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1. 22nd of January – 1:37 p.m. 
 
A beam of  floodlights lights up the birthday boy who is standing with a business card in 
his hands and he is making a phone call. All around him it is dark. 
 
The birthday boy: (excited) 
Hello? Good morning. My name is Luca. I got your number from a friend. He told me 
you are in… 
Well, I’d like to have some more information about how it works, I mean, about what you 
usually do. 
I see. 
What was I thinking of? Well, I don’t know. This friend of mine told me you are very 
good at it, that you pay attention to details. Maybe you can give me some suggestions… 
No costumes. No dinners served with a crime. Look, few guests, just the closest friends, 
people that have known each other for a lifetime. Therefore I had thought to create 
some kind… 
That’s right, a diversion. 
No, no, nothing extraordinary, just to enliven the situation… 
…otherwise we run the risk of having nothing to tell. That’s it. 
Absolutely. Actually, I’d like it if they didn’t know it was me who arranged everything. 
Correct. 
Ah, I see… Two friends who met at work. Yes, everything has to seem “natural”, as if it 
were true. 
Exactly. 
Yes. 
Thirteen. 
Thank you. 
That’s right. 
I don’t know, whatever you want… Is it necessary? 
Sure, the credibility. 
A plant is ok. As you want. 
Tonight. At dinner time, I’ll say. Are you free? 
Right. I was afraid it wasn’t feasible, because I decided at the very last moment… 
Yes. And how much will it cost me, more or less? 
Very good. And how does it work, for the payment? 
Look, I’ll do it right away. Listen, thank you very much. I’m really excited. I hope for the 
best. 
Yes, yes, I can imagine. Ah, by the way, sorry, just one more thing: how does it end? I 
mean, how do you know that the joke is over? 
Well, sure, I see. Thank you again. Whatever you need , call me. What’s your name? 
Ok. Bye. 
(he hangs up; talking to himself) 
You never can know. 
Lights off. 
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2. 22nd of January – 10:10 p.m. 
 
The guests move forward from a dark background. Anna takes a birthday cake with 
lighten candles. She starts to sing “Happy Birthday to You” and everybody joins in. 
 
ANNA: (to the birthday boy) 
Make a wish. 
The birthday boy blows out the candles. Lighs off 
Matteo lifts a bottle of whisky. 
 
MATTEO: 
Excuse me, excuse me. I’d like to make a toast.  
The birthday boy: (a little anxious) 
The lights? 
Elena lights his face with a torch.  
 
MATTEO: 
I’d like to make a special toast for the birthday boy. 
LAURA: 
And the cake? 
DAVIDE: 
Let’s toast! Let’s toast! 
MATTEO: (to the birthday boy) 
May I? (The birthday boy nods) I wanted to make a toast for the birthday boy and his 
thirty years. You have got this far strong, healthy, … 
ELENA: (to the birthday boy)  
Touch wood.  
MATTEO:  
… Healthy, beautiful and you fulfilled some of the things you wanted. Now the second 
part of your life is waiting for you. It is crucial now to decide who you are going to be and 
which life you are going to live, which people you are going to keep close, and those 
you are going to lose. You just have a few chances. You must not lose your way, 
otherwise everything will end up in the hour parking with all those who haven’t made it. 
So, never forget where you come from and decide well where you want to go. It is 
important you do your utmost best. Because you, today, now, are strong, healthy and 
beautiful and have your whole life ahead of you. Your life. Take care of it and don’t let it 
slip away. Make your wishes come true. All the best. 
Lights off. 
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3. 22nd of January – 10:23 p.m. 
 
Everyone is holding his/her present in his/her hands. The birthday boy is standing in the 
centre of the scene. At his feet, a bottle of whisky. One by one, like the Wise Men, the 
others come closer, give their gift and move away. 
When every gift is given, the birthday boy starts unwrapping them one by one. Davide 
moves away from the group. He holds a small packet in his hands. While the others are 
talking, he unwraps it. 
 
MATTEO: 
Falling in love is not the most difficult thing.  
ELENA: 
Nor is loving.  
LAURA: 
Loving often ends up being just a logical consequence. 
SABRINA: 
Sometimes you just love because it’s convenient, out of habit or to avoid loneliness.  
ANNA: 
Nor is it difficult being happy.  
LAURA: 
Great feelings are not difficult: we all know which ones they are.  
ELENA: 
It’s not the extremes, nor the exceptional things or the insurmountable obstacles.  
MATTEO: 
Taking care is the most difficult thing ever.  
SABRINA: 
Owing something precious and taking care of it everyday, day after day.  
LAURA: 
That’s the most difficult thing. 
ANNA: 
Taking care of that special something and defending it, defending all its frailties, 
experiencing the effort of keeping it – no matter what – close to the heart.  
SABRINA: 
Do not push it away, do not abandon it, do not destroy it, do not ignore it. 
MATTEO: 
The most difficult thing in the world is not loving, but it is taking care of what you love. 
The birthday boy has finished unwrapping the presents. 
Inside Davide’s present there is a gazing ball, with some snow and the Eiffel Tower.  
 
SABRINA: (looking at the cactus) 
You can’t offer thorns. Thorns stand for pain. 
ANNA: (still lost in thought) 
At least it’s something alive. 
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Davide comes forward, puts in the birthday boy’s hands the gazing ball, takes the bottle 
of whisky andstands next to the birthday boy; he clears his throat. 
 
DAVIDE: (hyped-up) 
My friends… Our birthday boy’s second thirty-year-period is starting today (he points at 
the birthday boy) and everything makes me think it will be similar to the previous one. 
We can’t tell who will be saved in this life and who won’t, but I don’t think we’ll have a 
good rank in the table. The only thing I want to tell us, to all of us, is: let’s hold tight the 
few things we have, because if we lose them we won’t have those few things either, and 
we will find ourselves regretting our miseries, a worse condition than misery itself. I’m 
sure you would never bet on me and I, while queuing at the hippodrome, will look for 
other horses I can place the bets on, but we’ll all be sure just of one thing: we got lost 
because we loved each other! Happy birthday, Luca! 
He drinks. Applauds and whistles from the others. 
 
The birthday boy:  
Well... A cactus, a gazing ball, another copy of “Gomorrah”, a wallet... 
LAURA: 
A crocodile one. 
The birthday boy: 
... a crocodile one. Thank you so much to everyone.  
 
Usual hugs and acknowledgments. 
Lights off.
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4. 23rd of January - 00:00 a.m. 
 
Loud music. Light. The climate of the party is very hot. Everybody is dancing and 
drinking, they do the conga, create choreographies like those on TV, some glasses and 
plates are dropped on the floor, they laugh, someone falls on the floor and keeps 
dancing while sitting. 
The birthday boy dinks alone to one side, he drinks while he looks at his friends; they 
are all having fun. 
He is satisfied of the party, of his friends, of that moment. He takes some pictures. 
 
MATTEO: (he shouts louder than the music) 
Why don’t we do something? 
 
All of a sudden the lights turn off. Music stops, but the sound of a rewinding tape can be 
heard. Noise of people running everywhere.
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5. 22nd of January - 07:32 p.m. 
 
The noise stops, lights on. Davide is standing in the middle of the scene, holding some 
plastic forks in the hands, and the birthday boy walks backwards and forward with a 
bottle and a corkscrew. They are alone. A table with some chips, popcorn, plastic glass 
and plates, and some chairs. 
Silence. 
 
DAVIDE: (talking to himself) 
What’s missing 
The birthday boy:  
A crazy thing happened this morning: I felt myself.  
DAVIDE: (looking around, commenting on the room) 
Nothing. Perfect. Where do I put the forks?  
The birthday boy:  
Everything started from the dream I had last night. I dreamt I was dead.  
DAVIDE: (ironic). 
Chips and popcorn. There’s no party without them. (worried; he looks around) Where do 
I put the forks in your opinion?  
The birthday boy:  
I was dead. But I wasn’t afraid. I was just there, lying, with my black suit, my white shirt 
and my tie. I couldn’t move. All those eyes upon me, looking at me, staring. As if they 
were waiting for something. And I wanted to say: “I can’t. It’s not my fault. I’m… dead”. 
DAVIDE:  
Is it better there? (he makes an attempt) No. I put them here together with the glasses 
and the plates, so everything is close.  
The birthday boy: 
Then I woke up. I opened my eyes. Still, I breathed, looked at the ceiling and felt 
perfectly all my body. In my bed, in my bedroom. I was motionless and was sweating. 
You could say that I’m crazy but I was me, completely me in that moment. (he looks at 
the corkscrew he is holding in his hand) Exactly me.  
DAVIDE:  
What a load of crap... Everything seems a bit like a catering service for a secondary 
school. I’ll leave them scattered on the table and then everyone can take whatever they 
want. Maybe we won’t use the plates in the end. 
The birthday boy:  
I don’t know how long it lasted, that feeling under the sheets. Sweaty, motionless 
looking at the ceiling. 
DAVIDE: (with a fork in his mouth) 
It’s settled! We will just eat with our hands! 
The birthday boy: 
It was me. Nothing but me.  
Pause.  
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DAVIDE: (desolate). 
Right. Where do I put the forks? 
The birthday boy: 
I’d put them close to the glasses and the plates.  
DAVIDE: 
Me too! (he looks at him) Is everything ok?  
The birthday boy: 
Everything will be just perfect, won’t it? 
DAVIDE: 
It’s already perfect. 
The birthday boy: 
Really? 
DAVIDE: 
Of course. 
The birthday boy: 
Right. And the others?  
DAVIDE: (checking the time) 
They will arrive.   
The birthday boy: (a little disoriented)  
Perfect.  
DAVIDE: (gets close to him) 
Perfect, perfect... You are so lucky to be a pure spirit, but sometimes it’s better not 
wondering too many things. 
The birthday boy:  
Yeah, but, you see? (he stands still for a second) Nothing. Now I don’t feel anything. I’m 
like vanished.  
DAVIDE: (pointing at the bottle) 
Do you want me to open it? 
The birthday boy nods. They exchange the forks for the bottle and the corkscrew. 
Davide opens the bottle. 
 
