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CHARACTERS

Tinbad, a poor tailor

Cascara, Ali Baba’s housekeeper

Ali Baba, a poor woodcutter

Haroun, his son

Marsaina, a slave-girl

Morgana, Mistress of Fates

Avarice, an evil Afrit

Kassim Baba, Ali’s rich, miserly brother
Rhum Baba, his snooty wife

Hanki Panki, a failed thief

Jiggeri Pokeri, his companion

Al Raschid, ruthless leader of The Forty Thieves
Achmed the *Orrible, one of his men

Chorus of Citizens, Merchants, Slaves, Thieves, Dancing Girls, Babes, etc.



SYNOPSIS OF SCENES

ACT I
SceNE 1 The Great Market-Place in Cairo
SceNE 2 The Oasis of the Seven Palms
SceNE 3 Outside the Magic Cave
SCENE 4 A quiet street
ScENE 5 Outside Ali Baba’s house

ACT 11
SceNe 1 The Market-Place again
SceNe 2 The Street of Lesser Merchants
SceNe 3 The Market-Place once more
SCENE 4 A quiet street
SceNE 5 The Banqueting Hall of Ali’s new house
SCENE 6 A corridor
SceNe 7 The Banqueting Hall and Finale



AUTHOR’S NOTE

Ali Baba was the first pantomime I ever appeared in, and even forty-odd
years ago productions of this particular subject were few and far between. I
always considered this strange, as the colourful costumes and opportunities
for spectacle were just as great as for Aladdin, a far more popular
pantomime.

One of the problems, I could see clearly: the Forty Thieves themselves.
Few professional managements could have forty brawny men in the chorus,
and certainly no group of amateurs I knew boasted such talent. The obvious
solution, then, was to reduce the numbers by always having some of them
off-stage. This is what I've done with this version. The Forty Thieves of
course, though always assumec to be men, could well include ladies made-
up and dressed in appropriate manner.

A second problem was that Ali Baba is probably one of the most blood-
thirsty tales of the Arabian Nights stories. A quick scan through the original
would make one’s flesh creep. Judicious editing, I hope, has removed most
of the horrors, with just enough left to add menace to this ... one of the
most exciting tales to come from the East, and for all intents and purposes,
one of the first detective stories. (Note how Raschid almost tracks down Ali
Baba, only to be foiled by Marsaina.)

The third problem was that Ali Baba was not really a pantomime at all.
There was no Fairy and Demon element, and no Dame and Simple Simon
character. These I have added. I hope purists will forgive me.

The occupation of Tinbad, who in the original story was a cobbler, I have
changed to a tailor. This I feel is more real to the children of today who
would not associate a cobbler with sewing.

Songs should reflect, as far as possible, an eastern “feel” and obviously
the more colourful the costumes and scenery are, the better. There is no need
for masses of messy body make-up, and dancing girls should be bare-footed.
The rest of the characters should wear eastern-type slippers, or at least
“flatties”. Keep the lighting warm but apart from that, you have here a truly
traditional pantomime which should delight your patrons for a long time to
come.

Best of Luck

Norman Robbins



For
John Richardson

who, after a long and distinguished career in the professional theatre, was
introduced to me and in the space of a few short years found himself playing
amongst other things, my brother in a straight play, my ugly sister in
pantomime, my partner in a radio documentary, my director in a World
Premiére, and my straight man in countless “Entertainments”. This’ll teach
you not to go “‘slumming”.



Other plays by Norman Robbins published by Samuel French Ltd:

Aladdin

Cinderella

Dick Whittington

Grand Old Duke of York
Hickory Dickory Dock
Humpty Dumpty

Late Mrs Early
Nightmare

Pull The Other One
Rumpelstiltzkin

Sing A Song of Sixpence
Slaughterhouse

Sleeping Beauty

Tom, the Piper’s Son
Tomb With A View
Wedding of the Year
Wonderful Story of Mother Goose






