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Cast:   Elvis    (Male, 20 +) 
 
   Seve    (Male, 20 +) 
 
   Charles  (Male, 20 +) 
    
   Albert    (Male, 20 +) 
   
   John   (Male, 20 +) 
 
   Cheerleader/Victoria  (Female, 18 — 30) 
 
 
 
Scene:   An empty stage except for a deck of cards on a tall, slim, dark table centre. All is 
   black. 
 
 
SFX:  Music in. Fade out under dialogue. 
 
 
 
LX:  Fade up spot or special on cards, centre.  
 
 
LX:  Fade up full stage hot as: 
 
 
 
ELVIS enters upstage. He is dressed in generic, modern, modest casual wear. He seems lost. He 
is examining his clothing. SEVE enters downstage from opposite side, similarly attired and likewise 
engaged. ELVIS sees SEVE first. 
 
ELVIS:   Um, hi ... um — 
 
SEVE:                         Hi. Look, er, do you — um ... 
 
ELVIS:   Me?  
 
SEVE:   What? 
 
ELVIS:   Sorry, look — um, (Offering his hand) Elvis — 
 
SEVE:   (Shaking) Sevi — 
 
ELVIS:   — Elvis Presley 
 
SEVE:   Wow. Your parents liked him a lot huh? 
 
ELVIS:   What? Liked who? 
 
SEVE:   Elvis — Elvis Presley. I mean, like the real Elvis. The singer. 
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ELVIS:   That's me. I'm him. 
 
SEVE:   Piss off! 
 
ELVIS:   What? 
 
SEVE:   You're not Elvis Presley; you're nothing like him. I'm more like Elvis than you. 
 
ELVIS:   Don't be ridiculous. Of course I'm me, I — oh, you mean the clothes? Yeah 
   that was one of the things I was going to ask you — 
 
SEVE:   Come on! You've got (wrong) hair. You don't talk like him — you've got an 
    Australian accent for god's sake! 
 
ELVIS:   What?  
 
SEVE:   Well? 
 
ELVIS:   How come I've got an Australian Accent? 
 
SEVE:   Don't ask me — wait a minute — I've got an Australian accent! 
 
ELVIS:   It's alright for you; you're not Elvis Presley.  
 
SEVE:   I'm Spanish!    
 
ELVIS:   You don't look Spanish. 
 
SEVE:   You mean the clothes? That's one of the things I was going to ask you  
   about ... 
 
ELVIS:   Are you telling me you don't speak English? 
 
SEVE:   Well obviously I speak English, but not like this — I mean, I'm known for my 
   endearing Spanish accent ... 
 
ELVIS:   You reckon? Known where? 
 
SEVE:   Golf. I'm a golfer. Seve Ballesteros. 
 
ELVIS:   Piss off! 
 
SEVE:   What? 
 
ELVIS:   You're not Seve Ballesteros. 
 
SEVE:   Well you're not Elvis Presley. 
 
ELVIS:   Who am I then? 
 
SEVE:   Where are we? 
 
ELVIS:   That was the other thing I was going to ask you ... 
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SEVE:   Great — 
 
SEVI indicates the cards and moves to pick them up. 
 
   — what are these about? 
 
CHARLES enters. He is dressed much as they are and is examining his clothes.  He doesn't notice 
them. 
 
ELVIS:   Hang on — let's ask this guy.  Hey mate — 
 
CHARLES:  What? Me? What? 
 
ELVIS:   Where are we? 
 
CHARLES:  What? I don't know. I haven't got a clue. Who are you guys? 
 
SEVE:   I'm Seve, this is Elvis. 
 
CHARLES:  G'day. Charles. Charles De Gaulle — how come — 
 
SEVE/ELVIS  Piss off! 
 
CHARLES:  What? 
 
ELVIS:   You're not Charles De Gaulle! 
 
CHARLES:  Says who? 
 
SEVE:   Come on, you're nothing like him — where's your big nose and the funny  
   little hat?  
 
CHARLES:  I don't know ... I seem to remember being taller too ... 
 
SEVE:   Not to mention French. 
 
CHARLES:  Well who are you? 
 
ELVIS:   He's Seve Ballesteros. 
 
CHARLES:  The golfer? 
 
ELVIS and SEVI nod 
 
   Piss off! 
 
SEVE:   What? 
 
CHARLES:  You're not Seve Ballesteros. He's Spanish for god's sake. 
 
SEVE:   Well he's Elvis Presley. 
 
CHARLES:  (Unimpressed) Everybody's Elvis Presley. 
 
ELVIS:   Hey! 
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CHARLES:  You guys playing cards? 
 
SEVE:   Something really weird is happening here. 
 
ELVIS:   Gee — now you're Sherlock Holmes. 
 
SEVE:   No, listen — what were you doing just before you found yourself here? 
 
CHARLES:  I was about to open a new bridge. I stepped up to the ribbon, reached out  
  with the scissors and ... 
 
ELVIS:   I was in my kitchen making a sandwich. I was about to cut it in half ... 
 
SEVE:   I needed a ten foot putt to birdie the eighteenth and make it through to the 
   next round of the masters. I played the stroke — it was in for sure, and ...  
    
CHARLES:  It's too weird. It's got to be a dream; in which case you two guys aren't really 
   here. 
 
SEVE:   If anyone's not really here, it's you. 
 
ELVIS:   Yeah, I'm with him — probably ... 
 
CHARLES:  Okay, okay let's wake each other up.  
 
CHARLES turns and slaps ELVIS across the face (or perhaps the back of the head). 
 
ELVIS:   Hey! 
 
CHARLES:  Well? Are you still here? 
 
ELVIS looks around, then nods reluctantly.  
 
CHARLES:  Well you're not dreaming then — 
 
CHARLES turns to slap SEVI, who shakes his head. 
 
SEVE:   No no no no — 
 
SEVI slaps CHARLES. 
 
CHARLES:  Hey! 
 
SEVE:   Well? Are you still here? 
 
CHARLES  (Reluctantly) Yes. 
 
SEVE:   It's me then. I'm dreaming. You guys are figments of my imagination ... 
 
CHARLES and ELVIS exchange glances and simultaneously begin trying to wake SEVI, shaking 
and slapping him, 
 
ELVIS:   Yo, Seve! Buenos Dias hombre! Hasta la breakfasta!  
(Simultaneously) 