The birthday boy:  
I was so me. And now… 
DAVIDE:  
And now you are here, with me, and it is going to be a great night. (Raising the bottle) 
To you.  
The birthday boy: 
To me. 
 
They drink. Lights off. 
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6. 22nd of January - 09:20 p. m. 
 
Anna, Davide, Sabrina, Laura and the birthday boy are drinking and talking.  
 
ANNA: 
How do you feel? 
The birthday boy: 
Maybe I’m older, but I’m in a good shape anyway. Like when I was 15, even better. I 
feel I can do whatever I want.  
SABRINA: 
Just as well. Some people suffer when they reach 30. 
LAURA: 
Because they don’t know what they want. 
The birthday boy:  
I will move mountains. Or better still, I will change the map of the Earth, I will conquer a 
woman and  I make her my queen. And you all are gonna be my slaves.  
DAVIDE: 
Yes, chief. 
SABRINA: 
I see what you mean. Yesterday I went jogging. I had my headphones on. I don’t know 
why but I felt like a character out of a video and everything seemed different. I ran very 
fast and sang. A nutter. An old man looked at me and smiled, so I stopped and I kissed 
him. He went red and thanked me. 
DAVIDE: 
You kissed a grandad? 
SABRINA: 
I was so happy, I was beside myself.  
DAVIDE: 
Sometimes I just need get on my scooter and go for a ride. Over there it’s all woods and 
it seems to be far from everything. I smoke a cigarette on the hill and I feel good again. 
Everything is gone. When I will be rich…  
ALL: 
... I will buy a house in the countryside.  
Davide prepares a line of cocaine. 
 
LAURA: 
Is it where you take your girlfriends? 
DAVIDE: 
A little joint, an emotional question, the sunset. Non girl can resist. 
ANNA: 
It’s Saturday night. My blood is boiling in my veins! 
LAURA: 
Because you are a girl who has many problems. 
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ANNA: 
Yes, I like to piss standing in the open air, I take the tram without the ticket and I wake 
up late every day. I swim against the current. But I found a job. 
DAVIDE: 
What? 
Anna: 
Pony Express. I will ride my scooter all day for a couple of months so I can pay for my 
holidays next summer. 
Laura: (sarcastic) 
What a devilish plan. 
Anna’s mobile rings. 
 
ANNA:  
Better than nothing. (on the phone, angry) Hello, old boy! Where are you? Right! 
Consider me there in an hour.  
Sabrina gets closer to Davide for a snort. 
 
DAVIDE: (to Sabrina).  
Where did you put the forks? 
SABRINA: (looking at Anna) 
Scattered. (she snorts) 
DAVIDE: 
I knew it.  
ANNA: (on the phone) 
Yes, sure. (between her teeth) Asshole! (she hangs up) 
Davide: (to Anna) 
It’s a very nice story, unique and full of surprises.  
Anna: 
Yes, full of sunsets. 
Sabrina puts some money in Davide’s hands; Laura gets closer. 
 
DAVIDE: (to Laura) 
Are you sure? 
LAURA: 
I feel a little bit disoriented and confused and I need something different, something 
easy. I can’t explain it in words.  
The birthday boy: (talking to himself, to all) 
You always arrive late at birthday parties, maybe you’re not sure until the very last 
moment whether you wanna go or not, but what started like something which seemed 
terribly boring can end up being… very amusing. You can never tell. Not at all. 
Lights off. 
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7. 22nd of January - 10:00 p. m. 
 
The birthday boy and all the guests are seated in different positions in the scene; 
someone looks at the public, someone at the ceiling. They are still. Someone smokes a 
cigarette. They don’t say a word, they don’t do anything. 
 
The birthday boy: (holding an empty bottle in his hand) 
Well, do you want me to open another one?  
Lights off.  
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8. 22nd of January - 10:40 p.m. 
 
Matteo and Elena joined the group. 
Now Sabrina in the proscenium on the left. She is talking to Matteo. Laura, in tne 
proscenium on the right, is talking to Elena. Davide, on the background on the left, is 
looking at Sabrina. The birthday boy is alone to one side. 
 
Sabrina: 
One day I told her: come with me to visit the studio of a painter friend of mine. He needs 
a model. 
Laura: 
I don’t like the smell of paint. Trielin smell, he was earth-stained. It was so cold in that 
garage. 
Sabrina: 
I can’t say no to anybody. When she arrived she was very escited to have someone 
painting her portrait. 
Laura: 
He might have been 50 years. He kissed my hand and offered me a glass of whisky. 
Sabrina didn’t realize. 
Sabrina: 
In my opinion she thought he wanted to make a portrait of her face. I showed her the 
portrait he made of mysef and she started laughing because of embarrassment. 
Laura: 
Exhibitions in London, catalogues of one-man exhibitions, interviews on magazines… 
As if I weren’t an art expert. 
Sabrina: 
Then he asked her to take off her skirt and shirt. She looked at me in the eyes and took 
her clothes off. 
Laura: 
My ass was freezing. I was sitting on a wooden board covered with a sheet. Make 
yourself comfortable, think about whatever you want but look at me, he told me while he 
was taking some pictures. 
Sabrina: 
She was very good at it. I seemed she was born for that job. Si posed as she had done 
it before. She looked at him impudent, fierce. 
Laura: 
I wanted to go away. How can one work like that? Without creating confidence, without 
even saying a word? 
Sabrina: 
When she finally looked at him for real, he stopped and starter to paint. She didn’t 
move. She just looked at him. 
Laura: 
Sabrina told me we could go. My neck hurt, but I felt pissed off at last. 
Sabrina: 
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All of a sudden she got up and she slowly dressed up. Then she went close to the 
painting. 
Laura: 
I wasn’t like that. Those weren’t my colours. 
Sabrina: 
She had her eyes bright with tears. She hold her breath. Her hands were shaking. She 
was fond of the portrait. 
Laura: 
I’ve never seen the painter again. I had a portrait made by a better painter. 
Sabrina: 
I took her to the exhibition. Among all the other paintings, there was her portrait. She 
pretended that nothing was happening. 
Laura: 
I know he sold my portrait. 
Pause. Sabrina and Laura talk to each other keeping their own position. 
 
Sabrina: 
At the editorial office I just work on graphics projects, but that is not what I want for me. 
Laura: 
I see. 
Sabrina: 
If it weren’t well paid I would already have left my job. 
Laura: 
I know. 
Sabrina: 
I’d like to show you my drawings. 
Laura: 
I was waiting for them three months ago. 
Sabrina: 
I’ve been very busy. I found an underground art gallery that wants to set up a collective 
exhibition with other people. In your father’s art gallery new proposal are never missing, 
aren’t they? 
Laura: 
Of course. 
Sabrina: 
I’d like to show you my drawings anyway. Maybe we can meet for a coffee. 
Laura: 
Ok. 
Pause. 
 
Sabrina: 
And how are you? 
Laura: 
Can’t you see? 
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Sabrina: 
I see you are fine. 
 
Laura: 
Yeah.  
Sabrina: (looking at the birthday boy) 
Luca seems happy. 
Laura:  
He is a little weird. I wonder what’s on his mind. 
Sabrina turns; when she meets with Davide’s eyes, he turns and goes away. 
 
Sabrina: 
And Davide? 
Laura:  
He will never become anything. I can assure you. 
Sabrina: 
Excuse me, why? 
Laura: 
Because he doesn’t take himself seriously. He lives his life like a cat. When he will be 
forty e his hands will be empty, he will regret about it. 
Sabrina: 
Sometimes I envy him. 
Laura: 
You are something different, Sabrina. 
Lights off. 
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9. 22nd of January - 11:05 p. m. 
 
Davide is in the proscenium. 
 
DAVIDE: 
He likes them blonde and slim, I like brown-hair and curvy ones. He prefers small boobs 
while I prefer the bigger ones. He wants to rule a woman, I like being told what to do. He 
takes them to the Indian restaurant, I take them on the roofs of the university. I knows 
how to make them smile, I know how to make them cry. They would never left me, they 
all say goodbye to him. We never had the same idea about women, that’s why we are 
friends. 
Then she came. A girl came and we both liked her. She was the perfect woman for me 
and for him. We looked at each other and for a second we saw what could have 
happened. I saw his hate and he saw mine. I told him: you can take her. He told me: 
just you try! 
Neither me or him did anything. We remained still. That night we got drunk and we had 
a fight. In the end, he took me to the restaurant and I took him on the roofs. 
We were afraid on nothing. We weren’t afraid of us, of our hate, of our forgiveness. We 
were afraid of her. 
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10. 22nd of January - 11:15 p.m. 
 
