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FLEMMO/CRUSTI DOUBLE - for Act III quick change sequence 
 

BARONE - Braggart soldier (Commedia) 

FRIAR OFFREDDO - the Holy Papal Auditor 

DUKE LEO DI FLATULENZI - a slimy nobleman 
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This play was written for a minimum of 11 actors (although a larger 
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ACT ONE 

 

 SCENE ONE 

 

SCENE: Rome, Vatican City, 1558:  Loud, 

menacing organ music blasts in the 

darkness; lights fade up on the 

bare stage in the Auditorium of 

the Cardinal College with the 

Papal Insignia hanging overhead -- 

on it is emblazoned a large raven. 

 

 Sitting at a small writing table 

with quill pen, scrolls and opened 

tome is CARDINAL CRUSTI, 50, POPE 

PAUL IV's stern right-hand man and 

head of the Inquisition.  Standing 

nervously in front of him is 

MICHELANGELO BUONARROTI, the famed 

Renaissance sculptor and painter. 

 

 CRUSTI 

Signor Michelangelo, the Papal Council of Inquisition has 

carefully examined your appeal but our ruling stands: your 

mural in the Sistine Chapel, "The Last Judgment", is hereby 

declared obsence, immoral and harmful to public morality. 

 

 MICHELANGELO 

No, no!  It is meant to inspire awe and humility! 

 

 CRUSTI 

With naked saints?  Visible genitalia?  It inspires 

depravity. 

 

 MICHELANGELO 

You can't prove that. 

  

 CRUSTI 

Ah, but we have.  Seven seminarians were placed before the 

mural -- three attained the manly state, two pointed at 

Mary's bulging bosom and made lewd puns on "Round Yon 

Virgin", and two were caught later in a perverted game called 

"Jonah and the Whale." 

 

 MICHELANGELO 

But you can't blame me for that!  My painting -- 
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 CRUSTI 

Is to be amended.  Pope Paul gives you two options:  Number 

One, cover the offending gonads with pantaloons -- 

 

 MICHELANGELO 

WHAT?!  No!  I'd rather coat the entire wall with whitewash! 

 

 CRUSTI 

That's option number two. 

 

 MICHELANGELO 

I see Christ in a burgundy corduroy. 

 

 CRUSTI 

NEXT!! 

 [MICHELANGELO shambles off as 

BUNDINI, a Commedia actor in his 

early 40s, is hurled on from the 

opposite direction; he is costumed 

as ARLECCHINO, a zanni, in baggy 

pants, tunic, and carrying a 

mischievious mask.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

Your name? 

 

 BUNDINI 

The Great Bundini. 

 

 CRUSTI 

Profession? 

 

 BUNDINI 

Theatrical manager, playwright and clown. 

 

 CRUSTI 

And are you not the author of Sexual Perversity in Gomorrah, 

The Subject Was Moses and other satanic verse? 

 

 BUNDINI 

It's prose. 

 

 CRUSTI 

Answer the question. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Yes, but -- 
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 CRUSTI 

Then I, the Supreme Vatican Inquisitor, Cardinal Crusti, 

charge you with heresy! 

 

 BUNDINI 

For what? 

 

 CRUSTI 

For what??  Do you not debase Scripture, encourage sacrilege 

and break wind at the Holy Mother Church? 

 

 BUNDINI 

Only after pastafazool. 

 

 CRUSTI 

(To the audience)  Exhibit A, brother Cardinals -- flippancy 

and disrespect for an ordained official! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Most Noble Crusti, we are ragged, humble comedians, who seek 

only to make people laugh. 

 

 CRUSTI 

Laugh?  Laugh??  Do you know what laughter is? 

 

 BUNDINI 

Sure! 

 [He whistles with two fingers and 

suddenly the Commedia troupe 

explodes onto the stage: ZORRA & 

MEZZETTINO, the crafty servants; 

CINZIO & LAVINIA, the dopey young 

lovers; PANTALONE, the cranky 

father; and BARONE, the braggart 

soldier.  They honk horns, slap 

each other with salamis, juggle 

fish, do silly walks, etc.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

SILENCE!!  Laughter is the meat, which feeds the Beast of 

Doubt, which bites the Hand of Faith, spreading Rabies of 

Dissent! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Then we'll intoxicate the Beast with the Beer of Boffo Bits!  

And thus will sleep the Brute of Doubt, a silly smile upon 

his snout. 
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 [The COMMEDIANS reward BUNDINI's 

wit with polite golf clapping.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

Oh, you think you're so clever, don't you?  Well, we know 

what you are, and it begins with an "el"! 

 

 BUNDINI 

You mean a liberal? 

 

 CRUSTI 

Worse!  A LUTHERAN!  And you seek to overthrow the Vatican 

with your perfidious Protestant agit-prop! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Agit-prop??  This is slapstick!  Look, why don't you let us 

perform a sample -- 

 

 CRUSTI 

-- and let the blasphemy speak for itself?  An excellent 

idea.  Go ahead -- prove my point to the entire Cardinal 

College. 

 [CRUSTI gestures to the audience; 

BUNDINI surveys it and gulps.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Boy, talk about a tough house.  Okay!  Places, everyone! 

 

 [COMMEDIANS dash offstage.] 

 

Sacred Cardinals, our company presents for your merry 

pleasure our wacky, madcap, yet harmless farce, "I Married A 

Corpse!" 

 [BUNDINI dons his mask as CINZIO & 

BARONE enter fencing with CINZIO 

cowering and backpeddling quickly; 

MEZZETTINO & ZORRA scurry on 

watching the fight.] 

 

 BARONE 

You shall never marry Lavinia, dolt!  She is betrothed to me!  

The girl is MINE, MINE, MINE!!!! 

