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Dawk li fuq liġfna jbaħħru

This title of this radio opera refers to those who go down to the sea in ships and is taken from line 23 of Psalm 107, which is quoted within the text of the work itself in scene 1, by Dun (Father) Piet delivering a sermon to the widows and children in a church in a traditional Maltse fishing village. 

DUN PIET:...Iva, ħuti għeżież! U kif hi lużanza tagħna meta jersaq Novembru, ħdejn ilbieb ewlieni waħħalna karta blismijiet tassajjieda issirijietna, qrabatna, ħbiebna li tilfu ħajjithom fuq ilbaħar waqt li kienu jitħabtu biex jaqilgħu lħobża ta' kuljam għal familthom. Ejjew, għeżiez ħuti, ma ninsewx, kif jgħidilna sSalmista, li dawk li fuq liġfna jbaħħru […] 

DUN PIET:..Yes, dear friends! And as is our custom when November approaches, near the main gate we pasted papers with the names of fishermen belonging to us,our relatives,our friends who lost their lives at sea while they were struggling to make ends meet for their families. Let us, dear brethren, do not forget, and the Psalmist tells us, those who sail in ships, to do business on the endless seas, have seen the wonderous works of the Lord on the seabed. He ordered and raised a wind, that began to raise the waves on the sea. They rose to the heavens and sank down to the seabed, themselves beginning to melt with fear. 

The social and economic organisation of this tradition fishing community are under investigation by postgraduate anthropologist Mark Borg who is unable to keep an objective distance  from his subject, principally due to  his attachment to Marija, who is already promissed to Ġanni.  Mark atones for his transgression by offering his life to save his rival Ġanni and the rest of the crew  during a fishing expedition uttering the phrase from A Tale of Two Cities: “It is a far, far better thing that I do, than I have ever done; it is a far, far better rest that I go to, than I have ever known.”  This utterence links Mark with the narrator Filippu in a very profound way in a second narrative strand.

The work is devided into nine episodes and one sinfonia 

(1) Ilmixja (The walk)
(2) Itteżi (The thesis)    
(3) Il ġita istruttiva (The field trip)
(4) Limħabba (The beloved)   
(5) Ilbar (The bar)
(6) Ilmessaġġ (The message)
(7) Lespedizzjoni tassajd (The fishing expedition)                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                       

Sinfonija f'nofs lopera  Sinfonia nel mezzo della opera

(8) Ilburraxha (The storm)
(9) Imistrieħ (The prayer)

Both the opera and the original radio play has occassional recourse to music, from Cesar Frank’s Panis Angelicus to the traditional Maltese ballade  Lgħana talfatt: l’istorija ta Arturo u Marija. In the opera, the lullaby Orqod, orqod, recorded in Folk Songs and Music from Malta Folkways Records  FM4047 and notated by Charles Camilleri in Maltese Oral Poetry and Folk Music, Malta University Publishers Ltd. is also included, sung by the sea, soothing the narrator during various parts of the opera, whilst the sea as seething Leviathan is portrayed by the strings in episode four: Ilburraxha, the chorus the terrified sailors or their wives. The chorus also echoes the narrator’s voice, as well as portraying drunken sailors in the Friend to All bar.  

The score can be downloaded here

https://www.dropbox.com/s/n848c6wrupaw8tl/Dawklijbahhru270520.pdf?dl=0

Act I 
https://www.dropbox.com/s/1u2id7rxdmtqf5z/Dawklijbahhru1.mp3?dl=0

Act II 
https://www.dropbox.com/s/qglte115xufwao8/Dawklijbahhru2.mp3?dl=0

Dramatis Personæ  

Filippu:  baritone  
Dun Piet: bass  
Mark Borg: tenor 
korista: boy soprano  
Marija: soprano  
Peppi: tenor  
Ġanni: bass 
Doru: baritone 
Vestru: tenor     

SA chorus of fishermen’s wives  
TB chorus of fishermen      

Orchestration  
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2

Piccolo  
2 flutes  
2 oboes  
Cor anglais  
E flat clarinet  
B flat clarinets 
A clarinet 
Bass clarinet  
2 bassoons  
Contrabassoon     

4 Horns  
2 B flat trumpets  
2 tenor trombones  
Bass trombone  
Tuba     

Percussion 
2 players  
Bass drum, tenor drum, snare drum
Cymbals, marimbaphone     
Tubular bells, glockenspiel   

Timpani
Harp     

Strings      

Duration: ċirca 161 minutes 

The original radioplay Dawk li fuq liġfna jbaħħru was awarded the Malta Broadcasting Authority Best Radioplay for the year 200203: 

https://www.midseabooks.com/publications_detail.aspx?pid=11686# 
        
and here is a draft of my analysis of the play (from page seventeen onwards).

https://www.dropbox.com/s/i8huhxdclhqzsbv/JVBondinPlays.pdf?dl=0


Dawk li fuq l-Iġfna Jbaħħru


1: Il-Mixja
FILIPPU miexi billejl fʼtoroq battala.  Il-ħoss tal-passi.

FILIPPU: (leħen interjuri) Nimxi t-toroq vojta ta’ dal-lejl delizjuż, waħdi fil-ħemda tal-ħarifa. L–irqad sar drawwa li nsejt kważi għalkollox. Għax qed nixjieħ u l-ħajja hi wisq sabiħa biex dak li baqagħli minnha nitilfu mitluf minn sensija fl–irqad. 
ERWIEĦ TAS-SAJJIEDA: (Jirrepetu l-kliem ta ’Filippu bħala eku mbiegħed) 
Ħoss tal-passi. Kross-fejd fil-ħoss ta’ baħar kalm jitkisser ma’ blat il-plajja.
FILIPPU: Noqrob lejn il-bajja wiesgħa. Il-ħoss vojt  tal-passi jintilifli fit-tmewwiġ ma jaqta’ xejn tal-baħar. M’hemmx ħoss li jqanqalni aktar minn dan. 
ERWIEĦ TAS-SAJJIEDA: (Jirrepetu l-kliem ta ’Filippu bħala eku mbiegħed) 
FILIPPU: Dan hu pajjiżi! 
FILIPPU jitfghu ’l barra fi tnehida  ta’ sodisfazzjon.  
Iva. Hawn hi l–vera Malta, dan ir-raħal umli tas-sajjieda fejn jien twelidt, bl-għanja tal-baħar tħannini.
Ħoss il-baħar waħdu.

Hekk kif inħares lejn il-baħar skur, bir-roqgħat aktar mudlama li huma d–dgħajjes jitbandlu fuqu, id-diqa tas-soltu tirbaħni. Għax id-dgħajjes tas-sajd kulma jmur qed jonqsu. L–ulied ma jridux aktar il-ħajja tal-ġenituri. Ir-raħal kif nafu fi tfulitu, kważi nofs seklu ilu, m’għadux aktar, inbidel f’relikwa indiġena fejn jiġu t–turisti biex jixtru suvenirijiet minn numru dejjem jikber ta’ hwienet frivoli, biex jieklu f’xi wieħed minn għadd ta’ ristoranti eliganti  dejjem jiżdiedu. ...Indur u nimxi hosbien lejn il- knisja. 
Kross-fejd fil-ħoss ta’ qabel tal-passi.
Hawn hu wiehed minn dawn irristoranti. F’żgħożiti kien il-Friend to All bar. Tabilħaqq kien isem joqgħod. Għax bosta għaxijiet xitwin issajjieda għaddewhom jaqsmu fih siegħa trankwilla jixorbu tazza nbid. F’widnejja għadni nisma’ t–tpaċpiċ sempliċi… 
SAJJIEDA: t–tpaċpiċ 
FILIPPU: …u d–daħk goff tagħom, iva, għadni nisimgħu, għalkemm ġa għaddew ħamsa u erbgħin sena. 


1: The walk

FILIPPU walks along the empty night roads. The sound of steps. 

FILIPPU: (interior voice) I walk along the empty streets of this delicious night, by myself in the stillness of autumn. The sleeping habit has become almost completely forgotten. As I am getting old, life is too beautiful to lose in sleep. 

ERWIEĦ TAS-SAJJIEDA: (Jirrepetu l-kliem ta ’Filippu bħala eku mbiegħed) 

The sound of steps. Crossfade the sound of calm sea breaking on the rocky shore.

FILIPPU: I approach the wide beach. The empty sound of steps is lost to me in the rippling unre-lenting sea. There is no sound that affects me more than this. 

ERWIEĦ TAS-SAJJIEDA: (Jirrepetu l-kliem ta ’Filippu bħala eku mbiegħed)

FILIPPU:This is peace. 

FILIPPU takes in a deep breath of sea air and emits a satisfied sigh.

Yes. Here is the genuine Malta, in the humble fishing village where I was born, with richness of the sea singing me to sleep. 

Sound of the sea alone.

As I look at the dark sea, boats are bobbing on the darkest patch, the ever present saddness overcomes me; the fishing boats are steadily declining; the children do not want their parents’ life; the village as I knew it when I was a child, almost half a century ago, exists no longer, changing into an indigenous relic. Tourists come to buy souvenirs 
























Iżda t–tpaċpiċ u d–daħk malajr kienu jieqfu meta Vestru l-għannej kien iqum u jieħu l-kitarra mdendla mal-ħajt biex jgħanni waħda mill-ballati mnikkta ta’ art twelidi.

SAJJIEDA: leg–leg din ħu cajta bizxejjed biex taqsam lil qullhadd bid-dahq t–tpaċpiċ leg–leg din ħu cajta bizxejjed biex taqsam lil qullhadd bid-dahq  

VESTRU jkanta versi wieħed u tnejn tal-għanja tal-fatt: l-istorja ta’ Arturo u Marija. 

VESTRU: Darba waħda ġewwa l–Mosta 
  Ta’ kuljum kull filgħaxija 
  Kien hemm xebba wisq sabiħa 
  U għażżwieġ wisq imfittxija 
  Mel’ isimgħu x’biċċa gralha 
  Din iċċkejk na ta’ Marija, 
  Kemm kellha tkun żvinturata 
  Kemm kellha ssofri tbatija. 

  Kienet tħobb lil ġuvni Arturo 
  u–b’qalb waħda marbutin. 
  Illi tant kienu jinħab bu 
  Qatt ma kisru qalb xulxin. 
  Darba waħda għand missierha 
  Mar ġuvni li kellu l–flus, 
  Qallu: ‘Għandekx pjaċir bija 
  Ta’ bintek ikun l–għarus?’ 
 
Kross-fejd f’ħoss il-passi ta’ qabel. 

FILIPPU: Kważi nofs seklu ilu, u l–ilħna f’mohhi qishom talbieraħ li għadu kemm għadda! Ah! Indur għat-triq li titla’ għall-knisja, biz-zuntier mixgħul b’żewġ bozoz fuq il-bieb prinċipali. Hawn ukoll nefaħ riħ il-bidla u żebgħa tal-ilma ħadet post il-ġir. Daż-żmien il-qassis jagħmel omelija qasira li ftit mill-kongregazzjoni jisimgħu. Qabel il-qassis kien jagħmel priedka ta’ nofs siegħa u ħadd ma kien iqisha twila għalkemm ftit kienu jifhmuha.

Kross-fejd f’leħen għoli ta’ DUN PIET jippriedka fi knisja kbira tidwi.  

DUN PIET: …Iva, ħuti għeziez!  

SAJJIEDA: cċaqliq cċaq

DUN PIET: U liq kif hi l–użanza tagħna meta jersaq Novembru, 

NISA TAR-RAĦAL: tqaħqiħ 

DUN PIET: ħdejn il-bieb ewlieni wahħalna karta bl-ismijiet tas sajjieda— missirijietn

SAJJIEDA U NISA TAR-RAĦAL: ċċaqliq, tqaħqiħ 

DUN PIET: qrabatna, ħbiebna —li tilfu ħajjithom fuq il-baħar waqt il kienu jithabtu biex jaqilgħu l–ħobża ta’ kuljum għal familthom. 

