Cu'Fu 1s what’s
good._for you

JOE FIORITO
City columnist

'm walking dowi the street the

other day with = “Call
mie: Charly!” — Chiarelli, the Sicil-
1an-Canadian actor, blues harpist,
storyteller, librettist and play-
wright.

You don't know him?

Where've you been?

We're om our way to Little Italy;
Charly’s going to pass around some
leaflets for his one-man show, Cu’
Fu. He does that a lot, by the way;
handing out leaflets is a good and
inexpensive way to spread the
word; recently, he stood on the
sttdlewalk ontside the Roval Alex,
wrging s and swells alike to see
his show; hey, why not? I mean, it

" isn’t every day you pet to meet an
actual living, breathing playwright

on the street.
Whorewas 17

Oh, yeal.

Walking with Charly is all starts
and stops, a lot like reading this
cohumn — see, when he'’s coming to
the point of a story, o= hold that
thought - if he needs to take a ver-
bad tangent — why, he just natoral-
lv sterps, takes you by the foraarm
and makes his point — no, savours
his poinl — and looks you in the
cye to see if you do, too, Charlysa
village talker, an old-fashioned
walker, a Sicilian poy.

The play?

TTHgel tothat.

We're at College St now; Charly
makes the rounds in the Cafe
Inplomatico. “Here," he says toa
man i the midst of & cappuccino,

“if you like things Italian, you'll like

play!” The man looks up from
his cup. He's cool; it he's really coal,
he's seen the play by now.

Next, Charly leaves some leaflets
in an Italian music store, then
drops into CHIN and asks to see
whoevers on air — “Hey," he says,
“maybe we can have a litte fun!”®
Umberto Manca saunlers oul of
the studio, eurious; the two men
size each other up; Charly leaves
with a Saturday morning inter-
VIEW.

- No big deal, this stuil.

It's what he does. It's who le is,
It’s life, and life is an oceasion;
what have you got to lose?

We end up in a Sicilian — there
are no coincidences here — coffee
bar and we continue — actually, we
never stop - talldng,

Oh, the play.

Tt's ahont Erovwing upin a Sicilian
neighbourhood in Hamilion ...
whal, you gol a problemn with that?
Maybe you don't know there are
more peopla in that neighbour-
hond who eome trom Charly's vil-
lage in Italy than there are people
left in that Tralian village; so many
that the mayor of Raealmuto in-
vites the mayor of Hamilton for a
vigit every year becanse — think
about this, now —the mayor of

Haurnilton rules over more Racal-

mutese than the mayor of Racal-
muto; and bhey, sometimes the
mayor of Hamilton goes.

(h, the play.

See, Charly grew up in this big,
noisy, inpoverished Sicilian [mm
ly; his mother can’t speak
too well, so as a kid, Charly stays
home tntrmiﬁlatﬂfmher, and his
Tather gets really sick, and I'm not
going W tell you the rest because
you won't believe it from me, and
I'm not going to speil it by telling
vou what happens; take my word,
il resoraaies.

Oy, anned theere are songs.

Charly sings.

He's pota voace,

We hnish our espresso, finally,
and then we do this thing — he's

going (o pay; no I'm going to pay —
no, he is; no, I am — hey, some-
times a man just needs to pay. In
the end neither one of us pays he-
caunsa the owner of the café has
e, Les. .

Is Cu" Fu any good?

I'll tell you a story: A Sicilian
waoman from that neighbourhood
saw the play, and told Charly later
she didn’t remember him, buat
when she saw himi do Mrs. Chiarel-
li om stage, the old lady said, "Hey, T
kenorr that woman.”

The play’s that good.

OK, you say, bul it's about Ttal-
ans, Sicilians, and vou're neither?
Wise ap; when Charly performed
in Edmonton, a erowd of Ukraini-
ang gave him a standing ovation,
Yo will, towo.

What's Cor’ Fre mcan?

Go see the play,

T fact if yon don’t gn see this play
I'm coming aver to your honse to

‘twist your ear; what's the matter

with you ﬂn_'nrway? Have I ever
tipped you wiong before?

Cet” P ds ot the Artzoord Theatre,
75 Portland Ave; Thurs-Fri. ot
8:00 p.m.; Sat. af 4:00 and 8:30
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