Matteo and Elena alone to one side, they are talking. Anna is talking to Sabrina; Davide 
to Laura. The birthday boy is alone. 
 
 
ANNA: 
I can’t go on like that. I’m broke. 

 

 DAVIDE: 
I like her, I still like her. 

SABRINA: 
I believe you. 

 

 DAVIDE: 
It’s just that… I can’t… 

ANNA: 
And at the same time I feel guilty. 

 

 DAVIDE: 
I have to behave like an adult and keep 
the agreements. 

SABRINA: 
Guilty for what? We are all adults. 

 

 DAVIDE: 
Are you listening to me? 

ANNA: 
That’s what they say. 

 

SABRINA: 
You behave like if you didn’t care 
anymore, but it’s not true. 

 

 LAURA: 
You shouldn’t give a fuck and take her on 
the hill.  

ANNA: 
It’s just that I prefer to keep certain things 
for myself. 

 

 LAURA: 
And tell her about your feelings. 

SABRINA: 
It’s not for that. It’s seems like nothing 
touches you. 

 

 DAVIDE: 
You are not listening. 

ANNA: 
I learnt how to protect myself. 
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 LAURA: 
You do not listen. Is it because of him? I 
can understand friendship, but a woman is 
a woman. 

SABRINA:  
But you never show the limit. And one acts 
accordingly. 

 

 DAVIDE: 
It’s not just because of him. It’s also 
because of her.. 

ANNA: 
I pay attention to it. 

 

 LAURA: 
How can you know what she thinks? 

SABRINA: 
I dont’ believe you.  

 

 LAURA: 
And if she wasn’t so confident? 

ANNA: 
If I ask for more… 

 

SABRINA: 
... he will be afraid and will say you are too 
much for him. 

 

 DAVIDE: 
She seems to be scared of nothing. 

 LAURA: 
And you? What are afraid of? 

ANNA: 
He is not afraid of me. 

  

  DAVIDE: 
I’m afraid of hurting him. And offendine 
her. 

SABRINA: 
Are you sure? 

 

 LAURA: 
Amen. Always better than feeling like that. 

ANNA: 
No. 

 

 DAVIDE: 
You are right, but I’m stuck. We have been 
knowing for a lifetime. 

 
SABRINA: 
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Everything will be OK. 
 LAURA: 

Everything will be Ok.. 
ANNA: 
So you say... 

 

 DAVIDE: 
So you say... 

SABRINA: 
But you have to ask for what you deserve. 

 

 LAURA: 
Shed light on it. Whether you are for yes or 
for no, but set your mind at rest. 

ANNA: 
Will you? 

 

 DAVIDE: (sarcastic) 
It’s easy to give good advice, isn’t it? 

SABRINA: 
I am something else. Put him with his back 
to the wall and wait to see what will 
happen. 

 

 LAURA: 
Put her with her back to the wall and tell 
her how things are. 

ANNA: 
I’ll think about it. 

 

 DAVIDE: 
I will think about it. 

 
Pause. Anna mobile rings. Anna looks at the mobile ringing and she doesn’t answer. 
The mobile keeps ringing. Anna doesn’t answer. The mobile stops ringing. 
Lights off. 
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11. 22nd of January - 11: 53 p.m. 
 
Elena talk to the birthday boy.  
 
ELENA: 
Those who are afraid of dying die everyday and those who are not afraid of dying die 
just once. Those who are born already dead… well, they’re dead. But those who are 
born old, they want to die soon. Very soon. 
We get on trams, we get off trams, we drag ourselves holding our hands, plain pasta 
and a Sunday spent watching telly. And we are not forty yet. They feel old and they 
would like to be children. I feel like doing something weird in order to see if someone 
notices me, or smile to me. “Madam, I can get you the bean can… Madam… Madam?” 
Nothing. “Well, listen! There are reasons to smile!” Come on, we are alive. And we still 
have white flesh to write on. “Well, I don’t know!” Whatever. I will phone you or not, this 
will be the time, good morning I’ve brought my CV, your father called you, yesterday I 
come back late and I’ve a headache, are you coming to the concert?, I like it, go and get 
fucked, now I’ll kiss and I’ll knock you down, do you want a lift? Mom you can’t 
understand, later I’ll go out and I’ll do the shopping, can you give some more days to 
pay the rent?, we do things, we live lives, we go to places! (he drives away the thought 
with one hand) They feel old and they would like to be children, but they are not willing 
to dream. So what can we do? 
PIM, PUM, PAM! Elettra, Medea, Edipo, Peter Pan. Peter Pan should die or not, so one 
can have the time to grow up and understand if he is scared of the death or not. Peter 
Pan. Otherwise, with him in your heart, who goes out of the window and dreams by his 
own, always taking us to the same Neverparty, useless and false, you can’t understand 
where our child has got to. Peter Pan. Peter Pan should die. And growing old, really, in 
the spirit and the body as it should be won’t be a problem anymore. Because keeping 
on dreaming while growing old is not too much, right? 
I’m going. 
Lights off. 
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12. 23rd of January - 00:00 a.m. 
 
Loud music. Everybody is dancing and drinking, they laugh for non reason, they do the 
conga, create choreographies like those on TV, some glasses and plates are dropped 
on the floor, someone falls on the floor and keeps dancing while sitting. 
The birthday boy drinks alone to one side, he smiles while he looks at his friends; they 
are all having fun. 
He is satisfied of the party, of his friends, of that moment. He takes some pictures.  
 
MATTEO: 
Why don’t we do something? 
DAVIDE: 
For example? We are already doing something: we are celebrating our mate’s birthday! 
LAURA: 
We really don’t know how to make time pass by, uh? 
SABRINA: 
And while time passes by we complain. 
ANNA: 
You already have one foot in the grave.  
MATTEO: (holding the birthday boy from the shoulders) 
Can I suggest to play a game before? 
DAVIDE: (to Matteo) 
Which game would you like to play to pass the time? 
MATTEO: 
Spin the Bottle.  
LAURA: 
Kiss or penalty? 
MATTEO: 
No. Clothes or truth. The bottle spins and the bottle sets out the victim. One of you asks 
the questions. The victim can answer or take one garment off as indicated by another. 
Well, shoes can not considered. Game rule number one: who starts the game arrives to 
the end, you can’t draw back once the game has started. 
The birthday boy: 
We are fifteen years old. 
ANNA: (sarcastic) 
Except Davide... 
SABRINA: (excited) 
The problem of growing up is not getting old, but forgetting to know how to play. I’m 
crazy. Why 50-year-men have fun playing football with their children? Or why mothers 
get mad when they go to the disco with their friends? Because they come back, for a 
couple of hours, and pretend that everything is like it used to be.  
MATTEO: (consenting) 
Correct. Games make you grow up.  
ELENA: 
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Then you can choose to go back to who you are everyday. 
DAVIDE: 
My brother told me that at their parties they play Rainbow. 
LAURA: 
Nice. 
DAVIDE: 
Girls put the lipstick on their lips. Each one a different colour. Then they turn off the light 
e give each boy a blow job. When they turn the lights on, boys have to guess who did it 
from the colour of the lipstick. Who guess first fucks them all. 
SABRINA: 
At secondary school?! 
ELENA: 
Unfortunately we do not have the lipsticks. 
MATTEO: 
Who ask the questions? 
ELENA: 
I’ll do.  
LAURA: 
You don’t even know us! 
ELENA: 
It’s better. I won’t have any problem about choosing the questions. 
ANNA: 
Now I like this game.  
DAVIDE: (to Anna) 
So you won’t spend the night on the phone. 
MATTEO: 
So, everybody is playing? (everyone nods) Right. The bottle? (Sabrina take san empty 
bottle) Come on Sabrina. Lick the bottle, so that it slides better. 
Sabrina executes and makes the bottle spin. It’s Anna’s turn. 
 
ANNA: (to Elena) 
Shoot. 
ELENA: 
Do you live alone or with your parents? 
ANNA: 
What a fucking question!  
ELENA: 
The T-shirt. 
ANNA: 
No, I want to answer, but it’s just... 
MATTEO: 
You have already answered. Elena has chosen the T-shirt.  
ANNA: 
And do II have to take my T-shirt off just because Elena said so? 
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ELENA: 
No, you take your T-shirt off because these are the rules of the game and you decided 
to play instead of chatting on the phone. 
The birthday boy: 
Are you ashamed? 
Anna looks at all of them smiling. She smiles and takes her T-shirt off.  
 
MATTEO: 
Rule number two: watch your language when you give your answer. The game goes on. 
Sabrina licks the bottle again and makes it spin. It’s the birthday boy’s turn.  
 
