SAMUEL FRENCH
SAMPLE PERUSAL

This sample is an excerpt - an appetiser, if
you will - from a full Samuel French title.

This sample is just for you to try out, and it
can’t be used for performance, downloaded,
printed or distributed in any way.

Take it for a whirl and see if it tickles your
fancy!

For more information about licensing this
or other shows, or to browse thousands
more plays and theatre books to buy
please visit our website.

www.samuelfrench.co.uk
or, in the US www.samuelfrench.com

IH gF PERUSALS



Aladdin

A Pantomime

Norman Robbins

Samuel French - London
New York - Toronto - Hollywood




Copyright © 1985 by Norman Robbins
All Rights Reserved

ALADDIN is fully protected under the copyright laws of the British
Commonwealth, including Canada, the United States of America, and all
other countries of the Copyright Union. All rights, including professional
and amateur stage productions, recitation, lecturing, public reading, motion
picture, radio broadcasting, television and the rights of translation into foreign
languages are strictly reserved.

ISBN 978-0-573-16442-2

www.samuelfrench-london.co.uk

www.samuelfrench.com

FOR AMATEUR PRODUCTION ENQUIRIES

UNITED KINGDOM AND WORLD
EXCLUDING NORTH AMERICA
plays@SamuelFrench-London.co.uk

020 7255 4302/01

Each title is subject to availability from Samuel French,

depending upon country of performance.

CAUTION: Professional and amateur producers are hereby warned that
ALADDIN is subject to a licensing fee. Publication of this play does not
imply availability for performance. Both amateurs and professionals
considering a production are strongly advised to apply to the appropriate
agent before starting rehearsals, advertising, or booking a theatre.
A licensing fee must be paid whether the title is presented for charity
or gain and whether or not admission is charged.

The professional rights in this play are controlled by Samuel French Ltd,
52 Fitzroy Street, London WI1T 5JR.

No one shall make any changes in this title for the purpose of production.
No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system,
or transmitted in any form, by any means, now known or yet to
be invented, including mechanical, electronic, photocopying, recording,
videotaping, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of
the publisher. No one shall upload this title, or part of this title, to any
social media websites.

The right of Norman Robbins to be identified as author of this work has
been asserted by him in accordance with Section 77 of the Copyright,
Designs and Patents Act 1988.



CHARACTERS

Abanazar, the Magician

The Slave of the Ring

Aladdin .

Widow Twankey, his mother

Wishee Washee, a local layabout

The Grand Vizier

The Emperor Chow Mein, Ruler of all China

Princess Badroulbador, his daughter

So-Shy, her lady-in-waiting

The Genie of the Lamp

The Mummy

Chorus of Citizens, Laundryworkers, Courtiers, Spirits
of the Cave, Guards, Chinese Policemen, ezc.

Chorus of Babes



ACT 1 ProOLOGUE Beneath the Great Sphinx in

ACTII

SCENE 1
SCENE 2
SCENE 3

SCENE 4
SCENE 5

SCENE 6
SCENE 7

SCENE [

SCENE 2
SCENE 3
SCENE 4
SCENE 5
SCENE 6

SCENE 7
SCENE 8
SCENE 9

Egypt

Old Peking

A quiet street

The gardens of the Imperial
Palace

Behind the Laundry

Widow Twankey’s Chinese
Laundry

A rocky pass in the mountains
Inside the Cave

The pleasure gardens at Chou-
En-Gum :

A quiet street

Back in the Laundry

The Boudoir of the Princess
The Emperor’s Throne-Room
Outside the gates of Aladdin’s
Palace

Egypt. Inside Aladdin’s Palace
Back in Peking

The Great Hall and Finale



AUTHOR’S NOTE

This version of the Aladdin story was first performed at the Grand Pavilion
Theatre, Porthcawl, Mid Glamorgan, on 26th December 1980 for the
season, and was directed by myself.

To enable it to be performed by amateur companies, I have simplified the
staging to suit the average church hall or small theatre. Lighting, special
effects and properties have been kept to a minimum, and although songs
and dances I leave to the discretion of the director, I have prepared a list of
music suggestions which is obtainable from me, c¢/o Samuel French Ltd.

Knowing the demands of the amateur stage, I have expanded the cast
numbers by two, but apart from that, you have what we had.

Running time is about two hours and a quarter, providing the pace is
brisk. Costumes and scenery should be as stylized as possible.

PRODUCTION NOTE

In Act 1, Scene 2, it is best if a/l characters involved are supplied with hot-
water bottles. It is less messy for performers and the rest of the company
during later scenes.

