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                                                   The Mistake 

                                       A Play in Five Scenes 

                                        Frank Reinhard
Characters:    Vito Pinelli, attorney in Las Vegas                                     

                      Mario Marco, Nevada club owner                                                    

                      Johnny Pitali, owner of camera shop in Denver                        
                      Marta Pitali, Johnny’s wife                                                              
                                                       Scene 1 
Las Vegas law offices of Vito Pinelli. Vito enters and tosses papers on desk.
Vito: (to himself)           I’m glad that’s over. I hate doctors and hospitals. But they are necessary evils. Thank God, I’m okay. So here’s the test report.  He sits down and looks at report, reads out loud some of the results “Hematology……Lipid Panel…….. Basic Metabolic Profile…… Triglycerides……(slight pause)……Why should I read it, I don’t understand it anyway.  Hey, what’s this, this isn’t my name . Wait a second – what the heck happened here? This is a mistake. What the hell? This report says John Pitali?  (slight pause) They made a mistake! But – wait  -  John Pitali…… John Pitali…….. Could this be the Johnny Pitali I went to high school with?  I haven’t heard the name in years. Let’s see what it says. John Pitali, male, 46 years old. Yeah, that’s got to be him. From what I can tell he is very ill. I don’t know what it is, evidently some kind of blood disease, leukemia maybe…. Oh, God, this is awful. It says right here:  “prognosis six months”. The poor guy. I think I remember him. He was a strong fellow. Haven’t seen him since high school. I lost touch with him. If that’s really the same guy, but I think he must be. Same age – forty-six. It’s him all right. I ought to go and see him some time. Talk about old times. How the hell can they give me someone else’s report?  Of course, the names are similar. They used to get us mixed up in school, too.   (pause)   My goodness….. Johnny Pitali.  Only six months to live. I feel very sorry for him. Where does he live?  Let’s see. Here it is:  675 Boulder Street, Denver. Maybe I could see him some time if I ever get to Denver. It would have to be …(he is interrupted by phone ring).
Phone rings.

Hello…. ….Yeah, Mario! Nice to hear from you. What’s up? …….. You are having problems?.............……………. I am sorry to hear that. What kind of problems? .………………..Yes, I see. Are you in town? ……………… Oh, you’re in Vegas! ……… Downstairs in the lobby?  Terrific!  I am free right now. Yeah, come on up, I’d love to see you again. We’ll have a drink and you can tell me about your problem. 

Vito puts the medical reports away whistling to himself. After a minute or so Mario enters. He appears worried.

Mario:        Buongiorno, Vito. How’re you doing?

Vito:          Ciao, Mario. Not bad, not bad.   (they hug)  Sit down, I’ll fix us a drink.

Mario:        Yeah, I could use one.       (Vito pours drinks.)   Nice new office you got here.  Doin’ real okay since I saw you last, huh?

Vito:           I can’t complain. – (they drink)    Salute, Mario.

Mario:        Salute.

Vito:           How’s the family?

Mario:        Everybody’s okay, thank God. Gina and the kids are fine?
Vito:          Good.

Mario:        So when are you getting’ married, Vito?

Vito:           Can’t get around to it. Too busy.

Mario:        You must be. We haven’t seen each other for quite a while.

Vito:          Yeah, that’s right.

Mario:       We ought to get together once in a while.

Vito:          Yea. Right. We ought to keep in touch.  (slight pause) So  - - tell me. What’s up?

Mario:         Well, the clubs are doing fine, and that’s what seems to cause the problem, at least that’s what I think. There’s this swarthy guy that’s been coming around for a couple of weeks. The girls don’t like him. He calls himself Tony. I’m sure that’s not his name. I have a hunch he’s trouble.

Vito:              Who do you think he is?

Mario:            He’s the syndicate type. Button man, I think. He’s been sent out by somebody. I’m sure of it.

Vito:               Any idea who may have sent him?

Mario:            I’d have to guess. It’s either the Carlucci crowd or the Farolas. Both of them are trying to get into Nevada. Either way it’s bad. They know I am doing well so they want a piece of my pie, or the whole pie. 

Vito:              So – what are you thinking?

Mario: ( leaning forward confidentially)  I want that guy gone. Iced. Gotta send a message to them.

Vito:             Uh-huh.

Mario:           Right now I don’t know how to go about it. That’s why I’m coming to you.

Vito:             Well – gee, Mario, I don’t know either. 

Mario:           Maybe you can think of something, Vito. You get around a lot. 

Vito:             Sure, I get around, but  –  uh – this is something else -

Mario:          You owe me, Vito. Now I need your help.

Vito:             Sure, sure, I know, Mario. But this isn’t my thing. Not any more.

Mario:          I was thinking - maybe someone from out of town  -  

Vito:             Yeah. That would be good. Someone unconnected. 

Mario:          Best not a pro.

Vito:             Not a pro? Jesus! That’s a tall order.

Mario:          Yeah, I know. But you know a lot of people. Maybe you can think of someone.

Vito:              Someone not connected with Vegas – hmm. Where do you find someone who can do it, and who’s not a pro? I wouldn’t even know where to start looking.

Mario:           Anything is possible. For enough money.

Vito:              Like how much?

Mario:           It’s worth fifty grand to me.

Vito:              Fifty grand. Hmm. But even then – I really don’t know.

Mario:           You know a lot of people, Vito. You gotta help me. Find someone for me. You owe me.

Vito:              It’s not that I don’t want to help, Mario. But this is a tall order.

Mario:            I’m figuring it’s gotta look like one of them did it. Then they’d suspect each other and start a war.

Vito:              Sure, that’d be ideal. They’d start killing each other.

Mario:           Yeah, that’s the idea.

Vito:              How about an ad in the New York Times?

