The Burqa Master Theatre Play
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Introduction
The theatre play is in one act with ten scenes. The
storyline is similar to the novel play, but I have excluded
certain characters and plots to allow for one simple stage
set that will accommodate the entire play.
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Notes for the set
The set represents in a non-realistic fashion a sparsely
furnished flat. The stage is split to represent two rooms.
On the Stage Left is the ‘Sitting room’ with a dining
table, a sofa and a TV. Downstage Left, behind the
dining table is a shelf unit for crockery and
miscellaneous items, including books, framed photos,
telephone, calculator, pens and paper. Upstage Left is a
window, which can be opened; net curtains hang down
in front. There is a sitting room door on the Centre Left
(Used for entering the sitting room and giving the idea
it leads off to a corridor or other rooms in the flat.) Next
to the door is a coat stand.
On the Stage Right is the ‘Bedroom’ with a double bed,
a bedside lamp, a chair and dressing table. The top
drawer contains syringes, scissors, comb, hairbrush, tie
and a shaving mirror. The lower drawers contain old
clothes.
On the Centre Right next to the bed is a clothes horse.
A translucent screen is placed between Upstage Centre
and Centre Stage partially separating the bedroom area
from the living area. The screen has a simple open door
frame in the centre, which the actors use to pass from
one side to the other; giving the idea that the 2 rooms
are separated by a wall. (This screen can be omitted.)
The action of the play takes place in two different flats.
The change of flat can be brought about by changing
the bedspread, sofa cover and the lighting. (Plus shelf
items and miscellaneous props.)
The Babai Flat is lit with bright neon light and there is
an oriental bedspread, oriental sofa cover and a large
prayer mat on the floor. A cassette player (Sometimes
on top of the TV, sometimes on the table.) There is a
huge chandelier hanging above the prayer mat. (The
5

chandelier must be raised when changing the scene to
the Mohamed Flat.)
The Mohamed Flat has soft lighting. The bedspread and
sofa cover are floral. There are perfumes, make-up and a
hand mirror on the dressing table and a bedside table
lamp with a red shade.
A small dog’s settee is needed from Scene 6 onwards.
Audio recordings: Door bell, Alarm clock, Muezzin
chant, English lesson in Hamid’s falsetto voice,
Breaking glass, Loud banging/kicking on door, Door
opening in corridor, Front door lock opening, Dog
whine, Arabic pop music.
To speed up the scene-to-scene transitions; use stage
lights down at the end of scene, and lights up at the
start of new scene. (Unless curtain is indicated.) To
make this appear natural, a prop light switch is used by
the actors at the entrance to the sitting room door and a
lamp in the bedroom, to coincide with lights up and
lights down.
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CHARACTERS OF THE PLAY
Behdad Babai (old man)
Hamid Babai (son)
Faruzeh (daughter)
Abbas (son-in-law)
Hosro- (grandson)
Jamshid Mohamed
Zina Mohamed
Neighbour (at Jamshid’s flat)
Mr Akbar
Mummy Akbar
Hafsa Akbar
Fatima Akbar
Uncle Aziz
Turpin-Cyrus (small dog)
The dog should be a real dog. (A Jack Russell or about
the same size.) The dog does not need to do anything,
other than sit still and eat biscuits when given.
The dog on entering or exiting the stage is always
carried and placed on a bed, a sofa or on the floor.
Therefore if it’s impossible to have a ‘real dog’ a
prop/fake dog could be used in its place.

7

8

ACT 1
Scene 1
(Curtain rises in darkness. Loud muezzin chanting is
heard. Lights come up slowly revealing the two rooms of
the Babai Flat. On the stage right the bedroom is empty.
There is a partial screen with a doorway separating the
two rooms. On the stage left is the sitting room. Two
men are praying on the floor, an old man in a grubby
tunic and his grandson Hosro in pyjamas. The old man’s
son, Hamid, sits at the dining table eating and watching
them while they pray; he’s dressed in jeans and a T-shirt.
After several bows Hosro gets up and walks out the
sitting room door on stage left.
The cassette player on the dining table clicks off abruptly
in mid cry and the old man is suspended in mid
undulation. He crawls across the carpet on his hands
and knees and pulls himself to his feet by grabbing hold
of the table. He picks up the huge cassette player and
starts shaking it, then he bangs it down and pulls out the
tape which has unravelled.)
Old man: (Looking at Hamid.) Finished already?
Stuffing your face! Where’s Hosro?
Hamid: Gone back to bed if he’s got any sense.
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Old man: Any sense? Like his parents still in bed
sleeping, it’s a shame! (The old man goes to the door.
Hamid pours a second cup of coffee.) Get up you
lazy pigs! (Shouting into corridor.) Too lazy to pray!
Too lazy to give your son his breakfast!
Hamid: (Calling to his father from the table.) DAD! It’s
only half past six. DAD!
Old man: (Walking back to Hamid.) Half past six! Then
the corner store is open, go and get me the
newspaper and ask that thick thicko Salim if my
magazine has arrived.
Hamid: You only ordered it yesterday! (Hamid puts on
his leather jacket and starts to leave.)
Old man: (Calling after him.) So what? And bring
home a tin of Okho Chi and some boxes of Gaz. I
want the ones that have the picture of the owner on
the lid.
(The old man is left alone. He turns and sits down at the
table and tries mending his cassette. His daughter
Faruzeh and son-in-law Abbas enter the room. They are
both dressed in jeans and Abbas is wearing a Kimono
jacket with his longish hair tied in a ponytail. The old
man stands up and looks at him in disgust.)
Abbas: Ahh! Is there any coffee left in the pot? (He
shakes the pot, gets a cup from the shelf and pours
himself some coffee. He takes a biscuit from the plate
on the table and munches.)
Old man: What a cheek! Look at you filling your guts!
Where were you?
Faruzeh: We prayed in the bedroom. Look, can you get
Hosro up at eight or I’ll be late to open the shop.
Old man: Why can’t his father get him up? (Pointing at
Abbas.)
Faruzeh: Abbas is dropping me off at work and he’s on
early shifts this week. (Abbas, his mouth full of
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biscuits, nods and grunts in agreement.) We’ll be
late….
(She and Abbas put their coats on and head out the
door.)
Old man: (Sitting back down and picking up his
cassette, he starts unravelling the tape in a temper.)
Bloody idiot, praying in the bedroom my arse!
(The door bangs open and Hamid enters carrying a Jack
Russell dog in his arms.)
Old man: (Jumping up.) What is this? Put it down and
kick it out the door, then wash your shoe seven
times. Oh my God you must wash all seven times!
Hands, jacket, everything! You halfwit! How many
times have I told you? Never touch a dog; you must
get rid of it!
Hamid: (Kicking the door shut behind him.) Dad listen,
I can’t . . . I’ve saved him! Some bastard abandoned
him. He was tied to a lamp post outside the corner
store.
Old Man: I don’t care what some other bloody bastard
did! You are not bringing a dog in the house. Oh
no! You tried many times as a boy and now you
think I am old and gaga? OUT WITH IT!
Hamid: I can’t Dad, he won’t do any harm.
Old man: Everyone knows Angel Gabriel will not enter
any home with a dog inside!
Hamid: Angel Gabriel doesn’t visit us, even if we don’t
have a dog!
Old man: How do you know what the Angel Gabriel
does? Dogs can’t be in the house or he won’t enter
and that’s the truth! What is all this rescuing and
saving dogs? What is wrong with your brains?
(Snaps his fingers in front of Hamid’s eyes.)
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Hamid: Listen, I can’t take him to the Dogs Home.
Salim told me if they can’t re-home him he’ll be put
down.
Old man: What does thicko Salim know about it? He
can’t even run the corner store!
Hamid: He has a sister who lives next to the Battersea
Dogs Home! Anyway I had to adopt him, he’s a
great dog . . . he’ll make a great pet.
Old man: You can’t keep it as a pet because that’s the
custom of the bloody Kafirs and what is this
adoption rubbish? Adopt a dog? Nonsense! Is he a
human orphan? There’s no reason to keep a dog as a
pet it’s a waste of time!
Hamid: Why not? What’s wrong with him? Look at
him! I’ve named him Turpin after the famous
highwayman.
(The old man takes a quick glance at the dog cuddled up
in Hamid’s arms.)
Old man: It is not permissible for a Muslim to keep a
dog. If people are praying and a dog walks within a
stones throw of them, their prayer is made null and
void. Listen Birdbrain! You can only have a dog if
you are blind or deaf. Who ever keeps a dog loses
the rewards for his good deeds! (Turpin lets out a
pitiful howl.) Unless of course the dog is used for
guarding a farm or cattle.
Hamid: That’s it! We need a guard dog, rising crime in
the area and all that, he’ll be useful. (Hamid holds
the dog out to the old man who recoils backwards.)
Old man: Don’t talk rot! Look at him! A guard dog my
arse! He’s no bigger than a cat!
Hamid: He’ll grow! He’s intelligent. He’ll bark if
robbers try and break in!
Old man: At least he’s not black, black dogs are evil!
The devil in animal form…. All black dogs must be
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killed, they are Satan…. Hmm, he has a black patch
over his eye . . . bad sign!
Hamid: Kill Scooby Doo? Kill Lassie?
Old man: Of course not! (Throwing up his arms.) Are
you blind? I have seen Lassie myself on the telly and
that silly Scooby Doo, and they are not black!
(Hosro enters; he’s dressed in his school uniform.)
Hosro: WOW! A dog, where’d you find him? (He
reaches out to stroke the dog.)
Old man: Don’t touch it, come away! Come to the
kitchen and I’ll get your breakfast. (The old man
pulls Hosro by his jacket sleeve out through the door
with him.)
Hamid: (He puts the dog down and takes a biscuit from
the table.) Here boy! (He throws him the biscuit and
the dog gobbles it up.) Oh, hungry eh? You might as
well have the lot! (He puts the plate of biscuits down
on the floor by the table and sits on the sofa
watching the dog with a soppy grin on his face. Then
his mobile phone rings.) Hello…. Yes this is Reza
Mahammed Al Haj…. Do you wish to speak to my
widowed mother about English lessons? . . . Yes I
will call her to the phone. (Hamid stands up and
puts the phone down on the table. He makes a quick
shuffling tap dance and picks the phone back up. He
then speaks in a high-pitched falsetto voice.) Good
morning! May I help you? (He purses up his lips and
flutters his eyelashes.) Does your wife speak any
English? (He nods his head wisely then raises his
eyebrows.) Oh yes, I believe in full immersion, most
definitely! I never speak in Persian, unless it’s
absolutely necessary…. Apart from general
grammar and learning our ABC, I also teach
passages from the classics, Shakespeare, Milton and
so on…. Yes, it improves the vocabulary and
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diction. (Pause, shaking his head.) Considering my
social position the lessons are absolutely private, I
prefer to teach undisturbed…. Ah ha! (Eyes upward,
he simpers and pats into place his imaginary hairdo.)
I’m free on Tuesday and Thursday afternoons and
charge 15 pounds per lesson. (He narrows his eyes
and smiles.) Tuesday? Fine, could you give me your
address? (He scribbles it down.) Yes, thank you, four
O clock, Good-bye. (Hamid puts the phone in his
pocket, picks up the dog and leaves the sitting room.)
(The light slowly darkens on stage to black.)
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ACT 1
Scene 2
(Lights up revealing the Babai flat in semi-darkness.
Hosro comes through the door turning on the light
switch and the sitting room floods with bright light. He’s
followed by Abbas and Faruzeh carrying trays loaded
with food, which they set down on the dining table.
Faruzeh is wearing an apron over her T-shirt and jeans.
Abbas is wearing his favourite clothes, A Japanese silk
kimono, Geta wooden Japanese flip flops on high
wooden blocks, his long hair is drenched in oil and tied
up in a samurai topknot. Abbas takes plates and glasses
from the shelf and starts laying the table.)
