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ACT ONE

SCENE ONE
SETTING: The Corelli home in Queens. The living room.

AT RISE: It is morning. PENELOPE and SHEILA sit in
chairs facing CHARLIE. SHEILA is wearing tight jeans
and a blouse. CHARLIE is in a cheap suit. He is work-
ing very hard to be sincere, and it’s appalling.

CHARLIE. So, now remember, when you get married for
the ...

SHEILA. The first time....

CHARLIE. It’s important. It sticks in your memory forever.
Over at Leonard’s of Long Island we call it—“Wedding
Bliss.” Bliss means complete happiness.

SHEILA. That’s what I want.

CHARLIE. Good. Bliss means Heaven—Paradise. (Patron-
izing.) Mom, you know what I mean when I say that the
marriage state is a state of Paradise, right?

PENELOPE. My husband was a bum. He walked out look-
ing for a pack of cigarettes five years ago and I haven’t
seen him since. Two years ago my sister said she saw
him in Ithaca—upstate somewheres. He had a bump on
his head so big she thought he had a Siamese twin. She
asked him how he hurt his head and he said that he
didn’t know. Then he asked her if she could lend him
twenty bucks. I told my sister that if he ever comes

9
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14 THE VOWS OF PENELOPE CORELLI  Actl

CHARLIE. Twenty thousand. Rounded off. (PENELOPE
turns to the wall, removes a painting—revealing a safe.
Inside are stacks of cash. She takes our twenty thousand
and hands it to him.)

PENELOPE. Here. In twenties. It’s all there.

CHARLIE (stunned). You only need to leave a down pay-
ment...

PENELOPE (adamant). No, I'm better than that! Okay,
Charlie Sunshine? I'm better than that! Here’s the whole
twenty grand. Now, I want the works for my Sheila,
here. A party for nine! But I want it as if you are throw-
ing a party for ninety. That means I want waitresses and
waiters for ninety!

CHARLIE. That’s twenty waiters.
PENELOPE. Two per person.
CHARLIE. That’s crazy.

PENELOPE. I'm payin’ for it! I want two waiters per per-
son! When I’'m at this wedding I want to make sure that
if I turn one inch to my right I see some guy dressed in a
tuxedo staring at me wondering what I want next! And if
I turn one inch to my left, I want to see another waiter
standing there wanting to know what I want from him!
Do you understand that? Do you see what I want? I want
wedding bliss for my daughter! Bliss! Complete happi-
ness! I couldn’t give it to her when she was growing up,
but I can give it to her now! I want her so blissful that
she’ll hear bells ringing in the trees from now until she
turns a hundred and ten! I want bliss for her on that day
to make up for all the hell I've given her for the last
thirty-five years of her life!

SHEILA. Twenty-nine, Mom! I'm only twenty-nine.
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Act] THE VOWS OF PENELOPE CORELLI 15

PENELOPE. Whatever! Do you got that, Mr. Charlie Sun-
shine?

CHARLIE. You want bliss.

PENELOPE. In spades, pal.

SHEILA. I'm so excited!

CHARLIE. T just need to talk to the manager.

PENELOPE. The manager? You mean we’ve been wasting
our time with a nobody?

CHARLIE. T schedule and plan out and emcee the parties,
Mrs. Corelli. I just need to speak to Mr. Fuddercup. He’s
part-owner and manager of Leonard’s of Long Island.

PENELOPE. Fine, call the pope if you want. I want bliss
for my Sheila. Use the phone in the kitchen. It’s on the
wall. And don’t be makin’ any long-distance calls.

CHARLIE. Fine. (He looks at wall clock.) Is that the right
time?

PENELOPE. No.

SHEILA. It hasn’t worked in five years.

CHARLIE. Buy a new one, perhaps?

PENELOPE. I don’t want a new one! There is nothing
wrong with that clock! I pulled the plug out on it—do
you mind? (CHARLIE exits.)

SHEILA. Mom, I want bigger breasts.

PENELOPE. They’re fine.

SHEILA. No, not for a wedding. I want my dress to really
fit nice. I want two new breasts. I hope Salvatore can
make the date. Did we discuss the date?

PENELOPE. Sweetheart, are you sure you want to marry
this Sal? He’s got problems and I think he’s got prob-
lems that go back into his genetic make-up.

SHEILA. And a honeymoon?

PENELORPE. I went to Staten Island with your father.
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16 THE VOWS OF PENELOPE CORELLI ActI

SHEILA. In the summer?

PENELOPE. No, it was in a blizzard. We were on our way
to Chicago to see one of those big lakes.

SHEILA. The Great Lakes.

