PAGE  
31

[image: image1.jpg]


Copyrighted to J. Olsen,
for permission to use script email to: jerusha@truelovewaits.org.za
JOSEPH

Scene 1

There is a great procession of Israelites on and around the stage. There is a lot of noise and excitement. An Egyptian soldier shouts for order. He waits for quiet.

EGYPTIAN: By the decree of the great Pharaoh, you are to take your possessions, your flocks and your herds and leave Egypt. Take what you have and what you want, but leave. Leave quickly and may your god and his plagues leave with you. Now go!

There is a great shout of victory and a general hustle to get ready. Focus in on GRANDFATHER and BENJAMIN.

GRANDFATHER: (praying) Blessed be the Lord God. He has heard our pleas. He has fulfilled his vow to Jacob and to Joseph. He has broken the stubbornness of the Pharaoh and has set us free at last.

BENJAMIN: Come, grandfather. We are packed and ready. We are off!

GRANDFATHER: Ah, Benjamin. A great day for Israel. We are slaves no longer.

BENJAMIN: (excited) I know. No more stomping in mud, no more whippings, no more pyramids, no more Pharaohs! I cannot wait to get this land of slavery behind me forever! (looking around impatiently) What’s the hold-up? Why aren’t we leaving?

GRANDFATHER: Patience, young fire. We wait for the bones of Joseph.

BENJAMIN: (disbelieving) We’re waiting for a bunch of bones?! What are they made of, gold?

GRANDFATHER: You don’t know?

BENJAMIN: Know what?

GRANDFATHER: (looks up, shaking his head) Ai! The young people of today. You mean to tell me you do not know who Joseph is? (when BENJAMIN shakes his head) Your head has been filled with straw and mud for too long. Without Joseph, we would not exist. (gesturing around him) Egypt itself would not exist – perhaps many more nations would be but a memory. Joseph is the reason the children of Israel had the best land in Egypt. Goshen was a gift to our father, Jacob, through Joseph’s actions. Joseph saved us.

BENJAMIN: (pacing) Well, while we wait for these bones, why don’t you tell me why we must delay our long-awaited freedom for some long dead man?

GRANDFATHER: Sit down, Benjamin. You make an old man weary before he even starts on his long journey to the Promised Land. 

BENJAMIN sits down on the luggage.

GRANDFATHER: (deep in thought) Since slavery is all you have known, I might as well begin with slavery… (looking up at his grandson) You think you’ve had an unfair life? You think you know what it is like to struggle, really struggle with temptation? Think again. 

As he speaks, the LIGHTS DIM until there is darkness.

GRANDFATHER: Joseph was the long-awaited son of Jacob and his beloved wife, Rachel. His father loved him dearly, favouring him above his eleven brothers who came to hate and despise Joseph. Hear now the story of Joseph, son of Jacob, son of Isaac, son of Abraham. This is his story, his struggle, and his triumph.

Scene 2

In Potipher’s household. Servants milling about. The HEAD SLAVE is at a table. SLAVE DEALER enters leading JOSEPH by rope. The HEAD SLAVE sees them and walks over to them.

HEAD SLAVE: (calling to S.D) You! Slave Dealer! Over here!

SLAVE DEALER: Ah, there you are, good sir. Well, (indicating JOSEPH) what do you think? I’ve brought you the best I have.

HEAD SLAVE: (studies the new slave) Hmmm… Not that much flesh on him. (checking his hands) Soft hands? This one isn’t a worker. 

SLAVE DEALER: Ah, perhaps not now but a few weeks under your superior tutelage and I’m sure he’ll be bearing calluses even you would be proud of. 

HEAD SLAVE: (doubtfully) I don’t know…

SLAVE DEALER: (hastily) Besides, this one’s got brains. Reads. Writes.

HEAD SLAVE: Is this true, boy?

JOSEPH is silent. The SLAVE DEALER nudges him.

JOSEPH: (softly) It is.

HEAD SLAVE: And how did a slave learn these skills?

JOSEPH: (bitterly) From my father Jacob. Before I was made a slave.

HEAD SLAVE: (considering) Well, well. I might be able to use this one.

SLAVE DEALER: (seeing a deal coming) Of course you could. Useful slave. But this one is special. Not cheap.

HEAD SLAVE: How much?

SLAVE DEALER: There is a lot to consider. The effort, time and energy spent on the long arduous journey across the boiling desert, the dreadful loss to me of this fine mind, the – 

HEAD SLAVE: How much?

SLAVE DEALER: One hundred pieces of silver.

HEAD SLAVE: (outraged) For one hundred pieces I could have the Pharaoh’s own butler! Twenty.

SLAVE DEALER: (equally outraged) Twenty!! That’s ridiculous! I might as well hand him off for free. Seventy five.

HEAD SLAVE: Robbery. Forty.

SLAVE DEALER: Fifty and not a silver piece less! And I’m only giving you this special offer. Anyone else – nothing less than one hundred. I must survive, after all.

HEAD SLAVE: (unimpressed) Fifty and you throw in a jar of oil with it.

SLAVE DEALER: (wounded) Ai. When will the gods look down with mercy on a poor, honest slave dealer? (sighs) Very well. But my wares will be the first you’ll look at when I come next time. It’s only fair.

HEAD SLAVE: (handing the dealer a bag of money) There. Now leave. I have plenty to do.

SLAVE DEALER: You won’t be sorry.

He leaves counting out the money.

HEAD SLAVE: (as he’s untying Joseph) What is your name, boy?

JOSEPH: (rubbing his sore wrists) Joseph.

HEAD SLAVE: Strange name. (to business) You now belong to the household of the lord Potipher. I am his head slave. You will obey me at all times and you will work hard. There is no room for mistakes or laziness here or else… (he draws his hand across his throat) Lord Potipher is the great Pharaoh’s chief executioner as well as his steward. So it would be wise to gain his favour. Come with me. (as they move to the table the HEAD SLAVE was at earlier) You can get to work on the reports from the fields over here. I’ll soon see what you’re made of. Here. (he hands him a scroll)
LIGHTS OUT as JOSEPH opens a scroll and studies it.

Scene 3

Same setting. Joseph is working at the table. After a moment, he straightens up obviously tired. He looks down at his work again, then suddenly slams his fist on to the table.

JOSEPH: (with a bleak laugh) How could I have known that the boring afternoons learning to read and write were meant to prepare me for slavery? And I suppose that my learning was only another reason my brothers came to hate me. (he seethes quietly for a moment)  How did I get here? God, why? (louder) Why? Why did you allow my brothers to throw me into a pit? To sell me into slavery? I am the son of Jacob, the one you promised to make into a great nation. Was I not worthy to be a part of this promise? I’ve served you faithfully all my life and THIS is the reward? 

JOSEPH rests his head on his hands. He pauses for a while.

JOSEPH: And what of my father? If only for his sake, you could have spared him the torment of losing a son he loves. He’s been through enough. (at the mention of his father, he suddenly breaks with grief) Father. (softly) Oh, father.

The HEAD SLAVE enters and walks over to JOSEPH, who has bottled his grief and approaches the HEAD SLAVE. 

JOSEPH: I’ve just completed the scrolls, sir. 

HEAD SLAVE: (examining the scroll) Good, good. I’m relieved to see at least one slave who does his duty well. And I see here, you’ve done more than what I gave you.

JOSEPH: Yes. The reports from the fields came in and I thought we might need to see to them right away.

HEAD SLAVE: Not bad. (to business) I have been sent to summon you to meet our master. Lord Potiphar is curious to meet the slave who has done so much in so short a time. Come with me. We need to get you cleaned up. The master’s wife is also to be there and she hates the smell of the anything that resembles work. 

JOSEPH: As you wish.

LIGHTS OUT as they walk off.

Scene 4

POTIPHAR’s WIFE is on stage with some of her servants. She is a beautiful woman, very vain and constantly obsessed with her looks. POTIPHAR enters and goes to her. She stands beside him as he motions a servant to summon JOSEPH. 

WIFE: And may I ask what is so important that I must stand here, frying in this sun?

POTIPHAR: Surely you want to meet the new slave who had the intelligence to discover old cover-ups in the field records?

WIFE: (reproachful) Potipher. You know that anything to do with the field is … well, foreign to me. Why would this interest me so?

POTIPHAR: He was the one who discovered that the food being bought at the market was unnaturally expensive – the merchant had been making quite a comfortable living out of our money.

WIFE: I see. Well, let me see this miracle worker of yours.

POTIPHAR: Here they come now.

JOSEPH enters just behind the HEAD SLAVE. POTIPHAR’s WIFE takes an immediate interest in JOSEPH.

HEAD SLAVE: (bowing) Master, may I present the slave, Joseph.

POTIPHAR: So, this is the slave. I have been informed of your successes, young man. 

JOSEPH: Thank you, master. 

POTIPHAR: I must thank you for saving me money. You are honest, Joseph. I need people like you. I have also been informed that your mind would be of greater use here within the household than in the fields.

JOSEPH: I am at your service, master.

POTIPHAR: A well-spoken slave. (studying Joseph) You do not look or act like a slave.