Faruzeh: Hurry up I told them dinner at eight! (Hosro
starts picking at the food, she turns to him.) Take off
that school uniform, you have to leave soon.
Hosro: Do I have to go to the mosque with Baba?
Please?
Faruzeh: Yes! It’s all arranged, he’s waiting there for
you.
Hosro: It’s not fair please can’t you tell him I’m sick. I’ll
stay in my room I promise I won’t bother you….
Oh go on?
Abbas: I don’t see why he can’t stay here?
Faruzeh: (Exasperated.) If he doesn’t take Hosro for
evening prayers, he’ll stay home praying on the
floor here in the middle of dinner.
Abbas: Please Hosro? Look, I’ll give you extra pocket
money to spend with your friends on Saturday.
Hosro: OK. (Big sigh, he ambles out the door grabbing a
handful of nuts off the table as he goes.)
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(Faruzeh begins folding paper serviettes into fans and
putting them into the glasses. Abbas puts a tape in the
cassette player of Arab pop songs with the volume low.
The doorbell rings, Faruzeh takes off her apron and goes
out the door. She returns with Sepideh and Sadam.
Sadam plonks two bottles of wine on the table.)
Sadam: I see we have the house to ourselves!
(They kiss each other on the cheeks and sit down to eat,
passing the dishes between them.)
Sadam: (Uncorking the wine and filling their glasses. He
holds his own full glass up in the air.) Here’s to us!
By the way what have you done with the old man?
Faruzeh: Ohh…. He’s at the mosque with Hosro.
Abbas: I wish he’d fucking go and live there! (Picks up
his glass of wine and drains it in one gulp.) He’s
getting worse by the day, I can’t stand it! Those
prayers every bloody morning, he’s even kicked a
hole in the bedroom door.
Faruzeh: He hasn’t, it’s just dented.
Abbas: How many times have I trodden on his insulin
syringes in my bare feet? I ask you? (He stands up
away from the table.) I sat on one too the other day,
I got the needle stuck in my arse, it snapped and I
had to go to Casualty. (He throws up his hands.) Just
think! I had to wait three hours because they said it
wasn’t an emergency, and I couldn’t even sit down.
(They all laugh while Abbas dances, snapping his fingers
in the air, stamping a loud rhythm to the Arab pop
music. He dances over to Faruzeh and sits on her lap, she
passes him another glass of wine and he drinks it all.)
Sepideh: Have you heard that Sharin’s son is having an
affair with a divorced woman, he’s only sixteen!
Abbas: I can’t believe it, how old is she?
Sepideh: About forty I’d say.
Faruzeh: And can’t his mother stop him?
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Sepideh: She’s tried everything, she stopped his pocket
money, and then he moved out, and now he’s living
with her.
Abbas: Hooey! She must be old enough to be . . .
(Strangled voice.) his mother. (He stands up.)
(The old man has walked straight into the sitting room
followed by a sheepish Hosro. The table freezes and
conversation stops. The old man strides over to the
window, he doesn’t notice the dinner.)
Old man: The boy wanted to come home, says he feels
sick…. It’s stuffy in here, the air is no good! (Shakes
his head.) No good air is bad for the brain.
(While the old man is opening the window Abbas whips
up the wine bottles. He goes to the wall shelf and quickly
hides the bottles behind a photograph of a holy man.
He’s in such a fluster he puts the photograph back upside
down.)
Faruzeh: Hosro?
Hosro: I can’t help it if I feel sick. (He looks ashamed
and guilty.) I’m going to bed.
Old man: (Turning to Hosro.) Bring my insulin I need a
shot!
(Hosro goes out the sitting room door. Faruzeh is panicstricken and she sinks down in her chair. Abbas sits
down too, looking worried.)
Abbas: Do you remember Sadam? And Sepideh?
Sadam: Good evening Sir.
(The old man steps over to the table, he peers closely at
Sadam.)
Old man: Yes, my pleasure. (Pointing his finger at
Sadam.) You’re the one that married that fatty
beautiful girl.
(Sadam stands up offering his hand. Sepideh stays in her
seat.)
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Old man: (Ignoring Sadam, leaning forward, looking
hard at Sepideh.) Ehh, your husband not with you?
(Meanwhile Hosro has come back in, he’s waiting with
the syringe and insulin behind the old man, he coughs.)
Old man: (Turning round.) Oh there you are!
(The old man sits down on the sofa, pulls his tunic up
over his knee, prepares his syringe and jabs his thigh. The
two guests are watching while Faruzeh and Abbas try
not to notice and Hosro leaves the sitting room to go to
bed.)
Old man: (He stands up and throws the syringe on the
sofa.) Well, I never got the chance to finish my Isha
prayers, Abbas, Sadam let us pray!
Abbas: We’re eating.
Sadam: Erh, yeah, maybe after we’ve finished Sir.
Old man: Greed will be your downfall! (He turns his
back to them, and stands on his prayer mat reciting
verses under his breath bowing up and down.)
Abbas: This tart is delicious.
Faruzeh: Yes, I picked it up from the new bakery next
to the shop. I had a hard time choosing.
Sepideh: Have you heard they’re opening an ice skating
rink at the park?
Abbas: Ice rink? It’s not winter yet.
Sepideh: It’ll be all year round, refrigerated under a
dome.
Old man: (The old man gets up and comes over to the
table, he picks up some tart and shoves it in his
mouth and starts talking with his mouth full.)
Refrigerated! What a waste of money, tsk, it will be
a failure. (He shakes his head sadly.) Who’ll want to
go? (He shrugs his shoulders.) Now! (He jabs his
finger at them, then takes a chair and sits down.)
I’ve been thinking of a plan! A good business, do
you know what? A laundry service! Buy some
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washing machines and some irons and you know
with a small investment we could make a lot of
business…. Tsk…. Everybody has dirty washing!
Women work, who has time to wash? Huh? (He
stuffs more tart in his mouth.) Now I’ve been
looking into this laundry business, it’s a good thing.
Get some machines and then you start.
Abbas: (Sarcastic.) Of course, how stupid I am! Why on
earth didn’t I think of it?
Old man: Because you’re a fool, born a fool and will
always be a fool. Ha ha, it’s clear we only need to
look at you! (Suddenly taking in how Abbas is
actually dressed.) And what is that you are wearing
tonight? (He stands up and points at Abbas, his
voice rising.) A lady’s dressing gown? What are those
wooden contraptions you have upon your feet? Oh
my God, what is this? Has my idiot daughter
married a sissy boy, a pansy? Ooh, don’t look
shocked, the truth is always the truth.
Faruzeh: Dad, that’s enough, finish your prayers!
Old man: (Slams his fist down on the table.) Finish my
prayers? Who are you to tell me what I must do?
What do you know of Qiyaam al-Layl? If a man is
tired from long standing and recitation, he may
allow some rest. True believers forsake their beds at
night to invoke their lord in fear and hope and you!
(Points his finger at Abbas.) He who sleeps all night
gets up ill natured and lazy!
Abbas: I’ve become a Buddhist and follow the eightfold
path! You’re the one who gets up ill natured and
lazy.
Old man: You filthy blaguard, what is this Buddhist rot?
You were born a Muslim and will always be Muslim,
so shut your bloody mouth and stop blaspheming.
Who do you think you are? Are you Chinese? I dare
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say your guts are fat enough to be a Buddha. (He
walks away from the table and turns back to face
Abbas.) You want to kill me? How much shame
must I carry on my shoulders? You are a donkey
that’s why you think you’re a Buddhist. A Muslim
should never give the Quran to a Buddhist. They
mistake it for a comic book with a Mickey Mouse
character called Mohammed in it. You’re an
imbecile just like them!
Sadam: Mr Babai, Sir, Buddha never professed himself a
god, so what’s the harm?
Old man: Don’t you stick your big nose in my family
affairs, you are here without your wife and she
(Points to Sepideh.) is here without her husband.
You can’t pull the wool over my eyes. I know what’s
going on, in my own house too! (Points to
Faruzeh.) It’s a bad day when an old man comes
home from the mosque, he wishes to pray and his
prayers are drowned with talk of tarts. Am I
disturbing your fine dinner party? Why wasn’t I
invited? Not even your own son! Why do you
arrange all this without your family? (He looks down
under the table and kicks a plate across the floor.)
And how many times have I told you not to feed
the bloody dog on our PLATES!
(The old man storms off through the screen doorway into
his bedroom. He turns on the lamp. The bedroom lights
up. The others continue eating in silence. Abbas gets up
from the table and turns up the pop music very loud.)
Faruzeh: (Shouting.) Abbas, turn it down!
Abbas: (Shouting.) No! He’s ruined my evening, I’ll
ruin his sleep! (He starts to pile up the plates. The
others help him and they clear the dining table
taking everything out through the door to the
kitchen.)
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(In his room the old man begins to undress, taking off his
jacket and tunic, standing in his long underpants, his
back is criss-crossed with scars. He pulls his long
nightshirt over his head and gets into bed, turning off the
bedside lamp. The bedroom darkens.)
Abbas: (Enters the sitting room alone and wipes down
the dining table with a cloth.) Bugger him!
(Abbas turns off the cassette player and leaves turning
out the light switch near the door. The sitting room
darkens.)
(The stage darkens to black.)
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ACT 1
Scene 3
(The stage lights up very slowly with an orange tint
indicating sunrise. The old man’s alarm clock rings
loudly. He gets out of bed, walks into the sitting room
and looks around suspiciously. He goes to the cassette
player and takes out the tape throwing it across the
floor. Then he gets a tape from the shelf, puts it in and
presses play. Muezzin chants are playing full blast.
He hurries out the sitting room door. Hosro comes into
the sitting room in his pyjamas with a plate of toast and
a mug of tea and puts them on the table. He goes back
out again and comes in carrying the dog and sits him on
the floor next to his chair.
The old man comes back in, drying his head with a towel
and he lowers the volume on the cassette player. He
begins bowing and praying on the carpet. Hosro is eating
his breakfast and throwing toast crusts to the dog who
gobbles them up.)
Old man: (In mid-undulation he sees Hosro feeding the
dog and stands up.) Down Turpin! Hosro, dog’s
saliva is dirty so you can’t let it lick you or get its
wet fur on your clothes. The animal is a nitwit.
Hosro: Oh Grandad, look at him!
Old man: Better than a Hoover! But did you know a
little puppy stopped an angel from entering the
house because it was unclean? And if you touch a
dog you must wash seven times. It is wrong! This
Turpin he’s a rascal and a bad influence, we should
take him to Battersea Dogs Home!
Hosro: Look Baba you’re upsetting his feelings!
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Old man: Upsetting him my arse! No one listens to me,
so how can a dog listen? It has no brains.
(Hosro gets up and takes his breakfast plate out to the
kitchen. The old man starts walking round the sitting
room muttering prayers and counting his prayer beads
through his fingers. Hamid comes in with his breakfast
on a tray and turns the cassette player off.)
Hamid: You’ve finished praying, right?
Old man: Maybe I have and maybe I haven’t! Do I
have any choice?
(The old man gets an Islamic comic paper for children
from the shelf and sits down at the table next to Hamid.
He flicks through the comic and finds a half finished
crossword puzzle.)
Old man: Ahh, I never finished this! (He checks his
answers, his pen poised in the air then he underlines
a new clue.) Three down, the number of times we
pray each day. Ahh that’s easy, F, I, V, E, OK! Next,
Muslims must do this once in a lifetime? Hajj of
course. Ha ha, not bad for my age!
Hamid: Oh come off it, that’s a kids comic, even
Hosro’s too old for it now!
Old man: Rubbish, this is not a kid’s comic.
Hamid: Then why’s it called The Islamic Playground?
