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CHARACTERS
5 women, 3 men

MRS. WYLIE – General Manager of the Cleveland Grand Opera Company
JO – her assistant
JERRY – her son
ELENA FIRENZI – a world-famous soprano
PASQUALE – Elena’s husband
BELLHOP – Beverly, a bellhop
LEO – a tenor
JULIA – Chairwoman of the Opera Guild

The role of the Bellhop was written to be played by a woman, but is not 
gender-specific. Theatres wishing to change the gender of the Bellhop 
should change pronouns throughout, as well as the name on page 68.

SETTING
An elegant suite in a first-rate hotel in Cleveland, Ohio.

TIME
September 1934.

NOTE ON MUSIC
Optional performance tracks by Jane Shaw are available for an additional 
fee. Please contact your licensing representative for more information.

AUTHOR’S NOTE
The history of drama over the last 2,000 years is decidedly male-centric. 
Take, for example, the comedies of William Shakespeare, which I adore. 
Even though the female characters are now played by women – unlike in 
Shakespeare’s time – the bulk of the parts are still roles for men: Bottom 
and the other Rude Mechanicals in A Midsummer Night’s Dream; the 
many joyful clowns from Costard in Love’s Labour’s Lost to Dogberry in 
Much Ado About Nothing; the whole great host of sons, suitors, servants, 
and sailors in Twelfth Night, As You Like It, and The Comedy of Errors. 
Poor Miranda is literally the only woman in The Tempest.



Over the course of my career in professional theatre, I have been 
continually dazzled by the talent of the women I’ve worked with, women 
who deserve a greater share of the juicy roles we love to see brought to 
life on stage. In my own small way, I’ve worked to redress the balance by 
writing more roles for women into my plays. When I adapted Dumas’ 
The Three Musketeers, I invented a swashbuckling sister for D’Artagnan. 
In Sherwood, I created the clever heroine Doerwynn to join Robin 
Hood’s band of Merry Men. But I knew I could do more.

My first Broadway and West End play, Lend Me A Tenor, is still one 
of my most frequently produced. It’s the kind of play that is closest to 
my heart: a boisterously funny one-set comedy for a cast of eight. The 
cast is evenly split along gender lines, but the three whopping great roles 
are for men: Max, the timid, would-be opera singer who finds his voice 
and his confidence over the course of the show; Saunders, Max’s boss 
at the Cleveland Grand Opera who storms his way through the play 
with volcanic comic aplomb; and Tito, the exuberant, larger-than-life 
Italian tenor. What would happen, I wondered, if these characters were 
women? The prospect of re-writing my play so these roles could be 
brought to life by extraordinary comic actresses took root and Lend Me 
A Soprano was born.

As I started to write the play, I thought I might be able to just turn 
it on its head – keep most of the dialogue and simply change the names 
of the characters. Max became Jo, a harried and slightly mousy young 
woman with aspirations of opera stardom. Saunders became Mrs. 
Wiley, a tough-as-nails businesswoman holding her own as head of 
the Cleveland Grand Opera. And Tito Merelli became Elena Firenzi, a 
tempestuous soprano who sweeps in and turns the world upside down. 
But it wasn’t enough to just change the characters’ names and genders. 
Men and women do not have the same syntax, and they approach 
challenges with a different lived experience. My project became one of 
finding the honesty of these women’s stories without dulling the comedy 
or losing sight of the fact that these characters should be just as fun and 
funny as their male counterparts are in Tenor.

Finding the right vocabulary to tell these women’s stories meant 
working closely with talented women who brought their own experiences 
to the play as it took shape. Being a playwright can be a solitary life, 
but only a fool refuses to listen to brilliant people who bring their own 
expertise to the table. I was lucky to have brilliant women at the table for 
the world premiere of Lend Me A Soprano, and the play became richer 
and warmer because of them.

It was clear from the start that the first production of Soprano 
should be directed by a woman, and Eleanor Holdridge was the perfect 
choice. She and I worked closely to identify those moments in the play 
where the change in genders undermined the integrity of the story. In 
particular, some of the sexual antics that are pure comedy in Tenor felt 



uncomfortable in Soprano. In Lend Me A Tenor, the women seduce 
the men, so a simple change in genders meant the men in Lend Me A 
Soprano became sexual aggressors. I wanted to ensure that the women 
still had the agency in this play, just as they do in Lend Me A Tenor, and 
that meant rewriting several scenes.

