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Dramatis Personae:

Major Topple d'Acropolis
a soldier of fortune

Haplus



his faithful slave

Nautikles


a young man

Dexter



his faithful and cunning servant

Hospitalides


his host, an old family of the family

Convivia


a working girl

Climax



another working girl

Scene: 

A well-to-do street in Ephesus, a well-to-do town in Asia Minor. Stage left, the house of Major Topple d'Acropolis, a soldier of fortune. Stage right, the mansion of Hospitalides, a wealthy bachelor. There is a small garden in between the two houses. Stage left leads to downtown, stage right to the Harbor.

The Major enters from his house, dressed ready for battle. He is holding his short sword and shield. Dexter follows.

MAJOR:
FALL IN!

Dexter stands at attention.





Objective: implement shining of shield.

He admires himself in his reflection, then hands the shield to Dexter.

Make sure it outshimmers the merciless rays of summer.

Thus, when its time is at hand, 

when I'm toe to toe

with battle line "A"

He draws an imaginary line at toe level with the tip of his sword.






the dazzling blaze of light

will addle line "B"!

He raises his sword and pokes across the line, almost jabbing Dexter in the eye.

Second objective: condolences to my sword.

He admires his reflection in the sword; Dexter reaches for it; the Major recoils.

NO! I want to do it myself. It's mine.

"Sad sword, who hath ached so long at my sash,

droop not, 'though you long to make foe into hash."

He inserts sword in scabbard and begins to stride back and forth between the altars.

DEXTER!

Dexter hastens to the Major's side.

DEXTER


Here and directly adjacent sir.



Next to a hero so forceful, 

      so favored by fate,



flaunting so noble a profile, 

         a warrior of such—



why, Mars himself would blanch to mention his manliness, 

much less rank it with yours.

MAJOR




And did I not save 

Whatshername in that famous battle, where 

Whatshisname, the son of that other king, 

grandson of Neptune, was highest supreme commander-in-chief.

DEXTER
I remember him well. You mean, of course, whatshisface—



with endless soldiers and horses. One touch of your breath



was all it took to blow his troops away.

MAJOR





    Oh hush, that was nothing.

Major quickens his pace, while Dexter tries to keep up.

DEXTER




By gosh, it certainly was—



that is, compared to what I could say of the rest

He stops to catch his breath.



of your derring-do

Aside.






that you didn't.

To the audience.






Ever heard



a bigger fibber? A breezier bag of wind?



If you have, you can haul me off in chains. I'll surrender



myself into legal bondage.







The only thing is—



the olive dip here in his joint is insanely delicious.

MAJOR
Where did you go?

Dexter falls in step

DEXTER



Right here, sir. And what about



that elephant back in India? Remember how



you bashed your fist straight into his sensitive spot?

The Major stops abruptly.

MAJOR
What do you mean, "sensitive spot"?

DEXTER





I meant



"His massive thing."

MAJOR



Ah, merely a casual swat.

DEXTER
With a little effort, you would have been up to your elbow



in elephant.

The Major notices his reflection in his shield and begins to preen.

MAJOR






I don't want to



hear anymore. At least not here and now.

DEXTER
By gosh, of course not. Why should you bother to sing



your praises to lowly me?

Aside.






       It's my stomach's idea 

to put up with this pain in the ass. Damn that olive dip!


MAJOR
Where was I?

The Major resumes his striding; Dexter falls in step again.

DEXTER



Let's see. Ah yes, of course-



I remember it well. Indeed, that you did.

MAJOR




                 Did what?

DEXTER
Whatever it was you said that you did.

MAJOR





   Do you happen to have—

Dexter stops to pull out a stylus and tablet from his tunic.

DEXTER
—your writing tools? Right here at your beck and call.

MAJOR
How clever of you! Two minds precisely in step.

Dexter hurries to catch up.

DEXTER
My duty, sir. To study the you-ness of you,



to inhale the aroma of every whim you exude.

MAJOR
And what do you recall?

DEXTER




As I remember:



Cilicia, one hundred and fifty; Spartans,



another hundred; sixty Macedonians,



Sardonians—thirty. That's merely the number you slew 



in one day.

MAJOR

      And the bottom line? How many in total?

DEXTER
Seven thousand even.

MAJOR



That sounds correct.



Your addition is perfect. Very exact.

DEXTER





No ledgers



for me—I have it all here in my head.

MAJOR





A damn fine



memory you've got there. First class.

DEXTER





The most modest morsel



jogs it.

MAJOR

As long as you keep up this conduct—you have



my permission to stuff yourself freely. My table is yours.

DEXTER
And what about Cappadocia? Five hundred dead



with a single thrust—had not your sword been blunt.

MAJOR
A smatter of measly peons. I spared their lives.

DEXTER
Oh, why do I tell you what's known to all mortal men?



That no one on earth can claim the fame of



Major Topple d'Acropolis?






        You, O sublimely unconquered



zenith of manhood, deedhood, and beautyhood?



All femininity squats at your feet—and who



could blame them for loving a man so handsome—and winsome?



In fact, it was only yesterday two ladies



grabbed me by the sleeve.

The Major stops abruptly.

MAJOR



       And what did they say?

DEXTER
They were very persistent. They asked me over and over,



"Isn't that Achilles?"





          "His brother," I answered.



"to be precise."





 And then, the other piped up,



"My goodness gracious, THAT's the reason he's totally



gorgeous—and so well-bred. Just look at that luscious mane.

Such bliss if only to share his sheets.

MAJOR



      Really? Those were their very words?

DEXTER
The both of them begged me to bring you by, did they not?



Today, in fact. A private parade just for them.

MAJOR
To be as becoming as I—'tis a bitter burden.

DEXTER
Precisely so, sir. Tedious creatures, these women.



They throng, they badger, they importune—"Pretty please,



they even force me at times—

He pauses to hang his head.







to neglect my duties.

The Major resumes striding.

MAJOR
Speaking of which, it's time I was pressing onward.



My target: downtown; my mission: distribute cash



to fresh recruits appended to yesterday's payroll.



The King has made an urgent appeal to me



to round and sign up other soldiers of fortune.









  And so



I vow that today I do nothing but succor the King.

DEXTER
Yes, let us succor together.

MAJOR



        No, you must stay 



And attend to your duties here. Be vigilant my trusted guardian.

DEXTER
Dear sir, I will.

MAJOR


Forward I march!

The Major starts marching off. Dexter follows to wave him goodbye. The Major realizes he is going the wrong direction, turns abruptly and slams into Dexter, who falls, jumps up, brushes himself off and waves his master goodbye. 

DEXTER
Beloved fans of the stage:






      I'll explain the plot as a favor—



but you must promise to keep your ears on their best behavior.



Those of you who can't sit still and listen, please rise



and take a hike and leave the other audience members

with an adequate attention span to enjoy the show.






      And now, the reason you're sitting



here in this lovely setting is, of course,



this comic drama, which we are about to enact—



but not before I unravel the title and story.








         Ahem.



In Greek, this play is known as "Alazon" or "The Blowhard".

In Latin, it is called "Miles Gloriosus or "Major Blowhard".

But we are calling it "The Braggart Soldier."







Now that that's clear.

The city of Ephesus stands before you;

that man in military garb who just went downtown

is my master—



Major Blowhard himself.






     A shameless bastard.

Full of perfidy,



 perjury,




  not to mention crap.

He claims all the ladies swoon at his heels whenever he passes;

it's true:


the weight of his bullshit can't help but knock them down.








 Ahem.

Back to the play at hand.

    The Major's house is the latest step down 



in my servile progression. You ought to know



why I'm slaving away for this imbecile and not serving my former boss.



So WAKE UP and pay attention. I'm unveiling the plot.










     Ahem.



I used to have an owner in Athens. The very best kind—



a kid. He's wildly in love with a working girl in Athens



—the very exact same city—who's equally crazy about him.



Romantically speaking, things were going superbly.










But HE



gets sent to some urgent mission of stage to wherever, meanwhile



the Major shows up in Athens, and slithers around the girl—



that is, my old boss's girl. Then he—the Major—smooth-talks



her mother, wooing the old bat with wine, while scattering doodads



and dainties left and right. So her madam—that is, her mother—



winds up in the Major's pocket.







  And the first chance the Major gets



he pulls a fast one on her, by whom I mean the madam,



that is, the girl's mother;






   the girl is, of course, my master's sweetheart



You see, the Major dragged the daughter off in a boat



without her mother's knowledge. Then he brought her to Ephesus,



here, in other words—against the young girl's will.



The minute I saw that my master's girl had been nabbed, I hopped



on board a ship as soon as I could and shoved right off



to Ephesus and weasled my way into his service, the Major's that is.

My master's girlfriend—The one from Athens—she catches me staring, then gives me a wink: The code for "pretend you don't know me, 

later we'll talk." So as soon as we get the chance, we chat, 

the woman breaks down in tears. "Athens!" she cries. 

"I want to go home and get out of this place!"

She swears she loves my master—her lover in Athens, remember?

—and never hated a man as much as the nasty Major.

Deeply moved by her tale of woe and a sense of duty to my master

—the Athenian one—, I jot down a message,

sign it, and sneak it out on the sly to a trustworthy mechant:

the idea being for him to convey said note to my master

—the one in Athens, that is, the one who's in love with the girl—

to get him to come here.