 

 [BARONE slashes the air with each 

"MINE" and on the final swipe 

CINZIO screams, drops his sword 

and grabs his hand.] 
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 CINZIO 

YAAAAAAA!!!  My finger! 

 

 ARLECCHINO 

YOU'VE SLAIN HIM!!  HE'S WORM'S MEAT!! 

 

 BARONE 

But it's only a scratch! 

 

 ARLECCHINO 

Scratch??  See how he stumbles in pain!  [He trips CINZIO, 

sends him sprawling]  Hear his deathly screams!  [Kneels and 

punches CINZIO's groin] 

 

 CINZIO 

EEEYYYAAOOWW!!! 

 

 MEZZETTINO 

Butcher! 

 

 ZORRA 

Murderer!! 

 

 BARONE 

Forgive me, Cinzio!  I'll do anything!  What is your final 

request?! 

 [CINZIO holds his crotch in pain, 

still cannot speak, but moves his 

mouth in pain.] 

 

 ARLECCHINO 

Yes, tell us your last request! 

 

 [CINZIO still cannot speak; 

ARLECCHINO props him up, holds 

CINZIO's jaw and moves it, 

performing ventriloquism:] 

 

(As CINZIO)  "I want to marry Lavinia!" 

 

 BARONE 

WHAT??  NEVER!! 

 

 MEZZETTINO 

You refuse??  A man dying, by your own bloody hand??! 

 

 BARONE 

B-but -- 
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 ZORRA 

You want his spirit to haunt you the rest of your days?? 

 

 BARONE 

B-but -- 

 

 ARLECCHINO 

Look, Lavinia marries him -- 

 

 MEZZETTINO 

-- he dies an hour later -- 

 

 ZORRA 

-- she inherits his estate -- 

 

 ARLECCHINO 

-- and you marry a rich widow! 

 

 BARONE 

(Shakes CINZIO's hand)  Congratulations!  I hear you're 

getting married! 

 

 ARLECCHINO 

Now go!  Get Lavinia!   

 

 BARONE 

Right! 

 [BARONE rushes off.] 

 

 ARLECCHINO 

Sorry, Master.  Had to convince him. 

 

 CINZIO 

(Groans)  'salright. 

 

 ARLECCHINO 

Now I'll get the priest and clue him in. 

 

 [ARLECCHINO exits; BARONE re-enters 

with PANTALONE.] 

 

 PANTALONE 

What are you talking about?!  My daughter's marrying you! 

 

 MEZZETTINO 

(A low even tone)  Oh woe! 
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 ZORRA 

(A higher tone)  Oh woe! 

 

 BARONE 

(An even higher falsetto tone)  Oh wooooooe!! 

 

 [They look at each other, then sing 

the harmonized chord "Oh woe," 

seguing into a bluesy, 3-part "Wo 

Wo" version of "Sentimental 

Journey," snapping fingers and 

tapping feet.] 

 

 MEZZETTINO/ZORRA/BARONE 

Wooo wo wo, wo wooo wo wooo wo wo-wo, wo wo-wo wo wo wo 

woooooooo . . . !! 

 

 PANTALONE 

Whoa, WHOA, WHOA WITH THE WOES!  This twit looks fine to me! 

 

 ZORRA 

He's dying! 

 [LAVINIA enters, hysterical.  She 

falls on CINZIO and pounds him 

with her fists and shakes him 

violently.] 

 

 LAVINIA 

AAAAAAHH!!  NOOOOOO!!!  YOU CAN'T DIE!!  PLEASE DON'T DIE!!!  

NO, NO, NOOOOOOO!!!! 

 

 CINZIO 

I'm not -- urrff!  Lav--AGGK!  OOOWW!! 

 

 [ZORRA tears her off.] 

 

 ZORRA 

(Aside to LAVINIA)  Stop it!  He won't die!  It's all a trick 

of Arlecchino's! 

 

 LAVINIA 

(Joyfully loud)  A TRICK OF ARLECCHINO'S?!  REALLY??!! 

 

 BARONE/PANTALONE 

WHAT??!! 

 

 ZORRA 

(to LAVINIA)  You ninny! 
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 [PANTALONE grabs CINZIO by the 

collar, stands him up.] 

 

 PANTALONE 

Miserable whelp!  I'll pound you into polenta!! 

 

 CINZIO 

NO!  It was all Arlecchino's idea! 

 

 PANTALONE 

I should've known!  Where is that scoundrel?!  Tell me!  TELL 

ME!! 

 [ARLECCHINO hobbles on with a cane 

dressed as a priest -- he wears a 

long grey beard but retains his 

zanni mask.] 

 

 ARLECCHINO 

Unhand him, you croaking prune!! 

 

 MEZZETTINO 

(Sotto voce)  Arlecchino?  What is this?? 

 

 ZORRA 

(Sotto)  Couldn't you find the priest? 

 

 ARLECCHINO 

No, but I found his laundry!  Now, by the power invested in 

me by the Bishopric of Rome--!! 

 

 PANTALONE 

Leave the Bishop's prick out of this! 

 

 [Suddenly, CRUSTI bangs a gavel, 

stopping the COMMEDIANS cold.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

STOP!  CEASE!  We have seen enough! 

 

 BUNDINI 

(Lifting his mask)  Problem, your Crustiness? 

 

 CRUSTI 

Oh, you've masked your blasphemy well, but I see your play's 

hidden message all too well! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Oh, you do?  Then why don't you clue me in? 
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 CRUSTI 

Gladly.  First, the young dolt here affects death and 

resurrection for his own ends, mocking the death and 

resurrection of our Holy Messiah! 

 

 BUNDINI 

What?? 

 

 CRUSTI 

Second, the servants plot to usurp the "Father" figure, i.e., 

The Pope, symbolizing the overthrow of the Vatican! 