ACT 1

SCENE 1

The Great Market-Place in Cairo

An eastern market-place with a backdrop of stylized minarets, stalls, palms,
etc. The area is packed with merchants and customers, bargaining or in search
of a bargain. Slave girls are dancing in colourful costumes in front of one of the
booths, and trinket sellers wander through the throng. To the delight of
children, a snake charmer sits on a mat playing his pipe whilst a snake wavers
gently from inside a woven basket. Eastern type music plays insistently and the
whole picture should be one of colour, movement, noise and great heat. As the
full effect is realised by the audience, the first of the sellers begins to call his (or
her) wares. The cry is taken up by others and this leads into a full throated
rendering of the Opening Chorus

Song 1 (Choristers)

At the end of the song, Tinbad the tailor hurries on UR. He is shabbily but
garishly dressed in turban, silk blouse and baggy pants, and carries a sheet of
paper, which he waves excitedly. He moves quickly DC

Tinbad (breathlessly) Oooh. Hey. Listen everybody. Listen. I'm going to be
rich. 'm going to have so much money I won’t know what to do with it.
Isn’t it smashing?

Merchant 1 (stepping forward) My dear friend Tinbad, calm yourself.
There’s no need to get so excited. Surely you’ve had letters from the
Reader’s Digest before?

Tinbad No, no. I'm not talking about them. It’s this. (He shows the paper) 1
copied it down from the city notice-board a few minutes ago. Look. (He
hands it to the Merchant)

Merchant 1 (reading it aloud) By order of His Highness, the Calif of Cairo,
areward of ten thousand dinars shall be given to anyone who can lead the
Royal Army to the hiding place of Al Raschid and his villainous Forty
Thieves.

There is a general reaction

Tinbad (eagerly) You see? You see? All I've got to do is find out where they
are and I’ll have money to burn. Yipee.

Merchant 1 (amused) My dear Tinbad. No-one knows the hiding place of
the Forty Thieves. (He hands the paper back) If the Calif’s own men
cannot find it, what chance do you have of doing so? Take my advice, old
friend. Forget this reward and stick to what you do best—sewing
garments.
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Everyone agrees

Tinbad (disgusted) Huh. It’s all right for you lot. You’ve got families. But
what about me? I haven’t got anybody. Nobody wants to marry a poor
tailor.

Merchant 2 Oh, I wouldn’t say that, Tinbad. What about Ali Baba’s
housekeeper, old Cascara? You’re exactly the kind of man she’s looking
for. You’re breathing.

Everybody laughs

Tinbad Give over. I don’t want to marry her. She’s walked up the aisle so
many times, they’re trying to make her pay for a new carpet. No ... the
one / want to marry is the most beautiful girl in Cairo ... (Dreamily)
Marsaina.

Merchant 2 Marsaina? The slave-girl of that old miser Kassim Baba? (He
laughs) Why, even if you were the richest man in all Arabia, you’d never
get her to marry you. Everyone knows she’s in love with Haroun, the son
of Ali Baba.

Tinbad So what? He’ll never be able to marry her, will he? He’s only a poor
woodcutter like his father. And you know as well as I do, unless he can
raise enough money to buy her freedom, old Kassim won’t even let him
visit the house.

Merchant 1 (nodding sadly) That’s true. Never was a man born with such a
love of money as Kassim Baba.

Tinbad So that’s why I've got to find out where the Forty Thieves are hiding
and claim the reward. Once I'm rich and famous, old Kassim won’t be
able to sell her to me fast enough.

Merchant 2 Well, we wish you luck, Tinbad. But take care. Al Raschid and
his followers are the cruellest, most evil men in Arabia. If they should
catch you, expect no mercy.

Tinbad Hubh, they don’t scare me. I come from a family of real fighting men.
My eldest brother was so strong, he once went up to (He names a famous
boxer) and punched him right on the nose. (He preens himself)

Merchant 2 (amazed) By the beard of the prophet, I must meet this brother
of yours. I would like to shake hands with him.

Tinbad (scornfully) Don’t be daft. I'm not going to dig him up just to shake
hands with you.

The crowd jeer good naturedly and exit

(Bewildered) Here, where’s everybody going? Come back. (Puzzled) Is it
something I said? (He sees the audience) Oooh ... tourists. (Brightly)
Hello.

