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 ACT THREE 

 

 SCENE ONE 

 

SCENE: A Pomposa prison with gate, cot and 

chains; shackled to the wall or the 

cot is LUDOVICO. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

JAILER?!  Is that you??  Will someone please listen to me?!  The 

Pope is a FAKE!!  It's all an act!!  That man is not the Pope!!! 

 [ORESTE, a grizzled clubfoot jailer 

with an eyepatch, appears at the 

prison door, unlocks it.] 

 

 ORESTE 

Yeah, yeah, tell us something we don't know. In here, boys! 

 

 [SWISS GUARDS appear at gate and heave 

BUNDINI in.  GUARDS exit.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

This is an outrage!  When Rome hears of this, they'll give you a 

hot tar baptism! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

YOU!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Jailer, listen!!  I am the Pope! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

HE IS NOT!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Ignore him, he's insane! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

And he's just trying to confuse you! 

 

 ORESTE 

SHADDAP!!!  THE BOTH O' YOUS!! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

He's just molested my one true love! 
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 BUNDINI 

   I never touched her, alright?? 

 

 ORESTE 

Oh, so, you like the maidens, do ya?  Well, have I got one 

for you -- Iron Gracie!  She'll love havin' you inside her! 

Heh heh heh! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Listen, chum, you've been duped alright, but by 

Florentines! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Another lie!  He'll say anything to save his skin! 

 

 [BUNDINI moves to LUDOVICO and 

grabs his crotch.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

One more word, and your grapes are wine! 

 

 ORESTE 

Look, keep it down in here!  You're upsetting the rats! 

 

 BUNDINI 

WAIT!!  It's a Medici plot, I tell you!  Think of my 

troops, struck down by Turks, right outside of Florence!  

All the Florentines had to do was strip the corpses' 

uniforms, put them on and then attack me like this when 

vulnerable! 

 

 ORESTE 

Why, those slimy Floren -- wait a minute, that's 

impossible! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Is it?  You'd stake your immortal soul on it? 

 

 ORESTE 

Well, no, but -- but -- 

 

 BUNDINI 

Jailer, I can see you take pride in your work, don't you? 

 

 ORESTE 

Of course.   
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 BUNDINI 

I mean it must take real talent to splinter a bone just 

right, to desocket a joint, to scoop out an eyeball -- 

 

 ORESTE 

Damn straight it does. 

 

 BUNDINI 

But you're stuck in this cowtown, no real chance to show 

the world the limitless pain you can inflict. 

 

 ORESTE 

No . . . but that's why I got you! 

 

 BUNDINI 

But why settle for one measly mortal when you've got a shot 

at two thousand. 

 

 ORESTE 

What do you mean? 

 

 BUNDINI 

If I can prove this alleged Pope and his troops false -- 

that I am in truth the real Pope -- you can torture every 

single one of them.  Two thousand Florentines, all yours! 

 

 ORESTE 

(Quivering with joy)  Two thousand?! 

 

 BUNDINI 

I'll even throw in a bonus!  I'll transfer you to Spain! 

 

 ORESTE 

You mean . . . The Spanish Inquisition? 

 

 BUNDINI 

What every torturer aspires to! 

 

 ORESTE 

The true artistes of agony! 

 

 BUNDINI 

You should see their latest techniques! 

 

 ORESTE 

What??  Tell me!! 
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 BUNDINI 

They encase the heretics in a large body vice, then slowly 

turn the crank!  Crunching bone after bone!  Organs 

exploding!  Blood spurting from every orifice! 

 

 ORESTE 

(Enraptured)  Oh my God -- that's beautiful! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Get me a lawyer, and you can turn that crank first hand! 

 

 ORESTE 

A lawyer it is! 

 [ORESTE dashes off.] 

 

 LUDOVICO 

What are you doing here?  What's going on? 

 

 BUNDINI 

The real Pope Paul just arrived. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

But how?!  Our calculations -- 

 

 BUNDINI 

-- were accelerated, thanks to that meddling Monsignor! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

But I cleared my breast!  I should be free! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Sorry, we're both barbeque. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

(Hysterical)  My God, I should never have listened to you!!  

I'm going to die!!  I'M GOING TO DIE!!! 

 

 [BUNDINI smacks LUDOVICO.] 

 

STOP IT!!  Panic is the mother of Disaster! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Well I'm having triplets! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Look, there's still a chance!  When the lawyer arrives, 

I'll knock him out, switch clothes and get us both out of 

here! 
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 LUDOVICO 

It'll never work! 

 

 BUNDINI 

You got a better idea? 

 [Keys, footsteps and voices are 

heard.  BUNDINI hunches behind 

the cot as ORESTE appears with 

GIULIO, a lawyer, and unlocks 

the door.  GIULIO wears a 

sandwich board reading "RENT-A-

LAWYER, PRE-RENAISSANCE RATES, 

WILL CHASE STRETCHERS."  GIULIO 

enters, ORESTE shuts and locks 

the gate.] 

 

 ORESTE 

Pope Paul!  I found one!  Right outside the jail! 

 

 GIULIO 

Thank you, keeper.  I'll shout when my interview ends. 

 

 [ORESTE exits; GIULIO removes the 

sandwich board.] 

 

 GUILIO (cont'd) 

(to LUDOVICO) Now . . . are you my client? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Uh, no, he's over there. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Oh, misfortune!  Misery!  I am beset by demons!  Devils!  

Villains! 

 

 GIULIO 

(dubious)  That's him? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Yep, he's Pope Paul the Fourth. 

 

 GIULIO 

And I'm Machiavelli.  [He starts to leave.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

But at least they didn't get my secret money belt!  I'm 

still rich! 



 III, i, 98 

 

 

 [GIULIO stops in his tracks.] 

 

 GUILIO 

(Aside)  Never say "rich" within earshot of a lawyer. 

 

 [GUILIO dashes to the cot, 

crouches.] 

 

 GIULIO (CONT'D) 

Come on out, Mister Pope.  No one's going to hurt you. 

 

 BUNDINI 

It's not me I'm worried about.  It's you!  Someone's going 

to hurt you! 

 

 GIULIO 

(Plays along)  They are?  Oooo, I'm weally fwightened!  Now 

who would want to hurt me? 

 

 BUNDINI 

You're talkin' to him! 

 [BUNDINI springs from the cot, 

leaps onto GIULIO's back and 

strangles him.] 

 

 BUNDINI (CONT'D) 

Thanks, chump!  You walked right into it!  Sucker!  OOOF!! 

 

 [GIULIO flips BUNDINI over onto 

the ground and strangles him.] 

 

 GIULIO 

Strangle me, huh?!  Well, let's see how you like it, you -- 

NO!  IT CAN'T BE! 

 

 BUNDINI 

IT IS!! 

 

 GIULIO 

BUNDINI!!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

GIULIE!!! 

 [They hum the first line of 

"Finiculi, Finicula", twirl 

arms, then break into 

vaudeville/ commedia patter.] 
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 GIULIO 

Hey, signore, how's your son? 

 

 BUNDINI 

He's in bed with Influenza. 

