THE

PORTUGUESE
KID

= JOHN PATRICK
SHANLEY

*

DRAMATISTS
PLAY SERVICE
INC.




THE PORTUGUESE KID
Copyright © 2018, John Patrick Shanley

All Rights Reserved

CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that performance of THE
PORTUGUESE KID is subject to payment of a royalty. It is fully protected under the
copyright laws of the United States of America, and of all countries covered by the Inter-
national Copyright Union (including the Dominion of Canada and the rest of the British
Commonwealth), and of all countries covered by the Pan-American Copyright Conven-
tion, the Universal Copyright Convention, the Berne Convention, and of all countries
with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations. All rights, including
without limitation professional/amateur stage rights, motion picture, recitation, lecturing,
public reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound recording, all other forms
of mechanical, electronic and digital reproduction, transmission and distribution, such
as CD, DVD, the Internet, private and file-sharing networks, information storage and
retrieval systems, photocopying, and the rights of translation into foreign languages are
strictly reserved. Particular emphasis is placed upon the matter of readings, permission
for which must be secured from the Author’s agent in writing.

The English language stock and amateur stage performance rights in the United States,
its territories, possessions and Canada for THE PORTUGUESE KID are controlled ex-
clusively by Dramatists Play Service, Inc., 440 Park Avenue South, New York, NY 10016.
No professional or nonprofessional performance of the Play may be given without ob-
taining in advance the written permission of Dramatists Play Service, Inc., and paying
the requisite fee.

Inquiries concerning all other rights should be addressed to Creative Artists Agency,
405 Lexington Avenue, 19th Floor, New York, NY 10174. Attn: George Lane.

SPECIAL NOTE
Anyone receiving permission to produce THE PORTUGUESE KID is required to give
credit to the Author as sole and exclusive Author of the Play on the title page of all pro-
grams distributed in connection with performances of the Play and in all instances in
which the title of the Play appears, including printed or digital materials for advertising,
publicizing or otherwise exploiting the Play and/or a production thereof. Please see your
production license for font size and typeface requirements.

Be advised that there may be additional credits required in all programs and promo-
tional material. Such language will be listed under the “Additional Billing” section of
production licenses. It is the licensee’s responsibility to ensure any and all required bill-
ing is included in the requisite places, per the terms of the license.

SPECIAL NOTE ON SONGS AND RECORDINGS

Dramatists Play Service, Inc. neither holds the rights to nor grants permission to use any
songs or recordings mentioned in the Play. Permission for performances of copyrighted
songs, arrangements or recordings mentioned in this Play is not included in our license
agreement. The permission of the copyright owner(s) must be obtained for any such use.
For any songs and/or recordings mentioned in the Play, other songs, arrangements, or
recordings may be substituted provided permission from the copyright owner(s) of such
songs, arrangements or recordings is obtained; or songs, arrangements or recordings in
the public domain may be substituted.
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CHARACTERS

ATALANTA LAGANA
50 years old, Greek American

BARRY DRAGONETTI
55 years old, Sicilian Croatian American

FAUSTA DRAGONETTI
72 years old, Croatian immigrant, Barry’s mother

PATTY DRAGONETTI
29 years old, New Jersey Puerto Rican

FREDDIE IMBROSSI
29 years old, Italian American



THE PORTUGUESE KID

Scene 1

Eccentric bouzouki music. Lights up on a lawyer’s office.
Behind the desk is Barry Dragonetti, 55. He’s talking to
Atalanta Lagana, 50, who sits on a crisp couch, wearing a
black dress, sunglasses, white gloves, and gold jewelry.
Barry’s just finished paging through a thick document. He
puts it down.

BARRY. So. Ms. Lagana.
ATALANTA. MIZ Lagana? Are you serious?

BARRY. What do you want? You come to me as a lawyer, 'm trying
to be lawyerly.

ATALANTA. You sound ridiculous. Give it up.

BARRY. Fine.

ATALANTA. I've known you all my life. First names for Chrissakes.
BARRY. Okay. Atalanta. It’s just, you know... It’s a mouthful.

ATALANTA. Atalanta Lagana. It practically sings. It’s a beautiful
name.

BARRY. Whatever. Can we move on?

ATALANTA. Tve never changed it and I never will.

BARRY. Good for you. I'll get a chisel. We'll do up a tombstone.
ATALANTA. Hey, don't get wise.

BARRY. Can you blame me? I'm irritated. When you and Vincent
were planning your estate, why didn’t you come to me?
ATALANTA. Why would I come to you? You run every time I walk
in a room.

BARRY. Combon, that’s an exaggeration. We're here together now.



ATALANTA. Well, now I'm a widow. Maybe you smell money.
BARRY. What kind of remark is that?
ATALANTA. Pithy?

BARRY. I represented Vincent thirty years. Why would you go to some
bum down in New York City?

ATALANTA. He wasn’'t a bum. He was an estate planner.
BARRY. Was he Portuguese by any chance?

ATALANTA. You're still whacked. You got mugged by that Portuguese
kid when you were fifteen, and ever since you think different people
you don't like are Portuguese.

BARRY. I was not mugged.

ATALANTA. Are you serious? I was there. A ten-year-old boy stuck
a can opener in your ribs, and stole your money.

BARRY. It was a knife!

ATALANTA. It was a can opener. It smelled like tuna.

BARRY. T hope you don't tell that story.

ATALANTA. Why not? Because I saved you?

BARRY. I was about to take him down when you got in the way.

ATALANTA. Youre dreaming. If I hadn’t busted my root beer on
his head, he would’ve cut you.

BARRY. Well, all that kid took was money. You committed the real
crime.

ATALANTA. Me? What did I do?

BARRY. You stole my moment.

ATALANTA. What moment?