   And he is already here.

Next door, in fact, as a guest of our neighbor,

who happens to be a friend of his father. A nice old man,

who's become his lovelorn houseguest's biggest ally, boosting

morale and supplying vital provisions.






  I, myself,

have managed to engineer within our house the consummate

contrivance by which the lovers may . . . convene. Together.

With each other.



   You see, the Major had cooped up his cupcake

in sort of an armored boudoir that she alone may enter.

I breached that bulwark—I made a hole in the wall—thus allowing

the girl to advance through the hole, down that ladder, 

through the garden, and through the back door to be her beloved.

What does the old man know? Every bit. He helped me out.

And what of my fellow slave, the one the Major handpicked

to stand guard outside her quarters? Hardly top notch material.



I think we are all on the same page now with the plot. 



The Major. The working girl imprisoned against her will. 

Her boyfriend, who is my real master. And the old man who is his host.  

Two servants. One dumb and one… well… not!

Got it? Good. Now we may continue.

The door to Hospitalides's house begins to open, with sounds of cursing.

And here comes himself, that nice old man I just mentioned.

Hospitalides enters from his house, still speaking to his servants inside.

HOSPIT.
DAMMIT ALL!





   The next time you see some stranger 



sneaking in our garden,






  BASH IN HIS SHINS!



If you don't, I promise to trash your tushies to tatters.



All I need now is my neighbors gawking away



at whatever goes on in my house, from front-row seats,



IN MY PRIVATE PATIO!






        NOW HEAR THIS!



Any servant from yonder Major's house found traipsing



across our roof—any servant, that is, excluding



Dexter—SHALL BE DASHED HEAD DOWN, FACE FIRST,



INTO THE STREET. 






And if he claims he's chasing



a chicken,




     a pigeon,





        or even a runaway monkey,



it's your life or his! Understood?







    WE SHOW NO MERCY!



I want him a pulsating mound of pulpaceous flesh.

DEXTER
Sounds to me like some nasty work on the part



of the Major. 

He emerges from the porch.

HOSPIT.



Oh, my good man, Dexter!

DEXTER
Hospitalides, sir, what seems to be the trouble?

HOSPIT.
The tide has turned against us.

DEXTER




 What's the matter?

HOSPIT.
A security leak.

DEXTER


  What leaked?

HOSPIT.




 The garden. Just now



a fellow servant of yours—I don't know who—



caught a view of the two of them kissing.



Convivia, that is, and my guest.

DEXTER




   Who was this peeker?

HOSPIT.
One of your coslaves.

DEXTER



What is his name?

HOSPIT.





      Who knows?



One moment he's there, the next thing I know he's gone.

DEXTER
I deeply suspect this does not bode well.

HOSPIT





     As the culprit



fled, I shouted,





"HEY, YOU THERE! WHY ARE YOU POKING



AROUND IN MY GARDEN?







  He answered—still fleeing—"I'm' trying



to catch a monkey!"

DEXTER


     Alas, my poor life is cut short.



Because of a worthless furball.






  
         But where is Convivia?



Still here?

He nods in the direction of Hospitalides's house.

HOSPIT.

     She was when I left.

DEXTER




  I beg you, sir—



RUN! And tell the girl to return on the double.



Make sure the Major's staff can see that she's home;



unless she wants this affair to end with her faithful



servants tying the knot—with matching nooses.

HOSPIT.
I've already told her all that. Unless you have



something else to add—

DEXTER



  I do. Relay this message:



RETREAT FROM PRIOR COURSE OF ACTION. FALL BACK



ON GIRL'S INTUITION. DEPLOY ALL FEMININE CHARM.

HOSPIT.
What?

DEXTER

She must seduce her spy into thinking he never



saw her. Although she's been seen a hundred times,



She must flat out deny it.

He takes Hospitalides by the arm, and the two walk back and forth between the altars.






    I have a two-phase plan.



First, a diversion.




                 But is she well-equipped?



Elegance—CHECK!

                                                          Eloquence—CHECK!



Impudence—CHECK!






Confidence—CHECK!



Audacity,




     mendacity, 

       




and a touch of pugnacity—



CHECK CHECK  CHECK! Her shape's tip-top.



Next, a counterattack. 






If cross-examined,



she double-crosses her heart and condemns her accuser.



How well is her arsenal geared for that? Let's see:



Fibs and perdify—CHECK!






          Fraud and perjury—CHECK!



Obfuscation,




         manipulation,






        prevarication—



CHECK CHECK CHECK! It's all in order.



As a rule, the clever woman never depends



on the vegetable vendor; her garden and pantry are always



well stocked with the basic stuffs for cooking up trouble.

HOSPIT.
I'll give her a message—assuming she hasn't left yet.

DEXTER




Now a moment of silence.



I must summon my wits to order, to find the right type of



cunning action to launch against this servant who saw



Convivia smooching in here. The goal is to make him unsee



what he saw.

HOSPIT.
Go search your brain, by all means.

Dexter thinks. Hard.



Just look at him standing there with furrowed brow,



completely frozen in thought.

Dexter taps his forehead three times and squints. 






His finger taps three times



on his temple—the call to arms goes out to his genius.

Dexter slaps his thigh and frowns.



Uh, oh! A whack of disgust! A bad plot!

Dexter snaps his fingers and shifts from side to side.








    Now see 

how his fingers snap. He shifts in rapid succession.

Dexter stops shifting.  He shakes his head violently.



Uh oh! He shakes his head, rejects his own brainchild.



Only the best will do—this scheme must be done to perfection.

Dexter rests his chin and wrists on a column. 






He's propped his chin on the pillar.

Must be a monumental idea brewing.

Dexter raises an index finger, then closes his eyes again and smiles.








I think he got it!

Dexter props one elbow on the column and leans sideways, feet crossed, eyes closed. 



No, it won't work… But, by god, behold! How statuesque!



The comic slave in a classic pose.

Dexter is asleep. Hospitalides gets suspicious.








Hey, if you have an agenda,



then ACT. WAKE UP!






  This is no time to take a scholarly



interest in snoozing. 

Hospitalides shakes his fist.






DEXTER! I'M TALKING



TO YOU! I SAID, WAKE UP! I SAID, GET MOVING—



IT'S MORNING, I SAID!

Dexter wakes up with his index finger in the air.

DEXTER



       I'm not sleeping.



Oh no! I'm plotting.

HOSPIT.



Oh, you are?

DEXTER




          Hush up!



I'll usher you through the complex terrain of 



mental convolutions.  






I'm launching a scheme that's hinged



on the following premise:





 
       I'll put out the word that Convivia



has a twin sister. Yes, an identical double.



She—the "sister"—has just arrived from Athens



along with some lover of hers. They can't be told



apart—the "sisters," that is—anymore than two drops



of milk.




  I'll say that you're putting the lovebirds up

as your guests.

HOSPIT.


Touché! Touché! A stroke of brilliance!



My compliments to your genius.

DEXTER




     So, if that snitch



reports the girl to the Major and claims that he saw her



kissing another man in your house, I'll swear



that the girl he saw was her sibling. Yes, HER TWIN



was the one engaged in all that smooching and squeezing.

HOSPIT.
A tour de force! If the Major asks me, I'll ditto.

DEXTER
Remember to stress that the sisters are highly identical.

HOSPIT.
But what if the Major wants to see them together,



side by side? Then what do we do?

DEXTER





That's easy;



we dream up lots of excuses. Hundreds of them:



"She's not in;





she stepped out;







   she had to go lie down;



she's sprucing up;





     she's bathing;







    she's wining;









  she's dining;



it's that time of the month!"

HOSPIT.



         I like the way you think.

DEXTER
So go and tell the girl—assuming she's still inside—to hurry



back home. Then spell the whole thing out so she'll know



what to do!

Hospitalides exits excited.

DEXTER
As for me, it's time to go home and start



my investigation. With utmost discretion, of course.



Just who among my peers was chasing a monkey



this morning?

The door to the Major's house opens.



Uh oh. That sounds like the Major's door.

He hides.



It's one of my fellow servants: in fact, it's the guard



who keeps tabs on Convivia. I'd better lower my voice.

Haplus descends the stairs, talking to himself.

HAPLUS
Unless I was walking around on the roof in my sleep



this morning—





No, by cracky! I'm positive



that I saw Convivia—the Major's very own girlfriend—



right next door here, getting herself in trouble.

DEXTER
So THIS is the man who saw her kissing.

HAPLUS





       Who's there?

DEXTER
Just one of the family.  Hi, Haplus, what's up?

HAPLUS
It's Dexter! Gee, am I glad to see you!

DEXTER





  Why's that?



Some trouble with business. Do tell all.

HAPLUS
                    



    I'm scared—

DEXTER
Scared? Scared of what?

HAPLUS



     You mean that YOU don't know



the horrible thing that happened this morning?

DEXTER
What sort of horrible thing?

HAPLUS




A naughty sort.

Dexter covers Haplus's mouth with Haplus's own hand.

DEXTER
You must stifle that information! Don't tell me!



I don't want to hear!

HAPLUS


         I'll make you hear.



I chased a little pet monkey across the neighbor's



roof this morning.

DEXTER


     Haplus! How awful! Imagine,



one dumb animal leading another.

