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run ends here. However, judging from the audience reactions, the trip will 
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Ear) premiered at the prestigious Circle Theatre in Los Angeles where 
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was revived in Los Angeles for a second and a third production. The story 
revolves around the efforts of Howard Mayer, a 27-year-old fledgling 
writer, to marry off his widowed mother, whose possessiveness is about to 
ruin his own hopes for marriage. A local marriage-broker produces Joseph 
Goldman, a real diamond in the rough. Mama loves to dance; Goldman 
thinks dancing is for 16-year-olds. “He and mama find the road back to 
romance a rocky one and Mr. Birnkrant finds it a perfect pretext for some 
zestful dialogue,” said the Times reviewer. Recommended for professional 
and nonprofessional theatre, including high schools and colleges. A real 
money-maker for community and dinner theatres. For family audiences. 
One int. set. Costumes: modern. Approximate running time: 120 minutes. 
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MAMA , SAY 'I DO' was first presented under the title "A Whis
per in God's Ear" at the Circle Theatre in Los Angeles from May 20, 
1960, to July 16, 1961. It was produced and directed by George Boroff; 
setting and lighting by Kay D. LicKlider; associate producer, Rita Morri
son. The cast was as follows: 

Bess Mayer . 
Joseph Goldman 
Ben Solomon . 
Howard Mayer 
Phoebe Robbins 
Sam Lefko . 
Ethel Lefko 

. Lillian Adams 
Herman Rudin 
Shimen Ruskin 
. John Shaner 
Francine York 
. Gene Benton 

Raynor Robyns 

The play was later produced at the Cricket Theatre in New York City, 
Gwen Dilman, producer; Ira Cirker, director; sets and lighting by Joseph 
Stell. The cast was as follows, in order of appearance: 

Howard Mayer . Alan Aida 
Phoebe Robbins . Linda Seff 

. Lillian Adams 
Shimen Ruskin 
Herman Rudin 

Bess Mayer . 
Ben Solomon . 
Joseph Goldman 
Ethel Lefko 
Sam Lefko . 

. Lenore DeKoven 

. Michael Granger 

THE CAST 

Howard Mayer,just out of college, a tour-guide for the New York Times 
Phoebe Robbins, his fiancee 
Bess Mayer, Howard's mother, a widow 
Ben Solomon, a matchma ker 
Joseph Goldman, the match 
Ethel, Bess 1 daughter 
Sam, Ethel's husband, a su ccessful businessman 

Place: The living room of a modest apartment 

in a Brooklyn Heights hotel 

SYNOPSIS OF SCENES 

ACT/ 
Scene 1: A afternoon in late August, this year 

Scene 2: Sunday afternoon, two days later 

Scene 3: Friday, five days later 

ACT/I 
Scene 1: Saturday, two weeks later. Six p.m. 

Scene 2: The next day 

ACT Ill 
Scene 1: The next day. early afternoon 

Scene 2: A few hours later 
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NOTES ON THE PLAY 
MAMA, SAY 'I DO' (under the title "A �isper in God's Ear") re

ceive d four p rofessional productions prior to publication, premiering at 
the prestigious Circ le Theatre in Los Angeles. Critics unanimously de
clared it  a smash hit : 

"A warm, shrewd, mirth-ridden comedy .... It will be a long time be
fore producer-director George Boroff has to lbok for a new tenant for 
his playhouse."-Los Angeles Examiner. "The humor of this simple 
little play,  bristling with B rooklynese and homely gems from the Tal
mud, will make friends in Hollywood."-Los Angeles Mi"or. 

"A very fu nny p iece of professional work. �r. Boroff has announced 
his intention to take it to New York-where it ought to b e  a n atural
after the run ends here. However, ju dging from the audience reactions, 
the trip will be delayed a while."-Los Angeles Times. 

"A deserved and substantial hit"-Hollywood Citizen-News. 
The predictions were right; the play ran 60 weeks, a record for the 

Circle Theatre. 
The New York production at the off-Broadway Cricket Theatre re

ceive d similar raves: "I'm still laughing"-Jo�rnal-American. "Warm
hearted ... amusing"-Ne w York Times. "Delightful! Birnkrant has a 
good ear for dialogue." - World-Telegram. "Heartwarming !" - New 
Yorker. 

It was revived in Los Angeles for a second and a third production. 
"The princip al charm in this warm, ten der, and very funny comedy 

lies in Birnkrant's exceptional ear for pungent, bften hilarious dialogue," 
the Citizen-News reporter wrote. 

"It is alive with observations of human na�ure, with delicious quirks 
of the human mind. There is not a superflu�us line of dialogue, not a 
moment of obvious contrivance," said the Examiner reviewer. 

The story revolves around the efforts of Ho�ard Mayer, a 27-year-old 
fle dgling writer, to marry off his widowed mother, whose possessiveness 
is about to ruin his own hopes for marriage.! A local marriage-broker 
produces Joseph Goldman, a real diamond in the rough. M ama loves to 
dance; G oldman thinks dancing is for 16-year-olds. "He and Mama find 
the road back to romance a rocky one and Mr. Birnkrant finds it a per
fect pretext for some zestful dialogue," said the Times reviewer. 

