Seniors of the Sahara – Act II
Rev. 3

Scene 1

(SETTING: The following Saturday mid morning at the poolside patio off of the social room of Fox Hills, Rockaway, New Jersey)
(at Riser: Fannie and Thelma are sitting at an outdoor umbrella table
having their coffee on the deck and playing a game of cards)

Fannie. I'm so disappointed!
Thelma.  Cheer up, you'll still have a good time. At least it's not supposed to rain until tomorrow.  We can have the barbeque out here tonight instead of inside. 
Fannie. It's just not fair. I've been looking forward to tonight for weeks. I've been practicing my belly dancing, every day. (She demonstrates) It's a lot harder than the hula dance, let me tell you. If I do it too soon after I eat I get a bad cramp in my stomach.
Thelma.  I'm sure you'll win the dance contest again this year. With those hips, you're a hard one to beat. 
Fannie.  Not if I don't have a dance partner I won't! (Changing subject ) When I saw the ambulance pull up front this morning, I just knew who it was coming for. He did this just to spite me. 
Thelma.  That's crazy. Why would he do that? 
Fannie.  I think he got jealous when I told him about the new gentleman who rented the Freeman's condo through Labor Day and how authentic looking his costume is. He won the best costume prize last year and I bet he wanted to win again this year so he's doing this just for spite because he's a sore loser 
----------------------------------- end p. 41 -------------------------------

----------------------------------- start p. 42 -------------------------------

Thelma.  Fannie, it's not Mr. Kastenberg's fault that his pacemaker went on the fritz. 
Fannie.  Oh, yes it is. Those things don't last forever you know. He could have had a maintenance check six months ago, not wait until the darn thing gave out. 
Thelma. Fannie, it's a pacemaker, not a Buick. Anyway Mabel's cousin Herman is still coming. Get her to fix it so you sit next to him tonight at dinner. If you're not interested in him, you never know, I very well may be. 
Fannie.  Don't be silly. You're flying down to Miami on Tuesday to spend the week with Oscar. 
Thelma.  Not if I have half a good reason to stay here. Speaking of which, did you meet the Freeman's new summer tenant? Any vital statistics yet? 
Fannie.  Vital statistics? 
Thelma.  Of course! Is he married? Jewish? Over 70? Under 65? Missing teeth? Toupee? Hair weave? Disagreeable odors or visibly disgusting habits? 
Fannie.  (Laughs) You've been hanging around with Mabel too long.  I just caught a glimpse of him on Freemans balcony yesterday morning. He was drinking a Bloody Mary and wearing some sort of Sultan costume. I guess that means he's planning to come to the Social. We can meet him tonight 
Thelma.  Good idea. We'll introduce ourselves and welcome him to the building. If we like him, I'll bake a pudding cake and will drop it by his apartment tomorrow. He'll have to invite us in for coffee if he's got any manners.

(Mabel enters and rushes over to meet them. She has on sunglasses, a
 bathing suit with cover-up and sandals and carries a beach bag with a towel)

Mabel.  Oh good, there you are! You'll never guess! I have information! 
Fannie/Thelma.  (Concurrently) What?/Is it? 
Mabel.  It's a secret! 
----------------------------------- end p. 42 -------------------------------

----------------------------------- start p. 43 -------------------------------

Fannie.  Even better! Tell us. 
Mabel.  If I tell you have to swear not to repeat it! 
Fannie/Thelma. (Concurrently) Of course! / My lips are sealed.
Mabel.  OK. This is so exciting! 
Fannie.  What is it already? 
Mabel.  Guess! 
Thelma.  Not this again. 
Mabel.  Don't be a spoilsport. I play along when you have information. 
Thelma.  OK. What's the category? 
Mabel.  If I tell you, you'll guess for sure 
Thelma.  if you want me to work for it, I at least need a category. Those are the rules 
Mabel.  Alright, don't get so official. Let me think. (thinks, then) Category: “Who's been sleeping in my bed?” 
Fannie.  That's my favorite category! 
Thelma.  Let's see. Male bed or female bed. I'll guess... Male bed. 
Mabel.  Nope. 
Thelma.  Huh. How about that. Female bed. That makes it interesting. 
Fannie.  Friend or relative? I guess it's a relative of a friend. I know! Sam Werner's daughter in law. She's such a floozy. 
Mabel.  Nuh-nuh. Not a relative. 
Thelma.  (Thinking) Hmmm. Female, friend. OK, redhead, grey or bleach blonde. I'll go with bleach blonde. Ha! I know who it is! 
Mabel.  No, it's not Gloria Lichtenstein but that's a good guess. 
Thelma.  Darn, thought I had it. 
Fannie.  I can't think of anyone... Wait! What about Gladys Rosenburger? 
Thelma.  Oh right! She got divorced last year from husband #4, remember? 
-------------------------------- end p. 43 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 44 -------------------------------