ANNA: (to the birthday boy) 
Happy birthday. 
ELENA: 
I know that you don’t have a girlfriend at present. Why? 
LAURA: (to Elena) 
This means you know him well: you have grasped the “problem”. 
The birthday boy: 
I do not have any “problem”. I just don’t think about it. 
MATTEO: 
Think about it.  
The birthday boy: 
… Well… Sometimes I like them all. Sometimes I like none.  
ELENA: 
And then... ? 
The birthday boy: 
The truth? 
Matteo: 
Or you get undressed, Luca. 
The birthday boy: 
When I meet a girl I do everything I can to make her fall in love, and when I’m finally 
sure that she’s mine and no one else’s, when I trust her, when my mother has already 
asked me s thousand times to bring her home on Sunday, she disappears. At the 
crucial point! They go away as they had arrived. My relationships don’t last more than 
some months. And I’m sorry. Really. (to Elena) Do you know why I’m sorry, Elena? 
SABRINA: 
Luca, it’s a game.  
The birthday boy: 
That’s it: because the game ends. Because what you were holding in your hands, true 
fear, disappears and everything is boring as before again. The real truth is that we look 
for someone because we don’t want to be alone. That’s what. Because being afraid is 
nicer, feeling you can lose in any moment. You get bored because you stop being 
afraid. 
Pause. 
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ELENA: 
What a nice speech. He is good at spinning a yarn. So good that at the end he believe it 
too. When was the last time you were really afraid of losing someone? You are looking 
forward for being deceived, for being abandoned. So you can start again complaining 
about your sad but so reassuring loneliness. 
The birthday boy:  
Are you satisfied with the answer? 
DAVIDE: 
Yes, but we could play to have fun instead of quarrels. 
ELENA: 
We are not quarrelling! We certainly are not 15. 
MATTEO: 
If one plays, he does it seriously, doesn’t he? 
ANNA: 
Of course.  
Il festeggiato: 
Who is next? 
Sabrina licks the bottle and makes it spin. It’s Sabrina’s turn, who is wearing a dress.  
 
SABRINA: 
I’ll answer. 
MATTEO: 
Rule number three: you have to wait for the question before taking a decision. 
SABRINA:  
I decide to talk because I’m not wearing panties. 
ELENA: 
Right. Thank you for the information.  
MATTEO: 
Rule number four of the game: as the game goes on, the stake gets higher. 
 DAVIDE: 
So? 
MATTEO: 
So the questions become more embarrassing and those who don’t answer have to take 
off one garment more. 
LAURA: 
But you are inventing the rules in this moment! 
MATTEO: 
It is more fun, isn’t it? 
The birthday boy:  
Sure. It’s my party and it must be perfect, right Sabrina? 
SABRINA: 
Wonderful for your wondeful thirty years. 
 
MATTEO: (to Elena) 
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So? The question? 
ELENA: (to Sabrina) 
I was wondering… how can one become… no, sorry, how did you become a lesbian? 
LAURA: (to the birthday boy) 
Did you tell her? 
Il festeggiato: 
No. 
DAVIDE: 
Lier.  
ELENA: 
He didn’t tell me anything. It was clear.  
MATTEO: 
Sabrina? 
Pause.  
 
SABRINA: 
I won’t aswer. 
ANNA: 
Come on, Sabrina. 
MATTEO: 
She talked. She said. She decided. Get undressed.  
LAURA: 
I say she can decide not to do it.  
ELENA: 
I say she has to do it. 
ANNA: 
I say she has to do it, as she wants. 
MATTEO: 
I say she has to follow the rules.  
ELENA:  
Knowing the game is the most important thing not to grow old, am I right, Sabrina? 
MATTEO: 
Rule number one of the game... 
SABRINA: 
... who starts the game arrives to the end, you can’t draw back once the game has 
started.  
Sabrina gets undressed.  
 
MATTEO: 
Thank you. The game goes on.  
Elena takes the bottle and makes it spin. It’s Elena’s turn. Sabrina is alone to one side. 
 
ELENA: 
But I ask the questions. 
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MATTEO: 
Luca will ask you the question, a present for his birthday.  
LAURA: 
I will! 
MATTEO: 
Go on. 
LAURA: 
Which is the most nasty thing you have done recently? 
ELENA: 
Can I say something involving someone else in this room? 
The birthday boy: 
No. It isn’t fair! 
MATTEO: (to Elena) 
It’s up to you.  
ELENA: 
Luca and I... 
Il festeggiato: 
What the fuck…! 
ELENA: 
… we had just got out of a concert. A wonderful night. Drunk, but not too much, we 
laughed for everything.  
DAVIDE: (to the birthday boy) 
So now you like going to concerts? 
The birthday boy: (to Davide) 
It’s not your turn of asking questions. 
ELENA: 
Outside the Rolling Stone we were waiting for the bus to go back home. There were 
some guys, younger than us, quarrelling. At a certain an old man came close, and 
asked for a cigarette. He stinked like a pig. 
ANNA: 
A tramp. 
ELENA: 
Maybe. Or maybe a grandad, abandoned like a dog, who just couldn’t sleep. We told 
heim to go away. Themn he went close to the guys and they stated pushing him, 
teasing him, until he was on the ground and they were taking his clothes off. Luca called 
a cab and we went away. 
LAURA: 
You didn’t do anything? 
ELENA: 
No. E we didn’t call the police nor anybody. Sometimes I think that if I gave him that 
cigarette instead of sending him away because of my being sniffy, maybe he would 
have come back home safely. 
 
ANNA: 
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You can read these same things on newspapers. 
ELENA: 
But you can’t forget them when you see them for real. 
ANNA: 
Congratulations, Luca. 
MATTEO: (to Elena) 
Make the bottle spin.  
Elena takes the bottle. She licks it and makes it spin. It’s Laura’s turn.  
 
ELENA: 
Pim, pum, pam! 
The birthday boy: (to Laura) 
All the best.  
ELENA: (to Laura) 
Will you take it, the baby?  
Pause. 
 
LAURA: 
So you also guessed this one? 
The birthday boy: 
I didn’t tell her anything.  
MATTEO: 
If you didn’t answer you have to take three garments off. 
LAURA: (to Matteo) 
Chill out. I’ll answer. Why do you look at me like that? Sure I want to keep it! 
ANNA: 
Really? 
Laura: 
Why shouldn’t I? I’m thirty and I am oregnant. It’s something special, it’s like finding a 
job! 
DAVIDE: 
It’s not quite the same thing. 
Laura: 
Come on, guys, you’re not pregnant everyday! 
SABRINA: 
No… It’s a good thing Very good. But we thought you wanted to think about it, because 
of the situation.  
LAURA: 
What’s the situation? Look at you! 
SABRINA: (to Matteo,pointing her clothes) 
Can I cover now? 
MATTEO: 
No, when the game is over. 
The birthday boy: 
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Then are you sure? 
LAURA: 
I’ve never thought to do the contrary. Franco wants to buy a home for us; with his job he 
will take care of us for the first years. 
The birthday boys: 
If you say so… 
LAURA: 
Guys, you will be uncles and aunts! Aren’t you happy? 
SABRINA: (worried) 
Sure that we are happy.  
Pause. Thay are all a little shaker Davide starti preparino some other lines of cocaine.  
DAVIDE: (relieving the strani a little) 
Here is the uncle. Never mind these mummies! You have to take some risks in you life, 
don’t you? Weel done, Laura! Caoem on, life is like a pig: you throw nothing away! 
Laura takes her coat and prepares to wear it. Anna goes close to her.  
 
ANNA: 
Are you going? 
LAURA: 
I shouldn’ have snorted. 
SABRINA: (starts to wear the get dresses) 
I’m going too. 
ELENA: (taking off Laura’s coat) 
You are not going anywhere.  
LAURA: 
Leave me alone. 
ELENA: 
Are you playing the victim now? Tomorrow are they all gonna call you to know how you 
feel and are you gonna say it was nothing, you were just a little hyped and apologize for 
ruining the atmosphere of the party? 
LAURA: 
Right. Iìm gonna do that. 
The birthday boy: (to Elena) 
Leave her, if she doesn’t want to…  
ELENA: 
I won’t call you.  
LAURA: 
I don’t even know you. 
ELENA: 
They shouldn’t call you either. Can’t you see you are something different now?  
MATTEO: (to Laura) 
Stay and follow the rules. 
 
Laura: 
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I don’t want to play anymore. 
ELENA: 
Don’t you want to know what I have to say, or the others?  
Laura: 
I already know, my friends. 
ELENA: 
Are you sure? Look well at their faces. Is there something you would like to know, 
something you would like to understand better about them? 
MATTEO: 
The game is not over. 
LAURA: (looking at everyone) 
If you have something to tell that you consider important you will tell me. There’s no 
need of a stupid game. 
Pause. 
 
SABRINA: 
I stay. 
Pause. Laura glances down. 
 
MATTEO: 
Something different could happen and you should be here.  
LAURA: (weakly) 
Let me go.  
ELENA: (throwing the coat on the floor) 
No. You are here. And you stay  here. This is your first time, isn’t it? This is the first time 
you are not so confident, so terribly perfect, with your right words, a smile for everyone 
and the right dress. Look at you. Now you are so beautiful. Or not? 
Pause. 
 