PENELOPE. Right, the Great Big Lakes. Anyway, he only
had this dream to walk across it in the middle of winter.
He saw some movie about some guy exploring the South
Pole and he and all his pals die in a tent with the wind
howling outside the tent, anyway, your father loved that
movie. He loved how all the guys froze to death in the
end. So, he wanted to walk across the lake and so we
planned to go to Chicago.

SHEILA. Did you want to go to Chicago?

PENELOPE. In January? No, I wanted to go to Monte
Carlo but your father only had five hundred dollars on
him. He had just hijacked a truck and that was his cut. A
real Einstein your father. Anyway, the plane can’t take
off because of a blizzard so, we take a cab to a motel in
Staten Island and we sit in the motel watching I Love
Lucy reruns on the TV. That was my honeymoon. Then I
had to go back to work the next week. Your father never
got to walk across the lake. I think now, if I was with
him there at this moment, I'd rip a hole in the ice and
throw him in it!

SHEILA. Mom, I love Sal.

PENELOPE. He’s a bum.

SHEILA. How much money did we spend out of the
money we won?

PENELOPE. Twenty grand give or take a few hundred.
Just what I gave this knucklehead with the “I'm Leo-
nard’s of Long Island” on the brain.

SHEILA. Should we buy a new house?
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ActI  THE VOWS OF PENELOPE CORELLI 17

PENELOPE. Out of the question. And we keep the money
at home.

SHEILA. All of it?

PENELOPE. All of it. I don’t trust banks, stocks or any
other nonsense. When they send us the checks, we just
cash ’em and put ’em in the basement. I got the cellar
nice and nice. Nobody will know.

(CHARLIE returns.)

CHARLIE. Mrs. Corelli, I just spoke to Mister Fuddercup
and he said that you can use the hall. I only have one
date open, however. It’s next month—a Monday night at
eight.

SHEILA. I'm not getting married on a Monday night!

PENELOPE. Monday, Shmonday, who cares what day it
is? Like this wedding will last out the summer?

SHEILA. But what church will marry us on a Monday?

PENELOPE. Your cousin Rita is a high priestess of the
Holy Homage to the Universal Church. She’ll marry you
right here in the living room. Stop complaining. Fine.
It’s a deal.

CHARLIE. Mrs. Corelli, Mr. Fuddercup thinks he knows
your name.

PENELOPE. I never heard of him.

CHARLIE. He saw it in the newspaper.

SHEILA. That’s us.

PENELOPE. Shut up, honey.

CHARLIE. You're not the mother and daughter who won
53 MILLION in the lottery, are you?

SHEILA. That’s us.

PENELOPE. Why? You want to borrow a coupla hundred?
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18 THE VOWS OF PENELOPE CORELLI Actl

CHARLIE. Oh, no...

PENELOPE. Ever since they announced that we won I’ve
had relatives crawling out of the woodwork like rats
crawling out of a burning building! Yes, we won 53 mil-
lion! Yes, that means I get 2.7 million a year until I die!
Any other questions?

CHARLIE. Not one. It was nice meeting you both.

PENELOPE (to CHARLIE). What are you standing around
for? Do you want a tip? (She hands him a ten-dollar
bill.)

CHARLIE. You don’t have to do that...

PENELOPE. Of course I do. I'm realizing that people with
money are ALWAYS expected to dish it out. (CHARLIE
exits.)

SHEILA. He was kinda nice.

PENELOPE. Sheila, honey, the women in my family have
been mixing their blood with losers for generations since
we’ve been in this country. Why don’t you leam to like
the single life?

SHEILA. I want what you have.

PENELOPE. What do I have? I'm not a widow, I'm not
divorced, I got a husband I haven’t been near in five
years who’s probably hitchhiking his way through some
wheat field with a bump on his head! You want my life?
Are you crazy?

SHEILA. If it runs in the family, then I am.

PENELORPE. Let’s drop the philosophy talk. What do you
feel like doin’, the night’s young?

SHEILA. I'm hungry.

PENELOPE. Good. Let’s rent a limo and go into the city.

SHEILA. Are we dressed for the city?
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ActI  THE VOWS OF PENELOPE CORELLI 19

PENELOPE. We’re rich. We can dress any way we want.
(PENELOPE opens the closet and finds some outrageous
Jjackets. They put them on.)

SHEILA. Do we have enough money on us?
PENELORPE. I got fifty thousand. What do you have?
SHEILA. Just the eight thousand you gave me to hold.

PENELOPE. That should be enough. The tolls alone will
kill us. (They exit. LIGHTS OUT.)
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