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Stories from Trevi Fountain

By Dave Carley

At the end of their monologues, the characters should be in the pose they have been given in the painting, like a tableau vivant.

1.
ACTOR 1:
Ladies, Gentlemen – Friends! Art Lovers! Romans! Tourists! I give you 


Salubrity, Abundance – and Oceanus! 

Giorgio aka Oceanus is standing  in that heroic, albeit slightly awkward, position of the Trevi  statue. He’s doing his best to hold the pose, but isn’t comfortable  - he’s been standing for two hours without a break and he really  needs to pee. MARIA and FRANCESCA stand on either side of him.

GIORGIO: 
I am a God. Don’t take my word for it. That’s what he said. I’m sitting in 


the square with my friends and the great Salvi comes over to me and says, 


“You, you Georgio Pietropaolo - you are a God!” Then he says, “Come to 


my studio tomorrow morning, early. And be prepared to stand very, very - 


still.” 


And now he’s sculpting me. Sometimes he gets up and measures me. But 
mostly he chips. And chips. And chips. Salvi is very pleased with what 
he’s sculpting – and why wouldn’t he be? I am Giorgio, The Gorgeous.



And I’m being immortalized as the God Oceanus, in marble, for the 


greatest fountain, in the greatest city in the world….
 
Was I surprised that Salvi picked me out of hundreds in the 
square? Of 
course not. Men – they look at my beauty and are pained by their own lack 
of it. Women: you gaze at me – you loins ache. Yeah? Am I right?



(He groans and shifts position a bit.)



Speaking of ache - I hope he finishes soon. I wonder if Oceanus ever had


relieve 
himself or are the Gods above the call of nature?


(Speaking to Salvi – a bit off.) Sorry sir, sir? When’s my next break? 


Because I need to –  Fifteen minutes?




Maria and Francesca? (May indicate with his head the women on either 


side of him. They won’t acknowledge the indication but should move a bit 


or pose when their name is mentioned.)  They are the two I am honouring 


with my attentions these days. What a pair. Maria: so fresh, so 



enthusiastic. Francesca, experienced, full of tricks. If only  I could blend 


the two of them into one woman - bliss. If only I could have both at the 


same time in my bed - paradise. But there are limits to even a God’s 


powers. So I enjoy them, in sequence. Francesca in the afternoon. Maria in 

the evening. Francesca - Monday. Maria, Tuesday. Whatever suits me.




(Groans again.)



I think I may die...




(Maria (Abundance) and Francesca (Salubrity) glare at each 



other.)

MARIA: 
Old shrew/
FRANCESCA: Young tart/
MARIA: 
(Out.) I’m waiting for just the right moment to publicly humiliate her/
FRANCESCA: (Out.) Giorgio laughs at her inexperience/
MARIA:
I’ll walk over to her at the market and, in front of everyone: “Giorgio tells 


me your breath smells because you’re losing your teeth.”

FRANCESCA: Why does he bother with her? Still – he only sees her once a week and I 


see him almost every day – who am I to complain? 

MARIA: 
He hates going to see her but she gives him money for wine and feeds 


him stew. Stew? ‘Oh here my lover, have a bowl of stew.’ I’ll give him –


Stew.

FRANCESCA: He’s so bored with her. He has to tell her how to do everything. But I, 


Francesca – I don’t need instruction. Georgio tells me over and over again: 

“You are so good for my health.” (Indicates self.) Salubrity.

MARIA: 
(Indicates self.) Abundance. That’s what I give him. Georgio always tells 


me, “I’ve never met a girl with such an abundance of love.” Sometimes 


we go all night. Apparently after ten minutes she gets tired, and needs a 


rest. That’s why he only sees her once a week. She has to sleep the other 


six days. (To FRANCESCA.) Witch/
FRANCESCA: (To Maria.) Whore/
MARIA and FRANCESCA: You just wait.

2.
ACTOR 3:
Gianni – and the square of deception…
Gianni: Male, 40, Italian. A stilt walker by profession. Wearing a clown nose. He has the nose on at the start of his monologue.