HAPLUS




       Jove



will strike you for that!

DEXTER



  The same to you. Go on.

HAPLUS
Well, accidentally by chance I peeped in next door



and saw Convivia kissing another man. A young one.



And foreign.

DEXTER


How could such libel escape your lips?

Convivia appears in the garden tiptoeing towards the Major’s house.  Dexter turns Haplus around so he doesn't see her.

HAPLUS
I'm sure I saw her.

Dexter motions Convivia to hurry over to the Major's house.

DEXTER


      You did, eh?

Convivia follows orders.

HAPLUS
I did indeed. With THESE—my own two eyes.

Dexter blocks Haplus's vision.

DEXTER
Get out! You're making this up—you didn't see her.

Convivia starts climbing the ladder.

HAPLUS
You think I'm blind or something?  I'm sure I saw her.



She's still next-door even now!

Dexter checks on Convivia's progress.

DEXTER
So, she isn't home, you say?

Haplus turns around, Dexter loses him, but Convivia is safely home.

HAPLUS




Go and see for yourself.

Deep breath.

DEXTER
I think I'll just do that.

HAPLUS



And I'll just wait out here and



guard this door. I will corral that little heifer, as soon as



she moseys back to the shed from her romp in the hay.

Haplus goes onto watch Hospitalides's door. Dexter exits into the Major's house.



Now what do I do? The Major made ME her guard.



If I open my mouth, I'm dead. But I'm just as dead



if I seal my lips and the secret still slips out.



If the Major finds out about this, thundering heavens!



I'm sure he'll hang the entire household—and me—



by the thumbs.

Dexter enters from Major's house, shaking his head.

DEXTER
O Haplus, Haplus! You reckless fool! What creature



would dare what you've done?

HAPLUS




What's all this?

DEXTER
O Haplus! Beg them to lop off your tattling tongue.

HAPLUS
And why would I want to do that?

DEXTER




       Go look! She's home. 



Convivia, the very same girl, you said, was next door



smooching and squeezing with some foreigner.

HAPLUS
Hallucinations. Your eyes are fuzzy.

DEXTER





You dimwit!



Your eyes don't even rate fuzzy! You're BLIND!



My vision is fine. The girl's at home—that's a fact.

HAPLUS
At home?

DEXTER

     I swear, she's at home.

Haplus goes back to guarding Hospitalides's door.

HAPLUS




     Go on!  You're pulling



my leg. 

Convivia opens Major's door and gives a thumbs up from the doorway.

DEXTER

Oh look! Our door has just come open.

HAPLUS
Nope. I'm keeping my eyes glued to THAT door. 



She can't get from there to here without crossing through here.

DEXTER
But look! She's home! You hopeless half-wit!

HAPLUS
I see what I see; I know what I know; I have every



reason to trust myself. And no one is going



to shoo me away from the fact that she's still in THAT house.



I'm blocking THAT door. She might try to catch me off guard



and sneak on back to her room. By cracky, she'll not 

make an ass out of me again!

Dexter is amused by his stubbornness.  Dexter walks over to Convivia. She is dressed lavishly with jewels and silks.

DEXTER
Remember your orders?

CONVIVIA



  Don't worry about me.

DEXTER
I fear you lack sufficient guile for the part.

CONVIVIA
Sufficient guile? Oh please! I've got oodles to spare.



Give me ten unvarnished virgins: I'll teach them the slickest



tricks in the business with just what I've got in my pinkie.



Go now and do YOUR part.

She comes out of the house and positions herself to be seen by Haplus.

DEXTER
Haplus!

HAPLUS

 What?

DEXTER


Look who's here? 

HAPLUS




     Nope, my eyes won't wander



from this door.

DEXTER


But look, who is that woman?

HAPLUS
GREAT GODS ABOVE! It's her, it's the Major's girlfriend!

DEXTER
My goodness! That does seem to be the case.

CONVIVIA
So you are that "faithful servant" of mine? 



That slave who made up the charge that I, an innocent maiden,



was party to sin in the first degree!

DEXTER




        That's him all right. 



He's your man. I told you whatever he told me.

Convivia confronts Haplus eye to eye.

CONVIVIA
You say you saw me next door? And kissing no less?

DEXTER
In fact, what he said was, "kissing a foreigner."

HAPLUS
By Jove, it's true. I said it.

CONVIVIA



       You saw ME?

HAPLUS
By Jove, indeed I did! With my very own eyeballs.

CONVIVIA
I do believe you'll be saying "bye-bye" to those eyeballs

HAPLUS
By Jove, I will not be scared out of seeing what I saw.

You can't threaten me. I know I'm destined to die on the rack—

it's a family tradition. My father, grandfathers, great-grandfathers, even

not-so-great grandfathers—all of them went that way.

None of your threats will budge my eyeballs an inch.

He steps away from Convivia and grabs Dexter by the sleeve.



Psst! Hey Dexter! Can I have a word with you.



Please tell me—where did she come from?

DEXTER





         From home. Where else?

HAPLUS
From home?

Dexter holds up two fingers in front of Haplus's face.

DEXTER


How many fingers?

HAPLUS




         I see just fine.



It's just too amazing. The way she was able to get 

from THERE—

He indicated Hospitalides's house and turns to the Major's house.





  to HERE. There are no doors,



the windows have bars. I know that for sure.

He looks back and forth, shakes his head, returns to Convivia.



I know I saw you in THERE.

DEXTER
You twit! You are still denouncing this innocent woman?

Convivia has an idea.

CONVIVIA




Good heavens!



This means the dream I dreamt last night was true.

DEXTER
What dream?

CONVIVIA


The one I'm about to reveal. Shut up and listen.



Last night—in my dream—it seemed that my sister—



we're twins, you know, identical ones—had come with



her boyfriend from Athens. It seemed that our neighbor



had put the two up as his houseguests.

DEXTER





  Oooh, she's good!

CONVIVIA
I was happy, it seemed, because she had come; and yet, because



of her, a cloud of suspicion had settled on me.



Because one of the family slaves—in my dream—seemed



to charge—like you do now—that I was kissing a foreigner,



when the kisser in face, was my sister—the twin—and



the kissee, her very own boyfriend.

DEXTER





You're kidding!



Whatever seemed to take place in your dreams



is happening now that you're wide awake? FANTASTIC!



You must run inside and pray to the Gods for this gift.

Convivia starts exiting, he holds her back for a second. Aside.



I think a report to the Major regarding your dream would be in order.

CONVIVIA
Will do.  No man who sullies my image without my permission



gets off with impunity!

She exits.

HAPLUS
This scares me. Maybe I did something wrong after all.

DEXTER
You know you're a dead man.

HAPLUS




At least I know she's home.



My job is to guard THIS door, whoever or wherever she is.

Haplus stands spread-eagled in the Major's doorway, facing outward.

DEXTER
But I ask you, Haplus, that dream she dreamt—like a warning,

almost, it's too similar—

Convivia climbs down the ladder and quietly tiptoes over to Hospitalides's house. Dexter keeps Haplus engaged.

  even the way you imagined you saw her kissing!

HAPLUS
By cracky! I have no idea what I saw now. 

DEXTER





         My god, you're coming

back to your senses. But too late, I guess. If the word of this business

reaches the Major—the execution is bound to be exquisite.

HAPLUS
Yes, I suddenly feel that my eyes were completely fogged over.



Maybe I didn't see her, even if I did.

DEXTER
Hush! It's the door.

Convivia enters from the house of Hospitalides, dressed modestly as her "twin." Her head veiled, she walks over to the altar of Diana to pray.

CONVIVIA
Now I must pray to the Goddess Diana. She saved my life, 

you see, from the turbulent nooks and crannies of Neptune,

where I was cruelly bruised by the savage waves.

HAPLUS
Psst! Dexter. Dexter.

DEXTER



Haplus. Haplus. What is it?

HAPLUS
This woman who just came out—she's Convivia, right?



The master's girlfriend? Or is she not?

DEXTER





  My goodness,



I think so. She looks like her. But isn't it odd?



The way she was able to get from HERE to THERE



if indeed she's her.

HAPLUS


        You have any doubt she's her?

DEXTER
She looks like her.

HAPLUS


       HEY YOU, CONVIVIA!



What's THAT you're doing THERE in THAT house?



What sort of business is THAT?

Convivia doesn't look up.



Well, cat got your tongue? I'm talking to you.

DEXTER






  Correction:



you're talking to you, because she has not said a word.

HAPLUS
Well, I'm talking AT YOU, then—you shameless, sinful



creature, cavorting among the neighbors.

CONVIVIA





      To whom



are you speaking?

HAPLUS


      To whom but you?

CONVIVIA





 And you would be who?



And what is your business with me?

HAPLUS





Oh ho! You're asking ME?

CONVIVIA
And why not ask what I do not know?

DEXTER
If you do not know him, then who am I?

CONVIVIA





      You are both



a giant pain the butt. Whoever you are.

HAPLUS
You don't know either one of us?

CONVIVIA




      Neither one.

HAPLUS
I'm afraid, I'm very afraid.

DEXTER



       You're looking for trouble, woman!



Convivia, I'm talking to you!

CONVIVIA




Just what is this odd



obsession you have, that compels you to call me peculiar



names? It's quite perverse.

DEXTER



      That so? Then what



are you really called.

