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ACT I
Scene 1

As the HOUSE LIGHTS dim to darkness, we hear the
sounds of a SYMPHONY ORCHESTRA tuning,
warming up. Trills, runs, blasts, arpeggios, cadenzas.

A VOICE. Hold it! ... Hold it! (SOUND subsides a few
decibels. A BATON hits the metal stand on the podium,
noisily.) Quiet, please! ... Quiet!! (The SOUND subsides,
but not much. A BELL rings, to no effect.) Sorry,
Maestro, Best I can do.

THE POWERFUL VOICE OF VITO DE ANGELIS.
Ladies! Gentlemen! ... SHADDOP!/!

(Instant silence.)

FIRST VOICE. Thank you, Maestro ... Roll tape ...
Take one. Figaro Overture. Houston Symphony.
Conductor: Vito De Angelis.

(All at once, the surrounding air is filled with the vibrant
SOUND of a stirring performance of Mozar('s Overture
to The Marriage of Figaro.

The stage is dark, except for a SPOTLIGHT on the
CONDUCTOR leading the orchestra with enormous
energy and style. We see only his expressive back and
arms.
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The MUSIC ends. APPLAUSE. The SPOTLIGHT fades.
LIGHTS come up on the study in the home of the
conductor, Vito De Angelis.

Turtle Bay Gardens, New York City. A bright afternoon in
April.

Throughout the play, the vital and varied New York City
STREET SOUNDS will be heard.

You have doubtless heard of Maestro De Angelis. Even
those indifferent to music know his name. He has seen
to that. For in addition to being a superlative musician,
his gifts extend to that greatest of all Twentieth Century
Arts: Public Relations.

He never tells his age. He seems older to some, younger to
others. Older to his wife of some 30 years, younger to
his female adorers who find his undulating back, as he
conducts, irresistibly sensuous.

The beautifully appointed study is a mosaic of certificates,
plaques, signed photographs of musical greats,
decorations, ribbons, medals, statuettes, gold records,
honorary degrees, and assorted awards.

A Steinway grand piano. A $40,000 stereo installation.
Part of one wall is a case holding thousands of records
and cassettes and compact discs.

A plethora of mirrors, in which the Maestro studies and
considers himself from time to often time.

The study is on the third floor of the five-story
brownstone. Through the wide windows in the back
wall can be seen the top of a tall elm tree.

VITO DE ANGELIS, The Maestro, is pacing about,
slowly, while his literary ASSISTANT reads from a
typescript on a portable Kluge desk on his lap. THE
MAESTRO listens as he works on a lollipop. The
assistant is ROBERT EPSTEIN, about 35, handsome,
able, intelligent, humorous.)
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ROBERT. (Reading.) “—and when an Argentinian
interviewer asked, “When did you begin to conduct?’ I have
replied, ‘I have always conducted. So long as I can
remember.’” My father, who was concertmaster at La Scala
in Milano for forty-four years, told me that at the age of
three, I would stand in front of the phonograph—or the
‘gramophone,’ as it was then called— and conduct whatever
music was playing.

(THE MAESTRO, remembering, conducts in the manner
of a small boy, smiling at himself in the nearest
mirror.)

ROBERT. My musical education, so, began at birth, In
time, I became a fine pianist, an excellent cellist, and a
superb clarinetist—but my big heart was always in
conducting. Unfortunately, I was possessed of too much
talent—

(THE MAESTRO nods, gravely.)

ROBERT. —and therefore, dangerous facility. Critics
and rival conductors often sometime accused me of
superficial preparation. At times, this may have been true,
for I was always interested in life as well as in music. I
wanted all that the good life has to offer—which is a very
great deal.” (HE stops.)—A great deal? A very great deal?
No. A great deal. (HE makes the correction.)

(THE MAESTRO, attempting to study his profile in a
combination of two mirrors, remains oblivious to
Robert’s problem.)

ROBERT. “Moreover, as I have often said—*Art should
be what is left over from life.””
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VITO. (Nods, sagely. In his charming Italian accent)
Beautyful. But was Sibelius say this, not me.

ROBERT. Oh? (HE begins to rewrite.)

VITO. No, no. Leave it. Sibelius, he don’t care.
Anyhow, who knows? (HE laughs.)

ROBERT. (To the manuscript.) Sorry, Jan. (HE con-
tinues.) “However, when Rachel Garland came into my
life, I began to make full use of my God-given gifts. She
provided the—"

VITO. “God-given gifts” stinks.

ROBERT. Pardon?

VITO. Guh guh guh. God-given gifts. Ugly. Not
musical.

ROBERT. But this isn’t music, Maestro.

VITO. If is by me, must be musical. My public
expects.

ROBERT. (Frowns, thinking.) God-given—uh—
“talents?”

VITO. No.

ROBERT. “Arnt?”

VITO. No.

ROBERT. “Skill?”

VITO. No.

ROBERT. “Genius?”

VITO. (Tempted.) God-given genius. No. True, but no.

ROBERT. “Powers?”

VITO. No.

ROBERT. “Instinct?”

VITO. No!

ROBERT. “Propensity?”

ROBERT. How about “God-given gifts?”

VITO. God-given gifts. Ah! Good. You see? If is said
correct, is musical. (HE says it musically.) God-given
gifts.
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ROBERT. (Singing it to the first eight notes of
Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony.) God-giv-en-gifts! God-giv-
en-gifts!

VITO. Stop that! You know I hate such jokes.
Desecrations.

ROBERT. Sorry.

VITO. Maestro.

ROBERT. Maestro.

VITO. You are too much sometime, Robert, one smart

ass.
ROBERT. Continue?
VITO. If you please. (The Maestro, listening, begins to
conduct the reading. We see why he is so dazzling on the
podium. Fingers, hands, arms, torso—all give special
meaning to the sound of the words.)

ROBERT. “—I began to make full use of my—God-
given-gifts. Rachel, she provided the inspiration which has
led to aspiration. Up to that time, I sometimes traded on
my flair, my platform charm, and my technical mastery.
For a long time, I was able to fool the public. And as for
the critics, well, what do they know of conducting? But
when Rachel—"

VITO. Wait!

ROBERT. Yes?

VITO. Remove the critics. Is fine mans. Work hard.
Hard job. I don’t fight them. Never. Anyhow, I have not
say that.

ROBERT. Yes, you did, Maestro. I have it right here in
the transcript.

VITO. You have make a mistake.

ROBERT. “And as for the critics, well, what do they
know of conducting?”

VITO. No.

ROBERT. I'll play you the tape.
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VITO. To hell with your tape! Remove about the
goddam know-nothing critics!

ROBERT. Very well. (HE makes the cut in the
manuscript.) “For a long time I was able to fool the
public. But when Rachel Garland has entered my life, all
changed. She became, and has remained for so many
unforgettable years, my partner, my helpmeet, my teacher,
my friend.”