GIANNI:
(More to self.) It’ll help if I remember it alphabetically: Bread. Olives – one jar but not the kind she hates whatever that is. Tomatoes – four. Bananas. Bananas, Bread, Olives, Tomatoes.  B-B-O-T – But there were five things. (Triumphant.) VICKA! Pick up Vicka at Daycare.

(To Audience.) You loathsome people. You tsunami of international sewage. You tourists. You throw your coins into the fountain but what falls on my plate? Bus tokens from the last city you visited, religious tracts from pilgrims, old lipstick tubes, maybe a Euro or two, if I’m lucky… 

I’ve been stuck on stilts for twenty years because a cousin with pull got me the license to be the clown at Trevi Fountain. I should have held out for the civil service. The army. Emigrated. But my cousin said being the Trevi clown is a license to print lire. 


(Takes nose off, and spreads arms, as in painting.)

It’s all so degrading. But now: my coup de theatre. Behold, the dove of peace!


(Mimes release of the dove.)

Fly, my “dove”. Up you go, fly home, enjoy your freedom, enjoy your flight, see you soon, Vicka will come and toss bread into your cage. Sleep safe until tomorrow, dream whatever dove-dreams a fellow fraud dreams. But tomorrow – remember – we’re back here -  repeating this charade. The clown on stilts – and the pigeon painted dove-white. Two fakes locked in a square of deception.

Bread. Bananas. Olives. Tomatoes. (Pause; because this is what redeems life.) My precious Vicka. May she never know what her Daddy does.

3.

ACTOR 2:
 Jason and Kate – killing history.
JASON – 29

KATE – 28

He faces audience; by the end she will be facing away and we will see how hard he is gripping her arms.

JASON: 
…What are you saying, you don’t love me?

KATE:
Of course I love you.

JASON:
But you’re dumping me.

KATE:
I’m not “dumping” you/

JASON:
You just said you’re not going back with me.

KATE:
The bus leaves for Naples in an hour, I’m getting on the bus with you, I’m going to Venice with you, then the Acropolis and then Jerusalem and/

JASON: 
But you’re not going back with me.

KATE: 
No, I’m not.

JASON:
Why?! (Taking hold of her arm.)

KATE:
(Shakes his arm off, indicates the fountain.) Because I look at that,  then I think of the life we have back there, our life together, the thing we’re supposed to be building together… It doesn’t begin to compare –

JASON:
I don’t know what you mean!

KATE:
It’s that fountain! For God’s sake - turn around and look at it! Someone had a vision. Someone said ‘I can build history.’ 

JASON:
So!

KATE:
So look at you and me! Jason, we’re not building history. We’re killing it. We’re clinging to a dream…What dream!?  A couple more years in student housing, then – a house? A trip or two, a car, a dog… little little little things, it’s going to get smaller and smaller and smaller/

JASON:
It was good enough for you before.

KATE:
It’s not good enough now.

JASON:
You’ll change your mind when we’re home.

KATE:
No Jason. I won’t.

JASON:
We should never have come here.

KATE:
‘Here’ is exactly where we should have come. Now let go. Let go of my arm. Just let me go. Let-me-go.

4.

ACTOR 2: 
Mr. Grant has his doubts
MR. GRANT  is older. Maybe English. Prop: Fedora or satchel under his arm.

MR. GRANT: Whatever happened to contemplation? To just standing in front of a great work of Art and – beholding it. Ecce Gloria. Ecce without texting. Ecce without crowds, without ice cream, without a priest bellowing bad Irish jokes, ecce without a trumpeter screeching and American women trying to outsmart Roman rappers… and that pathetic idiot on stilts with his bleached pigeon. 

This isn’t Art, it’s chaos, it’s bread and circuses for the hoi 
digital 
polloi… (A passing bit of doubt.) Can it be Art, too?