Mabel.  Gladys always has company in her bed so it wouldn't be a big deal. I'll give you a clue. Not a bleach blonde. 
Thelma.  Really? Then how about... no, she's blonde... I can't think of any redheads. Grey? 
Mabel.  Yep. 
Fannie.  You? Mabel, is it you? 
Mabel.  Don't I wish! No it's definitely not me. 
Fannie.  Well, if it's not you, and it's not Thelma... Thelma, it's not you right? 
Thelma.  Not until Oscar comes home, darn it. 
Fannie.  So it's not Thelma, and it's not me... then... I guess Sylvie. 
Thelma.  Don't be ridiculous. I guess Elaine Packer. 
Mabel.  One of you is correct. 
Thelma.  No kidding? Elaine's got a boyfriend already ? Are you sure? Her husband has only been dead, what is it, 10 months now? Who is it? Did you set her up? 
Mabel.  (sing songy) I didn't say it was Elaine. 
Fannie/Thelma.  (Concurrently) IT’S SYLVIE???
Mabel.  Bingo! 
Fannie.  You're making this up. I don't believe it. 
Thelma.  I do. Her “prim and proper retired school teacher widow” routine is a bunch of crap. She's as horny as the rest of us. 
Fannie.  Who is she sleeping with? Did she tell you? 
Mabel.  Well, not exactly. 
Thelma.  Then how do you know she's got a gentleman caller. I still don't believe it 
Mabel.  I'll tell you but you can't repeat this! Sylvie mustn't know that I told you . When she is good and ready she'll tell you herself. 
Fannie.  What did you do, Mabel? Walk in on them or something? 
Mabel.  Or something. 
Thelma.  You did not! You walked in on them while they were... Oh my goodness! Of course, she gave you a copy of her key! 
-------------------------------- end p. 44 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 45 -------------------------------
Thelma.   Oh, the poor thing.  Sylvie probably died of embarrassment! 
Mabel.   No, no! I didn't catch them in the act. But, I'm pretty sure I caught them right after. The man couldn't even stand up straight from all of the exercise. 
Thelma.  When! When did you catch them together! She just got back from Israel a couple of days ago. 
Mabel.  It was the morning that Gertrude Goldblatt found the dead body floating in the swimming pool. 
Thelma.   Oh, I forgot to tell you. It wasn't a dead body after all. 
Mabel.   What? 
Thelma.   Ralph Waterman told me that he heard one of the paramedics say that the body still had a pulse. Anyway, Fannie and I missed all the that commotion. We had just gone over to the Tropicana for the lunch buffet. Remember, Fannie? We called Sylvie to see if she wanted to go but she said she was too busy to come with us.  
Mabel.  She was busy alright! 
Fannie.   Who? Who is Sylvie seeing? How long has this been going on? She's been out of town for three weeks. That sneak! Did she have a boyfriend before she left and didn't tell us? 
Thelma.   Who is it, Mabel ? Anyone we know? Who? 
Mabel.   You may have seen him around. He's the new kid on the block. 
Thelma.   For pity's sake, Mabel, tell us! 
Mabel.   You know the Freemans went to Europe and their place was up for summer rental, right? Well, he just rented their condo through Labor Day. 
Fannie.   Him? We were just talking about him before you got here. 
Mabel.   You met him already? 
Fannie.  No, but I saw him on the Freemans balcony. He was all dressed up for the party tonight 
Thelma.  Look! Here comes Sylvie. 
-------------------------------- end p. 45 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 46 -------------------------------
Mabel.   Not a word! I mean it! Or you’ll never get any more information from me! 
Thelma.   Shhh. Here she comes. 
(Sylvie enters)

Mabel.   (As in afterthought, whispering) And, I'll never speak to either of you again! (Greeting Sylvie) Sylvie! How are you feeling? You gave me such a scare the other morning when you fainted dead away. I hope you made a doctor’s appointment. 
Sylvie.  I'm fine! It was jet lag, that's all. Stop fussing over me. 
Fannie.   I can make you some chicken soup, Sylvie. That'll help you to keep up your strength... ... that is, if you need to keep up your strength for anything... that is... I mean if you need to be strong for any type of physical activity...... not that I think you need to exercise or anything... (checks watch) Oh my, look at the time! Come along, Thelma, water aerobics starts in 15 minutes. We have to put on our swimsuits. Bye Sylvie. Coming Mabel? 
Mabel.  I’ll meet up with you at the pool. 
Thelma.  Bye, Sylvie. I'm glad you're feeling better. (As they exit) Keep her strength up for physical activity? Oh, that was smooth, Fannie. Real smooth. 
Fannie.  Leave me alone. I got tongue tied. I didn't say anything wrong. 
Sylvie.  (After they leave) You told them, didn't you? 
Fannie.  I have no idea what you're talking about. 
Sylvie.  What did you say to them? 
Mabel.   Nothing. I got here right before you did. 
Sylvie.  I don't believe you. What did you tell them, Mabel? I don't want any gossip flying around. 
Mabel.   Don't worry. Your secret is safe. 
Sylvie.  I don't have a secret. (Mutters to herself) at least not the one you think. 
Mabel.   Well I'll be. Looky who's coming out for some fresh 
-------------------------------- end p. 46 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 47 -------------------------------
air and sunshine. (She whistles or makes inappropriate sound of observational and appreciation)

