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l INT, LANDING l\ND STAIRCASE OUTSIDE! OLD SALIERI'S SALON. 
NIGBT, 1823, 

Total darkness. We hear an old man's voice, distinct and 
in distress. It is OLD SALIERI, Ee uses a mixture of 
English and occasionally Italian. 

OLD SALIERI 
Mozart ••• Mozart ••• Mozart. -- Forgive 
Ml ••• Forgive your assassin! Mozart! ••• 

A faint light illuminates the screen. Flickeringly, we 
see an eighteenth century balustrade and a flight cf 
st.one st.airs • We are locl<ing clown into the wall of the 
at.aircase from the point of view of the landing. Up the 
at.air is coming a branched candlest.icl< held by SALIERI's 
=· By his side is SALDRI'• COOK, bearing a large 
dish of sugared ca.lees and,biscuits. Bot:h men are 
desperately wo=ied: t:he v=, thin and middle-aged; 
the COOK, plmnp and Italian. It.  is very cold. They wear 
shawls over their night-dresses, and clogs 01). l:beir feet.. 
They wheeze as t..'1ey climb, The candles throw their 
shadows up 01).t.0 the peeling walls of the house, which 
is evidently an old one and in bad decay. A cat scuttles 
swiftly between their bare legs, as they reach the salon 
deer. 

The Vl-.1Zi/ tries the ha.-,dle. It is locked. Behind it 
the voice goes 01). -- rising in vcl=e. 

OLD SALIERI (contd) 
Show s0"1e mercy! ••• I beg you -- I beg 
you! -- Shew mercy to a guilty manl 

The VALET KNOCXS gently en the door. The voice st.cps. 

w.LET 
Open the doer, Signore! Please I Be good 
nawl ••• We've brought you sanethin9 special 
••• SCl:lething you're going to love ••• 

Silence, 

Signore Salieri! 
-- Be good! 

VALET (contd) 
Open the door. Come now 

Th,• voice cf OLD SALIERI continues again -- further off 
now, a::.':l lc·.1C;:=. ;.;e hea:- a:i.�:.se as i! a windo•11o· is being 
opened, 

OLD SALIER.I 
Mozart.I ••• Mozart.I ••• I confess it.I 
Listen •.• I confess! 
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'l'b.e 'l'WO SERVANTS look at eacb. otb.er in alar.n. Tb.en, tb.e 
VALET hands tb.e candlestick to tb.e COOR, takes a sugared 
cake from tb.e dish, and scrambles as quickly as he can 
back down the stairs. 

2 EX'l'. TllE S'l'REET OO'l'SIDE SALIERI'S HOUSE. VIENNA. NIG!IT. 
1823. 10 CABS W/DRIVERS, 5 CHILDREN, 15 ADULTS, 
2 DOORMEN, 15 DANCING COUPLES. SI.ED, l DOGS. 

It is a windy night. Snow is falling and whirling al>out. 
People are passing on foot, holding their cloaks tightly 
around them. SC!Oe of them are l!EVEI.I.ERS in fancy dress: 
they wear masks on their f acea, or b.anging around their 
necka, as if returning fran parties. Now they are 
glancing up at tb.e facade of the old house, the window 
above the street is open, and OLD SAI.IERI stands there 
calling to the sky: a sharp-featured, white-haired 
Italian over seventy years old, wearing a at.ained dressing 
gown. 

OLD SALIERI 
Mozart! ••• Mozart! ••• :r cannot bear it 
any longer! ••• I confess! ••• I confess 
what I did! I'� guilty! I killed youl 
Sil I confess! I killed you! 

'l'b.e door of the house bursts open. Tb.e VALET hobbles cut, 
holding the sugared cake. Tb.e wind catches at his shawl. 

Mozart, 
Pieti! 
Forgive 

OLD SALIERI (contd) 
perdonamil ••• Forgive you.r assassin! 
Pietai •.• Forgive your assassin! ••• 
i:ze! Forgive! Forgive! ••• 

TllE VALF:r 
( looking up to the window) 

That's alright, Signore! ••• Be heard you! 
Be fo1:9ave youl ••• He wants you to 90 
inside now -- and shut the windc,w! 

SALIE!U stares down at him. Some of the PASSERSBY have 
new stepped and are watching this spectacle. 

TllE V'AIZr (contd) 
Ccme on, Signore! Look what I have for you! 
••• I can't give it to you frao down here, 
can I? 

SALIERI looks at him in contem��. Then he turns away 
back into the rcom, shutting the window with a oazlg,. 

• 
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Thl:ough the glass the old man stares dawn at the group 
of ONLOOKERS in the street, They stare· back at hi:n in 
confusion, 

BYSTANDER 
Who is that? 

'1'l!E VALET 
No one, air. ·Ee'll be alright. Poor 
man -- he's a little unhappy -- you k..�ow . . .  

lie makes a sign indicating •crazy,• and goes bac:k inside 
the hol>Se. Tbe ONLOOKERS lceep staring. 

Cll'l' TO: 
' :tNT. TllE IJ\NDING OllTSIDE CI.I> SAI.IERI 'S SALON. NIGET. 

1823. 

The COOl': is standin<J holding the candlestick in one hand, 
the dish of cakes in the other. The VALET arrives , 
panting. 

VALF:r 
Did he open? 

The COOK, scared, shakes his head: No. The VALET again 
knocks on the door. 

VALET (contd) 
a:ere I am, Signore ••• Now open, the doer •. • 

lie eats the sugared caJ<e in his hand, elaborately and 
noisily. 

VllI.E'l' (contd) 
Mmmm -- this is gocdl ••• This is the lllost 
delicious thing I ever ate -- believe me! 
••• Signore, ycu don't knew what you're 
missing I • • • Mmmml 

We hear a th=p from inside the bedrocm, 

VA:Lr.� I contd) 
Now that's enough, Signore! ••• Open! 

We hear a terrible, throaty groaning, 

VALET (c:0n�:l) 

••• 

If you don't open this door -- we're going 
to eat everything. There 'll be nO'"..hing left 

(MORE) 
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for you. 
anything 

VAl.E'l' (contd) 
And I'm not going to bring you 

morel --

4 

lie looks dawn. Frcm under the door we see a t.ric:ltle of 
blood flowing. In horror, the two men stare at it. 'rile 
dish of cakes falls from the COOK's hand and shatters • 
lie sets the candlestic:lt dawn on the floor. Both SERVl\NTS 
run et the door frantically -- once - twice -- three 
times -- and the frail loci< gives.. The door flies open. 

Immediately, the sto=y, frenzied opening of MOZART's 
Sympbony Number 25 (the "little G !!inor") begins. We 
see what the SERVANTS see: 

4 INT. OLD SAI.IERI 'S SALON, NIG!!T. 1823. 

0lJ> SAI.IERI Ues on the floor, in a pool of blood, an 
open razor in bis hand. He has cut his throat - and 
is still alive. l!e gestures at th!!"2. '?hey ::,,zn to him. 
l!arely, we glimpse the :room -- old chair; old tal>les 
piled with bool<s: a forte-piano: a chamber-pot on the 
floor -- as the VAZ.ET and t."le COOK struggle to lift their 
old Master, and bi..,d his bleeding throat with a napl<in. 

5 :O."T. BAI.I.ROOM. NIG!!T. 1823. 25 DANCING COUPLES, SO 
GUESTS, 10 SERVANTS, FULL ORC:aES'i"RA. 

As the music 
in progress. 
slow portion 

slows a little, we see a Masquerade Ball 
A crowded :-000. of OA..�CERS e.xec:,.:ti:::g t.ie 

of a dance fashionable in t..�e early l820's. 

6 EXT. STREET OUTSIDE SAI.IERI'S BOOSE. NIG!!T. 1823. 
10 CABS W/DRIVE!lS, S Cl!ILDR:.71, 15 ADULTS, 2 coo=, 
lS DANCING COtlPU:S, 2 MALE NO!lSES, SU:OS, 3 DOGS, PROPS. 

AS the fast music returns, we see OLD SALIERI being 
carried out of his house on a stretcher by TWO ATTENDANTS, 
one placed in a horse-drawn wagon under the supervision 
of a middle-aged doctor in a tall bat. This is DOCTOR 
GULDEN. He gets in beside his patient. T�e driver whips 
up the horse, and the wagon dashes off through the still­
falling snow. 

7- MONTAGE: EXT. FOUR STREETS OF VIENNA AND 
11 INT. TllE WAGON. NIGHT. 1823. 60-80 PEDESTRIAHS, 

2 MA!.l! NmlSES, DOG, CAB, CART, PROPS. 

The wag�n gal:�ping thro�gh three snowy streets of ·�.he 
city. Inside the conveyance we see OI.D SALIERI wrapped 
in blanl<ets, half-conscious, being held by the llOSPITAI. 
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.M'TENDANTS. DOCTOR GULDEN stares at him qrimly. The 
wagon arrives outside the G�"ERA.I. HOSPITAL OF VIENNA. 

CUT TO: 

12 INT. A CORRIDOR IN THE GENERAI. HOSPITAL. VZENNA. LATE 
l\F'l.'ERNOON. 1823. 80 PATIENTS, S ATTENDANTS, 5 MONKS, 
5 DOGS, PROPS. 

A wide, white-washed corridor. DOCTOR GULDEN is walking 
down it with a PRIEST, a. man of al>o1>t forty, concerned, 
but ,somewhat self-important. This is FATHER VOGLER, 
Cl!APLAIN at the hospital. In  the corridor u they walk, 
we note several PATIENTS -- seine of them visibly disturbed 
mentally. All patients wear white lizlen mocl<•. DOC'l'OR 
GOLDEN wears a dark frockrcoat; VOGLER, a cassock. 

DOC'l'OR GlJLDBl!I 
He's .going to live. It's J11Uch harder to 
cut your throat than �est people b.agi.,e. 

They stop 01>tside a doer. 

Here we are. 
with you? 

No, Doctor. 

DOCTOR GULDEN (contd) 
Do you wish �e to ccce in 

VOGLER 
Thank you. 

VOGLER nods and opens the door • 

13 INT. OLD SALIERI 'S llOSPITAL ROOM. I.An: AFTERNOON. 1823. 

A bare roc:m -- one of the best available in the General 
Hospital. It contai.,s a :bed; a table with candles; 
chairs, a small fort.e-piar.o of the early nineteenth 
century. As VOGLER enters OI.D SALIERI is sitting in 
a wheel-chair, looking out the window .. Bis back is to 
us. The PRIEST closes the doer quietly behind hi.'11. 

VOGLER 
Herr Salieri? 

OLD SALIERI turns around to look at him. We see that his· 
throat is band.a;ed expertly. He wears hospital garb, and 
over it: th� Ci.11! �.ia."": �eC.al a.�d C..�.:!dn wi""h which we will 
�a�-=:= :;1;:e t.::: -�:.:.:. i::-;,;:.:3"=- hi.�. 

OI.D SA!.IERI 
llhat de you want? 
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VOGU:R 
% em Father Vogler. I am a Chaplain here. 
% thought you might like to talk to s=eone. 

OLD SALIERI 
About what? 

VOGU:R 
You tried to take your life ••• You do 
remember that, dcn't you? ••• 

OLD SALIERI 
So? 

VOGLE:R 
In t::he sight of Gcod that is a sin. 

OLD SALIERI · 
What do you want? 

VOGLER 
Do you understand that y012 haft eilmed, 
-- gravely? 

OLD SALIE.U: 
Leave me alone. 

VOGLER 
I cannot leave alone a soul in pain. 

OLD SALIE.U: 
Do you k..�ow who I am? ••• You never hea:d 
of me, did you? 

VOGLER 
'l'hat makes no difference. All men are 
equal in God's eyes. 

OLD SALIERI 
Are they? 

VOGLER 
Offer me your Confession -- I can offer 
you God's forgiveness. 

OLD SALIERI 
I do not seek forgiveness. 

VOGLER 
My son, t.here is sauethi:lg dreadful on 
your soul. unburden it to me ••• I'm here 
only for you. Please talk to me. 

6 
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••• 
OLD S1J.IERI 

Eaw well are you trained 

VOGLER 

in music? 

••• I know a little. I studied it in my 
youth. 

OLD S1,LIRRI 
Where? 

Eere in Vienna. 

OLD S1J.IERI 
Then you must know this ••• 

7 

Ee propels his wheel-<:hai� to the forte-piano, and plays 
on it an =ecognizahle melody. 

VOGI.ER 

I can't say I do. What is it? 

OLD S1J.IERI 
I •m surprised you don• t know. It was a 
very popular tune in its day ••• I wrote 
it ...  Sow about this? 

Ee plays another tune. 

OLD SALIERI (contd) 
This one hrou9ht down the house when we 
played it first. 

Ee plays it with 9rowi."19 enthusiasm. 

CtJT TO: 

14 INT. THE STAGE OF A.'! OPERA EO!JSE. NIG!!T. l7SO's. 
SOLOIST. 30 PIECE ORCllESTRA. 700 SPECTATORS. 

We see the pretty soprano KATHERINA Cl\VALIERI, new about 
twenty-four, dressed in elaborate znythological Persian 
costume, sin9in9 onstase the end of a vecy florid Aria 
hy S1J.IERI • The audience applauds wildly. 

-

15 IN'?. OLD S1J.IERI'S EOSPIT1J. ROOM. LATE AFTERNOON. 1823. 

O!.D S.\LIE?.: 
(taki�g his har.cs off -:.�e keys) 

Well? 
VOGLER 

I regret it is not too familiar. 
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0%.ll SALIERI 
Can you recall no melody of mine? I was 
the most fa..�ous composer in Europe when 
you were still a boy. I wrote forty operas 
alone ••• ilhat a.bout this little thing? 

8 

Slyly he plays the opening measure of MOZAR?'s Eine kleine 
Nacht=usik. The PRIEST nods, smiling suddenly, "aiia hu..,s 
a little with the music. 

VOGLER 
Oh, I know that I • • • That's chaxming I 

· X didn't know yau wrote that. 

0%.ll SALIERI 

••• 

I c!idn •t. That was Mozart ••• Wolfgang 
1'madeus Mozart • • • You know who � is? 

VQGZ..."R 
Of course ••• The ll&n you accuse yourself 
of killing. 

0%.ll SALIERI 
Ah -- you've heard that? 

VOGLER 
All Vienna has heard t.�at. 

OLD SALIERI 
{eagerly) 

And do they believe it? 

VOGLER 
Is it true? 

••• 

0%.ll SALIERI 
Do xou believe it? ••• 

VOGI.ER 
Should I? ••• 

A very long pause. SAt.IERI sta:-es above the PRIEST, 
seemingly lost in his own private world. 

VOGI.ER { contd) 
Por God's sake, my son,.-- if you 
anything to confess -- do it new! 
Gi�c yo��z•lf sc::e peace! ••• 

VOGLER ( contd) 
Do you hear me? ••• 

have 
• • •  
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Be was murdered, 
Cruelly murdered 

OLD SAI.IE!U 
Father . . .  Mozart 
••• 

Pause. 

VOGLER 
(almost whispering) 

Yes? ••• Did you ••• do it? ••• 

• • •  

Suddenly OLD SALIE!U turns on hi%:! a look of extreme 
1nnocence. 

OLD SAI.IE!U 
a:e was rrr:t idol1 ••• X can't: remember a 
t:ime when 'I didn't know his nemel When 
% was only fourteen lie was already famous. 
Even in I,egnago - the tiniest town i n  
%taly -- I knew of hi.ml 

COT '1'0: 

16 EXT • A SMALL TOWN SQUARE IN Z.C:'3A.'l!JY. ITALY • DAY. 
1760's. 12 C!IILDREN. 20 ADu"I.TS. 

9 

We see the fourteen-year-old S.;LZER:t, blindfc�dad, playing 
a game 0£ BLINDMA.'1 'S BUFF wit.'> ot.':!er IT�.LIA.'1 CSI!.DR?!ll -­
running about in t.�e bright si:..�shine, laughing. 

COT 

OLD SALIE?.:: (VO) 
I was still playing childish ga::ies when he 
was playing music, for Ki�gs anC E.�;;::-erorsl 
Even the Pope in Rc,,oe I 

'1'0: 

17 IN'l'. A SALON IN '1'liE VATICAN. DAY. l76O's. POPE, 30 IN 
SNTOtmAGE. 

We see the six-year-old MOZART, also blindfolded, seated 
in a gilded chair on a pile of books, playing t..�e 
harpsichord for t..�e iO?E and a suite of CARDINALS and 
other CEllRCliMEN. Besice the little hoy stancs LEOPOLD. 
his father, sr.irking with pride. 

OLD SALIERI (VO) 
I ad:nit I was jealous when I heard the 

t:..e 
.... ·1�- .. -- ·,- ... ·e .,._. _ ___ 1-i'· - � · -=  ........ c' �ri _. __ , __ •-'" ... _ p .......... --::-.. ··-- -'---, __ .._ ... 
bis father, who had ta-..;.;ht �-.;..� e\·a:yt..�i:::S'. 

The piece finishes. LEOPOLD lowers the lid of the 
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harpsichord and lifts up his little son to stand on it. 
MOZART removes the blindfold to show a pale little face 
with staring eyes. Eoth father and son hew. A PAPAI. 
C!!AMl!ERLAIN presents LEOPOLD with a gold snuff box -­
which we see clearly -- whilst the CARDINALS decorously 
applaud. over this scene OLD SALIERI speaks: 

OLD SALIERI (VO) 
My father did not care for 11>11Sic. lie 
wanted me only to be a merchant, like 
himself. As anonymous as he was. When :t 
told how :t wished :t could be like Mozart, 
he would say, "llhy? Do you want to be a 
trained monkey? Would you like ll1e to drag 
you around Europe doing tric:l<a like a 
circus freak?• • • • !low could :t tell hi= 
what music meant to me? 

18 EX'r. A COtlliTRY C!!URCa IN NORTII ITALY. DA!'. 1760 's. 

19 

Serene music of the Italian :aarcque -- PERGOLESI's Stabat 
Mater -- sung by a choir of boys with organ acc""'Paniment. 
We see the o utside o f  the 17th century ch�:ch sitting in 
a wide landscape of La:ibardy: sunlit fields; a dusty, 
white road; poplar trees. 

INT. 'l'J:E C!!URC!! AT LEGNAC-0. DAY, 1760 's. 16 EOYS, 
60 ADL"LTS. 

The music continues and swells up. We see the twelve­
year-old SALIERI seated between his pl=p and placid 
PARENTS in the Congregation, listening to it in rapture. 
llis father is a heavy-looking, self-approving man, 
obviously indifferent to the =usic. A large and austere 
CHRIST en the cross ha..,gs over the altar. Candles burn 
l>elow his image. 

OLD SALIERI ( VO) 
Even then a spray of sounded notes could 
=ake me dizzy, almost to falling. 

The boy falls forward on his knees. So do his parents 
and the other i:>e=bers of the Congregation. lie stares up 
at C!!RIST who stares back at him. 

or..:> S�!E�.: (VO co��d) 
W?lilst "'-Y father prayed ea::,estly to God 
to protect cCG1111erce, I would offer up 
secretly the proudest prayer a bey could 

(MORE) 
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OLD SAI.I!lRI (VO contd) 
think ofl • •• "I.ord, make me a great 
composer! Let me celebrate your glory 
through music -- and be celebrated myself! 
Make me famous through the world, dear God! 
Make me immortal! , , , After I die let people 
speak my name �orever with love, for what 
I wrote! ••• In  return I vcw I will give 
you my chastity -- my industq, my deepest 
humility, every hour of my life. And I 
will belp 'ffl'i fellow man all I can. -
and amen!" 

The music swells to a crescendo. 
see the CBIUST thrcmgh the flame11 
benignly, 

The candles flare, 
lcokil:lg at the boy 

OioE1 S1,Llll!Z (VO contd) 
And do you know what happened? ••• A miracle! 

11 

We 

19A INT. 'rllE DINING ROOM IN 'l'lm BOUSE OF SALIERI'S J?Aa!NTS, 
ITALY, DAY, 1760's, 

C,O. a large cooked fish on a _thick china plate. Camera 
pulls back tc shew tl"�e SAL!E:RI F�'-1ILY at din.�er. FAT"rlER 
Sl\LIERI sits · at t.'1e head of the table, a napkin tucked 
into his chin. MOTBER SALIEaJ: is serving the fish into 
portions and handing them rou.-,d. 'I'IIO MAIDEN AO'llTS in 
attendance, wearing black. :,..,""ld of course the young bey. 
FATgER S.i\LIERI receives his olat2 of fish, and starts to 
eat greedily. Suddenly there is a gasp -- he starts to 
choke violently on a fish.bone. All the WCI:len get up a:1d 
crowd arouna him, thu:nping and pu,:ielling at lliln -- but 
it is in vain. FATHER Sl\LIERI collapses. 

20 INT. OLD SALIERI 'S HOSPITAL ROOM. I.ATE AFTERNOON. 1823. 

OJ:.ll SALURI 
Suddenly he was dead. Just like that! 
And my life changed forever! My mother 
said, RGo -- study music if you really 
want tc. Off with you!" - and off I went 
as quick as I could -- ana never saw Italy 
again I • • • Of course I knew God had arranged 
it all1 that was obvious. One mcment I was 
a frustrated boy in an obscure little town 
-- the next I was here, in Vienna, City of 
�usicia.:-.-· 1 -- s.:..Xteen years cld and sti:d;r·in; 
under Glu-=�l Gluck, Fat.�e.r �- do you. know 
who he was? The greatest canposer of his 
timer And he loved mel That was the wonder! 

(MORE) 
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OLD SAI.IERI (contd) 
••• Ee taught me everything he knew --
and when I was ready, introduced me 
personally to the El:lperor! Ec;;,eror Joseph 
-- the musical Ring I ••• Within a few 
year a I was his Court C0l!lposer. Wasn't 
that incredicle? Imperial Composer to 
Eis Majesty! ••• Actually the man had no 
ear at all, cut what did it matter? Ee 
adored my music -- that was enough! Night 
after night I sat right next to the Emperor 
of Austria, playing duets with him --

. correcting the royal sight-reading I ••• 
!l.'ell me, if you had ceen me, wouldn •t you 
have thought GQd had accepted you: vatt? 
••• Anc! believe me, ,; honoured it. I was 
a model of virtue, I kept my hands off 
wanen - worked hours every day teaching 
stuc!ents, many of them for free! -
sitting on endless c=ittees to help 
poor musicians -- work and work and work, 
that was all my life -- and it was wonderful! 
Everybody liked me. I liked myself. I 
was the most successful musician in Vienna 
-- a..�d the happiest. Till he came ••• 
Mozart. 

-

= !l.'0: 
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�l INT. SALCS OF T"�E A.�CE3ISl!C? 0: SALZBURG'S RESIDESCE. 
VIENNA. DAY. l780's. 150 GUESTS. 20 SE:avM"TS. 
13 WIND INS!l.'R:lMElr.ALISTS • GYPSY ORCBE:S?AA. 

A grand room crowded with guests. A small group of GYPSY 
MUSICIANS is playing in the background. Thirteen membe,:-s 
of the ARCEBISEO?'s orchestra -- all wind players, 
ccmplete with 18th century wind. instruments: elab0rate­
l0okin9 bassoons, basset hems, etc. and wea�ing their 
employer's livery -- are laying out music on stands at 
one end of the rocm. At t."le other end is a large gilded 
chair, bearing. t."le ar:is of the ARCl!llISl!O? OF SALZBURG. 
A throng of people is standing talking, and preparing 
ta sit upon the rows cf waiting chairs, to hear a concert. 

OLD SAL!E:RI (VO) 
One day he came to Vienna to �lav same of 
his music at the resiee�c9 o��hiS ��?loygr 

Ea;-e=l:,· !. ·. -.a:.� t1-.e::e to £esl<. hi."'- C'.lt1 ••• 
!l.'hat night changed my li�e. 

We see SA.LIER! aged thirty-one, a neat, carefully 
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tu:ned-out man in decent black clothes and clean white 
linen, walking th,:ough the c,:owd of guests. We follow 
hi=. 

0Lll Sl\LIZRI (VO contd) 
All I went th,:ough the salon I played a 
ga=e with myself. This man had w:ritten 
his fi,:st Conce,:to at the age of fou,:; 
his fi,:st Symphony at seven; a full-scale 
Ope,:a at twelve! Did it show? Is talent 
like that w:ritten on the face? • • •  

We see shots of ASSOR'llm 'lO!JNG MEN staring back at Sl\LIZRI 
as he goes th,:ough the =owd. 

OLD Sl\LIERI (VO contd) 
Which one of them could he be? 

Scme of the men ,:ecognize Sl\.LIZRI and bow :respectfully. 
Then suddenly a SZRVAN'r bearing a large t::ay of cakes 
and past,:ies stalks past. Instantly ,:ivetted by the 
sight of such delights, SALIERI follows h.ut out of the 
G,:and Salon. 

22 INT. A CORRIDOR OF Tl!Z ARClraIS!!OP'S PA!.AC.: • . VIIDt"llA. 
DAY. 1780 ' s. S WAITZRS, 4 DOORME:ll, 30 GtraSTS. 

The SERVANT ma,:ches along bearing his t,:ay of past::ies 
aloft. Sl\LIER! follows him. The SERWINT turns to: 

'23 INT. BIIFFZT ROOM n; THE ARCl!BISl!Oi? ' S  PALACE. DAY. 
l780 ' s. 5 WAITERS. 

SALIERI ' s  point of view: several tables, c!.ressef with 
cloths to the floo,:, are loaded with many plates of 
confectiona:y. It is, in fact,. SALIERX ' s  idea of 
Paradise! The SERVANT puts his t,:ay down O..°l one of 
the tables., and withd:aws from the rcom. 

24 INT. COR.'lIDOR IN Tira Al!ca3IS!IOP'S i?l\LACE . VIZ!INA. DAY. 
1780's. Sl\ME AS 122  (5 WAITZRS, 4 DOORMEN, 30 GtraSTSl 

Sl\LIZRI turns away so as not to be noticed by the Sl::RVANT. 
As soon as the man disappears,  SALIER! sneaks into the 
buff,.t ,:oc,m. 

2 5  Do"T. BIIFFZT ROOM IN Tm: A.=%S!!Ol?'S i?l\LACE. VI:.NNA. 
DA.� . liQ') 1 5 .  s,-1-t=: AS q23  ( 5  -��::-E?S) 

SALIERI ente,:s the ,:com ancl lool<s al:x>ut hii,, cai:tiously. 
l!e is salivating with anticipation as he sta,:es at the 
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feast of sweet things. Bis attention is attracted in 
particular by a huge pile of dark chocolate balls, 
arranged in the shape of a pineapple. lie reaches out 
a hand to steal one of the balls -- but at the same 
moment he hears the noise of giggling caning towards him. 
Be ducks down behind the past::y ta!>le • 

A c;ix-1 -- CONSTANZE -- rushes into the roan. She runs 
stX'aight across it and hides hex-self behind one of the 
tahles. 

Aftex- a :beat of total silence, HOZlll!'r x-uns into the x-oom, 
st.cps, and looks around. lie is age twenty-six, weax-ing 
a fine wig and a brilliant coat. with the insignia of the 
ARCl!Bl:SROP Ol!' S1,L:&BORG upon it.. Be is puzaledr COliSTANZE 
has disappeared. Baffled, he turns and is about to leave 
the x-com - when CONSTA!IZE suddenly squeaks fx-0111 undex-
the cloth like a tiny mouse. %.nstantly MOZART d.rops to 
all foun and starts CX'awling across the flOOX', meowing 
and hissing like a naughty cat! Watched by an astonished 
SALlERI, MOZAM' disappears undeX' the cloth and ol>viously 
pounces upon CONSTANZE. We heaX' a high-pitched giggle, 
which is going to charactex-ize MOZA.<r? throughout the fil,:i. 

Cti"'r TO :  

26 INT .  GP.l\ND SALON IN T"dE Aae!IBISl!O? 'S PAI.ACE. VIl!l!NA. 

DAY. l780's. SAME AS �21 PLUS A?.Cl!B!SllOP ANO ENTOURAGE 
OF 30. 

The throng is �ainly seated . The musicians are in 
t.�eir places, holding their various exotic-leaking wi..�d 
inst.r=ents: the candles are all lit. A MAJOlUlOMO 
appears and bangs his staff on the floor for attention. 
Dmnediately COU.OREOO, PRINCE-Al!Cl!BISllOP OF SALZBURG 
enters: a small, self-important figure of fifty in a 
wig, surmounted by a scarlet. skullcap. lie is followed 
by his Cl!l\MBERLAIN, Tl!E COUNT ARCO. Everyone st.ands. 
The ARCl!BISHOP goes to his throne and sits. llis guests 
sit also. ARCO gives the signal to start the music. 
Nothi.."1.,; happens. Instead, a WINO MUSICIAN gets up and 
appX'Oaches the OIAMBERLAIN. He whispers in his ear. 
ARCO in turn whispers to the ARC!!BISllOP. 

ARCO 
Mozart is not here. 

COLLO«E::lO 
Where> is he? 

ARCO 
They're looking for him, YoUX' Gx-ace. 

C1l'r 'l'O :  



27 INT. A COaRIOOR IN TS ARCEBIS'l!OP'S  PALACE. VI:En11A. 
DAY. 1780 ' s. 15 GllESTS. 4 llOOlUIEN . 

TliREE SERVM"TS opening doors a.nd looking into rooc,s 
1oin1 off tbe corridor. 

CllT TO: 

28 INT. GRAND SALON IN THE ARCEBISBOP'S PALACE. VIENNA. 
DAY . 17SO's. SAl!E AS #26 (ARCHBISHOP PLUS 30 , 150 
GU:e.STS , 20 SERVA.","TS,. 20 ORC!iESTRA, 7 GYPSY ORC!iESTRA ). 

Tbe guests ue turning uound 8.Dd looking at tbe ARCHBISHOP. 
The musicia�s are watching .  Puzzlement a.nd a murmer of 
c011111ent. Tbe ARCl!I!ISHOP tightens bis lip. 

COLLOl!EDO 

(to ARCO) 
We ' ll start without him. 

29 INT. BUFFET ROOM Iii Tl!E ARCBBISllOP' S PALACE. VIEN!iA. DAY. 
1780 ' s  SAJIE AS �'Cl. 23 . 

MOZART is on bis knees before tbe t'able-clotb, wbicb reacbes to 
tbe floor . Under it is CONSTA!s"ZE: we bear ber giggling as be 
talks . 

Tbey 

MlAOl"'ili ! . . .  � I..\Ot.l'I· ! . . .  Youse-wouse? . • .  Mouse-wouse? . . .  

1 t ' s  Puss-wu ss . . .  Fangs-�an�s . . .  Paws-sJ�- - -Pounce-�ounce ! 

co:;srA.,,;z:;: 

Stop it ! . . .  Stop i 't ! .  . .  

roll OD the floor . Be tickles ber. 

Stop it ! 

MOZART 
I am !  I 8.Cl !  • . .  l ' m stoppi�g it-- slowly . . .  You see ! 
Look- I ' ve stopped !  . . .  Now we are goi�g back ? 

He tries to drag ber back under tbe table. 
CONST A."ZE 

Yes ! . . • Back! �! . . . Listen - - don ' t  you know where 
you o.re..,-
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CONSTANZE 

lllere? 

IIOZART 

reviaed 12/30/82 P . 16 

We are in the Residence of the Fartsbishop cf Salaburg! 

CONSTANZE 
Fartsbishcp ! • • •  

She lauihs delightedly , - then addresses an imaginary Arcbbishop. 

Your Grace - I ' ve get something to tell you! . • •  l 
want to complain about this man ! 

MOZART 

Ge ahead, Tell him! • • •  Tell them all ! • • •  They won 't  understand 
you anyway. 

CONST Allo-ZE 

MOZART 

Because he�e everything goes backwards. People 
walk back�ards - dance backv.·ards - sing backwards 
and talk backwards ! 

That ' s  stup i d !  

i!OZART 

lilly? People fart backwards ! 

CONSTANZ:E 

Do you think that ' s  funny? 

MOZART 
Yes ! . . .  
I thick i t ' s  brilliant ! . . .  You • ve been doing i� for years. 

Be iives a hiKb pitched giggle. 
CONSTA.�ZE 

l!OZART 

Sra-I '.,...sick . . •  Sra-l 'm-sick! • • •  
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CONSTANZE 

Yes, you are! Yo u're !!!n sick! 

IIOZART 
No, 110 - say 1t backwards , sb1t-w1tJ • . • "Sra-I 'm-s1ck!" 
--Say 1t backwards! • . • 

(X)NSTANZE (Work111i it out ) 

Sra-I 'm-sick . . . Sick - - "kiss" • • .  I 'ci -"my ... . .  
0liss my . . . .. Sra- I ' ED-sick - - .. Kiss my a.rse!"  --

IIOZART 

"F.m iram! . • • Em iram! 

CONST Ab"ZE 

Mo! I 'm not playing tbis iame! 

IIOZART 
No, this is serious !  Say it backwards ! 

r • .. o .  

CONSTANZ£ 

MOZART 
Just sa; it ! ;.. you ' ll see ! It ' s  \'ery serious. 
Em iram! E� irar.::! 

CO!S"STAKZE 
, I ra=. - - "marry" . . •  E::i. i - "i:;arrj· me ! "  . . .  

�o ! No ! . . .  You ' re a fiend. I ' m not going to carry a 
fiend. A dirtv fiend at that ! 

MOZART 
Ui-vol-i-tub ! . .  

CONSTANZ£ 
Tub - "but,. . . .  i-tub : "but 
love" - - .!:!! -- "you" . . .  

The mood becomes suddenly softer. 
Thea be spoils it with -

l"' • . .  vol : - "love" . . .  "Bu't I 
"l  lo'veyou ! "  

Sae kisses bic. They ecbrace. 

llOZART 
Tish- I ' g  t ee !  . . • • •  libat ' s  that? 

CONSTANZE 

Wbat? 
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IIOZART 

"Tish-I 'm tea. !"  

CONSTANZE 
"Eat" - -

llOZAi!T 
Yes -

CONSTA,'iZE 
Eat my - - a.h !  

Sbocked, sbe strikes at bim.  At the same moment tbe music 
starts in tbe salon next door .  We hear tbe opening of tbe 
SEI\ENAD:E FOR TliIBTTTN liIND INSTi!lll,!:ENTS. IC. 361 • .  

IIOZART 
l4Y l!llSI C!  • • •  Tliey 've started! • • •  

&e le,ps up, dishevelled and rumpled. 
They've started without me! 

ae runs out of tbe room. 

SALI:ERI watching in amazement and disgust. 

30 INT . CORRIDOR OF TEE ARCF.BISHOP ' S  PALACE . VIE�-Z-A. DAY .  
l780 ' s .  SA� AS �22 PLCS DOORm:N ( 5  WAIT:Ei!S , 4 DOORl!!S , 30 Gt1;;STS ) . 

Jdus..c loude r .  
away from t be 

MO=ART , basteoiag towa�ds tbe Grand Salon 
b uffet rooc. adjust s  bis dress a.s be goes. 

31 INT . GRA.1\"D SALOS OF Th1;; ARCh'BlSHOP 'S  PALAC:E . VI:ENNA . 
DAY.  l78G ' s .  SA!,!l. AS #26 {Ai!Ch'BISHOP , 30 :ENTOltl.AGE , 150 GC:ESTS 
20 SERVA.�TS, 20 Oi!CCZ:STll.A, 7 GYPSY Oi!CCZ:STR.\) 
The opening of tbe Serenade is being tentatively conducted 
by the leader of the wind-musicia�s. Guests turn around as 
llozart appears -- bows to tbe ARCliBISHOP -- and walks witb 
an attempt at dignity to tbe dais wbere tbe wind-band is 
playing. Tbe Leader yields bis place to tbe composer and 
MOZART smoothly ta.kes over conducting. 
CONSTA.�ZE . deeply embarrassed, sneaks into tbe room and 
seats berself at the back . 

32 INT. Butf,,."l' ROOK OF TH:E ARCHBISHOP ' S  PALACE. VImA. DAY.  
1780 's .  SAIIE AS #23 ( 5  WAIT:ERS ) 

The =�sic !��es ��: ic· � .  
iDL�ver:2nt eavesa:pp!:;. 
a truce towards the deer; 

SALIER! stands shocked fro� bis 
After a second be snoves al..tQos� in 

the music dissolves. 
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33 INT. Tl!£ GRAND SM.ON OF 'l.'!!£ ARCHBISHOP'S PAI.AC£. VIENNA. 
DAY. 1780 ' s. Sl\l'.E AS 126. 

MOZART is conducting the Adagio from his Serenade (K.361) 
-- guiding the thirteen wind instr=entalists. The 
•squeezebox" opening of the movement begins. SAI.I£RI 
appears at the door at the back of the salon. He stares 
in disbelief at MOZART. 

OI.D SAI.I£P.I (VO) 
So that was he! ••• That giggling, dirty­
minded creature I 'd just seen • • •  crawling 
an the floor ••• Mozart! ••• The phencrnenan 
whose legend had haunted my youth! ••• 
Im>ossible I • •• 

The music swells up, and SAI.IERI listens to it with eyes 
closed - amazed - 1:ransporte4 - suddenly engulfed by 
the sound. Finally it fades down and away ••• 

SCllN£S 34, 35 & 36 AR£ Ctl'r. 