SAJJIEDA: Ah.




































































DUN PIET: Ejjew, għeżież  ħuti, ma ninsewx kif jgħidilna s-Salmista, li dawk li fuq l-iġfna jbaħħru, biex jagħmlu negozju fuq l-ibħra bla tmien, dawk raw l-opri tal-Mulej u għegubijietu f’qiegħ il-baħar. Hu ordna u qajjem riefnu, li beda jgħolli mwieġ il-baħar. Gholew sas-smewwiet u nizlu sa qiegh il-baħar, ruħhom bdiet iddub bil-biza’. U bdew jixxenglu u jitbandlu bħal nies fis-sakra, u s-sengħa tagħhom xejn ma switilhom. 

SAJJIEDA: a

DUN PIET: U għajtu ’l-Mulej fid-dwejjaq tagħhom u mill-hemm tagħhom ħelishom. U bidel ir-riefnu f’żiffa, u siktu mwieġ il-baħar. Huma ferhu għax siket il-baħar, u Hu wassalhom salport li xtaqu. 

Kross-fejd f’ħoss passi fit-toroq ta’ billejl. 

FILIPPU: Għalkemm ħamsa u erbgħin sena issa għaddew, għad niniftakarha dik il-priedka ta’ Dun Piet għax kienet waħdi mill-aħjar li qatt għamal. Kont għadni tifel u kont fil-knisja ma’ ommi u missieri, ma’ oħti Marija u Ġanni  ...Kif dejjem nagħmel, nitla’ ż-żewġ tarġiet taż-żuntier  u noqgħod bilqiegħda fuq l–opramortta li ddawru. 

ERWIEĦ TAS-SAJJIEDA: waħdi waħdi 

Passi jieqfu. 

FILIPPU: Man-naħa tax-xellug tal-bieb, għad hemm il-bord li miegħu kienet titwaħħal il-karta bl-ismijiet ta’ dawk li jkunu tilfu ħajjithom fuq il-baħar. Id-drawwa issa nqatghet Malta tal-lum m’għadx għandha ħin għal dawk li mietu. Iżda sa illum għadni niftakar l-ismijiet imniżżla fuq il-lista… 

ERWIEĦ TAS-SAJJIEDA: Nêni, Fefu, Tita, Nazhar, Etru, Ġanġu, Fefu, Razju, Damu, Kaspru, Minpru, Minku, Pawlu. 

FILIPPU: …meta Dun Piet kien għamel dik il-priedka impressjonante ti tie-ghu hawn. Kważi nofs seklu ilu! Kien hemm tlettax-il isem, l-aħħar wieħed minnhom Mark Borg li kien tilef ħajtu mgħarraq ftit xhur biss  qabel. 

II: It-teżi

Is-sagristija tal paroċċa. 

MARK: Dun Piet? 
DUN PIET: Iva. 
MARK: Qaluli biex inkellem lilek. 
DUN PIET: Iva? 
MARK: Jien Mark Borg. Jien mill-Ħamrun.  Bħalissa qed nistudija fir-Renju Unit, fi Glasgow. Qieħed fl-Università ta’ Strathclyde, bi skolarxipp tal-British Council. Qed nagħmel dottora fl-antropoġija. Bħala parti mill-istudju, irrid nikteb teżi u s–suġġett li nixtieq nikteb dwaru, li ġie aċċettat mit-tutor tiegħi, hu l-etnografija tal’raħal Malti tas-sajd 


































































DUN PIET: U biex tinqeda għażilt dar-raħal. 
MARK: Mhux dan l-aktar wieħed tradizzjonali ta’ Malta? 
DUN PIET: Kif nista’ ngħinek? 
MARK: Dun Piet, jien hawnhekk ħadd ma jafni. It-teżi tiegħi tinvolvi studju soċjali dettaljat tad-drawwiet, rutini ta’ xogħol, relazzjonijiet bejn familji, ħbieb u... u... 
DUN PIET: U għedewwa? 
MARK: Dun Piet, mingħajr il-koperazzjoni tas-sajjieda ma nkunx nista’ niktiba. U jekk ma niktibiex ma nkunx nista’ nkompli l-istudji. Int għandek il-fiduċja tan-nies Jekk tgħidilhom...   DUN PIET: ...Ibni, trid iġġibni f’sitwazzijoni imbarazzanti. Bħala komunità ta’ sajieda, aħna magħqudin ħafna hawn. Ma rridux barranin iqallbuna filkxaxen.  
MARK: Dun Piet, ma jien beħsiebni nqalleb imkien. Beħsiebni nuża dak li ngħidulu ‘network analysis’ li jinvolvi ġbir dettaljat ta’ informazzjoni bażata fuq osservazzjonijiet oġġettivi. Huma l-modi ta’ l-mġiba tas-sajjieda fil-funzjonijiet professjonali u soċjali tagħhom li jinteressawni. Mhux il-personalitajiet individwali tagħhom. It-teżi sa tkun studju oġġettiv ta’ komunità ta’ sajjieda. Mhux xi riflessjonijiet suġġettivi. 
DUN PIET: Żaghżugh, issawwatnix b’ħafna kliem tqil. Hawn ma tinsabx ma nafx f’liema università għedtli.  
MARK: Skużani. Li rrid ngħid hu – ...Ara, Dun Piet, beħsiebni nosserva anonimità stretta. Jekk jogħġbok, Dun Piet għinni. Jekk trid meta t-teżi tkunn lesta nurihielek. Jekk xi ħaġa fiha ma togħġbokx, lest inneħħiha. 
DUN PIET: Dak li rrid nisma’. Mark, jien nisel dar-raħal u kulħadd jafda fija. Ħafna. U hemm bżonn li nirrispetta dil-fiduċja. Emm... Ara, ’tini jumejn ħalli nara kif nista’ ngħinek. 

Iz-zuntier tal-knisja.   

FILLIPU: Fis-sewwa, Dun Piet ried iżżmien biex jitkixxef. Dun Piet kien żijuwi u nafu biżżejjed. Ċert li f’dawk iljumejn ċempel lill-kappillan tal-Ħamrun…
SAJJIEDA: t–tpaċpiċ 
FILLIPU: …u saqsieh dwar Mark Borg u l–familja tiegħu. 
SAJJIEDA: t–tpaċpiċ 
FILLIPU: Ma nafx f’dal-pajjiż x’nagħmlu mingħajr il-kappillani! U f’dawk iż-żminijiet aktar mil-lum. 
SAJJIEDA: t–tpaċpiċ 

Is-sagristija.

MARK: Dun Piet, erġajt ġejt. Kif kont għedtli. DUN PIET: Iva... Mela... Tassigurani li turini t-teżi qabel ma tissottomettiha? U tbiddel dak li jidhirli jkun aħjar jinbidel? 
MARK: Imwiegħdek 
DUN PIET: Mela... għidli fiex nista’ ngħinek. 
MARK: Billi tlaqqagħni ma’ xi sajjieda fulltime, tispjegalhom x’qed nagħmel hawn u theġġiġhom jgħinuni. 
DUN PIET: Fil-jumejn li kelli ġa kellimtlek lil ħija Peppi. Ara, tkellem miegħu u wara naraw x’nagħlu. MARK: Ħaġ’ oħra. Nixtieq ukoll nikri kamra 



































































żgħira. Mhux b’kera għolja ħafna. Li nkun nista’ nużaha bħala  l-istudju tiegħi hawn. U norqod fiha meta jkun hemm bżonn. 
DUN PIET: Karmnu tal-Friend to All Bar għandu xi kamra jew tenjn fuq il-ħanut. M’humiex xi lussu. Imma ndaf u għallkera rranġa miegħu. Ara, issa sarli l-ħin biex inqaddes. Wara nieħdok għand ħija Forsi għandek ħin tisma’ l-quddiessa? Tagħmillek tajjeb. Mhux biss spiritwalment imma wkoll, nassigurak, man-nies t’hawn. 

Fejd in ‘Panis Angelicus’ ta’ CÉSAR FRANK.    

KORISTA: Panis angelicus
                    fit panis hominum;
                   Dat panis cœlicus
                    figuris terminum:
                   O res mirabilis!
                   Manducat Dominum
                   pauper, servus et humilis.

Kross-fejd l-atmosfera tas-sagristija, DUN PIET qed jinza’ l-ilbies tal-quddiesa.    

MARK: Nista’ ngħinek, Dun Piet? 
DUN PIET: Grazzi Mark Dawn l-abiti sagri tqal qantar 
MARK: Ħadt gost nisma’ l-quddiesa tiegħek.  DUN PIET: Għalija l-quddiesa hi ċ-ċentru tal-ġurnata. Jekk jogħġbok, dendilli l-alba dak il-granpun. 
MARK: Dana? 
DUN PIET: Iva, grazzi. 
MARIJA: Ziju Piet, ġibtlek ilkafè?
DUN PIET: Grazzi Marija. Poġġi t-termos fuq il-bankun għalissa. Għax irrid nintroduċilek daż-żagħżugħ. Marija, dan hu Mark Borg li jrid jikteb fuqna. 
MARIJA: Qalli l-pa. Nispera li jikteb affarijiet sbieħ.
DUN PIET: Hu bis bħala parti mill-isstudja tiegħi. MARIJA: Ziju Piet, il-ma trid taf jekk intix ġej tiekol maghna f’nofs in-nħar. 
DUN PIET: Illum le. L-ewwelnett irrid nieħu lil Mark ħdejn missierek – 
MARIJA: Beħsiebu joħrog għall-pixxispad wara nofs in-nhar. Issibu fuq il-moll, idur il-konz. 
DUN PIET: – u wara rrid immur il-Kurja. U wara l-Kurja nidħol il-Belt. Għandi sat-tlieta, l-erbgħa. Ma tridx xi ħaġa mill-Belt, hux? 
MARIJA: Mhux illum. Mela kif ma tkunx hawn, innaddaflek iddar. (Lil MARK.) Għax, Sur Borg, ma – 
MARK: Sejjaħli Mark. 
MARIJA: Mark. Għax nippreferi nnaddafflu d-dar u naħsillu l-art meta jkun xi mkien ieħor. Għax qisu ma jafx li m’għandux jimxi fuqha biżżra ben kbar tiegħu meta l-art tkun imxarrba. 
DUN PIET: Dak biex nara li ma tnaddaflix l-iskrivanija wkoll! 
MARIJA: Għax ma tridnix inkun naf xi tħawwad! Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! Mur u ixrob il-kafè qabel jisaħlek. 
DUN PIET: Ma nistax ingerger mill-familja ta’ ħija. Jieħdu ħsiebi tant li ma jonqosni xejn. Marija hi teżor, qalbha tajba u ħawtiela. 

































































MARK: U grazzjuża. Ma naħsibx li qatt rajt tfajja. la grazzjuża daqsha. 
MARIJA: Iva... Xebba ħelwa. Emm... Ejje fil-parlatorju u ħu ftit kafè miegħi. Ġieb ittermos, jekk jogħġbok. 
ERWIEĦ TAS-SAJJIEDA: …ittriq ofroq Mari

Kamra żgħira fis-sagristija. DUN PIET u MARK joqogħdu bilqiegħda.  DUN PIET iferragħ il-kafè. Jixorbuh waqt li jitkellmu.

DUN PIET: Int miżżewweġ Mark? 
MARK: Le, iżda, il-ħajja kultant hi xmara li ġġorok mingħajr ma tħallik tistaqsi għax u fejn sa tieħdok. DUN PIET: Oqgħod attent għax jekk ma tistaqsix tista’ ssib ruhek f’xi sqaq magħluq.  Fil-każ ta’ Marija, dawk il-mistoqsijiet ġa weġbithom. Għandha dsatax-il sena u, kif ngħidu hawn ġa intenzjonata. Sa sena oħra, ’kkAlla jrid tkun miżżewġa.
MARK: Nisperaw li tkun kuntenta.
DUN PIET: M’hemm l-ebda raġuni li ma tkunx.  M’hemm l-ebda raġuni li ma tkunx.  Meta qabet li tieħu Ġanni Peppi ħa gost  Għax Ġanni hu minn hawn ġuvni serju ġejminn familja tajba. Sa nafu  lill-bużnanniet. Fuq kollox il-lavrant ta’ hija.
MARK: ...Dun Piet, għax qed tgħidli dan kollu?
DUN PIET: Żagħżugħ qed togħġobni. Għax jien jogħġbuni nies li, bħali, jafu li ma jistgħux jinbew wara subgħaj hom. Qed ngħidlek dan kollu biex tkun taf liqagħda ta’ dik ixxeba, u neputija tiegħi, li int sibt tant grazzjuża. Intom ta’ l-ibliet għandkom manjieri differenti minn tagħna. Ikun tajjeb għalik tifhem dan. Għax inkella ssib li m’intix iżjed milqugħ minna. Tridx issa mmorru nsibu lil hija Peppi?  

