Seniors of the Sahara – Act I
Rev. 3

(Savalas and Refik are in a far-off land)

(exotic music is heard such as a flute and drum that suggest a snake is being charmed.  As the music fades, an audible slap is followed by a groan of pain)
Rafik. No, no more. Stop Savalas, Please I beg you.
Savalas. How could you be so stupid . You fool! (another audible slap)

Rafik. OWWW. Stop, please it was an accident. I swear to you.
Savalas. Accident! Ha! How much did they pay you Rafik? How much gold did you receive to part with it? (slap)

Rafik. Savalas you must believe me I did not sell for profit. I make no money.

Savalas. I don't believe you (slap slap)
Rafik. Oww. (begging) Please don't kill me. I have a wife, a child, a goat, a parakeet (slap) Oww.
Savalas. They are of no concern to me. If you do not return the treasure you will all die. Now where is it?  This is the last time I will ask.

Rafik.  I do not know. A woman purchased it.  An old woman. 
Savalas. You're lying Rafik. If you don't start telling me the truth I will … (slap)
---------------------------------- end p. 7 -------------------------------

--------------------------------- start p. 8 -----------------------------

Rafik. Owww. It's true I swear on my great grandfather’s tomb. It was sold to the old lady by accident.

 Savalas. How can it be an accident to relinquish such rare and powerful treasure to an old woman. You lie (slap).

Refik. No I did not. My wife by accident, she sold it. When I went home to walk the goat. I was only gone for 10 minutes.  She did not know the difference. My wife make a mistake. She has no idea of the treasure hidden inside. She just think she make a regular transaction.  They all look the same to her.  Cheap imitations of archaeological relics. (slap) Owww. This is the truth.  Savalas, you must believe me.

Savalas. And you say an “old woman” bought the treasure.  Who is she?
Rafik. She is an American tourist.  A senior citizen!
Savalas. An elderly American tourist?  I do not think so! Do not continue to lie to me Rafik, or your lies will be the last words you speak! (slap) 
Refik. I am not lying to you, Savalas. I can prove it!
Savalas. How? 
Rafik. I have a receipt!  A credit card receipt. American Express!
Savalas. Let me see it. (slap)

Rafik. Oww, stop please. Here.  Here it is.

(Rafik hands the receipt to Savalas)
Savalas. (reads receipt) Receipt of sale. Sold to Sylvia Goldberg!  Your wife sold this treasure to Sylvia Goldberg for $30! THIRTY DOLLARS! The rarest and most valuable treasure in the entire world and your foolish wife sells it to an elderly Jewish woman for $30! (slap slap slap). This is your fault.  You should not have put it among your merchandise.

Rafik. Owww. I am sorry. I thought it would blend in without notice. I thought to hide it in plain sight. I now know it was a bad idea. (slap)  Agghh! 
--------------------------- end p. 8 -------------------------------

--------------------------- start p. 9 -------------------------------

Savalas.  And where does this woman live?  How do you know she is American?  She could be Israeli.  She could be British.  What am I to do?  Should I telephone American Express an ask “Hello, may I have the address of one of your customers?  An old woman by the name of Sylvia Goldberg.” (slap) 
Rafik.  My wife.  She asked the woman for identification. I have the passport information 
Savalas.  Give it to me. (slap)

(Rafik hands the additional information to Savalas)
Rafik. Here.  Please.  No more torture.  I beg you.
Savalas. Sylvia Goldberg, Number 302, Fox Hills at Rockaway, NJ
(slap slap/ Rafik groans in pain)
Savalas.  Of all the places in the world, your stupid cow of a wife sells a priceless relic to an elderly Jewish woman from Rockaway, New Jersey!  There's only one thing left for me to do 
Rafik. Please don't kill me!
Savalas. I must find her!
(Blackout)


(Exotic music once again plays as Savalas and Rafik exit the stage)
--------------------------- end p. 9 -------------------------------

------------------------------ start p. 10 -------------------------------

(Curtain opens / lights up) 
(Setting: Sylvia Goldberg’s condominium in Rockaway New Jersey)

(at rise: Mabel Milstein and Fannie Green are decorating Silvia's condo with balloons and signs “Welcome home Sylvia.”  Sylvia is about to return from three weeks in Israel where her grandson has just gotten married)
Fannie. I'm wondering if we should be doing this, Mabel.  She’ll probably have jet lag 
Mabel.  She's the only one I know who can sleep better on an airplane then in her own bed. She’ll get home and want to stay up and talk all night.  You know, the time difference and all.
Fannie.  I hope you're right.  But if she looks too tired we shouldn't stay long. 
Mabel.  Hand me the tape. 
(Mabel climbs on a chair to tape the sign to the wall)
Fannie. You be careful.  

Mabel: Quit worrying over me. I've got more padding than a football player.  Now give me the tape. We don't have much time 
(Fanny hand her the tape and Mabel tapes the sign)
Fannie.  I don't know if I like this idea, yelling “Surprise” and all.  We may just scare her into a heart attack.
Mabel.  You worry too much.  She'll love all of the attention. Besides I missed her while she was gone. 
Fannie. Gee thanks a lot.
Mabel.  Oh come on. You did too.
Fannie.  Of course I did.  Three weeks is a long time for Sylvie to be away! But I enjoyed spending the time with you 
Mabel.  And I liked your company too, Fannie. It's just well, you know, Sylvie's like the glue that holds us old gals together. 
----------------------------------- end p. 10 -------------------------------

----------------------------------- start p. 11 -------------------------------

Fannie. I can't wait to see her. I want to hear all about Barry's wedding. It's such an honor to be the grandmother of the groom. And with the wedding in Israel, Sylvie’s had the trip of a lifetime. 
Mabel.  She certainly did. And she'll never admit it but I always thought that Barry was her favorite grandchild. (inspecting the house plants). Fannie you did a nice job of watering Sylvie’s plants while she was away. 
Fannie.  (proudly) I did, didn't I? And you did a good job too picking up her mail each day from the box. 
Mabel.  What are friends for? 
(the phone rings three times. Mabel moves to answer phone but Fannie holds her back and listens for the rings)
Fannie. That's Thelma's signal.  She's watching out the window for Sylvie's taxi.
Mabel.  Is she coming down ?
Fannie.  Yes, as soon as she gave us the signal.
Mabel.  Why did she have to give a signal?  We could have answered the phone. 
Fannie. I know. But a signal is more fun.
Mabel.  Someone should have picked up Sylvie at the airport.
Fannie.  We don't drive anymore! 
Mabel.  Thelma still drives. 
Fannie.  Not at night. Not anymore.
Mabel.  Since when ?
Fannie.  Since she ran over Rhoda's cat.
Mabel.  She did?  Did she kill it?
Fannie.  Dead as a doornail.  You were down in Florida with Trudy when it happened 
Mabel.  so why didn't you tell me when I got back ?
Fannie.  Because Thelma feels so terrible about it.  That's why she stopped driving at night.
Mabel.  Rhoda loved that Pussycat 
Fannie.  It was dark outside. Thelma didn't see it.
------------------------------------- end p. 11 -------------------------------

