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SCENE ONE: GENERAL’S OFFICE

VOICE
(off) Rightee-ho, Rosehip, your number’s up! Scuttle in, the General will see you now. Go on no need to be in a blue funk, man, he won’t swallow you alive. Just march 1n smartly, salute, holler your bloody name and stand to fucking attention until he eases you, see? Rightee·ho, then, get a move on. FOR HEAVEN’S SAKE, ROSEHIP! 

(ROSEHIP marches on)

VOICE
PULL YOUR SOCK UP, MAN!

(ROSEHIP reacts with lightning speed, stops just momentarily and deftly pulls up a sagging sock. He almost loses his trousers in the process, pulls them up, bends down to give his sock another tug. At this moment the back seam of his trousers, he is in khaki shorts and shirt and a cap, all much too big for him, is heard to tear open. ROSEHIP ignores this last mishap, takes a couple of steps forward towards the general’s desk · an 9 imaginary object supposedly situated in the front stalls and performs a violent salute, misjudging cause and effect he lands his forefinger on his eye)

ROSEHIP
Fuck!. (Remembering where he is ROSEHIP stiffens up to attention, at the same time surreptitiously pulling at his trousers with his hands and desperately trying to smooth the sagging sock with his foot. As he moves his foot up, it loses its shoe. With ill concealed panic, ROSEHIP battles to shove his foot back into the shoe, does not succeed bends down quickly, places the shoe on his foot and straightens up taking the opportunity to give his uniform a couple of pulls and tugs. Bellows as if reacting to a sharp reprimand from the, imaginary, general) Sir! (Salutes avoiding the darting forefinger by jerking his head to the left at the crucial moment) Rosehip, Eliot Graham, Captain Royal Army Education Corps, sir! (Diffidently) May I sit down sir? My trousers… (Begins to relax but immediately stiffens up again) Sir! (Begins to salute but his hand freezes in mid-air) Yes, air, I reckon I am going over the top a bit. (Lowers his hand) Its probably nervousness... It isn’t every day that I am summoned to GHQ for a natter with the GOC. I feel like a damn goon in a…(Squints as he tries, while remaining stiffly at attention, to follow with his eyes the general who presumably makes a tour of inspection around ROSEHIP) I’m afraid I’m as far as can be from what you smartly call a Brylcreem boy… Yes, sir. All sorts... Just , names, sir. (Clears his throat) ‘The sloppiest officer in the Middle East since Lawrence of Arabia’... I reckon its quite a fair description, sir… It’s mainly lectures in the Corps sir... Somewhat of an expert on Wog culture and lingo, I reckon… I teach them a few useful phrases to get by... Mostly shouts of command, reprimand and exclamation, sir... I also tell them about some of the beastly local customs... er... polygamy, hash taking... circumcision in early puberty... I quite agree sir... I’m rather happy in my work, sir... Excuse me sir, but I’m afraid I'm going to be caught with my trousers down... (Gropes for his belt) It must have dropped off sir. (A Sam Brown thrown from the wings lands on the stage some way from ROSEHIP who hesitates about his next move) Thank you sir. (Lets his trousers drop to the floor steps out of them with crisp military movements marches up to the belt, picks it up, returns to the trousers, steps into their legs, pulls them up, secures them with the belt. All 1w perfect soldierly manner) Thank you, sir! (Shatters his magnificent drill performance by blinking cowardly when his hand shoots up for yet another salute) Sorry sir... No sir, hadn’t the faintest it was in here... Allenby and Lawrence planning the Palestine campaign,.. What a scene... Mind you, sir it was a piece of cake wasn’t it, sir? Old Allenby never advanced before the starving Turks were outnumbered three to one… Lawrence, sir? As a nation we are so awful at foreign languages that we just lose our heads over those of us who aren’t. The harder the lingo the greater our admiration and Wog-tongue is no pidgin English. I’m quite good at it myself…(With a silly laugh) No one’s losing heads over me, though… Sorry, sir, I have no right to speak disrespectfully about… Oh, it’s nice to hear, sir, that you share my scepticism about him… Oh, thank you, sir. (Assumes, to his great relief, the ‘at ease’ position) Oh, thank you very much indeed, sir. (Looks around, sees a chair in a corner, takes it to the centre of the room and sits facing ‘the General’) Extremely kind, sir, and, if I may say so, sir, rather unexpected, sir, I dare say... Are you serious, sir? I mean, yes, please, just a wee drop, sir. Thank you, sir. (Raises an imaginary glass) To old Allenby and T.E., splendid chaps, all the same... (Very much at ease now) Is this going to be a general thing, sir' uncorking down the line?... Oh, I’m really flat... (Having crossed his legs, ROSEHIP notices that his flies are wide open. Pretending to be listening to the General, he gropes for the flies buttons, which are missing. He pulls a safety pin from the depths of the flies and tries to pin them close) Yes... Quite, sir... Wizard... just the job. (Utters a soft yell as he gets a pin prick) Talk of circumcision... I must crack down on my batman... The what, sir?... Yes... the Port Said Performance?... Euphemistically, of course... No, sir, somewhat  out of my province... I thought we rather clamped down on it, after the Anzacs had left... Well, there's a buzz going round that Churchill and – (Stops abruptly) I only--- Of course I am capable of keeping it under my hat, sir... Operation Foresight?... Ah, Foresight... Clever, isn't it?... I’m afraid I can't see the connection, sir... you must be joking, sir. (Jumps up and stands stiffly to attention. Bellows) Sir! ...Yes, sir, mine is not to question why! Yes, sir, I have no wish to be shot dawn for subordination!... Or for any other--- Yes, sir! Everything is under control! I’ll give them the Port Said Performance on a salver, sir, if it's the last thing I do! Yes, sir, I’m bailing out now! Thank you, sir! (Salutes, turns about sharply and marches to the door, where he stops for a moment) Blood, sweat, tears... and now donkey's semen. Someone here must be bonkers.

