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(During the following, she finds a pen and a piece of b Good. Okay. Now the throat. It's a-tight. It's gotta be
paper in her vanity case, then sits on the bed and starts loose. Like this.
9\~ ou&‘ {0 write her farewell note to TITO.) ; (He rolls his head in a circle, around his shoulders,
" TITO. (relaxing) Fey. MaX. SIg a-Me Sometning: -_ simulianeously singing a note.)
MAX. Huh? Ahhh..,
TITO. You sing, I listen. Maybe I help, ch? Make a-pointer: 5o MAX. (joining) Ahhh...
MAX. Gee, that’s awfully — now? A (They continue for a few seconds, then stop. MAX holds
TITO. Sure. Why not? Free lesson, i his forehead io stop the dizziness.)
MAX, Well, I - I - I suppose... : 3 TITO. Now...together.
TITO. Come on. Let’s hear. Stand up! _ . & (They sing “ah, ” 1oll their heads and move around the
MAX. (standing) Right. Is there, uh, anything special i room, arms flailing. Afler o few seconds, TITO stops and
TITO. Pick a-you favorite. Go. : watches MAX, who eventually notices that he’s doing it
MAX. Right. (He is nervous and embarrassed. He clears his : alone. He straightens up.)
throat, then gropes for the Tight pitch.) Ahem...okay. .. Now-a trick, eh? You gotta hear the music. Before you
¢ much confidence, he starts to sing. He's chosen ~ . sing. You gotta hear everything. The orchestra, the
the tenor line of the duet "Dio, che nell'alma infondere” : chorus -
from Act IT, Scene 1 of Verdi’s Don Carlo. He sings =g MAX. (enthusiastic) I — I know what you mean!
; without accompaniment and not very well ) _ TITO. Everything! It’s in a-you heart!
DIO, CHE NELL'ALMA INFONDERE : MAX. Right! — W(
AMOR VOLESTI E SPEME ~ S  TITo. Okay. Shh! Listent £
TITQ. Stop! ‘ (Silence, Then four notes, pizzicato, from the orchestra —
(MAX stops.) whichisnowinMrhcads.AﬁﬂhmtesweHsandthey
Okay. You're a-tight, eh? Tense. Is no good. You gota > begin the duet)
; relax. Be you. ; MAX & TITO. (singing, with full orchestra)
' MAX. 1 -1 -0m trying. I - T L DIO, CHE NELL’ALMA INFONDERE
TITO. Okay, now shake a-youself. JEF AMOR VOLESTI E SPEME,
% MAX. Huh? ! DESIO NEL COR ACCENDERE
1
I Like this. (Stand now, he shakes his body, TU SEI DI LIBERTA;
' moansni‘jzk;h“ﬁi e ¢ ., m"ﬁ;g Come on! - DESIO ACCENDERE, ACCENDER NEL COR
g U 3 SINEES & TU SEI DI LIBERTA.
(Tentatively, MAX imitales him.) GIURIAMO INSIEM DI VIVERE
Move! E DI MORIRE INSIEME.
_ n around the room, arms IN TERRA, IN CIEL
s (MAX lets loose. They both move CONGIUNGERE CI PUO,

flaiting.)
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(He looks around the room, confirming in an instant
that TITO isn't there.) '

MAX. (over the music) Maggie - !

MAGGIE. Shhh!

MAX. Did he call?!

MAGGIE. No. Now will you wait!

(MAX sighs. He looks at his waich. Then he notices
MAGGIE's reaction fo the music; she’s swaying in
rapture. The aria ends and MAGGIE falls backward)

RADIO ANNOUNCER. The magnificent voice of Tito Merelli,
brought (o you in honor of his live appearance this
evening with the Cleveland Grand Opera Company-
(MAX furns off the radio.)

MAX. He wasn’t on the train.

MAGGIE. Oh my God. He is so wonderful. When he does
that last note, I almost can’t breathe.

MAX. Maggie, he wasn't therel MM d ﬂ/\a jfe-—— :
(The phone rings. MAX grabs i) 7 | |

Hello?!...No, sir, 1 couldn’t find him.
SAUNDERS. (through the phone} God dammit! Where the hell is

het!