JOSEPH: No, my lord. I was free, once. (quietly) Not any longer.

POTIPHAR: Where are you from? 

JOSEPH: Canaan, master. 

POTIPHAR: Well you were obviously well taught, Joseph, and I intend to make good use of you. It is very unusual for a slave to be elevated so soon, so do not get a thick head and make me regret my decision.

JOSEPH: I will not let you down, my lord.

POTIPHAR: Excellent. The head slave will show you your new duties and you will start at once.

HEAD SLAVE: At once, master. (he bows to Potiphar and his wife) Master. Mistress.

JOSEPH: Master. Mistress.

They walk off. POTIPHAR’s WIFE keeps watching them until they are out of sight. 

POTIPHAR notices this.

POTIPHAR: You are interested in the young man?

WIFE: (innocently) Why, no. More intrigued. I’m trying to discover what it is about him that made you trust him so soon. It is unlike you, husband.

POTIPHAR: My head slave is a shrewd man. He does not easily trust anyone – and yet this new slave won him over within a few days of his arrival. (thoughtfully) You saw the slave’s manner. I judge that he is the son of a noble family, well taught in both his education and his manner. I think he will be a valuable addition to my household.

WIFE: You may be right…

POTIPHAR: I must leave. Duties at the palace.

POTIPHAR walks off. For a moment his WIFE stares back to where JOSEPH disappeared. She turns to follow her husband, but her face has become calculating.

WIFE: (softly) Indeed, you may be right. I shall see…

LIGHTS OUT

GRANDFATHER: And so it was that Joseph gained the favour of his master, Potiphar. And although Joseph still wrestled with his bitterness against his betraying brothers and his longing for his father, he worked well and was prosperous in all he did. Through him, Potiphar’s wealth increased. This did not escape the notice of Potiphar’s wife, who watched Joseph closely.

Scene 5

LIGHTS ON on three of POTIPHAR’s WIFE’s maidens working. Two others walk on, deep in conversation.

MAID 1: She’s obsessed with him.

MAID 2: I know. Did I tell you what happened yesterday?

MAID 1: What happened? What’s she plotting now?

MAID 2: She was sitting at the mirror, primping – as usual. I suppose she was so deeply interested in her own thoughts that she didn’t notice me coming in. All I heard was her saying “It’s all well and good that he works directly for Potiphar now, but I still don’t get near him.”

MAID 1: (disgusted) Wretched woman.

MAID 2: Then she said she’d talk to Potiphar about giving him more duties here in the house, so he’d be around more.

While they’ve been speaking, MAID 3 gets close behind them.

MAID 3: And who does the mistress have her beady eye on now?

MAID 2: The Canaanite slave. The one they call Joseph.

MAID 1: You know, the good-looking one.

MAID 3: Oh him. Poor man. I wonder how long he will last?

MAID 2: What do you mean?

MAID 3: I mean, that this is not the first time that this has happened.

MAID 1: The mistress and one of the slaves?

MAID 3: Yes. I’ve been here far longer than either of you – but I still remember the last slave that she favoured.

MAID 1: What happened to him?

MAID 3: He died.

MAID 2: What? 

MAID 3: He died. The mistress used him as her plaything for a while and when she tired of him… Let’s just say that the master was informed of a certain slave that was annoying and lazy and had an evil eye on the mistress. He was executed.

The others are horrified.

MAID 1: Poor Joseph.

MAID 3: Yes… It seems men either fall for her charms or they are too afraid to defy her. Either way, they always end up on the wrong end of the noose.

MAID 2: Then I hope for Joseph’s sake that the mistress’s plans don’t work out. Let the master be satisfied with Joseph’s work as it is. He should stay where he is.

MAID 1: True. (thoughtfully) But it is strange…

MAID 3: What is?

MAID 1:  Joseph. He’s no ordinary slave. Have you noticed how he treats us?

MAID 2: No, I’ve never really met him.

MAID 1: He is the most courteous slave I’ve ever met. The others seem to think that we’re all just their playthings. Not Joseph. Friendly, yet – I don’t really know how to explain it.

MAID 3: No, I know what you mean. He is different.

JOSEPH enters.

MAID 1: (to MAID 2) Now you can see what we mean.

MAID 2: Why?

MAID 3: Here comes the subject of our conversation.

JOSEPH: (friendly) Good day, ladies.

All rise and make a sign of respect.

JOSEPH: Is all well here?

MAID 1: It is, Joseph. Ever since you oversaw the fixing of the roof over the bathhouse, the master has had no complaints.

JOSEPH: I am pleased to hear that. Well, I must be going.

MAID 3: Good day, Joseph.

JOSEPH: (to all) Good day to you all.

JOSEPH leaves.

MAID 3: Do you see?

MAID 2: Yes, I do. Which will make it an absolute tragedy if the mistress succeeds.

MAID 1: (slowly) Yes. IF she succeeds. Somehow I doubt Joseph will be easy prey.

MAID 3: You may be right.

MAID 2: I certainly hope so.

MAID 4: (from the side) Come quickly. The mistress is in one of her moods – she’s screaming about something.

MAID 1: (resigned) Here we go.

MAID 2: (snidely) What else is new?

MAIDS leave, chatting. LIGHTS OUT

Scene 6

LIGHTS ON. JOSEPH is directing the work of slaves who are carrying sacks of grain to the granary. POTIPHAR’s WIFE is watching him discreetly from STAGE LEFT. 

Suddenly there is a fanfare and POTIPHAR along with a few others walks in. All bow.

JOSEPH: My lord, Potiphar.

POTIPHAR: (pleased) Joseph. I came to inspect the bringing in of the harvest and I see I need not have troubled myself. You have all under control.

JOSEPH: Thank you, master. But these are the fruits of your land and your presence here is always welcome.

POTIPHAR: Perhaps. But I find now that I hardly need to trouble myself about anything I own any longer. I am pleased with your work. You seem to have the golden touch in all you do.

JOSEPH: You are gracious, master.

POTIPHAR’s WIFE along with her maids enters.

WIFE: Indeed you are right, my husband. The slave has proved his loyalty yet again.

POTIPHAR: (to JOSEPH) You see. Even my wife is impressed.

JOSEPH: (bowing to the WIFE) You are most kind, Mistress. I am honoured to have pleased you both.

WIFE: My dear husband, such a smooth and gracious manner is surely wasted out here where none can truly appreciate your good fortune in owning such a slave. He should be in the house, where the sun will not fry his valuable mind.

POTIPHAR: (amused) You are shrewd, wife. You have read my mind in this matter.

WIFE: (innocently) I do my best. I have only your welfare in mind, Potiphar.

POTIPHAR: Then let us both be at ease. (to JOSEPH) I am very pleased with your work, Joseph. All you put your hand to, seems to meet with great success. That is why I am placing you in charge of my entire household. All I have is in your care.

JOSEPH: (surprised, but humbled) I am not worthy of this great honour, oh Potiphar.

POTIPHAR: You are. You have proved yourself since entering this house. Serve me well, Joseph.

JOSEPH: I will serve you well, my lord.

POTIPHAR: Excellent. 

WIFE: Bravo, husband. A wise move indeed. Might I humbly suggest a new duty for him?

POTIPHAR: You may.

WIFE: The feast days to Ra are coming up very soon. Put Joseph in charge of the preparations. Much needs to be done. The hall where the feast is to be held is in rather a poor state, for instance.

POTIPHAR: (to JOSEPH) Well, Joseph. It would seem your mistress intends to steal you away from any real work already. As you wish, wife. But keep in mind his other duties to my affairs.

WIFE: I only intend all of Egypt to know what a great man Potiphar is. 

POTIPHAR: Well, this great man of Egypt would like to have his dinner. Come, dine with me.

WIFE: Go on, Potiphar. I’m right behind you.

POTIPHAR walks off. POTIPHAR’s WIFE upraises JOSEPH and smiles rather suggestively at him. JOSEPH shuffles uncomfortably. She walks off. JOSEPH watches her leaving. He seems uneasy, but shrugs and walks off in the opposite direction.

HEAD SLAVE: (to the rest of the servants) Back to work, for the rest of you! Go now.

All EXIT.

LIGHTS OUT

Scene 7

JOSEPH is alone in the house. He is working, but can’t seem to concentrate.

JOSEPH: (frustrated) Why me? Oh, God here is one other thing I don’t understand. Here I was, thinking that you’d finally heard my pleas and that you’d elevated me to this position – And now my mistress… I can constantly feel her eyes on me. Why this temptation? Why now? When everything is going so well? She watches me, she’s… suggestive. Twice now, she’s made her intentions pretty clear. (pause) She is a beautiful woman – but she is the wife of my master. I cannot – It would be wrong for so many reasons. Father so repeatedly spoke to me regarding the sanctity of marriage. I saw the devastation caused by lust with my own sister, Dinah. I know I cannot give in. Not only would it be great betrayal, it could also mean my death were my master to find out. No. (pause) I simply have to be very careful. She only approaches me when there are no others around. So, I should be sure not to be alone… (looking around, noticing he is alone) Speaking of which – I’m going to attend to my duties outside now. I wonder what the other servants are up to today…

Walks out. POTIPHAR’s WIFE walks in just then.