In Act 1, Scene 5, the washing machine is simply a four-sided box painted
white with an “‘observation window’’ painted on the front. Make sure it is
large enough to accommodate Wishee when he falls in, and do provide an
exit hole in the cloth behind it. His costume change is fairly quick.
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Myrtle and Cliff Devenish
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ACTT
PROLOGUE

Beneath the Great Sphinx in Egypt

A lane cloth depicting a huge hall of Egyptian design, dimly lit in shades of blue
and green. The sinister figure of Abanazar, an evil magician, is C, his left hand
held slightly below his face at an angle in order to display the large stoned ring
he wears on his finger, and his right hand a little above shoulder level, fingers
splayed as though to cast a spell on the ring. A green spotlight illuminates him

Abanazer (hoarsely) O magic ring ... fashioned by the spells of Egypt’s
ancient gods . .. I call upon your aid. Tell me that which I ... Abanazar
... most powerful of all magicians . . . desire to know. The whereabouts of
the Magic Lamp ... the Lamp I must have to make me ruler of all the
world. (He gives a harsh laugh and rubs the ring)

There is a flash and the Slave of the Ring appears

Slave I am the Slave of the Ring, O master. Here to do thy bidding. What is
thy wish? (He bows his head)
Abanazer (snarling) The Magic Lamp. Where is it? Speak, I command you.
Slave In a cavern deep, below the ground,
The Lamp lies hidden. Safe and sound.
Abanazer (impatiently) Yes, yes, but where? Where?
Slave Near a mountain top in a foreign land.
But master, try to understand,
You who are wicked may not make your way
To the head of that cavern. Outside you must stay.
Abanazer (snarling) What?
Slave If anyone evil inside it should tread,
In the blink of an eyelid, he’ll surely be dead.
Another soul must play the questing part,
An honest boy. Fearless. What’s more, pure of heart.
Without Ais help, master, the Lamp remains
Outside your grasp always, in spite of your pains.
Abanazer (raging) Ten thousand curses. Where in this day and age can I
find a boy as innocent as that?
Slave I know of but one (though more is the pity)
He dwells in far off Peking City.
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Aladdin is his given name,
A youth to whom life’s just a game.
A washerwoman’s only child . ..
His days are spent in running wild.

Abanazer (with cunning) A wild one, eh? (He chuckles) I'll soon tame him.
Take me to this place in the twinkling of an eye . ..
For the Lamp shall be mine . .. then the boy will die.
(He laughs harshly)

Slave To China, then. Our journey we'll begin.
I'll set you down where he’s sure to be,
In the market place of Old Peking.

There is an instant Black-out. Both exit under cover of the darkness

SCENE 1

Old Peking

A Chinese market place with quaint stalls and houses surrounding it. Widow
Twankey's laundry is up R, and has a practical door

When the scene begins, it is daylight and the Citizens of Peking are singing and
dancing happily

Song 1 (Choristers)

At the end of the song, Aladdin enters jauntily up L, and moves down C
Aladdin (brightly) Hi, gang.
All greet him cheerily

What'’s all the excitement?

Girl Weren’t you watching TV-am this morning, Aladdin? The Princess
Badroulbador’s coming through the streets today with her father ... on
their way to the Imperial Baths.

Boy Which means ... she’ll be passing through this very market place.

Aladdin Princess Badroulbador? Ohhhhhh. She’s the most beautiful girl in
the whole of China.

Girl How do you know? No-one’s ever seen her face.

Aladdin 7 have. I climbed the walls of the Imperial Palace gardens only last
week and watched her feeding the peacocks.

Boy (aghast) But Aladdin ... you know what the penalty is for looking at
the Princess’s face. Instant execution.

Aladdin (laughing) So what? They’ll have to catch me first. Besides . . . what
good is it having a beautiful Princess if no-one’s allowed to look at her?
It’s a criminal waste. (He glances round) Now where’s the best spot for me
to catch a glimpse of her when she arrives here?

Girl (horrified) You don’t mean you're going to try and see her again?
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Aladdin Why not? I might even ask her to marry me if I can get close
enough.

All laugh

What’s so funny?

Boy Marry you? Why, she won’t even notice you. You’re nothing but the
son of a poor old washerwoman.

Aladdin I know ... but I can dream, can’t I? Besides ... I've got a funny
feeling my fortunes are going to change, so she’d better snap me up now
whilst she’s still got the chance. After all ... when I'm rich and famous,
I'll be able to marry any girl I please.

Girl Yes ... but what if you don’t please any of them?

