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m Horl Wil b tbe postion of the French Government?

i

TOUSSAINT: The French Government will send commissioners to speak
with me.

VINCENT: But the French Government sent Hédouville.
TOUSSAINT: Hédouville came here to govern. No Frenchman can come
here to govern. The French Government will send commissioners to speak

with me.

VINCENT: This is something entirely new. America has become indepen-
dent but America is a big country and. . .

TOUSSAINT: You mean that Americans were free men and not slaves,
They were white and not black.

VINCENT: General, I did not mean that.

TOUSSAINT: You mean you did not say it.

" VINCENT: General, | am speaking in the best interests of you and the ex-

slaves of San Domingo. Tell me which of your comrades deserves promotion
and rewards for services to the State; I will recommend them. I have very
good contacts in France and if, General, you should feel that there has not
been sufficient recognition of the services you have rendered, it will. ..

TOUSSAINT: Vincent, you are the best of the white men who have come
here from France. But you are a white man, Vincent. You have never been a
slave. You have never felt the degradation of being a black slave. This is not

a matter of personal rewards for services rendered. [ am a General, I am Com-
mander-in-Chief and Governor of San Domingo, but if I make any serious mis-
takes all that can go—tomorrow. I will be a hunted fugitive and it will be
because I am black and an ex-slave.

VINCENT: But General. ..

TOQUSSAINT: Don’t interrrupt me, Vincent. In San Domingo we are an out-
post of freed slaves. All around us in the Caribbean black men are slaves.
Even in the independent United States, black men are slaves. In South
America black men are slaves. Now [ have sent millions of francs
to the United States. You have heard about this. {¥Vincent nods reluctantly. )
But it is not to build a fortune for myself so that if anything goes wrong |

L ad

can escapeand live like a rich man. No, Vincent. If this Constitution functions
satisfactorily, [ intend to take one thousand soldiers, go to _Afnca and free
hundreds of thousands in the black slave trade there and bring them here, to

be free and French.

VINCENT: General, | have never doubted your devotion to the cause you
represent. What [ am telling you is that whatever you are doing, and intend
to do, you must get the approval of General Bonaparte.

TOUSSAINT: No, Vincent, I have already done what I intended to do. |

have sent a copy of the Constitution to General Bonaparte. ( Vincent is
shocked. ) And now, Colonel Vincent {Toussaint used the word “Colonel”
and speaks in such a manner that Vincent rises and stands to attention.) 1
hereby relieve you of your post ag representative of the French Army in the
army of San Domingo. I instruct you to go to France. You have a copy of the
Constitution with you. { Vincent places a hand at his breast pocket. ] You are
to recommend it personally to the First Consul.

VINCENT: Sire, it may not be too late. Perhaps if I could go to General
Bonaparte and tell him that you have withdrawn the Constitution, and are

requesting his approval. Will you withdraw it?

TOUSSAINT: San Domingo may as well withdraw itself from these waters
and attach itself to France. You have your orders, Colonel Vincent. I can
leave the fate of the Constitution in no better hands than yours. Your long
and faithful service to us has now reached its climax. You will be under house
arrest until you leave. ( Vincent salutes and turns to leave. He stops and turns

back. )

VINCENT: Sire, before I-go, allow me to say one more word about General
Bonaparte ...

TOUSSAINT: Colonel Vincent, the interview is now over.

(The light fades on the area on stage right and comes up in the area on stage
left. Vincent crosses the stage to the latter area during the cross-fade to the

first ten notes of “La Marseillaise™ as played on a flute.)

CENE I — 1800
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Pa¥is. General Bonaparte is reading papers with his32 1
in attendarice. There is a guard standing with a bayoneted musket in Colonel
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HERBERT HODGE

[}

London taxi-driver who delighted the intellectuals with
Where's That Bomb ? a satirical play (banned by the
Censor, presumably because of harmless coprological
material absolutely essential to the play), and Cannibal
Carnival, a scene from which is given here.

Hodge has been unemployed agitator, parliamentary
candidate, lumberjack, hobo, fireman, journalist and
many other things., Has become a very popular broad-
caster. ‘ .