CONVIVIA



Virginia. That's who I am.

HAPLUS
A cheater, Convivia, that's who you are, pretending



you have some phony name. Virginia? HAH!



No virgin you. You're cheating on the Major.

CONVIVIA
ME?

HAPLUS
         Yes, YOU.

CONVIVIA


    But I arrived in Ephesus



just last night. From Athens. Along with my boyfriend.



He's still in his teens. An ATHENIAN.

DEXTER





   So tell me,



what business you have in Ephesus?

CONVIVIA





News that my sister is here.



We're twins. Identical. I came to find her.

HAPLUS
YOU are a liar.

CONVIVIA


  No. Just an utter fool,



dear heaven, for trying to chat with the two of you.



I'm going.

She turns to go into the house of Hospitalides, but Haplus seizes her left wrist.

HAPLUS

    I won't let you go.

CONVIVIA



         RELEASE ME!

HAPLUS






This hand



is caught in the cookie jar now! I won't let you go.

CONVIVIA
And THIS hand will give you a great big smack on the nose



unless you release me.

HAPLUS



Unless you go home on your own free will,



I'll drag you kicking and screaming. By force, if I have to.

CONVIVIA
Oh, I promise I'll go inside, wherever you say. That's if  you let go.

HAPLUS
Really?

CONVIVIA

 I swear on my virginity.

HAPLUS




    All right, I'm letting go now.

CONVIVIA
And I, now am free—to go.

She dashes into Hospitalides's house.

HAPLUS




She kept her promise—just like a woman.

DEXTER
You cornered your prey, and then let her slip through your fingers.



How could she possibly look anymore like the Major's



girlfriend? 

Convivia appears in the garden, ducks under the bushes.

      Say, you want to show some gumption?

HAPLUS
How's that?

DEXTER

        Go fetch me a sword from our house.

HAPLUS






        What for?

DEXTER
I'm going to bust down the door.

Convivia reaches the wall, she starts climbing. Dexter keeps Haplus occupied.







      And whomever I see



in Convivia's arms, I'll decapitate on the spot.

HAPLUS
She looked like her to you?

DEXTER



         Good grief, it's as plain as day.



Of course it's her.

Convivia makes it in the house.

HAPLUS


     But the way she acted—

DEXTER
GO FETCH ME A SWORD!

HAPLUS




I'll have it here in a jiffy.

Haplus exits into the Major's house.

DEXTER
From lowly private to lofty major, no soldier



can muster the boldness,






    the brashness,








   the self-assured smugness



it takes to be a woman.






   The perfect poise



with which she plays both parts; the dainty details



with which she dupes her guard; the joy of watching



her pop back and forth through that wall—








         it’s almost too much.

Haplus enters empty-handed and dazed from the Major's house.

HAPLUS
Uh, Dexter. We don't need a sword.

DEXTER





What's that? Why not?

HAPLUS
Go look. The Major's girl is at home.

DEXTER





At home?



How so?

HAPLUS

   In bed. Lying down.

DEXTER




O Merciful Heavens!



If what you say is true, you're in serious trouble.

HAPLUS
Now what for?

DEXTER


You dared to lay a hand upon



the lady who's staying next door.

HAPLUS




      I'm afraid.



I'm afraid even more than ever.

DEXTER




  There's no doubt about it:



that girl must this girl's identical sister.



Good gosh! Then SHE's the one you saw kissing in here.

HAPLUS
Yup, she's the one. It's plain to see, you said.



But what if I'd actually told the Major? I almost



got myself killed.

DEXTER


     If you have any sense at all,



you'll shut up. "Know more, say less" is the good slave's motto.



And now, I'd like to remove myself from your presence.



lest I get tangled up once more in your plans.



This rumpus-rousing of yours is not my idea of fun.



If the Major returns and happens to ask



where I am, I'll be in HERE. You know where to find me.



Good day sir!

He exits into the Hospitalides's house.   Haplus paces back and forth, flapping his arms in despair.

HAPLUS


He walks away just like that? 

Leaving me all alone to face the wind? A good friend, he is!

At least the girl is at home, and THAT

I know for sure because I woke her up. Well, now to my post:

I'll watch this door like a hawk.

He spreads himself in the doorway, facing inward. Hospitalides emerges from his house followed by Dexter, who is coaching him through his outburst.

HOSPIT.
HELL AND DOUBLE HELL! A DIRECT ASSAULT



ON MY MANHOOD! 






 My poor houseguest!



She's hardly had time to breathe since she landed here



last night from Athens—along with her boyfriend, also



my houseguest—and now, this descent lady finds herself



mocked, even manhandled!

HAPLUS




Dexter has sold me out. That rat!

I'll find a hole for a day or two, 'til the storm dies down 

and tempers cool off. Come what may, there's no place to hide like home.

He exits into the Major's house, while Hospitalides descends from his porch.

HOSPIT.
The foe has fled the field. I swear to god



I've known pork chops more quick on the uptake.

DEXTER
So far the action's gone smoothly: the girl was superb



in executing her task. We can now convene our council



of war with all members present!

Dexter calls into Hospitalides's house.



Nautikles! OUTSIDE MARCH!

Nautikles marches out of Hospitalides's house. Hospitalides falls in line.

NAUTIK.




     All here! Awaiting orders.

DEXTER
Command comes easy with first-rate troops. But I need



your response: will you forge ahead with the plan I drew up



with the outmost obedience?

HOSPIT.




We're ready to do your bidding.

DEXTER
Not you!




   Nautikles, what do YOU say? Yay, or nay?

Nautikles answers to Hospitalides.

NAUTIK.
ME disapprove of something that's met your approval?



When YOU more than anyone else hold my interests at heart?

DEXTER
Ah, neatly put. And nicely, too.

HOSPIT.




   By god,



that's just the sort of thing you'd expect from this boy.

NAUTIK.
But plotting away like this, something gnaws away 

at my heart and soul.

HOSPIT.



It is? What's eating you, then?



Come now, my boy.

NAUTIK.



Well, here I am, imposing



my troubled romance upon a man of your age,



a thing improper for you as you wind down your life.



I've burdened your golden years, I'm ashamed of myself.

HOSPIT.
Just WHAT do you mean?  Do I look like such an antique?



Dear god, I'm hardly FIFTY-FOUR! My vision



is flawless; I'm fleet of foot, and nimble of finger.



Just test me, my boy. The more you do, the more



you'll see what an asset I am in the sphere of romance.

He takes Nautikles by the arm and starts strolling up and down. Dexter tries to keep up.



There's plenty of use—as well as juice—still left in this body of mine.

You'd do well to learn from this expert of love, by firsthand example!

For example, when a lady invites me over, I play the sparkling wit

or sensitive listener with equal aplomb; I never contradict my host;

I hold up my share of the conversation, and shut up when others talk.

I never spit or drool. I don't hack up phlegm;

and I don't blow my nose in my napkin.

DEXTER
You…um…lovely man! From the charms you list,



you were obviously nursed at the very bosom of Venus.

HOSPIT.
What's more, the lithest show boy can't match my fandango.

DEXTER
Such talent! What more could you choose—if given a choice?



Now both of you listen up!  I've thought of a nice little ruse



whereby we can fleece our wood-headed Major, 



thereby giving this lover the chance to kidnap his girlfriend.

HOSPIT.
I'd like that plan.

Dexter points to a big ring on Hospitalides's finger.

DEXTER


    And I'd like that ring.

HOSPIT.





    What for?

DEXTER
I need it for the plan.

HOSPIT.



Here, take it.

Dexter pockets the ring.

DEXTER





Excellent.



The Major—my boss—is a lecher of epic proportion.



No man has ever out-leched him—nor do I,



believe, ever will.

HOSPIT.


      I strongly share in that belief.

DEXTER
He's mentioned he's much better looking than Paris—you know,



the stud that legends are made of. Thus he claims



many wives have made him unsolicited passes.

HOSPIT.
And many husbands wish that were so.

Hospitalides and Nautikles laugh. Dexter doesn't join in.

DEXTER





   May I?

Hospitalides and Nautikles stop.



Can you locate a nicely shaped woman? Cunning of mind,



clever of heart?  A girls skilled at…commerce. One who uses



her body to meet her bodily needs.

HOSPIT.
An unscrubbed recruit? Or someone who's been through the wash?

DEXTER
Just juicy. Impossibly pretty and young.

HOSPIT.
I have a protégée. She's young, she's employed—



but what do you need her for?

DEXTER




For you to bring home.



All decked out like a married lady and pretend like she's your wife.

HOSPIT.
I don't see where this is going?

DEXTER




  You'll see in a moment.

Now, rehearse with the girl the following story:



The GIRL pretends to be your WIFE, but also pretends 

SHE'S MADLY IN LOVE with THE MAJOR.



SHE gives this ring to ME, so I can give it to HIM,



as if I were their GO-BETWEEN.

HOSPIT.




       I hear you.



My ears work fine. Don't hammer away 'til I'm deaf.

DEXTER
So I give the ring to the Major. I say it was sent



by your wife, then given to me, so I could "unite"



the two. 




  He's just the type to take the bait:



he's pitifully hot to trot. The hard-up lug



can't focus on anything else but chasing skirts.

HOSPIT.
The sun could scour the earth and not find a nicer



girl for the job than this. You may rest assured.