WIFE: Joseph? (sees no one) I could have sworn he was in here. (upset) I must speak with him. I must GET him. I am Potiphar’s wife. Other men would kill to have me favour them with a smile. What IS it with this slave?

Looks at herself in the mirror critically.

WIFE: I simply don’t understand it. It has never been this hard to seduce any man. (anxiously) Am I losing my touch? No, I still am beautiful. I must be. It can’t be me. (assured)  He’s a Canaanite. Who knows what nonsensical superstitions are in his mind. I simply have to break down his barriers, get past his fears. Wait – (a thought strikes her) Perhaps I must try being more subtle, more persuasive… The head slave said something about him being educated by his father… That’s it. I must ask about his family. Be sympathetic to his pain. Appeal to his sense of freedom. (laughs, delighted with her plan) No man can resist a beautifully sympathetic woman. One touch – and he’s mine.

MAID 2 walks in.

MAID 2: (timidly) My lady?

WIFE: (sharply, irritated) What is it, that you must disturb me? Am I to have no peace?

MAID 2: Forgive me, mistress. But the master has just come home and is asking for you.

WIFE: (under her breath) Oh bother. (sighs, smiles sarcastically) Well. We can’t keep the master waiting, can we?

She sweeps out. MAID 2 is about to follow, when MAID 1 and 3 come on stage from the opposite entrance.

MAID 3: What is going on here?

MAID 1: Yes, we’ve just seen Joseph rushing out of here as if the Egyptian cobra itself were at his heels.

MAID 3: I thought he was meant to be working in the house today.

MAID 2: The cobra was after him, in a manner of speaking. Can’t you guess?

MAID 1: (disgusted) SHE was after him, wasn’t she?

MAID 2: As usual. The poor man can hardly do anything without her smiling her ‘sweet’ smiles at him or undressing him with her eyes.

MAID 1: She just never gives up, does she? (concerned) He hasn’t fallen for her, has he?

MAID 2: Not at all. If you ask me, that’s why the mistress has been in such a frightful mood lately. She just can’t understand why he’s resisting her.

MAID 1: THAT must be why she keeps checking her face and her figure in any mirror she passes. Do you know, the other day she actually asked me if I could see any wrinkles on her face. She would never do that! I was tempted to tell her that she’s covered with them, but I was too much of a coward.

MAID 2: She told me to that she was going to have the cook beaten for preparing food that was making her fat. This from a woman who lives for her honey cakes and sweet meats. The poor cook. She’s been eating fish and vegetables for three days now. She must be desperate.

MAID 3: (emphatically) Well I’m glad. In fact, I hope her mood stays this way. It’s a good indicator of whether Joseph is still man enough to resist her. 

MAID 2: I wonder how long her patience will last, though – before she grows really angry and cooks up some ridiculous story about him to get him punished.

MAID 3: I don’t know… But the master favours Joseph. Surely she can’t do much harm.

MAID 1: Good intentions for Joseph aside, if we don’t get out of here the mistress’s mood might end up in a beating for us.

MAID 2: You’re right. But I think we’re safe for today. The master just came home.

MAID 3: Excellent. Today, both Joseph and we may breathe freely. I hope he stays a while.

MAIDS agree and EXIT still talking.

LIGHTS OUT.

Scene 8

LIGHTS ON two SERVANTS working in the house.

SERVANT 1: Where are these scrolls meant to go?

SERVANT 2: I’m not sure. Joseph should know.

SERVANT 1: Well, where is he? I thought he was meant to be here by now.

SERVANT 2: He was. Maybe someone should send for him. We won’t get far without him here.

JOSEPH: (entering, pleasantly) No need for any summons. I am here. Let me see those scrolls.

SERVANT 1 hands him the scrolls.

JOSEPH: These should go in the next room. For now, we’ll be working on these scrolls (pointing to some on a table) Let’s get started. We all have much work that must be done.

The three of them get working. Joseph is painting. POTIPHAR’s WIFE enters on the side. She motions silently for the SERVANTS to leave. JOSEPH is too engrossed in his work to notice the two leaving. POTIPHAR’s WIFE advances on him silently. When she is not too far from him, she gives a soft cough.

JOSEPH: (startled) My lady. 

WIFE: (sweetly, innocently) Forgive me. I did not mean to startle you.

JOSEPH: (flustered, suspicious) Is there anything I can do for you mistress?

She ignores the question, and studies Joseph’s painting.

WIFE: An excellent piece of work, as usual. What is this place you’ve painted?

JOSEPH: (still suspicious, but relaxing) It is the land of my fathers. Canaan.

WIFE: Quite lovely. (pointing to the painting) And that must be your father, there.

JOSEPH: It is.

WIFE: And these many men?

JOSEPH: My brothers.

WIFE: You must miss them.

JOSEPH: (bitterly) My father, yes. But my brothers? They betrayed me. They sold me into slavery.

WIFE: (almost sincerely) I’m sorry.

JOSEPH is caught up in his inner turmoil and has stopped placing real distance between him and POTIPHAR’s WIFE. She notices this and surreptitiously moves closer.

WIFE: Joseph, we are your family now. We care about you.

She touches his shoulder.

WIFE: (softly) I care for you.

JOSEPH suddenly jerks back to reality and moves away slightly.

WIFE: I’ve been watching you, Joseph. I’ve had my eye on you for a very long time.

JOSEPH: (very uncomfortable) You have?

WIFE: Yes, I have. (trying to convince him) I know what it is like to be alone and lonely, with no one who truly understands what you are feeling. I could help to comfort you.

JOSEPH: No, mistress. 

WIFE: (laughing slightly) No? What are you talking about? You don’t want comfort?

JOSEPH: Not the kind you want to give. You are my master’s wife.

WIFE: So? Potiphar put everything he owns under your care. Everything.

JOSEPH: Except you. You are his wife, not his possession. To do what you intend would be a great betrayal against my master. It would go against everything I’ve been taught. It would be a sin against God.

WIFE: (getting irritated, but trying to cover it) God? What god? You’re in Egypt, Joseph. Men would kill to have me offer myself to them. What makes you so much better that you refuse me?

JOSEPH: It is WRONG, mistress. Think of your husband, Potiphar.

WIFE: (trying to remain calm and seductive) I do not want to think of him. I’m thinking of you right now.

WIFE: (seeing JOSEPH move away) I grow tired of this foolishness. 

She tries to grab him, but grabs his coat instead. JOSEPH jerks out of the coat and runs out. 

WIFE: (shouting after him) Everything you are, you owe to ME. To ME!

For a moment, she stares at the door JOSEPH ran through, then at the coat disbelievingly. Then her face contorts in rage.

WIFE: (softly, menacingly) Nobody says no to me. That stupid slave! And now I’m left with this coat – (calculatingly) I have his coat … I’ll tell them he tried to attack me. I’m Potiphar’s wife. They’ll have to believe me. He’s going to pay for saying no to me. 

She screams hysterically.

LIGHTS OUT

Scene 9

LIGHTS ON on absolute chaos on stage. Everybody is running around and a few maids are trying to calm down an irate and hysterical mistress. POTIPHAR enters from below the stage. He is in a hurry, accompanied by guards and led by a servant.

HEAD SLAVE: (raising his voice) Quiet down everyone. Mistress, please remain calm. I have sent for the master. He will be here soon.

WIFE: (hysterically) Soon! Soon is not soon enough. You’ve been saying that for the last hour.

HEAD SLAVE: The palace is far away, mistress. I am sure the master is on his way right now.

WIFE: And how can I remain calm?! Don’t you realise what has happened? (fanning herself) Someone bring me water. I feel faint.

MAID brings her some water. She waves it away. POTIPHAR has reached the stage.

POTIPHAR: (shouting above the noise) ENOUGH! 

There is a sudden silence, broken only by renewed sobbing from his WIFE who has seen the opportunity.

POTIPHAR: (going to his wife, concerned) What is it? What has happened? Are you hurt?

WIFE: (dramatically tearful throughout) Oh, Potiphar! At last! I’ve been waiting for so long.

POTIPHAR: Tell me. I’m here now. What has happened?

WIFE: It was horrible! And who could ever have thought… (sobs)

POTIPHAR: (gets agitated) Wife, tell me what happened.

WIFE: It’s that…that slave you brought into the house.

POTIPHAR: Who?

WIFE: (biting) Your favourite. The one you entrusted with your entire household?

POTIPHAR: Joseph?

WIFE: He came in here, while I was alone. I was just lying on my couch, resting. He grabbed me, threatened to hurt me if I didn’t do all that he said.

POTIPHAR: (disbelieving) What?

WIFE: It is true. He said that you had placed your entire household in his care and that he could make things difficult for me if … if… (she pretends she cannot continue)

POTIPHAR: (sits down, shaken) It cannot be. I cannot believe this. Joseph wouldn’t do this to me.

WIFE: I screamed and screamed, I tore at his face with my nails. (she gets slightly hysterical with her explanation) I bit him and scratched him and screamed. He must have heard the guard coming because he just turned suddenly and ran away.