VITO. (Is weeping, softly.) Beautyful! Beautyful!

ROBERT. Thank you.

VITO. (Stops weeping.) What “thank you?” I have said
it, not you.

ROBERT. I put it down, Maestro. Edited it?

VITO. You break my balls with your goddam edit edit
edit! You are pretty good secretary, but you don’t know
your place!!

ROBERT. I am not a secretary, Maestro. Mr. De
Angelis.

VITO. Maestro.

ROBERT. I am your ghostwriter.

VITO. (Looking about.) Ghostwriter! Sshh! You know
your contract? Confidential? Nothing to be said? Never?

ROBERT. You're a difficult man, Mr. De Angelis.

VITO. (Automatically.) Maestro.

ROBERT. And if I weren't so far into this ... Ten
months I've put in, and they seem like twenty—I don’t
know.

(VITO undergoes a sudden character shift. HE becomes all
smiles, exuding charm.)

VITO. Come on, Roberto. We have a drink. No?
ROBERT. No.

VITO. A martini. Yes?

ROBERT. Too early.
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VITO. No fight, hey? We great together, no?

ROBERT. No, but— (HE sits.)

VITO. Come on.

ROBERT. All right.

VITO. Sure no drink?

ROBERT. Thank you, Maestro. No.

VITO. Maestro.

ROBERT. (Takes up the manuscript again.) “1 met
Rachel in Vienna, that most magically musical and
ineffably romantic of cities ...”

VITO. (Happily.) My most favorite part! (He catches a
glimpse of himself in one of the mirrors. HE puff's his hair
above his ears, squints, gets out a pair of eyeglasses and
puts them on, the better to admire himself.)

ROBERT. (Continuing.) “Musical because romantic,
romantic because beautiful. It was a time when much light
work was played for balance. I had agreed to conduct a New
Year’s Eve performance of Johann Strauss’s glorious Die
Fledermaus. Rare because how many works are light and
great? Die Fledermaus expresses so exquisitely the
Viennese temperament—described by von Hofmannsthal
as,

VITO/ROBERT. (Together.) ‘One eye wet; and the
other dry.’

ROBERT. (Continuing.) At the first rehearsal, from the
very first note she sang—Rachel she has owned my heart.
She had come over from the Metropolitan to sing Adele,
the lovely little maid, and she sang it better than it had ever
been sung before—or since. I wooed her, but with no
success. She had, alas, heard of my reputation as a
womanizer and—"

VITO. No good! “Womanizer” no good.

ROBERT. Why not?

VITO. Sounds dirty.

ROBERT. It’s not, though.,
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VITO. But sounds! All what matters is sounds!

ROBERT. “—as a Don Juan—?"

VITO. No. Boring part, Don Giovanni.

ROBERT. “—as a Casanova—?"

VITO. “—as a Casa—" No.

ROBERT. “—as a Lothario—?"

VITO. —a gigolo!

ROBERT. “—as a gallant—1?"

VITO. Too French.

ROBERT. “—as an amorist—?"

VITO. Is such a word?

ROBERT. Yes.

VITO. No. Sounds political. The Amorist Party.

ROBERT. “—as a ladies’ man—?"

VITO. Buono! Nice. Is polite? Chic?

ROBERT. Oh, yes.

VITO. (Pointing to the manuscript.) Put.

ROBERT. (Makes the revision.) “But I have persisted,
because I knew that she was the rest of me. It took more
than one year, but then at last, in December, nineteen-fifty-
nine, we became the man and wife. I had not intended to
marry, never. After all, I was almost forty and-‘had—"

VITO. Take out “almost forty.” Is nobody’s business.

ROBERT. Just say “thirty-eight?”

VITO. Just say nothing, goddammit! What are you
writing—I mean what I am writing—some kind
arithmetics book?

ROBERT. (Working on the manuscript.) “After all, I
was a confirmed bachelor and had been all my life.”

VITO. Take out “confirmed.”

ROBERT. Why?

VITO. Sounds religious.

ROBERT. Oh, for the love of—! (He stops, resigned,
and makes the cut.) “After all I was a bachelor and had been
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all my life. But as my friend Pablo Picasso once said to
me: ‘Vito, it takes a long time to become young!’”

VITO. Good!

ROBERT. (Continuing.) “In Naples, where—"

VITO. In beautyful Naples.

ROBERT. But it’s not beautiful.

VITO. To me, yes! Is my book, my city, so say

ROBERT. But if—

VITO. Say beautyful beauntyful Naples.

ROBERT. Beautyful beautyful?

VITO. Beautyful beautyful!

ROBERT. (Sotto voce, as HE enters it.) Boy, you're
beautyful!

VITO. What do you say?

ROBERT. I say beautyful beautyful.

VITO. Continue.

ROBERT. “After all, I was a bachelor and had been all
my life! (Gagging on the next.) In beautyful beautyful
Naples where I was bomn, is an old saying:

ROBERT and VITO. ‘Uno scapolo & un uomo che non
commette mai lo stesso errore una volta sola.'

ROBERT. ‘A bachelor is a man who never makes the
same mistake once.’”

VITO. (Laughs heartily.) Buono, yes?

ROBERT. No.

VITO. (In two syllables.) No-0? ... Why no?

ROBERT. Stale.

VITO. What means “stale?”

ROBERT. E vecchia!

VITO. E vecchia! You are vecchio,

(ROBERT rises.)
VITO. Sorry.
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(ROBERT sits.)

VITO. Continue. Please.

ROBERT. (Pressing on, doggedly.) * After our marriage,
Rachel insisted upon giving up her career at once, so as to
be able to remain at my side to help me. I have begged her
not to do so. ‘You must have self-expression,” I have said.
And she has said, ‘You will be my self-expression.’ Life

Vﬁ‘O. Bravo!®

(HE applauds, and takes off his glasses. ROBERT is about
to speak, but does not. VITO goes to the house
intercom, presses a button.)

A VOICE. Yes, Maestro?

VITO. Eric! Bruce! We have the tea, please. (To
Robert.) So. How much more, you think?

ROBERT. I'd say we’re a touch more than halfway
through.

VITO. That is all?

(ROBERT shrugs.)

VITO. So ... ten months more?

ROBERT. Oh, God, no! Remember, six of the first ten
were talking and taping and transcribing. No, I'd say
another three months for the first draft, and maybe a month
to polish.

VITO. (Looking through a gold date book.) So the
polish month—it will be hard because I am in Chicago,
Detroit, Houston, Los Angeles.

ROBERT. Have pen, will travel.

