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 ACT TWO 

 

 SCENE ONE 

 

SCENE: The Courtyard of the Convent of St. 

Lucrezia: an archway leads into the 

cloister, and a bell hangs near 

this entrance. 

 

AT RISE: ANGELA sits on a bench -- around 

her neck are twelve rosaries; on 

the bench next to her lay three 

rosaries -- she holds a bead on one 

of them and poutily recites "Hail 

Marys" in a quick, bored monotone; 

her fingers move up bead by bead 

counting off each prayer.  CELIA 

sits opposite on a stool, engrossed 

in a book. 

 

 ANGELA 

. . . pray for us sinners, now and at the hour of our death.  

Amen. 

 

 CELIA 

(Glances up)  Amen.  Amen.  Aaaaaah (sighs) . . . men.  (She 

returns to her book.) 

 

 ANGELA 

Two hundred and thirty-four.  Hail Mary, full of grace, the 

Lord is with thee.  Blessed art thou among women and blessed 

is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus.  Holy Mary, Mother of God, 

pray for us sinners, now and at the hour of our death.  Amen.  

Two hundred and thirty-five.  Hail Mary, full of grace, the 

Lord is with thee . . .  [She eyes CELIA warily, then says 

quickly:]  . . . Pray for us sinners, now and at the hour of 

our death.  Amen.  Two hundred and thirty-six. 

 

 [ANGELA smiles, prays faster.] 

 

Hail Mary, full of grace, pray for us sinners, now and at the 

hour of our-- 

 [CELIA's head snaps up.] 

 

 CELIA 

ANGELA!!!! 
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 ANGELA 

What, Sister?  What's wrong? 

 

 CELIA 

You offer the Virgin truncated prayers!  Start over and 

MEAN IT! 

 

 ANGELA 

I can't!  All I can think of is the young student.  And the 

senseless suffering I caused him. 

 

 CELIA 

Dear, your sense of guilt is highly commendable, but make 

sure it's for something wrong, not right. 

 

 ANGELA 

But why was it right to whip him? 

 

 CELIA 

Because his opinions are evil!  They cause friction.  Yes, 

friction, which leads to PASSION and HEAT and VIBRATIONS 

AND SHUDDERING THIGHS, EXPLODING, BURSTING, THRUSTING -- 

 

 ANGELA 

(Sings)  "Michael row the boat ashore, Allelujuh . . . " 

 

 CELIA 

DOWN, wicked thoughts, DOWN, DOWN, DOWN!!! 

 

 [WHAPP!  CELIA smacks her face 

with the book.] 

 

(Sings) "Dominique-a-nique-a-nique, la la la la, la la la 

la-- 

 [WHAPP!! Another smack, and now 

CELIA is docile.] 

 

 CELIA (CONT'D) 

Now, where were we? 

 

 ANGELA 

At nine hundred and fifty-nine.  Hail Mary -- 

 

 CELIA 

(Rises)  SISTER!!  Your soul is at stake here!  It is soot-

black with sin! 
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 ANGELA 

What sin?? 

 

 CELIA 

Your parents' first of all!  You were conceived in LUST -- 

! 

 

 ANGELA 

That wasn't my fault! 

 

  CELIA 

-- pure, carnal LUST and DEPRAVITY, TWO LOINS GRINDING, 

FLESH POUNDING, BUTTOCKS SMACKING, WET HOT GUSHING-- 

 

 ANGELA 

(Sings)  "And they'll know we are Christians by our love, 

by our love -- 

 

 CELIA 

DIE, LEWD URGES, DIE, DIE, DIIIIIIIIEEE!!!! 

 

 [CELIA grabs her head in her 

hands and hurls herself at the 

bell -- BONG!! -- and smacks her 

forehead against it, then 

stumbles backwards.] 

 

(Sings)  "Finiculi, finicula, finiculi, finiculaaaaaaaa--!! 

 

 [She throws herself at the bell 

once more.  BONG!!  She wobbles 

back to ANGELA, now tame.] 

 

 CELIA (CONT'D) 

You were saying? 

 

 ANGELA 

Sister, please, ever since I heard the student's words, 

they keep echoing inside my head! 

 

 CELIA 

You are a woman -- the Church forbids you to think! 

 

 ANGELA 

Then why did God give me a brain? 

 

 CELIA 

Why did God give us ear lobes?  Tapeworms?  Toejam?? 
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 ANGELA 

Sister, listen to me -- 

 

 CELIA 

The three-toed sloth?  The spiny blowfish?  The flying 

cockroach? 

 

 ANGELA 

Please!  I must have an answer that makes sense! 

 

 [FLEMMO enters through the arch.] 

 

 FLEMMO 

To what, my child?  Celia, does she doubt again? 

 

 CELIA 

(Nods gravely)  Mmm-hmmmm. 

 

 FLEMMO 

Look, this cannot persist!  Just read the Bible!  It 

provides all answers.  Listen --  

 

 [He grabs CELIA's book from her, 

opens at random and reads:] 

 

 -- "and as she straddled his manly sword of flesh, she 

squealed in rapture as he plunged his massive --"  

 

 [Appalled, FLEMMO quickly glances 

at the book's cover] 

 -- Bathsheba's Bondage?! 

 

 CELIA 

It's Sister Sophie's!  I was going to burn it! 

 

 FLEMMO 

(Thrusts the book back at her)  See that you do!  Now what 

ails the girl? 

 

 CELIA 

She questions the student's beating! 

 

 FLEMMO 

Again??  Why can't you do as you're told and forget him?! 
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 ANGELA 

It's not so much him, but what he preached -- compassion, 

mercy, forgiveness -- it makes so much sense. 

 

 FLEMMO 

Now listen!  The Pope will be here any day!  And if he 

smells this heresy on your breath, he will strip my rank!  

Or worse, hand me over to my brother! 

 

 ANGELA 

But Father, I can't help what I feel. 

 

 FLEMMO 

(On his knees)  PLEASE??  For me??  Do you want my brother 

to genuflect on my head??  

 

 ANGELA 

I'm sorry, but I can't make myself think otherwise. 

 

 [Suddenly, FLEMMO grabs ANGELA by 

the collar and shakes her.] 

 

 FLEMMO 

You little witch!  Because of you, the Vatican Auditor only 

gave me a two-cross rating!  I don't want to be on Papal 

Probation!  Do you hear me?!  DO YOU HEAR ME?!! 

 

 ANGELA 

(Choking)  Gakk!!  Can't br--ee--aakkggg---!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

YOU HAVE FREE WILL!!  SO WILL YOURSELF TO THINK AS YOU'RE 

TOLD!!  OORRFF!!! 

 [ANGELA knees FLEMMO in the 

groin; she breaks free and 

collapses on the bench; FLEMMO 

doubles over, gasping.] 

 

 CELIA 

Holy Mother of God!  You've struck a priest!!  The earth 

will split in two!!  The skies will rain manure!! 

 

 ANGELA 

I couldn't breathe! 

 

 CELIA 

That's no excuse!  Beg for forgiveness!  GROVEL!! 
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 [CELIA pushes ANGELA to her feet 

before FLEMMO.] 

 

 ANGELA 

Father, I kneel before thee with contrite and penitent 

heart.  Please forgive the monstrous violence I have 

perpetrated on thy Holy Member. 

 

 FLEMMO 

That's alright -- wasn't using it anyway. 

 

 [Suddenly, all the bells of the 

town clang wildly.] 

 

 CELIA 

Hark!  Listen! 

 

 FLEMMO 

The Church bells! 

 

 ANGELA 

On a Tuesday? 

 

 FLEMMO 

My God, is it an invasion?!  War??! 

 

 CELIA 

War??!  With hulking, swarthy soldiers?  Rippling muscles?? 

 

 FLEMMO 

STOP IT!! 

 [BRUNO rushes on.] 

 

 BRUNO 

Father Flemmo!  It's Pope Paul!!  He's arrived!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

The Pope?!  But he's not due for three days! 

 

 [ROCCO dashes on.] 

 

 ROCCO 

He's here!  He just rode in on a mule! 

 

 FLEMMO 

With no Papal train?! 
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 ROCCO 

No, only Ludovico, the Exile!! 