Oh, to be back in Venice. The Bridge of Sighs was perfect. A dim arch over aromatic water… the echoes of the condemned as they wept themselves to execution. That I could paint, I could sit there and let that infiltrate my senses… not be barraged, not have to endure this…

(The doubt again:) Anyway are my water-colours – are they even up to the task of painting this? This is not a delicate place. Yes, there’s water and colour here – but Trevi’s no place for water-colour. That fountain screams for a great splash of oil.

I’m going back to my city of canals. Arrivederci Roma – good riddance.

5.

ACTOR 4:
Oh oh - it looks like it’s curtains for Sam and Jack!

JACK – 30s, American

SAM – 40s, American, has guidebook. A Fodors.

JACK: 
Can you imagine if the Gods came alive at night?

SAM:

They’re statues, Jack.

JACK:
At night, after everyone leaves. Zeus turns to Poseiden and says, “Hey sailor, come here often?”

SAM:
First of all, that’s not Zeus. It’s Oceanus. Second: this square is packed with tourists, 24/7. It says so here. They’re never alone.

JACK:
Bernini must’ve been on ‘the team’. To sculpt muscles like that.

SAM:

Salvi. The sculptor was Salvi.

JACK:
Salvi, Bernini, does it matter?

SAM:

It would, to Salvi.

JACK:
He’s alive?

SAM:

No Jack,  he’s not alive he’s/

JACK:
He’s dead, I know! Just like the Gods. Well dead Mr. Salvi could have put a woman there. Instead of Oceanus he could have sculpted an Ocean-a.

SAM:

There’s no such Goddess.

JACK:
Oh - but there is a God named Oceanus?

SAM:

Yes! I told you, Oceanus is a God! (Waves guidebook.)

JACK:
(Teasing.) Europe’s changed you.

SAM:
Why!?

JACK:
Back in Grand Rapids you were an atheist.

SAM:

Why are you being so weird?

JACK:
Because I’m in Rome! Standing in front of the greatest sculpture of all time!

SAM:

That’s not the greatest sculpture. The greatest is ‘David’. We agreed.

JACK:
I’m going to throw my three coins in the fountain. (Starts to leave; notices SAM is staring up at something.) What are you looking at?

SAM:
Back there – look up there. Jack - those curtains. They’re the very same as the ones we’ve got back home, in the kitchen. Ikea. What was their name? Dagny-Jorgen-Malmo. How about that!?

JACK:
Yeah. (Beat; he’s really seeing SAM for the first time and not liking what he’s seeing.) How about that. 

SAM:
No Jack. Look. Up. The curtains.

JACK:
Look at curtains. Here.
SAM:
Up there.

JACK:
OK Sam. I’m looking.



(They both look up, as in the painting.)

6.

ACTOR 4: 
Professor Verla Williams and the Job Perk - That Kills
Doctor VERLA Williams – 50ish, a curator of American art at a large civic gallery.

At the start she holds up a sign saying ‘Grand Rapids Gallery Tour’.

VERLA:
Here’s the body count since Heathrow: One heart attack at the National Portrait Gallery. Two suitcases lost somewhere in the chunnel. One pocket picked at the Louvre. A sprained ankle in Avignon. A young woman trying to end her engagement.
We’re supposed to go to Piazza Navona now for ice cream but what I really, really REALLY need is a good stiff drink. A Martini. A martini the size of Oceanus. I want to sit at a table, all by myself, and not have to fix or solve or cure anything, just sit, and drink, and regret.



“Oh yes,” They said, “We curators always lead trips to Europe. It’s one of 


the great perks of the job.  Free passage, honorarium, just steer them from 


painting to sculpture...’ And I, I who have hauled my own way up the 


heap, from intern to contract to longer-contract to – finally this year -  


associate curator of modern American painting at the Art Gallery of Grand 

Rapids - I get that privilege! And wonder why the rest of them aren’t 


jumping at the chance.

Shoulda smelled a rat, Verla.
Last night as I lay in my bed, I stared at the cobwebs on the ceiling and wept for the talented Dr. Williams. Recipient of the job perk that kills.

7.