Audience reaction

Hey ... come on. You can do better than that, can’t you? Speak to
Tinbad. (He calls again) Hello. (Audience reaction) Well . .. that’s a bit
better. . . . but not much. You’re not shy, are you? (Audience reaction) Eh?
You are? Well, we can soon fix that. Listen. We’re going to have some real
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fun here tonight, and the best way to do it, is for everyone to get to know
each other. So what I want you to do is . . . everybody turn to the person
sitting on your left, and say “Hello. How are you?” (He encourages them
to do this) Now then. Everybody on the /eft turn to the person on your
right and say “Mind your own business, Nosey” (He laughs) There. 1
thought that’d do the trick. Everybody’s smiling now. Right, then. Let’s
have another go. (He calls) Hello. (Audience reaction) Smashing. We’re all
mates now. And because we’re all mates, I'm going to tell you something.
I...

Cascara, Ali Baba’s housekeeper, enters. She is dressed in traditional Dame
costume with absolutely no concession to eastern style of dress

Cascara (spotting him) Coo-ee. Tinbad. (She simpers and waves .coyly)
Tinbad (taken aback) Oh, hello Cascara. I hardly recognised you in that get-
up. What’s happening? You’re not going to a Fancy Dress Party, are you?

Cascara moves DS to Tinbad

Cascara (beaming) ’Course not, silly. I got it in the sale at (She names a local
dress shop). It came all the way from England. It’s called ‘“The oppor-
tunity dress”.

Tinbad Opportunity dress?

Cascara Yes. (She smooths her bust) There’s plenty of room at the top.

Tinbad Well, if you ask me, it’s a bit on the tight side.

Cascara Oh, yes. I know. As a matter of fact, it’s tighter than my skin.

Tinbad What do you mean, it’s tighter than your skin? That’s impossible.

Cascara No it isn’t. I can sit down in my skin, but I can’t sit down in this.
(She simpers) Anyway, never mind the frock. I was just on my way to your
shop to tell you about the terrible experience I had last night.

Tinbad Eh? What terrible experience?

Cascara Well, I’d just gone upstairs to get into me nightie, when I heard this
unusual noise. So I looked out of the window, and there he was. A strange
feller trying to climb up to my bedroom.

Tinbad Blimey. He must have been strange. And what did you do?

Cascara (primly) 1 picked up the telephone and called the Fire Brigade.

Tinbt;.d Eh? What did you want to do that for? You should have called the
police.

Cascara No, no. It had to be the Fire Brigade. My bedroom’s in the attic,
you see, and I wanted to know if they could lend him a ladder. (She sighs)
Oh, it’s not easy being a sex-symbol, you know. You never get a minute to
yourself. There’s always some mad, impetuous feller chasing after you.
(She preens herself)

Tinbad (scornfully) Give over. Who’d chase after you?

Cascara (stung) Well, Abdul the farmer would, for one. (4rchly) Only this
morning he told me I reminded him of a cornfield in early Spring. (She
simpers)

Tinbad Yes. You look like a scarecrow. (He laughs)

Cascara glares at him
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(Quickly) No. I'm only joking. As a matter of fact, every time I look at
you, [ wonder how you managed to get a figure like that? (He winks at the
audience)

Cascara (not noticing) Well, I suppose it’s because I swim a lot. (She simpers
and caresses her thighs) .

Tinbad Oh. So you think swimming helps to give you a good shape, do you?

Cascara [ certainly do.

Tinbad Have you ever seen a duck?

Cascara (reacting, then recovering herself) Oh. It’s a good job I know you’re
only teasing me. (She beams at him) But I like a feller with a sense of
humour. I couldn’t possibly marry you if you didn’t have.

Tinbad (startled) Marry me?

Cascara (coyly) Oh, I've seen the way you look at me when you think I'm
not watching. You can’t wait to propose to me, can you?

Tinbad (taken back) Eh? I can’t wait to propose to you?

Cascara (triumphantly) You see. I knew it. (Excitedly) Oooooh. He wants
to marry me. I can’t wait to tell the girls at the club. (She flutters and
preens)

Tinbad Eh? What club? What club?