VITO. What?
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(A KNOCK. ERIC and BRUCE, the attractive, beige-
Jacketed servants, wheel in a well-stocked tea table.
They are followed by RACHEL, a beguiling creature of
indeterminate age, who goes at once to Vito. THEY
kiss a long married kiss, more cheeks than lips.)

RACHEL. Darling.
VITO. Cara mia.

(SHE goes to ROBERT, and THEY shake hands.)

RACHEL. Bobby.

ROBERT. Hello.

RACHEL. And how did it go today, dear laborers? (Her
voice is musical, her presence magical. Men fall in love
with her straightaway, women wish to be her.)

ROBERT and VITO. (Together.) Fair/ Excellent!

RACHEL. I did hear some screaming. Key of G-major,

ROBERT. It was nothing,

VITO. A small misunderstanding. Poco poco. You
rather a drink, Bob?

ROBERT. No, thank you. I have to work tonight.

VITO. Robert—is so good that sometime one word—
small, not important—but stands out because wrong. Like
one wrong note.

ROBERT. (To Rachel.) And that ear of his!

RACHEL. Which one?

(THEY laugh together. VITO does not get it. RACHEL
gives Vito his tea.)

VITO. Grazie.(HE begins to leaf through his copy of
the manuscript.)
RACHEL. Where have we got to?
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ROBERT. Today, he finally got you to say yes.

RACHEL. To what?

ROBERT. To marriage.

RACHEL. Oh, that yes. Nineteen-fifty-nine. It certainly
doesn’t seem like only yesterday.

VITO. (Looking at the manuscript.)) You know,
sometime I think in this, the English is not too the best.

ROBERT. That is quite intentional, Maestro.

VITO. Why is?

(ROBERT and RACHEL exchange a look.)

RACHEL. Did you read those reviews on Domingo this
moming?

VITO. (To Robert.) Why is?

ROBERT. (To Rachel.) Are they good?

RACHEL. Stupendous.

VITO. Why is?

RACHEL. Your needle seems to be stuck, darling.

VITO. Why is?

ROBERT. Why is what, Maestro? I’ve forgotten the
subject.

VITO. Why it is quite intentional the not so best
English?

ROBERT. (Takes a deep breath.) Because, Maestro, as |
understand it—Little, Brown is anxious to make it appear
that this is not a “with so and so,” not “as told to,” not a
collaboration—but simply—(He places it in the air.)—
MAESTRO by Vito De Angelis.

VITO. So?

ROBERT. So as I perceive my duties and
responsibilitiess—I am to try to write it as you would write
it, as if in the case you would be yourself the writing
down.

VITO. Which means?
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ROBERT. Which means I make a kind of charming
patois and then we inside to out so all will think was you
you you you you!

VITO. Bad English?

ROBERT. Not bad. Different. Personality. Image.

VITO. I am some Mulberry Street dago?

RACHEL. Vito!

VITO. (With an imperious gesture.) Out! I am fire you!

ROBERT. Good! I am quit!

RACHEL. Please, boys.

VITO. Out! Out!

RACHEL. Vito! Bobby!

ROBERT. (Getting his things.) No way, lady! I've
taken all I'm going to take. Ten months of this egomaniac.

VITO. Idiot! Know-nothing! Pederast! Faggot! (To
Rachel.) Qu’est-ce qu-on dit “salaud?”

RACHEL. Son of a bitch.

VITO. Son of a bitch.

(BRUCE comes in.)

ROBERT. Up yours, Maestro!

VITO. Come si dice bastardo? Presto! Presto!
RACHEL. Bastard.

VITO. Bastard.

(Now a stream of gutter invective in several languages.
VITO's voice reaches a high pitch. HE is apoplectic.
HE throws his cup at Robert, misses. BRUCE catches
it, and exits. HE puts on his eyeglasses and throws a
plate. ROBERT ducks and moves away. The teapot.
Almost. ROBERT is considering belting this madman.
RACHEL catches his eye and motions him out of the
room. As a matter of safety, HE backs out, using his
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Kluge desk as a shield against further flying objects.
VITO pauses for breath.)

ROBERT. (At the door.) Maestro—you can kiss mine!
VITO. (At his peak.) Is too late to apologize! Out!

(ROBERT and RACHEL look at each other. No use.
THEY cannot help bursting into laughter. VITO,
confused, is breathing hard.

The LIGHTS dim swiftly.

In the darkness we hear the great recording of Die
Fledermaus. Rachel Garland is singing—in English—
Adele’ s celebrated laughing song.)

ACT I
Scene 2

The LIGHTS come up. The MUSIC fades. We are in the
living room. It is an enchanting place, clearly
untouched by professional interior decoration. Instead, it
reflects the combined personalities of Rachel and The
Maestro. A comfortable, utilitarian, warm, lived-in

space.

In the background, as always in this house, MUSIC is
playing, softly. At the moment, it is a recording of
Kinderscenen by Schumann.

A large, superb Grandma Moses, which hangs over the
fireplace, seems to have been painted there by the artist.
A Reginald Marsh burlesque nude. A Horace Pippin.
These are Rachel's pictures. The Maestro’s are: a grand
Canaletto, an exquisite Raphael (yes!), a Caravaggio,
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and the famous Picasso portrait of The Maestro on the
podium, lighted dramatically.

The furniture, too, combines New England and Italian
modern, Plants and fresh flowers abound—ihe latter
stunningly arranged by Rachel.

The living room is on the second floor. Through the
window, we see the elm again, this time its trunk.

Upstage, the large double doors set in the archway lead to
the hall and the curved staircase.

From time to time, when the doors are open, we see
BRUCE or ERIC or both going abou: their household
duties. In this scene, their jackets are maroon.

A month has passed. It is now May. Early evening.

RACHEL and a YOUNG WOMAN, both standing, are in
the midst of a tense, acrimonious argument. The young
woman is IRIS PEABODY, a senior editor representing
the staid and illustrious Boston publishing firm of
Little, Brown and Company. She is shapely and leggy.
Her hair is piled high on her splendid head, revealing an
exceptional neck. She is handsome rather than pretty
and projects a magnetic vitality. She wears eyeglasses
which accentuate her beawty.

RACHEL and IRIS have reached that point in debate where
both adversaries are talking at the same time.

IRIS. RACHEL.

—simply will not Why not? What is so
postpone for a third time! impossible about a
It’s making us look postponement?

ridiculous in the eyes of the
publishing world, and
what’s more—

(THEY stop together, momentarily exhausted.)
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IRIS. I did not say, Mrs. De Angelis, that a
postponement was impossible. I said that Little, Brown is
not prepared to postpone for a third time.

RACHEL. But what's the altemnative?

IRIS. Call it off.

RACHEL. (Astounded.) Call it off?

IRIS. Take it elsewhere. You may find a publisher with
more patience, although I doubt it.