POTIPHAR: (shaking his head) It cannot be true. I can’t believe this of him.

WIFE: (grabbing JOSEPH’s coat) You can believe THIS. He ran away so fast, he left his coat behind.

POTIPHAR: (pause, then outraged) Where is he?!

HEAD SLAVE: (calling) Bring him in.

JOSEPH is brought in, bound by guards. They throw him to his knees.

POTIPHAR: (starts off softly, getting louder) I brought you into my own household. I elevated you above all other slaves. I treated you well. I gave you my trust. And THIS is how you repay me?! (pointing at his WIFE)

JOSEPH: (desperate) Master, this is not so. I have never betrayed your trust. I could not do such an evil thing.

POTIPHAR: Then what do you call attacking my wife? You were doing me a favour, perhaps?

JOSEPH: (quietly, after a slight pause) I am innocent, my lord. I would not do this terrible deed.

POTIPHAR: You wouldn’t?

POTIPHAR suddenly stops pacing and stares at JOSEPH. He moves closer and lifts JOSEPH’s head, looking at him closely. He turns to look at his WIFE, who is still moaning and crying.

POTIPHAR: I see. (softly) So, wife. What does he deserve for this crime?

WIFE: (pause, then venomously) I want the full measure, Potiphar. The FULL measure for this deed. He must die.

JOSEPH: No. I did nothing wrong!

POTIPHAR silences him with a gesture. He is still studying his wife who is doing her best to keep the image of the injured party. All is very still.

POTIPHAR: Take him to prison.

POTIPHAR’s WIFE gasps in shocked outrage. The guards haul JOSEPH to his feet and drag him away. POTIPHAR gestures to the HEAD SLAVE.

HEAD SLAVE: (to other servants) Out. Everybody out. Leave.

He bows, and then exits. POTIPHAR, suddenly very weary, sinks into a chair. His WIFE moves from where she has been standing. Her fists are clenched.

WIFE: (deceptively calm) Prison? THAT is the penalty you give for attempted rape of your own wife? (POTIPHAR is silent) Potiphar, you have humiliated me! Is this the justice of the Pharoah’s chief executioner?

POTIPHAR: (looking up, tiredly) Joseph attacked you?

WIFE: (outraged) Yes. I even showed you his cloak, didn’t I?

POTIPHAR: And when he attacked you, you fought him? Scratched and bit him, I think you said.

WIFE: Yes, I did. With everything I had in me.

POTIPHAR: (still quietly) Strange then, that I could see no scratch marks on his face or his neck. 

WIFE: (suddenly realising she’s been found out, is quiet) Potiphar, I…

POTIPHAR: (very quietly) I know you, wife. I saw how you watched him, how you have watched others.

She is about to speak, but POTIPHAR gestures for her to be quiet and turns away. As she goes up to him, he jerks away and walks out. She stares after him, and then exits brokenly.

LIGHTS OUT

Scene 10

JOSEPH is brought into prison and roughly thrown down. There are two other prisoners within.

GUARD 1: There you are, wretch.

GUARD 2: And you had better thank the gods that this is all you get for your crime. The lord Potiphar could have had your head.

They leave.

JOSEPH: (to the retreating guards) I did nothing wrong. 

BUTLER: (tiredly) We know. You’re innocent.

BAKER: (mockingly) Just like all the rest of the thieves and riffraff they throw in here.

JOSEPH moves to a corner and picks up a bit of sackcloth. He throws it over his back and huddles down miserably.

LIGHTS OUT

GRANDFATHER: Prisons here in Egypt are miserable affairs, not much better than holes in the ground and rats for companions. The two prisoners who were in prison with Joseph, were not much for friendship. For the first time since he had been sold into slavery, Joseph suddenly had a lot of time on his hands. Fuelled by his own misery and heartache, Joseph’s thoughts turned towards home and the life that had been stolen from him.

Scene 11

Early morning. The TEN BROTHERS come on stage in groups, talking and laughing. JOSEPH enters with JACOB. 

JACOB: (to them all) You’ve all washed and eaten, I hope?

DAN: We’ve all eaten, but I’m not sure Simeon has washed.

All laugh.

JACOB: Too bad for him, then. Go, sons. Get to work.

They leave slowly, JOSEPH following. JACOB claps his hand on his shoulder.

JACOB: And where do you think you’re going?

JOSEPH: With my brothers. To work.

JACOB: No, you’re not. (waving a scroll in JOSEPH’s face) Lessons.

JOSEPH: (disappointed) Aw, father. I wanted to be with my brothers today.

JACOB: Not today, my son. Today, you study.

JOSEPH: But none of my brothers ever study.

JACOB: You are not just one of your brothers. You are different. You are the long-awaited son. (as JOSEPH wants to protest) Enough arguing. Come with me.

JUDAH: You see. The little brat gets out of work again.

REUBEN: (impatient) You expected otherwise? Leave him to his shade and dusty scrolls, Judah.

LEVI: You know, if I were you, Reuben, I’d be worried.

REUBEN: Why?

SIMEON: Don’t be dense, brother. What if father favours little Joseph so much, that he gives him the right of the firstborn, instead of you?

REUBEN: Don’t be foolish. Let’s get to work before we get into trouble again.

LEVI: And remember who got us into trouble that time? (mocking) Dear, honest Joseph.

REUBEN: Be quiet, Levi, and let’s get going before he gets another chance to get us into trouble. Come.

EXIT

LIGHTS OUT

Scene 12

JACOB and JOSEPH. JOSEPH is writing in a scroll.

JOSEPH: (handing scroll to JACOB) I’m finished, father.

JACOB: (studying it) Very good, my son. It wasn’t so hard, was it?

JOSEPH: No. (pause, distracted)
JACOB: What is it, Joseph?

JOSEPH: Hmm? Oh. Nothing.

JACOB: Come now. I’ve been your father for seventeen years. I know you better than you think. Tell me what is troubling you.

JOSEPH: (reluctantly) It’s my brothers. I don’t know what it is, but … it feels as if they’re constantly angry with me. Like they really can’t stand being with me.

JACOB: Son…

JOSEPH: (interrupting) I’ve tried to mend this gap. I’m friendly to them – that’s why I wanted to go with them today.

JACOB: Joseph, they’re different. You are different. You are born to privilege, they work. 

JOSEPH: But I don’t want to be different.

JACOB: It’s not a matter of wanting or not wanting to be different. You are a miracle child. We thought Rachel would never have children. Then you came. You just are different.

JOSEPH is unsatisfied with this explanation. JACOB pats his shoulder comfortingly.

JACOB: Don’t worry about your brothers. They’ll get over it. They must. (pause) You are special, Joseph. The Lord God has gifted you with many talents. I am well pleased with your honesty and integrity.

JOSEPH: (with a laugh) Honesty. That’s the latest my brothers are angry about. It’s that incident I told you about when they lost the lambs because they’d been drinking. Me and my big mouth.

JACOB: (sternly) No, Joseph. You did the right thing, even if doing it was painful.

JOSEPH: (reluctantly) Yes, father.

JACOB: I have had a gift made for you.

JOSEPH: A gift? Why?

JACOB: Must a father have a reason to give his son a gift? (calls to the side) Sarai. 

A MAID enters.

JACOB: Ah, Sarai. Is it finished?

SARAI: It is, master. 

JACOB: Excellent. Bring my son his gift.

She exits and comes back with the coat.

JOSEPH: (astounded) Father. It’s beautiful.

JACOB: Well don’t just sit there staring at it. Try it on.

JOSEPH stands up and puts on the coat.

JACOB: (pleased) A perfect fit. (to maid) Thank you, Sarai. Good work.

SARAI: Thank you, master.

SARAI exits.

JOSEPH: (to SARAI) Thank you! Oh, father. (examining coat) It’s wonderful. Thank you. And so many colours. None of my brothers have such a coat.

JACOB: None of your brothers has pleased me like you have. All they bring me is trouble and pain. 

JOSEPH: Father?

JACOB: (bitterly) First, with that deceitful and terrible massacre of Shechem and his men after Dinah was raped. A whole city, Joseph. They deceived Shechem and the innocent men of the city only to kill them. (shaking his head, then angry) Then Reuben’s shameful sin! With his own stepmother, my WIFE! No, Joseph. Your brothers bring me grief. (earnest) Do not become like them. Learn to respect marriage, even the act of marriage. It is holy and not to be taken lightly. Learn this lesson now and you will save yourself a lot of pain and regret in the future!

JOSEPH: I will, father. I have no desire to shame you.

JACOB: Good. 

The BROTHERS come in from the day’s work.

DAN: (moaning) Oh, my aching back – the desert, cruel and unusual punishment.

JUDAH: Stop griping, Dan. You did nothing more than lose the sheep while eating five times your share! 

DAN: And now I’m hungry again…

SIMEON: I just want to get all this dust off me. A wash, that’s what I need.

REUBEN: You smell like you need three washes.

SIMEON: (defensively) Hey at least I worked -

DAN: (general laughter) Sure, but you still stink…

REUBEN: Be sure to wash before you join us for the evening meal.