His autobiography is shortly to be published under the

title of Hodge Speaking.
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CANNIBAL CARNIVAL
by HERBERT HODGE

A THEATRICAL CARTOON
Lditor’s Note : :

Cannibal Carnival was frst produced by Unity Theatre Club
on June g, 1937. The following extract is from Scene Five,
The author has added an introduction -and conclusion for
In Letters of Red.

THE curtain rises on the beach of one of the Canna-Cary
islands, somewhere in the Pacific. The most noticeable
features of the landscape are a tall trec and a large rock.
On the tree grow French loaves and hot dogs. The rest
of the scenery is what you'd expect after sccing the
tree. Blue sky makes a back drop for an island paradise.

Three shipwrecked seafarcrs, the sole survivors,
are holding a conference. The first is Bartholomew
Bogus, Bishop of Belgravia, He wears a clergyman’s
collar, bishop’s gaiters, and little else. The sccond,
Hungry Joe, is an elderly London policeman with a
walrus moustache. Except for a fluttering rag or two, he
wears only the symbols of his office: his helmet and boots.
He carries a large truncheon. The third, Mr. Crabbe
the financier, is tall and lean with the eagle’s beak nosc
of the born buccaneer. Like his companions, he is
scantily clad. He has, however, retaincd the emblems
of wealth and respectability ; notably his frock coat and
leather satchel in which you can hear his money chinking
whenever he moves.

The island is overrun by a lot of low natives, living
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in a_state of primitive communism. The white men
decide to civilise it.’ When the natives come clambering
down the tree, the bishop harangues them on the
wickedness of gratifying their carnal lusts with loaves
and hot dogs, while Crabbe puts a fence round the

tree, and Joe sets up the civilised notice: ‘‘Private

" Property—Trespassers Will Be Prosecuted.’
Thus the foundations of the new order are laid. The

scene closes with the natives, thoroughly awed by the

bishop's eloquence and the pc;licéman’s' truncheon,
singing a hymn to Crabbe.
Like this:

How cutely comes the clever Crabbe
To this poor savage isle!

And kindly lets us work for him

To make his little pile!

He puts his fences roundabout
Our sinful savage trees;

And even puts his mark upon
Our savage flies and fleas!

He shows us how we waste our time
" For lack of being led,

He giVCS us PCHCC for making pounds

And crusts for making bread.

L3

Then hail the kindly Mister Crabbel
Whose money is his might.

We'll toil for him throughout the day,
And praise his name all nightl

~

Before long a thoroughly up-to-date civilisation is in
being—complete with prostitutes, pawnshops, dividends,

36
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unemployment, traffic chaos and patent-medicine adver-
tisements.  Unemployment leads to wage-cutting;
wage-cutting to under-consumption; under-consumption
to over-production; and over-production to morc
unemployment,  As the bishop says: “‘It’s positively
marvellous! Just like dear old England.”

The third scene culminates in a bread riot, during
which Joe, the policeman, is knocked down, and
Crabbe and Bogus surrounded by angry natives. But
Crabbe saves civilisation by ordering the bishop to
distribute crusts. Joe arrests Egbert, the native leader,
and the curtain falls upon a chorus of ‘‘Down with the
Reds.”’

" With Egbert locked up, the whitc men feel safer,
but still not altogether safe. The trouble is, decides the
bishop, there isn’t sufficient glamour surrounding the
person of Crabbe. What the natives need, he says, is
‘‘a little more romance in their lives; something to take

- their minds off the sordid alfairs of everyday.”  So he

sets up a puppet king and stages a magnificent coronation,
with an equally magnificent procession led by Joc
upon a hobby horse, 4nd described to the last detail
by Crabbe in a megaphone commentary from the big
rock.

Unfortunately the procession gets mixed up with an
unemployed demonstration, and there is some confusion.
Joe, however, charging on his spirited hobby horse,
soon clears a path, while the processional jazz-band
plays a little louder to cover the sound of cracking

. skulls,

But the bishop’s labour is wasted. The natives jeer
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at the king, and finally chase him off, pelting him with
rubbish.
Scene five opens on the deserted beach. Pande-

monium can be heard off-stage. Bogus and Crabbe enter, .

breathing heavily and mopping their brows.

CraBse: That king idea of yours seems to have come

unstuck,

BisHop Bocus: I fear so, Mr. Crabbe! I fear so!
Did Joseph get him away?