3: Il-ġita istruttiva

DUN PIET u MARK mexjin mal-moll. Il-baħar kalm, iżda ħoss il-mewġ jitkisser ma’ l-ilqugħ tal-konkrit hu qawwi. Kultant jgħaddu wkoll vetturi mat-triq li tmiss mal-moll. 

DUN PIET: Għandek tmur tajjeb ma’ hija. Hu padrun ta’ luzzu ta’ sitta u tletin pied ‘Marija Addolorata’, li kien ta’ missierna. Peppi żiedlu tliet magni Ford diesel. Peppi għandu edukazzijoni sekondarja u kieku ried seta’ għażel impjieg anqas ta’ sogru— 
MARK: Dak li għandu tifel miegħu? 
DUN PIET: Dak ibnu Filippu. Għandu tnax-il sena intelliġenti u mġennen wara l-baħar. Irid jimxi fil- passi ta’ missieru u hija ma jridux. 

PEPPI bilqiegħda ful il-moll, jiflu u jsewwi ll-konz tal-pixxispad. FILIPPU qed jgħinu. 

PEPPI: Wasal izziju, Filippu. 
DUN PIET: Peppi, ġibtlek lil Mark Borg. 
PEPPI: Sa fl–aħħar sa tlaqqagħni ma’ l-istudent li sa jagħmilna famużi! 
DUN PIET: Peppi, ma nibdewx bid-dgħasa. Li jrid jagħmel Mark għaliħ importante ħafna. U sa jkolli nħalli ’l Mark f’idejk għax illum irrid immur il-kurja u l-Belt. Mark irid jikri kamra wkoll. Ħudu għand Karmnu tal-Friend to All bar, għidlu li 



































































bgħattħulu jien. 

NISA DAR-RAĦAL u SAJJIEDA: Għax qed nixjieħ u ħajja wisq sabiħa biex dak li baqagħli minnha nitilfu mitluf minn sensija fl-irqad.