 

 GIULIO 

Oh, what a terrible sickness! 

 

 BUNDINI 

What sickness?  Influenza's the maid! 

 

 [BUNDINI kicks GIULIO in the 

pants, they twirl, hum 

"Finiculi, Finicula."] 

 

 LUDOVICO 

You know each other?? 

 

 BUNDINI 

Of course!  Giulio Tromboni, from my disbanded troupe! 

 

 GIULIO 

What is this??  We thought the Vatican had you roasted!  

Now you're in the sticks doing Pope impressions?! 

 

 BUNDINI 

And you?  Dressed as a lawyer? 

 

 GIULIO 

Yeah, this attorney in Parma took me to court for cheating 

at dice. 

 

 BUNDINI 

What happened? 

 

 GIULIO 

(Holding his tunic)  He lost his suit! 

 

 [He kicks BUNDINI in the seat, 

they twirl, again hum "Finiculi, 

Finicula."] 

 

 LUDOVICO 

STOP IT!!  We're about to die! 

 

 BUNDINI 

He's right, Giulie, and so is this gig.  We need to escape. 
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 GIULIO 

Fat chance!  I was just passing through and they won't even 

let me leave!  Not til the real Pope punishes the entire 

town! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

The entire town?! 

 

 GIULIO 

'Fraid so.  At this moment, he's got squads of flagellators 

whipping their arms into shape. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Are you happy now??  See what your revenge has spawned?!  

Hundreds suffering all for your own selfish pleasures! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Alright, alright!  Enough with the guilt!  Giuls, you're 

sure there's no way out? 

 

 GIULIO 

Positive.  It'd take a miracle. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

It'd take five miracles! 

 

 BUNDINI 

(With a glint in his eye, scheming)  Yes, it would . . .  

And I know just how to make 'em!  (To GUILIO)  Is any of 

the old troupe nearby? 

 

 GIULIO 

Yeah, Mario's traveling with me. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Good, we'll need every extra hand we can get. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

For what? 

 

 BUNDINI 

I'm going to challenge our senile Paul to a Pope-off! 

 

 GIULIO 

Aw come on! 
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 LUDOVICO 

You're crazy! 

 

 BUNDINI 

(to LUDOVICO)  Hey, you want to fry??  You want the 

townspeople tortured?  Your woman whipped?? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

No. 

 

 BUNDINI 

(to GIULIO)  And you -- you want your acting career 

squashed forever?  You want to practice law the rest of 

your life?? 

 

 GIULIO 

No!  You're right!  Acting is my life! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Alright then, just do what I say and just maybe we can save 

ourselves and this town. 

 

 GIULIO 

But how? 

 

 BUNDINI 

You remember the Dueling Prophets sketch? 

 

 GIULIO 

Are you kidding??  I killed 'em in Calabria! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Good!  I'll rewrite it, and you get the bodies and props.  

If we rehearse this and do it right, we can't miss! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Would you mind telling me just what you're babbling about?! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Son, it's SHOWTIME!! 

 

 [BUNDINI & GUILIO lock arms and 

dance again humming "Finiculi, 

Finicula" as LUDOVICO looks on, 

completely baffled.  Lights fade 

to black.] 
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 SCENE TWO 

 

SCENE: The Papal Guest Chambers.  Now 

POPE PAUL IV's wheelchair-throne 

dominates the room; a Papal 

banner with his family crest 

with the raven on it hangs 

overhead. 

 

AT RISE: POPE PAUL IV sits in his chair, 

CARDINAL CRUSTI stands at his 

side, and CELIA & ANGELA kneel 

before POPE PAUL. 

 

 PAUL 

And did you expose your naked pulchritude to him? 

 

 CELIA 

Well -- yes, your Holiness. 

 

 PAUL 

DISGUSTING SLUT!!!  You took a VOW!!  To spread God's word, 

not your legs! 

 

 CELIA 

Forgive me, your Eminence!  He wore the sacred vestments!  

I thought he was the Pope! 

 

 PAUL 

Would the Lord's true shepherd debauch his own sheep?! 

 

 ANGELA 

Possibly.  Alexander the Sixth had numerous illegitimate -- 

 

 PAUL 

I DID NOT ASK FOR A VATICAN HISTORY LESSON!!! 

 

 ANGELA 

But your Grace, it's not our fault!  He said he was 

divinely endowed! 

 

 CELIA 

(Smiles)  Oh, and was he ever. 

 

 PAUL 

QUIET!!  You call yourselves Brides of Christ?  You are 

Satan's strumpets!  You are DIRTY, FOUL, UNCLEAN!  I'll bet 

you savored the abhorrent act, didn't you?!! 
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 CELIA 

I -- no -- well -- he -- 

 

 PAUL 

Admit it!  You loved it!!  You begged for more!!  Didn't 

you?!  DIDN'T YOU??!! 

 

 CELIA 

Alright, YES!  It felt beautiful!  For once I felt my soul 

released!  It did not feel dirty at all! 

 

 PAUL 

And THAT'S what's wrong with this country!  You have no 

VALUES!  One day, it's sex for non-reproductive purposes, 

the next, it's rampant liberalism!  Well, since you tarts 

cannot keep your sacred parts shut, I shall SEW THEM 

CLOSED! 

 

 ANGELA 

What?!  You can't! 

 

 CELIA 

It's too cruel! 

 

 ANGELA 

Holy Father, some of us did not succumb! 

 

 PAUL 

TOUGH!  I shall sew you anyway! 

 

 ANGELA 

You have no right! 

 

 CELIA 

These are our bodies!! 

 

 PAUL 

They are GOD'S bodies!  And I have been appointed by GOD!  

So when the Most High tells me to sew you closed, SEW BE 

IT! 

 

 ANGELA 

You are insane! 

 

 PAUL 

I am infallible!  Omnipotent!!  Like the Raven on my 

family's crest, I SOAR ABOVE YOU ALL!!  HRAAAA!!  HRAAAA!!! 
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 [Suddenly, PAUL leaps from his 

throne, flaps his cape like 

wings and screeches like a 

raven, flapping round the room.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

Pope Paul!  Paul, sit down!! 

 

 ANGELA 

What's he doing?? 

 

 CRUSTI 

None of your business!! 

 

 PAUL 

KRRAAA!!  HRRAAAAA!!!! 

 [CRUSTI pulls a worm from his 

robes and dangles it in front of 

PAUL's face.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

(Whispers)  Here, boy!  Got a nice fat worm for you! 

 

 PAUL 

HHRRAAA!! 

 [PAUL snatches the worm with his 

teeth and chews it, though some 

dangles from his mouth.  CRUSTI 

pets PAUL's head, calming him.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

Good boy, good boy.  (To nuns)  What are you gaping at?! 

 

 CELIA 

So, that's what they meant by the Diet of Worms. 

 

 [Suddenly, the door bursts open, 

and GIULIO dashes in carrying a 

large portfolio with the SWISS 

GUARDS in hot pursuit; they 

chase GIULIO around the room.] 