Mario:           Very funny.

Vito:              Seriously, Mario, I’m out of touch, but I’ll give it a little thought.

Mario:           Please, Vito. Think about it. Do me this favor. You know a lot of people all over the country. Find someone that needs the dough badly.

Vito:              Well, yeah,  - still -  we’re gonna have to be more than careful. If they as much as suspect that we’re behind it we’re toast.

 Mario:          I know. When’ll I hear from you, Vito?

Vito:             Look, Mario, you got to understand. At the moment I don’t have any idea. But I’ll try and come up with something. I’ll call you as soon as I can.

Mario:          The sooner the better. I gotta get rid of the guy.  I wanna send  a message to them.

Vito:             I’ll do my best, Mario.

Mario:          Can I buy you lunch, Vito?

Vito:             Not today, Mario. Some other time, okay?

Mario:          Okay, Vito. Lemme hear from you soon. Ciao. E mille grazie.

Vito:            Ciao, Mario. Tante belle cose.

                                               Mario exits

Vito: (to himself):   Oh boy, this is not easy. Can’t use a pro. An outsider? Hmm. Someone not connected. How the hell? Hmm. (slight pause) “Iced” he said. We didn’t say that in my time. Well, I know I have to do something for him. (he helps himself to another drink)  Oh, I forgot, there’s all that medical stuff. What am I gonna do with Johnny Vitali’s chart? Return it to the lab? Ah, what for? They have their own copy. (throws it in waste basket)
                                            Scene 2
Denver. Apartment of the Pitalis. Johnny and Marta Pitali are having breakfast in their kitchen.

Marta:         Are you going to open the shop today, Johnny?

Johnny:        I don’t know. Don’t really feel like it.

Marta:          Did you take your medicine this morning?

Johnny:        Yeah, but it doesn’t do me any good.

Marta:          Well, the doctor said to take it. She’s a specialist. I am sure she knows what’s best for you.

Johnny:        Yeah. But nothing has changed since I saw her.

Marta:           You’ve got to give it a chance. It’ll get better, Johnnie, it will. You’ll see.

Johnny:         Sure, honey.

Marta:           I have to get going. I’ll take Teresa to school and go right on to the store.

Johnny:         How’s Frank behaving these days?

Marta:            Do you mean – is he still trying to make me? Well, yeah, he  puts his hand on my butt once in a while. I told him off a few times. But I tell myself we need the job. I have to go along with the guy. We need the money. 

Johnny:          If he doesn’t let up on you, tell the son-of-a-bitch I’ll come over and push his face in. We don’t need the money that badly.

Marta:            We do, Johnnie. Don’t do anything stupid.

Johnny:          I can’t stand the idea of him coming on to you. Marta.

Marta:           It’s not important, Johnny. Look, we are two months behind on the mortgage payments. We haven’t paid the plumber. The car needs fixing, and Teresa needs a new dress. And how about the life insurance – that’s not paid up. We need the money my job brings in. Don’t say that we don’t. We’ll just have to put up with Frank. 

Johnnie:         I wish I could do more. I always get so damn tired and fatigued.

Marta:            I know, dear. You’ve got to take it easy. Stay home today. I’ll stop by at the shop after work and open it up for a few hours. The customers know about that, and a few may come in. Tomorrow you may feel better and can go yourself. I’ve got to run now. (she calls out) Wait, Teresa honey, I’ll be right there.  Bye, Johnny      (she quickly kisses him and leaves).

Johnnie (to himself):      Six months. She knows it’s bad but she doesn’t know it’s that bad, and I don’t have the courage to tell her. And yet –  doesn’t she have to know? Where’ll they be when I’m gone?

Vito (outside):          Pinelli is the name. Does John Pitali live here? 

Marta (outside):       Yes, he does. (calling to Johnny):  There’s a man here to see you, Johnny. He says his name is Pinelli. I’m very late, Johnny, I’ve got to run. Shall I send him in?
Johnny:                   Yeah, have him come in.

                     (Vito enters)

Vito:                       Johnny?

Johnny:                  Yes.

Vito:                       Johnny Pitali?

Johnny:                  That’s me. Who are you?

Vito:                      Vito Pinelli. Don’t you recognize me?

Johnny:                N-no. Something familiar in your face, but I can’t place it.

Vito:                    We went to high school together. Brookfield High. Mr.Macky’s class. Remember now?

Johnny:               Yeah, something is beginning to ring a bell. Vito – Vito, yeah, it’s coming back. What’s your last name again?

Vito:                    Pinelli.

Johnny:              My God, yeah. Last time I saw you we were both sixteen years old. That was thirty years ago! Vito Pinelli, what do you know!

Vito:                  Yeah, long time no see!

Johnny:              That’s really something. Vito Pinelli! Out of the blue!  How’d you find me, for Christ sake?  (they shake)
Vito:                  It’s good to see you again, Johnny. How’re you doin’?

Johnny:             Could be better. I have ups and downs. Actually, I am not too well.

Vito:                  I am sorry to hear that. What’s wrong?

Johnny:             Oh, some blood problem. I don’t want to go into details. Makes me feel tired all the time.

Vito:                  Gee, that’s too bad. I’m sorry. What do you do for a living?

Johnny:              I have a camera shop in town. No big deal. Not exactly a money-maker. How about you? What do you do?

Vito:                  Oh, one thing or another. Legal stuff, but mostly financial. In Las Vegas.

Johnny:              Financial? In Las Vegas? That sounds real nice. I was in Vegas a couple of weeks ago. You doin’ okay?

Vito:                  Can’t complain.

Johnny:              You married?

Vito:                   No, never got around to it. Is that your wife I saw outside? Very pretty girl.

Johnny:              Yes, that’s Marta. We have a little girl – Teresa.