RACHEL. Do you mean to tell me that your company
is willing to give up this remarkable piece of—

IRIS. It isn’t a remarkable anything, Mrs. De Angelis.
Not yet.

RACHEL. It’s half done.

IRIS. We can’t sell half a book.

RACHEL. But you—

IRIS. Could he sell half a recording?

RACHEL., Oh, don’t talk nonsense!

IRIS. Sorry, I suppose that was. But here’s something
that’s not.

(SHE takes a folder out of her Gucci envelope and extracts
a single sheet. SHE goes on talking, but RACHEL
never takes her eyes off that sheet.)

IRIS. Our comptroller sent this up to the Board last
week. Then the publisher sent for me. All my fault, of
course. I should have seen to it that—. Why didn’t I—?
The fact that I haven’t been personally involved—that Mr.
De Angelis’s editor kept assuring me that—

RACHEL. What does it say?

IRIS. —what say?

RACHEL. That.

IRIS. (Looking at it.) The comptroller estimates that
thus far, the De Angelis deal has cost us more than sixty-
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six thousand dollars in non-recoverable monies, over and
above the advance.

RACHEL. I don’t understand how it—

IRIS. The contract for this book was signed four years

ago—

RACHEL. It couldn’t be.

IRIS. (Consults the sheet.) Four years, less six weeks.
At that time, the due date was fixed at one year from
signing,

RACHEL. But that tumed out to be an exceptionally
busy year for him: La Scala to Covent Garden to San
Francisco to Chicago to—

IRIS. Spare me. I'm getting jet lag.

RACHEL. Busy, don’t you see?

IRIS. (Consults the paper again.) At any rate, the
comptroller tells us that the expenses and interest on this
amount—comes to sixty-six thousand, seven-hundred-eight
dollars and sixty-four cents.

RACHEL. But what do you want us to do?

IRIS. It’s not a question of what / want to do. I'm not
an “L” I'm only a messenger. I hate this chore. Because I
find I like you.

RACHEL. Thank you.

IRIS. And as for Mr. De Angelis—

RACHEL. (Automatically.) The Maestro.

IRIS. And as for The Maestro—I"ve been a besotted fan
for years. And even though I've never met him—I didn’t
want to, really. It would be like meeting Chopin or
Dickens or DaVinci—I’ve admired him more than I can
say.
RACHEL. Does that mean you don’t admire him now?
IRIS. (A pause.) Our present position is this. We wish
to cancel our contract for the book tentatively titled
MAESTRO by Vito De Angelis, and The Maestro is to
return to us immediately the sum of one hundred and
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eighty-three thousand seven hundred and eight dollars and
sixty-four cents.

(During the above, RACHEL gets up and goes to the door.
But instead of of leaving, SHE closes it and returns to
the scene.)

RACHEL. Miss Peabody, in the circumstances, it is
now necessary to tell you something.

IRIS. Yes?

RACHEL. The Maestro does have seven hundred and
eight dollars. And sixty-four cents.

IRIS. I'm sure of it.

RACHEL. What he does not have is the hundred-and-
eighty-three thousand.

IRIS. (Looking around.) None of my business, but I"d
say these pictures are worth what used to be called “a pretty
penny.”

RACHEL. The American ones are mine.

IRIS. Oh.

RACHEL. And the Italian ones have been loaned to
him by various friends and admirers: Norton Simon,
William Paley, Mary Lasker.

IRIS. I see. (IRIS is looking around again.)

RACHEL. The house? Mine. And everything in it,
except, of course his things: the piano, scores, stereo,
clothing. He does have terribly expensive clothing—but I
don’t think one hundred, eight-three thousand dollars worth.

IRIS. Mrs. De Angelis, what do you expect us to do?
Have you any suggestions?

RACHEL. Wait. You'll get your book. We must find a
writer.

IRIS. We’ve now had five—do you realize that? —five
in four years! (SHE gets out another sheet.) Fred Myers—
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RACHEL. Yes, I remember. Bald-headed. Refused to
fly. So how he could stay with The Maestro and continue
to—7?

IRIS. Barbara Weeks—an excellent ghost who’s done
six of the best—

RACHEL. Fifty-five years old and made a pass at him
one night.

IRIS. Oh? (HER eyebrows go up and SHE gives her
head a single shake to clear it of this information.) Charles
Fredericks?

RACHEL. Thirty-five years old and made a pass at him
one night.

IRIS. (Gulps.) Don’t tell me Anne McKay made a pass
at him. She’s the most straight-laced young—

RACHEL. With her, it was the other way about.

IRIS. Oh, dear.

RACHEL. And her husband objected.

IRIS. And then—Robert Epstein.

RACHEL. Oh, yes. Bobby.

IRIS. One of the best writers I know. Not really a
ghost. I was astonished when he accepted the assignment.

RACHEL. He loved The Maestro, that’s why.

IRIS. And the chapters he turned in are—well,
superlative.

RACHEL. But they quarreled. Made up, quarreled again.
On and off and finally—off, for good.

IRIS. Do you think there’s a chance they might—?

RACHEL. No, no. Out of the question.

IRIS. Well, then. There we are.

RACHEL., There must be someone!

IRIS. Shall we get in touch with your lawyer? Or with
his agent? Is it still Irving Paul Lazar?



28 PECCADILLO

(Suddenly, RACHEL smiles a bright, radiant, happy,
relaxed smile. In the silence, her thoughts become
crystal clear.)

IRIS. Oh, no! (SHE gets up and begins to collect her
things.)

RACHEL. Just a moment—

IRIS. No lion’s den for me, thank you.

RACHEL. How badly do you want this book finished?

IRIS. Not that badly.

RACHEL. Would you try for a few days?

IRIS. No!

RACHEL. For one day?

(RACHEL is hypnotizing, casting a spell. IRIS shakes her
head.)

IRIS. (A whisper.) No, thank you.

RACHEL. For an hour, Fifteen minutes? Five?

IRIS. It's no use, Mrs. De Angelis. I couldn’t. Even if I
could, I wouldn’t.

RACHEL. But why not?

IRIS. Terrified.

RACHEL., Sit down.

IRIS. No.

RACHEL., For a moment.

(As RACHEL goes to the intercom, IRIS moves to the
farthest corner of the room as if to hide.)

VITO’S VOICE. Si. .

RACHEL. (On the intercom.) Vieni giu, caro mio ...E
importante, credimi ... No, solo la ragazza di Little,
Brown. E un guaio ... Un grosso guaio. Vogliono il libro
o rivogliono il denaro.
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VITO'S VOICE. (Explosively.) 1l denaro!!

(RACHEL pulls the phone away from her ear, as it
screeches hysterically. SHE looks up at Iris and smiles.
SHE returns to the phone, weakly.)