SABRINA: 
So congratulations to the mum to be!  
What are you thinking about? When you’re thinking, you’re so beautiful, so distant. 
Where are you now? He repeated to me. 
It was gut-wrenching. No. It was just a heavy void. 
Are you ok? Why are you laughing? Oh, you’re not laughing, you’re smiling. 
So why that tearful face? You’re so ugly with that face! Come on, close your eyes. 
Close them. He was telling me. 
It wasn’t a whim. There was no way out. When you don’t know what to say, it’s hard to 
find the words to say it, isn’t it? 
Nobody gave you the present today? So that’s the first one. Open it later. Please, open 
it later. Then you’ll understand. It won’t make you smile. It will make you laugh out loud. 
He was telling me. 
When I told him I fell in love with a girl, we were at my birthday party. I drank nothing. It 
was cold. I went up and down with the lift, while I was imaging him, waiting for me on his 
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motor bike to take me home. We would make love for hours, then I would sleep until 
dinner time. We would eat pizza on the bed, waiting for the silence. 
But… I swallowed it. And the void wasn’t heavy anymore. It was gone. 
Sabrina unpacks a gift.  
It was a collar. He offered me a collar. For my 25th birthday. And that’s true, that day I 
liked it so much that I nearly died laughing. 
ELENA (to Sabrina) 
Good girl, I’m so happy for you. But you didn’t follow the rules. 
SABRINA 
They answered and so I did. 
MATTEO 
Rules exist to do things at the right moment. 
SABRINA 
Fuck the game! I just wanted to answer. 
ELENA (to Matteo) 
She wants to do it her way. 
MATTEO 
No problem. Let’s switch to a new game. (To Sabrina). Sabrina is going to ask the 
questions now. 
SABRINA 
Me? 
ELENA (to the birthday boy) 
Are you ok with it? 
The birthday boy 
It’s just a game, isn’t it? 
MATTEO 
Sure. (To Sabrina) That’s how it works. You make comments about all of us and we tell 
you if it’s true or false. Ok? It’s easy, you play against the group. You try to guess with 
her and me (he indicates himself and Elena), while you have to go beyond with your 
friends, since you know them. 
ELENA 
Someone should count the points for Sabrina when she guesses it ,and for the group 
when she’s wrong. 
ANNA 
I’ll do it. 
MATTEO (to Anna) 
While you are playing. 
ANNA 
Yes, sir. 
DAVIDE 
What’s at stake? 
MATTEO (to Sabrina) 
If you win, I’ll do whatever you want. If the group wins, for the party’s sake, you’ll do 
whatever Elena and me decide. 
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LAURA: 
Why you? 
MATTEO: 
Because we know the rules, you don’t.  
ELENA: 
It’s just a game. We won’t ask her to jump out of the window.. 
MATTEO: 
Otherwise we can keep on drinking and snorting until tomorrow but it would be less fun, 
wouldn’t it? That’s what you normally do. 
ELENA: 
Try to do something different. We always do it. 
Pause. 
 
ANNA: 
Wait a minute, how do we know that nobody is lying? Especially you two..  
LAURA: 
We’re all going to lie. We already know that.  
 
ELENA: 
So playing makes no sense. 
MATTEO: 
The party can go on as you like. 
The birthday boy: 
Yes, maybe. 
ELENA: 
It’s up to you. That’s your wonderful birthday party. 
DAVIDE: 
Come on, Luca. Why are you so scared? 
The birthday boy: 
I’m not scared. 
MATTEO: 
You’re all scared. 
LAURA: 
I’m not anymore. I’m so stoned, we can go on like that. 
ELENA: 
So only the mum has balls to play? 
ANNA: 
I play. 
DAVIDE: 
I’m in. 
ANNA: 
Only if there’s no lie. 
SABRINA: 
Should we start? 
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The birthday boy: (to all) 
No lies.  
ELENA: 
Adults, finally.  
MATTEO: (to Sabrina) 
When you want. 
Pause. Sabrina grabs the bottle of whisky and drinks. The birthday boy does the same.  
Davide prepares some cocaine. Laura sits next to him.  
 
SABRINA: 
Elena has met Luca lately, but she knows things about him that we don’t know.  
ELENA: 
True. 
ANNA: 
1-0 for Sabrina.  
SABRINA: 
Matteo, instead, is just a friend of Elena. It’s here with her.  
MATTEO: 
False. 
ANNA: 
1-1. 
SABRINA: 
Anna is not happy about her job. She just wants to go living on her own.  
ANNA: 
True. 
MATTEO: 
Where are we now? At middle school? Is that really what you want to know about 
Anna? 
SABRINA: 
I… 
ELENA: 
You have to tell the truth, too. 
SABRINA: 
Ok. Anna knows she needs toh ave her head screwed on and decide what to do in her 
life. She knows that the longer she waits, the harder it will be to find her path. But she 
does not say it, she does not admit it. 
ANNA: 
True.  
SABRINA: 
This makes her awkward and puts her away from us. 
ANNA: 
2-1 for Sabrina. 
MATTEO: 
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You can do better. 
 
SABRINA: (to Matteo) 
Chill out. 
MATTEO: 
I am chilled. You know, Sabrina, me, just like you, I could win or lose a friendship, an 
affection. I have no friends in this room, apart from Elena, so I take a risk just with her. 
It’s a game and, such as all the games, we need to take some risks. In this case, we 
don’t risk money but our reputation, our heart.  
ELENA: (to the group) 
The thing is that she (she indicates Sabrina) has not the balls to admit she doesn’t trust 
her friends. (To Sabrina) If you don’t go further, you’ll betray them. 
MATTEO: (to Sabrina) 
If they lie, they will betray you. 
Pause. 
 
SABRINA: (she looks at the group) 
Are we playing? 
ANNA: 
Yes. 
DAVIDE: 
Yes. 
The birthday boy: 
We are playing. 
Laura nods. 
 
SABRINA: 
So let’s play. 
LAURA: 
Start with me. 
Pause. 
 
SABRINA:  
You are not sure you want to keep it, this child.  
LAURA: 
False. (to all) It’s true: it’s false. 
ANNA: 
2-2.  
SABRINA: 
But it’s also true that you know what we think: you can afford it. Because your family is 
rich. Because you don’t need to fight for what you want. Because your father exhibits 
your paintings, which otherwise, nobody will consider. And we know that sometimes you 
would want to be me, that I’ve nothing apart from my talent. Am I wrong?  
LAURA: 
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You’re so envious. 
SABRINA: 
You too. 
LAURA: 
True. 
ANNA: 
3-2 for Sabrina.  
SABRINA: 
I’m over, I won. 
MATTEO:  
You must finish the round. 
SABRINA: 
Ok. (to Matteo) One of your parents is dead.  
MATTEO: 
True. 
ANNA: 
Shit! 4-2 for Sabrina.  
SABRINA: (to Matteo) 
And you had no time to say goodbye, because you didn’t go to the hospital.  
Pause. 
MATTEO: (to the birthday boy) 
Did you speak with her? (to Elena) Did you tell her? 
ELENA: 
No. 
MATTEO: 
True.  
SABRINA:  
You pretend to be strong just to hide a big guilt.  
MATTEO: 
That’s enough, ok?  
SABRINA: 
Is there any limits to my curiosity, Elena?  
ELENA: 
No. 
SABRINA: (to Elena) 
I have not much to say about you. You’re empty and you know it. You’re a drone, you 
stick to the strongest one, to the one who has dreams and passions, just to become 
someone.  
LAURA: 
Sabrina. 
SABRINA: 
What? Are you shocked by my little common sense of hypocrisy? Now that I’m having 
fun...  
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LAURA: 
It should end at some point.  
SABRINA: (looking at Elena) 
I didn’t hear Elena’s answer. I have one thing to say about Luca and then I’m over. I 
won, in any case. 
ELENA: 
True. 
ANNA: 
5-2 for Sabrina.  
The birthday boy: 
So what do you want to know? If I’m still in love with you? 
SABRINA: 
No. You’ve never been in love with me. You say it and act that way for Davide. You’re 
so persuaded by this feeling that you believe it, so Davide has no chance to try. 
Because you’re envious, you’re scared by the competition, you’re proud.  
Pause. 
 
The birthday boy: 
True. 
ANNA: 
6-2. Sabrina won.  
SABRINA: 
I’m sorry.  
DAVIDE: 
Why? That was the game.  
The birthday boy: 
You’re not sorry. You’re just embarassed.  
LAURA: 
She won because we were sincere. All of us.  
ELENA: (to Sabrina, pointing at Matteo) 
You have to decide what he has to do. 
MATTEO: 
Honestly, Sabrina, what do you want from me? 
Pause. Sabrina drinks. They all look at her.  
  
MATTEO: 
You don’t know me. You can only feel I’m false. Falser than Elena.  
ELENA: 
We played as all of them. 
DAVIDE: 
No. You are just two simple guests that we won’t see ever again.  
SABRINA: (to Elena)  
If you want to play like us, you should end the game. 
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ELENA: 
Me? 
MATTEO: 
Simple as that! 
ELENA: 
So you say! 
SABRINA: (to Elena) 
You know Matteo better than I do. But you might want to know something more about 
him, something that is unclear to you. Something that makes you doubtful, that makes 
you think you don’t know him as much as you believe.  It might be even a little thing.  
Sometimes small doubts can make you go crazy. I am crazy.  
MATTEO: 
Everyone has secrets that no one will ever know.  
ELENA: 
You are a real secret. 
MATTEO: 
You’re just envious of my discretion. 
LAURA: 
You’re everything but discrete. 
SABRINA: 
Elena must ask Matteo to do something, something that I can feel as true. I chose my 
trophy.   
MATTEO: (to Elena) 
When you want. 
Pause. Elena drinks. She grabs the birthday boy’s hand. 
  