MAX. (to MAGGIE) It’s your father. (intrthrprhonei--doms

hat-hinrpaged—t—t—Lm-sorry-Tus—
{thre-sorumd-of SATINDERS-hanging-wp—
Girr—Siri-fvst-hrmrsuy) He's gonna kill me.

MAGGIE. He will not. He'd have nobody to yell at. At least
nobody who takes it the way you do.

MAX. Maggie, the man is two hours tate! The rehearsal
starts in ten minutes!

MAGGIE. He'll be here, Max. This is Tito Merelli. He's a
genius. They just don'’t think like other people.

MAX. So what are you saying? He's a grown man and he
can't tell time?
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MAGGIE. I'm just not worried, okay? (pause) Oh, Max, just
think of it. Tonight. The curtain rises and he walks
onstage. And suddenly there’s nothing else in the
world but that...that voice.

(pause)

MAX. I can sing too, you knew.

MAGGIE. Oh, Max — (She laughs out loud,)

MAX. I can! What are you — “Oh, Max.”

MAGGIE. You don’t sing like Tito Merelli.

MAX. Not yet. Okay?

MAGGIE. You don’t.

MAX. In your opinion. It's a matter of taste.

. MAGGIE. It is not! I wish you wouldn't fool yourself. He’s
a star, Max. He sings-all over the world. He’s in Life
magazinel

MAX. So is Mussolini.

MAGGIE. And he's very sensitive.

MAX. How do you know that?

(Beat. She realizes she’s caught.)

MAGGIE, (casually) Becanse I met him. Last year,

MAX. You did? You never told me that.

MAGGIE. It was no big thing. When [ was in Italy with
Daddy, we went to La Scala and he was in Aida. Then
afterwards we went backstage and...well, there he was,
all by himself, behind the curtain. He was wearing a
sort of...Joincloth and his whole body was pouring
with sweat. Anyway, he looked up and saw us and do
you know what he did, Max. He kissed my palros.

MAX. Yeah. So what?

MAGGIE. It was romantic.

MaX. He’s Italian! They kiss everything!

MAGGIE. Fine, forget it.

MAX. Meatballs. Cheese. Cold cuts.

MAGGIE. Max — N
A Gy L ¥ R roves, %lr\ahr \Gss \lr',

Maggre - MANEY
Ttk
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SAUNDERS. Julia, for God's sake —

JULIA. Now, don't be cross, Henry. I couldn’t bear waiting
backstage anymore. Not with those shrimp. I could
hardly breathe. Besides,. I thought I might cheer him
up. The woman’s touch. Suddenly before he-knows it
he’ll feel vital again. Totaily alive.

SAUNDERS. No, I don't think so.

JULIA. You know what this reminds me of? That opera,
the one with the snow falling, and the violins and
everybody's hungry all the time.

SAUNDERS. ]Julia, please! Just listen!

JuLia. I'm listening, Henry.

SAUNDERS. [ want you to go to the theatre. Now. All right?
As a favor to me.

JULIA. Oh, Henry. You know how I feel about you.

SAUNDERS. (moving towands the door) Good. Off yougo - ™~

JULIA. But it’s just so silly. I'm here already.

SAUNDERS. But you won't be soon. You'll be at the theatre.

JULIA. (logically) Not if I'm here. I can’t be in two places.

SAUNDERS. You won't be in two places. You won’t be here.

JULIA. Why not?

SAUNDERS. Because you'll be there.

JULIA. But why bother? I'm already here- 3 u&‘ & S ,.elers )

SAUNDERS. Julia, please - | fb"\qqn.q &Q]“««Q

. (a knock at the door) St
56865 Now what!
JULIA. (sitting) I think it’s the door.
{SAUNDERS stops halfway to the door, returns to just
behind JULIA and raises his arm as though he’s going to
slug her over the head, backhanded. He controls himself
and refurns to the door.)
SAUNDERS. (af the door) Who is it?]
BELLHOP. (offstage) Room service. Coffee for two.
SAUNDERS. We didn’t order any coffee.
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BELLHOP. (offstage) You did so! Ask Max!

SAUNDERS. Well, it's cancelled!

JULIA, (going to the door) Oh stop it, Henry. You can't just let
him stand there.

SAUNDERS. Don't — !
(She opens the door. The BELLHOP enlers, holding a
tray with a coffes service om it. He also has a camera
hanging around his neck. He leaves the door open.)

