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BOOK WINGS

Welcome,

Thank you for joining us for this special performance of Book Wings, the product of
a unique creative partnership between the University of lowa’s International Writing
Program and the University of Baghdad. Since 2012, Book Wings has pushed the
boundaries of artistic collaboration, using the latest new media technology to
connect twin stages thousands of miles apart and present live, integrated, bilingual
performances of literary works commissioned on a central theme to audiences and
internet viewers around the world.

Through the combined efforts of the University of lowa’s Department of Theatre
Arts, the Virtual Writing University, Information Technology Services, UITV, the
University of Baghdad’s Department of Sports and Art Education, the University of
Baghdad Central Library, and the U.S. Embassy in Baghdad, Book Wings has risen to
the challenge that Anatoly Smeliansky, director of the Moscow Art Theatre School,
issued in 2010: that actors, directors, writers and creative thinkers of all stripes find a
way to meet in the virtual world. The Book Wings initiative, underwritten by a grant
from the Bureau of Educational and Cultural Affairs at the U.S. Department of State,
brings together artistic and production teams across time zones to stage the works
of poets (2012), playwrights (2013), and prose writers (2014). High-definition
videoconferencing technologies allow the lowa City audience to see and hear the
Baghdad stage, and the Baghdad audience to see and hear the lowa City stage.
We welcome Internet viewers and “viewing parties” tuning in from partner
institutions around the globe; you are a testament to the unifying power of creative
collaboration.

The six ten-minute dramatic works premiering here were commissioned from
distinguished playwrights and prose writers in Iraq and the United States on the
theme of courage. Hassab Allah Yahya, Catherine Filloux, Ammar Ali, Heather
Raffo, David Kranes, Sarem Dakhel, and Amir Al-Azraki, whose play, COURAGE, is
also included in the program, have created complex, darkly humorous works, rich
in history and ideas, which reflect the diversity of our respective literary traditions.
These thought-provoking works provide a wealth of material for conversation and
cultural exchange, as the talk-back following today’s performance will show.

To see these works performed collaboratively across a distance of 6,500 miles is a
testament to the wilingness of actors, directors, writers, translators, and their
audiences to go beyond the confines of traditional artistic performance and
explore the innovative connections made possible by new technology. The Book
Wings model continues to inspire new dramatic collaborations. The International
Writing Program hopes to partner with a theatre in South Africa for Book Wings 2015
and the University of Baghdad welcomes future international -creative
collaborations in theatre, music, and other disciplines. We hope your experience of
Book Wings will inspire you to explore new ways to reach out and connect.

With best wishes,

Christopher Merrill
Director, The International Writing Program
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BOOK WINGS

lowa City, IA, USA & Baghdad, Iraq
Tuesday, March 11th, 2014
9 a.m. CST, 5 p.m. Baghdad

INTRODUCTION
Christopher Merrill - lowa Stage
Dr. Mohammed Azeez - Baghdad Stage
ACT 1: lowa Stage

TRAIN OF DEATH by Hassab Allah Yahya (page 7)
MOCK COURT by Catherine Filloux (page 16)

ACT 2: Baghdad Stage

MY RIGHT by Ammar Ali (page 33)
SHELTER DRILLS by Heather Raffo (page 41)

ACT 3: lowa Stage
HOW ABOUT THESE FIRES...?! by David Kranes (page 55)
ACT 4: Baghdad Stage

THE BIRD BREEDER by Sarem Dakhel (page 69)

This program contains a bonus play
for your reading pleasure:
COURAGE by Amir Al-Azraki (page 87)

TALKBACK:

A question and answer session with the artistic and production teams of Book Wings
will immediately follow the performance and will be moderated by Chistopher
Merrill in lowa Cit and by Dr. Maysam Bahaa Saleh in Baghdad.

Questions will be taken from the live audiences as well as from those viewing the

event live on the internet. Off-site viewers are encouraged to tweet their questions
@UIIWP using the hashtag #bookw

LIVE STREAMING:

http://www.writinguniversity.org/page/book-wings-live-streaming
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CREDITS

Atrtistic Direction

Christopher Merrill, Director
International Writing Program

Dr. Mohammed Azeez, Director
Department of Sports and Art Education, University of Baghdad

Alan MacVey, Chair
Department of Theatre Arts, University of lowa

Playwrights

Hassab Allah Yahya, Catherine Filloux, Ammar Ali, Heather Raffo, David
Kranes, Sarem Dakhel, Amir Al-Azraki

Directors, University of lowa

Alan MacVey

Carol MacVey

Eric Forsythe

Director, University of Baghdad

Dr. Mohammed Azeez

Performers, University of lowa

Valeria Avina, Jeremy Blair, Ari Craven, Michael Hamlett, Tyler Hobson,
Duane Holland, Brooke LeWarne, August Magee, Chris Rangel, Robert
Siegrist, John Whitney,

Performers, University of Baghdad

Ameer Satti, Ammar Ali, Safaneh Thabit, Rana Jasim

Musical Composer, University of Baghdad

Rana Jasim

Project Coordination

Ashley Davidson, International Writing Program
Omar Sabri, Iraqi Cultural Adviser, U.S. Embassy-Baghdad
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Production Team, University of Baghdad

Aieda M. Salman, Technical Director, Videoconferencing
Mohammed Azeez, Set and Costume Designer

Ayad Adel, Assistant Set and Lighting Designer

Ahmed Falah Mahdi, Sound Technician

Ali Mseer, Security Officer

Isam Nasir Kadhim, Assistant Security Officer

Muthana Abed Kirdi, Driver

Production Team, University of lowa

Rebecca Tritten, Production Stage Manager
Ben Hill, Producer, University of lowa Television
Amber Lewandowski, Stage Manager
LeeAnn Yeckley, Stage Manager

Katie Burnett, Assistant State Manager

Bryon Winn, Production Designer

Josh Christoffersen, Properties Master

Marissa Ramos, Assistant Properties Master
Jae Hee Kim, Wardrobe Coordinator

Peggy Mead-Finizio, Lighting Designer
Andrew Stewart, Sound Designer

Bri Atwood, Sound Engineer

Brent Gaurrett, Projection Engineer

Cassie Malmquist, Projections Operator

Les Finken, Videoconferencing and Livestream Project Lead
Lauren Haldeman, Livestream Management
Asma Ben Romdhan, Supertitie Operator

Lisa DuPree, Supertitle Slide Preparer

Translation

Nadia Fayidh Mohammed (Baghdad)
Alyaa A. Naser

Ammar al-Khazraji

Talkback Moderation
Christopher Merrill lowa City)
Maysam Bahaa Saleh (Baghdad)

House Manager, University of lowa
Amber Lewandowski

*The texts contained in this program are for educational use only. Playwrights retain all
rights to their original work. All rights, including but not limited to professional, amateur,
recording, motion picture, recitation, lecturing, public reading, radio and television
broadcasting, and the rights of translation into foreign languages are expressly reserved,
permission for which must be secured from the author or the author’s representative.



TRAIN OF DEATH

By

Hassab Allah Yahya

Directed by:
AlanMacVey

Cast:

Abbas: ChrisRangel
Khalaf: John Whitney
Ensemble:

Ari Craven, Michael Hamlett,
Tyler Hobson, August Magee,
Robert Siegist, Hasani Vizuett

Hassab Allah YAHYA, born in Mosul in 1944, is a graduate of the Teachers’
Institute in Mosul and has worked as a journalist since 1964. He is the author
of more than eighteen novels, collections of short stories, and collections of
plays, including The Day Knocks on Doors, Concealment, The Comedy of a
Writer in Times of Lying, Obsessions, Terrorism: Stories, Finger of Cloves: Plays
for Adults and the Young (published in Kurdish), and Tales from the Country
between Two Fires: Stories and Plays. He is also the author of several books
for children and many critical works, including: Iragi Theatre: Causes and
Attitudes, The Character of Dictator in World Theater, and In Theatre
Discourse: Iraqi Vision in Theatre.
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Train of Death
By
Hassab Allah Yahya

(With translation by Nadia Fayidh Mohammed and Catherine Filloux)

Characters:

Abbas: the train conductor

Khalaf: his assistant

Three prisoners

Guards in the train

A number of men locked in the train, one is a doctor
Crowds in the train station

First Scene: A prison hall. A number of prisoners surround Abbas, eager to listen to him.