 

 GIULIO 

Please, I must see the Pope!  Call off the apes, I beg you! 

 

 CRUSTI 

How dare you burst in here!!  Seize him!! 
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 GIULIO 

Let me speak!  I am here to help your reform campaign!! 

 

 PAUL 

(Coming to)  Did somebody say "reform??" 

 

 GIULIO 

I, your Grace! 

 

 PAUL 

Release him!  And who are you?  What's your name? 

 

 GIULIO 

I am the Senior Partner of Padua's most prestigious law 

firm: Carbonara, Marinara, Pesto & Clam.  I am Al Dente! 

 

 PAUL 

(Impressed)  Well, what do you want? 

 

 GIULIO 

To aid your crusade.  You need a campaign manager.  To help 

you capitalize on this fake Pope and his phony crony. 

 

 ANGELA 

Ludovico is innocent!  He was roped into it! 

 

 PAUL 

I've said enough to you slatterns!  BEGONE! 

 

 GIULIO 

(to Nuns)  I'll speak to you later -- to get your side of 

the story.  

 [He shoves a letter into ANGELA's 

hands on the sly and winks at 

her.  ANGELA nods and hides the 

letter in her sleeve; a GUARD 

escorts the nuns out.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

Holy Sire, I don't think this -- 

 

 PAUL 

Quiet, Crusti.  I'm not dead yet.  Let's hear your pitch, 

Dente. 
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 GIULIO 

Alright, first, let's take a look at your souls figures 

before the Reformation. 

 [He pulls out large Pie Chart #1 

from his portfolio; on it 

"CATHOLICISM" covers 3/4's of 

the pie with "MOHAMMEDISM, 

JUDAISM, ORIENTALISM" equally 

dividing the rest, with a teeny 

sliver for "MISC. QUACK 

RELIGIONS" -- GIULIO uses a 

GUARD as an easel & whacks the 

placard with a pointer.] 

 

 GIULIO (CONT'D) 

According to a poll conducted by a team of independent 

monks, here's your pre-Reformation market share.  You've 

got three-quarters of the piety pie with the fourth split 

between Muslims, Jews, Orientals and your miscellaneous 

quack religions -- 

 

 PAUL 

(Grunts, with disdain)  Mmmmm, New Age. 

 

 [GIULIO pulls out Pie Chart #2 

with 1/4 of the "CATHOLICISM" 

portion sectioned off, shaded 

and labelled "PROTESTANTISM."] 

 

 GIULIO 

But after the Sack of Rome and the Council of Trent, the 

Eastern sectors are stable, but your Anglican market's 

collapsed and Germany's a total wash. 

 

 PAUL 

And you know whose fault it is??!! 

 

 GIULIO 

Whose, your Eminence? 

 

 PAUL 

MARTIN LUTHER!!!  Sausage-eating meddler!  If he hadn't 

smeared his own shit on the church doors in Wittenberg, we 

wouldn't've had these problems!! 

 

 CRUSTI 

That's not what happened, your Grace. 
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 PAUL 

HE PUT HIS FECES UP ON THAT DOOR!!! 

 

 CRUSTI 

Theses, your Worship!  His 95 Theses, not feces! 

 

 PAUL 

Theses, feces -- IT'S STILL SHIT!! 

 

 CRUSTI 

(Humoring him)  Yes, your Holiness.  Proceed, advocate. 

 

 GIULIO 

Now this pseudo-Pope is just the ticket you need to 

recapture your lost sheep -- if you sell it right. 

 

 PAUL 

How so? 

 

 GIULIO 

First, don't just kill the fraud.  Promise him if he 

reforms in front of the crowds, you'll spare his life.  But 

then you really squash him later!  The trickster tricked! 

 

 PAUL 

Oh, that's delicious!  Go on! 

 

 GIULIO 

Second, we put him in front of the town with this speech --  

 

 [GIULIO unfurls a scroll, hands 

it to PAUL, and quotes:] 

 

 GIULIO (CONT'D) 

"I repent, my soul trembles, the lavapits of Hell, blah, 

blah, blah."  You got at least 20 good sound bites in 

there. 

 

 PAUL 

Is that it? 

 

 GIULIO 

No.  Here's the crucial part -- spin control.  You get a 

team of friars out in the crowds telling them that the 

Church has won again!  Then you hammer it home.  You 

torture the bastard -- and scare the piss out of these 

pagans. 
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 PAUL 

Yes, his punishment must be most severe.  What do you 

suggest? 

 

 GIULIO 

Some choices perhaps? 

 [GIULIO pulls a menu from the 

portfolio and hands it to PAUL; 

then he whips out a small 

notepad & quill pen, and scrawls 

PAUL's order like a waiter.] 

 

 PAUL 

(Scans the menu)  Ahhhh, let's see . . . I think we'll 

start with the Hundred Cuts with Salt -- 

 

 GIULIO 

Hundred Cuts with Salt -- 

 

 PAUL 

Then the Stuffed Mouth with Red-Hot Coals -- 

 

 GIULIO 

Excellent choice, your Grace -- 

 

 PAUL 

Followed by -- hmmmm -- there are so many I like -- what do 

you recommend? 

 

 GIULIO 

May I suggest the Excruciating Body Splint followed by the 

Chianti-Soaked Corpus Flambee? 

 

 CRUSTI 

Do we get a vegetable with that? 

 

 GIULIO 

If he's not dead by then, he'll be a vegetable, alright! 

 

 [They chortle nastily.  PAUL 

hands the menu back.] 

 

 PAUL 

I like it! 

 

 GIULIO 

I knew you would!  I'll brief our unwitting stooge and have 

him ready by morning! 
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 PAUL 

We'll meet in the Piazza at 10 a.m. -- GO!! 

 

 [GIULIO bolts out.] 

 

Well, that's one sinner settled.  Now what about your 

brother?  Has he signed his Declaration of Incompetence? 

 

 CRUSTI 

Not yet. 

 

 PAUL 

Well, he must -- to clear your name.  Or you'll never be 

elected Pope once I'm gone.  And then who will carry out my 

idealogical legacy? 

 

 CRUSTI 

I'll take care of it immediately.  (To GUARD #2)  Bring in 

my brother.  I shall await him in the confessional. 

 

 [GUARD #2 exits.] 

 

 PAUL 

Good.  Now 'tis time for my nap.  Let's go. 

 

 [PAUL signals to GUARD #1 who 

wheels PAUL toward the door.] 

 

Do you love me, Guard?  Will you tuck me in?  And read me a 

Bible story?  Something with birds in it! 

 

 [GUARD #1 exits with PAUL.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

(Heavenward)  Mother?  Can you hear me?  I've some good 

news!  You'll soon have a son at your side in Paradise. 

 

 [He retires into the first 

chamber of the confessional and 

closes the curtain.  GUARD #2 

appears in the doorway pulling 

FLEMMO (a double) by the arm as 

the real FLEMMO screams 

offstage.] 

 

 FLEMMO 

(Off)  NO!  I WON'T GO!!  I didn't do anything wrong!! 
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 [FLEMMO's hand breaks away, GUARD 

dashes after him; CRUSTI's head 

pops through the curtain.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

Brother!  You will come in here and receive your 

chastisement immediately! 