ACTOR 3:
 Marco and Emma. Rapping with the Romans.
MARCO – 35 and smooth, but with a tinge of desperation. He’s a bit old to be doing this.

EMMA – 23 and savvier than you’d expect

MARCO: 
… It was my incredible luck to be walking through here.

EMMA:
Yes, to live in Rome and be able to walk by this any day of the week – it must be amazing.

MARCO:
No, my luck was to walk through here and see you.

EMMA:
That’s crazy.

MARCO:
A beautiful woman standing here, how can that be crazy?

EMMA:
My mother warned me about men like you.

MARCO:
Where’s your mother –

EMMA:
Don’t worry – she’s back in Grand Rapids, Michigan.

MARCO:
Your Michigan Mother warned you about men who find you beautiful? 


(Starts to rap) ‘American girl from Grand Rapids (Rapeeds)

Let me touch your pretty blonde hair please

American girl from Mich-i-gan (Mish-eee-gan)
Promise Marco – ‘yes we can’.

(Plus a rap move or two.)

EMMA:
Stop that!

MARCO:
I made it up especially for you!

EMMA:
It’s  embarr – not everyone likes rap.

MARCO:
(Not easily fazed.) Does ‘everyone’ like ice cream? There’s a café here. It 


will be my lucky day to be sitting in front of this fountain, sharing a gelato 

with a beautiful girl from Michigan.

EMMA:
Marco: my bus leaves in an hour. We’re going to Naples tonight, then Venice. You understand?

MARCO: 
(Deflated.) It’s just gelato. That is enough, for now. Some day you’ll come back. If you toss a coin.

EMMA:
Maybe. 

MARCO:
After Venice.

EMMA:
If I come back here after Venice then I’ll miss Athens.

MARCO:
Athens is a smelly hot city with some rubble in the middle.

EMMA:
(Laughs.) And Jerusalem?

MARCO:
Smelly hot city, rubble in the middle.

EMMA:
(Laughing.) OK - what flavour do you like?

MARCO:
Michigan.

EMMA: 
(Laughs.) Gelato it is. I take it I’m buying. Come on.

8.

ACTOR 2:
Caden can’t escape his Uncle Bob – and Sally gets the picture 




(CADEN is talking to himself. UNCLE BOB, aloud. CADEN is one 


of those non-moving buskers.)
CADEN:
Oh no.  Could it be – oh God/  No.  It can’t be/

UNCLE BOB: Caden. Caden? Caden Wolfe/

UNCLE BOB: Caden Wolfe? Caden is that you?

CADEN:
Uncle Bob/

UNCLE BOB: Caden – you look like – Caden - talk to me. If you’re not Caden tell me. 


Tell me you’re not my nephew.
SALLY:
(Moving in, to herself.) What’s going on/

UNCLE BOB: Caden talk to me dammit!




(UNCLE BOB is very close to CADEN but will not touch him. 



There’s something about CADEN being stock still...)



I don’t know why you can’t talk, why can’t you talk - Wait there. I’ll get 


your aunt. She’s here. Don’t move. (Moves off, calling under.) Laura. 


Laura – where are you?/Laura get over here!/

CADEN:
What the hell is he doing in Rome?

SALLY:
(Taking pictures.) Mr. Woolf seems to think that mime is his nephew/

UNCLE BOB: Laura, over here.




(LAURA will start approaching.)

LAURA:
Bob? Bob?

UNCLE BOB: Laura!/

LAURA:
What’s wrong?/

SALLY:
Why doesn’t he run/

CADEN:
Should I run, Can I get away, it’s too crowded

UNCLE BOB: Look. Look.

LAURA:
Oh my God.

CADEN:
If I stand here and never blink… they’ll go away…

LAURA:
If I wasn’t in Rome I’d swear it was Caden/

UNCLE BOB: It is it must be/

LAURA:
But the last they heard from him he was in Los Angeles!

UNCLE BOB: Say something to him – he liked you/

LAURA:
Caden?/

CADEN:
I put thousands of miles between us/

LAURA:
Caden dear?