Vito:                   Ah, that’s great. I am glad for you, Johnny. Wish I had a family.

Johnny:               Well, that’s the way it goes.

Vito:                    Did you ever see any of the other fellows again from Brookfield High? Lenny, or Micky. or fat George? They’re the only ones that come to my mind.

Johnny:                Yeah, once in a while. Most of ‘em still live in Denver. But you know how it is. You get married, they get married, and we’re all involved with our families.

Vito:                    Yes, I guess that’s the way it is. We got to take life as it comes.

Johnny:                So what brings you to Denver?

Vito:                     You know, I’ve been all over the country, Johnny, but for some reason or other I never got to Denver. I’ve heard so often about Denver –  mile-high, the beautiful Rockies and all that, so when I came across your name and address I remembered the old days. and I decided to go, sort of on the spur of the moment.

Johnny:                 Glad you did. But wherever did you come across my name?

Vito:                      By coincidence. You know Dr. Helena Lindsay in Vegas?

Johnny:                 Yes, of course. She is the hematologist I see. I saw her  last month. But, I don’t understand –

Vito:                      She takes care of me, too. How did you get to her? You here in Denver, and she’s in Vegas.

Johnny:                 My internist recommended her. She’s supposed to be a specialist for my sort of condition.

Vito:                      I saw her about a week ago.

Johnny:                  And my name came up? How come?

Vito:                      Well, it didn’t just come up. Accidentally they gave me your reports along with mine. Accidentally.

Johnny:                  My medical report? Is that how they keep their records? How can they be so careless?! That’s pretty shocking.

Vito:                      It was just a mistake. These things happen. You remember how they got us mixed up in school?  Our names - Pitali – Pinelli, remember?

Johnny:                 Yes, sure, I remember. So you saw my report, and – uh -  you know about my condition?

Vito:                      Yes, I know, Johnny, and I’m terribly sorry. Does your wife know?

Johnny:                  Not really.  Maybe she suspects something. I don’t know how much she knows. ( pause). So is this why you’ve come to see me?

Vito:                      When I saw your name – uh -– I mean when I saw your report  – uh - the way things look for you – you know what I mean – uh - it gave me an idea.

Johnny:                  Regarding my health?

Vito:                       In a way.

Johnny:                   What do you mean?

Vito:                        It gave me the idea that maybe I could do something nice for you, and - uh – for a friend of mine who’s got some problems of his own.

Johnny:                    What do you mean?

Vito:                        Well, here’s the thing. This friend of mine – well, let me ask you straight out, Johnny:  would you like to make fifty grand?

Johnny:                   Who wouldn’t? That’s a lot of money. What’s the catch?

Vito:                       My friend owns some businesses in Nevada, and he is having a problem with a guy. My friend has done things for me. I owe him. 

Johnny:                   I don’t follow. 

Vito:                        Putting it plainly – let me level with you - he wants to get rid of that guy. Permanently.   

Johnny:                   Wait a minute – I don’t get it - do you mean, uh  - - - ?

Vito:                        Yeah, that’s it. That guy is a real lowlife. Has a record an arm long. He’s scum. Of the worst kind. A real bastard. That’s why I’m here, Johnny. That’s where you come in.

Johnny:                    But why the hell come to me? I’m not in that business. I don’t do that kind of fixing. I fix cameras.

Vito:                        That’s just it, Johnny. We don’t want a pro. We want someone who doesn’t have any record. Someone completely clean and unrelated, who lives in another town. Like you.

Johnny:                    You’re crazy. You’ve come to the wrong address. I think you had better leave.

Vito:                        Johnny, think about it for a moment. Fifty grand. What do you have to lose? Think what that money can buy for your family. There’s practically no risk. To kill that kind of a bastard is not a crime. And nobody will connect you. The money’s is certain – half now, and half later. In cash. Or we can put it in a bank of your choice. 

Johnny: (upset)       You had better get out of here.

Vito:                        Don’t get upset, Johnny. It’s for your family. 

Johnny: (stronger)  Get the hell out of here before my wife comes back.  

Vito:                        Okay, okay, I understand. You’re a little upset, Johnny. I don’t expect you to make up your mind right away. I’ll be in Denver for a few days. I am staying at the Boulder, room 414. Think about it. It’s an opportunity to do something wonderful for your family. I think you ought to grab it before my friend finds someone else. I’ll see you in a few days.

Johnny: (jumps up and shouts)         Get out, you crazy bastard!  And don’t ever come back here! 

Vito:                          Okay, Johnny, don’t upset yourself. I leaving. Call me.

                  Vito leaves. Johnny slumps on his chair and moans.

Johnny:  (to himself) That son-of –a-bitch. Where does he get the nerve? Blows in here and tells me I should become a hitman!  Unbelievable! So -  he sees my medical report and gets the idea that I should do this! I ought to have pushed his face in. If I had the strength. Yeah, that’s my problem, I don’t even have the strength. I can’t do a damned thing. (pause) Fifty grand, huh? No, no, and again no!
Marta returns.

Marta:                        Hi, honey. I’m back. Frank closed the store early. Teresa is still in school. I’ll pick here up later. Anything wrong? You look upset.

Johnny:                      I’m okay.

Marta:                        Who is the man that came as I was leaving?

Johnny:                      An old buddy from school. He’s here for a few days.

Marta:                        What’s his name?

Johnny:                      Pinelli.

Marta:                        Pinelli? Hmm. Sounds a little like Pitali. Is he by chance one of the Pinellis from Boston?

Johnny:                       Boston? What do you know about them?

Marta:                          Not much – except that they are a bad bunch.

Johnny:                        Well, Pinelli is a common name.

Marta:                          I didn’t like his looks. He looks like a con man. What kind of business is he in?