BELLHOF. Thank you, madam.

JULIA. On the table, please.

SAUNDERS, And then get out.
JULIA. He's only doing his job, Henry,
SAUNDERS, Well, he can do it somewhere else.
BELLHOP. Shall I pour, madam?
JULIA, Thank you, that would be very nice.
SAUNDERS. Juliz, I want you out of herel
BELLHOP. He's not very friendly, is he?
SAUNDERS. Julia, please! You promised!
JULIA. T wonder what's keeping Mr. Merelli?
BELLHOP. Is he getting dressed?
JULIA, Apparently.
BELLHOP. (going fo the connecting door) Perhaps he needs
. some help with his buttons. You know these opera
stars, they're helpless-
SAUNDERS. STOP!
(The BELLHOP stops, his hand on the doorknob.)
Take one step into that room and I will kil you.
BELLHOP. Fair enough. I'll wait out here.
SAUNDERS. You're not waiting anyplace, you're getting out!
BELLHOP. Fine....As soon as ] meet him. (Fe sits.)
SAUNDERS. You're not meeting him.
BELLHOP. Max promised. That's why I brought the coffee.
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I'm a bellhop, nol a waiter.
SAUNDERS. Listen, you-!!
{In a burst of anger, SAUNDERS grabs the BELLHOP by
his shirtfront and hoists him to his feet. Simultaneously
MAGGIE appears al the silting room/corridor door
dressed for the evening. She carries a single red rose.)
JULIA. Henry!
BELLHOP. Help!
MAGGIE. (rushing in) Daddy!
BELLHOP. Help!
MAGGIE. What are you doing?
SAUNDERS. (fo the BELLHOP ) Are you getting out?
BELLHOP. I'm getting wrinkled.
MAGGIE. Daddy, stop it! What’s the mauer?
(SAUNDERS drops the BELLHOP ) -
BELLHOP. (smoothing himself out) We had a slight
misunderstanding. Then he went insane.
SAUNDERS. (i MAGGIE) What the hell are you doing here?
MAGGIE. I came to see Mr. Merelli. To —~ to wish him huck.
SAUNDERS. Well, you’re not going to, so get out!
MAGGIE. Daddy, what's the matter with you? Has something
happened?
SAUNDERS. (gfter a slight pause) No.
JULIA. He’s been under 2 lot of strain lately. Haven't you,
Henry?
SAUNDERS. Nol
BELLHOP, Yes, you have, Henry. I can tell.
SAUNDERS. Get him out of here. I'm warning you.
MAGGIE. (lo the BELLHOP) This isn't like him at all.
BELLHOP. Oh yes it is. -
SAUNDERS. Get out!! Now!!
BELLHOP. All rightl! (with dignity) I will be happy to leave -
JULIA. (fo SAUNDERS) There.
BELLHOP. As soon as I get one picture.
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SAUNDERS. Give me the camera.

BELLHOP. No.

SAUNDERS. (advancing) Hand it over, you little twitl

BELLHOP. (refreating) Stay away from me!

MAGGIE. Daddy!

JULIA. Henry!
(SAUNDERS chases the BELLHOP ground the sofa, with
MAGGIE and JULIA chasing SAUNDERS. )

BELLHOP. Hold it} '
(The BELLHOP snaps a picture of the other thres, who
pose momentarily withowt realizing it. Then immedialely
the chase resumes. )
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SAUNDERS. I want the camera!

{As the chase continues in the sitting room, the bathroom
door opens and MAX emerges, dressed head to Joot as
PagliaciotheClozminacolorﬁdsi&costmnewithbig
buttons, and traditional white clown makeup all over
his face and neck. He also wears his glasses. He staggers
inlo the bedroom, visibly quaking. He makes it to the
connecting door and puts his ear against it. The action
in the sitting room has continued without @ break. )

JULIA. Henry!

BELLHOP. Help!

SAUNDERS. (£ MAGGIE) Get the camera! Maggie!

JULIA. Henry, let him take the picture.

BELLHOP. Henry!

SAUNDERS. Gotcha! (He grabs him.)

BELLHOP. All right! Okay! I give up!

SAUNDERS. Little creep!
(MAX raps sharply on the connecting door. The others

Jreeze and turn to the noise.)