Changing the women’s roles in Lend Me A Tenor to men’s roles in 
Lend Me A Soprano took special care. For example, in the opening scene 
of Lend Me A Tenor, Max’s girlfriend Maggie talks about her desire for 
excitement and some sexual experience before settling into marriage 
with her sweet but unexciting boyfriend, which feels unobjectionable. 
But when I swapped the genders and had Jo’s boyfriend Jerry talk about 
the same desire, he seemed like a creep. I wanted him to sound tender 
rather than lecherous. He needed to be someone we rooted for, so I wrote 
a new scene for Jerry to describe the moment when he first met Elena 
Firenzi backstage after a performance and developed a crush on her.

Likewise, I looked carefully at the character of Leo, formerly the 
seductive blonde bombshell Diana in Lend Me A Tenor. When I changed 
the character’s gender, I decided to make him foreign and lively rather 
than an ambitious local singer. If I’d kept the dialogue as it was from 
Tenor, he would have seemed debauched. But when I made him into a 
greater innocent, in love with himself and with being young, and in love 
with jumping into bed with fellow opera singers for their joy as much as 
his own, he became honest and just who he was.

I was also lucky to have three incredibly talented comic actresses in 
the lead roles for the play’s premiere. Mia Pinero as Jo, Ellen Harvey as 
Mrs. Wiley, and Alexandra Silber as Elena Firenzi brought a depth to 
their characters that I worked to reflect in the script. They drew on their 
own experiences of being women in theatre, being mentored by other 
women with long-established careers. They spoke passionately about 
the importance of nurturing emerging talent, especially women uplifting 
other women in male-dominated spaces, like professional theatre. They 
inspired me to enrich the play with themes of mentorship and genuine 
friendship. It became about Mrs. Wiley cheering Jo on: rather than 
feeling threatened by her, she takes pride in Jo’s development into a 
confident woman, ready to conquer the world. And it became about a 
jaded Elena rediscovering her love of art by encouraging Jo’s passion for 
opera and hope for the future.

I returned to the story of Lend Me A Tenor because I loved the 
characters – the same reason I wrote A Comedy of Tenors, in which many 
of them return for another madcap adventure. But Lend Me A Soprano 
became more than just the joy of revisiting these people in their antic 
world. I think this play is at least as funny as Lend Me A Tenor – it has 
all of Tenor’s comic strengths – but I think it also has more warmth 
and heart. And I feel privileged that so many wonderful women of the 
theatre will have the opportunity to bring these characters to life.
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ACT ONE

Scene One

(An elegant suite in a first-rate hotel in 
Cleveland, Ohio. Early afternoon on a 
Saturday in September, 1934.)

(Two rooms: a sitting room stage right and 
a bedroom stage left with a connecting door 
that swings open into the bedroom. Up center 
in each room is a door to the corridor. In the 
sitting room, a large window [facing a street, 
several stories below], and a door to the 
kitchenette. In the bedroom, two more doors, 
both along the outside wall, one [upstage] 
to the closet, the other [downstage] to the 
bathroom. Six doors in all. The furniture 
consists, at a minimum, of a sofa, pouf, radio, 
and coffee table in the sitting room; and a bed 
and bureau in the bedroom.)

(As the house lights go down, we hear music: 
a recording of “O mio babbino caro,” from 
Puccini’s Gianni Schicchi, sung thrillingly by 
a world-class soprano.)

(When the lights come up, JERRY, early 
thirties, is alone on stage. He’s a good-looking 
fellow and adores opera. He sits listening 
rapturously to the opera – which by now is 
coming from the radio [and now sounds 
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scratchy as on an old recording]. He is 
entirely caught up in the sensual sound of the 
soprano’s voice. He sways to the music and 
mouths the words.)

(After several seconds, JO, late twenties, 
enters the sitting room from the corridor. 
She’s the assistant to the General Manager of 
the Cleveland Grand Opera Company. She 
makes an effort, but as always, she’s a bit 
scruffy, hair askew, without much makeup, 
and she wears glasses. She enters hurriedly, 
with urgency.)

JO.  Jerry!

JERRY.  Shhh!

JO.  Did she call?!

JERRY.  No. Would you wait!

(JO sighs. She looks at her watch. Then she 
notices JERRY’s reaction to the music; he’s 
swaying in rapture. When the aria ends, 
JERRY groans with pleasure.)