ELENA: (to Matteo) 
Why don’t you say what you think of Sabrina? 
MATTEO: 
She’s a beautiful girl. 
SABRINA: (aping him) 
You can do better. 
MATTEO: 
Because she’s lesbian?  I have nothing against homosexuals, I just don’t understand 
them. I understand they could have some difficulties to live their ambiguity in a society 
like that.  
SABRINA: 
Saying that I like women doesn’t leave much space for ambiguity.  
MATTEO: 
I just mind my fucking business. We are all free to live our life as we see fit. 
ELENA: 
You don’t have homosexual friends, though. 
MATTEO: 
That’s irrelevant. We don’t have much in common. What are you leading up to? 
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ELENA: 
Has it ever turned you on? 
MATTEO: 
Two women kissing each other? Always. That’s what all guys think about while we’re 
having a wank!  
ELENA: 
What about two men kissing each other? 
MATTEO: 
No. (he spits) 
The birthday boy: 
Oh, come on! 
ELENA: (to the birthday boy) 
Wait. (to Matteo) Have you ever tried?  
MATTEO: 
I won’t kiss the birthday boy. 
ELENA: (to the birthday boy) 
Are you in? 
The birthday boy: 
That’s too much. 
DAVIDE: 
Sabrina decides if it’s too much or not.  
SABRINA: 
There’s an unwritten rule that turns on homosexuals. Reversing the roles. It’s a very 
logical point of view, indeed: you can’t say you don’t like it, if you never tried it.  
The birthday boy: (laughing) 
What do I get from all this?  
ELENA: 
If you don’t like it, you’ll have no more doubts. If you like it... 
The birthday boy: 
Ok, ok...  
ELENA: (she takes the birthday boy in the middle of the room) 
Matteo is going to kiss the birthday boy. Here.  
DAVIDE: (excited) 
With the tongue!  
ELENA: 
Does it turn you on? Do you want to kiss Matteo? 
DAVIDE: 
No. 
ELENA: 
So shut up!. It’s a soft moment. It’s a test. Almost a scientific one. Then Matteo must tell 
us if he liked it or not. 
Matteo looks daggers at Elena 
SABRINA: 
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If they don’t kiss each other properly, it’s not fair. 
MATTEO: 
Can I drink first? 
The birthday boy: 
Let’s both drink.  
They drink. Matteo and the birthday boy get closer and kiss each other. It’s quick but 
intense. It’s a real kiss. They get apart. The birthday boy stands still. Matteo gets away, 
stays still, with his back turned. Silence. 
 
SABRINA: 
It looked real to me. 
ELENA: 
You don’t want to hear what  Matteo has to say? 
LAURA: 
I do. 
MATTEO: (turns) 
I liked it. 
Matteo looks at the birthday boy. They met their eyes quickly, then they burst out 
laughing.  Matteo gets closer to the birthday boy; looking at Sabrina, he hugs him. 
 
MATTEO: (to the birthday boy) 
It’s your party. I’d do anything for you. (to the others) Let’s bring here the table. (pointing 
the forestage) Come on. (moving the table with Davide) Clear it out, leave just the 
bottles and a glass for each one.   
The girls carry it out; they all stand around the table, except for Laura who stays back. 
  
ANNA: 
What’s that? Another toast? 
MATTEO: 
Not really. This little game is called "let’s drink to our sad condition". (to the birthday 
boy) It’s for you. What do you think, honey? Do you go first?  
The birthday boy and Matteo fix each other in the eyes for a second. Pause. 
 
The birthday boy: (looking at Matteo) 
With pleasure. (to the others) Fill the glasses. 
The birthday boy lifts his glass. The others imitate him. 
 
MATTEO: (looking at the birthday boy) 
So who’s drinking now? 
The birthday boy: 
Those who... 
MATTEO: (to the birthday boy) 
Don’t disappoint me. 
The birthday boy: 
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Those who are angry. (they all drink) Those who are sick of it. (they all drink) 
ELENA: 
Come on, it’s just a game. Let’s fill them, let’s fill these glasses.  
They fill all the glasses, and from now on they will refill them all the time. 
 
ANNA: (to Davide) 
I’m not sure I got how it works. 
DAVIDE: 
I’ll remember this party for all my life! 
MATTEO: (to the birthday boy) 
You can do better, my dear. 
The birthday boy: 
Now those who have revealed a secret. (they all drink) 
The birthday boy: 
Those who have revealed someone’s secret. (they all drink.) 
The birthday boy: 
Those who do not say what they think. (they all drink) 
The birthday boy: 
Those who pretend to be something they are not. (they all drink) 
SABRINA: 
At this rate we’re going to end up in a drunken stupor... 
MATTEO: 
That’s because our man is not hitting the target.  He could be preciser. 
The birthday boy: 
Those who are not happy about their job. (Sabrina and Anna look at each other; they 
drink) 
MATTEO: 
That’s better. (looking at the birthday boy, he nods towards Anna) Go on. 
The birthday boy: (looking at Anna) 
Those who are easy girls. 
Anna looks at him and drinks 
 
MATTEO: 
And then? 
The birthday boy: 
Those who have always done it their way.  
Anna drinks, looking at the birthday boy. 
 
MATTEO: 
Go on. What’s wrong?  
The birthday boy: (looking at Anna) 
Those who are living a complicated relationship and they don’t know whether save it or 
end it. 
Anna drinks. 
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MATTEO: 
Explain it. What can’t you forgive her? 
The birthday boy: 
The girl who would stay with anybody so as not to stay alone. The girl who stays with a 
bastard who take advantage of her, just because she thinks she is not worth enough.  
Anna and the birthday boy look at each other. 
 
ELENA: (to Anna) 
What do you do? Drink or answer? 
Looking at the birthday boy, Anna drinks. 
 
MATTEO: (to the birthday boy) 
Tell them, tell what you think of them. Tell all the truth. They are your friends, they 
deserve it. 
The birthday boy: 
Those who have not a good relationship with their parents. 
Davide and Anna drink; after drinking, Anna feels sick, she goes away. Matteo nods, 
Elena follows her. 
MATTEO: (to the birthday boy) 
Who are you talking to?  
The birthday boy: 
Those who are kept people. (Davide drinks) Those who still don’t know what is going to 
happen in their lives. And wait for answers because they like it that way.  
Elena joins the group, nods to Matteo as to say it’s ok. Anna stands aside. 
 
MATTEO: (to Davide) 
Why don’t you drink? 
DAVIDE: (to Matteo) 
What are you aiming at?  
MATTEO: 
I’m not ruling the game, indeed. 
ELENA: 
Drink or answer. 
DAVIDE: 
Who decided that? 
ELENA: 
I thought you were ok when it was up to somebody else. 
SABRINA: 
Once the game has started, you can’t step off. 
ELENA: 
It wouldn’t be fair towards your friends, right? 
MATTEO:  
So? 
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The birthday boy: 
Drink or answer? 
DAVIDE: 
What do you want me to answer? Your bias? 
The birthday boy: 
I know you. 
ELENA: 
He knows you. 
DAVIDE: (self-controlling, he looks at the birthday boy) 
He thinks he knows me. He knew me, maybe. He was pleased with what he knew and 
decided that it would have been like that forever. (Prima di accontentarsi di quello che 
sapeva, e decidere che sarebbe stato così per sempre). But that was a long time ago. 
(he drinks) 
MATTEO: (to Laura) 
Are you not playing? 
LAURA: (she gets close to the group) 
I play but I don’t drink. 
ELENA: 
You can play even without drinking. 
MATTEO: 
Fill your glasses.  
The birthday boy, Davide, Sabrina, Elena and Matteo fill their glasses. 
 
ELENA: 
Those who are sincerely happy for Laura. 
The birthday boy, Sabrina and Davide drink. 
 
ELENA: (to Laura) 
Do you believe them? 
LAURA: 
I don’t know. 
MATTEO: 
Yes, you do. 
ELENA: 
We are all telling the truth, here. Or not? 
LAURA: 
You are not happy for me. Have the balls to say it.  
ELENA: 
Who is so brave to tell her? 
Silence. Anna joins the group. The birthday boy fills his glass and drinks. 
 
The birthday boy: 
I don’t have much to say. I understand you. If I was Franco, I’d do exactly what he’s 
doing.  
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LAURA: 
That is? 
The birthday boy: 
I would be ready to do my duty, to take care of you, to take my responsibilities. 
LAURA: 
For your information, Franco is mad with joy. Just like me. 
The birthday boy: 
I would hide all my doubts and regrets somewhere so far that nobody could find them. 
So far that I could forget them. (he drinks) 
DAVIDE: (between the teeth) 
You are good at these little games.  
MATTEO: (to the birthday boy) 
Should we give to this little game a suitable end?  
The birthday boy: 
Why not? (he rouses himself) Ladies and gentlemen, fill my glass for the last time. 
Matteo fills the birthday boy’s glass. The birthday boy stands up. 
 