SIMEON: You can be sure who will be sweet-smelling as always.

ZEBULON: (viciously) Joseph.

DAN: (carelessly) Oh forget about the kid, I’m hungry…

They suddenly spot JOSEPH in his new coat. They study it for a while. SIMEON comes closer.

JACOB: Good evening, boys. How did the day go?

Silence.

SIMEON: (dangerously sweet) That’s a very nice new coat you have there, Joseph.

JOSEPH: Yes. Thank you.

LEVI: (deceptively calm) Yes, it’s really lovely. Where did you get this beautiful present, brother?

JOSEPH: (defensively) From father.

SIMEON: Oh. (significantly) From father.

JACOB: (warning) Simeon.

LEVI: And what great deed did you perform to earn this coat of many colours that none of us have?

JOSEPH: It was a gift, Levi. That’s all.

JACOB: Stop this foolishness. A gift, Levi – all of you. 

LEVI: (to Reuben, all-knowing) A gift… For father’s favourite.

JACOB: (angrily) Be quiet. You know nothing. (to all) We eat in an hour. Wash up before then.

JACOB walks out.

REUBEN has been staring at JOSEPH’s coat in shock, then anger.

LEVI: (to REUBEN) I told you so.

REUBEN: Shut up, Levi. It’s pretty cloth, that’s all. For one who cannot do a man’s job and get dirty.

JOSEPH: Hey.

SIMEON: Quiet, softy. You might get your lovely voice hoarse. Don’t you know it’s not nice manners to raise your voice (hard) to your elders!

JUDAH: Oh, but you forget, Simeon. Joseph is above even his older brothers. All our hard work is making him rich.

JOSEPH: Please, Judah. That’s not – 

SIMEON: Get out of here. 

LEVI: (mocking) Yes, you’re blinding our eyes.

ISSACHAR: (mocking) Oh don’t be nasty, boys. You might hurt father’s little pet.

JOSEPH leaves to taunts and mocking laughter.

JUDAH: It’s a sign of favouritism. (at REUBEN’s angry gesture) I hate to agree with Levi on this one, Reuben. But I think he’s right.

SIMEON: He is. I would watch out for my inheritance, if I were you, brother.

LEVI: I am right. I’m always right.

REUBEN: A coat hardly signifies that father is removing my birthright.

LEVI: It’s only the beginning. Just watch. More will happen.

DAN: (impatient, while leaving) When you filthy gentlemen in sack cloths finish arguing over that drivel… let’s get to what’s important - I’m hungry.

All exit.

LIGHTS OUT

Scene 13

Early morning. Servants prepare a meal for the family. The BROTHERS come on stage talking and laughing. JACOB enters and signals for his sons to sit. 

JACOB: (looking around) Where’s Joseph?

SIMEON: (innocently) Perhaps he’s still sleeping. He’s a growing boy, you know father. He must get enough sleep.

JACOB: Watch your tongue, Simeon.

DAN: (impatiently) Are we going to delay eating just for that … (he hesitates, seeing his father’s eyes on him) that sweet boy?

JACOB: We eat as a family. I will not – 

JOSEPH walks in hurriedly. He is very distracted and deep in thought.

JOSEPH: Sorry.

ISSACHAR: (muttering) Kind of you to join us. We’re SO thankful.

JACOB: Now that we’re all here. (praying) Blessed be the Lord our God who provides us with bread. Help us to serve You this day.

They all grab food, eat and talk. JACOB notices that JOSEPH is not eating.

JACOB: Eat, Joseph.

JOSEPH: (distracted) What? Oh. (he reaches for bread)

JACOB: What is wrong?

JOSEPH: Hmmm? Oh. Nothing.

JACOB: Joseph.

JOSEPH: It … (hesitantly) It was a dream, father. Two dreams, actually.

SIMEON: Entertain us, perhaps your comfortable bed breeds dreams of interest…

ISSACHAR: Do tell. Were you dreaming about the sheep?

DAN: (slyly) … or a pretty girl?

Laughter.

JACOB: (silencing them) Boys. Enough. (to JOSEPH) Tell us your dreams, Joseph. Perhaps they come from God.

JOSEPH: Well … I dreamed we were in the fields for the harvest. When we had bundled the wheat into sheaves, suddenly all my brothers’ sheaves fell down and bowed low before mine.

REUBEN: What?

JUDAH: (angry) Oh, so now you are to be above us?

SIMEON: Not only that – You want us to bow down to you!

JOSEPH: It was just a dream.

JUDAH: Father, I protest. This is outrageous. This (spitting it out) CHILD cannot and will not be our master.

JACOB: (thoughtfully) Peace, my sons. Joseph, you said you had a second dream.

JOSEPH: (hesitantly) Yes. In this dream, the sun, the moon and eleven stars bowed down to me.

Great outcy, even JACOB is upset.

REUBEN: You see, father. It just gets worse. Now you too are to bow down to the brat.

JUDAH: The coat wasn’t enough for him. Now he thinks he is above us.

SIMEON: Perhaps it was that colourful coat that set this off. 

JUDAH: You have wool for brains if you think this will ever happen.

JACOB: (quiet, upset) What IS this, Joseph? Not only your brothers, but now your mother and I are to bow down to you? My own son?!

JOSEPH: Father, it was just a dream. 

JACOB: Well see that it stays that way!

REUBEN: Really, father. You shouldn’t allow the boy to think such things.

SIMEON: Perhaps if he tasted real work and sweat, these notions of greatness would be forgotten.

JACOB: (calming down) That is enough. We will forget these dreams and we will go about our work today as usual. (to the grumbling) I said, I want this forgotten. Now. Get going. The day is not growing any younger.

SIMEON: I, for one, cannot wait to be gone from this BOY!

JACOB: (sternly) Simeon. He is your brother.

SIMEON: (viciously) HALF brother! (the brothers voice their agreement) 

JACOB: Stop this at once. We are one family.

JUDAH: (as they are leaving) Perhaps you should remind your favourite of that little fact.

They leave angrily. JOSEPH is still sitting at his place, his head in his hands. JACOB turns to him.

JACOB: Dreams! Ai. What a mess.

JOSEPH: (quietly) I’m sorry, father. I did not know this would happen.

JACOB: Next time you have a dream, tell me when I’m alone… Come. You have lessons, too.

Exit.

LIGHTS OUT

Scene 14

LIGHTS ON the BROTHERS seated under some shade.

DAN: I think I ate too much.

NAPHTALI: You always eat too much.

SIMEON: We’re grateful you left some food for us, brother.

DAN: (royally) Be grateful, brothers. I’m in a generous mood today. 

SIMEON: Thank you, highness. At least you’re not dreaming about us bowing to you. 

Some scattered laughter. 

DAN: No, no. I just dream about being very rich and never having to work again in my life.

NAPHTALI: Please. You dream about women just as much.

DAN: True. 

SIMEON: But at least he’s not dreaming about being our master. I hate that boy and his colourful coat.

REUBEN: (uncomfortably) You don’t mean that.

SIMEON: Don’t I? I hate him, Reuben. And I’m not alone.

Other voice their agreement.

LEVI: (scoffing) Do you love him? (silence) Do you? (silence) I didn’t think so.

REUBEN: I may not love him, but he’s still my brother.

JUDAH: How can you, of all people, say that!

REUBEN: Oh, please. Don’t start with the birthright thing again. You saw how father reacted to that dream.

SIMEON: Don’t be blind, Reuben. The boy thinks himself above you. He has no qualms telling us that he expects us to bow down to him.

REUBEN: He didn’t say that.

LEVI: Don’t be dense. It’s what he meant. Sometimes I wish I could wipe his self-satisfied face right off his proud neck.

SIMEON: I would love to have him in my power for one… (he breaks off)

REUBEN: What is it, Simeon? 

SIMEON: (signalling for silence) I thought I heard… There. You hear the voice shouting out?

LEVI: I hear it too.

JOSEPH’s voice calling, first faint, then louder.

SIMEON: I’d know that voice anywhere.

JUDAH: (disgusted) It’s the dreamer.

RUEBEN: Why do you think he’s here?

SIMEON: Why? To spy on us, of course.

REUBEN: You don’t know that, Simeon.

SIMEON: Oh don’t I, Reuben? (sarcastic) Perhaps he’s here to work amongst us? (voice hard) No. 

LEVI: (slowly) You were saying … about having him in your power …

REUBEN: (quickly) Stop right there, Levi. Simeon, don’t even think about it.

SIMEON: (drawing his knife, playing with it) It’d be perfect, Reuben. Think about it. We’re isolated here. 

JUDAH: (catching on to the idea) There’s no one around for miles … 

REUBEN: (urgently) THINK about what you’re saying. You want to KILL one of us.

SIMEON: Us? Did I miss something? Since when was he one of us?

REUBEN: Don’t be fools. And what if we did kill him? What then? You think father wouldn’t notice that his favourite son was missing?!

JUDAH: This area is full of vicious wild animals. We could tell father Joseph was attacked, eaten by a wolf. Father will never know… (agreement)
REUBEN: I will not have the blood of even my half-brother on my hands.