 

 ANGELA 

(Flushed)  Ludovico?! 

 

 CELIA 

What can this mean?? 

 

 FLEMMO 

Only one thing!  The banished heathen has taken the Pontiff 

hostage!  To hold him ransom as revenge!! 

 

 CELIA 

What can we do?? 

 

 FLEMMO 

Free him!  And thus, I can clear my low-grade Audit and win 

the title I've coveted for so long! 

 

 CELIA 

Cardinal Flemmo! 

 

 FLEMMO 

No!  Official Papal Hymnist!  Quickly!  Exeunt Omnes!! 

 

 [FLEMMO, CELIA & ALTAR BOYS all 

race off as ANGELA glances up to 

Heaven.] 

 

 ANGELA 

Ludovico returned?  You heard me after all.  Thank you. 

 

 [ANGELA winks and exits. 

Blackout.  The bells continue to 

peal and segue into the sounds 

of a crowd cheering for the next 

scene.] 
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 SCENE TWO 

 

SCENE: The Town Piazza: a drop is 

painted with the streets & 

houses of Pomposa, the Basilica, 

etc. 

 

AT RISE: BUNDINI faces the audience, now 

washed & shaven and dressed as 

POPE PAUL IV.  LUDOVICO, also 

cleaned and wearing a monk's 

habit, stands beside him.  The 

body of REYNALDO, the Swiss 

Guard, is draped over the Papal 

Chest.  Cheering flares, then 

BUNDINI cuts it off. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Pope Paul says: "Clap your hands!" 

 

 [Wild thunderous applause.] 

 

Pope Paul says: "Make rude farting noises!" 

 

 [Chorus of rude farting noises.] 

 

Pope Paul says: "Repeat the word 'wienie' in a silly, high-

pitched tone!" 

 [Chorus of high-pitched 

"wienies."] 

 

Pope Paul says: "Silence!" 

 [Silence.] 

 

Now, hit yourself in the face with a frying pan! 

 

 [One loud "POONK!!" resounds from 

offstage.] 

 

Ah, ah, ah!  Didn't say "Pope Paul says!"  You!  

APPROACH ME!! 

 [A dazed NOBLEMAN with a gushing 

nosebleed stumbles to the stage, 

faces BUNDINI.] 

Hands together! 

 [NOBLEMAN puts hands together, 

prayer-like; BUNDINI starts a 

juvenile slapping game -- he 
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whacks NOBLEMAN twice, then 

jerks his arm, but does not 

slap; NOBLEMAN yanks hands 

away.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Free hit for flinching! 

 [BUNDINI whacks NOBLEMAN's 

hands.] 

And what do you say? 

 

 NOBLEMAN 

Thank you, your Supreme Holiness! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Alright, now scram!! 

 [NOBLEMAN does not move.] 

 

Good!  Pope Paul says "Scram!!" 

 

 [NOBLEMAN scrams.] 

Very, very good! 

 [ALTAR BOYS & FLEMMO charge on 

with CELIA & ANGELA close 

behind.  BUNDINI sees FLEMMO's 

face and  hides his own behind 

his stole.] 

 

 FLEMMO 

YOU!!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

AAAHH!!!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

We told you what would happen if we ever saw you again!! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

(to BUNDINI)  What are you doing?? 

 

 BUNDINI 

(to LUDOVICO)  Cardinal Crusti!  The Inquisitor!! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Cardinal?  But he's only a -- 

 

 FLEMMO 

Seize him!!  Take him away! 
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 [ALTAR BOYS grab LUDOVICO as 

FLEMMO kneels before BUNDINI.] 

 

 FLEMMO 

Almighty Pontiff, quake no more!  We have freed you from 

this fiend! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Let me go! 

 

 FLEMMO 

His base treachery shall be crammed into the ears of my 

brother, Cardinal Crusti! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Brother? 

 

 FLEMMO 

The Holy Inquisitor of Rome? 

 

 BUNDINI 

Cardinal Crusti is your brother?! 

 

 FLEMMO 

(Brown-nosing)  Aye, my mirror image -- surely he did but 

tell you of my unswerving devotion to your Worship's will? 

 

 BUNDINI 

Of course -- but not of your twinship!  I mistook you for 

an evil spirit in his guise! 

 

 FLEMMO 

Many a person we have fooled -- ha ha ha!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

WHAT??!!  'Twas on purpose?!  To publicly humiliate your 

Holy Pontiff??!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

(Cowering)  NAY!!  'Tis a jest of God's, not of my 

devising!  Crinkle not your thunderous brows, oh Mighty 

Vicar of Christ!  I mock you not!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Well . . . then I forgive you.  Now, release this man -- 

[Points to LUDOVICO] -- he has saved the Church! 
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 FLEMMO 

Him??  B-b-but he spreads the heresy of humanism!   

 

 LUDOVICO 

Nay, good Flemmo, I am a true and zealous Christian now!  

I am BORN AGAIN! 

 

 ANGELA 

(Horrified)  What?!  Is this true?? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

As this man is Pope! 

 

 FLEMMO 

(Skeptical)  And how came this miraculous conversion? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Upon my expulsion from town, I hiked to the highest hill to 

hurl myself hence -- when I looked to the valley below and 

saw a sight which took my reason hostage!  The Holy Papal 

Caravan ambushed by Turks!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

That's right!  Swarms of infidels!  Thousands!  Slashing 

through my troops like dried cornstalks!  Within seconds, 

I'd've been maggot lunch! 

 

 FLEMMO 

(Doubtful)  Turks?  In Tuscany?? 

 

 BUNDINI 

Would I lie? 

 

 FLEMMO 

(Falls to his knees)  Oh, of course not, Holy Father! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Then all of a sudden, I had a vision!  St. Paul's 

decapitated head appeared before me and spoke!  "GO!  You 

must save the Church!!" 

 

 BUNDINI 

And I looked up and saw this man -- and St. Paul's head -- 

flying down the mountainside! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

I grabbed two hefty swords -- 

 



 II, ii, 49 

 

 

 BUNDINI 

And hacked the philistine hordes -- 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Til not a Turk was left to fight! 

 

 BUNDINI 

And there we stood, among a mountain of corpses, just me 

and he and St. Paul -- from the neck up. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

So lock your gates!  Infidels!  Pagans!  Lurking in the 

hills! 

 [ALTAR BOYS dash off.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Admit no one, lest they be heathen in disguise! 

 

 [Suddenly, CELIA rushes BUNDINI 

and throws herself at his feet, 

sobbing hysterically.] 

 

 CELIA 

Alright!  I confess!  'TWAS ALL MY FAAAAUUULLLTTT!!!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

Celia!  Get up!  You're snivelling on the Pope!! 

 

 CELIA 

Please, Almighty Father, I must be punished!  The Turks -- 

my wretched sins called them forth! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Dear woman, how could you have caused such misfortune? 

 

 CELIA 

Sin clings to me like this heavy habit!  Oh, how I desire 

to shed these robes of wickedness and be bathed by God's 

own hands! 

 [CELIA feels herself sensually 

with her hands.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Call on me this afternoon -- you'll get the next best 

thing. 

 

 CELIA 

But I??  I am unworthy!  I am bilge!  Dishwater!  Lint! 
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 BUNDINI 

Nay, thou are Woman -- God's most perfect creature. 

 

 CELIA 

But is not Man God's most perfect creature? 

 

 BUNDINI 

Nay, for Man was but a first draft.  Now go, prepare for 

private audience. 

 

 CELIA 

Thank you!  Oh, thank you, Most Sacred Father! 

 

 [She dashes off.] 

 

 FLEMMO 

(Joyous)  Sacred Paul, if your story be true, then my 

brother and the Papal Auditor are dead! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Oh no, they're still in Rome. They shall be here this week. 

 

 FLEMMO 

(Snaps fingers)  Damn! 

 

 BUNDINI 

But speaking of your Audit -- 

 

 FLEMMO 

I'm sure you're tired.  Perhaps some dinner first? 

 

 [Suddenly, VINCENZIO MORRONE, 

50's, a Mafioso olive oil baron, 

storms onstage.] 