DEXTER
Then get her. And hurry.

Hospitalides exits.







Nautikles, pay attention.

NAUTIK.
I'm at your service.

DEXTER


       Get this: when the Major comes home,



remember not to use Convivia's name.

NAUTIK.
So what do I call her instead?

DEXTER




"Virginia."

NAUTIK.
Right. That's the name we just gave her a while ago.

DEXTER
That's enough. Get going!

NAUTIK.



      I won't forget. But still



I'd like to ask what the point is in not forgetting?

DEXTER
My dear boy, SHUT UP, so the old boy can do his job. 



You'll get to play your part soon enough.

NAUTIK.
In that case, I'll go inside.

DEXTER



     You're doing well, don't panic!

Nautikles exits.

DEXTER
Such a marvelous ruckus I'm raising! March on, my machines



of war! Today's the day, I snatch the Major's mistress—



assuming my troops can fall into proper formation.



But now to check on him.

Dexter approaches the Major's house and knocks on the door.






      Hey, Haplus!



Come out, if you're not too busy. It's me. You know, Dexter.

Haplus, in disguise (think fake nose) enters from the Major's house, drunk, and sits down at the steps.

HAPLUS
Haplus is not . . . available!

DEXTER




What's he doing?

HAPLUS
He's sleeping. Having himself a little snort..

DEXTER
What do you mean by "a little snort"?

HAPLUS





What I mean



by that, is, uh, "having a little snore." You know, snoring,



snorting—it's pretty much the same sort of thing.

DEXTER
Did he sneak a cup from the Major's private reserve?

HAPLUS
He did not.

DEXTER

      You deny it then?

HAPLUS


     

Upon my solemn oath.



He did not pour or mull it in any carafe. And he did not sip it



warm for lunch. May lightning strike if he took a sip—or two.

DEXTER
Why is that?

HAPLUS


It was way too spicy. Scorched my throat.



Needed a hint of fennel for a better bouquet. 

Dexter laughs. He slaps Haplus on the head. 

DEXTER
Aha! So you HAVE tapped this supply



and I bet you've done it before.  Haplus, you swine,



I'm going downtown to fetch the Major at once.

He turns to leave stage left.  Haplus takes the disguise off, frustrated, and speaks to the audience.

HAPLUS
My tail is toast. If the girl debacle doesn't get me,



now we have this little problem with the wine.



Well, if I am to go down, I'm running back to the cellar



to drown my misery, so to speak. 



I beg you, don't snitch on me, please.

Haplus starts to tiptoe into the house. Dexter tiptoes behind him.

DEXTER
What are you doing?

HAPLUS



I'm going to hide.

DEXTER
Smart move. Go on and hurry in and hide.

HAPLUS
While I'm hiding, would you do me  a favor, please?



If the Major doles out some lashes, feel free to help yourself



to my share.

He exits into the Major's house.

DEXTER

          Such a charming idiot! 



But here's Hospitalides now, leading 

the sweet thing I requested.

Hospitalides enters stage left, followed by Climax, who is dressed like a matron. Climax twirls around to show off her garb to Hospitalides. Hospitalides clears his throat and salutes. Climax stops twirling and stand at attention and return the salute.

HOSPIT.
I've briefed you on our plans for battle, Climax.



You heard all from start to finish before we left your house. 

If you have any doubts regarding the general fabric or 

finer threads of this fraud, start over again and get it down pat.

CLIMAX
Dear sir, I'd be a fool and a dope to commit



to a job and promise my help if I had no grasp



of the tissue of lies required to bring home the bacon.

HOSPIT
I thought I'd better remind you.

CLIMAX




  A prostitute never



forgets—most everyone knows that.

HOSPIT.
You deserve a thousand spankings!

He gives her a playful pat on the rear.

CLIMAX





Oh stop!

She gives him a harder pat on the cheek.



And don't worry: the whips come out when we're REALLY naughty.

HOSPIT.
That's it—keep up those standards and I'll do well by you.

Dexter separates Hospitalides and Climax. 

DEXTER
I'm delighted to see you're already back safe and sound—



And good gracious! So nicely decked out!

HOSPIT.
My dear Climax, this is Dexter, our chief engineer.

Climax waves flirtatiously.

CLIMAX
Hello, Engineer.

DEXTER


   Hello to you, too. So tell me, have you



been saddled with ample instructions?

HOSPIT.





She's thoroughly drilled.

DEXTER
I want it exactly.

To Hospitalides.





I worry you muddle things up.

HOSPIT.
I conveyed your orders with nary a word of my own.

Climax pats his cheek again.

CLIMAX
Of course.

To Dexter.




   You want the Major bamboozled, correct?

DEXTER
You said it.

CLIMAX

        The plan is all set: it's neat, it's smart,



it's tailored, it's sassy.

DEXTER



You do know the Major, of course.

CLIMAX
That overinflated, overcoiffured, overperfumed, oversexed



threat to the public at large? Pray, how could I not?

DEXTER
But does he know you?

CLIMAX



   The man's never seen me,



so how could he know me?






         Just leave the Major to me and relax



about everything else. If I don't make a "nice" enough stooge



of the man, you can blame the whole thing on me.

DEXTER







Proceed.



The two of you go inside and get ready for action.



Use all the smarts you can muster.

CLIMAX





Not to worry.

DEXTER
Come Hospitalides. Take these ladies inside.



I'm going DOWNTOWN to find the MAJOR and give him



this RING. I'll say it was given to me by your WIFE,



and tell him she's DYING to MEET HIM. As soon as we're BACK



from DOWNTOWN, send out CLIMAX. And make it look like



she's COME ON THE SLY to the MAJOR.

HOSPIT.






Will do. Don't worry.

DEXTER
While you see to that, I'll fatten him up for the kill.

Dexter exits.

HOSPIT. 
You have a good walk! And good luck.

To Climax.








    If I pull off this stunt



I'll give you a present so big—

They exit into his house, as Dexter and the Major enter stage left.

DEXTER
Enough royal business, sir; you must tend to your own.



A new proposition arrived—and she's highly attractive.

MAJOR
Indeed? Let other affairs fall back! Speak freely.



You have my attention. My ears are at your service.

DEXTER
Secure the area. We don't want some little birdie



listening in on our conversation. I'm instructed



to keep this deal hush-hush.

They both look around.

MAJOR




There is no one here.

DEXTER
Begin by accepting this ring—the earnest money



of passion.

MAJOR

      What's this? Who sent it?

DEXTER





 A female. Frisky,



attractive, in love. And hot to have that bodacious



body of yours. She just sent me this ring,



with orders for me to give it to you at once.

MAJOR
So tell me about her. Married? Or manless?

DEXTER
Married. Yet manless.

MAJOR



How can she be both?

DEXTER
A tender bride who's hitched to a geezer.

MAJOR





      Delicious.

DEXTER
Nicely brought up and filled out.

MAJOR
You better not be pulling my leg.

DEXTER
No other woman can rival your beauty.

MAJOR





   That stunning,



you say? Good god, who is this girl?

DEXTER





The wife



of old Hospitalides: he who lives right next door.



But it's you she burns for; she hates the old guy and is itching



to leave him. On her behalf, I beg you to do



whatever you can to improve her availability.

MAJOR
Hell's bells, I'll burn for her too, if that's what she'd like.

DEXTER
What she'd like? The woman is smoldering!

MAJOR






What do we do



about whatsherface, back in the house?

DEXTER





    You tell her to scram.



Wherever she wants. In fact, her twin sister's in town



along with her mother. They want to take her home.

MAJOR
Damnation! You say her mother is here in town?

DEXTER
So says the news from the grapevine.

MAJOR





By God, the timing



couldn't be nicer to give her the boot.

DEXTER





Even better—



you yourself could come out looking darn nice.

MAJOR
Surrender your thoughts and speak.

DEXTER





You want her gone,



but still grateful.

MAJOR


   I'd love that.

DEXTER




Then this is what you do.



You've got pot-loads of money. Tell her to keep for herself



all the baubles and gold you gave her. Say they're a gift.



Then tell her to take them wherever she wants, so long as



it's far from you.

MAJOR


   I like the way you talk.



But I'd hate to see one of them getting away



while the other one changes her mind.

DEXTER





Don't be skittish.

He nods at the house of Hospitalides.



SHE loves YOU! With a passion that's—blind.



There's somebody coming out, get down and hide!

They crouch and hide behind a column. Climax appears on the porch of Hospitalides's house.

DEXTER
There she is, the one who sent you the ring.

MAJOR
WOW! What a fox!

DEXTER


        Control yourself. Let's see what she's up to.

CLIMAX
Well, here's the arena, so let the games begin.

Aloud.



Is somebody poking his nose into business that isn't



his own? Is somebody on my trail? Some selfserving



loafer with time on his hands?







I'm afraid of those types



who might step out, then stand in the way:



My body boils breathlessly for HIM;



My heart beats a pitiful patter for HIM;

I love a man too ruggedly handsome—and nice—

for words; that soldier
of fortune, Major Topple d'Acropolis!

MAJOR
She sure has the sweats for me, too. You hear how 

she praised my splendor? Damn! Her words 

couldn't stand more spit.

DEXTER
  


       How's that?

MAJOR
They're already highly polished. No smidge of vulgarity.