The birthday boy: (really drunk)  
The one who gets 30 today must drink. (He drinks) The one who decided to party with 
his closest friends, even because he has no other friends. The one who works ‘til late 
and then has nothing to do. The one who has not been dating for months, who has not 
met anyone for months, who has not fucked for months. The one who doesn’t know who 
he/she can call. The one who prefers happy hours rather than eating in front of the TV. 
The one who stays in the bar until the closing because he/she doesn’t want to go home. 
The one who drinks at lunch in front of a sandwich, the one who drinks at happy hours, 
the one who drinks by night. The one who drinks at midday, the one who drinks in the 
afternoon, the one who drinks… always, basically. (He drinks up; looking at everybody) 
Well? My friends, won’t you toast with me? It’s my birthday! 
DAVIDE: 
Fucking asshole. 
Davide throws himself on him and gives him a KO punch. He tries to jump on him but 
Matteo blocks him. 
 
MATTEO: 
Hey hey hey. Calm down. Chill out. We all deserve 15 minutes of fame.   
LAURA: (talking to herself) 
When I was young, my mother used to arrange my birthday parties. We had lunch in 
front of the TV, in silence, and we could feel the excitement in the air, waiting for the 
guests. I was so nervous I couldn’t have a nap. She invited my friends and while she 
was sitting on the couch, she combed my hair and dressed me. I was wondering which 
schoolmates she could have invited. I saw her the day before, out of school, talking with 
other mums but I couldn’t tell who their sons were. I was watching TV while she was 
preparing the table with cakes, coke and fruit juices. She arranged the chairs. She blew 
up the balloons and hung them on the walls, on the paintings and on the doors. The 



 41 

living room was perfect in a flash. She asked me: do you like it? I smiled, a bit 
embarassed because I didn’t know who the guests were. Sometimes I used to cry and 
moan. Sometimes I didn’t want a party and my mother was telling me I should be 
prettier for my birthday and that I was growing up. Then, once the bell was ringing, I 
used to hide all my toys under the bed, so that no one could touch them.  I was fond of 
my belongings. They were just mine. I can’t remember much about the parties. Just the 
cake, the presents, the toys in my room. I looked at the pictures of my mother’s album: I 
was always smiling. I was beautiful.  When I had to put out the candles, I just wished 
to... - sitting on the couch, she combed my hair and dressed me. I was wondering which 
schoolmates would have come to the party… – start from scratch. 
ELENA: (to Matteo)  
She wants to start from scratch.  
LAURA: (to Elena) 
You don’t understand. 
MATTEO: 
If you want to start from scratch, we need a special halfway mark.  
ELENA: (to Matteo) 
I’m not following you. 
LAURA: 
I don’t want to play again. 
The birthday boy: 
Me neither. 
ELENA: (to the birthday boy) 
Do you want to stop? 
DAVIDE: (to the birthday boy) 
Before you didn’t want to stop.   
MATTEO: 
It’s reassuring to play here, in this room, where you are protected by yourselves, hoping 
that certain things will never leave this room, hoping that nobody will ever tell what 
happened.  
SABRINA: 
To a certain extent. 
MATTEO: 
It depends if anything leaves this room.  
The birthday boy: 
Never. 
MATTEO: 
So the halfway mark, where we all risk to win or lose, is the phone. 
ELENA: 
You are a genius. Do you want to play? 
The group stands still.  
MATTEO: (to the birthday boy) 
Do we have your approval? 
DAVIDE: (to the birthday boy) 
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In for a penny, in for a pound. Luca, what do you think? 
The birthday boy: 
Let’s play.  
Elena grabs the phone and put its on the table. She looks at the group and smiles. 
 
MATTEO: 
These are the rules: one point when it rings, one point when the person answers. Three 
points if you tell who you are and five points if you tell the truth.  
ELENA: 
What if somebody else answers? 
MATTEO: 
You have to ask for the person you are looking for. And you get three extra points. 
Elena picks up the phone. Matteo dials the number. He indicates to Elena it’s ringing.  
 
ELENA: 
One point. 
Matteo is waiting. Someone answers the phone.  
 
MATTEO: (on the phone) 
Hello? 
ELENA: 
Two points. 
MATTEO: (on the phone) 
Hey love, it’s me.  
ELENA: 
Three points. 
MATTEO: (on the phone) 
Sorry to call you so late. No, it’s alright. I just wanted to tell you something. Listen. I 
kissed a man tonight and I liked it. No, it’s not a joke. I’m serious. I don’t know… I don’t 
know. I just know I liked it. Hello? Honey?  
He hangs up.  
 
ELENA: 
Three plus five is eight. Eight points for Matteo.  
MATTEO: 
Did you understand?  
LAURA: 
That was your girlfriend? 
MATTEO: 
Yes. Anna? It’s your turn. 
Elena picks up the phone and waits for Anna, who is looking at them, serious. She 
grabs the phone. 
 
ANNA: (she dials the number, she holds the phone to her ear; to Elena)  
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It’s ringing.  
ELENA: 
One point. 
ANNA: (on the phone) 
Hello? Good evening. Sorry to call you so late, but I really need to speak with Dr. 
Pezza. 
ELENA: 
Two plus the bonus is five. Five points.  
ANNA: (on the phone) 
A patient. 
Silence. They all look at Anna with bathed breath.  
 
ANNA: (on the phone) 
Hey, old man. It’s me. 
ELENA: 
Eight points. 
ANNA: (on the phone) 
Am I bothering you? You never answer on my mobile. Where are you now? Go to the 
desk. Answer to her. I’ll be waiting. Tell her who I am. TELL HER WHO I AM! What did 
you tell her? That I’m dying? No, I’m not pissed off. No, my love. Go to the desk. 
Perfect. Do you see the picture of your wife with the girls, in the mountains? They look 
good in that picture. Those were good times, old man. I’ve called you because I have 
that picture printed in my mind. Honey, that picture was in front of me while you were 
fucking me on your desk. Your children were smiling at me and your wife was tenderly 
waving to me. I kept my eyes wide open for all the time to fully memorize that picture. 
You can’t go back, neither in the mountains, nor to those smiles. Since every time you 
get in your office and sit at that desk, you will see my back moving passionately.  I 
understood it tonight and wanted to tell you: it’s not a game. Act accordingly. Tell your 
wife I say hello to her, too.  
She hangs up. Silence. Anna grabs the bottle of whisky and drinks. 
 
ELENA: 
Thirteen points for Anna. Who’s up to now? 
MATTEO: 
It’s up to Davide. 
The birthday boy: 
No. Not him. 
DAVIDE: (to the birthday boy) 
Who do you think you are? My father?  
Elena grabs the phone and hands it to Davide. Davide dials the number.  
 
DAVIDE: (holding the phone to his ear) 
It’s ringing. 
ELENA: 



 44 

One point. 
Pause. They all look at him with bathed breath. 
DAVIDE: (nodding to the others) 
Hello?  
ELENA: 
Two points. 
DAVIDE: (on the phone) 
Sorry, it’s me.  
ELENA: 
Five points. 
DAVIDE: (on the phone) 
Were you sleeping? Sorry. No, no, it’s alright. Nothing happened. I just have to tell you 
something important. 
Pause. 
 
DAVIDE: (on the phone) 
I’m not happy. About how things are going. About college. About my life in general. I 
don’t know if I’m doing the right thing. Let me speak. I don’t know. It could be all wrong. 
Or it could be all right. Shut up and listen. I really don’t know. I don’t know who I am, I 
don’t know where I’m going. I’m sick of feeling guilty. We all make our choices and we 
reap what we sow, as you say. Well, now I say that to you. Muster up you courage and 
reap what you sow: guilty, sense of duty and some good education. As you taught me.  
Always say: “please” before taking something, and always say “thank you”, after taking 
something. This works even for something you didn’t ask. And even for something you 
didn’t want. You take and say “thank you”. Always.  
Because you have never asked me a question, because you have always said “yes”, I 
hate you, dad.  
He hangs up. Pause. They all look at Davide. Anna rouses herself, hands him the bottle 
of  whisky. Davide drinks. 
 
The birthday boy: (to Davide) 
Who are you? Are you not happy?  
DAVIDE: 
No! 
The birthday boy: 
When were you going to tell me that? After some cocaine? Or when you finish your 
college, if you ever finish? Be ashamed to say you are a friend of mine. Be ashamed. 
DAVIDE: 
What?! Look at you. Fucking alcoholic. How many drinks were you willing to have 
before grabbing the phone and say you need help?  
The birthday boy: 
This has nothing to do with that. I’ll always be there for you, you must know this. 
DAVIDE: 
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That was once true, now only good manners remained. You are not better than me. You 
are just like my father. 
The birthday boy: 
What do you mean? 
DAVIDE: 
First your graduation, then your job, your house, your life… You disappeared, and I 
don’t know where you ended up. Because now, I just see a ghost in front of me.  
The birthday boy: 
It was tough, many things have changed, things you don’t know have happened. 
DAVIDE: 
Why do I not know that? Because you’re fucking proud, that’s why, and you can’t ask for 
some help. You prefer to drown in a shitty sea rather than asking for help. And just 
because you are so fucking proud, you left me alone.   
The birthday boy: 
That’s not true! 
DAVIDE: 
“You will have to answer to three questions”. That’s what you were telling me! "These 
are the questions we have to ask, among friends", you were saying! 
The birthday boy: 
That’s it! 
DAVIDE: 
You have never asked me those questions! Where are you now? What are you doing? 
You work, you drink, you sleep, you’re busy, you became adult, you!  
The birthday boy: 
It’s ok! Here you have those three fucking questions! How are you? 
DAVIDE: 
I’m often bored. 
The birthday boy: 
What do you want? 
DAVIDE: 
I don’t know. 
The birthday boy: 
What do you need? 
DAVIDE: 
Return me that punch. 
The birthday boy violently punches him in the stomach.  
 