 

 [CRUSTI retires; GUARD appears 

with FLEMMO's arm again.] 

 

 FLEMMO 

(Off)  NOOOO!!  HE'LL BEAT ME!!  HE USED TO KICK ME IN 

MOTHER'S WOMB! 

 [FLEMMO's arm yanks away; 

CRUSTI's head pops out again.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

Dominic, you are pushing my patience to its limit!  GET IN 

HERE THIS INSTANT, GODDAMMIT!!  (Gasps)  I just broke a 

Commandment!  See what you made me do??  Forgive me, Lord, 

for I have sinned . . .  

 

 [CRUSTI's head pops back in; a 

struggle is heard offstage, 

glass breaks, etc.  FLEMMO 

screams.] 

 

 FLEMMO 

(Off)  LEAVE ME ALONE!!  I'VE ALWAYS BEEN A GOOD PRIEST!!  

I'VE WRITTEN HUNDREDS OF HYMNS!!  NOOOOOOO!!!! 

 

 [Now both GUARDS appear holding 

FLEMMO by the arms; they heave 

him into the room and slam the 

door; it locks.  FLEMMO runs 

back to the door and pulls 

desperately at the handle.] 

 

 FLEMMO 

LET ME OUT!!  HE HATES ME!!  HE'LL HURT MEEEEE!!! 

 

 [FLEMMO's back is to the audience 

as CRUSTI's arm snakes out of 

the confessional and summons 

FLEMMO with a finger.] 
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 CRUSTI 

(Steely)  Brother, you get your miserable skin into this 

booth -- NOW!! 

 [CRUSTI's arm disappears; FLEMMO 

enters the other confessional 

chamber; the rest of the scene 

takes place inside the booth.] 

 

 FLEMMO 

Please, brother, remember Mother's dying words -- "Be kind 

to little Dominic, for he is truly stupid." 

 

 CRUSTI 

You blazing numbskull!  How could you mistake this rake for 

Pope?! 

 

 FLEMMO 

Well, he improvised so well!  His story -- 

 

 CRUSTI 

-- was ludicrous!  You are blowing my bid for Papacy!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

I??  But Pietro--!! 

 

 CRUSTI 

CALL ME CARDINAL!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

You're not serious! 

 

 CRUSTI 

You miserable thorn!  Paul will croak in no time!  He's 

practically named me successor!!  And now this!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

I will try harder! 

 

 CRUSTI 

You had your chance. 

 

 FLEMMO 

What do you mean?? 

 

 CRUSTI 

You are going to Rome. 
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 FLEMMO 

You mean, exiled to wander the desert?! 

 

 CRUSTI 

NO, NO, YOU MORON!!  ROME, THE CITY!!  NOT THE VERB!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

Let me explain, Pietro-- 

 

 CRUSTI 

CARDINAL!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

Okay, okay, Cardinal -- 

 

 CRUSTI 

SHUT UP!  You shall face the Inquisition!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

But I am your brother!! 

 

 CRUSTI 

Not after you sign this Declaration of Incompetence!  Put 

your name right there! 

 

 FLEMMO 

No! 

 

 CRUSTI 

NO?? 

 

 FLEMMO 

I won't! 

 

 CRUSTI 

SIGN IT!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

STUFF IT!! 

 [We hear the parchment crumble 

and it sails out of the booth in 

a ball.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

THAT IS SACRED WRIT YOU'VE SCRUNCHED!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

GO WIPE WITH IT!! 
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 CRUSTI 

Listen to me, you worthless turd!  You retrieve that paper, 

iron it smooth, and PUT YOUR NAME ON IT!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

MAKE ME!! 

 

 CRUSTI 

If you insist!! 

 [A loud smack is heard.] 

 

 FLEMMO 

OW!!  You hit me!! 

 

 CRUSTI 

The Church invests me with that divine right. 

 

 FLEMMO 

I'll give you a divine right! 

 

 [A punch is heard.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

OORF!!  Why you pesky -- OOWWW!!!  HEY!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

And a pretty good left, too!  Have another, you jackass!  

You shit!! 

 [The confessional rocks and 

tilts; the curtain jolts; bangs 

and smacks are heard as the 

brothers duke it out inside.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

GET OFF!!  I AM THE POPE'S COUNSELOR!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

SCREW YOUR POPE!!  YOU PROBABLY DO!!! 

 

 CRUSTI 

AACCKK!!  GUARDS!!  HELP!!  MURDER!!  GGRRGGKKLL!!!! 

 

 [CRUSTI is strangled by FLEMMO as 

the SWISS GUARDS rush in and 

tear the frothing FLEMMO out of 

the booth and drag him out of 

the room screaming.] 
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 FLEMMO 

I HATE YOU!  I LOATHE YOU!  YOU TRIPPED ME ON MY FIRST DAY 

AS ALTAR BOY!  I HOPE YOU ROAST IN HELL, YOU HEARTLESS 

OGRE! 

 

 CRUSTI 

I was going to give you Extreme Unction, but forget it!!  

Throw him in with his confederates!!  They shall march arm-

in-arm to the roaring Inferno!! 

 

 [The dishevelled CRUSTI stumbles 

out of the booth, looks up, 

Heavenward.] 

 

Mom?  I've got some bad news . . . 

 

 [Lights fade to black.] 
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 SCENE THREE 

 

SCENE: The Piazza, now with large Papal 

banners planted into the ground. 

 

AT RISE: SWISS GUARDS wheel POPE PAUL IV 

into the Piazza, with CRUSTI 

close behind.  CROWD cheers, but 

with much less enthusiasm than 

before.  When PAUL is 

centerstage he cuts the CROWD 

off with a grand gesture. 

 

 PAUL 

Pomposans, I am sad.  I have arrived at a bleak moment in 

this city's history.  A plague of doubt and sin runs 

rampant 'mongst these walls, loos'd by a rat in an ermine's 

skin.  "But it's not our fault, your Holiness," you will 

say.  "We didn't want this to happen!"  (Sighs)  I'm sure 

you didn't.  And I would like to let this pass.  You see, I 

don't want to punish you.  Not at all. (Smiles)  For I see 

a kinder, gentler Papacy . . . (begins to quake with rage)  

but you stupid, spiteful sapheads SCREWED IT UP!!!  All of 

you will be flogged 50 times!  And don't even think of 

escaping, for the city gates have been sealed!  And for 

those of you who will beg me to be lenient, read my lips:  

NO MORE MERCY!!!  For I am INFALLIBLE!!  OMNIPOTENT!!  Like 

the Raven on my family's crest, I--I--I-- 

 

 [PAUL rises, grabs his cape and 

flaps, but CRUSTI shoves him 

back down and quickly shoves 

another worm into PAUL's mouth 

and pets his head; PAUL is 

docile again.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

Let the trials begin!  Bring forth the defrocked Flemmo! 