Cascara The club I go to every Monday night, of course. (Frowning) What’s
the matter? Don’t you believe in clubs for women?

Tinbad Only if kindness fails. (Worriedly) 1 can’t marry you, Cascara.
You’re not my type. Besides. I can’t afford to get married. Business is so
bad, even the shoplifters have stopped coming. Unless I can find where
the Forty Thieves hide out and claim that reward, I'm going to be
bankruptured.

Cascara (anxiously) Oh, I say. (She thinks) Here, well I’ll tell you what. I’/
come and help you find them, if you promise to propose to me as soon as
you get the reward.

Tinbad (not liking the idea) Oh. But what happens if we don’t find them?
You won’t expect me to propose to you then, will you? (He looks at her
anxiously)

Cascara Of course not. I wouldn’t dream of it.

Tinbad sighs with relief
I'll propose to you. Come on.
Cascara exits DL followed by a despondent Tinbad

As they exit, Ali Baba enters UR. He is an elderly man, stooped by poverty,
dressed in shabby cotton trousers, turban and a much-patched shirt. He
carries a bundle of sticks over his shoulders. Moving DC, he calls his wares

Ali Firewood for sale. Firewood for sale. Who’ll buy my firewood? (He
looks around and sighs) Ahyee. Too late again. (He puts down his wood)
Not a single stick sold. Allah has in truth forsaken Ali Baba. Whatever
will T tell my son, Haroun?

Haroun enters UL. He is a handsome youth in garments as shabby as his
father’s, but bubbling with life
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Haroun (seeing Ali) Father. (He hurries down to him) Did you have any
luck?

Ali indicates his wood and shakes his head

(Kindly) Never mind. I'm sure you did your best. Another day without
food won’t do us any harm.

Ali Another day? Then my brother, your Uncle, still refuses to help us?

Haroun I'm afraid so. He even threatened to call the police if we bothered
him again.

Ali (sadly) So he didn’t give you anything—even though he knew we were
starving?

Haroun Oh, yes. He threw me a last year’s calendar and told me to pick the
dates off it. (Annoyed) 1 wouldn’t mind so much, but the crumbs from his
table would feed half the city for a month.

Ali Now now, Haroun. If it is Allah’s will that we are penniless, whilst my
brother Kassim lives richly, who are we to complain?

Haroun (contrite) Yes, Father. You’re absolutely right. But it all seems so
unfair, doesn’t it? You work so hard and get little in return, whilst he does
nothing but count his jewels and possessions. Don’t you ever wish you
were wealthy too?

Ali Oh, yes Haroun. I have my dreams. All my waking hours are filled with
them, and even though I know they’ll never come true, how pleasantly
they pass the time.

Song 2 (Ali)

At the end of the song, Marsaina hurries on UL. She is a beautiful slave-girl
in bright silken clothing and carries a small basket containing fruit and
bread

Marsaina (calling) Haroun. (She hurries down to them)

Haroun (surprised) Marsaina. What are you doing here?

Marsaina I came to bring you this. (She thrusts the basket at him) Quickly.
Take it before someone sees.

Haroun (taking the basket) Food. But where did it come from?

Marsaina The kitchen of my Master, Kassim, of course. It’s only bruised
fruit and stale bread, but I couldn’t bear to see it thrown away when I
know how desperately you needed something to eat.

Ali May the blessing of Allah fall upon you, Marsaina. But if my brother
should find out you’ve helped us . ..

Marsaina I know. He’ll have me punished. But let him. See if 7 care. No
man should have food to spare while his own brother starves.

Haroun (warmly) We thank you, Marsaina. And one day, I promise, we’ll
repay you for all you’ve done for us.

Marsaina (shyly) If that is the will of Allah, then so be it. But now I must
hurry back before they notice I'm gone.

Marsaina turns to go out

Haroun Wait. When shall we see you again? We’ll need to return the basket.
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Marsaina (thinking quickly) Tonight. Outside the city walls. Wait by the
seven palms.

