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  Once Upon A Time in Nazi Occupied Tunisia was first performed at the Almeida Theatre, London, on 26 August 2021 (previews from 21 August), with the following cast:
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  Characters




  LOYS, female, mid-twenties




  YOUSSEF, male, late twenties to thirties




  GRANDMA, male, forties to fifties




  VICTOR, male, late twenties




  FAIZA, female, mid-twenties




  LITTLE FELLA, male, late teens




  The languages spoken by these characters would have been French, Arabic, German and possibly Italian. Actors should perform in their own voice rather than affecting an accent.




  Notes on the Text




  … = an unspoken thought, a struggle to articulate a thought.




  ( ) = the word in brackets must be played by an actor, not voiced.




  / = indicates when the subsequent speaker should interrupt.




  Extra spacing is an invitation for longer pauses, sustained periods of action.




  This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  

    

  




  




  1.1




  MARCH 1943. FOUR MONTHS INTO THE NAZI OCCUPATION OF TUNISIA.




  A LABOUR CAMP… 40KM FROM TUNIS.




  A hot day.


  Desolate, lush, craggy terrain.


  VICTOR, shaven-headed, is buried up to his neck in earth.




  Silence.




  VICTOR hums.




  YOUSSEF enters.




  YOUSSEF. I’ve been sent.




  Beat.




  VICTOR. You’ve been sent…?




  YOUSSEF. There’s no easy way to say it.




  VICTOR. Just say it.




  YOUSSEF. Maybe I should just do it.




  VICTOR. Do – do – what!?




  YOUSSEF. God give me strength.




  VICTOR. Oh no.




  YOUSSEF. It’s not what I want –




  VICTOR. Oh god, please, no –




  VICTOR furiously whispers the Shema prayer in Hebrew.




  YOUSSEF. I’ve been sent to urinate on your face.




  VICTOR. Oh.




  Beat.




  Can you aim for my mouth?




  YOUSSEF. That could be misinterpreted.




  VICTOR. I’m thirsty.




  YOUSSEF. Little Fella is watching.




  VICTOR. Did Little Fella give the order?




  YOUSSEF. Yes.




  VICTOR. Shit.




  YOUSSEF. Close your eyes.




  VICTOR. I can’t feel my throat – aim for the mouth!




  YOUSSEF. He said urinate first, after give him a drink.




  VICTOR. What are we waiting for then!?




  YOUSSEF. It’s… demeaning.




  VICTOR. For whom?!




  YOUSSEF. Both of us!




  VICTOR. I’m burning alive out here!




  YOUSSEF. It’s been a morning!




  VICTOR. Your folks must be so proud.




  YOUSSEF.…when will you stop talking?




  VICTOR. Soon, I’ll be dead in a day.




  YOUSSEF. The burial will be quick.




  VICTOR. Why bother? Gundis will burrow through my face.




  YOUSSEF. Calm down this isn’t the pictures.




  VICTOR. Spitzer came back with no eyes!




  YOUSSEF. That wasn’t gundis.




  VICTOR. Then how’d he lose his eyes!?




  YOUSSEF. Little Fella dug them out.




  VICTOR. Oh god please just fucking piss on me already.




  YOUSSEF undoes his flies.




  Wine, beer, waterfalls




  YOUSSEF. Shush.




  VICTOR. Blood, milk, mint tea




  YOUSSEF. Shut up!




  VICTOR. The sea, the sea at midnight, the water glowing with phosphorous, crawl into the shallows, sink into the wet sand, and the little waves ripple over you, and the waves ripple, and the waves ripple, and the ripply waves ripple ripple – come on how many times do I need to say ripply fucking waves?!




  YOUSSEF does up his flies.




  VICTOR starts barking like a dog.




  YOUSSEF puts his hand over VICTOR’s mouth.




  YOUSSEF. You’re going to get yourself killed.




  VICTOR (muffled). I’m going mad!




  YOUSSEF. Memento is watching –




  VICTOR (muffled). Fuck Memento!




  YOUSSEF. Be quiet!




  VICTOR (muffled). Get off!




  YOUSSEF. Promise you’ll be quiet!




  VICTOR (muffled). I promise.




  YOUSSEF removes his hand.




  Pause.




  YOUSSEF. They’ll go for a smoke soon.




  VICTOR. I’d like a smoke.




  YOUSSEF. After, someone will come to inspect.




  VICTOR. What are they hoping to find?




  YOUSSEF. God willing it’s Grandma, he’s the most reasonable.




  VICTOR. Reasonable?! Grandma strapped Pinchas to a tank. Then he sketched him.




  YOUSSEF. Can he draw?




  VICTOR. In an impressionistic sort of way.




  YOUSSEF. That’s something, the others are without imagination.




  VICTOR. We talking figurative painters or NAZIS!?




  YOUSSEF. Be quiet!




  VICTOR. Youssef Youssef Youssef!




  YOUSSEF. What?!




  VICTOR. When they finish with us, they’ll turn on you.




  YOUSSEF. That’s not what it says on the uniform.




  VICTOR. I’d laugh but my throat has turned to sand.