UNCLE BOB: Caden!

LAURA :
Bob get a gendearme!/

UNCLE BOB: (Leaving.) Don’t let him out of your sight/

LAURA:
Caden honey/

SALLY:
They’ve come all the way from Grand Rapids and seriously think he’s 


their nephew?

LAURA:
Dear. Sally – it’s Sally – please – take his picture – close up, please/

CADEN:
Oh God.




(SALLY moves in, taking pictures.)


Leave me alone.

LAURA:
Your parents Caden, think about your parents/

SALLY:
Turn this way

CADEN:
(To LAURA, aloud.) Go away! Leave me alone!

LAURA:
It is you!

CADEN:
I beg you Aunt Laura




(UNCLE BOB is returning.)

LAURA:
He’s talking!

UNCLE BOB: Whatever happened, whatever went wrong, please Caden/

LAURA:
Your parents are sick with worry!

CADEN:
I am going to turn and leave now.

UNCLE BOB: Stay right there!




(They go into pose.)

SALLY:
(Moving away a bit with her camera.) Wow.  I got it all. This is drama. 


All this time I’ve been shooting Brad and his stupid trumpet.  Makes me 


wonder what I’ve missed in all those other places. If only I’d turned my 


camera around…




(SALLY returns and snaps UNCLE BOB and CADEN once 




more.)

9.

ACTOR 1:
Salubrity and Abundance and Oceanus – and the worm of disenchantment!
GIORGIO:   
(Straining now; almost bursting.) The great Salvi says, “You have to 


suffer for your Art.” Ain’t that the truth! The real Oceanus might rule the 


waters of the world but I bet he couldn’t hold his bladder any longer than I 

am. Or this pose. I’m going to be sore tonight. Which tips things in favour 


of lucky Francesca. Because I’ll really need a good meal and then a long 


massage by the grateful Francesca. But oh… please Mr. Salvi…finish…

FRANCESCA: Will he come over tonight? I’ll put some extra stew on, just in case. He 


didn’t say what he was doing last night… Probably with that little 



guttersnipe. He’ll be back soon… for me.



Or my stew. My lord he can eat. He says it’s tough work standing 



there for Salvi all day but when I posed for Salubrity it wasn’t that hard. 


“But I have to stand like this. It puts a strain on my
back”… and then he 


wants a massage… and then he falls asleep. (Disenchanted.) Poor baby.

MARIA: 
He’s not coming by tonight so I can go out with my friends. I love having 


him in my bed but well, maybe I don’t love him anywhere else… My best 


friend Gina’s brother has such a nice smile and they say a nice smile 


means a man will look after you.  Giorgio forgets to smile. Unless he’s 


looking at his reflection. 



Milo will be at the square tonight and so will Damiano… And Marco, 


Marco the marble-worker. Maybe even the Great Salvi too… When I was 


posing 
for Abundance, he sometimes look at me a certain way… and I’d 


think, “He’s not looking at me as just marble…” And then Salvi would 


smile…

10.

ACTOR 3: 
And now, a wee moment with Father Tony and his flock of Irish Pilgrims.

FATHER TONY – age 45

FATHER TONY is leading a small group of Irish pilgrims from Dundalk (Done-dawk). FATHER TONY can have an outrageous Irish accent. Prop: crucifix.

FR. TONY:
… Trevi fountain was the terminal point of the Aqua Virgo viaduct, although the viaduct itself was destroyed by barbarians. The ancestors of English football fans. 


But in 1453 Pope Nicholas the Fifth repaired it and built a simple fountain here, to herald the water’s arrival. And then, in 1629, Pope Urban the Eighth – nice name eh, Pope Urban. Sure beats Pope ‘Rural’. (If not much laughter.) Tough crowd.