JULIA. It’s him!

MAGGIE, He must be ready.

JULIA. (calling) Mr. Merelli? Is that you?
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tails and closing the door behind him] and stares ai
the bed, dumbfounded. He tears away the covers, looks
under the bed and around the voom. No Tilo!)

Oh my God!!

(He hesitaies for a split second, then runs ot of the
bedroom inio the corridoy; closing the door behind him.)
MISTER SAUNDERS!!

(Pause. Slowly the closet door opens and TITO emerges.
He looks around and listens. Not a sound. He sighs

heavily, then totters cautiously through the bedroom and
into the sitting room. He looks avound the room. He fesls

cerlain now that he’s safe at last and sinks onto the sofa

: and clases his eyes. [AThich point, JULIA enters through <)o 3—
. Hﬁmﬁngmm/?lmidar door and sees TITO from the .

back, sitting quietly on the sofa. She smiles, then walks
silently into the room and covers his eyes with her hands.)

o

JULIA. Now, aren’t you ashamed of yourself. Sitting here

quietly enjoying yourself, while everyone downstairs is
simply dying to meet you.
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was life. It was love and it was pain. And as I sat there
in the theatre, watching you tonight, hanging on your
every note, I thought to myself: Now, at this moment, I
am hearing the greatest performance of any opera star
that has ever lived!

| TITO. ...1 was good, eh?

JULIA. Words cannot express it.

TITO. I think I'm a-gonna siddown, okay? (he does)
.J'ULIA. You poor thing. You've had a bad day, haven’t you?
TITO. Yeah,

JULIA. Of course you have, and you've been very brave. But,

Tito, dear Tito. You will come down to the reception,
won’t you? For just a few minutes?

TITO. No. I done think so.

JULIA. But, Tito, you promised me!

TITO, I did?

JUL1A, Tito Merelli. I'm surprised at you. How could you

: Guess who? . i
] JUU;- | possibly disappoint me like this? Me. Julia.
i TITO. YIY!! TITO. I'm sorry, eh?
to his feet and staves at her.) '
(He bounds lo his fe JULIA. And I'm sorry, too, For I simply will not take no for

an answer. Do you understand? 1 will not budge from
this spot until you agree. Not one inch. (Ske folds her
arms and stands firm.) There are times, I'm afraid, when
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one simply has to apply the iron glove in the velvet
hand, Especially if one hopes to get the bird.

TTO. (thinking) Okay. I give up.

JULIA. You do?

TITO. Yeah,

JULIA. Oh, Tito, you’re wonderful! I knew you wouldn’t let
us down. Let's go! :

TITO. No. Hey. (He turns on the charm and takes her hand.)
Julia. I'm a-tired, eh? I need a few minutes to, uh, get
off a-my feet, wash a-my face. Okay, Julia?

JULIA. (aroused) Oh my dearest, dearest Tito. You've made
m«:ﬂ so very happy. I only wish there was something I
could do for you. (lowering her voice and irying again)
C,w-\:-raw‘H\m[Lu'; o.m-(-u'\"-"j ?. “

3 TITO0. Excuse me please, but who are you?
i JULIA. You're angry with me, aren’t you?
TITO. Angry? -
1 JULIA. Here 1 am, haranguing you about the reccption
| when I haven't even told you how magnificent you
were tonight. Tito. My dear man. (silting and leaning
back seductively, lowering her voice to the bass range) How
can 1 ever thank you?
TITO. For what?
JULIA. For what? For what you did this evening!
TIT0. 1 didn’t do nothing! It wasn’t mel
JULIA. No it wasn’t you. You're right. It was Pagliacc?.
There, onstage, in flesh and blood. It was beauty and it
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Can you think of anything?

TITO. Yeah. Go.

JULIA. 1 understand. Poor baby. You need some time alone.
(he ushers her to the door) Every minute shall seem an
hour, and every hour a second. And so I fly.

(She exits, closing the door.)
TITO. Jesus Christ!

(Hethinksforamomntabou:whattado~thmspﬁngs
into action. He rushes into the bedroom, grabs his
suitcase and puts 1 on the bed to pack. Then a thought
strikes him.)

Train station.