36- ••• and changes into applause. SALIERI opens his eyes. 
37 The audience is clearly delighted. MOZARr hC>l1I tc them, 

also delighted. COLLORECO rises abruptly, and without 
looking at MOZA.� or applauding, leaves the Salon, 
COUNT ARCO approaches the compose:-. MOZART turns to him, 
radiant. 

ARCO 
Follow me, please. The Archbishop would 
like a word. 

MOZART 
Certainly! 

He follows ARCO out of the room., through a throng of 
admirers . 

38 INT. ANOTHER CORRICOR OF THE ARCHBISHOP' S  PALACE. VIENNA. 
DAY. l780's. 3 DOORl'.EN, 30 GUESTS . 
MOZART and ARCO walk side by side. They pass SAI.IERI who 
is staring at MOZART in fascination. As they disappear, 
he steals in the opposite direction, unable ta help 
himself , towards the music stands . 

MOZART 
Well, I think that went off remarkably well, 
don 't  you? 

ARCO 

These Vie: ... -.ese certainly iw"l0w good ,;::n.;.sic 
when they hear it! 
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ARCO 
Ilia Grace is very angry with you. 

MOZAR'? 
llhat do you l!lean? 

19 

They arrive at the door of COLLOREOO's Private Apartment. 

AllC0 
You are to ccme in he:i:e and ask his pardon. 

1 ARCO opena the cloo,:. 

39 INT. A PRXVATE ROOM IN Tm: ARCHBISHOP ' S  PALACE. VIENNA. 
DAY. 1780'•• 1,RClll!IS!IOP + 15 • 

• 
The ARC!ll!IS!IOP is sitting, cbatt.iz>.g to guests. Among 
them. several laclies. ABCO approaches him obsequiously. 

Your Grace ••• 

All, Mozart ••• 

Why what, sir? 

ARCO 

CO:t.LOREOO 
Why? 

MOZART 

COI.LOREDO 
Why do I have to be hu.�il iated in front of  
my que sts by one of  ::iy own servants? 

MOZART 
Humiliated? 

COI.LOREDO 
Hew much provocation am I to endure frcm 
you? The =ore license I allow you -­
t.he more you take. 

The cC!!Ipany watc.�es this scene, deeply interested. 

MOZART 
If His Grace is not satisfied with me, he 
can dismiss me. 

CO:t.LOREOO 
I \.:ish vc-1 ":.o return i:-=e�!.=�elv tc Sa !.zburc; . 
Yow:: fat.her is waitin; for yau there patiently. 
I will speak to you further whe.n I co:me. 
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MOZART 
No, Your Grace! -- I mean with all humility, 
no • • • I would rather you dismissed me. 
It'• obvious I don't satisfy. 

COI.I.OREDO 
'l.'hen try harder, Mozart. I have no intention 
of dimnissing you. You will remain in my 
■ervic:e, and learn your place. Ge nOlf. 

20 

ae extends his band to be kissed. MOZART does it with a 
furiol>.ll grace , then leaves the r0011.. As he opens the door 
WE Era2 1  

40 nl'l'. CORBillOR OP THE ARC!!BISl!OP ' S  P1,LACl!. VZE!'INA. DAY. 
l780's. SO GUESTS , 10 Sl!!RVANTS. 

A group of people ,.-i,o have attended the concert, among 
them CONSTANZI!!, are standing outsidft the Private Apartment. 
At sight of the composer they break into sustained 
applause. MOZAR!I.' is suddenly delighted. ae throws the 
door wide open so that the guests can see into the Private 
Apartment where the ARcmlISEOP sits -- and he can see 
them. COLI.CREDO is clearly disccm!ited by this reception 
of his em?loy�e. Ee smilss a.�d bows uneasily , as t..�ey 
include him L-. the s,nall ovation. 

MOZART stands in the corridor, out of the ARCBBISHOP's 
line cf sight, bowing a..�d giggling , and encouraging wi t."'1 
conduc�ing gestu::es t.�e appla�se for the ARC..�S!SHCP. 
Suddenly irritated, COL!.ORE::>O signs to ARCO , who steps 
forward and shuts the door , ending the applause. 

41 IN'r. GRl\Nll SALON OF Tl!E ARCIIBISSOP 'S PALACE. VIl!!NNA. 
DAY . l780'a. 30 GUESTS, 6 S.:RVANTS . 

SALIERI, in this vast roc;::i, is standing looking at the 
full score of the Serenade. ae turns the pages back to 
the Slew Move:,ent. Ins-.:antly we hear the lyrical strains 
cf it again. 

C • tJ • SAI.tl!!RI , 
fascination. 
of it. 

reading the score of the Adagio in helpless 
The �usic is played against his description 

OLD SAI.IERI (VO) 
Ext�a�rd:��cy . •• on the ?age it looked 
not..���1 . •  �e �egi:1..o�ing si:.�le, aL�ost 
co�ic: -- : ·.:st a pc.lse -- bassoons and 
basset horns -- like a :cu.sty squeezebox 
• • • Then suddenly •- high above it -

(MOR!!) 
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OLD SALIERI (VO contd) 
an oboe -- a single note -- hanging there 
unwavering -- till a clarinet took ever 
and sweete."led it into a phrase of such 
delight ••• This was no comoosition by a 
performing monl<eyl This was a music I'd 
never heard -- filled with such longing -­
such unfulfillable longing, it had me 
trembllnil ••• It seemed to me that I 
was bear:i.ng a voice of God! 

Suddenly the music snaps off. MOZl\Rl' stands before him, 
as he lays dcwz>. the score.· 

MOZl\Rl' 

He tal(es the score, l>cws, and struts away briskly out of 
the r00!11. SALIERI stares unc0ll!,?rehendingly after the 
jaunty little figure. 

OLD SALIERI (VO) 
But: why? --

4lA r?IT. OL� Sl\!.IERI ' S  EOS?ITAL ROOM. NIGHT. 182 3 .  

42 

OLD SALIERI 
lf'X? Would God choose an obscene child to 

e Bis instri.:.?ne..�t? It was not to be believed! 
•• • This piece had to be an accident. It had 
to be! 

I:.."T. A S.'!ALL DINING R0O:-1 IN 'l'l!E ROYAL ?ALl\,O:. VI:0."NA. 
DAY. l780's. 2 SERV.l\l>,"TS, 2 BODYGUARDS, 4 DOORMEN, 
2 MA.LE SECRETARIES. 

At the table sits the EM?EROR .JOSE?li TEE SECOND, eating 
his frugal dinner, a.-,d sipping goat • s milk. lie is an 
intelligent, dapper Qan of forty, wearing a military 
unifom. Arou..,d him, but standi!'lg, are his CEAMBEBLAIN 
JORANN VO?l ST?.ACK -- stiff and highly correct: CO�lT 
ORSINI-ROSE:.BERG -- a corpulent i:ia.-, of sixty, highly 
conscious of his position as DI!IECTOR OF 'l'"dE OPERA: BARON 
VON SWIE'.:E:li , t..>ie Il!?ERIAL LI3RARIA.'I -- a gra..-e but kindly 
and educated Qan in his aid-fifties; FIP$T KA2ELLME.ISTER 
GIUSEPPE BO�'"'NO -- very Italian, cringing and tice-serving, 
aged ab?ut seventy; and SA!.IERI, wearing decorous black, 
as -.:.:·.::._ . 

At a sid.e-taJJ,;.e, TriO IMEEiU.n,:'.. SEC:CC:'=AA.t.C:S, c.si.a9 quill 
pens and inkstands, write down everything of importance 
that is said • 
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JOSEPII 
llcw gcod is he, this Mozart? 

VAN SWIETEN 
He's reznarkable, Majesty. I heard an 
extraordinary serious opera of his last 
,non th. "Id010eneo, King of Crete • • 

ROSENBERG 
'!/hat? •••  A most tiresome p�ecel I heard 
Itt00. 

VAN SWll'l'Ell 
'l'iresane? I 

1'0SENBERG 
A young man trying to impress beyond his 
abilities. "?00 ,nuch spice. T00 many notes. 

VAN SWIE'l:EN 
Majesty, I t.'lought it the most promising 
work I've heard in yearsl 

JOSEPH 
Ah-ha. Well then we should :nake some effort 
to acquire hie. We could use a good Ger.na.."l 
composer in Vienna, surely? 

STRACK 
I agree, Majesty , b ut I'm a fraid it' s not 
possible. The you..�g man is s�ill in the 
pay of the Arcl'.J:,ishop. 

JOSEPH 
Very mall pay, I imagine. I 'm sure he 
could he tempted with t.'le right offer. 
Say, an cpe.t'a in Ge:::man for cur National 
Theatre. 

VAN SWIJ,;'l'=--� 
Excellent, sire! 

IlOSENBERG 
But net Ger.nan, I beg your Majesty! ••• 
Italian is t..�e proper la.�guage for opera. 
All educated people agree on that! 

.J'CSE?S 
Ah-ha. i::�at do you say, C!:.a...!:>erlain'? 

STRACX 
In my opinion it is time we had a piece 

(MORE) 

22 
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STRACK ( contd) 
in our own la.'lguage, sir. Plain Gei::na.'l . 
For plain people. 

Be lcoks defiantly at ROSENBERG. 

JOS2PII 
Ah-ha. :i:apell.!r.eister? 

llONNO 
(Italian accent) 

Majesty, I must agree nth Herr Dirretore. 
Opera is an Italian art: - solamentel 
Ge:cnan is -- scusate -- too bruta for 
singing I ••• Too rough. 

JOSt!PII 
Ah-ha. Court Ca,iposer, what do you say? 

SM.ll!ltI 
I think it is an interesting notion to 
keep Moza..-t in Vien."la, Majesty. It should 
really infuriate the Archbishop beyond 
measure -- if that is yow: Majesty's 
intention . 

JCSEPI! 
You are cattivo, Court Cc::?oser. 

(briskly, to STRACK) 
I want to meet t.;is ycu.."lg l!:.a.-i .  Chal:lberlain, 
arrange a pleasant welcome for him. 

STRACK 
Yes, air .. 

JOSEPH 
Well. There it is. 

23 

43 I!ff. '1'llE BEDROOM IN SAI.IE!!I'S APA.R't'l!.::!l'r. DAY. l7BO 's. 

A sombre room which sen·es both as a bedroom and a study. 
We see a four-poster bed. Also a ma::ble mantelpiece 
above which hangs a handsome cross in olive-wood, bearin9 
the figure of a severe C!!R!S� .  Op?csite this iI:age sits 
SAI.IERI at his desk, on which stands a pile of music 
paper, quill pens and ink. en one side of him is an 
open forte-piano , on which he occasionally tries notes 
fr-:=. �i-.� : :  . .  :-:. · - !.s ..:.:.::.;. :. : ::- ·· ,  · .. _ .:. - -- ·� G.:..::.:.:. :..: ::.t:.�· . 
Ee scrc.:.c!"'.:;s ::; :.•:s out wi ':..11 :-:.:.s c:::-·.:.:.l� , a...�d r.;..::::..a!s ::.is 
hair -- which we see without a powdered wig. There is 
• knock at the door • 
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SALIERI 
S1. 

A SERVA.MT admits U>R.L, a young lower-class 1:irl, wo a.ppears 
carrying a basket in wbich is a box covered with a napkin. 
she has just come from tbe Baker ' s  sbop. 

SALIERI 
.U, !  • . • aere she comes ! • • •  Fraulein Lorl - good moruing! 

U>RL 
Good morning , sir. 

SALIERI 
llhat have you got for me today? Let me see! • • •  

Greedily he unwraps the napkin - lifts the lid oa the box 
-.ad sees inside . 

Ah-ha! • • •  Siena macaroons ! My favourites ! . . •  Give my 
best thanks to the Baker! 

LORL 
I will , sir! 

Be takes a biscuit and eat s.  

SALIERI 
Thank you . . .  Are you v;el l  today , Fraulein Lorl? 

LORl. 

Yes, thank you , sir .  

SALIERI 
Bene . . •  Bene ! • • •  

Sbe gives a little curtsey , flattered and giggling - and 
1s sbown out . SALIERI turns back to bis work , cbewiog. Be 
plays througb a complete line of the March. He smiles , 
pleased with the result . 

SALIERI 
Grazie, Sig:aore. 

Be inclines h!s head to the Ch"RI ST above the fireplace , a.lld 
starts to play the whole March , including the phrase which 
pleased him. 
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SAI.IERI 
Si. 

g lower-class servant girl appears with a pla 
igh wit.� sugared biscuits. This is UlRL. 

UlRL ' 
ming, Signore • 

She puts dawn e dish of biscuits on the des 
of IWII. SAI.1-•--.:lock• up, delighted with th 
and hers. 

SAI.IERI 
Gooc!. morning, Lor Are you well 

Yes, thank ycu, sir, 

in front 
arrival -

lie ""'1les at her. little bol>. SALIERI 
immediately takes a sugared bis t deW>Urs it 
voraciously. Still chewing, he r s an4 plays through 
a COll!Plete line of the March, brusal g the sugar off 
his waistcoat. Be lll!liles, pleas ri the result. 

SALIERI 
Grazie, Signore. 

ae inclines his head to the C ..IST above the 
and starts to play the whole .March, including 
which pleases him� 

ireplace, 
the phrase 

'44 !liT. A WIGMAXER ' S  SHOP. VIEJ,,"NA. DAY. l780 ' s. l GIRL, 
MOTSER , OWNER, WIFE, 2 AP=IT!CES , 50 PEDESTRIANS, BARBER, 
2 DRIV.:RS, 2 CABS. 

The March continues on �e forte-piano as we see MOZART, 
seated in front of a mirror, wearing a.'I extravagant wig. 
On either side of hiII stands a SALESMAN, one of them 
holding another wig, equally extravaga.'"l.t. MOZART takes 
off the first wig, to reveal his own blonde hair, of 
which b.e is extremely proud, and b.ands it back. 

MOZART 
And the othet" one? 

The SAU:SMAN puts the second wig on his head. MOZART 
pulls a face of doubt: in the mirror. 

MOZART (con-:d) 
And �he o�her one? 

Be takes it off and the OTl!ER SALES�.AN replaces it with 
the first wig on his head. 
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44 CONTl) 

MOZART (contd) 
Oh, they ' re both so beautiful, I can ' t  
decide! Why don't I have two heads? 

Be giggles. The �usic stops. 

2S 

4S INT. NEXT TO GRAh"D SAI.O!i Iii '?l!E ROYAL PALACE. DAY. 
1780'•• 20 PEl!SO!iAL GUARDS, 3 SERVl!?iTS, 2 MALE SJ;;CRETAR­
IES, 2 DOORMEN, S G.:NERAI.S, S AIDES , MILITARY MODELS. 

A dooi:- opens. lie glimpse in the next room the EMPEROR 
JOSEPll l>idding c;oodl>ye to a group of military officers 
standing ai:-oond a tal>le. 

(to TREMi 
Good, good, good! 

Be turns and comes :l.nto the salon, where another group 
await• him. It consists of STRAClt, ROSENBERG, BON!IO, 
VAR SWIETEM and SALI ERI. The room ccntains several 
gilded chairs dotted al>out; an'i! a forte-piano. 

J0SEP!I (c:ontd) 
Good i:nornin9, Gentlemen! 

All bow .,.nd say, •Good n:.-orning, YO'.!.!:' r!ajesty ! " 

JOSEPH (contd) 
(to STRACK) 

Well , what do you have for me today? 

STRACK 
Yoi.u: Majesty, Herr Mozart 

JOSEPH 
Yes, -- what about him? 

STRACK 
ae• s  here. 

JOSEPH 
Ah-ha! • • •  Well. There it isl • • • Good ! 

SA.LIERZ 
Majesty, I ho� you won ' t  thi..�k it improper, 
but I have written a little March of 
Welcome in his honour. 

Jo,s:;:;,a 

What a cha.tllling idea. May I see? 



45 CON'l'D 

SAI.IBRI 
(handing it over) 

It'• just a trifle, of course! 

JOSBPII 
May I try it? 

SAI.IERI 
Majesty, 

26 
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'fhe EMPEROR goes to the i:lstrument, sits and plays the 
first baz:s of it, quite well. 

JOSBPI! 
Delightful, court· composer I • • • 'iiould 
you Permit me to play it as he comes in? 

Sl\LIBRI 
You do .,., too much honour, . Si:e. 

JOSBPI! 
I.et' •  have so,:,e fun! ••• 

(to the waiting MAJOllDOKOI 
Bing in lie= l!ozart, please! ••• But 
slowly -- slowly! I need a minute to 
practice! 

The MAJORDOMO bows and goes. The EM?BROR add:esses 
himself to the March, lie plays a wrong note. 

SALIERI 
A-flat, Majes�y. 

JOSEPII 
Ah-hat • ••  

· 46 INT. VIEW CO!IN CORRIDOR IN Tl!B ROYAL PALACE. VIENNA. 
DAY, 1780's. 10 FAR.'!ERS, 4 NOBLEMc:ll, 10 ;iESOJ:T MOliKS. 

Taking his instructions literally, the MAJORCOMO is 
marching very slcwly towards the salon deer. Be is 
followed by a bewildered l!OZART, dressed very stylishly, 
and wearing one of the wigs from the perruqier. 

47 INT. GRAND SAI.ON IN Tl!.E ROYAL PALACE. VIENNA . DAY. 
l780's. 

JOSEPH finishes the March .. The door opens. 

l!OZART comes in eagerly.  Immediately the March begins, 
played by BIS MAJESTY. All the COUR'l'IEas stand, listening 
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with admiration. JOSEPS plays well, l>ut applies himself 
fiercely to the manuscript. MOZART, still bewildered, 
regards the ac�ne, but does not seem. to pay attention 
to· the music itself. It finishes; all clap obsequiously. 

ROSENBERG 
Bravo, Your Majesty! 

Well done, Sire! 

'l'he EMPEROR rises, pleased with .hi:nself. Se snatches 
the manuscript off the stand and holds it in his hand 
for the rest of the scene. 

JCS2PI! 
Gentlemen, gentl� -- a little less 
enthusiasm, I heg you! llh ·-- Mozart! , 

lie ext.ends his hand. MOZART tlu:ows himself on his lcnees, 
and to JCS2PS' s discomfort kisses the royal hand with 
fervour. 

Your Majesty! 

JOSE?l! 
No, no; please! It is not a holy relic! 

(raising MOZART up) 
You know we have Qet already? - in this 
very roo�I Perhaps you won ' t  rem.e::iber it, 
you were only six years oldl 

(to the OTHEllSI . . 
Se was giving the ::iost brilliant little 
concert here. As he got off the st00l 
he ■lipped and fell. My sister Antoinette 
helped hilo up herself, and do you lcnow 
what he did? Jumped straight into her arms 
and said, �w111 you UJ.BZ,:Y ice ,  yes or no?• 

Eml:>arrassed, MOZART bursts into a . wild giggle. JOSEPS 
helps hi.lo out. 

JOSEPI! (contd) 
You lcncw all these gentlemen, I'"' sure . 

STRACK a:,d !!Ol,NO nod. 

JOSEPS (contd) 
'!';le Be��� Van Swieten . 

'11,N SnIJ:;TEN 
I'= a great admirer or yours, young lOan. 
WelCOlOe. 

MOZARr 
Oh, thank you! 
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,70SEPil 
The Director of our Opera. Cou..�t Orsini­
Rosenberg. 

MOZART 
(bowing excitedly! 

Oh sir, yesl The honour is mine! 
Absolutely I ••• 

ROSENBEllG nods, without enthusia,..,. 

JOSEPE! 

• • •  

And here is ou.r illustrious Court COl!lpOser -
Be,:r Salie,:i. 

Sl\LX!!Rt 
(taici11g h1& halld) 

Pillallyl •• • Such "" Immense joyl ••• Dilettc 
stzaordinariol 

MOZAR:r 
% icnow ycW!' wod: well, Signo,:e. Do you 
knew I actually cc::.posed so:.ie Variations 
011 a 10elcdy of you>:s? 

SAI.IERI 
Really? 

MOZART 
•Mio care Adone . �  

SALIERI 
Ahl 

MOZART 
A funny little tune - but it yielded so�e 
good things. 

JOSEPE! 
And now he has returned the compliment! 
Herr Salieri composed that March o f  Welcome 
for you. 

MOZART 
(Speaking expertly) 

Really? Oh , grazie Signore! Sono cor-nossol 

E un onore per mo eccezionale ! Compositore 
brilliante e fa.mossissic.o! 

c:::.· ':"' ":" � '?'  -·--- ··-

SAI.IERI 
Ky pleasure • 

28 
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JOSEPII 
Well, there it is. Now to business! • •• 
Young man, we a::e going to ccrnmissicn an 
opera fr= you. lr"hat do yo12 say? 

MOZART 
Majesty! 

JOSEPII 
. (to the COURTIERS) 

Did we vote in the end for Gerznan or Italian? 

ROSENBERG 
well actually, Sire, if you remember, we 
did finally incline to Italian. 

STRACK 

VAN SWIETEN 
I don't think it was really decided, 
Directer. 

Oh, Germani 
Gerioanl 

Wily so? 

MOZART 
Germani Please let it be 

JOSZ:?S 

MOZART 
Because I ' ve already fo und the r::::o st wonder­
ful lib::e:.to 1 

ROSE,.."iBE.�G 
Oh? !lave I seen it? 

MOZART 
I -- I don' t  think you have, Serr Director. 
Not yet . I mean, it' s  quite ne •.• Of c ourse 
I ' ll show it to you immediately • •• 

ROSENBERG 
I think you'd better. 

JOSEPH 
Well, what is it abo ut? Tell us the story l 

MOZART 
It' s actually quite amusing, Majesty. It's  
set -- �te whole t..�ing is �:� in a -- in 
a --

Be ■tops short, with a little giggle. 

29 
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JOSEPH 
Yes, where? 

MOZAR'l' 
In a ••• Pasha's Harem, Majesty ••• A 
Seraglio! 

JOSEPH 

ROSENBERG 
You mean in 'l'Urkey? 

Exactly! 

ROSENBERG 
Then why especially does it have to l>e JJ>. 
Ge:c,,,a.n? 

!!OZAR'l' 
Well not especially! It can l>e in 'l'Urkish, 
if you really want! ••• I don't care. 

lie giggles again. ROSENBERG looks at him sourly. 

Vl\N SWIETEN 
(i<.incUy) 

My dear fellow, the language is not finally 
the point. Do you really think that subject 
is quite appropriate for a National Theatre? 

MOZART 
h'"hy not? • • •  It' s  char.:iing • • •  I mean , I 
don•t  actually shew concubines exposing 
their-their . •• It's not indecent! 

(to JOSEPH) 

30 

It's highly m:>ral, Majesty! It ' s  full of 
proper German virtues. I swear it I Absolutely I 

JOSEPH 
Well, I'm glad to hear that! · 

Excuse me, Sire, 
these could be? 
love to learn. 

SALIER.I 
but what do you think 
Being a foreigner, I would 

JOSEP!I 
C?tti�� a�ain. Court Co�?oser! •. • Well, tell 
ii.:.=., :,:.:·: ;.=-:.. Na.-:.a us a Ger=.3.Zl virt1.:e l 

!!OZAR'l' 
Love, Sire! 
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· SAI.IERI 
Ah, love l . •. Well of course in Italy we 
know nothing a.bout that! 

The Italian faction -- ROSENBERG AND SONNO -- laugh 
discreetly. 

MOZART 
No, I don't t.�ink you dol ••• I mean watching 
Italian opera! ••• All those male sopranos 
acreechingl Stupid fat couples rolling their 
eyes about! ••• That's not love - it' s  just 
rubbish I 

31 

An embarrassed pause. SONNO giggles in nervous ainusement. 

1!0ZIIB.l: . (,;:ont.dl 
Majesty -- You choose the lansuage. It 
will be 11r;1 task to 'set it to the finest 
=•ic ever offered a monarcl>. 

Pause. Joseph is clearly pleased. 

JOSEP!! 
Well: there it isl Let it be German. 

Se nods -- he has wa�ted 
and makes for the door . 
of the Manuscript in his 

this �esul� all the tL�e-- turns 
All bow.  Then he becctiles aware 
hand. 

JOSEPH (contd) 
Ah -- this is yours . 

Mozart does not take it. 

MOZART 
Keep it, Sire, if you want to. It is 
already here in my head. 

JOSEP!I 
What? On one hearing only? 

MOZART 
I think so, Sire, yes • •• 

Pause . 

JOSEPB 
Show me. 

MOZZRT bo(;s � ,,;: !":.a.'1ds ths :-:1.:,,uscrit:'� :C.::.ck t.o tl:e �.,:.?E:R·�R. 
Then l:e soes to the forte-piano, and seats himself. The 
others -- except for SAI.IE.iU -- sat.her around the manu­
script. held by the KING. Be plays the first half of the 
March with deadly accuracy. 
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M02ART 
(to SAI.IERI) 

The rest is just the same, isn't it? 

32 

He plays the first half again but stops in the middle of 
a phrase, which he repeats dubiously. 

M02ART (contd) 
That really doesn't work, does it? 

All the COORTIERS· look at SAI.lERI. 

MOZART (contd) 
Did you try this? Wouldn't it be just a 
little more -- ? ••• 

He plays another phrase. 

MOZART (contd) 
02: this -- YES -- thisl Better! ••• 

He plays another phrase. Gradually, he alters the music 
so that it turns into the celebrated March to be used 
later in The Marriac,e of Figaro, •Non Piu Andrai. • He 
plays it with increasing a.aandon and virtuosity. SAI.ItRI 
watches with a fixed smile on his face. The court watches, 
astoni shed. He finishes in great glory , ta�es his han�s 
off the keys with a gesture of triumph -- and grins. 

48 INT. ll.El)ROOM IN SAI.ItRI'S Al?ART!ENT. DAY. l780's. 

We see the olive-wood cross. SA!.IERI i s  sitting at his 
desk, staring at it. 

SllI..ttRI 

There is a knock at the door. He does not hear it, but 
aita on. Another knock, louder. 

SAI.Ital: (contd) 
Yes? 

LORL comes in. 

StRVANT 
Mada!!le Cavalieri is here for her lesson, 
sil::. 

SALI:Eil 

He gets up and entera: 
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49 IN'l'. 'l.'l!E MUSIC ROOM IN SALIERI'S APARTMENT, DAY. 33 
l780's. 

!tATHElUNA CAVALIERI, a YOWlg, high-spirited soprano of 
twenty is waiting for him, dressed in a fashionable dress 
and wearing on her head an exotic turban cf satin, with 
a feather. LORI. goes out. 

CAVALIERI 
(curtseying to him) 

Maestro! 

SALIERI 
Good D>Orning I 

CAVALIERI 
(posing, in her turloan) 

Well? ••• Bow do you like it? ••• It's 
Turkish& • • •  My haird>:esser tells me 
everything' s going to be Turkish this year! 

SALIE!U 
Really? • • • What. else did he tell you 
t.oday1 Give me •- gossip. 

CAVALIERl: 
Well, I heard you met Herr Mozart. 

SALIER! 
Oh? News travel s fast in Vienna. 

CAV.1\L!ERI 
And he's been ccm:nissicned to writs an 
opera . Is it true? 

Yes. 

CAVAI.I ERI 
Is there a part. for me? 

SALIERl: 
110. 

CAVALIERI 
Bow do you know? 

SALIERI 
Well even if there is, I don't think you 
want to get involved with this one. 

CAVAL!ZR:C 

SALIERI 
Well, do you know where it's set, my dear? 
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CAVALIERI 
Where? 

SALIERI 
In a harem. 

CAVALIERI 
lihat ' s  that? 

SAI.IERI 
A brothel. 

CAVALIERI 
Ohl 

SALIERI 
A Turkish brothel. 

CAVALIERI 
'l'u.rkish? ••• Oh, if it's Turkish: that's 
different! I Wllllt to be in itl 

SALIERI 
My dear, it will ha.r<l.ly e:ihance your 
reputation to he celebrated throughout 
Vienna as a singing prostit�te for a Turk. 

Be seats hi.:self a� t.�e forte-piano • • 
CAVALIERI 

Oh. Well perhaps you could introduce us 
an'fWay. 

SALIERI 
Perhaps. 

34 

Be plays a chord. She 
strikes another chord. 
breaks off. 

sings a scale, exper�ly. Be 
She starts a."lother scale, then 

CAVALIERI 
What does he look like? 

Sl\LIERI 
You might be disappointed. 

CAVALIERI 
Why? 

CAVALIERI 
(airily) 

Looks don ' t  cctlce:n. �e, Maestro. Only 
talent interests a woman of taste! 
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Ee &trikes the chord again, firinly. CAVALIERI sings 
her next scale , then another one, and another one, doing 
her exercises in earnest. As she hits a sustained high 
note the orchestral accompaniment in the middle of "Marter 
Aller Arte.a.• from Il Seraalio comes L'"l underneath, and the 
11112aic changes from exercises to this exceedingly florid 
Arie. We DISSOLVE on the singer' s  face, and she is 
auddenly not merely turbanned, but painted and dressed 
totally iu a Turkish l!lanller, end we are on, 

50 INT. Tl!!! STAGE OP AN OPERA BOUSE. VID.'NA. l 780' s. 
5 PIIISMEN, S STAGEHI\NOS, 4 POLICEMEN, 700 SP2CTATORS, 
9 CAS'l', 16 DANC2RS, 30 ORCEESTRA. 

'the heroine of the Opera (CAVALI2RJ:l is iu full cry 
addressing the PASBA with scorn and defiance. 

'the house. is full. Watching the __perfo::mance -- which is 
conducted ?,y MOZAR'l' from the clavier in the midst of the 
orchestra - we note STl!ACK, ROSENBERG, BONNO and V1,N 
SlfIE'l'EN, all grouped around the EMPEROR, in a box. In 
another bo: we see an over-dressed, middle-aged W0lOall and 
tllree girls, one of whom 1• COllSTJl!iZ2. 'l'his is the 
formidable MAOA.'E WEBER and her three daughters, CONSTANZE, 
JOSEFA and SOPHIE. All are enraptured by the spectacle -
and MAOAME iraBER is especially enraptured by being there 
et all. Not so, SAI.IERI, who sits in another box, coldly 
watching the stage. 

CAVALIERI 
(singing 'Martern aller Arten' from tbe 
line ROOch d� bist entschlossen . " )  

RSince you are Cetermined, 
Since you are determined, 
Calmly, with no ferm.ient, 
Welcome -- every pain and we! 
Siad me then -- compel me I 
Bind me then - compel me! 
Burt me. Break me I Kill me I 
At la.st I shall be freed by death! " 

Afte,: a few ;:noments of this showy Aria, with the ca.:nposer 
and the singer staring at each other -- he conducting 
elaborately for her benefit, and she following his beat 
with rapturous eyes -- the music fades down a little, and 
SALIERI speaks over it, 

OLD SAI.IERI (VO) 
There she was!  • • •  I had no idea where 
-:.:�.ey :-.9-; , C'!' :,;C"� -- y ::1: i;:-.-z�� s!'.-:3 st.oo::i 
on sea;e fer all to see, -- showing off 
like the greedy songbird she was! ••• Ten 
JDi.nutes of ghastly scales and arpegios, 
whizzing up and down like firewrks at e 
fairground I 
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MUSIC OP AGAIN .for the last. 30 bars of the Aria. 

CAVALIERI 
(singing) 

2e freed at last. by death! 
2e freed at. last. by death! 
At. last. I shall be freed 
2yl Death! 

Cll'r 2EFORS TllE ORCHESTRAL CODA Dt"DS, TO: 

36 

51 INT. OI.D SALIERI'S HOSPITAL ROOM. NIGHT. 1823. 

�012gh the window we see that. night. has fallen. 

OLD SALIERI 
Und.erat.ana, I was in love with the girl. 
Or at. least. in lust.. I wasn't. a Saint. 
It. took me the most.' t.remendous effort. t.o 
ba faithful t.o my vowl I swear t.o you I 
z,ever laid a finger on her. All !:he same, 
% c:oul&> •t. bear t.o think of anyone else 
touching her -- least. of all the Creature! 

COT SACK 'l.'O: 

52 INT. Tl!E OPE.RA BOUSE. VIDt"NA. NIG!IT. l780's. SAl!E 
AS 450. 

The brilliont Turkish finale of 'Seraglio' bursts over 
us. All the cast lined up on stage. MOZART is conduct­
ing with happy excite..�ent. 

(singing) 
"Pasha Selim 
May he 

CAST OF 'SERAGLIO '  

Live forev----ver! 
Ever, ever, ever, everl 
Bonour to his regal name! 
Honour t.o his regal name! 

May his noble brow e.r-..blazon 
Glory, fortune, joy and fam.el 
Honour be to Pasha Selim 
aonou.r to his regal namel 
Honour to his regal na=e! !!£_. 

The curtai.�s fall. Much applause. The Emperor claps 
vis-:::-o·-�!;;• =.. -� -- following his lead -- so do t:-ie 
c:o\:.rtiers .. 

The curtains part.. .!!OZART applauds- the SINGERS -• who 
applaud hi.Ill back. Be skips up onto the st.age amongst. 
them. The curtains fall again, as they all bow. In the 
auditori""' the chandeliers descend, filling it with lisht. 
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53 INT. '.!'!IE STAGE 
NIGHT. 1780'11. 
S SPECTATORS, 6 

OF THE OP!:RA aouse. 

5 PIRl!l!i;;N, 2 GOAROS, 
NOSLE.'!EN. 

VIENNA. 37 
10 STAGEHANDS, 

'l'he curtains are dcwn, and an excited hubloub cf singers 
in ccstume su.rrcund MOZART and CAVA.LIERl, all excited 
and chattering. Suddenly a hush. The EMPEROR is seen 
approaching frc;;,, the wings, lit Joy flun.�eys holding 
candles. STRACK, ROS�ERG and VAN SWIETEN ""'cngst ethers 
follow him. Also SA.LIERZ .  'l'he SINGERS line up. JOSEPB 
stops at CAVALIERI who i:ial<es a deep curtsey. 

El.rave. Mad...,,e.· 
our stage. 

Majesty. 

JOSEPH 
You ru:e an orna:nent to 

CAVALIERI 

JOSEPH 
Ito SALIERII 

l\nd to yea, court Ccmposer. You.r pupil 
haa cl.one yoa great c::ecl.it:I 

54 IN'l'. THE OPERA BOUSE. ?BE PASSAGli: DOOR 'l'O THE STAGE. 
VIElillA. NIGli'l'. 1780' s. 30 SPECTATORS. 

MADJLJ.S WEBER 
Let us pass, please ! Le� us pass at once! 
We' re with the Er..peror! 

F:t.mt"'KEY 
I am sorry, Madame. It is not per:i.itted. 

MADAME WE!lS:R 
Do you knew who I a::1? • • •  

{pointing tc CONSTANZE) 
This is r,,y cl.aught.er! ••• I am Frau Weloerl 
We are favoured guests! 

PL!ffl"'KEY 
I am sorry, Madm:ie, but I have 'l1Z'/ orders. 

MADAME WE!lS:R 
Call Berr Mozart! You call Herr Mozart 
i.l:llmediately! Thia is insupportable! 

CONSTA->;ZE 
Mother, please! 

felloo: I - • •  
(pushing her) 

Go ahead, dear! 

J.:.st 
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FLtlNK.c.-Y 
(barring the wayl 

I am aorry, Madame, but no! I cannot 
let anyone pass. 

-

MADAM.: WEBER 
Young man, I am no atranger to theatres! 
I'm. no stranger to insolence:! -

CUT BAC& '1'0: 

38 

55 INT. 'lll2 STAGE OF Tl!E OPERA 1!01152. VXEN!IA. !iIG!IT. 
17BO's. SAM.: AS 153 (5  FIREME!i, 2 GllA!lDS, 10 STAGE!!ANtlS, 
S SPECTATORS, 6 NOBLEMEN) 

All a.re applauding CAVALIERI. The EMPEROR t:12:rns a-y to 
l!IOZ.M:'.r. 

JOSEPH 
Well, Herr l!Ozartl A g00d effort! 
Decidedly t:hatl An excellent effort! 
Ycu•ve shewn us something quite new 
today! 

MOZART bows frantically: He is over-excited. 

MOZART 
It !,! new -� it is, isn't it, Sire? 

JOSEPH 
Yes, inded. 

MOZART 
And German? 

JOSEPH 
Ob yes. Absolutely. Ge=an. llnquestion­
ably 1 

MOZART 
So then you like it? -- You really like 
it, Your Majesty? ••• 

JOSEPH 
Of course I do. It ' s  very good. Of course 
new and then -- just new and then -- it 
gets a touch elaborate. 

MOZART 
r�at C� y� :ean, Sire? 

JOSBPI! 
Well, I mean occasionally it seems to 
have, hew shall one say? 
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JOSEPH (contd) 
(he stops, in difficulty -­
to ROSENBERG J 

Bow shall one say, Director? 

ROSENBERG 
'?00 many notes, Your Majesty? 

JOSEPH 
Exactly. Very well put. '1'00 ioany notes. 

MOZART 
% don't. understand. 'l'here are just. as 
!llany not.es, Majesty, as are required. 
Bait.her more nor le••• 

JOSEPH 
Hy dear fellow, there are in fact. only 
ao manr notes the ear can hear in the 
course of an evening. I thin.� I'm �ight. 
in saying that, aren 't I, Court. eomposer? 

