WALTER. (Crosses to SurTanN.) What have we got
here? Lawrence of Arabia.

MarioN. (Extricating herself, curtsying.) How do you
do, Sultan?

WALTER. Sultan? You know him?

MariON. Are you ignorant? It’s the Sultan of Bashir.

WaLTER. What do you do? Hang around the U.N.
building, picking up Arabs?

SurtaN. I am His Royal Majesty, Ruler of the People
of Bashir. I am here to see Ambassador Magee.

MarioN. How do you do?

SurtAN. This is my wife.

MarioN. (To Wirk.) Hello. Can I take your veil?

WaLTER., I’m Walter Hollander from New Jersey.

SurTtaN. I am a guest of Ambassador Magee’s.

MarioN. (Trying to be polite.) 1 hope you didn’t have
any trouble getting by all those soldiers around
the Embassy. Walter and I are wanted.

WALTER. (Dawning on kim.) I know where I read
about the Sultan of Bashir recently—didn’t you fellas
put down an uprising?

SurtaN. Eh?

WaLTER. Didn’t you have some kind of revolution or
something?

Surtan. Where’s the Ambassador?

WALTER. (Not really unfriendly.) Sure . . . you killed
all those workers . . . I read about it. That wasn’t nice
;:lliat you did to those people—they were protesting peace-

y.
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SurtaN. There are two sides to that affair, my friend.

WALTER. (Still innocently enougk.) What kind of two
sides? A few poor workers go on strike—you gotta shoot
‘em?

Suvrtan. If you could see them. They are vermin.
There’s no other way to teach them.

(WALTER regards this with growing irritation.)

MarioN. Er, Walter—what are you talking about
something you know nothing about?

Warter., (Getting a bit annoyed.) I don’t know
politics? What’s the matter with you? Don’t you read
the papers? This guy executes his people like you use
your Charge-A-Plate,

MarioN. You're in 2 bad mood.

Surtan. I did not come here to be received by a pair
of dogs. Where is the Ambassador?

Wavrter. (Dealing this square into the SULTAN’s face.)
I always read things in the papers and I get frustrated
because being a little shot from New Jersey I never get
a chance to express my opinion to a real big shot.
Marion. No one asked you.

have tygw® ingp a pushing wefCh# Your Majesty
orgsfe us. ‘
ULTANST will not si#% hereafhless 1 reséive gh apolog
Tom yQMr governppent. ,

Magre. Mpstollandgr—leaveesthis rogaft at once.

o SuLpAN.) Wilfat's yoy”trouble, Aladdin

MApsN. Walief| yowfe in a #ery bad afd this
norfiing. Let’sgfo. y 4 oy

WALTER, A liyeshere. I'm w6t gojng anylace. I pay
axes. W, Jefuse this bupfl has#Some oilsvells?

Ma i Zour Majestys pletlse come iySide

S@A#AN. You are ag/gfSolent swine!
WaLTer, I'll hit him a shot in the chops, they’ll ha