RADIO ANNOUNCER.  The magnificent voice of soprano 
Elena Firenzi, brought to you in honor of her live 
appearance this evening with the Cleveland Grand 
Opera Company.

(JO turns off the radio.)

JO.  She wasn’t on the train.

JERRY.  Oh my God, she is so amazing. When she hits that 
high A-flat, I almost can’t breathe.

JO.  Jerry, she wasn’t there!

(Ring! The phone rings. JO grabs it.)
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Hello?

No, ma’am, I couldn’t find her.

(To JERRY.) It’s your mother.

(Into the phone.) I-I-I don’t know, Mrs. Wylie. I looked 
everywhere. I asked the conductor and I had her paged, 
I-I-I’m sorry, I just –

(Click.)

Ma’am? …Mrs. Wylie?

(JO hangs up.)

She’s gonna kill me.

JERRY.  Oh come on, Jo. It’s not your fault!

JO.  Jerry, our star is two hours late. The rehearsal starts 
in ten minutes.

JERRY.  She’ll be here, Jo. It’s Elena Firenzi. She’s a genius. 
They just don’t think like other people.

JO.  So what are you saying? She’s a grown woman. She 
can’t tell time?

JERRY.  Hey, I’m just not worried, okay?

(Beat.)

And my God, just think of it. Tonight, the curtain rises, 
the spotlight hits her, and there’s nothing else in the 
world but that voice.

JO.  …I can sing too, you know.

JERRY.  Aw, Jo.

JO.  I can! I can do it. I take voice lessons. And projection. 
And fencing! I’m good at fencing –

JERRY.  I know you are.

JO.  And I could be great. It just takes time.
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JERRY.  But Elena’s a star, Jo. She sings all over the world. 
She was on the cover of Life magazine!

JO.  So was Joseph Stalin!

JERRY.  Look, all I’m saying is she’s a great artist and she 
wouldn’t just not show up. She’s very sensitive.

JO.  How do you know?

JERRY.  (Caught.) Because I met her. Last year.

JO.  You did? You never told me that.

JERRY.  It was no big deal. When I was in Italy, I went to 
La Scala and she was in Tosca. Then afterwards I went 
backstage and well, there she was, all by herself, behind 
the curtain. She was wearing this sort of…negligee, and 
her whole body was glistening with sweat.

(His mouth is dry.)

Anyway, she looked up and saw me and do you know 
what she did, Jo? She took my hand, put it to her cheek 
and just…held it there.

JO.  What for?

JERRY.  It was a gesture of art. And humanity. A sort of 
universal show of fellowship.

JO.  She wanted sex, you idiot.

JERRY.  Oh stop it.

JO.  She’s known for it! She likes men in their twenties. All 
young and succulent. She’s like a vampire.

JERRY.  I thought she was married.

JO.  She is, but you know the Italians. They try the 
spaghetti, they try the linguine. So what else happened?

JERRY.  Nothing! …Of any importance.

JO.  Something sort of happened?
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JERRY.  Not really.

JO.  Jerry –

JERRY.  It wasn’t important.

JO.  What happened?!

JERRY.  (Reluctantly; embarrassed.) Oh, I…fainted.

JO.  You fainted?

JERRY.  Yes! It must have been the heat and all the 
excitement. I remember thinking suddenly, it’s like an 
oven back here, and she was holding my hand to her 
cheek, and I held her hand to my cheek, and it was all 
these hands and cheeks, and then I blacked out. I think 
I took her down with me.

JO.  Oh, great. This is terrific. My fiancé meets this sweaty 
naked Italian woman and he keels over.

JERRY.  From the heat! Wait…fiancé?

JO.  Yes, Jerry. Don’t you remember? What did you, black 
out during the proposal?

JERRY.  What are you talking about?

JO.  Our big date. At the lake at Christmas. All that bracing 
air. We talked about marriage.

JERRY.  Yes, we talked about it, but I’m just not ready 
to settle down yet, Jo. I want something different. 
Something exotic and romantic.

JO.  I’m not romantic? Are you kidding me? What do you 
call a rowboat at three a.m., huh? Nobody for miles.

JERRY.  You lost the oars.

JO.  But it was fun. It turned out fun.

JERRY.  We spent ten hours in a rowboat, Jo. On Christmas. 
The Coast Guard came with thermal blankets with 
little reindeer on them.
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JO.  That’s not the point!