 

 [GUARD enters with FLEMMO (the 

double), hands bound behind him, 

a sack over his head, and gag 

over his mouth.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

Yes, Pomposans, it pains me to say this, but my brother has 

claimed full responsibility for this outrage -- 
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 [FLEMMO shakes his head and 

gurgles "no"; CRUSTI wrenches 

FLEMMO's arms behind his back 

and FLEMMO nods "yes", gurgling 

in agreement.] 

 

 CRUSTI (CONT'D) 

-- and is so ashamed, he has begged that you never look 

upon his pathetic face ever again.  Take him away! 

 

 [GUARD drags FLEMMO off.] 

 

 PAUL 

And now, bring forth the abominable Anti-pope!! 

 

 [BUNDINI enters in handirons, led 

on by ORESTE & GIULIO.  BUNDINI 

kneels before PAUL.] 

 

 GIULIO 

Holy Pontiff, may we remove the handirons?  He is docile 

and repentent. 

 

 PAUL 

So be it.  [ORESTE removes the cuffs.]  And now, wretch, I 

grant you the privilege to speak.  Impress upon the 

gathered horde the futility of your insidious crimes. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Yes, you are right.  Good Pomposans, sinned-against 

citizens, hear me well!  The road of iniquity is lonely, 

treacherous, lined with thorny brambles.  But this road 

leads one place only -- straight to the lava-pits of Hell!! 

 

 [PAUL & CRUSTI smile; offstage 

CROWD jeers throughout.] 

 

 GIULIO 

(to PAUL & CRUSTI)  Not bad, eh? 

 

 BUNDINI 

One prays for villains to turn from this road, back to the 

walls of Holiness, but they do not!  They drag you 

innocents with them!  But you do not know this!  For they 

speak sacred phrases!  They cloak themselves in the 

vestments of the Sacred Mother Church!  And in God's name, 

they wickedly flatter and fleece you -- [Points at PAUL & 

CRUSTI] -- as these fiends are doing to you RIGHT NOW!!!! 
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 PAUL 

WHAT??  Is this part of your plan?? 

 

 GIULIO 

NO!! 

 

 CRUSTI 

SEIZE HIM!!! 

 [SWISS GUARDS rush BUNDINI and he 

whirls on them.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

TOUCH ME, DEVILS, AND YOU WILL BE COVERED WITH PURPLED 

BOILS!!  THE SKIES SHALL RAIN BLOOD!!  THE FIST OF GOD 

SHALL PUMMEL THEE TO PASTE!! 

 [GUARDS stop, hesitate.] 

 

 PAUL 

GRAB HIM, YOU IMBECILES!!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

YOUR HEADS SHALL EXPLODE LIKE VESUVIUS, YOUR BRAINS SHALL 

FLOW LIKE LAVA IF YOU SO MUCH AS BREATHE ON ME, THE ONE 

TRUE POPE PAUL THE FOURTH!! 

 

 GIULIO 

Knavish churl!!  You would make a fool of me thus?!  I 

shall grab him!  Yea, I be not afraid!  And I shall restore 

the glory of the Church!!  I -- GGGLLLUURRKKK!!!!! 

 

 [GIULIO charges BUNDINI; BUNDINI 

whirls and points a shaking 

finger at GIULIO -- GIULIO grabs 

his throat, claws for air, and 

thrashes and gurgles horribly.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

DIE, HELLISH COUNSELOR!!  GOD ALMIGHTY SMOTES THEE DOWN!!! 

 

 GIULIO 

GGOORRKKLL!!!  GLLEEKKK!!  AAAKKKLLKK!!! 

 

 [With a spastic lurch, GIULIO 

collapses to the ground in a 

wildly overacted death scene.  

When he finally goes still, the 

CROWD screams, panics.] 
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 BUNDINI 

GOOD PEOPLE, DO NOT PANIC!!  YOU SHALL NOT BE HARMED!! 

 

 CRUSTI 

'TIS A TRICK!!  DO NOT LISTEN TO HIM!! 

 

 PAUL 

YES, I AM THY PONTIFF!!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Prove it!  I just performed a miracle! 

 

 PAUL 

(Pulls a dagger from his sceptre)  Miracle my eye!  The 

laywer lies!!  Disembowel the dissembler!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

SEE THIS DEMON'S EVIL!! 

 

 ORESTE 

He would debase a corpse?!  That's sacrilege!! 

 

 [ORESTE drags off GIULIO.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

'Tis no miracle, I tell you!  Nobody can do that! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Acts of the Apostles, Book 5!  Peter smote Ananias, the 

real estate fraud! 

 

 CRUSTI 

So what?! 

 

 BUNDINI 

With God on your side, anything's possible! 

 

 PAUL 

He's on MY side!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Then perform one real miracle! 

 

 [CROWD murmurs "yes, yes!"] 

 

 PAUL 

I -- I -- ! 
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 CRUSTI 

(Whispers) "Do not answer to frauds!" 

 

 PAUL 

-- do not answer to frauds! 

 

 BUNDINI 

He is afraid!  He knows he cannot!! 

 

 [CROWD grumbles, agrees.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

You're losing them!  Try!  He can't do one either! 

 

 PAUL 

Alright -- BRING FORTH AN AFFLICTED WRETCH!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

AN AFFLICTED WRETCH!! 

 [MARIO, a Commedian dressed as a 

poor blind peasant with cane and 

wild hair, stumbles on whacking 

his cane relentlessly.] 

 

 MARIO 

ME!!  ME!!  PLEASE, CURE ME!! 

 

 CRUSTI 

And who are you?  What is your affliction? 

 

 MARIO 

I am a Venetian, blind. 

 

 PAUL 

For how long? 

 

 MARIO 

From birth, sire.  But I have gained an excellent sense of 

touch -- often I can tell a person by touching their -- 

 

 [MARIO feels CRUSTI's face, 

recoils in fright and beats 

CRUSTI with his cane.] 

 

 MARIO 

-- AAAHHH!!  A GIANT HIDEOUS IGUANA!!  BACK!!  BACK!! 
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 CRUSTI 

I am not an iguana!! 

 

 MARIO 

Oh, most sorry, sir! 

 

 BUNDINI 

This is child's play!  Pope John the Ninth cured 25 blind 

beggars in one day! 

 

 PAUL 

Kneel, good sir. 

 [MARIO kneels, PAUL holds MARIO's 

head, covering his ears.] 

 

In nomine Patriis, et Filiis et Spiritu Sancti, thou shalt 

be healed by the loving powers invested in ME by St. 

Peter's Keys -- you shall be cured!  See!  See!  Let there 

be SIGHT! 

 

 MARIO 

Hello?!  Are you still there?? 

 

 PAUL 

Of course!  Rise and look upon my God-like glory! 

 

 MARIO 

Where are you?!  Answer me!! 

 

 PAUL 

I'M RIGHT HERE!!  ARE YOU DEAF??!! 

 

 MARIO 

YES, MY GOD, HE'S MADE ME DEAF!!  Waa haa haa haa!  (sobs) 

 

 BUNDINI 

Move, boob.   