(ROSEHIP goes out)

SCENE TWO: A STREET

(A short bridge of Arabic music as ALI enters. He is dressed in a mixture of occidental and Arabic attire: trousers with a wide long Arab shirt over them and a fez. His speech, too, is a mixture: gutturals, imitation cockney, pseudo-Welsh accent and so on. He offers post-cards to imaginary passers, not the audience, to whom he confides from time to time)

ALI
Psst psst. Look sir, lovely post-cards. Fifty all different guarantee hundred percent feelthy. Man making fuck with woman, all positions under the sun. Also many free French positions. Also one man with two woman top to top and top to bottom. Also two man with one woman same but reverse. And many man with many woman all over the bloody place, making guaranteed fuck. One pound Egyptian for the fucking lot. (Angrily and sarcastically with some affected regional [British] accent) No, that ain’t dear, me dear... (In friendly tones) All right for you only five shilling... No?. O.K., then. Go to your drink! (To the audience) Stupid Engleesh. All wallop and no sex. (Sarcastically) One pound too much for fifty different, what? I sell three set to King Farouk. Big bugger but, teeny weeny prick. He use my post-cards for onanism and send me royal testimonial of satisfaction. Yes this dirty feelthy photos guaranteed medical too. Doctors orders. (Sees a prospective customer) Psst psst. Come ‘ere a moment, taffy. Look-you, Port Said post-cards, all guaranteed feelthy and no welshing. (Laughs) Only wogging. (Laughs) 

(AISHA enters, unseen by Ali. She is a very fat woman in red, wide bloomers under a long, shapeless dress. A kerchief is tied around her head. She is a very jolly person brimming over with good humour and always ready with joyful resounding peals of laughter)

AISHA
(To the audience) Psst, psst. Wanna beautiful, warm, loving woman-bint, real bargain, almost virgin, very cheap? Take me. Take me, everybody. Only two pounds Egyptian a ride. That is not much. King Farouk take me four times - twenty pounds Egyptian. I’m very good from top family. I remember General Allenby. He fuck my mother for five pounds Egyptian. And my father... he fuck Laurence of Arabia - free of charge. Baksheesh.

ALI
(Sees AISHA) What’s this? Aisha, my dearest wife soliciting!

AISHA
Come on boys, don’t be shy.

ALI
(Steps forward to stand between AISHA and the AUDIENCE, which, he addresses) Wait a mo! Stand back! You too! Sit down! Calm down! Be British! Behave yourselves! No over-excitement, please. Now listen here, all of you. This ‘ere cunt is my .wife see? A pure married woman. A gran’mamma. (Without turning around, to AISHA who is grimaces behind his back) Stop this, you whore, or I kill you dead. (To the audience) And a bloody liar also. Allenby, shit, he pay her mother only two pound. (Proudly) And he give me one piastre tip. I was a little boy.

AISHA
You was a little pimp.

ALI
You was - and is - a whore.

AISHA
The grandkids are hungry.

ALI
Let them eat shit. We are a moral family.