"Birnkrant has written a fast-moving and enjoyable play," wrote the 
revie wer for Theatre News. "Glancing at the audience during the play's 
performance ,  it was apparent that the tu rns of phrases and the social at
titudes expresse d  were striking a responsive rtote. People can laugh at 
themselves, and it is to author Birnkrant's credit that he has held up 
such a highly polished mirror into which they can look .. " 
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Across the gateway of my heart 
I wrote "No Thoroughfare," 
But love came laughing by, and cried: 
"I enter everywhere." 

-Herbert Shipman 
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55  

PROPERTIES 

Set and Trim Props 

Sofa, w i t h  three throw p i l lows · 

Coffee table or end tab les 
Upholstered armchair  with l oose seat 

cus h i ons 
Rou nd d i n i ng table 
Fou r d i n ing cha irs 
Cu pboard 
Desk or telephone tab le,  with chair 
Stereo console 
Side tables, lamps, etc. , as needed 

Telephone on telephone table 
P lates , cups,  saucers, s i lverware, g l asses , 

placemats, napki ns - i n  cupboard 
Bott le of b l ueberry w i ne, 2 l iquor de

canters, ha lf-fu l l  bottle of brandy ,  
wine & cockta i l  g lasses - cupboard 

Bowl of fru it ( i nc l ud i ng apples) - cup-
board 

Pho nograph records in stereo cabi net 
Curta i ns or d rapes for window 
S i x  potted p lants on wi ndow ledge 
Add it ional  set and tr i m  props as desired 

ACT I, Scene 1 

2 half-empty cocktai l g l asses 
2 crumpled cockta i l  napk i ns 
Overf low i ng ashtray 

coffee 
tab le 

ACT I,  Scene 2 
On d i n i ng  tab le:  

2 p lacemats 
2 nap k i ns 
s i lverware : k n ives, forks, teaspoons, 

soup spoons 
2 p lates, 2 cups a nd saucers 
4 tumblers 
bow l of fresh f lowers 
pot of tea 
sugar bowl 
cream p itcher 
tray of s l iced bread 

Large rhinoceros p lant with bright r i bbon 
-obviously a new gift-on wi ndow 
ledge with other p lants 

ACT /, Scene 3 
R ibbon shou ld be removed from rhi noc

eros plant 
Fresh bouquet of f lowers on table - or 

other decoration replacing fresh f l ow· 
ers of Act I ,  Scene 2 

ACT /1, Scene 2 
Move telephone cha i r  to d i n ing tab le 

ACT Ill, Scene 1 
Retu rn cha i r  to telephone table 

Hand Props 

ACT I, Scene 1 
H OWAR D 

Towel 
Noteboo k and penci l - i n  h ip pocket 
Shoesh i ne k it - in c loset 

PHO E B E  
H andbag 

B ESS 
Wristwatch 

Purse 

2 bags of groceries or packages 

Door key 

SOLOMON 

Sma l l  package of b i rdseed 

Photo of sto•Jt g i r l  - in coat pocket 

Social  serv ice folders- i n  various coat , 

vest, and trouser pockets 

A CT /, Scene 2 
H OWAR D 

2 bowls of borscht - fro m k i tchen 
BESS 

Tray with bow l  of borscht, nap k i n ,  
s i lverware - from k itchen 

GO LDMAN 
Box of candy,  g ift-wrapped 
C igarette case, with cigarettes 
L ighter 

ACT I, Scene 3 
BESS 

Need le and thread , sewi ng basket 
GO LDMAN 

D iamond bracelet in ve lvet box ,  g ift 
wrapped 

Paper money 
C igar l ighter 

HOWA R D  
Severa l expensive- loo k i ng cigars 
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ACT II, Scene 1 
B ESS 

Pac kages 
P u rse - the d iamond bracelet is i n

side; on second entrance, she wears 
brace let 

SAM 
E lect r ic razor 
Jewe ler's Ioupe 

SO LOMON 
Strudel box 
S l ice of  strude l  

G O L DM AN 
Pac k of c iga rettes ( h i g h-pr iced bra nd )  

or  ciga rette case 

Lig hter 
G lass of Brandy 
Stapled sheets with typewr itten l ists 

of d ividends 

* 

HOWA R D  
Door key 
Box apparently containing an electric 

razor - fro m bedror' m 
PHOEBE 

Handbag - hand kerch ief i nside 
ACT II, Scene 2 

SAM 
Lega l document {marriage contract) 
F u l l  highba l l  glass ( 2 nd entrance ) 

H OWAR D 
Pack of cigarettes 
Lighter 

ACT 1/1, Scene 2 
HOWA R D  

Door key 
E ngagement r ing - in pocket 

SO LOMON 
B ird cage with canary 

COSTUMES 
. .  