Abbas:
I don’tregretit, | was one, and they were fifty. A group takes priority over the
individual.

Prisoner 1:
Why did you take such a risk?

Abbas:

You want me to endanger fifty-two people so | can live?

Prisoner 2:
But it wasn’t your responsibility. You were just the conductor of that train. The
cargo in it was not yours, nor the people...you did what you were asked to
do.

Abbas:
So, | had to drive a train which was going to its inevitable death?!

Prisoner 3:
This was a crime, but it was committed by those who gave the orders...You
shouldn’t be punished for what others did.

Abbas:
But those others turned into criminals, not humans. Should | keep silent, listen
to horrible orders that would kil fifty-two young men?
Let me tell you what happened...let me make you live it again, as it
happened.

Second Scene: Abbas wears a conductor’s uniform, a blue suit. His assistant is in a
similar suit. In the background, there is a train traveling in the middle of a desert.

Abbas (to his assistant, Khalaf):
Khalaf, | think | heard some loud banging in the trucks...soft voices, withering
voices, listen!
(Cries for help and loud banging.)

Khalaf (listening):
They’re human voices, asking for help. Are there people inside the closed
trucks?
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Abbas:
Would any human survive in an iron truck with no windows, no openings for
air, a tar-floor?...can any man survive in there, in hot July, going to Basrah??
Khalaf:
No...to Simawaz2.
Abbas:
What’s the difference, Simawa or even further to Basrah?
(The voices get louder, and the banging from the iron trucks increases).
What can we do? How can we save them?

Khalaf:
Even if they were sheep. We’ve got to do something to save them!
Abbas:
We just have to go faster, increase the speed of the train and stop in a
station, in Mahaweel, maybe...
Khalaf:
But they told us not to drive over fifty.
Abbas:
Which means by the time we get to Mahaweel, everyone will be dead!
Khalaf:

We’ll be punished... the armed guards will stop us... they will testify against
us. They will take us to prison for disobedience.
Abbas (confused, worried, and careful):
Khalaf, prison is better than kiling someone, any man...animal, even a plant.
Khalaf (afraid):
You’re in charge, you’re the conductor here--I’'m just your assistant.

Abbas:
Assist me then with your silence, if you can’t assist me in deciding what to do
to save these people.

Khalaf:
Stop now--let’s see what’s going on in the rear truck.

Abbas:

Are you nuts? You want me to stop in this desert!
Khalaf (after silence):
What are we going to do?
Abbas:
Thanks for saying “we”... you and me we’re in charge, we’re both risking our
lives to save those people locked in a truck that must feel like hell inside.
Khalaf (worried):
We don’t have a choice.
(The train goes faster, indicated by loud sounds on the tracks...after a while, the train
slows down, and stops).
Abbas:
We’re here in Mahaweel! Let’s get off and see what’s in the truck.
Khalaf:
The guards will hear us...
(Abbas heads toward the iron truck and a young man eagerly approaches him.)
The young man:
Sir, there are people in the truck--the government wants to kill them, would
you please save them?
Another young man:
Bro, no matter the cost, open the truck...

1 Basrah, in southern Iraq, is the hottest city in the country.
2 Simawa: another city in the south, north of Basrah.
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(Guards approach the driver, Abbas, urging him to go back and continue driving).
Guard 1:

You need to drive fast, why did you stop?
Guard 2:

You’ll be responsible for this stop, it’s illegal.

Haven’t you been told not to stop the train till Simawa?

(Meanwhile, lots of people who were in the Mahaweel station move toward the truck
to break its locks. A young man brings an iron pipe and breaks them.)

(Guards are cautious, watching. The men in the truck have mostly fainted, only a few
of them are capable of moving).

One of the men in the truck:
People, | am a doctor, don’t take off your clothes, you will lose liquids, and
die, don’t drink cold water. (To the people outside) Please bring us water
and salt, are you listening...?

(People come with jugs of water and salt.)

(Guards urge the driver to go back to the front of the train and drive fast.)

(The guards stand by the gate of the truck to prevent any communication between
those inside and the crowds outside, but they do so quietly. Their faces show some
sympathy for the locked-up men, as they stand in front of the truck to close it but not
to prevent air.)

Scene Three: Back to the prison hall

Abbas:
Then | drove fast, as fast as possible as if the train were about to fly...
Khalaf was encouraging me to drive faster, regardless of instructions...he
was not afraid anymore; fear was behind us now; now we were brave
enough to sacrifice for others. The guards told me there were 52 arrested
men and they were supposed to die in the truck, and any one who survived
would be taken to prison in the desert. | asked the guards what they did,
were they killers, thieves, high men??, all the guards answered me together:
why are you asking? None of your business...they were doctors, engineers,
writers, journalists, college students. They opposed the government, they
wanted rich and poor to be equal...they wanted all to have food...
They wanted to say what they pleased.
That was what | knew while | stopped in Mahaweel...which made me
determined to save these good honest men...I didn’t know any of
them...but | still hear the doctor’s voice helping his friends...it assured me of
what some of the sympathetic guards told me.
That is why | drove fast to reach the nearest station in Simawa, | could
probably save those of the good men who survived.
When we arrived at Simawa, there were crowds waiting for us, and a lot of
guards were in the station, cautious and tense...
People brought food, water and tea, even tea, and the doctor again called
his friends to take salt and hot water before drinking the cold...
Then attention was drawn to one guy lying dead on the floor; guards,
worried, carried him, very cautiously, confused between doing what they
were told or rebelling ...then new guards appeared later to arrest me and
my assistant, while others took the men in the truck and led them to buses...

Prisoner 1:

14



That is how you came here. You are not better than us...here we are equal
in duties and rights.

Prisoner 2:
| regret what | did...| deserve the punishment...

Prisoner 3:
| don’t regret what | did...once | finish my time...l will take my revenge...from
those who looked down on us, who treated us like animals, | will take

revenge.
Abbas:
Revenge is not right...
Prisoner 3:
Don’t you want revenge? From those who arrested you...and you saved
people!
Abbas:

No...I don’t regret what happened, nor do | hold a grudge. | just did what |
had to do, as a human being.
Prisoner 2:
But you abandoned your assistant.
Abbas:
Never. They just took him somewhere else.
Prisoner 1:
We were wrong. You did wrong when you disobeyed the instructions, didn’t
you?
Abbas:
Itis only brave to go against what does injustice to men. | did what my
conscience told me to do.
Prisoner 1:
You agree with those who rebelled against the government?
Abbas:
Believe me, | didn’t know any of them...| will always be happy to have saved
them.
Prisoner 3 (while the food is being prepared):
Come, have some food with us.
Abbas:
My dish is not ready yet, that is yours. I’ll wait for mine. | don’t take what is for
others.

The three prisoners surround Abbas and drag him to eat with them in spite of his
hesitation.

END
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MOCK COURT
By
Catherine Filloux

Directed by:
Eric Forsythe

Cast:
Grant: John Whitney
Lateicia: Valeria Avina

Catherine FILLOUX is an award-winning playwright who has been
writing about human rights and social justice for more than twenty
years. Her play LUZ recently premiered at La MaMa in New York City,
where she is a Resident Artist. Filloux’s new play about the civil rights
movement and the KKK will open at La MaMa in 2014. Catherine’s
libretto, New Arrivals, recently premiered at Houston Grand Opera.
Filloux’s more than twenty plays have been produced in New York and
around the world. She also wrote the libretti for the operas Where
Elephants Weep, produced in Phnom Penh, Cambodia, and The
Floating Box selected as a Critics Choice in Opera News. Filloux’s plays
are widely published, and she is featured in the documentary film
Acting Together on the World Stage. Catherine received her M.F.A. in
Dramatic Writing from Tisch School of the Arts at NYU and her French
Baccalaureate in Philosophy with Honors in Toulon, France.