RACHEL. S§i, hai ragione. Ma ho una soluzione, credo
... vieni gid e ne parliamo ... (To Iris.) He’ll be right
down.

(IRIS, in a panic, picks up her things, preparatory to
making a swift exit.)

IRIS. Mrs. De Angelis, I live in Boston, where I have a
good life and a good job.'And a splendid young man who-.
(Distracted.) And I'm not in a position to leave all that—
even for a short time— to, well, to produce—help to—.

RACHEL. It wouldn’t take long. A few weeks. I'd want
you to come and stay here, with us, of course.

IRIS. What?

RACHEL. The food is excellent. The guest room is
comfortable. (SHE smiles.) And the price is right.

IRIS. My boss wouldn’t—

RACHEL. I'll take care of that. (Indicating the door.)
Or he will.

(VITO comes charging into the room. HE goes at once to
the bar tray to fix a drink. HE and IRIS are on opposite
sides of the room. RACHEL stands between them. An
oppressive silence. HE knocks back a vodka and turns
into the room.)

VITO. Now. What is this sheet about give back
monies?
RACHEL. Vito!
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VITO. I don’ ask you. I ask him.

RACHEL. He is a woman.

VITO. So? I ask she.

IRIS. Maestro, with all due respect—

VITO. I don’ give it back money. Never!!

RACHEL. (To Iris.) Let me explain, would you?

IRIS. By all means.

VITO. No! (To Rachel.) Out!

RACHEL. What?

VITO. Business. I take care.

RACHEL. But, darling, I told you. I hada —

VITO. (Fortissimo.) Vattene. Vattene via! O ti spacco
la testa.

RACHEL., (Smiles at Iris.) Good luck, dear.

(SHE goes. VITO squints across the room at Iris.)

IRIS. You see, Maestro, the problem is—

VITO. Is what?

IRIS. We haven’t received the manuscript.

VITO. Your fault!

IRIS. Ours?

VITO. Of course, ours—because you send me to help
only idiots, cretins, fairies, nymphomaniacs!

IRIS. (Angrily.) They weren’t when they arrived here,
Maestro. They may have been by the time they left.

(VITO is astonished. People simply do not speak to The
Maestro in this way. HE squints across the room. Now
HE reaches into his pocket and takes out his eyeglasses.
As HE puts them on, IRIS quickly takes hers off. HE
looks at her. A long moment, during which a police car
speeds by on Second Avenue, emitting that nerve-
testing HiLo siren wheep! wheep! wheep! wheep!
SOUND. VITO metamorphoses into another human
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being, takes a step toward her. Now HE smiles
charmingly.)

’

VITO. (Gently.) So. You are a Little Brown.

IRIS. No. I'm Iris.

VITO. Yes. You look it.

IRIS. What?

VITO. You look Irish. What is your name?

IRIS. Peabody.

VITO. Peabody what?

IRIS. (Confused.) Peabody Irish ... Irish Peabody ...
Iris.

VITO. You are the one she wants me give back money?

IRIS. No, I'd rather have the book.

VITO. I give it to you. 0.K.?

IRIS. I mean the whole book.

VITO. Sure. But I need the help.

IRIS. I know.

VITO. All those ones, maybe good peoples, but not—
how you say in English “simpatico?”

IRIS. You say “simpatico.”

VITO. Is a English word?

IRIS. Yes.

VITO. I bet you wrong,

IRIS. You'll lose.

VITO. You are one expert, eh?

IRIS. Yes.

VITO. You know what else more?

IRIS. I'm afraid so.

VITO. Simpatico. I can tell. Is my talent. I know in
uno momento. I meet the soloist. “How do you do?” “How
do you do, Maestro?” Shake the hand. (He pantomimes the
action.) And I know. Is he possible? Is he professional? Or
prick? Same with you. I can tell. You are professional. No
prick.
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IRIS. No. None at all.

VITO. What?

IRIS. (Madly befuddled.) 1 don’t know.

VITO. No capito. You speak maybe Italian?

IRIS. No. And right now, I'm not so sure I speak
maybe English.

VITO. You speak nice English.

IRIS. Thank you.

VITO. You are musical?

IRIS. I think so. I play the piano. Badly.

VITO. Never let me hear you!

IRIS. No sir.

VITO. Maestro.

IRIS. Maestro.

VITO. You have seen me conduct?

IRIS. Oh, yes. many times,

(VITO waits.)

VITO. Go on.

IRIS. You're magnificent.

VITO. I know.

IRIS. My favorite. An idol, really.
VITO. Thank you.

IRIS. That’s why I suggested the book.
VITO. You suggest?

IRIS. Yes, of course.

VITO. Maestro.

IRIS. Maestro.

VITO. You suggest and now you want back money?
IRIS. (In a daze.) I don’t want anything.
VITO. Sit.

(SHE does so.)
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VITO. You are writer?

IRIS. Editor.

VITO. But you can write?

IRIS. I think so.

VITO. I make you martini? Yes? (He starts for the bar
tray.)

IRIS. Yes.

(VITO stops.)

IRIS. Maestro.

VITO. (Continues to the bar tray and prepares martinis.
A ritual.) Where you live?

IRIS. Boston.

VITO. Massachusetts?

IRIS. Yes.

VITO. Too far.

IRIS. Yes.

VITO. But excellent string section, The Boston. Maybe
best.

IRIS. Thank you.

VITO. How old?

IRIS. The Boston Symphony?

VITO. No, you.

IRIS. Twenty-seven.

VITO. True?

IRIS. No?

VITO. How much?

IRIS. Twenty-five.

VITO. (Laughing.) You are astonishment.

IRIS. I am?

VITO. In each country—always—the woman—they lie
of the age—but always the less—not the more as you.

IRIS. How old are you?

VITO. What?!
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IRIS. How old are you?

VITO. I am not old. I am young.

IRIS. Never mind. I'll look you up in Who's Who.
VITO. No true Who Who.

IRIS. I'll ask your wife.

VITO. She don’ know.

IRIS. No matter. I’'m not really interested.

VITO. You would be amaze!

IRIS. I'm sure of it.

(HE comes to her. SHE stands. HE hands her a martini,
and notices that she is a bit taller than he. HE stretches
and plays the rest of the scene on tiptoe, more or less.)

VITO. You are married?

IRIS. No.

VITO. Divorced?

IRIS. No.

VITO. You have not been married? Never? Twenty-five?

IRIS. Never.

VITO. You are lesbian?

IRIS. Not yet, no.

VITO. Why you don’ marry?

IRIS. I don’t believe in it.

VITO. Why you don’?

IRIS. It’s unnatural. Marriage isn’t nature’s idea—it
never was, It’s man'’s.

VITO. You sure you twenty-five, not seventy-five?

IRIS. Do you know what the natural function of the
human female is?

