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Act One
Scene One

The corridor outside the POPE’s apartments inside the
Vatican. A CARDINAL walks on, deep in prayer. This is
the POPE’s private secretary, CARDINAL VIALLI. There
is a warbling sound. He stops the prayer, raises his cassock
and takes out a mobile phone. He raises the aerial.

VIALLI: Vialli. Yes? Yes, yes, I know he’s late. But I don’t
know where he is! I'm only his private secretary, Schillaci,
how the hell would I know? (Crosses himself quickly) The
Sisters, you know what they’re like, they protect him like he
was the Turin shroud. Here’s one of them now, hold on.

A NUN comes out of the POPE’s apartments in a tearing
hurry. She is SISTER GABRIELLA, the POPE’s closest
domestic aide. :

Oh Sister!

But SISTER GABRIELLA does a little curtsey to VIALLI
on the run.

GABRIELLA: Can’t stop, your Eminence.

VIALLI: Oh she’s far too busy to talk to a mere Cardinal.
Next time there’s a conclave why don’t we simply ask Sister
Gabriella to choose a new Pope. She runs the place anyway.
Yes, yes, alright, don’t panic. I'll look in his apartments,
he’s probably hiding in a cupboard.

VIALLI puts his mobile phone under his cassock but sees
SISTER GABRIELLA appear before he has time to put
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down the aerial. She’s carrying a tray with a jug and glass on
it, covered by a tea towel.
Sister Gabriella!

GABRIELLA: Can’t stop, your Eminence.

She’s about to run into the apartments but stops dead in her
tracks when she sees his raised cassock.

AAH!

VIALLI looks down and simply pushes the aerial down
through the cassock — which looks quite rude and clever at
the same time. :

Good God! (Crosses herself quickly)
VIALLI: Cardinal Schillaci.
She gives him a look.
GABRIELLA: I must go, Eminence. Emergency.
But VIALLI steps in front of her.
- VIALLI: Where is the Holy Father? He’s required downstairs.
GABRIELLA: (anxious) He’s . . . he’s . . . contemplating.

VIALLI: He contemplates from five-thirty in the mornlng
until twenty-five to six, even I know that! Now where is he
and what’s this under here you’re so keen to deliver?

VIALLI takes the tea towel off the jug.
GABRIELLA: The Holy Father will be fine . . . honestly.

VIALLI: Sister. For the first time in the history of the Church,
for the first time since our Lord (They both cross
themselves) stood on a rock, turned to St Peter and said . . .

VIALLI can’t quite remember what our Lord said, so
GABRIELLA discreetly prompts him.

GABRIELLA: ‘Upon this rock -’
VIALLI: ‘Upon this rock — I know, I know — you shall build
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my church.” For the first time since then, a Pontiff has
called a press conference. To address the world’s media.
Live. Face to face. The press. The radio. The television.

As he talks VIALLI absent-mindedly pours himself a drink
from the jug and starts to drink, much to GABRIELLA’s
discomfort. She’s also getting anxious about the POPE,
looking continuously offstage, but she is a junior to VIALLI
and cannot simply leave.

GABRIELLA: I wouldn’t drink that, your Eminence.

VIALLI: And why? He wants to be up to date, he says. He
wants to be accessible, he says. People don’t want their
Popes ‘accessible’. They want their Popes mysterious,
remote, aloof — dignified. They don’t want a chummy Pope
chatting away on daytime television. ‘Good Morning,
housewives, this is John Paul the Second with another
edition of Cooking the Catholic Way.’

VIALLI drains the glass and starts to pour himself another
one.

GABRIELLA: No, really —

VIALLI: So where is he, Sister Gabriella? Take me to him
immediately.

GABRIELLA: Supposing . . . supposing something
unexpected was to happen?

VIALLI: Any day but today, please. You know what these
journalists are like. (Drinks)

GABRIELLA: The Holy Father’s gone into spasm.
VIALLI: WHAT??
GABRIELLA: He’s in crisis, he’s trembling all over.

VIALLI: But how? Why? The press conference, of course! I
told him it was a stupid idea. And now he’s got stage fright!
But we've planned it, there’s nothing to worry about. We
receive the questions in advance, we work out the answers.
Easy! Tell him, Sister! Tell him that . . . that his Holiness is
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not suddenly going to be asked to lift his cassock and join in
a chorus of ‘I’'m forever blowing bubbles’ with a lot of

~ toothless old ladies who only want to show their knickers on
television!

VIALLI gulps down another glass.

GABRIELLA: No,.your Eminence. He’s in a state about the
children.

VIALLI: Whose children?

GABRIELLA: The assembly of the innocents. The children
gathering in the square outside. That’s what’s brought this
fit on.

VIALLI: But he loves children.

GABRIELLA: There’re thousands of them out there. Tens of
thousands. The Holy Father can’t cope. Who brought them
all here?

VIALLI: They’re orphans mainly. Abandoned children from
all over the world shipped to Rome by a charitable
organisation — the International Movement for the
Protection of Abandoned Children - IMPAC — IMPAC.

GABRIELLA: Orphans? Abandoned? No mummies and
daddies?

VIALLI shakes head. Both go ‘Aaah’.
VIALLI: Sister, stop that. When did the Pope go into spasm?
GABRIELLA: About two hours ago.'
VIALLI: Two hours ago and you only tell me now?