AISHA
We shall all eat shit in yoghurt if I don’t do some business. (To the audience) Come on, boys. Today is the birthday of the King George of England, so half price. One pound Egyptian only for a real royal ride.

ALI
Stop it! (Kicks AISHA’S backside)

AISHA
(Screams) Help! Help! Neighbours! Police! The madman  is killing me!

ALI
I Will kill you as much as I want! You are my own property! (Kicks AISHA who throws herself to the ground with an exaggerated wail. He notices a prospective customer and moves downstage) Stop it! ‘Ello jock, me ol’ boy. Psst psst a mo. Lookee, all guaran...(The prospective customer apparently walks off) Bloody man in a skirt! (To the audience) I know what you are thinking, bless you. You are thinking, How can this nice Ali afford to sell fifty different post cards, also original Free French positions for only five bobs? But… I show you Shufty here. (Demonstrates) This is sample only. I have just this. So I show it very quick quick, under hand like. Then I put back under coat quick quick, haggle haggle. Two pound. No? All right, for you five bobs, then. All right? Here Georgie boy, take cards, but hush hush, over there Redcaps. Put in pocket quick quick, not to open before you are back in camp. Fool go away, open pack in camp. Fifty square of cardboard from cigarette packets. ‘It’s the tobacco wot counts’, one two' three… fifty.

AISHA
(Still on the ground) Thief!

ALI
Prostitute!

AISHA
Gangster!

ALI
I rob only foreign people.

AISHA
Bandit!

ALI
Whore!

AISHA
You made me do it with a donkey.

ALI
He was a member of the family, not a bloody British soldier.

AISHA
You are a coward brute.

ALI
(To the audience) Excuse me while I kill her a little.

(Beats up AISHA who is still sprawled on the ground)

AISHA
Help! Help!

(ROSEHIP enters. He wears ‘Lawrence of Arabia’ robe over his uniform)

ROSEHIP
Psst, psst.

ALI
You will die! You lived enough!

AISHA
Help!

ALI
Shut up!

ROSEHIP
Psst.

AISHA
Help!

ALI
Look, competition!

AISHA
(Worried, gets up) Where?

ALI
That clot over there.

AISHA
What is he doing?

ALI
Pssitting on our beat.

AISHA
Thief, gangster, robber… leave him to me. (Goes to ROSEHIP, seductively) Hello, handsome.

ROSEHIP
Oh, I say.

AISHA
(Pointing downwards) Look.

ROSEHIP
Pardon?

AISHA
Go on, have shufti.

ROSEHIP
I don’t understand.

AISHA
Down, my boy, down.

ROSEHIP
Oh, I see. (Goes down all fours in front of AISHA, who lifts up the hem of her skirt) I don’t quite see… 

AISHA
(Lets go of her skirt. It falls over ROSEHIP’S head. To ALI) Quick quick, you fool.

ALI
What?

AISHA
Your shoe, idiot!

(Ali takes off a shoe, hands it to AISHA. She hits ROSEHIP’S head with the shoe. He collapses under her skirt) 

AISHA
How’s that? (Remembers her anger) BRUTE!

ALI
(sees ROSEHIP’S army boots) Wait!

AISHA
What?

ALI
God!

AISHA
What?

ALI
Do you see what I see?

AISHA
What?

ALI
That’s right, what?!

AISHA
What ‘what’?

ALI
What have you done? What have you bloody done?

AISHA
I hit the bloody competition. On the bloody head.

ALI
He is no bloody competition, he is bloody English soldier. He is no competition. He is a British soldier!

AISHA
(panics) Quick, quick, we bloody run away.

ALI
No. People are watching. Revive him.

AISHA
Look in pockets first.

ALI
By Allah, donkeys and women have more brains than me. (Rifles ROSEHIP’S pockets, hands their contents over to AISHA, who tucks them in the upper front of her dress, between her huge breasts) Hurry, hurry.

AISHA
(Sits on the ground beside ROSEHIP raises his head and caresses his forehead) My son, my dear boy, speak to mamma.

ALI
(Nervously) Quick quick, woman.

AISHA
I am not a motor car. 

ALI
You want us in trouble? Hurry up, yalla.

AISHA
DON’T YOU YALLA ME! (Lets go of ROSEHIP’S head) You revive him, wise wog.

ALI
I will kill you for this.

AISHA
I will kill you.

ALI
(Sees someone approaching) The Redcaps are coming!

AISHA
We are finished! (Raises ROSEHIP’S head and slaps his cheeks hard) 

Come on, speak to mamma, boy... (Shakes ROSEHIP’S head) I’ll kill you if you don’t speak to mamma.