Sylvie.  (looking) What? Oh no!
(Eugene enters. He is dressed in swim trunks, sandals, a Hawaiian or beach shirt and carries a towel and a bottle of water)

Sylvie.  What are you doing here? I thought you went away. I granted you your (catches herself as Mabel is present)… What are you doing here? Why are you dressed like that? 
Mabel.  (to Eugene) Don't mind Sylvie. I think she prefers you undressed.     
Sylvie.  Mabel! Stop it! Please! 
Mabel.  Well, I'm off to the pool. I think I'll leave you two alone. Nice to see you again... Eugene, isn't it? 
Eugene.  Good day, Miss Mabel. Indeed, the pleasure of reacquaintance is all mine. 
Mabel.  See you tonight at the social I hope! Ta ta! 
Eugene.  I'm very pleased that we meet again, Mistress, ah, I mean, Mrs. Goldberg. Once again, I thank you for honoring your promise of my freedom. If there is anything I can ever do for you in return, if it is within my power, I shall be most honored to accommodate you. 
Sylvie.  Don't you listen? I don't want anything from you! I keep telling you that! 
Eugene.  Of all my former masters, you are by far the most selfless. If I may be so bold, May I inquire why you did not retain me in your service to fulfill your unattained desires, fantasies or pleasures? No disrespect intended, but the meager breakfast you wished for was hardly worth the effort on either of our parts. 
Sylvie.  (She studies him) OK, you want to know? I'll tell you. I go to bed each night and before I fall asleep I do one thing. I thank God for all my blessings. I have a wonderful life, my health, my family and my friends. I'm blessed to have everything I really need and then some. Oh, don't get me wrong, I'm not rich. But I'm not poor either. Yes I live on a fixed income but I get 
-------------------------------- end p. 47 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 48 -------------------------------
by with my pension and Social Security. The only thing I want at this point is to retain my reputation as a respectable widow and for you to leave me alone! (looks around, then whispers) Now I appreciate your help in getting rid of the body in my closet. But, I wished you your freedom. What are you still doing here? 

Eugene.  You are a very wise woman indeed. So many of my former masters were not careful about what they wished for. Therefore, so many of their wishes brought them nothing but disappointment and distress. 
Sylvie.  I figured that out when the body I wished out of my closet ended up in the swimming pool. Besides, what else would I wish for? Money? I learned long ago that money can't buy happiness.
Eugene.  Precisely ! It is unfortunate how many people never learn that valuable lesson - or - learn it the hard way or too late to benefit from the acquired wisdom. 
Sylvie.  Since you're a free genie now, why are you here? Why don't you go back to wherever it is that aging genies live? 
Eugene. I believe I told you. I am the last in a long line of genies. And, although rare that my ancestors were granted their freedom, as you so generously have granted mine, those that were have lived anywhere they chose. I have determined that I am quite satisfied right here. In Rot a way.   
Sylvie.  Here? In New Jersey? You're going to live in Rockaway?
Eugene.  I am indeed, Mrs. Goldberg. In fact, my new residence, at least temporarily, is right up there (he points) Dwelling number 608. 
Sylvie.  You rented the Freemans condo? How could you do this to me? 
Eugene.  I simply made an inquiry about vacancies with the front office and was fortunate to have found the perfect abode. The staff in this building are quite accommodating. 
-------------------------------- end p. 48 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 49 -------------------------------
Sylvie.  Didn't they do a background check? You're a genie! Do you have credit? A Social Security card? A green card? Do they know what you are? 
Eugene.  The young woman in the office was of great help with completion of the paperwork.  Of course, she very much appreciated the small bag of gold coins in exchange for her assistance. Also, she was quite pleased with the diamond and emerald earrings. 
Sylvie.  Oh brother! The front office is on the take. No wonder the building got robbed. 
Eugene.  To be sure, this is a very hospitable environment! Tonight there is even a festival in celebration of my heritage. “Seniors of the Sahara.“ I would be honored if you would accompany me to what is sure to be an entertaining and enchanting evening. (He points to the sun as he does not wear a watch) I see that the sun is now high in the Sky. Please pardon my hasty departure. Water aerobics is about to begin! (as he exits) I must learn how to interpret the sundials that are commonplace with the residence of Fox Hills. You know, like the one you wear on your wrist. (he points to Sylvie's wristwatch)
Sylvie.  (To herself) Why Me? Why me? Why did I have to go to Alexandria for the weekend? Why did I have to buy that stupid teapot? (realizes where he's going) Water aerobics? Or no! They'll be all over him like a cream cheese on a bagel. Wait! Eugene! Wait! 
(She runs after him)

(BLACKOUT/CURTAIN)

-------------------------------- end p. 49 -------------------------------
-------------------------------- start p. 50 -------------------------------
Scene 2

(Setting: the same except that it's now later in the evening and the party is in progress. The patio is decorated with a banner that says “Seniors of the Sahara“ and there are balloons, twinkle lights and theme party decorations)