All laugh

Aladdin (smiling) Well ... I'll worry about that when the time comes. Just
for now, I'm so happy I could burst ... and when I'm feeling like this,
there’s absolutely nothing in the world that’s going to depress me.

Song 2 (Aladdin)
At the end of the song, the Chorus exit cheerily

Aladdin makes to exit into the laundry, but before he can do so, there is a great
cry of distress from inside

Widow Twankey comes staggering out, clutching at her bosom as though in
pain

(Startled) Mother ... (He hurries to her)

Twankey (gasping) Help. Police. Murder.

Aladdin (very concerned) Mother. What on earth’s the matter?

Twankey (clutching at him) I've been swindled. Swindled. Some woman’s
just paid for her laundry with a dud coin.

Aladdin Counterfeit?

Twankey Yes. She had two. (She wails) Oh, whatever are we going to do? I
haven’t made enough money to pay the rent, and we haven’t a thing in the
house to eat.

Aladdin (uncomfortable) Oh ... well ... you ... er ... you don’t have to
worry about food for me, Mum. As a matter of fact, I've already eaten.

Twankey (startled) Eh?

Aladdin I found a hundred yen note in the street, so I had lunch down at the
harbour.

Twankey (annoyed) Do you mean to tell me that I've been starving to death
at home while you’ve been stuffing your face inside one of these floating
restaurants?

Aladdin (contrite) I'm afraid so, Mum. I had oysters on one junk, and king
prawns on another. Fried octopus on a third, and on the biggest junk of
all, I had egg fried rice, bamboo shoots, sweet and sour pork and chicken
chop suey.

Twankey (wincing) Ooooh. I don’t know how you can keep it all down.
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Aladdin (uneasily) I'm not sure that I can. To tell you the truth ... I'm
starting to feel a little bit sick. (He holds his stomach)

Twankey (triumphantly) Yes ... and it jolly well serves you right. I've
warned you before about eating too much junk food. Anyway ... I'll
soon take your mind off it. You can come and give me a hand in the
laundry. I need someone to wind the mangle.

Aladdin (dismayed) Oh, Mum . .. Do I have to?

Twankey ( fiercely) Yes, you do. It’s about time you stopped running round
the streets enjoying yourself, and did some work for a change. You’re so
lazy, you don’t even walk in your sleep, now. You hitch-hike. Ooooh, if
your poor father were still alive to see the way you behave now that he’s
dead, he’d climb out of his coffin and die of shame.

Aladdin Oh, don’t get upset with me, Mum. I know I should do more to
help you. It’s just that I want to enjoy life whilst I'm still young enough to
do it. But don’t worry. I'll make you proud of me one day, I promise. Just
you wait and see.

Twankey (resignedly) Yes ... you sound just like your father. “Don’t
worry, Titania,” he’d say to me. “One of these days, Dame Fortune’s
going to come knocking at that laundry door.” (She snorts in derision)
Dame Fortune. The only one who ever came knocking was her daughter,
Miss Fortune.

Aladdin (curiously) You know ... speaking of Father ... I've often won-
dered about him. I mean . . . it’s such a long time ago since he died, I can
hardly remember what he looked like. For instance ... I've got such (ke
gives his own hair colour) hair, and you’ve got such (he gives Twankey's
hair colour) hair ... well ... what colour hair did se have?

Twankey I've no idea. He didn’t have time to take his hat off.

Aladdin (smiling) Well, then ... How did you come to meet him?

Twankey Oh, I can remember that. Covered with perspiration and sweat, he
was. He’d just done one thousand metres in five seconds flat.

Aladdin (incredulous) But that’s impossible.

Twankey No itisn’t. He’d just fallen down a lift-shaft. (She beams) Still . . . it
was love at first fright. There he was . .. six feet tall, chest as hairy as a
busted sofa, and one beautiful blue glass eye.

Aladdin (startled) Glass eye??

Twankey (quickly) Oh, I didn’t realize it at first. It just came out during the
conversation. Anyway ... to cut a long story short . .. he took me for a
gin and tonic and Schwepped me off me feet. (She sighs happily) Oh, those
were the days. Fifteen years we were married and not once did we think of
divorce. Murder, yes . . . but not divorce. Poor Cuthbert. I still miss him,
you know. He was a model husband.

Aladdin (surprised) Really?