Johnny:                        I don’t really know. He said something about  finance.

Marta: (somewhat sharp)     Hum. That can mean anything. What did he want from you?

Johnny:                        He just wanted to talk about old times. What are you getting hepped up about?

Marta:  (edgy)              I didn’t like him, and I hope you didn’t invite him back. 

Johnny: (edgy)             For God’s sake, Marta, I didn’t invite him in the first place. He just showed up. He’s an old buddy of mine from school. What do you want from me?

Marta:                           Nothing. You never mentioned him before. He looks like a criminal. I just don’t want to see him come around again.

Johnny:                         Okay, okay, dear. Don’t get upset. I don’t want to see him either. He won’t be coming back.

                                                Scene 3
Johnny’s apartment – Late morning Tuesday. Marta is serving breakfast to Johnny.

Marta:                         I took Teresa to school. 

Johnny:                       Good.

Marta:                          I am not going to the store.

Johnny:                        Why’s that?

Marta:                           Frank’s getting impossible. He says he’s going to let me go unless – --

Johnny:                       - - - unless what?

Marta: (softly)              Unless I let him do it to me. Imagine, on a cot in the back of the store! Can you imagine? I know we need the money and all, but I won’t do that.

Johnny:                         The lousy bastard.

Marta:                           He knows we need the income. He figures he has us over a barrel. He does, actually. 

Johnny:                         Oh God. So what did you say?

Marta:                           I said no. Listen, Johnny, if I were to do anything like that, it would be for you and Teresa - -

Johnny:                         What the hell are you saying?! Are you out of your mind? Are you attracted to that guy? What’s going on?

Marta:                           For God’s sake, Johnny, nothing’s going on. I didn’t say that I was going to do anything. (slight pause)  Just forget the whole thing. Anyway, I’m gonna have to look for a new job now. I can’t go back to Frank. It’s not gonna be easy. There not that many jobs around, right? - with the recession and all. But I’ll look - 

Johnny:                          I’m still not sure what you are really saying!

Marta:                            Oh Johnny, please, forget it already. I quit, isn’t that good enough for you?

Johnny:                           Okay, okay. So where are you going to look?

Marta:                              I am going over to the Food Market. Jessica told me they are hiring. I better go right now. They’ll have more than one applicant.

Johnny:                          Oh God, this damned weakness of mine. If I could only get rid of it. You shouldn’t have to work at all.

Marta:                            Eventually you’ll get better, honey. I’m going right now. There’s lunch for you in the fridge. I may not be back so soon.  Let’s hope they’ll take me. Keep your fingers crossed. And don’t forget to take your medicine. See you later.

Marta leaves. Johnny gives the telephone a long look and finally dials. 

Johnny:                        Room 414 please……………..  Yes, I’ll hold.

Vito? …. This is Johnny. I’ve been thinking. Can we meet?......................No, I’d rather you come over here. My wife isn’t here. She’ll be out for a couple of hours and the little one is in school. Can you come over?...........Okay, I’ll see you in a few minutes.  (he hangs up – speaks to himself):  I am going to have to do it. It’s our only way out. I’ve got to do this for Marta and Teresa. Vito is right – what do I have to lose? A few months are all I have.  I just hope I am up to it.                      (pause)
Doorbell rings. (In the following dialog Johnny’s hesitation is to be obvious and must be overcome by Vito’s persuasiveness. Johnny is slow in answering Vito’s questions. Pauses are essential.)
Johnny: (calls out) Door is open. 

Vito enters.

Vito:                      Ciao, Johnny. How’re you feeling today?

Johnny:                  Okay, I guess. 

Vito:                       How’s your wife? 

Johnny:                  We had a little argument. She quit her job. She’s out looking for one right now, but, you know, with the recession - -

Vito:                        Yeah, I know what you mean.

Johnny:                    I’ve been thinking about your suggestion. It sounds pretty crazy to me, and risky.

Vito:                        It isn’t. It can be set up so you won’t run any risk to speak of.  

Johnny:                    Who’s this guy anyway?

Vito:                         The name doesn’t matter, but I’ll tell you anyway. Tony Spadella, and he’s the meanest sun-of-a-bitch you can imagine. Strictly dirt. The kind that doesn’t deserve to live. Scumbag. In Chicago he killed a little girl and he got away with it. To get rid of him is not a crime.

Johnny:                     There’s fifty grand in it for me?

Vito:                          Yeah, like I said - fifty G’s. Half now – half afterwards.

Johnny:                      When would I get the first twenty-five?

Vito:                           Now, Johnny. Right now. I’ve got it right here. Green stuff. (he pulls out a thick envelope and puts it on the table. Johnny looks at it).  
Johnny:                       I wouldn’t want to have this around. Marta could find it. She’s not to know a thing about this. Positively. 

Vito:                           Sure. No one else either. How about putting it in your bank?

Johnny:                       Yeah, that’ll be better. Though it might look strange because the tellers know me. They’d wonder about all that cash.

Vito:                            How about an off-shore bank?

Johnny:                        That’s too complicated. Look, Vito, I don’t know if I can go thru with this at all. I really don’t know yet. There’s a lot of risk. I could get caught. And what if I miss?

Vito:                            You won’t miss. Can you handle a gun?

Johnny:                        Yes. That’s not the problem. I was in the Green Berets.

Vito:                            Wow! I didn’t know that. So then -  where’s the problem?

Johnny:                        I don’t know -  to kill a stranger  – out of the clear - just like that –

Vito:                            That’s what you were doing in Vietnam, wasn’t  it?

Johnny:                        Yeah, sure, but that was war.

Vito:                             So is this. We are fighting the syndicate. That’s war. (longer pause)

Johnny:                         Still – I really don’t know.