DUN PIET: (Jitbiegħed.) U ara li jitrattah tajjeb. 
PEPPI: Ħu l-konz fil Luzzu Filippu. Ejja nitkellmu, Mark. Poġġi fuq dil-kaxxa u għidli x’għandek    f’moħħok. 
MARK: Nixtieq inkun dwar ix-xogħol tagħkom kif jinfluwenzalkom, ħajjitkom, ir-relazzjonijiet ma’ xulxin. Dwar il-perikli lifih. Ħwejjeġ hekk, għalissa PEPPI: Dun Piet qalli nistgħu nafdawk. …Int minn fejn int, Mark? 
MARK: Mill Ħamrun. 
PEPPI: Mill Ħamrun... Ħamrun hu belt. Il-ħajja li tgħixu l-Ħamrun m’hix il-ħajja li ngħixu hawn. Huwa l-baħar li jik-kontrollna hawn. Naħdmu meta jħallina naħdmu. Ngħixu tajjeb meta jħallina ngħixu tajjeb. 
FILLIPU, SAJJIEDA u NISA TAR-RAĦAL: 
Noqrob lejn il-bajja wiesgħa. Il-ħoss vojt tal passi  jintilifli fit-tmewwiġ ma jaqta’ xejn tal baħar.  
PEPPI: Hu jikkmanda jekk nibqgħux ħajjin jew le. …Mark, ma tifhimx x’saħħa għandu l-baħar qabel ma tinqabad f’tempesta fuq luzzu li m’hu xejn,  miftuħ għar-rwiefen u l-mewġ u l-kurrenti. U tifhem x’inhu l-biża’. 
MARK: U għażilt li tkun sajjied 
FILLIPU u SAJJIEDA M’hemmx ħoss li qalni aktar minn dan. 
PEPPI: Il-baħar qiegħed f’demmi. ...Marbut miegħu bilkurdun talħajja. ha ha ha ha ha 
FILLIPU U FILLIPU ŻAGĦŻUGĦ: Dan hu pajjiżi! A. Iva. Hawn hi l–vera Malta.
MARK: Bintek Marija qalet li ħerġin għallpixxispad. 
FILLIPU U FILLIPU ŻAGĦŻUGĦ: ah.
MARK: Nista’ noħroġ magħkom? 
FILLIPU U FILLIPU ŻAGĦŻUGĦ: Iva 
PEPPI: Le. 
FILLIPU U FILLIPU ŻAGĦŻUGĦ: Hawn hi l-vera Malta.
PEPPI: Aħjar le. Illum l-aħħar darba li ħerġin għallpixxisped. Qegħdin Settembru u l-istaġun talpixxispad tista tgħid spiċċa. Issa dehlin fl-istaġun tallampuki. Imma fuq hekk nitkellmu ‘l-Quddiem Mark, irridu nibdew ngħabbu l-lixka u ma nistax nieħdok il-Friend to All bar. Filippu ħu du int għand Karmnu, u għidlu li bagħathulu zija Dun Piet. 
FILLIPU U FILLIPU ŻAGĦŻUGĦ: Hawn hi l-vera Malta, dan irraħal umli tas-sajjieda fejn jien twelidt, Bl-għanja talbaħar tħanini. t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċt–tpaċpiċ piċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ piċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ legleg legleg leg leg leg leg legleg leg leg legleg leg leg legleg leg leg leg leg legleg leg din cajta bizcajxejta jed bizbiex xejtaqjed sam biex lil taqkullsam hadd lil bidkulldahq hadd biddahq dahq dahq t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċt–tpaċpiċ piċ piċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċt–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ legleg legleg leg leg leg leg legleg leg leg legleg leg leg legleg leg leg leg leg legleg leg din cajta bizcajxejta jed bizbiex xejtaqjed sam biex lil taqkullsam hadd lil bidkulldahq hadd biddahq dahq dahq Marija Marija Ara dan! X’qed tagħmel hawn? Kif m’intex tikteb ilktieb li se jagħmilna famużi? Biex niktieb itteżi rrid l–ewwel niġbor ilmaterjal. Fhimtek. U x’materjal ġbart s’issa? Irriċerka tiffoka fuq l–impatt li l–impieg prinċipali ta’ darraħal, jiġifieri s–sajd, ħalla fuq l–organizzazzjoni domestika soċjali u komportamentali Hekk hu! Fhimtek sewwa! Diffiċli nispjegalek, Marija Li rrid ngħid hu li... li qabel inkun nista’ naqbad nikteb hemm bżonn nghaddi ħin twil nosserva u nistaqsi. Issa fhimt.  Mela ghalhekk  ilek aktar minn siegha tiela’ und nieżel ma’ dittriq. Biex tosserva u tistaqsi Biex wara tkun tista’ tikteb. Ilħin ma ħlejtux. M’iniex qed nemmnek.  Sa fl–aħħar iltqajt miegħek meta qiegħda waħdek. Ara, Mark, m’iniex   għamja. Hu biex issibni waħdi li ilek għal dawn l–aħħar ħamest ijiem titlajja f’dawn innaħat. Kif taf li–ili ħamest ijiem? U dari għandhiez twieqi għattriq? Iva ili ħamest ijiem nigi hawn bittama li niltaqa miegħek Xi trid minni, Mark? Irrid insir Nafek. Izziju Dun Piet ma qallekx li miftiehma lil Ġanni? Jidher li Dun Piet iħobb jiftaħ ħalqu.. Dak izziju. U l–qassis tagħna. Għandek raġun. Skużani. Ġanni mexa tajjeb miegħek. Sa ħa dek tistad. Filbajja. Hu u ħuk Filippu. Għallmuni ħafna. Hemm sajjiedda oħra talmestier li ħadek magħhom, u mhux filport biss. Sejjer tajjeb mannies t’hawn, u mhux biss għax izziju Dun Piet talabna ngħinuk. Kulħadd ifaħħar imġibtek. Ħadd ma loqgħod lura meta tistaqsi xi haġa, tkun xi tkun ilmistoqsija. Emminni. din hi raġuni oħra għax m’għandekx tkellimni waħdi jew tkompli tidher ’lhawn. Jekk ma nagħmilx hekk, kif se nsir nafek? Mark, int ġej minn belt. L–użanzi tagħna ma tagħrafhomx biżżejjed. Kulħadd jaf li Ġanni se jiżżewwiġni. Għalhekk li qegħdin nagħmlu issa, nitkellmu ras, imb’ras, hu ħażin. Lilek itellifl–islek tima ta’ kulhad. tant li ma tkunx aktar milqugħ ’lhawn, Lili, u din hi ħaġa agħar itellifni ġieħi. Nafxi trid tgħid. Imma jien x’nista’ nagħmel! Inħoss ni miġbud ħafna lejk Marija. U dilġibda nibtet fija mingħajr biss ma ridtha. t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ piċ t–tpaċt–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ Pept–tpaċpiċ pi t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċM’għedtx piċ t–tpaċpiċ li se t–tpaċpiċ nsit–tpaċpiċ bek t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ hawn t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ ilt–tpaċpiċ lejt–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ la. t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ Oqt–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ għod bilt–tpaċpiċ legqiegħleg da Mark. legleg leg qek leg Tieleg leg ħu legbelleg leg għa leg nbid? legleg leg leg legTazleg leg za leg miżżgħar leg meleg la. legKarmleg leg nu, din cajta tazbizcajxejza żgħita jed bizbiex ra xejtaqnbid jed sam aħbiex lil mar taqkullgħal sam hadd Mark lil bidkulldahq hadd biddahq dahq dahq Vest–tpaċpiċ tru t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ It–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ va, t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ għant–tpaċpiċ nilt–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ na t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ legleg legMark, leg leg leg sibtni leg hawn leg legminn leg leg ħableg legba fik leg leg leg legleg leg Trid leg toħrog leg mieleg leggħi leg leg għadin cajda filta għobizcajxejdu? ta jed bizbiex xejtaqjed sam biex lil taqkullGħax sam hadd għalil bidda kulldahq beħhadd siebbidna dahq noħordahq gu u dahq wieħed dahq Vesmillkutru ġini dahq Ima jisva, tax dahq jigħanġi. nilna Ilbaħar mqalIlleb Madmiswar sier ildalĦaġkliem ra aċSan ċetPietta, ru Qallu naq‘’L–binsu ti nżewħafwina għielek.’ r–ragħwa u Ħadlu r–raxx. b’idu dan ta’ ragel. Ilwiċċ għanQallu dux ‘Ħadd ma jtelhekk lifimhielek.’ dardar. Iddar waU sal r–riħ daisħal sa ġewwa f’nofsinMiegħu har. sejSinjajaħ li lil tajMarija ba. NiJekk tilgħandhiex qu pjaċir f’xilbilħamġuvni sa MaIllajr bukbekun ta nofs inda nħar jistaqnaħsiha. seb għalih jien. Marija tista’ tieħu ħsieb hi. Ni‘Pa ġi żgur. nitolbok li Graztaħzi, firPep. li għax niżżewweg ma nistax, Qalbi ħabbet lil Arturo W_isbaħ minnu ma narax.’ Dak l–infami ta’ missierha –Kemm kellu qalbu ħażina– Lil bintu tajjeb rabatha U niżżilha ġolkantina! Aktar tard wara li daħlu u missieri ġie dar u jien kont spiċċajt ilħowwerk, mort IlFriend to All bar biex nara jekk Mark kienx kamartu. Mejda żgħira tinsab itTale of Two Cities minn Charles Dickens li kien qed jittraduċi Kien qed iħares fiss fixxejn, ħarsa mitlufa finnosf dalma ta’ filgħaxija. Ħassejt  li kien imnikket għsllaħħar. Filippu! Sewwa għamilt ġejt tarani Qed naħseb jekk hux aħjar nieqaf minn dak li qed nagħmel Qed nagħmel u mmur lura t–tpaċminn piċ fejn t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ ġejt, t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċt–tpaċpiċ biex t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ qatt t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ ma t–tpaċpiċ nirrit–tpaċpiċ torna. t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċt–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċt–tpaċpiċ piċ t–tpaċt–tpaċpiċ piċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ Fort–tpaċsi t–tpaċpiċ piċ t–tpaċwat–tpaċpiċ piċ ra t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ ftit t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ nibt–tpaċpiċ sa  nint–tpaċpiċ sa, t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċt–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ u t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ l–ut–tpaċpiċ piċ ġigħ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ legleg legu leg leglleg ħolm legleg legleg legleg legu leg legx–xewleg legleg legleg legleg legqat leg legidin cajduta bizcajxejta jed bizbiex xejtaqbu jed sam fix biex lil taqkullxejn sam hadd ta’ lil bidkulldahq minn fejn hadd biddahq ġew dahq dahq t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċt–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċt–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ Akt–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ tar t–tpaċpiċ minn t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ qatt t–tpaċpiċ qat–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ bel t–tpaċpiċ legleg qed ninlegduleg legna leg  x’kolegleg bor legCharles leg legleg legDickleg legleg legens leg legbiex leg ilegpinleg legleg legleg leg din cajta bizcajxejġi l–eta jed mozbizbiex xejtaqjed sam biex lil taqkullsam hadd lil bidkulldahq zihadd jobiddahq ni dahq dahq dahq Nista nidentifika ma’ Sidney Carton l–karattru ewlieni f’The Tale of Two Cities Sidney Carton sab li bla ma ried, sar iħobb mara li kienet ta’ ħaddiehor. U spiċċa biex ta’ ħajtu għal din t–tpaċilpiċ mat–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċt–tpaċpiċ piċ t–tpaċt–tpaċpiċ ra. piċ t–tpaċpiċ ma’ t–tpaċt–tpaċl–ispiċ baħ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċt–tpaċpiċ kliem piċ t–tpaċt–tpaċpiċ piċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċfilpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċletpiċ t–tpaċtertupiċ t–tpaċra piċ t–tpaċInpiċ glit–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċt–tpaċpiċ piċ t–tpaċża. piċ piċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ piċ Qatt t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ f’ħajt–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ ti t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ m’għamilt t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ ħat–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ ġa t–tpaċpiċ legleg isleglegleg leg legleg legleg legleg legbaħ leg legminn leg legdikleg leglileg leg leg se nagħleg leg legleg leg leg din cajdin ta cajmel. bizta xejbizjed xejbiex jed taqbiex sam taqlil sam kulllil hadd kullbidhadd biddahq dahq Qatt f’ħajti dahq ma dahq kelli mistrieħ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ aħt–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ jar t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċminn piċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ dak t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ li t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċlegpiċ se leg legjkolleg legleg li legisleg sa. legleg legleg legleg legleg leg leg legleg legleg legleg leg din cajta cajbizta xej...Int bizjed xejgħabiex dek jed taqżgħir biex sam taqlil wisq! sam kulllil hadd kullbidhadd dahq bidMeta dahq nitlaq, bedahq siebni dahq nħallidahq lek komunità ilkopja tiegħi tarrumanz. Forsi meta’l quddiem taqt–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ rah, t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ tift–tpaċpiċ tat–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ kar t–tpaċpiċ kliet–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ mi piċ t–tpaċt–tpaċu piċ t–tpaċtifpiċ t–tpaċpiċ himt–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ hom... t–tpaċpiċ piċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ piċ ...Iżd’ t–tpaċpiċ ist–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċsa t–tpaċpiċ rridek t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ tagħt–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ milpiċ t–tpaċli piċ t–tpaċxi piċ t–tpaċpiċ ħat–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ ġa. t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ Irt–tpaċpiċ rit–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ dek t–tpaċpiċ tet–tpaċpiċ ħodt–tpaċpiċ legleg li meslegsaġġ leg leglil leg Marilegleg legleg legja leg legleg legHuleg wa legmesleg legsaġġ leg għal widlegnejleg legha leg leg biss. din cajdin ta cajbizFlimtta xejni? bizjed xejbiex jed taqbiex sam taqlil sam kulllil hadd kullbid...Għihadd dahq dilbidha hekk: dahq dahq dahq dahq ‘Jekk int t–tpaċpiċ kont–tpaċpiċ piċ vint–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ tsat–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ  t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ li t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ għall t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ Mark t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċm’hemmx piċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ legtaleg ma,, legleg legleg legleg legleg legleg leggħall leg legMark leg  legleg legm’hemmx leg legleg talegma,, leg leg din lest cajjitleg ta laq din bizcajxejbiex qatt ta jed bizbiex ma xejjijed ġi biex luBissBisssaħsaħħa! ħa! ra.’ BissBisssaħsaħħa! ħa! U fl–inoċenza tiegħi għedtlu dik leyla ma stajtx nagħti hulha għax kienet ħarġet ma’ Ġanni. t–tpaċpiċ Naf. t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ B’għajt–tpaċpiċ nejt–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċja piċ t–tpaċstess piċ t–tpaċpiċ rajtt–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ ha t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ t–tpaċpiċ Tlaqt niġri minn Għax Għax Għax Għax hemm. qed qed qed qed nixnixnixnixħrabt midjieħ jieħ jieħ jieħ dwejjaq ta’ Mark, midu u u u ħajħajħajħajdwejjaq ta’ għanja ja ja ja ja ta’ Veshi hi hi hi tru ġrejt wisq wisq wisq wisq għal  Arsasasasaħdejn tuil ro, bibibibirabasu baxxuta, Kien għaddej minn ħa ħa ħa ħa dik ħar. ittriq;     Mar ifitbiex biex biex biex tex lil dak dak dak dak Marili li li li ja babababaDik qagħqagħqagħqagħli qalbu tant li li li li tixminnminnminnminntieq ha ha ha ha Ilmissier ninininimaltiltiltiltilli mislimfu fu fu fu ħu mitmitmitmitGħal fuluf luf luf luf qu mar bissalt  minn minn minn minn sensensensensisisisiBi stallet qalbu qasamlu ja ja ja ja U fl–irfl–irfl–irfl–irminn tuqad qad qad qad lu tefgħuflart. ll    luzzu     ta’ missieri, ‘Marija    Addolorata’ minn minn minn minn sensensensensisisisikien marbut ja ja ja ja malmoll. fl–irfl–irfl–irfl–irqad qad qad qad         Hu u Ġanni bdew jgħabbu l–irkaptu għassajd ni tallampuki. Tlajt abbord, qgħadt bilqiegħda fuq wieħed millknaten talfranka u ħallejt ilbaħar ikellimni L–irL–irL–irL–irqad qad qad qad L–irL–irL–irL–irqad qad qad qad qad L–irL–irL–irL–irqad qad qad qad Qatt f’ħajti ma kelli misqad trieħ aħjar minn dak li se jkolli issa.  Domt tliet sigħat biex inqanqal ilkuraġġ nitkellem ma’ Maria. U Mark qallek li jekk jien żgura li għalih m’hemmx tama, lest jitlaq beix qatt ma jiġi lura, Dak li qallek biex tgħidli, hux? Mela mur għidlu lil Mark li għalija jista’ jitlaq minn issa stress. Ma niftakarx ilkliem erżatt Iżda nifta karni nwerżaq nwerżaq li jekk riditu jitlaq, jien ma ridtux imur. U firrabja li hassejt bdejt nagħtiha bilponn. Qabditli jedda u bdiet theżżini bl–aħrax. Biżżejjed. Biżżejjed. u ħallini naħseb. Heżżitni sa ma qatgħetli nifsu u ma stajx inwerzaq aktar. Għidlu, mela, li għalkemm skola mort Jien bint sajjied. Għidlu ma nistax inbiddel ftehim li sar għexieren ta’ xhur ilu. Għidlu li m’għandux għalfejn jitlaq, ikun ta’ hasra li jitlef dak li tant ilu jaħdem għalih Għidlu li, li kien igħalija, ma jmurx, għax jekk imur qalbi titwaġġa. Bonġu Mark Ah  Għadni rieqed. Ittemp iċċara mħux ħazin U salħin li navviċinnawl–ewwel kannizzata, ikun aħjar  L–irL–irL–irL–irIttroler ta’ qad qad Salvu teqad qad qad qad laq. Ħafna sajjieda ħasbuha bħalna u dalgħodu se joL–irL–irL–irL–irħorġu. U kif qad qad qed qad jasal Doru nsalpaw aħna_wkoll. MeL–irL–irL–irL–irla agħmel hekk Peppi qad qad qad qad għax Doru wasal. Noqrob Nolejn qrob ilBonlejn bajġu ilja lilbajwieskom ja ħbieb wiesIftalu, Ġann. gha. gha. L–irL–irL–irL–irqad qad qad qad L–irL–irL–irL–irqad qad qad qad L–irL–irL–irL–irqad qad qad qad Noqrob Nolejn qrob illejn bajilja bajwiesja wiesgha. gha. Dik il bandiera m’hix tagħna? Iva Peppi, l–ewwel kannizzata riesqa. Ġann, itfi L–irL–irL–irL–irl–magna qad qad qad qad u tmun lejn ixxellug. L–irL–irL–irL–irqed qed qed qed L–irL–irL–irL–irqad qad qad qad L–irL–irL–irL–irDeħqad qad qad qad lin tajjeb. U l–ajru għadu L–irL–irL–irL–irmċajpar. qad qad qad qad L–irL–irL–irL–irqad qad qad qad L–irL–irL–irL–irqed qed qed qed M’iniex nara L–irL–irL–irL–irħut taħt il kannizzata jidher xo qad qad qed qed ħut? Ma nista’ nara xejn. Xejn taħt issufrun. Xejn taħt ilweraq talpalm. U l–ebda tajr m’hu jitL–irL–irL–irL–irtajħajar filvicin qad qad qad qed zin Sinjal ieħor li m’hemmx ħut. ImL–irL–irL–irL–irmorru għat tieni kannizzata. qad qad qad qad L–irL–irL–irL–irqad qad  L–irL–irL–ir L–irqad qad qad qad L–irL–irL–irL–irqed qed qed qed qad L–irL–irL–irL–irqad qad qad qad Ġina, Ġina!  Ommi marret ilmoll. Kif għaddiet? Kieku qalet li tħossha aħjar Semgħetha fuq ilr–radju t–twissija ta’ riefnu? Taħseb li kellha bżonn tisma’ radju, zija Piet? Isimgħu, jonfoħ! Ommi m’hix truxa. Wisq nibża’ ...Irriħ dar f’daqqa wisq lejn ilgrigal. Mhux grigal tassoltu. Ejjew, IsimEjjew, għu inewwaħ qisu ruħ mitluLi Li dawk dawk li li fuq fuq l–iġl–iġfa! fna fna Min jbaħjbaħħru, ħru, jaf biex biex jagħmjagħmkif lu lu nenegogoinzju zju fuq fuq l–ibħl–ibħhu ra ra l–babla bla tmien tmien dawk dawk raw raw l–opl–opħar! ri ri taltalMuMuleleju ju għegħeġu ġu bibijiejietu tu f’qiegħ f’qiegħ ililbabaħar. ħar. Għadu kmieni għal grigalata kif nafuha. li U dawk l–pa li fuq l–iġu fna Ġanjbaħħru, ni! li dawk biex jagħmli fuq lu l–iġnefna gou jbaħzju Mark ħru, fuq l–ibħra biex bla jagħmtmien, u Dolu neru! godawk zju raw Imfuq l–opsieri l–ibħtal ra Mubla tmien leju ken! għeU ġudawk bil–irraw jieġiel l–opri tu tal f’qiegh Mulel–oħilju bara għeħar. kollġubijieha li tu ħarf’qiegħ ġu. ilbaħar. Trid tiekol, ziju Piet? Niekol?! Le, le! Mela sejle! ra ħdejn omle! mi jien. Niġi miegħek. Innisa kollha jinsabu hemm. Fuq ilmoll. Jistennew Jittammaw. a a a a L–imsejka na a nisa a tarraħal! a a Mitt darba a rajta hom miġbua ra siekta fuq a ilmoll, imnikkta, a iħara su bissabar lejn ilbaħar a imqala leb, a dmugħ a a moħbi a jibbri ’l–għaja neja hom, a iridu a l–irġiel a jaslulhom a bissliem. a Imsiekien! Jistena new a beżgħana, a kull a minuta ea tertà, a jixjiea ħu qabel a żmiena hom, jobogħdu l–baħar u r–riħ u bua rijjiet a  a għama ja li a juru. a a a L–imsejkna a nia sa!! a a a a Ġina, ġejna nistennew miegħek. Ma! Ftakar a li Peppi mhux a baħri talbnazzi biss. a a a a a a a a Ara, Ma, a dieħla dgħajsa! s a a a Niżżik a ħajr, a Mulej Alla Dak ittroler ta’ a Sala vu. Għidu ’l–martu. Arturo tniehed bħal għajta, Irruħ Dak tiegħu jidħarher ġet ilmagħluzha. zi ta’ VesMariMa, ja tru l–Għanmalajr nej. għarfitu Iva Ililli luzkien Għiziduljiet ilmaħha bdew ’l–marbub deħtatu lin, għa. li Vestru ‘Hawn Isqatdielusa ħel. tali l–maħra a li bub tiel–pa għi a dalwaqt ADaka li AAjiAġiqatt ve  ve  ma MaMave kien ris ris Aħave ti na. AAve  Ajma, ve  ve  AqalMaMabi ris ris trid tinAqave sam AAAve  Ma nive  ve  flaħx MaMaiżjed ris ris ve MainAbaris ti. AAAve  ve  ve  MaMaris ris ve MaAris AAAve  ve  ve  ve MaAris AAAve  ve  ve  ve AAMaAris Ave  ve  ve  Ma  ros ros StelStelve la la MaAris Ave  ve AAMaIsris salvawomi? ve  ve  Ma  ros ros StelStella la Newwel AAwieve ve ħed, Ġann. Ngħinek tilbsu, Mark? AAve ve AAve ve MaAris Ave ve MaAris Ave  ve MaAris Ave  ve MaMaris. ris Madonna santa! Tibżgħux! IlAAAAluzzu ve ve ve ve jiflaħ MaMakull ris ris baStelStelħar. lae lae Dieħel l–ilAAAAma Qegħdin ve ve ve ve kontra MaMal–mewġ! ris ris StelStel’L–hemm lae lae MalAAve ve ta qiegħda. Ma  nistax Anittilqu malve kurMarent. ris StelAlae Ave  ve MaMaris ris X’mewġa! Żommu sewwa. AlAAla tiegħve ve i għinna int! Attenti! Ave MaAris Ave ve A Ave Mave  Maris ris. Stellae. Għaldaqsxejn ma nqlibniex Dieħel ilbaa a ħar Iġġotaw l–ila a ma. Ħanin Alla, ftakar li għandi famija. Agħlaq a a ħalqek Doru. Iggotta l–ilma u agħAAlaq ħalve ve qek. AAve ve MaMaris ris AAve Mave Maris Stelris lae StelA ve lae AMave ris StelMaAris lae StelAlae Ave ve  Maris ve StelMalae ris StelAlae AAve ve  Maris ve StelMalae ris StelAulae a AAve ve M’għa Maris ve Steldux lae MaAjirris Akeb Stelve lae ve A Maħaris ve StelMafif illlae ris Stellae mewġ. a a Qed nitqalu. Dieħel baAAAAħar akve ve ve ve tar milli narmu. ĠeAAAAsù ve ve ve ve għinna int! Ħarsu ’l–hemm, AAAAve ve ve ve dik m’hix l–art? Iva! Niżżi ħajr AAAA’l–Alve ve ve ve la. IlMulej ħanin. Dalwaqt iwassalAAAAna. Kuraġġ! Dove ve ve ve ru, Mark, ma nħallux ilba ħar jirbaħ! Għada a a a na... ...tqal. AAL–art riesve ve  qa. AAve AMaris ve Stel lae ve  AAAve ve  Mave ris  Stellae aAAAve ve ve   Mave ris  Stellae AAAAve ve ve   Mave ris  Stellae AAAAve ve ve ve AAAAve ve ve ve AtAAAAtenti Attenve ve ve ve ti, mewġa daqsiex! AAAAve ve ve ve AAAAve ve ve ve AAAAve ve ve ve AAAAve ve ve ve Madonna, qed negħq ru! Ħaffuh! Armu dak kollu li tistgħu. Ixxibka? Kollox! AAAAve ve ve ve MaMaMaMaris ris ris ris StelStellae lae SteStellae. llae. AAve ve MaMaris ris AAStelStelve ve lae lae MaMaris ris StelStellae lae AAve ve MaMaris ris StelStellae lae AAAAve ve ve ve MaMaMaMaris ris ris ris StelStelStelStellae lae lae lae AAAAve ve ve ve MaMaMaMaris ris ris ris StelStelStelStellae lae lae lae AAAAve ve ve ve MaMaMaMaris ris ris ris StelStelStelStellae lae lae lae AAAAve ve ve ve MaMaMaMaTqal ris ris ris ris StelStelStelStelgħadlae lae lae lae na. Armu l–kabuż,– Mulej, tħallineix negħrqu! –l–awżiljari, Kollox. Maa a a a donna addorata! Miskina Ċetta! L–imsejkna a a a a wliedi! Attenti! Niżlin! Miskina Marija! a a a a Se tormol Aqabel tiżAżewve weġ. Mave  ris AStelAve lae AMaAris ve ve Stel lae Maris ve StelMalae ris StelAlae Avve  ve Maris a a  Mark! AAAAve ve MaMave ve   ris ris StelStellae lae Waqa’. Dak a a a a qabeż! Ilmiġnun! Jidher? a  a  AAve ve MaMaAAris ris AAve ve ve  ve  MaMaris ris StelStelAAlae lae Ave ve   ve ve MaMaris ris StelStelAAlae lae AAve ve   ve ve MaMaris ris StelStelAAlae lae AAve ve   ve ve MaMaris ris StelStelLe, lae lae le. a a a a ...Peppi, jien hawn. Salvawni! a a a a Qatt f’ħajti m’għamilt a a a a ħaġa isbaħ minn din... Le, a  a  le!. A A ve ve SalvawMaMaris ris StelStelni!! lae lae Qatt f’ħaja a a a ti ma kelli mistrieħ... Le! Pepi, jien hawn. a a a a Hawn!! Tħala a a a linix negħre... e... e.... eq!! a a a a a a a a a a a a Ilmisier kif kien fissaħna ’Ilbintu niże għalija, La B’ħabel rabtilha għonqa, Bl–akbar rabja isstrigiha. ‘Pa, ikollok ħniena minni’, Lil missier qaltlumbikkija. ‘Saħha qtiltlilil Arturo, Jien ta’ dama għandix ħtija U hekk issa, U mehekk ta isnisa, sab fuq l–għatmeta niba sab taxfuq xjul–għatħiba taxxjuja, ħinimxi waħja, di, waħdi nimnimxi waħxi waħdi di filħemda talfilħemħada ritalħarifa, fa ittoroq mudlaittoma roqta’ muddan lapajjima ta’ zi dan maħpajjizi bub, maħmimbub, li ħsimimbili jiet ħsibiu jiet tifkiriet. u tifkiriet. ‘Ej, Marija, x’se tiddeċiedi.’ ‘Pa,’ qatlu, ‘dan ma jkun qatt La darba qtiltli Arturo Jien ma nista’ niehu ’l_ħadd.’ Ilmissier intilef f’demNamu sal Kif ħdejn sama’ ildawn ilmiskelmiet. miet. raħ Strinġiltarha l–ħarabel m’għonqha, ħal, Ruħħa taret għagħas smewwiet. ...wisq du samdawbiwar kif kien  ħa fi tfuli ti biex bissidak li ġar baimqagħkebli ba tażżebbug. Fin nofs Fin nofs issa ishemm sa wieqhemm wieqfa stafa statwa wa f’daqs f’daqs ta’ rata’ raġel. gel. Hi Hil–istal–istatwa ta twa Mark ta Mark Borg Borg imnaqqxafilimgranaqnit. qxafilgranit. Kif nagħmel dejjem, nieqaf inħares lejħa. Nara l–wiċċ kalm, l–għajnejn ħosbiena jħarsu lejn l–eternità,     irriġNolejn qrob Nolejn f’mix qrob ilja lejn bajriilja bajwiesżoja luwiesta gha. li qatt gha. ma tintemm, żagħzugħ għal dejjem. Ilħoss vojt  tal passi jintilifli fittmewwiġ ma jaqta’ xejn Naqra l–kliem meħud min The Tale of Two Cities li smajt l–ewwel darM’hemmx ħoss f’kamartu fuq ilFriend li to qalAll bar imnaqni aktar qax, ukoll  minn dan. fuq  pa rir tieghi, malbażi: a  Qatt f’ħajti ma kelQatt Qatt li f’hajf’ħajmistrieħ ti ti ma ma Qatt Qatt f’hajf’hajkelkelaħti ti li li ma ma miskelkelmistrieħ jar li li trieħ mismisminn trieħ trieħ aħdak aħaħaħjar li jar minn trieħ trieħ seminn dak jkoldak aħaħli li isli se sa. jar jar se jkolminn minn jkoldak dak li issa.  li issa. li li se se jkoljkol  li li isissa. sa. Għidlu li, li kien igħalija, ma jmurx, għax jekk imur qalbi titwaġġa. FILIPPU walks along the empty night roads. The sound of steps are heard at a lower level whenever he is talking. He voice is an interior voice, heard with an echo sung by the chorus. 
FILIPPU: I walk along the empty streets of this delicious night, by myself in the stillness of autumn. The sleeping habit has become almost completely forgotten. As I am getting old, life is too beautiful to lose in sleep. 
The sound of steps. Crossfade the sound of calm sea breaking on the rocky shore.
I approach the wide beach. The empty sound of steps is lost to me in the rippling unrelenting sea. There is no sound that affects me more than this. 
Sound of the sea alone.
This is peace. 
Pause. FILIPPU takes in a deep breath of sea air and emits a satisfied sigh.
Yes. Here is the genuine Malta, in the humble fishing village where I was born, with richness of the sea singing me to sleep. 
Sound of the sea alone.
As I look at the dark sea, boats are bobbing on the darkest patch, the ever present saddness overcomes me; the fishing boats are steadily declining; the children do not want their parents’ life; the village as I knew it when I was a child, almost half a century ago, exists no longer, changing into an indigenous relic. Tourists come to buy souvenirs from a constantly increasing number of frivolous stores, to eat in any of a number of elegant restaurants... I turn and walk to the church thougthfully. 
Crossfade to the previous sound of steps. 
Here is one such restaurant. In my youth, it was the Friend to All bar. Indeed the name fits. For many winter evenings the fishermen  frequented it to share an idle hour drinking a glass of the potent homemade wine. In my ears I still hear their simple talking and coarse laughter, yes, I still hear, though fortyfive years have already passed. But peace and laughter soon ceased when Vestru the farmer would get up and take the hungup guitar to the sound of one of the troubled ballads of his native land. But peace and laughter soon ceased when Vestru the farmer would get up and take the hungup guitar to the sound of one of the troubled ballads of his native land.
Men talking and laughing at the bar. The sounds of the tuning of a guitar. The bar falls quiet. VESTRU sings the first two verses of The Story of Arturo and Marija, a traditional Maltese Għanja talfatt.  
VESTRU:  Once upon a time in Mosta 
Daily each evening, 
There was a very beautiful maiden 
Whose hand in marriage was much desired.
Well then, listen everyone 
To what happened to little Mary, 
How very unfortunate she was,
How much hardship she had to suffer.
	