Costu mes a re moder n ,  befitt ing the character. Special reQu irements a re a s  fo l lows: 

ACT I, Scene 1 
P H O E B E  

Tig ht-fitt ing yel low sweater; match i ng 
s k i rt or s lacks 

ACT I, Scene 2 
GO L D M A N  

Conservat ive, expensive , b u t  tasteless 
su i t ,  not we l l  worn. Perhaps a d ia
mond r i ng and stic k p i n  

ACT II, Scene 2 

PHOEBE 
A different yel low sweater 

2nd entrance - attractive d ress 

ACT Ill, Scene 2 

GOLDMAN 
Gaudy , yout hfu l b lazer and s lacks, 

loud spo rt sh i rt  
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PRODUCTIO N  N OTES 

Abso lute ly  essen t i a l  to a su ccessfu l product i o n  of MAMA, SAY ' I  DO' a re 
wa rm,  zest f u l  cha racte rs fu l l  of g ood h u m o r  and affect i o n .  The a u t h o r  fee ls that 
" Bess must not l ose her bite and zest;  she must not become g r i m  a n d  tragic." 

These are so me of t he factors t hat d rew pra ise fro m t h e  cr it ics :  
Patterson G reen , Los Ange les Examiner: " E ssent ia l i n  t h e  comedy a re t he 

c hee rfu l Jewish rea l i sm and t he trenchancy of Jew ish speech t hat cuts abru ptl y  
t h rou gh t he i r re leva nt to th e  t rue.  But it is no means a p la y  fo r Jew ish 
aud iences a lone. " 

A rev iewer of one of the l ate r p roduct io n s :  " I f  t he p l ayers w i l l  j ust get r id o f  
the  mai led f ist  beneath th e  ve lvet g l ove , a n d  wear o n ly the velvet g love , [ t he p lay]  
w i l l  aga i n  be the lovab le a nd percept ive comed y of  h u m a n  f o i b les t h at i t  o r i g i na l ly 
was . "  

The N e w  Y or k  Morning Telegraph p ra ised t he chara cters' "warmt h and com
pass i o n . "  Another critic la uded the cast for perfor m i ng with "an i n fect i o u s  and 
i rres isti b l e  gusto. " 

H o l l ywood Citizen-News: " I t  is to t he cred it of B i r n k rant t hat he s k i rts t he 
potent ia l l y  d istastefu l mot her-son re lat ionship with such good-hu mored sk i l l .  . . .  
He emp l o ys t h e  i n i m i ta b le fo l k-cadences o f  t h e  l oca le w i t h  f i nesse a n d  to f i n e  
effect . "  

Cr it i cs pra ised t hese q u a l it ies i n  i n d i v id u a l  c haracte rs a nd actors: 
BESS. " N o-nonsense att itude" . . .  " p l u m p  a nd pretty " . . .  "e x p ress ive of featu re" 

. . .  "m i n g les sha rpness of m i nd with  coq uetry , idea l ism with  r u t h lessness, obst i nacy 
with charm" . . .  " rather ref ined "  [ i n contrast with Gol dm an's crude ness ] . . .  "comic 
force ,  mate rna l  possess iveness , a nd matu re charm" . . .  "de l ightfu l m i x t u re of "te nde r
ness, l o n e l i ness, brash ness , and t i m i d i t y "  . . .  "a possessive mother, but s he isn't  g r i m  
a n d  suffe r i n g  i n  t h e  t o i l s  of an Oed ipus com p l e x "  . . .  "you n g  a t  hea rt , very attract
ive" . . .  "sent i menta l ,  romant ic ,  a nd possess ive (but n ot f ierce ly  so ) . "  

GOL DMAN. "Se lf-made r ich ma n with bad tab le manners" . . .  "Herma n . R ud i n  
i s  fu n ny ,  powe rfu l ,  and so met i mes touch i n g ,  never emerg i ng fro m  the frame of 
ho nest cha racter izat ion" . . .  "crude but ho nest " . . .  "rugged l y  mascu l i ne" . . .  " d e l icate 
ba lance of comed y and seriousness" ... " as a w i d ower i m mersed in busi ness , the 
personable M r. R ud i n  has  t he spark le of a d i a m o nd i n  the roug h ,  a n d  the way he 
acq u i res h i s  p o l i s h  is  comp lete l y  . . .  "amuses with h i s  b l u ster a n d  awk
wa rd ness . "  

SOLOMON. " N ervous, anx ious,  be nevolent matchm a ker"  . . .  "a founta i n  of 
i n t u i t ive k n ow ledge of human behav ior" . . .  " ad ro it "  . . .  "an art less del i g ht" . . .  " t i p-
toed i n to t he aud ience's heart at the start of the p la y  a nd neve r left i t "  . . .  "the 
swee t ,  gent le wa rmt h of ce remo n i a l  wi ne:· " foxy" . . .  "the o ld-fas h i o ned Y idd i s h  
marr iage b r o k e r  with  hea rt and deep ins ighl i nto the sou l of h is fe l l ow men" 

H OWAR D. " Twi n k le of good- natu red affect i o n  t hat made his conspi racy 
aga i nst Mama a jo l ly affa i r" . . .  " u nderplays to just t he degree t �at saves h im fro m  
bei ng a n  obv ious wea k l i n g  a n d  g i ves cred i b i l it y  t o  h is emanc i pati o n "  . . .  H owa rd 
must not appear " resentfu l a nd brow beaten , a nd the refore sp i ne less ." 