She quickly exits

Haroun (calling after her) T'll be there. (To Ali) Oh, Father. Isn’t she the
most beautiful girl in all Arabia?

Ali Without doubt, Haroun. But even though your heart is filled with love
for her, ’tis best to forget all thoughts of marriage. Kassim would never
allow her to marry a penniless boy like you.

Haroun (sadly) Iknow. But all the same, I can’t help feeling that something
wonderful is going to happen. (Puzzled) There’s a strange sort of
atmosphere in the market-place today. It’s almost as if ... if ... well,
someone is watching us. Can’t you feel it too?

Ali The only thing / can feel is my stomach rumbling. Come along, Haroun.
Our supply of wood is getting short and we’ve just time for something to
eat before set out to find more.

He picks up his bundle of sticks and begins to exit DL

Haroun (still puzzled) It’s all around us. (He looks about) Something ...
magical.
Ali Come along, Haroun.

Ali exits
Haroun Coming, Father.
Haroun takes a last look round and follows

As Haroun exits, the market-place is suddenly flooded with swirling vapour
and Morgana, the Mistress of Fates, enters UR. She is a haughty Immortal,
sheathed in voluptuous silks and chiffons, a great cloak cascading from her
shoulders. She moves C

Morgana From distant realms where neither Time
Nor Tide the course of life dictates,
Come I, the Ruler of them all ...
Morgana, Mistress of the Fates.

Within my hands, the fate of ev’ry
Mortal man doth rest:

And from the day that he is born,

"Tis I who puts him to the test.

Each joy and sorrow, rise or fall

By me is thus ordained,

And lest I wish it, fame or fortune

Ne’er by anyone is gained. (She smiles wickedly)
But now and then, I change my mind ...
Amusements new to seek ...

Then wealthy lose their riches

And the strong become quite weak.

The wise are extra foolish.
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The blessed ones are curs’d.

Whilst beggars in the gutters find

Their fortunes have been quite reversed.

And so today, it is my whim

Some mischief to create.

The strands of Destiny I'll twist

And change old Ali Baba’s fate. (She laughs amusedly)

Avarice, the Afrit, enters L. In similar attire to Morgana, but dressed in
entirely black and green, she is the epitome of evil

Avarice

Morgana

Avarice

Morgana

Avarice

Morgana

Hold fast . .. before you touch those strands,

I need to have your word

That those [ rule shall not be harmed.

How utterly absurd.

As well you know, dear Avarice,

If fortune on one man

Should smile, another suffers.

This has been so since the world began.
(wheedling) Then why not leave things as they are?
No need to interfere.

Let Ali Baba starve to death.

No use is he to any here.

(amused) 1 see. And what of Al Raschid?

What use is he, I ask?

(Thoughtfully) It might be fun to link their fates . ..
An interesting task. (She glances sideways at Avarice)
(fuming) I'm warning you, Morgana . ..

I won’t stand idly by.

If you persist this foolishness

Then Ali Baba has to die.

(coldly) Harm but one hair of that man’s head
And you yourself will come to grief.

Now go. Whilst I the fates entwine

Of Woodcutter and common Thief.

Morgana makes mystic movements in the air as though entwining strands of

silk

Avarice

Avarice exits

Morgana

So be it, proud Morgana, but

Don’t ever say you were not warned.
Your plan, I vow, I’ll bring to naught.
Before another day has dawned.

(gleefully) The threads are joined. The task is done.
Two single lives become as one.

Now watch as paths of Robber Scourge

And Ali Baba meet and merge.
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With a delighted laugh, Morgana exits, swirling her great cloak behind her

At the same moment Kassim Baba enters UL. He is a miserly old man and,
though dressed in the best that money can buy, appears to be in great pain as
he hobbles DC followed by his bossy wife, Rhum Baba

Kassim (agonised) Oooh. Owww. Oooh. Ooooooh. Arghhhh.

Rhum (irritated) What on earth’s the matter with you, Kassim?

Kassim (groaning) It’s these shoes, of course. They’re five sizes too small
and they’re giving me corns.

Rhum Then why are you wearing them?