 

 MORRONE 

STOP!!  THAT MAN IS A FRAUD!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

What do you mean?! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Who are you?! 

 

 MORRONE 

Vincenzio Morrone of Florence, exclusive Olive Oil 

Contractor to Pope Paul -- and you are not he! 
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 LUDOVICO 

(Whispers)  Oh God!  Bundini!  What do we do?? 

 

 BUNDINI 

Quiet!!  (to MORRONE)  Oh, I'm not, eh?!  Is this not the 

Papal sceptre?! 

 [Shoves Papal sceptre under 

MORRONE's nose.] 

 

 MORRONE 

Yeah, it's the sceptre -- 

 

 BUNDINI 

And these robes, my crown -- are these clever forgeries?! 

 

 MORRONE 

Well no, they're real -- 

 

 BUNDINI 

And this ring -- is this not the Ring of the Fisherman 

himself?! 

 [Shoves ring at MORRONE.] 

 

 MORRONE 

I have kissed it many times!  It is the Ring!  But you are 

false!  And your story a pack of lies! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Need you proof?!  Here!  Look upon this corpse, the 

recently-expired, soon-to-be-Saint Reynaldo, my only 

surviving guard!  Look upon his blood-caked face!  I 

suppose this man is faking death?! 

 

 [BUNDINI lifts REYNALDO's head; 

REYNALDO's eyes pop open.] 

 

 REYNALDO 

Saint Peter?  Am I there?? 

 

 [Everyone screams and scatters in 

fright as BUNDINI improvises.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

It's a MIRACLE!!  HE LIVES!!! 

 

 REYNALDO 

This is not Heaven!  Who are you?? 
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 LUDOVICO 

'Tis your sacred sovereign, Pope Paul! 

 

 REYNALDO 

What?!  But he's not the Pope! 

 

 MORRONE 

SEE??  I WAS RIGHT!!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

He babbles with delirium!  Battle fatigue! 

 

 REYNALDO 

The Pope is still in BologNNNAAAAHHH!!!! 

 

 [BUNDINI steps on REYNALDO's 

hand, crushing it.] 

 

 MORRONE 

ARREST HIM, I TELL YOU!! 

 

 REYNALDO 

He's not the PooAAOOOWWW!!! 

 [BUNDINI twists his ear.] 

 

 MORRONE 

Listen to him!!  He speaks the truth!  He says you're not 

the Pope!! 

 

 REYNALDO 

No!  He's Attila the Hun! 

 

 MORRONE 

Attila the Hun??? 

 

 REYNALDO 

Yeah!  And that's the Emperor Caligula!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

You see?  More delirium!  He's lost his mind! 

 

 REYNALDO 

Wait!!  He stole the Pope's AAAARRRGGG!!!! 

 

 [BUNDINI pulls a pins from his 

vestments, stabs REYNALDO in the 

buttocks; REYNALDO jolts and 

flails on the ground in pain.] 
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 BUNDINI 

And an epileptic as well!!  Let's make sure he doesn't bite 

off his tongue! 

 [BUNDINI whips off a glove and 

jams it in REYNALDO's mouth; as 

REYNALDO grabs for it, BUNDINI 

hold his arms.] 

 

 REYNALDO 

(Through the glove)  NNNRRRGLKKL!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

This man is violently disturbed!  BOYS!!  Restrain his 

hands, lest he claw out his eyes! 

 

 [ALTAR BOYS grab REYNALDO by the 

arms, and carry him offstage.] 

 

 MORRONE 

Alright, so he's a little looney -- 

 

 BUNDINI 

Place him in a cell where he can harm no one else! 

 

 MORRONE 

-- but he was right!  You're a FAKE!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

I shall heal him later! 

 

 MORRONE 

Why won't anyone listen to me??!  If this guy's the Pope, 

then I'll eat shit!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

(turns on MORRONE)  Hope you're hungry!  Did you not say 

you were from Florence?! 

 

 MORRONE 

Yeah, so what?? 

 

 BUNDINI 

As I thought!  A pawn of the malevolent Medici!  Who would 

stop at nothing to regain the Papal Throne!! 

 

 MORRONE 

That is a lie!! 
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 BUNDINI 

Nay, knave!  For Ludovico here did study in Florence and 

tutor the Medici brats, RIGHT??  (Cues LUDOVICO) 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Er--YES!!  Echoing through the halls everyday were multiple 

plots for Pope Paul's assassination!  And you were the 

principal plotter!   

 [LUDOVICO points at MORRONE.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

(to MORRONE)  My God, I'll bet you hired those Turks! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

He did!!  I heard him!! 

 

 MORRONE 

Nay!  'Tis false!  Father Flemmo, surely you will vouch for 

my immaculate character!  Intercede!  I beg of you! 

 

 FLEMMO 

Last month, this man sold the parish five barrels of olive 

oil, extra virgin.  Yet 'twas gritty and soured -- 'twas 

extra slut!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

And a swindler to boot!  Give him the hook!  Throw him in 

prison!! 

 [ALTAR BOYS thunder back on.] 

 

 MORRONE 

No!  Stop!  I am completely innocent!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

LIAR!  No Catholic is completely innocent!  AWAY!! 

 

 MORRONE 

STOP!!  WAIT!  It's a frame-up!!  You're the swindler!!  

Somebody listen to me!  Heeeeeeeeeellp . . . . ! 

 

 [ALTAR BOYS haul off MORRONE.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Now, Monsignor, if you don't mind, we are most weary from 

our trials. 
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 FLEMMO 

Of course!  This way! 

 

 [ANGELA approaches them.] 

 

 ANGELA 

Wait!  Your Excellency, before you retire may I have a few 

words with the young convert? 

 

 [BUNDINI checks her out, smiling, 

then turns to LUDOVICO.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

She the one? 

 [LUDOVICO nods.] 

 

Very nice.  Well, I suppose that'd be fine.  Father Flemmo, 

take me to my quarters.  Peace be with you, Sister.  

(Winking to LUDOVICO)  And a piece be with you too. 

 

 [BUNDINI & FLEMMO exit.] 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Greetings, Sister.  Again we meet. 

 

 ANGELA 

Yes, I'm glad to see you alive -- but was all you said 

true? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Absolutely!  All my former convictions I have washed away 

like dirt. 

 

 ANGELA 

You mean the things you said in the Church yesterday? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

About mercy and compassion? 

 

 ANGELA 

And love.  You spoke of love. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Yes, love . . . but, er, first, um, we must love God, who 

speaks through the Almighty Pontiff, whom I follow with 

dog-like devotion. 
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 ANGELA 

You mean if I were to be whipped again, you would allow it? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

If the Pope wills it.  For only a heretic -- as I was -- 

would question. 

 

 ANGELA 

You truly believe that? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

With all my heart. 

 

 ANGELA 

May I touch it? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

My heart? 

 

 ANGELA 

Yes. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

If it will prove my sincerity, go ahead. 

 

 [ANGELA places her hand on 

LUDOVICO's heart.] 

 

 ANGELA 

It races wildly. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

With zeal for my new-found beliefs! 

 

 ANGELA 

You tremble, you look away -- are you telling the truth? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Yes!  I am converted! 

 

 ANGELA 

Then look me in the eye and tell me.  Only then will I 

believe you. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Alright.  I . . . I . . . 
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 [He stares into her eyes -- and 

crumbles.  He wraps her in his 

arms and kisses her; she returns 

it briefly, then breaks away.] 

 

 ANGELA 

No!  That's not the answer I wanted! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

But you did reciprocate! 

 

 ANGELA 

I have taken a vow of chastity! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

I haven't! 

 

 ANGELA 

If you were as truly pious as you claim to be, you wouldn't 

have kissed me! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

And if you were as truly chaste as you claim to be, you 

wouldn't've touched my breast! 

 

 ANGELA 

I did it to test your beliefs! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Are you convinced now? 

 

 ANGELA 

I'm not sure!  I don't know! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Then test me again! 

 [He grabs her and kisses her once 

more.  She returns it heartily, 

but then pulls away.] 

 

 ANGELA 

Alright!  Now I know!  You cry holiness, but would violate 

my vows -- 

 

 LUDOVICO 

You let me! 
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 ANGELA 

-- which proves only one thing!  You are the worst of 

hypocrites! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

No!  I believe what you believe!  Let us join our, uh, 

beliefs! 