Yes ••• res 
MajeStY. • • •  

• • •  
SAI.IERZ 

Er, on the whale, yes, 

MOZART 
I to SAI.IERI J 

But this is absurd! 

JOSEPH 
My dear, young man, don 't  take it too 
hard. Your work is insenious. It's 
qualitr work. And there are simply too 
manr not.es, that• s all. cut. a few and 
it. will l>e perfect. 

MOZAR'l' 
llllich few did rou have in mind, Majesty? 

Pause. General embarrassment. 

JOSEPH 
Well. There it is. 

39 

Into this uncomfortable scene :bursts a sudden eruption of 
noise and �.A���� WEB£R floods onto t..�e stage, follo•e! �y 
her �,;,��-�- :-l..:--:: - All turn to lock at this a.ma2ing s�-e�tacle. 

MADAME IIEBE.R 
lfolfil ••• lfolfi, my dear! --

-
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She o,oves tcward MOZA.'l.T wi 1:11 ar.zis outstretched in an absurd 
theatrical gesture, then sees the E.'1.?EROR. She stares at 
b.im, =esmerized., her =.cu.th open, unable even to curtsey. 

Ohl • •• 
Mlll)AM,; WEBER (contd) 

l!OZART moves fcward 'iUickly. 

MOZART 
Majesty, this is Mada::, Wel>er. She is my 
landlady. 

JOSEPH 
Enchanted, Mad...,.,. 

l!ilDl,ME iEBER 
Oh, Sire· • • • such an honour I • • • And -­
and -- and these are my dear dau9hters1 
this is C011&tanza -- Sb.e is the fianc:ee 
of l!err Mozart! 

CONSTANZE curtsies. 

C.O. of CAVALIERI, astonished at !:lie news. 

C.O. 0£ SALZER! , watching her re=eive it. 

JOSEPH 
Really? Bow deliqhtful. May I ask when 
you marry? 

MOZART 
Well -- well we haven' t  quite received 
my father' s  consent, Your �.ajesty • •• Not 
enti=ely ••• Not altoqether. 

l!e 9i99les uncanfortably. 

JOSEPB 
Excuse me, hut how old are you? 

MOZART 
TWenty-s.ix. 

JOS£Fi! 
well, my advice is to Qarry this chao.in9 
younq lady, and stay with us in VieMa. 

v• - · •  :- • -· - -"" 
- - - --- . . __ - · ·  

You ��:?  Ye� ze=? • • • I ' v� ��l! hi=t t!".z�, 
Your 7;;aJes,::y, Sui:: he won' c l.i.st.en to !!!!!1 

CAVl\I.IERI is qlarl.119 at MOZART. MOZART looks hastily 
a.way from he::. 
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!!ADAMI! WEBER (contd) 
Oh, Your Majesty -- you sive such wonderful 
-- auch .L�pecca.ble -- such royal advice! . • •  
I -- I -- May I? 
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She atte=pts to kiss the Royal hand, but faints instead. 
'l:he EMPEROR conter.,plates he.z: prone body and steps hack a 
pace. 

JOSEPH 
Well. The.z:e it is ••• Strack. 

Ee nods pleasantly to all and leaves the stage, with his 
CBAMBBRI.AIN. All bow. 

CAVALIERI turns with a ·savage look at MOZART and leaves 
the sta,;e the opposite way, to her dressing room, tcssins 
he.z: pl=ed head. SALIERI watches. MOZART stays for a 
second, indecisive whethe.z: to follow the soprano er help 
!!ADAME WEBER. 

Ito MOZART) 
Get some waterl 

CONSTANZB 

Ee hurries away. The DAIIGE'?ERS gather around MADAME lraBER. 

56 Ih"T. CAVALIE:RI' S  D?�SSI�G ROOM. OPERA BOUSE. NIGHT. 
l780 ' s. S STAGBRMlJS, S SINGERS !MAI.El 

KATHERINA sits fu:ains at her mirror. A DRESSER is taking 
the pins out of her wig as she stares straight a..�ead of 

, her. MOZART sticks his head round the door. 

lie 

MOZA.'!T 
Katherina! •• • I tell you what I'm going 
to dol I'm ,;oins to write another Aria 
for youl something even more ama%ing -­
for the second act. I have to get sC!lle 
water! Ber mother is lying on the stage! 

CAVAI.IBRI 
Don' t  bother I 

MOZART 
What? • •• 

CAVALIERI 
Dan' t  bother. 

MOZART 
I'll he ri,;nt hack !  

dashes off. 
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IN'l'. THE STAGE OF THE O?EPA HOUSE. 
l780 ' s. 5 STAGEHANDS, 2 FIREMDI, 6 

VIENNA.. NIGHT. 
CHORUS ( 3M-3F) 

42 

CONSTANZE and MOZART make their way quickly through a 
crowd of actors in turbans and caftans, and stagehands 
carrying bits of the dismantled set of 'Seraglio. •  We 
see all the turmoil of backstage after a perfon:tance. 
A FIREMAN passes MOZART carrying a small bucket of water. 
MOZART snatches it fr0m him and pushes his way through 
the crowd to: 

IN'l'. THE STAGE OF THE OPERA SOOSE. VIENNA. NIGHT. 
l780 's.  S STAGEHANDS, 5 FIREMEN, 10 C!!ORUS (SM-SF) 

MADl\ME WEBER still lies prone on the stage. MOZART pushes 
through the crowd surroundi...�g her and throws water on her 
face. She is instantly revived by the shock. CONSTANZE 
assists her to rise. 

CONSTANZE 
Are you alright? 

Instead of bei.-.g furious, MADA!E ""ER smiles at. them 
rapturously. 

MADAME WEBER 
Ah, what an eveninql •• •  What a wise man 
we have for an Emperor ! ••• Oh my children! 

(with sudden, hard briskness) 
Now I want you to write your father exactly 
what His .Majesty said! 

The activity continues to swirl around them. 

MOZART 
You should really go home now, Frau ffeber. 
Your carriage mu.st be waiting. 

MADAME KESER 
But aren't you ta.king us? 

MOZART 
I ha,·e to talk td the singe::s .. 

MADAMli: lraBE:R 
That's alright; we ' ll wait for you. Just 
don't take all night. 

• • •  

59 INT. C.'l.'l�.L ','"! ' S 0?.ESSING ROOM. OPER'l. HOOSE. NIGl!T. 
l780's.  J c ,: �us ( :.:-lMI , 2 STAGE!!AliDS, 1 DRESSER (;;') 

CAVAI.IE!U, still in costume, is marching up and down, 
very agitated. 
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Did you know? 
· CAVUIERI 

Had you heard? 

ilhat? 

The marriage! •. . 

SALIERI 

CAVALIERI 

SALIERI 

• • •  

Well, what does it matter � you? 

CAVALIERI 
llothi..,q I He can marry who he pleases I 
I don ' t  qive a damn! 

She catches him lookinq at her, and tries to compose 
herself. 

How was I? • • •  
CAVALIERI (co1i1:d) 

Tell me honestly. 

SA.LIERZ 
You were sul>lime. 

CAVALIERI 
What did you think of the �usic? 

SALIERI 
Extre...,ely clever. 

C.MVUlERI 
Meaning you didn' t  like it. 

MOZART comes in unexpectedly. 

MOZART 
Oh -- excuse me! 

CAVALIERI 
Is her mother still lyinq on the flooi:.? 

MOZART 
No, she's fine. 

CAVALitRI 
I'm so relieved. 

SA!.!:E:?.I 
Dear Mozart -- my sincere conqratulations. 

MOZART 
Did you like it, t..�en? 

43 
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SALIERI 
!!ow could I not? 

MOZART 
It really is the 
in Vienna today, 

best music one ca.i� hear 
Don•t  you agree? 

CAVALIERI 
Is she a good fuck? 

MOZART 
What?? 

CAVl\I.IERI 
I ass,m,e she's the virtuoso in that 
department. There can't be anyotlier 
reason you'<! marry scmeone like that! • • •  

44 

SALI£RI looks astonished. There is a knock on the door. 

CAVALIERI (cont<!) 
C0llle inl 

The door opens. CONSTANZE enters. 

CONSTANZE 
Excuse me , 
very well. 

Wolfi . • • . Mama is not feeling 
Can we leave now? 

MOZART 
Of course! 

CAVALIERI 
No, no, no, no . •• you can ' t  take him 
away nowl This is his night! Won't  you 
introc!uce us, Wolfgang? 

MOZART 
Excuse us, Fraulein. Good night, Singorel 

MOZART hu=ies CCINSTANZE out of the door, CAVALIERI 
looks after them as t.hey go, her voice breaking a,.-,.d 
rising out of control. 

CAVALIERI 
••. You really are full cf surprises, 
aren't you.? ••• You are quite extraordinary! 
••• You little fil!.!SI I 

She :ur::s a..�� collaFses, c::y��; wit� ra�� , in SA!.IERI 1 s 
a.rrns. w� focus on hi:::. 

At that lllOment 
he'd ha<! her. 
darling girl I I  

OLD SALIERI (VOi 
I knew beyond any doubt 
Tbe creature ha<! ha<! my 

• • •  
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60 INT. OLD SALIERI ' S  HOSPITAL ROO�. NIGHT. 1820'•• 

The OLD MAN speaks passionately to the PRIEST. 

OLD SALIERI 
It was incomprehensible! What was God up to? 
Here I was denying all my natural lust in 
order to deserve God's gift -- and there 
was Mozart indulging his in all directions -­
even though engaged to be married! -- and no 
rebuke at all! Was it possible I was being 
tested? Was God expecting zne to offer 
forgiveness in the face of eveey offense, no 
matter how painful? Tbat was very possible! 
• • • All the same -- why !E:!!!? 1'1ly use Mozart 
to teach me lessons in humility? My heart 
was filling up with 1112ch hatred for that 
little man! For the first time in 111::/ life 
I began to know really violent thoughts. I 
couldn't stop them! 

VOGLER 
Did you t.-y? 

OLD SALIEIU 
Every day! Sometimes for hours I would 
pray! . • •• 

61 INT. BEDROOM IN SALIERI'S APARn<..ENT. DAY. l780's. 

45 

The yocn9 SALI�R: is kneeling in desperati on before the 
Cross. 

SALIERI 
Please! ••• Please! Send him away! Back 
to Salzburg!  • • •  For his sake as well as 
mine! 

c.o. CERIST staring from the Cross. 

CUT BACK TO: 

62 :mT. THE AllllIENCl:: H.l\LL OF Tl!E ARCl!BISHOP'S PALACE. 
SALZBURG. DAY. l780's. 20 ASSORTED. 

We see LEOPOLD kneeling n0W -- not to the Cross but to 
ARCaBISHOP COLLORl::00, sitting i::,passively on his throne. 
COCNT ARCO stands beside him. LEOPOLD is a desperate, 
0:,.c9-l:a�d!:--:� :!.an of sixty; now far too much the su!>ser­
vi.ent c-: .-.=-:..:.:.:- .  

CCI.LOREDO 
Nol I won't have hiJD hack. 
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LEOPOLD 
But he needs to be here in Salzburg, Your 
Grace! He needs me and he ne-sds you 1 Your 
protection your understanding! 

COLLOREDO 
Bardly. 

LEOPOLD 
Oh sir, yesl • ••  Be' s  about to =ake the 
worst =istake of his life! Sci:,e little 
Viennese slut is trying to trick him into 
marriage. I know my son. Be is too simple 
to •ee the trap -- and the:re is no one there 
wbo really cares for hi.QI 

COLLOREDO 
I'm ont sw:prised. M.oney seems to be mare 
important to him than loyalty or friendship. 
Be has sold himself to Vienna -- let Vienna 
look out for him. 

LEOPOLD 
Sir --

COt.LOR£DO 
Your son is an Wlprincipled.,· spoiled, 
conceited brat. 

LEOPOLD 
Yes, sir -- that the t..�th. But don' t  
blame him -- t..�e fault is mi�e1 I was too 
indulgent with h!:l • • •  B�t not again. 
Never again -- I pro=-ise! • • •  I implore 
you -- let me bring him back here. I ' ll 
inake him give his word to se::ve you 
faithfully I 

COLLQRSI)() 
And how will you make hi: keep it? 

LEOPOLD 
Oh, sir -- he's never disobeyed me in 
anything! • • •  Please, Your Grace -- give 
him one more chancel 

• • • 
COLLORECO 

You have leave to t.ry • 

O�, z,· -= :iracS -- ! -;:,¾...-_": 
I t... '":.a:::-;. :_,';)U 1 

........ ... ..,_...,.., 
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In deepest gratitude he kisses the ARClll!ISEOP's hand. 
Ee motions L.E:OPOLD to rise. lie hear the first dark for 
fortissimo chord which begins �he Overture to Den 
Giovanni. The sound associated with the character of the 
Commendat.ore .. 
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LEOPOLD (VO) 
My dear son. 

The second forti ssimo chord sounds. 

63 INT. A BAROQUE CHURCH. DAY. l780's. 20 WEDDING PARTY 
(10 FAMILY) 

We see a huge CLOSE-OP of MOZART'S head, looking front 
and down, as if reading his father' s  letter. We hear 
LEOPOLD'S  voice over this image, no longer whining and 
i!ln.Xious, but impressive. 

LEOPOLD (VO) 
% write to you with urgent news. I am 
ccming to Vielllla. Take no further 
steps towards marriage until we meet. 
You are too gullible to see your own 
danger. As you honour the father who 
has devoted his entire life ·to yours, 
do as I bid, anc! await my caning. 

MOZART 
I will. 

The CAMERA PULLS BACX to see that he is in fact kneeling 
beside CONSTANZE. A PRIEST faces them. Behind them are 
MADAME WESER, .JOSEFA and SOPHIE WESER, and a very �ew 
others. Among them a merry looking lady in bright 
clothes: the BARONESS WAI.DSTADTEN. 

PRIEST 
And will you , Constanze Weber, take thi s 
man Wolfgang to be your lawful husband? 

CONSTANZE 
I will. 

PRIEST 
I now pronounce you man and wife . 

The opening kyrie of the great C Minor Mass is heard. 
MOZART anc! CONSTANZE kiss. They are l.11 tears. MADAME 
WEBER and her DAUGHTERS look on approvingly, The music 
swells and continues under the following: 

64 INT. A ROOM IN LEOPOLD 'S SOUSE. SAI.ZBURG, NIGl!T. 
l780's. VIEW OF CASTLE IN BACKGROUND. 

"' -='"--:.c · - s' •s •l--a • - h: ,..  .... .,-� "e is re---1: ... ,. .. le ..... er .w.. .. ..  ..,._ - - ... ..... ... .. .... _. .. - - ·  - -------s: ,::>, .. .. 

frcr.1 �-:o!.PGA..'i�. At his feet. ar'! hi! t.r.:r.k.s, half-pa;:Jo:ed 
for the journey he will not now take, We hear Mc= ••  
voice reading the following letter -- ·and we see, as the 
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camera roves around the room, mementos of the young 
prodigy's early life: the little forte-piano made for 
him; the little violin made for him; an order presented 
to him. He see a little starling in a wicker cage. 
And we see portraits of the boy on the walls -- conclud­
ing with the familiar FAMILY PORTRAIT ,of WOLFGANG and 
his sister NANNERL seated at the keyboard with LEOPOLD 
•tanding, and the picture of the• MOTHER on the wall 
behind them • 

MOZART (VO) 
Most beloved father -- it is done. Do not 
bla.,.e me thatl did not wait to see your 
dear face. I knew you would have tried 
to dissuade me from my truest happiness -­
and :t could not have borne it. Your every 
word is precious to me. Remember how you 
have always told me -- Vienna is the City 
of Mi:sicians ! To cohquer here is to 
conquer Europe! With my wife I can do 
it. I vow I will become regular in my 
habits -- and productive as never before! 
She is wonderful, Papa, a.�d I know that 
you will love her. And 0t1e day soon when 
I am a wealthy man, you will c0l!le and 
live with us, and we will be so happy! 
I long for that day, best of Papas, and 
kiss your hand a hundred t.housand times! 

The �usic of the Mass faCes as LEOPOLD crumples the letter 
in his ha.i.,d. 

'55 EXT. TS:.E LY..?5:iUAL GAJUJE:NS . V!Z.NNA. DAY. l780 ' s. 
NIECE ,  GROO�!, 2 G:J.\ROS ON HORS�EACX, S'ERVA.."iT , GA..�E'?-.'::RS • 
liEall OF lil!IT.: OE:ER IN BACKGROUND. 

SALIERI stands waiting, hat in hand. Beside him stands 
a ROYAL SERVM"T. Behind him G1,l!DE!IERS are glimpsed 
tending the shrubs and bushes along a grassy ride. Down 
this ride are seen canterinq two people on horseback: 
the D'.PE:ROR JOSEPli and his niece the PRINCESS ELIZABET!!. 
'l'hey are mounted on glossy horses. The PRINCESS rides 
aide-saddle. RuMing beside her is a panting GROOM. 
'l'he EMPEROR rides elegantly, his niece -- a dumpy little 
liapsburg girl of sixteen -- like a sack of potatoes. As 
they draw level with SALIERI they stop, and the GROOM 
holds the heac of the PRINCESS ' horse. SALIERI l:la.s 
respectfully. 

.10S£P3 
Good =�r�!�g , Court Cc.-npcser l This is 
=Y niece, the Princess Eliza.beth. 

SAI.:u;:RI 
Your !lighness . 
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out of breath, the PRINCESS nods nervously. 

JOSEPH 
She has asked me to advise her on a 
suitable musical instructor. I think 
I've come up with an excellent idea. 

lie smiles at SALIERI. 

SAI.IERI 
Oh, Your Majesty, it would be such a 
tremendous honour! 

JOSEPH 
I 'm thinking- about !!err Mozart. What is 
your view? 

SAI.IERI's face falls, a'-'9ost imperceptibly. 

SAI.IERI 
An interestinq idea, Majesty. But • • •  

Yes? 

SAI.IERI 
You already co.T.::1.issioned an opera from 
Mozart. 

JOSEP!i 
And the result satis�ies . 

SAI.IERI 
Yes . of course.  My concern is  to pro�ect 
you from any suspicion of favouritis::i . 

JOSEPII 
Ah-ha. Favouritism ••• But I so want Mozart I 

SAI.IERI 
I 'm sure there is a way, Majesty ••• Sa::ie 
kind of a little contest. I could perhaps 
put toqether a small C0Gl!Oittee, and I 
could see to it naturally that it will 
select according to Your Majes�y •s wishes . 

JOSEPB 
You please me , Court Composer. A very 
cl� .. er i�'?e ,. 

SAt!E:RI 
(hewing-) . 

Sire • 
JOSE:PB 

W•ll -- t.�ere it is . 
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He rides on . The GROOM releases her horse's head, and 
runs on after the PRINCESS , 

CDT TO: 

66 INT. C!!AMBERLAIN STRACX'S STUDY %N Tl!E ROYAL PALACE , 
DAY. l780's. l M, SECRETARY. 

STRACK sits stiffly behind his gilded des!<. MOZART sta.-,ds 
before him, trembling wit..11 anger. 

MOZART 
Whatis this, llerr Chamberlain? 

STRACK 
What is what? 

MOZART 
Why do % have to sul>mi t samples o� 11f¥ 
worlc to so,:ie stupid Committee? - Just 
to teach a sixteen year old girl! 

STRACK 
Because Bis Majesty wishes it. 

MOZART 
I s  the Emperor aw;ry with ;;ne? 

STRACK 
On the contrary. 

MOZART 
Then why doesn't he simply appoint me to 
the post? 

STRACK 
Mozart, you are not the only ccmposer 
in Vienna. 

MOZART 
!110, but % •,:i the best. 

STRACX 
A little ,:ic,desty would suit you better. 

MOZA.R'l: 
Who is on this Committee? 

STRACX 
E..::.::ell.--:..e !..�t.e!' 3c::.::,, c�-.:_,t ': -;s ini-P..o5en�sr;, 
ccUX't c��?cser Salieri. 

MOZART 
Natw:allyl The ltaliansl Of cc,ursel ••• 
Always the Italia..�s J 
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S'!'RACR 
Mozart --

MOZAR'l' 
'!'hey hate my music! I t  terrifies the,nl 
'!'he only sound Italians understand is 
banality I '!'onic and domina.-,t, tonic and 
dominant -- from here to Resurrection! 

(singing angrily) 
Ba-ba! Ba-ba! Ba-ba! Ba-bat 
anything else is morbid! 

STRACK 
Mozart --

MOZAR'l' 
Show thE!lll one interesting modulation and 
they faint! "Ohime I Morbidezzal Morbi­
dezzal ••• • Italians are musical idiots 
-- and you want thE!lll to judqe my music! 

S'l'RAClt 
%.ook, young man, the .issue is simple. I f  
you wa.nt this pest you must submit your 
stuff in the same way as all your colleaguea. 

MOZART 
Must I? • •• Well, I won 't! •. •  I tell yo� 
straiqh"t: I will notl 

- - -

CUT 'l'O :  

,67 INT .  BEDROOM OF MOZA.=tT 'S APAR'!"MEST . VIE��A . DAY. 
l780's. 

51 

'!'he room is very small and untidy. CONS'!'ANZ!: is marc.'ling 
up and down it, upset. MOZAR'l' is lying on the bed . 

CONS'!'ANZF. 
I think you ' re madl You're really madl 

MOZART 
Oh, leave me alone! 

CONS'!'ANZE 
one royal pupil -- and the whole of VieMa 
will co:ne flocking! We'd  be set up for life! 

MOZAR'l' 
Th�y•11 ccr.ie anyway. They love me here. 

COllS'!'A.>qZE 
No they will not! I know how things woz:k in 
this city! 
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MOZART 
Oh yes? You always know everything I 

CONSTA.,qzE 
Well, I '= not borrowing any more money 

• fram my mother, and that• s that I 

MOZART 
Yau borrowed money fram your mother? 

CONSTANZ E  
Yes! 

!IOZAR':!' 
Well don't do that again! 

COIIS'.1'1,RIIE 

Ecw are we going ta live, Walfi? ••• Do 
you want 01e 1:0 go into the streets and beg? 

MOZAR!' 
Don 't be stupid! 

CONSTANZE  
All they want 1:0 see is your work. What' s  
wrong with that? 

MOZART 
Shut up! • •• Just shut up! •• •  I don't 
need them! 

CO�STA.,.z:: 
This isn't pride . It's sheer stupidity ! 

She glares al: him, almost in tears. 

CU'1' TO: 

52 

67A INT. SAI.IERI 'S M!lSIC ROOM • . LATE AFTEaNOON. l780's. 

SAI.IERI is giving a lesson 1:0 a GIRI.-STODENT, who is 
singing the Italian Art Sang, Cara Mia aen. 

At a certain manent there is a knaclc an the doa,:. 

SALI::RI 

SER�.-��-'ff 

Excuse me, sir, there is a lady who insists 
an talking ta you. 
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SAI.IERI 
Who is she? 

SERVANT 
She didn't say. But: she says it's urgent. 

SAI.IERI 
(to the POPII.l 

Excuse me, my dear. 

SAI.IERI gees into the Salon. 

C1l'l' TO: 

53 

68 INT,. ZiE SAI.011 Ill SAI.IE:RI 'S APAll'll!E:N'l'. I.A'l'E: AF'.rE:RIIOOII. 
l780's. 

SAI.IERI enters. 

COIISTAIIZE: stands, closely veiled,' holding a portfolio 
•t:uffed with manuscripts. The singing lesson ends, wit:h 
two chords on the instrument. SAI.IERI enters the Salon. 
COIISTAIIZE drops him a shy curtsey. 

COIISTAIIZE 
Excellency ! 

SAI.IERI 
Madame. l!ow can I help you? 

As shyly, she unveils. 

SAI.IERI ( contd) 
Frau Mozart? • • •  

COIISTAIIZE 
That's right, Your Excellency. I've cane 
on behalf of my bushand. I •m - I 'm 
bringing some samples of his work -- so he 
can he considered for the royal appoint:nent. 

Bow chuming 
himself? 

• • •  
SAI.IERI 
But why did he not caoe 

COIISTAIIZE 
Be's t:errihly husy, sir. 

SAI.IE:RI 
I understand. 

lie talces the portfolio and puts it: on a tahle. 

SAI.IERI ( contd) 
I vill look at them, of course, the moment: 

(MORE) 
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SAI.IERI (cont:d) 
I can. It will be an honour. Please 
give him my warmest . 

CONSTAN ZE 
Would it: be too much trouble, sir, to ask 
you to look at them now? While I wait. 

SAI.IERI 
I'm afraid I'm not at leisure this very 
mcment. Ju.st leave them with me. I 
assure you they will be quite safe. 

CONSTANZE 
I -- I really cannot do that, Your 
Excellency. You see, he doesn' t  knew 
I'Dl here. 

SAI.IERI 
Really? 

CONSTANZE 
My husband is a proud man, sir. !le would 
be furious if he knew I ' d  cc,;,e. 

SAI.IE!U 
Then he Aid.�'t send you? 

CONSTANZE 
No , sir -- this is my own idea . 

' SAI.IER! 
I see. 

CONSTANZE 
Sir -- we really need this job! We •re 
desperate! ••• MY husband spends far more 
than he can ever earn . . . I don• t mean 
he's lazy -- he's not at all: he works 
all day long! I t ' s  just ••• he ' s  not 
practical. Money sil!lply slips through 
his fingers, it ' s  really ridi<:Qlousl ••• 
Your Excellency. I know you help musicians. 
You ' re famous for itl ••• Give him just 
this one post -- we'd be forever indebted! . . •  

A little pause. 

SAI.IERI 
Le� �= 0:=�� you sc�e refresh.�ent. Do you 
kno-o11 i.b.a t .:..',,ese a.t'e? 
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Be indicates a dish piled high with glazed chestnuts. 
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SALIERI ( can td) 
�cappezzoli di Venere. n Nipples cf Venus ! 
••• Roman chestnu�s in branCied su9arl 
Won't you t.ry one? They're quite surprisin9. 
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E!e offers her the dish. She takes cne and puts it in her 
mouth. He watches carefully. 

CONSTANZ E  
Ohl ••• They' re wonderful! 

Be takes one himself. We notice on his finger a heavy 
gold signet-ring. 

CONSTANZ E  (contd) 
Than!: you very much, Yo:ur Excellency. 

SAL:IERZ 
Don •t l<eep calling me that. It puts me 
at such a distance. I was not born a 
Court Com.poser, you knew. X'nt fran a 
small town, just lil<e your husband. 

lie smiles at her. She takes another chestnut. 

SALIERZ I contd) 
Are you sure you can ' t  leave that rnusic, 
and come back again? I have other things 
you might lil<e ••• 

CONSTA.>;ZE 
T• ' t t "  b � · � ,  . ' bl  uat s vecy etr.p i�g, u. i �  s i�possi e, 
I 'm  afraid. nolfi would be f:antic if he 
found t.,.�ose were missing . You see, they 're 
all originals. 

SALIERZ 
Originals? 

CONSTANZE 
Yes. 

A pause. lie puts out his hand a.'\d takes up the portfolio 
frcm the table. Be opens it.. ae looks at the music. 
Be is pu%zled. 

SALIERI 
These are originals? 

CUT TO, 



69 INT. OU> SALill:RI'S !!OSPITAL ROOM. NIG!IT. 1823.  

The old man faces the Priest. 

OI.D SALill:RI 
Astounding! ••• It was actually beyond 
belief! ••• These were first and only drafts 
of music - yet they showed no corrections 
of any kind! Not one! ••• Do you realize 
what that meant? 

VOGIZR stares at him. 

OI.D SAI.IERI (contd) 
l!e'd simply put down music already finished 
in his head! Page after page of it - as 
if he was;fust taking clictationl I ••• And 
music finished as no rmsic: i• ever finislledl 
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70 INT. T!IE SALON IN SALIERI'S APARTME!l'1'. = AFTERNOON. 
1780 •s. 

C.O. TIie manusc:ript in 1!02ART's handwriting. The music: 
begins to sound under the following, 

OLD SALIERI (VO) 
Displace one note and there would be 
dim.inishx:l.ent. Displace one phrase, and 
the structure would fall! • •• It was 
clear to me. That sound I had heard in 
the Archbishop 's  Palace had b�en na 
accident! Here again was t.�e very voice 
of God? • • •  I was staring through the cage 
cf those meticulous ink�strokes -- at an 
absolute, in.imitable beauty! 

The music swells. What we new hear is a.n amazing collage 
of great passages frao MOZA.R'?'s music, ravishing to 
SAI.IERI and t:o us. The COOR!' COMPOSER -- oblivious to 
CONSTANZ.:, who sits llappily chewing c:hestnut:s, her mouth 
covered in sugar -- walks •round and 'round his Salon, 
reading the pages and dropping thl!lll on the floor when he 
ia done with them. We see his agonized and wondering 
face, he shudders as if 1.� a rough and t:um!>ling sea; 
he experiences the paint where bea�ty and great pain 
coalesce. More pages fall than he can read, scattering 
across the floor in a white cascade, as he circles t..�e 
rcao. 

Fi�al:y �a hear a t:e::ienco�s •��i Toll!s� f:xi t:.he 
c �i��: Mass. It S�e.:!!S to breM �ver him li..�e a wave 
ana unable to bear any more of it:, he sl™ the portfolio 
■hut. Instantly, the music breaks off -- reverberating 
in his head. Ee stands shaking, staring wildly. 
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CONSTANZE gets up, pe,:plexed. 

CONSTANZE 
Is it no good? 

A pause. 

SAI.IERI 
It is miraculous. 

CONSTANZE 
Oh yes. Be's really proud of his work. 

Another pause • 

CONSTANZE ( contd) 
So -- will you help him? 

SALII!RI tries to recover 'himself. 

S.!II,IEllI 
Tcmorrow night I dine with the Emperor. 
One word frcm me and the post is his. 

CONSTANZ E  
Oh, thank you, sirl 

overjoyed, she stops and kisses his hand. 
-- and then clasps her to him clumsily. 
herself away. 

SALlERI 
Come back tonight! 

CONSTANZ E  
Tonight? 

S.!II,IERI 
Alone. 

CONSTANZE 
What fer? 

SAI.IERI 

He raises 
She pushes 

Some service deserves seX'V'ice in return. 
N o? • • •  

CONSTANZ E  
What do you mean? 

SALIERI 
Isn't it obvious? 
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her 

They stare at one another: CONSTANZE in .total aisbelief. 
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Sill.IERI ( contd) 
It's a post all Vienna seeks. If you 
want it for your husband -- """"' tonight. 

CONSTANZE 
But ••• I'm a married woman! 

Then don't. 
vague, that 

He glares at her. 

SAI.IE:RI 
It's up to you. 

is the price. 
Not to l>e 

SAI.IE:Rl: ( contd) 
Yes. 
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B• rings a 
the r00!ll. 

silver l>ell for ·a •ervant, and ab:r:uptly leaves 
CONSTANZE sta�es after him, ho=ified. 

,:he Sl!!RVl\N'J.' enters. Shocked and stmmed, CONSTANZB goes 
down on her knees and starts �ic:king up th• music: fran 
the floor, 

CllT TO :  

71 Do"T, OLD SM.IE:R.!'S HOSPITAL ROOM, NIGHT. 1823 . 

c.o. FATHER. VOGLER -- horrified. 

OI.D SAI.IERl: 
Yes, Father. Yest . . •  So much for my vow 
of chastity! Yes! •. • What did it matter? 
••• Good -- patient -- hard-working -
chaste -- what did it matter? Bad goodness 
made me a good c:cmposer? ••• I realized it 
absolutely then -- that manent •· Goodness 
is nothing in the furnace of art. And I 
was nothing to God, 

VOGUR 
I crying out) 

You cannot say that! 

No? 
OI.D SAI.IERI 

••• Was Mozart a good man? 

VOGLER 

• • • 

God' a ways are not yours. And you are 
net b��� t� acestion Bia ••• Offer him 
the ��l� c; Penitence -- Se will give you 
back ";..'-.e �read of eternal l.i.!:e. He is all 
m•rciful, That is all you need to lcnw. 
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OLD SALI.E:RI 
All I ever wanted was tc sing te Sim. 
That's Sis deing, isn't it? Se gave me 
that leiigfng -- then made me mute. Why? 
••• Tell me that. If Se didn't want me 
to serve Him with music, why implant the 
desire -- like a lust in my body -- then 
deny me the talent? Go on -- tell me! 
Speak fer Him! 

VOGLER 
My son, ne ene can speak fer God. 

OLD SALIERI 
Oh? I thought you did. so evez:y d.ayl 
So speak now. Answer me I 

vqGI.£R 
I 4o net claim to cnravel the mysteries. 
I treasure them. As you sh011ld.l 

OLD SALZER% 
( impatiently) 

Oh yes, Y••• yes, yes, yes! ••• Always 
the same stale answers! ••• 

( intimately to the PRIEST) 
There is ne God of Mercy, Father. Just 
a God cf torture. 

COT TO: 

S9 

, 72 INT. BEDROOM IN SALIERI'S APART!-!E�"T. NIGHT. l780 ' s. 

SA.LIERZ sits at his desk, staring up at the cross. 

OLD SALIERI (VO) 
Evening came to that ro0111. I sat there 
not knowing whether the girl wculd return 
or not. I prayed. as I'd. never prayed 
before. 

SALIERI 
Dear God, enter me now! Fill me with ene 
piece of true music. One piece with your 
breath in it, so I know that yeu love me. 
Please. Just one. Show me one sisn cf 
your favcur, and I will show mine te 
Mo%art and his wife. I will get him 
the royal position. And if she comes, 
I ' ll =s . =- i·:e her wit..11 all respect --
and senJ her hane in joy! • • •  Enter ce 
••• E�ter me ••• Please ••• · Te implore. 

A long, long silence. SALIERI stares at the cress. 
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C!IRIST stares back at him L�passively. 
silence we hear a Ea!..nt knocking at t..�e 
stirs himself. A SERVANT ai,pears. 

SERVANT 
That lady is back, sir. 

SAI.IERI 
Show her in. Then 90 to bed. 

60 

Finally in this 
door. SALIERI 

The Servant bows and leaves. We follow him through: 

73 INT. Tl!E MUSIC ROOM IN SAI.IERI'S APARTMENT. NIGHT. 
1782. 

The Servant crosses it and enters: 

74 INT. Tl!E SALON IN SAI.?ERI'S l\PARTMENT. NIG!IT. 1782. 

CONSTANZ E  is sitting on an upright chair, veiled as 
before, the portfolio of l'IUsic on her lap. Through the 
far dcor leading from the hall, another SERVA.'IT is 
peering at her. The FIRST S�RV:..'IT joins hL� a.�d shuts 
the deer on the girl, leaving her alone. 

We stay with her. The clock ticks on the mantelpiece. 
We hear t.�e old can;-iage pass in the street belcw. 
Nervously she lifts her veil and lcol<s about her. 

Suddenly SAL!ERI appears fro::, the Music Roe.�.  Be is 
pale ar.d very tight. �hey regard each c��er. She s�iles 

, and rises �o gree� hL� ,  a:�ec�ir.g a relaxed and wa:::n 
manner, as if to put hi= at his ease.  

CONSTANZZ 
Well, I 'm here • • • My husband has gone to 
a concert. Be didn't think I would enjey 

A pause. 

CONSTANZE ( contd) 
I do apoloqi•e for this afternoon. I 
behaved like a silly girl ••• �"here shall 
we go? 

Sl'.!.IERI 
What? 

Should · .. -� S':3.y !:.ere? ! t  's :. ch.a.:::.ing rco:n 
••• I love t..�ese ca.�Clestic�s •• • nere t..�ey 
here earlier? I didn't notice thE!lll ••• 
I suppose I was t00 nervous • • •  
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As she talks, she extinguishes the candles in a pair 
of Venetian candelabra -- and subsequently other candles 
around the room. 

CONSTANZE (contd} 
Wolf9an9 was 9iven sa.�e candlesticks by 
Xin9 Geor9e in En9land -- but they were 
only wood • • • Oh, excuse me, let • s not 
talk about him! ••• What d •you think of 
this? It's real lace. Bruseels. 

She turns and takes off her shawl. 

CONSTANZE (contd) 
Well, it's mucb too 9ood for every day • •• 
I keep saying to Wolfi -- "don't be so 
extravagant! Presents are lovely, but we 
can't afford them.• It doesn't do any good. 
The more I tell him; the more he spends •• • 
Oh, excuse mel -- There I go a9a.inl ••• 

She picks up the portfolio. 

CONSTANZE ( contd) 
Do you still want to look at this? ••• 
Or don't we need to bother any;nore? •• • 
I imagine we do� • t, really • • •  

She locks at him enquiringly, and drops the pcrtfolio on 
the floor: pages of music pour out of it. Instantly we 
hear a massive chord, and the great 8Qui Tellis• from 
the C Minor Mass fills t..�e rcor.i. . To its gr�d and 
weighty sound, CONSTANZE starts to undress, watched by 
the horrified SAZ.IERI • Between him and her music is an 
active presence, hurting and baffling him. ae opens his 
mouth in distress. The music pounds in his head. The 
candle flickers over her as she removes her clothes, and 
prepares for his embrace. Suddenly he cries out: 

SALIERI 
Got .. . .  Got • • •  Gol • • •  

-

lie snatches up the bell and shakes it frantically, not 
stopping until the 'l"�O SERVANTS we saw earlier appear at 
the door. Th.e :nusic stops abruptly. 'l'hey stare at the 
appalled and fri9htened CONSTANZE, who is desperately 
tryin9 to cover her nakedness. 

