
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Israeli General 
 

(full version) 
 
 
 
 
 

A comedy by Patrick Mackeown 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Copyright © Patrick Mackeown 2005 
 
 

The right of Patrick Mackeown to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by him in 
accordance with the Copyright, Designs, and Patents Acts 1988. 

 
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a 

retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, 
recording or otherwise) without the prior written permission of Patrick Mackeown. Any person who 
does any unauthorised act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal prosecution and civil 

claims for damages. 
 
 

www.bookscape.co.uk 
 
 



© Patrick Mackeown 2005.          Visit www.bookscape.co.uk for further work.                         2 

The Israeli General 

 
Civilian:  “Excuse me. I’m looking for the bathroom. I’ve never been in this building 

before. Can you tell me if I’m going in the right direction?” 
 
Israeli general:  “Sure, it’s down this corridor and on the right.” 
 
Civilian: “Oh, thanks. Am I in the correct building? You seem to be wearing a military 

uniform, and I’m looking for the Print and Paper Distributor’s annual 
conference.” 

 
Israeli general:  “I’m a general in the Israeli army. I always wear this uniform. It’s my uniform.” 
 
Civilian:  “Look, I know this isn’t the time or place, but I was watching a documentary            

programme on TV, and an Israeli spokesman said he wanted to edit the United 
Nations Convention on Human Rights and add a clause to it permitting the use 
of torture.” 

 
Israeli general:  “Sounds like a good idea to me. You wouldn’t have this man’s phone                   

number on you, would you?” 
 
Civilian:  “How can it be right? You can’t have a universal right to get tortured, can you? 

That’s ridiculous!” 
 
Israeli general:  “Oh, yes. Good point. I see what you mean. We’d never be able to recruit                   

enough secret service agents to give everybody a beating who needs one.” 
 
Civilian:  “No. I meant you can’t go around torturing everybody!” 
 
Israeli general:  “Yes, I suppose you’re right. We’d have to demote a few thousand to only                   

get stripped and sprayed with a water cannon. It’s not as effective as a hosepipe 
beating on the feet, and you can’t collect confessions. But you just can’t torture 
everybody, can you? There just isn’t enough time.” 

 
Civilian:  “OK, maybe I can show you what I mean with one example. Do you remember a 

few years ago when Israel launched a rocket attack against a man in a 
wheelchair?” 

 
Israeli general:  “I think so. Are you talking about the leader of an armed militant group?” 
 
Civilian:  “Yes, I can’t remember his name. All I know is that this man in a wheelchair was            

coming down a flight of steps into the street, and Israel flew a helicopter over 
him and blew him to smithereens.” 

 
Israeli general swoops his hand through the air like a child flying an imaginary aeroplane. 
 
Israeli general:  “Wah! Boom! Bleh! - Good shot!” 
 
Civilian:  “Look, I don’t want to criticise your military strategy, or anything, but, shooting a 

man in a wheelchair with a rocket, from a helicopter gunship, can’t possibly be 
right can it?” 
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Israeli general:  “Did they only shoot one man? I thought it was more than that. You’re right.                  

Do you know how much each of those rockets costs?” 
 
Civilian:  “You’ve misunderstood me completely. I think we should stop torturing people 

and set everybody free.” 
 
The Israeli general looks perplexed. He opens his mouth, thinks for a moment, and then closes it 
again. He raises a finger, and then tucks the hand that it belongs to underneath his armpit. Then the 
general starts laughing. He chuckles harder and harder. 
 
Israeli general:  “Jochim! You caught me out there. You stunned me for a minute. I thought that                

you wanted to let all my prisoners go back to Ramala, Jerico and Gaza to cause 
more trouble. I didn’t catch on that you want to start them running down the 
street and then shoot them while they’re running. It’s a fantastic trick. The 
witnesses will all confess. Do you want a job in the Israeli army?” 
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Thrillers by Patrick Mackeown – available from www.bookscape.co.uk 
 
 
Mutilation Murders 
The torso of a black child has been discovered in London’s Kensington Gardens. Detective Chief 
Inspector Hawthorne and his men quickly discover that the boy was a victim of a ritualistic killing. 
At Heathrow airport a second child, Jubulani, and his mother disembark from their plane. On his 
arrival in London Jubulani is kidnapped. A Ju Ju witchdoctor in South London is preparing the new 
child, Jubulani, to be sacrificed. Hawthorne is racing against time to save the boy. 
 
 
Midwinter's Children 
Georg, a nine-year-old street child, has been captured by human traffickers from Moscow and is 
about to be sold to a child pornography ring in Amsterdam. Detective Chief Inspector Hawthorne, 
from Suffolk CID, is on the case... 
 
 
The Black Daimler 
Nexus, a London-based Chinese dissident, learns that his friend was found with an axe embedded 
in his head. As more of his politically active associates die, he becomes involved in a frantic struggle 
to understand and defeat the threat to himself and his organisation. 
 
 
The Expendability Doctrine 
Oil tycoon Keith Connors is found dead in the garden of his villa; undoubtedly the work of a pro. 
His ex-wife flees to Libya, where she is linked to the brutal murder of the White House Trade 
Representative. In his investigations, Inspector Hawthorne discovers a sinister web of treachery and 
greed in the international oil business. 
 
 
The Devil's Brothers 
Catherine Bronston, a fifteen-year-old girl, is snatched outside her local swimming pool. The 
kidnappers, ruthless Albanian mafiosi, issue a ransom demand containing dismembered body parts. 
Catherine’s father fears that the ongoing police investigation could reduce the possibility of her 
being found alive. 
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