ALI
(To the, imaginary, military policemen who cross slowly, downstage) Good mornin’, chaps. ‘Ow’s the military police redcap crowd on this beautiful day?... Top of ,the mornin’ to you too. ‘Oo?… Oh, ‘im… E’s me china. Went for a johnny riddle in the alley way when out shot that stupid donkey and with his back legs landed ‘im a bad one bang on the cobblers... Wot pornography? I ain’t got nothing dirty on me… ‘Ere, why don’t you ‘ave a butchers fer yerselves? Only packs of cardboard squares. Players Navy Cut. It’s the tobacco wot counts... Ta ta. (As the policemen withdraw, ALI makes an obscene v sign at them. They supposedly turn around and he waves to them amicably with his raised hand) Ta ta, again, chaps

AISHA
Ali.

ALI
What?

AISHA
He’s blinking.

ALI
Allah be praised.

ROSEHIP
(Faintly) What’s happened?

ALI
You was robbed by bandits.

ROSEHIP
WHAT?! (Jumps to his feet, feels the pain in his head) Ouch. (Forgets the pain. Goes through his pockets with growing alarm)

ALI
(As if to reassure ROSEHIP) All gone.

ROSEHIP
I’ve been robbed.

ALI
(Amiably) I told you, sir.

ROSEHIP
This is terrible.

ALI
(With a fatalistic gesture) This is life. (To AISHA) You go home, cook dinner.

ROSEHIP
Oh, my God! The secrets of Operation Foresight! GONE.

(The lights dim down, the group on stage freeze)

VOICE
Top Secret. Operation Foresight is the code name for the forthcoming summit in Egypt of the great leaders of the free world: The Right Honourable Winston Churchill Prime Minister of Great Britain, Franklin Delano Roosevelt, President of the Unites States of. America, Marshal Joseph Stalin, Leader of the Soviet Union and General Charles de Gaulle, Commander in chief of the Free French Forces. Top secret.

(The lights return to normal)

ROSEHIP
(Flings off his Arab robe, disclosing his army uniform underneath) I am a British Army officer! Everybody stop! Don't move! You are under arrest!

ALI
Me? What I done?

ROSEHIP
I don't know, but I'll soon find out.

ALI
Find out what?

ROSEHIP
Shut up! This is war.

ALI
Aisha, old cow, go, home cook dinner, do you hear!

AISHA
All right, all right, I go. (Does not budge)

ROSEHIP
(To ALI) I'll have to frisk you, man.

ALI
(Giggles, sarcastically) With pleasure.

ROSEHIP
Shut up!

AISHA
(Mocks ALI) Shut up!

ALI
Aisha, home, cunt!

ROSEHIP
I say.

AISHA
(To the audience) He say it to me all the day long. Bastard. (Giggles) Sometimes all night too.

ALI
(Giggles as ROSEHIP frisks him) I am ticklish. (Laughs)

ROSEHIP
(Draws away from ALI, wipes his face) Don't spit at me, stupid!

ALI
I always spit when I laugh. You want frisk some more?

ROSEHIP
(Hesitates for a moment about his next move, sees something on the ground, between AISHA’S feet) STOP! (AISHA utters a tiny scream. ROSEHIP leaps forward and picks the object up) WHAT IS THE MEANING OF THIS?

AISHA
What?

ALI
Explain yourself.

ROSEHIP
A locket. (To AISHA) And it dropped between your legs.

ALI
Easy, captain.

ROSEHIP
I saw it.

ALI
Then be a nice gentleman and hand it back to the young lady.

ROSEHIP
HAND IT BACK?! It's mother's locket!

AISHA
Yes, mother's. She give locket to little Aisha.

ROSEHIP
(Disdainfully) Your mother?

ALI
Yes mister. Wogs also have mothers.

ROSEHIP
What a cock and bull story! This locket is made in England.

ALI
Correct. Mother of dear Aisha get it from English boy friend. Please give back. Great sentimental value for all family.

ROSEHIP
Oh, no. I won't be had by a street arab.

ALI
There is no justice, British or otherwise.

ROSEHIP
(Opens the locket) Listen to this then. (Reads) 'To my darling baby Eliot Grahame. May God bless him and the empire always. Mum'. There. 

ALI
Correct. Eliot Grahame Allenby, the famous general.

ROSEHIP
What?!

ALI
Her mothers boy friend. (With a wink) Mum's the word.

ROSEHIP
HOW DARE YOU!