 

 BUNDINI 

You're kidding me, right? 

 

 CRUSTI 

Third, you, the Chief Fool, dress yourself as priest!  

Translation:  "Priests are fools!" 

 

 BUNDINI 

That's an insult to fools! 

 

 CRUSTI 

And finally, the most heinous and shocking offense, there is 

a later scene in which the Messiah figure copulates with the 

young maiden!  

 

 BUNDINI 

But you can't condemn it without seeing it! 

 

 CRUSTI 

Wanna bet?  I just did.  (Unfurls a scroll)  And now, your 

sentence: a week of grisly tortures, sanctioned by Pope Paul 

himself, enumerated herein. 

 

 BUNDINI 

That's no sentence!  Where's the verb?? 

 

 CRUSTI 

Guards!  Arrest him! 

 [Two hulking, baby-faced SWISS 

GUARDS enter, advance menacingly 

on BUNDINI.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Wait!  Please!  I must speak in my defense!  Sacred 

Cardinals, what we do every day is very much the work of 

God -- 
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 CRUSTI 

Mocking Our Savior's teachings? 

 

 BUNDINI 

Relieving people's pain.  All throughout Europe people are 

starving, sick and poor.  We give them yucks!  We heal their 

despair, offer them hope and happiness -- and isn't that what 

Our Savior preached? 

 

 CRUSTI 

Jesus Christ did not throw cream pies. 

 

 BUNDINI 

But if God made man in his image, then He's gotta have a 

sense of humor! 

 

 CRUSTI 

God does not make jokes! 

 

 BUNDINI 

He made you, didn't he? 

 

 CRUSTI 

(Smiles, snaps fingers)  That's it!  Guards! 

 

 [GUARDS seize BUNDINI.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

The rest of you shall disband to spread this message to 

others of your irksome ilk.  Henceforth, these IMmorality 

plays are banned from Italy.  Perform, and you shall pay with 

the rack, the stake, and hideous excruciating REVIEWS!!! 

 

 COMMEDIANS 

AAAAA!!!  Flee!!  He is too cruel!!  ESCAPE!!  AAAAAH!!! 

 

 [COMMEDIANS scatter offstage.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

And as for this boil on the Church's skin, he must be lanced 

and drained of his Protestant pus!  Throw him in the Dungeon!  

Tomorrow, we shall acquaint him with the latest Papal bulls. 

 

 BUNDINI 

What, are you gonna bore me to death? 

 

 CRUSTI 

Not writ bulls, my friend, but pit bulls!  Ha ha ha! 
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 BUNDINI 

I'm sorry -- am I supposed to be scared? 

 

 CRUSTI 

Oh, you should be.  You obviously have no idea who you're 

dealing with.  Shall we tell him, boys? 

 

 GUARDS 

Yes SIR! 

 [They nod and grin wickedly as  

CRUSTI shouts to an offstage 

organist/pianist:] 

 

 CRUSTI 

HIT IT!! 

 [Music to "Captain of the Pinafore" 

from H.M.S. Pinafore plays as 

CRUSTI sings; the GUARDS gag 

BUNDINI then skip around him with 

ropes, trussing him up and giving 

him a few rabbit punches/kicks in 

time with the music.] 

 

 CRUSTI 

"I am the Cardinal Inquisitor! 

 

 GUARDS 

"And a nasty Cardinal too! 

 

 CRUSTI 

"When I annihilate, 

 I don't discriminate, 

 'tween Protestant, Turk or Jew! 

 

 GUARDS 

"When he annihilates, 

 He won't discriminate, 

 'tween Protestant, Turk or Jew! 

 

 CRUSTI 

"And the wicked ask of me, 

 To forgive their blasphemy, 

 But I'm never, ever soft on sin! 

 

"And though they call me names 

 As they crackle in the flames, 

 It never gets beneath my skin!" 



I, i, 12 

 

 

 GUARDS 

"What, never? 

 

 CRUSTI 

"No, never. 

 

 GUARDS 

"What, never?? 

 

 CRUSTI 

Weeeeell, hardly ever! 

 

 [CRUSTI exits.] 

 

 GUARDS 

"Hardly gets beneath his skin . . . 

 Sooooooo, let's drag you off to the torturer 

 As the guest of the Cardinal Inquisitor! 

 

"We'll drag you off to the torturer 

 As the guest of the Inquisitor!" 

 

 [GUARDS drag the thrashing BUNDINI 

offstage as the music continues to 

play through the next scene 

change.] 
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 SCENE TWO 

 

SCENE: Pomposa: Inside the Basilica of St. 

Sylvester; there is a pulpit 

upstage and a kneeler downstage. 

 

AT RISE: Lights fade up on MONSIGNOR FLEMMO 

at the pulpit -- the same actor as 

CARDINAL CRUSTI, his identical 

twin brother.  But unlike the 

sneering CRUSTI, FLEMMO lacks 

spine and moral conviction.  He is 

a bumbling, petty Church 

bureaucrat who'd rather be writing 

hymns and masses -- except that he 

has no musical talent. 

 

 FLEMMO 

Blessed Children of the City of Pomposa!  Before we end 

today's Mass, I have wondrous news.  My brother at the 

Vatican has booked our town into the Pope's "Reform Tour 

'58."  Our glorious Pontiff will arrive sometime next week!  

[Crowds noises of jubilation.]  Quiet, quiet, please!  To 

defray the cost of the Holy See's visit, I hope each of you 

will buy one of the Pope's own "Reform Tour" souvenirs. 

 

 [Two baby-faced, hulking ALTAR 

BOYS, BRUNO & ROCCO (the same 

actors as the SWISS GUARDS) enter 

hawking t-shirts to the audience 

reading "I LIKE PAUL", "CHRIST 

CRANKS", "BORN TO REFORM".] 