Represented by:

Elaine Devilin Literary Inc.
PLUS Media

20 West 23rd Street, 3rd Floor
New York, NY 10010

(212) 842-9030
Edevlinlit@aol.com
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MOCK COURT

By

Catherine Filloux

CHARACTERS

GRANT, a 10 or 11-year-old American boy

LATEICIA, his nanny

Are you dressed, Counsel?

Your Honor?

Are you dressed?

In my pajamas.

What’s that in your hands?

A folder, Your Honor.

Approach.

Where?

Where do you think?

The stand? You mean, the podium?

The field.

Field?

(A 10 or 11-year-old boy GRANT faces a

JUDGE.)

JUDGE

GRANT

JUDGE

GRANT

JUDGE

GRANT

JUDGE

GRANT

JUDGE

GRANT

JUDGE

GRANT
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JUDGE
Where the game is played.

GRANT
Right, | get it, like an arena.

JUDGE
How are you going to show the materials?

GRANT
Momma’s computer? If | can get it, she’s gone right now. She didn’t spend the
night here. | also drew the images.

JUDGE
They’re not photographs?

GRANT
| copied them.

JUDGE

Show me the folder!
(Grant shows the pictures in the folder.)

GRANT
Aliens with two heads, one eye, or two eyes one on top of the other so it looks
like one eye, “double eye”? The doctor lifts up the little pajamas and one leg’s
not there. The organs, like the heart, are outside the body, born dead!

JUDGE
You made these up?

GRANT
No they exist, | copied them from real photographs, Your Honor.

JUDGE
Why?

GRANT
A crime against peace.

JUDGE

What are you going to have for breakfast, Counsel?

GRANT
Toast?

JUDGE
Do you take jam?

GRANT
Strawberry?

JUDGE

Hot beverage?
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GRANT
Chocolate milk.

JUDGE
How do you plan to get to school?

GRANT
Bike if it’s not snowing too hard. Mark will meet me at the corner...

JUDGE
White phosphorus?
GRANT
It covers everything. It glows when it’s exposed to air.
JUDGE
The snow?
GRANT
Smoke that burns, do you remember the mushroom cloud?
JUDGE
Yes, that’s documented.
GRANT

Mark always meets me at the corner if it’s not snowing too bad. His mom’s really
nice.

JUDGE
Why?

GRANT
She lets him ride to school even when it’s snowing. The white was everywhere--it
got into everything, like deep down into the fiber of, the hair, nails, the teeth,
phosphorus and uranium, fourteen times greater than...

JUDGE
Fourteen times?

GRANT
That’s what’s written down in the indictment.

JUDGE
What is the charge?

GRANT
Mark and | buy gum on our way to school.

JUDGE
What is the charge?

GRANT
We didn’t obey the rules. We don’t tell our parents about it. It’s time to get
ready. It’s just our thing. The gum. His mom wouldn’t care. You can solve
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things if someone doesn’t wake you up!

(Lights shift as the Judge turns into Grant’s
nanny.)

LATEICIA
Did you sleep well...?
(Grant is sleepy and lost in thought,
remembering. He doesn’t answer.)

LATEICIA
Are you worried about your momma...?

You’ll get to see her for the first time...
You’ll like her | promise...

Do you want to eat your toast...?
Drink your milk...?

What’s wrong, honey...?
(She looks out a window.)

LATEICIA
It’s snowing too hard to take your bike.
GRANT
Mark’s meeting me at the corner.
LATEICIA
It’s a blizzard--I’ll take you.
GRANT
It’s a blizzard?
LATEICIA

(Looking out window.)
White everywhere. When you get home maybe she’ll be here.
(Looking at her cell phone.)

| still haven’t heard anything. Sometimes it takes time. Honey, it’s okay. What
are you worried about?

GRANT

| have to go find something...Something | was thinking about ...Something I’'m
showing in the field...

LATEICIA
The field? You need to eat your breakfast, now, honey--then get dressed.
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Everything will stay the same, | promise, it will be even better when she’s here!
Don’t worry.

(Grant finds his backpack.)

LATEICIA
You did your homework, and the teacher knows it’s a special day.

(Grant looks through some pictures in a
folder.)

LATEICIA
You can show the pictures at school. | don’t want to scold you, Grant. If you
don’t eat you will feel so hungry in only one hour and then what will you do?
You will not be able to focus on your schoolwork. Do you want that? No. | have
a responsibility to feed you breakfast.

Do you want to go to school in your pajamas?

(She tries to take the folder.)

LATEICIA
What are the pictures?
GRANT
Stop it! | was remembering...
LATEICIA

Honey, drink the hot chocolate.
(Lights shift as Grant is thinking to himself,
half in a dream state.)

GRANT
Your Honor, “the field” what is it, really?

JUDGE
It’s a place where the decisions are made. What is the charge?

GRANT
(Looking at the pictures.)
It’s Weapons of Mass Destruction.

JUDGE
There weren’t any in the end. 9/11 and no weapons of mass destruction.

GRANT
Momma told me that. That there were no weapons of mass destruction. But our
country’s under arrest.

JUDGE
You can’t place a country under arrest, Grant.
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GRANT
(Showing folder.)
Look at what they look like when they come out, the babies.

(Grant looks at the pictures as lights are

restored.)
LATEICIA
You love hot chocolate.
GRANT
It was a dream, Lateicia.
LATEICIA
Did you have a bad dream, honey?
GRANT
No, it wasn’t bad, it just got interrupted!
LATEICIA
Do you want to show me the pictures?
GRANT
| don’t know...
LATEICIA

Then eat your breakfast! | mean it, now! I’'ve had enough!
(Grant doesn’t.)

LATEICIA
Do you want me to call your parents and tell them that you are not behaving?

GRANT
You can’t! They’re having a baby!

LATEICIA
Your dad will pick up.

GRANT

What if she’s in labor? Then he won’t! No one will pick up you’ll see.

LATEICIA
Don’t you want to be a nice boy? Don’t you want to help your parents? It’s a
special day. You need to obey the rules.

GRANT
(Looking at the pictures.)
How do we know how a baby will be born, Lateicia?

LATEICIA
You talked with your Momma, the process of the baby coming out of her...
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She told me you had LOTS of questions. That’s enough, Grant, if you won’t eat
your breakfast then just get dressed! Do | have to take off your pajamas?

(She tries to take off his pajamas.)

GRANT
What if under there was no leg?

LATEICIA
What?

GRANT

(Referring to the pajamas.)

Under there.

LATEICIA
Did you watch a scary video?
GRANT
Yes.
LATEICIA

No scary videos before you go to bed, Grant! You know that! You need to obey
the rules.

(Lateicia dresses Grant in pants and a
shirt.

Lights shift as Grant is thinking to himself,
half in a dream state.)

GRANT
The scariest video is the truth video, not the fake ones, the true ones, that’s why
they make up all the fake ones, because the true videos are so much more terrible.
The true ones—like the one in Fa-loo-Jah. They dropped uranium and white
phosphorus and it got into the teeth of the mom and the dads and into their hair
and into their nails, it went down so deep, and it turned the parents’ babies into
monsters and we lied because you’re not supposed to drop that stuff—we didn’t
obey the rules! --remember the mushroom cloud in Japan, Your Honor? And the
people you see in the pictures in Hiroshima? We learned about that, it was to end
World War Two. We dropped even worse stuff in Faloo-Jah. Fourteen times
more. And the real Alien Babies in Faloo-Jah are so much scarier than the aliens
we make up in movies. Look at the pictures--| started making the pictures, we
learned about the Holocaust, the Geneva Convention. We dropped the Weapons
of Mass Destruction on them!

(Lights are restored.)

GRANT
We have to have the courage to tell the truth...

LATEICIA
You have to have the courage to get ready for school. Are you listening to me
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Grant? | am talking to you. Your parents do not want you to watch videos
without their permission.

GRANT
| got their permission--they watch the news.

LATEICIA
Well, you can talk to them about it later but | am in charge now, | don’t like it
when you lie to me. Having a baby is natural, Grant. It’s a beautiful act of
creation. God is in it. A miracle. Each time a baby is born we see life again, we
know that nature is a wonderful thing. When you see a little baby with its two
lovely new eyes staring up at you...

GRANT
No, Lateicia...