(ALI shrugs his shoulders. A look of innocence is on his face. ROSEHIP turns on AISHA)

ROSEHIP
YOU ROBBED ME!

AISHA
Lies! Lies! (Wails) 

ROSEHIP
You've hidden everything under your dress.

AISHA
God protect me.

ROSEHIP
I'm going to frisk you, too.

ALI
STOP! You will not touch her. She is not one of your Christian blonde wives who this very moment, when you are fighting Rommel and mosquitoes in the Middle East, is sleeping with crazy Black American G.I. boys.

ROSEHIP
Who told you this rubbish?

ALI
Radio Germany.

ROSEHIP
You believe it?

ALI
I am a simple man.

ROSEHIP
It's a lie.

ALI
Who knows. I also believe mister B.B.C. when he say same about German whores. All Europe, America and Russia is whores. You can frisk them if you want. But this beautiful, gentle, noble woman is an Oriental married lady and she command RESPECT. (Pushes and kicks AISHA) Yalla, go, imshee quick quick.

ROSEHIP
STOP! (Goes to AISHA, makes to frisk her)

ALI
You stop!

ROSEHIP
(Disdainfully) AND WHO WILL STOP ME? YOU?

ALI
NO, THE BRITISH EMPIRE!

ROSEHIP
What do you mean?

ALI
There is one hundred and fifty MILLION Moslem people in the GREAT BRITISH EMPIRE. This woman also is MOSLEM. If you touch her, even with a small finger, WHAT WILL HAPPEN, I am asking.

ROSEHIP
You crafty Oriental bastard.

ALI
Thank you for a great compliment.

ROSEHIP
WAIT A MINUTE. There are also three hundred million Hindus in the empire. (Moves towards AISHA) 

ALI
CORRECT. BUT CAN YOU TOUCH AN HINDU WOMAN, ALSO?

ROSEHIP
(Stops in his tracks) What a bloody dilemma.

(The group 'freezes')

ALI
(To the AUDIENCE) My ladies and gentlemen, please. We have not enough time to show you exactly how the Captain here got himself out of this mess and saved the Empire and so on. But believe me, he did. And got all his stuff back, also. So take it from here and thank you please ladies and gentlemen.

(ROSEHIP and AISHA ‘defreeze’. She returns his things to him. All three are in a happy mood)

ROSEHIP
No hard feelings, Ali, eh?

ALI
Don't worry. I am too simple for feelings.

AISHA
How is General Allenby?

ROSEHIP
He's dead.

AISHA
(Wails) Ay ay ay. (Dryly) Not surprised; he fuck so much.

ALI
He fuck the Turks in Palestine, in World War number one. 

AISHA
Fucking Turks is very dangerous.

ALI
You fuck off, now, make Turkish coffee for us. Captain and I have business.

(AISHA goes out, giggling. ALI and ROSEHIP pull two stools to stage centre and sit down)

ROSEHIP
As I was saying, being an officer in the Royal Army Education Corps and speaking fluent Woggish, I was ordered by my superiors to provide this rather ... er ... unusual entertainment for the Big Four when they‑‑‑

ALI
The Big Four?

ROSEHIP
Eh? No, of course not. did I say the Big Four?

ALI
Oh, no you did not. I only asked, so.

ROSEHIP
Not the big four, old boy, just some V.I.P’s.

ALI
Yes, yes, of course, my friend.

ROSEHIP
So I donned my native garb and… er… slipped unnoticed, hopefully, into wog-town and, quite by accident, ran into the very man.

ALI
Ali ‘the Feelth’, as I am popularly known.

(AISHA returns with coffee in small cups)

ROSEHIP
Thank you, madam.

AISHA
Don’t mensh, sir Engleesh.

ALI
Yes, I am a famous man in Port Said. Peace-time, war-time the Gow, they come…

ROSEHIP
Gows?

ALI
The opposite of Wogs. Europeans. They come to me for boosting the morale. (To ROSEHIP, who has pulled a face) What is the matter?

ROSEHIP
I take less sugar.

ALI
(To Aisha) You stupid cow.

AISHA
I make Turkish coffee with good sugar from black market, special for guest.

ALI
You must always ask first, silly she camel! (Beats and kicks AISHA) Take this and that ... and this ... and this also ...

AISHA
I'm murdered, yah yah. Murdered.

ROSEHIP
Really, old boy, you shouldn't do this.

ALI
She make mistake, she pay for mistake.

ROSEHIP
But not in front of strangers.