PHOEBE. "Come l i ness a nd cha rm" . . .  "mercu ria l fres h ness" 
ETH EL. " H ard- headed sister" 
SAM. " Loud-mouthed husba nd " :  . .  " habitual ly e n raged husband" .. .  " u l ce rous" 

BLOCKI N G  AND G E N E R A L  APP ROACH. " The whole event is as u n p rete n-
t i ou s  and g l ad de n i ng as g e ra n i u ms in t h e  w i n d ow" . . .  " Th e  d i a l ogue st i rs laughter 
without stra i n i ng for  i t ,  a nd has m o me nts t ha t  merge i nt o  t he se r ious  without  
wax i n g  sen t i menta l "  . . .  "ge n e ra l l y  s u n n y  c l imate" . .  : " b ri sk pace" . . .  " warm , te nde r ,  
a n d  very f u n n y "  
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MAMA, SAY 'I DO' 

ACT ONE 

Scene I 

[The living-dining room of a modest apartment in a Brooklyn Heights 
hotel. The front door is at up right. A door, left, leads to the kitchen 

· .  and bedrooms. A nother door, right, leads to a closet and a bathroom. 
Comfortable furniture is neatly arranged. Several pot plants decorate 
the window-ledge at  up cen ter. Through the window, perhaps, can 
b{! seen the Ughts of.the Brooklyn Bridge, like a distant harp. 

It is a Friday evening in late A ugust. Remains of a twosome party 
are eviden t: half-empty drink glasses, filled ash trays, crumpled 
pillows on the sofa, etc. 

A t  rise, HOWARD and PHOEBE are standing beside a record 
player in the middle of a passionate kiss. ] 

PHOEBE: [Breaking] No, no more, Howie. 
HOWARD: No more? We haven't even started yet. 
PHOEBE: And we.'re not going to. What if your mother barges in? 
HOWARD: She won't, Phoebe. It's only five o'clock. 
PHOEBE: But what if she gets off work early? 
HOWARD: Relax, will you? She's at a union meeting. She won't be 

back till seven. We've got over an hour, honey. [He attempts another 
embrace. ] 

PHOEBE: [Reje
'
cting him] A whole hour worrying about your 

mother walking in on us! 
HOWARD: What can we do? We can't go to your apartment. One 

of your roommates is always meditating. 
PHOEBE: We could go to our apartment -if-
HOWARD: [Quickly, alarm ed] Honey, I've got a brand new album! 

[Dashing toward record player/ It's got a fresh arrangement of
PHOEBE: .Howie, why must you always change the subject? [Sigh

ing/ I never should have left Ohio. All my friends back there are mar
ried now, raising families. And where am I? 

HOWARD: With man you love- in the best hotel in Brooklyn! 
[Pause/ Well, isn't it? 

PHOEBE: [Sardonically j , Sure ... a perfect place for a son to bring 
up his mother. 
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6 ACTI 

HOWARD: What can I do? Can I help it if she can't fall asleep 
unless I'm under the same roof? If I go away for a weekend, she cries 
all night. 

PHOEBE: For Pete's sake, there's only 5,000 other people in the 
hotel! 

HOWARD: But they're all strangers! 
PHOEBE: My God, Howie, you're twenty-seven years old! It's 

about time you started worrying about your own life! What about us? 
HOWARD: Honey, one of these days stories will start selling. 

Then we can-
PHOEBE: Why do we have to wait for that? You've got a steady 

job. 
HOWARD: Guiding tours through the !'!lew York Times! Big deaL 
PHOEBE: But, Howie, I'd have a job, too. 
HOWARD: Maybe so, but -
PHOEBE: Oh, why don't you admit it? It's all a bunch of excuses. 

You don't really want to get married! 
HOWARD: Of course I do. Just as soon as -

PHOEBE: Your mother gets used to the dark! [Pause] God, when 
think of the day when I first met you! You were so wonderful, so 

sure of yourself! 
HOWARD: Honey, my mother needs somebody to look after her. 
PHOEBE: Why didn't she get married all these years inste_ad of hang

ing on to you like a bumper sticker? 
HOWARD: [Angrily] She's ·not hanging on to me like a bumper 

sticker! 
PHOEBE: [Starts toward door] Oh, I give up. [Opens door, then 

to Howard} As soon as I finish my exams, I'm taking the plane home. 
I can teach there as well as here. 

HOWARD: Give me a little time, honey. We'll work things out. 
PHOEBE: [Pause} Howie, I don't think you'll ever leave her. 
HOWARD: [De terminedly] Listen, I'm going to have a serious talk 

with her. I'm to tell her all about us. I'll let her know just how 
things stand! [On second though t} Maybe we ought to face her 
together. 