 [He tries to grab her and kiss 

once more, but she smacks him.] 

 

 ANGELA 

NO!  Keep your hands off me!  You are temptation!  You're 

the serpent himself! 

 [ANGELA runs off.  LUDOVICO 

stares after her, dazed.] 

 

 LUDOVICO 

And I would crawl on my belly and eat dust for you.  

(To Heaven)  Oh God, why did you have to make them so 

beautiful -- and INSANE??  Wait!  Let me explain!  Sister!  

Wait! 

 [He chases after her as the 

lights slowly fade to black.  

CROWD cheers fade up into the 

next scene.] 
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 SCENE THREE 

 

SCENE: The Papal Guest Chambers with a 

table, chairs, divan & cabinet; 

there is an entrance door and a 

window with shutters; along the 

back wall a confessional (wooden 

booth with separate two chambers 

closed off with heavy velvet 

curtains rather than doors). 

 

AT RISE: BUNDINI, sans cape & tiara, 

stands near the window, blessing 

the masses and soaking it their 

wild cheers.  LUDOVICO enters. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Listen to that!  It worked!  They've swallowed the whole 

Holy hook! 

 [BUNDINI goes to the window and 

the crowd noises jack up very 

quickly.  BUNDINI steps away, 

the volume jumps down.  He pokes 

his head out, again volume up; 

pulls it back, volume down.  

Next he darts his sceptre in the 

window, pulls it back -- quick 

up/down; his foot -- quick 

up/down; tosses his Bible past 

the window to LUDOVICO -- even 

shorter up/down. (The effect 

should be of a sound technician 

giddily playing with the sound 

volume control.)  BUNDINI shuts 

the window.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Amazing.  They're completely unquestioning.  They'll do 

anything I say.  Poor bastards. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

What, now you feel sorry for them? 

 

 BUNDINI 

Well, yeah.  These suckers have been cowed for centuries by 

asinine rules, their hands tied by "Thou shalt nots."  Yet 

as Pope, I have the power to untie those "nots!"  (Beat)  

You know what?  We are gonna show this town how to party!   
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 [They smack hands in a high five 

-- BUNDINI flinches in pain:] 

 

 BUNDINI 

AAAAAGGG!!! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

What's the matter?! 

 

 BUNDINI 

My Inquisition souvenirs have not yet healed.  Find me a 

kerchief, wouldja? 

 [LUDOVICO looks into the cabinet, 

finds a kerchief, hands it to 

BUNDINI who dabs his palms.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

So, your Angela is a tasty dish after all. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Yeah, and now I see why these guys become celibate.  Like 

all women, she's deranged. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Well, she is a nun.  Now where's that fool, Flemmo?  I'm 

famished! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

There're some crackers in that cabinet. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Then let's break 'em out! 

 [LUDOVICO pulls out a chalice of 

cracker-like wafers from the 

cabinet; BUNDINI tastes one.] 

 

 BUNDINI (CONT'D) 

Mmmm.  Not bad.  Try one. 

 [LUDOVICO eats too.]  

 

Y'know, at Communion, when the priest says "The Body of 

Christ," did you ever wonder what body part you're getting? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

That's disgusting! 
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 BUNDINI 

No, I'm serious!  God only knows what you're sticking in 

your mouth -- (priest-like) -- the left nostril of Christ! 

 

 [BUNDINI tosses a wafer high in 

the air and catches it in his 

mouth.] 

 

 LUDOVICO 

The hangnail of Christ! [He does the same.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

The bunions of Christ! 

 [BUNDINI tosses another.  FLEMMO 

enters and gasps.] 

 

 FLEMMO 

Your Holiness!  Do not do that!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Why not? 

 

 FLEMMO 

'Tis the Body of Christ you toss! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Nonsense, it's only bread. 

 

 FLEMMO 

Nay, they are surplus hosts for Mass--already transformed! 

 

 BUNDINI 

All the better!  I snack on Holiness!  Now bring us wine! 

 

 FLEMMO 

B-b-but Holy Pontiff, is not that profane?? 

 

 BUNDINI 

When I ask for wine, I mean the LIQUID KIND!!  NOW MOVE!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

(Snivelling)  Oh yes, of course, your Grace.   

 

 [FLEMMO signals off to ALTAR BOYS 

who enter with wine and goblets; 

they pour for BUNDINI & 

LUDOVICO] 
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 FLEMMO (CONT'D) 

Er, I'm afraid you arrived a little early so our kitchen 

was unprepared.  But we're working on it. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Good.  Then we'll have a rabbit cacciatore-- 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Veal scallopini -- 

 

 BUNDINI 

Lobster thermidor -- 

 

 LUDOVICO 

A Peking duck -- 

 

 BUNDINI 

-- and a chocolate-covered cannoli and cappuccino for 

dessert.  Got all that? 

 

 FLEMMO 

(to ROCCO)  Uh -- you got all that?   

 

 [ROCCO nods, FLEMMO snarls and 

chases him off.] 

 

 FLEMMO (cont'd) 

THEN MOVE!!  While we're waiting, your Grace, perhaps you'd 

like some music to soothe you? 

 

 BUNDINI 

Music?  What kind? 

 

 FLEMMO 

My own! 

 [FLEMMO motions to BRUNO who 

whips out a mandolin; FLEMMO 

hums, tuning with BRUNO to get 

the right note.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

You?? 

 

 FLEMMO 

Yea, I have writ a slew of hymns and holy tunes! 
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 [BRUNO strums and FLEMMO sings 

(to the tune of "We Three Kings 

of Orient Are").] 

 

 FLEMMO 

"Persecuted for following Jesus, 

Look!  A centurion!  He will seize us! 

Pray to God, and hope he frees us! 

Chains and thumbscrews do not please us!" 

 

 [Pause.  He smiles expectantly.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

(a weak smile)  You wrote that? 

 

 FLEMMO 

Well, 'tis not one of my best efforts.  But here is one I 

know you'll like!  (to BRUNO) "Lick Boots." 

 

 [BRUNO strums, FLEMMO sings:] 

 

 FLEMMO 

"We are not fit to lick His boots! 

Compared to Him, we look like newts! 

We must--" 

 

 BUNDINI 

STOP!  CEASE!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

(Crumbling)  What is it, Oh Mighty One? 

 

 BUNDINI 

God does not wear boots! 

 

 FLEMMO 

Yes, I know, but to make it accessible to the masses -- 

 

 BUNDINI 

It makes no sense!  I shall have to rewrite it!  How about-

- (Sings) -- "We are not fit to wipe His hind"? 

 

 FLEMMO 

(Cringing)  Well, it's a thought. 

 

 BUNDINI 

"We smell of fest'ring melon rind!" 
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 FLEMMO 

Er, is the imagery appropriate, your Grace? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Of course!  'Tis excellent, your Holiness! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Those are now the first two lines.  You may finish the 

rest. 

 

 FLEMMO 

(Very forced)  You are most generous, Holy Pontiff. 

 

 [Urgent knocking at the door.] 

 

 VOICE 

(Off)  Let me in!!  I must see his Holy Highness! 

 

 FLEMMO 

Oh!  The Duke! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Well, well, well, just the man we've been waiting for.  

ENTER!! 

 [ALTAR BOYS ushers in LEO DI 

FLATULENZI, the Duke of Pomposa.  

He is plump, domineering, 

spoiled, shifty and quite 

greedy.] 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Greetings and blessings, Holy Pontiff!  I am the Duke of 

Pomposa -- 

 

 BUNDINI 

-- Leo di Flatulenzi. 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Ah, I see you've heard of the Flatulenzi. 

 

 BUNDINI 

And smelled them too. 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Well, I quickly heard of your flabbergasting flight from 

the renegade Turks.  But never you fear -- I shall protect 

you until new troops arrive from Rome. 
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 BUNDINI 

In return for? 

 

 FLATULENZI 

What makes you think I want something in return? 

 

 BUNDINI 

I'm the Pope.  I'm omnipotent.  Now what is it you want? 

