PISS
ELSEWHERE, IN SOMEONE ELSE'S GARDEN. BUT I WANT TO PISS AT HOME.
IT'S MY RIGHT
  
MALE VOICE-OVER THERE IS A HUGE PARK BEHIND THE BUILDINGS, GO
PISS THERE
  
TOMMASO MIND YOUR OWN FUCKING BUSINESS
  
MALE VOICE-OVER IT'S ALSO MY COCKS IF THERE'S AN ASSHOLE
BOTHERING ME. THE GRAND FINALE IS ABOUT TO BEGIN 
  
TOMMASO The grand finale, go figure. HERE ARE THOSE WHO SUFFER
AND YOU THINK OF A FUCKING FINALE. FUCK WIFE, FUCK SARA, FUCK THEM
ALL. YOU SHOULD BE GROVELLING AT MY FEET AFTER ALL THE WORK I'VE
DONE ON YOUR HOUSES. FATHER PAOLO HOW MANY TIMES DID I FIX YOUR
WASHING MACHINE, CARMEN I WAS ALWAYS FIXING THE SINK PIPE, AND CAMO
HOW MANY TIMES DID I ACCOMPANY YOU TO THE DRILLS WHEN YOUR OLD MAN
WOULDN'T GIVE YOU THE CAR. AND YOU SHOUTING, I KNOW WHO YOU ARE,
HOW MANY TIMES I FUCKED YOUR WIFE BECAUSE YOU DIDN'T HAVE THE
STRENGTH TO STRAIGHTEN IT UP
  
MALE VOICE-OVER POOR GUY GO HOME
  
FEMALE VOICE-OVER YOU SUCK
  
MALE VOICE-OVER YOUR WIFE WAS RIGHT TO DUMP YOU
  
FEMALE VOICE-OVER YOU SUCK
  
TOMMASO I SUCK? WHAT ABOUT YOU? WHO DON'T HAVE THE SLIGHTEST
COMPREHENSION, WHO DON'T GIVE A DAMN AND ONLY THINK ABOUT DEFENDING
YOUR TIME INTENT ON YOUR BITCHY THINGS
  
FEMALE VOICE-OVER GO AWAY! 
  
MALE VOICE-OVER LET ME SEE THE FINAL IN PEACE
  
TOMMASO Fucking egotists. I don't deserve this
  
A man comes out of the doorway and approaches Tommaso. He is not
threatening, rather friendly. He has a wispy beard and a sturdy
build
  
BRUNO Please Tommaso, do you want to get another complaint?
 

TOMMASO I don't care, Bruno. I want my family back
  
BRUNO You should think more of yourself, instead of chasing
impossible things
  
TOMMASO You too join the chorus. I thought you were
different
  
BRUNO She's better. She wasn't. Everyone says so in the
neighbourhood. You can't persist forever
  
TOMMASO But what does a man know who is after a psychotic
daughter who isn't even his own
  
BRUNO You're full of rage. I'd better go
  
TOMMASO Wait. I'm sorry. It's a shitty moment
  
BRUNO I know
  
TOMMASO Instead of being with me my daughter prefers
strangers
  
BRUNO It will pass
  
TOMMASO When?
  
BRUNO I don't know
  
TOMMASO Big help. I must do something.
  
BRUNO The only thing you can do is to be patient
  
TOMMASO And be good
  
BRUNO Yes
  
TOMMASO I don't think so
  
BRUNO And what do you want to do? Shame on you in the public
square? 
  
TOMMASO And what's left for me after what happened. From night
to morning, boom! Your wife leaves you. And for no reason
  
BRUNO What do you want? It happens. A few more glances or
lingering more on her thoughts would have sufficed. No wonder she
ran away. Even the people in this block of flats had noticed.
  
TOMMASO How would you know? 
  
BRUNO There's whispering in the corridors
  
TOMMASO They could have made me understand.
  
BRUNO Yes
  
TOMMASO And instead. Everyone mind their own fucking business.
Like now. You whisper, but then when it's a question of changing
the world, everyone shits their pants, when it's a question of
helping a poor person, no one takes to the streets. One prefers to
whisper, and maybe raise one's voice just to defend one's own
comfortable world. From miserable people I would never have
expected that
  
BRUNO And what did you expect?
  
TOMMASO In our daily misery a little solidarity
  
BRUNO Are you giving it to me?
  
TOMMASO Sorry?
  
BRUNO I'm miserable too. And yet all you talk about is you. You
haven't even asked me how I am, even though you know all the
problems I have.
  