 [He grabs MARIO's head, and like 

a Southern faith-healer:] 

 

 BUNDINI (cont'd) 

By the mighty powers of Heaven, Lord, make me a Holy 

Conduit for thy powers!  Hurl a new set of senses through 

my consecrated corpus and heal this good believer!!  Heal!!  

HEAL!!  HEEEEAAAAALLLL!!!! 

 

 MARIO 

NNNGGGAAAAA!!!! 
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 [MARIO & BUNDINI jolt, spasm as 

if struck by lightning. Beat.] 

 

 MARIO 

I can see!!  I CAN SEE!! 

 [CROWD cheers wildly.] 

 

Praise be to god!!  Where's my wife?!  I gotta look at 

her!!   

 [He starts to dash left, stops.] 

 

Is that her?  Oh Lord, MAKE ME BLIND AGAIN!! 

 

 [MARIO dashes off right.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

Another trick!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Then how about something a bit easier? 

 

 PAUL 

Like what? 

 

 BUNDINI 

Can you fill someone with the Holy Spirit? 

 

 PAUL 

Of course I can! 

 

 CRUSTI 

No, don't fall for his -- 

 

 PAUL 

Will you shut up!!  I am POPE!!  Now let's see . . . 

 

 [ANGELA and CELIA stroll across.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Make it easy on yourself -- pick someone already in 

proximity to God -- 

 

 PAUL 

I WILL PICK MY OWN CANDIDATES!!  [Pause.]  You two nuns, 

COME HITHER!! 

 [ANGELA & CELIA approach PAUL.] 
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 CRUSTI 

Not them!  They are befouled, besmirched -- 

 

 PAUL 

Be quiet!!  Do you truly believe I am Christ's spokesman? 

 

 CELIA 

Of course, your Grace! 

 

 ANGELA 

Yes, we believe! 

 

 PAUL 

Then God, the Father, fill these virgin vessels with the 

Holy Spirit!  Grant them them the Gift of Grace!  Purify 

them!  LIFT THEM UP!! 

 

 CRUSTI 

Paul, this is sheer silliness -- 

 

 PAUL 

LOOK, HUNGRY CROWD!  SEE ABOVE THEIR HEADS ARE FLAMING 

TONGUES! 

 

 CELIA 

Really?? 

 

 ANGELA 

Where?!  

 [They feel above their heads.] 

 

 PAUL 

STUPID SLUTS!!  You just waved them away!!  BUT BEHOLD!!  A 

WHITE DOVE DESCENDS!!  IT SPLITS IN TWO AND -- AND -- IT 

ENTERS THEM BOTH!!  THEY ARE FILLED WITH GRACE!! 

 

 ANGELA 

Doves? 

 

 CELIA 

I didn't see any doves! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Did anyone see any doves? 

 [CROWD murmurs skeptically: "No, 

I didn't see any doves, etc."] 
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 PAUL 

Of course!  Only consecrated eyes can see the Holy Spirit!  

I alone saw!  I have performed a miracle!!   

 

 [CROWD boos.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Watch and learn, clown.  Sisters, kneel!  Take my hands!  

Do you feel my sacred goodness coursing through you? 

 

 CELIA 

I feel it! 

 

 ANGELA 

As do I! 

 

 BUNDINI 

It is the Holy Spirit!  He tries to enter you!  Soon you 

will begin to tingle! 

 

 CELIA 

I begin to tingle! 

 

 ANGELA 

I tingle too!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Do not fight Him!!  He wants to speak through you and to 

this thirsting throng!  So let the Holy Spirit SPEAK!! 

 

 [Both sisters begin to vibrate 

and their eyes roll into their 

heads and turn white as they 

babble and sing in quick 

succession and flop on the 

ground in religious ecstacy.] 

 

 CELIA 

Ack ack ack ack -- 

 

 ANGELA 

Abba dabba dabba dabba dabba -- 

 

 CELIA 

Gliddy gloop gloopy -- 
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 ANGELA 

Nibby nobby nooby -- 

 

 CELIA & ANGELA 

(Together)  La la la lo loooooooo! 

 

 BUNDINI 

How about THAT!! 

 

 CELIA 

Voulez bous couchez avec moi, ce soir? 

 

 ANGELA 

Una paloma blancaaaaaaa -- ! 

 

 BUNDINI 

THEY SPEAK IN TONGUES!!  ANOTHER MIRACLE!! 

 

 [CROWD cheers, claps and gets 

into it with the nuns, 

joyously.] 

 

 CELIA 

La la la la la Bamba -- ! 

 

 ANGELA 

Shake it up, baby now -- ! 

 

 CELIA 

La la la la la Bamba -- ! 

 

 ANGELA 

Twist and shout -- ! 

 [PAUL pulls a golden whistle from 

his vestments and blows loudly; 

everybody stops.] 

 

 PAUL 

ENOUGH!!  It is BOGUS, I TELL YOU!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Still not convinced, eh?  One more then -- POSSESSION! 

 

 PAUL 

HA!  I've exorcised dozens!  Bring me a demoniac! 

 

 CRUSTI 

Paul, listen to me! 
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 PAUL 

PISS OFF!!! 

 [ORESTE drags on LUDOVICO, bound, 

flailing, frothing at the mouth; 

he will speak in a deep voice 

(as Satan) and his own normal 

voice.] 

 

 LUDOVICO 

YOU DARE JOSTLE LUCIFER'S LIEUTENANT LIKE A SACK OF 

MANURE??  Please, someone, help me! -- [His body jerks] --  

SHUT UP, YOU SIMP!!  I'VE GOT A POPE TO PUMMEL!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

He's all yours. 

 

 PAUL 

AVAUNT, DARK SPIRIT!  LOOK UPON THIS CROSS!  MY CONSECRATED 

FLESH!  SHRINK IN FEAR AND FLEE TO YOUR MASTER!  LEST I 

REDUCE THEE TO SMOLDERING ASH!  IN NOMINE PATRIIS ET FILIIS 

ET -- OOPPFFF! 

 [LUDOVICO gives PAUL a running 

head butt and sends PAUL 

sprawling.] 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Stop it, demon!  Don't hurt him -- QUIET!  HERE!  FEEL MY 

SATANIC SCORN, IMPOSTER!! 

 [LUDOVICO breaks his bonds and 

grabs PAUL by the neck.] 

 

 PAUL 

CEASE!!  DESIST!  I COMMAND THEE, HORRID SPIRIT!!  AAAHH! 

 

 [BUNDINI points a vibrating 

finger at LUDOVICO who falls to 

the ground, shaking violently.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

UNHAND HIM, FIEND!! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

AAAHHH!!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Back to the sulfur pits, succubbus!  I COMMAND THEE IN THE 

NAME OF THE ONE TRUE GOD! 
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 [LUDOVICO struggles to stop 

BUNDINI, crawling over to him;  

BUNDINI struggles to contain him 

with more power.] 

 

 LUDOVICO 

NO!!  I WON'T LEAVE THIS BODY!!  IT'S MINE!!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

AND AS CHRIST REMOVED THEE, SO SHALL I!!  QUICKLY!!  FETCH 

ME A PIG!! 