JERRY.  Oh come on, Jo. I’m a lawyer. Our idea of a party is 
wearing colorful ties. But I want more than that.

JO.  Well so do I. I’m in opera! We have flings and stuff.

JERRY.  Flings?

JO.  Well that’s what you want, isn’t it? A fling, like Leo?

JERRY.  Who’s Leo?

JO.  Our tenor. He’s from Amsterdam. He’s flinging his way 
through the whole cast. All the sopranos are getting 
flung out. They call him the Flying Dutchman.

JERRY.  Listen, Jo, let’s be honest. When we kiss each 
other, do you hear anything special?

JO.  Like what?

JERRY.  Like…fireworks.

JO.  Fireworks?

JERRY.  Yeah.

JO.  You mean like Flaming Pinwheels or just little 
sparklers?

JERRY.  Jo –

JO.  Or Roman Candles with the big ba-boom at the end.

JERRY.  Forget it.

JO.  Jerry –

JERRY.  I said forget it!

(A knock at the door.)

MRS. WYLIE.  (Offstage.) Jo!

JO.  Coming!

(JO opens the door and LUCILLE WYLIE 
enters. She’s a force of nature. She’s in her 
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mid-fifties, well dressed, with great hair. 
She’s a businesswoman in the 1930s, which 
in those days took the confidence of a Mack 
truck. She’s extravagant, outspoken, crazy 
as a loon, and she doesn’t like taking no for 
an answer. Think Carol Channing or Emma 
Thompson.)

MRS. WYLIE.  Well? Any word?

JO.  Not yet.

MRS. WYLIE.  Goddammit to hell! It’s a phone, for God’s 
sake! She can’t use a phone?! Is she Amish?

JO.  I-I-I’m sorry.

JERRY.  Jo!

MRS. WYLIE.  (To JERRY.) What are you doing here?

JERRY.  I’m sure I can be here if I want to.

MRS. WYLIE.  Wrong.

JERRY.  Mother –

MRS. WYLIE.  Do you know what time it is?

JO.  It’s almost one.

MRS. WYLIE.  Do you know what that means?

JO.  She’s late.

MRS. WYLIE.  It means she’s late!

(MRS. WYLIE takes a grape from the fruit 
bowl.)

JO.  I-I wouldn’t worry, ma’am. I mean, I’m sure she’ll get 
here.

MRS. WYLIE.  Do I seem worried, Jo?

JO.  No! No.

JERRY.  Jo!
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JO.  I mean, well, yeah. You do.

MRS. WYLIE.  I do? How interesting. In that case perhaps 
you can tell us what extrasensory, Jo-ellian perception 
has led you to form this startling and erroneous 
conclusion.

(She pops the grape in her mouth.)

JO.  That – that’s wax fruit.

(MRS. WYLIE blows the grape across the 
room.)

MRS. WYLIE.  Goddammit!

JO.  I’m sorry!

MRS. WYLIE.  Call the station!

JO.  I was just there.

MRS. WYLIE.  Then call the station!

JO.  Yes, ma’am.

(She goes to the phone, finds the phone book, 
and looks for the number.)

JERRY.  Mother, have you taken your pills yet today?

MRS. WYLIE.  Yes.

JERRY.  You’re lying, mother.

(He pulls a bottle of pills from his pocket.)

MRS. WYLIE.  Listen, you. I pushed you out of these loins 
for six hours. I could have flown to Europe faster. And 
I don’t need phenobarbital!

JERRY.  Open wide.

MRS. WYLIE.  Gerald –

JERRY.  Mouth!
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(He puts a pill on her tongue, and just as she 
swallows it: Ring! The telephone. They all 
freeze, then JO reaches for it.)

MRS. WYLIE.  No! She’s been in an accident. I can feel it.

(Ring!)

She’s lying drunk in the gutter with her pantyhose on 
her head.

(Ring!)

All right! Pick it up!

JO.  Hello? …Yes it is… Oh no. That’s terrible.

MRS. WYLIE.  She’s dead. Selfish diva.

JO.  It’s Mrs. Leverett. The rehearsal’s starting.

MRS. WYLIE.  Give me that!

(She grabs the phone; suddenly charming.)

Madam Chairwoman, how very kind of you to c–… No, 
no, she hasn’t quite arrived yet… Jul–…Jul–…Julia! 
Will you calm down! …What? …I see. Well, if I may, I 
will leave that decision in your capable hands.