She was madly in love with the young Arturo 
And he loved her just as much 
Their love were so sincere 
They never broke each other’s heart. 
One day a wealthy young man
Approached her father,
And said ‘If you don’t have anything against me 
Could you let me marry your daughter?         
                                                                                                                             
Crossfade to the previous sound of steps. 
Although heard almost half a century ago, the voices in my mind seem as if heard a day ago! (He sighs.) I turn to the path that climbs to the church, with the square lit by two lamps at the main gate. Here again the wind blew change and waterbased paint replaced lime. Nowadays the priest makes a brief homily that some of the congregation listen to. Before the priest was making a halfhour sermon and no one thought it long though few understood a word. 
Crossfade with the loud voice of DUN PIET preaching in a large church. Some coughing and fidgeting of congregation members.
DUN PIET: ...Yes, dear friends! And as is our custom when November approaches, near the main gate we pasted papers with the names of fishermen –  our relatives, our friends  who lost their lives at sea while they were struggling to make ends meet (literally a loaf) everyday for their families. Let us, dear brethren, not forget, as the Psalmist tells us, that they who go down to the sea in ships, braving the great waters, they have seen the works of the Lord and His wonders of the deep. At his command, there arose a storm of wind which lifted high the waves. They rose to the heavens and sank down to the seabed, their courage melted away in plight. (Very dramatically.) And they began to stagger and sway like drunk people, and their skill was forgotten. And they cried to the Lord in their distress and were saved. (Dramatic pause. Calm.) And he changed the storm into a breeze, and the sea was silenced. They rejoiced because they sea was silent, and He led them to the port as they wished. 
Crossfade with the sounds of steps in the street at night. 
FILIPPU: Although fortyfive years have passed, I still remember Dun Piet’s sermon because it was one of the best ever made. I was still a child and I was in church with my mother and my father, with my sister Marija and Ġanni. It was the last sermon by Father Piet in our parish. ...As I always do, I leave the two parvis steps and sit on the parapet wall that undulates gently. 
Steps to stop. Pause. 
With the left side of the door, there is still the board it was attaching the card with the names of those who died. Malta no longer has time for those who have died. But today I still remember the names listed on the list when Father Piet was made that his last sermon here. Almost half a century ago! There were thirteen names, the last one was Mark Borg, drowned just a few months before he died.

2: The thesis[footnoteRef:1] [1:  Scenes II-VII of the original play] 

The parish sacristy.
MARK: Father Piet?                                                                                                                   DUN Piet: Yes.                                                                                                                        MARK: They told me to talk to you.                                                                                      DUN Piet: Yes?                                                                                                                                     MARK: I'm Mark Borg. I'm from Hamrun. I am currently studying in the UK, in Glasgow at the University of Strathclyde, with a British Council scholarship. I'm doing a doctorate in anthropology. As part of my studies, I have to write a thesis, and the I want to write about,  which was chosen by my tutor, is the ethnography of a Maltese fishing village.                                                                                                               DUN PIET: (Formally.) And as it is to hand, you chose this village.                                    MARK: Is it not the most traditional one of Malta?                                                            DUN PIET: How can I help you?                                                                                                              MARK: Father Piet, I don’t know anyone here. My thesis involves a detailed study of the social habits, work routines, relationships between families, friends and ... and ...     DUN PIET: And enemies?                                                                                                        MARK: Father Piet, without the cooperation of fishermen, I can not write it. And if I don’t write it, I cannot complete my studies. You have the people's trust. If you tell them ...                                                                                                                                        DUN PIET: ... My son, you want to put me in an embarrassing situation. As a community of fishermen, we are very united here. We do not want foreigners rummaging in our drawers.                                                                                                                                     MARK: Father Piet, I do not intend to upset anyone. I intend to use what I call ‘network analysis’, which involves gathering detailed information based on objective observations. It is the modes of behavior that fishers in their professional and social functions that interest me. Not their individual personalities.  The thesis is going to be an objective study of the fishing community. It is not some subjective reflections.                                                                                                             DUN PIET: Young man, don’t batter us with highsounding words. Your’re not at a whateveritis university here.                                                                                                                                      MARK: (Outraged.) Sorry. What I want to say is  ... You see, Dun Piet, I intend to observe strict anonymity. (He begs.) Please, Dun Piet, help me. If you want, when the thesis is ready I will show it to you. If there is anything in it that is not to your liking, I am ready to remove it.                                                                                                                                         DUN PIET: That’s what I want to hear. Mark, I was raised in this village and everyone trusts me. Many. And there is a need to respect this trust. Emm... Look, 'give me two days to see how I can help you.  
*
The parvis of the church. 
FILIPPU: In truth, Dun Piet wanted time to make inquiries. Father Piet was my uncle and that is all we need to know. I am certain that that in those days he called the priest of Ħamrun and asked him about Mark Borg and his family. You can’t do anything in this country without priests! And at those times more so than today.
*
The sacristy.                                                                                                                              MARK: Father Piet, I have returned. As you asked me.                                                                                      DUN PIET: Yes ... So ... You promise to show me the thesis before submitting it?         And change what seems to me to be a better version?                                                MARK: I promise.                                                                                                                       DUN PIET: So tell me how I can help you.                                                                                      MARK: Introduce me to some fulltime fishermen, explaining what I am doing here and encourage them to help me.                                                                                                           DUN PIET: two days I had already spoken to Peppi’s brother. Look, talk with him and after we will see what we can achieve. .                                                                                    MARK: Another thing. I would also to rent a small room. It can’t be a very high rent. As long as I can my studies can flourish here. And sleep in it when needed.                                                                                  DUN PIET: Karmnu of the Friend to All bar has a room or two over the establishment.  They are not luxury. But clean and tidy for the rent. Look, See, it’s time for Mass.  Afterwards I’ll take you to my brother. Perhaps you have time to listen to the Mass? It will do you good. Not only spiritually but also, I assure you, with the folk around here.
*
Fadein ’Panis Angelicus’ by César Franck).

*
Crossfade the atmosphere of the sacristy. DUN Piet is removing his vestments for the mass. 
MARK: (He approaches.) Can I help you, Dun Piet?                                                                DUN Piet: Thanks, Mark. These heavy sacred vestments weigh a ton.                       MARK: I am glad I heard your mass.                                                                                      DUN PIET: For me the Mass is the center of the day. Please, hang that alb from that hook for me.                                                                                                                     MARK: (Off mike.) This one?                                                                                      DUN PIET: Yes, thanks.                                                                                                          MARIJA: (She approaches.) Uncle Piet, I have brought coffee for you.                                     DUN Piet: Thank you, Marija. Place the thermos on the bench for the moment. Because I want to introduce to you this young man. Marija, this is Mark Borg who wants to write about us.                                                                                                                                       MARIJA: Dad told me. I hope that he is going to write nice things.                                                             MARK: Only as part of my studies.                                                                                     MARIJA: Uncle Piet, mum wants to know if you are going to eat with us at noon.       DUN PIET: Today not. First I must take Mark to your father                                               MARIJA: He intends to go out for swordfish in the afternoon. You will find him on the quay, reeling in his fishing line.                                                                                              DUN PIET  and then I have to go to the Curia. And after the Curia, the City. I have until three, four.  You want something from town, do you?                                                     MARIJA: Not today. So if you are not going to be here, I will clean your home for you. (To MARK.) Because, Mr Borg, not                                                                                        MARK: Call me Mark.                                                                                                                    MARIJA: Because I prefer to clean his home and and I clean the floor art when he is elsewhere. Because he is the sort that does not know that he should not walk on it with large shoes when the ground is wet.                                                                                     DUN PIET: I do that in order to see that she doesn’t clean my writing desk as well.                                                                   MARIJA: (Laughing.) Because you don’t you want me to find out something earthshattering! (Leaving.) Go and drink coffee before it goes cold.                                                                                                                          DUN PIET: I can not grumble about my brother’s family. Take care of me so that nothing remains for me to do. Marija is a treasure, good hearted and lively.                                                MARK: And beautiful.  I do not think I have seen a girl as beautiful.                               DUN PIET: (Thoughtfully.) Yes... a sweet maiden. Emm... Em ... Come into the parlour and take some coffee with me. Bring the thermos, please.
A small room in the sacristy. DUN PIET and MARK seated. DUN PIET pours coffee, sipping whilst speaking. 
DUN PIET: Are you married, Mark?                                                                                 MARK: No, but sometimes life is a river that bears you without asking questions wherever it choses.                                                                                                                                                       DUN PIET Be careful because if you don’t ask, you may find yourself in a blind alley. In Marija’s case, she has already replied to those questions. He is nineteen years old and, as we have just said, already intended. Next year, God willing, she is going to be married.                                                                                                                               MARK: We hope that she will be happy.                                                                               DUN PIET: There is no reason she shouldn’t be. When she agreed to take Ġanni, Peppi was overjoyed. For Ġanni is one of ours, a serious young man, coming from a good family with his feet on the ground. We know his family from his greatgrandparents. Above all, he works for my brother, something advantageous to both.                                                                                                                                                MARK: ...Dun Piet, why are you saying all this?                                                                  DUN PIET: Young man, I like you. Because I like people who, like me, come straight to the point (literally: they know that they can’t hide behind their fingers). I am telling you all this so to know the situation of that girl, also my niece, whom you found so beautiful. You city folk have different manners from ours. It would be good for you to understand this. (Severely.) Otherwise you will find that you will receive no welcome from us. (He rises.) Shall we go and find  my brother Peppi now?

3: The field trip[footnoteRef:2] [2:  Scenes II-VII of the original play] 

DUN PIET and MARK make their way to the pier. The sea is calm, but the sound of the waves  as they break on the concrete quay is strong. Sometimes also vehicles pass along the roadside adjacent to the pier. 
DUN PIET: You will get on well with my brother. He is the owner of a thirty six foot luzzu, Our Lady of Sorrows, which belonged to our father. Peppi added three Ford diesel engines to it. Peppi has secondary education and if he had wanted, he would have been able to have opted for less risky job, MARK: Who is that child?                                                                                                             DUN PIET: That is his son Filippu. He is twelve, smart and obsessed by the sea. He wants to follow his father’s footsteps.   
*
[footnoteRef:3]PEPPI sitting on the pier, scrutinising and repairing a swordfish longline. FILIPPU is helping him.                                                                                                               PEPPI: Uncle is here Filippu.                                                                                                    DUN PIET: (Approaching.) Peppi, Mark Borg.                                                                    PEPPI: (He laughs.) As last you have bought a student to us who will make us famous!                                                                                                                              DUN PIET: Peppi, we will not run before we can walk [literally: we will not begin with the dgħajsa (a boat with a double ended hull)]. What Mark wants to do is very important for him. And I have to leave Mark in your hands because today I go to the Curia and the City. Mark also wants to rent a room. Take him to Karmnu of the  Friend to All Bar, tell him that I sent him to him. (He leaves.) And see that he gets a good deal.  [3:  From scene IX] 