------------------------------------- start p. 12 -------------------------------

Mabel.  She doesn't blame Thelma does she?  After all, Rhoda’s cat was pure black. 
Fannie.  Thelma ran over the white one. 
Mabel.  Oy 
Fannie.  Anyway that's when Thelma stopped driving at night 
Mabel.  Well it's hardly Thelma's fault if Rhoda’s cat ran in front of her car.
Fannie.  Snowball was sleeping on the front porch. Thelma misjudged the driveway. 
(knock on the door)
Fannie and Mabel.  Thelma!
(Maple goes to the door and opens it)
Mabel.  Hurry!  Come on in.
(Thelma enters carrying a homemade cake)
Thelma. Did you get my signal?
Mabel.  Loud and clear.
Thelma.  I was keeping watch out the front window. I got so nervous when I saw Sylvie's taxi pull up that I called the wrong number at first.  I think I dialed Mr Feldman in 312.  (holding out the cake) I baked Sylvie a welcome home cake! 
(she puts it on the kitchen counter)
Fannie.  I forgot to put the coffee on. 
(she runs into the kitchen )

Mabel.  Not now.  Wait until she gets here.  Turn off the lights.  Now let's hide! 
Thelma.  This is so exciting. I love surprises. 
Fannie.  Me too 
(she turns off the lamp
Mabel.  Fannie, you hide in the bathroom. I’ll hide in the kitchen and Thelma, you hide in the closet hall bedroom.
(they all retreat to their hiding spots.  Mabel is crouched behind
the kitchen counter / half wall)
------------------------------ end p. 12 -------------------------------

------------------------------ start p. 13 -------------------------------

(after a beat or two, Thelma pokes her head out
of the closet and whispers loudly)
Thelma. How will we know when to yell surprise?
(Mabel's head pops up from behind the half wall)
Mabel.  I didn't think of that. (thinks) Let's all hide in the kitchen!  Quick! 
(Thelma goes into the kitchen and crouches behind
the counter. Mabel goes to bathroom
 where Fannie is hiding, knocks first, then opens door)
Mabel.  Change of plans.  We’ll all have to hide in the kitchen. 
Fannie.  How come?
Thelma. (peeping up from behind counter) So we can know when to shout “Surprise.” 
Fannie.  Oh!  Right !
(they all hide in the kitchen area behind the counter)

Fannie.  Who's going to count to 3 ?
Mabel.  If we count first, she'll hear us .
Thelma. I'll give a signal then we’ll all yell “Surprise.” 
Mabel.  We don't need a signal.  When Sylvie turns on the lights, we’ll jump up and yell “Surprise.”  OK?
Fannie and Thelma. OK / Good idea.
(they get into position)

Fannie.  Mabel?

Mabel.  What?
Fannie.  My foot fell asleep.  Can I say “Surprise” from down here? 
(there is a noise at the front door)
Mabel.  Quiet!  Here she comes. 
(the door opens and Savalas enters dressed as a pizza delivery man carrying a small flashlight [turned on] and pizza box.  He puts down the pizza box on the coffee table.  Since the lights did not go on, Thelma, Mabel and Fannie do not yell “Surprise”  Savalas searches the 
--------------------------------------- end p. 13 -------------------------------

--------------------------------------- start p. 14 -------------------------------

living room, does not find what he is looking for, then goes into the bedroom to search.  After he exits into the bedroom, Fannie, Thelma and Mabel “stage whisper” among themselves from the crouching position behind the kitchen side of the half wall counter )
Fannie.  She didn't turn on the lights.
Thelma. Maybe she's trying to save on her electric bill.
Mabel.  She probably had to go to the bathroom. 
Thelma. Do you smell pizza?
Fannie.  When should we say surprise?
Mabel.  When she turns on the light.
Fannie.  What if she doesn't turn it on?
Thelma. When she comes back, I'll tap your shoulders and then we'll yell “Surprise” if she doesn't turn on the light.  That'll be the signal.
Fannie.  Do you think she went straight to bed?
Thelma. Maybe she's sick?
Mabel.  Let's give her a minute. All right?
Fannie and Thelma. All right. OK 
(shuffling noises are heard from the bedroom)

Mabel.  Shhh!  She's coming back.
(In another few seconds, Savalas returns quietly and continues searching the living room.  He goes to the windows and pulls the curtains closed.  Then he turns on the light.  The ladies jump up and yell “Surprise.” Savalas screams a panic scream, Fannie, Thelma and Mable scream in reply and Savalas runs out the front door.  A few moments later, in all of the commotion, Sylvie enters)

Sylvie. What in the world is going on here?  And, what did you do to the pizza man?
Mabel, Thelma & Fannie. (half heartedly) Surprise. 
(blackout) 

 (Later that evening. The police have come to take a report from the ladies who are recovering from the “surprise” intruder.  Sylvie’s suitcases have been delivered to 
---------------------------------------------- end p. 14 -------------------------------

---------------------------------------------- start p. 15 -------------------------------

her apartment by the doorman.  The pizza box has been removed by the police.  Fannie has made coffee and there are cups on the coffee table. Mabel and Sylvie are in the hallway by the front door saying goodbye to the police officers who have just left.)

Silvie.  (from doorway into the hall) Thank you again for coming so quickly officers. Goodnight 
Mabel.  (calling down the Hall after the officers) Officer Schneider, don't forget now!  My youngest granddaughter, Bonnie, is working over in Ocean City for the summer at the Beach Grill.  Bonnie Edelman.  She doesn't work Mondays so don't go then.  You two would make such a nice couple.  Remember, Bonnie Edelman.  She's very pretty. (she enters the apartment) What a nice young man. 
Silvie.  (locking the door) Well, you girls certainly know how to throw a homecoming party! 
Mabel.  That nice young officer is so smart.  He told me he’s starting law school in August.  He'd be just perfect for Bonnie.  You know.  It all makes perfect sense.  Everything he said 
Fannie.  What makes sense?
Mabel.  That burglars disguised themselves as delivery men to get into buildings like this.  He said that the burglar probably just came in through the entrance with people who were either coming in or going out.
Thelma.  Sure.  Who would question a pizza delivery.  

Silvie.  But do burglars buy real pizzas before they rob a place?  Wouldn’t they use an empty pizza box?
Thelma.  Maybe they use a real pizza so it looks more authentic if a security guard stops them. 
Mabel.  that makes sense 
Fannie.  Why did the police take the pizza away?  I'm hungry. 
Mabel.  They had to.  It's evidence. 
Thelma.  It is?

