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Play
Marilyn Monroe
The princess of the cinema

Sh…sh…sh… Silence

A Play In Two Shots .
Written by
EL-SAYED HAFEZ
Translated by /Khamis Ezz El Arab.
.

I am traveling into meaning, letters, centuries and into man. Since I began to know I knew that silence is my color, light is the stone I throw and dangers are my daily food. I knew that hollow men’s insults are the starting signal of my quest .I digest the old to throw the modern up; throw the meaning of yesterday up when today is born .


My beloved, acceptance  is no longer a godly gift and understanding is no longer worthy of developing. We did not fall in love with sadness, ambiguity  and vulgarity .We did not adore riddles and pretense. We shall never again be defeated because you and me, throughout the pilgrimage of birth ,are but a rough copy in the deception of history .

El Sayed  Hafez
Act. I
Panorama  “ Long Shot “

(Curtains open. The stage is divided into three  levels.  Level (1): On the right, there is a wooden circle on which stands a comfortable chair, a  .TV.. set and a telephone. Level (2) :

There is a rectangle in the middle of which there is a somewhat elegant but a simple bed. Level (3) : A square where there is  a desk, some books, pens and papers)

Lights :

Lights are red and yellow where the princess sits on level (1). On level (3) where the writer  sits there is an ordinary but strong spot .


(Enter reporters carrying cameras and they begin photographing the princess and the writer. Then, They exit with smiles. They circle the princess photographing her. No one is left on stage except for the Princess and the writer .


 The Writer
(With a spot of light on him ) The letters of the poetry book on the  bottom of the Mississippi  have melted  in salts.

The Princess
Marry a policeman, mother ?! (Holding the phone) Who ? Me ? The fabulous model ?!

The Writer
When will man settle down ?

The Princess
Beauty is my profession. I, m in the green sea, love, where violet is the color of the breeze that touches my dress.

The Writer
(Looking at the book then at the audience) A merchant in the word market. These days, I,  looking for  a new word to make myself busy with the outer world. My inner world is all what I care for. I have got my name on every inch of land. My ideas are like devilish growth in my home country. I hate imbecility though those who see me take me for an imbecile .

( He smiles, puts on the eyeglasses and writes )

The Princess
( Putting the receiver down ) That was my step father calling me. My step father likes me. My father was fond of begging. Any kind of begging. I discovered I am beautiful through the hungry eyes surrounding me .

The Writer 
My wife was sensible. May God rest her soul May God rest my future wife’s soul as well.

The Princess
( Standing up ) I love wholesale merchants, factory owners and cars and planes. I love luxury. I love perfume factories. I love drowning in a sea of perfume and I love New York .

The Writer
I’m not upset. I have a flood of researching to do .


( The princess goes to the bed and lies on it .The light follows her. The writer moves to level (1) whereas light disappears from level (3). There are weak lights on levels (1) and (2). Background music is taken from Sherazad  .The writer moves and lies down beside the princess crosswise on the bed.)

The Writer
Magic .Magician. Plane .

The Princess
My mother has a spontaneous way of thinking .

The Writer
In the beginning there were dreams and a conquered knight.

The Princess
My father is always begging .

The Writer
I rode the back of primitive man’s vigor.

The Princess 
I had a sister who was looking for the devil to marry.

The Writer
I wander about in my old dreams. I find a woman who cooks me some food which I eat happily. She sews me my socks which I wear in a hurry, kisses my palms in the morning  and I sit between her thighs. Then, I draw the world between the thighs and conquer the six continents .

The Princess
I saw a Negro being hit by three whites on the public road and the policeman was standing there watching and conniving the whole thing. The Negro fell down bleeding while the policeman pretended he was watching the passing cars. 

The Writer
I searched into my middle recollection, image, nothingness and into my absurdity, my classicism and Aristotle’s Hilo, into my divided self. I searched but I did not find me. 

The Princess
I belong to all the laborers .I belong to all the poor according to birth, time and place and according to the Dollar .Their lungs are really full of the dreams of comfort. Their lungs are infected with dust. Fine dust of an organic origin .My father was one of them He works, gets sick, drinks, begs and gets lost .

The Writer
People used to hate me during the infatuation period. They used to harvest hatred against me. All impressionistic. In the infatuation period I was limited by the inevitability of holding on  but I decided to keep silent. I was not infatuated .That was why I dissolved into the field of  benificiality .I dissolved into the glory of nature and, therefore, I knew the difference between falsity and originality.