And why does it have Islamic colouring activities
and Islamic number puzzles?
Old man: I have never coloured in the pictures, and do
not pooh-hooh the crosswords, guess this if you can!
Where is the kaabah located?
Hamid: Mecca!
Old man: No, you fool! It’s Makkah! Not Mecca, and
you want to know why? I’ll tell you, tsk tsk, due to
increasing misuse of our holy city’s name, such as
Motor-Mecca, Mecca-Bingo and such like, Saudi
Arabia has officially changed the spelling. At the
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mosque we are planning to protest against the chain
of pornographic cinemas called Mecca-Movies.
Hamid: Why bother if it’s now called Makkah?
Old man: You don’t understand, Muslims have a duty
to be vigilant against sacrilegious and blasphemous
acts and anything that is disrespectful. We must be
the watchdogs for the sake of Islam!
Hamid: Yeah, next time you go on a protest, you can
take Turpin!
Old man: How dare you? You are getting as bad as that
idiot brother-in-law of yours! Did you know Abbas
thinks he’s a Buddhist?
Hamid: He is a Buddhist and he’s become a vegetarian.
Old man: Impossible, it is not allowed. It is written
‘Whoever changes his religion, kill him!’
Hamid: So you want to kill Abbas now? Ha ha….
(Hamid is laughing at him, the old man is getting angry,
and he slams his fist down on the table.)
Old man: It is a dishonour to our family and why not?
Not I, but there are others! If they come to know,
maybe we will find him stabbed to death in a dark
street.
Hamid: He’s not important enough for anyone to
bother going after. He’s a nobody from nowhere,
he’s safe enough.
Old man: That’s what you think!
Hamid: I’m going to the corner store to get some bread
and milk. I’ll take Turpin with me. (Hamid stands
up.)
Old man: How many times do I have to tell you this
dog is not permitted! Take him for a walk and don’t
bring him back! (Hamid puts on his jacket.) Pass me
the Quran.
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Hamid: What do you want that for now? I thought you
were doing your crossword. (He takes the Quran
from the shelf holding it in his hand.)
Old man: I’ve told you before, tsk tsk, we can interpret
the text of the Quran by using numerology. There
are matters I need to consult. You must of course
seek out the right verse, the one pertaining to the
question. (Points at Hamid.) For example when
your sister told me she wanted to wed Abbas, I
consulted a passage about matrimony, and do you
remember? From the frequency of certain words
and the numbers assigned to those words I came to
know that he was the worst possible suitor.
(Hamid shakes his head.)
Hamid: I remember you telling us fortune telling was
haram.
Old man: Nonsense, numerology is a science, give it to
me, there are things I need to know.
(Hamid passes him the Quran and then picks up the dog
and leaves the sitting room. The old man flicks through
the pages before finding a suitable verse, he reads on
jotting down his numbers, he feverishly starts adding
them together.)
Old man: Holy . . . Master . . . Rumi? . . . Impossible!
Abbas never! Aha! (He looks up towards the
photograph of the holy sage for inspiration, he sees it
upside down.) What?
(The old man jumps up and charges over to the shelf. He
picks up the photograph to set it straight and then sees
the bottles of wine hidden behind it. He pulls them out
then looks to the ceiling.)
Old man: Thank you Allah, message received loud and
clear. (He sniffs the bottles.) Devils, Devils….
(Mumbles, as he plonks the bottles on the dining
table.) Aghh! A fool am I? Tsk…. A mule? (The old
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man rushes to the door and opens it shouting into
the corridor.) Lazy devils! It’s midday, lying in bed
in filth and drunken stupor! PIGS…. (He hobbles
across the sitting room and enters his bedroom.
Fetching a large walking stick he goes back into the
sitting room and out through the door.)
(Off Stage.) GET UP I TELL YOU! (Loud banging, then
silence. He returns through the door carrying a
syringe.) PAH! Useless, waste of time trying to wake
them!
(He prepares the syringe at the dining table, then
steadying himself with his walking stick as though he’s
suddenly become old and frail he goes over to sit down
on the sofa. He pulls up his tunic and injects himself. He
sits back and throws the empty syringe onto the floor. He
clasps his stick with both hands and closes his eyes, his
mouth opens slightly and he seems to be sleeping. There
is the sound of a bedroom door opening in the corridor,
then Faruzeh walks cautiously into the sitting room
followed by Abbas, they both look scared.)
Abbas: Oh Shit…. He’s still here! I thought he’d gone
out.
Faruzeh: (Whining.) I can’t stop now. I have to meet
Sepideh at mid-day. I’m already late.
Abbas: Me neither, I have to go to work…. Why the
hell can’t he mind his own fucking business? (Sighs.)
Faruzeh: Shit, shit! (Pointing at the table.) He found
the wine. (Caresses the bottles.) You forgot about
the bottles, remember? When he came home early
you hid them.
Abbas: Who cares? It’s just an excuse to rage at us, at
me.
Faruzeh: Can’t you talk to him? You’ve got time
before you leave. Just say sorry, calm him down a
bit.
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Abbas: No way! (Sulking.)
Faruzeh: I can’t face coming home tonight if you
haven’t had it out with him first. (She touches
Abbas’s arm.) It’ll be worse later, best to get it over
with right now…. (She puts her head on one side
like a cute bird.) Please?
(Abbas goes over to the old man and kicks the syringe on
the floor with his foot.)
Abbas: Look he’s gone! Pathetic bastard. (He leans into
the old man’s face.) In the land of nod are you?
Faruzeh: Abbas, please? Look I’ve got to go. (She turns
and leaves.) I’ll call you later.
(Abbas stands still, staring at the old man, then he goes
over to the stereo and puts on a cassette of Arab pop
music turning the volume up loud. He bops around the
old man for a while, and then he dances to the table
where the wine bottles are and takes a swig from a
bottle. He starts giggling. He puts the bottle down and
dances back to the old man in the chair. Abbas spins on
the spot like a mad dervish, every time he faces the old
man he claps his hands like a gun shot right in the old
man’s face. Then he spins faster, clapping his hands
above his head. He spins slowly, he shimmies his arse in
the old mans face, he claps his fat red hands under the
old man’s nose, on and on his feet stamping the rhythm,
wooden flip flops thumping the floor, his hands smarting
from the stinging claps, he slaps his thighs, slap slap slap.
The music slows down and he goes back to the table. He
picks up the wine, shoves the bottleneck in his mouth,
and glugs it down. He moves bopping back to stand in
front of the old man, swigging on the bottle in small sips.
He spills some wine down his chin and onto his white
shirt, his face gets angry. He turns round and turns off
the stereo, then he stands back in front of the old man.)
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Abbas: Hey you old Bastard, wanna drink? (He leans
forward close to the old man’s face.) Go on! You
cranky old fool…. Pah! (He steps back.) Look at
you, no good for nothing, just sitting in your chair,
shouting your mouth off and saying your prayers.
You’re ruining my life and why does my son call
you Baba? I’m his bloody father! I’m sick of your
bullshit, who do you think you are? . . . EH? . . . My
son’s father? Who am I eh? A childless donkey?
Your fucking servant? (Abbas holds out his hands
in supplication still holding the bottle, voice
whining.) Oh Master, please I beg you, I implore
you, can I scrub your floors? Can I empty your
phlegm from the glass? Can I collect your yellow
toenails off the mat? Please Master? AGGH
OOHH….
(The old man brings his stick sharply up between Abbas’s
legs whacking him hard in the balls. Abbas staggers, falls
on his knees and reels over backward, banging his head
hard, he lays stunned on the carpet. The old man still
sitting, stares into space, listening to Abbas groaning. He
looks back down without expression watching Abbas
struggling onto his hands and knees, coughing and
spluttering. Hamid comes through the door with Turpin,
singing a pop song.)
Hamid: Habibi Ha ha . . . Habibi Ha ha . . . Habibi . . .
(He stands in the doorway.) I’ve got Turpin a new
collar and lead! (He steps into the sitting room
carrying the dog, his mouth drops open when he sees
Abbas down on the carpet.) Dad? What have you
done? (The old man doesn’t answer, he shrugs his
shoulders.) Dad, what’s happened? DAD….
Old man: (The old man stands up and pokes his stick at
Abbas, whining like a child.) It’s his fault, not mine!
He insulted me, called me a bastard…. Look he’s
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been drinking, in front of ME, he brought alcohol
into the house. I wanted to complain about this. (He
waves his stick at the table where the other bottle is.)
He wouldn’t come out of his room.
Hamid: I know Faruzeh phoned me.
Old man: I fell asleep . . . I’d taken my medicine.
(Points at Abbas.) He woke me up! Shouting at me!
Hamid: Dad, you’ve got to slow down on the medicine.
There are syringes all over the house. (Old man looks
up at the ceiling.) Dad, please take it easy, huh?
Don’t be hard . . . Dad? (Hamid puts Turpin down
on the floor, picks up the fallen wine bottle and then
he goes over to Abbas who is on his hands and knees
still groaning. Hamid hauls him to his feet,
shouldering him, they go out through the door.)
Old man: (Sitting back down.) What’s all this rubbish?
(He points at the dog.) What is this new collar?
Ugly, it doesn’t suit you, yellow is sickly. (He gets
up and takes off the dog’s collar and lead, throwing
them on the sofa.) And what a stupid name,
‘Turpin.’ Who ever heard of a dog named after some
idiot highway robber? Now what we need is a name
that suits, with the right number it will bring you
some luck. (He hobbles over to the shelf to fetch his
calculator, pen and paper, and then he sits down at
the table.) Asad or Behrang? Now! (He turns to
Turpin.) Every Arabic letter stands for a number, we
call this Abjad. (He totals and subtracts.) Hmm?
No, number one is not good for you! You see, it’s
the sun number and the rays of the sun will develop
character such as arrogance and determination, very
bad for a dog I think. (He Looks at Turpin.) Don’t
take it to heart I shall give you the perfect name.
(He taps away on his calculator.) Peshman Babai?
Parviz Babai? No! Bad numbers are two, six and
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eight! These are the people who are full of problems
and unsuccessful. (More tapping.) I have it, Cyrus!
That is a name with a perfect number…. Now wait!
(The old man goes to the shelf, gets a tin of biscuits
and puts them down on the floor in front of the dog.)
Hah! Now that’s proper stuff, not scraps! You see?
Your name is working for you already!
(While the dog eats the biscuits, the old man goes into
his bedroom. He takes off his nightshirt showing the scars
on his back. He puts on his tunic, jacket, sandals and a
fez hat and then he goes into the sitting room. He puts
the collar and lead back on the dog and they go out the
door.)
(The stage lights dim slowly to darkness.)

30

ACT 1
Scene 4
(Lights up revealing the Babai flat in semi-darkness.
Abbas enters and turns on the light switch. The sitting
room lights up. Hosro follows him into the room.)
Abbas: (He picks up the cassette player and turns round
in a circle.) I’m going to get my head down for a
couple of hours; I had a long shift at work today.
Hosro: What are you doing?
Abbas: I’m going to hide this bloody ghetto blaster! No
bloody muezzin calling me to prayers tonight….
(He hides it behind the curtain.)
Hosro: He’ll find it there, it’s too easy! Why don’t you
hang it by the handle out the window? There’s a
washing line hook under the window frame.
Abbas: Good thinking! (He opens the window and
hangs the cassette player outside.) Ha ha, it’s almost
worth staying awake to see him look for it…. Ha
ha….
(Abbas leaves the sitting room and Hosro turns on the
TV settling down on the sofa to watch a cartoon. The
old man comes into the room carrying a towel. He’s
wearing a tunic and is bare foot. He sits on a chair at the
table and dries his feet.)
Old man: (Stands up, throwing the towel over the chair
back, he looks around.) Where’s the cassette player?