SALIERI ( contd) 
Shew this wc.':!a.."'l ou� I  

C0NSTANZ E  hurls herself at him. 

You shit! • • •  
CONSTANllE 

You shit! . ... You rotten shit! 
- -
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He seizes her W'I"ists and thrusts her back. Then he 
leaves the room quickly, sla.i:ming the door behind hiz:. 
CONSTANZE tu:rns and sees the T!IO SERVANTS goggling at 
her in the room. 

CONSTANZE (contd) 
What are you staring at? 

Wildly she picks up the candelabru:o and throws it at th""1 • 
It shatters on the floor. 

75 INT. BEDROOM IN SALIERI'S Al'AR=. NIGHT. 1780's 

c.u. SALIERJ: standing, his eyes shut, shaking in distress. 
Be opens them -- and sees across the room CBIUST staring 
at him from the wall • 

OLD SALIERI (\70) 
Fran now on we are enemies -- You and II 

COT TO: 

76 IliT. OLD SALIEIU 'S llOSPIT;u. ROOM. NIG!!T. 1823. 

The old man is re-living the experience. VOGLER looks 
at him, horrified. 

OI.D SAI.IEIU 
Because You will not e��er �e, with all 
my need for you! -- because You scorn my 
attempts at virtue ! -- because You choose 
for Your instr��ent a boastful, lustful, 
smutty infantile boy -- and 9ive Qe for 
reward only the ability to recognize the 
Incarnation! -- because You are unjust, 
unfair, unkind -- I will block You! I 
swear it! I will hinder and haxm Your 
creature an earth as far as I am able! 
I will ruin Your Incarnation! 

CUT BACX 'l'O: 

76A Ill'l.'. BEDROOM IN SAI.IEIU 'S At>ABTl!Ell'l'. NIGll'l.'. 1780 's. 

C.O. The fireplace. In it lies the olive wood C!!IUST 
ON TSE CROSS, burning, 

OLD SALIEIU (VO) 
What use after all is Man, if not to teach 
Ge.! ;:�.:.s :.,:;  .;sens? 

The Cross flMles up and disintegrates. SAI.IERI stares 
at it. 

COT TO: 
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77 INT . Tm! LIVIllG ROOM IN MOZART ' S  APA.RTMENT. NIGHT. 
1780 ' s .  l GIRLS . SCl!ICKA.�EDER . 

63 

The front door bursts open. MOZART stu:obl�• in, followed 
by EMMA.�U::L SCEIClCA.'<EDER , T!l?.,:E YOtlNG ACTRESSES , and 
another 1'-"-"1 , all fairly drunk. SC.'l:.:C:KA.�CER -- (who 
usually appears everywhere accompanied by young girls) 
- is a large, fleshy, extravagant man of about thirty­
five, flai:ll>oya.�t and extravagant. 

MOZARl' 
Stanzil • •. Stanzil ••• S�anzi-Ma..�zil 

The others laugh. 

MOZART ( contd) 
Sash! 

SCl!ICKANEDER 
(imitating MOZART) 

Stan:i-Manzi-aa.,:i-Wanzil 

MOZART 
Sssb! ••• Stay here. 

• • •  

He walks unsteadily to the bedro= door and opens it. 

SC!!IC!IA.',EDER 
( to the GIRI.S , very tipsy) 

§.!!hl •..  You're dishgrashful! • •• 

,78 !NT . BEOROO� CF �OZA:Ee 1 S A.?A.��>�T . NIGST . l780 ' s .  

CONSTA..�ZE lies i� bed, her back turned to her husband, 
who comes intc t."le room and. shuts t..'le deer. 

MOZART 
(playfully) 

Stanzi? • •• How's my mouse? ••. Mouse-wouse? 
••• I '= back • • •  P�ss-w-�ss is backt --

She tu=s round abruptly. She looks dreadful; her eyes 
red with weeping. MOZART is shocked. 

MOZART ( contd) 
Stanzil 

He approaches ';he bed a.�d sits on it. L....,,ediately she 
s<:..:.r-:.:. c=: .:..; :-- :.:.:: , ,':::;:�::::-?�";?l�· . 

What's 
Stanzi 

'.',1"\
'"

• _ .,.  ( c • - ;.,AJ ·--,;,r---- -H -•-
the matte�? ••• What is it? 
••• 

• • • 
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Ee holds her, and she clings to him in a fierce embrace, 
c:.rying a flood of tears, 

MOZART (contd) 
Stop it now • •• Stop it ••• I've brought 
some friends to meet you. They're next 
door, waiting! !lo we have anything to eat? 
They're all starving! 

CONSTANZE: 
Tell them to go away! •• • I don't want 
to see anybody ! 

MOZART 
What's the matter with you? 

CONSTANZE 
Tell thE!lll to go! 

MOZART 
sash! ••• What is it? Tell me! 

CONSTA.�ZE 
llol 

MOZART 
Yest 

CONSTA.>;ZE 
I love you! • • •  I love you! • • •  

She starts cryi�g agai n ,  thr�wing her arms arou..�e his 
nec:k . 

I love you ...  
:t •m frightened 

CONSTANZE: ( contd) 
Please stay with me! 
••• 

sci;:i;.:s 79 ANO so ARE: CUT .  

• •• 

81 INT. Tm: E:MPE:ROR'S SMALL llillillG ROOM %N 'l'llE ROYAI. 
PAI.ACE. Ill':!. l780's. 2 SERV11NTS, l MAU: SECRE:TAlllt, 
4 llOOR.'!Ell , 2 GUARDS • 

JOSE:PH sits eating. A BtlTU:R serves him with bis goat ' s  
milk to drink. JOSE:PH is holding a memora..,dum frcm 
SAI.Il!RI in his hand. SALIZRI stands before him. 

JOSE:PI! 
: don • �  �!.r� )"C� 1.!?::!i::;-:::.:-8-: :.e , Cou::t 
cc:i.pcser .. 

SAI..tER:t 
Majesty, I did. Believe me it was a most 
agonizing decision. But finally I simply 
could not reco=end Herr Mozart. 
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JOSEPH 
Hhy not? 

SAI.IERI 
Well, Sire, I made some enquiries i n  a 
routine way. I was curious to l<.now why 
he had so few pupils ••• It is rather 
alarming • 

JOSEPH 
Oh? 

65 

With a gesture JOSEP!! dismisses the Bll'l'LER, who bows and 
leaves the room. 

SALil!!RI 
Majesty, I don't like to talk against 
a fellow =usician. 

JOSEPH 
Of cou.-se not. 

SALIERI 
I have to tell you -- Mozart is not entirely 
to be trusted alone with young ladies. 

JOSEPH 
Really? 

SALIERI 
As a matter of fact , one o f  my own p upils 

a very you..�g singe� -- told me she was 
-- er, • • •  well --

JOSEPH 
Yes? 

SAI.IERI 
Molested, Majesty ...  Twice -- i..'"l the course 
of the same lesson. 

A pause. 

JOSEPH 
Ah-ha. Well. There it is. 

81A INT. T!!E STAIRCASE IN SALIERI 'S l!OUSE. VIENNA. DAY. 
1780's. 

SAL!ZRI �.ls .; ·.:.�:. ret?.2r:ied frc::: the Palace , and is cc::U.ng 
up t..'i.e sta:.=C�.:s. Be is cet by his SERVA.UT. 

SERVllNT 
Sir, -- there is a Barr Mozart waitilig 
for you in tl:e Salon. 
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SALIERI is plainly alarmed . 

SALIERI 
What does he want? 

SERVANT 
Be didn't say, sir. I told him I didn't 
know when you would be back, but he 
insisted on waiting • 

SALIERI 
Ccme with me. And stay in _the room I 

lie mounts the stairs. 

82 Ill!l'. Sl\LON IN SAI.IEiu:'S APARTME!i'.!'. DAY. 1780's. 

a portfolio. 
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M0ZAR1' is wait.ing fo,: SM.IERI, holding 
SAI.IERI approaches him; he is nervous. 
not belligerently, hut humbly. 

MOZART stands 

SAI.n:RI 
lierr Mozart -- what brings you here?· 

MOZART 
Ycur Excellency, you requested some specimens 
of M'f work. Here they are • • . I don ' t  have 
to tel� you how much l need your help. I 
truly appreciate your lookin� at these ••• 
I have pressures en me -- financial pressures. 
As you knew, I 'm a married man now. 

Sl\l.IERI 
So you are • •• Bew is your pretty wife? 

MOZART 
She is well. She is -- well, actually, I 'm 
about to become a father! ••• She only told 
ma last night. You are the first to know! 

SALIERI 
I'm flattered ••• And congratulations to 
ycu, of ccursel 

MOZART 
So you see, this post is very important to 
me ri9ht now. 

SALIERI looks at him in distress. 

SAI.IE:R! 
Nhy didn ' t  you come to ma yesterday, Mozart? 
••• This is a l!lOat painful si tuat.ionl 
Yesterday i: could have helped you. Today 
- I can't! 
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Why? 
I ...,  
what 

MOZART 
Here is the music! I t ' s  here! ••. 

submitting it humbly. Isn ' t  that 
you wantecl? 

SAI.IERI 
I have just come fra%l ·the Palace ••• 
'l'he post has been fillecl . 

MOZART 
Filled? ••• That's impossible! They haven't 
even seen my work! ••• I neecl this post ! 
Please -- can't you help me? • •• Please! 

SAI.IERI 
My clear Mozart -- there is no one in the 
wcrlcl I wculcl rather help -- but new it 
is too late. 

MOZART 
llhcm did they choose? 

SAI.IERI 
Barr Samer. 

S<X::!!er'? 
a fool! 

• • •  
• • •  

MOZART 
Herr So-::::.er? • • •  But t."1e r.an • s 
B e ' s  a :o:al cediocri;y! 

SAI.IERI 
No, no , no: he has yet to achieve mediocrity! 

MOZART 
But I can ' t  lose thi s post -- I sL�ply ca.� ' t !  
Excellency,. please _.., let's e:0 to the Pa.lace, 
and you can explain to the Ztiperar that 
Berr Sammer is an awful choice! lie could 
actually do musical ha.r.n ta the Princess! 

SAI.IERI 
An implausible idea. Between you ancl me, 
no one in the world could do musical ha.r.n 
to the Princess Elizabeth. 
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MOZA."IT c.�uckles celightedly. 
of white dessert and a spoon . 
and gees on talking. 

SAI.IERI of�ers bL� a glass 
�OZA.RT takes it absently, 

MOZA�.T 
Lc<:k , I _  .. ·· .: :H.-:.:! :,:..:�. -:. : s ?  :�:. -;..:-. ..:; ·�= pupils 
I C:!!'l t t  :-: �� .:.;e! 

SAI.ZERI 
Yau don't mean to tell me you are living 
in poverty? 
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MOZART 
No, but I'm broke. I'm always b�oke. 
I don't know why. 

SAI.IERI 
It has been said, my friend, that you are 
inclined to live scmewhat above your means. 

MOZART 
BOW can anyone say that? We have no cook! 
No maid! We have no footman -- nothinq at 
all! 

Bow is that 
do:,•t you? 

SAI.%ERI 
possible? Yau give concerts, 
I hear they are quite successful . 

MOllMIT 
'l'hey•re stupendously successful! • •• You 
can't qet a seat! •• • The only problem is 
none will hire me! They all want to hear 
me play - but they won •t let me teach 
their daughters. A• if I was saoe kind 
of fiend! • •• I'm not a fiend! ••• 

SAI.%ERI 
Of course not! • •• 

MOZART 
Do you have a daughter? 

SAI.IERI 
I 'm afraid not. 

MOZART 
Well -- could you lend me some money till 
you have one? Tben I'll teach her for free. 
That's a premise! ••• Oh, I'm sorry. I'm 
being silly! Papa's right -- I should put 
a padlock on my mouth • • •  Seriously, is 
there any cha.�ce you could manage a loan? 
Only for six months -- eight at most! 
After that I '11 be the richest man in 
Vienna. ·  I'll pay you back double! Anything! 
Name your temsl ••• I 'm not joking. I'm 
workinq on somethinq that's going to 
explode like a bomb all over Europe I 

SAI.IO:RI 
P...h, ?':.� �xcit.in; !  Tell ?':'.e t"'�re . 

MOZART 
I-' d better net. It•• a bit. of a 11ecret ••• 

68 
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SALIERI 
Come, ccme, Mozarti I'm interested. Truly. 

MOZART 
Actually, it' s  a bi� secret! • • •  Oh, this 
is delicious! • • •  what is it? 

SALIERI 
cream cheese mixed with granulated sugar 
and suffused with rum. Crema al Mascarpone! 

MOZART 
1'11. Italian? 

SALIERI 
1!'0%:'9ive me. We all have patriotic feelings 
of sane kind.. 

MOZART 
Twc thousand -- twC hundred florins is 
al.l l need • • •  A hundred? • • •  Fifty? • • •  

SALIERI 
'llhat exactly are you working on? 

MOZART 
I can' t  say. Really • • •  

SALIERI 
I don't think you should bec=e known 
in Vienna as a debtor, Mozart. Bowever 
- however, I knew a very distinguished 
gentleman I could recor.:nend to you. And 
he has a daughter • • •  Will that do? 

SCENE 83 IS CUT. 
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84 IN'l'. Till! l!l\I.L OF MICHAEL SC!ILCMllERG' S  BOOSE. MORNI!i:G. 
l780's. l SERVANT, l VALET, l Cl!l\MB.EllMAilJ, 8 DOGS. 

llysterical barking and howling. The hall is full of 
COGS, at least five, all jumping up and dashing about, 
and ma.king a terrific racket. MOZART, dandified in a 
new coat and a plumed hat for the occasion, bas arrived 
to teach at the house of a prosperous merchant, MICHAEL 
SC!!LUMBERG. Bluff, friendly and coarse-looking, he 
stands in his hall amidst the leaping and barking animals, 
greeting MOZART.· 

SCBLCMBERG 
C"iet! . . .  Quiett .. . .  Q•.oiet! • • •  oc...-n,. 

-

t.'>ere I :=n )'OU! 
(to :!OZART) 

llelcane to you! Pay no attention -­
they're impossible! • • •  Stop it, you 
willfull thin9e l • • •  Come this way! 

(MOU) 
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SCl!LtlMBERG ( contd) 
Just ignore them! They're perfectly har.:i­
less, just willfull! • •• I treat them just 
like my own children! 

MOZART 
And which one of them do you want ine to teach? 

SCl!LL'M!!ERG 
What? ••• Bal ••• Ea-ha! That's funny! 
I like it! ••• "Which one• eh? ••• Bahal 
••• You're a funny fellowt • •• 

(shouting) 
Hannah I • . • Ccme this way I 
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Ee leads MOZART through the throng of dogs into a Salon, 
furnished with comfortal>le Jniddle-class taste. 

SCl!I.OMBERG ( contd) 
Hannah! 

FRAIi SCELllM!IERG appears: an a:>.'<ious wc:oan in Oliddle life. 

SCELtlMBERG (contd) 
(to MOZART) 

You won't be teachin9 this one eit..�er. 
She ' s  my wife ••• Sa..�al 

(bowing) 
Madame . 

MOZART 

SCLUMaERG 
This is aerr Mozart, QY dear. The young 
man Be::r Salieri recc:=ienCed to teach OQr 
Gertrude. Where is she? 

FRAtl SC!!LC:-!BERG 
tips tairs • 

SCl!LOMBERG 
Gertrude! 

PRAii SCHLID!3ERG 
You can't be Eer:: Mozart! 

MOZART 
I'm afraid I am. 

sc:Z!.'.:: :::?.,;; 

Of co�se i: 's  hi::. �;!::> ' d  :.·=·l t..11!.:-_"<. i� is? 
PRAii SC!!LtneERG 

I 've heard about you for ages! I thought 
you must be an old man. 
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SC!!I.UMBERG 
Gex-trude! 

FRAU SC!!I.UMBERG 
It.'• such 11n honoux- for us to have you 
hex-e, Serr Mozart. And fox- Gertrude. 

SCBI.UMBERG 
People who knew, say the 9irl's got talent • 
You must judge fox- yourself. If you think 
llhe stinks, say so. 

FRAU SC!II.UMBERG 
Michael, please I • • • I •m sure you will find 
hex- most willing, Be= Mozart. She • a really 
vex-y excited. She's been preparing all 
IIIOZD.ing. 

' 
MOZAM' 

Really? 

FRAO SC!!I.UMBERG 
Ah new! ••• Here she Coaiesl 

71 

GERTRODE SCl!LtlMllERG appears in the doorway: 11n awkward 
girl of fifteen in he,: best dl:ess, he,: haix- primped and 
curled. She js exceedingly nervous . 

MOZART 
Good morning, Fraulein Schlumbergl 

s=tiMi!E:RG 
St.ru.del, this is !!err Mozart. Say good 
morning. 

GERTR1lDE giggles instead. 

FRAO SC!!I.llMBERG 
( t.a MOZART) 

Perhaps a little refx-eshment., first? 
A lit.t.le coffee, or a little chocolate? 

MOZART 
I'd like a little wine, if you have it. 

PRAO scaI.UMBERG 
Wine? 

SC!!t.=:!:RG 
Q·· • �e -� - � �  5e 's  ooina to n�ed itl li,1,,,1, ·  .. - "' :I · '" •  :1 ';I 

( :al:�ng and cla??in, his hands) 
ltlau•I A bottle of wine. Prestissi.mol 
••• Now let'• 90 t.a it.I I ' ve been waiting 
all day for t.hi11 I 

lie leads t.he way into t.he 
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85 n."'l'. T!!E MUSIC ROOM OF THE: SCl!Lu"M3ERG ' S  !!OtlSE: . DAY . 
1780'•• SI.ME AS f84 (l  SERVA."iT, l VALE.T, l C!!AMBERMAID, 
8 DOGS) 

A forte-pi,,no open and waiting. All the DOGS follow him. 
After th"'" . MOZART, li'RAu" and FRAULEIN SCHLCMi!ERG. To 
MOZART'& dis:oay husband and wife seat ther.iselves quite 
fo:r:mally e n  a little narrow sofa, side by side. 

SC!ILllMBERG 
(to the DOGS) 

N"" sit down all of you, and behave ••• 
Zeman! ••• Mandi! • •• Absolutely quiet I ••• 

( to a young BEAGLE:) 
Especially you, Dudelsacha - not one sound 
f:0111 you! 

The DOGS settle at thei: •feet. llOSBA!ID and lin'E smile 
encou::agingly at each othe:!'. 

SC!ILDMBERG ( contd) 
Ccme on, then. tip and at itl 

MOZART gestures to the music bench. Reluctantly the 
GIRL sits at the instrument. MOZART sits beside her. 

MOZART 
Now please play me something. Just to 
give o,e an idea. Anything will de. 

GERTRUDE 
( to P A.RE.'ITS) 

I don't want you to stay. 

li'RAtl SC!!LtlM3ERG 
'l'hat•s al::ight, dea.r. Just go ahead, as 
if we weren't here! 

GERTRUDE 
But you a::e here. 

SCl!I.llMBERG 
Neve: mind, Strudel. It's part of music, 
getting used to an audience. A::en't I 
right, Serr Mozart? 

MOZART 
Well, yes ••• on the whole. I suppose. 

( ..  r ·r.--::,,..-::-..... , .. o .:;: �- .. . .  J ... £. 

llcw long have you been ?la;•i:lg, Fraulein? 

li'RAO SC!!LDMBERG 
.:rust one yea:. 
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MOZART 
Who was your teacher? 

FRAU SCl!Li.JMBERG 
I wast • •• But she guite outgrew !:.he little 
I could shew her! 

MOZART 
Thank you , Madaine • 

(to GERTRUDE) 
Come on now -- courage! Play me something 
you know. 

73 

In response !:.he wretched GIRI. just stares down at !:.he 
keyboard without playing a note. 

AD awkward pause. 
• 

MOZART ( contd) 
Perhaps it would be l>et.ter if - were left 
alone. I think we're both a Utt.le shy. 

HUSBAND a.,d WIFE look at. each other. 

SCIILUMBERG 
Nonsense! Strudel's net shy. She 's just 
willfull You give into her new, you'll 
be sorry later. Strudel -- £!&1 

A silence. The GIRI. sits unmoving. SCIILUMBERG bellows: 

SC!!Lu"MBERG (contd) 
I said play! 

PRAU SCBLU!9ERG 
Michaeli 

MOZART 
Perhaps if I were to play a little first, 
it. might. encourage the Fraulein • •• 

( to the GIRI.) 
llhy don't you let me try the instrument? 
••• Alright? 

Suddenly the GIRI. rises. MOZAR'l' =iles at !:.he parents. 
They smile nervously back. MOZl\.'!'l' slides along the 
bench, raises his hands and preludes over t.'>e keys. 
Instantly a c'iog -- a BEAGLE -- howls loudly, Startled, 
!!OZ�.!"!' •t"!'S . �•.!'!!.ID!!!ERG le�:,s tc, his feet a.,d goes 
over to the B:EAJU:. 

St.op that, 
SCIIL!,,"!!BERG 

Dudelsachsl , , ,  St.op it. at. once! 
(MORE) 
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SC!!I.tlMBERG (contd) 
(to MOZART) 

Don't let him disturb you. He'll l>e alri;ht. 
Be's just a little willful tcol •• • Please 
-- please -- play! I l>e; you! 
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MOZART resumes playin;. This time a lively piece, perhaps 
the Presto Finale frao the 11:. 450. The do; howls 

• immediately. 

Stop it! 

MOZART stops. 

• • •  
SCBI.ll!!BERG ( contd) 

STOP! 

SC!!Lll!!BERG ( contd) 
No, not you - % was talking to the doql 
You keep playing. Il:'s most important. 
Be always howls when he hears musicl 
We'va got to break them of the babit. 
Play -- please. Please! 

Amazed, MOZART starts to play the Rondo again. The DOG 
howls louder. 

SCl!LU!!BE:RG C contd) 
That ' s  it! Now keep going �- j�st keep 
going! 

( to  the BEA<,,.;;:) 
Now you stop that noise, Du.delsachs -­
you step it this instant! This instant , 
de you hear Qe? . . .  �eep going , Herr Mozart 
-- that ' s  it . .. .  Go on! • • • Go on! . .. .  

MOZART plays on. Suddenly the DOG falls silent. 
SCBLUMBERG smiles broadly. 

SC!II.ll!!BERG ( contd) 
Good -- good -- good! • • • Very good do;! ••• 
Very, very ;cod Du.delsachsl 

(to his wife, snapping his fingers) 
Quick, quick -- dear -- bri,ng hi• biscuit! 

The WIFE scurries to get a jar of biscuits. A SERVA?IT 
brings in an open l>ottle of wine and a full ;lass on 
a tray. Be puts it dcwn beside MOZART as SC!lLUMBERG 
addresses the silent COG with deepest affection. 

SC!ILUMBE:..G ( contd) 
?low ;:..:.c: .- ·��o • s ;cing �o .;et a nice reward! 
Cleve� , c:ever D uCil • • •  

Be gives the biscuit to the DOG who swallows it greedily. 
MOZAR'l' stops playing and stand• up. 
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SC!!LOMBERG ( contd) 
It 'a a miracle, Serr Mo�artl 

MOZART 
(barely contrcllins himself) 

Well, I 'Zll a good teacher , The next time 
you wish me t:c inat:,:uct: another cf your 
dogs, please let. me knew. GccdlJye, 
Fraulein -- soodl:>ye , Madame -- sccdbye , 
Sirl 
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Se bcws t:0 them and leaves the rccm. They l00k after him 
in puzzled astonishment:. 

FRAIi SCBI.tlMBERG 
llhat. a strange young man. 

Yes. 
SCl!I.Dl!llERG 

ae i• a lit:t:le st.ranse • • •  

86 l!X'l. A BllSY STa.:E'r IN VIENliA. DAY. 1780'•• 
300 SHOPPERS, 70 DOMESTIC: A!IIMALS FOR SALE, ETC. 

86A 
' 

A cheerful scene. We see MOZART st:,:utt.ing and beaming, 
makins his way thrcush the crowd cf porters, carriers 
and hawkers, sellers of sausages and pastries, vendors 
cf hats and r•ibbons.  Horses and carriase clatter past 
him. Bis meed is best expressed hy a bubbling version 
of 'Non piu Andrai' played on the forte-piano. 

Still in the sa.�e mood ,  he enters the door of his cwn 
house. so PEDESTRIA..'iS, CAa..�AGES ,  CARTS ' Wn:!::.E:!.3A..q,_�.;s, 
RIDING HOP.SES. 

87 INT. Tim l!l\LLWAY CF MOZART'S BCIJSE. DAY. l780's. 

Suddenly, he st:cps. ae l00ks up the st.airs. The grim 
opening chords fran the Den Giovanni overture cut: across 
the March fr0r.1 'Fi7aro. • knat he sees, looking up t..�e 
st:airs, is a menacins figure i.� a long, grey cape and 
dark grey hat:, st:anding en the landing, The light: co:nes 
frc:c behind the figure so t:hat we see only its silhouette 
es it unfolds its arms towards MOZART in an alarming 
gesture cf possession. lt. takes a beat. in which the 
air cf sinister mystery is held -- be�cre MOZART realizes 
who it is. Then, as the music continues , he hastily sets 
down the bottle of wine and rushes joyfully up t.'le st.airs 
-- and hurls hil>self int:0 t:he figure's azms. 

MOZART 
Pa.pal ••• i?Al?AI 

Beth zoen embrace. The music slowly fades dcwn. 
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88 Ili'l'. MOZAR'l''S LIVING ROOM. DAY. 17BO's. 

A cra,nped, low-ceiling little re= which ncbcdy has 
tidied fer ages. We see music lying everywhere. Also 
many empty wine bottles: musical inst.ru=ents -- a=ong 
them a =an0olin, a viola, a forte-piano with t..�e black 
and white keys reversed -- hooks and al:a.ndcned plates 
of food. MOZART clasps his father's a,:i:,s. LEOPOLD is 
new seen as an aging, travel-stained man in clothes that 
need repair. Bis face is lined, and he is obviously not 
in perfect health. 

MOZAR'? 
'llhy are you here? 

U:OPOLD 
Am %  not welcane? 

MOZARl' 
Of course welcome I ••• Welc:cme ten thousand 
times! Papal ••• My Papal ••• 

Be kisses his hands. 

U:OPOLD 
You're very thin. Does she net feed you, 
this wife of yours? 

MOZART di,cks away and fetc.'les his father • s bags from t.'le 
landing. 

MOZART 
Feed? Well, of ccu.rse st.s: feees mel 
She stuffs me like a goose all day long! 

Giggling, he ducks away and fetches his fat.'ler's bag from 
the landing. 

MOZAR'l' (contd) 
She'll the best cook in the world. I mean, 
since Mama! ••• Just wait -- you'll see! 

. LEOPOLD 
Is she not here? 

MOZART 
I don't knew! ••• Stanzil ••• Sta..�zi? 

LEOPOLD looks about him at t.'le mess in the room. 

Oh ye• ••• Oh, I 
MOZARl' 
mean no -- not exactly 
(MOi'.E) 
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MOZART ( contd) 
like this! ••• I mean today -- just today 
-- Stanzi -- I rememl:>er now -- she had to 
qo -- Yes! She had to help her mother ••• 
Yes, she' s  like that! Ber mother's a very 
sweet woman -- you'll see. 
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He carries the bag across the room and opens the door of 
!:he bedrocm. CONSTA.�ZE lies in bed. She sits up, 
startled. 

MOZART ( contd) 
Ohl I 4idn't kn0W you were ha.el 
Stanzi, this is "'Y father. 

• • •  

CONSTl\NZE, who looks ill and tired, stares at LEOPOLD. 
LEOPOI.!) stares back fran !:he dcorway. 

MOZ.l\.RT (contd) 
We'll Waitl ••• We' ll wait! ••• Why don't 
y011. qet up new, darllnq? 

He clo$es the dcor aqain. 

MOZART (contd) 
She's very tired, pocr creature ••• You 
know =e: I'm a real pig .  It ' s  not so 
easy cleaninq up after me! ••• 

I.EOPOI.D 
Don't you have a maid? 

MOZART 
Oh we could, if we wa..,ted to, but Stanzi 
won't hear of it. She wants to do e'l."er.1-
1:hinq herself ••• 

I.20POI.D 
Haw is your financial situation? 

MOZART 
It couldn't  be better! 

LEOPOLD 
That's not what I hear. 

MOZART 
What do you mean? ••• It's wonderful! ••• 
R�a::.:ly, i t. ' s  -- it ' s  -- it ' s  :-:,,;.::-1elouz 1 
. . .  PeQ?le lcve me here. 

I.!OPOI.D 
They aay you're in del>t. 
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MOZART 
!Iba? !Iba says that? ••• New that • s a 
malicious lie! 

LEOPOLD 
l!cw many pupils de ycu have? 

MOZART 
Pupils? 

LEOPOI.D 
Yes . 

MOZART 
Yes ••• 

LEOPOLD 
l!cw many? 

:i: don't !<."law. It's  net important ••• I 
mean, I don't want pupils ••• They get 
in the way -- I1ve get ta have time !er 
ccmpcsi ticn. 

U:OPOLO 
Canp0siti0n doesn't pay; you knew that. 

MOZART 
This one will! 

Ee picks up s0C1e pages of manuscript. 

I.l!OPOI.D 
llhat •a that? 

MOZAll.'l' 
Oh, let's net talk about it. 

LEOPOI.D 
Khy net? 

MOZART 
It's a secret. 

U:OPOI.D 
You don' t  have secrets frCR Jne1 

MOZART 
It ' s  �we �.;;....�sero�s; Pa�a ••• Sut they 're 
90in9 ta love itl ••• Ah -- there she ial 

78 

CONSTAN22 cai:ies into the """"'· She is wearing a dressing 
gown and has :nade e perfuncto:cy attempt ta tidy her hair. 
We ••• that she is clearly pregnant. 
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MOZART (contd) 
My Stanzil ••• Look at her! ••• Isn't she 
beautiful? ••• Cc;:,e on new, confess. Papal 
Cculd you want a prettier girl for a daughter? 

CONSTA.'IZE 
Stop it, Wolfi. I look dreadful ••• Welcome 
ta cur house, Herr Mozart . 

MOZART 
Ee' s  not Eerr Mozart! Call him Papal 

LEOPOLD 
I see that you're expecting. 

CONSTANZE 
Ob, yes • • •  

LEOPOLD 
lihen, 111ay I ask? 

CONSTANZE 
In three 111onths ••• Papa. 

MOZART 
Isn't t.�at marvelous? We're delighted! •• • 

L!i:O!?OLD 
Why didn't you mention it in your letters? 

MOZART 
Oid.� t t I? . • .  I thought I did! • • • I 'm � 
I did! ••• 

Ee gives a little giggle of elllbarrassment. 

CONSTANZE 
May I offer you sa:e tea,· Berr Mozart? 

MOZART 
Tea? Who wants tea? Let's go out! This 
calls for a feast • •• You don't want tea, 
Papal ••• Let's go dancing! Papa loves 
parties, don ' t  yo�? 

CONSTA..'-iZE 
Wolfi! 

. .... _.,,  __ . ... ... -.. ·" 
Teal 

CONSTANZ!! 
�olfi, I think your father's tired. I'll 
cook us something here. 

• • •  
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LEOPOLD 
Thank you. That 'll be fine . Don 't spend 
any J110ney on me. 

MOZART 
Why not? Oh come , Papal What better way 
could l spend it than on you? My kissable 
-- missable -- suddenly visible Papal I 
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The jaunty tune of Ich Mochte Wohl Der Kaiser sein (K.539) 
IIOWlds t:brough all the following. This is an alternate 
song frOOI Il Sera�io: a very extroverted tune for a 
baritone, with or estra and a prominent: part fer bass 
a=. The vocal part should be arranged fo:r a t::rumpet. 

89 EX'r. STl!EE'.I' IN VIENNA. DAY. l780 's .  SO PEOPLE , 
5 CARRIAGES , DOGS . 

MOZART and CONSTANZ2 with LEOPOI.D between them. We see 
couples shopping. 

90 INT. A COSTOME SBOP . VXENNA. DAY. 1780 's .  4 CLElUtS , 
3 CUSTOMERS . • . 

This is a shop whe:re one can buy costumes fc:r masc:r.lerades .  
It is filled with e."<travagant costumes of various kinds . 
WOLFGANG is wearing a costume , ll mask pushed up on his 
forehead: CONSTANZE is wearing a lit:t:le white velvet: mask . 
Amidst: merriment: LEOPOLD is helped by TWO ASSISTANTS to 
put on a dark grey cloak and a dark grey tricorne hat, 
t:c which is attached a full mask of dark grey - its 
mouth cut into a fixed upward smile. 

:ae turns and locks at his son t:brcugh this mask. 

Cll'l' STRAIG!a' TO: 

91 INT. A LARGE ROOM AllRI\NGED FOR A PART)!. VIENNA. NIGHT. 
1780 1s .  20 ORCE . ,  3 GIRLS , 15 SER.VAN'l'S , 10 C!III.DREN, 
2 BOYS ,  3 COOKS , 3 ASSISTANTS , 48 DANC1mS , 7S GtraSTS • 

We are in t:he full whi:rl of a Masquerade Ball. Couples 
dancing around dressea. in fantastic cost:""2es . The music 
of Ich Mochte wohl Der Kaiser increases in volume and 
pe:rs:i.sts . We see the mus:i.c;i.an,: thW!lping it out on a 
balustrade above the dancers . A steer is being :roasted. 
Through the !lobbing c:rowd we see a group, headed by the 
figu:re of BACC!IUS : this is SC!!I!tl\NEDER in a G:reek 
costume, wearing vine leaves in his hai:r. !le is accom­
panied by his usual trio of ACTWSES 1 three othe:r MEN :  
CONSTANZE as Colcmbine and MOZART as Harlequin pulling 
LEOPOLD by the hand of his dark cloak and smiling mask . 
This whole group threads its way across the crowded room 
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and disappears through a door. As they 90 they are 
watched by SALZER!, standing alone in a corner, wearing 
ordina:y evening clothes. Ee turns away hastily to avoid 
being seen by them. 

As soon as they disappear into the far room, SALIERI goes 
quickly to a lady in the corner who is giving guests 
daoino-masks off a tray. Ee quickly takes a s,oall black 
mask and puts it on. 

Cll'1' 'l'O: 

92 l:N'I'. A GRO'l'TO-ROOM ADJAC2N'l' 'l'O THE MAIN PARTY ROOM. 
!ll:Gl!'l'. 1780 ' • •  10 DOOBMEN, 10 Dl\NC.:RS, 10 SERVA.'ITS, 
20 SPEC'l'A'l'ORS • 

A fantastic rocm c!esigned es a racky Grotto,· lit by 
candles. A forte-piano to one side is being played by 
SCBIJO.NEDER: the music of 'Ich Mocllte' cross-fades to 
another tune. This• is Vivat Bacc!ius £rm 'Seraglio' -
which SCBI!tl\NEDER, dressed as l!acc:S.us, is h=ing as he 
plays. 'l'he =sic is actually accompanying a ga:ne of 
Porf•it:s, which has begun. i'IVB COUPLES (the GilOIIP we 
have just seen) are dancing in the middle of a ring made 
by nine chair• . ffhen the m••sic stops they will each 
have to find a chair -- and the one who fails to do this 
must pay for a forfeit. 

CONST;;.�zE is dancing with I.EOPOI.0 1 MOZART is dancing with 
one of the ACTRE:SSES; the two other ACTRE:SSES are dancing 
with two other G.ENTU:.MEN ; and two children da..�ce t09ethsr 

' -- a LITTLE BOY and a L:t'i"l'LE: GIRL. The scene is watc.."led 
by a circle of BYSTA,,'-:DERS, e.ci.ongst t:he.m -- frc:n t.."J.e 
doorway -- SALIERI. 

SCBIRANEDER stops playing. Immediately the couples 
scramble for the chairs. I.EOPOI.O and CONSTANZE meet on 
the same chair -- bwnpi.'lg and pushing at each ot:.'ler t:o 
get sole possession of it. To the amusec.ent of the 
people around, the chair over-balances and they both 
encl. up on the floor. CONSTANZE iomtediately gets up 
again, sets the chair on its feet, and tries to pretend 
she was sitting in it all the ti..--... But SCl!lXANEOE:R 
calls cut frcm the fcrte-piano: 

SCBIKANEOE:R 
!lo, no! You both lost! ••• You both lost! 
•• • You both have to forfeit! ••• And the 
penal�y �; • •• you must e..�char.qe your wigs! 

People are delighted by the ic!ea of this penal tr. The 
CBII.DREN j=P up anc!. down with excitement. 'l'he 'l'l!REE 
ACTRESSES i=ediat:ely surround I.EOPOI.D, reaching for hi• 
hat: and mask. and wig, whilst: he tries to hold on t:o them. 
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MOZART takes off CONSTA.�ZE ' s  wig -- an absurd affair 
with side-curls. CONSTANZE laughingly surrenders it. 