The others try to persuade him

REUBEN: (firmly) I am still the oldest here and I have the last say in what happens. You are not to kill him.

SIMEON: What will we do, then. Embrace him? Bow down to him, maybe?

REUBEN: Shut up. We will get rid of Joseph.

LEVI: But you just said – 

REUBEN: (ignoring him) There are plenty of empty wells around here. There’s one just over there. We’ll throw him into it and leave him there. That way he will die anyway, but we will not have spilt his blood.

SIMEON: I still say a quick thrust with my knife – 

REUBEN: But I am making the decision here. He’s coming. Get ready.

JOSEPH approaches. 

JOSEPH: (still calling) Brothers! Brothers. I am glad to have found you. I went to – 

LEVI: What do you want, dreamer?

JOSEPH: (confused) I’ve brought you supplies. Father sent me to see how you were doing.

REUBEN: To spy on us, you mean.

JOSEPH: No, Reuben. I – 

SIMEON: (approaching JOSEPH and throwing an arm around him, mockingly) Brothers. We should be happy to see the future head of our family.

JOSEPH: (uncomfortably) Simeon, please.

SIMEON: No really, Joseph. Do you want us to start bowing to you now, or are you going to wait for later?

JOSEPH: (getting angry) Stop this. It wasn’t my fault. I can’t help what I dream.

LEVI: No, I suppose you can’t. Then again – you have chosen to come here wearing (he jerks at the coat) this sign of father’s favouritism.

JUDAH: You’re throwing it up in our faces, aren’t you?

JOSEPH: Throwing what up?

REUBEN: Your lofty position with father. 

JOSEPH: It’s not true. You know nothing.

SIMEON: We know nothing? (he tears the coat off JOSEPH)

JOSEPH: Stop that! Give me back my coat.

SIMEON: No. I don’t think so. (tossing it to the others)

JOSEPH: It was my gift. I can’t help the gifts I receive.

ISSACHAR: Well, neither can you help this. (he pushes JOSEPH)

JOSEPH: Leave me alone.

LEVI: No, no, brat. It’s our turn…

SIMEON: You have no idea how long we have waited for this. (pushes JOSEPH)

ZEBULON: Or this. (he trips JOSEPH)

JOSEPH: (angry) Stop. I’m going to tell father.

REUBEN: No you won’t. (to BROTHERS) It’s time. Take him.

They grab a protesting JOSEPH and haul him off to the well. They throw him in. JOSEPH screams as he falls in.

LIGHTS OUT

Scene 15

LIGHTS ON DIMLY. The BROTHERS are lying down, trying to sleep. Sounds of night, broken by cries of help from JOSEPH.

SIMEON: (exasperated) That’s it. (he gets up, pulling out his knife) 

REUBEN: (grabbing him) Where do you think you’re going?

SIMEON: (indicating with his knife) To do what we should have done in the first place.

JUDAH: (getting up) He’s right, Reuben. None of us can take much more of this.

REUBEN: I said there will be no bloodshed. He will die soon enough. We’ll leave him in the morning.

DAN: (grumbling from his position) Those yowls penetrate this bread I stuck in my ears. He’s thrown off my appetite!

JUDAH: We should have done away with him. Or thrown him into a pit further away.

JOSEPH gives a piercing cry for REUBEN.

REUBEN: I’ve had enough of this.

He walks off.

DAN: Maybe that’s a wise move. (another cry from JOSEPH) Ok, that’s it – I can’t eat! (drops bread he’s eating and picks up a rock, moving towards the well, realises it’s too heavy and starts looking for another)

JUDAH: I hope he gets hoarse before long. The boy has the power to drive us mad even from a pit.

LEVI: Naphtali’s lucky enough to be on watch tonight. Maybe he can’t hear the pestilence.

NAPHTALI comes running in.

NAPHTALI: (out of breath) Brothers! You’re awake.

JUDAH: Who can sleep with that racket?

NAPHTALI: There’s a caravan coming.

SIMEON: (alert) A caravan. Are they friendly?

DAN: We should shut the kid up. He’ll bring the caravan right down on our heads.

NAPHTALI: They’re merchants. Ishmaelites.

LEVI: (relieved) Ishmaelites. We’re safe. They’re probably on their way to Egypt.

JUDAH: (an idea forming) Egypt? 

LEVI: Yes. Too bad we have nothing to sell.

JUDAH: Perhaps we do.

SIMEON: What? We have nothing but the sheep and the goats.

JUDAH: True. Sheep and goats and … one slave.

LEVI: (confused) Slave? We don’t – (realization strikes, disbelieving) You’re not…

SIMEON: (interrupting, enthusiastic) It’s brilliant. (outlining the plan) We’ll sell Joseph to the merchants. They take him to Egypt. He’s far away and can’t get back home. We’re free of him and we don’t even have to kill him or wait for him to die in that pit.

JUDAH: Exactly. (to others) Fetch the boy.

MERCHANTS approach. SIMEON goes to them. They converse quietly for a moment. JOSEPH is hauled in by ISSACHAR and ZEBULON. SIMEON points at him. The SLAVE DEALER indicates that JOSEPH be brought to them.

JOSEPH: Let me go. (struggling) What is going on? What are you going to do to me?

DAN: We’re sending you on a nice, very long, permanent holiday.

JOSEPH: What do you mean? I – 

SIMEON: (harshly) Silence, pestilence. (to SLAVE DEALER) This is the one.

SLAVE DEALER: (examining JOSEPH, who is protesting) Hmmm. I don’t know… Not very big, is he?

SIMEON: He’ll get bigger. He’s valuable. He can read and write.

SLAVE DEALER: Well, that could count in his favour. This had better be true. My customers rely on me for quality. (listening to JOSEPH’s protests) He’s rather loud and obnoxious, isn’t he?

SIMEON: (hitting JOSEPH into silence) That can be remedied.

SLAVE DEALER: (ominously) Oh it will. Never fear. (making a decision) I’ll take him. I’ll give you ten pieces of silver for him.

SIMEON: Ten? Uh, that seems a little low…– 

SLAVE DEALER: Gentlemen, I am a fair man. I can see that you are just honest men trying to do business. Out of the kindness of my heart … I’ll offer you twenty. Not a piece more, or I leave him.

JUDAH: (quickly) We’ll take it.

SLAVE DEALER: (delighted) Excellent. (taking out a pouch) Here you go, gentlemen. 

They hand him JOSEPH. He indicates for his men who come and bind JOSEPH.

JOSEPH: Brothers, I beg of you. Don’t do this! Judah, please. Dan? You can’t sell me!

They avoid his gaze. 

SLAVE DEALER: (clucking in sympathy) I know, distasteful business to be sure. Never fear. I am the best known slave dealer in the east. You will not regret this. (he points to the pouch in JUDAH’s hand) You’ve got the money.

DAN: (suddenly doubtful) Judah? I’m not sure about this -

SIMEON: (hard) It’s too late to turn back. 

The SLAVE DEALER takes the rope binding JOSEPH.

JOSEPH: (shouting back) Please! Don’t do this. I am your brother. I am your brother!

JUDAH: (softly) HALF brother.

SLAVE DEALER: Nice doing business with you, gentlemen. Come on, slave.

He drags JOSEPH to the other merchants.

The merchants and JOSEPH EXIT.

LEVI: What now?

SIMEON: We’re free of him, that’s what. Bring me his coat.

REUBEN walks in.

REUBEN: (suspicious) What’s going on here? What’s all the commotion?

SIMEON: We’ve sold our problem to some merchants going to Egypt.

REUBEN: Our prob – What?!

LEVI: We’ve sold Joseph as a slave for twenty pieces of silver. Some Ishmaelites just passed by here on the way to Egypt.

REUBEN: You did WHAT?!

SIMEON: (confused at REUBEN’s outrage) Twenty was all they would give us. Don’t worry, you’ll get your share of the money.

REUBEN: (agonised) Not the money! How could you do this?!

SIMEON: (defensively) Hey! You were the one who decided to throw Joseph into the pit to die. Don’t look at us like that.

REUBEN: You fool! I told you to throw him into the pit because I knew it was the safest place for him to be until you all came to your senses! I never meant to keep him there. 

There is an awkward silence.

DAN: Oops…

REUBEN: (despairing) And now he is gone. What am I to do? What do I tell father?

JUDAH: We go according to the first plan, Reuben. Joseph was killed by a wild animal. 

SIMEON: Yes, and we can hand over proof. His coat.

REUBEN: (dead voice) His coat.

SIMEON: Well, Reuben? What is your decision? After all, you are the first born. We will do whatever you say.

REUBEN: (tired, resigned) Kill a lamb. Tear up the coat.

LIGHTS OUT

Scene 16

LIGHTS ON prison. JOSEPH is seated with his head in his hands. The BUTLER and BAKER are asleep.