(He hurries into the sitting room wwmdmphmm
He finds it and rifles through it searching for “train

station.”) —

Train, train, train.
(At this moment, the sitting room/corridor dom' opens
and DIANA. eniers, wearing the stinkiest, most mmtmg
dress imaginable. She closes the door quietly. By this
time, TITO has found the appropriate page and heads
back towards the bedroom, scanning the column. )
Tractor. Trailers. Trophies.

DIANA. Hi there.
(ITTO siops dead. He looks at DIANA — and drops the
phone book to the floor.)
Surprised to see me?
(He shakes his head “yes” and wheexes. )}
I told you I might drop in. Didn't you believe me?
(He shakes his head "no” and wheezes.)
Are you all right?

TIr0. Dry...dry throat.

DIANA. Then perhaps I should order some champagne.

DIANA. Was I good tonight?
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What do you think?
TITO. Sure. Great. rD[. G E‘T f‘"a
DIANA. May I use the phone?
(DIANA walks to the telephons. TITO watches her,
Jfascinated. She picks up the phone and clicks for the
operator. nto the phome:)

Room service, please,

{As she waits, she smiles at TITO. Ee smiles back. Into

the phone:) :

Yes, I'd like to order a bottle of champagne. (& TITO)
Is Mumm all right?

TITO. She's fine, thank you.

DIANA. ( 'm R =

eyt

Well. You certainly are a fast operator, I mustsay. I
barely know you, and here we are, alone in your hotel
room with a botie of champagne on the way up.

TITO. I'm just a tricky guy, eh?

DIANA. Come here.

TITO. Huh?

DIANA, Come here,
(She sits om the sofa and motions him to sit beside her.
He does, cautiously. She faces him directly.)
Tito. Can I ask you a question?

TITO. Sure. Hey.

DIANA. T want you to be totally honest with me. All right?
Do you promise?

TITO, Cross a-my heart.

DIANA. Brutal, if necessary.

TITO. Nooo...

DIANA. Yes, Please.

TITO. Okay.

(pause)
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TITO. ...Good? o
DIANA. I'm sure it’s difficult to make any lasting judgments,
after having done it with me only once. But would you

say I was...exciting tonight?
TITO. (krying to work it out) We spent a-some time together,
eh?
DIANA. We certainly did.
TITO. Yeah.
DIANA. Now I want the truth. Just take the big moment at
the end. Would you say it was something special?
(no answer)
I can take it, believe me, Tito. I'm a professional.
TITO. A pro-? Oh my god. A professional!
DIANA. (hurt) You don't think so?
TITO. No 1 do! I promise!
DIANA. Well then? How was I? (pause) Tito?
TITO. I'm trying to remember!
DIANA. (bitterly) 1 suppose you're telling me I was no good.
TITO. Nol Heyl You-you were great! You were fantastic!
DIANA. You're only saying that-
TITO. No I swear! You — you were unbelievable! It went a-by
so fast, I can hardly remember.
DIANA. Oh, Tito. Do you mean it?
TITO. Yeah. Sure.

DIANA. Thank God. I'm so relieved.
TITO. Heh. This, uh, profession. You take it a-pretty

serious, eh?

DIANA_ It's all I've ever wanted to be since I was a little girl.
Isn't that awful?

TITO. It’s terrible.

DIANA. Of course my mother was in the business.

TITO. Ah.

DIANA. And my father was t0o.

TITO. You father?
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DIANA. I guess you could say it’s in my blood.

TITO. You got something in your blood?!

DIANA. Does it show?

TITO. No! No! You look-a fine.

DIANA. And you thought I was good tonight. I mean really,
really good?

TITO. Oh yeah. Great.

DIANA. You have no idea what this means to me, Tito.
Coming from you.

TITO. Heh, thanks.

DIANA. I was so afraid you were disappointed. I mean, it’s
Just so hard to tell with all those people there,

TITO. (afler a slight pause) People?

DIANA. You really are incredible, aren’t you. You've so
much experience, you don’t even notice them. I think
that’s wonderful.

TITO. People?!

DIANA. Tito.

TITO. Eh?

DIANA. Now, Tito, just supposing that I really am as good as
you think. And supposing that 1 have the confidence
and the stamina to make it in the big time, in New
York...

TITO: Yeah?

DIANA. I was wondering if, perhaps, you'd like to introduce
me to some of your friends. Is that possible, Tito?