(She hangs up.)

It appears that the Opera Guild Collation Committee 
has decided to serve shrimp mayonnaise at the 
intermission, the refrigerator has broken down and the 
temperature backstage is a hundred degrees.

JO.  So what do we do?

MRS. WYLIE.  We play it by ear. If the shrimp stays pink, 
the donors get it. If it turns green, we feed it to the 
stagehands.

JO.  Shall I call the station?
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MRS. WYLIE.  No. I’ve changed my mind. I want the line 
open.

(To JERRY.) And I want you out of here.

JERRY.  Why?

MRS. WYLIE.  Because I’m your mother.

JERRY.  Mother –

MRS. WYLIE.  Go practice law and prey on the helpless.

JERRY.  Hey!

MRS. WYLIE.  Out.

JERRY.  I’ll wait in the bedroom.

MRS. WYLIE.  Wrong.

JERRY.  But it’s Elena Firenzi!

MRS. WYLIE.  So what?

JERRY.  She’s my idol!

MRS. WYLIE.  It’s the biggest night of my life and my son is 
standing here drooling on the rug!

JERRY.  Jo thinks I should stay. Don’t you, Jo?

JO.  …I-I think your mother is right.

JERRY.  Thanks a lot.

JO.  I’m sorry!

(JERRY spots the room key on the table. 
Without them seeing it, he takes it with him.)

JERRY.  (Ignoring JO.) See you later, Mother.

(He exits, closing the door behind him. JO is 
miserable.)

MRS. WYLIE.  Time.

JO.  One-fifteen.
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MRS. WYLIE.  I’ve got a thousand of Cleveland’s so-called 
cognoscenti arriving at the theatre in six hours in 
black tie, a thirty piece orchestra, twenty-four chorus, 
fifteen stagehands and eight principals. Backstage, 
I have approximately 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 soprano.

JO.  I’m-I’m really sorry, ma’am. I wish there was 
something I could do to help.

MRS. WYLIE.  It’s not your fault, Jo. I wish it was. The 
question now is what to do if prima donna cadenza 
doesn’t arrive in time.

JO.  I…I have an idea about that, actually.

MRS. WYLIE.  You do?

JO.  Yeah. I mean, sort of.

MRS. WYLIE.  Well spit it out, Jo. And it better be good.

JO.  Well, the thing is, I mean, I was just-just thinking that 
well, I mean…I could do it.

MRS. WYLIE.  Do what?

JO.  Sing it. Carmen. Sort of step in. You see, I-I’ve been 
to all the rehearsals and I know the part, and I-I mean, 
I could do it. I know I could.

MRS. WYLIE.  Carmen?

JO.  Yes, ma’am.

MRS. WYLIE.  Spanish woman. Huge knockers.

JO.  Yeah.

MRS. WYLIE.  Carmen, Jo. She’s a force of nature. She 
sucks men up like they’re chicken with salsa. She has 
a body like the Rio Grande. It just keeps flowing. She 
goes through lovers like they’re chunks of raw meat, 
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and when she’s had enough, she laughs at Don José 
until he stabs her to death with a butcher knife and she 
cries out to the gods in defiance and anger “Take me! 
Take me to hell! I’m ready for you!!”

It isn’t you, Jo.

JO.  It-it could be. I mean, if I had the chance.

MRS. WYLIE.  (Turning directly front, addressing the 
audience.) “Ladies and gentlemen. May I have your 
attention, please. I regret to inform you that Miss 
Elena Firenzi, the greatest soprano of her generation, 
scheduled to make her 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 role of Carmen will be sung tonight 
by a somewhat gifted amateur making her very first 
appearance on this, or indeed, any other stage, our 
company’s very own factotum, gofer and all-purpose 
dogsbody, Jo!” Do you see the problem?

JO.  I guess so.

MRS. WYLIE.  Old men would be trampled to death in the 
stampede up the aisles.

JO.  I see what you mean.

MRS. WYLIE.  Time.

JO.  One-twenty.

(A depressed silence.)

(MRS. WYLIE picks up a grape and starts 
chewing – then spits it out. Ring!)

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

MRS. WYLIE.  If it’s Julia, tell her she can take the shrimp 
and stuff it up her –
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JO.  Ma’am! It’s her! Elena. She’s in the lobby!

MRS. WYLIE.  Yes!

(She grabs the phone.)