The Princess
He used to sit at a café.( She stands on the left side of the bed ) drinking his own breath. He once took hold of my hand and said .:Look at those faces in the café`. They are all wolves…wolves .Men are wolves. Be a she-wolf before they eat you .But I didn’t know how to be a wolf in spite of the wolves’ presence .I used to see an angelic baby inside each of them. Father didn’t see that. Father didn’t know that .

The Writer
Who, my wandering face …( stands by the right side of the bed.) Who, my traveling face, is more able to express the inner will ?

The Princess
My father told me about the Endman tribes and about the wedding at which the bride and her family cry .He told me about El Nwair tribes .He talked a lot about Africa. I love Africa and the east. In it, I could feel the unknown. And, I love the madness of New York .

The Writer
( Lighting a cigarette as he changes his position and squats on the bed .) Dreams desert me in secret. They get on board ships and leave me all alone in the harbor to become subject of the town’s gossip and its sarcastic look. A policeman  contemplating my profession asks about my passport .A sailor in a ship progressing into the sea of the sublime .

The Princess
Look ! ( Holding two photographs ) The old photo is the same as the new one except for the smile. The new smile is sadder .

The Writer
How painful is suspense .Word is the age’s crises. The guillotine, stress and Insulin are all in the word. Words are treated with Insulin because they are sick  and don’t provide enough life  nor do they complete the necessary circle. 

The Princess
( Sits behind him and hugs his neck ) Your wife and I didn’t succeed in cooking anything but love. My mother used to buy me dried food cans preserved in cold consciences. I came out into life as ignorant as my mother. I was a forgotten thing .

The Writer
And the luminous pulsating tune .The revolutionary disillusion  and the thumb on the breast. I put my fingerprint on the hungry breast. In my other hand there is a loaf .

( Darkness on the stage. The writer goes back to level (1) while the princess remains on (2) )

The Writer
If man achieves intellectual progress and jumps over time, he falls victim. If he delays, he becomes retarded  and if he goes  side by side with time, indifference and boredom kills him .

The Princess
Come here .

The Writer
Come yourself .

The  Princess
Here, my love, there is a poem, a poet, a rifle and a camera in a chopper.

The Writer
( Making for her with a drink ) You are always  dreaming of the east .

The Princess
You are good. You understand me .

The Writer
You and the Morocco cap.

The Princess
You, the faros, the Greeks and the Red Indians .

The Writer
And a violet black and white cover .

The Princess
( Sitting on her knees in front of him as if in prayers) You are so good, my Prince .

The Writer
I’m fed up with talking. Stand up .

The Princess
Try to ask about…

The Writer
( Holding her as she stands up ) I have asked .

The Princess
When?

The Writer
I have asked through all seasons, years, in the past and in the future .

The Princess
Why didn’t you come. I waited for you  on time but you didn’t show up .

The Writer
I don’t like the studio. I called you on time .

The Princess
Your watch is wrong.

The Writer
I like punctuality and my watch can’t go wrong .

The Princess
We’ll agree on a system for meals times, sleep, drinking and meeting others.

The Writer
Others again ?

The Princess
Yes.

The Writer
Let others go to Hell.

The Princess
The others …Do you reject them ?

The Writer
Yes, I do. I reject all the others .

The Princess
I’m sorry but I only reject some .

The Writer
I love anarchism. I love everyone .

The Princess
Everybody’s friend is a deceiver and he who befriends all is sick. This was what you told me once .

The Writer
Does the plane fly regularly ?

The Princess
Of course .

The Writer
And in the air, is it not subject to weather fluctuations?

The Princess
Of course, it is .

The Writer
Sometimes I myself am under these fluctuations. 

The Princess
Fluctuations pertain to clouds .

The Writer
And these pertain to circumstances .

The Princess
My little King, let’s come out of philosophy and all this conversation .

The Writer
Of course. The director was happy with you, today .

The Princess
( Thrilled by this dialogue ) yes, especially when I slapped  the hero .

The Writer
You are satisfied with what you have done today .

The Princess
Quite .

The Writer
That’s what  counts, love ?

( Lights change and the language shifts into every day language. The writer moves to level (3). The director appears on level (1) The princess on level (2). She puts some simple fragile chairs  in front of the bed so that the setting is somewhat changed. The telephone rings on level (3).