(At rise: Mabel, Sylvie, Fannie, Thelma, Eugene and Herman are sitting around a table. There are several cans of V8 vegetable juice on the table and a bottle of vodka. They are all “in costume” including Eugene who is dressed as he first appeared as a genie. Herman wears a short sleeve shirt with a bow tie and a pair of suspenders to hold up his Haram pants. He also wears white socks and shoes that lace. Fannies belly dancing costume is the most elaborate of the women's)

(with curtain closed, slow romantic music begins to play)

Master Of Ceremonies. And now, seniors of the Sahara, here is some romantic music that will melt your heart if your sweetie hasn't already on this sultry summer evening at Fox Hills. 
(Curtain opens come up. Sylvie, Eugene, Mabel, Fannie, Thelma and Herman are sitting around the table around at which they have just had their dinner by the outside poolside patio)

Mabel.  Herman, Fannie looks like she wants to dance. Why don't you ask her? 
Herman.  I'm sorry. I don't dance very well 
Mabel.  it doesn't matter, Herman. Ask Fanny to dance. Go ahead. Fanny wants to dance, don't you Fanny? 
Fannie.  That's OK, Mabel. We can sit here. 
Mabel. Don't be ridiculous. You know you want to dance. Herman, dance with Fannie. 
Herman.  Fanny would you like to dance? 
Fannie.  Why, Herman, I would love to. Thank you for asking. 
-------------------------------- end p. 50 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 51 -------------------------------
(Fanny and Herman get up and start to dance)

Mabel.  Eugene, Sylvie looks like she wants to dance too. 
Sylvie.  Mabel, stop it right now. 
Mabel.  You been sitting there all night. I know you want to dance. 
Thelma.  C’mon. I’ll dance with you Sylvie.

(Thelma begins to stand and Mabel pulls her back down into her chair)

Mabel.  No you don't! Eugene will dance with Sylvie, won't you Eugene?
Eugene.  Mrs. Goldberg, may I please have the pleasure of dancing with you to this exquisite music? 
Sylvie.  No. No thank you, Eugene. I'd rather just sit here.
Mabel.  Don't listen to her, Eugene. Sylvie loves to dance. Don't you Sylvie? 
Sylvie.  Mabel! 
Mabel.  In fact, Sylvie loves to slow dance, especially to Frank Sinatra.
Eugene.  oh, I see. In that case, perhaps she would prefer to dance with him. 
Mabel.  Now that would be tricky! 
Eugene.  Why is that? 
Mabel.  Because he's dead! 
Eugene.  How unfortunate. 
Mabel.  But YOU’RE here, Eugene.  So go ahead and ask Sylvie to dance. 
Eugene.   I have, Miss Mabel, but Mrs. Goldberg does not wish to. 
Mabel.  Yes she does. Trust me. Go ahead and ask her again. 
Fannie.  Owww. Herman, that was my bad toe you just stepped on. 
Herman.  Sorry about that. I warned you I'm not a very good dancer. 
Fannie.  You're doing just fine, Herman. Just watch out for my tootsies. 
-------------------------------- end p. 51 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 52 -------------------------------
Sylvie.  If you keep this up I'm leaving. 
Eugene.   Mrs. Goldberg since your former dance partner Hank Sinatra, has departed this life to dance among the Golden pyramids of the Sky …
Sylvie.  Alright! Alright already. Let's dance. 
(Sylvie and Eugene get up to dance)

Fannie.   Herman! Watch where you put that hand! 
Herman.  Sorry about that! You told me to watch your tootsies. 
Fannie.  Yes but not with your hands! 
Eugene.   You dance like a graceful Swan, Mrs Goldberg. 
Sylvie.  Thank you. You know, you're a pretty good dancer yourself. 
Eugene.  You seem surprised. 
Sylvie.  Well, yes I am a little. 
Eugene.  That's because my spine no longer ails me, thank you once again for sharing your pain pods with me. 
Sylvie.  Ibuprofen. 
Eugene.   Did you know I once instructed the dancers in Cleopatra's court? 
Sylvie.  You don't say? 
Eugene.   Yes, and I taught King tut how to do the …
Fannie.  Ooowch! Herman no pinching! 
Herman.  It was an accident! My fingers slipped. 
Fannie.  Herman, you're just a dirty old man. I knew I'd like you!

