
PIER GIORGIO         SIDE 1 
 
PIER GIORGIO and MARCO enter the Frassati dining room 
sheepishly. SIGNORE FRASSATI, SIGNORA FRASSATI and LUCIANA 
already seated. Silence.  
 

PIER GIORGIO 
Buona sera. Mama. Papa. Luciana. 

 
 

ALFREDO (PAPA) 
Cutting it close again, Giorgio. And look at you two. You look 
like sweaty riff-raff. Take this napkin and wipe your face, 

Giorgio. Did you run home for dinner again? 
 

PIER GIORGIO 
Yes, Papa. I’m sorry. 

 
ALFREDO 

(stewing) 
Running home for dinner every night… 

 
ADELAIDE (MAMA) 

Why don’t you take the tram, Pier Giorgio! You have money for 
the tram!!! 

 
PIER GIORGIO 

Mama, I…I…gave my train fare to woman begging at the station. 
 

ADELAIDE  
(sotto voce) 

Oh Madonna mia, not again. 
 

PIER GIORGIO 
She had two hungry chil- 

 
ALFREDO 

Giorgio. Haven’t you done enough for the poor? 
 

PIER GIORGIO 
Papa, I have enough. I have more than enough for myself. 

Shouldn’t I share some of that enough with those who don’t 
have enough? 

 
ADELAIDE  

Papa, don’t we have organizations to help those people? Surely 
we can’t be running all over town mixing with the…riff raff.  

 
PIER GIORGIO 

Mama, when I see the face of a poor person, I can’t turn my 
face away. Papa, You taught me that we should always be 



generous with those in need. That they have dignity. They have 
faces. They’re not just “riff-raff”.  

 
ALFREDO 

You see, Marco. The Great Architect has given Pier Giorgio a 
generous heart. But there are proper ways of charity...and 

then...there’s this...sentimental way. Don’t fall in love with 
the poor. 

 
ADELAIDE 

Listen to your father, Giorgio. You can’t be running all over 
town helping every disfortunato you see in the street. It’s 
not becoming. If you want to help, give some money to the 

church! Or, do some...soup kitchens. That should be enough. 
 

ALFREDO 
Yes! 

 
PIER GIORGIO 

Mama, the gospel says… 
 

ALFREDO 
(laughing) 

Ho ho!…the gospel? Well, I think I remember – now correct me 
if I’m wrong Marco - that the gospel also says “the poor will 
always be with us.” Hmm? I don’t want to hear any more of it, 
Giorgio. Now Luciana, please ring the bell. I’m ready for my 
pasta.  
 
Luciana: Yes Papa. (the bells rings) 
 
 