Twankey (nodding) Not a working model, mind you, but I could hardly
blame him for that. He was very superstitious, you see. Daren’t work any
week that had a Wednesday in it. (Fondly) But I didn’t mind. You see . . .
in spite of everything . .. he’d have died for me, that man would. He told
me so, many a time. “Titania,” he’d say, “I’ll swing for you yet.” (She
heaves a sigh of resignation) And now he’s gone. And here /am . . . a poor,
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helpless little widow woman with a wayward son and a great big pile of
other people’s dirty washing to attend to. Oh, whatever’s to become of us?
Aladdin (brightly) Cheer up, Mum. Let’s go in and have a nice cup of tea,
then I'll give you a hand to sort it all out.
Twankey (cheering up) Will you? Oh, thank you, son. You’re not a bad boy
at heart, are you? I’ll put the kettle on.

They exit into the laundry

As they do so, the Lights dim and Abanazar enters up L, a green spotlight on
him

Abanazer (glancing around) So this is Peking ... and here I am in the
market place. But where is the boy Aladdin? He who will help me find the
Magic Lamp. I must meet him . . . and soon. For then, and only then, may
I discover the hidden entrance to that mystic cave and fulfil my destiny.
(He glances round again) T’ll explore yonder side-street.

He exits R, and the Lights come up again

A great commotion is heard off up L, and a crowd of laughing girls scatter on
to the stage, pursued by the blindfolded figure of Wishee Washee who is
trying to catch one of them. They call to him in teasing tones

Girls Here, Wishee. This way, Wishee. Behind you ... etc.

As he blunders around, two girls quickly exit to return with an old swabbing
mop and a large wet sponge, respectively. The girl holding the mop holds it
out in front of Wishee's fingers and he clutches at it

Wishee (triumphantly) Aha ... I've caught somebody by the hair. Oooh, I
bet you don’t use Silvikrin. Come on, now. You told me I'd get a big juicy
kiss if I caught one of you. Where is it? (He puckers his lips)

Girl Here it is.

Wishee lets go of the mop-head, and the girl with the sponge quickly squashes
it into his face

As he reacts, the girls shriek with laughter and quickly exit

Wishee (pulling off the blindfold and calling after them) You rotten, horrible
lot. That’s the last time I play Blind Man’s Buff with you. (He winces)
Oooh, I'm all wet. (He dabs at himself with the blindfold and suddenly
notices the audience) Oh ... hello. (He peers at them closely) Oooooh.
Here . . . you’re not tonight’s audience, are you? (Coaxingly) Come on . ..
speak to Wishee. Are you tonight’s audience?

Audience reaction

0Oo000000000h. (He titters) Don’t you look funny? (Remembering him-
self’) No, no. Don’t get upset. I'm not trying to be rude. Honest. It’s just
that we’ve never had an audience like you in to watch us, before. I mean
... your faces. They’re all white ... and your eyes are the wrong shape.
You don’t look like Chinese at all. (Quickly) But don’t worry about it. As
long as you can understand Chinese, you’ll have a smashing time with us.
You ... er... you do understand Chinese, don’t you?
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Audience reaction

Of course you do. (He indicates a little girl near the front) This little girl
down here does ... (to her) ... don’t you, love? No? No?? But you must
do. Whereabouts do you live?

The child names the district

Where?? (He repeats the district the child gives) Well . . . everybody speaks
Chinese there. Every time the rent man comes round for his money and
knocks on the door, the kids run out and shout “Shint in. Shint in.” (He
chortles) Anyway ... now I know we can all understand each other, I'd
better introduce myself. My name’s Wishee Washee, and I'm world-
famous in our street. I am. I've only got to put me head outside the door
and everybody shouts “Hiya, Wishee”. (Thoughtfully) Mind you ... I'm
not living at home right now . . . and I’ve never been in this part of the city
before so I haven’t got pals to talk to me. Here ... I'll tell you what,
though . . . how about you being my pals? Every time I come on, I’ll shout
“Hiya, kids” and you can shout back ‘“Hiya, Wishee’’ and then I won’t
feel so lonely. Will you do that?

Audience reaction
Let’s have a little practice then.
He practises with the audience until he is satisfied with the response

Right. Smashing. Now then ... I suppose you’re all wondering what I'm
doing here, aren’t you? As a matter of fact, I'm looking for a new job. I
lost me old one because of illness. The boss got sick of me. No, but! I’ll do
anything ... as long as it’s honest. I've had lots of different jobs, you
know. Once I was a liver, brain and lung specialist. I was. I was a butcher.
I had to give it up, though. It was an offal job. But then . .. then ... went
right to the top of the ladder in television. Oh, yes. I was one of the high-
ups. I fixed aerials on rooftops. Anyway . . . if you hear of any jobs going,
you won'’t forget to let me know, will you? All right then. See you later.