DEXTER
Not when the subject at hand is unsmudged.

MAJOR
My god, already I feel a twinge of arousal.

DEXTER
For god's sake, control yourself!

MAJOR




     So what are we waiting for?

DEXTER
Good point. You follow my lead.

MAJOR




      I'm right at your heels.

DEXTER
No. Let me speak to her alone. You keep hiding.

CLIMAX
IF ONLY I had the chance to meet up with that MAN,



that HE on whose account I have ventured forth.

DEXTER
And so shall it be that your hankering comes to an end.



Buck up and fear not: there's a special someone who knows



whereof what you seek.

CLIMAX  



  Oh, whose is that voice I just heard?

DEXTER
Your colleague in council, your counsel in cahoots.

CLIMAX
Oh mercy! I haven't kept my secret a secret!

DEXTER
Au contraire! You have and you haven't.

CLIMAX





     How's that?

DEXTER
Secrets you keep from traitors. With me you have utter trust.

Dexter tries to leave the Major.

DEXTER




  I'll be back with you in a minute.

MAJOR
But what about me? I should wait around in the meantime,



wasting these looks? Squandering this legend called "Me"?

DEXTER
Stand by and be patient. I'm working your end of the business.

MAJOR
Well, hurry. The waiting is—boring.

Dexter runs to the other side of the stage with Climax.  Climax makes a big show of speaking into Dexter's ear. They make a big deal of being surprised. Dexter speaks into Climax's ear. She makes a show of crying. 

MAJOR
I'm SO bored!  What are you two talking about?

Dexter runs over to the Major. 

DEXTER
The poor thing is smitten with grief.



She is beside herself, bewailing the fact that



she craves you but doesn't possess you.



That's why she's here.

MAJOR



   Bid her come.

DEXTER
But say—you know what you ought to do? Look picky



and full of pride. Pretend the whole thing disgusts you.

Aloud.



Shall I summon this woman who seeks you?

MAJOR
She may come forth if that's something she wishes.

DEXTER
Hey woman! Come forth, if that's something you wish.

CLIMAX
Glad greetings, Beautiferous One.

MAJOR





She knows my title.



May heaven fulfill all your wishes.

CLIMAX





A lifetime filled with your love.

MAJOR
That's asking too much.

CLIMAX



   Not for me. I hover near death, so overheated 

am I in ardor for you.

MAJOR



Like so many others. 

CLIMAX
My word, it's hardly surprising to set such a price



on your stock. An attractive man like you, endowed



with such perfect physique and unparalleled prowess in battle.



What man could more pass for a god?

MAJOR
And now, to display myself in fullest grandeur—



as long as she's on the subject of praise.

He puffs out his chest and parades between the altars.

DEXTER

Aside to Climax.









Would you look



at how that feeble cluck struts around?

Aloud to the Major.








Sir, won't 



you answer this woman? 

MAJOR



   And now, woman, what



do you want? Speak up.

CLIMAX



   Spurn not the lady who needs you.



I live to be part of your life. If I take my next breath—



or don't—all depends on you.

MAJOR




   What is it



you want right now?

CLIMAX

 
         To tease you,






 
       and squeeze you,









           and please you.



Unless you save me, I'll kill myself.

She drops to her knees and clutches his scabbard.








Achilles,



my hero! I beg you! You must rescue me and pretty soon. 

Will you not whip out your generous gift, 

O slayer of cities and sacker of kings!

DEXTER
Sir! Won't you give this woman your answer? Either



"I will" or "I won't"?

MAJOR



You must give me some time to think. 

I'm ready for action, but I have some business I must attend to.

CLIMAX
I don't know if I can wait any longer for your manliness.

That's exactly the sort of action that justice demands:



the craver—that's me—craves you; ipso facto, then you—



the craveé—crave me back. And—

DEXTER





This girl is god's gift to comedy.

CLIMAX
—since you allowed my entreaty, it's only fair



to treat me—the enterater—nicely.

To Dexter, who is bent over double.








Is something wrong



with my acting?

DEXTER


God no. I just can't—hee hee—stop laughing.

CLIMAX
That's why I'm facing the other way.

MAJOR





Colossal



heavens, woman. You haven't the vaguest idea



of the honor I'm paying you.

CLIMAX




But I do, sir, I do.

DEXTER
Other women would pay his weight in gold



for this service.

CLIMAX


Mercy, I trust you on that one!

DEXTER






 Full-pedigreed



fighters spring forth from the wombs he fecund! His sons



live eight hundred years. Apiece.

CLIMAX almost laughs. To Dexter.

CLIMAX




     Oh stop, you big ham!

MAJOR
That's not quite correct. They live for thousands of years



on end. Forever and ever.

DEXTER



     I lowered the figure



a bit just in case the girl might think I was stretching.

CLIMAX holds on to Dexter laughing.

CLIMAX
I can't go on.

Aloud.





How old will he get himself,



if his sons live that long?

MAJOR



     I was born the day after Jove



sprang forth from Mother Earth.

DEXTER




    If the Major'd been born



the day before, he'd be the one running heaven.

Climax can barely contain herself.

CLIMAX
All right! That's enough. Allow me to leave the both



of you while I can still breathe!

Loudly and sternly.

DEXTER




  Well, why aren't you leaving?



You have your answer.

CLIMAX



  I'll go and wait for my beauteous soldier



to come to me. Oh, the king of all men, you want something else?

MAJOR
That I never be lovelier more than I am at this moment.



There's not a second of peace for the hopelessly handsome.

He repeatedly bends over, fluffs his hair, stands up, throws it back, and then shakes it out. Climax stares in disbelief.

DEXTER
What are you standing around for? Why don't you leave?

CLIMAX
I'm going.

Climax exits into Hospitalides's house.

MAJOR
Dexter, what's your sage opinion regarding



how I should handle Convivia? Clearly I can't 



bring in the new one before I've cleared out the old.

DEXTER
I've already told you the gentlest way to get rid of her.



SHE keeps all the outfits and solid gold jewelry—



whatever you dressed her up in. SHE picks up her skirts, 

pockets the baubles, and presto!—YOU send her packing.

And tell her it's the perfect timing for her to go home to Athens:

there's news that her sister—the twin—is here with her mother,

chaperones suited to make the voyage look proper.

MAJOR
How do you know they're in town?

DEXTER





I saw the sister here.



With my very own eyes.

MAJOR



   Did they meet?

DEXTER





    They met.

MAJOR
And what of this sister? Young? Single? Attractive?

DEXTER
You do want to have it all.

MAJOR



      Did this sister happen



to mention where the mother might be?

DEXTER





   She's in bed,



on board the ship. Her eyes are swollen shut—



conjunctivitis. That's what the skipper who brought them



told me. He's staying next door as a guest of our neighbor.

MAJOR
And what of this skipper? Young? Single? Attractive?

Dexter throws up his arms.

DEXTER
I've had it! Get out! 






Be bold and tell Convivia



that you have to get married: your friends all insist; 



your mother can't wait. And that she must get out of town.

MAJOR
I'll proceed directly inside, in that case. And meanwhile, you stay



out here in front of the house and keep watch. 

DEXTER
Just tend to your own end of the business.

MAJOR
I fully intend to. But if she's unwilling to vacate,



I'll force her out. By force if I have to.

DEXTER
I'd caution against that, sir. Far better to part on good terms.



And give her those things I mentioned. Make sure she leaves



with all that gold and jewelry you snazzled her up with.

MAJOR
Yes, certainly. Of course.

DEXTER



     I'm sure you'll surmount her resistance



with ease. Now go and stop wasting time.

MAJOR





      Yessir.

He exits into his house.  Dexter speaks to the audience.

DEXTEr
So what do you think of our Major? Does not this philandering



phalanx of one match every description I gave you?



And now what I need is a war council meeting to bring this to a close.

Climax, Hospitalides, and Nautikles enter from the house of Hospitalides.






    What amazing good luck!



The goddess of Flawless Timing keeps popping out everywhere.

CLIMAX
O Chief Engineer, how's it going?

DEXTER





The Major



himself has gone to Convivia's room, to beg her



to leave with her sister and mother for Athens.

NAUTIK.






   Hooray!



Terrific!

DEXTER

  And that's not all: to get her to leave,



he's making her keep all the gold and jewelry he gave her.



At my suggestion, of course.

NAUTIK.




That seems simple enough.



if SHE wants to do it, and HE can't wait 'till she does.

DEXTER
Ah, but beware. The danger of falling back is always greatest



when scaling the brim. The pivotal moment of bluff is upon us.



Now pay attention!

CLIMAX


       That's why we're here. We came to see



what you want.

DEXTER


 You do that so nicely. And now,



to you I delegate the following duty: Go bilk



the Major. Make it nice. And classy. And clean.

CLIMAX
I delight in your every demand.

DEXTER
Operation in order, except one last thing:



You tell him this house—

Dexter points to the house of Hospitalides.






    belongs to you, that it was part



of your dowry. Tell him the old boy left when you filed 



for divorce. We don't want the Major thinking the place



belongs to another man: he might get cold feet later on.

CLIMAX
You HAVE thought of everything.

Dexter moves onto Nautikles.

DEXTER
Your turn. First memorize these instructions. As soon



as Climax has finished—as soon as she's gone inside—



you hightail it back to us, disguised as a skipper.



