
 

 

   CELEBRATING NELLO D’APONTE     by Mimi D’Aponte 
 
CHARACTERS 
 
Griselle Hernandez is an attractive, 50 year old Hispanic woman 
with a wonderful smile - someone likable on sight.  She is the 
mother of five and grandmother of three; she and her husband 
share an apartment with several members of this extended family. 
She is also in close touch with her parents who live close by. 
 
Sal Deliteris is perhaps 45, attractive, always dressed in black suit 
and tie - essential to his occupation as funeral director.  His man-
ner is cordial, comforting and sincere. 
 
Mimi D’Aponte is her husband’s caregiver and then his widow. 
She is 78, a retired theatre professor, still very active when not 
caring for Nello. She is close to their four children and their chil-
dren’s families. She and Nello share their limestone with 
their son and his family - his wife and two small children. Her 
greatest hope/greatest fear after Nello’s death:  that their 
children will be happy and continue to love each other. 
 
SCENE 1 
 
PLACE:  Nello”s and Mimi’s kitchen in Park Slope. It’s small but 
modern and cozy and a good place for conversation. 
 
AT RISE:  Griselle, Nello’s caretaker, and Mimi are sitting on high 
kitchen stools; hot water kettle is beeping. Griselle turns off kettle. 
Mimi gets out two mugs. 
 
     
     



 

 

    MIMI 
Chamomile or green? 
 
    GRISELLE 
Chamomile.  I need to calm down after this morning. 
 
    MIMI 
How did the appointment go? 
 
    GRISELLE 
OK, I guess. But you always have to wait. The Doc gave me an-
other prescription for the arthritis - maybe it will help my neck. 
 
    MIMI 
(preparing tea) Honey, right? God, Griselle, That clinic Doctor 
keeps giving you new stuff.  I’m afraid he’ll overmedicate you 
one of these days. 
 
    GRISELLE 
Thanks. (MIMI gives GRISELLE her tea, serves herself, and sits) 
Well, I’ll try the new prescription - when I can get it filled.  That’s 
another trip on another day. (pause) So is Nello OK?  He’s usually 
up and drawing by the time I get here at 9. 
 
    MIMI (worried) 
I know. He always sleeps well, but not last night.  I’m worried. 
He finally dropped off into a deep sleep about 6 AM. 
 
    GRISELLE 
Well, it’s a beautiful day out.  I’m hoping he’ll want to go to the 
Park. 
 
     



 

 

    MIMI 
I think it would be great for him - by the time he wakes up and we 
help him dress and eat breakfast.  The thing is, I’m supposed to 
leave by 10:30 for the periodontist, and it’s really best if we help 
him get outside together.  When I took him out yesterday, it was a 
real struggle to get him up those three stairs and into the wheel-
chair. It seems to get harder every time. 
 
    GRISELLE 
You don’t have to worry, Mimi.  You know I can do it by myself. 
I mean, assuming he’s OK to go out this morning.  I guess it’s bet-
ter to let him sleep . . . 
 
    MIMI 
Let me check. (Exits to bedroom; pause; Griselle rubs her neck; 
Mimi returns) Still sleeping. Deep sleeping. I don’t know, Griselle.  
We’ll give him another half hour, and then wake him up. I want to 
be sure he’s OK.  Before I leave.  Before we, or you take him out. 
(pause)  So often, it feels like day to day, you know? 
 
    GRISELLE 
I know.  It’s like with my Mother. I bring her to the Doctor.  She 
feels better for a while, but then something else develops and I’m 
worrying that I have to bring her to the Doctor again.    
 
    MIMI 
Your Mother is so lucky to have you, Griselle! 
 
    GRISELLE 
Well, she’s my best friend.  But about Nello.  I’m sure he will be 
OK when he wakes up. 
 
     



 

 

    MIMI 
Wish I could be sure too! 
        
     BLACKOUT 
 
SCENE 2 
 
PLACE:  The office in Duffy’s Funeral Home.  It is somber, like all 
funeral homes. 
 
AT RISE:  Sal Deleteris and Mimi are facing each other across a 
table, looking at the mock-up of a modest-sized, but beautiful 
granite gravestone.  
     