---------------------------------------- end p. 15 -------------------------------

---------------------------------------- start p. 16 -------------------------------

Mabel.  they can test it in their crime lab. I saw it on the television.  Law and Order I think.
Fannie.  I bet they ate it.
Thelma.  What if it's poison? What if robbers poison the pizza and make their victims eat it!
Mabel.  Yes! I saw that on a CSI episode.
Fannie.  In that case I'm glad I didn't eat any.  Can we cut your cake now, Thelma? 
Thelma.  Of course. Sylvie, I baked you a welcome home cake 
(she gets the cake from the kitchen)

Silvie.  Thank you Thelma.  That was very sweet of you.
Mabel.  I think they'll probably try to find out which pizza place it came from. Then they’ll try to figure out who bought it. They have special detectives, like Jerry Orbach on Law and Order, who do that you know.  He's my favorite of all the TV detectives. 
Thelma.  The other policeman, the older fellow, he told me that we shouldn't tell people when we go away on vacation. Burglars rob people who are away because it's easier to sneak in and out without getting caught.
Mabel.  I didn't pay much attention to him.  He had on a wedding ring. 
Thelma.  What are you talking about?
Mabel.  The older policeman with the brown hair had on a wedding ring.  Too bad. He seems to be the perfect age for Rhoda’s daughter.  You know, the one who just got divorced.  Otherwise, I would have mentioned her to him. 
Fannie:  I think half the people in Jersey knew about Barry getting married in Israel.  You've been talking about it for months, Sylvie. 
Silvie.  So did you when your Amy got married. I'm not going to keep my grandsons wedding a secret.  How did I know I'd get robbed - or - almost robbed. I'm just relieved that he didn't hurt any of you.  He didn't have a gun or knife did he? What if he had started shooting? 
------------------------------------------ end p. 16 -------------------------------

------------------------------------------ start p. 17 -------------------------------

Fannie.  I didn't see. I got stuck on the floor and couldn't get up. I just screamed because Thelma and Mabel screamed.
Mabel.  I think we really caught him off guard.  He just screamed when we all shouted “surprise” and then he ran out the door.
Silvie.  Thank goodness no one was hurt. 
Mabel.  Well Sylvie. I'm sorry your Surprise Party was such a bust. I'm going upstairs to lock all my doors and windows and go to bed.  Not that I'll sleep a wink, mind you. 
Fannie.  Have your cake first.  This is good Thelma!  Very moist. 
Thelma.  Thanks.  It's got instant pudding in it, that's why. 
Mabel.  (eating the cake, to Thelma) You're not having any?  What's wrong? 
Thelma.  Oh. I'm afraid to go home now. 
Fannie.  So am I. 
Mabel.  The officers checked each floor.  The robber is long gone.  The police may have even caught him by now (referring to cake) This is good. 
Thelma.  We sure scared him away, didn't we!
Fannie.  We sure did.  That’ll teach him to think twice before trying to rob old ladies.
Sylvie.  Before you go since you went to all this trouble to throw me a welcome home party, let me at least give you your gifts. 
Fannie.  (gleefully) you got us presents?

Silvie.  Of course I did.  Now just a minute, let me think where I put them. 
(she opens up her suitcase and routes around a little)

Silvie.  Here they are. 
(she removes three packages Ann gives the first to Fannie)

Silvie.  Fannie.  This is a little something to thank you for watering my plants while I was away.
(she hands Fannie her gift)

---------------------------------- end p. 17 -------------------------------

---------------------------------- start p. 18 -------------------------------

Fannie.  Thank you Sylvie.
(she opens the gift - a silk scarf )

Fannie.  Oh, it's beautiful. I love it. You know how I love scarves.
(she puts it on)

Silvie.  I got it in Tel Aviv.  It's pure silk. 
Mabel.  it looks nice on you Fannie. 
Silvie.  Mabel, thank you for checking my mailbox each day.  Oh, did my package from QVC come? 
Mabel.  Yes, it's in your bedroom. 
Silvie.  (handing Mabel her gift) I got this in Jaffa. 
Mabel.  Your mailbox key is over on the counter. Sylvie, you didn't have to bring me anything. 
(she opens up the box which contains earrings)

Mabel.  Very nice. I’ll wear them to the senior social this weekend.  You're still coming with us, right?
Sylvie.  Actually, I forgot all about it. 
Mabel.  it's our annual barbecue. You have to come. I had the new girl at the front office put a ticket aside for you.  We're all going in costume like we did last year.  We had so much fun, remember?
Fannie.  Mabel's cousin Herman is coming. Sylvie.  All the way up from Long Branch. 
Mabel.  Fannie!  That was supposed to be a secret.  Can't you keep anything to yourself?
Fannie.  But you said …
Mabel.  Never mind what I said.
Sylvie.  Mabel, for the last time I am not interested in meeting your cousin Herman. 
Mabel.  Now Sylvie …

Sylvie.  No Mabel. I mean it. I won't go to the social if you insist on matchmaking. I still haven't gotten over my blind date with your podiatrist. He took me to dinner then spent the rest of the night clipping my toenails and examining my bunions. I wanted to die of embarrassment.
----------------------------------- end p. 18 -------------------------------

----------------------------------- start p. 19 -------------------------------

Mabel.  So Alvin’s got a foot finish. So what?  It's not every first date you get a pedicure. 
Sylvie.  Dare I remind you about my lunch at Seafood Emporium with your dentist? 
Mabel.  I know. I know. 
Thelma.  What happened? 
Sylvie.  He laughed so hard at his own dumb joke that his dentures flew out of his mouth and landed kerplunk in my cup of Manhattan clam chowder which then splashed all over my new white sweater.
Mabel.  I always admired his perfect teeth. 
Sylvie.  They may be perfect but I can assure you, they're not his.  
Sylvie.  Why don't you fix up Fannie With your cousin?  Or what about Rhoda?  
Thelma.  Hey!  What am I, chopped liver? 
Sylvie.  Thelma Wachter!   You're married!
Thelma.  So? Oscar's in Miami with his son until Labor Day.  He'll never find out. 
Fannie.  (enjoyed with her big news) I already have a date to the social. 
Sylvie.  you do?  Who? 
Fannie.  Mabel fixed me up with Mr. Kastenberg in the Lincoln building. 
Mabel. Last year he went with Evelyn Greenbaum, but she's in rehab.  You know, her little “problem” came back. 
(mimics taking a drink)

Mabel. She told me she was going down to Charleston for a couple of weeks but I'll wager dollars to donuts she's having a holiday at Betty Ford. 
Fannie.  Mr Kastenberg was so dashing in his sailor suit last year.  Remember he won the prize for best male 
----------------------------------- end p. 19 -------------------------------