TITO. Hey. I'm not so sure, eh?

DIANA. Producers, Directors. The ones that matter. What
about your agent?

TITO. My agent, she's a woman.

DIANA. So? That's all right with me.

TITO, It is?

DIANA. Of course! I wouldn't care if she was a kangaroo!

The important thing is whether she’s good or not.
Right?!

7
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G Stes & Mast

(MAGGIE spols the key to the room on the table next to
her. Withowt them seeing it, she picks. up the key and
takes it with her, with her handbag.)

MAGGIE. (at the door, ignoring MAX} See you later...Daddy.

(She exits to the corridor, closing the door behind her.
MAX feels bike a crumb.)

< A(SAUNDERS. I've got a thousand of Cleveland’s so-calied

. cognoscenti arriving at the theatre in six hours in
black tie, 2 thirty-piece orchestra, twenty-four chorus,
fifteen stagehands and eight principals. Backstage,
have app_roximately fifty pounds of rotting shrimp
mayonnaise which, if consumed, could turn the Gala
Be-A-Sponsor Buffet into a mass murder. All I don't
have is a tenor. Time.

MAX. One-fifteen. (pause) I'm - I'm really sorry, sir. I wish

there was something I could do 0 help.

SAUNDERS. It’s not your fault, Max, I wish it was. The
question now is what to do if that irresponsible Italian
Jackass doesn't arrive.

MAX. I - I have an idea about that, actually.

SAUNDERS. You do?

MAX. Yeah. ] mean, sort of.

SAUNDERS, Well, spit it out, Max.

MAX. The thing is — I mean, I was just - just thinking that -
well — I mean - I could do it.

SAUNDERS. Do what?

MAX. Sing it Pagliacci. Sort of...step in. You see, I — I've
been to all the rehearsals and I know the partand I -1
mean, I could do it. I know I could. '

SAUNDERS. Pagliacci? The Clown of Tragedy?

MAX. Yes, sir.

SAUNDERS, Pagliacci, Max. He’s huge. He’s larger than life.
He loves with a passion that rocks the heavens. His

Jjealousy is so terrible that we tremble with irrational
fear for our very lives. His tragedy is the fate of
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tormred greatness, facing the black and gaping abyss
of insensible nothingness, It isn't you, Max.

MAX, It — it could be. I mean, if I had the chance.

SAUNDERS. (turning directly frond, addressing the audience).
“Ladies and gentlemen. May I have your attention,
please. [ regret to inform you that Mr. Tito Merelli, the
greatest tenor of our generation, scheduled to make
his American debut with the Cleveland Grand Opera
Company in honor of our tenth anniversary season,
is regrettably indisposed this evening, but...BUT!...I
have the privilege to announce that the leading role
tonight will be sung by 2 somewhat gifted amateur
making his very first appearance on this, or indeed
any other stage, our company’s very own factotum,
gopher and all-purpose dogsbody...Max!” Do you see
the problem?

MAX. I guess so.

SAUNDERS. Old women would be trampled to death in the
stampede up the aisles.

MAX. I see what you mean.

SAUNDERS. Time.

MAX. One-twenty.

{A depressed silence. SAUNDERS picks up & grape and
starts chewing. Then he realizes and spits it oul and
slarts stamping on it in his fury. Meanwhile, the phone
Tings. MAX pricks i up.)

Hello? What? Could you speak more slowly, please.

SAUNDERS. If it’s Julia, tell her she can take the shrimp and

stoff it up her -

MAX. (to SAUNDERS) Sir! It’s him! He’s in the lobby!

(SAUNDERS runs io the phone and grabs #t.)

SAUNDERS. (inlo the phone, all charm) Signor Merellil
Benvenuto a Cleveland! I will be down immediamente.
Presto. (He hangs up.) All right, Max. This is it You have
your instructions. Key word, Max.

MAX. Glue.

e W
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(They get intimate. She's kissing his neck.)
MARIA. Close a-door.
TITO. Huh?
MARIA. Close a-door.
TITO, Now?
MARIA, Close,
TITO. Maria, | got a stomach. No joke.
MARIA. I make ayou better. Fix you up.
TITO. No. Hey. Not now, okay? I - I can’t do itl
(She stops, angry.)
MARIA. Pigl
TTTO. Maria/
MARIA. You got a girl.
TT0. I got nobody.
MARIA. You got a girl! So done liel
TITO. Maria -
MARIA. Three weeks — nothing! Not once, eh?
TIY0. I'm sorry. I get atense. -1 got a stomach!