 [ORESTE re-enters with a large 

ham on a bone.] 

 

 ORESTE 

Will this ham do, your Grace?? 

 

 BUNDINI 

YES!!  NOW, DEMON, THOU WILT VACATE THE YOUTH'S BODY!!  

INTO YOUR NEW PORK PRISON!! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

NO!!  CAN'T RESIST!!  TOO HOLY!!  MUST FLEEEEE!!  AAAAAHH!! 

 

 [LUDOVICO drops to the ground, 

his body flops and flails madly 

like a dying fish.  His body 

shudders violently, then he goes 

still.  At the same time, the 

ham begins to jump and shake in 

BUNDINI's hand as if possessed.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

The transference is complete! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

(Comes to, leaps up)  What happened?? 

 

 BUNDINI 

You, once possessed, are now cured!  And this ham, once 

cured, is now A DEVILLED HAM!!! 

 

 [CROWD cheers wildly; BUNDINI 

throws the ham to ORESTE who 

exits with it.] 
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 CRUSTI 

It's nothing but cheesy chicanery!! 

 

 [CROWD boos, heckles CRUSTI.] 

 

 PAUL 

HOLD!  STOP!!  So far you've called the miracles, now it's 

my turn!!  Raise the DEAD!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Alright!  Bring back the lawyer! 

 

 CRUSTI 

NO!  His death is suspect! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Then we'll need a new corpse! 

 

 CRUSTI 

But one not in league with you!  THIS Pope will choose the 

victim for resurrection! 

 

 PAUL 

YES!  (to CRUSTI)  YOU!!  (Unsheathes dagger) 

 

 CRUSTI 

Pardon me?? 

 

 PAUL 

GUARDS!!  Hold the Cardinal! 

 

 CRUSTI 

WAIT!  You can't raise me!  You can hardly raise your 

eyebrows! 

 

 BUNDINI 

He does not have faith! 

 

 CRUSTI 

He's wrong!  We just need a different volunteer! 

 

 PAUL 

Alright!  BRING FORTH A FRIAR!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

YO!  A FRIAR!! 

 [A rubber chicken sails onstage 

and lands in front of PAUL.] 
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 CRUSTI 

Fools!  This is a ROASTER!!  [Heaves the chicken offstage.]  

BRING FORTH AN ABBOT!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

HEY, ABBOTT!! 

 [MARIO & GIULIO enter; GIULIO 

wears a baseball cap and carries 

a bat over his shoulder and 

MARIO wears a porkpie hat.] 

 

 GIULIO 

Yeah, all the ballplayers have funny nicknames these days.  

Who is on first base, What is on second, and I Don't Know 

is on third -- 

 

 MARIO 

That's what I wanna find out! 

 

 GIULIO 

I'm telling you!  Who's on first, What's on second -- 

 

 CRUSTI 

NOT THAT KIND OF ABBOT!! 

 [CRUSTI chases them off.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Sorry, Cardinal.  Guess you're stuck. 

 

 PAUL 

Yes!  STAND STILL!  GUARDS!  GRAB HIM!! 

 

 CRUSTI 

No!  Wait!  My brother!  Resurrect my brother!!  He'll do!  

I'll go get him!! 

 [PAUL advances on CRUSTI with 

dagger drawn; CRUSTI dashes 

off.] 

 

 PAUL 

GET BACK HERE!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

SEE!!  THE SUPPOSED CARDINAL FEARS DEATH!! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

(Points at PAUL)  Because he knows this man is FALSE! 
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 [CROWD boos, heckles PAUL.] 

 

 PAUL 

No, I'm not!  I'll show you who's Pope!  CRUSTI!  FLEMMO!  

Get up here!  I'll wipe out all your sins!  Oh, come on, 

you chickens!  It'll only hurt for a minute!  Somebody get 

up here and DIE, THIS INSTANT! 

 

 [FLEMMO is dragged on by the 

GUARDS, hooded.  He is forced to 

his knees before PAUL; PAUL 

raises the dagger, FLEMMO 

screams under his hood/gag.] 

 

 FLEMMO 

UURRGGLLMM!!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

HOLD!!  HIS LAST WORDS!! 

 

 PAUL 

Alright!  MAKE IT SNAPPY!! 

 

 [GUARDS whip off hood & gag; 

BUNDINI leans down to FLEMMO.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

This is it, Flemmo!  You're about to be snuffed out!  And 

if this joker can't resurrect you, then these are your 

final words.  So they better be good!  Now, what do you 

have to say? 

 [FLEMMO looks at BUNDINI, then to 

PAUL with the knife.  Beat.] 

 

 FLEMMO 

(Motions to PAUL)  HE'S A FAKE!!  BECAUSE I'M THE REAL 

CARDINAL CRUSTI!!  MY TWIN, FLEMMO, IS TRYING TO FRAME ME!!  

IT'S ALL A MEDICI PLOT!!  (Points to BUNDINI)  THE REAL 

POPE IS OVER THERE!!! 

 [FLEMMO crawls crab-like from the 

advancing, murderous PAUL.] 

 

 PAUL 

I AM THE REAL POPE!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

NO!!  THOU SHALT NOT KILL!!! 
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 BUNDINI 

WAIT!!  STOP!!  HOLD EVERYTHING!! 

 

 [Suddenly, a thunder sheet 

rumbles offstage; he looks up.] 

What's that, Lord? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Look!  He speaks directly to GOD!!  

 

 BUNDINI 

Yes, I know, but your children are a skeptical lot! 

 

 [More thunder rumbles.] 

 

 PAUL 

No!  Talk to ME!!  I AM YOUR TRUMPET!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

But how will I convince them and unmask these frauds? 

 

 FLEMMO 

Only the Pope can talk to God! 

 

 [Thunder again.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Oh, yes!  That's always a good one!  He says he will give 

you all a sign!   Alright!  I am ready, Lord!  Sign away!!  

AAAAAHHHH!!! 

 [Thunder booms wildly as BUNDINI 

lurches to the ground and smacks 

his hands in the dirt; he 

shakes, then pauses -- the 

thunder stops. He stands up 

slowly, and holds up his hands -

- blood drips from the wounds in 

his palms.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

LOOK!!  I HAVE RECEIVED THE STIGMATA OF CHRIST!! 

 

 CELIA 

CHRIST'S WOUNDS! 

 

 ANGELA 

HIS PALMS BLEED!! 
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 [Handel's "Hallelujah" chorus 

blasts out of nowhere -- 

everyone sings but PAUL; FLEMMO 

dances offstage singing.] 

 

 ALL 

HALLELUJAH!!  HALLELUJAH!!  HA-LLEEEE-LUUUU-JAAAAH!!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

You see!  'Tis not your Old Testament fury they want!  They 

ask for possibilities, not punishment!  They ask for LOVE, 

not FEAR!  They ask for laughter!  They ask for FREEDOM!! 

 

 PAUL 

HRRAAA!!! 

 [PAUL shrieks maniacally and 

plunges the dagger into 

BUNDINI'S back.] 