VITO. (Beaming.) Oh, yes.

IRIS. It’s to become impregnated and reproduce as often
as physically possible.

VITO. (Crosses himself.) Per carita!
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IRIS. And the male is supposed to go around
impregnating as many females as he possibly can,

VITO. (Smiling proudly.) I will do my best.

IRIS. That’s the natural law. And what does that have
to do with marriage?

VITO. You are crazy and charming, Irish. So when we
begin?
IRIS. Begin what?
VITO. My book. Begin to finish.
IRIS. I don’t think Little, Brown would—
VITO. I take care. So. Fine?
IRIS. No. I've decided. No.

(HE comes to her, takes her hand, kisses it Italian style,
and still holding it, smiles a Neapolitan smile.)

VITO. Hey! What kind a ring this?

IRIS. My engagement ring.

VITO. You say you don’ marry.

IRIS. I don’t. I won’t. I'm just engaged to be engaged.

VITO. I don’ understand.

IRIS. No matter. He does.

VITO. So. The book. Yes? You and me. Please?

IRIS. (Retrieving her hand.) Maestro, you are dripping
with charm. But, for God’s sake, don’t drip it all over me.
Because if you do, I'll succumb and it’ll only be a question
of time until we’re both sorry.

VITO. You hear bad things of me, no?

IRIS. Yes.

VITO. From Bobby the bastard?

IRIS. And the two other bastards.

VITO. And one bitch?

IRIS. Two.

VITO. You believe?

IRIS. I'd be foolish to disbelieve all of them.
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VITO. True. You know how is it—some peoples they
bring out the worst in other peoples.

IRIS. Yes.

VITO. And some the best? Bring out?

IRIS. Of course.

VITO. Is my business. I must try always bring out the
best in the soloists. Is like marriage—I know you
against—but conductor and soloist—a marriage.
Sometimes good. Sometimes no good. These five bitches
and bastards, they bring out my worst. You can my best
bring out.

IRIS. (Finishes her drink in a gulp, gets up and prepares
to leave again.) I'm very sorry.

VITO. Maestro.

IRIS. Maestro. But I can’t. And I won’t, because—

VITO. (Prompting.) Because—?

IRIS. Something. Instinct. Something in the air. I just
feel it would be—

VITO. Ah hah! (HE strikes his forehead with the heel of
his hand.) I know! I see!

IRIS. What?

VITO. You afraid because you think I want to make
fohking with you!

IRIS. Well, don’t you?

VITO. (All innocence.) Me? You got these loco ideas—
maleses running, fohking, fohking everybody every place.
(He laughs an unconvincing laugh.)

IRIS. They do.

VITO. Not me. No more. I don’ do no running. With
you and me—how you say? Sticky business.

IRIS. Strictly.

VITO. All right.

IRIS. Actually, it was your wife’s idea, too.

VITO. Sure, she’s plenty brain.

IRIS. Well, give me a few days and—
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VITO. Yes, you sleep with it.

IRIS. On it.

VITO. Wait! You going to correct me all the time I
make some small mistake—

IRIS. Why not? How else are you going to learn?

VITO. (In a temper.) Me. I don’ got to learn. 1 know!

IRIS. There we are. You see how impossible it would
be.
VITO. No no. I want you fix my book. No fix me. I
don’ care of my English. I speak ten languages. Francais,
Deutsch, Ivrit, Svenska, Espagnol, Ruski, English,
Nihongo, Polska—all lousy. Even my Italian no good. My
language—she is music! Music! This one I speak
beautyful. Better as anybody.

IRIS. (Touched.) Maestro—I'll never correct you again.

VITO. You come to Camegie Saturday? Eight P.M.? I
have The Cleveland. You have hear me conduct the
Beethoven Five?

IRIS. No.

VITO. Then you have never hear it.

(HE takes the fountain pen out of her hand, turns away
slightly, and using the pen as a baton, prepares to
conduct. Suddenly, HE gives the downbeat, singing the
opening bar of Beethoven's Fifth Symphony.

The LIGHTS dim swiftly.

As the scene darkens. The Cleveland Symphony Orchestra
takes up the MUSIC and plays the next twelve bars,
fading as the LIGHTS come up on Scene 3.)
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ACT I
Scene 3

The LIGHTS come up to reveal that we are in one of the
most attractive and charming rooms in the house, the
dining room, situated on the ground floor and
overlooking a lush, verdant backyard. Rachel’s flower
garden is varied and abundant. She cares for it herself
daily, in the appropriate seasons.

The lower part of the elm can now be seen.

From upstairs, the BEETHOVEN continues softly.

The dining room furniture was designed and built and given
to The Maestro by his old friend and admirer, Frank
Lloyd Wright. It combines beauty and comfort and
practicability. Each chair is an armchair, The table is
octagonal. When there are eight at the table, each one
has a different service of matching napery, silver, and
china.

The cabinets and shelving suggest forever.

The paintings have been acquired across the years, not from
celebrated artists or grand galleries but from student
shows and flea markets and street sales. They all
celebrate the glory of food and wine: a colorful French
charcuterie; a glistening lobster; a tray of cheese, each
with a tiny flag designating the country of its origin; a
loaf of bread; three wine botiles: a red, a white, a rosé; a
flowing cornucopia of fruit; a cornfield. No one has ever
entered this room without his appetite being stimulated.

A decorative Japanese screen shields the swinging door to
the pantry and kitchen beyond.

Itis 1:10 P.M. of a sweet, sunny August day.
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VITO and RACHEL are at the table. THEY are having
jellied madriléne with red caviar and a sour cream
topping. There is a third setting.

BRUCE and ERIC, in powder blue jackets, are serving.
Eric, biscuits; Bruce, wine.

VITO, a gourmet/gourmand, is tasting and considering
Jjudiciously. RACHEL watches him. HE is about to say
something. ERIC and BRUCE, too, wait for the
reaction, but nothing comes. Instead, VITO takes
another spoonful and tastes it as though sampling
vintage wine.

VITO. (Finally.) Good.
RACHEL. Thank you.

(SHE, BRUCE, and ERIC are relieved.)
VITO. But not so good as last time.

(RACHEL laughs musically and merrily. SHE exchanges a
look with the SERVANTS who leave. VITO frowns.)

VITO. Is funny?

RACHEL. Hilarious.

VITO. Why?

RACHEL. Because we’ve had this lovely jellied
madriléne with red caviar and sour cream once a week in the
summer months—ever since Nela Rubinstein gave you the
recipe.

VITO. So?

RACHEL. And every time we have it—that’s what you
say.

VITO. Say what?

RACHEL. (Imitating him remarkably.) “Good. But not
so good as a last time!”
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VITO. You should try get rid your Italian accent.
(THEY share a little laugh.)