Pause. 
PEPPI: Take the luzzu’s line, Filippu. 
While PEPPI and MARK talk, FILIPPU is lagging the line for the luzzu.
PEPPI: Let’s talk, Mark. Sit on this box and tell me what you have in mind.                MARK: I want to know about these areas. About your work, how the seasons influence you, your relations with each other. About the dangers out there. That covers it, for the time being.                                                                                                                                         PEPPI: Father Piet told me that could trust you. ...Where are you from, Mark?             MARK: From Ħamrun.                                                                                              PEPPI: From Ħamrun... Ħamrun is a city. The life you live in Ħamrun is not the life we live here. The sea rules here. We work when when he allows us to work. We live well when he allows us to live well. He commands if we continue living or not. ... Mark, you do not understand what strength the sea has before you are caught in a storm on a luzzu that is not insignificant, open to the winds and the waves and the currents. And you understand what fear is. 
Pause. 
MARK: And you chose to be a fisherman.                                                                            PEPPI: The sea is in the ​​blood. ... Bound to him with the umblical cord. (Laughing.) MARK: You daughter Marija said they are going out for swordfish. Can I go out with you?                                                                                                                                         PEPPI: No. ... Better not. Fishing for swordfish is risky. Today is the last time we go out for swordfish. We are in September and you can consider the swordfish ended. Now we are entering the dolphinfish season. But we will talk about this later. (Fast.) Mark, we must begin by loading the bait and so I cannot take you to the Friend to All bar. Filippu, you take him to Carmel, and tell him that uncle Piet sent him to him.
4: The beloved[footnoteRef:4] [4:  From scene XI of the original play] 

The street. Cars and trucks pass occasionally.
MARK: (He calls.) Marija, Marija.                                                                                          MARIJA: (She approaches.) It’s you! What are you doing here? (She teases.) I thought you were writing the book that will make us famous?                                                                                                                     MARK: In order to write the thesis, I must first collect the material.                         MARIJA: I understand you. And what material have you gathered so far?                MARK: (Wanting to impress.) The research focuses on the impact that the main employment of a village house, ie fishing, has on domestic, social and behavioral organization.                                                                                                                 MARIJA: (With irony.) So that’s it! I undersand you perfectly!                                                                             MARK: (Confused.) It is difficult to explain to you, Marija. What I want to say is that ... before I can to begin putting pen to paper, there is a need to observe and think for some time.                                                                                                                               MARIJA: (Ironically.) Now I understand. So that is why you been walking up and down the street the last hour, paying special attention to my house. To collect material and ask questions.                                                                                    .                     MARK: I don’t waste time.                                                                                                           MARIJA: I don’t believe you.                                                                                                   MARK: At long last I have met you when you are on your own.                                                              MARIJA: See, Mark, I am not blind. You found me alone because you have benn loitering in these fields for the last five days.                                                                                                    MARK: How do you know I have been five days?                                                                                                                                     MARIJA: And doesn’t my house have windows facing the road?                                               MARK: Yes, I've been here five days I come here hoping to meet you.                                  Marija: What do you want from me, Mark?                                                                                                                        MARK: I want to get to know you.                                                                                         MARIJA: Uncle Dun Piet didn’t tell you that I am promised to Ġanni?                                                          MARK: It seems that Dun Piet loves opening his mouth.                                                MARIJA: (Appalled.) He’s my uncle. And our priest.                                                                         MARK: You're right. Sorry.                                                                                                               MARIJA: Ġanni got on well with you, he took you fishing.                                               MARK: On the beach. He and your brother Filippu. They taught me a lot.                                                 MARIJA: There are other fulltime fishermen that could take you with them, and not only to the quay. You are getting on with the people here, and not only because Father Piet uncle asked us to help you. Everyone sings your praises. No one hesitates when asking something, whatever the question. I believe that is another reason you shouldn’t speak to me alone or continue turning up here.                                                                                                                                     MARK: If I don’t do that, how will I get to know you?                                                MARIJA: Mark, you come from a city. You don’t understand our practices sufficiently. Everybody knows that Ġanni will marry me.  So what we are doing now, talking têteàtête, is wrong. You are damaging everyone’s opinion of you, so much so that you will be welcome here no longer. To me, and this is something worse, it will cost me my reputation.                                    .                                                                                               MARK: I know what I want to say. But I cannot do it. I am strongly drawn to you, Marija. And this attraction developed without me wanting it.


5: The bar[footnoteRef:5] [5:  From Scene XII of the original play] 

In the Friend to All bar, a sizeable drinking establishment frequented by fishermen, where drinking wine and singing. At present it is overflowing with chatting men, sometimes coughing, drinking and ordering wine. 
MARK: (Approaching.) Peppi! I didn’t know you’d be here this evening. .                                       GANNI: Sit down, Mark. Have a drop of wine?                                                            MARK: A small cup then.                                                                                                         GANNI: (Brightly.) Karmnu, a small glass of red wine for Mark. 
A guitar begins to tune up. 
XANDRU: (His voice loud.) Yes, Vestru sing us one. 
Slowly the bar falls silent. VESTRU continues the story of Arturo and Marija. The following discussion is made with hushed voices with the song  always having prominence. 
VESTRU[footnoteRef:6]:  The father accepted this wording,  [6:  Verse three of The Story of Arturo u Marija] 

saying: "I give my daughter in marriage to you.' 
He shook his hand 
And said: 'on Sunday I will lose her to you.' 
A young man came into the house 
Soon began to ask him 
If he could have pleasure with Mary.

PEPPI: Mark, I came here hoping to find you. Do you want to come out with me (tomorrow morning)[footnoteRef:7]?                                                                                                                                     ĠANNI: Because tomorrow we intend to leave and one of the cousins ​​of Peppi cannot come.  Peppi says he’s used up all his leave.                                                                                       MARK: The sea is still rough.                                                                                  ĠANNI: According to the radio, at night it will rain and then the sky will clear and the wind lessen. And the storm will pass. But, see, Peppi’s here.                                            PEPPI: (Approaching.) Around St. Peter's Pool the foam and spray is decreasing. The aspect is not yet so cloudy. And the wind is now from the southwest.                    ĠANNI: Good portents.                                                                                                          PEPPI: I think that when night falls, the weather will continues to improve, the sea will clear and the danger decrease. Tell me ... What do you think? Should we leave or should we stay?                                                                                                                   ĠANNI: You are the boss.                                                                                                            PEPPI: So I say we leave in the early morning. I think a snack at noon for him. My wife is not sfeeling very well these days, but Marija will prepare food for all of us.                       [footnoteRef:8]MARK: I’ll be there for sure. Thank you Peppi.  [7:  From scene XIX of the original play]  [8:  From scene XII] 

The song continues to be heard. 
VESTRU[footnoteRef:9]:  Pa, I ask you to forbid me [9:  Verse four of The Story of Arturo u Marija] 

because I cannot marry,
my heart is promised to Arturo
and I cannot see anything beautiful in it.
That infamous father –
as his heart had become bad – 
tied up his good daughter 
and threw her into the basement. 

6: The Message[footnoteRef:10] [10:  From scene XV of the original play] 

The Church portico. But when Mark speaks, the scene is that of his room over the Friend to All bar. 
FILIPPU: Later after my father came home, and I had finished my homework, which didn’t take me much time, I went to the FriendtoAllBar to see if Mark was in his room. A small table was found with the Tale of Two Cities by Charles Dickens — which he was translating. He was staring fixedly at nothing, he looked lost, amidst the evening shadows. I felt that totally griefstricken. Without words, I moved close beside him.                                                                                                                           MARK: (With melancholy.) Filippu! I am gald you have come to see me. I think it is better that I stop what I'm doing and go back to where I came from, never to come back. Maybe after a while I will begin to forget, pain and dreams and desires melting into nothing from whence they came. More than ever, it becomes apparent to me the power Charles Dickens had to portray emotion. Take Sidney Carton, the prinċipal character in The Tale of Two Cities. I can identify myself with him. Sidney Carton found that, without wanting it, he became the beloved of a woman committed to another. And he ended his life for this woman with the most wonderful words in English literature;  'Never in my life have I done a thing as beautiful as that which I am going to. Never in my life had I a better rest than what I will have now’. ...You're too young! When I leave, I intend to give you my copy of the novel. Perhaps before you read it, remember and understand my words. ... But now I want you to do something for me. I want you to take a message to Marija. It is a message for her ears only. You understand? ... Say this to her: "If you're convinced that there is no hope for Mark, he is ready to leave never to return.'                                                                                                                          FILIPPU: He made me repeat the message until I delivered it as he wanted: ‘If you're convinced that there is no hope for Mark, he is ready to leave and never return. ' And in my innocence I told him that that evening I could not deliver it to her because she was going out with Ġanni.                                                                                                                                             MARK: (Saddened with this latest news.) I know. I saw her with my own eyes.                            FILIPPU: I left running from there, I fled from Mark’s saddnnes, from Vestru’s song, I ran to the seaside. 
After a short while, crossfade VESTRU’S song with the sound of calm sea breaking on the quay. 

My father’s luzzu, Our Lady of Sorrows, was moored to the quay. He and Ġanni had begun loading the equipment gear for dophinfish fishing. I went straight up on board went straight up, remaining sitting on one of the limestone bricks, and let the sea speak to me. 
*
[footnoteRef:11]Parvis. When MARIJA speaks, the environment must be that a sizeable room in a house.  [11:  From scene XVII of the original play] 

FILIPPU: It took me three hours to pluck up the courage to speak to Maria.           MARIJA: And Mark told you that if I was sure that there is no hope, he was prepated to  leave, never to return. He told you to tell me, did he not? So go and tell Mark, that as far as I am concerned, he can leave right now.                                                                                                                                                         FILIPPU: I do not remember the exact words. But if I remember screaming and screaming that even if she wanted him to leave. I didn’t want to him to go. And in the anger I felt I started to punch her. She grabbed my arm and started to shake it violently.                                                 MARIJA: (Shouting.) Enough. ...Enough and let me think.                                             FILIPPU: She shook me until she stopped me breathing and I could not shout anymore. Then she became more serious than I’d ever known her.                                                                            MARIJA: Tell him, then, that although I went to school, I am a fisherman's daughter. Tell him that I can not change the agreement I made a few months ago. Tell him that he does not have leave, it would be a pity to lose so much that for so much time worked for him. Tell him that, as far as I am concerned, he should not go, because if he goes, my heart will break.                                                                                                    FILIPPU: That very moment I ran to look for Mark. I found him opposite the Friend to All bar and I told him what was my sister had told me to tell him. 
When MARK is speaking, the environment is the road in which the Friend to All bar is located, with some cars passing.          
MARK: Thank you, Filippu, what she told me has cheered me up. Tell her then, that I will not leave. But this does not change what I feel for her. It is not a thing I can control. But from now on, I think there are no more messages for you to send to her. Unless Maria wants to send one… because I continue to hope. 
7: The Fishing expedition[footnoteRef:12] [12:  From scene XX of the original play] 

The sea, breaking against the concrete pier, is calm. The wind is no longer blowing. The luzzu’s engine is idling.                                                                                                                                  PEPPI: Good morning, Mark.                                                                                                                      MARK: (Yawning.) I’m still asleep.                                                                                               ĠGANNI: The weather has cleared up.                                                                                      PEPPI: And by the time we reach the first buoy, it should be better still.                             

Nearby, a trawler with a very powerful engine sets off..                                                                                                                                         
MARK: That’s Salvu’s trawler moving out. .                                                                                          ĠANNI: Most of the men seem to be putting to sea today.                                                                                                                                       PEPPI: And as soon as Doru arrives, so will we.                                                                                      DORU: (Approaching.)So do it, Peppi. I am here. Good morning all.                                                    ĠANNI: That’s it boys. Give it full power, Ġanni. 

The luzzu’s engine is put on full power and the vessel moves away. 
*
[footnoteRef:13]At sea. The luzzu still progressing on full throttle, with the sea breaking on the front.  MARK and DORU watch at the bow while Peppi and Ġanni are aft, near the tiller. NOTE: In this scene, like all those following set at sea, the voices have to ride over the the echo of elements as well as the luzzu. The voices rise a little more when they talk over the luzzu.  [13:  From scene XXI of the original play] 

MARK: Isn’t that our flag?                                                                                                        DORU: Yes. (His raises his voice.) Peppi, we are approachng our first buoy.                              PEPPI: Ġanni, turn off the engine and steer to the left. 
The engine is silent and the sound of the rippling sea lapping against the belly of the luzza remains. 
PEPPI: We made good time today.                                                                                         MARK: And the air is still cloudy. 
Pause. 
PEPPI: I can’t see any see fish under the fishing floats. Can you see any fish?                  MARK: I can not see anything.                                                                                                      DORU: Nothing under the float. Nothing under the palm leaves.                                 ĠANNI: And there are no birds hovering nearby. Another sign that there is no fish. PEPPI: Let’s go on to the second buoy.  
ĠANNI turn the engine on at full power and the luzzu leaves again. Fadeout.

