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Sable Colored Eyebrows

A One-Act Play

by George Savage Jr.

Associate Member of the Dramatists Guild

January 1989

2703 Boylston Avenue E.Seattle, WA  98102     (206) 322-5219

	CAST:
	GRANDPA "SPURS" VOWLES

BANDANA BARTHOLEMEW

TERRACINA BORDEN-WATSON



	TIME:
	The present, Saturday night.



	PLACE:
	An American city.



	ACTION:
	Prologue………………….………..1
Scene 1:  6:00 p.m………..…….….2
Scene 2:  Half an hour later………13


	SET:
	An old man's bedroom.  An exit leads to a hallway.  There is a bed with a chair beside it.  Away from the bed, DC, is a nightstand with a drawer.  Pill bottles and a phone are on the nightstand.  Nearby is a wastebasket.




SHORT BIOGRAPHY OF PLAYWRIGHT

George Savage Jr. is the son of a playwright, his father, with whom he collaborated for many years.  George is currently residing in Seattle.

SHORT SYNOPSIS OF PLAY

The play is a comedy about an old man who is dying and wants to eat bacon.  A nurse's aide (Certified Personal Care Facilitator) is on her first assignment in home care (after taking a training course) and has problems with his behavior.  She also tries to reconcile him with his granddaughter who is indifferent to his wants and needs.

SHORT HISTORY OF PLAY

First written for the 1985 Stanley Kramer One Act Contest, the play has had two readings and critiques at the Pioneer Square Theater's Playwrights Lab, a performance at the New City Theater Directors Festival and at a Homecare Conference.

The play was created to be done simply and as a traveling show.  Two sawhorses with planks and a mattress were used as the bed; other props were easily transportable.

Prologue

	AT RISE:
	
	Spotlight on an old man, SPURS, lying in bed.  He is having medication-induced hallucinations as he hears the songs his granddaughter sings to him echoing through his brain.  The voice of BANDANA is heard, singing and accompanying herself on a ukulele.  The songs echo and overlap.  She is singing old folk songs like "Bill Grogan's Goat," "Ain't Nobody's Business What I Do," "Ragtime Cowboy Joe" and "K-K-K-Katy."  Through it all is the refrain "My Dog Has Fleas" as she tunes the ukulele.
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Scene 1

	TIME:
	
	Saturday night, 6:00 p.m.



	AT RISE:
	
	BANDANA BARTHOLEMEW, in her twenties, wears a party dress.  She is slumped in the bedside chair with her feet up on the bed.  Her high heels have been kicked off and her fur coat carelessly dropped.  A bag of pretzels rests atop her grandfather, "SPURS" VOWLES.  He is 92, catheterized, wearing a hospital gown, and covered with a sheet and blanket.  He is apparently not conscious.






BANDANA

(Singing "Acres of Clams")

So rolling my grub in a blanket,

I left all my tools on the ground,

And started one morning to shank it

For the country they call Puget Sound.

No longer a slave of ambition,

I laugh at the world and its shams,

As I think on my happy condition

Surrounded by acres of clams.

(Sound of doorbell ringing.)

Surrounded by acres of clams,

Surrounded by acres of clams,

As I think on my happy condition

Surrounded by acres of clams.

(Sound of doorbell ringing.)



BANDANA (Cont)
(Getting up)

Okay, Grandpa, concert's over.  Here's tonight's girl.  Keep your  hands off her.  I know it will be hard for you.  Right?...right.

(Sound of doorbell ringing.)

Coming!

(BANDANA exits with the ukulele.  VOWLES groans.  BANDANA enters, followed by TERRACINA BORDEN-WATSON, in her twenties, wearing an ill-fitting smock with a name pin.  She has on white jogging shoes and carries a worn travel pack.  BANDANA hurries to the bed and takes the pretzels off VOWLES.  She puts on her high heels.)



TERRACINA

I'm just a C.P.C.F. but I was all they had at the last minute when  Mrs. Rendler couldn't make it.  I'm not authorized to irrigate his  catheter.



BANDANA

Don't worry about the catheter.  I've got it taped so he can't  disconnect it.  Just leave it alone.