BARRY. I should have saved you.

ATALANTA. How could you? You were pissing your pants.
BARRY. You castrated me!

ATALANTA. Come on. It was a can opener.

BARRY. It was the worst moment of my life.

ATALANTA. Well, it was the best moment of mine.

BARRY. And there you have it. Oil and water. Let’s get our business



done and call it a day. Vincent passed away. I'm looking at your
paperwork, and frankly, it's not right.

ATALANTA. How d’you mean??

BARRY. To put it bluntly, you don’t own your house.
ATALANTA. No?

BARRY. Your name’s on the properties in Cambridge, but the
house in Providence is only in Vincent’s name.

ATALANTA. That’s how he wanted it.

BARRY. Didn't this New York genius estate planner explain to you
the concept of capital gains? That if your name wasn't on the deed,
youd have to pay a lot of tax?

ATALANTA. Idon’t remember. I was exhausted. I was driving five
hours.

BARRY. Vincent didn’t drive?

ATALANTA. He never drove. He never did anything. I'm lucky I
noticed he was dead.

BARRY. Nice. What’s with the sunglasses? It’s a rainy day.
ATALANTA. Hangover.

BARRY. Whyd you go so far?

ATALANTA. Why should the people of Providence, Rhode Island,
know my business?

BARRY. Something doesn't compute. I've never seen you lose track
of a nickel, much less seven hundred thousand dollars.
ATALANTA. Whered you get that number?

BARRY. That’s how much you’re gonna have to pay to stay in that
house.

ATALANTA. Fuck that. T'll move. Boom. Are you dyeing what’s
left of your hair?

BARRY. No. That’s the tint in your glasses. Look. You can unload
two condos in Cambridge and cover this.

ATALANTA. T'm not paying that kind of money. Remember. I'm
drawing a new map here, I'm a widow.

BARRY. Again.



ATALANTA. Yeah, again! So what? You say that like I've been killing
my husbands!

BARRY. I didn’t mean that.

ATALANTA. But that’s what I heard. Am I stupid?

BARRY. Nobody would take you for stupid.

ATALANTA. T would. I certainly would.

BARRY. The case could be made that you're a financial Einstein.

ATALANTA. Whatever. We were comfortable because Vincent made
a good living. Let’s leave it at that.

BARRY. What about Jerome? You made him rich, too.
ATALANTA. I don’t want to talk about Jerome.

BARRY. You made two fortunes for two men, all in real estate,
which brings me back to how could you let that house only be in
Vincent’s name?

ATALANTA. Do yourself a favor. Leave it alone.
BARRY. I don't get it.
She takes off the sunglasses. She has dramatic eye makeup.

ATALANTA. Alright. Here we go. You want to get into it? The truth?
Why not? He didn’t trust you, Barry.

BARRY. Are you serious? I handled half of everything for Vincent.
We were practically blood. We came up on the streets together.

ATALANTA. He didn’t trust you with me.

BARRY. With you?

ATALANTA. He thought you wanted to get in my pants.
BARRY. Your what?! Where the hell did he get that idea?
ATALANTA. Id rather not say.

BARRY. You gotta say.

ATALANTA. T called out your name.

BARRY. What do you mean?

ATALANTA. In bed.

BARRY. In your sleep?

ATALANTA. No.



BARRY. You're kidding me?
ATALANTA. No.

BARRY. When?

ATALANTA. All the fucking time.
BARRY. You called out my name?

ATALANTA. You can imagine how this affected Vincent’s view of
you.

BARRY. Right. Did you bring a coat?
ATALANTA. What? Yeah.
Barry hits the intercom.
BARRY. Ma, get Ms. Lagana’s coat.
ATALANTA. What are you doing?
Barry stands, offers his hand.
BARRY. Thanks for coming in.
ATALANTA. Idon't get it.
BARRY. Look, given what you're saying, get another lawyer.
ATALANTA. Why?

BARRY. Our relationship is tainted. It could be perceived as improper.
I'm recusing myself. This consultation was on the house.

The door opens. Mrs. Dragonetti limps in. She holds a coat
and umbrella. She’s a pugnacious battle-ax.

Hey, Ma.

MRS. DRAGONETTI. Am I depositing a retainer?
BARRY. No. This was just a consultation.

MRS. DRAGONETTI. Then she’s not a client?
BARRY. Correct.

MRS. DRAGONETTI. Good.

ATALANTA. Fausta.

MRS. DRAGONETTI. Here’s your stuff. I pray to God I never have
to violate these eyes with the sight of you again.

BARRY. Hey, there’s no need for that kinda talk.
MRS. DRAGONETTI. What do you know what I need? Here. Take
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2 men, 3 women

In Providence, Rhode Island, habitually widowed Atalanta pays a
visit to her second-rate lawyer, Barry Dragonetti. Intending to settle
her latest husband’s affairs, this larger-than-life Greek tightwad
quickly becomes a nightmare for her cheesy, self-aggrandizing
attorney. Add Barry’s impossible Croatian mother, a dash of politics,
and a couple of opportunistic young lovers, and you have in hand
a recipe for comic combustion.

“The funniest new comedy I've reviewed since...well, maybe ever. ...I
don’t know when I last saw another stage comedy that was funny right
from the top, or one whose last scene was so unmanipulatively touching.
... To laugh this hard for that long is downright therapeutic.”

—Wall Street Journal

“...uproariously entertaining... Shanley’s jokes are deliciously funny...
THE PORTUGUESE KID makes for a wildly entertaining couple of
hours of whip-smart banter...” —Entertainment Weekly

“[Shanley] returns to his quirky comedy roots. ...this one’s quite a
hoot. ...one of the most hysterical opening scenes ever to grace a New

York stage... You will laugh—of that I have no doubt!” —NY1
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