PHOEBE: I'm willing. 
HOWARD: All right, we'll do her hand} C'mon, honey, 

you don't have to go yet. {Starts to close door; then, paling} Oh, God! 
PHOEBE: What's the matter? 
HOWARD: My mother's coming up the hall! Quick! [Locks door; 

pulls her toward the bedroom] In here! You can go out the bedroom 
door! 

PHOEBE: I thought you wanted us to talk to her? 
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Scene 1 7 

HOWARD: [Frantically pushing her into the bedroom] Later ! !  
[Slams bedroom door. There are three quick knocks at  front door, 
followed by a musical, sing-song voice.} 

BES S :  {Offstage} S onny, it's m other! Open up! 
HOWARD: [Glances frantically around at the mess in room - lip

sticked cigarette butts, ashtrays, etc., and dives in trying to clean up} 
Just a second, I'm - shaving! [Dashes into bathroom with ashtrays} 

BESS: Mazeltov! I'm standing holding packages. 

[HO WARD dashes back into room, leaving open the bathroom door. 
Nervously gathering up the glasses, he drops and breaks one.} 

BESS :  What happened? You dropped the shaving lotion? 
HOWARD: Yeah! One second! One second! [Unbuttons his shirt, 

crosses to door and opens it} I thought you had a union meeting. 
BESS :  [Entering, ca"ying packages} I didn't stay. What's that I 

smell? Perfume? 
HOWARD: [Quickly} It's my shaving lotion! 
BES S :  [Dubiously) Yeah? [Putting down packages] You should 

use a different brand. It's too sexy for a man. 
HOWARD : Maybe you're right, M om. 
BESS:  I'm glad to see you're getting ready for Temple. 
HOWARD: [Startled} Temple? 
BES S :  You forgot it's Friday? 
HOWARD : Ma, we went to Temple last Friday. 
BESS : [Unwrapping a package] Never mind last Friday. If all the 

Jews in the world observed two Sabbaths- in a row, the Messiah would 
come! 

HOWARD: [Smiling] I don't want to stop the Messiah from com
ing, Mom, but I can't go to Temple tonight. 

BESS : You got a date with the yellow sweater? I've yet to see the 
girl in a regular dress. Every time, she's wearing a yellow sweater. 
What's she, trying to let you know she has bosoms? Next thing you 

she'll be talking about marriage. 
HOWARD : She might. 
BESS:  [Not taking this seriously J I feel sorry for the girl. A boy 

who doesn't believe in money. Who would believe it this day and age? 
HOWARD : Who said I don't believe in money? I believe it's the 

root of all evil. 
BES S :  Idealist of the family! Money isn't important ! 
HOWARD : M oney can't make you immortal. 
BESS : No. But believe me, it can make you a lot more mortal! 

[HO WARD regards her for a moment, then laughs and whips out a 
small notebook and pencil from his hip pocket and jots something 
down.] 
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BESS: [Pleased] Thank God, you got something to write down. 
Author! 

HOWARD: [Scribbling] Sometimes say the damndest things, 
Mom. 

BESS: [Undecided] That's a compliment? 
HOWARD: [Returning notebook and pencil to pocket]. Sure, Mom. 

But look, suppose I was going to marry Phoebe? 
B ESS: Never mind the joking. 
HOWARD: [Soberly] Supp ose I'm not joking? 
BESS: [Pause, staring at him} I wouldn't be surprised. They say a 

joke is half a truth. [She goes to chair and sinks down. She holds her 
head, then gingerly pats her stomach and grimaces.] 

HOWARD: [Alarmed] What's the matter, Mom? 
B ESS: [Weakly] I had a little cocktail with the girls before the 

meeting. 
HOWARD: You know you're not supposed to touch alcohol! 
BESS: I needed a little relaxation. All day long listening to those 

42's insisting they can get into 14's. 
HOWARD: For God's sake, I have to watch over you like a baby! 
B ESS: I'm just tired out, Sonny. I couldn't sleep last night again. 
HOWARD: Why not? I was here. 
BESS: But you didn't come in till after three. Your sister was the 

same way. [Sudden thought] Tell me, did you write your sister? One 
sister he's got and he doesn't write. 

HOWARD: I'll write to her. 
BESS: Promise? 
HOWARD: On my honor! As a boy scout! So help me. 
BESS: Go, boy scout, dress. 
HOWARD: I told you, I'm n ot going to Temple. 
BESS: You want to stay home tonight and write? You're in the 

mood, is that it? 
HOWARD: I have to see Phoebe. 
BESS: The sermon's early. You'll call the girl up and meet her 

later. 
HOWARD: expects me, Mom. We'll go next week. 
B ESS: They've got a wonderful sermon on tonight. A guest rabbi, 

all the way from Savannah, Georgia. A very cultured man. Comes from 
real Southern aristocracy. 