Sylvie.  You were saying? 
Eugene.   It's not important. What is important is that this is a beautiful evening and I'm most satisfied to be spending it with all of my new friends in my new home in Rotaway. 
Sylvie.  Eugene, I ... I... 
Eugene.   Yes Mrs. Goldberg? 
Sylvie.  Ah, I think I'd like to sit down now. 
-------------------------------- end p. 52 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 53 -------------------------------
Eugene.   Of course. Thank you again, Mrs Goldberg, for the delightful dance. 
(Sylvie and Eugene start to sit down at the table, Fannie and Herman remain dancing as the music fades as the master of ceremonies starts to speak)

Master of Ceremonies.  And now, for this evening's final contestant in the belly dancing competition, it is my pleasure to present Rockaway, New Jersey's own Queen of the Nile, Fannie Green! 
(Mabel, Thelma, Sylvie, Eugene and Herman cheer wildly as Fannie gets up to dance, Middle Eastern “belly dancing” music starts and Fannie gives it her all. Herman's eyes bulge with excitement and desire as she dances around him and takes off scarves and runs them across his face and head as she is dancing. [She wears an age appropriate costume so that no belly actually shows] she may even have a long colorful stuffed snake that she plays with as she is dancing. While dancing she can move Herman and his chair center stage and give him a [rated G for geriatric] lap dance of sorts. Herman is enthralled with Fannie and the women are in hysterics at their friends spectacular performance and cheer her on. Herman and Eugene are agog. After Fannie is finished they all rise and applaud her as the crowd gives wild goes wild with delight)

Fannie.  (Gasping for air and flopping down in her chair) Water I need water! 
(Herman pours her a glass from a pitcher on the table and
 Fannie drinks it in a single gulp)

MORE!

(Herman refills her glass and she drinks that too)

Sylvie.  Fannie! You outdid yourself! You were fantastic! 
Thelma.  You're sure to take first prize! Way to go, sister! 
Mabel.  Fannie, I've got to admit, you really know how to shake that booty of yours. You could charge for lessons. 
-------------------------------- end p. 53 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 54 -------------------------------
Eugene.  Even the Pharaohs would approve, Mrs Green. Congratulations on a spectacular performance 
Herman.  (who is now smitten with Fannie’s display of charm not to mention her hips) Wowee! That was something! Can I watch you do that again sometime? 
Fannie.  (Still breathing hard) Sure thing. Herman.  But first I need to work my hip back in its socket. Thelma, feel like carrying me to my apartment? 
(Fannie tries to get up but can't and Thelma lends assistance)

Thelma.  Hmmm. This is definitely a two person job. I need your help Herman. 
Herman.  Certainly! 
(Herman assists under fannie's one arm and Thelma under Fannie's
 other arm and they lead her off stage limping with hip pain)

Eugene.  (Always a gentleman, He rises from the chair as they lead Fannie away) Mrs. Green! May I suggest that you consume two parts of a remarkable potion for back pain? It is an incredible remedy.  Since I started taking it my back has never felt better! I would be happy to share my reserve with you. I procured it from the shaman across the street. It is called I-bend-over-pro-friend. 
Fannie.  You bend over who? Where? 
Sylvie.  He means ibuprofen. He bought it at Walgreens. I have some upstairs. I'll get it for you. 
Fannie.  No, that's OK. I've got some Motrin in my medicine cabinet. You just sit here and enjoy the rest of the evening with Mabel and Eugene. You may need your own ibuprofen later on tonight. (She winks at Sylvie)
(She limps off with assistance from Thelma and Herman)

Mabel.  Sylvie, look! There's Evelyn Greenbaum! She's back awfully soon from her visit with Betty. Uh 0h! She's already got a glass in her hand. I hope it's just water. 
(Mabel rushes off to greet Evelyn)

-------------------------------- end p. 54 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 55 -------------------------------
Mabel.  (Continued) Evelyn! It's so nice to have you back dear! How are you feeling? How was Charleston? 
Sylvie.  Eugene. I need to talk to you. I don't know how to say this. I don't want you to take it the wrong way. 
Eugene.  Speak your mind, Mrs Goldberg. You won't offend me. Likewise, I hope I have not in any way offended you. 
Sylvie.  No, of course not. Please call me Sylvie. Everyone else does. Mrs Goldberg is so formal. 
Eugene.  Of course. Sylvie is a lovely name. And certainly fitting, as you are a lovely woman. What is it you wish to tell me, Sylvie? 
Sylvie.  Eugene, I'm happy that you are having a good time here. 
Eugene.  Oh. I am, Sylvie. I am. Rot A Way is a magnificent metropolis. 
Sylvie.  And, I'm very glad that you've made new friends. 
Eugene.  Extraordinary human beings! I fully appreciate why you feel blessed. 
Sylvie.  But …

Eugene.  yes? Go on. 
Sylvie.  This is the hard part, don't rush me. 
Eugene.  I apologize. Please take your time. 
Sylvie.  I was worried that you would blow your cover. And, you haven't. I'm very grateful for that. 
Eugene.  Blow my cover ? I do not understand. You worried that I would subject your friends to some sort of sordid depravity? 
Sylvie.  No, no! Nothing of that kind. “Blow your cover” means … ah… it means let on… let people know, by mistake or even on purpose, that you are a genie. that you came back with me from Israel in a tea pot. 
Eugene.  You are mistaken, Sylvie, I was not in Israel. I was in Egypt. 
Sylvie.  Yes, I know. I went there for the weekend to sightsee when I was in Israel to see my grandson get married. 
-------------------------------- end p. 55 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 56 -------------------------------