The Writer
( Holds the phone. Blue light on  the director and the writer ) Yes, sir. Yap. 

The Director
How are you feeling, pal ?

The Writer
Like the great falls.

Director 
Tonight we meet as planned .

Writer
Where ?

Director
Anywhere .

Writer
Such as ?

Director 
How about the Princess’s house ?

Writer
I’m afraid I haven’t met her before .I don’t know her personally and she doesn’t know me because she hasn’t seen me before .

Director 
She knows you because she is a big fan of your plays.

Writer
Those movie people are so difficult especially actors.

Director
But the princess is witty, tactful and nice all together .You know that she isn’t just another one. She is a different one. Her eyes surpass all others and her hands are magic .

Writer
You sound like a great admirer of hers and I get shy in the presence of women .

Director
You are the intellect, professor, which means you are precious; you’re power. To you, she’s only another one .

Writer
My wife had died .

Director 
I can’t hear you. What ?

Writer
I have been all alone for two years now .

Director
Hello. Hello. What are you saying ? I can’t hear you .

Writer
Loneliness devoured me. A man without a woman. A single man lives all his life in one dream. The widower lives a double torment. The first is memory and the second is the future.

Director 
Hey, people! There’s something wrong with the receiver. I can’t hear a thing .Are we connected or not?

Writer
Theater actresses are more respectable than movie actresses. I’m frightened of dealing with them. 

Director 
Yes. Hello ! Hello !

Writer
My wife died smiling. She might have been making fun of death. She used to make fun of attitudes.

Director 
Yes. Hello ! Hello !

Writer
Yap. Yes .

Director 
Were we disconnected ?

Writer
I’ll have the script along .

Director 
We would better make it a get-to-know-each-other meeting for the princess to be familiar with the script. 

Writer
Why don’t you pass by me first and pick me up ..?

Director 
Intellect fears beauty. Depth fears the truth. Are you frightened of a private introduction ? Getting to know one another is a start.

Writer
Perhaps I’m afraid of time .

Director 
Hello ! Hello! Hello !

Writer
There’s courage enough inside me to break through the Great China Wall and the British Canal .

Director
Hello ! I can’t hear you, professor .

Writer
Yes .

Director
See you there. Goodbye .

Writer
Yes. 

(The writer makes for the princess. Light disappears and follows the princess, too.) 

Writer
( looks sideways )

Princess
( Looks at him )

Writer
( Shakes hands with her )

Princess
( Signals him to sit down )

Writer
( Sits )

Princess
( Sits opposite him …Silence for 30 seconds )

Writer
( Looking at his watch ) He’s late .

Princess
It seems so .

Writer
( Stretches a hand towards some magazines )

Princess
You’re a famous man in the theater world .

Writer
(Touching his eye glasses calmly as he raises his head) I wouldn’t know.

Princess
Do you write stories ?

Writer
A little.

Princess
Poetry ?

Writer
No.

Princess
Plays?

Writer
Yes (Not looking at her but still looking at the magazines )

Princess
Do you like the theater ?

Writer
( Turning over the pages ) what ?

Princess
Do you write for the cinema, now? The director said so.

Writer
It’s a try .

Princess
Which do you like best, the theater or the cinema ?

Writer
There’s no comparison .

Princess
( Shaking her head as she plays with her hair )

Writer
( Silent )

( Slow motion )

Princess
( Looking at him )

Writer
( Examining the magazines and smiling at something)

Princess
( Stands up )

Writer
( Holding the magazines as if reading an important topic )

Princess
( Sits again and yawns )

Writer
( Takes off the glasses but his eyes are still on the magazines for some time and on the glasses for others)

Princess
( Stands, moves and puts a glass in front of him and another in front of her. He takes the glass and nods his head to her. She takes a cigarette and hands it to him )

Writer
( Lights the cigarette and nods again )

Princess
( Puts her head on the table end )

Writer
( Looks at the magazines )

Princess
( Stands and carries a vase from the table in front of him and puts it on the long one )

Writer
( Leaves the magazine and the cigarette to take out a pen. He underlines some words )

Princess
He won’t be late .

Writer
What ?

Princess
The director won’t be late .

Writer
Yap. 

Princess
( She smiles, puts one leg on top of the other. She stands, dims the a little, returns  and gives him her cigarettes by tossing them on the table. Then, she pours a drink .)

Writer
Thank you. I don’t drink much whisky .