 

Monogrammed hairshirts!  Made of 100% virgin yak wool! 

 

 [FLEMMO unfurls a poster of the 

Virgin Mary with the face of 

Madonna (the rock star) on it.] 

 

Posters of the Madonna! 

 [FLEMMO holds up a Pope figurine on 

a cord.] 

 

And your very own soap Pope-on-a-rope, all on sale in the 

sacristy.  Buy three or more and receive a free absolution 

absolutely free!  Now for the rest of the week, I shall use 

my God-sent melodic gift to write a euphonious Hosanna of 

Homage for Pope Paul and teach it to all of you next Sunday.   
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 FLEMMO 

Please do no miss this important rehearsal or you will commit 

a venial sin.  The Mass is ended.  Let us close with one of 

my more inspiring hymns, "We Are Not Fit to Lick His Boots." 

 

 [FLEMMO nods to an offstage 

organist; music begins, when FRIAR 

OFFREDDO, a chubby, zealous monk, 

approaches the stage, carrying a 

large tome, a quill pen stuck 

behind his ear.] 

 

 OFFREDDO 

Stop!  Stop the music! 

 

 FLEMMO 

What are you doing?  You can't come up here! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

Yes I can! I am Friar Offreddo, perhaps you've heard of me? 

 

 FLEMMO 

The H-holy P-p-papal Auditor?! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

Correct!  The Pope's watchdog, traveling throughout Italy to 

make sure his policies are properly enforced.  Do you know 

what today is, Father Flemmo? 

 

 FLEMMO 

Uuumm, July 12th? 

 

 OFFREDDO 

The Feast Day of Saint Ralph!  The martyr who was whipped to 

death by the Roman Emperor, Hadrian. 

 

 FLEMMO 

Oh, that's right. 

 

 OFFREDDO 

And do you know what we do on this certain Feast Day, Flemmo? 

 

 FLEMMO 

Feast? 

 

 OFFREDDO 

No. 
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 FLEMMO 

Fast? 

 

 OFFREDDO 

NO! Flagellate! 'Tis the Holy Day of Flagellation! "One 

member of every church must be flogged, to purge the sins of 

each parish." Papal Bull #237. Why have you not done so? 

 

 FLEMMO 

I-I-I-I forgot! 

 [OFFREDDO checks note in his book.] 

 

 OFFREDDO 

According to my sources, you've forgotten five Saint Ralph's 

Days in a row.  I will have to report this to Pope Paul, who 

will probably place you on Papal Probation. 

 

 FLEMMO 

No!  Please!  Can't I make up for it?! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

Of course.  You can start by whipping a parishoner. 

 

 FLEMMO 

I-I-I don't think I c-can do that! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

Fine.  I'll just make a note of that.  [Whips out the quill 

pen, and writes in his book:]  "Lacks the will to--" 

 

 FLEMMO 

Alright!  Alright!  But who shall I whip? 

 

 [SISTER CELIA, a voluptuous, 

animated woman in her late-30's, 

runs through the audience and 

dives onstage.  She is a victim of 

fierce Catholic repression -- as a 

result, her personality ricochets 

wildly between her screaming urges 

and the staunch voices of the 

older nuns.] 

 

 CELIA 

Me, Father!  Whip me!  I am filled with filth!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

Celia, sit down! 
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 OFFREDDO 

Just a minute!  Why do you volunteer so eagerly, sister?  

What is your sin? 

 

 CELIA 

I am a WOMAN -- and, as the learned, celibate Cardinals teach 

us, woman is the cause of all sin!! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

That is true! 

 

 CELIA 

For Eve ate the apple, and forced it on Adam -- !! 

 

 FLEMMO 

That's fine, Celia! 

 

 CELIA 

And they saw each other's NAKEDNESS -- !!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

Enough, Celia! 

 

 CELIA 

Yes, NAKEDNESS, EXPOSED FLESH, TINGLING BREASTS, HIS MASSIVE, 

QUIVERING, PULSATING -- !!!! 

 

 FLEMMO 

ORGAN!!!! 

 [Offstage organist quickly plays 

the first line of "Immaculate 

Mary."  CELIA, frothing at her own 

imagery, summons all of her 

control into her fist and decks 

herself to the ground.] 

 

 CELIA 

Bad Celia, bad, BAD, BAD!! 

 [She smacks herself repeatedly.] 

 

 FLEMMO 

Contain yourself!! 

 

 CELIA 

Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned!  My last confession 

was after breakfast! 

 



  I, ii, 17 

 

 

 FLEMMO 

KNOCK IT OFF!!! 

 

 CELIA 

(Now docile, baby-doll-like)  Yes, father. 

 

 OFFREDDO 

She'll do just fine. 

 [ANGELA, a novice in nun's habit 

runs onstage.  She's in her early 

20's and delicately pretty.] 

 

 ANGELA 

Wait!  You can't whip her! 

 

 FLEMMO 

Ssshhh!  Sister Angela, go back to your pew! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

And why can't I? 

 

 ANGELA 

She's done nothing wrong. 

 

 CELIA 

Yes I have!  I am filled with lewd, lustful, lascivious 

thoughts!  Such as -- !! 

 

 FLEMMO 

We'll take your word for it! 

 

 ANGELA 

But thoughts are not deeds.  So how can they be sins? 

 

 OFFREDDO 

Because it's the thought that counts! 

 

 ANGELA 

But surely mere ideas can't merit her a whipping. 

 

 OFFREDDO 

You're right.  You may sit, Celia.   

 

 CELIA 

(Disappointed)  Awww. 

 

 OFFREDDO 

This minx shall be whipped in your place!  Hold her! 
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 [ALTAR BOYS rise and each holds one 

of ANGELA's arms.] 

