Leonardo Da Vinci Pilot Projects (2001 - 2004) – True Stories


THE OMELETTE

by Cristina Facco

Characters:

· The nurse

· Angelo

· Angelo’s mother

· The doctor

· The neighbour

ACT ONE

I entered the room. I was sure I would find you there, wrapped in your sheets, your hair dishevelled. But to my great surprise you were not there. “My God,” I thought, “where are you?” I noticed the missing window fasteners and your footprints on the wall.

You were a master of escape - you left in the silence in the morning without being noticed and you managed to get out quickly and nimbly through the window. Looking at the window, I wondered how you managed to get through. Only a contortionist could have made it.

I’m out at last! Damn, I need a cigarette. There’s someone waiting at the bus stop – “Excuse me, have you got a cigarette?” – Let me take a deep puff! Ah, a spoonful of Nescafè under my tongue, good morning! I’ve left. I’m the mayor of Berlin and will write a letter to tell people how you keep me isolated in this place that looks like a barracks.

Barracks, soldiers; I must run, run home, before the police comes, secret agents are everywhere. I wear my sneakers, just one more deep puff, yes, the last bit of the cigarette tastes good.

I will have to make up my mind sooner or later, and leave this half-destroyed house, devastated by this son and his ravings, but I know this place is the only thing that still binds us and protects us, like when ... when I was carrying you in my womb. He was not alone, there was a twin sister – they were male and female, daytime and at night, black and white.

I hear some noise on the roof; he’s come back, I’m sure – what shall I do? Shall I keep you here, like when you were a child and fled from school, prepare a good lunch and call them to come and take you back, before you set things on fire for the hundredth time or go to the neighbours’ vegetable garden to search for bugs among the tomatoes – what shall I do?

I can’t believe it, I told you he should not go back home! Not now! The neighbours have already given information to the police, so as soon as he gets home they will call the police.

We have to go, pick him up and take him back here. I can’t believe he always manages to flee! Why wasn’t anybody at his door? Window? Window! He can’t have passed through the window, it was fastened. Anyway I’ll have to drive to his place and take him back, he has gone back home as usual. Who’s coming with me? 

There he is, that asshole! – Crazy, you are crazy, they should lock you up!! – Don’t come here, don’t touch my tomatoes; look, if you don’t leave I’ll call the police. 

Loft, house, paper, match, fire, dirt, walking, up, down, inside, outside, cigarette, deep puff, hungry.

I’m pissed off indeed – what did I tell you yesterday at the meeting? Were you at the meeting yesterday? No! Obviously, thanks to your shifts you have never been there when it has been necessary. Anyway, I said that Angelo must not go home alone for one week, you see? We’ll have to resort to the compulsory health treatment with the consequent same old mess, the police, all that running and tackling.

I climb down very slowly, quickly, big ladder, small ladder, window. No, it isn’t safe, I must be very careful, spies are everywhere, watch out – the police! 

I smell food. I am hungry. I’m climbing down, the car, my sneakers, socks, anger, street, field, kidnappers, room, the door is closed, window, flee, run, the roof, up on the roof, down the gutter, flee, run, field, mud, shoes, fast, flee.

ACT TWO

He’s running on the roof. I can hear him. They must have arrived. They are coming to take him back. Let me look for the pan, the eggs; what a mess, it looks like a house that has been devastated by war.

I prepare a bread-roll, put it next to the gutter here, outside the window – you usually pass by here.

Bread, omelette, smell, taste of home to take with me in my escape, to hold in my hands, to smell, lick, touch, eat, behind the wall at the end of the field, beyond the  ditch, lying on the grass; it’s spring, cigarette, deep puff, deep puff up to the end of the cigarette and again, it’s bitter, it’s good. 

Keys, car, street, silence, it looks like we’ll never get there, and yet it isn’t far from here.

We have arrived, let’s hope we’ll find him. What a mess! We didn’t really need that.

A two-storey house, half-destroyed, the roof collapsed, the glasses shattered, the door unhinged.

We get in. There is a stuffy smell, a smell of burned wood and rags, and what’s this? Smell of omelette – it seems unreal in this wreck.

Good morning, is there anyone at home? Maria, are you in?

Good morning, doctor.

I see her coming out of the kitchen, wearing a grey sweater, a woollen skirt, thick socks, dishevelled hair. She is carrying a pan in her hand, with the leftovers of an omelette.

Good morning Maria. We’ve come to see if Angelo is around; he’s fled and we thought he could have passed by here. You know that if he doesn’t stay at the Centre you’re going to have troubles with your neighbours, do you remember when they reported him to the police. If you go on like that I’ll have to resort to the compulsory health treatment, you see?

She knows, she perfectly remembers the last compulsory health treatment. She remembers him slipping off the roof. We all got scared. Had he fallen, he would have died – and then the police, the handcuffs, the cries. As if anything could change.

If anything could change, I would tell you where he is, but there’s no point – everything has happened again and again. Small things, you can only change small things with him, you can talk to him by means of gestures, habits, smells, tastes. He wants to stay in the countryside because we are countryfolk. No, doctor, I don’t know where he is, I haven’t seen him, maybe he’s taken a bus to town.

I look at the pan. My eyes rise and meet Maria’s. I see a mother who has prepared a snack for her child, I look outside, at the field, the wall, the garden. I say nothing. 

We go out. What shall we do? Let’s wait up until tonight, maybe he’s going back to the Centre on his own – sometimes he does.

We shall come back later, let’s wait until tonight, then we’ll report it to the police.

Eat, devour, smoke, walk. They get out, damned! Flee, run, the bus stop, quick jump, safe. City, walk – “Excuse me, have you got a cigarette?”

More than ten years have passed since that day. Angelo has been living in a flat-sharing group in the city centre for many years now. Exactly opposite my home...

I meet him quite often, particularly at night. He walks tireless, he seems serene, ‘home and tomatoes’ seem to belong to his past. I think of how many times I ran after him, restrained him – was he so different from who he is now?

He regularly asks me: “Excuse me, have you got a cigarette?” He takes a ravenous puff, smiles with a strange grimace and starts walking again.
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