Signora Firenzi! Benvenuto a Cleveland! Did you have 
a buen viaje? Molto benissimo? Benedetto journalé? 
…Jesus Christ, what am I saying? …I will be down 
the stairs immediamente. Molto fastissimo. Quicko 
instanto. Jo, would you stop me!

(She hangs up.)

All right, Jo. This is it. You have your instructions. Key 
word, Jo.

JO.  Glue.

MRS. WYLIE.  Glue. You will stick to her like

JO.  glue.

MRS. WYLIE.  And you will not let her out of your

JO.  sight.

MRS. WYLIE.  You will drive her to rehearsal and then drive 
her back. You will give her whatever she wants except

JO.  liquor and men.

MRS. WYLIE.  At the performance, you will lead a 
spontaneous

JO.  standing ovation

MRS. WYLIE.  then return her to the reception, keeping her

JO.  sober

MRS. WYLIE.  with her hands

JO.  to herself

MRS. WYLIE.  at which point she can

JO.  drop dead
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MRS. WYLIE.  for all we care. Good.

JO.  Good.

(MRS. WYLIE hurries to the door to the 
corridor.)

MRS. WYLIE.  Jo!

JO.  Ma’am?

MRS. WYLIE.  Get rid of the fruit.

(MRS. WYLIE exits, pulling the door closed 
behind her. Simultaneously, JERRY enters 
quickly through the bedroom/corridor door 
and closes it quietly. Then he darts to the 
bathroom and enters it, slamming the door 
behind him in his haste. JO hears the noise 
and stops, puzzled. Still holding the fruit, she 
walks into the bedroom and looks around. 
No one there. She goes to the bathroom door, 
opens it, and JERRY, who was holding the 
doorknob inside, is yanked into the room.)

JO.  (Horrified.) Jerry!

JERRY.  Is she here?

JO.  No! But she’s coming up!

JERRY.  Terrific!

JO.  Jerry, do you realize what this looks like? Waiting for 
her in the bathroom?

(A knock at the front door.)

She’s here!

JERRY.  Jo!

JO.  With your mother!

JERRY.  Bye Jo.
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(He steps back into the bathroom and closes 
the door.)

JO.  Jerry!

MRS. WYLIE.  (Offstage.) Jo. The door is locked, Jo.

JO.  Coming!

(She heads for the sitting room, then stops, 
realizing that she still has the fruit.)

Jerry! Door!

(JERRY comes out, annoyed.)

JERRY.  Jo!

JO.  Fruit!

JERRY.  What?

JO.  Fruit!

(She hands it to him.)

JERRY.  (Touched, accepting it.) Aw, thanks, Jo.

(He steps back in and JO slams the door.)

MRS. WYLIE.  (Offstage.) Jo!

JO.  Coming!

(She rushes into the sitting room, closing the 
connecting door. At the front door she stops 
abruptly. Adjusts herself. Opens the door. 
MRS. WYLIE enters.)

MRS. WYLIE.  (Offstage – then on.) JO!

JO.  Hi.

MRS. WYLIE.  (Glaring murderously, then smiling 
broadly.) Thank you, my darling, how very kind.
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(She steps aside, permitting ELENA and 
PASQUALE FIRENZI to enter the sitting 
room. ELENA is a force of nature. Gorgeous, 
nay, magnificent, and dressed to the nines. 
PASQUALE is a worthy consort, handsome 
and impressive. PASQUALE wears an 
overcoat with a big fur collar that you can’t 
forget. They look like a magazine cover. Both 
of them speak of course with Italian accents.)

MRS. WYLIE.  My friends, your suite.

ELENA.  So are you, I’m a-sure.

(She flings her hat, coat, and fur stole at JO.)

MRS. WYLIE.  Thank you. I’ll make the introductions, shall 
I? The Buenos Díases. The Holas Que Tals. The Como 
Estandes Hoy Dia in Roma. Oh God…

(She holds her head.)

This is Elena’s husband, Pasquale, whom we did not 
expect, but could not possibly be more pleased to have 
with us. And this is his wife, the incomparable Elena 
Firenzi, who needs no introduction, yet I seem to be 
making one anyway. My assistant, Jo.

PASQUALE.  John.

ELENA.  John.

JO.  Uh, Jo.

MRS. WYLIE.  (Enunciating.) Jo.

ELENA.  John!

JO.  (Shrugging.) She can call me John if she wants.