----------------------------------- start p. 20 -------------------------------

costume.  The theme was “Seniors of the South Pacific.” I wore a hula skirt and pink lei.  I think he liked watching me do the hula dance. Maybe this year he’ll go as an Arabian Prince.  And I’ll be a belly dancer.  This year's theme is “Seniors of the Sahara.” 
Sylvie.  That's so nice, Fannie. I'm sorry to hear about Evelyn, but I'm glad to hear about you and Mr. Kastenberg hitting it off. (to Mabel) Why can't you introduce Herman to Rhoda?  You know she's been after you to introduce her to someone. 
Mabel.  Rhoda isn't Herman’s type. I'm a yenta, I know these things. I told Herman all about you, Sylvie.  He wants to meet you. 
Sylvie.  For the last time, no thank you.  Honestly, aren't there any old ladies left in Long Branch? 
Mabel.  Well, I can't uninvite him. I hope you'll at least be civil.
Sylvie.  I'll be my usual charming self.  But don't give him any wrong ideas. I'm not in the market for another fix up. Mabel do you hear me?
Mabel.  Oh, all right.  You can't blame me for trying though. You two have so much in common. 
Sylvie.  (skeptically) like what?
Mabel.  (trying to see think of something) Well, he went over to Tel Aviv last March. For his grandson's bar mitzvah. I thought you could talk about your trip, and, well, who knows what else.
Sylvie.  Enough, Mabel.  Subject closed. (returning to the gift giving) Thelma thank you for driving me to the airport. I really appreciate it. 
Thelma.  I'm sorry you had to take a cab home. I don't drive at night anymore. I had a little accident.
Sylvie.  I know. I heard about snowball.  Poor Kitty. 
Thelma.  I feel terrible 
Sylvie.  (sympathetically) it was an accident.  Open your gift. I got this at the Eretz museum. 
Thelma.  (opening box containing a pin) Oooh! I just love it Sylvie.  Thank you for remembering me (she pins it 
------------------------------- end p. 20 -------------------------------

------------------------------- start p. 21 -------------------------------

on her blouse) Did you buy anything for yourself? Any souvenirs?   

Sylvie.  I took a lot of photographs. I'm going to make an album of my trip.  When I get them developed, I'll show you. Barry was such a handsome groom.  And Rachel, what a beautiful bride. I cried through the whole ceremony.  Oh. wait a minute. I did buy something else.  Look at this. I bought it at an outdoor market when I went to Alexandria for the weekend with Rachel's aunt and uncle, Sidney and Phyllis. I couldn't resist it 
(she goes back into her suitcase and takes out an odd shaped teapot/watering can container )

Sylvie.  Isn't it wonderful?
Thelma.  (not too sure about what to say about the purchase)  What is it? 
Mabel.  It looks old. I mean, like an antique. 
Thelma.  it looks like a watering can. 
Fannie.  it kind of reminds me of a tea kettle. 
Sylvie.  I'm not sure exactly what it is. I couldn't really understand the woman who sold it to me.
Mabel.  (attempting to be politically correct)  Well, it's very nice.  But please don't ask me to swap it for my earrings. 
Sylvie.  I know you think it's silly.  But I like it. I saw it and I knew I had to have it even though I know I probably paid too much. I saw these things at the airport for half the price I paid. 
Mabel.  How much did you pay?  Don't tell me. How much? 
Sylvie.  (picking up the object an admiring it) About $30. But I saw some just like this at the duty free stores in the airport terminal for half that price on my way home. I guess I got taken or “ripped off” as my grandchildren say.  But I like this one the best.  It's different somehow. 
Thelma.  You got it at an outdoor market? Did you have to barter for it?  Did you have to trade anything? A ring or something? 
Mabel.  (horrified) I hope not. 
Sylvie.  Oh no.  Most of the stalls accept credit cards now. 
-------------------------------- end p. 21 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 22 -------------------------------

Mabel.  (still unsure of the purchase) What are you going to do with it?
Sylvie.  I'm not sure.  Put it on my night table maybe.  Or my dresser. I might even keep it on the table in here.  As a conversation piece. 
(she places the object on the coffee table)

Mabel.  (finally giving up the pretense)  Well, it leaves me speechless.  But, so long as you like it, that's all that matters.  Welcome home, Sylvie.  We missed you.
Sylvie.  I missed all of you too.  It's nice to be home again with my good friends. 
Mabel.  Come along gals. The world traveler needs some rest.  Let me know if you want to ride the jitney with me to the shopping plaza to get your pictures developed tomorrow. I want to get us some do-dads from the party store for the senior social. I thought we'd all dress up as harem girls this year. 
Fannie.  I'm going as a belly dancer. 
Thelma.  last year's social was so much fun.  The ball game was on so Oscar pretended to have a headache and didn't go, remember?
Fannie.  Oh, right.  You hula danced the night away with Barney Finkelstein just to spite Oscar.
Thelma.  I sure did. That is, until Barneys artificial knee gave way and the ambulance came. (hugs Sylvie) Goodnight Sylvie.  Don't forget to lock up. 
Sylvie.  I won’t.  You too.
Mabel.  We’ll be fine.  Come along, Thelma.  Fannie and I will walk you to your apartment and see that you get in safe.  Then we'll ride up to the third floor together since we're just across the hall. 
Thelma.  Thanks Mabel.  Goodnight Sylvie.  Welcome home.  

Sylvie.  I'll call you tomorrow 
(Fannie, Mabel and Thelma leave and Sylvie locks the door and puts on the chain lock.  She clears the coffee cups from the table and returns to look at “the object.” The phone rings.  It startles her as she is still jumpy from the break in, and she places “the object” on the end 
------------------------------- end p. 22 -------------------------------

------------------------------- start p. 23 -------------------------------

table, near the edge, where it can easily topple over.  She goes to answer the phone)
Sylvie.  Hello?  Hello?  Is anyone there? 
(no reply.  She hangs up.  She goes to the window and looks outside.  She makes sure it's locked.  She goes to the door to check the lock and make sure the chain is secure.  She puts a chair or small table in front of the door)

(to herself) I pay to live in a building with security and I still get robbed.  What is the world coming to? 
(Sylvie rezips her small suitcase from which she retrieved the presents and takes it and “the object” into her bedroom.  She yawns.)

Sylvie.  Time for bed. 
(there is a knock on the door)

Savalas.  Mrs Goldberg?
(Sylvie enters the living room)

Sylvie.  (Goes to the door but does not open it) Who is there?
Savalas.  Mrs. Goldberg. I am detective Savalas with the police. I need to speak with you about the events of this evening. 
Sylvie.  I'm afraid I'm very tired, detective.  Can't this wait until tomorrow? I've already told the officers everything I know which isn't all that much. 
Savalas.  I'm sorry, no madam. This cannot wait.  Your cooperation is of utmost importance. 
Sylvie.  Detective … I'm sorry.  What did you say your name is? 
Savalas.  Savalas, madam. 
Sylvie.  Savalas? (thinks then)  Like that television detective? Kojac?
Savalas.  Yes madam, Savalas, like the man on television. I am Greek, as he is. 
Sylvie.  You do have an accent, detective. 
Savalas.  You are very observant, Mrs. Goldberg. I apologize if you are unable to understand me. 
Sylvie.  Oh no, I understand you just fine. I just came home 
----------------------------- end p. 23 -------------------------------

