AUTUMN CHESTNUTS FOR ITTY AND BRITTY

(They come on and immediately embark on an energetic rendition of Months Rap)
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January, February, March, April, May
June July August - it’s a summer day
September, October and back in class
November, December — it’s Christmas!!

Hey that was fun! But Itty it's not Christmas — not yet anyway

(Disconsolate tone) lo so che non e’ ancora Natale, purtroppo. Siamo in
autunno.

(Pause then excitedly) Autumn, that’s right. (Pause then excitedly) Listen, | can
hear the wind in the trees!

(Incredulous) Senti il vento negli alberi ? Ma cosa dici? lo non sento nulla.

No really. Listen, the wind’s calling!

(Incredulous) Il vento che chiama! Ma sei impazzito.
That means brown and yellow leaves are falling!
E quindi le foglie marroni e gialle cadono. Ma che romanticone!

Listen (absolutely convinced) — a message!
Un messaggio? (To the audience with an exasperated tone) E’ proprio matto!

The wind says — Yes? Days are shorter, nights grow long

Mavala? Tutti sanno che che in autunno i giorni sono piu’ corti e le notti piu’
lunghe — e allora? (Pauses) Comunque a me non piace affatto Autumn come
lo chiami tu.

You don’t like Autumn? Why not?

(Matter-of-factly) Molto semplice. La scuola. In autunno comincia la scuola.

Oh gosh — school! Yes, you're right. School for everyone. No more summer
holidays.

Esatto.. Niente piu vacanze, scuola per tutti , compiti ogni sera

comincia a far freddo, poi. . .

Yes but ...

(Interrupts) Ma, ma cosa? Dimmi una sola cosa buona sull’autunno, dinne una,
dai.

Mmm Yes | know! Just wait here and see. (Exits)

Ma dov’é andato... Britty, stai qui! Sono timido, io!

Coming! (Returns with little wicker basket containing two roast chestnuts one
of which he passes to ltty.) Here, try this one. Delicious Autumn chestnuts. |
roasted them on a fire today.

(Somewhat gingerly) Caldarroste! OK. Mmm, buona... (He munches it then
suddenly starts coughing and spitting).

Itty! What's the matter? Don’t you like my chestnut?

(Screams splutteringly) Un verme! C’e un verme dentro. Che schifo! L’ho
mangiato. Britty, io ti ammazzo.

A worm? Really! (Bursts out laughing — raucous mirth)

(Snatches wicker basket and attacks Britty for all he’s worth. Britty keeps on
laughing) Mi hai fatto mangiare un verme. Ti uccido! (They exit Britty pursued
by furious and violent Itty)

Ahial Help, help, help. . .