ALI
Why not? You Engleesh beat your wifes in secret. It is hypocrisy. We Egyptians are honest men; we beat them when they deserve. Even in front of audience. (Bows to the audience) Thank you, please, very much.

ROSEHIP
Audience. Ah yes. apparently the Big Four…

ALI
You mean V.I.P. gentlemen.

ROSEHIP
Yes, that's right. Thank you. Well, they want to be entertained by... er... 

ALI
Belly dancers? Easy. I have the most fat and cuddly in East. How many? One, two, three, four? One for each? Two for each? No problem for Ali.

ROSEHIP
No. I'm afraid its not belly dancers.

ALI
Ah young boys! Easy beesy, my friend. Fortunately for perverts like your V.I.P., many boys have no food in this town and will do anything for crumbs.

ROSEHIP
I appreciate that, Ali, but it isn't boys, either.

ALI
What then?

ROSEHIP
Well, it's rather embarrassing. You see

ALI
Not the… 

ROSEHIP
I'm afraid so.

ALI
(Flabbergasted) The Port Said Performance?!

(ROSEHIP nods. ALI gets up and paces up and down for a while)

ALI
Are you sure?

ROSEHIP
Sure.

ALI
The Port Said Performance? It is a tragedy.

ROSEHIP
Well, I, too, found it rather… er… disconcerting that the leaders of the free world should...

ALI
It is tragic.

ROSEHIP
That's too strong a word. Naughty, yes. Tragic, no.

ALI
Yes, very tragic. I do not have the cast.

ROSEHIP
No woman?

ALI
The woman is no problem.

ROSEHIP
You mean…

(ALI bursts into tears and nods)

ROSEHIP
Dead?

ALI
(Makes a circular movement with his hand as if turning the handle of a huge mincer) Sausage. (Sobs)

ROSEHIP
You're joking!

ALI
Do I look joking?

ROSEHIP
But how… how?

ALI
Don't you know it is war? No, I think not. You soldiers don't feel the war. But civilians suffer. There is not this and not that and very little food, too. And many crooks. They kidnap everything: camels, cats, dogs, babies even… donkeys. All go to secret factory. And… (Repeats mincing gesture) quick, quick and my darling donkey, full of talent, a star, Clark Gable, become... (Weeps) ... salami.

ROSEHIP
Are you sure?

ALI
(Takes a tail from under his garment) I find his tail in the alleyway. What an actor. Hollywood. Better. Never complain, a real trouper. Always hard at his work. I train him personally. I show him everything. The Australians love him. They throw money on the stage for him. I lose so much money when he become salami.

ROSEHIP
Can't you find a replacement?

ALI
He was one and only. I can find plenty black market salami, but donkey... (Shakes his head)

ROSEHIP
What a dilemma

(A voice is heard singing 'Celesta Aida' at full blast. Presently, the owner of the beautiful tenor voice, a DONKEY, enters. After a few bars, the donkey stops singing and takes a bow)

ROSEHIP
What the hell is this?

ALI
It is the singing moke of Alexandria Wog Town.

ROSEHIP
The what?

ALI
(To the AUDIENCE) Ladies and gentlemen, please. We have not enough time to show you exactly how I find my friend Hassan in Alexandria Wog Town who has this donkey-moke. It is a beast with a problem. He was training to be tenor singer when we Egyptians was getting ready to welcome with open arms and hearts our hero Signor Benito Mussolini, who is Italian man and therefore love opera. We was going to give him the Alexandria Extravaganza Recital. Mussolini, our hero, he run away in the desert. But the moke never stop. He sing opera all the time. If you ask me, it is a little better than salami. So take it from here, thank you please.

(The DONKEY sings a few more bars from AIDA)

ROSEHIP
Unbelievable! It actually sings!

ALI
You want opera for V.I.P.s?

ROSEHIP
No, no. They specified, The Port Said Performance.

ALI
What is specified? They don’t want music. Only action.

ROSEHIP
That’s right.

ALI
Forward march, then and I hope Allah will give him good erection.

ROSEHIP
Here they are.

ALI
The V.I.P.s?

ROSEHIP
(With panache) I can now tell you the truth. These are no ordinary V.I.P.s, but the BIG FOUR LEADERS OF THE FREE WORLD: PRESIDENT ROOSEVELT, MARSHAL STALIN, GENERAL DE GAULLE AND OUR OWN, OUR VERY OWN MISTER CHURCHILL.

ALI
(With feigned astonishment) I should have guessed. (Kicks the DONKEY) Go get ready, silly ass.