DAVIDE: 
We are even now. You owe me nothing anymore. Now I feel myself. My real self. You 
fainted, though. 
The birthday boy: (talking to himself) 
It’s not true. 
Pause. 
ELENA: 
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Ten points for Davide. Eight for Matteo and thirteen for Anna. (grabs the phone) Who’s 
up to now? 
LAURA: 
What’s at stake? 
MATTEO: 
The relief of saying or hearing the truth. 
LAURA: 
I’m calling now. 
MATTEO: 
Are you calling you daddy? 
LAURA: (to Elena) 
Give me that fucking phone! 
She snatches the phone from her hands; she dials the number. She indicates to Elena 
it’s ringing. 
 
ELENA: 
One point. 
Laura waits.  
 
LAURA: (on the phone) 
Hello? 
ELENA: 
Two points. 
LAURA: (on the phone) 
Franco, listen. Shut up. Yeah, I’m at Luca’s house.  
ELENA: 
Three points. 
LAURA: (on the phone) 
No, I’m not good. If I ask you a question, will you tell me the truth? ANSWER! If I ask 
you a question, will you tell me the truth?  You… Franco, do you want to keep this 
child? DO NOT TELL ME IT’S THE BEST THING THAT EVER HAPPENED TO US. I’M 
ASKING YOU! What do you want? Do you want to keep this child? Franco, answer me! 
The birthday boy grabs the phone and hangs up. 
The birthday boy: 
That’s enough, now! 
LAURA: 
He didn’t answer! (to Matteo) You shouldn’t have done this! It wasn’t in the deal! 
The birthday boy: 
Calm down, please.  
The birthday boy’s home phone is ringing. Pause.  
 
 
LAURA: (to the birthday boy) 
Let me answer. It’s Franco. (The birthday boy does not pick up the phone) Luca! 
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The birthday boy: 
Calm down. It’s over now.  
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13. 23rd of January- 2:15 a. m. 
 
The phone is ringing. Laura is crying. Elena tries to hug her. Laura stands aside. The 
phone stops ringing. The birthday boy picks up the phone and puts it on the table. They 
can hear nothing but the dial tone. Now they talk, slowly, as if words struggle to come 
out.  
The birthday boy: 
It’s over now.  
ANNA: 
You’re an asshole. You should have let her talk.  
The birthday boy: 
The games are over.  
MATTEO: 
Should we end it here? 
Pause. 
 
The birthday boy: 
Yes, you can go.  
ELENA: 
Thank goodness, I couldn’t take it anymore. 
MATTEO: 
Grab your coat. Let’s go now. 
Matteo and Elena are looking for their belongings. Pause. 
 
MATTEO: 
I don’t feel good. (to Elena) Ready? 
ELENA: 
Yes. I’ll call a taxi. 
MATTEO: (to all) 
I… I apologize.  
The birthday boy: (to Matteo) 
Is Matteo your real name? 
ELENA: 
He’s called Giovanni.  
The birthday boy: 
What about you? 
ELENA: 
Mind your own business. 
ANNA: 
Giovanni?! What’s that now? “Guess who”?  
ELENA: 
No, games are over. We are going home. (to all) You’re going to play by yourselves.   
 
The birthday boy: 
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That’s not the party I wanted. (he flies into a rage) THAT WASN’T THE DEAL! 
MATTEO: (angry) 
This is not the party you told me about on the phone! Few friends, nice people… We did 
our best. We followed you! 
SABRINA: 
Who did you follow? 
ELENA: (to all) 
Sorry guys, we are not like you. We came here for something different but then the 
situation slipped from our fingers. 
DAVIDE: 
Sorry. Is that another game? I don’t understand what’s going on.  
The birthday boy:  
The situation slipped from your fingers??! What would you do at weddings? Would you 
kill the bride’s father?  
MATTEO: 
What could we do? We do our job depending on the kind of party.  
DAVIDE: 
Can anyone explain it to me? 
ELENA: (to the birthday boy) 
Do you think it was easy for us with all this alcohol and coke? We are not supposed to 
do it while we are working. 
MATTEO: (to Elena) 
Let it go. 
ELENA: 
These games are dangerous.  
ANNA: 
You suggested them! 
MATTEO: 
Nobody costrained you. You played because you wanted to play. You hadn’t anything 
better to do. That’s why your birthday boy called us. Because he was so bored! Pause. 
 
LAURA: 
Luca, who are they? 
ELENA: (almost crying) 
I’m sorry, Laura. Having a child must be the greatest thing in the world. Really. You are 
going to be a wonderful mum. 
LAURA: (crying, to the birthday boy) 
Who are they? 
 
The birthday boy: 
How can I explain…  
ANNA: 
Try to.  
The birthday boy: (to Matteo and Elena) 
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You were good. 
ELENA: 
Fuck you. 
DAVIDE: (to the birthday boy) 
What are you saying? 
The birthday boy: 
They are… two actors. Two actors. I called them to plan a nice surprise for you, a joke. 
SABRINA: 
A joke? 
The birthday boy: 
I wanted to do something different compared to all the birthday parties we had. I wanted 
it to be special. 
ANNA: (laughing) 
So you called two actors to play these fucking games?  
The birthday boy: 
No! I called two actors who... I don’t even know why I called them.  
MATTEO: 
Because you were afraid to get bored. 
LAURA: 
So you asked two strangers to play on our weaknesses? 
The birthday boy: 
No! 
ELENA: 
Look, you all did it by yourselves. You had so many nice things to say that you couldn’t 
wait. We barely started the first game and you were already sick! (to the birthday boy) It 
wasn’t easy to keep it under control.  
The birthday boy: 
This for you is “keeping under control”? 
MATTEO: 
We kept on asking you if you were sure to go on. And you never stopped us! 
The birthday boy: 
How could I? 
ELENA: 
You could say “it’s over”, as you just did. It’s not that hard. 
ANNA: (sarcastic) 
I can’t believe it. 
LAURA: 
I called Franco. 
DAVIDE: 
And I called my father, if you want to put it in these terms. 
MATTEO: 
Everything happened for a reason.  
SABRINA: (to Matteo) 
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Wait a minute. (to the birthday boy) You feared that the party might get boring, so you 
called two actors to spice it up?  
ANNA: 
It’s so absurd. 
SABRINA: 
But the thing is the party exceeded any more perverted fantasies; and we all know how 
it ended. 
DAVIDE: 
I don’t believe it. Fuck, it can’t be true! Your name is Matteo and that’s it! Now stop it, if 
it’s a joke, it’s not funny.   
ELENA: 
It obviously had to go that way. I don’t know what to say. 
The birthday boy: 
Did it have to go that way? If you hadn’t been here, this would have never happened! 
Pause. 
 
MATTEO: 
Yeah, exactly. Think about what you just said. 
They all stand still, in silence. Davide gets close to the birthday boy. 
 
DAVIDE: 
It’s not a joke. Is it, Luca? 
 
Lighs off. 
 



 52 

14. 22nd of January - 7:15 a.m. 
 
The birthday boy is on his own. It’s all clean. As if the party didn’t take place. In the 
middle of the room, the bottle of whisky.   
 
The birthday boy: 
When I was born, it was snowing and there was a transport strike in town. My mother 
was in pain and she had a kind of maternal block; basically she didn’t want to give birth. 
My head was not in the right position so ultimately they decided for a C-Section. I was 
sleeping when they spanked me, fearing I wasn’t breathing.  Then I saw the light and I 
screamed out loud, reassuring all the doctors, nurses and, I think, my mother. My father 
didn’t see my birth. Being a travelling salesman, he was late due to the traffic, the snow, 
and other things that remain unclear. I was told all this because I can’t remember what 
happened at the moment of my birth. My head is perfectly shaped because nobody had 
to pull me out from the head to bring me to life. I know I’m lazy because I had a 
Cesarean birth while I was sleeping.  
But these are things they tell you believing that the way you come to life, tells a lot about 
you. 
The first word I said was “dad”. That is, the first person I called and recognized. Maybe 
it was “bed”, but my dad couldn’t help feeling involved. They say the first person 
recognized by a child, it’s the one he/she will see as a competitor later, the one he/she 
will have many fights with.  
My favorite subject was Maths. I have always known how to use numbers and formulas. 
They say that if a person prefers Maths to English, to Grammar, he/she is more inclined 
to be skeptical, straightforward, and will always be in seek of scientific answers to the 
unexplainable. 
But these are things they tell you believing that the way someone comes to life, tells you 
a lot about him/she. 
Maybe I should go out and leave it as it is. Switch off my phone, pack my small bag and 
get the first train I find. Or maybe I should jump on a tramway and do some tours. Or 
maybe I should turn on my TV and never answer the entry phone. Maybe I should get 
out of the window and see what happens.  
In a day like this, I should do something special, something different, something 
outstanding for me, something that marks the beginning of a new phase.  
Today it’s my 30th birthday.  
 
Lights off. 
 