    SAL   
So glad you could come right over, Mrs. D’Aponte.  I also tele-
phoned your son to let him know the mock-up had arrived. 
 
     
    MIMI 
Thanks, Sal.  He’ll be joining us in a few minutes. (looking 
carefully at mock-up of headstone).  Well, I like the quality of 
the stone from what I can see, and you and John have chosen the 
perfect font for the lettering. 
 
    SAL 
I’m so glad you like it. Thank you. And I can promise you, the 
stone will be exactly what you’ve ordered. We’ve asked the com-
pany to deliver and install as soon as possible, because I know 
you want to be able to have a family visit to the cemetery before 
Thanksgiving and cold weather. 
 
     



 

 

    MIMI (worried) 
That’s all true . . . 
 
    SAL (gently) 
Tell me, Mrs. D’Aponte.  I can see something’s troubling you. 
 
    MIMI 
I think Nello’s name and dates are perfect.  What I’m concerned 
about is my name.  I mean, the plot offers burial for both of us, 
right? 
 
    SAL 
Yes. 
 
    MIMI 
So I plan to be buried with my husband.  And we will be sharing 
the grave and the headstone . . . 
 
    SAL 
Correct. 
 
 
    MIMI 
I just need to be 100% sure that my whole name can fit below his 
with the type of lettering that we’ve chosen.  Because I think you 
told us in our first meeting that a name could be added without re-
placing the headstone, and I want to spare my children going 
through this exercise again. 
 
    SAL 
Mrs. D’Aponte, of course.  I totally agree and I don’t think it will be 
a problem. It’s common practice to have additional names even-
tually engraved on the same headstone.   



 

 

 
    MIMI 
Good. 
 
    SAL 
Why don’t you write out exactly how you would want your name to 
be engraved on this dummy, and I will have a new mock-up deliv-
ered next week for you and your son to proof. 
 
    MIMI 
Well, we decided on Aniello rather than Nello, and I think probably 
Miriam rather than Mimi is right for a head stone . . . it’s a lot to 
think about . . .  
 
     BLACKOUT 
 
 
 
SCENE 3 
 
PLACE:  Nello’s gravesite. 
 
AT RISE:  Mimi is sitting on the grass, in the sun. 
 
     
 
    MIMI 
It’s a beautiful place to be, Nello. Even now, it’s good to sit here in 
the sun. Tomorrow’s Thanksgiving.  Crazy.  Remember all the 
discussions about the menu?  The children remember them as 
arguments.  Well, maybe they were, but they were fun. (pause) 
 



 

 

When we had the funeral, the children wrote beautiful tributes to 
you.  Everyone mourned your loss at St. Boniface. I didn’t write  
much - just a tiny bit in a journal.but journaling didn’t really work.  
So why think about that now?  Because maybe what I write will be 
part of a small play, and plays are what I’ve always cared about. 
(pause) How many times did I drag you to the theatre?  And how 
much fun I think we had. Didn't you? You always laughed and 
seemed to have a good time. (silence) 
 
Remember when we met?  Bob Connelly’s apartment in February 
1964 - I almost didn’t bother to go, but made myself because it 
was a Saturday night. I sat on your lap at the party - after we’d 
bonded doing dishes in the kitchen. (pause) So, what’s our story? 
What counts after 51 years now that you’re gone? How did we 
manage a wedding that I gave you so much trouble over, two ca-
reers, the amazing significance of four children’s births, half a 
brownstone, then our own limestone, camping all the way to Cali-
fornia twice, the every-other summer trips to beloved Sorrento 
and your family. whom I miss and must visit soon? When you 
were here, even during the years of doctors and operations and 
prescriptions and follow-up appointments, we were a number, a 
team, a company, a car with four tires that went places.  Now I’m 
on a bicycle by myself, and not keeping my balance very well.  
(Silence) 
I would love to hear now, what you always said if I was worried 
about something before going to sleep - ‘Don’t worry - it will be al-
right.’  (pause)  Thank you, Love. 
 
 
LIGHTS FADE 
 
END OF PLAY 