With a cheery wave, Wishee exits down R

As he does so, Widow Twankey enters from the laundry carrying a large
notice on which is printed “Asist” “Assyst” “Asyst”, all crossed through,
and “‘Help wanted’’ substituted

Twankey (to the audience) Oh, I say, boys and girls. I've had a smashing
idea. I'm going to hang this notice up and see if I can get somebody to
help me in the laundry. (She hangs it on the doorframe)

Abanazar enters behind her

Abanazar Aha. I'll see if this old hag knows where the boy lives. (Loudly)
Good-morning, madam.

Twankey (turning, startled) Oh ... it's (she names a well-known personality)
(Concerned) Here . .. I'm sorry you’ve hurt your head. (She indicates his
turban)
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Abanazar (forcing a smile) Very droll, madam. Very droll. (With vigour)
Tell me . .. are you Peking’s oldest inhabitant?

Twankey (indignant) Certainly not. I've only just arrived at the age of
thirty-two.

Abanazar (eyeing her askance) Really? (Aside) I wonder what delayed her?

Twankey Here ... I don’t remonstrate notifying you around these parts
before.

Abanazar Hardly surprising, madam. I happen to be a stranger.

Twankey (pleased) 1 thought as much. The second I set eyes on that nose of
yours, 1 said to myself “That fellow would make a perfect stranger”.

Abanazar (puzzled) Nose??? (He feels his nose)

Twankey Oh, yes. There’s not many people in this part of the world with
nostrils like a two-door garage. Where do you come from?

Abanazar (proudly) Egypt, madam, is the land of my birth.

Twankey (kindly) Never mind, love. Terrible things happen in other coun-
tries, as well. (Eagerly) Here . .. you’re not married, are you?

Abanazar (irritated) No.

Twankey Oh ... single. (She preens herself)

Abanazar Certainly not.

Twankey ( frowning) You're not married and you’re not single? Well what

.are you?

Abanazar (impatiently) If you must know ... I’'m a grass widower.

Twankey (delightedly) Ooh, how lucky we met. I'm a vegetarian. (She
pushes him playfully and sends him flying) Here ... I'm also a widow ...
with one little boy.

Abanazar (uninterested) Really?

Twankey Mind you ... I'm a bit worried about him. He hasn’t had a job
since he left school, and he keeps coming home covered with gold paint.

Abanazar Gold paint???

Twankey Yes. I think he’s developed a gilt complex. (She chortles) Oh, poor
Aladdin. I do make fun of him.

Abanazar (startled) Aladdin? Did you say Aladdin?

Twanky (proudly) That’s right. Aladdin Hydrangeas Twankey. (Confiden-
tially) We called him Aladdin after his grandfather.

Abanazar But what about the Hydrangeas?

Twankey Lost, two nil. (She giggles)

Abanazar (aside) Can this be the boy I'm looking for? No, no. It’s
impossible. And yet ... Perhaps I’d better make further enquiries. (To
Twankey) This ... er ... son of yours, madam. Is he a rather remarkable
person?

Twankey What? I'll say he’s remarkable. Do you know ... that boy was
walking before he was six weeks old. The bottom fell out of his
pram.

Abanazar (after a wince) But tell me ... he is brave, honest and intelligent?

Twankey Of course he is. There hasn’t been a boy like him in our family for
hundreds of years.

Abanazar Ah ... so you have a large family tree?

Twankey (puzzled) No. We haven’t even got a plant-pot. (She indicates
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upstage to the laundry) There’s not much soil round these houses . .. (She
babbles on as Abanazar speaks)

Abanazar (eyes glittering excitedly) It must be him. It must. (Delightedly)
Found . .. the very boy I've been looking for. (To Twankey, loudly) May 1
meet this little angel?

Twankey (turning back to him) Eh? Oh ... yes. Yes, of course you can. He’s
inside the laundry boiling an egg for me. I'll give him a shout. (She calls)
Aladdin ...

Aladdin enters from the laundry holding his nose

Aladdin Oh, Mum ... that egg was rotten.

Twankey Don’t blame me. I only laid the table. Come over here and say
hello to this feller in the polo-necked sweater.

Abanazar (puzzled) Eh? (He looks down at himself’)

Twankey (realizing) Oh ... silly old me. It’s not a polo-necked sweater at
all. It’s his bottom lip. (To Aladdin) Say something nice to him. He might
slip us a few yen if we’re lucky.

Aladdin (to Abanazar) Good-morning, sir.

Abanazar (beaming) My dear boy. You’re the very image of him.