LATEICIA
You are reborn in your soul, Grant. You’ll see. You are given the faith to believe
in goodness. And the love that a family has for that new baby is a special gift.

GRANT
I know...

LATEICIA
You will be so happy! And you’re such a smart boy that your sister will be so
proud of you and you will always protect her.

GRANT
Why do you leave your children at home, Lateicia, to come take care of me?

LATEICIA
Now, it’s time to go! Without any breakfast, you are going to regret this--you are
going to know that your Lateicia was right, when you feel that empty hole in your
stomach. What are the pictures for?

GRANT
Mock Court at school.
LATEICIA
What? Come. Let’s put on your hat.
GRANT
We play “Mock Court” in the field.
LATEICIA
What is this field? It’s cold outside!
GRANT

So all the people can be there--we go over all the papers--we read the papers.

LATEICIA
Put on your hat, honey! Please!
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GRANT
Carefully.

LATEICIA
Poor Grant. It will be all right.

(She is trying to get him out the door.)

LATEICIA
Put the pictures in your backpack!

GRANT
We weigh the facts like they weigh food on scales...

LATEICIA
Ah, we forgot your lunch! You are making me crazy, honey!

GRANT
You know we balance the facts and we make a decision, Lateicia? And the
decision is what changes the rules, and makes the babies okay again--like when
we saw that TV show where they can light water on fire out of their kitchen
faucet, that’s another way to know that deep down someone is breaking the
rules...?

LATEICIA

(She now has the lunch bag.)

That’s enough, Grant! We have to go.
(Her cell phone starts ringing.)

LATEICIA
Ahh! When it rains it pours!

GRANT
When it snows it blizzards! Maybe it’'s Mark? Does he know I’'m not coming?
Did you tell his mom? Maybe he’s waiting for me on the corner in the snow!

(She picks up the phone, and listens. She
smiles and laughs.)

LATEICIA
(To Grant.)
She’s born!
(On phone.)
Yes, Grant is fine...Yes, okay.
(Lateicia hangs up.)
LATEICIA

You have a baby sister.
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GRANT
Is she whole?

(Lateicia looks at him, not understanding.)

LATEICIA
What?

GRANT
Does she have two eyes, and two legs under her pajamas?

LATEICIA
She’s not wearing pajamas, she was just born, Grant!

(He looks at his nanny.)

GRANT
Does she?

LATEICIA
Yes. Why wouldn’t she? It’s time for school!

END
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MY RIGHT

By

Ammar All

Directed by:
Mohammed Azeez

Cast
First person: Ameer Satti
Second person: Ammar Al

Ammar ALl is a third year student in the Journalism Department of the
College of Media at the University of Baghdad. He has twice won the Best
First Play Award at the University of Baghdad Theatrical Festival, first for If the
Donkey Spoke and most recently for Love in Recent Days.
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MY RIGHT
by
Ammar Ali
(Translated by Fatimah Al-Asadi and Omar Sabri)
Cast of Characters

First Person
Second Person

(First Person sits at a table crowded with books, scattered papers and several wine
bottles near a full ashtray). First Person looks gloomy, wearing a black suit and a red tie
with a cheroot cigar in one hand.)

First Person: Cigar, soak up the ebullition of my blood. Pull out all my anger and take it
far away to your Exile. You are the only one who listens without speaking, dying in my
hands without motion. You are the only one who enters my body and knows
everything about me. You know internal workings that I’m not aware of in this traitor
body. Yes, my body is a traitor. Underestimate humanity.

(He shouts in grief.)

Cigar, | am nobody. You are now in my hands like people in the hands of a dictator
(he looks at it with intense hatred). That is why | should kill you, torture you, and
commit all kinds of horrors against you. | should excise your veins, cut all your history
with the claws of my authority and sow your heritage ash by my hand.

(He laughs ironically.)

The beauty of this is that you are not uttering a word because you are mute. All you
have is the ember of words, no more than smoke.

(He shouts.)

Your speech is smoke. Your voice is smoke. Even your revolutions and springs are idiot
smoke that does not know the road nor the companion and does not care for an
enemy or a friend.

(He extinguishes the cigar.)

| kiled you.... | eradicated you... | am a hero...a hero. | make my history with my own
hands and | do not care about your screams or your pain.

(He cries regretfully.)

My cigar, why did | kill you? You were my companion. You were quenching your
burning blood in my threadbare body without shutting off.
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(Fear and horror show on his face.)
Why, why, why...| am a coward. | discovered this truth by myself and you never
reminded me of it. Do you know why | am a coward? Because | kill the mute and

unarmed and | cannot shout.

(He sits at his table with his feet propped on its edge, near the ashtray...he drinks lots
of wine...overwhelmed by contemplation, he lights another, exhales several times
and throws it in the ashtray. A big cloud of smoke emerges, then a big flame.)

(Second Person rises from the ashtray. His hair is grey and he wears white clothes
covered in red stains ...prevailing madness.)

Second Person: Burning cigarette ..puzzling...wandering smoke hoping to find a
place other than his withered lips, just like a spinster betrayed by time and overcome
by regret. | think about our past and how our present is now. | was living safely in my
hanging gardens and now

(pointing to the ashtray)

inside my room exposed to murder and marginalization

(a person symbolizihng Hammurabi appears holding his stele)

(to Hammurabi)

My grandfather is Hammurabi, the maker of the law, and | am walking against the
current

(A woman symbolizing Ishtar appears, he speaks to her)

My mother is Ishtar, the goddess of pride, and his plane landed in my city without
permission.

(A man symbolizing Gilgamesh appears, he speaks to him)

My uncle is the founder of truth. If he foresaw my future he would leave eternity and
commit suicide.

(To the audience.)

Nabukashir is from me. He was victorious from north to south and | enjoy my mantle of
cowardice and hatred.

(He screams.)
I inherited nothing but regret, tasting like an old meal hosting ancient civilizational

hysteria which causes me present Paralysis.
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(He shivers.)

Did we really make our history? Wonder...emptiness...lost in the turmoil of misery, and
finally we shall be at the mercy of idiots.

(Pointing to First Person sitting at the table.)

What is this? What is all of this? How is he given the right to deal with my present? | am
sick of your blind cheers and mottos that do not see any longer than your steps. All of
you are laughing at me. Laugh as you want. You will pay for that...

Itis my day. Thisis my chance
(He says it in pain)

but after what? After you absorbed my blood with your blue lips and | lost my being
because of your ugliness and the rapacity of your lips...

I’llrise...

No matter what happens...

(He shouts loudly)

I’ll take my revenge for everything.

For children’s innocence...for mother’s wailing... for father’s grief.

This will be the fate of everyone who undermines my humanity...

(He shouts, crying)

...because | am a human being and | have the right to live as a human being.
Great grandfathers, be with me. Inspire me with courage so | can pull out the roots of
this traitor...because | am alone, and all those around me are paralyzed, sitting in a
lake of despair and wreckage. All | have to do is to pull him out with a white scream
called freedom, fairness, and prosperity...and | hope that no one worse than he will

ride on my shoulders. But never mind, the important thing is to destroy him as he
destroyed my history and scattered my heritage to the wind.

I’ll get you because you are drunk off breathing people’s hopes. Die as you like, now
is the end of your journey and your ancient pride.

(He rises and drags First Person out of the chair and pulls him across the floor by his red
tie and offstage.)

(The lights go out for a moment and then come back.)
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(The table is tidy. There are the books, the papers, and the big ashtray.)
Emptiness.

END
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SHELTER DRILLS

By
Heather Raffo

Directed by:
Mohammed Azeez

Cast:
Ameer Satti, Ammar Ali,
Safaneh Thabit, Rana
Jasim

Heather RAFFO’s Off Broadway hit, 9 Parts of Desire detailing the lives of nine
Iraqi women received a Lucille Lortel Award and the Susan Smith Blackburn
and Marian Seldes-Garson Kanin playwriting awards. 9 Parts had
international productions/translations in Brazil, Greece, Sweden, Turkey,
Malta, France, India, Iraq, Egypt, Israel, Scotland, England and Canada.
Heather created a concert version of the play for The Kennedy Center with
renowned Iragi magam musician, Amir ElSaffar. She is currently developing a
libretto about the life of a US Marine who served in Fallujah for an opera
commissioned by the Annenberg Foundation and City Opera Vancouver.
Recent acting credits include the feature film Vino Veritas, Food and Fadwa,
(New York Theater Workshop), and In Darfur (The Public Theater, Delacourt).
She has taught and performed at universities and arts centers around the
world, engaging students about the politics and arts of Iraq and about her
own experience as an Iragi-American. She holds a BA in English from the
University of Michigan and an MFA in acting performance from the University
of San Diego and also studied at the Royal Academy of Dramatic Art in
London.