Kassim Because I found a packet of corn plasters this morning and I don’t
want to waste them. (He groans) Owwwww.

Rhum Oh, stop making such a fuss, Kassim. My feet are hurting too. I
still don’t know why we had to run here behind the bus instead of riding
inside it.

Kassim Isn’t that obvious, my darling Rhum? If we’d ridden inside the bus,
we’d have had to pay the bus fare. By running behind it, we’ve saved
twenty pence each.

Rhum (annoyed) Oh, you fool, Kassim. Why didn’t we run behind a taxi?
That way we could have saved ten times as much.

Kassim (realising) Oh, bother. Now I’ll be in a bad temper for the rest of the
day.

Rhum (soothingly) No you won’t, dear. No you won’t. You’ll feel much
better when you’ve done what we came to do.

Kassim (remembering) Oh, yes. Yes. Of course. (He smiles) I can’t wait to
give that wretched brother of mine another telling off. How dare he send
his son to my house to beg for food? Does the man think we’re made of
money?

Rhum I’'m sure he does, dearest heart. And not only that, you must insist he
gives Haroun a good whipping, too. With my own eyes, I saw him outside
the house doing a terrible impersonation of you.

Kassim (annoyed) What? And did you speak to him?

Rhum I certainly did. I told him to stop acting like a fool.

Kassim reacts

Hanki Panki and Jiggeri Pokeri enter UR. They are dressed in very shabby
clothing and look thoroughly down and out

Hanki (calling) Baksheesh. Baksheesh.
Jiggeri (calling) Alms for the love of Allah.

They spot Kassim and Rhum and hurry down to them, hands outstretched for
money

Rhum (wrinkling her nose) Ugh. Beggars. (To them) Go away, you horrible
smelly creatures.

Hanki (t0 Kassim) Oh, don’t send us away, Mister. We’re starving. We
haven’t had anything to eat for days.

Kassim Be off with you. If you want food, you must buy it.
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Jiggeri How can we? We ain’t got no money.

Rhum (snootily) Ain’t got no money. You mean you haven’t any money.

Hanki That’s what he said. We ain’t got no money.

Rhum No, no. You haven’t got any money. We haven’t any money. They
haven’t any money.

Jiggeri Blimey. Ain’t nobody got none?

Kassim (snorting) Bah. Men like you should be ashamed to be seen begging.
Hasn’t anyone ever offered you jobs?

Hanki Well, one feller did. But all the rest were a lot more reasonable.

Rhum (haughtily) Ooooh. Out of our way, you miserable wretches. You’ll
get nothing from us, I can promise you.

Rhum moves DR and exits

Kassim Not a penny. (He begins to follow Rhum)

Hanki (t0 Kassim) Wait. Wait. If you won’t give us any money for food,
how about giving us fifty pence for a nice, comfortable bed?

Kassim (pausing) Fifty pence? (He muses) Well, I suppose that’s not too
much to ask. (To Hanki) Very well. Bring it round to my house, and if it’s
worth fifty pence, I'll buy it.

He exits DR haughtily

Jiggeri (glaring after him) Stingy old devil. (He groans) Oooh, I'm so
hungry I'd even eat a British Rail sandwich.

Hanki Me too. Oh, I wish we were back in Baghdad. I know a restaurant
there where you can eat dirt cheap.

Jiggeri Oh, I wouldn’t fancy that. Who wants to eat dirt?

Hanki (hitting him) Idiot. Now come on. Think. We’ve got to get money
somehow.

Al Raschid enters UR. He is a sinister individual in dark robes and turban,
and a cloak hangs from his shoulders. A fearsome dagger is tucked in his
belt. He stands observing Hanki and Jiggeri thoughtfully

Jiggeri (not noticing) Well, perhaps we could open a stall in the market and
sell bottles of truth drug.

Hanki Don’t be daft. There’s no such stuff.

Jiggeri Yes there is. I've just invented it. (He pulls a small bottle out of his
pocket) Look. One sip of this and you have to tell the truth.