LEOPOLD 
No, please! • • •  This is ridiculous! ••• 
No -- please! ••• 

Despite his protests an ACTRESS takes off his hat, to 
which the smiling mask is attached, to reveal his out­
raged face showi.,g a very different expression underneath. 
l\Nar!!ER AC'l'RE:SS snatches off his wig -- to reveal very 
sparse hair on the old man•,s head. !?he Tl!Illll ACTRESS 
takes CONSTANZE's wig from MOZART and attempts to put 
it on his father's head. 

LEOPOI.ll (contd) 
Nol ••• Reallyl ••• 

MOZAll'r 
( calling to him) 

'l'his i■ just a game, Papal 

CONSTIINZE echoes him with a touch of malice in her voice. 

CONSTANZE 
"This is just a game, Papal " 

Laughingly. the BYSTA.>;DERS take it up: especially the 
children. 

BYSTA.>;DERS 
nThis is just a gaI:1.e , Papal � 

As LEOPOLD glares furiously ahout him, the ACTRESS 
succeeds in getting CONSTr..,;z.: • s  wig fi:z:mly onto his head. 
Everybody l>ursts into applause. Delightedly, CONSTA.>;ZE: 
puts on LEOPOI.0'11 wig, hat and mask: from the waist up 
she now looks like a weird parody of LEOPOLD in the 
smiling grey mask, and he looks like a weird parody of 
her in the silly feminine wig. SCB.t.KANE:DE:R starts to 
play again, Md the COUPLES start to dance. LEOPOLD 
angrily taJces off CONSTANZE:'s wig and leaves this circle: 
his par'"..ner -- CONSTANZE: -- is left alone. Seeing this, 
MOZART leaves his partner and catches his father entreat­
ingly by the arm. 

MOZAll'r 
Oh no, Papa -- please! Don't spoil the 
!'..:...'1.I Cc::.a c::.. Sere ,. ':.t.i,:� ::.:.ne. 

Be takes off his own wig and puts it on LEOPOLD'• un­
covered head. · !?he effect, if not as ridiculous, is 
still somewhat bizarre, since WOLFGANG favours fairly 
elaborate wigs. ae takes CO!ISTA.'IZE'• wig frcm his 
father. As this happen• -
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The music steps again, !!OZA.RT gently pushes his father 
down onto a nearby chair; t.�e others screr.,ble for the 
other c:haira ; and he is left aa the Odd Man Out. ll:e 
giggles. SC!!IKANEDER calls out to LEOPOLD frCl!l the 
keyboard. 

SC&I!WIEDl!R 
Berr Mozart -- why don.• t you name your 
ecn' a penalty? 

Applause. 

MOZART 
Yes, Papa -- name itl Name itl ••• % ' 11 
do anything you •ay I 

UOPOLI) 
% want you to c=e back with me to Salzburg, 
..., •on. 

SC&I!WIEDER 
What did he say? ••• What did he say? 

MOZART 
Papa, the rule is you can only give penalties 
that can _be perfor:ued i., the roan. 

LEOPOLD 
I'm tired of this game. Please play without 
""'· 

But my penalty I 
penalty! 

MOZART 
••• I've sot tc have a 

All the BYSTA.'mERS are watching. 

SC!!IKANEPER 
I've got a geed one! ••• I've got a perfect 
one for youl CCl!le over herel 

MOZAR'l' runs over to the forte-piano, and SC!!Ilt1iNEDl!R 
aurrendars his place at it. 

SC!!IKA!!EDER ( contd) 
!low -- I want you to play our tune -­
sitting bacl<Wards. 

MOZART 
Oh, that's really too easy. Any child 
can do that! 
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SCIIIXANECER 
And a Pugue in the =anner of Se?lastian Baell. 

Renewed applause ·at this wicked extra penalty. MOZART 
lliniles at sc;;IX.�"ECEa -- it is the sort of ��allenc;e 
he loves -- defie.."'ltly puts on CONS'i:.\NZE 's wig and seAts 
himself with his back to the keyboard. Before the 
astonished eyes of the coo:pany he proceeds to execute 
this absurdly dif�ic:ult t;osk. l!is ric;ht hand pla:,s the 
bass part, his left hand the tre:nl>le, and with this added 
difficulty he improves a brilliant Fugue on the subject 
of the tune to which t..'>ey ha,•e l>ee.'l da.'lc:inc;. Attracted 
by this astonishinc; feat, t.�e PI.AYERS draw nearer to the 
instrument. so does SALIERJ:, cautiously, with some of 
f:b• BYSTANDERS • COHS'I'l\NZE watches him approach. Only 
r..BOPOI.D sits by himself, sull<ing. 

'J.'he Puc;ue ends, amidst terrific c:lappinc;. 'l'he Gtll!S'I'S 
call out to MOZART. 

GUESTS 
Another! • • •  Do another! • • • Sc=eone elsel 

MOZAR'l' 
Give =e a na::i.el • • •  Who shall I de? • • • 
Give ,oe a ne.:ne! 

GO.:S'I'S 
Glucl<! ••• l!ayd.'ll ••• Frederic: Eandell • • •  

CONSTA.',ZE 
Salieri I • •• Do Salieri ! • • •  

QUICll Sl!ar: SAL:ER.I's casked face whips around and looks 
at her. 

MOZART 
New that's hard. That's very hard! For 
Salieri one has to face the ric;ht way 'round. 

Giggling, he t=s around and sits at the keyboard. 
Then, watched by a hic;hly =used group, he begins a 
wicked pai:ody. 

Be furrows his brow in cock concentration and closes his 
eyes. Then he !:ec;ins to play t..'le tune tc whic:ll they 
danced, ir. the =ost ol>vious way i=aginable -- n,lyii,g 
heavily on a totally and offensively u.�i..�aginative �ass 
ef tc:,,ic a.�� -t-.:.-,,,�t:. , �'."'. -:' ���.,.._Y ::-...... � ... � -- :'. �!-.� :-·:s:.:: 
i;:; t:.ie •··•2�· .. · .· : c: =�- :-:.-::t. . .  :-: ; �;:."_::::-3 ro--::� 
wit."I la..:;;��t=.  . :.�.2d' :at?.�: �-Q c;:.�;::2 �ilC!;. �r:);.:;h 
this e,ccn,ciating scene SA!.IEii!I stares at CONSTANZE -­
who sud�enly t=• her head and tu.--ns challengingly back 
at him • 
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!!02AR'l''a parody reaches its coarse cliJ:,ax with him 
adding a fart noise instead cf notes tc end cadences, 
&e builds this up, urged en in hia clowning by everyone 
else -- until suddenly he steps and cries cut, The 
laughter cuts cff, MOZART stands up, clutching his 
behind, es if be has JDade a mess in his breeches! The 
mcmentary hush of ela::m is followed by a howl of laughter, 

c.o. SAI.IERI ataring in pain. 

93 IH'.I'. OLD SAI.IERI'S BOSPITAI, ROOM, NIG!!'l'. 1823, 

C .o. 'l'he OI.D MAN ia ahaldng et the very recollection of 
hi• humiliation. 

OLD Sl\I.IERI 
Go GIii ••• Moclc mel • •• Laugh! ••• Laugh! 

CtJ'1' l3AC!: TO: 

94 Jli'l' • GR0'.r'IO , !IIGl!'J.' • 17 80 • • • SAME llS t 92 • 

• • •  

A repetition of the shot cf M0a1Jl'l' et the .forte-piano, 
wearing CO!iSTANZE'a wig and emitting a shrill giggle. 

COT 'l'O: 

95 IllT. BEDROOM Ill SAI.IERI'S APA=. IIIG!!T. 1780's. 

SAI.IERI sits at his desk. Ee holds in his hand the 
s:oall black party mask -- and stares in hatred at the 

, place on the wall "he.re the crucifix used to hang. 
Faintly we see the mark of the Cress. 

Sl\I.IERI (VO) 
That was net Mozart laughing, Pat.her. That 
vaa Godl That was God! God laughing at ioe 
through that obscene giggle! Ge on, Signcrel 
Laugh! ••• Ru!> my nose in itl ••• Shov my 
mediocrity fer all tc see! . •. Ycu vaitl 
% will laugh at Yen! Befcn I leave this 
ea:tl:I -- I will laugh at Youl ••• -nl 

-

SCE!IE 96 IS CUT. 

97 %11'1'. MOZART 'S WO!lKllOOM. OM'. 178Q'a. 

It ia littered with manuscripts, In the middle stands " � · 1 " ' ·.i .. .. ... . -n ,..._ .,.  so • .. "'""""'1-·· ._... "'e•r t'" � "".:::.a. · · t" .e,.1 i;,;,l, ... ...  �- .,....,__e • \J, -•'- :0-,--.. ,._-•• .. _ •4 .., d._. W.., "" ,. .., ..,  
closi�; ar.se.-�la frc= Ac� 4 of 'F!�a�o . '  •M, ��tti 
ccntenti! Saree,c coai. • Standinq�e bll!iarii tal>le, 
liOl!Akl' ii c.reanu.!y hearin'1 this 111USic and playing shots 
oz, the table, Prem time to time he drifts over to a 
pie"9 cf m.a.-,12acript p!!per and jot• dawn notes. lie is 
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ve:,;y omch in his own world of ccmposi tion, a,.-,d the 
billiard balls are M aid tc creation. Presently, 
however, we hear a knocking at the door. 

CONSTAN ZE 
(outside the door) 

Wolfi! ••• WolfgMg! 

The music breaks off • 

MOZART 
What is it? 

Ee opens the door. 

CONSTANZE 
There'• a yow,g girl to  see you. 

MOZl>R'l' 
What does she want? 

CONSTANZE 

MOZART 
Well, ask herl 

CONSTA.'lZE  
She won 't talk tc Ole. She says she has 
t.o speak to you-. 

MOZART 
Oh , da!:!n ! • . . 

86 

98 INT. I.Iv"ING ROOM OF MOZART'S Al'ART.elff. =· 1780 's. 

MO ZART ccmes out. Framed in the doorway fro= outsic!e 
11tMds LORI., the maid we noticed in SAI.IER:t's ho12Se. 
Fran his bedroom LEOPOLD peeps 012t to watch. MOZART 
goes to the girl. CONSTANZE follows. 

MOZART 
Yes? 

LORI. 
Are you Herr Mozart? 

MOZART 

LORI. 
My nl!llle is Lorl, air. I 'lll a uidse::vant. 
I wa• asked to caae here and offer :rry 
ae::vices to you.. 
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l'!OZART 
What? 

LORL 
'rhey'll be paid for by a qreat admirer 
or yo121'a who wishes to remain anon ••• 
anonymous. 

CONSTANZO: 
llhat do you mean? What admirer? 

UlRL 
I can't tell you that, Ma'am. 

MOZART 
Are you saying that s=eone i• payi129 you 
to be ou.r O>aid, and doesn't want us to 
know who he is? 

%,()llI, 
Yes. I can live in or out ju.st as you wish. 

MOZART turns to his father. 

MOZARl' 
Papa, is t..�is your idea? 

LEOPOLD 
Mine? 

87 

The OLD !-(A.� e:.erges fro:: his =>eC.:oo:i.. Bis sen loci(s at 
him deliqhtedly. 

MOZARl' 
Are yau playing a tricl< on me? 

LEOPOLD 
% never saw this qirl in my lifel 

(to LORL) 
Ia this a kind of j oke? 

LORL 
Not at all, sirl -- and I was told to 
wait for an answer. 

LEOPOLD 
Youns wa::an, t..�is won ' t  do at all. My 
S-:, ,.. .. ..  , ... - · - - • -.. " •· " - - ... ...  ,:"' ........ -·· ,. t' ,.�r .... --· - . .  ---: - - - · - -- -·· . . . ·- .. ...  
...... no ::...?. .. : ;; :  

LORI. 
But I really can ' t  tell you, sir • 
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LEOPOLD 
Oh, this is ridic:ulous l 

CONSTAN ZE 
What is ridic:ulous? Wolfi has many 
aclmirers in VieMa. They love him. here I 
People send us gifts all the time! 

LEOPOLD 
llut you can't take her without references! 
It's unheard of! 

CONSTANZE 
Well,  this is none of your business. 

(to LORI.) 
Whoever sent you ia going to pay, no? 

LOR?. 
'?hat's right, Ma'am. 

LEOPOLD 
So now we are going to let a perfect stranger 
into the housel 

CONSTt.NZ E  looks furiously at him -- then at LORI.. 

CONSTANZE 
Who is •we?• Who is letting who 

(to LORI.I 
Could yo u  please wait outside? 

LORL 
Yes, Ma'am. 

? • • •  

BS 

LORL goes outside and closes the door. CONSTt.NZE tu=s 
OZl LEOPOLD. 

CONSTl\NZE 
I.ock, old man -- you stay out of this! ••• 
We spend a fortune on you -- more than we 
can possibly afford -- and all you do is 
criticize, morning to night I And then you 
thinl< you can --

MOZART 
Stanzil --

CONSTllNZE 
No, it'� rish� r.� shou!d hca=t •. • I'm sick 
to deat!l of it! ne can 't do a.'>ythillg right 
for you, can we? 

UOPOLD 
Never .,indl You won't have to do anything 
for ..., ever again! I'm leaving! 
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MOZART 
Papal 

LEOPOLD 
Don' t  worry! I'm not staying here to be 
a burden! 

MOZART 
No one calls you that! 

LEOPOLD 
She does! ••• She says I sleep all day! 

CONS'l'ANZE 
And so you dol The only time you cane 0121: 
i• to eat! 

LEOPOLD 
And what do you expect? Who wants to walk 
012t into a mess like this eve,:y day? 

CONSTANZE  
Oh, now I'm a bad h012sekeeperl 

So you are! 
the time! 

• •• 

( to MOZART) 
Do ;(0\2 hear hL-u? 

LEOPOLD 
The place is a pigsty all 

CONSTA.>qZE 

. . .  Do you? 

Explosively she opens the door, 

CONSTANZE  (contd) 
Ito I.ORL) 

When ca.n you start? 

LORL 
Right away, Ma'am. 

CONS'l'l'.NZ E  
Good I Come in. You' 11 start with that 
roe= there --

( indicating LEOPOLD'S room) 
-- It's filthy! 

89 

She lei,c!s the !'.ll!D into Ll!OPOLD 's  room, MOZART steals 
back into :":. .:.�  .. ,::;�rcc:n a.."ld t;ectly closes t..�e door. 
LEOPOLD is :eft alone, 

:r.BOPOLD 
Sor,:yl Sorry! I'm sorry I spoke! ••• 
I'm just a provincial frc:o Sal2b121:9, 

(MORI!!) 
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LEOPOLD (contd) 
What do I knew About m::ie.rt Vienna? 
Parties all night! -- Every night! -­
Dancing and drinking like idiot children! 

SCENES 9 9 Alw l O 0 ARZ CL".' . 

90 

• • •  

101 INT. MOZART 'S WORJU!OOM. DAY. 17SO 's. 

MOZART stands trying to blot out t.�e noise of bis FATHER'• 
shouting frcm the next rOOll. 

LEOPOLD ( off-screen) 
Dinner at eight! -- Dinner at ten! 
Dinner when anyone feels like itl If 
anyone feels like it! 

-

The delicious ense.'1bles of "Tutti contenti" frc:z, Act 4 of 
'Pigaro• resumes, ccmin9 tc his aid, and rising to sreet 
the7ieare.z: with its nerene harmonies. Relieved, MOZART 
languidly picks up his .,.,.e and pla)"S a shot on ti,,, 
billiard table: he is sucked beck into his own world 
of sound. 

102 INT. Sl\LIERI 'S SALON. NIGl!'l'. 1780's. 

The music fades. 
sitting before a 

We see LORI., 
desk, talking 

C=essed in a walking cloak, 
to sc:.ieone confidentially. 

LORL 
They ' re out e�ery night, sir. Till all 
hours! 

A hand comes into the fra..,e offering a plate of sugared 
biscuits. on its finger we see the sold si,.net ring 
belonging to SALillRI. 

LORL (contd) 
(taking one) 

Oh, thank you, sir. 

SAI.IERI 
Oo any pUpils ccce to the house? 

LORL 
Not that I 've aeen. 

SALIERI 

LORI. 

• • •  

Oh, yes, sir, all day long! Ee never leaves 
the house till evening. Se just sits t.�ere, 
writing and writins ••• He Cces n • t  ave:. ea�. 
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SAI.IERI 
Really? •• • h'"hat is it he 's writing? 

LORI. 
Oh, I wouldn't know that, sir. 

Sl\LIERI 
Of ccw:se not ••• You're a good girl. 
Yau •.re ver:, kind to do this. Next time 
you're sure they'll be out of the house, 
let me know - will you? 

91 

Confused, the girl hesitates, Be hands her a pile of 
coins. 

LORL 
Oh, thank you, sir! , •• 

She accepts them, delighted. 

EXT. MOZART'S BOUSE. VIENNA STRE3'1', AFTERNOON. 1780's. 
6 PIANO MOVE!IS, l DRIVER, 50 PBDESTRIMS, CARRIAGJ::S, ETC. 

The last Movement of MOZART'S Piano Concerto in E Plat 
R.482 begins. To its lively music the door cf the ho�se 
bursts open, and a grand forte-piano augmented with a 
pedal is carried out of it by six x:.en, who run off with 
it down the street. Following them immediately appear 
IIOLFGA.'lG, CONSTANZE a.r.d LEOPOLD, all three dressed for an 
occasion. They clL"n.b into a waiting carriage which drives 
off after the forte-piano . As soon as it goes, LOP.L 
appears in the door�ay -- peering slyly around to see 
that it is out cf sight. Then she shuts the door and 
hurries off in the opposite direction. 

CllT TO: 

l!XT. M ORNAMENTAL GARDEN. 'n:ENNA. 
lSO NOBLEPEOPLE, WOMEN, C!IILDREN, 10 
30 ORCHESTRA, 

AF'l'.:RNOON. 
SERVANTS, 2 

l7SO's. 
RIDERS, 

An outdoor concert is being given. MOZART is actually 
playing the Last Mover.ient of his E Flat Concer�o R. 482, 
with an orchestra. Listening to him is a sizeable 
audience, including the EMPl!ROR, flanked l>y STRACX a."ld 
VAN SWIETl!N. The crowd is in a happy and appreciative 
mood: it is a delight�ul open-air scene. We hear t.'le 
gayest and most virtuostic passage. LEOPOLD and CONSTANZB 
lis'"::�� '"::o ?-:0.?Jl.?� , ... -�a plays his ��-n wor!< brillia.."'!tly. 
We s��;,,· with t.:-:is SC!=�e for a li-::.!e while a.'1.d 'tr.e:,, 

= '1'0 :  
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105 EXT. VIENNA STREET. AFTERNOON. l7BO 's. 50 PEOPLE, 
CARRIAGES, CARTS. 

106 

A carriage clopping through the streets. LORL is sitting 
up on the box beside the driver. Inside the vehicle we 
glimpse the figure of SALIERI. 

EXT. AN O'R?IAME:NTAL GARDEN. VIENNA. 1780's. SAi$ AS 
t 104 (30 ORCHESTRA, 150 NOl!LEPEOPLE, ETC.) 

We hear more of the Concerto. 
in the Last Movement of .K.482 . 
playing in a reflective iiiood. 

ctl'r 'rO: 

Perhaps the slow interlude 
MOZART conducting and 

lll>ruptly we 

107 EXT. PRON'l' COOR OF' MOZART'S A2ARTMENT BOOSE. AP'.l'ERNOON. 
l7BO 's. 30-50 PEOPLE, ETC. 

LORL is opening the cloor a&iitti."1g SALZERI. They go in. 
The door shuts. 

108 Di'l'. MOZART'S LIVING :R00M. AP'I'ERNOON. l780's. 

�he room is considerably tidie� as a xesult of LORL 's 
ministrations. SALIEP� stands looki�g about hi::i with 
tremendous �..:triosity . 

LORL 
I think I 've fou..�d out about the �oney , 
sir . 

SALIERI 
Yes -- what? 

She opens a drawer in a sideboard. Inside we see one 
gold snuff box: -- it is the one we saw MOZART being 
presented with as a child in the Vatican. 

LORL 
Be kept seven snuff boxes L"1 bere. I could 
swear they were all gold. And now look -­
there ' s  only one left • . •  And inside , sir, 
look -- I counted them -- tickets frao the 
pawnshop I Six of them I 

SALIERI turns to l00k around him. 

SALIERI 
Where de.:.� he wc:k? 

LORL 
In there, sir. 

She points across the room to the workr00111. SALIERI 
crosses and 9oes in alone. 
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109 Ih"T. MOZART'S WORKROOM. AFT.E:R.'IOON. l780's. 

110 

SAI.IERI enters the private quarters of AMADE:OS. ae is 
il=ensely excited. He mcves slowly into the ' holy of 
holies '  picking up objects with 9r2at reverenc�: a 
billiard ball; a discarded wig; a sock; a buckle -- then 
objects lllore ii:,portant to hiot. Standing at MO ZART's 
desk, strewn wi t.'l :eanuscripts, he picks up MOZART' s pen 
and strokes the feather. ae touches t.'le inkstand. Ee 
lays a finger on 1:he candlestick with its half-expired 
candle. ae touches each object as if it were the l!lemento 
of a beloved. lie is in awe. Finally his eye falls on 
the sheets of l!lUSic themse.l.ves. Stealthily he picks 
tha up. 

C.D. TB2 PAGES. 

'HE SD words set to l!lusic. Against each line of notes 
the name of a character. •comas SA." "'SOSANNA.• 
"C!!ERCIIINO, • Then another page -- the title page -­
in MOZAR'l''s hand. 

te Nozze di Figaro 

CO!Cledia per musica tratta dal Francese 

in quattro atti. 

C.ti. THE WORD: •FIGARO. • 

c.o. SA!.IERI . Be stares a:ia2ed. 

COT TO: 

l!XT. Om!AMtNTAI. GAR.:)Ell. VJ:ENUA. 
SAME: AS tl04 (150 NC3I.EP20PLE, 10 
30 ORC!!ESTRAI 

AFTER.',OQN. 1780 's. 
SEa'VAh"TS , 2' RIDi::P.S , 

MOZAa'l' is playing the C�denza and Coda of the Piano 
Concerto R.482. He ZCl!lpletes the work with a flourish. 
'rhere is loud applau�e. The EMPEROR rises -- all follow 
suit -- and !'.OZA.� ca:,es down to be greeted by him. 

JOSEPH 
Bravo, Mozart. Moet chaz:mingl Yes, indeed . 
Clever l!lanl 

,.".,. � ................ 

VAN SWIETEN 
Well done, Mo2art I Re11lly quite fi.,e. 

!'.OZAR'l' 
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l!e sees his WIFE and FAT"dER standing by in the crowd. 
LEOPOLD is signalling insistently, 

MOZART ( contd) 
Majesty, may I ask you to do me the 
greatest favour? 

What is it? 

MOZl\l!'l' 
May I inu-oduce my father? l!e is on a 
short visit here and returning very soon 
to Salzburg. lie would ao much like to 
kias your hand. :u: would make his whole 
stay so memorable for him. 

JOSp!I 
Ah-hal By all means! 

LEOPOLD comes forward eagerly and fawningly kisses the 
Royal hand. 

LEOPOLD 
Your Majesty. 

CONSTANZE curtsies, 

JOSEP!I 
(to her) 

Good evening. 
(to U:C?OLD) 

Ne have met before, Herr Mozart. 

LEOPOLD 
'1'hat 's right, Your Majesty. Twenty years 
ago I • • • No, twenty-two I . . • Twenty-three! 
• • • And I remember word for word what you 
said to me! You said -- you said -- you 
said --

lie searches his memory. 

JOSEP!I 
"'Bravo?• 

U:OPOLll 
Nol • • •  Yes "Bravo , •  of course 11Brav01 • 
:e--.,,ervbc-du ;! 2.��•avs sa,·s "'Sr::i.•.•-," when ff?l!i .. " .. .. 
P' •vs -- � ; �e . � �  � , �� o� � � � � �"C.' ��en .,.,.,l ... _.-...,_ �£- H-••"::11 - -<>• ;;I - -£ • <>•o £ 

we plai·�d !or t..�� R!n; of E:::.;;!�,d he got 
up at the end and said, "Bravo I Bravo! 
Bravo! • three times. Three Bravo's. And 
the Pope four! Four Bravo•• frcm the !!oly 
Father -- and one naellissiclol � 
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All the COURTIERS around are looking at him, 

MOZART 
· Father --

LEOPOLD 
Bush! I'"' talking to llis Majesty! Your 
Majesty, I wish to express only one thing 
-- excuse me -- that you who are the Father 
of us all, could teach our children the 
gratitude they owe to fathers! It is not 
for nothing that the Fifth Commandment tells 
ua: 'Honour your Father and Mother, that 
your days may be long upon the earth! • • • •  

JOSEPH 
Ah-ha. Well. There it is. 

Cir.I.' TO: 

95 

lll INT. ROSENBERG 'S STUDY A'1/ THE OPERA, DAY, l780's, 

The DIR.eC'I'OR sits at his table, with SALIEiU and BO?iNO. 

SALIERI 
I've jusl. learned sc.'llething that might 
be cf i�terest to you, Serr Director . 

ROSE!laERG 
Yes? 

SA!.IE!tI 
Mozart is writi.ns a new opera. An Italian 
ope:a. 

ROSENBERG 
Italian? 

BOh"NO 
Aiel ••• 

SI\LIERI 
And that ' s  not all. lie has chosen for his 
subject -- Figaro, The Marriage of Figaro. 

You c.ean • • •  

:::.Xac�ly .  

ROSENBERG 
that play? 

S1'LIE!U 

ROSENBERG 
Be's setting that play to music? 
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SAI.IERI 
Yes. 

ROSENBERG 
You must be mad. 

BONNO 
What: ees thees "Marriage of Figaro?" 

ROSENBERG 
It:' a a French play, XapelL11eist:er. It 
has been bar.ned by the Emperor, 

BONNO 
!!!!!,I 

Be =osses himself, wide-eyed wit:b ala.z:m. 

ROSENBERG 
Ara you absolutely sure? 

Sl\LIERI 
I've seen the manuscript. 

ROSE!-.":!!ERG 
Whei::e? 

Sl\LIERI 
Never mind. 

CUT TO: 

'112 I!,"T . C!!A'!BERLJ\!N STRAC!<'S STu"DY, DAY, l780's. 
l SECRETARY. 

STRAC!: 
I know we banned this play, but: frankly 
I can't: rememl>er why. Can you i::efresh 
my memory, Herr Director? 

ROSE1'"BERG 
For the same reason, Herr Chamberlain, 
that it was banned in France. 

STRACX 
Oh yes • • •  yes • • •  A..�d that was? 

ROS�"BE:RG 
Well, t�� �l�y rna>:es a hero out of a Valet. 
s= o��· ..... _ _ _  ,l:...: :. ::::.:""' •. =-= �== :...: ..: :. . : ? : s = =  
hi.:n as a �=-:her. Do r.:".l s-=� -:..":a =-::.�licaticns? 
This would be in a gi::a.�der situation as if a 
Chamberlain were to expose an Er.tperoi:: • 

Pause. 
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STRACK 
Ah, 

CO'? 'l'O: 

113 INT. '1'lil: EM?EROR ' S  S'l'llDY IN THE ROYAL PALACE. DAY. 
l780's. 4 COOR.'IEN, 2 SECRE'l'AR.IES, 2 GUARDS, 

'!'he EMPEROR stands in the iniddle of the ro= in close 
c:onversat2.on with S'!'RACR, ROSENl!ERG, VAN SWil!'!'EN, and 
l!OMNO. SALil!RI is not present. A door opens. A :LACKEY 
announces: 

Herr Hozartl 

'!'hey all turn. MOZART approaches, rather apprehensively, 
and kisses JOSEP!l's hand. 

JOSJU'l! 
Sit down, gentlemen, please. 

'!'hey all sit ; save MOZART. '!'he r001'1 suddenly leeks like 
a tribunal. ·JOSEP!I is in a serioas mood. 

JOSEPll ( contd) 
Mozart, are you aware I have declared the 
French play of 'Figaro• unsuitable for 
our theatre? 

MOZARl' 
Yes, Sire . 

JOSEPH 
Yet we hear you. are mal<in9 an opera frc:n 
it. Is this true? 

MOZART 
Who told you. this, Majesty? 

JOSl!Pll 
It is not your place to ask questions. 
Is it true? 

MOZART 
Well, yes • • • I admit it is. 

JOSEPH 
would you tell I!te why? 

MOZART 
Well, Maje:11 ... y, it is only a canedyl 

ROSE!ll!ERG 
What you. think, Mozart, is scarcely the 

(MORE) 
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point. 
counts! 

ROSENBERG (contd) 
It is what His Majesty thinks that 

MOZART 
But, Your Majesty --

JOSEP!! 
(motioning him to be silent) 

Mozart, I am a tolerant man. I do not 
censor things lightly; when I do, I have 
good reason. 'Figaro' is a bad play. 
It stirs up hatred between the classes. 
In France it has caused nothing but 
bitterness. Mt cwn dear sister l\Atoinette 
writes me that she is beginning to be 
frightened of her cwn pecple. I do not 
vi.sh to see the same, fears starting here. 

MOZART 
Sire, I swear -t o  Your Majesty -- there's 
nothing like that in t.",e story! I have 
taken out everything that could give 
offence!  I hate politics! 

JOSEPH 
I think you are rather innoce�t, my 
friend. · In these dangerous ti.mes l 
cannot afford tc provoke our Nobles or 
our People simply over a theatre piece. 
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The at.hers look at t.�eir KING sole!:'IIlly -- all sa,,.e MOZAR':'. 

MOZA!r. 
But, Majesty, this is just a frolic! 
It's a piece about love! 

JOSEP!! 
11h -- love again. 

MOZART 
But it's new -- it ' s  entirely new! --
It's so new -- people will go mad for 
itl ••• For exaci.ple, I have a scene in 
the Second Act -- it starts as a duet, 
just a man and wife quarrelling -- suddenly 
the wife's sche."?l.inq little maid co�es in 
tme.xpectedly -- a veey funny situation! -­
duet turns into triol Then the husband's 
,:,..-::·• "I � ' · •  � - ::i  .. - t  .. -::::---::--a'e- c:--es ir. -- �r• o _"'l ....... _ ... .: _ _ _ ._. ....... -:, .. ... ...  -- • - -

turns in�� c�arte�? -- t!".en a stucid old 
gardener -- quartet beCQ!l!eS auintet -­
and so on! On and on, sextet! -- septet! 
-- Octet! -- !law long do you thin.� I Ca.Q 
sustain that? 
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JOSEPH 
I have no idea , 

MOZART 
Guess! -- Guess , Majesty ! • •• Imagine the 
longest time such a thing could last -­
then double itl 

JOSE� 
Well, -- six or seven minutes ••• Eight 

MOZART 
Twenty, sire I • • • Bew about twenty? 
Twenty minutes of continuous mu.sic? 
recitatives I 

VAN .sw.t.."""I'EN 
Mozart --

MOZIIRT 
( ignoring this) 

Sire, only opera can do thisl ••• In 

••• 
No 

a play, if gore tha.� one perscn speaks 
at: the same timl!, it's just noise! No 
one can understand a word. But with 
music -- with �usic -- you can have 
twenty individ�als all talking at once, 
and it's net noise -- it • s  a perfect 
harmony! Isn't that mar.;elou.s? 

VAN S°'l"f-ZE':'EN 
Mozart , music is not the issue here! 

. . .  

No one doubts your talen�. It is your 
judgement cf litera��re t�a� •s  in question. 
Even with the politics ta.ken out, this 
thing would still remain a vulgar farce. 
Why waste your spirit on such rubbish? 
Surely you can choose more elevated themes? 

MOZA.'lT 
Elevated! What does that mean? ••• 
Elevated? ••• The only thing a man should 
elevate is -- Oh, excuse me! I· 'm sorry I 
I 'm stupid! But I am fed U? to the teeth 
with elevated things! Old dead legends! 
••• How can we 90 on fo:ever writing 
a.bout Gods and legends? 

Vl\Il SW!ETnl 
I "--.., .• ;-:;_) 

Beca�:-.-e c.:· ,,.- do! • .• -:::-::v ao en forever -­
at least wnat they repmi,ntl The Eternal 
in us -- not the ephe.:eral! ••• Opera is 

(MORE) 
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VAN SWIETEN (contd) 
here 
much 

to enoble us! You and me , just as 
as His Majesty . 

BONNO 
Bello! ••• Bello, Barone! 

MOZART 

• • •  Veramente! 

Oh,. belle! Bello! Bello! ••• Come on 
now, -- be honest! Wouldn't you all 
rather listen to ycur hairdressers than 
Hercules? • •• Or Horatius! Or Orpheus! 
All those old bores I People so lofty 
they sound as if they shit marble! 

Vl\N SWIETEll 
· What? 

STRAC!t 
Govern your tongue, sir! • • • Bow dare you? • • •  

A pause. All look at the Emperor. 

MOZART 
Forgive me , Majesty • • •  I 'm a vulgar ma.,. 
But I assure you, my music is not! 

JOSEPH 
You are passionate, Mozart 
not persuade. 

MOZART 

bu.t you do 

Sire, the whole opera is finished!  Do 
you k.�ow how much work went into it? 

BOIINO 
Bis Majesty has been more than patient, 
Signore! 

MOZART 
Bow can I persuade you if you won't let 
me shew it? 

:ROSENBE:RG 
That will do, Herr Mozart.I 

MOZART 
Just let me tell you hew it begins! 

H'err Mozart ! --
STP-'-CX 

MOZAR'l' 
May I just do that, Majesty? 
hew it begins? • ••  Just that? 

Shew you 
••• 
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A slight pause. Then JOSEPH nods. 

JOSEPH 
Please. 

MOZART falls on his knees. 

MOZART 
Look! -- There's a servant, down on his 
knees! ••• D'you know why? Not fr0111 any 
oppression., No, -- he's simply measizrinq 
a space .,  D'you know what for? His bed. 
His wedding bed to see if it will fit! 

lie ·giggles. 

Cll'1' TO: 

101 

INT. OPm!A HOUSE. 
ASSISTA!iTJ 4 PEOPLE 

DAY. 17B0's. 
AT CANDLES. 

2 SINGERS, l STAGE 

MOZART sits on stage at a harpsichord rehearsing the 
SINGERS taking the parts of FIGAl!O and SUSA."i!IA in t:.'le 
opening bars of the First Act of The Marriage of Figaro. 
We watch FIGARO measuring the space for hi s .bed, on the 
floor -- sin9in9 •cinque! Dieci1 •  etc. -- and SOS�1\i'NA 
looking on, trying on the C0�11TESS' hat. 

CUT TO :  

115 INT. SAI.IER.I 'S SALON . DAY. l780 ' s .  

ROSENBERG and BONNO are sitting with SAI.IERI. 

ROSENBERG 
Well, Mozart is already rehearsing. 

SAI.IERI 
Incredible. 

ROSENBERG 
The E:nperor has given him pe,:mission. 

BONNO 
Si, si l  Veramentel 

SAI.IE:U 
Well, gentlemen -- so be itl 
I t.>i i!i..\o; •·� should h-elo Mozart 
-- a:,-� c-::  c.ur ::,est to� pro,;:,ect 
t..'ie E:-.pe=c::-'s ar..ger. 

ROSENBERG 
llhat anger? 

In that case 
all we ca.'l'l, 
hi::,, against 
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SALIERI 
About the ballet ,. 

ROSENBERG 
Ballet? What ballet? 

. SALIERI 
Excuse me -- didn't His Majesty specifically 
forbid ballet in his opera? 

ROSJ;;NBERG 
Yes -- absolutely1 Is there a ballet in 
'Fiqaro'? 

SALZERI 
Yes ••• :rn the Third Act,. 

COT TO: 

102 

:tm'. 'l'm: . OPERll. HOOSE. 
DANCERS, 30 ORCHESTRA, 
4 PEOPLE lfITl! CA.'fflLES , 

DAY. 1780's. 27 SINGERS, 24 
S STAGERAN!lS, l ASSISTANT, 
10 NOB=, SPECTATORS. 

It is a full orchestral rehearsal. MOZART is conduc:l:inq 
from the harpsichord with his hands; he does not use a 
baton. The singers are all in practice clothes, not 
costur.i.es. We a=e in �"'le Third Act and we hear the 
recitative exchange just before the March begins to 
which the celebrants will enter. ROSENBERG and BONNO 
sit watching chairs. Suddenly the March starts. _ Peasants 
and frie�ds start to dance in -- a�d at the same mo�ent 
ROSENBE�G gets &p and co�es down to MOZART. Be is 
accompanied by an anxious BOh"NO. 

ROSENBERG 
Mozart! !!err Mozart! ••• May I have a 
word with you please. Riqht away! 

MOZART . 
Certainly, Hen: Director. 

s:e signals to the CAST to break off. 

MOZART (contd) 
••• Five minutes, please! 

The COMPANY disperses, curious. The MUSICIANS look at 
ROSENBERG. 

RCS:2�:�z:'.G 
Did ;{C'.l r.:� know that His Maj9sty has 
expressly forbidden ballet in his operas? 
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MOZART 
Yes, but this is not a ballet. This is 
a dance at Figaro' s wedding. 

ROSENBERG 
Exactly. A dance. 

MOZAR'l' 
But the 2mperor didn't mean to prohibit 
daru:inq when it's part of t..�e story. 

ROSENBERG 
It is danqerous for you to interpret Bis 
Majesty's Edicts. Give me your score, please. 
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MOZAR'l.' hands hi.lo the score from which he is conductinq. 