Sinfonija f'nofs lopera  Sinfonia nel mezzo della opera

8: The storm [footnoteRef:14] [14:  Scenes XXIII to XXVI of the original play] 

PEPPI’s house. The strong wind is heard blowing from the inside of the house. Someone beats on the street door which is opened. DUN PIET enters.
DUN PIET (Calls.) Ġina, Ġina!                                                                                                    MARIJA: (Going to greet him.) My mother has gone to the quay.                                           DUN PIET: How did that come to pass?                                                                                                    MARIJA: She said she was feeling better. .                                                                                          DUN PIET: She heard warning the gale warning on the radio?                                                              MARIJA: Do you think she needed to listen to the radio, uncle Piet? Listen to the howling? My mother is not deaf.                                                                                                                         DUN PIET: I am worried too much ...The wind turned suddenly too much towards the  northeast. It the usual north easterly.                                                                                                                                           MARIJA: Listen, it wails like a lost soul! Who can fatham the the sea!                                 CHORUS: They that go down to the sea in ships, that do business in great waters; These see the works of the LORD, and his wonders in the deep                                                              DUN PIET: It’s too early for the normal northeast wind if we are right.                                                                        MARIJA: And dad and Ġanni! And Mark and Doru! Wretches!                                     DUN Piet: And all the other men that went out.                                                                                                                             CHORUS: They that go down to the sea in ships, that do business in great waters; These see the works of the LORD, and his wonders in the deep                                                              MARIJA: You must eat, uncle Piet?                                                                                              Piet DUN: Eat?! No, no!                                                                                                                                Marija: Then I will call mother.                                                                                                    DUN Piet: I’ll come with you. All the women are there. On the quay. They are waiting, hoping.
*
Parvis. 
FILIPPU: The distraught village women! A hundred times I saw them gathered on the quay, mourners, looking with impatience at the stormy sea, hidden tears boring into their eyes, wanting their men safely returned to them. Distraught! They wait fearfully, every minute an eternity, prematurely aging, hating the sea and the wind and the blind indifference that it demonstrates. Distraught women! 
*
On the pier. The wind is heard in deafening gusts of varying power, they dominate the sound of the rough sea breaking on concrete. The voices are raised. 
DUN PIET: Ġina, we have been expecting you.                                                                MARIJA: Mum!                                                                                                                          DUN PIET: Remember that Peppi is not only a fine weather sailor. 
Women's voices on the pier shouting excitedly.          
MARIJA: See, mum, the boat coming in!                                                                                                         DUN PIET: Thank you, Lord God! (Brightly.) That is the life boat. Tell the wives. 
Another wave of voices as before.
DUN Piet: That seems like Vestru the singer’s luzzu. (His voice becomes louder.) Yes. Tell Vestru’s wife that his boat is coming in.                                                                   MARIJA: Mum, the luzzi are starting to come in. Now see that dad will soon return to us. 
VESTRU[footnoteRef:15]:  Arturo, his head lowered,  [15:  Verse five of Arturo u Marija] 

was going along that road;
he was looking for 
who so loved his heart. 
The father soon caught sight of him 
And set on him with a jump
And stabbed him in the heart with a dagger
And after a while he fell to the ground.

VESTRU[footnoteRef:16]:  Arturo launch such a cry,  [16:  Verse six of Arturo u Marija] 

his soul issued with it. 
Mary quickly realised
That it was her lover. 
Here he killed my lover
Who was innocent. 
Ajma, my heart is broken 

NISA u SAJJIEDA: Ave Maris Stella
*
At sea. The sea is now immensely churned up but the main element remains the wind, blowing and howling with the ruthless power of the tempest. The luzzu is under full throttle, with the sea like a ferocious animal beating its belly. The normal sound of the engine is lost when a wave raises the stern. The men are breathless with fear, they shout with terrified pauses, sometimes to each other.                                                            
ĠANNI: The life buoys?                                                                                                                 PEPPI: We are wearing them.                                                                                                    DORU: Pass one over here, Ġanni.                                                                                                                     ĠANNI: Shall I help you to put it on, Mark?                                                                                                    PEPPI: Look out! Another big one comming up. 
The biggest wave smashes against the belly and water starts coming into the luzzu. 
DORU: Santa Madonna!                                                                                                         PEPPI: Do not be afraid! The luzzu can withstand any sea.                                           MARK: Water is coming in.                                                                                                          ĠANNI: We are up against the waves!                                                                                       PEPPI: Malta is over there. But I can not fight against the current.                                              MARK: What a wave!                                                                                                                                       PEPPI: Look out.                                                                                                                             DORU: My God, help us!                                                                                                       PEPPI: Careful!                                                                                                                                
Again, a very large wave smashes against the belly of the luzzu and more seawater Enters.                                                                                                                                    
DORU: (Fearfully.) I am not moving for anything!                                                                      ĠANNI: The sea is coming in.                                                                                                               PEPPI: Bale out the water.                                                                                                          DORU: (Emotionally.) Merciful God, remember that I have a family.                           Peppi (Sternly.) Shut up, Doru. Bale out the water and shut up.                                             
For some instances, only the lamenting elements are heard. 
ĠANNI: (He vomits with his breath cut short by the effort.) She’s not riding the sea so well now.                                                                                                                                             PEPPI: We are becoming heavy.                                                                                           ĠANNI: The incoming water is greater than that thrown away.                                               DORU: (His breath also choked.) Jesus, help us!                                                   MARK: Look there, is that not land?                                                                                   PEPPI: Yes! I thank God.                                                                                                                 DORU: Merciful Lord.                                                                                                                  PEPPI: SOON HE WILL LEADS US TO SAFETY. COURAGE!                                                                                         ĠANNI: Doru, Mark, do not allow the sea to win! We are heavy.                                        MARK: Land is approaching. 
For some instances, only the booming of the elements is heard.                                                                            
PEPPI: (Screaming.) Look out.                                                                                                            ĠANNI: (Screaming.) Look out, massive wave! 
A huge wave explodes on the belly of the luzzu. A heavy splash as a great mass of water enters it.
DORU: Madonna, we are sinking!                                                                                       PEPPI: Bale out! Get everything you can.                                                                             ĠANNI: The net?                                                                                                                             PEPPI: Everything! 
For some time, the riot is the only element. 
ĠANNI: We are still too heavy.                                                                                            PEPPI: Get out the tarpaulin                                                                                                      ĠANNI: Lord, do not allow us sink!                                                                                       PEPPI:  the auxiliary engines, everything!                                                                         ĠANNI: Our Lady of Sorrows!                                                                                                         DORU: Poor Ċetta[footnoteRef:17]! Our wretched children!                                                                            PEPPI: Look out!                                                                                                                             DORU: We are sloping!                                                                                                                        ĠANNI: Poor Marija! She will become a widow before she marries.                                                           [17:  short for Konċetta] 

A big splash as MARK jumps into the sea.                                                                                 
Peppi: Mark!                                                                                                                               ĠANNI: He fell.                                                                                                                        DORU: That man jumped!                                                                                                                Peppi: The crazy fool! Any trace of him? 
Feel the sea breeze now the highest level of intensity, intensity ttarrax. After a while, on this background: 
MARK (His mouth on the microphone. He breathes heavily, hysterical with fear.) No, no. ... Peppi, I'm here. (He screams.) Save me! (Internal voice.) It is a far, far better thing I do... (screaming and crying.) No, no! Salvawni  (Internal voice.) Never in my life have I rest... (screaming with desperate fear.) No! Peppi, Peppi, I'm here. Here !! Don’t let me drown...n.....n!! 
For some moments, the sound of the squall continues to be heard. Then all sound stops abruptly.
9: The prayer [footnoteRef:18] [18:  Conclusion of the final scene. ] 

VESTRU[footnoteRef:19]:  The father was inflamed [19:  Verse seven of The Story of Arturo and Marija] 

‘He lost his life for my daughter
He tied a rope around her neck, 
With a great rage he strung her up. 
Father, have have pity on me, 
She said to her dumbfounded father
‘Goodness killed Arturo, 
I am not guilty of this. .
Parvis.
Foot steps in the empty streets at night. The sound heard whenever Filippu lowers his voice. 
And so now, when I am on the threshold of old age, I walk alone, in autumnal silence,  through the dark streets of this beloved country, filled with thoughts and memories. To date I can not understand what prompted Mark to do what he did so many years ago. 
VESTRU[footnoteRef:20]:  'Well, Mary, something will decide.'  [20:  Concluding verse of The Story of Arturo and Marija] 

‘Father,' she told him, ‘this was never 
Once said to Arturo
I cannot take that one.' 
The father’s blood boiled as he heard those words. 
He strung the rope around her neck,
Her soul flew to the heavens.
Perhaps he wanted to show Marija how much he loved her by saving her for Ġanni, perhaps the fear of those terrible times made him temporarily mad. And I am not even sure that what he did was instrumental in the rescue of my father, Ġanni and Doru. But they have no doubt that what Mark had done gave them their lives. And they were they who were there, in the middle of that merciless storm! 
Steps alone.
I get near the village square, still surronded, as it was in my childhood by old olive trees. In the middle now stands a full size statue of a man. It is the statue of Mark Borg carved in granite. 
The steps stop. 
As I always do, I stop to look at it. Seeing the calm face, the thoughtful eyes gazing into eternity, the legs in a resolute journey that never ends, forever young. I read the words taken from The Tale of Two Cities I heard the first time in his room in Friend to All bar, and carvedon my advice, on the base:                                                                                             MARK (Interior voice. Tranquilly.) It is a far, far better rest that I go to, than I have ever known.                                                                                                                                          
THE END.


1: The Walk[footnoteRef:21] [21:  Scene I of the original play] 

The Story of Arturo and Marija                          Traditional Maltese Għanja talfatt   	
Once upon a time in Mosta 
Daily each evening, 
There was a very beautiful maiden 
Whose hand in marriage was much desired.
Well then, listen everyone 
To what happened to little Mary, 
How very unfortunate she was,
How much hardship she had to suffer.
	
She was madly in love with the young Arturo 
And he loved her just as much 
Their love were so sincere 
They never broke each other’s heart. 
One day a wealthy young man
Approached her father,
And said ‘If you don’t have anything against me 
Could you let me marry your daughter?


The father accepted the proposal, 
‘I will give you my daughter in marriage.' 
To seal the pact he shook the young man’s hand,
And continued: 'Nobody will take her from you.' 
When he arrived home 
He immediately called his daughter Mary
And asked her whether she was willing 
To marry the rich young man.

‘Father, I pray you to forgive me
Because I cannot marry him,
With all my heart I love Arturo
and I cannot marry anybody else.
That wicked father – 
What a pitiless heart he had – 
With a rope he bound tightly his daughter 
And locked her in the basement. 

With head lowered, 
Arturo was walking along that road;
He was looking for Maria
she whom his heart desired so much. 
As soon as the father caught sight of Arturo 
He ruthlessly sprang upon him
With a dagger stabbed him in his heart 
And threw him to the ground.

Arturo heaved a loud sigh, 
And his soul left his body. 
Mary quickly realised
That it was her lover who was involved. 
‘They have killed my beloved
He who was never guilty. 
Oh God, my heart is broken 
I cannot bear my pain any longer.’

The infuriated father
Went for his daughter.
He tied a rope around her neck, 
And furiously tightened it. 
‘Father, have pity on me,’ 
She cried to her father
‘You murdered my Arturo 
I am not in any way guilty of this crime.’ 
	
'Well, Mary, what is your decision?' 
‘Father,' she told him, ‘this will never be.
Since you have killed my Arturo
I will not marry anybody else.' 
The father’s blood boiled 
as he heard those words. 
He tautened the rope around her neck,
Till her soul flew to heaven. 
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