Hosro: Uhh! (Pausing.) Well, let me see Baba…. Where
would you hide something, if you didn’t want
anyone to find it?
Old man: (Going to the window, he opens it and lifts the
cassette player back into the room putting it on the
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table.) Ha ha…. Your father thought he’d hide it
from me, waste of time! He might as well have hung
it from his big buckteeth! (He hurries to the door
and goes out into the corridor.)
(Off stage.) Not even to atone yourself . . . After what
you did! Curse the day I let you under my roof! PIG!
Pray NOW or be DAMNED!
(Loud sound of a door being kicked over and over. Hosro
turns off the TV and runs out the door. The kicking stops
and the old man comes back into the sitting room. He
hurries over to the cassette player and plays the muezzin
chant tape at full volume. He stands on his carpet and
begins to pray. Suddenly Abbas bursts through the door
and stumbles against the table, he’s followed by Hosro
who remains in the doorway. Abbas is in his underpants,
he charges over to the old man who is on his knees on
the carpet and he kicks him in the butt making him fall
flat on his face. He then races over to the cassette player,
picks it up and throws it at the window curtains. There is
a loud splintering sound of breaking glass. The cassette
player falls down on the floor, the muezzin chant is still
playing. The old man comes galloping up behind and
throws himself on Abbas’s back with his arms round his
neck. Abbas sinks his teeth into the old man’s arm biting
hard. The old man lets go and seizes Abbas by his
ponytail.)
Old man: Rabid dog! You bastard, you bit me!
(Abbas and the old man wrestle each other. The old man
clings to his ponytail. Abbas elbows him in the gut and
the old man collapses winded on the floor. The muezzin
chant is still playing as Abbas returns to the window. He
opens the curtain to one side and pulls open the cracked
glass window, and chucks the cassette player out. Finally
there is silence.)
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Old man: You saw him! (He turns to Hosro who is
standing in the doorway shocked and bewildered.)
You saw what he did!
(He points wildly at Abbas, who just stands there, his
eyes shining. The old man gets up off the floor stumbling
and winded. He makes his way across the sitting room
through the doorway into his bedroom, he turns on the
bedside lamp. The bedroom lights up. The old man lies
down on the bed.)
Hosro: Dad, you’ve cut your hand. I’ll help you let’s go
to the bathroom. (Abbas is just standing there dazed,
he lets Hosro take his arm and lead him out the
door.)
(Curtain down.)
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ACT 1
Scene 5
(Curtain rises in darkness. There’s the sound of the TV
with the volume set low. Lights come up slowly revealing
the two rooms of the Mohamed Flat. In the sitting room
Jamshid Mohamed is watching a TV programme in
Persian. In the bedroom his wife Zina is sitting at the
dressing table. She’s making up her face and holding a
hand mirror. She carefully applies her lipstick, and then
she pouts and blows kisses to her reflection. The doorbell
rings, she stands up and sprays herself with perfume.)
Jamshid: (Jamshid gets up and opens the door, letting
Hamid who’s dressed in a full black burqa into the
sitting room.) Welcome, welcome please this way,
wife is waiting. (Hamid cannot be seen through his
veil and he’s wearing black gloves and white socks
and sandals. He’s carrying a bag and a small cassette
player with him.)
Jamshid: Erh! Madam, if you please remember last time
you came I had no small change to pay, so I owe
you for two lessons. (Jamshid goes to the shelf, gets
his wallet and takes out 30 pounds and hands it to
Hamid.)
Hamid: (Falsetto.) Thank you. (He takes the cash and
slips it in his pocket.)
Jamshid: And how’s my wife coming along? We are
expecting big improvement! I forget, how many
lessons you make so far?
Hamid: (Falsetto.) Oh about a dozen, she’s doing well!
She’s a very good student.
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Jamshid: Well, we are very happy! (He shouts to the
bedroom doorway.) Zina! Your teacher is come!
(Jamshid stands aside and waves Hamid through the
screen doorframe and returns to watch TV, lowering the
volume a little. Hamid enters the bedroom throwing the
bag on the bed. He puts the cassette player down on the
dressing table and fiddles with the rewind and forward
buttons. Jamshid creeps over to the screen wall with a
glass, he presses the glass against the wall to listen.)
Hamid: (Falsetto.) Have you done your homework
exercises Zina?
Zina: Yes, of course.
Hamid: (Falsetto.) Good girl you’re one of my best
students! (He pats her bottom.)
(Zina sits on the bed watching him. He presses play on
the cassette player. The tape plays a very loud English
lesson in Hamid’s falsetto. ‘I AM PLAYING, I WAS
PLAYING, ARE YOU PLAYING? PLAY WITH ME!
I AM SINGING, I WAS SINGING….’ The tape
continues repeating dull phrases. Jamshid stops listening,
crosses the sitting room and goes out the door while the
tape plays on. Hamid lifts off his veil and lifts up his
burqa, underneath he’s wearing red jockey shorts. With
his skirt up he sits down on the chair and Zina straddles
him. Hamid and Zina start snogging. Jamshid returns to
the sitting room with a drink, he sits on the sofa with his
feet up and changes the TV channels with his remote
control. He’s holds the drink on his stomach, while from
the bedroom come the distinct sounds of Zina’s lesson.
‘IF I WERE RICH I’D BUY A PALACE, IF I WERE
STRONG I’D HELP YOU LIFT YOUR SUITCASE, IF I
WEREN’T RICH I COULDN’T BUY A PALACE, IF I
WEREN’T STRONG I COULDN’T LIFT YOUR
SUITCASE….’ Zina unbuttons her blouse and Hamid
dives inside with his hands. She’s sitting astride him
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wearing a pair of black zip boots and her red skirt is
rucked up round her thighs. She bounces energetically up
and down in Hamid’s lap while he has his face
passionately buried inside her blouse. Jamshid is still in
the sitting room watching TV, then he gets up and
wanders out the door, returning with a packet of crisps.
He puts his feet up and opens the bag of crisps and eats
mechanically while watching TV, he drinks and burps,
picks his nose and scratches his arse. You can distinctly
hear the cassette player coming from the bedroom, now
reciting Paradise Lost. The doorbell rings, Jamshid gets
up, turns down the TV and opens the door. A middleaged man steps in through the doorway.)
Neighbour: Sorry to bother you but….
Jamshid: (Interrupting him.) NO! We don’t want to
buy anything. Thank you. (He starts to push him
out the door.)
Neighbour: (Trying to see over Jamshid’s shoulder into
the sitting room.) I’m your neighbour from
downstairs and I’m trying to do you a favour. See
this wallet! (Holds out a wallet.) Full of money, but
I’m honest right? So I’m bringing it to you!
Jamshid: (Frowning and irritated.) It’s not mine. (He
smiles sarcastically, he shakes his head and tries
again to push him out the door.)
Neighbour: NO Wait! I was coming through the
hallway when I fell over a fat man in one of those
black cape jobs you Muslims wear. He were bent
down doing up his sandals. (Jamshid shakes his
head.) Everything fell out me shopping bag, I just
stuffed it all back in and I saw him go to your door.
Jamshid: Not into my house he didn’t. That’s enough!
Neighbour: He did! He rang your bell and put a black
shawl thingy on his head and it weren’t till I got in
me flat and emptied me shopping I found his wallet.
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So there you are! (Jamshid’s mouth gapes open, his
eyes bulge.)
Jamshid: The Bitch! (Jamshid stands stock still, freezing
for one moment, and then he snatches the wallet and
opens it looking inside.) The Bastard! Him! (He grabs
an umbrella from the coat stand and strides across
the sitting room. The English lesson tape is still
playing. Zina near to climax is bouncing feverishly up
and down, still sitting astride Hamid. Jamshid
charges in waving the umbrella.) YOU FORGOT
YOUR FUCKING WALLET! (Throws wallet at
Hamid.)
(Then Jamshid leaps forward and starts beating both of
them about the head and shoulders with his umbrella.
The neighbour, unnoticed, has followed him to the
bedroom and is watching through the doorway. Zina
jumps up pulling her skirt down and holding her blouse
together, screaming like a baby. Jamshid slaps Zina
around the face, she screams louder and throws herself
down on the bed.)
Zina: He make me do it…. I no want him…. (Burying
her face in her hands.)
Jamshid: SHUT YOUR MOUTH! (Hamid pulls his
burqa down around him and spies his wallet fallen at
Jamshid’s feet. He looks at Jamshid, looks at Zina,
then steps forward and makes a dive for it. Jamshid
plunges the spike end of his umbrella in Hamid’s
shoulder.) SON OF A DOG! PIMP! (He beats
Hamid on his back as Hamid scrambles for the
door.) MY DICK ON YOUR FOREHEAD! MY
SHIT BETWEEN YOUR TEETH! (Hamid runs out
the bedroom crashing into the neighbour, stumbling
through the sitting room to the door. Jamshid picks
up Hamid’s sandals and follows him.) I SHIT ON
YOUR FATHER’S GRAVE! I PISS ON YOUR
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HEAD! (Hamid runs out the door in his burqa and
socks, Jamshid throws Hamid’s sandals at his
retreating back.) YOU SON OF A SHOE!
(The English lesson is still playing ‘IF I WERE A DOG
I’D BRING YOUR SHOES, IF I WERE A CAT I’D
CLIMB A TREE….’)
(The light fades out fast, curtain down.)
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ACT 1
Scene 6
(Curtain rises. Lights come up slowly revealing the two
rooms of the Babai flat. The old man is sitting on the
sofa wearing a long white grubby tunic. He’s reading a
newspaper and the dog is sitting on the floor next to him.
Hosro is studying a physics textbook at the table and is
writing equations in an exercise book.)
Hosro: Baba, can I use your calculator?
Old man: Getting stuck? HUH! You have to learn to
concentrate, numbers, see here! (The old man
wobbles to his feet striding on his bandy legs to the
shelf.) Give me a number, any number, what’s the
root? Hah, I can tell you without a calculator. (He
gets a huge calculator down from the shelf, slides it
across the table to Hosro and shifts stiffly back to the
sofa.) If your names on the wrong number….
Umm? You can make it into number five . . . and
that’ll cut off all these bad workings . . . and you’ll
get something someway.
Hosro: (Smiles at the old man and puts on an interested
face.) Thanks Baba.
Old man: If your name is not agreed with you, you can
have the name in number three. It will work for
your prosperous…. And this is a very deep story,
you have to WATCH when you change your name
. . . you have to write it a hundred thousand times!
Tsk! At least a hundred thousand times. Now back at
home, we had a neighbour, she was a widow and
only had one son. He was a fine boy, you know?
Very tall, very honest and hardworking. Now when
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it was time for him to marry, his mother chose him a
wife, all the astrology was perfect, PERFECT! But it
was no use. This girl, she was nasty to the mother,
she wasted her husband’s money down the toilet on
perfumes and jewellery, and would not keep house
because she was divooneh! Crazy! (He taps the side
of his head.) All day at the cinema, no laundry, no
cooking, nothing! So then he divorced her! After a
year he married again, and this time his mother gave
much money to the astrologist to get it right. They
looked for a wife who would be diligent in the
kitchen and you know what?
Hosro: (Shakes his head.) What?
Old man: This girl burnt down the kitchen and argued
like the devil with everyone. She had a sharp tongue,
better she had been born a dumb mule and so they
were divorced. Then at last I said to the widow, ‘We
must change your son’s name, there is nothing else
to be done!’ So after much calculation he was named
Hooman, and I gave him some exercise books and
he wrote his new name a hundred thousand times. I
told his mother, ‘Now you must find a girl by the
name of Kobra, no other name will do.’ It was all in
the numbers you see? And you know what?
Hosro: (Shrugs.) What?