 

 FLATULENZI 

For Your Grace to consider my son, Ezio, for the Cardinal 

College. 

 

 BUNDINI 

And how old is this Ezio? 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Twelve, your grace. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Twelve??  You'd have me bestow one of the holiest of 

offices on a pimply adolescent?! 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Oh, not now!  You mistake me!  I was thinking more along 

the lines of a deed, effective upon Ezio's eighteenth 

birthday. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Think you this fair? 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Frankly, yes.  My family has poured millions into St. 

Peter's coffers for decades. 

 

 BUNDINI 

So? 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Well, surely, one measly office is a well-deserved dividend 

for our continued support of the Vatican.  An investment, 

you understand. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Yes, I do understand.  You would buy a Holy Office!  

(To ALTAR BOYS)  Throw him out of here! 
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 [ALTAR BOYS move menacingly 

toward FLATULENZI.] 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Wait!  Hold on!  I'll give you twenty thousand florins! 

 

 BUNDINI 

What you propose is unethical and obscene!  I should flay 

you senseless!  (Beat)  Make it thirty. 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Thirty?!  Isn't that a bit steep? 

 

 BUNDINI 

No?  Fine!  BOYS!! 

 [ALTAR BOYS advance again.] 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Okay, alright, I'll pay it!  Thirty thousand florins it is! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Bring it immediately. 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Well, I'd like to see the terms of our contract first. 

 

 BUNDINI 

BLOATED WARTHOG!  You do not trust the Pope with your 

gold?! 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Nay! I'd trust you with all my gold were you to ask for it! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Good.  Then bring all of it straight to my chambers. 

 

 FLATULENZI 

But Holy Father, I was speaking figuratively! 

 

 BUNDINI 

So am I.  All of your figures, they will go to the Church. 

 

 FLATULENZI 

But wait!  This is not right! 

 

 BUNDINI 

On the contrary.  Scripture proclaims that to enter the 

Kingdom of Heaven, you must forsake all worldly goods.   
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 BUNDINI (CONT'D) 

So now, when you die, rid of all fiscal baggage, your soul 

shall soar straight up to our Savior's side. 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Perhaps I should kill myself now then. 

 

 BUNDINI 

DO I DETECT SARCASM??!! 

 

 FLATULENZI 

NO!  Of course not!  You shall have my monies!  All of 

them!  Good Lord, what will I tell my wife?! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Tell her to come to me to confess her sins.  At four 

o'clock sharp.  Wear satin. 

 

 [A loud ruckus offstage.] 

 

 VOICE 

(Off)  Let me by!  The Pope must see me!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

GNARLI!!! 

 

 FLATULENZI 

THE LEPER!!! 

 [GNARLI, a hooded, hunchbacked 

leper enters the chambers -- he 

is disfigured with warts, boils, 

scars, a cataract eye, and 

gnarled hands.  His voice grinds 

like a rusty axle.  FLEMMO, 

FLATULENZI & THE ALTAR BOYS all 

recoil in horror.] 

 

 GNARLI 

Pope Paul!!  Holy Father!!  Grant me audience!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

How did you get in here?? 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Remove him this instant!! 
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 BUNDINI 

Silence!  Voice your tale, signore -- [GNARLI advances] -- 

er -- where you are is fine, I hear you well enough! 

 

 GNARLI 

My name is Gnarli, your Worship, pariah of Pomposa.  And I 

represent a colony of lepers, pox victims and homeless 

beggars who live in yonder hills.  We seek sanctuary within 

the city walls, your Holiness.  Please grant us this right. 

 

 BUNDINI 

'Tis yours naturally -- does some force deny it? 

 

 GNARLI 

Aye -- THESE TWIN VIPERS HERE! 

 

 [He points a gnarled finger at 

FLEMMO & FLATULENZI, who sputter 

with righteous indignation.] 

 

 FLATULENZI  

HE LIES!!  Why I never -- !! 

 

 FLEMMO 

Did you ever -- ?! 

 

 BUNDINI 

QUIET!!  (to GNARLI)  Elaborate, good signore. 

 

 GNARLI 

We were once prominent Pomposans, but when disease and 

poverty struck us, these jackals turned their backs.  We 

pleaded for money, shelter, doctors, food!  But they spit 

us from the town! 

 [GNARLI spits, and a tooth flies 

from his mouth across the floor; 

he scuttles over to retrieve it 

and jams it back into his jaw.] 

 

 FLATULENZI 

That is a big fat fib! 

 

 GNARLI 

"You have no money to pay taxes!" said this farting ox!  

"Pomposa owes you NOTHING!!" 

 

 FLATULENZI 

One word in my defense!  That's all I ask!  One word! 
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 BUNDINI 

I'm a fair man.  I'll grant you that. 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Well -- 

 

 BUNDINI 

That's one!  Proceed, leper! 

 

 FLATULENZI 

WAIT!!  That's not what I meant!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

I granted your request!  It's not my fault you chose an 

ineffectual qualifier!  Continue. 

 

 GNARLI 

Next, we begged the Monsignor.  "Nay," said he, "the pox is 

God's reward for your carnal sins!  We cast you OUT!" 

 

 FLEMMO 

(Opens a Bible)  But your Grace, it says right here in 

Leviticus 13:46: "The lepers shall live outside the camp." 

 

 GNARLI 

And Leviticus 14:3 says: "The priest shall purify the 

lepers!" 

 

 FLEMMO 

Oh.  Well, I didn't read that verse! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Flemmo, this does not bode well. 

 

 FLEMMO 

(Points at FLATULENZI)  He made me!!  He told me to!! 

 

 FLATULENZI 

He lies, your Worship! 

 

 FLEMMO 

He said they'd lower palace values! 

 

 FLATULENZI 

He said they'd breed more sinners!! 
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 FLEMMO 

I did not! 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Did too!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

DID NOT!! 

 

 FLATULENZI 

DID TOO!!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Boys!!  BOYS!! 

 

 GNARLI 

They both lie, your Grace.  We implored each of them, and 

now we live in dank, dripping caves.  We beg by the city 

gates in ragged litters, but are granted only alms of scorn 

and hatred.  They loathe us for causing them guilt.  If 

they had their way, they would exterminate us like rats! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Cardinal Ludovico, what penance suits these crimes? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

(With relish)  Weeeeell, since Gnarli seeks shelter and 

food, I'd grant it from he who deprived it. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Excellent idea.  Duke di Flatulenzi, your house and lands 

are hereby turned over to Signor Gnarli and his colony. 

 

 FLATULENZI 

You're joking! 

 

 BUNDINI 

You will wait upon them, prepare their meals, and wash 

their pus-soaked clothing. 

 

 GNARLI 

I am amazed!  I must rejoice!!  WAAAAHOOOOOOO!!!!! 

 

 [He dances with glee and throws 

his hands in the air.  One of 

them flies from his wrist and 

hits the floor with a thud.  All 

stare at the hand, mortified.] 
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 BUNDINI 

Well, Duke?  Give him a hand! 

 

 FLATULENZI 

No!  I am a nobleman from a long line of Flatulenzi!  I 

will not degrade myself thus!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Then you are EXCOMMUNICATED!!  [Snaps fingers]  Cut adrift 

from Christendom, your authority worthless!  In the eyes of 

God, you are now spit! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Reconsider, Duke!  Did you not hear of the Duke of Pisa's 

excommunication?!  His servants knifed him, ground him up 

and made him into spaghetti sauce! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Yes, he went from riches to ragu! 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Do not subject me to this, Holy Pontiff!  Please!  Mercy!  

I beg of you!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

You will comply?? 

 

 FLATULENZI 

I . . . will comply. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Good!  [Snaps fingers]  Then I unexcommunicate you!  

Dismissed! 

 [FLATULENZI, nauseated, picks up 

GNARLI's hand and thrusts it 

back into GNARLI's sleeve, then 

dashes to exit.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Ah, ah, ah -- what do we say? 

 

 FLATULENZI 

(Near tears)  Thank you for your ultimate sacred wisdom! 

 

 [FLATULENZI slinks out.] 
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 GNARLI 

Thank you, Pontiff!  You are too kind!  I will tell my 

brethren at once!  God love you! 