Aladdin and Twankey look puzzled

Tell me . . . did you never hear your father speak of his long-lost brother?
Aladdin (surprised) No, sir. Never.
Abanazar (flinging his arms wide) Then behold. I am the long-lost brother
he never spoke about.

Aladdin and Twankey react

Embrace me, Nephew. (He hugs Aladdin)
Twankey (quickly recovering) Here, here. Take your measly, mucky maulers
off him. You don’t know where he’s been.

Aladdin breaks free

It’s all right you coming here and claiming to be my late husband’s long-
washed brother, but can you prove it? Can you identifying yourself ?

Abanazar But of course ... Do you have such a thing as a small mirror
about your person?

Twankey (puzzled) Mirror? (She gets a small mirror from her apron pocket
and extends it to him) Like this, you mean?

Abanazar Exactly. (He takes it) Now ... you wish me to identify myself ?
(He looks into the mirror) Yes. That’s me, all right. What further proof
could be needed? (He hands it back to her)

Twankey (doubtfully) Well ... I don’t know. (To the audience) There’s
something about him I don’t trust, boys and girls. Do you think he’s
telling the truth?

Audience reaction

Abanazar (shrugging) Oh, well . .. If you wish to take notice of that spotty-
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faced, sweet-sucking pack of dim-witted dunderheads and disown your
millionaire brother-in-law, I'll be off. (He turns as though to exif)

Twankey Millionaire??? (Quickly) Oh. Here, wait a minute. I’ve just remem-
bered something.

Abanazar (aside with a smirk) 1thought she might do. (He turns back to her)

Twankey Of course we remember him never talking about you. He hardly
ever stopped, did he, Aladdin? Er ... what was it he called you?

Abanazar (beaming) Why, Abanazar, dear sister-in-law. Abanazar.

Twankey Yes ... that’s what it was. Abanazar. Here . .. but we can’t keep
calling you that now you’re one of the family, can we? Course we can’t.
We'll call you Ab, for short.

Abanazar (incredulously) Ab??

Twankey Why not? I mean . .. (She indicates Aladdin) He’s Aladdin, so you
can call him Al for short. And I'm Titania . .. so you can call me . .. any
time you feel like it. (She pushes him playfully and sends him flying)

Aladdin (in a daze) A long-lost uncle and a millionaire. I must be dreaming.

Twankey Well if you are, don’t bother waking up. (To Abanazar) Here . ..
Abbi ... You wouldn’t happen to have a few thousand yen to spare till I
can get to the Post Office and draw me widow’s pension, would you?

Abanazar (with mock regret) Alas ... for the moment my purse is as empty
as a politician’s promise. But soon . . . very soon . .. you shall have riches
beyond the dreams of avarice. I, Abanazar, do swear it.

Twankey (to the audience) Oooh, did you hear that, boys and girls? We’re
going to have riches beyond the dreams of Aberystwyth. (She almost
faints with joy)

Aladdin ( frowning) Just a minute, Uncle. If you’re really a millionaire, why
are you walking around in those old rags? Where are your fine clothes?
And jewels?

Abanazar (aside) Curses. The boy is sharper than I thought. I must allay his
suspicions. (To Aladdin) The answer is simple, dear Nephew . .. I dress
like this to escape the attentions of those who would rob wealthy
merchants such as myself.

Twankey (nodding) Oh, yes. He’s quite right, Aladdin. There’s all sorts of
funny people running round the streets these days. Only this morning I
was walking down (she names a local street) when somebody tried to rob
me. “Hand over your money,” he said.

Aladdin (shocked) Mum ...

Twankey “Money?” I said. “Money? I haven’t got any money.” But he
wouldn’t believe me. “All right, then,” he said. “If you won’t hand it over,
I shall have to search you.” Oh, girls . . . he searched me all over. I think he
must have been a sailor, because he definitely had submarine hands ... I
didn’t know where they were going to pop up next. Anyway . .. he didn’t
find anything ... but I'd enjoyed myself so much, I wrote him out a
cheque for his trouble.

Abanazar (firmly) As I was saying ... Very soon, undreamed of wealth
shall be yours, for a few miles away, my great treasure store lies hidden . . .
secreted in a vast cavern containing more jewels than the desert has grains
of sand.
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Aladdin (impressed) Gosh. How soon can we get there?

Abanazar (leering) Patience, dear Nephew, patience. I'll take you there
when the time is right ... perhaps tomorrow. Perhaps tonight. I'll make
preparations and . .. never fear ... return to collect you.

Aladdin (eagerly) I'll be here.

