I WAS THERE (they say that cold preserves beauty)
a Chinese box of live actions on contemporary femininity
At the center of the stage, a white long low table and a white cube that acts as a stool. On the
long table a female head carved in sugar paste.
The forehead of the sugar head is covered by
a white bandage, like after a cosmetic surgery.
Next to the head there are tools for modeling,
a kitchen knife, scissors, a spoon, glass of milk,
plates and forks.
On the left of the scene we see an icicle that
hangs dripping from the ceiling, the lower half is
very red, like black cherry, while the upper part
is perfectly transparent and shows trapped inside a little key. The ice melts slowly dripping in
a glass jar on the floor.
On the right we see a red crutch hanging from
the ceiling, holding a nice kitchen apron covered
by a nice and tidy pattern composed of tampons.
The three areas (the bench, the icicle with tin
and apron) are carefully illuminated, leaving in
the dark the rest of the scene.

ACT I
the ice mask
3 minutes

ACT II
the key
8 minutes

ACT III
the sugar head
8 minutes

The audience needs to be let in when I’m already in the scene. I find myself between the
long table and the icicle, closer to the public. I
wear a red dress, red belt and red shoes. I have
the wrists handcuffed and I push on the face a
mask carved in ice. When the audience is sitting, I slowly take off the mask from my face,
that in the meantime had melted and smeared
the makeup on my face.
They say that cold preserves beauty, I say.
I drop the mask of ice on the floor that breaks
into a thousand pieces. Inside the ice is trapped
the lens of the metronome. I take it and put it
back in the metronome, near the icicle hanging
from the ceiling.
The metronome starts: tic-tac,tic-tac...
I go just below the icicle.

On the back of the room starts a video projection. It’s the live capture of the scene viewed
from above (I will bring a little structure that
must be hung from the ceiling). The structure will hold the icicle and, above the icicle, my
samsung galaxy whose camera will send the
live stream to my computer, so that the people
will see the icicle from above, while I begin to
suck and melt it. My goal, of course, is to free
the little golden key trapped in the ice, which is
that of my handcuffs.
To melt the ice I can only use only my mouth,
in a kind of schizophrenic, cinematic, grotesque
and ironic selfie of oral sex with an icicle.
When I finally release the key, I go back to the
audience and ask them to help me out with the
handcuffs.
Once free, I keep the little golden key.
At this point I go towards the head of sugar and
I sit at the table.
The video projection changes, from the live capture to an ironic collage of vintage commercials
involving women.

A perfectly mapped projection of my face appears on the sugar head.
The face moves and begins to tell a tale:
once upon a time there was a little girl...
I remain perfectly still for a minute, then I show
my left breast, take one of the needles on the
table and I stuck it into the skin, in order to attach to my body the little key of the handcuffs.
When the witch projected face ends the story, I
cut the bandages on the sugar head and push
the kitchen knife into it. I cut big slices of cake,
put them on the four plates that I will eventually serve them to the audience.
After preparing the plates, I begin to eat the
cake too. I take big snitches. I stick my head into
the sugar skullcap and find a wedding ring!

ACT IV
love
5 minutes
I leave the table and go towards the apron hanging from the ceiling and covered with tampons.
But first I take with me the glass jar on the floor, full of red liquid, and a big syringe for cakes. I
fill the syringe with the red liquid in the jar and I
spray it on some of the tampons, which fill and
swell, creating the word Love.
I wear the apron. The apron comes on suddenly with many colored lights flashing, turning
myself into a sort of Desperate Housewives
Icon. At this point I wear my 3d glasses, to invite the audience to do the same.
A video projections starts (11 minutes) while
you soften the lights on the rest of the scene.
I remain in sight, illuminated by the little lights
blinking on my apron like a Christmas tree.

Once upon a time there was a little girl
with a silver gun
she was just like you
so strong that took a hundred days to carry
and a fairy prince
and a beautiful big carriage
and silver bridals
and a big white horse
and a lovely gown
and a hundred elves
dreaming about some day
when she would run away
when she would run away
when she would run away
when she would run away
when she would run away