Anyway, Urban decided a wee basin wasn’t dramatic enough so he asked the great Bernini to sketch a new fountain… Bernini’s fountain didn’t last – in the 1730s yet another Pope, Clement the Twelfth - Eleven? Eleven Twelve who counts - Clement had a contest and Nicola Salvi won the commission. Trevi fountain was finished thirty years later…That’s Oceanus in the middle, with Abundance and Salubrity flanking him. The style is rococo. Some say baroque but I prefer rococo. Because I love saying that word. Rocococo. It gets even more rococo the more cocos you add. 

I don’t normally condone superstition though I know that Mr. Hamill here says that all religion is superstition. But did you notice Mr. Hamill The Great Rationalist took a detour walking across the square? He was trying to avoid that black cat crossing his path. However, there is a Trevi superstition and it’s designed to part you from your money. If you throw a coin into the fountain, you’re assured a return to Rome. And inflation has set in: apparently if you throw in two coins, you’ll find a new romance - and three will ensure either a marriage or divorce. 

Now, the church’s view on divorce is clear, so I suggest you throw two Euros, and stop. You can toss your third Euro in the collection plate upon our safe return to Dundalk.

And I’ll brook no wisecracks from any of you if I throw in my two coins. One to return, one for love. There are many kinds of love. My love is as pure as the water that once flowed here from the hills of Rome… and it is my love for you. And if you believe that…

Now, everyone turn around. Right arm throw, over your left shoulder, get ready. One two three ro-co-co!

(Tosses.)

11.

ACTOR 2: 
Rick and his Trumpet Voluntary

RICK – age 28. Prop: trumpet. Which he will raise to his lips by the end.

RICK:
Where’s Sally!? She was here a second ago! It’s not like her to disappear. She’s been great – those awesome clips of me at Westminster Cathedral, Trafalgar Square, all through France, the Ponte Vecchio… Getting the boot out of St. Peter’s – that one’s gonna go viral. And we haven’t even hit the Acropolis. Or the Wailing Wall. The Kremlin. Where the heck is she? Our bus goes in a few minutes… I know… I’ll start playing. She’ll come running, like one of Pavlov’s puppies… OK, once more for You Tube posterity… Jeremiah Clarke… here we go.




(RICK starts playing a solo Trumpet Voluntary. He is good. Very 



good. His skill is far greater than his pathetic ambition.)
12.

ACTOR 4:
Victor Plans a Busman’s Holiday…
VICTOR - Male, 40, Italian

VICTOR: 
One more day with this bunch. Naples tonight. Venice tomorrow. Drop them off and back home, wait for the next tour.

I’m going to miss driving them around. I like Americans. They say what they think. They don’t complain like the British, they’re not as demanding as the Germans, they’re always ready to enjoy themselves. That’s no surprise – aren’t half of Americans, Italian? And this bunch… they’ve been a bundle of surprises ever since I got them in Paris. A couple of love affairs, that silly young fool with his trumpet, some very attractive young ladies…

They all want me to come visit them, bring the kids…

I’ll have to look up Grand Rapids, Michigan on the map. My cousin’s in New Jersey, it can’t be far. We’ll take the bus. How bad can that be?

13.

ACTOR 2:
 Brian and Tina, three coins later…

BRIAN – 23

TINA – 23

BRIAN and TINA, struck dumb with love.

They speak slowly – there are gaps between each line. By the end they are looking back at the fountain, their arms around each other.

BRIAN:
I love you.

TINA:

I love you.

BRIAN:
That could be the back of Wal-Mart for all I care.

TINA:

I know.

BRIAN: 
It could be the tool-shed in your backyard.

TINA: 
Yes.

BRIAN: 
It could be that pimple on my butt.

TINA: 
I love that pimple.

BRIAN:
I love that you love it. I’m talking dumb.

TINA: 
I’m listening dumb. 

BRIAN: 
After all we’ve gone through to get here.

TINA: 
In our life.

BRIAN: 
Us.

TINA: 
Yes.

BRIAN:
You and me.

TINA:

Me and you.

BRIAN: 
And all we’ll go through.

TINA: 
For the rest of our lives.

BRIAN: 
All the better 

TINA:

And all the worse. I could be standing anywhere so long as I’m standing 


with you.