I actually took you - your canister - or tea pot - whatever it was you called home for all those years - back with me to Israel for a week before I - we flew home. 
Eugene.  We flew home? On a magic carpet? 
Sylvie.  No! On an airplane! See, that's just what I'm talking about. That's what scares me 
Eugene.  I can understand that! Flying on top of an aeroplane must be terrifying! I believe I saw quite a few of them this afternoon while I was at the pool. Aren't they the large birdlike creatures that fly over the ocean with long tails that say, “all you can eat lunch buffet for nine ninety-nine?”
Sylvie.  Yes. No! Flying in an airplane doesn't scare me. Air travel is safer than driving a car. Just ask Thelma. 
Eugene.  Then, I don't comprehend. 
Sylvie.  What I mean is, there are so many things that are different, here in Rockaway, New Jersey, than where you come from. Let's face it, you were cooped up in that teakettle for a long long time. 
Eugene.  Tell me about it! 
Sylvie.  And, there are so many things that you say and do that make you “different“ from the rest of us. You could easily “blow your cover” for lack of better words. And that would be awful. Just awful. For both of us . At least one person already knows that I bought you and brought you back with me. He broke into my apartment to get you back - and my friends and I could have been hurt or even killed. 
Eugene.  Yes, that was quite unfortunate. 
Sylvie.  And, I killed him. In my whole life, I've never killed a bug, Eugene. Yet I killed that man. I didn't mean to. I was very afraid and I do believe I did it in self defense. But he's dead and it's my fault. And, I didn't do the right thing, Eugene. I should have called the police but I didn't. And the reason I didn't is because I didn't know how to explain you or why the man broke in or what he was trying to find. I don't know how I'll 
-------------------------------- end p. 56 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 57 -------------------------------
live with myself for that. But, I can't go to the police now. They would never believe me. How would I have gotten him in the pool? I’d have to tell them about you. And, I couldn't do that to you. Your life would be ruined if people found out what you are. It's better just left alone. But, I do feel terrible in the pit of my stomach, for taking someone's life. Even if it was an accident. I really didn't mean to kill him. I just wanted to hurt him so I could get away. 
Eugene.  Are you telling me you want me to go? To leave Rotaway? Forever?
Sylvie.  I'm sorry, Eugene. I'm very sorry. I like you. I really do. We all do. Mabel and Fannie and Thelma. Even Herman. He's not such a bad guy after all. He and Fannie really hit it off, didn't they? 
Eugene.  It appears as though they have. 
Sylvie.  If you stay here, even if you don't blow your cover, every time I see you I'll remember that horrible night and what I did. And, Eugene, that is something that I'll never be able to put behind me. But if I saw you every day, or even a few times a week, which would probably be unavoidable, I'd have a very hard time. Rockaway is not a metropolis, Eugene. It is a very small community. 
(Eugene rises and bows)

Eugene.  I wish you no discontent, Sylvie. I only wish you joy and happiness. As it is joy and happiness that you have brought to me. You are a very special lady. I am glad to have met you. And, I will always be grateful for your grant of my freedom so that I may live out the rest of my years without oppression or in captivity. now I bid you farewell and good fortune. (He takes her hand and kisses it) Please tell our mutual friends that I was happy to have made their acquaintance and that I shall miss them. It is you, however, I will miss most of all. Goodbye, Sylvie Goldberg. 
Sylvie.  Thank you, Eugene. Safe travels to you. (after Eugene exits) I'll miss you too. 
-------------------------------- end p. 57 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 58 -------------------------------
(Fannie and Thelma rush back. Fannie is still limping but full of excitement)

Fannie.  Sylvie! Sylvie! 
Sylvie.  What? What's wrong? Where is Herman? 
Thelma.  He's upstairs, standing guard. 
Sylvie.  Standing guard? For what? 
Thelma.  Fannie didn't have any Motrin in her apartment! 
Fannie.  Actually I had some, but it expired. 
Sylvie.  OK, I'll go get mine. 
Fannie.  No! We ran into Mabel talking to Evelyn Greenbaum and Mabel lent me your key to go get it myself. I hope you don't mind. 
Sylvie.  No, that's fine. Did you find it? I keep it in the kitchen. 
Thelma.  No! When we got to your apartment your front door was ajar! 
Sylvie.  That's impossible. I'm sure I locked it before I came down for the party. 
Fannie.  Somebody broke in again Sylvie! They ransacked your apartment! 
Sylvie.  What? Oh no! No one was there when you got there I hope? You're OK aren't you? 
Fannie.  We are fine. We ran out pretty quick. Well, I limped out actually. But we didn't see anyone. I think they left. Herman's up there now in case they come back. 
Sylvie.  He shouldn't be up there! Well if they come back? He could get hurt. 
Fannie.  He can protect himself. Herman's got a black belt in - what's it in again, Thelma? 
Sylvie.  A black belt? Herman? Are you sure you don't mean black suspenders? 
Fannie.  As a retired school teacher, Sylvia Greenberg, you ought to know by now to never judge a book by its cover. Herman is a real Tiger. He was a marine. 
Thelma.  Sylvie, you've got to go call the police. Why does somebody want your things? What do you have in there? The national treasure? 
-------------------------------- end p. 58 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 59 -------------------------------
Sylvie.  Not anymore. 
Fannie.  What? 
Sylvie.  Nothing. Oh, this is terrible. I guess I do have to call the police. 
Fannie.  Of course you do! Here, you can use my cell phone.
(She reaches into her costume and pulls out  her phone and gives it to Sylvie)

(Mabel, returns.)