 

 [He blows a kiss -- everyone 

ducks.  GNARLI exits cackling.] 

 

 FLEMMO 

Well, I think this is a good time to check on your food. 

 

 [FLEMMO tries to dash out.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

STAY, FLEMMO!  We're not through.  Your offenses are most 

un-Christian.  We'd not want you to repeat them. 

 

 FLEMMO 

I won't!  I promise! 

 

 BUNDINI 

I'm sure, but I think you need to perform some penance.  

Any suggestions, Cardinal? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Well, when we were his pupils, he made us walk through the 

town with a slate round our necks reading, "Please pelt me 

with garbage." 

 

 FLEMMO 

I've long since abandoned that practice, oh Holy One! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Oh really? 

 [From the confessional, LUDOVICO 

pulls out a small chalkboard 

with rope; scrawled on it in 

chalk is "Please pelt me with 

garbage."] 

 

 FLEMMO 

Please do not make me suffer this ignoble penance!  I beg 

for something else, your Worship! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Then how about a transfer to Gela?? 

 

 FLEMMO 

Gela?!  The Sicilian penal colony??! 
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 BUNDINI 

That's right!  Wasteland of disease and thievery! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

The most dreaded outpost in all of Christendom! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Rivers of pus!   

 

 LUDOVICO 

Legions of lice!   

 

 BUNDINI 

The Crabs Capital of the Continent!  Would you prefer that 

instead? 

 [FLEMMO takes the slate from 

LUDOVICO, and puts the rope 

around his neck, goes to exit.] 

 

 FLEMMO 

Nay, a garbage-pelting will do!  Thank you for your 

merciful generosity, your Grace! 

 [He exits; LUDOVICO follows.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

And where are you off to? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Signor Silvio, the moldy fruit seller! 

 

 [LUDOVICO exits as CELIA peeks in 

hesitantly.] 

 

 CELIA 

Oh!  Pardon me!  Does his Holiness request solitude? 

 

 BUNDINI 

Nay, good Celia!  Come right inside!  Shut the door. 

 

 [BUNDINI signals to the ALTAR 

BOYS to vamoose; they do.] 

 

 BUNDINI (CONT'D) 

Greetings, Sister.  Why do you tremble so? 
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 CELIA 

A private audience with the Holiest of Men!  I -- I -- I -- 

[She throws herself at his feet.] -- I AM UNWORTHY!  

WICKED!  BASE! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Sister, please rise. 

 

 CELIA 

But I was responsible for the Turkish assault!  My sins 

called forth God's wrath!  'Twas my fault!  MINE!  ALL 

MINE! 

 

 BUNDINI 

(Bemused)  Yours, sister?  How so? 

 

 CELIA 

I have been tempted by the Evil One many times . . . and 

. . . and . . . SUCCUMBED!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Oh? 

 

 CELIA 

Yes!  I will be doing some routine chore at the nunnery, 

when suddenly Satan will manifest himself in the most 

innocent of objects!  He shoots despicable carnal thoughts 

into my weak, womanly brain and I -- I -- I -- 

 

 BUNDINI 

Go on. 

 

 CELIA 

I can't!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

I demand it!  I am Pope!  Tell me!! 

 

 CELIA 

I fornicate with Beelzebub!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

I see.  Is this fornication imagined . . . ? 

 

 CELIA 

Nay!  'Tis physical!  I make lust with the Lord of Darkness 

in whatever form he takes! 
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 BUNDINI 

You mean like a servant or stable boy? 

 

 CELIA 

WORSE!!  Not a human form! 

 

 BUNDINI 

(Genuinely amazed)  Really?  A dog perhaps?  A horse? 

 

 CELIA 

Nay, a . . . a . . . 'TIS TOO DEPRAVED!!  I CANNOT TELL!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

I COMMAND THEE WITH THE ULTIMATE AUTHORITY OF THE CHURCH!!  

WHAT HAST THOU MADE LUST WITH??!! 

 

 [CELIA whispers into his ear.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

A ZUCCHINI??!! 

 

 CELIA 

SSSHHHH!!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Sister, self-stimulation with a summer squash is hardly 

cause for the Apocalypse. 

 

 CELIA 

But that's what I was taught!  God will punish you for 

thoughts of desire, pleasure, MASHING HANDS, RUMBLING 

LOINS, COARSE, HAIRY, POUNDING -- !! 

 

 [CELIA unties her belt cords, 

wraps them around her neck -- ] 

 

(Sings)  "Immaculate Mary, your praises we -- AAAKK!!!" 

 

 [ -- and strangles herself.  

BUNDINI watches, dumbfounded.] 

 

(Sings)  "Someone's crying, Lord, KumbayaaaaAAGGGG!!!" 

 

 [She chokes herself again as 

BUNDINI tries to wrestles the 

cord away from her.] 
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 BUNDINI 

Sister Celia!  Why do you strangle yourself thus?! 

 

 CELIA 

Because I must punish myself! 

 

 BUNDINI 

For what? 

 

 CELIA 

My sinful thoughts!  I must embrace my guilt!  I am BAD!  

BAD!  BAD!! 

 [BUNDINI yanks the cord away.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Stop this, sister!  I command you!  Who told you these 

thoughts were harmful?! 

 

 CELIA 

Why, 'tis a known fact!  Woman is a carrier of sins, the 

breeder of filthy desires -- 

 

 BUNDINI 

Nay, you are wrong! 

 

 CELIA 

But the Bible!  What about Eve?  She listened to the 

Serpent and brought shame upon our gender! 

 

 BUNDINI 

And you really believe that story?  A talking snake?  How 

many reptiles have you chatted with lately? 

 

 CELIA 

Well, none. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Celia, do you trust in me? 

 

 CELIA 

Yes, Almighty Pontiff. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Good.  You are not evil.  Your thoughts of desire do not 

cause natural disasters.  There are black forces that we 

have no control over which shower us with pain and misery. 
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 CELIA 

Yes!  I pulse with ache every day!  Except when -- when -- 

 

 BUNDINI 

When what, sister? 

 

 CELIA 

When I perform the Forbidden Friction. 

 

 BUNDINI 

You feel released from life's agonies, don't you? 

 

 CELIA 

Briefly, yes, but then afterwards I am seized with 

loathing!  HATRED!  Must HURT myself!  LASH!  BRUISE!  

BEAT! 

 

 BUNDINI 

But you have done no wrong!  If God did not want us to 

enjoy these acts, he wouldn't have made them so 

pleasurable.  

 

 CELIA 

Then why have you proclaimed it a sin? 

 

 BUNDINI 

'Twas not I, but my prudish predecessors.  (Like an old 

man:)  "If I can't enjoy it, then nobody will!" 

 

 CELIA 

So you say I may "know" a man -- and feel no shame?   

 

 BUNDINI 

That's right. 

 

 CELIA 

Heavens, this is all so confusing!  What would the Mother 

Superior say?? 

 

 BUNDINI 

(Like a crone)  "The Pope hath spake.  He is infallible.  

POUNCE, my child!" 

 [BUNDINI reclines on the divan & 

pats it for CELIA to join him.] 

 

 CELIA 

B-but I fear I shall enjoy it! 
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 BUNDINI 

That's the whole point!  Forget all those years of 

catechism!  Embrace your desires, they're not filthy!  For 

once in your life, let yourself FEEL! 

 

 CELIA 

I want to!  YES!!  But I am WICKED!!! 

 

 [She raises her hand high into 

the air to smack her face, but 

BUNDINI grabs her arm -- they 

are locked in a classic Apache 

dance pose.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

I can see it will take more than words to release your 

passions!  It will take --  

 [He yanks CELIA into his arms.] 

 -- a TANGO!! 

 

 CELIA 

Oh, Paul!  May I call you Paul?  My body tingles!  Twenty 

years of denial!  But this habit -- it gets in the way! 

 

 BUNDINI 

You've many habits in the way. 

 

 CELIA 

Shall I discard it? 

 

 BUNDINI 

If you feel like it, yes!! 

 

 CELIA 

I DO!!! 

 [CELIA whips off her headdress, 

tosses it aside; with a great 

rip of velcro, she tears her 

robes apart and flings them off.   