 

THEY ASK FOR DAMNATION!!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

AAAAAHHH!!! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

BUNDINI!! 

 

 CELIA 

NOOOOOO!!! 

 [Pandemonium.  CROWD screams 

offstage and scatters; CELIA 

runs to BUNDINI who has 

collapsed.  PAUL caws and flaps 

madly about the stage in his 

raven-madness.] 

 

 ANGELA 

Come on! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

But we can't just leave him! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Yes you can!  Quickly!  Escape! 
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 CELIA 

(Kisses him)  Thank you!  I'll never forget you! 

 

 ANGELA 

Let's GO!! 

 [ANGELA grabs CELIA's hand, and 

they run off with LUDOVICO; PAUL 

keeps madly flapping his robes.] 

 

 PAUL 

NOW THERE IS ONLY ONE POPE!  Doth anyone dispute my 

claim??! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Thou shalt not kill . . . 

 

 PAUL 

-- other Christians!  That is the implied meaning!  But 

since you are one of Satan's scorpions, I am perfectly 

justified in squashing you!!  SKRAA!!  HRAAAA!!! 

 

 [PAUL flaps and shrieks more as 

CRUSTI stalks back on.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

GUARDS!  PREPARE A STAKE!!  HIS DEATH MUST BE MORE 

PAINFUL!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Sorry, Cardinal, God robs you of that pleasure. 

 

 CRUSTI 

NO!  YOU CAN'T DIE LIKE THIS! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Better than dying offstage. 

 

 CRUSTI 

(Grabbing BUNDINI's robes)  Stay alive!  Just one more 

minute!  GUARDS, HURRY UP!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

I'm afraid this is it!  It's getting dark!  Why, I see the 

Lord's face descending!  Glowing!  It's a miracle!  Look!  

His face!  It glows on your robes. 

 

 CRUSTI 

Where?? 
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 [CRUSTI looks down at his robes; 

BUNDINI swats his nose, and dies 

laughing.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Hahahahaaaaa . . . . . 

 

 CRUSTI 

GODDAMN THEE, MISERABLE SHIT!!  I SHALL ROAST HIM STILL!! 

 

 PAUL 

Forget him, Crusti.  He was merely the carrion.  And the 

contagion rages on.  The people forsook me!  Flouted my 

authority! 

 

 CRUSTI 

For this mongrel's gospel of flesh and greed. 

 

 PAUL 

They are too diseased.  They cannot be salvaged. 

 

 CRUSTI 

I agree.  This heresy is too deeply ingrained. 

 

 PAUL 

And like the Plague, it must be quarantined and destroyed, 

before it can spread.  For the sake of the life of the 

Church! 

 

 CRUSTI 

Then what is thy decree, oh Majestic One? 

 

 PAUL 

I hereby issue a verbal bull -- every Pomposan must be 

executed!  This city must be razed to the ground, burnt to 

blackened ash!  No trace of this stinking Sodom must live!  

And we shall censor all history books!  Erase its name and 

obliterate every reference from our sacred archives!  And 

so that no foul seed may grow on this sin-soaked spot, rock 

salt shall be plowed into this Earth!  The Pope hath 

spoken! 

 

 CRUSTI 

And the Church is saved.  Allelujah! 
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 PAUL 

Allelujah!  GUARDS!!  Torch his wretched remains and carry 

out my orders!  Then let us return to Rome.  Amen. 

 

 [CRUSTI wheels PAUL off.  Sounds 

of hysteria, mass execution and 

bonfires rage, as flickering 

orange lights flood the stage, 

then fade to a spot on BUNDINI 

as the Piazza set disappears...] 

 

 

 EPILOGUE 

 

 [Thick fog creeps across the 

stage floor, idyllic harp music 

plays, and large pearly gates 

roll on.  Suddenly, BUNDINI 

rises, dusts himself off and 

looks around.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

(Disoriented)  What the hell -- ? 

 

 [Enter ST. PETER in a white robe, 

white hair and long white 

beard.] 

 

 ST. PETER 

Nope.  Wrong guess.  HEY, ST FRANCIS!  PUT THE BIRDS DOWN, 

WE GOT ANOTHER CHECK-IN! 

 

 BUNDINI 

You mean, I'm allowed in here? 

 

 ST. PETER 

You're Bundini, aren't you?  Got stabbed in the back by 

that raven-mad maniac, right? 

 

 BUNDINI 

Yeah, how'd you know? 

 

 ST. PETER 

Hey, I'm St. Peter.  I got everyone's number. 

 

 BUNDINI 

You do?  Then what about Ludovico?  And Sister Angela? 
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 ST. PETER 

She ain't a sister no more!  She's his wife! 

 

 BUNDINI 

They got away? 

 

 ST. PETER 

Oh yeah.  Far away.  Like the New World.  Couldn't find a 

church they liked, so they went off and started their own.  

They won't be up here for another half a century. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Thank God. 

 

 ST. PETER 

Hey, do it yourself, He's right in there.  I'm too busy to 

run personal errands.  That deranged Pontiff's got us 

working overtime! 

 

 BUNDINI 

And when's he coming up here? 

 

 ST. PETER 

He's not. 

 

 BUNDINI 

But he's a Pope. 

 

 ST. PETER 

So?  You think God wants a nut like that up here?  Oh no, 

they got a nice bubbly cauldron warming up for him 

downstairs.  Crusti too.  But you're all set.  Go on in. 

 

 [ST. PETER starts off, away from 

the gates.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

One more question. 

 

 ST. PETER 

Look, I'm very busy.  We're picking up slaughtered souls 

left and right. 

 

 BUNDINI 

What about Sister Celia?  Did she escape? 

 

 ST. PETER 

Ask an angel!  I gotta go! 
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 [ST. PETER exits; as BUNDINI 

starts after him, his back is to 

the gates and he doesn't see 

CELIA enter through them.  She 

is dressed in a stunning white 

satin gown and heels and looks, 

well, heavenly.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Wait!  Come back!  Is she dead or alive??  What happened to 

her??  I gotta know!  Where's Celia?? 

 

 CELIA 

(Throatily)  Didn't you hear the man?  He said "ask an 

angel." 

 [BUNDINI turns and takes her in.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Wow.  For a dead person, you look gorgeous.  So you didn't 

make it out? 

 

 CELIA 

No.  But I'm not sorry.  Because now I get to be here with 

you. 

 

 [Suddenly, a lush recording of 

"Heaven, I'm in heaven . . . " 

starts to play underneath.] 

 

 CELIA (CONT'D) 

Care to dance? 

 

 BUNDINI 

With you?  On a cloud?  Of course. 

 

 [They come together into each 

other's arms.] 

 

 BUNDINI (CONT'D) 

Now I see why they call it Heaven. 

 

 CELIA 

(Laughs)   Shut up and dance, handsome. 

 

 [And they do, smoothly, around 

the clouds staring blissfully 

into each other's eyes.] 
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 [Music up full as the lights 

slowly fade to black.] 

 

 

 END OF PLAY. 

 

 

 

 *   *   *   * 