Mabel.  I was right! Evelyn had more than water in that glass. Poor thing. Look at her.  She can hardly stand up straight. What's going on? 
Thelma.  Sylvie’s apartment got robbed again! 
Mabel.   Sylvie! What are you hiding in there? Besides, Eugene that is? 
Thelma.  Where is Eugene? 
Sylvie.  Ah, he was tired and he went up to bed. 
Mabel.  I'm going to tell him. He’ll wants to know about this. (She runs out to Eugene's apartment)

Sylvie.  Mabel, no! Wait!! 
Thelma.  Go ahead. What are you waiting for? Call the police. 
Sylvie.  I'm lightheaded all of a sudden. I have to sit down. 
Thelma.  Let me pour you some water. (She pours from the picture which is now empty) Fannie finished it. I'll go get some more. I'll get you something stronger too. To calm your nerves. I'll be right back. (She exits)

Fannie.  Give me the phone. I'll call the police. (Fannie takes the cell phone) Darn, no signal. Maybe it'll work out front. (She exits limping with the phone)
(After they have all gone, Savalas enters. He is dressed in full costume
with his face covered. He approaches Sylvie)

Savalas.  We meet again Mrs Goldberg. (He takes out a knife) Do not make a scene. Please, come with me and you will not be hurt. 
-------------------------------- end p. 59 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 60 -------------------------------
Sylvie.  It's you! I thought you were dead. I thought I killed you. 
Savalas.  You almost did. That was a splendid show of bravery for a retired school teacher. I required several stitches and suffered a small concussion. Shame on you for leaving me in your swimming pool to drown. Though, I cannot imagine how I got there. Your annoying friends helped you I suppose. I assure you I will not put away my knife while I am in your company this time. 
Sylvie.  I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. I only meant to hurt you, not kill you. I'm glad you are not dead. 
Savalas.  Mrs Goldberg , I assure you that if you do not cooperate with me this time you will in fact wish that you had killed me. Let's go.  Now I am not leaving without the treasure for which I came. And you are going to give it to me. 
(Entering )

Eugene.  (enters carrying a golf club) You are wrong, former master, if you don't unhand the lady at once, I'm going to give it to you! (He pulls up the club as if to swing it at Savalas’s)

Savalas.  You! You will have escaped from captivity! I command you to re-enter confinement at once! (He picks up an empty wine bottle from the table) Confinement! Now! 
Eugene.  I am no longer under your control or at your service. I will repeat myself only once more. Unhand the lady now or you will sorely regret the day you ever enslaved me. 
Savalas.  So, she is your new master? This woman? This Sylvia Goldberg from Rockaway, New Jersey is the master from whom you now take your orders! Well, I can fix that. (He puts the knife to Sylvie's throat) you have one last wish, my lady. Do you know what that wish is? You will wish that your genie once again belongs to me. If you do not, I will kill you. 
Sylvie.  But, I already … he's already …
-------------------------------- end p. 60 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 61 -------------------------------
Eugene.  Go ahead, mistress. (he winks at Sylvie) I beg you to save your life. Make your final wish on this man's behalf. 
Sylvie.  (catching on) I wish that you belonged to him again. 
Savalas.  (tossing Sylvie aside) You heard her.  Now you are mine once again! I command you to re-enter confinement. 
(He holds the wine bottle out to Eugene)

If you do so now I may be inclined to be somewhat lenient with your inevitable punishment.  Say 20 lashes instead of 30, old man? 
Eugene.  Yes master. 
(He reaches for the wine bottle as if to pop into it but instead grabs it and hits Savalas over the head and fights him to the chair where he sits over him with a chair and holds Savalas’s knife at his neck)

Savalas.  You insolent piece of rubbish! You have now earned 100 lashes for your disobedience. How dare you. Let me up at once.
Eugene.  (to Savalas) I forgot to tell you, former master, this lovely lady granted me my freedom. It was the 2nd wish she made. Her first wish was breakfast for both of us. Have you ever had a V8? It is quite tasty. 
(sirens are heard in the background)

(to Sylvie) Fear not, Sylvia Goldberg, the police are on their way. It is not I who will spend time confined to captivity. It is you.

(Eugene let's Savalas up, while continuing to hold the knife on him)

Let's go meet your new captors, shall we? I'm sure it will be gratified to know that your reputation as the “pizza burglar of Rock-a-way” precedes you.