Hanki Let me try that. (He snatches the bottle and drinks, only to spit it out)
Yeukkkk. That’s paraffin. -

Jiggeri That’s the truth. (He takes the bottle back)

Raschid moves DS to them

Raschid So. Looking for work, eh? Then perhaps I can help you?

Jiggeri (turning to him) Who are you?

Raschid Names are not important, but let’s just say that I am leader of the
most famous gang of robbers in history.

Hanki (scornfully) Gerraway. You don’t look a bit like (He names the leader
of a political party)
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Raschid (annoyed) Fool. Dolt. Idiot. I am A/ Raschid, and I lead the Forty
Thieves.

Jiggeri Oh. (To Hanki) If there’s only forty of ’em, he must mean the Social
Democrats.

Raschid Bah. Come over here.

They move closer to him

Early this morning, two of my best men were killed by the Calif’s soldiers
and I need replacements for them quickly. You could be just the ones I'm
looking for. Tell me ... Are you tough and ruthless?

Hanki "Course we are. I'm rough and he’s toothless.

Raschid And have you ever demanded money with menaces?

Jiggeri Not half. We used to work for the Inland Revenue.

Raschid Very well. You’ll do. Welcome to the fellowship of the Forty
Thieves.

Hanki You mean ... you want us to join your gang? Oh ... I don’t know
about that. We’d have to think about it, wouldn’t we, Jiggeri?

Jiggeri Yeah. I mean, how much would you be paying us, for instance?

Raschid Don’t worry. I’ll pay you what you’re worth.

Hanki (taken aback) You must be joking. We’re not going to work for that.

Raschid (drawing his dagger) In that case, I'm afraid I'll have to make sure
you never speak of this encounter to anyone else.

Jiggeri (quickly) Of course ... if you offered us ten pence a week and a bag
of doughnuts, we could change out minds.

Raschid All right. (He puts his dagger away again) I agree. Then follow me
... to the hiding place of the Forty Thieves.

They all exit

SCENE 2

The Oasis of the Seven Palms

A lane scene. The backcloth is of a tranquil oasis with a cluster of seven palm
trees sheltering it. The city of Cairo is in the background. It is evening and the
scene is bathed with the last rays of golden sunlight. (If required this scene can
be played in front of secondary “Tabs”)

Cascara enters in a new frock

Cascara (delightedly) Ooh, I say, girls. Here we are at the oasis of the seven
palms. Cairo’s answer to (She names the local lovers’ lane). I haven’t been
here since me and my last husband were courting. Oh, what a gentleman
he was. Always kept his eyes shut on crowded buses, you know. Couldn’t
bear to see a woman standing. And talk about brave. I remember him
coming home once and telling me he’d seen a great big bully hitting a poor
defenceless woman while everybody else just stood around watching.
Well, he wasn’t having that. Not him. He walked straight up to the brute
and said, “Here, you. Why don’t you try hitting a man for a change?”
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Well, he never could remember what happened after that, but it just shows
you the kind of feller he was, doesn’t it? (She looks round) I wonder where
Tinbad’s got to? He promised to meet me here to discuss where we’re
going to search tomorrow, and there might be a chance of a quick kiss
and cuddle if I play me cards right.

Tinbad enters R

Tinbad Hello, kids. Sorry I'm late, Cascara, but . . . (He reacts at the sight of
her) Oh, I say. That’s an unusual dress you’re wearing.

Cascara (simpering) Do you like it?

Tinbad Not half. It makes you look just like a chiffonier.

Cascara (to the audience, pleased) Oh, I say, girls! Did you hear that? He
thinks I look like a chiffon . . . (She realises) Just a minute. Just a minute.
(To him) What do you mean, “It makes me look like a chiffonier?” A
chiffonier’s a big thing with drawers.

Tinbad Well? (He chortles)

Cascara (fuming) Oooh. And to think I've been stood standing here
waiting to waste me feminine wiles on a cut-price tailor, when I could
have been passionately pressed to a Persian potentate. (To him) All right,
then. If that’s the way you want it, you can look for the Forty Thieves on
your own, tomorrow. I'/l go to Paris and marry one of them French
masseurs, instead.