 

 ANGELA 

Me??  For what?! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

For questioning the Pope's law! 

 

 ANGELA 

But I don't deserve this pain!  Nobody does! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

Offer it up for the poor souls in Purgatory.  Now Flemmo, 

fifty lashes on the backside! 

 

 FLEMMO 

Uh, I don't have a whip. 

 

 OFFREDDO 

I suspected you wouldn't. 

 

 [OFFREDDO unties his belt which 

turns out to be a nasty, thick 

cord of whip.  He thwacks it on 

the ground.] 

 

 OFFREDDO (CONT'D) 

The Vatican Distress Cord -- don't leave Rome without it!  

Now, Father Flemmo, I command you by the Holy Authority of 

the Vatican to whip this wench! 

 

 FLEMMO 

Well, I . . . I . . . alright. 

 

 [ANGELA struggles furiously, FLEMMO 

raises the whip into the air, 

wincing, when a gunshot is heard 

from the audience.  FLEMMO drops 

the whip and dives behind the 

pulpit as LUDOVICO, a handsome, 

well-dressed young student dashes 

up the aisle.] 

 

 LUDOVICO 

STOP THIS GROSS INJUSTICE!!! 
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 OFFREDDO 

(Smiles)  Another heretic!  Oh, this doesn't look good, 

Father Flemmo! 

 

 FLEMMO 

B-but I don't know him! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Yes you do.  I'm Ludovico Zimbello, son of Luigi, the grape 

farmer! 

 

 FLEMMO 

You!  You used to correct me when I taught Latin class! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Because you were an ignorant fool!  You thought Glutius 

Maximus was the Ruler of Gaul! 

 

 FLEMMO 

I did not!  He's lying! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

He was a student of yours, Flemmo? 

 

 FLEMMO 

I never taught him this!  He's been away for years, studying 

in Florence! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

The hotbed of Humanist heresy!  I should've guessed! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

There is nothing wrong with expanding your mind! 

 

 FLEMMO 

Congregation! Don't listen to this wretch! Plug up your ears! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

No!  Come out of your darkness!  Into the light! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

(scribbles)  "He calls us trolls . . . " 

 

 LUDOVICO 

It's the Cave Analogy, you twit!  From the Republic! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

Plato's Republic? 
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 LUDOVICO 

Of course! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

(scribbles gleefully)  "He quotes from a Sodomite . . . !" 

 

 FLEMMO 

Perhaps we should whip him, Friar? 

 

 OFFREDDO 

Excellent idea, Flemmo!  Now you're getting the hang of it. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

What gives you the right to whip anybody?! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

Papal Bull #237!  'Tis the Pope's law! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

But it's not Christ's law!  His true message was mercy!  

Compassion!  Love! 

 

 ANGELA 

Yes!  Mercy! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Thank you.  Not pain and punishment!  What happened to "Love 

thy neighbor as thyself?" 

 

 OFFREDDO 

Do you live next-door to the Vatican? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Of course not. 

 

 OFFREDDO 

Then you're not my neighbor! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

But you're ignoring the spirit of the Lord's Sermons! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

And what gives you the authority to interpret Scripture? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

The same thing that gives the Pope the authority to interpret 

Scripture!  He's just a man, like me! 
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 OFFREDDO 

Do you hear this heathen HUBRIS, people??!  This lunatic 

thinks he's as infallible as the Pope! 

 

 [LUIGI ZIMBELLO, 50 year-old God-

fearing grape farmer, dashes up 

the aisle to his son; LUIGI's feet 

are, of course, purple.] 

 

 LUIGI 

Son, stop this!  You'll enrage the Friar!  He'll take away my 

vineyards! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

TOOK!!  They are now Church grapes!! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

You can't do that! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

I just did. 

 

 LUIGI 

NO!  I am only a simple farmer!  I have nothing else!! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

Renounce him, I restore them! 

 

 LUIGI 

I RENOUNCE!!  I RENOUNCE!! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Pa!  I'm your own flesh and blood! 

 

 LUIGI 

How do I know that?? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

What?! 

 

 LUIGI 

Twenty-five years ago, Spanish troops plundered the town!  

Maybe they raped your mother! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

He looks Spanish, doesn't he? 
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 LUDOVICO 

Pa, don't give into this blackmail! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

And now he calls me an Ethiope?!  Well I think we've heard 

enough of this!  Boys, GRAB HIM!!  He shall be flogged!! 

 

 [ALTAR BOYS seize LUDOVICO.] 

 

 LUDOVICO 

NO!  This is not the Church that the Lord envisioned!  Won't 

anyone stand up for me?!  (to ANGELA)  You!  Sister! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

(to ANGELA)  You do, and you will also be lashed! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Be lashed with me!  Stand up for what is just!  I did it for 

you! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

Well, sister?  Would you be flogged as well? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Don't let him bully you!  You know I'm right! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

What is your answer, Sister? 

 

 ANGELA 

I . . . I would not be flogged. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

NO!! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

Then you agree he is a heretic? 

 

 [ANGELA nods reluctantly.] 

 

 OFFREDDO 

Then say it!  Or you shall be punished too! 

 

 ANGELA 

(Pained)  He . . . he is a heretic. 

 

 OFFREDDO 

Excellent! 
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 LUDOVICO 

I saved you, yet you would not do the same for me? 

 

 OFFREDDO 

Go, child.  Your penance is a thousand "Hail Marys" a day for 

the next week.  Sister Celia shall keep count. 

 

 ANGELA 

Thank you, Friar. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

You thank him?  What about me?!  I'm the one who spared you! 

 

 CELIA 

(to ANGELA)  Next time, don't do me any favors! 