----------------------------- start p. 24 -------------------------------

from Israel where my grandson was married. I'm used to hearing accents like yours. 
Savalas.  I am glad. 
Sylvie.  How do you like it here in America, detective? I loved Israel but I don't think I could live there. I get homesick. 
Savalas.  I have been a proud citizen of the United States for more than 20 years.  But you are correct once again, Mrs. Goldberg. I do get homesick sometimes. 
Sylvie.  (sympathetically) I'm sure you do.  That's only natural. I was glad to get home and I was only gone for three weeks. 
Savalas.  Please, may I enter to speak with you. I know it is late. I won't take much of your time.  My dear wife is waiting for me to come home. 
Sylvie.  I'm sorry, detective. I am very tired. I don't have anything else to tell. 
Savalas.  (becoming more determined) Mrs. Goldberg. I believe we have captured the man who attempted to rob your apartment.  We have a suspect in custody and can only hold him for a few hours unless we have more evidence. I have some photographs to show you.  You saw his face did you not? 
Sylvie.  Only for a very brief moment. I don't think I would remember it. I hope you don't need me to identify him in a lineup. 
Savalas.  That will not be necessary.  Please permit me to show you one or two photographs.  Then, I promise I will leave. 
Sylvie.  Oh alright.
(Sylvie unchains the door.  As she opens it and Savalas enters she remembers to ask the important question)
Oh detective Savalas.  Can you please show me your identification?  You know you can't be too careful.
(Savalas closes the door, puts on the chain and reaches into his coat pocket for his “badge”)

Savalas.  You are correct once again, Mrs. Goldberg.  You cannot be too cautious. 
-------------------------- end p. 24 -------------------------------

-------------------------- start p. 25 -------------------------------

(instead he pulls out a knife. Sylvie gasps)

Savalas.  Sit down.  Do not scream.  If you cooperate I will not kill you. 
Sylvie.  (woozy) I'm think I'm going to faint.
(she grabs the back of the sofa)

Savalas.  Do not do that, madam. I need to talk to you.  Then I will leave. 
(he escorts her to the chair and helps her to sit down)

Sylvie.  What do you want with me?  Are you going to kill me?  That's not fair. I trusted you.  You sounded like a real police detective!  Like Kojac! (admonishingly) You should be ashamed of yourself.
Savalas.  (kneeling on the floor beside her) When you were abroad you purchased something.  Something very valuable.  Where is it?
Sylvie.  Valuable? I bought some gifts, but I wouldn't say they were valuable.  They were nice but quite inexpensive. I didn't even have to declare them at customs. 
Savalas.  (sternly) I do not care about trinkets. I'm talking about an object.  A priceless treasure.  A relic!
Sylvie.  A treasure? I live on a fixed income. I couldn't afford to go overboard on souvenirs plus I could only fit so much extra in my suitcase. I only went over to see my grandson get married. I flew economy class. I can show you my boarding pass. 
Savalas.  (losing patience) We can do this the easy way or the hard way, Mrs Goldberg.  It is up to you. 
Sylvie.  Can you please put the knife away?  That would make it easier for me. 
Savalas.  if I do, will you cooperate freely? 
Sylvie.  Do I have a choice? 
Savalas.  No 
Sylvie.  Then put the knife away.  You said you wouldn't hurt me.  So put it away. Then I'll believe that you are telling the truth. 
Savalas.  Very well (he returns the knife to his jacket pocket)
----------------------------- end p. 25 -------------------------------

----------------------------- start p. 26 -------------------------------

Sylvie.  That's much better.  May I offer you a cup of tea or some coffee? I have some delicious cake in the kitchen. 
Savalas.  This is not a social call, Mrs. Goldberg. 
Sylvie.  I'm just trying to be polite. 
Savalas.  I know you made a purchase at a stall in Alexandria. 
Sylvie.  I did.  Yes.  But I didn't buy a treasure. I bought a teapot.  It may be a watering can. I'm not sure what it is to be honest with you.  It only costs about $30.  It's probably just junk. I don't even know why I bought it. I got caught up in the bustle of the outdoor market I guess.  They sold them at the airport too. 
Savalas.  (excited) Where is it?  Let me see it?
Sylvie.  It's drugs isn't it. I bet it's filled with opium or heroin or crack cocaine.  And I just sailed through customs with it.  How shameful.  Are you a drug addict? I bet you need your fix. 
Savalas.  I am not a drug addict. I resent the implication. 
Sylvie.  Then you must be a drug pusher.  A kingpin.  Isn't that what they're called?
Savalas.  I'm not a King Pin or a Drug Lord. I am not involved in drug trafficking. Mrs. Goldberg, this is the last time I will ask.  Where is the object? I must have it now.
Sylvie.  Alright. I'll get it. 
(Sylvie rises to go to her bedroom.  Savalas starts to follow her)

Sylvie.  Please wait here. I'd rather you not follow me into my bedroom. It’s not proper. 
Savalas.  (thinks for a moment then) Wait one moment. (he goes to the phone and takes it off the hook) I will not follow you.  But do not anger me by trying to do anything foolish. 
Sylvie.  Mr. Savalas, or whatever your real name is. I'm a retired school teacher. I'm not up to heroics. I'll be right back. 
------------------------------ end p. 26 -------------------------------

------------------------------ start p. 27 -------------------------------

(she enters the bedroom retrieves the object and returns with a
 spray bottle of household cleaner hidden behind her back)

Sylvie.  Is this what you're looking for?

(as Sylvie enters the teapot Savalas hangs up the
 phone. His eyes are wide and gleaming)

Savalas.  Yes, that is it.  Give it to me!
Sylvie.  With pleasure.
(she crosses to him and to his surprise sprays him in the face with household cleaner and that then hits him over the head with “the object.”  Immediately as she does this he gives a loud cry AAAGGH and the strobe lights flicker for a few seconds.  A harp plays in the background and a fog cloud appears all as part of the “genie effect.”  There is also the sound of gong.  She has broken the object and in doing so unleashes Eugene from captivity from within “the object.”  She  heads for the door, turns back to make sure Savalas is not following her. The lights stopped flickering and Eugene stands at the spot of the broken “object” ready to serve his new “mistress.” Sylvie stares at him dumb struck as he has appeared an out of nowhere. Eugene is an aged genie about the same age as Sylvie and her friends.  He wears the traditional “genie” outfit, harem pants, turban with brooch and feather, vest, moccasins or bare feet)

Eugene.  (with conviction) Thank you honorable mistress, for releasing me from the stronghold of the evil one’s curse. I am humbly in your debt.  It is my honor to obey your every command 
(He bows, then has trouble getting up and grabs the small of his back)
 ARGH! my lumbago.
(Sylvie faints at the door)

(Blackout)

---------------------------- end p. 27 -------------------------------

---------------------------- start p. 28 -------------------------------

(The following morning lights come up.  Savalas's body has been removed from the living room. Sylvie is unconscious on the living room sofa covered with a blanket having been carried or dragged there by Eugene after she fainted. Eugene has nodded off in the living room and waits for Sylvie to wake up. The phone rings a few times which startles Eugene.)  