CraBBE: Yes. He's put him in the lock-up for the
time being. They're howlmg all round it, but they

’ cantgetm

- BoGus (shaking his head more-in sorrow than in anger):
They re like all savages. No feeling whatever for the
Good, and the True, and the Beautiful, All they think
about is their bellies. Stuffing! Guziling! And
running after women.

Craspe: I'd sooner see 'em run after women than
run after us. And they will be running after us if we
don’t look out. We’ve got to reduce wages again, and
we've got to think of something to take then‘ minds
off it, -

(He begins to pace up and- down decp in thought.)

, Bogus (pacing also): What about a tattoo?
' CraBBE: Bunk!
Bogus: Or a jubilee?

Crasse: Played out.
Bocus: A war then. A christian crusade, I mean.

CraBse: " And arm all these savages! Not likelyl

R IS
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We’ve got no newspapers to work 'em up to a proper
patriotism, A

Bocus: Well—what else can we do? A Test
Match?

CrapBe: Bah! (suddenly stopping) I know! We'll
give ’em a vote.

Bogus (shocked): A what?

CramBe: A vote, my boy. Democracy! The right
of every man to choose his own tyrant.

Bogus: Mr. Crabbe! I absolutely forbid it. Once
you admit the right of a man to decide for himself, you
undermine the foundations of the Church. Why—
we shall be having Nonconformists next. Wesleyans,
Methodists, and vulgar persons like that! And who
knows, perhaps even Agnostics|

Craspe: Can’t help that, Bish. Let's cut the cant
and face the facts, The natives are getting restless.
This king business has ‘made things worse instead of
better. Whether we like it or not, we shall be forced
to restrict production and reduce wages still further
to keep our profits up. They outnumber us by a
thousand to one. They could wipe us out to-
morrow.

Bogus: But I've taught them to love, honour and
obey us. And threatened. them with hell fire if they
don’'t.

CrapBe: Bah! What's hell ﬁre to an empty belly?

‘Bocus: Well—what’s a vote to an empty belly?
A man can't make a sandwich of it.

Crasee: No—but he can comfort himself with it.

- He can say: I voted for-the wrong party last time,

u l‘
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" therefore I'm hungry. Next time I'll vote for the right
. party—and be filled.

BoGus: And will he?

CraBee: Will he what?

Bogus: Be filled.

Crapse: What’s it matter? If he isn’t, he'll blame
his party. And while he’s blaming his party he isn't
blaming us. :

BoGus (pondering it): 1'm afraid I don't understand
politics, Mr, Crabbe,

CraBBe: Neither does anyone else. That’s the
beauty of it. If you and I, for instance, acting for our-
selves, reduce wages to an eighth of a loaf, you and I
will get the blame for it. There might even be a
revolution. You see that, don’t you?

BogGus (sadly): 1'm afraid it’s only too obvious.

Crasee:” Right, But if you and I, the elected repre-
sentatives of the people, do the same thing,. then we
can’t be blamed, since we are merely carrying out the
people’s will. '

Bogus: But suppose they elect someone else.

CrapBe: They won’t. They can’t. There’s only
the government and the opposition, .

Bogus: But what if the opposition wins?

Crasse: Then the opposition becomes the govern-
ment, and the government becomes the opposition:
You govern and I oppose—or I govern and you oppose.
What’s the difference? It’s quite simple.

BoGus: Well . . . say what you like, I think it’s

‘a very dangerous experiment. I'd much rather things
stayed as they are.

- e . g . .
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Cranpe: Rightl You be Conservative, then. TI'll
be Liberal. (Calling.) Joe! Constable! Sergeant!
Commissioner! Lord Chief Justicel Where are
you?

JoE (hurrying in and saluting): Here, sir.

CraBae: Put on yowr wig and declare a new constitu-
tion. Votes for all. o

JoE (saluting): Aye, aye, sirl (He takes off helmet
and dons judge's robes and wig. Then rings handbell.)
Oyez! Oyez! Oyez! (NATIVES cnter. He reads from
scroll.)  Take heed all citizens of the Canna-Cary
Islands! Whereas it has pleased Us, Our Gracious
Majesty, King Hoko, acting through our well-beloved
Counsellors, the Right Honourable Mr. Crabbe and
His Holiness the Bishop of Belgravia, to declare a new
constitution, and proclaim it abroad. And whereas
it is enacted that all men are born free and equal, saving
only Yids, Dagos and other foreign scum, We, King
Hoko, do, on this first day of Our Glorious Reign,
graciously grant one whole vote to all persons in Our
Kingdom over the age of twenty-one years,

(Prolonged cheers.  JoE rolls up scroll.)