 

 [CELIA drags off ANGELA, who covers 

her face, ashamed.] 

 

 LUIGI 

How about my lands, Friar? 

 

 OFFREDDO 

I'll reinstate them -- after you flog your son fifty times. 

 

 LUIGI 

Fifty times?!  NO! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

At last!  Thank you, Pa! 

 

 LUIGI 

He deserves a hundred!! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

A hundred it is! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

No!  You can't!  For God's sake, we're in the house of God! 

 

 OFFREDDO 

Hmmmm . . . good point.  Don't want to bloody up the marble.  

Take him outside. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

YOU CAN'T DO THIS!!  I SHALL APPEAL TO THE DUKE!!  NO!  NO!! 

NOOOOOOoooooo . . . . . . 
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 [ALTAR BOYS drag him out with LUIGI 

following with the whip.] 

 

 OFFREDDO 

And now, the Mass is properly ended.  I leave you, Flemmo, to 

make my report to the Vatican.  Carry on. 

 

 FLEMMO 

Let us sing in celebration . . .  

 

 [OFFREDDO exits as FLEMMO gives a 

downbeat.  Organ music and an 

offstage chorus sings along with 

FLEMMO to the tune of "God Rest Ye 

Merry Gentlemen."  (Yes, the meter 

is off.)  From offstage LUDOVICO's 

whipping is heard.] 

 

"We are not fit to lick His boots, 

Compared to Him, we look like newts.  [lash/scream] 

 

We must avoid all sinful fruits, 

And aspire to play celestial flutes.  [lash/scream] 

 

We are not fit to trim His nails, 

We cringe beneath Him, lowly snails.  [lash/scream] 

 

He hurls the heretics into jail, [lash] into jail, [lash] 

And stops their mouths up as they rail."  [lash/scream] 

 

Aaaaaaaaaaa - [lash/scream] - meeeeeeeeen.  [lash/scream] 

 

 [Lights fade to black, as the 

lashing and screaming accelerate.] 
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 SCENE THREE 

 

SCENE: A dusty country road, somewhere 

between Rome & Pomposa.  Stage 

left, there is a large bush; 

upcenter stands a wooden post with 

roadsigns -- to the right, a 

hanging wood plaque reads "ROMA 60 

km."; to the left, four plaques 

with arrows read "POMPOSA 40 km.; 

FIRENZE 190 km.; BOLOGNA 260 km.; 

CHICAGO 895,207 km." 

 

AT RISE: It is night, crickets chirp in the 

moonlight.  REYNALDO, a Swiss 

Guard drags on a trunk.  His 

uniform is slashed, bloody and 

dust-covered; his face caked with 

dirt and blood.  He has been badly 

wounded in hand-to-hand combat.  

He wheezes and moans with each 

pull of the heavy trunk.  He gets 

halfway across the stage, sees the 

signpost and collapses, wails.   

 

 REYNALDO 

Sixty kilometers??  Oh God -- never make it -- so far -- must 

rest -- hide loot first -- 

 [REYNALDO drags the trunk til it is 

hidden by the bush.] 

 

Good -- that's good -- that's goooooooooogggg . . . . . 

 

 [REYNALDO totters dizzily then 

faints with a thud; he is also 

obscured by the bush.] 

 

 [Pause.  Lights fade up, birds 

sing; it is now day.  BUNDINI, in 

a tattered, soiled prisoner's 

uniform stumbles onstage; he is 

unshaven and wild-haired; his 

hands are wrapped in bloody 

bandages.] 

 

 [From the opposite direction, 

LUDOVICO trudges on.  His shirt is 

torn and his back is striped with 
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blood from his whipping.  He, too, 

is wild-haired, unshaven, 

slovenly.] 

 

 [The two men stop, eye each other 

warily.  BUNDINI picks up a rock. 

LUDOVICO picks up a small, club-

like branch.  They counter in a 

circle, ready to spring at the 

slightest sign of hostility.] 

 

 [Suddenly from above, a crow caws 

and a plum tomato falls from the 

sky onto the ground.  Both men 

stare at it, dumb-founded.  They 

look at each other, then at the 

same time both dive for it.  

 

 [LUDOVICO grabs it first, tries to 

shove it into his mouth; but 

BUNDINI grabs his arms and tries 

to stop him.  They wrestle over 

the tomato throughout the scene.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

NO!  That tomato is MINE!! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Get off!  I grabbed it first!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Drop it!  You don't know what you're doing!! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

I'm starving!  That's what I'm doing! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Haven't you heard?!  All the tomatoes in Tuscany are 

contaminated with plague!  I'm trying to save your life! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

You lie!  You just want it all to yourself! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Well at least give me half! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Forget it!! 
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 [LUDOVICO hurls BUNDINI across the 

stage, then stuffs the tomato in 

his mouth, chomping and slobbering 

in ecstacy.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

NOOOOOOO!!!! 

 [BUNDINI springs back and grabs 

LUDOVICO by the throat.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Spit it out!  Don't swallow it! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

(Opens his mouth)  It's swallowed, see?  Ha ha. 

 

 [BUNDINI grabs LUDOVICO around the 

waist and jerks him up and down.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Puke it up then!  I'll still eat it!  It's mine!! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

What are you, insane??  GET OFF OF ME!! 

 

 [LUDOVICO tosses BUNDINI off.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

You selfish thief!  Do you know how hungry I am? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Look, tramp, I've not eaten in three days. 

 

 BUNDINI 

I've not eaten in five. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Well, I was whipped and disinherited by my own father! 