Old man: He married a fat beautiful girl and she was
kind to his mother and generous with beggars, most
of all she gave him nine children! Think of that,
nine! Now nine is a very auspicious number too….
(The doorbell rings, the old man gets up and shuffles
to the doorway and goes out leaving the door open.)
(Off stage.) Bring it right up. (Shouts at Hosro.) The
furniture has arrived! Help me carry it through!
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(Hosro goes out the door, and then he and the old man
carry a dog’s miniature settee into the sitting room and
arrange it next to the sofa.)
Hosro: Just like a real one!
Old man: (Turning to the dog.) Cyrus! Now you can see
how your lucky name is working for you. Come on!
Up!
(Hosro lifts the dog onto his own miniature faux black
leather settee with leopard print cushions.)
Hosro: Look there’s room for me too! (Squeezing
himself down next to the dog.)
Old man: (Plonking himself down on the sofa.) Do you
know I saw a film on the telly once? About a very
rich old lady who had one of those sausage dogs, and
it slept in a miniature four-poster bed. Ridiculous
woman, what a fool! Hah hah.
Hosro: They probably only sell them in America!
(They watch the dog, say nothing but smile, then the
doorbell rings again.)
Old man: Tsk, what have those delivery fools forgotten
now? (He goes back to the doorway and shouts.)
Salaam?
Jamshid: (Off Stage, shouting.) Does Hamid Babai live
here?
Old man: He’s not at home! Who is it?
Jamshid: Jamshid Mohamed, I have big serious
complaint! Open up. (Still shouting.)
Old man: WAIT! (The old man hobbles into the
corridor and shuts the door behind him.)
Hosro: Do you like your sofa Cyrus? Yes you do! (He
gently strokes the dog.) Do you want a four-poster
bed?
Old man: (Coming back in through the door, followed
by Jamshid.) Hosro take your homework to your
room and take Cyrus with you.
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(Jamshid waits, looking disgusted as Hosro passes by him
with the dog in his arms.)
Old man: Why have you come here? As you can see
he’s not at home, he’s at the shop!
Jamshid: NO! He is not at your shop. You have no idea
what he’s up to! Did you know he has big
advertisement poster in shop window? For a widow
who is giving private lessons to Muslim housewives!
Old man: So what?
Jamshid: Only there is no widow, he’s the widow
disguised in a burqa! (Jamshid pauses waiting for the
old man’s comprehension and outrage.)
Old man: Nonsense!
Jamshid: (Furious.) It is true! He came…. (Louder.) He
has been coming many weeks to MY house, for
giving English lessons to MY wife! This widow is
telling everyone she only giving lesson in private
room. (He shakes his head wildly, his wiry beard
glistening with sprayed saliva.) I AM BELIEVING
HE IS A WOMAN! I AM SENDING HIM TO MY
BEDROOM ALONE WITH MY WIFE! (He slaps
his forehead.) Just think with my poor mother there!
Who knows what scenes Maman has witnessed? The
shame! He has defiled my home, dishonoured me….
(His voice rises higher screeching.) IT IS WORSE
THAN DEATH! (He freezes, his jaw drops open,
then he hisses choking and spitting.) He tricked
money from me, I paid him!
Old man: (Confused, backing away.) Paid him?
Jamshid: For the lessons…. Do you not understand?
We are all believing he is harmless old widow! (The
old man sits down shocked on the dog’s settee.) I
know of other men in our community who have
paid him for same set up! AND NOW! IN THE
END! I DISCOVER THE DEVIL IN MY
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BEDROOM! (He shakes his head, his lips twisted in
a sick smile.) He ran away but I will find him! I will
ruin him and your family, all of you! Who do you
think will be coming to your shop after this? . . .
Also much divorce! All will want him dead!
(There is silence. The two stare deeply at each other.
Time stands still, while the old man’s mind is working.)
Old man: (He stands up looking right into Jamshid’s
eyes with a piercing gaze.) What about your honour?
Your son’s honour? It is also bad for you if this
becomes public.
Jamshid: (His eyes narrow.) I want punishment!
Something must be done! (Voice rising.) Do you
think I can sit and do nothing?
Old man: What do you want to do?
Jamshid: Sharia! (His eyes shine with visions.)
Old man: (Whispers.) Sharia? Here?
Jamshid: (Waving his arms.) We can organize in some
back garden and justice will be done!
Old man: (Shouting.) Are you mad? We are here! This is
the land of Kafirs! We cannot carry on as if we were
back at home. (Throwing his hands up in despair.)
Just look at the telly! (Jabs his finger at the television.
Jamshid spins round staring at the black screen.)
Men and women having affairs all over the place, in
cars and offices and even in bloody toilets! And
what are the consequences? I’ll tell you! (Stepping
towards Jamshid.) Nothing! Bloody nothing, no one
has to pay, they do it, and that’s the end of it!
Jamshid: (Whining.) There must be justice!
Old man: Justice? Hah! What is justice? What can I do?
I can shout at him till I break his ears and I can beat
him when I catch him asleep, otherwise he’s too fast
for my stick…. And that’s it! That’s the most I can
do, and even that’s illegal here! (Points in Jamshid’s
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face.) Did you know that? He could denounce me to
the police, and I would be arrested for beating my
own son. They won’t care if he’s committed
adultery, they all do it! I’ll be in prison and he’ll be
free!
Jamshid: (Sneering.) So you’re afraid to beat your own
son!
Old man: Of course not! He’d never denounce his own
father! But that’s all I can do. You have no idea,
every day I must swallow insults, you must learn to
swallow the insults!
Jamshid: Never!
Old man: What else can you do? My daughter, does she
wear a veil or even a scarf to cover her hair? No! She
refuses and what must I do? Beat her? My son-inlaw won’t go to the Mosque! What must I do? Drag
him there? (Turns his back on Jamshid and walks
towards the window, then he spins round fast, facing
Jamshid again.) Even my grandson has a pet dog!
Jamshid: But something you must do!
Old man: YES! I have three choices, grin and bear it,
live alone or return to Iran! (He steps right up to
Jamshid, his eyes boring into his soul.) Believe me,
it’s best you keep your mouth shut for the sake of
your family, and that is the most you can do.
(Jamshid gives up. He walks slowly towards the door,
and then turns round pointing at the old man.)
Jamshid: Shame on you! You are well known for being
very religious, but today you give me no help, you
are telling me to let them do want they want! I
cannot believe it.
Old Man: Do you know what I pray for? No! Of course
not, you know nothing about me! You don’t know
me at all.
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Jamshid: At least you know what a no good filthy pig
of a son you have!
Old man: I have always known it myself.
Jamshid: You should punish him! Throw him in the
street . . . with nothing!
Old man: I should.
Jamshid: But will you?
Old man: (Staring hard at Jamshid.) Who can say?
(Jamshid leaves slamming the door behind him. The old
man goes into his bedroom. He opens the dressing table
drawers, and rummages through the clothes pulling them
out and pushing them back in, then he slams the drawers
shut. He sits on the edge of his bed, his head in his hands,
and then he lies down on the bed.)
(The stage darkens to black.)
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ACT 1
Scene 7
(Lights up revealing the Babai flat in semi-darkness.
There’s the clunking sound of the front door being
unlocked. The old man sits up in bed and turns on the
lamp. The bedroom lights up. He gets up and takes his
walking stick, and then he stands in the bedroom
doorway. Hamid appears in the sitting room doorway
and turns on the light switch. The sitting room lights up.
He shuts the door quietly. He’s wearing a tight T-shirt
that exposes his stomach and a green pair of women’s
leggings and rubber flip-flops. He has a black eye and is
carrying a plastic shopping bag.)
Old man: THERE YOU ARE! (He stands in the
bedroom doorway, pointing his stick at Hamid.)
YOU SWINE! (Breathless voice.) I had a visitor
today…. JAMSHID MOHAMMED! What the hell
are you playing at?
Hamid: (Hamid looks bewildered, like a son laying eyes
on his father for the first time in years.) I’ve been
earning some extra cash teaching English, but I was
brought down by a bad woman. (Shocked by his
own confession, he falls to his knees.) Dad, I’m a
useless sack of shit! To think I was brought down by
a cruel woman who beats up her midget mother-inlaw, sorry Dad.
Old man: SORRY! YOU’RE SORRY? (He strides
towards Hamid and pokes him with his walking
stick.) What do I care if she beats up midgets? Get
your arse up!
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(Hamid doesn’t move. The old man jerks him to his feet
by his T-shirt, and swipes Hamid in the guts with his
stick. There’s a loud crash as Hamid trips backwards
knocking a dining table chair over.)
Old man: Give me that bag!
Hamid: Leave it Dad, it’s just some stuff.
Old man: You think I’m a fool? Yes I am a fool! I
searched through your dead mother’s clothes and do
you know what I found gone? No, STOLEN?
(Waving his arms and getting agitated.) Guess what
is missing?
Hamid: Dad it’s late! (The old man lunges for the bag.)
Let it alone….
(Abbas opens the sitting room door and stands in the
doorway; he scrunches up his eyes against the thumping
glare of neon light. Hamid and the old man are pouring
sweat, fighting over the bag. The old man snatches it
from him at last, and pulls out his wife’s old black musty
burqa.)
Old man: Where did you get? It’s your mother’s . . .
ISN’T IT? . . . YOU SWINE!
Hamid: I borrowed it to teach English.
Old man: Teach my arse! (He cackles.) Take you out
and shoot you, I say! Teach my arse!
(Faruzeh comes up behind Abbas and pushes past him
into the sitting room, Abbas follows her. Hamid turns to
make a dash for the door.)
Old man: COME BACK HERE!
(He hooks Hamid’s shoulder with his walking stick and
brings him down. Hamid scrambles to his feet, the old
man lunges at him with the stick. Hamid grabs hold of
the fallen chair and holds it up in front of him like a
shield. The old man holding the burqa in one hand and
his walking stick in the other, hits at the chair with his
stick getting it stuck in the chair legs. Faruzeh and Abbas
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watch transfixed as everything moves like an old film
reel. The old man keeps bringing his stick down hard on
the chair rim again and again, while Hamid struggles to
hold his chair up in front. On and on he drives Hamid
backwards across the sitting room. The chair slips
crashing to the floor. The old man points his stick at
Hamid’s throat. Hamid falls to the floor rolling himself
into a hedgehog, but the old man drops the burqa and
grabs his hair yanking him, making him stand back up.
Then the old man staggers sideways, stumbling over the
fallen chair. He grabs Hamid’s shoulder, gasping, as he
can’t get his breath.)
Hamid: DAD! DAD? (Hamid tries to support his father
but the old man pushes him away. He lets his stick
drop to the floor and leans on the table, wheezing
and gasping for breath.) Dad, are you OK?
Old man: Faruzeh, get my insulin.
Faruzeh: Dad let me help you back to bed, Abbas will
get it. (Abbas goes out the door. She helps the old
man across the sitting room into his bedroom, and
pulls back the bed sheets helping him into bed.) Here
we go! (She pulls off his slippers and tucks him in.)
Abbas: (He returns with the old man’s syringe, and
shakes his head at Hamid who is tidying up the
sitting room.) You need some ice for your eye!
Hamid: No it’s OK…. I’d better go for a few days. If
you need me I’ll be at Patty’s.
Abbas: I thought you and she had split up. (Abbas
scratches his stomach.)
Hamid: Not really, it’s off and on, and that’s my fault
too. I’m such an arsehole and she’s an angel. She
lent me these clothes earlier on, when I turned up at
her place, barefoot with nothing but my burqa!
(Abbas pats Hamid’s shoulder giving him a
conspiratorial grimace and then goes into the bedroom.
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Hamid picks up the shopping bag and the old burqa and
walks out the door. Faruzeh takes the syringe from
Abbas and gives her father a shot. Abbas stands
watching with his hands in his pockets, then Faruzeh
stands up and turns off the bedside lamp. The bedroom
turns dark. Faruzeh and Abbas cross the sitting room
and head out the door turning off the light. The sitting
room turns dark.)