Vito:                              To get rid of scum like that – I tell you that’s not a crime!
Johnny:                          Yeah.  (pause) You’ll provide the weapon?

Vito:                              Naturally. (pulls out a gun and a silencer and puts it on the table next to the money envelope. Johnny looks at it and examines it. Tries silencer). 
Johnny:                          Looks okay, but I still don’t know if I can do it. 

Vito:                               Johnny, look what this will get you. More security for your family. Isn’t that the most important thing? Maybe a better place to live. A nice vacation trip, maybe a cruise. New clothes for Marta and Teresa. Fifty grand will buy a lot. 

Johnny:                          But if I get caught it’ll be worse than ever for the family.

Vito:                               Why should you get caught? You’ll wear surgical gloves under your gloves, so there’ll be no powder stains on your hands, and that’s just in case. The gun will be disposed of. There’s nothing to connect you with anything. It happens in Vegas – you live in Denver. You run a camera shop. You’re an outsider, a total stranger. You are as unrelated to the thing as the man in the moon.

Johnny:                           What would be the setup – physically, I mean?

Vito:                                Here’s the layout. Spadella comes to one of my friend’s clubs every day, except Sundays, at 11 PM . The club is at the edge of a bunch of dense shrubs. He parks his car in the lot. You can see him clearly from behind the shrubs. You’ll be in a shallow ravine. The distance is about fifty to sixty feet. Not a problem for you with this weapon, even with the silencer. As he walks toward the entrance he’s got to turn his back to you. Two shots. Bang-bang. Done.

Johnny:                            In the back?

Vito:                                 Yeah. You don’t need to see his face.

Johnny:                             Why two shots?

Vito:                                  To be sure.

Johnny:                             What if he isn’t dead?

Vito:                                  We thought of that. If he’s badly hurt that’ll be okay too and you get the other twenty-five. It’d send a strong message to his buddies, and they’ll know we mean business.

Johnny:                             What happens if I miss?

Vito:                                  You won’t.

Johnny:                              I need to know what the guy looks like.

Vito:                                   Well, you don’t have to see his face. It’d be better if you didn’t. Anyway here’s a photo. (hands him photo – Johnny examines it).
Johnny:                              Hmm. Some mug.

Vito:                                  Strictly lowlife. Believe me, he’s the kind of bug one should step on and crush. I’ll say it again, to get rid of him is not a crime.

Johnny:                             But if I only see his back, how can I be sure it’s him?

Vito:                                 You can’t miss him. He’s a giant. Six foot three.  Towers over everybody else. And he limps.
Johnny:                             What kind of club is it?

Vito:                                  High class brothel. My friend Mario Marco owns a string of ‘em.

Johnny:                              Is he an old friend of yours – this Mario Marco?

Vito:                                  Yes. We’ve been friends for many years.

Johnny:                              How far is that club from Vegas?

Vito:                                   Forty some miles. Toward Carson City.

Johnny:                              I’ll need someone to take me there.

Vito:                                  That’s all arranged. First of all, Johnny, let me give you this. It’s an Amtrak ticket to Denver, round trip. (hands him ticket) We don’t want you to fly because your name would leave a trail. Take from this envelope whatever money you need for now and for the trip. I’ll put the rest in your account and bring you the receipt. You pick the day you feel up to it. You call this number in Las Vegas so I know when you’ll be coming in. I’ll pick you up at Amtrak station and take you to your hotel. The bill is on me. Someone else will take you to the club and pick you up afterwards. 

Johnny:                               What if someone sees me. Or someone hears the shots?

Vito:                                    Not likely. The shrubs are very thick and extend for a couple of miles. You’ll be firing from a shallow ditch. You’ll use the silencer. When he’s down you’ll walk to where the shrubs end. Just follow the ditch. You’ll get to a dirt road. A station wagon will be waiting for you there. 

Johnny:                               I’d want to check out the area before.

Vito:                                   Sure. You’ll be taken there so you’ll be familiar with it.

Johnny:                               How about other people parking their cars in that lot?

Vito:                                    There probably won’t be any at that hour. We checked on that. By 10 PM most everybody’s already inside. Of course, if you see any one let it go till the next day. The guy comes everyday, except Sunday. 

Johnny:                                 So - what’ll I tell my wife?

Vito:                                     Simple. Tell her the doctor phoned and suggested you come back for more tests and it might take a few days. 

(longer pause).

Well, Johnny, do we have a deal?
Johnny:                                 Umm - I guess so.

Vito:                                     How much do you want in cash now?

Johnny:                                 Let me have a thousand. Put the rest in my account in the Broadview Bank on Third Avenue, and mail the book back to me. When do you want me to come?  (Vito hands him ten $100 bills from the envelope)
Vito:                                     As soon as possible. Preferably before the end of the week. Today is Tuesday. How about Thursday or  Friday?

Johnny:                                 Okay. I’ll try.

Vito:                                      Call me. I’ll pick you up at the station. Oh, yeah, one more thing. You’ll wear a hairpiece and a mustache. 

Johnny:                                 Where would I get that?

Vito:                                      We’ll provide it. You’ll get it there. Ciao, Johnny. See you in Vegas. As soon as possible.

Johnny:                                 See you. (slight pause and softly)  Maybe.  (Vito leaves).

                                                      Scene 4

 Two weeks later. Johnny is alone in the apartment.
Johnny (pacing up and down, speaking to himself and looking at watch):  What’s keeping him? He was supposed to be here by 10. (pause). I’m glad Marta got that new job though now she doesn’t really need it any more. That fellow Frank is a real bastard. The nerve! Good riddance, we don’t need him any more. (pause) What’s the hell is keeping Vito? It’s already 11.30. Is he gonna stand me up? I wouldn’t put it past him. I don’t trust him. At least we’ve got the twenty-five G’s. Boy, they sure came in handy. The mortgage is paid up, the life insurance is up-to-date and the car’s been fixed. Marta thinks I did well in camera shop. Ha, little does she know. But eventually she’s gonna ask where the money comes from, and then she’ll find out. I’ll have to think of something. She’s hard to fool, not even for her own good. I hear steps -  that must be Vito.