HERBERT HODGE

CraBBe: Government of the People, by the People,
for the Peoplel Democracy!

Air: Democracy!

Joe: As Lord Chief Justice, I hereby declare a
general election. On my right stands Mr. Bogus, the
Conservative candidate. (Cheers and boos.) On my left,
Mr. Crabbe, the Liberal candidate. (Cheers and boos.)
Both are pledged to serve you—ith all their hearts,

4
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Cuase anD Co. (as CRrABBE's supporters march

and with all their minds, and with all their souls} .
* ™ round him):

(Cheers.) Whenever they have nothing better to do

they will attend the House of Commons, and there eat, a Vote, vote, vote for clever Crabby

drink, smoke or sleep, on your behalf, (Prolonged ‘ The Tories will ruin you and me.

cheers.) For Crabby is our man, and we'll have him if we can,
Crasoe (pushing JoE aside): Vote for Crabbe and ' And we'll chuck old Bogus in the cea.

larger loaves. ‘ : (Bogus and Cnapne march up and down, shouting

clection cries. The following is repeated threc or Jour
times up to JOE's entry.)
Bogus: Vote for Bogus and bigger hot dogs!

(Cheers and boos.  Girl presents him with a bouquet.
He shakes hands with his supporters.)

Bocus: Vote for Bogus, and bigger hot dogs!
(Shakes hands with his supporters.) : CrasBe: Vote for' Crabbe and larger loaves!
‘ BoGus (thumbing nose at Crasse): Gertcha! Lousy
(Bogus and CRABBE march up and down, shouting ‘ Liberal!
their election cries.  Natives cheer and boo. /s « CRABBE (thumbing nose at BoGus): Gertcha! Tory
Bogus and CRABBE pass and repass, they make derisive - 1«' Twister!

urchin gestures at each other, to the delight of natives.) 1. (JO enters, greatly perturbe 4.)

‘ Joe (to CraBBE): Oh, sir! Egbert’s escaped!
 Craspe: You damned fool! Find him! And when

you do, chain him hand and foot!
JoE (saluting): Aye, aye, sir! (He goes off.)

JoE (donning helmet and ringing bell as he goes off):
This way to the polling booth! This way to the polling
booth. ‘ .

(Bogus's supporters march round him singing, .
while he beats time; all making derisive gestures at Bogus: Vote for Bogus, and bigger hot dogs!
CRABBE and his supporters. ) N CraBpe: Vote for Crabbe, and larger loaves! (as they

o meet) Egbert’s escaped! (Thumbing nosc.) Gertchal

-

Tory Twister!

Bogus anp Co.:
i ) .
Vote, vote, vote for Mister Bogus P Bocu.s. Good God! (Thumbing nose.) Gertchal
The Lib’rals will ruin you and me. AN Lousy Liberall
For- Bogus is our man, ;nd we’ll have him if fi' . (Amid cheers and boos, they continue back and forth,
we can, . ’(’;‘ , surveyed by EGBERT, the leader of the natives, who has
And we’ll chuck old Crabby in the sca. ) ?E’ . entered unobserved by them.)
. i 1%%
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CrapBe: Vote for Crabbe, and larger loaves!

Bogus: Vote for Bogus, and bigger hot dogs.

EGBERT (jumping up on rock): Vote for Egbert, and
take alll Vote for Egbert, and take alll (Wild cheering.)

(CraBBe and BoGus as they meet stop to hold
whispered conference.)

Eeeert: Up the Workers!

Vote forEgbert, and
take all! .

(Some of Bogus's and CRABBE's supporters cheer
EGBERT, and sing while EGBERT conducts.)

EcBerT AND CoO:

Vote, vote, vote for Brother Egbert

The Bosses will ruin you and me.

For Egbert is our man and we’ll have him if we can,
And we'll chuck all Bosses in the sea.