Represented by:

Antje Oegel

AO International

(773) 910-5691
aoegel@aoiagency.com
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SHELTER DRILLS

By

Heather Raffo

Cast:

in Iraq - Abu Safia — male, father late 30’s early 40’s
in America -Safia’s mom - female, mother late 30’s early 40°s

How do you grow a child?
A girl one? Or a boy one?

When a boy walked into an elementary school

carrying a bushmaster and two handguns -

he found himself in a first grade class, full of six year old girls and boys
and what he did in Sandy Hook can never leave my mind.

Last spring, a perfect spring day,

a baby bird fell from the date tree of my Amo’s back garden

cousin, Alyaa rushed to pick it from the ground

then the mother bird no bigger than a fist

attacked Alyaa screeching and diving into her body, over and over -

its pitch so high, so fierce - it was the Sandy Hook mother
rushing to pick her kids up from the school.

Her nine year old, Nate, came out alive

but she couldn’t find the six year old

she’d left constructing in his class — until

the morgue asked her to identify his body.

Bullets ripped him beyond recognition

then they ripped her beyond recognition.

And her nine year old, Nate?
How do we grow a boy child? A girl?

Mina says her mother is the reason she can fly.
Her family nearly broken

when her brother was kidnapped off the street
neighbor boys came shouting,

“there’s a woman in the car”

“boys are wearing masks - there- just there -”
Mina’s mother ran, searching for her son

only his books left on the street.

Waiting for a note, a demand for ransom -
they started collecting money, selling gold,
waiting for a call that never came.
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So if not money, then what?
The family frayed. Month after month.

When they were told he was found

in the kitchen of his friend - tied up, beaten, starved

in this kitchen where he’d eaten after school,

where this friend’s mother fed him as a son -

there was no why. No Sunni, no Shia, no why.

Only now, her brother home but broken

instead of holding tighter, Mina says, momma pushes her to fly.

How do we grow this boy?
This girl?

Dalia knows everything.

Top of her class.

Her parents moved house to find a corner of the country
they could raise her safe, give her

an education that is valuable.

But Dalia is smart,

too smart.

Her mind, a constant invention, dreaming in robotics.

An offer for internship in Beruit—

she even had an uncle there -her parents said no.

Another offer for her Masters in America -

another uncle there - her parents said no.

Opportunities follow Dalia wherever she goes, but she doesn’t go anywhere.
“And nothing is invented in Iraq” - she says -“not anymore.”

What is Dalia gonna do?

People will talk

uncles and aunts

the whole community

if she leaves Iraq

for one summer, one internship
the whole town will talk
un-marriageable.

It’s not her going,

it’s her returning, changed.

She would never be accepted
and her parents will have failed.

What is Dalia gonna do?
She’s already changed.

She keeps her head down,

at school, at work, both jobs

because if her brains or her words anger or instigate
all it takes is one word to ruin her.

As a girl, | mean.

Ruin her.
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Even at home, uncles -

it only takes an accusation -

her parents say

they trust her

but they’re gonna keep her home.

Michelle goes everywhere

the grocery store is like an amusement park

things taste good again

it would take a freight train to keep her from a football game
not even a decade underground could ruin her.

What’s Michele gonna do?

Does she even know yet?

Walking hand in hand with her best friend,

and re-learning how to drive

so nothing can stop her from going anywhere - ever - again.
Michelle says she knows she is meant for something more
than eleven years

chained in the basement of a Cleveland bus driver

raped and beaten so often she birthed five dead babies.

Eleven years ago, her mother labeled her a runaway, then walked away.
The community stopped looking
pulled down posters, with her picture.

How could they not know
the day she was kidnapped she was on her way to fight
for custody of her two year old boy?

Joey is now thirteen. Told his mother ran away.
Does Joey get to know, he’s what kept his mom alive?

Who grew this boy?
This girl?

When | think of who Malala is,

| think of who her parents are.

Pushing her to be herself

in a place so unlike herself.

Her life in their brave hands countless times -

until the same bullet ripped her father open with regrets.

Shouldn’t they have kept her safe? Held her back? Curbed her dreams?

Or did they find there was no earthly way to keep a child from who they are?

How do | grow my child?

My girl one? And my boy one?

The girl one whom authority cannot touch.

The boy one so sweet, when he says he is sorry he has to stroke your cheek.

It’s the first day of school
and my girl is four

off in her uniform

feeling tall.

And she is
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the tallest in her class.

Who is this girl

towering this way

hitting life at a powerful stride
demanding to be understood?

She pushes me between possibility and protection.
Forcing me to wrestle down

the violence of the world

when I’m looking at the drive in her eyes.

On her first day of school

already she is talking about how the world’s unfair and why-
“When am | gonna be a teenager?” this 4 year old asks me -
“Even Dora goes everywhere alone.”

| don’t know what to say.

And this girl of mine adds that to her diary of life’s injustices
things she is ready for but cannot have

to run where we cannot see her

swim in the deep end

cross a city street alone.

And | want to explain, explode my arms around her -
And | want to keep her diary until she’s old enough to write -

like Malala, her list of what was taken

her innate knowledge of what was possible

not even an attempt to shoot the brains out of her head
could make her forget who she was.

Or Michelle, carrying a decade of drawings made in that Cleveland house
so the son she was ripped from
would know, past doubt that he was loved.

Or, Francine, now a Sandy Hook mother
her former self a shadow to the figure
who stands in the president’s shoes
demanding we face up to our violence.

What if every Iragi mother were given a chance
to speak about their children?

There is not one street in Iraq

without a Sandy Hook mother. Or more.

How carefully Umm Abbas, now flooded with work,
washes the bodies of the dead.

Beginning on the right side, then the left

washing each three times

first camphor, then musk, then wrapping the kufn.

It takes over an hour to help each pass to the afterlife.

Each time | wrap my daughter in my arms
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| think of all the hours it takes to help her pass through life.

From far under her blanket Safia whispers

“this is a Security Drill mommy, come in quick.”

My four year old. Learning to hide in the corner

of her classroom with the lights off.

“Shhh” she says magically, “can’t let anyone outside hear you.”
They’re teaching silence now

incase killers come to school.

| wondetr, is survival silent?

| keep hearing the mother bird in my Amo’s date garden

shrieking and diving into my cousin Alyaa’s body (over and over)

as she tries to help the fledgling find her flight.

As a mother | would do the same. It’s biological. Not brave.

The mother bird attacks so hard, Alyaa drops the fledgling from her hands-

and then | watch my Safia

step into the real situation:

the cat we didn’t see, ready to eat

or like they do, ready just to kill for fun

it’s concentration fierce, its claws expanding -
and my daughter

diving under bushes in pursuit,

in places so small | cannot reach -

Safia puts her whole body between this cat, this bird
and begins to reason with the cat
demanding the baby bird deserves to live.

| watch fiercely, then give her space.
You don’t need to teach a bird to fly.