GABRIELLA: It was his Holiness, your Eminence. ‘Don’t tell
anyone,’ he said. ‘Not with all these media types around.’

VIALLI: I'm not anyone! I'm his private secretary! And
private secretaries — as a general rule - tend to be informed
if their superiors are having a nervous breakdown!

CARDINAL SCHILLACI hurries on from the other side.
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He comes from New York and is in charge of Vatican
security. He has a strong New York accent. The characters in
the play who are Italian speak without specific accents; others
who are ‘foreign’, ie non-Italian, speak in their respective
accents.

SCHILLACI: Vialli! Whadya . . . whadya . . . whadya doin’
with the Holy Father, whadya . . . whadya playing at,
where is he?? I got . . . I got . . . yknow what I got? I got a
gross of meddling trouble-making interfering pinko scumbag
journalists downstairs, that’s what I got, y’hear me? I got
. . . I got enough of them to fill the concrete pillars of an
entire freeway intersection flyover, y’know what I mean???

GABRIELLA: (Respectfully) Cardinal Schillaci, good
morning.

SCHILLACI: How are ya? (To VIALLI) So?
Suddenly there is a sound of warbling again.
VIALLI: Excuse me.
He takes out his mobile phone and answers it.
Vialli. Yes?

But the warbling continues. SCHILLACI pulls out a mobile i
from inside his sleeve and answers it.

SCHILLACI: Yo, talk to me.

But the warbling continues. GABRIELLA coyly lifts her
gown and pulls out her mobile phone. The other two look
on, suitably surprised.

GABRIELLA: Sister Gabriella’s mobile, good morning. Ah.
Splendid. Thank you. I'll come and collect them.

She puts her phone away and starts to leave in the opposite
direction from the apartments, carrying the tray. But
VIALLI still holds the glass half full of liquid.

VIALLI: Sister!
GABRIELLA: I won’t be a moment. (Exits)
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VIALLI It’s a catastrophe, Schillaci. The Pope’s having a fit,
today of all days.

SCHILLACL: Having a fit? That is terrific, I'm telling you,
that is terrific! I tell you what, I’'m about to have a fit!

" There’s some press guy down there, right? You know what
he says to me? He says to me ‘Cardinal Schillaci, when are
you going to step outside Vatican City to face the charges
held against you?’ ‘What charges are those?’ I protest. ‘The
charges brought against you by the Milan police,” he says.
‘And the Rome police, and the New York police, the Drug
‘Enforcement Agency, the FBI and Interpol. Of fraud,
corruption, embezzlement, tax evasion, extortion,
conspiracy to pervert the course of justice and driving
without due care and attention.’

VIALLI: Tsch, tsch, interfering busybodies.

SCHILLACI: Thank God for Vatican immunity.
They both cross themselves.

VIALLI: Now what about these children, Schillaci?

SCHILLACI: What children? Lying bitch.

VIALLI: The Pope is in spasm because there are a hundred
thousand sprogs in St Peter’s Square all expecting a few
loving words this afternoon and his Holiness doesn’t want to
see them.

SCHILLACI: A hundred thousand, huh? Imagine the good
time Herod woulda had! But never mind them, whadabout
this press conference?

GABRIELLA comes back on, still carrying her tray. She
ushers on the PROFESSOR. The PROFESSOR is smartly
dressed and carries a briefcase.

VIALLI: Who is this man, Sister?
GABRIELLA: Professor Ridolfi, your Eminence.

VIALLI: I didn’t authorise visitors — Ridolfi? Ridolfi? The TV
shrink? The prime-time psychiatrist? Is that you?
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PROFESSOR: One and the same your Eminence. Though I
am actually a neurological surgeon, an Emeritus Professor
of Advanced Psychiatry and the world’s leading expert on
rare and complicated nervous disorders. My card.

VIALLI: Brenda Smith?

PROFESSOR: My ageﬁt. (To GABRIELLA) But where is my
assistant, Sister? She must have got lost down a corridor or .
somewhere.

ELISA: (offstage) Take your hands off me. (ELISA enters,
dressed as a nun) There you are Professor! Dear, oh dear,
those Swiss guards wouldn’t let me through. First the metal
detector alarm was set off by my fillings and then they
wanted to know what this was all about. (She holds up a
bow and arrows) Well, it’s a sacred bow and arrows,
obviously. A present for the Pope. But, the guards blunted
the tips of the arrows and put little rubber stickers on the
ends. I mean, who would want to shoot John Paul II with a
bow and arrow? A machine gun, maybe.

PROFESSOR: Sister!! .
VIALLI: Who are you, Sister . . . erm?
ELISA: That’s right.

PROFESSOR: Where’s the patient?

VIALLI: One moment, Professor. You are not an approved
Vatican doctor.

GABRIELLA: It was his Holiness who asked for the Professor
by name your Eminence. He’d seen him on television.

VIALLI: Oh well, in that case . . .

The PROFESSOR looks at the glass that VIALLI has been
holding all the while.

PROFESSOR: Two teaspoons every four hours. At most.
VIALLI: Really? What is it? It’s very tasty.
VIALLI drains the glass and puts it back on
























































































































































































































































































