Eugene.  (commanding to the telephone which rings three times) (ring ring) Silence!  You blasted contraption.  Be silent! (ring) My mistress is at rest.  You'll disturb her slumber with your incessant clanging. 
(the phone stops ringing)
Eugene.  Such racket is enough to awaken the mummies in Pharaoh's tomb. 
(Sylvie awakens and stands up with a start.  She sees
Eugene, grabs the teapot, now broken, from the coffee
table ready to hit him)

Sylvie.  You!  Get out!  Now! 
Eugene.  Good morning, fair mistress.  Did you sleep well? I humbly apologize for the disturbance made by the clanging box. I've have commanded it to be silent so as not to disrupt your much needed slumber. 
(Eugene bows to Sylvie, grabbing his back as he rises from the bow )

Eugene.  Oww.  My sincere apology, mistress. I am unable to bow as deeply as in my early years. 
Sylvie.  Stay back. I'm warning you.  Don't come any closer. 
Eugene.  You need not fear my presence, mistress. I trust that you have rested well. May I have the honor of preparing your morning meal? (with a hopeful gleam in his eye) unless you wish me to see to your bath first, that is.
Sylvie.  Keep away from me!  Don't you dare touch me.  Are you a robber too?  Am I being kidnapped? 
Eugene.  You are quite safe. I am here to protect you.  No harm will come to you.  You have my solemn promise 
--------------------------------------- end p. 28 -------------------------------

-------------------------------------- start p. 29 -------------------------------

Sylvie.  Who are you?  What are you doing in my apartment?  Where is the other man?  The one who pretended to be a police detective. 
Eugene.  I know of no detective.  However the villainous scoundrel whose shoulder you used to free me from terminal bondage has been relocated to the small space which encapsulates your inclement weather apparel. 
Sylvie.  My what?
Eugene.  (points to closet) In there.
Sylvie.  He's in the closet?
Eugene.  Do not worry, he is quite incapacitated. 
Sylvie.  He's dead?  You killed him?
Eugene.  Not at all.  You did when you bashed him in the head. I simply removed him from the center of the floor to a less conspicuous location.   
Sylvie.  I have to call the police (she rushes to the phone and picks it up)
Eugene.  Perhaps.  However before you do please take a moment to ponder your present position.  You will have to fully explain your actions and the authorities may not view them favorably in which case you may be forced to suffer the consequences. 
Sylvie.  It was self defense 
Eugene.  Was he threatening you harm? 
Sylvie.  Not exactly, but I think he would have.  Besides I didn't mean to kill him. I just meant to hurt him so I could get away.

(the phone rings again a few times)
Eugene.  Please pardon my candor, mistress, but that annoying apparatus is an awful insult to my ears.  It has bellowed several times this morning. I cannot determine its purpose other than to startle one’s unconscious and interrupt one's concentration.  May I be so bold to inquire its purpose?
(Eugene grabs the small of his back and scrunches
his face in pain and makes a groan of pain)

---------------------------------- end p. 29 -------------------------------

---------------------------------- start p. 30 -------------------------------

Sylvie.  What?  It's a telephone!  Who are you?  What do you want from me?  Why do you keep calling me mistress (slightly concerned) and what's wrong with your back?
Eugene.  Pay no consequence to my lumbago, mistress. As your servant, I must address you with the respect you deserve and recognize your authority notwithstanding that doing so may aggravate my deteriorating spinal condition. 
Sylvie.  You are not my servant. I don't have servants.  Get out of my apartment now or I'm calling the police. 
Eugene.  I have nowhere to go, mistress.  As your servant, I am dutifully bound to obey and attend you.  Although, I must admit, this is the first time I have had the privilege to serve a member of your fair gender.   
Sylvie.  For the last time, who are you?  Where did you come from?  What do you want from me? 
Eugene.  My name is Genesis Elijah Nefarius Ivan Ethiopia, the 12th.  To be sure, an elongated tryst for the tongue, which is why the former masters have shortened it to first initials, GENIE. 
Sylvie.  Genie?  You're a genie?
Eugene.  I am at that.  Although no longer in my prime. I have many good years ahead of me. I assure you, that by no means have I exhausted my usefulness of purpose 
Sylvie.  That's what Mabel always tells us when we complain about getting another year older. 
Eugene.  Mabel gives sound advice, whoever she may be. 
Sylvie.  Wait a minute.  Wait just one minute. Mabel put you up to this, didn't she? You're cousin Herman from Long Branch. Mabel wanted to fix us up at the social this Saturday and I told her I wasn't interested. Oh, no offense, Herman I'm sure you're a nice man but I've had it up to here with Mabel's blind dates. My goodness, she just won't take no for an answer will she? I promised her I'd be civil to you but, really, I'm am not interested in anymore blind dates, including you.  Now, I hate to be rude but please leave. 
------------------------------ end p. 30 -------------------------------

------------------------------ start p. 31 -------------------------------

Eugene.  I can assure you mistress, that I have no affliction of the eyes nor am I related to a person called Mabel.  However, I would be honored to escort you to whatever festivity you wish to attend. 
Sylvie.  Sorry, the joke's over Herman. I'm just not interested.  No offense but the last couple of times I went along with Mabel's matchmaking schemes I regretted it.  Besides, don't you think you are taking this act of yours a little too far?  Your get up is real convincing though.  Is this your costume for the party? 
Eugene.  I implore you to believe me, madam. I know of no cousin Herman from Long Branch or anyone by the name of Mabel.  And although I have an ailing back I'm not blind.  In fact for a genie of my advanced age I would have to say my vision is quite good.  How may I prove to you that I am who I say I am? 
Sylvie.  OK, if you're a genie, then you must be magic, right?  How about this?  Since I've been traveling for the past three weeks I have no food in my refrigerator.  Can you conjure up some breakfast?  Say some eggs, toast, coffee and a V8?  Oh, go ahead, conjure up some breakfast for yourself too. 
Eugene.  I would be delighted! 
(he goes into the bathroom)

Sylvie.  Uh, Herman - that's the bathroom.  The kitchen's right there.
Eugene.  (returning with tray of food, breakfast for two, including two small cans of V8 and a bottle of vodka)
I am sorry mistress. I will learn to use the kitchen in the future. (he sits down the tray of food at coffee table) I hope this is to your liking.  You did not specify if your eggs were to be scrambled, fried, or over easy. I was not sure how you prefer your coffee so I left it black but brought you cream and sugar. I tasted the V8.  It is quite delicious, but I believe it would be even more so with a healthy splash of Vodka which I took the Liberty to procure in the event that you agree with my observation. (He pours the V8 into 2 glasses one for himself and one for Sylvie)