(The stage darkens to black.)

49

ACT 1
Scene 8
(The stage slowly lightens turning to daylight. The old
man gets out of bed and creeps into the sitting room. He
gets a tin of fudge and a newspaper from the shelf. He
carries them back to his bedroom and starts getting into
bed, then he stops and rushes back to the sitting room.
He picks the dog up from the little settee and takes him
into the bedroom too. He settles the dog down on the
bed, and carefully gets back inside the covers. The old
man starts reading the newspaper and eating fudge from
the tin, his hand goes up and down mechanically from
tin to mouth to tin, tossing fudge in his gob and chewing
fast. The dog is sitting on the end of his bed and every
now and then he tosses him a cube of fudge. Hamid
comes into the sitting room. He’s carrying a suitcase and
a huge yellow cassette player tied with a red ribbon. He
puts them down by the table and inspects the shelves. He
removes some books and music cassettes putting them in
the outside flap of his suitcase.)
Hamid: (Shouting through doorway to the old man.)
Dad, I’m here! How are you? (The old man takes no
notice of him. Hamid puts the case near the door
and takes the cassette player into the bedroom and
puts it down by the doorway.) Dad? I’m off now, I’ll
drop in after work on Monday . . . Dad, I’m off!
Old man: (Putting down his newspaper.) You’re not
OFF! Do not speak to me as though you are just
going out and will be home later! You have not
been home for over a week and I know you are
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living with that Kafir woman! You have left your
home and never had the guts to say so!
Hamid: Dad, that’s not fair, her name’s Patty. (He
looks so guilty.) Look would you like me to sleep
here tonight?
Old man: NO! Don’t bother, I don’t need your pity!
I’m sick and old . . . and alone. I’m an old man who
has lost his own son! I never see you anymore.
Hamid: (Resigned, he shakes his head.) Dad, that’s not
true. I come home every day after I shut the shop….
Old man: (Voice querulous and whining.) It’s not the
same. You are living somewhere else. You don’t
even come back for morning prayers…. (Hamid
fusses around straightening the bedcovers, not
wanting to meet his father’s gaze.) Do you know? I’d
wake most nights, I still do, can’t sleep. I used to
come and watch you sleeping in your room, it made
me feel comfy.
Hamid: (Uncomfortable.) You don’t need to watch me
sleeping Dad, you can watch Hosro now.
Old man: AGGH! He’s changed. (Old man jabs his
finger in the air.) Become sneaking he has, just like a
serpent…. Now I sit in bed at night, and instead of
hearing my son coming home at three in the
morning, I hear my grandson lurking about,
smoking and watching porno videos because he
thinks I’m sleeping. Is that a life for me?
Hamid: Anyway you have Turpin and don’t deny it
Dad. Look at him! He’s become as fat as a baby pig.
Old man: Don’t talk rubbish, how many times do I
have to tell you all? He’s just a guard dog and his
name’s Cyrus. I need him in the room at night. I
have been informed that dogs are famous for
alerting their owners to gas leaks, fires, heart attacks
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and the like, and at my age I need him as extra
security.
Hamid: You didn’t have to let him on the bed. He
could sleep on the floor!
Old man: Just get on with your packing, leave if you
must but you’re not taking Cyrus with you.
Hamid: I don’t want him!
Old man: He’s the only one who listens to me! Just
think of that! I have a family, but the only one I can
talk to is a dog! And he’s not even permitted! (The
old man goes back to reading his newspaper.)
Hamid: I’ll be in after work . . . every day, same as usual
I promise. (Softly.) Look Dad, why don’t you get a
hobby?
Old man: Hobby my arse! Hobbies are for fools with
nothing better to do.
(The old man turns his back on Hamid, rolling over
upsetting the sweets on the bed. Hamid picks them up
and puts them back in the tin on the dressing table. He
pats the dog, then remembers the cassette player by the
door and picks it up.)
Hamid: Dad, look I’ve bought you a present….
Old man: (His back to Hamid.) Don’t want a bloody
present. I’m not a child, I’m not bloody gaga yet!
Hamid: You don’t know what it is! (He presses play and
muezzin chanting starts. The old man turns round
sitting up. Hamid stops the cassette.) I bought you a
brand new tape too!
Old man: It’s enormous, and it’s bright yellow, bloody
ridiculous!
Hamid: I can take it back and get you a smaller one….
Old man: I don’t want you wasting time running
backwards and forwards to the shops. I suppose I’ll
get used to it. How many decibels?
Hamid: A lot, it’s the loudest they had in the store!
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Old man: Put it under my bed, before that buffoon
Abbas gets sight of it! (He lies back down.) I’m
running low on sweets, Faruzeh has put me on
rations. Bring me some extra tins of Okho Chi next
time!
Hamid: OK, I’ll see you on Monday. (He pats the dog,
then goes back through the sitting room, takes his
suitcase and leaves.)
(When the door in the sitting room shuts, the old man
sits back up. He looks at the dog sitting at his feet on the
end of the bed.)
Old man: Cyrus, you see what an ungrateful son I have!
You were abandoned by your master, and I by my
son! We both know what it is to nurse a viper in our
bosom! And to think! I gave him the best name!
Our prophet said, ‘Give your child a good name.’
And what did I do? I gave him the best, a name with
number three, so is it my fault? No it cannot be! It
is well known that some of these people with good
numbers, like one, three and nine, still they are
having problems, and why? The answer lies in the
words of a renowned Islamic scholar. ‘Bad marriage
combinations can ruin a man for life! No matter
what his name!’ (The dog whines softly. The old man
leans forward patting the dog’s head.) You’re right
he’s not even married, so it must be that Kafir
woman he’s having an affair with. He should marry.
Of course! And we have to find a Muslim girl with
the right number. I must not neglect my duties as
head of the household, and all will come right in the
end! Ha ha, maybe one for Hosro too?
(He swings his legs out of bed and hobbles into the sitting
room. He gets an address book down from the shelf and
the telephone. He sits down and starts thumbing through
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the addresses, then he picks up the phone and dials
holding the phone to his ear.)
Old man: Salaam! It is me Behdad…. Yes, a long time
but I am coming to visit you today…. Of course I
shall be happy to stay for lunch…. Ahh hah…. OK!
I’m on my way…. (He puts the phone back on the
shelf and hurries to his bedroom. He takes his fez cap
and jacket, and like a joyful child he kicks off his
slippers making them fly high across the bedroom. He
slides his feet into a pair of sandals and picks up the
dog carrying him back to the settee in the sitting
room.) Now Cyrus, guard the house! (He hurries out
the door.)
(The light slowly darkens until the stage is black.)
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ACT 1
Scene 9
(Lights up revealing the Babai flat in semi-darkness.
The door opens and Abbas turns on the light switch. The
sitting room lights up. Abbas is carrying a tray with food
and he starts to set the table with dishes and glasses from
the shelf. Hosro comes through the door carrying a stack
of kitchen chairs, which he puts in front of the TV, and
then he goes to help Abbas set out the cutlery. The dog is
on his settee. Hamid comes through the door and sits
down on one of the kitchen chairs and lights a cigarette.
Faruzeh walks in bringing a large platter of rice balls to
the table.)
Hamid: Who are the others?
Faruzeh: I don’t know! Some distant relatives? It’s
supposed to be a surprise.
(Hamid shakes his head slowly and draws deeply on his
cigarette then he gets up and follows Faruzeh out the
door.)
Old man: (The old man comes charging through the
door dressed in his best clothes.) Hosro come with
me! (Hosro follows him to the bedroom. He turns on
the lamp. The bedroom lights up. The old man
extracts a silk striped tie from the dressing table
drawer. He puts it round Hosro’s neck making a
tight knot. Hosro’s hair is spiky with Brylcreem and
he’s looking resigned and sulky.) That’s no way to
have a hairstyle, tsk, a freaks style, looks as if you’ve
been electrocuted!
Hosro: And you’d know just how they look.
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(The old man ignores him. He takes a big comb from the
drawer and flattens down Hosro’s hair with a side
parting, he then hands him a magnified shaving mirror.)
Hosro: (Hosro peers at himself.) I’m not coming out
like this! I look a real creep! (Panic.)
Old man: (Laughs.) You looked a bloody creep before!
Now, shape up! Millions of people all around the
world have ridiculous hairstyles, look at your father!
But those who become bloody pop stars are rare, it’s
all a matter of fate. It’s all in the bones, if you’re
born with the bones of a beggar, that’s how you’ll
spend your life. (The doorbell rings and the old man
goes into the sitting room, leaving Hosro standing
there.)
(Faruzeh brings an old couple into the sitting room
followed by two women. Mummy Akbar is fat and
pyramid shaped and she’s wearing a headscarf tied under
her chin. Her husband, Mr Akbar, is a skinny old man
with shiny medals pinned to his chest. He’s wearing a
tunic and jacket. The two young women are wearing
identical red trouser suits, sporting the same beehive
hairdo’s with three ringlets hanging down each side
framing their faces, they look like plaster window
dummies. Fatima is sixteen years old, she’s fat just like
her mummy, with thick make up on her face and bright
red lipstick, she keeps smiling. The niece Hafsa is over
thirty, her long thin neck and face are covered in moles.
Meanwhile, in the bedroom Hosro is spiking his hair up
again.)
Mr Akbar: Hello my dear friend, as you see I’ve
brought my good lady wife and the girls!
Old man: Salaam! (He kisses Mr Akbar’s cheeks.)
Welcome, come in and take a seat. (The old couple
sit at the table.) No, you there! (Hafsa goes to sit on
the sofa next to her cousin Fatima, but he pushes
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Hafsa into a chair next to the TV.) Hosro! (Shouting
towards the bedroom, Hosro enters with his hair
spiked up.) Aghh, my grandson! (He takes hold of
Hosro’s shoulder pushing him in front of the Akbars.)
Hosro’s nearly seventeen, a fine young man, eh?
(He gestures towards the Akbars.) You remember
Mr Hussein Akbar? A cousin on Aunt Sepideh’s
side! This is his good lady and their daughter Fatima
and their niece Hafsa…. (He doesn’t bother to turn
towards Hafsa, in fact he’s standing in front of her,
blocking her from view.)
Mr Akbar: (Stands up and shakes Hosro’s hand.)
Heeloo, (In a sing song voice.) My how you’ve
grown, what? We haven’t seen you since Babeck’s
wedding…. Five years ago, how time flies…. (He
continues pumping Hosro’s hand shaking him to
pieces.)
Mummy Akbar: (From her chair.) Hello.
Fatima: Hello. (The old man shoves Hosro down on the
sofa next to Fatima.)
Hafsa: Hello. (From behind the old man.)
(The old man takes a photo album from the shelf and
drops it in Hosro’s lap.)
Old man: Take a look at your cousins wedding
photographs. (Looking at the Akbars.) Practically
the same age you know, Hosro and his cousin.
(Looking down at Hosro.) Shame your parents
didn’t take you!
Faruzeh: It was in Tehran during the school term.
Old man: Abdul went! (Turning to the Akbars.) Hosro
is studying for his A levels, then off to study
medicine or engineering. Huh? What do you have
to say Hosro?
(Hosro is sitting staring ahead, his face red and shining.
He opens the album and takes out a bunch of photos
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and begins to pass them around. The Akbars quietly coo
and cackle at the photos. Hamid enters with a large tray
of baklava and places it on the table.)
Hamid: Home made! Faruzeh, can you cut it for me?
(He hands her a large knife and she begins to cut the
baklava into cubes. The old man is standing smiling and
nodding, watching Hosro passing round the photos with
the Akbars.)
Old man: Family photographs, nothing like it!