Tinbad No, no, Cascara. You mean monsieurs. Monsieurs. A masseur’s one
of them fellers who lays you on a table then pats and rubs you all over.

Cascara As I was saying, I’ll marry a masseur.

Tinbad Oh, you don’t want to go chasing off to foreign countries just
because I was pulling your leg. I mean, where would the world be without
its little joke?

Cascara (tartly) Well you wouldn’t be alive, for a start.

Tinbad (soothingly) Come on, Cascara. Don’t be like that. You wouldn’t
really marry somebody else, would you? Not really.

Cascara Wouldn’t I? Just wait and see.

Tinbad But...but... only this morning, you said you wanted to marry me.

Cascara You? (Scornfully) Hah. The next feller I marry’s got to be a hero.
Afraid of nothing and nobody.

Tinbad Give over, you’re not that bad.

Cascara reacts

Anyway, I'll be a hero after I've found the Forty Thieves, won’t I? And
everybody round here’ll have to start looking up to me.

Cascara Why? Are you going to have your sandals fitted with high heels?

Tinbad No, no. But I could be the new Sherlock Holmes, couldn’t I?
Helping the police to catch burglars and things.

Cascara (scornfully) You?

Tinbad Well somebody’s got to do it, haven’t they? I mean, I don’t know
what the country’s coming to, these days. There’s Income tax fiddling,
crooks selling their life stories to newspapers and films, bribery all over
the place, and swindlers making fortunes out of people like you and me. I
don’t know how they get away with it.
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Cascara starts to move off

Cascara I do. They get themselves elected.
Cascara exits

Tinbad Eh? (He begins to follow her off’) Cascara! Wait! Cascara!
Tinbad exits

Marsaina and Haroun enter. Haroun carries the basket used in the previous
scene

Marsaina Oh, Haroun, it’s been lovely seeing you again, if only for a few
minutes. But I'd better be getting back. My Mistress will be calling for me
soon to dress her for dinner.

Haroun (regretfully) 1 should be returning home, too. Father hadn’t
returned from his wood gathering when I left, and I'm starting to get a
little bit worried about him. The City gates will shortly be closing for the
night.

Marsaina Has he stayed out this late before?

Haroun Well, once or twice. When he had to go to the mountains.

Marsaina (hopefully) Then perhaps that’s where he went today?

Haroun (nodding) It’s possible, I suppose. (He smiles) But I hope he’s had
better luck than I have. Only two bundles of sticks sold all day.

Marsaina Poor Haroun. But don’t worry. I'll try to bring you more food
tomorrow.

Haroun Thank you, Marsaina. Your kindness shall be rewarded in
Paradise. (He gives her the basket) But be careful. If Uncle Kassim found
out you were helping us and we were meeting like this, he’d be furious.

Marsaina (smiling) Until tomorrow, then. (She begins to draw away)

Haroun Oh, if only I had the money to buy your freedom. You’d never have
to set foot in his miserable house again.

Marsaina Perhaps one day, Haroun. But till then I must serve him faithfully
or be sold in the slave market.

Haroun (suddenly) Perhaps we could run away together? Go to Baghdad.
Marsaina (shaking her head) Your uncle is a wealthy man. He would send
someone after us. And if we were caught, we’d surely be put to death.
Haroun (sadly) You’re right, of course. Even if we did escape his clutches,
he’d make quite sure my father suffered for it. Oh, Marsaina. What are we

going to do? Will we never be able to marry?

Song 3 (Haroun and Marsaina)
They exit R
Avarice enters L

Avarice (sneering) You fools. No happiness you’ll find
Whilst Avarice draws breath.
I’ll prove to smug Morgana that
To cross me only leads to death.
Old Ali Baba dies tonight . ..



WAIT, THERE'S
MORE!

Please visit our website to buy the full
script, apply for a license to perform
this show (if it’s available), or to explore
hundreds of similar titles.

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

To be the first to know about new
books, licensing releases, and enjoy
other theatre-related larks, do follow
us on our spangley social media
channels.

{f | Samuel French London

$7 | SamuelFrenchltd

IH gIF PERUSALS