(He leads Savalas off)

(Mabel and Thelma rush back from different directions. Thelma
 carries a water pitcher and a bottle of vodka)

-------------------------------- end p. 61 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 62 -------------------------------
Mabel.  Eugene wasn't there. I knocked and rang his doorbell but he didn't answer. I hope he's not 2 timing you, Sylvie. 
Thelma.  Here, Sylvie. Here’s your water. 
Sylvie.  Thanks. 
(Sylvie instead grabs the bottle of vodka and drinks a big gulp. Mabel and Thelma look at each other quizzically as Sylvie rarely drinks)

(Fannie runs in limping and panting out of breath. Herman is with her)

Fannie.  Eugene! The robber! Eugene! The robber? Outside! The police! There arresting him! 
Mabel.  The police are arresting Eugene? He's the robber! 
Thelma.  I knew there was something different about him. I just couldn't put my finger on it. 
Fannie.  No, Eugene caught the robber. The police arrested the robber, not Eugene. They're taking him away now. Eugene is a hero! 
Master-Of-Ceremonies.  Attention seniors of the Sahara! We're coming to the close of this magical evening and I hope that all of your wishes came true.  Now, for the moment that you've all been waiting for! It's time to announce the prize winner of the final contest of the night. The prize for the best belly dancer goes to (drum roll) Rockaway’s own Queen of the Nile, Fannie Green! (loud symbol sounds) come on over here Queen Fannie and claim your treasure! 
(Fannie squeals with delight and plants a big kiss on Herman who is pleasantly surprised. Everyone shouts for approval and applauds and Fannie limps off with the help of Herman, Thelma and Mabel, to claim her prize)

(Eugene returns)

Eugene.  I'm very pleased by the outcome. Fannie deserved to win. 
(Sylvie turns around to see him. She goes over to him 
-------------------------------- end p. 62 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 63 -------------------------------
and they embrace. She starts to cry)

Eugene.  Everything will be fine now. My former master has been taken to jail. He will certainly be deported. You are safer now. He will never bother you again. It would serve him no purpose for he knows I am emancipated. He is of no future harm to either of us. 
Sylvie.  Thank you. Thank you so much. You saved my life. I believe he really would have killed me this time. 
Eugene.  You also saved mine. In more ways than one. I am glad that I could return the favor.  Now I will keep my promise to you. I will go now, Sylvie, and leave you to resume your life as you know it. (He turns and starts to leave)

Sylvie.  Eugene, wait! Please, don't go! 
Eugene.  But I must, Sylvie. I was on my way out the first time when I spied the evil one from across the room. I knew he was up to no good. I followed him to make sure you were safe. Not to cause you more distress. 
Sylvie.  I know that. I changed my mind. I want you to stay. In Rockaway. With me. With all of us. Please? Please will you stay? 
Eugene.  What about our differences? Our cultures? What would you do if I were to ... What is the phrase? (Thinks) “Blow my blanket?”

Sylvie.  I didn't realize how much I would miss you until after you left. I think that one of the reasons I'd miss you so much is because you are different. Being different isn't a bad thing.  It's a good thing.  With you, it's a wonderful thing.  Please, Eugene. Please stay? 
Eugene.  (Thanks) I'll stay under one condition! 
Sylvie.  What's that? 
Eugene.  That you have breakfast with me tomorrow morning. And we share a V8. 
Sylvie.  You're on! 
(They hug then, of course, kiss.)

Eugene, not everything I told you earlier this morning was 100% true. 
-------------------------------- end p. 63 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 64 -------------------------------
Eugene.  It was not? 
Sylvie.  I told you how happy I was. And I am for the most part. But I do get lonely sometimes. Oh, Mabel and Fannie and Thelma are wonderful friends but it's not the same as... 
Eugene.  As what, Sylvie? 
Sylvie.  I told you I didn't wish for anything. That isn't really true. It doesn't matter now, though, I think that the one thing I've been wishing for just came true. 
(They kiss again as Herman, Fannie, Thelma and Mabel enter)

Mabel.  What is this? The senior picnic? Get a room you two! 
Herman.  Woo Hoo!

Fannie.  Sylvie's got a boyfriend! Sylvie's got a boyfriend! 
Thelma.  (singing) Sylvie and Eugene, sitting in a tree. 
Thelma, Fannie, Mabel and Herman. (singing) K-I-S-S-I-N-G 
Herman.  That looks like fun. What do you say we give it a try? 
(Fannie and Herman kiss)

Master-Of-Ceremonies.  And, that concludes our evening of enchantment, Seniors of the Sahara. On behalf of the Joe Wolkenberg Repertory theatre, we hope everyone had a wonderful time.  By popular demand, the theme for next year’s barbecue will be “Seniors of the South Pole.” Wait a second! Look! Up in the Sky! Over the ocean! A falling star! Two, three, no four of them! We may be having a meteor shower! Quickly, Seniors of the Sahara, make your wishes! But, be careful what you wish for! You never know, they just may come true! 
(Mabel, Thelma, Fannie and Herman look up in awe and point to the falling stars . Eugene and Sylvie kiss as the curtain closes and the lights fade)

End of Play
-------------------------------- end p. 64 -------------------------------
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