END
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HOW ABOUT THESE FIRES...?!
By
David Kranes

Director:
Carol MacVey

Cast:

The Comic: Brooke LeWarne
The Choreographer:
Duane Holland
The Dancer: Jeremy Blair

As artistic director of Robert Redford’s Sundance Playwrights Lab for 14
years, David KRANES served as dramaturg and mentor for many
celebrated works in American theatre, including Pulitzer Prize winners
Angels In America (Tony Kushner) and The Kentucky Cycle (Robert
Schenkkan); he has worked with renown playwrights Donald Marguiles,
Milcha Sanchez Scott, and Philip Gotanda, actors Kathy Bates, John
Malkovich, and J.T. Walsh, and theatre artist Julie Taymor. A widely
anthologized short-story writer, Kranes has received a Pushcart Prize,
the Utah Governor’s Award in the Arts, the CBS Playwrights Award, the
National Repertory Play Contest, and the Wrangler Award for Best Short
Story Collection for Low Tide In The Desert. His plays have been
produced at the Manhattan Theatre Club, Actors Theatre of Louisville,
the Mark Taper Forum and other theatres. An award-winning teacher,
David has taught at the University of Utah and has led writing
workshops throughout the U.S. and Europe. A graduate of the Yale
School of Drama, he is co-founder of the Sawtooth Writers Conference.

Represented by:

Robert Freedman

Robert Freedman Agency
1502 Broadway, Ste 2310
New York City, NY 10036.
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HOW ABOUT THESE FIRES...?!

By

David Kranes

CHARACTERS
THE COMIC A STAND-UP COMIC, late 30s
THE CHOREOGRAPHER A CHOREOGRAPHER, late 30s
THE DANCER A DANCER, early 20s
PLACE

A COMEDY CLUB STAGE AND A DANCE REHEARSAL ROOM.

TIME

NOW.....AND, HOPEFULLY, TOMORROW

AT THE CURTAIN: MUSIC: LOW AND IN THE
BACKGROUND: CHARLES IVES—
PIANO SONATA #2, 15 MOVEMENT.
WE HEAR IT, BUTIT, IN NO WAY,
UPSTAGES THE ACTION.

LIGHTS; IN A LOW “REHEARSAL” LIGHT -STAGE
RIGHT—WE SEE THE CHOREOGRAPHER
WATCHING THE DANCER MOVE.
ABOUT 30 SECONDS INTO THIS
MOVEMENT/ WATCHING, THERE IS AN
ALMOST FRIGHENING LIGHTENING-
FLASH OF LIGHT AT THE BACK OF THE
WHOLE STAGE. THE EFFECT IS NOT
UNLIKE A DISTURBINGLY CLOSE STRIKE
OF LIGHTNING. NOTE: THIS EFFECT WILL
BE REPEATED THROUGHOUT THE PLAY
AND BE REFERENCED SIMPLY AS
LIGHTNING FLASH.

THE DANCER’S REHEARSAL AND
CHOREOGRAPHER’S OVERSEEING
GOES ON FOR ANOTHER 20-30
SECONDS AFTER THE FLASH.
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CHOREOGRAPHER
(watching and coaching her Dancer) ...Pay attention to the falling; it’s all
about the falling—how you fall; how your break the fall. ...Break the falling
down. Into moments. Into pieces. Please--! No. No-no-no-no. You're
acquiescing too much to gravity. You mustn’t-- Gravity’s always there; that’s
a given; but you can’t.... Stop! ....Stop. Look at me. Watch me

THE CHOREOGRAPHER
DEMONSTRATES.

Do you see what I’'m saying? What I’m working toward? You fall — that’s
gravity. But you don’tfall. You recover. Your heart sinks. You weep. That’s
instinctive. In your worst imaginings, you are pressed against the ground—
warped wasted flesh without anatomy. But that—what feels to be unvolitional is
not unvolitional. Do you understand what--? | worry that I’m being too
abstract; I’m being too abstract — aren’t1? I’m sorry. | need to find—what is it
that any of us need to find?-- the language. The language. Which needs to
move more. A language which moves is necessary to a body that moves. Any
body which moves. | need to be more kinetic.

LIGHTS: IN A FIERCE SPOT AT A MIC STAGE
RIGHT, THE COMIC STANDS—
SQINTING OUT AT THE AUDIENCE
HOPEFULLY.

ANOTHER LIGHTNING FLASH—NO
ACCOMPANYING SOUND.

COMIC
....How about these fires?! | mean: are these fires, or....what else can | say?:
fires?! These are fires—right. Whooo! You ever seen fires like these? Imagined
...fires like these? | mean these are mega-fires. We’re talking -| mean, we’re
talking combustion here--serious combustion. Right? Major! Combustion! You
can get—seriously; this is true—you can get seriously sunburned....just stepping
outside in a jumpsuit. (repeating it for those who appear not to have gotten it)
...Just stepping outside in a jumpsuit. My house—this is true—started to burn. |
called the fire-department; they asked, “How do we get there?” | said, “Don’t
you still drive those big red trucks?” These fires are fires! Talk about being given
the third-degree. | mean, you know you’re talking fires when all of the burn units
are-- You know: set a man on fire, and he’ll sweat the rest of his life. What does
a firefighter name his first-born son? Hose-A! What does he name his second
son? Hose-B!

LIGHTNING FLASH.

THE DANCER BEGINS TO HALF-WALK,
HALF-DANCE HER WAY FROM THE
AREA OF REHEARSAL LIGHT SHE’S
BEEN IN TO THE GLARING SPOTLIGHT
WHICH THE COMIC STANDS IN. HER
ATTENTION IS PRIMARILY FOCUSED
ON HIM.
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CHOREOGRAPHER
Was | being too abstract? When | say fall-- When | say recovery—When | say
move, don’t move-- When | say gravity. (of her stage crossing) Where are you
going? ...If | say East, move East, move West...can you follow--? When | say
follow-- When | tell you, “All dance is transgression....coupled with grace,”...do
the words--? Can your body--? Do you feel--?

LIGHTNING FLASH
CcoMmIC
(back to his previous observation): | mean: you know that you’re talking fires
when all of the burn units are-- You know what | worry about—with all these
fires?—and fire victims? The graft! I’m sorry. | couldn’t resist. Well, | could resist,
but | couldn’t resist—you know what I’m saying? “No.” ...Okay; no; “no;” no’s
fine; no’s not a problem.
DANCER
(almost to him—at the edge of his fierce spot which has grown larger)
How do you think we’re doing?
CcoMmIC
(he does a take at her interrupting of his routine. There will be some
conflict for him...between having a more intimate one-on-one with her
and continuing his routine to the Comedy Store crowd)
Well, | thought | was.... How we’re doing.... Us.

DANCER
Us.
COoMIC
Well.... | suppose-- | don’t know; you tell me. You’re here; you’re init. We’re
doing, | guess, what we’re doing. We’re doing what we can.
DANCER
“What we can”?
COMIC

What we can. We’re....out here. We’re...in the midst of things. We’re trying.
LIGHTNING FLASH

DANCER
I’m not sure, really, that |—

COMIC
We’re making the effort! We. Us. | mean, c’mon: open your eyes....roll to the
left, roll to the right; stand up; sit down; fight-fight-fight. I’m sorry; what exactly
are you asking?! (more irritation) We’re making the effort. We open our eyes.
We throw the covers off. We stand. We plant our feet.

DANCER
Are we together?
COMIC
Are we together?
DANCER
As partners.
COoMIC
Jesus—| hate that word. (making a big, flourish thing of it) “Partners!”
DANCER

| worry about us surviving. Do you worry about surviving?
LIGHTNING FLASH
COMIC
(indifferent to flash) With this crowd? You bet! (out to audience) Just kidding.
(out) And...thanks for your patience. I’ll be back with you in just a minute.
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DANCER
“We plant our feet?” You said that—a minute ago—"“We plant our feet.”

COoMIC
C’mon: You’re a dancer. It’s like a...thermodynamics-whatever law for you.
Martha Graham or whoever’s 1st law of....Contemporary Dance: We plant our
feet.

DANCER
And do--?
COoMIC
What?
DANCER
Exactly. —-“We plant our feet?”
COMIC
We plant our feet: It’s a figure of speech. ...Or not. Figure of something.
DANCER

(possibly indicating the audience)
| think the point I’'m trying to make...the question | was trying to ask when | came
over to you—broke the stage convention and came over to you and asked, ,
“How are we doing?” was, first-of-all, us. How are we doing? You and |. But
then, beyond that - not just that. Because.... (she acknowledges the audience)
People are gathered. That’simportant. People with lives. And who have
made choices. People who have given up their time.