 She stands revealed in a sexy 

tango outfit -- black silk 

stockings, heels, low-cut high-

slit dress; her hair is pulled 

back by a large flower-bow, and 

it cascades down her back in a 

thousand curls.  She is ready 

for action.] 
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 CELIA 

(Steamily)  Come on, Daddy -- let's get sweaty! 

 

 [Smoky tango music plays and the 

lights dim as she grabs BUNDINI 

and they tango lustily.  

(Perhaps even a mirror ball 

drops from the ceiling.)  After 

they dance around the room, they 

wind up on the divan, kissing 

passionately.  CELIA rips open 

BUNDINI's shirt and claws his 

chest hungrily.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

You're sure you've never done this before? 

 

 CELIA 

Only with produce! 

 [They continue groping as FLEMMO 

re-enters, covered head to toe 

in trash: banana peels, fish, 

etc.] 

 

 FLEMMO 

FOR MERCY'S SAKE!!! 

 

 CELIA 

EEEEE!!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

What are you DOING??!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

I am performing the laying on of hands! 

 

 FLEMMO 

I don't think that's what it means! 

 

 BUNDINI 

I am Pope!  I'll decide it's meaning!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

B-but that is sacrilege!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

You dare tell ME what is SACRILEGE??!!  Pack your trunks, 

Flemmo!  You've just sealed your transfer to GELA!! 
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 FLEMMO 

Forgive me, your Eminence!  I forgot my place!  Do not send 

me to Gela!  Please! 

 

 BUNDINI 

THE ORDER IS WRIT!!  But I shall stay its execution this 

last time!  But irk me once more, cretin, and I will sign 

your DOOM!!  Now, two more trips around the town!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

Yes, oh wise one. 

 [FLEMMO grimaces, exits.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

And now, Sister, without any further interruptions . . . 

 

 CELIA 

Yeeeeeess . . . 

 

 BUNDINI 

Let us prey . . . 

 

 CELIA 

Upon each other! 

 

 [They both chuckle throatily and 

slide back onto the divan, 

kissing passionately.] 

 

 [Lights slowly fade to black as 

tango music plays through the 

scene change.] 
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 SCENE FOUR 

 

SCENE: Same as previous scene, three 

days later.  An irate, rumpled 

FLATULENZI rushes in holding a 

packet, followed by a frantic, 

frazzled FLEMMO.  

 

 FLEMMO 

You're going to WHAT?! 

 

 FLATULENZI 

I plan to poison the Pope!  This packet of powder I'll pour 

in a plate of polenta! 

 

 FLEMMO 

Pray please postpone! 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Pourquoi? 

 

 FLEMMO 

The people will panic, they'll plunder your palace, and 

probably pummel you purple! 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Listen, you twit!  No one will know!  He'll vanish quietly! 

 

 FLEMMO 

This is no mere dispensable governor!  This is the Almighty 

Curator of the Holy See!! 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Well, I am a mighty Duke!  He's robbed my riches, stripped 

my honor, and filled my house with vermin!  I want them and 

him removed!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

'Twill happen soon!  Trust me! 

 

 FLATULENZI 

When??!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

Any day now.  When Pope Paul arrived three days ago, I sent 

a messenger to my brother in Rome -- to take the Pope back 

on his tour. 
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 FLATULENZI 

So your brother could be here in two days, tomorrow -- 

 

 FLEMMO 

Or today, if God be merciful. 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Alright.  I'll not slay the sacred SWINE! 

 

 FLEMMO 

Ssshhhh!! 

 

 FLATULENZI 

I don't care if he hears me!  I'd say it to his face! 

 

 [The door swings open; BUNDINI & 

LUDOVICO stand at the door.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Say what to my face? 

 

 FLATULENZI 

(Kneels, fawns)  Greetings, oh Holy Font of Holiness! 

 

 BUNDINI 

And how are your new houseguests? 

 

 FLATULENZI 

(Mock bubbly)  Oh, lovely!  Just splendid!  They guzzle my 

wines!  My sheets are stained with slime!  And they urinate 

on my prized Danish daffodils! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Are you suffering? 

 

 FLATULENZI 

Is the Pope Catholic? 

 [BUNDINI snaps his fingers, 

excommunicating FLATULENZI.] 

Kidding!  Just kidding! 

 

 BUNDINI 

[Snapping fingers again]  Don't be a baby.  Our entire 

faith is based on suffering.  Suffering leads to eternal 

spiritual peace.  Only by suffering shall we rise up to the 

Creator. 
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 FLATULENZI 

But you're not suffering at all!  My gold fills your 

adjoining chambers, you sleep on my most expensive silks -- 

 

 BUNDINI 

And it consumes me with pain!  Surrounded by roomfuls of 

glittering opulence -- it's like hanging on a cross! 

 

 FLATULENZI 

(Boiling)  Why, if you weren't Pope -- 

 

 BUNDINI 

Yeeesss??  [Holds fingers, warning, ready to snap] 

 

 FLATULENZI 

(Laughs weakly) -- you'd still be a Cardinal!  Ha ha ha! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Flemmo, please escort the Duke out. 

 

 FLEMMO 

(Snide)  This way, oh mighty Duke. 

 

 FLATULENZI 

(to FLEMMO)  Your brother had best arrive soon. 

 

 [FLATULENZI & FLEMMO exit.] 

 

 LUDOVICO 

I am utterly amazed!  In three days, you've upended this 

entire town!  The poor now spend the nobles' gold, the nuns 

are smiling, and the townfolk sing in the streets! 

 

 BUNDINI 

The last have been made first -- for once. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Yes, but what happens when we leave? 

 

 BUNDINI 

Speaking of which, we'd better do so.  I overheard the 

toady twins plotting our demise. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

What?? 
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 BUNDINI 

Relax.  The only thing those two morons can kill is time.  

We'll scoot at midnight -- which still leaves us a few more 

hours to play. 

 [ROCCO enters.] 

 

 ROCCO 

Holy Pontiff, we've brought the young novice you requested.  

Sister Angela. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Bring her in. 

 [ROCCO exits.] 

 

 LUDOVICO 

You requested her?? 

 

 BUNDINI 

Er, to help you move things along.  You want your revenge, 

don't you? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

I suppose. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Because if you don't, I could always do the avenging for 

you. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Thanks for your selfless offer, but I can avenge myself! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Okay, okay!  Just checking. 

 

 [ROCCO & BRUNO drag ANGELA on 

then exit.] 

 

 BUNDINI (CONT'D) 

Ah, welcome, child, you are in the presence of Holiness. 

 

 ANGELA 

(Icily)  What an honor. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Know you why you are called? 

 

 ANGELA 

Oh yes.  At the convent, you're the cock of the walk. 



 II, iv, 85 

 

 

 

 BUNDINI 

Then I shall leave you with Cardinal Ludovico. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

No!  Don't go! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Don't worry.  You're a Cardinal.  She's got to do whatever 

you say.  I'll be close by if you need help. 

 

 [BUNDINI exits.] 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Very well, let us proceed. 

 

 ANGELA 

Alright, go ahead.  Ravish me. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Excuse me? 

 

 ANGELA 

That's why I've been summoned here, isn't it?  Well, let's 

get it over with. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Well . . . if you say so. 

 [LUDOVICO rushes to her, grabs 

her in his arms and kisses her; 

ANGELA stiffens up.  After a few 

seconds, LUDOVICO pulls away.] 

 

 ANGELA 

Something wrong? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

You want to relax a little? 

 

 ANGELA 

Not particularly. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Then I might as well be kissing a sculpture. 
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 ANGELA 

Well that's just too bad.  You may be deflowering all the 

flesh of the convent, but you shall never deflower my 

heart! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

I haven't deflowered anyone! 

 

 ANGELA 

Oh no?  Well, he has -- and you're his disciple, which 

makes you just as two-faced. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Looks who's talking!  I stood up for you in the Basilica 

that day, and what did I get for it? 

 

 ANGELA 

My admiration and respect. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Which you quickly abandoned to save your own skin! 

 

 ANGELA 

Alright, I was cowardly, I admit it!  But not anymore.  You 

changed me that day. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

I did? 