Marta enters.

Johnny:               Marta, what are you doing here? I thought you were at work.

Marta:                 I was. I came back to get something and I brought in the mail.

Johnny:               Are you staying?

Marta:                 Just for a minute.

Johnny:               Let me have the mail.

Marta:                 Wait – let me just see. (she looks thru the envelopes) A bill from Johnson Plumbing……………Here’s something from the mortgage company, probably a payment reminder…………This is from Barker & Barker – must be the bill for Teresa’s school outfit………….MasterCard – I’d hate to look at the statement…………..and this one here is from the bank – let’s look at it. It’ll probably show a lousy balance. (she opens envelope).

Johnny: (quickly) Let me have that, Marta. I take care of the banking.

Marta:                 Okay, honey, it’s already open. (reads)  What’s this?? Our balance is $23,014! Goodness gracious, Johnny, what is this? Where on earth does this money come from?

Johnny:                Gotta be a mistake.

Marta:                  I had better call the bank right now.

Johnny:                But you’ve got to get back to work.

Marta:                  That’s okay. I’m very curious. I’ve got to know.

Johnny:                There’s really no hurry. Let it go for a week. Meanwhile it’s nice to get the interest.

                             Marta is already dialing.

Marta:                   Sure, but I still want to know. (into the phone) Broadview Bank?...May I speak to the manager, Mr.Wilkinson, please?...................Yes, I’ll hold  (to Johnny) They are calling George Wilkinson…………….

Johnny:                 Marta, why don’t you let it go for a while.

Marta (into the phone):  Hello, George? This is Marta Pitali…………. thank you, I’m fine. Listen, something odd has happened. There is a balance of over $23,000 in our account. Unfortunately, we don’t have that kind of money. We’d love to keep it, of course, ha-ha, but unfortunately, it’s just an error…………..Yes, I’ll wait…………..Yes, I’m holding on. (to Johnny) He is checking. ……….(into the phone)Yes, George, I’m still here………………..What, did you say? It’s not a mistake? I don’t understand………………..You said the deposit was made two weeks ago? By whom?................................Can you try to find out?.......................   Yes, I’ll hold  (to Johnny): He is going to ask the teller……………………………

(into the phone):Yes, I’m here, George……………………………………............... What’s that you said, George? ………………………….A man deposited $24,000 in cash? I am flabbergasted! What did he look like?.......................................Who in the world could that have been?.................No, I have no idea. Too bad it’s not our money………… ……………….What?..................... And then there were two withdrawals of $500 each? I don’t know what to think. I am speechless. Well, thanks very much, George. Bye.

(to Johnny, very upset)  There seems to be a lot I don’t know, Johnny. WHERE DOES THIS MONEY COME FROM?

Johnny:                What’s the difference? Sure is nice to have.

Marta: (upset)      ‘Nice to have?’ Just like that??

Johnny:                 Sweetheart, the mortgage is paid up, so is the insurance, and a few other things got paid. Isn’t that nice?

Marta: (very upset) I want to know who made that deposit. According to the teller the man was middle-aged and of dark complexion. Do you know who that could have been?

Johnny:                  I don’t know.

Marta (sharp)         Crap! You do know. What kind of secrets do you have?

Johnny:                   Just enjoy the money.

Marta: (sharp)        I can’t enjoy it! There’s something fishy going on here! What are you involved in? Who are you involved with? The teller says the man was dark, short, in his middle forties. Is he that guy – that school buddy of yours – that came to see you two weeks ago? Pinetti or Pinelli, or whatever his name was?

Johnny: (evasive)    I wouldn’t know. They’re gonna fire you if you don’t get back to work.

Marta: (sharp)         Is he gonna come back here?  (slight pause). Is he, John. (slight pause, then strong) Answer me, is he?  (slight pause)
Johnny:                    Matter of fact, he is.

Marta:                      WHEN?

Johnny:                    Today. Now. Any minute.

Marta: (very upset)  WHAT? Any minute?  I’m getting out of here and I am taking Teresa.

Johnny: (angry)       Go, go! Who’s stopping you?

Marta:  (furious)      Don’t you let that guy in here. I’m warning you!

Johnny: (furious)     I’ll do what I want, woman. Don’t you give me orders! You don’t want to see him – so get out. Better for everybody.

Marta: (determined) You are crazy! What kind of deals are you in with that slimy character? He’s the one that put all that money in the account! Who knows what he is getting you into – and you say you’re gonna go on seeing him? Here - at our house! I have no words for you and I am not going to stand for this. I’m out of here. I’m gone! If I come back maybe it’ll be with the cops. For your own protection. That guy is dangerous! If I come back.

She rushes out in anger. Johnny paces back and forth. A little while later the doorbell rings. Vito enters.

Johnny:              You’re very late.

Vito: (darkly)     I’ve come to collect.

Johnny:              Collect? What are you talking about? Have you brought the 25 G’s?

Vito:                   You’ve got to be kidding.

Johnny:               How am I kidding? 

Vito:                    You’ve got a lot of nerve. You aren’t getting any money from me. I am getting from you.

Johnny:                What the hell are you saying?

Vito:                     I’ve got something to show you, friend.

Johnny:                What the hell is going on? Have you brought the 25 grand?

Vito:                     Like hell I have. I want my 25 grand back from you.

Johnny:                I got rid of the guy for you. Are you welshing on me?