JOSEPH: Oh God of my fathers. Why have you forsaken me? What did I do that was deserving of all of this? Perhaps it was my father’s love for me that drove my brothers, but it was no fault of mine. Then you allowed me to be sold like an ox in the marketplace. You allowed Potiphar to elevate me. I did my best, oh God. I worked hard and even then you blessed my work and Potiphar was well pleased with me. I thought I could be at peace at last. Then HER. (frustrated) When my mistress tempted me, I resisted her just like I’d been taught, just as father instructed me. Just as You would have wanted me to. And what do I get for doing the right thing? Prison. This stinking hole. I’m alone in the world. My father probably thinks I’m dead; my master had me thrown in here. Nobody cares. What am I to do? Am I to just die here? Why, Lord God? Why?

He sinks down in despair. Then it is as if a revelation has just come upon him. He slowly raises his head.

JOSEPH: (in wonder) You know… Lord, YOU know why. I don’t have to know the reasons. You see beyond what I can. You can see into the future, the past. This all makes perfect sense to you ... I don’t have to know why … You know better than I … You are in control.

It is as if a great burden and load has been rolled off him.

JOSEPH: You have not forsaken me. Oh, forgive my doubt and disbelief. I bring you my hurt and bitterness. Oh, God of my fathers … You are MY God too. You care about me. You are here; here in this hole of despair.

GRANDFATHER: And God was there. He had His own plan for Joseph and at last, Joseph had surrendered. A great peace filled his heart, a close communion with the One who truly cared for him and loved him with an everlasting love. Now, the Lord God could accomplish His great design for Joseph …

LIGHTS OUT as GRANDFATHER speaks.

Scene 17

LIGHTS ON

Morning in the prison. The BUTLER and BAKER are huddled together. Both are listless and disturbed.

BUTLER: I tell you I could not sleep again after that dream.

BAKER: I was up all night with my own dreams. Don’t trouble me with yours.

BUTLER: But, I’m telling you: It was the strangest dream I’ve ever had.

BAKER: So was mine. (brusque) You may as well tell me yours. 

BUTLER: I dreamed I was walking around the Pharaoh’s palace when I came across a grape vine with three branches. While I was watching, the branches began to bud and blossom. Soon there were ripe clusters of grapes on them. I picked them and squeezed them into Pharaoh’s cup and gave it to him and he drank. I tell you, it was all so REAL, everything felt as if I could just reach out and really touch it.

BAKER: (thoughtfully) That is a strange dream.

BUTLER: (despairing) If only I knew what it meant. I have a feeling it means something really important. But WHAT?

JOSEPH: (softly) I know what your dream means.

BUTLER: (startled, looking at JOSEPH) What?

JOSEPH: I know what your dream means.

BAKER: (impatiently) Rubbish. What can a criminal possibly know about dreams?

JOSEPH ignores him and walks over to the BUTLER. He sits beside him.

BUTLER: (hesitant) What … I mean … How can you possible interpret dreams?

JOSEPH: It’s not me. God has shown me the meaning of your dream.

The BAKER humphs disbelievingly.

BAKER: Oh, please. Don’t tell me you’re going to believe him? He could tell you anything.

BUTLER: But maybe he does know. It couldn’t hurt. (to JOSEPH) Go on.

JOSEPH: The three branches mean three days. In three days Pharaoh will release you from this prison and you will go back to serving him.

BUTLER: (with a wild hope) Really? Can it be?

BAKER: (seeing hope, still sharply) Well, see if you can interpret my dream.

JOSEPH: Tell me what it was. But remember, dreams can also have bad meanings.

BAKER: In my dream, I was carrying three baskets of bread to the palace. Suddenly a swarm of black birds descended on me (‘sees’ the horror of his dream, gets louder), knocking the baskets to the ground. They swarmed around me, pecking at my head; my eyes, my neck. (to JOSEPH, after a pause) What does it mean?

JOSEPH is horror-struck. He backs away.

JOSEPH: (mumbling) Nothing. I don’t …

BAKER: (grabbing him) You know. You know. Tell me what it means.

JOSEPH: You don’t want to know.

BAKER: (aggressively) I do. Now tell me what my dream means!

JOSEPH: (quietly) The three baskets also mean three days.

BAKER: (relieved, to BUTLER) I knew it! In three days I will be free.

JOSEPH: No. In three days, Pharaoh will have you executed and the birds will feed on your flesh.

BAKER: (thunderstruck) No. It can’t be. 

JOSEPH: I’m truly sorry.

BAKER: (frantically, grabbing JOSEPH) You’re lying! You’re lying!

BUTLER: (pulling him away from JOSEPH) Calm down, my friend. They were just dreams. He doesn’t know.

LIGHTS OUT

Scene 18

In prison. Three days later. The prisoners have been given bread. The BUTLER and JOSEPH eat, but the BAKER is not eating, he’s listless and afraid.

Soldiers come to the prison.

SOLDIER: (pointing to BAKER) That’s the one. Take him away.

BAKER: (struggling, protesting) You can’t do this. I’m the Pharaoh’s baker. Where are you taking me?!

SOLDIER: Shut up. You’re no one. Condemned men command no soldier.

BAKER: (at JOSEPH, in horror) You knew!

JOSEPH looks away sadly. The BUTLER is terrified.

BAKER: (as they’re dragging him away) You knew! You knew I was going to die.

SOLDIER: (to BUTLER) You. The Pharaoh’s summoned you.

BUTLER: Me?

SOLDIER: Yes, you. Now be quick.

JOSEPH: (seeing BUTLER’s terror) Don’t worry. You won’t be hurt. You’re free.

BUTLER: I am?

SOLDIER: Yes, you’re free. Be quick. Get your things. The Pharaoh wants you back in the palace.

JOSEPH: I am happy for you, my friend. 

BUTLER: (euphoric) You were right all along! 

JOSEPH: May I ask a favour?

BUTLER: Anything. Absolutely anything.

JOSEPH: When you are before the Pharaoh, remember me. Tell him about me. I am here in Egypt, sold unlawfully. And now I’m in this prison even though I’m innocent. 

BUTLER: (still delighted, slightly distracted) Of course I will.

SOLDIER: (impatient) Come. We must go.

JOSEPH: (as they leave, calling) Don’t forget about me!

GRANDFATHER: (as LIGHTS DIM) But the Pharaoh’s butler did forget about Joseph. For two full years, Joseph stayed on in prison. But the warder of the prison took note of Joseph and soon Joseph was placed in charge of the prison, under the warder. Again, the Lord God prospered him. Sometimes Joseph still wondered if he was doomed to spend all his days in prison. But God was still at work, for after two years had passed, God set events in motion that would change the world.

LIGHTS OUT

Scene 19

The Pharaoh’s palace. Officials and priests are milling about quietly. Pharaoh is facing one of the statues of the gods. He does not look like Pharaoh, he is wearing a simple white robe and is hunched over in weariness. A priest passes him a bowl of steaming incense, which he raises to the idol. 

PHARAOH: (quietly dignified) For the sake of Egypt, relieve my suffering.

There is silence. Then Pharaoh turns around. Immediately the servants rush to him and put on him the royal robe and chains of office and the crown. A servant then hands him the two sceptres. Now he looks kingly and dignified. He sits on his throne and POTIPHAR steps forward.

POTIPHAR: (announcing) The great Pharaoh. The son of the mighty god, Ra. Bow low before him as he sits in judgement.

All bow. PHARAOH indicates to the MAGICIAN.

MAGICIAN: (bowing low) Great sun god of Egypt, oh mighty Pharaoh. Your countenance shines like your father the sun …

PHARAOH: I did not have you brought here to flatter me, you fool. I have given you three days, as you requested. Do you know what my dreams mean?

MAGICIAN: Mighty one, I fear sometimes the gods choose not to reveal their wisdom. I have examined the entrails of numerous birds and beasts (he indicates to a table nearby). The signs are ominous, but unreadable.

PRIEST: (coming forward, bowing) Indeed, great Pharaoh. We have searched the stars in this matter – very diligently. I fear the mystery of the night sky has been closed to our searching eyes no matter what we tried.

PHARAOH sighs deeply.

PHARAOH: You mean, you don’t know.

MAGICIAN: Well I wouldn’t say we don’t KNOW, majesty – it’s just that we can’t uncover the mystery.

PHARAOH: You don’t know.

PRIEST: (afraid) We … (quietly) We don’t know, sire. Maybe some things are best kept a mystery. Perhaps the gods don’t want the Pharaoh to know.

PHARAOH: How can they not? Did they not send these dreams to me? (pounding the throne) But I must know. I must find these hidden meanings! I’ve had this dream every night for a week. If you don’t want a simpering fool for a Pharaoh, then I’d suggest you work harder at unveiling this great mystery, as you put it.

The priests and magicians gather together to try further experiments. They pour pungent, smoking articles into water. There is smoke and smells. In the bustle, POTIPHAR turns to BUTLER.

POTIPHAR: Are you not ashamed?

BUTLER: (defensively) What do you mean? What have I done?

POTIPHAR: You know very well of a man who could relieve your king’s suffering, and yet you keep silent.

BUTLER: But he’s a prisoner. How can I suggest to Pharaoh that a prisoner could tell him something his own priests and wise-men can not?

POTIPHAR: You told me that Joseph told you what your dream meant. And everything he told you came true. Pharaoh is desperate. He will probably not care who the man is. Besides, it is the right thing to do – you know that.