HOWARD: Ma, I've got to see Phoebe. 
BESS: [Pause] Would I ask you, if I didn't feel-dizzy? I'm 

hon·estly afraid to go alone. 
HOWARD: Can't we go next week, Mom? [BESS looks faint.] 

All right, I'll call But remember, I'm leaving the minute the sermon 
is over. I've got to be somewhere at ten. 
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BESS: Be ready in half an hour. [HOWARD nods.] I want to look 
in on Mrs. Jensen a minute. Her arthritis is bothering her something 
terrible again. When I come back, I expect you to be all dressed. And 
for once, give your shoes a real high polish. 

HOWARD: Yeah, okay. 
BESS: I want you to look like you just steppea out of a band-box. 

You notice how nice Liberace looks on television? Take a lesson from 
him! [She goes out.] 

HOWARD: [Grimly] Okay! [Clllps palm of his hand against his 
head in gesture of desperation] Peace! It's wonderful! [He sits down, 
exhausted. Then rises, goes to closet and brings out shoeshine kit. Sits 
and polishes shoes. A moment lllter, a tentative knock at door] Just a 
minute. [Opens door] 

[BEN SOLOMON stands in doorway. He is a spry, shrewd, garrulous 
seventy. He holds a small packet in his hand.] 

HOWARD: Oh, Mr. Solomon! Gee, I don't have time to shoot the 
breeze right now. I've got to dress. 

SOLOMON: [Entering, closing door] It'll take, maybe two minutes. 
HOWARD: [Taking off shirt] Don't make it an hour like last time, 

will you? 
SOLOMON: Two minutes, that's all. I 'll put down the seeds. [Puts 

packet on table] 
HOWARD: [Noting the packet] How is the old girl? 
SOLOMON: Rebecca? All right, only she still won't sing. 
HOWARD: Not yet, huh? 

Maybe she was happier in the store. But Marty, Moe, 
Max, they're full of pep ... swimming around like they're training for 
the Olympics. [Down to business] Howie, you still got the same job? 

HOWARD: Yep, I'm still Mr. Tour-Guide ... [Miming] "And now, 
folks, step this way, and if you're lucky you'll see the world-famous 
drama critic - " 

SOLOMON: New York Times, a good firm ... no slack seasons. 
[Appraising him] Hmm, college boy, handsome . . .  smart mama. 
Why not? 

HOWARD: Who're you talking to, me or yourself? What've you 
got up your 

SOLOMON: Don't push, wait! A minute-and-a-half I still got. 
HOWARD: Who're you playing cupid for this time? 
SOLOMON: Howie, I got a girl for you ... a princess! Just moved 

in with the mama last week. 
HOWARD: · Oh-oh! I could see it coming! 
SOLOMON: I got her picture right here. [Fumbles in pocket] 
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HOWARD: You don't waste any time, do you?. 
SOLOMON: [Feeling his pockets] This time I got a winner. A real 

beauty! [Finally discovering the photo in one of his many pockets] 
Ah, here! Take a look. [Hands photo to Howard, watches .lim shrewd
ly] A little diet, she'll slim down. 

HOWARD: [Looking at photo} Wow!. She must put sugar in her 
calories! [Returning pho to} Thanks, I've got a girl. 

SOLOMON: All right, don't get mad. I only thought, you're single, 
such an opportunity, I'd give you first chance. [Starting toward door} 
All right, I'll find her somebody else. [Opens door} In the hotel there's 
plenty boys looking ... 

HOWARD: [ Who has been looking at Solomon, transfixed; sud
denly:} Wait! Just a minute! 

SOLOMON: [Smiling, re-entering} Ah, you changed your mind? 
Smart! I'd fool you, Howie? I tell you, a little massage, a steam bath 
... she'll end up skinny yet! 

HOWARD: [Laughing excitedly j No, no! I don't mean the girl ... 
not for me. 

SOLOMON: Not you? You know a boy for her? Just any nobody 
is no good. You know, the mama's a fine w0man,just like your mama

HOWARD: That's who I mean! 
SOLOMON: You want the girl's mama? 
HOWARD: No! I mean somebody for my mother. 
SOLOMON: [Light dawns} Your ... mama? 
HOWARD: Why not? Didn't you fix up Mrs. Greenwald? 
SOLOMON: {Slowly, the idea coming hard} Your mama ... wants 

to married? 
HOWARD: Well, not exactly. 
SOLOMON: Not exactly? Marriage you gotta know exactly! 
HOWARD: I know exactly, b ut she doesn't know yet. I just 

thought if you could introduce her to sorqebody ... you. know, some
body who could see that she sticks to her diet, doesn't drink wine and 
all that ... you know, so she could sleep nights? 

SOLOMON: Why not? I heard worse to get married. 
HOWARD: Look, Mr. Solomon. My mother warits to get married, 

she just doesn't know it, see? 
SOLOMON: If you don't know, in life, you don't get! 
HOWARD: She's never thought of it because she's got me to take 

care of her. Don't.you see? 
· · 

Ah! Doctor Solomon sees! 
HOWARD: How about it? Know anybody? 
SOLOMON: For your mama? Hust?ands, they'll come running. 