(BoGus and CRABBE, dismayed at his success, urge
on their supporters to sing again. All thres songs are
sung simultaneously, while the BisHor’s and CRABBE’s
supporters march in concentric circles but in opposite
directions, EGBERT’S supporters, massed at the back,
chair EGBERT, and repeat their last line after the
BisHop’s and CRABBE's supporters have stopped
marching and are standing silently in their respective

groups.)

EcBerT AND Co.: . . . And we'll chuck all Bosses
in the sea.
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(Cheers, rattles and terrific hubbub.
CRraBBE hold whispered conference.)

119
BoGus and

BoGus aND CRABBE (together): Citizens of the Canna-
Cary Islands. Confronted by the Red menace, we have
decided to sink our petty party politics, and save the
country. (Shaking hands and standing back to back, slowly
turning and thumbing noses in all directions.) Vote for
Bogus and Crabbe, the National candidates. Vote
National, and save the country! Vote National, and
save the country!

Ecpert: Vote Socialist, and save yourselves! Vote
Socialist, and save 'yourselves!

(JoE enters. Sees EGBERT.)

JOE (to CraBBE): Shall I arrest him?
Crasee: Not now., Too dangerous. Wait till we
get him alone.

(JoE salutes and goes off.)

Bocus AND CraBBE: Vote National, and save the
country!
EcBErT: Vote Socialist, and save yourselves!

(BoGus and CRABBE each turn to supporters and
conduct National song. During song their supporters
go orer one by one to EGBERT, so that only two or three
are left to sing last line.)

BoGus aND Crasse anp Co.:

Vote, vote, vote for Crabbe and Bogus
Young Egbert will ruin you and me,

.
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For the Nationalists are our men, and we'll put
em in again,
And we’ll chuck Young Egbert in the sea.

EcBert AND Co.:

Vote, vote, vote for Brother Egbert

The Bosses will ruin you and me.

For Egbert is our man, and we'll have him if we can,
And we’'ll chuck all bosses in the sea. :

Bogus AND CRABBE (during song, with imploring
gestures): Vote National! Vote National! etc. etc.

(EGBERT’s supporters wildly cheering. Great excite-
ment. JOE enters,)

Joe: Silence! Si—lence!!! Silence for the count!

(Calling off.) Bring in the ballot-box!

(Two natives enter, supervised by AMBROSE carrying
palm leaf basket, and abacus, which they set down in
centre.  Renewed hubbub.)

JoE: Silence for the count! Silence for the count!

1sT NATIVE (counting out papers, while another native
records on abacus): Bogus and Crabbe, Egbert, Egbert,
Egbert, Bogus and Crabbe, Bogus and Crabbe, Egbert,
Egbert, Egbert, Egbert, Egbert, Egbert . . .

(Falls exhausted.
Jades out.)

2ND NATIVE takes over, Scene

aND NATIVE: . . . Egbert, Egbert, Egbert, Egbert. . ..

Scene fades in. 3RD NATIVE is counting.
3 g
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3RD NATIVE: (counting): Egbert, Egbert, Egbert,
Egbert, Egbert (turning up and shaking basket), Egbert is
elected!

Natives: Egbert! Egbert! Good old Egbert!

(Great jubilation.)

EcBert: Comrades! I thank you!'

(Greater jubilation.)

Crasee: Oh, hell\.\

Bogus: [ told you so.

Cramse: Joel (Whispers in his car.)

EcBerT: The new Socialist Government hereby
cnacts that the fence be removed from the tree, and the
bread fruit be made free to all.

(Pandemonium of delight.)

CraBBe (to Joe): Judge! Do your duty!

JoE (mounting rock and donning wig): Silence! The
-Supreme Court declares the new Act to be an infringe-
ment of the sacred rights of property, and there-
fore null and void! (Giving Fascist salute.) Hail,

" Crabbel

CraBBe (mounting rock): The patriots in council
declare Egbert to be a Marxist, a Jew, and a traitor to
his country. Parliament is dissolved! Parliament is
null and void! (Fascist salute.) Hail, Crabbe!