Weddings . . . I say you’re never too young or old,
(Looking at Hamid.) . . . to get married.
Faruzeh: I want a word with you two. (Pointing to
Abbas and Hamid. She collars them both and pulls
them into the old man’s bedroom.) I know what his
game is, that Fatima girl and her bloody parents!
Abbas: So what?
Faruzeh: So what? (She huffs impatiently.) Don’t you
see what he’s up to? He’s interfering, trying to
marry Hosro.
Hamid: Huh, it’s just a coincidence. (He shrugs.)
You’re getting paranoid.
Faruzeh: You heard him Hamid! (She mimics the old
man’s voice.) ‘Cousin’s wedding, they’re the same
age!’ Hosro’s going to be a bloody doctor now! Or
was it engineer? Just listen to him!
(In the sitting room Hosro is sitting rigidly on the sofa
staring at the photos. Hafsa is carefully picking her ear.
Fatima twiddles one of her ringlets around her finger,
sneaking looks at Hosro.)
Old man: Tsk tsk! (Peering closely at a photo.) Well
there’s a thing…. You just never can tell.
Akbars: Laugh in unison.
(Hosro sees Fatima looking at him, she makes a sulky
moue at him and Hosro looks away. The old man gets
up.)
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Old man: One moment please…. (He crosses the room
into the bedroom, the others continue passing round
the photos.)
Mr Akbar: Well Hosro, and what have you to say about
yourself…. We’re waiting…. What? (He cups his
hand around his ear, the girls laugh.)
Old man: (Entering the bedroom.) What are you doing
sneaking around my bedroom? It’s time to start
eating.
Faruzeh: Don’t you dare sit Hosro next to that Fatima
girl!
Old man: And what’s wrong with her? That girl is a
nice good girl and her parents are related. It’s time
Hosro was introduced to some decent families. He
must meet the right kind of girl, I have checked her
numbers and astrology says yes!
Faruzeh: Are you mad? He’s only sixteen! We are not
living a hundred years ago.
Old man: Nonsense! There is no harm and I am the
head of the family, I will decide!
Hamid: Dad’s right, I think she looks lovely. She’ll
make a fine bride for Hosro. (Abbas and Hamid
double over laughing. The old man is furious.)
Old man: (He jabs angrily at Hamid.) You! After the
trouble you’ve made, better for you to get to know
the niece, I have chosen her for you!
Hamid: Please Dad, not the chicken woman! (Abbas
hoots with laughter, Faruzeh giggles.)
Old man: (To Abbas.) YOU! SHUT YOUR FACE!
HOW DARE YOU…. (He clutches the front of
Abbas’s shirt, half hanging on.) You married MY
daughter without MY permission. Do you think I’d
have chosen an Ass like you?
(Meanwhile the Akbars have become aware of the
shouting. They carry on sifting through the photos but
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mummy Akbar gets up and creeps over to the bedroom
doorway.)
Old man: Cretin! Moron! Nerd! Ninny! Simpleton!
Clod! Dumbass! Dunce…. (Abbas jerks his shirt
from the old man’s grasp pushing him backwards on
the bed.) Right! You want to have another fight?
(He pulls open the dressing table drawer.) I haven’t
forgotten the cassette player fat boy! (He pulls a
large pair of scissors from the drawer.) You’re a long
haired twit, you need a haircut. (Snipping the scissors
at Abbas who backs up towards the door.) Ha ha!
Like a schoolgirl with a stupid ponytail…. It needs
chopping off!
(He charges at Abbas who ducks sideways as Mummy
Akbar walks into the bedroom behind him. The old man
stumbles forwards with the scissors in his hand, she
screams, they collide, she falls backwards on the
bedroom floor as the old man lands on top of her. The
old man scrambles to his feet; out of breath he chucks
the scissors on the bed.)
Old man: (Facing Abbas.) This is all your fault! (He
points to Mummy Akbar on the floor.) Lucky for
you she doesn’t have a scratch on her!
(Hosro, Mr Akbar, and the girls jump up and rush into
the bedroom. Hamid puts the scissors in the drawer
while everyone else is staring at Mummy Akbar lying on
the floor.)
Old man: Carry her to the couch! Carry her through!
Just fainted, that’s all.
Hafsa: What happened?
Old man: Maybe she’s fainted from hunger, she just fell
down when she walked in. Hamid you take her by
the left! (The old man lifts under her right arm.)
HOSRO LEGS!
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(They struggle to lift her off the floor. They finally get a
hold of her. Hosro has lifted her legs up, and to get the
leverage he’s standing squashed between them. Her skirt
falls back and she’s wearing stockings and suspenders.)
Mr Akbar: Get a grip! . . . HOLD TIGHT! (He watches
them lift her, while Faruzeh lies down on the old
man’s bed and Abbas sits next to her massaging her
temples.) Mind her now! (The old man and Hamid
have her under the armpits, they start swaying and
straining, her bottom drags along the floor as they go
through the doorway. In the sitting room they bash
her really hard against the dining table.) Be careful!
Fatima: Ooh her head! (She clings on to Hafsa.)
(They struggle across the room to the sofa. The old man
gives out and lets go, she slips out of Hamid’s grasp and
with her legs still wrapped around Hosro’s thighs her
head drops on the floor.)
Mr Akbar: Careful now, nice and easy does it.
Fatima: AGHH! Mummy?
(The old man is bent over winded, while Hamid has
staggered back and sat in a chair. The three Akbars are
standing together watching. Hafsa has her arm around
Fatima. Hosro is stooped over Mummy Akbar, still
holding her legs he drops them on the sofa.)
Old man: (Straightening up panting out of breath.)
That’s right Hosro! Legs up, head down, perfect
position to recover from a fainting fit. A cushion for
her head…. (He looks at the Akbars.) Not to worry,
to overcome a faint, the legs must be kept above the
head. (Mummy Akbar is lying twisted on the floor
with her legs up on the sofa. The old man takes a
cushion and pulls her head up by her headscarf and
shoves the cushion underneath.)
Fatima: MUMMY?
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Hafsa: (Still hugging Fatima to her.) Uncle, don’t you
think we should call an ambulance?
Mr Akbar: (Bewildered.) Umm….
Old man: Nonsense! She’ll come round soon enough.
As I said, fainted when she walked in the bedroom,
just needs a little rest. Well Hussein, shall we eat?
Lots of delicious food sitting there waiting for us,
what? (Hosro stands still, while they slowly take their
places and sit down to eat.) HOSRO, come and eat!
(Everyone is eating in silence except the old man who
eats with his mouth open and makes loud sucking sounds
throughout the meal. Abbas leaves Faruzeh sulking on
the old man’s bed and crosses the sitting room going out
through the door.)
Mr Akbar: Not coming to eat your son-in-law?
Old man: Can’t he’s got a weak stomach!
(Mummy Akbar reaches her arm in the air as though
waving. Unnoticed by anyone she makes kicking
movements in the air, pawing with her feet like pedalling
a bicycle and then she lies still. Faruzeh gets up from the
bed and crosses the sitting room, ignoring the dining
table she walks straight out the door slamming it.)
Mr Akbar: And your daughter?
Old man: Tsk! She must attend to him. (He nods his
head slowly as though meditating the fact.)
(Fatima looks at Hosro; she winds her ringlet round and
round her finger and gives him coy looks from across the
table. The dog is seated on his settee next to the old
man’s chair, devouring the tiny fried meatballs the old
man tosses to him. The old man notices Hafsa looking at
him sourly.)
Old man: No need to disapprove, not at all! This dog is
not a pet but a guard dog. Recently there have been
a lot of houses broken into, even in the middle of
the night.
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Mr Akbar: Dogs should be kept outside, even guard
dogs.
Old man: How? We live in a flat!
Hafsa: He seems too small for a guard dog, don’t you
think Uncle?
(Mr Akbar ignores her and keeps on eating.)
Old man: Maybe he is small, but never judge by the
size! He also barks every time someone passes by in
the hall, now that’s useful as a warning isn’t it?
Hafsa: I should think it must be very annoying, I
expect in a block of flats like this he must be barking
on and off all day.
Old man: Well maybe he is, and maybe he isn’t.
Mr Akbar: Hafsa, please do not argue this issue. (He
turns to the old man.) Women need husbands or
they start to bicker and think they are equal to a
man! Ahh, delicious I must compliment your
daughter’s cooking!
Old man: A family recipe, my wife, hers were . . . tsk,
more clover! Faruzeh now . . . hmm, just so-so.
Now, tell me about your plans, I too have been
considering opening a new business, maybe some
laundry service or this pizza delivery franchise?
(Hosro is staring at his plate ignoring Fatima who’s now
winding ringlets round her fingers on both sides of her
head.)
Fatima: I want to go home!
Mr Akbar: What! What’s this?
Fatima: I want to go home and NOW!
Mr Akbar: Nonsense! Shut up. (He turns back to his
plate and carries on eating.)
Fatima: (Fatima looks angrily at Hosro.) He made a
rude face at me and he did this (She holds up her
hands, curling her left hand into a tunnel, she
feverishly pumps her right index finger in and out the
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hole mimicking sexual intercourse. The old man
jumps up and lands a heavy clout round Hosro’s
head. Hamid stands up.)
Hamid: Dad, leave him alone…. I don’t believe he did
that!
Hosro: (Wiping his eyes.) I didn’t.
Mr Akbar: (Stands up.) Are you calling my daughter a
liar?
Hamid: She’s just mistaken that’s all.
Hafsa: Don’t forget Uncle, Fatima and the Kebab boy,
she made that up!
Mr Akbar: Shut your mouth! (Ignoring Hamid, he leans
over into Hosro’s face.) Did you or did you not
make that disgusting sign to my daughter?
Hosro: (He jumps up.) I feel sick! (He kicks the chair
away and stumbles out the room.)
(The table is silent; Hamid, Mr Akbar and the old man
are still standing. Fatima is sitting sulkily with her arms
crossed and Hafsa chews down the Baklava faster than a
rabbit.)
Mr Akbar: Well I never! (He kicks back his chair, it
falls.) Fatima, Hafsa, thank Mr Babai for such a
wonderful lunch…. We’re leaving!
Hafsa: What about Auntie?
(They all turn to look at Mummy Akbar forgotten on the
floor, she hasn’t moved. Mr Akbar takes a jug of water
from the table and goes over to her.)
Mr Akbar: Maimuna? (He stares down at her, prodding
her with his foot.) MAIMUNA ENOUGH! (Still she
doesn’t move but her eyelids flicker. Mr Akbar pours
water down on her face from his standing position; it
splashes, heavily streaking her face with blotches of
make up that run down her cheeks. She now looks
like a gargoyle.)
Hafsa: Uncle, I think you’d better call an ambulance!
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Mr Akbar: Very well, if I must! (Unconvinced, he turns
to Hamid.) Where’s the telephone?
Hamid: Here. (He takes the cordless phone from the
shelf.)
Hafsa: (Giving light little slaps to mummy Akbar.)
Uncle! No need, Auntie has come round.
(Hamid and the old man help her to her feet.)
Mr Akbar: Steady! Steady! That’s right! Steady now.
(Mr Akbar leads the way, he opens the door and the old
man and Hamid shoulder Mummy Akbar across the
sitting room and bump her through the door. Her feet
drag and scrabble along the ground, and the two girls
follow, exclaiming ‘Ooh and Ahh’ at each bump. After
the old man returns to the sitting room alone and slams
the door behind him.)
Old man: (He looks at the messy dining table.) Lazy
beggars! I’m not clearing up! (He puts some left
over Baklava onto a plate and gives it to the dog.)
Here you are! No need to miss out on the sweets,
ehh?