Vito:                     Don’t play dumb. You know damn well what I mean. (he sits down and looks challengingly at Johnny who also sits down).
Johnny:                What the hell are you talking about?
Vito:                     You failed, Johnny. 

Johnny:                 I what?

Vito:                     You failed.

Johnny:                  Are you crazy or something?

Vito:                      You missed.

Johnny:                  You are crazy.

Vito:                       You fired, but he is alive and well.

Johnny:                   What the hell are you saying?

Vito:                        Just this. He’s alive and well.

Johnny:                    He can’t be. I didn’t miss. I saw him very clearly as he walked toward the entrance. I fired twice. My first shot hit him.

Vito:                        Yeah, we saw what you did. One of our boys was watching from the bushes. You lost your touch, Johnny. You say you were in the Green Berets?  Maybe you were the cook, huh?

Johnny:                    You’re making this up to get out of paying me.

Vito:                         Am I? Ha! Take a look at this, my friend. Digital photo print. Note the date. (shows him photo). That’s him, isn’t it?
Johnny:                     That’s a fake.

Vito:                          No, it isn’t. You’ve lost your touch, Johnny - - and 50 Gs.

Johnny:                      This photo is a fake.

Vito:                          Oh no, it isn’t. Just in case you thought that I brought the camera. Look for yourself. There are three pictures taken of the guy. Current photos, Johnny. Look at the dates. There’s no doubt. You didn’t perform. (hands him digital camera. Johnny looks at photos)

Johnny:                     Too dark to take pictures anyway. They are fakes.

Vito:                          Oh no, they aren’t. They were taken inside the club in good light. See the girl that’s with him? How could we fake that? You can’t alter digital pictures in the camera.

Johnny:                      You’re just trying to get out of paying up.

Vito:                          That’s not the way we play the game. A deal is a deal. And you have lost, Johnny.

Johnny:                     Okay, so maybe I missed. But the first twenty-five grand are mine one way or another. I took the risk. Maybe I missed. It was pitch-dark. But that money is mine. I’m keeping it.

Vito:                          Like hell you will. You’ll have to give it back.

Johnny:                     Like hell I will. It wasn’t my fault. The setup was all wrong. How’s anybody supposed to hit at that distance, with a silencer at night, from behind a bush? I took two shots like I was supposed to.

Vito:                           A deal is a deal. You can’t keep the money. My friend wants it back, and he’s entitled to it. He paid good money for a good job and he didn’t get it. You’ve got to see it his way.

Johnny: (slight smile)  I don’t. At the very least I scared the hell out of Mr.Spadella.

Vito:                            That’s not enough. The deal was we pay you if he was at least hurt. Badly hurt, that is. But he wasn’t. Not even grazed. If I don’t bring back the money my friends are gonna come after me. I owe them from before. And now I owe them 25 Gs. (threateningly) And I mean to get them back. From you, Johnny.

Johnny: (smirking)    Well, I don’t have it any more.

Vito:  (upset)             So where is it?

Johnny: (grinning)     In the bank. Where you put it yourself two weeks ago. At least most of it is there. Or some of it. I’m not even sure myself.

Vito: (sharp)             Wipe that damned grin off your face. How much is there?

Johnny: (grinning)       Oh, I don’t know. Maybe around $ 20,000.

Vito:                             What did you do with the rest?

Johnny: (smiles)            I spent it.

Vito:                              What the hell are you smiling about? You think it’s funny! You’re going to the bank with me right now and take every penny out of the account. I’ll come with you. And you pay me the rest within one week. If you don’t  - -  (he puts his hand in his pocket)

Johnny:  (determined)   I’m not going anywhere.

Vito: (very threatening) This bullshit has gone far enough. My friend is entitled to a refund. You don’t fool around with him. Nor with his buddies. They’ll come after you.

Johnny: (smiles)             I don’t give a damn. I don’t have long to go anyway.

Vito:                               I don’t know why the hell you’re smiling.

Johnny:                           Because it is funny.

Vito:                               It’s not. You may have only a short while to live, my friend, but you aren’t the only one they’ll come after. 

Johnny: (getting up, furious) Leave my family out of this.

Vito:  (getting up too))          No, we won’t. Think of your wife, and the little kid……

Johnny:                           One more word about them, and I’ll slug you!

Vito:                                I am asking you once more. Go with me to the bank. Now.

Johnny: (smiling)            No. Absolutely not.  ( pause)  There’s something I want to tell you.

Vito:                                And that is?

Johnny: (laughing loud)  I never intended to kill him, ha-ha-ha. I fired in the air, ha-ha! And I’m keeping the money. What are you gonna do about it,Vito?

Vito:                                You son-of-a-bitch! You think you are gonna get away with that??

Johnny:                             So sue me!  Ha-ha. A lot of good it’ll do you. (he continues to laugh)
Vito:                                  You bastard. Wait and see. Wait till my friend and his boys find out, and you’ll be mincemeat.

Johnny:                              You don’t scare me. Get the hell out of here. Now! Before I call the cops. They will be very interested in your business dealings And, by the way, I still have that weapon you gave me. Right here.  (puts his hand in his pocket). And, for your information, I was not a cook, I was a sharpshooter in the Berets..
Vito:                                   Okay, take it easy, Johnny. I’m going. But you’ll hear from me. And from my friend. You can depend on that!     (he storms out).

                                             Scene 5

               A few days later. Johnny’s place. Marta is serving him breakfast.

Marta:           You planned this right along, Johnny, didn’t you?

Johnny:         Yeah, I did.

Marta:           I wish those sleazebags were all in jail. 

Johnny:        They will go to jail. Eventually.  (slight pause)

Marta:           I can’t get over it. You really pulled a fast one on them!

Johnny:         Yep.

 Marta:          But weren’t you taking an awful big chance, Johnny?