CcoMmIC
So.... I'msorry; I'm just....trying to.... clarify things here: Am | being lectured to?
DANCER
(hoping to explain herself) | have a teacher.
COMIC
You have a teacher.
DANCER

| have a teacher.
LIGHTNING FLASH

| have a person who knows the weight of my body and of my art....and tries to
guide--tries to be a light for me. Tries to be a light because she understands—

CHOREOGRAPHER

(from across the stage - to the Dancer)

Weight is everything.

DANCER
People are gathered.

CHOREOGRAPHER
Weight is everything, | think. Weight and its absence. The weight; the wait; the
waiting. ...not-waiting. Acting. Not acting. Dancing. Not.

THE COMIC EMITS A KIND OF SNORT-

GUFFAW.
DANCER
Is that funny? My teacher? What she said?
COMIC
| certainly hope not.
DANCER
Because--?
COMIC

Because: if it’s funny, I’m in trouble. Because I’m the funny one.
LIGHTNING FLASH
In the....family. So to speak. Or not. The pointis: I’m the one who goes out and
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says stupid things and embarrasses himself. Because—in the balance—
someone has to do that.

PAUSE
DANCER
... have a question.
COMIC
Fire away.
LIGHTNING FLASH
Sorry. -- Shoot.
DANCER
Please.
BEAT
Do you believe in our marriage?
COMIC
Whoa! Do--? Dol.....?
DANCER
| don’t want you to--!! Don’t complicate it! Do you believe in our marriage?!
CoMmIC
| don’t....see that the point is to-believe or not-believe... | don’t....
DANCER
(bearing down) Do you believe in the light?!
COoMIC
(deep breath. referencing what he stands in) Hey: | depend on the light.
DANCER
Is that good?
comiIC

“Good”?—Good? | don’t know. It’s the reality. It’s our reality. You depend on
the light.
DANCER
So....
coMmiIC
So--! (out to audience) Oh-oh! Watch out! I’min trouble here.
LIGHTNING FLASH

DANCER
When does the light become the fire?

COMIC
When....?

DANCER

When does the light become the fire?
BEAT

COMIC
(in spot—out to his audience)
How about these fires--huh?
CHOREOGRAPHER
(recapturing Dancer’s attention and moving her back to their shared
space)
Gravity-gravity-gravity! There is no leap-of-faith....ever made without it.
(fiercely) We do not want--! We do not want to fall!
THE DANCER RETURNING TO THE
REHEARSAL-LIGHTED SPACE WHICH
SHE SHARES WITH THE
CHOREOGRAPHER—TRIPS (ON....7?)
AND LUNGES FORWARD.
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THE INSTINCT OF THE
CHOREOGRAPHER IS TO MOVE AND
CATCH HER. BUT SHE DOESN’T.

THE DANCER RECOVERS. SHE MOVES
INTO THEIR SPACE AND STANDS READY
- WITH GRACE AND BRAVERY.
CcoMmIC
(resuming and rewinding his “fires” routine)
| mean: are these fires, or....what else can | say?: fires?! These are fires—right.
Whooo! You ever seen fires like these? Imagined ....fires like these? | mean
these are mega-fires. We’re talking -| mean, we’re talking combustion here—
COMIC (cont.)
serious combustion. Right? Major! Combustion! You can get—seriously; this is
true—you can get seriously sunburned....just stepping outside in a jumpsuit.
(repeating it for those who appear not to have gotten it) ...Just stepping outside
in a jumpsuit.
LIGHTNING
FLASH.
COMIC
My house—this is true—started to burn. | called the fire-department; they asked,
“How do we get there?” | said, “Don’t you still drive those big red trucks?”
These are fires! Talk about being given the third-degree!
CHOREOGRAPHER.
All right: try this: Climb through the sky.
THE DANCER ATTEMPTS TO FULFILL THE
INSTRUCTION.
Not the clouds....not the atmosphere. The sky. ...And it’s a climb. Not a
stretch. Not a vault.
THE DANCER ATTEMPTS.... ATTEMPTS.
Darling: A climb. Here. Watch me.
THE CHOREOGRAPHER ATTEMPTS TO
GIVE THE KINETIC SENSE OF THE MOVE
SHE’S AFTER.

COMIC
(cued by the Choreographer’s “Watch me” above)
I mean, you know you’re talking fires when all of the burn units are-- You know:
set a man on fire and he’ll sweat the rest of his life. What does a firefighter
name his first-born son? Hose-A! What does he name his second born son?
Hose-B!
LIGHTNING FLASH.
CHOREOGRAPHER.
...Climb. ...Lift yourself out of-- ...(fiercely) You are a body—yes! Yes! Yes! You
are a body! But you are never--! You are never a body-only!
SHE DEMONSTRATES AN AMAZING
MOVE SOMETHING IT’S HARD TO
IMAGINE A BODY’S CAPABLE OF.

THE DANCER HAS SEEN. THE COMIC
HAS INSTICTIVELY TURNED, LOOKED
OVER AND, AS WELL, TAKEN THE MOVE
IN.
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BOTH ARE STUNNED....HUMBLED.

THE CHOREOGRAPHER STANDS:
ERECT....PROUD....BUT SHAKING.

DANCER
You are brave.
CHOREOGRAPHER
| am willful. 1 am angry. | am a person who hopes.
DANCER
| understand, now, what you mean by climb.
CHOREOGRAPHER
Good.
DANCER
Thank you.

ANOTHER BURST OF LIGHT—BUT NOT
THE THREATENING LIGHTNING SORT.
MORE OF A STAR-BURST.

COoMIC
(as he gives these lines, the microphone amplification fades and dies.
His last words are, perhaps, inaudible.)

(back to his earlier observation): | mean: you
know that you’re talking fires when all of the burn units are-- You know what |
worry about—with all these fires?—and fire victims? The graft! I’'m sorry. |
couldn’tresist. Well, | could resist, but | couldn’t resist—you know what I’'m
saying? “No.” ...Okay; no; “no;” no’s fine; no’s not a problem.

HE COMIC LOOKS OUT AT THE
“AUDIENCE.” LONG LOOK. THE
“READING” ON HIS FACE—REFLECTS, IF
POSSIBLE, THAT WHAT HE SEES IS: A
TOTALLY EMPTY AUDITORIUM.

HE CHARLES IVES PIANO CONCERTO
#2 (15 MOVEMENT) RISES AND FALLS

(IN VOLUME)
ANOTHER STARBURST.
DANCER
(clear as a bell)
Thank you.
BLACKOUT
CURTAIN
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THE BIRD BREEDERS3
By
Sarem Dakhel

Director:
Mohammed Azeez

Cast:
Razzaq: Ameer Satti
Police officer: Ammar Ali

Sarem DAKHEL is a playwright and director born in Baghdad in 1963. He
holds a PhD in theatre direction. Among other accomplishments, he
has directed Tennessee Wiliams' | Can't Imagine Tomorrow, Samuel
Beckett’s Waiting for Godot, Seneca's Oedipus, and Jose Triana's Night
of the Assassins.

3 The version of THE BIRD BREEDER that will be performed (with dramaturgy by Mohammed
Azeez) differs significantly from the text of the commissioned play.
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The Bird Breeder

By
Sarem Dakhel

(Translated by Nadia Fayidh Mohammed and David Kranes)

Characters:

Razzaq, the bird-breeder
Police officer

Teacher

The play revolves around a popular hero who remains steadfast through war,
embargo, and intellectual persecution; he continues to resist the oppressive
authorities, using his simple means, represented by the birds. In spite of the
continuous conflict between the protagonist, Razzaq, and the authorities,
represented by the police officer, Razzaq stands firm until the end.

The play ends with hope, represented by the child carrying a white pigeon.
Scene one

The stage is dark. Razzaq stands center stage with his back turned to the
audience, singing slowly and sadly a popular song. To his right, a spotlight in
which a police officer stands.

Police officer (interrupting Razzaq):
Aren’t you afraid?
Razzaq (continuing singing):
Aman...Aman...Aman“...
Police officer:
Are you defying the government?
Razzaq (still singing):
Ya lall, ya lail, ya lail....
Police officer:

Listen, don’t play the fool... we have evidence enough to
send you back to hell...you’re a capitalist, imperialist conspirator
against our great republic.