Princess
Do you prefer any other drink ?

Writer
I don’t prefer any .

Princess
Are you tired ?

Writer
No, of course not .

Princess
Are you comfortable? Would you like to write ? I could get you a pen and papers .

Writer
It isn’t the problem.

Princess
( Exhales loudly )

Writer
 ( Reads a magazine )

Princess
( Shouting at him suddenly ) How are you ?

Writer
( Frightened ) Fine .

Princess
Of course you know who I am .

Writer
I know 

(She moves to the far right while she moves to the far left )

Princess
I don’t understand. What kind of men is he ? Why is he neglecting me like this ?

Writer
Maybe she’s trying to enchant me but I, m not enchanted just as the director had said .

Princess
This is a very strange man .

Writer
You think all the people are slaves to your beauty. As far as I am concerned beauty is a different thing ; different rhythm; a rhythm made of the color of people’s thoughts and harmony .

Princess
This man must have lost his reality .

Writer
She’s looking at me as if  I were a weird thing .

Princess
There can’t be a man like this. Any man must love beauty. Any man dreams of me. I know that very well .Ratio theory can’t stop my idea of the absolute. 
I don’t understand the theory but I had heard the director talking about it.

Writer
Understand ! What should I understand ?

Princess
The director said that the fact that everyone admires me is absolute but the probability  of  their opinion  about you cannot affect the absolute.


(The writer comes back. She does ,too. The color of lights changes  to emphasize the moment )

Princess
(Sits opposite him and lights a cigarette angrily ) Of course you know who I am .

Writer
I know.

Princess
Did you see my movie ?

Writer
( Interrupting ) No .

Princess
Which movie ?

Writer
Unfortunately I haven’t seen any of your movies.

Princess
( Handing him the whisky ) Drink. Let it out. What is the subject of your film ?

Writer
The struggle between desire and the impossible .

Princess
A wonderful title ! Desire and The Impossible!

Writer
This is not the title .

Princess
I want to ask  .What does desire mean ?

Writer
You’re asking what desire means .

Princess
No. I’m asking if you know of a person who desires a thing only by looking at it ?

Writer
You want to talk now ?

Princess
If you talk to me. What do you think of me ? ( she sits down  on her knees and puts her head on the sofa. Looking into his eyes ) Talk to me .

Writer
What about ?

Princess
About my personality .

Writer
What do you think of yourself ?

Princess
I am asking you this question. What do you think of me ?

Writer
You’re smart.

Princess
( In wonder as if she hears it for the first time ) Smart! ( As if she did not expect it ) Smart ! You are a frightful man ! 

Writer
Frightful !

Princess
I mean wonderful.

Writer
You are hasty.

Princess
you are a quiet, reasonable man.

( She runs. It is the telephone. She carries it, walks with it and opens the illusionary door. Enters the director and kisses her cheeks .)

Director
Darling! My little amazing, beautiful, wonderful darling!

 ( The princess talks over the phone. The director shakes hands with the writer. They talk but we can hear the princess’s voice only.)

Princess
No. No. You know I’m nervous. I’ll have shrimps, fish, salad and bear. I have the great director and the great writer .

( We can hear her talk for five more minutes .) 

Princess
( Putting her hand on the speaker and talks to the director.) Buy a helicopter. 

Director 
I’ll give it some thought .

Princess
Ah ! ( She holds the receiver once again ) Goodbye.

( She walks to the director stretching her right hand which he kisses .)

Director 
Let’s start discussing the film. ( The doorbell rings and the princess opens the illusionary door )

Princess
Who could it be now ?

Director 
I wouldn’t know .


( Suddenly, six journalists rush into the place invading it. The director, the writer and the princess move to level (1) Each sits in a place. A journalist and a cameraman move towards each of them. There are sounds of a cat fight in the background )

Journalist (1)
( To the princess Whereas the cameraman lies down on his belly and rolls over as he photographs her.  She covers her legs with the dress) I believe that the princess intends to travel abroad .

Princess
Heh ! ( The journalist writes. The princess takes another pose .)

Journalist(2)
( He looks well-read ..asking the director ) Do you think that jointed weeds in the Latin America deserts are fit for cinema photographing ?

Director 
Ah ! The Indian weeds.

Journalist (2)
( Asking the writer ) Do you know ?

Writer
A sinking car .

Journalist (3)
We got news that you’re traveling. Is it true ? And what is the story of your film ?