Tommaso remains silent, scratching his head
  
BRUNO You could tell me something. Otherwise you are like us,
like everyone in this working-class neighbourhood. Neither more nor
less
  
TOMMASO How is he? 
  
BRUNO She is, but I have no illusions. She's never been healthy.
Schizophrenic, the doctors said. But since she learned the truth,
she's gotten worse.
  
TOMMASO The truth?
  
BRUNO The truth
  
TOMMASO That truth?
  
BRUNO Just that
  
TOMMASO Shit. But how did he do it?
  
BRUNO The photos of our friends in the attic and her incredible
resemblance to Dorotea, the real mother. And so he pressed us on
this resemblance, to the point of telling her everything about the
accident
  
TOMMASO And your wife Miranda?
  
BRUNO She couldn't take it 
  
TOMMASO She didn't hold up?
  
BRUNO I mean she was the first to confess to you how things
were
  
TOMMASO Poor poor Miranda. How is she?
  
BRUNO She's always thinking about it. A fixation. She's too
honest a woman. And that scares me. I hope I don't have to take her
to the doctors as well
  
TOMMASO Maybe you should go home to her
  
BRUNO She's not here. She's away fortunately. So she can have
some distraction
  
TOMMASO And you?
  
BRUNO Porzia worries me. She's even more bewildered
  
TOMMASO You should have told her earlier
  
BRUNO I don't know
  
TOMMASO That way she'd get used to it. And you too. I should
have advised you, why didn't I?
  
BRUNO You prefer to whisper, and never raise your voice
  
TOMMASO I'm sorry
  
BRUNO Me too
  
TOMMASO You'll see she'll get over it. All these years you have
taken care of her. She spent a few weeks with her parents. You
brought her up 
  
BRUNO That wasn't enough. You see her walking like a zombie. She
came up with a hole in her. She never knew her history, at least
until the other day, and yet that hole has always been there. It is
the reason for her perpetual absence 
  
TOMMASO Yet he has been under treatment for years
  
BRUNO We've changed I don't know how many doctors. Now we have a
new one. But it's hard.  
  
TOMMASO Poor thing, where is she now?
  
BRUNO The new therapist told her to...
  
TOMMASO Here's the don. The best life is theirs. They've got it
all figured out
  
Don Paolo emerges from the parish and approaches the two
  
BRUNO Good evening Father
  
DON PAOLO Boys what are you doing here at this hour. There's the
cup final tonight. Aren't you going to see it?
  
TOMMASO Sara is here
  
DON PAOLO Sara?
  
BRUNO No father. Tommaso is no longer interested in football

 
DON PAOLO I'm sorry. But tonight we win. Too bad about the
disqualification of our number ten
  
BRUNO Better father, he hasn't played well for a while
  
DON PAOLO But in matches like these he gets galvanised
  
While Bruno and Father Paolo talk, Tommaso wanders around the
forecourt looking up at the fourth floor
  
BRUNO And then maybe he gets himself expelled as has already
happened. He's a dickhead. He'd better not play
  
DON PAOLO If only the substitute was up to it, but he's not
 

Tommaso starts shouting
  
TOMMASO IF ONLY THE SUBSTITUTE WAS UP TO IT
  
DON PAOLO But what does
  
TOMMASO BUT THAT'S NOT THE CASE IS NOT UP TO THE MARK THAT
  
FEMALE VOICE-OVER SHUT UP ASSHOLE
  
TOMMASO EVEN THE PRIEST SAID SO. OR DO YOU WANT TO GO AGAINST
THE CHURCH?
  
FEMALE VOICE-OVER FUCK YOU AND HIM
  
DON PAOLO Better go, the game is about to start
  
BRUNO It's still early father
  
DON PAOLO I like listening to hymns
  
BRUNO A word for Tommaso
  
DON PAOLO Tomorrow
  
BRUNO Just a second. Can't you see how he suffers
  
TOMMASO WHORES!
  
DON PAOLO What to say. Just when the game starts
  
TOMMASO I SHOULDN'T HAVE LEFT YOU MY HOUSE AND MY LITTLE
GIRL
  
Tommaso sits, exhausted, on a bench in the square garden
  
DON PAOLO Tomorrow, let's make it tomorrow. I'll be there, I
promise. But tonight, just no
  
BRUNO You could come over. You could watch the game together,
what do you say?
  
DON PAOLO Marcello has already booked
  
BRUNO The Mimetic? 
  