East and west! I guarantee. 
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HOWARD: But one thing we've got to understand. She mustn't 
know a thing about it. Okay? 

SOLOMON: I should talk? Half a word wouldn't fall out of my 
lips. 

HOWARD: Wonderful! Anybody in mind? 
SOLOMON: Doctor Solomon carries the right medicine. For emer

gencies. [Fishes folder from coat pocket] 
HOWARD: What's that? 
SOLOMON: {Fishing several more folders from various pockets in 

his suit and trousers; pun ctuating his speech by waving them] We don't 
beat around the mulberry bush. Here ... husbands by the gross ... all 
kinds ... fine men ... lonely ... just waiting to take your mama into 
the house. 

HOWARD: Where did you get those lists? 
SOLOMON: . I got an arrangement with established firms . . .  all 

kinds. Here, listen: "Select social service opposite Macy's. " [Nodding] 
A good location. [Reading on] "Special appointments arranged for 
your daughter without her knowledge. " 

HOWARD: Social services! I thought you'd know somebody in the 
hotel. Some nice, lonely man. On the intelligent side. 

SOLOMON: In the hotel what is there? A lot of old fogies! Not 
for your mama! And with a matchmaker, something's wrong? Who do 
you think introduced Adam to Eve? God, the first matchmaker! Three 
times I marched to the altar- each time with a different woman - each 
time a different matchmaker. Believe me, without the matchmakers 
we'd still be in the lost ages. 

HOWARD: I don't know .. . isn't there a better way of doing this? 
SOLOMON: What kind of better? She's not getting a blind article . 

You'll see the man first , you'll give him an interview . .. if you don't 
like - ou t! 

HOWARD: I don't know, Mr. Solomon ... 
SOLOMON: We'll take a look. We don't have to buy. 
HOWARD: Okay, go ahead. 
SOLOMON: {Reading] "Dignified widower, very early fifties, part

ner profitable chain of high class millinery stores" . . . . {Shakes his 
head in negative J 

HOWARD: {A m used] Why not? 
SOLOMON: The millinery business isn't what it used to be . . . .  

{ Waving a hand] Twenty years ago, maybe . . . .  {Looking down the 
list] Here's one .. . "Gentleman, fifty-nine, established. Owner four 
big supermarkets. Tall. " 

HOWARD: [Looks at Solom on, amused] Well? 
SOLOMON,: {Shakes his head no] Why should a man four 
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supermarkets go out of his way to let you know he's tall? [A wave of 
his hand] He must be a midget! Here's one -bachelor, snappy dresser, 
jolly disposition, seventy-four. [Critically] Now he's ready to give in! 
[Suddenly] Howie, I've got it! 

HOWARD: What is it? 
SOLOMON: Howard, what do we have to bother with s trangers? 

I've got just the man! 
HOWARD: You have? 
SOLOMON: A regular diamond! I know him like a brother. Fifteen 

years I cut ties for him. We never had an argument. The man must 
gross at least a hundred thousand a year! 

HOWARD: Look, just because the man's got money doesn't mean
SOLOMON: He's one in a million! Rides around in a Cadillac all 

day long. What more does a woman ask? 
HOWARD: Yes, but what kind of a man is he? 
SOLOMON: You don't listen? A king! 
HOWARD: I mean, what kind of person is,he? Would they have 

anything in common? Is he kind? Intelligent? Is he an educated man? 
SOLOMON: Educated enough! They'll have in common, don't 

worry. And tell me, there's harm in it if a man owns a few pieces of 
property? 

HOWARD: Not at all. If my mother cares for him. Next time you 
see him, go ahead and arrange something. 

SOLOMON: Next time? How long does it take for a man like him 
to meet another woman? Why should somebody else have the benefit? 
{Picks up the p hone] Agnes? This is Solomon ... yeah, Solomon. 
Agnes, give me 369-1042. [To Howard] You should see the man's 
home . . . . A malted milk machine in kitchen. [Imitating buzz of 
malt machine} Bzzzzzz! ... Hello, that's the maid? The boss is home? 
This is Solomon. Does he know me? Hah! Thirty years already he 
knows me! I used to be partners with him, In those days-he's where? 
[Turning to Howard as he hangs up} in Philadelphia .. We strike 
while the iron is burning. [Clicks Agnes? Give me long 
distance. Philadelphia. The Benjamin Franklin. [Pause] The hotel. 
What else? [To Howard] There's anoth()r kind of Benjamin Franklin? 
[Into Party-to-party. Joe Goldman, they'll know him, don't 
worry ... you'll take care? [Hangs up} She'll take care. Four build
ings he's got in Bay Ridge that I know ;of. [D oor opens and BESS ' 

enters.] 
BESS: You're not ready yet? [To Solomon] What are you bother

ing him for, Solomon? The has to get dressed if we're going to get 
to Temple. 
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Scene 1 

SOLOMON } I asked him a favor. 
HOWARD I had to borrow his shoe polish! 