(The DONKEY exits)

ROSEHIP
ATTEN‑SHUN. (Salutes, hits his eye in the process) Ouch! Shit!

(The back curtain opens, disclosing the Big Four represented by cut outs, preferably with moving lips and arms. Their voices will be heard over loudspeakers)

ALI
Welcome! Welcome to Egypt, sirs. My name is Ali the Feelth. Anything you want, just whistle for me. Anything at all, from Churchill Havana cigars to good freshly made… (Utters a sob) … best salami.

CHURCHILL
Go on get on with the show, wog boy.

ALI
Yes, sir.. The artistes are making ready.

ROOSEVELT
Gee what a dump. Do you think I should tell Eleanor?

CHURCHILL
Not on your nellie, Frankie, ha ha.

ROOSEVELT
What do you think, Joe?

STALIN
When I was a novice at the seminary in Georgia, I used to visit---

ROOSEVELT
Not another of your dirty stories, Joe, I hope.

CHURCHILL
Not another, the same we've heard umpteen times before.

STALIN
Vulgar cigar sucker.

CHURCHILL
It's better than sucking red cocks.

STALIN
That's a slur on communism.

DE GAULLE
Allons, mes amis don't forget la guerre.

ROOSEVELT
But, Charlie boy, we're here because we want to forget the boring war.

STALIN
Forget? Yes, you are forgetting to open the second front, you bastards.

CHURCHILL
No second front before you bolshies have bled yourselves white, ha ha.

STALIN
Dirty cunts.

DE GAULLE
Please, no ‘con’. It is not polite to say ‘con’ . I never say ‘con’.

ROOSEVELT
We just don't want you to dominate the world, Joe.

CHURCHILL
Frank is right. If we're not careful we'd see you Russkies spreading everywhere after the war. Even here, in our own Egypt.

STALIN
Look, comrades at arms, why don't we just divide the world among us and stop bickering?

DE GAULLE
I will not permit any such divisions after La Victoire, behind the back of the glorious, La France.

CHURCHILL
Oh, bugger your platitudes, froggie!

ROOSEVELT
What’s ‘parlez-vous’ doing here, anyway? He’s not as big as us.

DE GAULLE
One day I'll show you, Anglo-Saxon chiens.

ROOSEVELT
Show us your backside, I hope.

DE GAULLE
Oui, my cul.

ROOSEVELT
Receding into the sunset.

DE GAULLE
Oh no. Up your nose.

ROOSEVELT
It's all your fault, Winnie, for hitching this stuck up schnozzolo to our wagon.

CHURCHILL
Sorry, Frank.

ROOSEVELT
You, Limies are our Achilles heel.

CHURCHILL
I said, Sorry.

ROOSEVELT
Shit on you. We're rich, you're poor. We're strong, you're weak. We're the future, you're the past.

STALIN
I love it when the Wasps quarrel among themselves, don't you, Charles Piotrovitch?

DE GAULLE
La France will never forget or forgive an insult. Churchill once called me a leech.

STALIN
Charming little creatures. I used sell them to the barber, in my native village in Georgia. Used to wade in the river for them. Life was so nice and peaceful when I was a little boy. Lively little boy, I was. Happy. Then came the bees. In my bonnet. Revolution. Shit. 

CHURCHILL
Soldier!

ROSEHIP
(Salutes) Sir!

CHURCHILL
What's your name?

ROSEHIP
Rosehip, sir, Royal Army Ed --

CHURCHILL
Rosehip.

ROSEHIP
Sir!

CHURCHILL
If you don't get the show started right away I'll have you demoted to private and sent to the kalaboosh for ten bloody years, right?

ROSEHIP
Right, sir! Ali!

(ALI enters dressed as before, with the addition of a tailcoat)

ALI
Gentlemen, big leaders of the great free world, I greet you and welcome you to the one and only celebrated PORT SAID PERFORMANCE. Banned the world over, it is a thing of strange beauty, and strength, endurance and many other noble qualities all of which you yourselves possess. Our supporting star, the lovely Lady Aisha!

(Oriental Music. AISHA enters in a flimsy ‘harem’ dress)

ALI
Look not upon her face, gentlemen, for in this performance it is only a side issue. But ENJOY THIS!

(AISHA lies on her back, her feet towards the BIG FOUR. She sticks her leg up and they form a sort of V sign)

ROOSEVELT
Woha! Gee! Whee!

CHURCHILL
This is wizzard!

DE GAULLE
Mon Dieu, qu'est‑ce que c’est?

STALIN
Screw me! Even in Georgia… 

ALI
V FOR VICTORY.