TERRACINA

Yes, ma'am.



BANDANA

You're new to this kind of work, aren't you?



TERRACINA

This is my first assignment.  My first home caring.  But I did  work in a nursing home once a few years ago for three weeks.



BANDANA

I've asked your agency not to send young girls.



TERRACINA

I was a last resort.



BANDANA

Yes.  I see that.



TERRACINA

Nobody wants to work Saturday nights.



BANDANA

Yes, yes, I understand.  You'll do.  He's been in kind of a coma  anyway.



TERRACINA

My services aren't as expensive as an L.P.N.'s.



BANDANA

Don't get me started on that.  You people have been bleeding us  dry.



TERRACINA

I'm not the one to discuss finances with.



BANDANA

Do you think you can handle this job?



TERRACINA

I just finished seventy-five hours of training and only missed two  questions on the final test.



BANDANA

Oh, well, then, I guess I don't have to tell you anything.



TERRACINA

You have to tell me what to do.



BANDANA

In other words, I have to train you.  Same old story.  You should  train each other or else I should get paid.  Oh, what am I wasting  my time for.  Here's the list.  I'm not even going through it.   I'm late now.

(Handing TERRACINA a paper)

Just feed him his soup and liquids.  He's had his pills.  He needs  to be cleaned up after dinner.  I'm sure you've given a bed bath,  haven't you?



TERRACINA

Yes, that I can do, Mr. Vowles.



BANDANA

He's Mr. Vowles.  I'm Mrs. Bartholemew.



TERRACINA

How long will you be gone, Mrs. Bartholemew?



BANDANA

All night if I get lucky.  My bed's down the hall.  You can sleep  there.  Just leave the door open so you can hear him if he should  wake up, but I doubt that he will.

(Putting on her coat)

Well, that's all I guess.



TERRACINA

I'm supposed to have a number where I can reach you.



BANDANA

I know.



TERRACINA

Could I have it?

(TERRACINA hands the paper back to BANDANA who scribbles on it.)



BANDANA

Don't call unless...just don't call.  He's going to live forever.



TERRACINA

Everybody's got to make the best of it, ma'am.



BANDANA

Oh, well, on that I think I'll leave, Ms. Borden-Watson.  What did  you do, keep your own name?



TERRACINA

Didn't keep my husband though.  I do have a son.



BANDANA

Spare me.  I'm going.  

(To VOWLES)

Goodbye, Grandpa.  Behave yourself.

(To TERRACINA)

Just a little joke we have.  I hope you won't be too bored.



TERRACINA

Have a good time.  We'll be fine here.

(BANDANA takes one last look at TERRACINA, shakes her head and exits.  TERRACINA puts her pack on the table, looks around for a moment, then goes to VOWLES.)



TERRACINA (Cont)
Well, Mr. Vowles, it's just you and me now.

(Leaning over the bed)

Are you there?

(VOWLES opens his eyes.)



VOWLES

Make sure she's gone.



TERRACINA

(Startled)

I thought you couldn't talk.



VOWLES

Go on.  See that she's on her way.



TERRACINA

Yes, sir.

(TERRACINA exits.  VOWLES spits out disintegrated pills.  TERRACINA returns.)



TERRACINA

Quite a view of the setting sun through that monkey tree in your  yard.



VOWLES

Is she gone?



TERRACINA

Yeah.  I mean, yes, sir.

(Noticing the pills)

Looks like half spent pill casings.

(TERRACINA gets some tissues to clean up the pills.)



VOWLES

I've been spitting out my poisons all day.  These pills are  killing me.  Look at all of them.  Look at them.



TERRACINA

I see.



VOWLES

They're giving me hallucinations.  One day I woke up and thought I  was in Portland.



TERRACINA

Did you tell your granddaughter?



VOWLES

I couldn't even talk until now.  They just sapped my energy so I  didn't even have the strength to speak.  But she got careless  about forcing them down me.  Flush 'em down the toilet.



TERRACINA

I'm not supposed to do anything but what I'm told.



VOWLES

I'm tellin' you!  Get rid of those pills and then fry me some  bacon!