POTIPHAR moves away. The BUTLER stands still for a moment, then pours wine into the PHARAOH’s goblet and walks to PHARAOH. He is very afraid. PHARAOH takes the goblet, distractedly. He notices that the BUTLER has not moved away.

PHARAOH: (impatiently) What is it?

BUTLER: (afraid) Mighty one, I have come to confess my sin.

PHARAOH: Sin? Go away. I have no time for this. I need to see to these dreams.

BUTLER: Exactly, my Pharaoh. 

PHARAOH: What?

BUTLER: While I was in prison, I had a dream. It was so vivid and strange, I felt certain that it had some meaning. Another prisoner who was with me told me exactly what my dream meant. And everything he said came true.

PHARAOH: Is this true? (to POTIPHAR) Do you know anything about this?

POTIPHAR: I know the man, Pharaoh. I too have heard this story.

PHARAOH: (doubtfully) A prisoner?

POTIPHAR: (heavily) Yes. (after a pause, indicating to the assembled magicians and priests) You have tried everything else, great one. What can this hurt?

PHARAOH: You are right. But to be sure … Potiphar, you will go to the prison and fetch this man. Tell him nothing. I have to be sure I’m not being deceived.

POTIPHAR: (bowing low) As the Pharaoh wishes.

POTIPHAR walks out. 

LIGHTS OUT

Scene 20

LIGHTS ON prison. POTIPHAR walks hesitantly to the prison. JOSEPH is seated at a crude table, writing.

POTIPHAR: (softly) Joseph.

JOSEPH looks up. He is shocked to see POTIPHAR. He stands up and bows.

POTIPHAR: (uncomfortably) Stand up, Joseph. I – (he doesn’t know what to say)
JOSEPH sees that POTIPHAR is feeling very guilty. He walks to him and places a hand on POTIPHAR’s shoulder.

JOSEPH: It is good to see you, Potiphar.

POTIPHAR: (surprised) How can you say that? After all … You didn’t deserve to be in here. But my wife … I had to …

JOSEPH: (at peace) I know. It’s alright, Potiphar. God was in control all along. He’s still in control.

POTIPHAR: (after a pause) You are a good man, Joseph. You are the right man for this. I knew it all along.

JOSEPH: What is it? What am I to do?

POTIPHAR: You have been summoned to the Pharaoh.

JOSEPH: I am free?

POTIPHAR: For now. Your friend the butler finally remembered you to Pharaoh. Come. We must hurry and get you ready. You can’t appear before the Pharaoh looking like that. 

JOSEPH: Whatever is necessary. I am ready to leave this place.

POTIPHAR: I can well imagine. Come.

They walk off.

LIGHTS OUT

Scene 21

LIGHTS ON Pharaoh’s palace. The attendants are trying to serve Pharaoh some food. He waves them away and indicates for his BUTLER who hurries to him with the goblet of wine. The Magicians and Priests are still huddled together discussing and gesticulating.

PHARAOH: (quietly) Look at the fools. They don’t know, but they are too afraid to say so once and for all. 

POTIPHAR walks on and bows before PHARAOH followed by JOSEPH who also bows. The chattering stops and all turn to look at the newcomers.

POTIPHAR: Pharaoh.

PHARAOH: Is this the man?

POTIPHAR: This is the man, great one. May I present to you: Joseph.

PHARAOH: (softly, to himself) Joseph. Are you a Canaanite?

JOSEPH: I am, great Pharaoh.

PHARAOH: I am told you merely need to hear a dream and then be able to give its meaning.

JOSEPH: It is not me, highness, but God who reveals the meaning of dreams.

PHARAOH: God? Which one?

JOSEPH: The one true God, Pharaoh. 

PHARAOH: The ONE true God, you say?

PRIEST: I protest, great Pharaoh. This man blasphemes the gods!

PHARAOH: Quiet. Any man who is brave enough to speak to me of a god greater than Ra is not afraid to lose his life. At least I know he won’t lie to me.

PHARAOH stands up. He walks to JOSEPH and studies him. He looks at POTIPHAR, then sits down again.

PHARAOH: For a week now, I have been troubled by a strange and terrible dream. Every night it is the same. I am walking along the banks of the Nile where I see seven fat, healthy cows grazing along the banks. Then suddenly, out of the river, seven thin and sickly cows rise up and fall on the seven healthy cattle, consuming them. And yet afterward, they are still as thin and as sickly as ever. Then I wake up.

There is silence.

JOSEPH: Is there a second dream?

PHARAOH looks sharply at POTIPHAR.

POTIPHAR: I told him nothing, my lord.

PHARAOH: (amazed, softly) Yes, a second dream always follows. I dream of a stalk bearing seven ears of grain that is healthy and good, ready to be harvested. Suddenly, out of the same stalk grow seven sickly, withered ears unfit for eating. They consume the healthy ears of grain and yet remain as sickly and as withered as before. (pause) Do you know what these dreams mean?

JOSEPH: Both dreams mean the same thing, Pharaoh. 

There is a general bustle of excitement. PHARAOH raises his hand for silence.

JOSEPH: The seven healthy cows and the seven ears of good grain mean that seven years of great prosperity and plenty are coming. The crops and the herds will flourish and the people will be content. 

PHARAOH: But?

JOSEPH: But the seven unhealthy cows and sickly ears of grain mean that after the seven years of plenty will come a great famine. It will be terrible. So terrible that the memory of the good years will be wiped out completely, as if they had never been.

There is a general outcry.

JOSEPH: (quietly) The Lord God has shown you the future and what will come to pass. 

MAGICIAN: Wretch! How dare you predict such a disaster on the great Pharaoh’s kingdom?!

PHARAOH: Silence! (stands, thinking) Years of plenty, then great need … (to JOSEPH) Is there anything we can do to prevent this disaster? 

JOSEPH: There is, Pharaoh. Appoint someone to oversee the harvests during the years of plenty. Let one fifth of every harvest be tribute to Pharaoh, so that it can be stored in the granaries. Then when the years of famine come, the grain can be sold back to the people so that they may live.

PHARAOH: A wise suggestion, Joseph. Who will this man be?

JOSEPH: That is for Pharaoh to decide. Only, let this man be wise and trustworthy, for the fate of Egypt will be in his hands. May the Lord God guide you in your decision.

PHARAOH walks around studying the people assembled there.

PHARAOH: A wise man … Trustworthy … Wise … (he stops before POTIPHAR, points to JOSEPH) You trust this man?

JOSEPH looks at POTIPHAR, suddenly unsure. POTIPHAR looks at him.

POTIPHAR: (emphatically) With my life, sire.

PHARAOH: I thought so. 

He beckons JOSEPH closer and takes off his signet ring.

PHARAOH: Hear now the decision of your Pharaoh. I appoint Joseph to be ruler over Egypt. Everything he says, goes. Only I will be above him.

Servants rush over with a rich robe. PHARAOH touches his sceptres to JOSEPH’s shoulders.

PHARAOH: I give you the name, Zaphnath-Paaneah. I set you over all the land of Egypt and all will bow before you.

He places the ring on JOSEPH’s finger and a chain of gold is placed around his neck.

POTIPHAR: The Pharaoh has spoken. His word lives and is law. Bow low before your ruler and Zaphnath-Paaneah.

All bow, including POTIPHAR. 

PHARAOH: Come. My people must be introduced to their new ruler.

PHARAOH and JOSEPH walk out along with entourage.

LIGHTS OUT

Scene 22

LIGHTS ON the bustle of the leaving Israelites. BENJAMIN is still sitting before his GRANDFATHER.

GRANDFATHER: And so Joseph was raised up over all of Egypt to save the Egyptians and eventually the people of Israel.

BENJAMIN: (after a pause) You’re stopping the story there?

GRANDFATHER: Yes.

BENJAMIN: (protesting) But grandfather you can’t stop there. What happened to Joseph? Did he meet up with his brothers again? Did they bow down to him? What happened in the famine? Did Joseph marry?

GRANFATHER: (chuckling) Peace, young fire. The story does continue.

BENJAMIN: (relieved) Good.

GRANDFATHER: And you will hear it – another time.

BENJAMIN: Aw, grandfather.

Just then, the excitement dies down and a few men bearing a sarcophagus come in. A way is parted for them and the people close in behind them.

BENJAMIN: (awed) The bones of Joseph, grandfather.

GRANDFATHER: Yes. A promise fulfilled to a great man. Come, Benjamin. We are off to the Promised Land and the Lord God’s victory.

BENJAMIN: And the rest of the story?

GRANDFATHER: (giving in) Very well. I will tell you the rest of that story once you help me up and let these old bones get moving.

BENJAMIN pulls his GRANDFATHER to his feet. They join the throng that moves off. GRANDFATHER’s voice becomes distant as they EXIT.

GRANDFATHER: The Pharaoh of Egypt gave Joseph a beautiful wife who bore him two sons. The years of plenty came and a fifth of all the harvest was collected and stored. Soon seven years had passed and the famine began. It was long and terrible - reaching far, even to Canaan and Jacob and his sons who had heard that there was grain to be had in Egypt …

LIGHTS OUT 

THE END
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