BogGus (mounting rock): The Church declares Egbert
to be Antichrist! (Fascist salute.) Hail, Crabbel

JoE (donning helfet): The armed forces of the Crown
declare a state of emergency. All civil rights abrogated.,
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Martial law proclaimed.  (Fascist salute.)  Hail,
Crabbe!
(Roars of anger from NATIVES. JOE gets behind
EGBERT.)

EGBErRT: Comrades!

(JoE strikes him with truncheon. He Salls.  Mean-
while CRABBE is addressing the NATIVES.)

CraBBE: Peace! Peace! Weare your friends! Your
friends, I tell youl We didn't steal your tree. It was
the Jews, -

Bogus: Why are you hungry?

CraBBe: The Jews have eaten the bread.

BocGus: Why are you thirsty?

CraBse: The Jews have poisoned the water.

BoGus: Why are you homeless?

CraBBe: The Jews have stolen the houses.

Bocus: Who makes rain when we want sun-

shine?

CrasBe: The jews!

Bogus: Who makes sunshine when we want rain?

CrasBe: The jEws!

(Roars of anger from NATIVES.)

BocGus: Down with the Jews!
CraBBE: Rout 'em out!
Bogus: Smoke 'em out!
CraABBE: Burn ’em out!
Bogus: Beat Jews!

CraBBE: Torture Jews!

378
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Bogus: Kill Jews! It is a Christian duty to kill!
Killl Kill! Kill!

Natives: Kill the Jews! Kill the Jews! Kill! Kill!
Killl

(NATIVES rush about in a frenzy, cxamining each
other’s nose. Masses sway back and Jorth. Finally all
rush out. The Bisnop, Crapbe and JOE remain
behind:  Jok is busy handeuffing EGBERT. NATIVES
can be heard singing: *‘The Jews! The Jewsl We've
got to get rid of the Jews!"’

BoGus (mopping brow): Phew! That was a near one!
I thought they were going to tear us limb from limb!
Hark at them now! (Shuddering.) I'm glad I'm not
a Jew.

Crasse: Huh! Poor old Jews! The times they've
saved us!
) Bocus: But 0

CrapBe: But be damned! It’s perfectly simple.
What's the use of telling 2 man he’s starving because of
the economic law? He can’t bash the economic law,

‘¢ so he tries to change the system. But tell him he’s
starving because of the Jews—and he’s got somcthing

solid and human, and near at hand he can bash to his
heart’s content. So off he goes to bash—and leaves the
system alone.
Bogus: But
CraBBe: But what?
Bogus: Well, so far as I've been able to discover
there isn’t a Jew on the island.
- CramBe: No?
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Bogus: No.
Crasse; Oh!
~ Bogus: It’s going to make things a bit awkward.

Crase: Oh! I don’t know. When they’ve tired
’emselves out you can tell 'em the Jews have mounted
their broomsticks and flown away, like your old witches.
People believe anything about Jews. Meanwhile we can
settle Egbert. Things’ll be easier once he’s out of the
way. (Turning to Joe.) Officer!

JoE (who has been arguing with EGBERT): Sir !

CraBse: Bring Egbert along to the courthousc.

JoE: Aye, aye, sir!

(BOG.US and CraBse go off followed by JoE push-
ing the handcuffed EGBERT before him.)

(Brack Our.)

At the courthouse, Joe serves as prosecutor and judge
alternately; Bogus and Crabbe as the jury. Egbert is
“found guilty of being a Marxist and a Jew, and is sen-
tenced to death. He places his head on the block
and Joe raises the chopper for the fatal blow. But
Egbert cries: “‘Up the Workers.”” This makes it

awkward for Joe, who obviously can’t bring his chopper

-down while Egbert keeps shouting *‘Up.”’ That’s
psychology, as everybody knows. After some argument,
during which Joe offers in vain a varicd assortment of
suitable last sentiments (free from ‘‘up’’), Egbert’s
reiterated slogan makes Joe, as he himself says, *“‘come
over all class-conscious.’”” He gives Egbert a cigarette
and goes on strike.

vy
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The natives, led by Mrs. Egbert, sct fire to the court-
house; then revert to their ancient customs and put
Bogus and Crabbe in the cook pot (after saying grace as

previously instructed by the bishop); and all ends with
a_savage song and dance, while Joc stirs the stev with

his truncheon and lcads the choruses:
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