PROLOGUE

The curtain rises to show a study in disarray.  As the light pans stage left to right, an open tool box sits beside a wooden box with toys.  The paper strewn desk sits center stage with a seated figure arms and legs straight to resemble a doll beside an early typewriter and a pile of buttons.  The light continues to illuminate several colorful open umbrellas on the floor near an empty bookcase and empty easel.  The spotlight returns to the center and the ‘doll’ (a petite child) turns to look at audience and then scrambles behind the desk.  After peeking over the desk twice as if playing “peekaboo,” the ‘doll’ scoots out and stands to address the audience.
DOLL:  (motions to audience) It’s okay, you can come in.  There’s no one in the room but me.  She won’t mind, I promise.  Look.  See that picture on the wall?  That’s her, that’s my creator, and that’s me, a real doll.  She didn’t have any kids or husband, so I’ll tell you about her.  Some people call her “Lady Edison,” but her real name is Beulah Louise Henry.  Besides me she invented over one hundred things.  My name is “Miss Illusion.”  I have eyes that close and change from blue to brown and I can change my hair color too.  And my dress is reversible, see? 
I’m supposed to tell you that she is de-scended from Patrick Henry and her grandfather was a governor, but what does that tell you about her? And her mummy and daddy work with art and her brother’s a songwriter, but my lady, now she is an inventor.  She says all you need for inventing is “time, space and freedom” and she invents “because she can’t help it.”  

Come here, let me show you.  (Crosses to toy box and sits, pulling items out as she talks.)  Okay.  This is the Kiddie Clock. It teaches kids how to tell time. This is the sponge that opens and snaps shuts to put soap inside, this is the other doll with springy arms, and the poodle doll and this is the board game and this is, well, I don’t know what this is. (Stands and crosses to type on typewriter.) 

Grown-ups like the other stuff anyway.  You like the typewriter that made copies before anything else could and the sewing machine without bobbins and the sound maker and the mass mailing envelopes all attached to each other.  
I like the ice cream freezer.  That was her first invention in 1912.  She was 24 and she had just finished college in North Carolina.  She had 49 official patents and 50 years of inventing and two corporations right here in New York City.

(Fingers buttons and pours them back and forth in her hands.) See these buttons and soap, the tape and rocks and hairpins?  That’s what she makes models of her inventions out of.  She sees the inventions all done inside her head and tells people and they make her ideas into the things for her.  She also sees sounds and hears colors, but I don’t know how you do that.  I’m just a doll.

She loves to paint and write and wishes people knew that ‘cause she says “literature and art are far above things mechanical.”  That makes me laugh ‘cause Miss Beulah did do art when she made us and we inventions talk about her life better than any old book.  Why, you can see her story in right here this room.  All her life she worked—first on things for women and then kids and then business men.
Hey, I almost forgot. I wanted to tell you about the umbrellas.  They’re important too.  This one time, a long time ago, somebody told Miss Beulah it was impossible to change the coverings on umbrellas to match ladies outfits.  It’s almost as if I can see it all happening again right here and right now…shhh, here she comes now.
“Miss Beulah, why are you so mad at that umbrella?  Miss Beulah?  Oh, no, you ripped it.  It’s all broken.  Here, wait, I found a needle, maybe you can sew it back together.  A nail?  You want a nail instead?  You must really be mad to be poking holes in it too.   Soap?  Are you gonna clean a broken umbrella?  Oh, I don’t think soap’s gonna plug that hole, especially when the umbrella gets wet.  What is it?  What are you making?  Well, I don’t know; you have to tell me.  It looks like a snap with a hook thingy to me.  Oh.  It’s an invention.  All from a broken umbrella, soap and a nail? That’s silly, Miss Beulah.”

But Miss Beulah--she got $50,000 for this invention that the biggest men in the umbrella business said couldn’t be done.  That Miss Beulah.  She sure showed them!  She is the one who said, “If necessity is the mother of invention, then resourcefulness is the father.”

I don’t know what else I’m supposed to tell you.  So let me sit down and let you talk.  What do you want to know about my lady?
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