 

 BUNDINI 

And I was tortured by the Inquisition! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Take a look at this back!  One hundred lashes! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Obviously amateur work.  Here, take a look at some 

professional scars. 
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 [BUNDINI unwraps his hands, showing 

two blood-caked palms.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Two red-hot coals in my palms for a solid hour! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

My God . . . what's that disgusting stench?! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Oh, that's me.  When they were through, the Papal Pain Squad 

tossed me into the Tiber, the open sewer of Rome.  Beat that. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Easy.  I was betrayed by a woman. 

 

 BUNDINI 

(Winces)  Owww! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

AND I got the beating that was meant for her! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Okay, okay, you win. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Yeah, some prize. 

 

 BUNDINI 

So was she beautiful? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

(Enraptured)  Oh, yes.  Her eyes are like two olives, her 

cheeks radishy, breasts like plump, ripe tomatoes -- 

 

 BUNDINI 

Is this a girl or a salad? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

When I first saw Angela, desire melted o'er my heart -- like 

mozzarella over veal parmigian. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Enough with the food already! 
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 LUDOVICO 

But because of her treachery, I'm banished from my hometown 

forever!  Stripped of my inheritance -- now split between the 

Church and the Duke of Pomposa! 

 

 BUNDINI 

The Duke of Pomposa?  One Leo di Flatulenzi? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

You know him? 

 

 BUNDINI 

That fat fop once fleeced my friends of five hundred florins! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

(With disdain)  Oh, you're an actor? 

 

 BUNDINI 

(With a flourish and bow)  The Great Bundini, comedian 

extraordinaire! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

You mean pickpocket extraordinaire. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Excuse me? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

It's a well-known fact.  All actors are thieves. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Hey, the only thing I ever stole in my life was focus. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Well excuse me, oh great one, but I must be going.  Some of 

us have meaningful things to do with our lives. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Like what, oh clueless one? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

I'm off to Wittenberg -- to continue my humanist studies. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Sounds like you're learning plenty about humans right here. 
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 LUDOVICO 

Oh yes, that the Church is run by conservative crazies, 

controlled with fear, fueled by greed -- 

 

 BUNDINI 

So you're running away? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Absolutely.  To a society free of religious tyranny. 

 

 BUNDINI 

And what makes you think the Germans are any better? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

(Smug)  I've read Martin Luther's doctrines.  And the 

Protestants shun material trappings.  They truly follow the 

spirit of the Bible. 

 

 BUNDINI 

For now.  Just give them time.  For whenever two or more are 

gathered in His name, there'll always be one or more to 

plunder the plate. 

 [The bush rustles; REYNALDO 

groans.] 

 

 LUDOVICO 

The bush!  It spoke! 

 

 BUNDINI 

(Looks to Heaven)  Hey, can't you take a joke? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Quiet!  Listen! 

 

 REYNALDO 

(Still hidden)  Voices!  I hear voices!  Angels come to carry 

me away!  I am ready to ascend, most heavenly -- YAAAAHH!!!  

  

 [He crawls from behind the bush, 

sees the wild-looking BUNDINI & 

LUDOVICO, and screams in fear:] 

 

Demons from Hell!!  Angels of Death!!  BEGONE!!  AWAY!!! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

A wounded soldier! 
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 BUNDINI 

No, it's a Papal guard. 

 

 LUDOVICO 

But Pope Paul is in Bologna. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Are you sure? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Yes, yes, he's due in Pomposa next week. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Then what's he doing here? 

 

 REYNALDO 

(Heavenward)  Dear Lord, please!  I didn't mean to screw the 

Duchess of Parma!  It was self-defense!  I swear!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Perhaps he's got money -- Vatican money -- 

 

 REYNALDO 

And the slaughter of those Venetians -- I was only following 

Pope's orders!  Don't let those Hellhounds touch me!  AWAY!! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Listen!  He thinks we're Furies! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Then let's use it!  It could mean dinner! 

 

 REYNALDO 

Please, Dear God!  I'll never rob another church again! 

 

 [BUNDINI whirls, makes a demonic 

face, and stalks REYNALDO.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

YAAAAHHAAHAAHAA!!!  Prepare to meet the Lord of Evil!  The 

Father of Lies!  Lucifer!!  The Cloven Hoof!!! 

 

 REYNALDO 

Please don't carry me below!  I'll give you anything!  Take 

my mother!  Take my daughter!  Take my wife!  Please! 
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 BUNDINI 

(Grabs REYNALDO by the hair)  We don't want them!  We want 

YOU!!  Don't we -- Caligula? 

 

 REYNALDO 

Caligula?! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Yes, we were once evil fiends, now envoys of Beelzebub!  

(to LUDOVICO)  Say something evil! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Like what, uh, uh --  

 

 BUNDINI 

Attila, okay??  Spit it out!  (to REYNALDO)  The boy 

stutters, drives me nuts! 

 

 REYNALDO 

Attila?!  The Hun??!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Enough formalities!  Let's go to Hell!  You got the 

handbasket? 

 

 REYNALDO 

NO!  PLEASE!!  Not the Inferno!  I've read Dante! 

 

 BUNDINI 

And now you can meet him!  Okay, grab his arms!  (Sings)  

"Hi ho, hi ho, to the Netherworld we go--" 

 

 [LUDOVICO hoists REYNALDO by the 

arms, BUNDINI by the legs; they 

start to cart him off.] 

 

 REYNALDO 

WAIT!!  I'LL MAKE YOU A DEAL!! 

 

 BUNDINI 

But we've got your soul -- what else could possibly interest 

his Unholiness? 

 

 REYNALDO 

Ten thousand gold florins! 
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 BUNDINI 

Sorry.  The Prince of Darkness doesn't traffic in objects.  

He prefers things that scream. 

 

 REYNALDO 

(Rasps)  But it's Pope Paul's gold! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Oh? 