MARIA. I wanna be 2 nun, I'll join a-the church! At least
sometimes I have a-some fun. I sing a-hymns. Pluck
a-chickens!

TITO. She’s crazy. My wife, she’s a-crazy.

MARIA. Ob sure, I'm a-crazy. I hate a-trains, I'm acrazy. |
hate hotels. I'm a-crazy. I got a-empty bed, and I'm
a~crazyl

TITO. Maria, I'm a sick a-man!

MARIA. SO TAKE A-YOU PILLS!

TITO. (angry) Fine. Okay. I take a-pillst (He goes 1o the vanity
case and takes out his bottle of pills.) You wanna pills, I
take a-pills. Look! Hey! Two pills. No. Four pills!

MARIA. Two!

TITO. Fourl!

MARIA. Oh!

TITO. Okay? Happy?
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(He puts the bottle on the bedside lable.)
MARIA. Phh! '
TITO. I take a-pills, I got a happy wife. Flappy marriage!
(He pulls a botile of Chianti from the vanity case. )
MARIA. Now you gonna be sick.
TITO. So what? My girl in the closet, she's not gonna care.
MARJA. Pigl '

TITO. SHUT UP! z/l:-—» OQ
MARIA. SHUT UP A-YOUSELF! 1!

(MARIA slgms 10 the bathroom. TITO slams into the

sitting room. )
TITO. Max!
(He paces, upset. MAX enters form the kitchenelte with
two glasses.) —
MAX. Are you all right?
TITO. I'm a-peachy. Just a-fine. I done relax, I'm gonna
blow up! Open!

(He hands MAX the bottle.)

MAX. (taking it) Uh, s-sorry. Corkscrew? .
TITO. Eh? Oh yeah. Corkascrew. Sure. I'm a-stupid!

(ETTO enters the bedroom, grabs the vanity case and sits
on the bed, As he looks for the corkscren, MAX unscrews
the top from the battle of Phenobarbital and pours several
pills into one of the glasses. He thinks for a moment, then
pours more pills. Beat. Then adds a few more for good
measure, By this time, TXTO has found the corkscrew. He
slams back into the sitting room as MAX pockets tiw battle
of pills. TITO grabs the Chianti and staris opening it.)
TITO. Jealousy, eh? That's all I getis a-j<?alouw. Back a-stage.
Girls, they come a-see me. Nice girls. They wanna my
autograph. That's it. They say, “Hello, Tito. We love
ayou, Tito.” Maria, she goes a-nues.
MaX. I'll pour.
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DIANA. It's locked! MAGGIE. I did. That's the problem.

(MAGGIE grabs the doorknob and raitles it violently) DIANA. Hook?
MAGGIE. Come out of there, you — you — ratl (DIANA tumns and MAGGIE hooks up the back.)
DIANA. it’s no use. Thank you. i
MAGGIE. Cowardl! MAGGIE, My pleasure. MOJ‘? a >(Dfo~r\ag ) Mo"?ﬁ ie. B
DIANA. Save your breath. I know his type. (A this moment, the sitting room/corridor door orens i
(Pause. MAGGIE sighs in frusiratior.) and MARIA enlers, carrying her vanity case. She leaves
MAGGIE. Now what do we do? G e door gjar.)
DIANA. T don’t know about you, but I'm getting dressed. . © MARIA. One a-more chance, ¢h? One a-more chance and
MAGGIE. Good idea. _ ! that's it!
(MAGGIE glares at the bathroom door, then walks into : (MAGGIE and DIANA both hear MARIA and look at sach |
other, puzzled. DIANA enfers the sitting room.) i

the sitting Toom to retrieve her dress. Meanwhile, DIANA
looks around the voom for her dress, then remembers she DIANA. Oh my God, he's got another one! |

lg‘titinﬂwbammmShewafkstothebaﬂmomdoo:) o __ (MARIAss y o i
DIANA. Tito. My dress is in there. 5 MARIA. Who are you?! S te B

DIANA. A fricnd of the family. Who are you? ;

{No response. DIANA knocks on the door.)