Abanazar exits with an evil chuckle

(To Twankey) Oh, Mum. Our worries are over. We’re going to have so
much money you’ll be able to sell the laundry lease and live in luxury for
the rest of your life.

Twankey (excitedly) Ooh, I can hardly wait. Come on. Let’s go in and start
making lists of everything we’ll want to buy.

They exit into the laundry chatting eagerly. As they exit, a loud voice is
heard off up L

Vizier (off) Make way for the Emperor. Make way for the Emperor.

With much excitement, the market place is filled with Citizens, all agog to
see their ruler. With great pomp the Grand Vizier enters up L, flanked by
two fierce looking Guards

His most Celestial Highness, Chee Kin Chow Mein ... Emperor of
China. (He indicates off up L)

A loud discordant fanfare sounds and four massive Slaves enter supporting
an ornate sedan chair. They move down C and it can be seen that there is no
bottom to the sedan and the Emperor is in fact walking along inside it. The
chair is lowered, and his head appears over the top. With much floundering,
muttering and struggles, the drapes are forced aside, and the doddery old
Emperor appears

All kow-tow and hiss loudly

Emperor (peering around) Is this it, Vizier? Have we arrived?

Vizier (moving down to join the Emperor) Indeed we have, Your Highness.
The Imperial Baths are yonder. (He indicates off down R)

Emperor (nodding) Good. Good. And where’s me daughter, the Princess
Badroulbador?

Vizier (glancing off up L) Arriving now, Your Highness ... and suitably
veiled.

Emperor (nodding) Splendid, splendid. Well . .. get on with it, man. Read
them the usual proclamation.

Vizier (unrolling a small scroll and reading) *‘By order of His Most Celestial
Highness . .. Lord of the Moon and Master of the Sun. Divine Prince of
Peking, Shantung, Kwangtung, Lambstung, Hong Kong, King Kong and
Ping Pong——"

Emperor (testily) Oh, never mind the commercials . . . get on with the nitty-
gritty.

Vizier “No man shall gaze upon the face of his most beautiful daughter,
Princess Badroulbador unless they wish to die. Therefore ... to prevent
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unfortunate ‘accidents’ . .. you are commanded to return to your homes
and shutter your windows until the Royal Visit is over.” (He re-rolls the
scroll)

With due deference, the Citizens quickly withdraw

Emperor (beaming) Now then ... summon me daughter then buzz off and
blow up me water wings. (He rubs his hands in glee) Oooh, I can hardly
wait to get me shoes and socks off.

The Vizier signals off up L, then exits down R, followed by the sedan chair
and bearers

Princess Badroulbador and Handmaidens enter. The Princess is veiled

(Greeting her) Come along, Badroulbador. Here we are at the Imperial
Baths. Just think. This may be the very last time we have to use these
public baths for our yearly bathe. If all goes well, the rich Prince Pekoe
will ask for your hand in marriage and we’ll be able to build a pool of our
own in the Royal Palace. (He chuckles)

Princess (protesting) But I don’t want to marry Prince Pekoe, Father. He’s
old and fat and as ugly as sin.

Emperor (thoughtfully) Yes ... I have to admit he’s no oil painting. When
his grandfather was born, everyone passed out cigars. When his father
was born, everyone passed out cigarettes. But when ke was born,
everybody just passed out. (Resolutely) Still ... looks aren’t everything.
He’s very rich and that’s all that matters. You know we’re almost
penniless, and unless you marry someone wealthy, the whole country will
go bankrupt. So come along. Into the Bath House and prepare yourself.

Princess (pleading) Oh, Father . .. please don’t make me marry him. Please.

Emperor (annoyed) Now that is enough, Badroulbador. You're in a very
disagreeable mood this morning and I won’t have it. Out of the kindness
of my heart I've allowed you to leave the palace and come with me, but if
this is the way you’re going to reward me, I shall go into the baths alone.
You will remain here in the market place until you come to your senses.

He snaps his fan angrily and totters off down R

The Princess bursts into tears and covers her face with her hands. Anxiously,
her Handmaidens surround her

So-Shy Don’t cry, Princess. I'm sure your father would not be so cruel as to
force you into marriage. (She hands the Princess a silk kerchief)
Princess (unveiling to wipe her eyes) Oh, So-Shy ... if only that were true.

Aladdin enters from the laundry, un-noticed

Aladdin (startled) The Princess. (He draws back) How beautiful she is . ..
even though she’s crying. I wonder what’s wrong? (He hesitates) It’s no
use. I've simply got to meet her. (He crosses to the group and taps the
Princess on the shoulder) Hello.