DON PAOLO His television set doesn't work. And his old man won't
fix it
  
BRUNO He'd rather have that fanatic in the house than
Tommaso
  
DON PAOLO He asked me first and then he would certainly let me
watch the game. Tommaso would talk in my ear all the time. He
should be here soon
  
BRUNO He will certainly be late, if he has gone to do his
exercises
  
DON PAOLO He does nothing. There are only two seats in the sofa.
And when he returns, the place is his. Have a good evening
  
BRUNO But isn't there anyone in the building who could
accommodate him? I would do it but he knows I can't
  
DON PAOLO Ask Carmen 
  
BRUNO She too has problems with her son. Didn't the mimetic tell
you? They were always together, cup and spoon, but not any more

 
DON PAOLO She mentioned something
  
BRUNO He even took him to the polygon. Then all of a sudden
 

DON PAOLO It's called Ghosting. So many teenagers suffer from
it. For fear of feeling invaded by relationships, they
disappear
  
BRUNO Invaded by Mimetic?
  
DON PAOLO Maybe. I don't know
  
BRUNO And now Renatino is always locked in his room. And one
whispers that he has met someone. But the whisper is sometimes
fallacious
  
DON PAOLO I'm going
  
BRUNO Sure father he has no place
  
DON PAOLO Ask Carmen. The son won't be a problem and surely the
poor girl needs someone to vent to. Besides, she cooks like a
god
  
BRUNO But I don't think she wants to watch the game
  
DON PAOLO But anyway Tommaso doesn't give a damn about football
anymore
  
BRUNO But I don't even think Carmen wants to be there to listen
to him. She's a bit like him, even worse
  
DON PAOLO It means they will talk to each other
  
BRUNO Where no one will listen to anyone. We are doing well
 

DON PAOLO It's not important whether your interlocutor listens.
What is important is to vent
  
BRUNO Confessional experience?
  
The don smiles
  
BRUNO Things happen there
  
DON PAOLO Let's say it's a square for two
  
The don puts on his hat and takes his final leave. As the don
enters the building, a hooded person exits, quickly disappearing.
Tommaso gets up from the bench and approaches Bruno.
  
BRUNO I tried with the don, but
  
TOMMASO Leave him alone. Let him watch the game in peace
  
BRUNO I'd invite you to my house, but with Porzia. She should be
home soon
  
TOMMASO I'm going to the car. It's parked near the park. I'll
sleep there tonight
  
BRUNO It's damp
  
TOMMASO It's damp everywhere
  
BRUNO You'd better move. Maybe you can go to the supermarket
garage. It's covered.
  
TOMMASO I'd rather stay here. A way to be near my family.
  
BRUNO Are you still in love with her?
  
TOMMASO Yes, I am. And I don't understand what has happened
 

BRUNO Did you ever talk to each other?
  
TOMMASO We were talking
  
BRUNO With an open heart? (Pause for silence) Be sincere  
  
TOMMASO I don't know
  
BRUNO Routine is a bastard. Miranda always says that. She makes
you believe you have everything under control. She's sneaky,
silently preparing the atomic bomb 
  
TOMMASO Your wife is absolutely right
  
BRUNO Nobody thought Porzia could know. But our daughter's
illness already foreshadowed a tension, a restlessness, a search.
But routine made us so indifferent to this momentum that even the
most obvious changes were imperceptible.
  
TOMMASO He's right. Routine is sneaky. It deludes us that the
present is eternal, makes us see only that and obscures the
future
  
BRUNO Yet this is within us, to the repressed possibilities. As
my wife says, the future is not as distant as the bastard would
have us believe. But it is up to us. She has begun, while for me it
is hard
  
TOMMASO How did she start?
  
BRUNO Miranda is....
  
A hoarse, heavy voice rises up, behind the two on stage
  
MARCELLO Here are our everyday heroes. The ones who fight. The
men everyone should be inspired by
  
TOMMASO Mimetic, are you taking the piss?
  
MARCELLO A little
  
TOMMASO You change that Mimetic sometimes
  
MARCELLO Real men wash themselves very little. Anyway, I'm
preparing for when we go to war against the enemy
  
BRUNO The priest is already upstairs
  
TOMMASO What are you waiting for?
  
MARCELLO I still can't believe it. I had shitty aim tonight. It
must not happen again. I must be ready if they call me to fight

 
TOMMASO Who makes you do it. You have no family. Your parents
support you and you do whatever the fuck you want.
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