Johnny:         I guess I was. I never had any intention of killing anybody. Like I told you yesterday, I shot in the air.

Marta:           You must have been pretty sure of yourself.

Johnny:          I was. I’m pretty good with guns. I had a lot of practice in Vietnam.

Marta:            But won’t they come after us? I’m a little worried. We’ve got all that money.

Johnny:           I don’t think they will, Marta.

Marta:             Okay. I’ll try not to worry, Johnny. I know you did this for us, so we would get the money.

                         Long pause. She takes his hand. Gently.

Honey, I had no idea it was this bad.

Johnny:         I felt I had to tell you, Marta. You had to know. And I did owe you an explanation about the money and Vito, and the whole business.

Marta:           Honey, I know you did this for Teresa and me.

Johnny:         I figured – you know – with my condition, and all that –

Marta:           How long have you known, I mean – about – the way thing are -

Johnny:         I didn’t know how bad it was until I saw Dr. Lindsay a month ago.

Marta:           What did she really say? You never told me exactly.

Johnny:          She – well, I don’t recall her exact words. You know, some medical mumbo-jumbo. She said something about maybe this thing could go into remission – that’s the word she used – , but that it isn’t likely – she said she couldn’t give me much hope.

Marta:            Is there a – chance?

Johnny:          Who knows?  Nobody really does. We have to accept that.

                                            long pause

Marta:             Would you like more coffee, honey.

Johnny:            No, thanks. I think I might as well get ready to open the shop.

Marta:              Are you sure you’re up to it today?

Johnny:            Yeah. I want to do it.

Marta:              Well, I must be off to work, honey. There’s a sale on, and it’s gonna be busy. Call me at the store if there’s anything you need.

Johnny:             How are they treating you at the new job?

Marta:                Fine. They are real nice people. What a difference from Frank!

Johnny:              Yeah, he’s one son-of-a-bitch. You should have quit sooner.

Marta:                One question, dear – though I don’t like bringing it up –

Johnny:              Yes?

Marta:                Are we still behind on any payments?

Johnny:              Oh no, we are up to date now. With all this money we now have I paid everything up. The shop’s doing a little better, too. I paid the insurance, and we’re okay on the mortgage. No unpaid bills. And there’s a lot left over. 

Marta:                I am glad. You don’t mind that I asked about that?

Johnny:              Of course not. These are things you’ve got to know.

Marta:                Okay, honey, I’m on my way. There’s a sandwich in the fridge for you to take to the shop.

Johnny:              Thanks. I’ll see you later. Oh, Marta, turn on the news for me.  (Marta goes into adjoining room and turns on the radio. Announcer’s voice: 

   “ We now pause for station identification. This is XYEZ Denver. And now the news from out of state: A gang shootout took place in Nevada yesterday when several armed men stormed a club near Carson City. The owner of the club, Mr. Mario Marco, was killed in the shooting which was apparently the result of rivalries between mob-related gangs. The police are investigating ties to a New York group.   Johnny (calling excitedly):  Wait a minute, Marta, listen to this!   In Utah the Church of Latter-Day Saints in St. George was ransacked and a number of religious objects stolen. The perpetrators have not yet been identified.” 

 Johnny:                       Turn it off Marta, quick, come back in. (Marta returns).

Marta:                           I heard, but I don’t understand what it means.
Johnny: (very excited)  My God, Marta, this is fantastic! He’s dead!

Marta:                          Who, dear, who?

Johnny: (very excited) That guy Mario Marco in Nevada!

Marta:                          The guy that paid the money into our account?

Johnny: (very excited)  No, not him. His friend – Mario Marco, the guy that owned the clubs. He’s the one that was behind all this. He put up the money and he put Vito up to all this. We are home free. Nothing to worry about any more. He’s dead. Finished! And we’ve got the money! 

Marta:                        Oh Johnny, that’s wonderful. But what about the other one,  Vito, the guy from your high school?

Johnny:                      I’m not worried about him. He’s just Marco’s lawyer. 

Marta:                        I’m so relieved, dear, I can’t tell you. 

Johnny:                      Yeah, nobody’s gonna come after us now

Marta:                        It’s a load off my mind. It really worried me. This is real good news. 

Johnny:                       That’s for sure.

Phone rings as she walks out. She picks it up.

Marta:                        It’s for you, Johnny.
Johnny: (picks up phone as Marta watches him)  Hello?............................Yes, this is Mr. Pitali…….

…………………….yes, I’ll hold………………    .yes?…………………..

yes………………………………yes…………………………….WHAT?......

are you certain?......................oh, my God…………… ……………..Yes, yes, I am listening…………………….yes……………………….…thank you very much. Thank you for calling. (he hangs up, yells out).  Marta, this was Dr. Lindsay’s office. It was all a mistake!!  I’m okay, honey, can you believe this, I’m not sick at all. I’m okay, I’m okay!!!

Marta:  (falls into his arms)  Oh, my God,  Johnny! Johnny! Johnny. Are you sure? I can’t believe it. You are okay!  I’m so happy! But are you sure?

Johnny:                     Yes! Yes! I am fine!  I’m fine. There’s nothing at all to worry about any more!

Marta:                        It’s too good to be true. But how could they - how on earth could they tell you that you had only so long……………….?

Johnny:                      Wrong person, Marta.  A mistake!

Marta:                        A ‘mistake’ ??!

Johnny:                      It’s unbelievable, but they made a mistake.

Marta:                        A mistake like that? That’s outrageous! Monstruous!                   

Johnny:                      Yes, Marta, but it was a mistake nevertheless. They mixed up two similar names. The report they gave me – you’ll never guess whose it was.

Marta:                         Whose??

Johnny:                       Vito Pinelli’s.

                                            C U R T A I N