BRIAN: 
Yes.

TINA: 
Now I’m talking dumb.

BRIAN: 
Love makes you dumb. And you know the dumbest thing of all? We’re here and all I want to do is get home and start the rest of my life with you.

TINA: 
Yes.

BRIAN: 
Yes.

14.

ACTOR 1:
Is Oceanus about to get his comeuppance?!
MARIA:
Yes, I will go to the square tonight. I won’t wait around for him. I deserve 


to have some fun!
FRANCESCA: No doubt he’ll be over. Moaning and groaning about his aching muscles.

MARIA:
My friends say I shouldn’t put up with Giorgio –

FRANCESCA: His muscles – hah! When I was posing for the Great Salvi, he told 


me that the muscles on his Oceanus aren’t actually Giorgio’s!

MARIA:
They say I should find a man who’ll smile just for me.

FRANCESCA: Salvi’s also had my neighbour Marco pose. He’s a marble worker and so 

much bigger. I wonder if Marco the marble worker likes stew. Maybe I’ll 


take my stew down to Marco. Marco will appreciate a good, hearty - stew.

GIORGIO: 
Abundance or Salubrity. Maria or Francesca. (Groans in pain.) Francesca.



I need a massage. And a meal. I will go to Francesca’s. Oceanus will grace 

the home of Salubrity. And be worshipped.

15.

ACTOR 4:
 Marcia the Cat Wraps it up

MARCIA, a feral cat. Age 4. Has pretty much seen it all. Pregnant again.

MARCIA:
I should’ve listened to everyone and stayed at the Colisseum. The crowds here are ridiculous. But oh no, I had to immigrate. That’s just me. The food’s always better at the next tourist site. These tourists, the stuff they drop! And that’s good, because I’m eating for eight.

But getting here. Even at midnight, the drivers in this city… yeow! What do you call Italian birth control for cats? Fiat. 

I’m losing my figure and it’s not just being pregnant. Too much ice cream. I need fish. Someone should throw koi - not coins - in that fountain… 

It’s probably time to go inside. Did I tell you? I’ve been adopted. My first human relationship. With a talented, shy artist. Name of Herb. At least I think he’s shy because he’s afraid to come outside, and put himself in his own painting. He just sits in his studio up there feeling morose and artistic, painting everyone he knows into his picture.

But Herb does something else too. He feeds me. Because that’s what good artists do. They feed you.


Herb is my patron, my own private Medici. Herb is the painter of Trevi Fountain. He wrote this little manifesto for his painting. He’s too shy to come up and read it, so I’ll read it for you…

‘This painting and its accompanying play, depicts tourists visiting Trevi Fountain in Rome. It’s about love, mystery, and seeking out the past. Partly inspired by the unfinished cartoons of Da Vinci, it’s also about memories of living in Italy as a young artist: my budding awareness of people, art, and my own mental landscape.  My trip to Trevi Fountain was symbolic of all these things: breathtaking Bernini sculptures with Renaissance architecture acting as a backdrop to the live drama playing out in the crowd of tourists. People of all nationalities falling in love, out of love, arguing, sharing small or big moments,  doing funny things or nothing at all, hugging or standing aloof: a sort of crucible of human emotions for anyone patient enough to see it unfold. It left an indelible impression, part circus, part opera and a story that I wanted to paint.’

 

Ladies and Gentlemen - Herb Jung! (Applause.)

And if you noticed that Herb’s manifesto is quite literate, it’s because it was edited by his excellent cat-loving wife, Joni Overton-Jung.
All the other words you heard were written by Dave Carley, a living Canadian playwright, whatever the hell that is. 

So that just leaves us really with: me – Jenny Ryan – and Michael Connolly – and Karen Knox and Alex Dault. When we’re not being cats and Gods and warring partners and a dozen other things, we’re acting…

And my friends, when you’re leaving - if you’ve got a Euro or three – well, it’s the Trevi Fountain, after all.

You know what to do, my friends. Ro-co-co!

The End