TERRACINA

You're supposed to eat soft foods, Mr. Vowles.  There's no bacon  on your diet.  Bacon's on nobody's diet.  What about some good  unsalted pea soup?



VOWLES

I'm gonna die.



TERRACINA

I wish you wouldn't.  Not tonight.



VOWLES

It'll be my last meal.



TERRACINA

If I give you bacon and you die and they have an autopsy and find  it, I'll probably get fired.  I need this job.



VOWLES

You're just like all the others.



TERRACINA

I take that as a complement even if it isn't intended as one.



VOWLES

Bandana cooks bacon every morning and you know how good it smells.



TERRACINA

Yes.



VOWLES

I asked her for some, just once.  She wouldn't let me have it.



TERRACINA

Doctor's orders, I guess.



VOWLES

What right has anybody to tell me what to eat!  I'm ninety-two  years old.  They should be asking me what I ate to live so long.



TERRACINA

I wish you wouldn't talk like this.



VOWLES

What about those pills?



TERRACINA

I can't administer medications.  I'm not even supposed to touch  them.  They shouldn't even be in my hand.

(TERRACINA discards them into a wastebasket.)



TERRACINA (Cont)
We studied drug incompatibility in class.  It's responsible  for...uh...80% of all hospitalizations of seniors.  The proper  procedure is for me to report it to my agency and then they can  discuss it with your granddaughter.  I'm sure she only wants  what's best for you.



VOWLES

God save me from what she wants for me.



TERRACINA

I'll wash my hands and get started on supper.



VOWLES

Look in the refrigerator and see if there isn't bacon.  And look  in that drawer.  Look in that drawer!

(VOWLES points to the nightstand.  TERRACINA opens the drawer.)



TERRACINA

(Taking out a tin)

Copenhagen.



VOWLES

(Beating his fist on his chest)

Mine!  But I can't have it.  I can't get to it.  But she keeps it  there.



TERRACINA

It would make an awful mess.  How would you spit?



VOWLES

I can spit when I'm not laid low by poisons.



TERRACINA

(Closing the drawer firmly)

There's pea soup for supper.



VOWLES

I want bacon!



TERRACINA

I have to do what's on the list.



VOWLES

You don't have to do anything, Miss Boston-Bordens.



TERRACINA

Borden-Watson.  But call me Terracina, Mr. Vowles.



VOWLES

Call me Spurs.



TERRACINA

(Doubtfully)

I don't know.



VOWLES

Back in the first war, when I was courtin', I come to call on  horseback wearin' my spurs.  I rode in the cavalry then, like  Dimitri Karamazov.

(Mispronouncing Karamazov so it sounds like "Cram-a-zoff.")

And so her father started callin' me "Spurs."



TERRACINA

I guess I'm supposed to call you what you want me to.



VOWLES

Good.  Call me Spurs and I'll call you Kerosina.



TERRACINA

Terracina.  Terracina.  Where did you get Kerosina?



VOWLES

I thought that was your name.



TERRACINA

All through high school, boys called me that.  And now you too.



VOWLES

Fry me some bacon, Kerosina.



TERRACINA

It's not good for you.



VOWLES

When a person is dying, he doesn't need anyone to minister to his  body.  It's too late for that but they only send in people who put  tubes up your pecker, soapsuds up your ass and poisons in your  brain.  None of that helps a person die.  But they send in people  who that's all they know.

(Hitting his chest)

There's a soul here.  A soul that's being ignored.  Ignored!



TERRACINA

What do you think I should do?



VOWLES

Tear up that list to begin with.



TERRACINA

I'll put it back where it was.

(Setting it on nightstand)

There.  Now what do you want me to do?



VOWLES

Bring me some bacon!



TERRACINA

I don't think that will help your soul.



VOWLES

Yes, it will!  Please, Kerosina.  My soul wants bacon.



TERRACINA

Call me Terracina.



VOWLES

I'll call you anything if you'll bring me bacon.



TERRACINA

It isn't right, Mr. Vowles.



VOWLES

Sometimes doin' what you're not supposed to is more right than  doin' what's right.



TERRACINA

But doin' what she's not supposed to can also get a woman into  trouble.  I've learned that the hard way, Mr. Vowles.
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