Writer
A poor Negro who works at a factory in a suburb sends letters to the President asking him to find a job for his son. But the President’s office never look at letters except for those with contribution checks.

( The three journalists retreat in regular steps whereas the cameramen take a few steps forward  and shoot some pictures in a systematic way. They repeat the movements and talk to one another.)

Journalist (1)
We heard from one reporter that you do not like women.

( The journalists whisper and talk to one another about journalist (1) )

Journalist (2)
A news dog who lives in front of  stars’ houses to spy on them .

Journalist (1)
I hate this man who grows his mustache and raises it upwards .

Journalist (2)
He swore to raise it up to his eyebrows .

Journalist (3)
I know this man. He’s a news reporter. He’d give you information for a glass of whisky .

Journalist (2)
An old news dog in the Southern part of the old cinema city .

Journalist (3)
Once, he had come while we were sitting at the café` and said that the princess and the famous writer are together somewhere. 

Journalist (2)
Where ? What is the number of the house?

Journalist (3)
( Pointing at 2 ) And that lecher came along with us.

Journalist (2)
He took ten Dollars and a glass of whisky for that interview.

Princess
How could you come into my house without a previous appointment ?

Journalist (3)
The reporter told us and took ten Dollars, a glass of whisky and a piece of bread right out of my hand in return.

Princess
And you come intruding and asking ?

Journalist (2)
It’s a news hit .

Princess
I need to feel secure .

Journalist (1)
We came in a hurry.

Journalist (2)
I’ll write that they agreed and were on friendly terms .

Princess
We haven’t agreed yet .

Journalist (2) 
 I’ll say the discussion was hot .

Journalist (1)
I wonder what the film title is .

Writer
I don’t know .

Journalist (2)
This is the usual thing .

Journalist (1)
No. Oh ! What happiness !

Journalist (3)
( Writing ) The princess attacked us, then, she smiled.

Princess
( Smiles )

Journalist
Shoot. ( To the audience ) The princess is smiling.


A photo for her to be sold at shops. Actresses’ photos are sold to weekly and monthly magazines. The first for 5 cents, the second is for a hundred Dollars and the third is for 150 plus a photo for a thousand to a monthly magazine.

Princess
So what ?

Journalists
Wonderful reports will be written in pages and pages.

Princess
My father couldn’t find anyone to write his complaint to the Health Minister to be treated on the state’s expense. He went to journalists so many times but none of them ever heard him.

Journalists 
( To each others ) Do you hear anything ?Do you know that this film is going to rock the world ?

Journalist 
What do you mean ?

Journalist
She speaks about makeup in her last movie.

Journalist
She wants you to write a reportage with photos .

( They exit )

Cameraman (1)
The princess in a night gown to a foreign magazine for 2000 Dollars

Cameraman (2)
To a cinema magazine cover lying on her breasts for 3000 dollars.

Cameraman(3)
To teenagers, with a photo trick, the princess becomes naked for 7000 Dollars. Glory be to Journalism and the media till damnation. ( They exit )

Director 
They are always like that .

Princess
News reporters !

Writer
That’s life. Noise and chaos.

Director 
I was wishing to have some rest here.

Writer
Let’s sit on the banks of the Mississippi where the angels bathe stark naked.  

Director 
You are making mental notes now, aren’t you ?

Princess
( To the writer ) Talk .

Director 
I want to know the images you have in mind .

Writer
I don’t have but social images in mind .

Director
We need something to scandalize the society ..expose it.

Writer
This method will work as it had with the Greeks. Their success in the theater lies in the social images in the shape of relationships between gods and humans ; between the rulers and the ruled.

Princess
Terrific! I didn’t understand a thing .

Director 
I’ll explain to you. This society of ours has been consumed by wars….It is  a disintegrated society.

Princess
( To the director ) Are you still using hard shirt collars in spite of the modern plastic ones ?

Director 
( Touching his shirt ) This is a strange situation really.

Writer
May I go now ?

Princess
( Interrupting ) Sir, ( Holding his hands ) you can’t. You have to tell me the story of the film. You must sit for  a while and talk. Tell me about you story “ The Witch and The Dog “

Writer
I wrote it for children years ago .

Princess
I love it .

Director 
I know this is a beautiful story .

Princess
( To the writer ) With you, I feel that things are up to date.

Director
( Looking at him ) Have you two talked a lot before I came ?

Princess
Sure.
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