13 

BESS: Go get dressed. {HOWARD goes into bedroom. To Solo-
mon] How's your Rebecca? Does she sing yet? 

SOLOMON: Not yet. She's a little shy. 
BESS: Six years and still shy. 
SOLOMON: [Looking her over for the first time, appraisingly j 

Every time I see you, Mrs. Mayer, you're looking younger. Pretty as a 
picture. 

BESS: {To Howard} Put on the nice tie I bought you. And don't 
forget the tie-clasp I got you for Father's Day. It's very smart. 

HOWARD: [Emerging from bedroom, at door] Ma, do we have to 

go to Temple? 
BESS: [To Solomon} Seven years I sent him to Hebrew School. He 

was Bar-Mitzvah, just as if his dear father was alive. You'd never believe 
his grandfather was a Talmudic scholar. 

SOLOMON: [With an approving wave toward Howard./ And he 
isn't a scholar? 

BESS: Did you ever see him pick up a Bible? Never! You know 
what they say: "A blind horse makes straight for the pit!" [To 
Solomon] That's from the Bible. Sonny, why don't you take a course 
in the Bible? It would do you good. Take it! Try it! It would help 
you socially, too, make you popular. 

HOWARD: [Protesting} Ma ... 
BESS: I won't say another word about it. "A wise man hears one 

word and understands two." [To Solomon} That's also from the Bible. 
[Looking at her wrist-watch] My God! Services will be starting soon! 
[To Howard] Go, put on your coat. [Going toward door} I'll ring 
for the elevator. And don't forget to wear the sweater underneath, so 
you don't catch cold. Remember, your health comes first! [She goes 
out.] 

HOWARD: Where's that hero of yours? Isn't he ever going to call? 
SOLOMON: He'll call. 
HOWARD: Y'know, Mr. Solomon, he sounds 
SOLOMON: [Pleased} You mean the four buildings-? 
HOWARD: No. {Grins] The malted machine in the kitchen. [Imi

tating Solomon] Bzzzz! 
SOLOMON: {Smiling] Go, the mama's in a hurry. I'll wait for the 

telephone. 
HOWARD: Okay. Good luck! {He starts ou t. As he opens the 

door, the telephone rings. He quickly closes the door and steps back 
inside.] That be him! 

SOLOMON: Go, the mama might come in. 
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HOWARD: [Nervously J Okay, just d on't lay it on t oo thick! 
S O LOMON: Leave it to m e. [As HOWARD lingers] Go ahead. 

[HOWARD goes out. SOLOMON picks up phone.] H ello? All right, 
operat or, put him on. Goldman? I found you somebody! 
[Beaming] A real jewel! 

Quick Curtain 

Scene 2 

[The same room. On dininK table are dinnerware, napkins, and a 
bowl of fresh flowers. On window ledge stands a large rhinoceros 
plant. It is Sunday, two days later. At rise, the stage is empty. 
After a moment, the phone rings. HOWARD emerges from bath
room, knotting his tie.] 

HOWARD: [Picking up receiver] Mr. Solom on ?  When is
... He's there right now? [Joyfully] For God's sake, don't let h im 
get away ! [Pause] She's d own the hall with Mrs. Jensen. She'll b e  
back in a few minutes - n o ,  don't b ring him now ! If  she finds him 
wait ing here she m ight catch on. Make it five m inut es - no, t en to be 
on the safe side. Right ,  Mr. Solomon !  [Hangs up; paces nervously] 

BESS : [Entering] Poor Mrs. Jensen ,  her arthritis is in full bloom . 
W e've got to eat right away if we're going to Rad io City. 

HOWARD: [Kisses her cheek] Ha ppy M om !  How would 
you like a malted milk m achin e in the kitchen? 

BESS: A malted milk machin e? Who has a malted m ilk machin e  in 
the kitchen? [Suddenly] Don't t ell me you wen t  out and s pent m oney 
for-

HOWA RD: [Quickly, covering up} No, no . . . . I was thinking, 
maybe next yea r. 

BES S :  I love the p lant you gave m e. lust what I n eed .  A rhinoc
eros! Go, Sonny, get the borscht. [HOWARD goes into kitchen. BESS, 
at cupboard, sees a bottle of wine.] Sonrty, y ou know what would b e  
n ice to celebrate m y  birthday? [Taking the wine bottle down] Som e 
nice bluebe rry wine. 

HOWARD: [Returning from kitchen, carrying two bowls of borscht] 
Not for you. 

BES S :  [Bringing the bottle to table] "Wine maketh glad the h eart 
of man." That's from -

HOWARD: The B ible. Okay. But nq dice. Doctor's orders. [Sits 
at table} Go ahead,  start .  

B ES S :  {Sitting opposite him] I hope tonight's picture is a s  good as 
the one I saw with M rs. Jensen last week. Marvelous. All the actors 
wore bea rds. You know, you ought to try one. 
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