VITO. You know who had the Italian accent more bad
as me? Toscanini. Because he has hated the English
language. Me, I love it. I don’ speak it but I love it.

RACHEL. (Reaches over and touches his hand
affectionately.) You speak it very well—

VITO. (Over-enunciating, especially the ‘th’ sound.)
Thank—you—ay—thousand—thimes.

RACHEL. —for a foreigner.

VITO. What you mean “foreigner?”

RACHEL. You’re not?

VITO. Maybe here I am foreigner. In Italy I am not.

RACHEL. Well, that's true!

VITO. In Italy you are foreigner!

RACHEL. No argument there.

VITO. (Pointing his bouillon spoon at her.) Too many
times you—

(HE stops as IRIS comes in. RACHEL rings a bell to
summon Eric and Bruce.)

IRIS. Sorry.

(SHE goes to her place at the table. She is wearing a
billowy, flowered summer frock. VITO gets up.)

IRIS. Oh, please don’t get up.
VITO. I am up.

(HE holds her chair for her. As THEY stand next to each
other, we note that they are now the same height. Of
course. SHE is now wearing the flattest possible
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sandals—and no eyeglasses. She has acquired contact
lenses.)

IRIS. Thank you, Maestro.

(HE seats her and returns to his chair as ERIC comes in
and serves Iris. BRUCE follows with wine.)

IRIS. Thank you.
(ERIC goes.)

IRIS. I'm terribly sorry to be late.
VITO. Me. I am never late.

(IRIS looks at him with meaning.)
VITO. Only with delivering manuscripts.
(ALL THREE laugh tentatively.)

IRIS. Not my fault really, it’s just—gosh, this is
delicious!
RACHEL. You should have been here last time!

(VITO laughs. BRUCE leaves.)

IRIS. It was a San Francisco call. That beau of mine!
He’s brainy as can be, but he never has been able to
understand the time difference. He can’t remember if it’s
three hours earlier here or later or four hours or what.

VITO. Is three hours sooner there except daylight time.
Then four hours.

IRIS. Yes, I know. But he doesn’t.
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VITO. (Showing off.) In London is five hours more. In
Paris six. Madrid five. Milano six. Athens seven.

(IRIS is visibly impressed.)

VITO. Moscow eight.

IRIS. (Gushing.) My!

VITO. In Tokyo is three hours more yesterday. Is
simple.

IRIS. Not to my beau it’s not.

VITO. (To Rachel.) Beau. Cosa vuol dire? Beau?

RACHEL. Vuol dire fidanzato ... Boyfriend.

VITO. (Manages to contain his annoyance.) What is he?
This boo?

RACHEL. Beau.

VITO. Bow.

RACHEL. (Giving up.) Right!

(ERIC and BRUCE come in. Throughout the following
ERIC will clear skillfully and gracefully, while BRUCE
offers a splendidly garnished lobster salad from a large
silver platter.)

IRIS. (Replying to Vito.) He's a documentary film
maker.
VITO. (To Rachel.) Cosa diavolo &?

(BRUCE offers the platter to Rachel.)

RACHEL. Fa documentari come Isaac Stern che ci &
piaciuto tanto. From Mao to Mozart.

VITO. (To Iris.) He make with Isaac Stern?
IRIS. Oh, no. Not that one.

(BRUCE offers the platter to Iris.)
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VITO. (To Rachel.) Ma ha detto—
RACHEL. I said he makes films like that.
VITO. (Understanding.) Oh. Not music ones.

(ERIC leaves. BRUCE offers the platter to Vito.)

IRIS. Well, he did do one two years ago. Wonderful.

(VITO is serving himself)

IRIS. On Zubin Mehta.

(VITO reacts physically, and so violently that the tray and

the lobster salad go all over the table, to say nothing of
all over him.

Swift, complex action: RACHEL rings the bell. ERIC

comes running in and assists. BRUCE puts down the
serving platter and does what he can do with the table.
RACHEL works on Vito. ERIC does the floor. A new
placement and napkin are provided. It is all done at high
speed and in a way that makes us suspect that it has
happened before.

All clear. ERIC and BRUCE leave.)

VITO. (Quietly and calmly.) Zubin Mehta?

IRIS. It was tremendous.

VITO. Zubin Mehta is tremendous?

IRIS. I mean the film was extraordinary.

VITO. Zubin Mehta is a boy. Maybe some day he can

be good—Ilike his father. Why he choosed him? Your
bough.

RACHEL. Boo.
VITO. Beau.
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(RACHEL nods, pleased with herself.)

IRIS. Well, ke didn’t choose him, The Philharmonic did
and then they asked Larry to do iL.

VITO. Larry.

IRIS. It was only a little short. Two reels.

VITO. Oh? Only two?

IRIS. —ran about fifteen minutes.

VITO. Is enough, is enough.

(ALL THREE are eating now.)

VITO. How long this buoy—is your friendly boy?

IRIS. About three years. And he’s not a buoy, exactly.
He’s thirty-four.

VITO. You make fun my English speaking?

IRIS. I? _

RACHEL. Oh, don’t pay any attention to him, dear.
He’s miffed because I twitted him about his accent.

VITO. I like my accent! Is charming. (To Iris.) No?

IRIS. You really want to know what I think?

VITO. Yes!

IRIS. I think your accent is charming.

VITO. You understand what I say? Always?

IRIS. Of course.

VITO. (To Rachel.) Ecco! I tell her my Kiepura story.
Funny. Yes?

RACHEL. Now?

VITO. Yes, now!

RACHEL. Very well. (SHE sighs.)

VITO. I know you hear it before but—

RACHEL. Many times.

VITO. How many?

RACHEL. Seven hundred?

VITO. But this time maybe for the book.
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IRIS. (Getting out her steno pad.) Let’s hear it. (To
Rachel.) We're short on light stuff,

RACHEL. All right. But I think we should scparate
work from lunch.

IRIS. You’re quite right, Mrs. De Angelis. Sorry.

(SHE puts away her steno pad as ERIC comes in.)

VITO. (Trying again.) Jan Kiepura—

ERIC. Excuse me. Telephone, Miss Peabody. Little,
Brown, Boston. I told them you were at lunch, but they
said it was urgent.

IRIS. Urgent?

RACHEL. Oh, go on.

IRIS. Excuse me, please.

(SHE hurries out. ERIC goes.)

VITO. Too nervous girl,

RACHEL. Well, it’s a nervous time. Deadlines are
always maddening. Can you imagine people saying to
Bach, “Hurry up! Hurry up! We need that cantata by
Wednesday night!”

VITO. That’s what they always do say to Bach.

RACHEL. Really?

VITO. Why you think he writes so many? Had to.
Mozart, too.

RACHEL. Well, as I always say, deadlines are
marvelous. They make you get things done.