ROSENBERG (contd) 
Thank you. 

ae rips cut a paqe. BONllO watches in terror. 

MOZAR'l 
What are you doing? 

Be rips out three mere . 

MOZART (contd) 
What are you doing, Herr Director? 

ROSE?.'BERG 
Taking out what you should never have 
put int 

ae goes on tearing the pages deter.ninedly. 

COT TO: 

117 IN'I'. Sl\I.IERI'S SALON. DAY. l780's. 

A SERVAN'? opens !:he door to announce. 

SERVA.v.:" 
Herr Mozart! 

But MOZART brushes past him straight towards SALIERI , who 
rises to greet him. The little man is near hysterics . 

MOZART 
Please ! . • . Please ! • • •  r •v� no one 
else to t:.:.rn to! • • •  ?:?..�as�:· 

ae grabs SAI.IERI. 
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SALIERI 
Wolfgang -- n1lat is it? • • •  Sta calrno 
E.,_er favcre ! • • •  What's the ma�ter? • 

MOZART 
It's unbelievable! ••• The Director has 
actually ripped out a huge section of 
my music! ••• Pages of it! 

-

SALIERI 
Really? Why? 

MOZART 
I don't knowl ••• They say I've got to 
re-write the opera, but it' s perfect as 
it isl ••• I can't rewrite what's perfect! 
••• can•t you talk to him? 

SAI.IERI 
1iby i>other with Rosenberg? ae• s obviously 
no friend of yours. 

MOZART 
Oh, I could kill him! ••• I mean really 
kill him! ••• I actually tllrew the entire 
opera on the fire -- he made me so angry! 

SA!.IE:RI 
You burned the score? • • •  

MOZA.'!T 
Oh no! My wife took it out in tL�e! 

SALIERI 
Bow fortunate ! 

MOZART 
It' s  not fair that a man like that has 
power over our work! 

SALIERI 
But there are those who have power over 
him ••• I think I'll take this up with 
the Emperor. 

MOZART 
Oh, Excellency -- would vou? -

SALIERI 
Wi�h al: �y heart, Mo2a=t. 

MOZART 
Thank you! -- oh, thank you! 

w 
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lie kisses SALIERI's hand. 

SAI.IERI 
(withdrawing it; imitating 
the EMPEROR) 

No, no, no, Herr Mozart, please! 
not a holy relic! 

• • •  

MOZART giggles with relief and gratitude. 

105 

118 INT• OLD SAL?ERI' S l!OSPITAI. ROOM. NlGll:r. 1823. 

119 

OLD SAI.IERI 
I'm sure I don 't  need to tell you I said 
nothing whateve.,:- to the ll:nperor. I went 
to the theatre ready to tell Mozart that 
l!ia Majesty had flown into a rage when I 
mentioned the ballet - when suddenly, 
to ,ny astonishment, 'in the middle of the 
Third Act, the Emperor -- wb.o never attended 
rehearsals - suddenly appeared! 

IN'l.'. OPERA l!OUSE. DAY. 
127 SINGEas, 24 lllL'!Cl!:RS, 
4 CANDLERS, l ASSISTi'.NT, 
4 FAMILY, l ASSISTM"T, l 

l780's. SA.'!;; AS 1116 
30 oa=s=, 5 S:t'AGEEAh"llS, 
10 S?ECTA�ORS) + 20 SPECTATORS, 
SECRET;,aY, 2 GUARDS. 

In the background the sar.ie recitative before tbe March. 
The EMPEROR steals in surreptitiously with STRACK, his 
finger to his lips. He motions everyone not to rise, 
and slips into a c�air behind SA!.!ERI, ROSES�ER� a�d 
BONNO. 

.?OSE?H 
Ssshl ••• Sssshl 

The THREE CONSPIRATORS look at each other wide-eyed. 

The recitative summons up the· March. But instead there 
is silence. MOZART lays down his baton. The musicians 
lay down their instruments. The celebrants of FIGARO'S 
wedding come in wit.� a few pitiful dance steps, in 
procession, only to come presently to a halt, lackin9 
their �usic. The singers try to go on singing, but they 
have no  cues fr om their conductor, or from the acccr.tpani­
ment. Everyone on stage looks lost, though they attempt 
to 90 on with the story for a while. Consternation grows 
on the faces of the conspirators, seated in front of him. 
MOZART glances =ack at t.�e group seated in the theatre. 
Finallr, -:.::c. - ::-:::::. s;;:e -:·: : ,  i:-. :. ·.:::. :. ::::�r. 

JOSEPH 
What is this? •• •  I don' t understand, 
Is it modern? 
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BONNO 
Majesty, the Herr Director; he has 
removed a balletc that wculd have 
occurred at thees place. 

JOSE:P!l 
Why? 

ROSE:NBE:RG 
It is ycur regulation, Sire. Ne ballet 
in ycur cpera. 
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MOZART strains tc hear what they are saying, but ca:,not. 

JOSEPH 
D o  you like this, salieri? 

SAI.IE:RI 
It is not a questio� of liking, Your 
Majesty. 11:our own law <lec:rees it, I 'm 
afrai<l. 

JOSEPH 
Well, look at t:hemt 

We do lcok at t...11em. The spectacle on stage has now 
ground to a complete halt. 

JOSEPB (contd) 
No , no , not This is nonsense! • • •  tet 
me hear the scene with the music. 

ROSENBERG 
But, Sire --

JOSEPH 
Oblige me. 

ROSENBERG acknowledges his defeat . 

ROSENBERG 
Yes, Majesty. 

ROSENBERG rises and goes down to where MOZART sits 
anxiously with the musicians, watching his approach. 

ROSENBERG (contd) 
Can we see the scer.e with t.11.e music 
back, please? 

MOZART 
Oh yes -- certainly! • • •  Certainly, 
Serr Director! • • •  
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lie looks back ·deliriously at Sl\LIERI -- trying to indicate 
hi s gratitude. SAI.IERI acknowledges it with the slightest 
and subtlest nod. 

ROSENBERG returns to his KING. 

%.a.dies and 
frc,m where 
Anches so • 

MOZART 
Gentlemen! - We're going 
we stopped! The count: 

Right away, please! 

The SINGERS. scatter off-stage to. begin the scene again. 

JOSEP!! 
(to ROSENBJ!RGJ 

'llllat I hcped by tbat Edict; Directer, 
was simply to prevent h012rs of dancing 
like in French opera. There it is 
endless, as you tncw'. 

ROSENBERG 
Quite so, Majesty. 

Cll'l.' BACK TO MOZ1JI'? at the fm:te-piano, raising his hands. 
The musicians raise their b011s. With a flourish the happy 
compo ser begi n s  a reprise of the sce ne which has been cut 
out. The music o f  the March begins faintly1 the celebrants 
of FIGARO's wedding start to come in as the COu"NT and the 
com.-n;:ss sit in their chairs. 

In the theatre we see i ncr�asing pleasure o n  the E?-t?'.EROR' s 
face , sullenne ss and de feat on the COURTIERS ' .  '!'hen,  
sudde nly, without interr�ption, on a crescendo repeat 
of the March, we see: 

INT. Tl!E OPERA l!OUSE. 
Cl!ORUS, 24 DANCERS, 30 
700 SPECTATORS. 

NIGH'l'. l780's. 6 
ORCl!ESTRA, 4 PEOPLE: 

SOLOISTS, 21 
WITH =1lLES, 

The theatre is brilliantly lit fer the first public 
performance of 'Fiaaro. •  Everybcdy is there -- the 
EMPEROR, STRACK, BONNO, ROS�ERG, VAN Sh"'IETEN. even 

120 A  FRONT OF TYl. T�ATRE. 50 PEOPLE, 6 CARRIAGES, SEDA."iS. 

120 !IADAME WEBER and her DAtlGi!TEP.S in a bcx. The MUSICIA."iS 
all wear imperial livery; the ACTORS on stage are new 
in costume. MOZART, conducting, wears his order of t.�e 
golden spur. The ca:,pany wheels in and around to the 
::.!sic of t.."-:.� � · ;tored March w:lich reaches a trii:mphant 
clie.ax. 

Cll'l.' TO: 
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121 INT. OLD SALIERI'S 8OS?ITAL ROOM. NIGET. 1823. SAME 
AS 113 + 3 l?ATIJ;;!iTS. 

OLD S ALIJ;;RI 
(to VOGLER) 

So 'Figaro' was prcduced in spite of me. 
And in spite of me, a wonder was revealed. 
one of the true wonders of art. The 
restorsd Third Act was bold and brilliant. 
The Fourth -- was a miracle! 

The descending scale of st.rings in the final ensemble 
l
'=
Ah=I

T.'
'l'u�t

"'
t

'i'
i'-=c"o"n"t"e"'n"t"i"".'--"'S"ar=""'=o=--:c::,o:::s:::1::..:..' ! )  fades in on the 

aoundtzack. 

122 INT. OPERA BOUSE:. !IIGl!T. 1780 1 s. SA.'ll! AS 1120 

We see the 
COUNTESS. 

tableau on stage with the COUliT kneeling to the 
All are singing. 

OID SAI.IERI IVOI 
I saw a �oman disc;uised in her maid's 
c:lothes, hear her husband speai< the 
first tender words he has 0ffer2d her 
in years, only because he t..�inks she 
is someone else • • •  I heard the music 
of true forgiveness filling the theatre. 
Conferring on all who sat there a perfect 
absolution. God was singing through this 
little man to all the world -- unsto?pable! 
Making �y Cefeat �ore bitter with each 
passing bar t 

C.o. SALI£RI in his bcx, tears on his cheeks. He watches 
the ensemble, and we listen to it, for a long moment. 
Finally it fades, but continues undernea�� the following: 

123 IZ.."T. OLD SALIJ;:RI'S 8OS?ITAL ROOM. NIG!!T. 1823. 

OLD SALIJ;;RI 
And then suddenly -- a miracle! ••• 

COT BAClt TO: · 

124 INT. OPJ;;R1\ aou s;;. NIGl!T. l780's. SA.� AS 1120 and 1122. 

The enseml>le reaches its climax, and fades away to the 
very quiet, slow chords L'T.!Cedia�ely preceding the 
boiste!'O•;s f!_ n,.t c?i.ord.. S.'=.!..!ERT b����5 awar.<;! that s�e 
c:f t:.-.e ._ _ _ _  .: , -a.=; a s :e:::::- , E..n:. :- ·.:-.:: . � =-e a:e c; lt.:-: :::..:.=. 
In the near .::i ;. :.o:nce ...-e Se'.:! t.:":e _::·.-_:.::.:-��:. •,.·z·-m behind his 
hand. Those nearby look at him. aos;;:z;S£RG smiles. 

CUT BACK TO: 
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OLD SAl.IERI 
Father, did you know what that meant? 
With that yawn I saw my defeat turn into 
a victory! :!\.nd Mozart was lucky the 
Emperor only yawned once, Three yawns 
and the opera would fail the same night! 
'rWa_ yawns -- within a week at most, With 
one yawn the composer could still get --

CllT TO: 

126 :i:m. SIILXEIU'S SALON. DAY. 1780' s. 

MOZl\R'.t' pacing up and dawn. SAl.IElU listening, 
qmpathetically. 

MOZART 
Nine performances! Nine! That's all 
lt's had - and withcinWDI 

SAI.IERl 
I know; it ' s  outrageous ••• Still, if 
the public doesn't like cne • s  work one 
has to accept the fact gracefully. 

MOZA.'<T 
But what is it they don't  like? 

SAl.IERI 
Well, I can spea� for the Emperor. You 
made too many de�ands en the royal ear! 
The poor man can't  concentrate for more 
than an hour - and you gave him four. 

MOZART 
Khat did you thinlc of it yourself? 
Did you like it at all? 

SALI.e."'IU 
I think -- it' s  l!>a.rVelous ••• Truly. 

MOZART 
It' s  the best opera yet written! I 
know it! ••• n"hy didn't they coce? ••• 

SALIERI 
I think you overestimate cur dear Viennese , 
......  t:-l ,,_n,;: .... .,... · · --u -:.. ... ,..,., vc·· ..: · dn , .  e"e" ... , ... ... ... ..  -· L,...., .... ... ......... � - ...... • .. • ... 
�i�e the;;, a ;o.::x! ban; at the end of sons s, 
so they knew when to clap? 
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COh"l'il 

MOZART 
I know, I kr.ow ••• perhaps you should 
give me some lessens in that! 

SALIERI 
I wouldn't presume! ,,, All the sa.�e, if 
it wouldn't be imposing-, I would like 
you to see my new piece. It would be a 
tremendous honour for me • 

MOZA!t'r 
Oh no -- the honour would be all mine! 

SALI!!RI 
(bcwinq I 

Grazie - mic care Wclfqangl 

MOZl\RT 
G.razie, -- a lei! • • • Signer Antonie I 

Be l>cws toe, gigqling. 

Ctr.I: 1:'0• 

•••  

INT. OPERA BOUSE. NIGH'?, l780' s, 2 SOLOISTS, 24 
CHORUS, 30 OR::BESTRA, 700 SPECTATORS. 
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A performance of SALIERI ' s  grand opera , i\xur: Rinq of 
Ormus. Deafening applau se fro� a crowded house. ne see 
the reception of the Aria which we saw CAVALIERI singing 
on the stage near the start o f  the film (Scene 1 4 ) .  
CAVALIERI in myt..�ological Persian ccst".:..�e is bowi�g to 
the rapturous �'"lrong: below her i s  SALIERI . We see the 
EMPEROR, STRACK, ROSE!f:aERG, BO!-.�O, VAN SWIETEN, all 
applauding. We hear qreat cries of 8SA!.IERI ! • • •  SA!.!ERI J •  
• • .  ·BP.AV01" and •aRAVAl 111 

c.o. SAI.IEIU lccking at the crowd with immense pleasure. 
Then suddenly at: 

c.o. MOZI\R'l' standing- in a box and clapping wildly, 
Behind him, seated, are SCEIKANEDER and the ':t'i!REE GIRLS 
we saw before in MOZA..�T• s apart..�ent. 

C.11, S:.I.lEIU staring fixedly at MOZART, tllen MOZART 
still clapping, apparently with trei:.:.endous enth�siasm. 

OLD SAI.IERI (VO) 
What wa� this? • • •  I never saw him excited 
bef.::-=� -.:· any ��sic b,;.t his ownl Could he 
ir.ean it? 



• 

lll 

128 I!,"T. OLD SALIEaI'S BCS?!TAL ROOM. NIGHT. 1823. SAME 
AS Ill + 3 ?ATIE�"TS. 

OLD SALIERI 
(to VOGLER) 

WOllld he actually tell me my music had 
moved him? was I really going to hear 
that from his own lips? ••• I f0Und myself 
actually hurrying the tem;,c of the Finale! 

C1lT !!ACX TO: 

129 IN'l'. OPERA HOOSE:. NIGHT. l780's. SAME: AS tl27 (2 
SOU>ISTS, 24 CBOROS, 30 ORCJ!ESTRA, 700 SPECTMORS) 
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SAI.IBRI conducting tha last scene fr01?1 Axur: Rina of Ornus. 
on.tap 118 see a big scene of acclamation: the hero and 
heroine of the opera accepting the crown amidst rejoicing 
of the people. The decor and costumes are mytholoqical 
Persian. The music is utterly conventional and totally 
uninventive. 

C.U. .MOZl\RT watching this in his l>ox, with SCHIKA.'-":E:ll2R 
and tbe •n--..ru::.e ACTRESSES. He passes an open bottle of wine 
to them. Be is evidently a little dru�� -- but keeps a 
poker faae. 

'!'he Act. coces to an end. Great aP?lause -- in which 
MOZART joins in, standing and sho�tinq �BRAVO! BR..�VO! �  
Then he leaves t.11e box with SCElRAw:.:ozR and the GIRLS . 

INT. TEE CORRIDOR OF �EE O?ERA HO�SE. N:Gr.T. 1780 1 s .  
35 SPECTATORS, 5 OS!!ERETTES, 5 GUARDS. 

MOZART 
( to SCBIRA!l:E:D2R) 

Well? 

SCBI!\'.ANEDER 
(mack moved) 

SUblimel ••• Utterly sublime! 

MOZART 
That kind of music should be punishable 
by death. 

SCBill:l\b-:C:DER laughs. 

COT TO: 

I:-.-ir .  T!-:"'E s-:.-�:z OF TRE C?E:?..:. not::�. �IGi:i'i'. 171:=0 1 s .  
STAGE:!!ANDS, 4 FIBEMBN, CllORCS i SOLOISTS, 5 EMP�ROR'S 
RETIN!JE • 

A crowd of peo?le ringing S�...!.I£RI at a respectful Cistanca. 
The E!!PE:ROR is holding Ollt the Civilian Medal and Chain. 
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JOSE:l'!I 
I believe that is the best o�ra yet 
written, my friends! ••• Salieri, you 
are the brightest star in t...11e musical 
firmament! You do honour to Vienna 
and to me! 
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SAI.IERI bows his head. JOs:l!PH places the chain around 
his neck. The crowd claps. SALl ERI makes to kiss his 
hand, but JOSEPH rest.rains him, and passes on. CAVALIERI, 
smiling adoringly, gives him a deep curtsey, and he 
raises her up. 

The CROWi) all fleck to SAI.lERI with cries and words cf 
approval. All want to shake his hand. They tug and pat 
him. But he has eyes fer only one man -- he locks about 
him, searching fer him -- and then finds him. MOZA!!T 
stands there I Eagerly SAI.IERI moves to him. ' 

SAI.IERI 
Mozart I ••• It was gccd cf you to come! 

MOZART 
110W could I net? 

SAI.IERI 
Did my work please you? 

MOZl\RT 
l!0W could it net, Excellency? 

• • •  Yes? 

MOZl\RT 
I never knew that music like that was 
possible. 

SAI.IERI 
••• You flatter me. 

MOZl\RT 
Oh not One hears such sounds 
can one say, but -- Salieri! 

SAI.IERI smiles. 

CUT TO: 

l .. ...  "'1 . ... ' c w  ... .  

and what 

Explosive laughter as MOZART and sca:i:='EDER enter the 
apartment, very pleased with themselves -- and accompanied 
hy the THREE: ACTRESSES. 
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CONSTANZE is seated between the two men who are dressed 
in saml:>re clothes. She c=ies her infant son KARI. in 
her A%1DS. 

we see that LOR?. is peeping out to watch fr0111 the kitchen. 

MOZART 
Ohl Everybody' s  here ! • • •  We 've got guests! 
Bravol • • •  We 've got some more. We 'll have 
a little party! • • •  Come in! Come inl • • •  
You know Herr Schikaneaer? • • •  This is • • •  
a very nice girl! 

CONS'l'ANZE 
(standing up) 

Wolfi. 

MOZART 
Yes, ril:f love? 

CONSTANZE 
These gentlemen are fr0111 Sal2burg. 

MOZART 
sal2burgl • • •  We were .just talking of 
Sal2burg1 . • • •  How is M':f father? 

CONSTANZE exchanges a look with the two men. 

:t know ...; :t know! 
furious with mel 

No, sir. 

MOZART (contd) 
Elon't tell me! 

A. GEN'I'LEMAN 

MOZART 

Be ' s  

Oh? :t must have acne s0111ething right 
for a change! He 's  always furious over 
S0%1lething 1 • • • 

CONS'l'ANZE 
WOlfi - your father is aeaa. 

MOZART 
What? 

CONSTANZE 
Your father is aeaa. 

• 
MOZART stares in disbelief. The first loud chord of the 
Statue Scene sounds. 
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133 INT. AN OPERA" HOUSE. NIGHT. 1780's. 3 SOLOISTS, DEMONS, 
30 ORCHESTRA. 

The second chord sounds. 

onstage we see a huge nailed fist crash through the wall 
of a painted dining room set. The giant armoured statue 
of THE COMMEt,1lATORE enters pointing his finger in 
accusation at DON GIOVANNI, who sits at the supper table, 
staring -- his servant LEPORELLO quaking with fear under 
the table. 

(singing) 
Don Giovanni! 

THE COMMENDATORE 

The figure advances on the lii>ertine. We see MOZl\RT 
conducting, pale and deeply involved. Music fades down 
a little. 

OLD SJ\LJ:ERI (VO) 
So rose the dreadful ¢.ost in his next 
and blackest opera! There on the stage 
stood the fisure of a dead CCml!lander 
calling out "Repent l • • • Repent t ••• ; • 

The music swells. We see S.ALIERI standing alone in the 
back of a box, unseen, in serai-darkness. We also see that 
the theatre is only half full. Music fades down. 

OLD SALIERI (VO contd) 
And I knew -- only ! und2rstood -- that 
the horrifying apparition was Leopold -­
raised from t..�e dead! Wol!gan9 had 
actually s=oned up his own father to 
accuse his son :before all the world! 
It was terrifying and wonderful to watch! 

Music swells up again. We watch the scene on stage as 
T!IE COMMENDATORE addresses Giovanni. Then back to 
SAI.IER.I in the box. Music down again. 

134 IN'l'. OLD SALIERI' S HOSPITAL ROOM. NIG!IT. 1823. 

OLD SALIERI 
Now a madness began in =e t • •• The madness 
of a man splitting in half! ••• Through my 
influence I saw to it Don Giovanni was played 
only five times in Vienna. But 1n secret 
I •,.'i?n� t.� c�..-er/ one of those five -- all 
al0�2 -- ��a�le to help myself -- worshipping 
sound l alone seez:i.ed to hear& 
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135 INT,  OPERA BOOSE . NlGBT .  l780's. SAl!E AS #133 
•• 

OLD SALlERI {VO) 
A.ad tiour after hour, as I stood · tbere-­
w,dersta.nding even more clearly bow tbat 
bitter old man was still possessing bis 
poor son from beyond tbe grave - I bega11 
to see & way -- a terrible way -- I could 
finally triumph over God, -- my torturer ! 

Music swells. ODst&ge DON GIOVM"l!I is seized a.nd gripped 
by tbe STATOE' s  icy ba.nd. Flames burst from obviously 
artificial rocks. DEMONS appear a.nd drag the libertine 
d0WD to Bell. Tbe Scene ends . 
C.O. SALIERI , staring wide-eyed. 

COT TO :  

135A EXT. SCHI CKAJ,"EilER ' S  THEATRE. VIENNA. NIGHT. 1780 ' s  

We see buge and attractive POSTERS and BILLBOARDS advertising 
SCBICKA.\"EDER ' S  TROOP£. The Camera concentrates 0a tbe one 
wbicb reads as follows : 

Impresario - - de - - luxe 
Presents 

The Celebrated 
SCHICKA�EDER TROcPE OF PL�YEP.S 

iD 
An Evening of 

PARODY 
Music !  Mirth! Magi c !  
ALL SONGS AND SPEECHES WRITTEN 

BY 

EiDIANOEL SCH I CKA..,EDER 

Who personally Will Appear 
la Every Sce11e! 

IN SC!.!i'E 153 C·�' · :t:. ?OS!!R FOR TE te.G!C" �-�:-:-£ ,  THE NA\!F­
E.Y:.!.A.Nt:.:.L scszc-..· �.-:mER S!F)t"!.D AP?EAR ,·u.y ' VERY LAR�E . A.�D 
THE NAME OF liOZART QVITE Sl,IALL. 
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CUT TO: 
• 

136 I?>'T. SC!IIKAN:EDER' S  Tl!EATRE IN Tm; SlJBL"RBS. NIGl!T. 
1780' s. 500 SPECTATORS, 10 ORC!IESTRA, 9 DWARVES, Tl!REE 
ACl'i!ESSES, 2 STRONGl!EN, 4 KEN IN PANTOMIME "l!ORSE" , 12 
DANCERS, 4 BAGPIPERS, 5 WAITERS, A ltEAI. l!ORSE. 

Noise; smoke; tbe ADDIENCE sitting at tables for a.a 
eveni12g of Vaudeville, MOZART, CONSTANZE and tbeir so12 
EARL -- now about two years old, and sitting on bis 
mother's lap - - are watching a Parody Scene by 
SC!IIKAh'.EDER ' s  TROliPE - - rowdy , bawdy and silly -
incorporating 1D0tifs, s1tuat1om, and tunes from MOZART's 
Operas which we bave see12 and heard. Before them on tbe 
tabl e are bottl es of wine and beer , plates of sausages , 
et c .  

TllE PARODY 

Onstage we see a set whicb parodies t�e dining room in 
Don Giovanni ' s  Palac e ,  shown in  Scene Fl33.  

' 

SCH! KAN�DER as DON GIOVANNI is dancing with the T!!REE 
ACTRESSES t o  the ldi nuet from "Don Giova?>ni" ( end of 
Act I ) ,  played by a quartet of tipsy musicia?>s. 
LEPORELLO is ba.tiding around wine 011 a tray. 

Suddenly tbere is a tremendous Knock ! hock! Knock ! 
outside. The music slithers to a stop. All look at 
each otber in panic. LEPORELLO drops bis tray witb a 
crash. All ilO Ssb! One more Knock! is beard. Then ALL 
-- llUS!CIANS, ACTRESSES, DON GIOVAh"NI and LEPORELLO -­
make a dasb to bide under tbe table wbich is far too 
Slllall to acCOC1odate them all. The table rocks. 
SC!IIKA.;.:DER is pushed out. lie is terrified . lie sbakes 
elaborately. Three more knocks are beard; louder. 
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SC!!IKANED?:R 
Who is it? 

One more knock! 

SC!!IKAN?:D?:R (contd) 
c-c-c-come inl 

ID the pit a chromatic scale fro= the overture ta Don 
Giovanni turns into a •Till-Readv. � This qrcws mo'reand 
mere menacing until -

i!l\SHI The whole flat representing the wall at the back 
falls down. An absurd PANTOML'IE BORSE gallops in. {It 
has a ridiculous expression, and is manned by four men 
in$ide). Standing precario12Sly on its back is a !liiA.'IF, 
wearing a miniature version of the armour and hel=et worn 
by the COl!MEN!lATORE. Be sings in a high, nasal voice, ' 

COl!MENl)A!rORl! 
(singing) 

Dan Giovannnnnnnnnni! 

Ee tries to keep his balance 
ae falls off onto the stage. 
trying to get back on. 

u he trots in - but fails. 
Be beats at the horse, 

COM!'.EI.-OATORJ, (contd) 
Down! • • •  Downl • • •  

Bewildered, the Horse looks about him, but car.not see 
his s�all riCer who is below his line cf vision. 

CCMlE!l!lA':'ORJ:: ( con ::.dl 
I'= here! · • •  I'm here! • • •  

The BORSE, 8'.lidst laughter from the audience, fails to 
locate him. Exasperated, the DWARF signals to SOl:L"'One in 
the wings. A TALL MA.� sttides cut carrying a see-saw, 
on his shoulders stands ano��er man. The D"dA..itF stands en 
the lo,o,ered end of  the see-saw. There is a drum roll -
and the man above jw:,ps down onto the raised end - and 
the COMM=:NDATORE is at.ruptly catapulted back onto the 
horse -- only backwards, so that he is facing away from 
DON GIOVANNI. The T"riO MEN bow to the applauding audience, 
and retire off-stage. The COM,,'-iESDATORE tries to exter.d 
his arms in the proper =enacing attitude, and at the same 
time tu:;-n around to face OON GIOVA.?ffl?. This he finds 
difficult. 

(singing) 
Don Giovannnnnnnni l 
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SCHIKANEDER 
Who the devil are you? ••• l'11at do you want? 

COMMENDATORE 
(singing) 

I've come to c!innllllllnerll 

SCHIKA.'i"EDER 
Di.ml.er? How dare you? I am a nobleman! 
I only cline with people of my own height! 

alMMENDATORE 
lire yea drunk? Yoa invitee! me. Aile! my 
horae. lier a hei is. Ottavio I 
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The liORS2 takes a bow. The lllfl\RF almost falls off again. 

COMl!ENDA'l'ORE 
Whoa! Whoa! ••• Stop it! • ;. 

The 'I'IIREE GIRLS rush to his aid, and reach him just in 
time. They sing in the manner of the nee Ladies later to 
be put into The Maaic Flute. 

FIRST LADY 
(nmning and singing) 

Be careful I -

SECOND U\llY 
(running and singing) 

Be care ful! --

TliIRD LADY 
(running allcl singinsl 

Be careful! -

ALL 'I'IIREE 'l'OGETBER 
(close harmony) 

!iolcl tigb t naw I 

They cp:al> him. 

COMMZlulATORE 
(angry) 

Leave me alone! •• • Stop itl ••• I'm 
a fAt!l0us horsemanl 

O'l'TAVIO 
.An� I'� a �a..-aus horse ! 

lie gives the ladies a radiant Slllile. The THi!EE LADIES 
aing, a• before, in close har.,:,ony: 
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FIRST LADY 
(singing) 

ile's  adorable! -

(singing) 
Marable! --

(singing) 
Adorable! --

SECOND LADY 

THIRD u.DY 

118 

An orchestral chord. The = LADIES turn to OTTAVIO 
and sing to him: 

TliREE UDIES 
(singing toqetherJ 

Give ""' ycur hoc:f, my darling -­
And I'll give ycu my heart! 
'.1'ake me to l/01lr stable, 
And never more we• 11 part I 

C11/TAVIO 
!singing, four male voices) 

I'm shy and very bashful! -
Z d0n 1t kuow what to say! 

T!!REE t1,llIES 
(singing together) 

Don't hesitate a second£ 
Just answer yes and neigh ! 

OTTAVIO neighs loudly, and ::uns at the girls. 

C()Ml,!Sffl)ATOBE: 
I speaking) 

Stop it! ••• lihat are 
Remember who l/OU are! 
and they are whores! 

Beos from the audience I 

(speaking! 

you doing? ••• 
You' re horse --· 

'l'his is ridiculous! I won't have any of 
itl You' re turning my  house into a circus! 

A trapeze sails in from above. On it stands a Grand 
SOPRA.�0 W?ari�� a� elaborate Turkish cost1Jr.1e, like a 
parody of c.�.v,�:. .:?.I •  s i n  • Se:-ag.!io . 1 She comes i n  
singing a :,:.,.d coloratura scale in tile man.�er o f  Martern 
aller A,:un. 
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SCH:tKANECER 
(speaking) 

Shut up! Women , wcmen, women ! -­
I 'm sick to death of them! 

Re marches off stage. 

Dash 
Slav 

SOPRANO 
(singing dramatically) 
me! Bash mel Lash me! • • •  Flay me! 
me! At last I wUl be freed by death! 

COMMEh1lATORE 
Shut up! 

SOPRANO 
(swinging and singing) 

Kill me! Kill me! ,Kill met Kill met 
• • •  At lastT"shall 'Eefreed by aeathl 
At last I shall be freed by deeee - I 
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The COMME:h1lATORE pulls out his ,...,ord, reaches up and 
thrusts her through with it. The SOPRA.�O collapses on 
the bar of the tra?f!ze. The audience applauds. At the 
same moment EIGl!T IlWl\..�VES march in bearing a huge 
cauld::on of ste��ing water. They sing as they march to 
the sound of the March that was cut fro� Act 3 of 
' Figaro. ' They are dressed as miniature copies of the 
chorus in that Scene (Sc. tll0) except that they are 
wearing cooks' hats. 

EIGHT OWAR'i/ES 
(singing) 

We're 9oin9 to make a Soprano stew! 
we• re going to make a Soprano stew! 
And when you make a Soprano stew -­
Any stupid Soprano will do! 
Any stew-stew-stew-stew-stew! -­
Any stewpid Soprano will . do !  

They set the giant pot down in t..,_e middle o f  the stage. 
The trapeze with the dead SOPRANO is still swinging 
above t.....,,e stage. 

we hear the Chromatic Scale fros the Don Giovanni Over­
ture again , repeateQ anc repeated, only now fas� and 
treiolandc. TC this exciting 'Till-Ready' SCHIK..l\...,1::PER 
8uddenly rides in on a REAL SOR.SE, waving a real sword. 
With t�!.s �':! -=-�"'..s t�� st:-i:1::- of t�<? �:-==:,e:�, .3.nd t?':e 
S�??-�i':> !z,:.l� :.:--.�::> :�e pc:. ;,, �=;::- ::-. ..::-.is s:=l:!�:". of 
wa:.er. SC!!Ii-:...�;�:,:;;a, r!.d.as C\.:.t.. !:o::e a;;:?lauss . 

All the Di!ARVES produce long wooden cooking spoons, and 
climb up the sides of the pot • 
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The THREE GIRLS produce from under their skirts huge 
bottles labelled "SALT" --

(Binging) 
Behold! 

PEPPER -

FIRST LAI>Y 

SECOliD LADY 
(singing) 

l!eholdl - Atishool 

and SC!!NAPPS --

(singing) 
l!ehold! -- l!icl 

THIRD LADY 

And throw theo, int o the pot. 

All the ll!iARv;;:s produce l ong wooden spoons. 

COMM:E:l\"DATORE 
(speaking to the DWARVES) 

How long does it take to cook a Soprano? 

I>WARv;;:S 
(all together) 

Five hours - five minutes five seconds! 

COMMENDATORE 
(speaking) 

I can ' t  wait that long! I'm starving! 

O'l:TAVIO 
(speaking; f our voices) 

SO am I I  

SCBIXl\NEI>ER marches in as FIGARO. 

SCl!IKM"EDE!! 
(singing to the tune of ' Non �iu andrai') 

In the pot, I have qot a CJOOd dinner! 
Net a sausage or stew, but a sin;er! 
wot a sausage or stew but a singer 
Is the treat that I 'll eat f or my meat! 

CO�AT'.:1?� 
Ch shut up ! I 'm sick to C�ath of tha� tuns ! 

c.a. MOZART lauqhing deliqhtedly with the AUDIE NCE. 
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T!iE THREE GIR!.S 
(singing again to the !iORSE) 

Give me your hoof, my darling! 
And I'll give you my heart! 

COMME�"llATORE 
Shut ugl I 'm sick of that one tool 
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All the OIIARVES climl> up the rir.l of t.'le pot. As they 
climb they all h= together the opening of Eine kleine 
Nachtmusik. 

COM!!ENOATORE (contd) 
And that one tool 

The SOPRANO rises dripping with water in the middle of 
the pot. 

Tml SOPRANO 
(singing) 

Oil met ••• Broil me! ••• 130il me! ••• 

All the OWA!\VES l>eat her back down into the pot with 
their long wooden spoons. 

SOPRANO 
(fro� inside t.�e pot) 

Soil mel • • •  Foil met . . .  Spoil me! . . .  

T!IE HORSE 
I can' t  eat harl Sopranos give me 
hiccups ! ••• -Y--want so�e hay! 

FIRST LADY 
(singing to SCHIKANEOER) 

lleyl --

SECOND LADY 
(singing to SC!iIKM"EOER) 

lleyl --

THIRD LADY 
(singing to SCHIKANEOER) 

!leyl -

SCHIKM"EOER 
lley What? 

ALI. T!!RZE LADIES 
(���:!n; to •ta ci e�re�• )  

Give hi::: �o�� hay, my Qarl�ng! 
And I'll give you my heart! · 
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Shut up! 
COMMENDATORE 

SCl!IKANEDER 
:teporellol We want some hay -- prestissimol 
••• Leporello -- wher� are you? ••• 
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The table is raised in the air by I.EPORELLO sitting under 
it, on a bale of hay. 

FIRST LADY 
(singinq to HORSE) 

Behold! --

SECOND LADY 
(singing to HORSE) 

Behold! --

'rliIRD LADY 
(singing to HORSE) 

Behold! --

O'l'TAVIO the BORSE gives a piercing neigh and ru.�s down 
to the hay. 

COM.'!E:NDATORE 
(holding on) 

Bey I Bey I Watch out! ••• 

The 'Till-Ready' startS again vigorou s13 . The SORSE' s 
rear-end swing 'rou..�d on a hinge to turn his hi nd­
quarters straight on to the AUDIENCE . The rest o f  him 
stays sideway s .  Bis  tail springs up i n  the air to reveal 
a lace handkerchief �odestly hiding his arsehole. 

SCl!IKM"EDER offers him a handful of hay. The BORSJ;; eats 
it -- and out the other end comes a long Viennese sausage. 
The Au"DIENCE roars with laughter. Another handful of hay 
-- and out of the other end. falls a strin9 of sausages. 
Then a large pie, crust and all. Then a shower of iced 
cakes! Suddenly -- silence! SCl!IlC!INEDER produces an egg 
from his pocket. O'l"TAVIO the HORSE rears up in disgust. • 

COMMi;;NOATORJ;; 
h'"hoa! •••  Whoa , Ottaviot ••• Whoa! 

I.EPORELLO pries open the HORSE '  s =uth. SCl!IKANEDER pops 
into it the egg . A breathless pause -- as a dn:m z-oll 
builc!:; t:? �),,.c : : .:sion -- up a."':d up a."lc! up, a.'1.d t::.en 
sudde�ly o�� o: t.�e HORSJ;; ' s  rear-end flies a single white 
dove ! 

Wild applause. 
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It flies into the AUDIE!ICE. Im::,ediately all the CAST 
start humming the lyrical finale f:o.� 'Figaro, ' 'Tutti 
Ccntenti . '  More a...�d �ore doves fly out fro.� the wings 
and fill the theatre. Everybody picks up the sausages 
and cakes and begins to eat. The ending of the sketch 
is unexpectedly lyrical and magical -- and then, suddenly, 
Bl\.NGI -- the teopo changes, and the coarse strains of 
Ich Mochte wohl Der Raiser take over -- and the whole 
company 1.s aancing, a.anc1.nq, frantically! A GENERAL 
DANCE as the =tain falls. 