Princess (turning, startled) A boy ...
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The Handmaidens react in horror

Aladdin A man.

So-Shy (trying to come between them) Oh, please. Please go away. If you're
discovered looking at her, you’ll be killed on the spot.

Aladdin I don’t care. I'll defy death itself merely to gaze upon her beauty.

Princess (wonderingly) Do you really mean that?

Aladdin But of course, Princess. You’re the most beautiful lady in all China.

So-Shy Who are you?

Aladdin Aladdin Twankey. Only son of a humble washerwoman.

Princess (t0 So-Shy) Oh, So-Shy ... how handsome he is. If only he were
rich.

So-Shy (anxiously) Princess. Your veil.

Remembering, the Princess quickly begins to cover her face

Aladdin (quickly) Oh, please ... there’s no need to do that.

Princess (pausing) But there is, Aladdin. If anyone should see us to-
gether ...

Aladdin Let them. I'd risk anything just to look into your eyes. I love you,
Princess.

The Handmaidens react in confusion

Princess Oh, Aladdin. You don’t know how often I've longed for someone
to say those words to me. But don’t you understand? Love for us is
impossible, so you must promise never to say such a thing again.

Aladdin If you insist, Princess. But remember . . . true lovers need no words
spoken. They can hear them in their hearts.

Song 3 (Aladdin and Princess)

At the end of the song, they move down L, in deep conversation leaving the
worried-looking Handmaidens and So-Shy up R

Wishee Washee enters DR

Wishee Hiya, kids. (He sees the notice on the laundry door) Hey . . . just what
I'm looking for. Oh, wait a minute thought. I don’t want to work for
anyone nasty, do I? I'd better find out what the owner’s like before I go in.
(He sees Aladdin and the Princess) These two might know. (He crosses to
Aladdin and taps him on the shoulder) *Scuse me.

Aladdin (turning) Yes? (Recognizing him) Wishee.

Wishee (surprised) Aladdin. My old mate.

Aladdin What are you doing in this part of the city?

Wishee I'm looking for a job and I saw that notice on the laundry door and
... (He notices the Princess) Oh, hello . ..

The Princess quickly fixes her veil in position and turns away

(To Aladdin) A bit shy, is she?
Aladdin (laughing) Of course not. It’s just that no-one’s supposed to look at
her face under pain of death. This is the Princess Badroulbador.
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Wishee Princess Black-droopy-drawers? Oh. (To the Princess) Pleased to
meet you. (He realizes) Princess?? (He panics) Oooer. Quick, Aladdin.
Make a dash for it. Scarper. Run for your life.

Aladdin (puzzled) Why?

Wishee (amazed) Why? Why? Didn’t you just say that nobody had to look
at her face under pain of death?

The Princess moves away and up to her Handmaidens

Well you've done it. You’ve parked your peepers on her. If anyone finds
out you could lose your head.

Aladdin Who cares? I've already lost my heart.

Wishee Yes . .. it’s all right for you. But what about me? I've looked at her,
too.

Aladdin Don’t worry, Wishee. You save yourself. I'm going to stay here and
talk with her even if it costs me my life.

With a smile, Aladdin crosses to the Princess and her Handmaidens. Wishee
glances worriedly down R, and groans

Wishee (t0 himself) 1 think it’s going to. Here comes the Emperor. (He
closes his eyes in anguish)

The Emperor enters in an old-fashioned bathing costume, water wings,
frogman’s flippers and carrying a loofah

Emperor (muttering in an annoyed fashion) Can’t find me rubber duck
anywhere. (Looking towards the group) Badroulbador? Have you seen
my ...?

Aladdin and the others turn quickly to face him in dismay

(Outraged) What?? He’s talking to the Princess. He’s talking to her. (He
yells loudly) Guards. Guards. Off with his head.

There is great confusion. Citizens, Guards, Policemen and the Vizier quickly
fill the stage

Aladdin is seized by the Guards

Wishee (to the Emperor) Oh, Your Royal Emptiness. He didn’t mean to
look at her. Don’t chop his head off. Just give him a short back and sides.

Emperor (indignant) Certainly not. Wouldn’t suit him at all. Send for the
Executioner.

Widow Twankey enters from the laundry

Twankey What’s happening? What’s going on?

Emperor Nothing at all, madam. (He indicates Aladdin) It’s his head that’s
coming off.

Twankey (aghast) What? My Aladdin? Oh, no. No. You can’t chop his
head off.

Emperor And why not??? I am the all-powerful one and my least wish must
be obeyed. Everyone must do as I say.
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