 

 REYNALDO 

That's right!  He sent a band of us ahead to Rome with the 

Church revenues from Bologna -- the Pope leaves there in 

three days.  But last night, I killed the other three guards 

to get this chest of riches -- but it's all yours!  Just keep 

me from the Underworld! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Hmmm, the Pope's gold?  (To LUDOVICO)  You think the Anti-

Christ would go for that? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Oh yeah.  He'd appreciate the irony. 

 

 BUNDINI 

(To REYNALDO)  It's a deal. 

 

 REYNALDO 

Aw, great.  Thanks, guys.  Now I can die knowing my soul is 

Heavenbound!  [He coughs, he's going fast.]  See ya. 

 

 BUNDINI 

(Grabs him by the collar)  No!  WAIT!  Where's the chest?? 

 

 REYNALDO 

Can't breathe!  Feeling dizzy!  This is it! 

 

 BUNDINI 

No, it ain't!  No dough, no deal!  So tell me where that 

chest is or you're charcoal, pal!  WHERE IS IT??!! 

 

 REYNALDO 

Behind . . . behind . . . the bush . . . 

 

 [He goes limp.  Beat.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

WAHOOOOO!!!!  We're rich!!  Ha HA HA!!! 
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 LUDOVICO 

This man just died!  What kind of ghoul are you?! 

 

 BUNDINI 

A RICH ghoul!!  HA HA HA!!  What justice!!  I love it!! 

 

 [BUNDINI drags out the trunk.] 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Now wait a minute! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Keys!  He's got to have keys!! 

 

 [BUNDINI searches REYNALDO.] 

 

 LUDOVICO 

We can't take that money! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Why not?!  The Church took yours, didn't it?? 

 

 [LUDOVICO thinks about this for a 

second, then quickly dives onto 

REYNALDO and helps in the search; 

he finds the keys.  They dash to 

the trunk, unlock it and fling the 

top open.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Where is it?!  Where's the money??! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

There's no gold in here!  Just clothes -- 

 

 BUNDINI 

And a Bible!  The idiot stole the wrong trunk! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Which means we're paupers once again. 

 

 [BUNDINI slowly pulls items from 

the trunk.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

Hold on.  Not so fast . . . these are Papal goods, the real 

things. 
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 LUDOVICO 

So? 

 

 BUNDINI 

We can hawk 'em.  This gold-bound Bible -- it's worth a few 

hundred ducats.  And these robes are quality stuff.  And look 

-- a jewel-laden sceptre!  Hey, this could be better than 

cash! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

What's in this bundle? 

 

 [They pull out a wrapped oval 

object; they unwrap it and find a 

large, jeweled Papal tiara.] 

 

 LUDOVICO 

My God!  Rubies, diamonds, emeralds --  

 

 BUNDINI 

It's worth a million florins!  I gotta try this on!   

 

 [He does, ceremoniously.] 

 

Oh, and the cape too.  Here, help me with it.   

 

 [They drape the robes onto 

BUNDINI's shoulders.]   

 

Well?  What do you think?  Do I look like the Pope? 

 

 LUDOVICO 

I don't know, I've never seen him.  I guess you might.  Who'd 

know? 

 

 BUNDINI 

(Suddenly thunderstruck)  You're right.  Who would?  Why, if 

I -- I could -- we might -- THAT'S IT!!! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

What's it? 

 

 BUNDINI 

The perfect revenge!  It's genius! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

What are you talking about?? 
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 BUNDINI 

The role of a lifetime!  I'm going to pretend I'm the Pope!! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Oh no.  You're crazy. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Why not?!  They're expecting him in Pomposa next week, right?  

And he just said Pope Paul doesn't leave Bologna for three 

days!  Which gives us plenty of time to do unto those 

bastards as they've done to us! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

WE?  No, no, I don't think so. 

 

 BUNDINI 

Oh come on, you don't want revenge??  What kind of Italian 

are you?! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

Well, I -- I'm -- you're right!  Why shouldn't I?! 

 

 BUNDINI 

Come on!  We've no time to lose!  Grab the chest!  And the 

stiff too -- he might come in handy.  And in a few short 

hours, Pomposa will think we're the holiest, most powerful 

men in all Christendom!  

 [A rinky-dink piano suddenly starts 

playing and they sing and dance a 

la Crosby & Hope to the tune of 

"The Road to Morocco."  During the 

song, they stuff REYNALDO in the 

chest.] 

 

 BUNDINI 

"We're off on the Road to Pomposa! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

"We'll watch all those hypocrites crawl! 

 

 BUNDINI 

"We'll make those rubes and Catholic boobs think I'm Pope 

Paul the Fourth! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

"We'll sic their own dogma on them-- 
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 BUNDINI 

"--then split and sail up North! 

 

 BOTH 

"We'll squash every snail in Pomposa! 

 

 LUDOVICO 

"The Monsignor is high on my list! 

 

 BUNDINI 

(Spoken)  Don't forget the Duke -- 

 

 LUDOVICO 

(Spoken)  -- I won't. 

 

 BUNDINI 

(Singing again)  "And Angela who handed'ya that ugly, bloody 

back-- 

 

 LUDOVICO 

"I'll make her see her treachery-- 

 

 BUNDINI 

"--when you're both in the sack!" 

 

 BOTH 

"Sweet revenge will unbend both our frowns! 

 BOTH (cont'd) 

"For every stepped-on Catholic, we're Pomposa-bound! 

"For every stepped-on Catholic, we're Pomposa-bound! 

 

 BUNDINI 

"We really mean it -- 

 

 BOTH 

"We're Pompoooooo-wo-wo-wo-woooooo-sa Bound!! 

 

 [They dance off singing and pulling 

the chest with REYNALDO sticking 

out of it.] 

 

 [Lights fade to black.] 

 

 

 END OF ACT ONE 

 

 

 *   *   *   * 