It rises immediately. The AUDIENCE -- including MOZART 
- is delighted. It applauds vigorously. SCIIIRANEDER 
takes a bow amongst his Troupe. Amongst much whistling 
and clapping he finally j umps off the stage and strides 
through the AODIENCE tc-.,ards the table where MOZART sits 
with his family. Onstage imi:lediately a troupe of BAG­
PIPERS appears to play an old GERMAN TllNl! .  SO!Oe of the 
l\UDIENCE joins in singing •it. 

SCHI!tl\.NEDER 
Well, hew cl'you like that? 

MOZA.RT is smiling I he has been ac,usecl. CONSTANZE has been 
less a�used, a..�d is looking apprehensive. 

MOZART 
Honderfull 

(indicating his BABY SON) 
He liked the mcnkeys, didn ' t  you? 

SCHIX.l\..�CE:R 
res -- well, it 's  all 90od funl 

MOZART 
I liked the horse. 

SCIII!tl\.NEDER sits at the table, and drinks fr= a bottle of 
wine. 

SCHIKANEDER 
Isn't he marvelous? Be cost me a bundle, 
that hors. e, but he ' s  worth it. I tell 
you -- i! you ' d  played 'Don Giovanni' 
hare it would have been a great success. 
I'm not joking. These people aren 't  fools. 
You could do sc=ething marvelous fer the:22. 

MOZART 
I ' d li� : :� .. ...  �=Y ��-==-- s::::-:!s.y! : ':: not 
sure ! " d  ��  ��c� gocJ a� it. 

SCl!IKl\NilDER 
'Course you would! You belong here, my 
boy -- not the snobby Court! • • •  You could 

(MORE) 
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SCHIKA.�EDER (contd) 
do anything you felt like he:r:e -- the mo:r:e 
fantastic the bette:r:I That 's what people 
want, you know: fantasy! ••• You do a big 
production -- fill it with beautiful magic 
tricks -- and you 'll be absolutely f:r:ee to 
do anything you want , , , Of course, you'd 
have to put a fire in it, because I 've 90t 
the best fire machine in the city -- and 
a big flood -- I can do you the finest 
water effects you ewr saw in your life! 
• • •  Oh, and a few trick animals ! -- You'd 
have to use those ! 

MOZART 
Animals? 

SCHI'RANEDER 
% tell you I picked. up a snake in D:r:esden 
last week -- twelve foot long -- folds up 
to six inches, just like a paper fan ! • • •  
It's a miracle! 

MOZAR!!.' laughs. 

SCH!KANEOER (contd) 
I '� serious. You w-rite a pro?er part for 
=e with a couple of catchy songs -- I'll 
guarantee you ' ll have a triu::;oh-de-luxe! 
Mind you, it 'll have to be in Ger:nan. 

MOZART 
Ger.nan ! 

Of course ? 
speak he:r:e? 

SCl!IKl,NEDER 
What else d 'you think 

IIOZART 

they 

Ho, no, I love that. I 'd want it to be 
in Gez:mant--zn.aven't done anything in 
German since "Seraglio ! �  

SCHIKM-ZDER 
So the:r:e you are l What do you say? 

CONST:,,,,,'iZE 
!!ow much will you pay him? 

(to MOZART) 
I see you 've got your Ma.�age,: with you! 
Well, Hadaoe. How about half the receipts? 

124 
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MOZART 
Balf receipts! • • •  Stanzi! 

CONSTANZE 

• • •  

I 'm talking about now. How much will you 
give him now? Down payment? 

SCHIRANEDER 
Down payment? • • • l!ho do you think I am? 
The Emperor? • • •  llhoops , I have to go ! 

He rises in haste for his next n'U:\.ber. 

SCHIKANEDER (contd) 
Stay where you are. You're going to like 
this next one! We'll speak again. 
• • •  �Triumph-de-lu:ce1 �  my b oy! • • •  

Ee winks at MOZART and disappears towards the stage. 
l!OZM.T looks after him, enchanted . 

CONSTMZE 
Y ou're n ot g oing t o  de this? 

MOZART 
Why not? • • •  Half the house! 

CONSTMZE 
When? We need money now! Ei'ther he pays 
new , or y ou don ' t  do 1t! 

MOZART 
Oh, Sta.nzi I 

CONSTANZE 
I don't trust this man • • •  And I didn't like 
what he did with y our opera! It was CQmQ.on! 

MOZART 
(to !CAJU.l 

Well , you liked it , didn't you? Monkey­
flunki-punkil • • •  

CONSTANZE 
Half the house! You'll never see a peMyl 
• • •  I want it here -- in r:-.y hand. 

. (dirty) 
s t.1!.ll:zi-c.:::: i 

MOZART 

CCUST>.,,'i:� 
Shut uol I 'li not let you put anything 
in 'lnY !ia.-,d until I see some money ! 

125 
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Ee giggles like a child. 

Cll'l' 'l'O: 

126 

137 INT. HALLWAY OF Tl!B SCELOMBERG EOOSE. DAY. 1780 ' s .  
l DOORMAN , l SERVJ\NT , l MAID, 5 DOGS • 

DOGS barking wickedly. MICHAEL SCELOMBERG coces in from. 
his salon. MOZART stands there locking very unwell and 
bewildered. lie is also drunk, but making a careful 
attempt to keep hi.!! ccmposure. 

SCELOMBERG 
Herr Mozart: I What a surprise. !¥"hat can 
I 4o for you? 

MOZART 
Is my pupil still anxious to learn the 
art of music? 

SCELtlMBBRG 
Well, your pupil is i::a=ied and living in 
Mannheim, you."lg man .. 

MOZART 
Really? • • •  Perhaps your dear wife might 
care to pro f it frc::i my instruction? 

SCELOMBE:RG 
What is this, Mozart? 1-t'"hat ' s  the I:atter 
with you? 

MOZART 
Well. Since it ap?ears nobody is eager 
to hire my ser.,ices , could you favour �e 
with a little money instead? 

SC!!LtlMBERG 
What for? 

MOZAR'l' 
If a man cannot earn -- he must borrow • • •  

SCELtlMBERG 
Well this is hardly the way to go a.bout it. 

MOZAR'l' 
No doub<;, sir. But I a,:, endowed with 
talent, and you with money. If I offer 
::-,!.::.e: -- : ��-: should of�er yours. 

Litt.le paus.e. 
SC!!Ltll!BBRG 

I'm sorry.. No. 
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MOZART 
Please • • •  I'll give it back, I promise 
•.. Please, sir. 

SC!II.UMBERG 
My answer is no, Mozart. 

c.o. MOZART. Bis voice beccmes mechanical. 

MOZARl' 
Please. Please. Please. Please. Please. 
Please. 

Cll'l' TO: 
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138 INT. 'l'l!E IMPERIAL t.IB�. DAY. l790's. 10 ASSOR:i:ED 
I.EARNED MEN, STUDENTS, MONKS. 

' 
VAN SWIETEN and SALIE.RI stand close together. Several 
scholars Md students are examining scrolls and manu­
scripts at the ot:.�er end of the room. 

nN SWI.:TEN 
(keeping his voice down) 

This is embarrassing, you know. You intro­
duced Mozart to some of ·my friends and he's 
begging fr= practically all of them. It 
has to stop. 

SALIEiU 
I agree , Baron .. 

� SWI:E:TEN 
Cau't you think of anyone who CU.9ht. commission 
sc:me work frcm him? I've done my best. I 
got him to arrange some Bach for '!'"I Sunday 
concerts. ae got a fee ••• what I could 
afford ••• Can't you think of anyone who 
might do something for him? 

SALIERI 
No, Baron: no. I'm afraid Mozart is a lost 
cause. Be has managed to alienate practically 
the whole of Vienna. ae is constantly clrun.k. 
Be never pays his debts. I can't think of one 
person to whom I due recommend hilll. 

Vl\N SWI£'L'l,;!1 
s�� sad . .. .  !t's t:a�ic, !�� t t i�? . . .  Such 
a talent. 

SAI.IERI 
Indeed ••• Just a moment - As a =atter of 
fact I think I do !:now saceone who could 

(MORE) 
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SAI.IERI ( contd) 
commission a work frcm him ••• A very 
appropriate person to do so • •• Yes. 
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The opening measures of the Piano Concerto in D Minor 
steal in. 

CUT TO: 

13 9 INT. THE COSTUME Sl!OP • VlENNA. DAY. 1790 'a. 3 S!!OP 
ASSISTANTS, 30 PEDEST.!UANS, 3 CARRIAGES, S CUSTC!!ERS. 

This is exactly the same shop which MOZART and CONSTANZE 
visited with LEOPOLD (Scene 90) . !low Sl\LIERI's SERVANT 
(whom we saw in Scene SlA) stands in it, waiting. We see 
a few other custczners being sexved. Qy the staff: renting 
masks, costumes, etc. One cf the staff �e:rges frc.a. the 
hack of the shop carrying' a  large hex, which he hands to 
SAI.IERI 's S ERVA!l'l' • The SERVllN'l.' leaves the shop. 'lhrough 
the window we see him hurrying away through the snowy 
street full of passers-by, ca=iages, etc. 

139A INT. SAI.IERI'S APAR'l'MmiT. DUSK. l790's .• 

The D Minor Concerto continues on the soundtrack. 
SALIERI , alone , eagerly opens the box from the costcne 
shop, and takes out the s,oe dark cloak and hat that 
LEOPOLD wore to the �asquerade -- only now attached to 
the hat is a dark raask whose mouth is cut into a frown, 
not a laug h. It pre sents a bitter and menacing 
expression. He puts on t.�e cloak , the hat a..�d �he cask 
-- turns his back -- and suddenly we see the assernl>led 
a.,d alarming i.�ase reflectee in a full-ler.gth ::J.;.rror! 
The music swells darkly --

CUT TO :  

140 EXT. A SNOWY STREET IN VlE:lo"!IA. DCSK. 1790 's. 
20 PEOPLE, CARRIAGES. 

As the 'Tutti• cf the D Minor Conc:grto continues, we see 
SALIERI -- dressed in this �enac�ng costume, dark against 
the snow -- stalking through a street which is ot.�ezvise 
lively with people going to various festivities. Some 
of them wear frivolous carnival clothes . 

140A 10 PEDESTRIA!IS, =GES AllD SEDIINS. 

140B S PECPLE, COG. 

141 Ill'?. MOZu� •s �ZVL�G ROOM. DUSR.· 1790's. 

MOZART sits writing 
really quite sick, 

at a table. Ee appears now to be 
Bis �ace expresses pain fra:1 his 
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stomach cramps.  There • is a gentle knock 
lie rises, goes to the door and opens it. 
there is a SHOCK CUT: 

at the door.  
Zm:nediately 

The dark, frowning mask stares at him and at us. 
violent D Minor chord which opens Don Giovanni is 
Sl\LIERI in costume stands in the doorway. 

SA.tIE!U 
!!err Mozart? 

The 
heard. 

The second chord sounds a.�d fades. MOZART stares in panic. 

I have c:cme to 
SALIERI ( contd) 

can:nission work from you. 

MOZART 
What work? 

SALIERI 
A Mass for the dead. 

MOZART 
What dead? ., • •  Who is dead'? 

SA!.IERI 
A zaa.� who deserved a Requiec Mass and 
never got one . 

MOZART 
Who are you? •• • 

SA.tIERI 
I am only a messenger. Do you accept? 
••• You will be paid well. 

MOZART 
!low much? 

SALIERI extends his hand. :tn  it is a bag of i:noney. 

SA.tIERI 
Fifty ducats . Another fifty when I have 
the Hass. Do you accept? 

Almost against his will , MOZART takes the money. 

Work fast. 
you do! • • •  

MOZART 

s;..:.::;::.z 

And be sure -- tell no one what 
You will see me soon again. 
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He turns away. MOZA..� closes the front doer. Instantly 
we hear the opening of the Requie.� Mass (also in D Miner} . 
MOZART turns and looks up at the por�rait of his father 
on the wall. The portrait stares back. CONSTANZE opens 
the doc,: f,:om the bed::oo:n. She sees hi:a staring up. 

CONSTANZE 
Wolfi! ••• Wclfi! ••• 

!le loolcs at her with startled eyes. The music breaks off. 

· cONSTANZE ( contd) 
llhc was that? 

MOZART 
No one. 

CONSTANZE 
I hea:i:d voices. 

!le gives a strange little giggle. 

CONSTANZE ( ccntd) 
What 's the matter? 

She sees the bag of mo�ey. 

COllSTANZE ( ccntd) 
hi\at 's that? . .. .  c,rl:! 

(pou.91cing on 1t) 
Who gave you t..�is? . • •  How ��ch is i�? 
Melfi!  Who gave ye� this? 

MOZART 
I'm net telling you. 

CONSTANZE 
llhy net? 

MOZ1'RT 
You 'd think I was mad • • •  

He stares at her. She stares at hi:n. 

• • •  

142 INT. OLD SAI.IERI'S HOSPIT�.t. ROOM. NIGHT, 1823. 

OLD SALI2RI is now wildly animated -- totally driven by 
his confession to VOGI.zR. 

oto s.::.�z:a1 

My plan was so si.:::ple, it terrified mel 
••• First I must get the Deat.� Mass ••• 
-- and then achieve the death ! 7:"':-
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VOGLER stares at him in horror. 

VOGIJ::R 

OLD SALIERI 
Bis fwieral imagine itl ••• The Cathedral 
-- all Vienna sitting there! His coffin 
-- Mozart 's little coffin in the middle! 
-- Nld suddenly in that silence, music! 
- a divine music bursts cut ever them 
all -- a great Mass cf Death! Requiem 
Mass fer Wolfgang Mozart, canpcsed by his 
devoted friend Antonie Salieril ••• 
"What sublimity I ••. llhat depth I ••• 
llhat passion in the music! ••• Salieri 
has been touched by God at: last:! ••• • 
And God -- forced to,listenl Powerless 
-- powerless to stop 2.t:1 • • •  :i: at: the end, 
fer once -- laughi.ng at: Bim! • • • Do you 
understand? ••• De you? 

VOGLER 
Yes. 

OLD SALIERI 
The only thing that worried ce was the 
actual killing. How does one de that? 
acw does one kill a man? ••• It 's  one 
thing to drea.I:2 about it. It 's  very 
different when you have to do it, with 
your own hands • • •  
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He raises his own hands a:1d stares at them. 
'Dies Irae • frct:1 the Requiem Mass cf MOZART 
us. 

The raging 
bu.rsts upon 

CUT TO: 

143 INT. I.Iv.ING ROOM OF MOZARr 'S APARTMENT. NIGHT. l790's. 

MOZART sits wcrl<ing frantically at this demonic music. 
Bis whole expression is one of wildness and en�ulfing 
fever. He pours wine down his threat -- spilling it -­
and grimaces as it hi ts his stomach . All arou."ld him 
are manuscripts. There is a banging at the front door. 
MOZART does not hear it: the music: raves on. Another 
knocking comes -- louder. CONST.ANZ!; appears from the 
bedroom and stares at her distracted husband. The 
knocking i$ re��ated asain -- even � ore violently and 
insistently. 

CONSTllNZ E  
Wolfi I • • . Wclfi I • •• 
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Be looks at her. 
enozmous bang at 
to open it. 

The music brea.'<s off .• 
the door startles him. 

Silence .. An 
CONSTANZE moves 

MOZART 
Nol ••• Don't answer itl 

CONSTANZE 
l!hy? 

MOZAR'l' springs up. Be is clearly terrified. 

MOZAR'l' 
Tell him I 'm not here! ••• Tell him I 'm 
working on it! ••• come hack later! ••• 

He runs out of the ream, into his woz:krcc:m, and shuts the 
door. Now a little scared. herself, CONSTANZ:O: goes to the 
front door and opens it cautiously. sca:IRANE:D:O:R stands 
there, floridly dressed, as usual. I.ORI. is seen peeking 
out from the kitchen. 

SC!lllll\NEDER 
Am I interrupting something? 

CONSTA.'IZJ;; 
Not at all . . .. 

SC!iIRM".E:JER 
(peering into the r=l 

Where's our friend? 

CONSTANZ!:: 
Be ' s  net in • • •  But he's working on it. 
Be said to tell you. 

SCBI!tl\Nli:DER 
I hope so. I need it immediately. 

Be pushes her into the room. 

SCBIRAN:O:DER (contd) 
Is he happy with it? 

He sees the manuscript on the table, and goes to it 
eagerly. 

SCBIKANEDER (contd) 
Is this it? 

He picks up a page without waiting for a reply. 

SCBIXANED!!R ( contd) 
Hhat the devil's this? • •. 'Requiem Mass'? 
• •• Does he think I 'm in the fu.-:eral business? 
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MOZART opens the workroo::, door, 
aees him: wild-1!yed, e><tremely 

We see him as SCl!IKAliEDER 
pale, and strange. 

MOZART 
Leave that alone! 

scam»raoi:R 
Wolfil 

Put it down! 

SCBIMNEDBR 
What is this? 

MOZAR,,' 
Put it down, I said! •••• It's nothing for you. 

Ohl I 'm sor,;yl 
you got for- me? 

What? 

SCBIXANEDER 
I• m sor,;y I • • • What have 
Is  it finished? 

MOZART 

SCHIR1..','E:JER 
"What?" . . .  The Vaudeville, what'd you think? 

MOZART 
Yes. 

SC!!IKANZDER 
Can I see it? 

MOZART 
No, 

SC!!�'EDER 
Why not? 

MOZART 
Because there ' s  not..�ing be see! 

lie giggles triu:iphantly. SC!!n.>.NEDER stares at him. 

SC!!IKANZDER 
took -- I asked you if we could start 
rehearsal n�xt week, and y0u said yes. 

t.OZARI' 
Well, we CM, 

SC!!IKANE!lER 
So let =e see it. Where is it? 
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MOZART, with a bright, rather demented smile, presents 
his head to SCl!IKA.'IEDER. 

MOZART 
aere. It's all right here, in my noodle. 
The rest is just scribbling! ••• scribbling 
azid bibbling. Bibbling and scribbling. 
Would you like a cl:ink? 

ae giggles. SCHI.RANED2R suddenly grabs his lapels. 

SCHIKANEDER 
:t.cok, you little clown - do you knew hew 
many people I've hired for you? Do you 
knew hew many people are waiting? 

CONSTl\NZE 
:Leave him alone! 

SC!l'IRllNEDER 
I'm paying these people! Do you reali2e 
that? 

CONSTANZE 
ae•s doing his best! 

SCHIKA.',"ZOER 
I 'm paying people just to wait for you! 
It's ridiculous! 

CONSTANZll 
You k..�ow what 's  ridiC\llous? Your libretto 
-- that's what's ridiculous ! • . •  Only an 
idiot would ask Kolfi to work on that stuff ! 

SC!IIRa!ll!D2R 
Oh yes? And what's so intelligent about 
writing a Requie::i? 

CONSTl\N Z E  
Money! ••• Money! 

SC!IIRa!ll!DER 
You ' re mad! ••• She ' s  mad, Wolfi l 

CONSTA.'IZ2 

• • •  

Oh yes, and who are you? Be's worked for 
Rings! For the Emperor! ••• 

( sho-Jt ing) 
w::o are ycc.? 

SC!IIRANEDER suddenly takes MOZART by the arms, and speaks 
to him with intense appeal. 
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SCH IKA.'t"EDE R 
Listen , Wolfi. Write it. Please. Just 
write it down. On paper. It's no good 
to anyone in your head ••• And fuck the 
Death Massi 

144 INT. SALIERI'S SALON. DAY. l790 's. 

A frightened and tearful LORL sits before SALIERI • 

SALIERI 
New calm yourself. Calm 
matter with you? 

• • •  What ' s  the 

I'm leaving 
anymore ••• 

• • •  
I'm 

LORI. 
I '= not w orking 
scared! 

' 
SALIERI 

lilly? What has happened? 

LORL 

there 

You don't knOW' what it 's  like ••. Serr 
Mozart frightens J>e. Be drin.':s all day 
-- then takes all that medicine and it 
makes hi::i worse. 

SALIERI 
What medicine? 

LORL 
I don 't k."'low •• • Se has pai�s. 

SALIERI 
Where? 

LORL 
Bere -- in his stanach. They bend him 
right overt 

SALIERI 
Ia he working? 

LORI. 
I 'm frightened, sir. Really! ••• h"hen he 
speaks , he doesn 't make a."'ly sense . You 
knew he said he saw -- he said he saw his 
father -- And his father's dead ! • • •  

SALIERI 

LORL 
I suppose so. Ee sits t.�ere all the time, 
c1oing saoe oilly opera. 

135 
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SALIERI 
(startled) 

Opera? , •• ODera? I 

Please don ' t  ask 
I 'm frightened! 

LORL 
me to go back again. 
I 'm very, very frightened 

SALIERZ 
( insistently) 

Are you sure it's an o-oera? 

136 

. . .  

The overture to The Mac:ic Flute begins grandly. To the 
music of the Slow :tntroduction Ira sa: 

14S IN'r. LJ:VING ROOM IN MOZART'S APARTMENT. NIG!!T. l790 ' s. 
2 YEAR OLD BABY . 

The room, lit by a few candles, appears dirty. The 
camera shows us again L20POLD's portrait on the wall, 
looking clown upon a sc:e.'le of disorder. Papers litter 
the table; dirty dishes are piled in the fireplace; 
on the forte-piano lies MOZART• s Masonic ap::on, woven 
with symbols. To the more lyrical passage of the 
Introduction to the Overture we see MOZA..i:t'r take up 
a candle and enter: 

145 INT. BEDilOOM IN MOZART 'S  APARTME!IT, NIG".c"T. l790 ' s. 

We watch him sta.�d besiCe CONSTA.�ZE, who lies asleep. 
MOZ.A.RT no� looks very ill; his wi:e a?pears worn out. 
Tenderly he touches her hair. Then he �aves to the cot 
where his son v_u l!es asleep -- k�eels, pulls up the 
child' s  little blanket -- and for a m=ent lays his own 
head clown beside the boy's. CONSTA.'IZE cpens her eyes 
and stares at him. MOZART rises and ret'1..'7lS to: 

147 INT. LIVING ROOM IN MOZART'S APARTMENT, NIGHT. l790's. 

The Introduction ends -- and suddenly the brilliant fast 
fugue begins. Instantly MOZART starts to dance to it, 
all alone: gleefully,  like a child. Be l00ks up at his 
father ' s  portrait, and ma.�es a silly, rude ges�ure at it. 
Be is -- briefly -- an irresponsible and happy boy again. 
Then sudCenly there is a gentle knocking at the door. 
The music fades down. Warily, MOZA..� crosses and cpens 
the door. The familiar dark chords froc Don Giova.'lni 
cut across the happy music. It ends. Before hlJil stands 
k�E fl_,s:�==> S: . .  : . ;:: :i . 

MOZA.a: 
I don ' t  have it yeti . . .  It 's  not finished 
••• I'm sorry, but I need more ti:?le • 
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SALIJ::RI 
Are you neglecting my request? 

MOZART 
No -- nol ••• I premise you -- I'll give 
you a wonde rful piece -� the best I ever 
cant ••• 
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ae turns and looks. CONSTANZJ:: has cooe into the living 
x-ocm. Nervously, MOZART indicates her. 

MOZARJ.' ( contd) 
This is my wife -- Stanzi ••• I ' ve been 
sick, but I 'm alriqht now, Aren't I? ••• 

CONSTANZll: 
Oh yes, sir. ae•• alright! ••• And he's 
working on it very ha,d. 

MOZAR'l' 
Give me two more weeks. Please. 

SALIERI contemplates the!:! both. 

SAI.IERI 
The sooner you finish -- the better your 
reward. Workl 

!le turns and goes down the stairs. MOZART shuts the door; 
he closes his eyes in fear. 

CONSTA.r.'l� 
Wolfi, I think you really are going mad! 
You work like a slave for that idict actor 
who won't  give you a penny and here ••• 
This is not a ghost! This is a real ma..�, 
who puts down real money! • •• Why on earth 
don 't  you finish it? 

ae will not look at her, or reply. 

CONSTA.'IZE ( contd) 
Give me one reason I can understand! 

MOZART 
I can't write it! 

CONSTANZE 
Why not? 

MOZART 
It ' s  killing me. 

He looks at her suddenly • 
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CONSTANZE 
No, -- this is really awful! ••• You're 
d::unk, aren't you? ••• Be honest -- tell 
me -- ycu 've been drinking • •• And I'm sc 
stupid I stay here and listen to you! 

Suddenly she starts to c,;y. 

CONSTANZE ( contd) 
It's not fairl ••• I wor,:y about you all 
the time -- I t,:y to help you all I can 
••• And you just drink and tallc nonsense 
and -- and frighten mel ••• It's not fairl 

Ber tears flow. MOZAl\'l' looks at her helplessly. 

MOZART 
Go back to bed. 

CONSTANZE 
Please ••• Let me sit here ••• Let me stay 
here with you! ••• I promise I won't say a 
word. I'll just be here -- so you know 
no one's going to hurt your ••• please ••• 
please ••• 

She sits down tearfully, staring at him. 
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••• 

We hear the 'Rex '.t't"e.mendai Majestatis' frO!n the Requiem, 
and see on t.."'le wall the portrait of LEOPOLD MO:A.?.T 
looking down. The camera pans slowly doi,.-:::iwards from it 
back to the table .  MOZART is writing the cusic. ae looks 
up and sees that CONSTA.NZE is fast asleep in her chair. 
MOZART gets up quietly. lie puts on his hat an<I cloak, 
takes a bottle of wine and tiptoes frO!ll the house. 
Without stopping, the music changes frO!ll the heavy 
Requiem to the light-hearted patter of the "Papa-Papa• 
duet frcm The Magic Flute. 

CO'l' TO: 

148 =· SCBIKA!,"EDER'S s=R HOOSE. 1790 1
S .  

This little wooden structure sta.,ds in a court.yard in 
the tenement by the Weiden. Insic:e we see a table, 
chair�, a forte-pia..,o, bottles and a chaos of papers. 
Strewn about in the chairs are the 'l'l!REE ACTRESSES , 
giggling. SCHiltM"EDER and MOZAaT. both drunk. are 
• : _ ,.. ;  _ _  ;.. 1.. ,..  ,.�. ,- o.:: ..... a ... . " ·o: --� --=----1° ,..i..� actor ... . .  :J -••· ��- - - - - - �--- -·· -- - ·· - -- - - ·  "' · · -

sings ;A?A:'.::E:iO, the Co:Jpcsex-, in a_ s0p:�,o voice, sings 
l'Al?AG!lllA at the keyboard. Absuraly, they end up rubbing 
noses and fall on each other's necks. 

148A SCBI:i:A!raDER'S Su"MMER BOUSE. 3 YOONG ACTRESSES. 
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149 BX'l'. STREET 
BOUSE. OAY. 
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ni VIENNA LBAOING TO MOZART ' S  APARTMENT 
l790 ' s. 3 FIGURES. 

MOZART, drunk and happy, staggers back through the snow. 
There are a few people about. ae goes into his apart..-nent 
building. 

149A FRON'l' OF MOZART'S BOUSE. 10 HORNING PEOPLE • 

150 IliT. MOZART'S APARTMEliT. OAY. l790 ' s. 

Be comes through the door and stares across the living 
r001ll at an open bedroan door. Puzzled, he c:rosses. 

- The bedr00ll! is also empty. We see CONSTANZE's empty bed: 
ll:ARL's empty bed ; empty c:upboards. 

MOZART 
St:anzi? ••• Stanzi-marini-bini? ••• 

Be looks about: him, puzzled. 

151 IN'l'. FRAU WEBER ' S  BOUSE. TllE LIVING .ROOH. !lll. l790's. 

FRAU WEBER sits grimly talking. MOZART sits also, 
c:anpletely exhausted and passive under the rain of her 
constant speech ., 

FRAU WBBE:R 
She ' s  not coming back, you know! She's 
gone fer gocdl I did it ar.d I 'm �roud 
of it! nLeave" f said. "Right away ! 
Take the child a.�d go, just go! Here's 
the moneyl  Go to the Spa and get your 
health back -- that's if you can! • · • � 
I was shocked! Shocked to mytoundation! 
••• Is that my girl? Can that be my 
St:anzi? The happy little moppet: ·x 
brought: up, that poor trembling thing? 
••• Oh you monster! •• •  Na one exists 
but you, do they? -- you and you.r music! 
••• Do you knew hew often she's sat in 
that very chair, weeping the eyes cut 
cf he� head because of vou? •• • I wai:ned 
her! •choose a man, not a babyl n I said. 
aut would she listen? Who listens? ••• 
"l!e's just a silly boy," she says! Silly, 
my arsel Selfish! -- that ' s  all you are. 
selfish ! •• • Selfish -- selfish -- selfish 
=-.s.:...:.:i_·: --- selfish ! !  1 

And with a scream MADAME lfBBER's voice turns into the 
shrill packing c:oloratura of the Sec:ond Ac:t Aria of the 
Queen of t:he Night:, in the MAGIC PLu"'l'B. 

OISSOLVB TO: 
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152 D,"'l'. SC!!IKA.�"EDER 'S THEATRE BY THE WEID�. !!IG"ri'.i'. 1790 's. 
500 SPECTATORS, 30 ORCHESTRA, SOLOIST : DAUGHTER. 

onstage we see t!le Qu1!IDI OF THE !IIGh"T fantastically 
cost\lffled, furiously 1!.rging her daughter to kill SARASTRO. 
As she sings we see the interior of the theatre, now 
re-arranged frc:n when we las� visited it to watch the 
Cabaret. An audience of ordinary Ger.nan citizens stands 
in the pit area, or sits: it is rapt and excited. The 
theatre also posses�es boxes; some of these shew closed 
curtains -- their inhabitants presu,oably engaged in 
private intimacies. In one cf the.-. sits SALIERI. 

T!!l! QUEEN OF THE NIGHT 
(singing furiously) 

A hellish wrath within my heart is seething! 
Death and destruction 
l!'l=e around my throne! 
If net by thee 
sarast:rc• s  light be extingµished. 
Then be th01.1 mine own daughter never morel 
Rejected be forever! 
So su..,dered be forevsr 
All the llcnds of ?cin and blcod! 
Bear! Bear! Bear God of Venseance! 
l!ear thy Mother's vow! 

Thu.-ider and light.-iing. She disappears aoidst tremendous 
applause from the audience. 

CUT TO : 

l'S3 EXT. Tl!E Ou"'l'SIDE CF ':'"dE Tl!E.ATR.::. ?IIGli'.::. A I.ARG;: POST;:R 
=ING :  30 ?ECPU:. 

I. & R .  priv. Weiden Theatre 
The Actors .cf the Imperial and Royal 
privileged Theatre cf the Weiden 
have the honour to perfon: 

Tl!!! MAGIC FI.UTE 

A Grand Opera in Two Acts by 
Em::ianuel Schika.-ieder 

(The cast List) 

The music is by l!err Wolfgang Ar.:adeus 
Mozart. Serr Mozart out of respe� 
,t:: • • • • • - . •. • :  .. 
- �= : :- -:�c :. ::.:.s. ::· :: .: -'}::-: ..:-�  · . . -�--·-... ...  , 
a.;,-.� ;._ :..::l !=!.er:.C..::·,!.=> !o:: ·..:.�•·� o-- ·;..11.c?" o;' 
t:.•ia piace, will t��ay C�:ec; the 
orchestra in person. 

( MORE) 
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The book of the ooera, furnished with 
two copper-plates: cf which is engraved 
:a:err Schika.neder in the costume he wears 
fer the rcle of Papageno, may be had at 
the box office for 30 kr. 

Prices of admission are as usual 8 

To begin at 7 o'clock. 
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154 Il!T. STAGE:, AUDITOR!UM A.'ID WINGS OF SCl!IKM'EDER 'S 
Tl!EATRE. NIGHT. l 790 's. SAME AS t 152 ( 500 SPECTATORS, 
30 ORCl!ESTRA) + 5 STAGE!iANDS, 5 FIREMEN. 

We CUT TO the scene i=ediately before PAPAGENO's song, 
"Ein Madaben oder Weibaben. • PAP:\GENO, played by 
SCBIKllNEDER, dressed in his costume of feat.�ers, is 
trying to get through a mysterious door. A voice calls 
out of it: 

Go back! 

PAPAGE?IO recoils. 

Merciful Gods! 
I ca:ue int 

A VOICE 

PAPAGENO 
If only I knew by whiab door 

( to audience) 
Which was it? • • •  Was it 
on -- tell me ! • • .  

A VOICE 
Go back! 

PAPAGENO recoils. 

PAPAGENO 

this one? • . •  Come 

New I can't qo forward and I can• t go back I 
Oh, this is awful! ! 

He weeps extravagantly. 

In the pit , MOZART indicates to the first violinist to 
take over as ccnductcr . Be slips from his place and gees 
stealthily backstage. We follow him. over the scene we 
hear PAPAGENO being addressed by •t.�e First Priest" in 
sten,. tones. 

FIRST PRIEST 
(onstage) 

:;a�, t...'"lc.u �s.J t. C�ser,ed -to we ... "1:!er forever 
in the C.ar�:est c!':e.s::.s of tha .::!art.ht The 
gentle Gods have remitted thy punishment, 
but yet thou shalt never feel the Divine 
Content of the consecrated oneSl 
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PAPAGENO 
Oh well, I'� net alone in that! Just give 
:=e a decent glass of wine, -- that's divine 
content enough for me! 

142 

Laughter. An enormous goblet of wine appears out of the 
earth. 

we follow MOZART into the wings. ACTORS and ACTRESSES 
stand a.round in fantastic costi,mes. We see a flying 
cha.riot and parts of a huge snake lying a.bout. Also 
the Scenery Door of a Temple with t.."le word "Wisd=" 
inscribed on the pediment. MOZART walks to where there 
stands a keyboard glockenspiel with several manuals, and 
a musician waiting to play it. Silently MOZART indicates 
that he wishes to play the inst=ent himself. 

Onstage Sca:t=lmER is being addressed haughtily by the 
FIRST PRIEST • 

PRIEST 
Man, hast thou no other desire on earth, 
- but j ust to eat and drink? 

PAPAGENO ( SC!!IKAHEOER) 
Well ••• 

LACGaTER fran the audience. 

PAPAGENO ( contd) 
Well, actually I do have a rat."ler weird 
feelinq in my heart. Perhaps it's just 
indigestion! aut you know • . •  I really 
would like -- I really do want -- some­
thing ••• even nice%' than food and drink . 
How what on earth could that be? 

!le stares at the audience and winks at th.,,.. They laugh. 

!,"ow PAPAGEHO 's  Aria ("Ein Madchen oder Weibchen") begins. 
It is interpolated, as he pretends to play his magic 
bells, with the g locls:enspiel actually being played off­
stage by MOZART. SC!IIKAN!:DER looks into the pit -- does 
not see MOZART conducting -- looks into the wings and 
realizes the situation with amusement. !le sings joyfully 
and the audience watc:..�es entran�ed. 

PAPAGENO 
(singing) 

A,.'1!:A.....:".{E; 
(light.lyl 

A sweetheart or a pretty little wife 
Is Papageno's wish! 

(MORE) 
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PAPAGENO ( contd) 
A willing, billing , lovey dovey 
Would be 
� most tasty little dish! 
Be my most tasty little dish! 
Be my most tasty little dish! 

ALLBGRO 

Then that would be eating and drinking 
I'd live like a Prince without thinking! 
The wisdom of old would be mine --
A woman's much better than wine! 

.Then that would -
Be eating --
And drinking I ••• 
The wisdc:n of old would be mine: 
A w0111an •s much better' than wine. 
She' a much better than wine I 
She's much better than wine! 

AliOANT:E: ( Encore) 

(lightly, as before) 
A sweetheart or a pretty little wife 
Is Papageno's wish! 
A willin�, billing, lovey dovey 
Would be 
My most tasty little dish! 

AI.LEGRO ( 2) 

I need to net one birdie only 
And I will stop feeling so lonely! 
But if she won't fly to my aid -­
Then into a ghost I must fade. 

I need to --
Net one bir --
Die only! ••• 
But if she won't fly to my aid 
Then into a ghost I must fade! 
To a qhost I must fade t 
To a ghost I must fade! 

ANDA?lTE ( Encore) 

A sweetheart or a pretty little wife! 
Is ?��a�� - � ' �  wish! 
A willi�g , billiog, lovey Covey 
Would l;e 
� most tasty little dish! 

(MORE) 

143 



1S4 

155 

• 

CONTD 

ALLEGRO (3) 
t'APAGENO ( contd) 

At present the girls only peck me 
Their cruelty surely will wreck eel 
But one little beak in my own -­
And I 'll up to heaven be flown! 

At present 
The qirls on -­
ly peck me! 