(ALI and ROSEHIP each pull out from between AISHA'S legs a long string with small pennants of the Allies)

ALI and ROSEHIP
(Together) LONG LIVE THE FREE WORLD.

(They let go of the ropes. Ali moves forward)

ALI
And now, gentlemen and great leaders, I have the great honour of presenting to you the bright star of the alpha, beta, gamma and delta of Egypt, the one and the only Ass of Asses of Alexandria.

(Donkey enters, bedecked with flowers and paste jewellery, takes a bow and bursts into an aria)

ALI
Shut up, donkey.

(Kicks the DONKEY, who stops singing)

ALI
Gentlemen, now, at last, WHAT YOU HAVE BEEN WAITING FOR, dreaming about in secret fantasies, panting for. The supreme show of animal passion and pain. Gentlemen, this here donkey is the private property of this here beautiful lady on the ground. The people of the town often see her riding him to her shopping or to visit lady friends. What they do not see, and what you, the noble mighty of the earth, the beloved glorious rulers of the free world, will now see with your own eyes, is THE DONKEY RIDING THE MISTRESS.

(The BIG FOUR applaud loudly. The DONKEY takes a bow)

ALI
Move!

(Ali kicks the DONKEY who moves slowly and reluctantly, stands between AISHA'S legs. After a short pause the DONKEY resumes the aria)

ALI
Idiot!

(ALI kicks the DONKEY, who stops singing)

ALI
(Whispers angrily into the DONKEY'S ear) Blockhead, you! Every silly fool can sing! Fuck! They don't want art they want to watch you fucking... What's the matter with you? You want to be salami? This is your last chance, my friend. (Announces) THE PORT SAID PERFORMANCE.

(Oriental music)

CHURCHILL
Come on, old boy, into the breach.

ROOSEVELT
Let's see some action, buster

STALIN
Push it right in comrade donkey!

DE GAULLE
Aux armes, mon ami! Attaquez!

(The DONKEY doesn't stir in spite of AISHA'S ardent coaxing. She wraps her legs around the DONKEY. ALI gestures to ROSEHIP that there is no erection. Ali kicks the DONKEY viciously. The DONKEY accepts the kicks stoically with his head hung down)

ROOSEVELT
What's the meaning of this, Winnie the Pooh?

CHURCHILL
I haven't a clue.

STALIN
You said it was going to be a fucking good show, you British hypocrite.

DE GAULLE
This is another insult to la France.

CHURCHILL
Rosehip!

ROSEHIP
Sir!

CHURCHILL
What the hell's gong on?

ROSEHIP
Well, sir, it seems that our star is somewhat ... embarrassed.

CHURCHILL
Embarrassed! Embarrassed! It's euphemism for mutiny. This is how those disgusting uprisings begin. Some obdurate ass says ‘I'm too embarrassed to go on fucking away for the white masters’ and, before you can say ‘George the Sixth’, the whole Empire is up in arms and sticks long knives in our backs.

BIG FOUR
Hear, hear.

CHURCHILL
Undo him, Rosehip. Before he becomes too hot to handle.

BIG FOUR
Hear, hear.

ROSEHIP
(ROSEHIP salutes, pulls a revolver out of his holster and goes to the DONKEY) For the last time, Donkey, will you or won't you?

(After a short pause, the DONKEY resumes the aria, singing with great feeling. ROSEHIP slowly raises his revolver and, eyes blinking, shoots the DONKEY in the temple. The DONKEY collapses, snorts, dies with his legs sticking up. ALI and AISHA fall on his body, sob)

ROSEHIP
(Moves forward, salutes and addresses the imaginary GENERAL) Thank you, sir, it is a most touching citation... Monty himself, sir? I can't tell you how proud I am, sir... Major?... Why, this is just Wizard, sir, the cat's whiskers... Yes, I quite understand that in view of the old queens attitudes the Victoria Cross wouldn't be appropriate. I've always maintained it's the citation that counts, not the decoration. ‘Extreme fortitude, firmness... held on even as the flood gates seemed to burst open... hard on the target’...I suppose they got their money's worth in the end. For Churchill it was a matter of prestige, and what a sense of humour by gad. (Does an impression of CHURCHILL) If the damn donkey won't, let that ass Rosehip do it. (With emotion) And at that precise moment, sir, my trousers scuttled of their own accord and I knew that it was destiny to be the real star of the PORT SAID PERFORMANCE.

(ROSEHIP salutes. Patriotic music fills the theatre)

end of play
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