  YOUSSEF (pointing to his badge). Free Arabia, in German and Arabic.




  VICTOR. I can’t take you seriously right now.




  YOUSSEF. Shall I stone you?




  VICTOR. Go on then. If Little Fella sees, he’ll put in a good word, you’ll get a bonus –




  YOUSSEF. Victor stop!




  VICTOR. You used to be a sweet boy, maybe not the sharpest tool, but a sweet sweet boy.




  YOUSSEF whips out a bottle with a straw.




  YOUSSEF. Quickly, they’ve gone for a smoke.




  VICTOR drinks.




  YOUSSEF feeds VICTOR a piece of black bread.




  VICTOR. Love what they’ve done with the bread.




  YOUSSEF. I’ll pass your compliments on to the chef.




  VICTOR finishes.




  VICTOR. How’s Faiza?




  YOUSSEF. Fine.




  VICTOR. Must have her hands full with Nazi callers.




  YOUSSEF. They prefer Jewish girls so…




  VICTOR. Faiza’s a real beauty though. They start tapping Arabs – she’ll be their first.




  YOUSSEF. May your house burn down.




  VICTOR. Bet you wish you were in bed with her now.




  YOUSSEF. Stop it.




  VICTOR. Are you big spoon or little spoon?




  YOUSSEF.…




  VICTOR. To think. She could be spooning you right now.




  YOUSSEF. Plenty of time for that in the future.




  VICTOR. When?




  YOUSSEF. When we lie in our beds as masters.




  VICTOR. Where were those lines when you needed them?




  YOUSSEF.…I saw Loys last night.




  VICTOR. ?




  YOUSSEF. She had Faiza and I over for supper.




  VICTOR. How is she?!




  YOUSSEF. Well.




  VICTOR. ‘Well’, what does well mean?




  YOUSSEF. She’s, well – healthy.




  VICTOR. Loys is healthy!?




  YOUSSEF. What do you want me to say?!




  VICTOR. Is she sleeping better?




  YOUSSEF. Yes.




  VICTOR. Any messages?




  YOUSSEF. Says she’s thinking about you all the time.




  Beat.




  VICTOR. She said the same thing two weeks ago.




  YOUSSEF. What do you want from her, a poem?




  VICTOR. There’s no talk of rounding up the women?




  YOUSSEF. No.




  VICTOR. Youssef – tell me – is there!?




  YOUSSEF. There isn’t!




  YOUSSEF takes out a bottle of suncream and applies it to VICTOR’s face.




  VICTOR. You’re like a djinn with the gifts.




  YOUSSEF. Would you rather burn?




  VICTOR. What did Loys make?




  YOUSSEF. Cuttlefish.




  VICTOR. Loys wouldn’t eat that.




  YOUSSEF. That’s what Loys ate.




  VICTOR. It’s not kosher.




  YOUSSEF. Next time I see her I’ll tell her off.




  VICTOR. It’s out of character.




  YOUSSEF. Why do you care what she ate?




  VICTOR. I don’t… I just…




  What was she wearing?




  YOUSSEF. A dress.




  VICTOR. What type of dress?




  YOUSSEF.…the material floats.




  VICTOR. Chiffon?




  YOUSSEF. Is that what it’s called?




  VICTOR. Don’t pretend you don’t know.




  YOUSSEF. I’m not pretending if you say chiffon, okay, a chiffon dress. And sapphire earrings.




  VICTOR. Bit dressed up for a Tuesday.




  YOUSSEF. Her and Faiza were trying things on.




  YOUSSEF applies a bit more cream.




  VICTOR. Did you talk about much?




  YOUSSEF.…the war… always the war…




  VICTOR. What did you tell her about me?




  YOUSSEF. What I always tell her.




  VICTOR smiles faintly.




  VICTOR hums the song ‘Mack the Knife’.




  YOUSSEF unbuttons his flies and starts pissing on VICTOR’s face.




  VICTOR. What the fu–




  YOUSSEF. Keep your mouth shut and eyes down.




  GRANDMA, a Nazi officer, enters on a motorised sleigh driven by LITTLE FELLA.




  YOUSSEF, mid-piss, ‘Sieg Heil’s to GRANDMA.




  GRANDMA. Are the toilets out of service?




  LITTLE FELLA. Nah, I’ve just dropped off the kids.




  GRANDMA. Then I’m unaware of this native custom.




  YOUSSEF. It was an order, Grandma.




  GRANDMA. Was it now. From who?




  YOUSSEF briefly glances at LITTLE FELLA.




  YOUSSEF. Memento.




  GRANDMA. You report directly to Little Fella.




  YOUSSEF. Apologies Grandma.




  GRANDMA. What’s it like?




  YOUSSEF. Pardon?




  GRANDMA. To urinate on a man’s face.




  YOUSSEF. I don’t…




  Um.




  Alright.




  GRANDMA. ‘Alright’?




  YOUSSEF. I’m not good with words.




  GRANDMA. Invent words, mix them up, start a sentence backwards. Listen to how I dance between German and French and Italian and you’re keeping up. That’s to be applauded. What’s it like to urinate on a man’s face?
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