But one little beak in my own 
And I'll up to heaven be flown! 
Op to heaven be flown! 
Op to heaven be flown! 
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At certain moments we see the staqe from SALI.El!I's point. 
of view: SCl!IKi!NEDER sinq,inq, then pretendinq to play; 
and then we see MOZART playinq the qlockenspiel with 
qreat flourishes in the winqs. Then, suddenly, the ac-::or 
mimes playinq, and no sound c=es. lie mimes again, but 
st.ill not.hinq comes. lie looks o�fstac;e in anxiety1 t.he::e 
is evidently sac.e cc;;:::notion. Pecple are looking down en 
the floor. The sonq comes to a near-halt. SCBIKA.'IEDER 
stares. Then the ccmsdian signals to the deputy conductor 
to pick up the sonq and finish it.. At this moment 
SALZER.I gets up and hastily leaves his box. 

CUT TO: 

INT . BACKSTAGE . 
NIGHT. 1790 ' s. 
FIREMEN) 

IN THE W!NGS OF SCEIK.:,,.'\AOER 'S T!i2.ATRE . 
30 ASSOR!ED PEO?�E ( CBORCS , s . e . ,  

lie see t.'le actress playing PAPAGENA, wearing an old 
tattered cloak and about to tie over her face a little 
painted cloth representinq a hideous old woman, lookinq 
worriedly down at MOZART, who is lyinq unconscious on 
the floor. A few people around hi..n are trying to revive 
hi.m. One has put a wet handkerchief a.round his temples. 
Another is holding a small hott.le of smelling salts. 
There are voices saying, nooctor! ••• Take him to a 
dressing room! ••• Someone call a carriage! Take him 
hanel " Etc. PAPAGENA is urged to go onstac;e by a 
distracted stage rna.�ager. Suddenly we hear the voice 
of SALIERI . 

SA.LIER? 
I ' ll t?�e r.a�� of hi:'::. 

SAI.I.ERI ( contd) 
I have a carriage. Excuse me* 
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'l'he actors step back respectfully. He stccps and picks 
up the frail composer in his ams. MOZART is quite lix.p, 
and SALIERI has to fling his ar.ns around his own neck. 
All this is watched nervously by SCI!IKANECER onstage 
whilst performing his scene with PAPAGENA as an ugly 
old woman. 

'l'l!E UGLY OI.ll WOMAN (PAPAGENA) 
Here I am, my angel! 

PAPAGENO 
( appalled) 

What? ••• Who the devil are you? 

UGLY OLD WOMAN 
.I've taken pity on you, my angel! 
I beard your wish! 

PAPAGl!NO 
Obi ••• Well -- thank you! ••• Bew 
wonderful! ••• Some people get all 
the luck! 

-

••• 

Audience laughter. 'l'he ACTRESS raises the little painted 
cloth with the ugly old face on it, to show her own pretty 
young one to the audience. More laughter. 

UGLY OLD WOl'aAll 
Now you've got to promise Qe faithfully 
you'll re.�ain true tc me forever! Then 
you'll see how tenderly your little birdie 
will love you! 

( nervous) 
I can't wait! 

Well, premise 

PAPAGENO 

• • •  

UGLY OLD WOMl\N 
then! 

PAPAGl!NO 
l!hat do you mean -- !!!l:!_? • •• 

Of course nowJ 
any elder! 

Laughter. 

UGLY OLD WOMAN 
Right away -- before I get 

PA!'AG�:o 
We!l, I Con ' t  k�ow ! • • •  I �a.:l..� you ' re a 
de!icious -- delightful -- dslectable little 
bird, but don't you think you might be just 
a little tough? 
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OGLl!' OLD WOMAN 
(amorously) 

Oh, I 'm tender enough for you, my boy! 
I 'm tender enough for ycu! ••• 

• • •  

Lauqhter. 

EXT. SC!IIXANEDER' S  
1790 's. 15 PEOPLE. 

Tl!EATRE Bl!' Tm: WEIDEN. NIGHT. 
A STRONG l'.AN TO CARRr MOZART. 
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A waiting sedan chair. MOZART has recovered conscious­
ness, but looks exceeclingly ill. SALIERI has set him 
down in the winter 's night. Snow is falling. 

MOZART 
What happened? ••• Is it over? ••• 

SALIERI 
I'm taking you heme. You're not well. 

MOZART 
No • • •  Ro • • •  I have to get back. I have 

Be starts to collapse again. SALIBRI helps him into the 
sedan, helped by the two t2en car,:ying it. The door is 
shut. The chair sets off, and SALIERI strides beside 
it, through the :::ean street. A lantern with a candle 
swings from the chair. 

157 INT. LIVniG ROOM OF MOZART 'S  APARTMENT. NIGliT. l790's. 

The Coor opens. SALIERI e:-:.t�rs car:ying the la.9lter:i from 
the sedan chair. Be is follC"'«ed by MOZA.RT , carried in 
the arms cf one cf the porters. The roo:n is new really 
in c0t2plete disarray. The table is piled high with music: 
the pages of the Requiem lie amongst many empty wine 
bottles. The PORTER carries MOZART into: 

158 INT. Tl!E BEDROOM OF MOZART'S AP11R'l'MEN'l'. NIGHT. l790 's. 

This roan is miserably neglected, The bed is unmade. 
Clothes lie about on the floor. A sock has been stucl< 
into the broken pane of one window. The PORTER lays 
MOZART down upon the bed, as SALIERI lights candles frc,n 
the lantern, to reveal plates of half-eaten food, and ot..�er 
signs left by a man whose wife has departed. It is 
obviously very cold , Another very small bed nearby 
obviously belon9s to the child KARL. 

SALZER! 
(handing t..':le porter the lantern) 

Thank you. Go, 

The PORTER leaves the roan. MOZART stirs. 
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MOZART 
(vaguely singing) 

Papal ••• Papal 
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Se opens his eyes and sees SALIERI staring d= at hie\. 
Se smiles. 

SAI.IERI 

Se helps him to sit up, takes off bis coat, and his shoes, 
and puts a coverlet around him. 

SAI.IERI ( contd) 
Where is your wife? 

!!02ART 
Rot here ••• She's not well, either. 
Sile vent to the spa ••• 

S1'LIE!U: 
You mean she 's not caning back? 

MOZART 
You 're 110 g00d to me. 'l.'ruly. 'l.'hank you. 

SAI.IERI 
Ne, please . . .  

!!OZAR'l' 
I mean to come to my C?eral • • •  You are 
the only colleague who did! 

!le struggles to loosen his cravat. SALIERI does it for 
him. 

SAI.IERI 
I would never miss anything that you had 
writtei,. You must know that. 

KOZAR!' 
'l'his is only a vaudeville. 

SALIERI 
Oh no. It is a subll..!:ie piece. 'l.'he grandest 
01>erone ••• I tell you -- you are the greatest 
composer known to me. 

KOZAR!' 
Do you o,ean that? 

SALIZRI 
I de. 
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MOZART 
I have bad fancies • •• I dcn't sleep well 
anymore. Then I drink too much, and think 
stupid things ••• 

SALIERI 
A::e you ill? 

!!OZART 
The doctor thinks I am ••• But --

SAI.IERI 
What? 

.MOZART 
r •• too young to be so sick. 
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'l'here is a violent bocking at the front door. MOZART 
start.a and looks wildly. 

SALIERI 
Shall I answer it? 

MOZART 
Nol " •• Nol •• • It's hi.a!! 

S1'.LIERI 
Who? 

MOZART 
The manl • • •  Be 's here l 

SALIERI 
What ..an? 

'l'he knoc.'ting increases in loudness, terrifying MOZART. 

!!OZART 
'?ell him to go ""ay I • • • Tell him I 'm 
still working o:, it ••• Don't let him 
in l • ,. . 

SAJ:.IERI moves to the door. 

MOZART ( contd) 
Weit.I ••• Ask hi2 -- if he'd aive me acc,e 
money na,,rl Tell h.i::n if he woUlc -- that 
would h�!? �e fL�i$h itt 

l!'iaiah what? 

!IOZART 
lie knows I • • • !le :..,c-.,,s I • • •  
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SAI.ItRI goes out of the r=. 

149 

159 DIT . I.IVI!IG ROOM All!) DINING ROOM OP MOZART ' S  A?ART='T . 
RIGHT. 1790's. 3 YOUNG ACTRESSES. 

SAI.ItRI goes to the front door and opens it to reveal 
SCll:tltANEDE:R, who has obviously come straight fran the 
theatre. lie "till wears his bird ,oake-up, and under his 
street cloak, his feathered costu:::e is clearly seen. 
He has with b.ilO the TIIREE ACTRESSES, also looking anxious, 
also in make-up as the TIIREE AT'l'E!ouA.'ITS in The Magic 
Plute . 

SCHIRANEDER 
Herr Salieri I 

SAI.tl!RI 
Yes • •• I ,,,.  looking aft:er him ••• 

SC!!ZRM"ZDER 
Can we c=e in? 

SAI.IERI 
Well, he 's sleeping now. Setter not. 

SC!!IRANE!lER 
But he's  alright? 

SUIERI 
Oh yes . . •  Be's just ex..�a�sted . Be beca."ne 
dizzy -- that ' s  all . We should let him 
rest . 

SC!!IRA.�EDER 
Well, tell him we were here, won't you? 

SAI.IERI 
Of course. 

SC!!IRM-ZDER 
And say everything went wonderfully. A 
•triu:::ph-de-luxe• -- say that! • •• Tell hi= 
the audience shouted his na.ce a hundred ti.:oesl 

SAI.ItRI 
aene. 

SCHI!tl\NEDER 
I'll c�ll to�orrc-A. 

SALIERI 
Yea • • •  

( to the ACTRESSES) 
And ccnsratulatio.�s to all of you.I It was 
auperbl 
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Tha.'llt you I • • •  
ACTRESSES 

'1'ha:ik you, Excellency! 

SCBIKANEDER produces a bag cf money, 

SCBI.lWIEDER 

. . .  

Oh, by the way -- give him this! This is 
hi• aharel . .  , 'l'hat should cheer him up, eh? 

SALZERI 
Yes, indeed! ...  Goodnight to you all ncwl 
It was perfectic.n -- t.rulyl ••• 

ACTRESS2S 
( delighted) 

Goodnight, Your Excellency I ••• Goodnight I ••• 
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'l'hey bol> end curtsey. sC!i:t=ER stares at SAI.IERI, 
12neasily, Va9Uely suspicious. SAI.IERI ""'iles back at hil:I 
-- and ahuta the door. ae atays for a mc:ment, thinking. 
Be contemplates t.'1e ,ooney. 

· 160 INT. BEDROOM :m MDZllRl''S APARrl!lffl'l' . Nl:Gll'l.'. 1790's. 

MOZARl' is sitting up in bed, staring at the door., It 
opens. SAI.IERI returns. Be holds in his hand t.'le bag 
of money. 

MOZART 
What happened? 

SAI.IERI pours t.'>e coins out of the bag onto the coverlet. 

SALIERI 
Be said to give you this. And if you 
finish the work by tcmorrcw night -- he 
will pay you another hundred ducats. 

MOZART looks at the coins astonished. 

MOZAR!!' 
Another?! . •. But that • s too soonl 
Taoorrcw night? -- It's impossible! 
Did he say a hundred? 

SALZERI 

. . .  
••• 

Yes. Can I -- could I help you, in any way? 

MOZART 
Would .,,-oi.7 • • •  Actually, -- you cculdl 

SALil!RI 
My dear friend -- it would be r=y greatest 
pleasure! 
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MOZART 
But you'd have to swear not to tell a soul. 
I'= not allowed! • •• 

SAI.IERI 
Of course! 

MOZART 
You kna�, it's all here in "'Y head. It's 
just ready to l>e set down ••• aut wben 
I'= dizzy like this roy eyes von•t  focus 
-- I can't writel ••• 

S1'LIERI 
!rhen, let us t::y together ••• I'd reqard 
it as such an honour •••  Tell me, -­
what is this work? 

IIOZARI/ 
A Mass • A Mass for the !lead. 

CUT '?O: 

INT. A S!'.ALI. DA.�CE EAL!. IN l3�E:N. 
SO DANCERS, 35 GUESTS, 5 WAITE?S,  5 

NIG!!T. 1790's. 
ORCHESTRA. 
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Trivial dance :::rusic is playing. CONSTA.�ZE is doing a 
waltz with a young officer in :i litacy wii!o.r;:n. At the 
ma::ie."1.t we see her, she stops abruptly, as if in panic. 

OF!'ICER 
What is it? 

CONSTi\.'iZJ:: 
I want to sol 

OFFICER 
Where? 

CONSTANZE 
I want to so hack to Vien:,a. 

OFFICER 
Now? 

CONSTANZE 
Yes! 

o�::·:::t 

Why? 

CmtSTl\?iZE 
I feel wrong. I feel wrons, l>eing he,:e • • •  
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OFFICER 
( laying a hand on her ar:n) 

What are Y"" talking about? 

Cll'l' 'l'O: 
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162 INT. IIE!DROOM Ill MOZART ' S  APARTME!!iT. !IIG!!'l'. 1790's. 

MOZART is sitting up in bed, propped against pillcws. 
The coins lie en the coverlet: lllany candles burn in the 
necks of bottles. Sl\LIERI, without coat or wig, is 
aeated at an illlprcvised work-table. on it a.re blank 
aheets of music paper, quills, and ink. Al.so the score 
of the Requielll Ma.ss as so far composed. MOZART is 
bright-eyed with a kind of fever. Sl\LIE!U is also 
possessed with an obviously feverish desire to put dcwn 
the notes as quickly es MOZAR'l' can dictate thelll. 

MOZART 
Where did 1. stop? 

Sl\LIERI 
(consulting the manuscript) 

The end of the Recordare. •statuans in 
parte dextra. • 

MOZART 
So new tbe Confutatis. Conf�tatis Maledictis. 
"When the wic.i,;,ea are confour.ded! ,. Fla:::.is 
acribus addic�is . aow would you translate t.�at? 

SAI.IElU 
•consigned to fle..�es cf woe.• 

MOZART 
Dc you believe in it? 

SAI.IE!U 
What? 

MOZART 
A fire which never dies. !!urning one forever? 

Sl\LIE!U 
Oh, yes. 

MOZART 
Strange ••• 

SAI.I!RI 
Come. I.et'a  begin. 

(he takes his pen) 
Confutatis Maledictis. 
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MOZART 
We ended in P Majer? 

SALIERI 
Yes .  

MOZAR!' 
So now -- A Minor I Suddenly I 

SALIERI writes the key signature. 

MOZART ( contd) 
The fire! ••• 

SALIERI 
What: tizne? 

MOZART 
Pour-four. 
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SALlEIU writes this, and continues now to write as :""1ft:ly 
and uxgently as he can, at MOZARZ''s dictatio:i. Be 2.s 
obviously hi9hly ""!'<!rt: at doin9 this - and hardly 
hesitates. Bis speed, however, ca."1 never be too fast 
for Mcza_--t•s impatient mind. 

. MOZA."-T ! contd) 
Start with the voices. Basses first. 
Second beat of the first measure. A. 

(singing the note) 
COT'.-fu�a-tis. 

(speaking) 
S econd measure -- s econd beat. 

( singing) 
Ma-le-di-ct:is. 

(speaking} 
G sharp, cf course. 

Sli!.IERI 
Yes ••• 

MOZART 
Third measure , second beat starting on E -­

(singing) 
Flam-mis a--c:ri-bus ad-Ci-ctisl 

(speaking) 
And fourth measure, fcur-...h l:>eat, D -­

(singing) 
Ma-��-·· · - · ':i-s , f'l.'.a..-:i-n:.s a--c:-i-b�s aC.-di-ct!.s ! 

( S::- ·;i,.;,ng 
Do you n�ve that? 

SALIERI 
I think so. 
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MOZART 
Sing it back. 

SALIEP� sings back the first six �easures of the Bass 
line. After the first two Qeasures a CHORUS OF BASSES 
steals in en the so1.U1d tra�� and engulfs his voice. 
They stop. 

MOZART ( ccntd) 
Good 1 Now the Tencrs ! Fourth beat of 
the first meas=. Cl 

(singing) 
Con-fu-ta-t:is! 

(speaking) 
second measure: fow:'"..h beat on D. 

{singing) 
Ma-le-<!i-atis! 

i speak:i.ng) 
Alright? 

Yes! 

Four""....h measure: 
(singing) 

SAL%ERI 

. 
MOZART 
second beat: 

Fl��-iilis a-cri-b�s ad-di-ctis, 
a-cribus aa-di-ctisl 

F .  

Bis voice is lost on 't..;e last worCs, as TENORS eng-�lf it 
and take C'ler the scu..�d track, singing their w�ole line 

, frOCI t.�e begi:i.�i�g, ri;�� to t:..�e end of t�e sixth �easure 
-- where the BASSES sto?ped -- but he goes on mout..�i�g 
the sounds with t.."ie;n ,. SALIER.I writes fevez:ishly. We 
see bis pen jotting down the notes as q,�ickly as possible: 
the ink flicks onto the page. The Music stops again. 

MOZART 
Now the orchestra. Second bassoon and 
aass trombone with tile Sasses. Identical 
notes and rhythm! 

(he hurriedly hu.-ns t.'le opening 
notes cf t..�e BASS vocal line) 

The First Bassoon and Tener Tro�.bone --

SALIE!U 
(labouring to keep up) 

Please! ••• Just one m=ent • • •  

!-'..Oz;.z ,;::..:,:.: .:. -: :'l:.=t, i=::.'.:.�.'�3d. �.:.� =--�""1'::S :::=-•.·2 
1!:pa�ia:i.tl�•. s.:..:.1£2.! sc=i.C!:!es ==a::.t.:..cally. 

MOZART 
It couldn't be si:ple�I ••• 
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( finishing) 
SALIERI 

First bassoon and tenor trOI!\bone -- what? • • •  

MOZART 
With the tenors. 

SALIERI 
Also identical? 

MOZARI' 
Exactly! 'l'he inst=ent:s t:o go with the 
voices. Trumpets and timpani, -- tonic 
and ctaninant. 
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lie again hums t;he BASS VOCl\I. LniE from the beginning, 
conducting. On the sound track we, hear the SECOi."D BASSOON 
and BASS TROMBONE play it with him, and the FI!lST BASSOON 
and TENOR TROMBONE come in en t:cp. playing the TENOR 
VOCAL LINE. We also hear the TROMPt'rS AND TD!PANI. The 
sound is bare and grim. It stops at: t:he end of the Sixth 
Measure • SALIERI stops writing. 

SALIERI 
And t:hat:• s  all? 

MOZART 
Oh no! • •• New for the Fire! 

(he smiles) 
-

Strings in unison -- Ostinato on A -­
, like t:hisl 

••• 

(he sings t.�e urgent First: Measure 
of the OSTINATO) 

(speaking) 
second Measure on Bl 

(sings the Second Measure of the 
OSTINATO) 

•••  
(speaking) 

Do you have me? 

I think so. 

Show mel 

SAI.l:ERI 

MOZART 

MOZAR'.11 
(excitedly) 

Good, good -- yes I Put it dcwnl ••• And 
(MORE) 
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MOZART (contcll 
the next zneasures exactly the same -­
rising and rising - C to D -- to E -­
up to the dcminant chord: Dal Dal •• • 
Do you see? 
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As Sl\LIEIU writes ,  MOZART sings the OS'l'INA!l.'O from the 
:beginning , but the unaccompanied S'l'RINGS ove:whelzn his 
voice on the sound track, playing the first Six Bars of 
their agitated accompaniment. 'l'hey st.op: -- Dal Dal 

- -

Sl\LIERI 
'.!.'hat 's wonderful! 

MOZAR'l' 
Yes , yes -- go onl • • •  The •voca Me l •  
Suddenly sotto vace . Write that down -­
•sotto voce:  p1azu.ssimo1 •  • •• •vcca me 
·cum benedi"cti.s I •• "Call zoe among the 
blessedJ 11 • " • 

He is now sitting bolt .upright, hushed and inspired. 

MOZAR'l' ( contd) 
C: Major. Sopranos and altos in thircls. 
Altos on c:.  Sopranos above . 

(singing the Alto part) 
Vo--ca, vo-ca zne, vo-ca zne cum be-ne­
di---ctis 1 

Sl\LIERI 
· Sopranos up to F on the secona •voca • ?  

MOZAR'l' 
Yes l -- and on 'dictis l '  

Yes ! 

He writes feverishly . 

MOZAR'l' 
And underneath ;lust violins -- arpeggio -­

(he sings the VIOLIN Figure under 
the VOCA ME [Bars 7 ,8 , 9) ) 

• • •• 
(speaking) 

- the descending scale in eighth notes, -
and then back suddenly to tl;le fire again! 

(he sings the OS'l'INA:r0 phrase , 
twice [as in Bar One] l 

• • •  
(speaking) 

And that 's  itl ••• De you have it? 



-

162 COli'l'!l 

You go fast.I 

(urgently) 
00 ycu have it? 

SAI.IERl 

MOZART 

SALIEiU 
Yes! 

MOZARl' 
Then let me hear it. All cf it! The 
whole thing from the beginning! • • • NOW I 

1S7 

TBl!!. ENTIRE CONFIJ'l'ATIS bu>:sts ever the ,:ca:,, as MOZART 
snatches the Manuscript pages f:r:= SAI.IEll alld reads fr= 
it -- singing! SALIERI sits locking en in '110Iidering 
astonishment. The music ,ccntinues right through the 
fellowing Scenes, tc the end of the Movei:ent. 

163 2XT. A COllN'l'RY ROAD. llIN'l'Ea NIGHT. 1790 '11. 2 D!UVE:a5. 

A carriage is d,:iving fast through the night. Snow lies 
on the country. 

164 INT. Tl!E CARRIAGE:. NIG?.T. l790's. 3 TRAVEI,ERS. 
CONSTAN ZE. AARL. 

The carriage is filled with passe�;ers. Among them 
CONSTANZE and K.":\..'U., her young son. They are sleepless, 
and sway to t.�e motion of ��e vehicle • 

. 
).65 INT. BEDROOM IN MOZART'S  A.Pl'�NT. NIGl!T. l790's. 

MOZART lying in bed exhausted, bu� still dictating 
urgently. We do not hear what he is saying to Si\.LIERI, 
who still sits writing assiduously. MOZARl' is looking 
very sick: s-.,eat is poui::ing fr= his forehead. . . 

166 EXT. COllNTRY ROAD. WINTER NIGBT. l790's. SA.'!E AS �163. 

The carriage moving through the night, tc the sound of 
the music. 

167 INT. BEDROOM IN MOZART 'S AP1-.3'.I'='T. NIGl!T. l 790 's. 

MOZART still dictating: SA!.IERl still writing without 
stop,. 

1sa =.:x:. ·.::::.:-: · -:. .. . _:-: . ,_ __ __ , _  li:.: · .; . ,; :r:-:-..:.:::.:--_.;_;.:..-:cr:c: , 
3 T?.;..•-1.ZL!.Zr.3 , : �RZ�IERS , c::.:·: :;..:::-::: ,  K.v.L . 

The carriage has a.rri ved. CO:iSTA!IZE ancl her SON alight 
with ether passe..-,gers. POSTIU.IO!IS attencl tc t!1e horses. 
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She takes her bou's ha.nd. It is a c ld wi • d � o n�e.ry awn. 
The =usic stutters ta a close. 

2ND OP 'll!E CO!IFtlTATIS. 

168A INT. BEDROOM IN MOZART'S APARTMENT. DllHN. l790's. 

MOZART 
Do you want to rest a bit? 

SAI.IERI 
Oh no. I'm not tired at all! 

MOZART 
We• 11 atop for just a moment • • •  Then we• 11 
do the �acrimosa, 

SAftIERI 
I can keep going, I assure you. Shall we 
tz:y? 

MOZART 
Would you stay with zne while I sleep a 
little? 

SAI.IERI 
I'm net leaving you. 

MOZART 
I am so ashamed. 

SAI.IERI 
What for? 

MOZART 
I was foolish • • • I thought you did not 
care for my work - or me ••• Forgive me. 
Forgive znel 

MOZART closes his eyes. SAI.IERI stares at him. 

1683 EXT. v.tEN!IA STREET. ifINTE!!! DANN. 1790's • 

CONSTANZ E  and KIUU. approach along the cobbled street, hand 
in hand towards their house. Snow lies in the street. 

168C INT. MOZART'S BEDROOM. DA�"N. 1790's. 

MOZART lies asleep in the bed, holding the last pages of 
t?-�� ::-. .::::.:scr:.r:.. S,�::::P.I l!.:.s c:. :-_;_� 's  bad ,;.c=css f:-:..-: 
hL�, i� his s�i� sleeves a.�d wa�s�cca�, wa�chL�; MCZ�-� 
hungrily. The child 's bed is obviously too small for him, 
and he is forced into a cramped position. 
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169 EXT. MOZART'S APARTMENT HOUSE. DAWN. l790 ' s. 

CONSTANZE and RAllL arrive at t.'le door. They enter. 

170 INT. THE I.IVlNG ROOM OF MOZART'S APARTMENT. DAWN. 
l790's. 

It is as disordered as before -- save that the t.al>le, 
previously littered with pages, is now completely Qare • 
CONSTANZE looks at it with sw:prise, and enters the 
bedroan. 

171 Ill'.r. BEDROOM OF MOZART' S  APART!E!,"T. DAWN. l790's. 

MOZART asleep in the bed. SAr.IERl: dozing on the nearby 
child's bed. The rOO!ll is full of the trailing =oke fr= 
guttering and guttered candles. Startled by CONSTANZB. s 
entrance and her yOllZlg son, SALIERl: scrambles up. As he 
c!ces so he attempts to button his waistcoat, but does it 
ineptly, so that the vestment bec010es bunched up, mal<in9 
him look absurd. 

CO!iSTANZE 
lihat a.re you doing here? 

SAr.IERl: 
Your husband is ill, �a •a,n. Ee took sick 
• • • I brought him heme. 

CONSTAllZ E  
Why you? 

SALIERl: 
I was • • •  at hand. 

CONSTANZE 
Well, thank you - very much. You can go now. 

SALIERl: 
ee needs me, Ma'am. 

CONSTANZE 
No, he doesn 't. And I don 't want you here. 
Just go, please. 

SAr.IERl: 
Be asked me to stay. 

CONSTANZE 
A.nod : '.:!1 : . .:c:,:ing you --

She notices a movement frClll the bed. MOZAR'? wakes. !!e 
sees CONSTA.'IZE. Be smiles with real j oy. Forgetting 
SALIERl: she goes to lier hUSQand. 
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CONS'l'l\NZ:E: ( contd) 
Wol.fi • • •  I 'm back • • •  I 'm still very 
angry with you -- but I missed you ao 
iuuch • • .  

She throws herself on the bed. 

CONS'l'l\NZ:E: (contd) 
I 'll never leave you again. If you'll just 
t::y a little harder to be nice to me • • •  
And I 'll �ry to do better too • • •  We mustl 
• • •  We must! • • •  This was just silly and 
stupicil 
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She hugs her husband desperately. Ee stares at her with 
obvious relief, not able to speak, Suddenly she sees the 
manuscript in his hand. 

CONSTANZ:E: ( contd) 
What is this? 

She looks at it -- recognizes it -� 

CONS'l'l\NZ:E: (contd) 
Oh no, not this • • •  Not this , Wolfil • • •  
You're not to work on this -- ever again! 
I •ve· decided • • •  

She takes it from his weak hand. At the s!lffle moment 
SALI:E:RI reaches out his hand t.o take it and add it to the 
pile on the table. She stares at him, t.;{ing to under­
stand -- suspicious - frightened. At the same time 
unable to make a saand. MOZART makes a convulsive 
gesture to reclaim the pages . 'l'he coins brought by 
SALI:E:lU fall on the floor. RAR:r. runs after them, 
laughing . 

CONS'l'ANZE (contd) 
( t.o SAI.IERI) 

This is not his handwriting. 

SALI:E:RI 
No. I • • •  was assisti.zlg him-. Be asked 
nze • • •  

CONSTANZE 
Be' s  not going t.o work on this anymore. 
It is making him J.ll. Please. 

She extends her hand for the Requiem, as she stands up . 
SALI:E:lU hesitates • 

• 

(hard) 
Please. 

CONS'l'ANZE (contd) 
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With extreme reluctance -- it costs him agony to do it 
-- SALIERI hands over to her the score of the Requiem. 

CONSTANZE (ccntd) 
Thank ye.,, 

She marches with the manuscript over tc a large chest in 
the rocm, opens it, throws the manuscript inside, shuts 
the lid, locks it, and pockets the key, Involuntarily 
SALIERI ·stretches out his arms for the lost manuscript. 

SALIERI 
But -- but -- but ••• 

She tw:ns and faces him, 

CONSTANZE 
GoOI! night. 

ae stares at her, stunned. 

CONSTAll2E ( contd) 
I reg:r:et we have no servant:; to show you 
out, Barr Salieri. Respect my wish. and go. 

SALIERI 
Madame , I will respect his. He asked rae 
to stay here! ••• 

They look at each other in mutual hatred . She turns to 
the bed . MOZART appears to have gene to sleep again. 

Wclfi? .. . .  
(louder) 

Wolfi? ••• 

CONST&>.IZE 

She moves to the bed. The child is playing with the ccins 
on the floor. Faintly we hear the start cf the Lacri!nosa 
frcm the Requiem. SALIERI watches as she touches her 
husband's hand. As the music grows, we realize t.'1at 
MOZART is dead. 

c.o. CONSTANZE staring wide-eyed, i...� dawning apprehension. 

c.o. SALIERI also comprehending -- that he has been 
chea!=.ed.  

The music rises. 

c . u .  The C:i!LD on the floor , ;;laying with t:.:.":e ooney . 

Ct1'1' 'I'O: 



• 

172 

162 

EXT. A SIDE DOOR OF STEP!iEN'S CATHEDRAL. VIENNA. 
A RAINY DAY. l 790 's. 25  PEOPLE (PEDESTlUA.'1S & BEGGARs) , 

· CARr WITH COFFIN. 

The I.acri.�osa continues through all of the following:  
a small group of pgople emerges from the side door into 
the raw, wet day, accompanying a cheap wooden coffin. 
The coffin is borne by a grave-digger and SCBIRM-;;;DER, 
in o,ouzning clothes. They load it onto a cart, dra..,,, by 
a poor black horse. All the rest are in black, also: 
SAI.IIUU • Vl\N sw.tETEN • CONSTAIIZE and her son. RARI.. MADA.'!E 
WEBER and her youngest daughter S.Ol?!!IE, and even W�, the 
maid. It is drizzling. The cart sets off. The group 
follows. 

Cll'l' TO: 

173 EXT. Otl'l'SIDE TIIE CITY 1/Aµ.S OF VIENNA. RAINY DAY. 
1790 's. 6 COSTOM MEN & GUARDS, 2 COW !IERDERS, 7 PEOPLE, 
30 CO!IS. 

... 

The group has already passed beyond the city lL�its 
followizig the miserable cart. The i:.acrimosa accOl!lpa:>.ies 
them with its measured t.'1read. The" drizzle of rain has 
now becC!!le heavy. One by one the group breal<s 1:p and 
shelters under the trees. The cart moves en towards the 
cemetery alone, followed by nobOCy, growing mere and mjre 
dista.,t. They watch it go. SAI.IERI and VAN S"'1IETE.'I 
shake ha.�ds Qcurnfully -- the water soaking their black 
tall hats. SCHIKANEDER is in tears. CONSTA.'IZE is near 
collapse. SAL�ERI moves to assist her, but she turns 
away fro:n. him -- seeking the arm o! CA\'AI.IERI. ?-1ADA.'-t:: 
WEBER ta.'i;.es RA.RI. t s  hand. 

As the JOUSic builds to its climax on Dona Eis Pacem! 
we COT for the first time back to: 

173;, 30 COWS AND Cowm:RDERS. 

174 IN'l'. OI.D SAI.IEIII 'S !!OSl?I'l'AI. IIOOM. MORNING. 1823. 

Morning light fills the rooo,. OI.D SAI.IERI sits weeping 
convulsively, as the music stops. Tears stream dcwn his 
face. VOGI.ER watches him, amazed. 

VOGLER 
�y? .. • Why? .. . Why? ••• Why add to your 

sery by confessing to murder? You didn ' t  
kill him! 

SAI.IERI 
I did. 

VOGI.ER 
No., - you. didn ' t! 
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SALIERI 
I poisoned his life. 

VOGLER 
But not his body! 

SALIERI 
What difference does that make? 

VOGU:R 
My son -- why should you want all Vienna 
to believe you a murderer? Is that your 
penitence? Is it? 

S ALIERI 
Ro, Pather • • • Frcm now on no one will 
l>e al>le to speak· of Mo%art without thinking 
of -• Whenever they say Mo::,,art with love, 
they'll have to say , Salieri -- with 
lcathing I • • • And that• s my immortality 
- at last! our names will be tied toget.'ier 
for eternity -- his in fame - mine in 
infa::zy! •• • At least it's be�ter t..i.an the 
total oblivion lie 'd planned for .,,, - your 
merciful God! 

VOGLER 
Oh my son -- My poor son! 

SALIERI 
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Don't pity �e! Pi�7 yourself! . . •  You 
serve a wicked God. He killed Mozart, 

, not I. Tock him! sna'E'c�ed aim away, 
without pity! ... He c!estroj�ec. His beloved 
-- rather than let a mediocrity like Qe 
get the sallest share in his glory • 
••• Ee doesn ' t  care. Unders�and that! 
••• God cares nothing ror the man Ce 
denies -- and nothing either for the man 
lie uses. !le bro.'<e Mo::,,art in half when 
lie 'd finished with him, - and threw him 
away. Like an old, worn out ••• flute. 

17S EXT. Tl!E CE.'IE:TERY· OE' ST. M..'U!X . LATE A<:"TER.'IOON. 1790 's. 
l PRIEST, 2 GRAVl?DIGGERS, 2 CARTDRIV.:RS, 2 BOY ACOLYTES. 

The rain has eased off. A LOC..U PRIEST with TWO SOY 
ACOLYTES is sta.,ding besiee an open com:n.uial grave. 
MOZART 'S bOCy is lifted out of t�e cheap pine box in a 

sacks. r:::. :: ·s . . • ,""Ei:Jl'.G:;.:;t 
amongst t.:l.e ou-.crs. ;,.n 
the whole pile of the:,,, 

�s;..:i1'&;..: p,..J,.;..::s quick-li:.:.a cva.:: 
The ACOLYTES swing their censers. 
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Tl!E LOCAL PRIEST 
The Lord givet.� 1  The Lord taketh away!  
Blessed be the name of the Lordi 

Ctl'l' BACX TO: 
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176 INT. OLD SALIERI' S  HOSPITAL ROOM. MORNING. 1823. 

OLD SALIERI 
Wlly• did Be do it? ••• Wily aiiln't He kill 
5!!.? • • • I had no value 1 .. • • What was the 
use, keeping me alive for thirty two years 
of torture! Thirty two years of honours 
and awards --

He tears off the CI'nz.:t.l\5 MtDAL AND CHAIN with which the 
l!MPEi!OR invested him in Scene 131 - (he has been wearing 
it all through the pict:ure) - and throws it across the 
rooo,. 

. OU> SM.IERI (contd) 
- being bowed to and saluted - called 
"distinguished! " -- "Distinguished Salieril " 
-- by men incapable of distinguishing! 
Thirty two years of meaningless fa,ne to 
end up alone in my roan, watching myself 
become extinct! My music growing fainter, 
all the time oainter, - till no one plays 
it at all -- and hls growing louder! 
Filling the world"wrth wonder! -- and 
everyone who loves my sacred art crying 
"Mozart! . . .  Bless you, Mozart! " . . •  

The door opens. An ATT.:NDM"T cc=:es in, cheerful a.,d 
hearty. 

A'l.'TENDA.W 
Good morning, Professor! Time for the 
water closet • • • And then we •ve got your 
favorite breakfast for you! Su9ar-rolls. 

(to VOGLER) 
Be loves those! Fresh sugar-rolls! ••• 

SM.IERI ignores him and stares only at the PRIEST -- who 
stares back. 

OLD SALIZRI 
Goodbye, Father. I'll speak for you. 
I speak for all mediocrities in the world. 
! ;...;:i, ';..'-..1!!.:' -:::�=:,i��. I � ':':a!ir Patro� 
Saint. c� �hei: behal� I C�fy Him, your 
God of No Mercy. Your Goci who tortures 
men with longings they can never fulfill. 

(MORE) 
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OI.D SAI.IERI ( contd) 
lie may forgive me: I shall never forgive 
Rim. 
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lie signs to the ATTENDANT, who wheels him in his chair 
out of the r00C1. The PRIEST stares after hitn. 

177 INT. THE WIDE CORRIDOR OF TEE !!OSPITAL. MORNING. 1823. 
80 PATll:li'l.'S, 20 lilJRSES • 

The corridor is filled with patients in white linen 
1m1ccks, all tak'ing their. morning exercise wall< in the 
care cf NURSES a."!d !it.'llS. They for.:, a long, wre�checi, 
strange precession -- some cf th= are clearly very 
disturbed. As OI.D SAI.IERI is pushed through them in 
his. wheel-chair, he lifts his hands to them in benediction. 

OZ.I> SAI.IEllI 
Mediocrities everywhere -- new and to come 
- I absolve you all I • •• Amen! • • • lllllenl 
• •  II A:aenl ••• 

Finally, he turns full-face to the c��era and blesses us, 
the audience, making the Sign of the Cress. Underneath 
we hear stealing in and gru�ing louder, t.�e tre:endcus 
Masonic Funeral Music of MOZART. 

FADE OUT ON 'i;!IE LAST FOUR CHORDS. 

THE END. 