(Then he turns out the light switch and crosses over the
darkened sitting room to his bedroom. He takes off his
sandals and jacket, and then pulls off his tunic, there are
scars criss-crossing his back. He puts on his nightdress
and gets into bed, turning out the bedside lamp.)
(The stage darkens quickly to black.)
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ACT 1
Scene 10
(The stage lightens slowly to daylight. The old man is
lying in bed and Faruzeh is sitting by him on the chair. In
the sitting room the muezzin chants are playing on the
yellow cassette player. The chandelier is on the floor and
Abbas is sweeping up light bulbs into a dustpan. Hosro
comes in and out the door clearing the left over dinner
things from the table, then Hamid bursts through the
door.)
Hamid: What the hell happened?
Abbas: (Stops sweeping.) This morning at dawn, the
chandelier fell down on top of him while he was
praying.
Hamid: (Shaking head.) Why the hell did he buy it? I
told him it was too heavy for the ceiling, it’s a
bloody cathedral chandelier!
Abbas: He loved it, it had a thousand watts!
Hamid: What did the Doctor say?
Abbas: (Shrugs.) Just concussion, but he’s slipping fast
from old age, liver failure and kidney failure. He said
it would be kinder to let him die at home. His
insulin levels are through the roof!
(Hamid walks into the bedroom and sits down on the
bed, he pats the bed covers.)
Hamid: (To Faruzeh.) How is he?
Faruzeh: He’s coming and going. We’ve called Uncle
Aziz, he’s on his way here.
Hamid: Why don’t you take a break, I’ll stay with him.
(Faruzeh ignores him. She stands up and takes a
hairbrush from the dressing table and gently brushes
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the old man’s hair.) Go on, you’re still in your
nightdress…. Your hair looks worse than his!
Faruzeh: (She puts the brush down and crosses the
sitting room, she stops.) Abbas, please turn off that
bloody muezzin music! And can’t you move that
chandelier out the way?
Abbas: It’s too big to get out the door, it’ll have to wait
till tomorrow, the toolbox is at the shop.
Faruzeh: I’m going to have a shower, can you sort the
kitchen? (Abbas sets his broom against the table and
turns off the muezzin tape. He and Hosro follow
Faruzeh out the sitting room door.)
Hamid: (Hamid is still sitting on the bed and is gently
shaking the old man’s shoulder.) Dad, can you hear
me? (The old man’s eyes open, he lifts his head up off
the pillow.) Dad, you’re awake! Say something.
Dad?
Old man: Help me sit up. (Hamid pulls him forwards
and plumps up the pillows behind his head, then lets
him back down.) Ouch! Be more careful.
Hamid: Dad, you’ve come round, you’re going to be all
right!
Old man: All right my arse! I heard the doctor, I’m
done for, I’m like an old banger, not worth
repairing, nothing to be done! (Doorbell rings.)
Don’t let that fool Aziz come in here! I don’t want
him.
Hamid: Dad? How can you say that when he’s your
own brother?
Old man: Don’t care!
(Abbas leads Uncle Aziz through the sitting room door.
He’s a tall thin man wearing a dark tunic and a fez hat.
He is carrying a leather bound Quran.)
Abbas: Thank you for coming. (They kiss on each
cheek.) We thought you’d be hungry so we’re
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preparing some food, I’ll call you when it’s ready.
(Abbas points to the old man’s room.) He’s through
there. (Uncle Aziz walks into the bedroom and
Abbas begins to lay the dining table, taking glasses
and plates from the shelf unit.)
Uncle Aziz: Brother I have come. (He sits down on the
chair and turns to Hamid.) Go and fetch another
chair, it’s not right to sit upon the bed of a dying
man!
Old man: I want him on the bed and I want Cyrus too.
Uncle Aziz: Who is this Cyrus?
Old man: Never you mind, keep your nose out my
business, I’m perfectly well, just a false alarm. I’m
not dying so you can go and stuff your face along
with my donkey son-in-law and then go back to
where you came from.
Uncle Aziz: Bitter as ever! Not even in the jaws of death
can you hold your tongue. You even begrudge me a
little rice!
Old man: Bitter! And why not? Here I am dying, has
anyone asked me if I’m hungry? No they haven’t!
Even a condemned murderer gets his last supper,
anything he wants, and they even have caviar and
champagne on death row in America!
Uncle Aziz: You’ll not swerve me from my duty, I have
come here to recite the Surah thirty-six and I shall
whisper the Shahadah as is prescribed. (He opens the
Quran, flicks through the pages and begins reciting in
a whisper.)
Old man: (To Hamid.) Go and fetch Cyrus, it’s my
only hope….
(Hamid goes through the sitting room, out the door, and
returns carrying the dog into the bedroom. He puts him
on the bed.)
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Uncle Aziz: What is this abomination? How dare you!
(Looking at Hamid.) Take this filthy dog from my
sight or I will leave this cursed home right now!
Old man: Hamid sit down on the bed too! Your uncle
Aziz is going! (Uncle Aziz slams the Quran shut and
stands up shaking his head in disbelief. Abbas can
hear them quarrelling. He stops laying the table and
stands just outside the bedroom doorway peering in.)
Uncle Aziz: (Jabbing his finger at Hamid.) You have
failed your father! You fail in your duties as a son!
You are pandering to the whims of a senile confused
old man. (Points to the old man.) And you are
condemning yourself to the lowest pit of hell!
Hypocrisy is the most dangerous sin. You claim to
believe! Yet you denounce your faith and all that is
good with this filthy dog’s presence. You’ll go to
Hawiyah!
Old man: Get out!
(Uncle Aziz stands up and storms out nearly colliding
with Abbas in the doorway. He strides through the
sitting room and out the door. Abbas enters the old
man’s bedroom quietly.)
Hamid: Dad what’s going on?
Old man: A thousand watt chandelier fell on my head,
what do you expect? I don’t want bloody prayers, I
want a drink! Ahh! I remember the taste, whisky, I
used to drink whisky, and you didn’t know that did
you? It’s the one thing I want now!
Abbas: Maybe he’s delirious….
Hamid: Maybe he isn’t! Look go and fetch that bottle
we keep under the kitchen sink. (Abbas leaves and
goes out the sitting room door.) I never knew you
drank Dad. (Looking at the old man shaking his
head in wonderment.)
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Old man: I didn’t want you to know I was a bad man!
All these years I have believed it, but you know
what? (He grasps Hamid by his shirt, clinging on.)
Maybe I’m not so bad? Maybe we’re not bad! (He
falls back on the pillows, letting go of Hamid.)
You’ve never been a bad son, just a fool. We’re all
fools! And do you know Hamid? I think it’s a good
thing to be! (He grips hold of Hamid’s shirt pulling
himself up.) Can you believe I committed adultery?
(Hamid shakes his head.) Well I did, for seven
weeks! I met a beautiful girl each morning under a
mulberry tree. I remember the mulberries still cool
from the night air, shaken from an old tree heavy
with deep red mulberries. She and I stood together
watching them fall. We could just taste each
mulberry as they fell on the snow-white shawl I’d
lain at the foot of the gnarled tree trunk. We
devoured cool sweet juicy mulberries under an
orange sky as the sun rose, our mouths smeared red
as we lay by a silver stream on a white shawl stained
red, and the wind stirred the leaves as they rustled
and gently fluttered in the breeze. Was it wrong?
How can it be wrong? (He lets go of Hamid and falls
back on the pillows.)
Hamid: It wasn’t wrong Dad….
Old man: (He smiles.) It was the most wondrous thing.
Something that wonderful can never be wrong! It
all happened during the revolution, but we were
found out and punished . . . Khomeini was in power
by then. I was flogged…. (He clutches Hamid’s
shoulder.) But worse! A few weeks later some men
threw acid in her face, it was all burnt away! She had
no lips anymore, lips that were once sweet and red.
(He traces Hamid’s lips.) Just think Hamid! Can you
picture that? (He sits up again holding on to Hamid’s
70

shirt.) Your mother was shamed, everyone knew,
that’s the real reason why we had to leave. You see
this girl lived on the same street as us, after it
happened, after her face was ruined I couldn’t stay.
Was I bad? Was it my fault?
Hamid: No Dad, it was never your fault, shit just
happens….
Old man: You see I never really loved your mother, I
didn’t choose her, she didn’t choose me. If I had the
chance I’d lie under the mulberry tree with that
beautiful girl again and again, I don’t care how high
the price is! Why does there have to be a price?
Don’t you see? (He grips Hamid’s shirt closer to
him.) It was their fault! They made us pay! All these
years I’ve been sick with guilt . . . but I’m not guilty
am I?
Hamid: You were never guilty Dad!
Old man: I know, it was them! They did it, they make
the crime and they make the punishment. I want to
live in a free world where you don’t have to pay. (He
falls back on the pillows.) And that’s the truth and
now you know!
Hamid: You told us the scars on your back were from
the war.
Old man: They are war scars, just a different war.
(Abbas, Faruzeh and Hosro come into the bedroom.
Abbas has a bottle of whisky and a glass.)
Hamid: Dad, look Abbas has brought you the whisky,
do you still want some?
Old man: Of course! And fill the glass, fill it to the
brim, let it overflow, it will be my last. (Abbas fills
the glass to overflowing and passes it to Hamid who
gently holds it to the old man’s lips. He lifts his head
and drinks it down greedily like a baby sucking milk
from a teat. He drains it all and falls back on his
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pillows. Slowly Abbas, Faruzeh and Hosro gather
together on the other side of the bed.) Ahh! That
feels so good! I always thought I could beat the evil
out of me, but it never worked, look at me now. Ha
ha! (He coughs.)
Hamid: You were never evil Dad. (He takes the old
man’s hand.)
Old man: (He pulls himself up, eyes wide open.) But will
I go to heaven or hell?
Hamid: Heaven!
Faruzeh: Heaven.
Abbas: You’ll go to heaven.
Hosro: Of course you’ll go to heaven Baba!
Old man: (He sinks back down on the pillows. He sighs
deeply.) Tell me about heaven, what will heaven be
like? Is it true what they say?
Abbas: There will be rivers of wine that will be delicious
to those that drink.
Hosro: Bunches of fruit will hang low within your
reach. Vessels of silver and cups of crystal will be
passed around.
Faruzeh: You will be served by young boys as
handsome as pearls. You will wear the finest silk
clothing and sit upon a throne made of gold and
decorated with precious stones.
Old man: And the Virgin Angels? The Houris?
Hamid: Heaven is full of them!
Old man: Just tell me about the Houris. (He shuts his
eyes, smiling.)
Hamid: In the gardens of heaven will be virgins of
modest gaze, reclining on couches of happiness
arranged in rows, their faces as bright as the shining
stars in heaven. Like red wine in a white glass, with
large, round, pointed breasts that are high and never
dangle. They never pee nor poo, they have no hairy
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legs and armpits just long luxurious hair and
eyebrows like swallows wings. They never sweat nor
smell bad, and they never menstruate or bear
children. A Houri does not want your wife to annoy
you during your life on earth, as the Houri will be
your wife when you go to heaven.
Old man: I think I’m going, I can feel it! . . . Wait! (He
opens his eyes lifting his head and points at Abbas
who is crying and wiping his eyes with his sleeves.)
You bugger off! I don’t want you going Hee Haw
like a bloody donkey! Tsk! (Abbas stumbles round
the bed and out the room. He sits down on the sofa
in the sitting room and blows his nose.) Hosro?
Hosro: Yes Baba?
Old man: Look after Cyrus, promise me you’ll take care
of him. I have been looking into the numerology
and it is no coincidence that God is Dog backwards!
(He lies back down.) Now silence! I will begin my
ascent to heaven.
(Lights darken slowly to black, curtain down.)
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The small man builds cages for everyone he knows.
While the sage,
who has to duck his head when the moon is low,
keeps dropping keys all night long
for the beautiful rowdy prisoners.
Hafiz
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