 

 ANGELA 

Yes.  Ever since I was a young girl, I've wanted to help 

people.  So I turned to the Church, for Christ said that 

through helping others shall we find meaning and love.  Yet 

I was placed in an Order, the very word implying strict 

obediance.  Between certain hours, I am forbidden to speak 

-- I am denied my own voice!  And what is my title?  Nun, 

meaning nothing, nil, of no worth.  For months, I thought, 

"Is this all I was put here for??  To be shut up and told 

what to think?"  It seemed wrong, completely contradictory  

to Christ's teachings.  And I prayed for God to show me a 

sign, give me an answer, clear up my confusion.  Then you 

spoke that day.  Saying everything I dared only to think -- 

about mercy, compassion and love.  And I have to confess, I 

-- I -- I felt all of those things for you that day. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Really?? 
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 ANGELA 

Really.  And I prayed for your return.  So I could beg your 

forgiveness for the agony I caused you.  So I could finally 

discuss all of my puzzling thoughts with someone of like 

mind.  And so I could explore all of these wondrous 

feelings I was experiencing for the very first time. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Oh, cruel fates! 

 

 ANGELA 

Yes, they are.  Imagine my horror to see you in the mantle 

of the Church, spewing forth the hypocrisy you once 

reviled. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Dear Angela, I'm afraid it's my turn to confess. 

 

 ANGELA 

Yes? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

I -- I am not converted.  I am not a Cardinal.  And that 

man is not the Pope. 

 [BUNDINI bursts into the room.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Stoooooop!  You monster!  Cease this charade!! 

 

 ANGELA 

Charade?  What -- ?? 

 

 BUNDINI 

He told me he wanted to punish you for his whipping -- but 

I told him to forgive you! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

I am!  Get out of here! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Nay!  He seeks to break your heart with false hopes!  

Ransack your emotions!  'Twas his plan!  He told me!  But 

I'll straighten him out! 

 [He yanks LUDOVICO aside.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

(Sotto voce)  Are you nuts??!!  Exposing us??!! 
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 LUDOVICO 

She thinks as I do!  I had to tell her the truth! 

 

 BUNDINI 

And risk her ratting us out to all of Pomposa?? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Look, I can't pretend anymore! 

 

 BUNDINI 

You joined this scheme, now you've got to see it through! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

No!  I can't lose her again! 

 

 BUNDINI 

You'll lose more that just her if you don't go along with 

everything I say. 

 

 ANGELA 

Wait a minute!  What's going on?!  First it's one story, 

now another -- just what am I supposed to believe?? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

That I love you!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

That he hates you!  He wants to hurt you!  Listen to me!  

I'm the Pope! 

 [BUNDINI wrestles with LUDOVICO, 

trying to cover his mouth.] 

 

 LUDOVICO 

NO!!  Get off!  She shall know everything!  [He throws 

BUNDINI off.]  Listen to me, Angela!  I am not a pious 

cleric, there were no Turkish hordes, and that man is a 

complete fraud! 

 

 BUNDINI 

(Yells off)  FLEMMO!!  HEEEELP!!! 

 

 ANGELA 

But if this is true, then you have deceived the whole town!  

Cheated and stolen in the name of the Lord! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

I know, but I will give it all back!  Do whatever you say!  

Anything to prove my sincerity! 
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 [FLEMMO & ALTAR BOYS rush in.] 

 

 FLEMMO 

What is it?! 

 

 BUNDINI 

You were right!  He's a malevolent maniac!! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Monsignor!  Don't listen to him!  He's not the Pope, but a 

wily actor!  He has bilked you all! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Nay, Flemmo!  For I have uncovered the truth!  He is from a 

secret sect of Satanists, bent on the Vatican's 

destruction! 

 

 FLEMMO 

(Gleeful)  I knew he was rotten!  I just knew it!  GET HIM, 

BOYS!! 

 [ALTAR BOYS grab LUDOVICO.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

(to BOYS)  Bind him, gag him, and throw him in the dungeon!  

I shall chastise him later! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

NO!  Angela!  He means to ravish you!  He said he'd do it 

if I didn't!  ESCAPE!!  RUN!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Leave her with me. 

 [ALTAR BOYS drag LUDOVICO out 

with FLEMMO following.] 

 

 ANGELA 

He spoke the truth, didn't he?? 

 

 BUNDINI 

Alright, so I'm not the Pope, I admit it.  But I'll make 

you a deal -- 

 [ANGELA runs to the window.] 

 

 ANGELA 

POMPOSANS!!  LISTEN TO ME!!  IT'S ALL A HOAX!!! 
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 [BUNDINI grabs her around the 

waist and drags her away from 

the window and throws her onto 

the divan.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

SHUT UP!  Or they'll hang us like salamis -- Ludovico 

included! 

 

 ANGELA 

No!  Keep away from me, satyr! 

 

 BUNDINI 

I'm not going to hurt you.  Just do what I say. 

 

 ANGELA 

Forget it, Papist rapist! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Alright, you asked for this. 

 

 [BUNDINI whips off his belt 

cords, grabs her hands and ties 

them together.] 

 

 ANGELA 

HEEEEEELLPPP!!  I'M BEING BOUND AND RAPED!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

I'm just trussing you up til I can get out of town! 

 

 ANGELA 

SOMEONE PLEASE HELP ME!!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Look, I just want to escape, okay?? 

 

 ANGELA 

GOD IN HEAVEN, IF YOU EXIST, PLEASE DELIVER MEEEEEE!!!!! 

 

 [The door swings open; standing 

in the doorway is the fuming 

CARDINAL CRUSTI.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

Unhand her, swine!! 

 



 II, iv, 91 

 

 

 BUNDINI 

FLEMMO!  You MAGGOT!!  Start packing for Gela THIS INSTANT! 

 

 CRUSTI 

You!  The ACTOR!!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Actor?!  I'm no actor, you moronic monsignor!! 

 

 CRUSTI 

And I'm no MONSIGNOR!!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Cardinal Crusti?? 

 

 CRUSTI 

(Smiles wickedly)  That's right. 

 

 ANGELA 

Thank you, Cardinal!  He was about to defile me! 

 

 CRUSTI 

Not anymore.  Go, my child.  You are safe in the Church's 

arms again! 

 [ANGELA rushes off as BUNDINI 

throws open the window and 

yells:] 

 

 BUNDINI 

POMPOSANS!!  HELP YOUR HOLY PONTIFF!!  I AM BESEIGED BY A 

TURK IN DISGUISE!!! 

 

 CRUSTI 

Oh, they'll not aid you, cornered rodent.  Look out there -

- see you the vast army of Swiss Guards, friars, abbots, 

bishops -- it's the entire Papal train! 

 

 BUNDINI 

THEY ARE IMPOSTERS!!  ALL TWO THOUSAND OF THEM!!  HELP, 

GOOD PEOPLE!!  DEFEND ME!!! 

 

 CRUSTI 

Oh, you've really stepped in it this time! 

 

 BUNDINI 

LEPERS!  AT LEAST YOU WILL LEND ME YOUR EARS!! 
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 [Through the window, BUNDINI is 

bombarded with ears.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

Your pleas are powerless!!  Your deceptions undone!!  So 

kneel and tremble, slug, as you look upon genuine, 

consecrated Holiness -- the true Pope Paul the Fourth!!! 

 

 [Organ music booms a Dies Ires. 

Through the door, on a golden 

carved wheelchair-throne, pushed 

by a SWISS GUARD, is the sinewy, 

saturnine, wrathful, gargoyle-

faced, seventy-nine year old 

POPE PAUL THE FOURTH.] 

 

 [He grandly cuts off the music. 

The chamber is motionless.  The 

Holy Pontiff then points a 

trembling iron talon at the 

overwhelmed, kneeling BUNDINI 

and shrieks:] 

 

 PAUL 

YOU DIIIIEEEE!!!!!!! 

 

 [BUNDINI glances Heavenward and 

crosses himself.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Well... let's see if this really works.  "Our Father, who 

art in Heaven, hallowed be thy name . . . " 

 

 [Lights fade to black.] 

 

 

 

     *   *   *   *   END OF ACT TWO.   *   *   *   * 