Get a hat.  Maybe white with a big floppy brim. 

And rub it with rust. And an eye-patch, too—make it wool—

And a little cloak. Rub dust on that, too—corrosion gives it

that nautical look. Um, drape the cloak around your left, 

no, right shoulder. Find something to cover your middle.

Remember to try and look like a helmsman.

NAUTIK.
They where do I go in this getup? And what do I do?

DEXTER
You come here to fetch Convivia, bearing this message



sent by her mother:





        if she wants to go home,



she must hasten at once to the harbor—with you—



and have her belongings carried on board.



You say unless she comes soon, you plan to cast off



without her. The wind is rising.

NAUTIK.




   I like this picture.



Go on.

DEXTER

The Major will urge her to leave right away.



In fact, he'll want her to hurry and not strand her mother.

NAUTIK.
Gee, you're smart. And in so many ways.

DEXTER





      I'll tell her



to ask the Major to make me one of the bag-boys



who'll carry her luggage down to the dock. He'll command me



to go to the harbor with her. So don't be surprised



when lickety split!—I'm off to Athens beside you.

NAUTIK.
And when we arrive, I won't let you slave one more day.



Two days from now you'll be absolutely free.

DEXTER
Then hurry and go get dressed.

NAUTIK.




  Is there anything else?

DEXTER
Just keep in mind what I told you.

NAUTIK.




       I'm off.

He exits.  Dexter turns to the troops.

DEXTER






You both



get back inside. I have no doubt the Major



is coming out shortly. Report to your battle stations at once!

Climax and Hospitalides exit into Hospitalides's house, just as the Major emerges onto his porch.  He is casually undressed.  His shirt is unbuttoned to the naval, he is very happy with himself.



What timing! He's out, he's smiling, he's won.



The poor dope is gloating over his triumph.

The Major strides to join Dexter at center stage.

MAJOR
I've exacted my wishes exactly as wished from Convivia.



Thanks to my charm, we're still on good terms.

DEXTER






    And what,



may I ask, delayed you for so long?

MAJOR





I never knew



before this how much that girl adored me.

DEXTER





       How's that?

MAJOR
She was distraught and wanted to kill herself. 

A barrage of words was needed—like hacking through rock.

But I got what I wanted: I gave her presents, granted her every wish;

and apparently she is very fond of you, too.

I also had to throw in yourself as a gift on her request.

Aside 

DEXTER
Damn, she is good! I like HER!

To the Major.

Even me! But how can I live without you?

MAJOR
Come, come! Now pick up that chin! I exerted my effort in 

searching for ways to get her to leave without you; but fact is, 

she caught me off guard.

DEXTER



     I must put all my faith in heaven

—and you. It's a baneful blow, to be forcibly freed



from the finest of masters; at least I console myself



in knowing the lady next door was overcome



by your physical charm.






   And that I made my small contribution



by joining you both in conjugal consummation.

MAJOR
What time is this for words? I'll give you freedom



and booty—just get me the lady.

DEXTER




     I'll return with her gotten.

MAJOR
I'm very—excited.



     

DEXTER


       Restraint. Repress those urges.



And try not to drool. Look there! She's coming outside!

The Major and Dexter hide as Climax enters again in a more revealing outfit. 

CLIMAX
Enough being naughty—it's time to get really nasty.

Aloud.

Will wonders never cease? I walked right up to the man?



I spoke to him in the flesh? 

MAJOR
She does seem to love me!

DEXTER



      Who better than you?

Climax descends the steps and drops to her knees.

CLIMAX
Yes! To VENUS, I give my thanks!








And what's more,



I hope and pray she'll open my pathway to him,



the man I desire,





    the man I love.







     Oh, may he



be gentle with me,





      and then not gentle at all, but rough!

MAJOR
I like this tune!

The Major starts to get up to talk to the ladies. Dexter stops him.

DEXTER


 Hold your horses.  Let her come to you!

CLIMAX
Except he maintains such exceptional standards. I'm worried 

my face, my neck, my breasts, and my hips will not be what he seeks. 

What if he changes his mind when he sees me in the nude. 




Dear God, if he turns up his nose at my marriage proposal,



I'll fall on my knees and beg him, and beg him hard.



Otherwise—if I can't persuade him that way—

Climax pretends to stab herself.









   it's "Hello, Death."



I know I cannot live without him.

MAJOR




       I see it's up to me



to save this woman from dying.  Shall I not go?

DEXTER
And cheapen yourself by volunteering? For free?



I think not. Let her come on her own. Let her pine, and yearn,



and wait for hours and hours. 

CLIMAX




I'm going inside. 



I cannot hold on.  I must go in.

Climax runs to the Major's door. 







  But the door is shut tight.



I'll smash it.

DEXTER

         The woman has gone mad!

CLIMAX





     If he's ever been in love—



if his brain is a match for his beauty, he'll pardon whatever



I do out of love. Yes, surely, he'll show me his mercy.

DEXTER
Pitiful, no? The way she flounders around in love?

CLIMAX
But it's no use, the man I want is not home.

DEXTER





           How can she know?

CLIMAX
I know his scent. My nose would sniff him out,



were he in fact inside.

MAJOR



Her love is such



she can sense my presence! Venus has given her foresmell!

Climax sniffs around.

CLIMAX
But just a second. The love I seek is somewhere nearby—



There's a definite odor.

MAJOR



Damn! That one little nose



sees more than both eyes!

DEXTER



      It has to. She's blinded by passion.

Climax sniffs towards the Major and finally "sees" him.

CLIMAX
Oh, catch me, please.

DEXTER



Why's that?

CLIMAX




        So I don't hit the ground.

DEXTER
Oh! 

Climax faints into Dexter's arms.




What's wrong?

CLIMAX



I can't stand up, my mind is failing—



Oh, such a vision I have seen.

DEXTER




No doubt about it: women fall in love



the moment they see you.  You see the way she shivers? 



She went into complete shock as soon as she saw you.

MAJOR
Men in full armor do likewise. The woman's reaction is hardly 

any wonder. But what exactly is it she wants me to do?

CLIMAX
Come over;




        Move in;






Live as one 'til the end of time.

MAJOR
Come over? Me? But you're married. Your husband would catch me.

CLIMAX
On the contrary. I kicked him out just for you.

MAJOR
How could you do that?

CLIMAX



    The house was part of my dowry.

MAJOR
Really?

CLIMAX

Really, honest to God!

MAJOR




  In that case,



Go back home. I'll be there posthaste.

CLIMAX
I will be waiting for you.

Climax comes up from Dexter arms and "accidently" rubs herself against the Major, blushes, and runs into Hospitalides's house.

MAJOR



     Oh, this will be fun!

As the Major is about to follow, Nautikles enters in disguise, wearing an eye-patch over his eye.

NAUTIK.
If I didn't know the course of true love was already



paved with the sneakiest of tricks in the book, I'd sure be



a lot more anxious, running around in this get-up



to get back my girlfriend.






      There they are, I'd better disguise my voice.

He speaks in a gruff, but somewhat stiff and halting manner.



Aye, women! I tell you, lateness herself gave birth



to the lot of 'em. Uh, no matter how late, it always seems later



whenever a woman's concerned. Uh, BAH! And now to fetch



this Convivia. I'll knock on the door.

He pounds on the Major's door.








AHOY! IS THERE 

ANYONE HOME?

DEXTER



What is it, young man? What do you want?

NAUTIK.
I'm here to fetch one Convivia, I come



On behalf of her mother. She'd better come on, if she's coming.



She's holding the lot of us up. We want to shove off.

MAJOR
She's ready and waiting for loading.

He gives Dexter a shove.








Hop on it, Dexter!



The gold, the jewelry, the clothes, the expensive baubles—



get bag-boys to help you tote it all down to the ship.

DEXTER
I'm going.

He runs into the Major's house.

NAUTIK.

      Aye!  And please shake a leg, if you would.

MAJOR
He won't waste time.






And what, may I ask, is that?

The Major begins to inspect his eye-patch.



Your eye—what happened?

NAUTIK.




Me eye? Uh, AYE! I GOT ONE!

He points to his right eye and winks.

MAJOR
I mean the left.

NAUTIKLES


I'll tell you.

He points to his eye-patch.






         I use this eye less,



by Neptune, because—it's my wont;








had I wanted her less



I'd use it as much as the other.







AYE! But avast



this delay! I won't be kept waiting.

He turns to go. The Major tugs him back.

MAJOR





Look! They're here!

Dexter emerges from the Major's house with Convivia on his arm. 

DEXTER
Please, WHEN will this weeping and wailing all come to an end?

CONVIVIA
Oh, how can I help but weep? Right here's where I spent



the happiest days of my life—







and now, I'm LEAVING!

DEXTER
Look! The man who was sent by your mother and sister!

CONVIVIA
I see him.

MAJOR

    My orders, Dexter! Didn't you hear me?



Why aren't you hauling away all that stuff that I gave her?

Dexter runs into the Major's house. The Major goes upstage to supervise with his back to the lovers.

NAUTIK.
Ahoy, Convivia!

CONVIVIA


    "Ahoy" to you, too.

NAUTIK.





your mother



and sister insisted I bring you greetings.

They kiss wildly.

CONVIVIA





     My greetings



to them.