-------------------------------- end p. 31 -------------------------------

-------------------------------- start p. 32 -------------------------------

Sylvie.  (in disbelief) How did you do that?  That's real food! (she sits as if dazed) I fell and hit my head last night, didn't I? I have a concussion.  I’m hallucinating.  You're not real. I'm unconscious. I'm in a coma. I have a brain injury. I need medical attention.  Call an ambulance! 
Eugene.  Fear not.  You are quite lucid.  And, I am quite genuine.  Although, if I may beg your indulgence, I am not at all certain as to who, exactly you are or where, precisely, I am. I have the sense that I am no longer in the Middle Eastern part of the sphere. 
Sylvie.  Are you telling me …do you honestly expect me to believe that you were in the … No. No!  That's impossible.  You're just a myth.  There is no such thing as a genie in a bottle. 
Eugene.  I respectively disagree. 
Sylvie.  You are not a Genie! You did not simply spring to life when I smashed the teapot on the detective's shoulder.  You went down to the coffee shop earlier, didn't you, and picked up the breakfast!  The liquor store is right next door so I bet that's where you got the vodka.  Unless you brought it with you. 
Eugene.  Begging your pardon, mistress I did no such thing. I have not left your dwelling since I burst forth from captivity last evening.  And, you have my sincerest appreciation for releasing me from the cramped confines that I have endured for more than (thinks) what year is this anyway?
Sylvie.  Oh, right. And, now what?  You're going to tell me I have 3 wishes or some such nonsense?  Do you think I was born yesterday? I don't know who you are or what you're trying to pull but the joke's over mister. Now get your geriatric genie bad back out of my apartment or I'll bash you  (she goes after him with the teapot).
Eugene.  (backing away) I beseech you, mistress.  Please be kind, I am a genie of advanced age and am unable to heal from punishing strikes as in my younger servitude (he is still holding his back).
------------------------------------- end p. 32 -------------------------------

------------------------------------- start p. 33 -------------------------------

Sylvie.  (regaining composure) I'm sorry. I apologize. I won't hurt you.  But you have to promise not to hurt me either. I'm not used to waking up to a strange man in my apartment, not to mention a dead one in the closet.  Sit down.  Just sit down and don't move. I'll get you some ibuprofen. 
Eugene.  (sitting) Thank you for your compassion and kindness, mistress. I'm ashamed to admit that being confined to exceedingly cramped quarters for countless moons has adversely affected my formerly flexible physicality .
Sylvie.  Cut the crap, wise guy.  Do you really expect me to believe that you actually lived in a teakettle for hundreds or thousands of years? 
Eugene.  I tell you the truth, mistress.  What you believe, however, is up to you. 
Sylvie.  (returning with the tablets and a glass of water) Here.  Take these.  They’re extra strength.  They should kick in in about an hour. 
Eugene.  (skeptically) Please forgive me, mistress, if I have in any way offended your sensibility.  But before I take the poison pills you have proffered, I humbly beg you for your reconsideration. 
Sylvie.  What?  This isn't poison.  It's ibuprofen.  For your back pain. 
Eugene.  I-bend-over-pro-friend?
Sylvie.  You've never heard of ibuprofen? 
Eugene.  I have not.  But, remember, I have been void of external communication for quite some time. 
Sylvie.  Don't you watch television? All the medicine commercials? 
Eugene.  (examining the pill) These small pods contain a potion for back pain?
Sylvie.  Yes, and other pain as well.  Take two, you'll feel better.  But they don't last long.  If your back hurts that much you probably need to take more in a few hours.  
--------------------------- end p. 33 -------------------------------

-------------------------- start p. 34 -------------------------------

Eugene.  (swallowing the pills) Once again, I am in your debt.
Sylvie.  If you are telling the truth and .. I can't believe I'm even considering the possibility .... but, if you are telling the truth, what on earth am I to do with you?  And what about the man in the closet? 
(the phone rings again)

Eugene.  Silence, blast you! 
Sylvie.  It's OK.  It's OK.  It's just a telephone … a communication device. I need to get this.  Just sit there and be quiet.  Please? 
Eugene.  Your wish is my command. 
(answering phone. during Sylvie's conversation, Eugene is mesmerized and awed by the phone and touches it. Sylvie slaps away his hand.)

Sylvie.  Hello?  Good morning, Thelma.  No, that's fine.  You didn't wake me.  You called earlier? I was here - uh, that is, I went downstairs to get a newspaper. Oh yes, I was up early this morning.  No, I feel fine. I slept like a log.  Lunch? (she looks at Eugene) Well, uh, not today, I'm sorry. I've got a lot of unpacking to do and I want to get to the grocery store.  Yes, I'll remember to get my ticket for the social before the front office closes.  No, that's fine.  You and Fanny go ahead without me.  Have fun.  Bye now. 
Eugene.  It is clear that I have some competition in serving you mistress. 
Sylvie.  What are you talking about?
Eugene.  You have another servant in your ringing box. I now understand its purpose.  Undoubtably, it is the sound made by another of your servants wishing to be released so that they may serve and obey.  And you led me to believe that you doubted my authenticity. I suspect, to determine if I was worthy of being in your command. I hope that I have succeeded in passing your test. 
Sylvie.  I'm sorry but I have no idea what you mean.
------------------------------- end p. 34 -------------------------------

------------------------------- start p. 35 -------------------------------

Eugene.   The ringing box!  You were conversing with it!  It must contain other of your genies. (feeling hurt) I was foolhardy to believe that I was to be the only genie in your life. 
Sylvie.  This is a telephone!  Just a telephone.  A way of talking to someone who isn't here.  Where have you been for the last … oh, never mind 
Eugene.  Ah!  I now understand!  It is a device in which you conjure up ghosts and spirits!  Then you must be a witch?  A sorceress? 
Sylvie.  No!  Of course not. I’m a retired school teacher.  A telephone is used for communication.  For talking to my neighbors on the 3rd floor.  Or, calling my grandson, Barry, in Israel, on weekends after 5 when the international dialing rates are lower.  Why am I explaining this?  Oh, you're good.  You're very good.  A great actor is what you are. I just don't know what it is that you want from me. 
Eugene.  I'm here to serve you, of course.  And, to ensure that your life's pleasures are well attended. (he groans and holds his lower back in pain)
Sylvie.  Ha!  Not with your back the way it is. 
Eugene.  (innocently) I beg your pardon? 
Sylvie.  Nothing.  That is, you don't exactly frighten me anymore. I mean I'm not afraid for my welfare.   
Eugene.  Let me explain my purpose.  What is it that you desire?
Sylvie.  Not the three wishes mumbo jumbo. I don't buy it. 
Eugene.  Not 3 wishes!  Not 300 or 3000!  Your desires are limitless as is my ability to accommodate them.  You asked me for breakfast and I provided it for you. Surely eggs and bread are not all that you want.  What else do you desire? Property?  Wealth?  Revenge?  Fame?  Fortune? I can ensure that all of your worldly desires of grandeur are realized.  That 
---------------------------------------- end p. 35 -------------------------------