Tito. I need my dress. I promise 1 won't hurt you. MARIA, The family.

(no response) : DIANA. ...Tito's wife?

GIVE ME THE GODDAMN DRESS OR I'LL KILL MARIA. That's a-right.

YOU!l! DIANA. (calling) Maggie, dear. Guess who's here.

(In a single action, the bathroom door opens, the dress MARIA. I'm gonna keel ‘im.

flies out, the door slams shut and is locked again from ; DIANA. We know just how you feel.

the inside.) MAGGIE. (as she enters the sitting room) Hi.

Thank you, Tito. MARIA. You again.

(The women get dressed in silence, both in the bedroom.) DIANA. You've met before?

MAGGIE,

MAGGIE. I wouldn’t have believed it was possible. He - ' Just orfce. In the closet

seemed so nice. DIANA. You realize of course that she's Tito's wife.
DIANA. He is nice. He’s just a little wicky, that's all. E MAG;EHY:;TOONY sh; i;n't really his wife. Tito told me.

. : 3 e pretend she is, and he plays along because

MAGGIE. Does this sort of thing happen very often: he doesn't want to hurt her feelings. ys along because

DIANA. Yes and no. I've been two-timed before, but never
with quite so much flair. I mean, you've got to hand it

to him.

MARIA. Tito tell you this?
MAGGIE. Of course.
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MARIA. I'm gonna keel ‘im. I swear before F;od, on
everything that's a-holy, I'm gonna strangle him!
DIANA. She sounds like his wife.
MARIA. With my bare hands!!
: DIANA. She’s his wife.
! MAGGIE. But he said. .. (she realizs) Oh my God.
| MARIA. Where is he?
. (MAGGIE and DIANA look ai each other)
Where is her!!
MAGGIE & DIANA. (together) The bathroom.
(MARIA stalks into the bedroom, towards the bathroom
door. DIANA and MAGGIE follow her.)
DIANA. He Jocked himself in.
MAGGIE, He won’t come out.
DIANA. We tried!
MAGGIE. You’re sure you're his wife?|
(MARIA growls in response. Then she tries the doo,
: without success. }
! MARIA. Tito. It's Maria.
M=t brwal
| MARIA. (banging on the door with her fist) Open the door rigl.n
i? now cause I'm gonna keel youl! You hear me, you big
: a-pigl Open the doorl!
| ~(As MARGA bangs and hollers, there’s an eruption of
ffr overlapping voices as TITO runs in through the sitling
room/corridor door pursued by SAUNDERS, JULIA, apo.i
the BELLHOP.)
TITO. Help!
SAUNDERS. Stop!
JULIA. Tito! Please!
TITO. Help!
BELLHOP. Leave him alone!

TITO. Help!
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SAUNDERS. I just want to talk 1o you!

JULIA, Tito, you promised!

BELLHOP. Leave that man alonel
{MARIA, DIANA, and MAGGIE have by now entered the
sitting room Lo see what's going on.)

MARIA. Tito)

TITO. Marial (Heruns to her} Oh, Marial Get me outa here!
Pleasel!

MARIA. (wheeling on DIANA and MAGGIE} So! You make a-fun
of me, eh?! You tell ame lies!

SAUNDERS. What are you two doing here?

MAGGIE. Well - _

DIANA. We were passing by, so we stopped in.

MAGGIE. To get his autograph.

BELLHOP. Did you get it?

MAGGIE. We sure did.

MARIA. (1o TITO) They told a-me you were locked.in the
bathroom.

JULIA. The bathroom?

MARIA. They make a-me think you were fooling around!

TITO. Maria? Me?!

DIANA. We didn't say that.

MAGGIE. Of course not.

DIANA. We were standing here, waitiug for Tito -

MAGGIE. And - and — and somebody ran in there-

DIANA. Who sort of...looked like Tito.

MAGGIE. Right.

JULIA. Oh my God. It’s the lunatic! It must be!

MAGGIE. Ahhhh-h-h-h!

MARIA. Luna-what?

JULIA. Lunatic. A madman. He's running around the city
pretending he’s your husband. And apparently he’s
violent. He actually hit a policemant!

TITQ. No!
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