OHARLOTT?

ARTHUR. And our play gets produced? OLG Al
CHARLOTTE. On Broadway, starring Margot Bell. ,
T AR THUR

ARTHUR. Alright. Just wanted it on the record.
CHARLOTTE. Well, what do you believe?

ARTHUR. What do I always believe?

CHARLOTTE. That Death will come calling for us all?
ARTHUR. You mock me, but don't say I didn't warn you.
CHARLOTTE. When Death comes calling?

There are three very heavy knocks on the hallway door. This
is the knock of Olga.

ARTHUR. (A little frightened.) Who's that?

CHARLOTTE. (Moving to the door.) I rang for champagne, re-
member? Before you predicted the apocalypse?

Charlotte opens the door to discover: Olga, the housekeeper.
Olga is from the Old Country. Which Old Country? Hard to
say. Her Eastern European accent is consistent, but nebulous.
There is a weariness to her, a heaviness. She seems instantly
suspicious of Charlotte and Arthur. She’s not the friendly staff
person they were expecting. Intimidating. A little frightening.

OLGA. (In her accent, more like “halo” with a bit of a guttural h.)
Hello. How you do. (It’s not a question, somehow, but a statement—
the clear implication being she doesn’t, in fact, care.)

STRRT "CHARLOTTE. Ah! Um...Olga, is it? The housekeeper?
OLGA. Olga, yes.
CHARLOTTE. We met downstairs.
OLGA. Yes. I give you room key.
CHARLOTTE. Yes.
OLGA. To your room.
CHARLOTTE. Thank you.
OLGA. Not this room. This room not your room.

By this point, Charlotte is too intimidated/frightened/off-
put to respond. Arthur helpfully steps in—and regrets it the
moment Olga turns her attention to him.
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ARTHUR. Oh! No, were, uh... We're visiting our friend.
OLGA. You visit friend?

ARTHUR. Yes.

OLGA. Why he no here?

ARTHUR. (Why does she make him feel like he’s hiding something?)
He just... He went... He's in the bathtub.

OLGA. Theatre people.

CHARLOTTE. (Not offended—just completely confused.) 1 beg
your pardon?

OLGA. You are theatre people, yes?

CHARLOTTE. (Not defensively, just still not clear where this is
going.) We're—yes, we're playwrights.

OLGA. Always with the happy-happy, always with the kiss-kiss,
always with the friend in tub.

CHARLOTTE. I’'m not sure what you're suggesting.

OLGA. I suggest nothing. I state fact! But...forgive me, is very late,
I forget: You are guest, [ am servant, you ring bell, I am here, what
you want?

CHARLOTTE. Oh! Well...if it's not too much bother...
Olga gives a guttural scoff. After a beat, continuing warily—

we were wondering if the kitchen could provide us with a bottle of
champagne.

OLGA. (Suspicious.) Champagne? You throw party?
CHARLOTTE. No, it’s just a...small, romantic reunion.
OLGA. With friend in tub?

CHARLOTTE. No, were not—I mean...

ARTHUR. He’s not always in the tub.

OLGA. (After considering this.) This not helping story. But I bring
champagne. Is good? (Heading for the door.) Okay, good.

ARTHUR. Could we...add a little something to eat, as well?
OLGA. Why not? What else kitchen staff have to do in middle of
night? —> STDF

CHARLOTTE. I thought you told us to ring at any hour.
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