PASQUALE.  My wife would like a-da John. She throw up.

(JERRY sticks his head out of the bathroom to 
see what’s happening.)
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MRS. WYLIE.  Oh the john. Yes of course. Right this way.

ELENA.  Grazie.

(ELENA and MRS. WYLIE head for the john.)

JO.  The john. We-we misunderstood, you see, we usually 
say the STOP!!

(JERRY freezes. MRS. WYLIE and ELENA stop. 
They haven’t entered the bedroom yet, but 
ELENA has opened the connecting door part-
way.)

There-there’s one in the lobby. It’s much prettier. 
Cleaner.

MRS. WYLIE.  Are you all right, Jo?

JO.  Me? Fine. I just…they’ve got this lovely ladies’ room in 
the lobby. It has doilies.

MRS. WYLIE.  I’m sure that this one is swell, Jo.

JO.  No. No it isn’t. Trust me.

ELENA.  John!

MRS. WYLIE.  Right this way, my dear.

(JERRY rushes into the closet, closing the door 
behind him just as MRS. WYLIE and ELENA 
head into the bedroom.)

PASQUALE.  Forgive a-my wife. She’s a-stupid!

ELENA.  SHUT UP!

PASQUALE.  SHUT UP A-YOUSELF!

(Bang! ELENA enters the bathroom and slams 
the door behind her.)

(Continuing, to JO.) She eats a-like a child, eh? We 
have food on the train. American food, it’s all a-greasy. 
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And she eats a-too much. A hamboorger, a hot dog. I 
tell her stop, it make a-you sick, she say mind a-you 
business. So the waiter come by, Mr. Hot a-Stuff with 
his tight a-pants and he give her the eyeball and he 
say “You wanna my French fry, heh-heh?” and she say 
“Sure, I like a-you French fry, heh-heh, and how’s a-you 
tater-tot” and now she throws up!

(There’s a knock at the front door.)

MRS. WYLIE.  Excuse me.

(MRS. WYLIE opens the door to find the 
BELLHOP, who enters carrying two suitcases 
and a vanity case.)

(She’s dressed in a traditional bellhop outfit.)

BELLHOP.  Luggage for Miss Firenzi! La la laaaaaa!

MRS. WYLIE.  Shut up!

BELLHOP.  Where is she?! I need to meet her!

MRS. WYLIE.  You are not meeting her. Luggage in the 
bedroom, thank you.

BELLHOP.  Yes, ma’am!

(JO leads her to the bedroom.)

MRS. WYLIE.  (To PASQUALE.) I’m awfully sorry about that. 
You’d think that people would have better manners.

PASQUALE.  Hey, it’s okay. Is no big deal. It happens a-ten 
times a day. Phone rings, I pick it up, I get La Bohème. 
I go to the barber, he cut a-my hair, he sing me Aida.

(Ring!)

BELLHOP.  (Singing at the bathroom door, through the 
keyhole, riffing on “Largo al factotum.”) Laaa – 
lalalalalalalalala – la – laaa
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JO.  Hey!

MRS. WYLIE.  (Into the phone.) Yes? …Hello, Julia. Yes, 
she is…

(MRS. WYLIE turns her back and, during the 
following, carries on a silent conversation 
with Julia.)

(As JO lays the fur stole and Elena’s hat 
and coat on the bed, the BELLHOP opens the 
closet door, revealing JERRY standing in 
the doorway. However, she doesn’t see him, 
having turned away to get the suitcases. JO, 
however, sees JERRY and slams the door.)

(The BELLHOP looks up, sees that JO has 
slammed the door and sighs at JO with 
annoyance. She returns to the closet door and 
opens it again and turns away without seeing 
JERRY. As she picks up the two suitcases, 
JERRY runs out of the closet and hides behind 
the closet door.)

(As the BELLHOP enters the closet with the 
suitcases, JO opens the bedroom/corridor 
door and motions to JERRY to leave. He sticks 
his head out from behind the closet door and 
shakes it “no.” As the BELLHOP reenters from 
the closet, he disappears again.)

(The BELLHOP goes to the bed and gathers 
up the stole, coat, and hat – at which point, 
JERRY runs around the closet door and back 
into the closet, slamming the door behind 
him. This is followed immediately by JO 
slamming the corridor door. The BELLHOP 
looks at one door, then the other, then at JO, 
who feigns innocence, as though nothing has 
happened.)
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