---------------------------------------- start p. 36 -------------------------------

is why, I presume, that the villain in your cubby hole sought to relieve me from your possession.  My value is priceless as I am the last remaining genie on the face of the earth. 
Sylvie.  If you are all powerful then how come you can't cure your own back? Huh? Answer me that one Mr. Magician. 
Eugene.  Mistress, there are some things even a genie is unable to do. 
Sylvie.  Is that so?  Like what? 
Eugene.  We are unable to perpetuate eternal youth, eternal life or an existence free from disease or natural decomposition brought about by aging.  If that were so there would be people walking around hundreds and thousands of years old.  What we can do is to make one's life all the more pleasurable during the process of living.
Sylvie.  I can't believe I'm listening to this. 
Eugene.  May I suggest, mistress, that you eat your breakfast before it turns cold. 
Sylvie.  I'm not hungry anymore.  You eat it.
Eugene.  Why thank you, I shall.
(He eats)

Sylvie.  What if I wish you to go away and leave me alone?  Would that count?  Could you do that?  First though, I would need you to help me do something to get rid of the man in the closet.  I can't just leave him there.  Too bad there’s not a Lake nearby.
Eugene.  You are a completely unique and unusual mistress.  Never before has one of my captors released me from servitude with just two wishes fulfilled, one of them being a breakfast that you did not even eat.  As to the man in the closet, if you wish him to be displaced, then displaced, then he shall be.
(Eugene enters the closet, off stage)

---------------------------- end p. 36 -------------------------------

--------------------------- start p. 37 -------------------------------

Sylvie.  (shouting to the closet door) That settles it.  After you get him out of there I wish you your freedom if you promise you'll stay out of my apartment and leave me alone.
(doorbell rings)

Sylvie.  Oh, no!
(goes to door)

Sylvie.  Who's there? 
Mable.  Sylvie, it's me, Mabel.  Who are you talking to?  Who's there with you?
Sylvie.  Nobody!  It's nothing Mabel, I'm fine.  It's just the radio. 
Mabel.  You sound funny.  What's wrong?  Let me in. 
Sylvie.  Ah, Mabel, I'm not feeling very well.  I ah, I'll call you later, OK? 
Mabel.  You don't sound well, Sylvie. Let me in so I know you're all right. 
Sylvie.  Mabel, it's not a good time really. 
Mabel.  Did the robber come back?  Is he holding you at gunpoint?  That's it! I'm calling the police. 
Sylvie.  No!  No, don't do that, Mabel. I'm fine, really. I'll open the door.  One moment, please.  Let me just throw on some clothes. 
(hurries to closet door, speaks to Eugene who is still in the closet)

Sylvie.  Stay put.  Don't come out.  Just stay in there until I tell you it's OK to come out! (to front door)

(Mabel knocks loudly on the door)

Sylvie.  Coming!  Here I come! 
(Sylvie opens door, Mabel enters)

Mabel.  What's going on in here, Sylvie?  Who are you talking to? 
Sylvie.  No one.  Really, it was the radio. I'm sorry, I just don't feel 100% today.  You know, I guess the jet lag hit me. (trying to usher her back out) I 
--------------------------- end p. 37 -------------------------------

-------------------------- start p. 38 -------------------------------

  really think I need to go back to bed for a couple more hours.  Then I'll be fine. 
Mabel.  Something's fishy here, Sylvie.  What are you trying to hide? Are you sure you're OK? 
(Eugene emerges from the closet and as he speaks Mabels
 jaw hits the floor.  She is both dumb struck and delighted)

Eugene.  (to Sylvie) It has been my honor to pleasure your desires, fair maiden. I'm certain that for the rest of my days I'll never have the privilege of satisfying anyone as lovely or unpretentious as you. 
Mabel.  Sylvia Goldberg! 
Sylvie.  Mabel, it's not what you think.
Mabel.  I daresay!  Then just what is it?  Not that it's any of my business, mind you. But Sylvie, I'm impressed! (to Eugene) I'm Mabel Millstein, one of Sylvie's dearest friends.  And who might you be?
Eugene.  I am …
Sylvie.  Mabel, this is … ah… this is … this is, my friend Gene, that is, Eugene.  We met on one of the day tours I took after Barry's wedding.  He just stopped by for a visit. 
Eugene.  I am honored to make your acquaintance. (bows) Oww. (to Sylvie) I may need more of that I-bend-over-pro-friend medication. I fear that this morning's activities have further injured my back. 
Mabel.  Well I'll be a virgin on vacation. (she goes to the breakfast tray and picks up the can of V8 and vodka) Look at all this!  What did you put in his V8 Sylvie?  Vodka or Viagra? 
Sylvie.  Mabel, it's not what you think. 
Mabel.  No wonder you didn't want to go to the senior social with cousin Herman. Looks like you already have a date. (eyeing Eugene) And your date comes with his own costume. 
(Screams and commotion are heard from outside. Mabel and Sylvie run to the door to look out)

------------------------- end p. 38 -------------------------------

------------------------- start p. 39 -------------------------------

Mabel.  That sounds like Gertrude Goldblatt! I wonder what happened. 
Sylvie.  I can't see.  There are too many people down there.  
Mabel.  I'll go check. 
(Mabel runs out the front door to see what has happened)

Sylvie.  (to Eugene) I told you to stay in the closet!  Why didn't you stay put like I told you to?  What kind of genie are you that you can't even follow a simple direction?
Eugene.  I am indeed sorry, former mistress. I did not hear you. 
Sylvie.  How could you not have heard me?  Are you hard of hearing too?

Eugene.  No, former mistress.  I have perfect hearing.

Sylvie.  Then why didn't you stay in the closet when I asked you to? Now Mabel knows about you and that means in 5 minutes everyone else will know too.
Eugene.  I did not hear you because I was fulfilling your command to displace the body from your closet. 
Sylvie.  What does that have to do with your hearing?
Eugene.  I was out of the range of your voice. 
Sylvie.  You were in my closet.
Eugene.  No, former mistress. I had left by then I assure you. Otherwise I would have stayed put as you commanded.
Sylvie.  Left? What are you talking about? There is no other way out of the closet and I was standing here the whole time. (she looks closely at Eugene) Your clothes are wet! Why are your clothes wet?
(Mabel returns in a dither)

Mabel:  Sylvie! This is so exciting! Between last night and this morning there hasn't been this much excitement around here in years!
Sylvie.  Mabel, what is it? What happened?
------------------------------- end p. 39 -------------------------------

------------------------------- start p. 40 -------------------------------

Mabel.  (catching her breath) There's a dead body in the swimming pool! The police are on the way!

(police sirens are heard as Sylvie faints once again)

(blackout/curtain)

End of Act I

-------------------------------- end p. 40 -------------------------------
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