They kiss wildly.  They share kisses in between sentences.

NAUTIK.

 They beg you to come: they want to unfurl



the sails while the wind is still fair.

CONVIVIA
I'll go, but against my will. My duty belongs to—

NAUTIK.
—I know. You're a reasonable girl.

Convivia and Nautikles break their embrace, just before the Major turns around.

MAJOR





All thanks to me.



Without my help, she'd still be a fool today.

Convivia falls to her knees.

CONVIVIA
And that's what I find so excruciating, to be



deprived of such a man! 

She starts to cry into her hands.

MAJOR



    Don't cry.

CONVIVIA
No one can know the depth of my heartache but me.

Dexter and Haplus come out carrying many large trunks and bags filled with gold and fine things.  Haplus is looking very hung over and leans against a column while Dexter walks down the steps.

DEXTER
Well, I’M not surprised at how much you loved this place,



Convivia, dear. His beauty, his conduct, his masculine charm—



they hold your heart in a death grip. When I, a mere slave



gaze upon him, I burst into tears at our parting.

Dexter falls onto his knees and starts to cry into his hands.

CONVIVIA
Please sir, permission to hug you before my departure.

MAJOR
Permission granted.

Convivia gets up to hug the Major.

CONVIVIA



O light of my life! My soul!

She suddenly goes limp and falls back on Dexter. Dexter yells at Nautikles as he struggles under Convivia's weight.

DEXTER
For god's sake, catch the woman BEFORE she crashes!

Nautikles sweeps Convivia up and takes her a few steps away. They start to make out passionately. Dexter tries to block the Major's view.

MAJOR
And what, may I ask, was all that?

DEXTER




         The thought of leaving you



made the poor thing pass out.

MAJOR




Their heads are far too close. 



I don't approve.  HEY, SAILOR BOY! Get your fat lips



off of her mouth.

NAUTIK.


     Just checking to see if she's breathing or not.

MAJOR
Your ear would have done just as well.

NAUTIK.





   If you want, 

I'll give her back.

MAJOR


     No, no. I don't want her back.



Resume your position.

Nautikles and Convivia continue to kiss. Dexter draws the Major's attention away by hugging a column on the Major's house.

DEXTER



  A homeless wretch I've become.



Please sir, permission to hug you before my departure.

Reluctantly.

MAJOR
Permission granted.

Dexter falls upon the Major's chest and weeps, while turning the Major away from the lovers kissing.

DEXTER



I pay my respects to you, Ye God of Hearth



and Home.

MAJOR

      Buck up now, Dexter!

DEXTER




       Alas!  How can I help but cry



when I'm leaving YOU?

To Haplus. 

MAJOR
You slave! Carry forth all goods I've rendered this woman!



Get on your way!

He pushes Dexter away.  





     Well, good-bye!

DEXTER
Good-bye to you, too, o beauteous one. 

He pushes the still-kissing Convivia and Nautikles out. Haplus follows them with the bags. 








   Get going now!



I wanna speak to the Major alone for a second.



Although you have always considered your other servants



more trusty, I still forgive you—and gratefully so.



If  by chance I become a free man—I'll keep in touch—



remember not to forsake me.

MAJOR




That's not my style.

DEXTER
Recall my devotion to you, again and again.



If you do, then you'll finally see who's been nice to you—



and naughty.  

MAJOR


I know. I've often been on the lookout 

DEXTER
But that was before. Today is especially important.



Today you'll say I REALLY outdid myself.

MAJOR
I am sure I will… Now go!

DEXTER
You will say soon what a faithful servant I've been to you.



Today will be the day you point to and remember your



"Dutiful Dexter."

MAJOR


Yes, I understand.  Now I bid you good-bye!

DEXTER
I guess I'd better hurry then.

Dexter winks at the audience and runs out.

MAJOR




And good-bye yet again.



Before this happened, I always thought of him the dregs



of my slave pool. But now I see he's as loyal as a puppy.



The more I think it over, how stupid I was to give him away.



Oh well. Onto my passion fruit, who awaits me inside…

The door opens and a semi-dressed Climax pokes her head out of the door.

CLIMAX
All hail the sum of perfect proportions! The consummate lover!



That he who's preferred by the ultimate duo of deities!

MAJOR
What duo would that be?

CLIMAX



     Why, Venus and Mars!

MAJOR







Clever girl.

CLIMAX
I need you, I want you, my anticipation has ants in my pants.

MAJOR
You don't have to repeat that again.

Climax giggles and runs in.  The Major follows suit.  Dexter runs back in and speaks to the audience.

DEXTER
And now the Major has snagged himself in our snare.



The trap is sprung: inside the old man's at his post,



preparing the pounce on that flesh-hound, whose bravery is only



skin deep.

Screaming and noise from within.




     Why, I think I hear screaming! It's time for a little disguise

and to join the fray!

Dexter puts on a French chef outfit including a huge butcher knife and a mallet as Hospitalides escorts the Major out, who is in his underwear.  Hospitalides has him on sword point.

HOSPIT.
Come out here you snake!

DEXTER



       Oh this will be too much fun!

MAJOR
Hospitalides! In the name of Mars, I beg you!

HOSPIT.
You grovel in vain. Don't pester the gods!



Say Chef: you sure that cleaver of yours has a nice sharp edge?

DEXTER
Ooooo! Zis blade'z been aching to trim zoze libidinous



tidbitz and dangle zem 'round hiz neck like zee baby'z rattle!

MAJOR
I'M DEAD! IT'S ALL OVER! SOMEBODY HELP!

HOSPIT.
Not quite.  You're a step ahead. We will first remove



your  naughty bits and then kill you.

DEXTER




   
Zo now I zlice?

HOSPIT.
Not yet. We must tenderize him first with the mallets.

Dexter pokes the Major in the belly with his mallet.

DEXTER
Zere iz a muchnezz of meat on him.

Dexter stars pounding him with the mallet.  The Major screams.  After a bit, Hospitalides points for him to stop.

HOSPIT. 





So tell me:



how could you dare move in on another man's wife?



For shame!

MAJOR

     But SHE was the one who made the first move!

HOSPIT.
He's lying.  WHACK HIM!

Dexter does.

MAJOR



         STOP! I'll explain!



But won't you grant me permission to speak?

Hospitalides holds his hand up and signals Dexter to hold.

HOSPIT.






  Fine, speak!

MAJOR
I was begged to seduce her.

HOSPIT.



        And you dared to follow through!

He grabs the mallet from Dexter and gives him a good whack.

MAJOR
OW! I've had enough whacking!

DEXTER




     Zo, it'z time for me to zlice then?

MAJOR
No! No! I'm begging you, DAMMIT! Please, hear me out,



before he "zlicez"?

HOSPIT.

                   Oh, speak!

MAJOR




  I thought she was unattached.



She told me herself. I would never have touched her if I knew



she was married.

HOSPIT. 
I wonder, Chef, if we should believe him?

MAJOR





        Yes, yes, you should!

HOSPIT.
Then will you swear you won't hurt a soul for what happened here today? For the whackings received, providing we free you without any "zlicing"?

MAJOR
I swear by Jove and Mars, the holy gods of manhood, 

I won't harm a soul for the whackings received here today.



I believe justice was served. And if I'm allowed to go



without dying—and all my important parts intact—



then we're just even!

HOSPIT.
In that case, Chef! I hear you're wanted elsewhere on a ship.  

Shouldn't you hurry?

DEXTER



Zhankz for letting me bring justice



to this evil man. Here'z my mallet for you to finish the job.

HOSPIT.
Good-bye… Chef!  I haven't had this much fun in years.

DEXTER
Neither have I, mizter, neither have I!

Dexter runs off towards the harbor.  Hospitalides turns back to the Major.

HOSPIT.
Now shall I give you a bit more whacking or set you loose?

MAJOR
I'm loose enough, no thanks to your mallet. I beg you!

HOSPIT.
If I ever catch you again in my house, those pals of yours—

He points to the Major's underwear



—will be making their final testimony.

MAJOR





   I cannot object.

HOSPIT.
And let this be a lesson to you!

MAJOR




  My deepest gratitude, sir.

Hospitalides laughs and leaves to his house, leaving the Major undressed in the street. Haplus enters from the harbor.

MAJOR
Oh good! My slave.  Convivia hasn't left yet, has she?



Well, answer!

HAPLUS


She's long since gone.

MAJOR





I'm damned!

HAPLUS
You'd say that twice if you happened to know what I know.



That man with the woolen eye patch? THAT was no sailor.

MAJOR
Who was he?

HAPLUS


Convivia's lover.

MAJOR




    How do you know?

Haplus pauses uncomfortably.

HAPLUS
Uh, I know, because, uh as soon as they got outside



the city gate, they didn't stop hugging and kissing.

MAJOR
HELL! I've been ambushed! Dexter, that treasonous weasel!



I don’t know what he has done, but I know he is behind this whole plot!

At the very least, he egged me on, he made me break the law!



And now here I stand brought to justice, a lesson to would-be



lechers, whose numbers throughout this land would lessen



if only they found that fulfillment were always this awful.

He signals to Haplus.




 Homeward march, my minion.

Haplus gets in line and they exit marching. As he's about to disappear into his house, the Major salutes the audience.



Permission to clap!

END OF PLAY.