VITO. You know why we got The Goldberg
Variations? Because—because Count Keyserling suffered
from insomnia—

VITO/RACHEL. (In unison.) —and hired Bach to write
some music for his pianist Goldberg to play to put him to
sleep.
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VITO. (A pause.) Why she so nervous, this nervous
irl?

RACHEL. I think you make her nervous.

VITO. I think you make her,

RACHEL. How?

VITO. Don’ don’ don’. Too much don’. She want to
make the notes—you say don’ don’ don’.

RACHEL. Perhaps you’re right.

VITO. You think so?

RACHEL. Yes. This is a different sort of time. The
project. An emergency, in a way. (SHE touches him.) You
won’t hear another don’t don’t don’t out of me. Whatever’s
best for the book is what we’ll do.

VITO. (Tenderly.) You are very nice.

RACHEL. So are you.

VITO. Thank you.

RACHEL. (To herself.) Sometimes.

VITO. (Having heard it.) Shaddop!

(THEY eat and think for a moment. VITO gets up and
paces about.)

VITO. (Carefully.) Cara mia—when you say what is
best for book we do—you mean it?

RACHEL. I think I do. Why?

VITO. Because—about the tour—

RACHEL. (Apprehensively.) Yes ...?

VITO. Will be most very hard this time. The travel, the
rehearse, the performance—

RACHEL. And?

VITO. Interview interview interview. (RACHEL waits.)
Meetings. You know.

RACHEL. So ...?

VITO. And the book! Madonna mia, The Book!

RACHEL. Yes.
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VITO. I wish I never sign that contract. You told me
yes, remember?

RACHEL. We needed the money. Remember?

VITO. But I don’ like this talking of myself all the day.
I don’ like to know myself too good. Many things I don’
want to remember.

RACHEL. I know.

VITO. So me, I talk talk talk. She, this one, asks to
me questions— too many questions. When I don’ answer
she get mad. Yesterday she begin asking too much about
our son. Why Antonio do the crazy terrible thing he do to
himself,

(RACHEL is all at once pained; VITO, on the verge of
tears.)

RACHEL. Don'’t, Vito!

VITO. I tell her, I don’ know. I will never know.

RACHEL. I'll speak to her.

IRIS. (Bounces back in, beaming.) They love the new
chunk.

VITO. Chunk?

IRIS. Of the book. They love it! Yay! (SHE twirls
about happily.)

VITO. (Goes behind the screen and calls.) Eric! Bring
now one Dom Perignon.

RACHEL. What fine news!

IRIS. (Sits down and stretches out in her chair.) Whew!

VITO. I not surprised. I know it was great.

IRIS. Of course now they’re pressing even harder for
time. I said, “God, Roger! You're like that Hollywood
producer screaming, ‘I don’t want it good, I want it

Tuesday.”
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(ERIC comes in bearing a tray on which there is an ice
bucket holding a bottle of Dom Perignon and three
Baccarat flute glasses. HE sets it down and begins 1o
remove the foil.)

VITO. No, no. (HE takes over.) You bring two more
glass.

ERIC. Certainly, Maestro.

VITO. And Eric.

ERIC. Bruce.

VITO. Bruce.

(ERIC goes.)

VITO. Irish, you like it, champagne?

IRIS. Love it.

VITO. Me, I hate it. Champagne, even pink, I hate. But
Dom Perignon, I love it. (He opens the bottle of Dom
Perignon. HE does so with extraordinary style and grace
and expertise. He is showing off, of course. No posh
sommelier could outdo his performance.) You know why?
Because was important part of my first love-doing. When I
was thirteen - fourteen. I drank it one whole bottle of Dom
Perignon and became the man.

(The cork pops. ERIC and BRUCE come in. VITO pours.)

VITO. Rachel. (He pours.) Irish. (Pours. To Bruce.)
Eric.

BRUCE. Bruce.

VITO. (To Eric.) Bruce.

ERIC. Eric.

VITO. To MAESTRO—by Vito De Angelis!

RACHEL. (To herself.) More or less.
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(Glasses are clinked and ALL drink.)

VITO. (To Eric and Bruce sounding a bit like Iris.)
They love the new chink of the book!

BRUCE. I'm thrilled—

ERIC. —Maestro.

(ALL drink again. Then ERIC and BRUCE discreetly
disappear. VITO, RACHEL, and IRIS resume their
lunch.)

VITO. (Looking toward the kitchen.) Fine boys. Mans.
Like family. They do everything—the cook—the clean—

RACHEL. They do windows.

VITO. Massage sometimes. (He motions to Iris and
leans forward toward her.) They are pan - sees.

IRIS. (Taken aback.) How can you be sure?

VITO. (Logically.) They love the ballet.

RACHEL. And what’s more—

(ERIC and BRUCE come in. During the following, THEY
clear, and serve a lemon soufflé.)

RACHEL. Iris, dear, change of mind, change of plan.
Do get your notebook out. We will work during meals.

(IRIS swifily gets out her notebook.)

RACHEL. Next time I'll remember to bring my Flents.
(IRIS look confused.)

VITO. (Explains with appropriate gestures.) Ear stop-

ups.
BRUCE. (Just before leaving.) The bubbly—
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ERIC. —was delicious.
BRUCE. Maestro.

(BRUCE and ERIC leave.)

VITO. What means bubbling?

RACHEL. The champagne.

VITO. Was Dom Perignon.

IRIS. I think—

RACHEL. Let it go, dear. Let it go.

VITO. (After a deep breath.) Jan Kiepura. You know
who is he? Was he? Now dead?

IRIS. No.

VITO. (Automatically.) Maestro.

IRIS. Maestro.

VITO. Was big beautyful Polish tenor. Very good in
operetta. The Merry Widow. (HE sings and conducts a few
bars.) Offenbach. (HE sings and conducts a few bars from
Tales of Hoffman.) Rosenkavalier. (HE sings and conducts
a few bars of Rosenkavalier waltz.) He is married —was—
with soprano—Marta Eggerth. Also good. So. In New
York they do Waltzertraum. Strauss. Oscar Strauss.
Beautyful. In English. (HE sings and conducts with his
fork.) 1 am young — not yet great — I need job ~ I am
conducting. Comes dress rehearsal for Shuberts. Finish
first act. Trouble. Mr. Lee Shubert comes down to pit and
he say to Kiepura—no, not say, say loud, holler, “God
damn it, Kiepura, I don’ understand one single word you
say or sing.” Was true. Kiepura say, “Yes, I know, Mr.
Shubert, but not worry. Before opening night I will
pohlish opp my English.” And I say—me—I say, “Maybe
better, Kiepura, you English opp your Pohlish!”

(IRIS laughs, too hard. RACHEL closes her eyes in relief.)
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