Razzaq (still singing):
Ya ein...ya ein...ya ein..
Police officer:
Listen, you! Confess what you did without rambling.
Razzaq:
I’m bird-breeder ... | know birds...only birds.

Police officer:

What a confession! You have birds... you fly your

birds? And what color are your birds?

Razzaq:

White royal doves...
Police officer (interrupting):

4 A common word in Iragi magam (the system of melodic modes used in traditional Arabic
music).
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White pigeons, right?
Razzaq:
Sir, would | fly chickens? Of course they are pigeons.
Police officer:
So, you’re a peacemaker, ha. Thisis a
clear challenge to the united democratic socialist
republic. Confess, who are your partners? What
organization do you belong to?
Razzaq:
| have nothing to do with this
republic...democratic thing...sir, there is nothing
more beautiful than birds, flying in the skies over
Baghdad... they are angels flying around minarets,
churches....what is this peace thing you talk about?
Police officer:
He will be detained until the investigation is finished. Take him.
(to Razzaq)
| swear | will skin you, you filthy opportunist traitor...
Razzaq:
Dear Sir, Abu Ismail, | don’t care about myself, but
my poor birds, they need me...please Abu Ismail,
I’m ready to do whatever... you, the leader, or all
the people want...| curse all who conspire against
the republic, but please my birds, my poor birds.

Police officer:
The birds will be confiscated and you will stay in jail.

Scene two

Razzaq stands in the middle of the stage, clapping his hand and whistling to
birds in the sky, when the police officer enters, interrupting.
Razzaq (once the police officer is onstage):

Dear Abu Ismail, my birds now are red. No more
white birds, | swear on my honor, no more white
birds...
Police officer:
Leave your honor now man...what color are your birds now?

Razzaq (afraid):
Sir, red birds, yes, red...
Police officer:
Nice, a straight confession! Now we have them red!
You will see hell because of these reds.
Razzaq:
Sir, what’s going on here? Red birds are legal.
Police officer:
You filthy traitor, conspirator against our nation and Arab
identity.
Razzaq:
May God help me! | had white pigeons, and they
turned illegal, now | have red ones...
Police officer (interrupting):
You and your destructive thoughts,
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imported ideas...you have no place in this country.

Razzaq (aside):
Oh, | hope they won’t close the bird market! Dear
Abu Ismalil, you’re mistaken. | ...
Police officer:
Shut up, | swear on the honor of our nation, | will skin
you.
Razzaq:
Those people have no other business but Razzaq
and his birds.... Abu Ismail, dear sir...
Police officer:
Imperialist, socialist, infidel, you are the enemy of our
country and we have to eliminate you! Hang him from the
ceiling.
Scene three

Razzaq (his eyes are closed and there are traces of torture on his face):
It seems better to have mixed colors, one of every
kind... fy away, away, away, what birds! Away, away
(Razzaq’s gets louder while birds are flying away), what a life,
God! Fly away, away...
Police officer (stands silently in front of Razzaq)
Razzaq:
Do you see Abu Ismall, | have different colors, and
my birds have different colors now.
(Police officer remains silent)
Razzaq:
You know we don’t want you to be upset, Abu
Ismail. Take, (offering him cigarettes) have a foreign
cigarette. One inhale and you will be in another world.
Police officer (snatching the cigarette)
Brother Razzaq, our country is in danger. You should
rise and defend our country, like an honorable
citizen.
Razzaq:
What is going on now? Why you are being so nice
to me this time? And what is this “honorable citizen” and
“danger” thing? What about the birds? Did you see them?
Police officer (smoking and pondering)
When the country is in danger, all
citizens should defend it. All honorable
citizens should rise and fight for it.
Razzaq:
And you, Sir, consider me an honorable citizen?
Police officer:
Hey, the current situation isn’t a joking
matter. (throws the cigarette on the floor)
Razzaq:
| don’t have a country, mine is flying, there
between sky and earth.
Police officer:
Anyone who drinks the country’s water, or
eats from its trees should defend it.
Razzaq:

79



What country? | have no idea what you are talking
about. | don’t have a country. My mother gave
birth to me in this house, | grew up in it, and | know
nothing but playing with birds.
Police officer:
Brother Razzaq, the country means fraternity,
tolerance, and working together for better tomorrow.
Razzaq:
A country which arrests me, and takes away my
birds? A country where you slaughtered my birds in front of
my eyes? What is a country who fears birds? A country
without birds is no country at all.
Police officer:
That was in the past, a different phase in history, we
had to go through it, and now we should forget it. We should
worry about the present and now the country needs you to
defend it. You have to join the front, we need troops, we
have to rise to this duty.
Razzaq:
What if | don’t go and fight?
Police officer:
Well, then, | will turn your life to a living hell, a total
darkness! You will dream of light but never be able to see it,
you filthy traitor who used birds to spy on the country, and
inform the enemies.
Razzaq:
Now this is the real face of the country, not the nice
words about being an honorable citizen!!
Police officer (interrupting)
Hang him from the ceiling fan.
Razzaq:
Wait, wait, | will go, | will defend the country.
Police officer:
Now, this is good.
Razzaq:
But when | go to the front to defend the country, |
will take my birds with me.
Police officer:
Let the whole world know that we rush into
defending the country, and fight for the nation and its honor,
even the pigeons of the country are fighting for its safety.
Razzaq:
(Aside) What nonsense! This policeman talks like the
radio, with many channels. (To the police officer) Dear Abu
Ismail, why would | defend the country?
Police officer:
Take him and stop his nonsense.

Scene four

Military front, sand sacks arranged and boxes of ammunition. Some military
pieces spread here and there.

Razzaq:
What the heck! Why did we leave Baghdad and
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the bird market? “Fasten the bolt, loosen the bolt, do this and
do that.” Ah, where is the enemy, where is this country?

Teacher:
Why you are here, Razzaq?
Razzaq:
Who is that? Familiar voice...
Teacher:
Why you are here?
Razzaq:
Who are you?
Teacher:
You don’t recognize me? You bird guy, out!!!

Razzaq:

Oh, dear Master Ali (hugging him) what happened

to you? Why you are here? Dear Master.
Teacher:
Fear.

Razzaq:

Fear...that is strange for a teacher! What happened

to all that talk about freedom, and going to prison?

Teacher:

You still remember? It’s different now. Now you have

to kiss butt to keep your head.
Razzaq:
Why have you changed? Where is my teacher?

Teacher:

You have to stay alive. Whatever is the price. It’s just

a change of strategy for the larger cause!
Razzaq:

Which cause? From a teacher, who is supposed to

be a godsent prophets, to a servant, following orders?

Teacher:

You understand nothing, you ignorant man. You
think struggle comes only with big words and demonstrations.

(At this moment, a bell rings and the teacher immediately runs to polish boots, a
second bell rings and the teacher runs carrying a tray, a third bell rings and the
teacher runs carrying clothes, then another bell rings, but this time Razzaq holds
him back, preventing him from moving; the teacher falls crawling on the floor
while the bell ringing gets louder.)
Razzaq (standing):

How long we are staying? Struggling?
Teacher (crawling):

Either victory or martyrdom!

Razzaq:
What does that mean?
Teacher:
Either you die or you die. (still crawling)
Razzaq:
What if | leave and go home?
Teacher:

They will arrest you and torture you with your birds.

5 Areference to famous verses by poet laureate Ahmed Shawqi who in one of his poems
compared teachers to god-sent prophets.
81



Razzaq:
Still better than what | have now. There |
will strive on my own, | am a striver in my own way!
Before | die, | will ask them for some water, say hi to
my birds, smoke a cigarette and blow smoke out in
Abu Ismail’s face; then | will die....better than dying
here alone...one shot and it’s over.
Teacher:
Staying here means we still defend our cause and the rights
of the oppressed.
Razzaq (interrupting):
Stop, stop this nonsense! | have heard this a lot and
it gives me a headache. Dear teacher, say something | can
understand. What is this cause? Who are the oppressed? |
swear | don’t know what you are talking about.

Teacher:
You have to have a cause to defend, a goal you live for, so
that you can see our country free and beautiful.
Razzaq:
| know nothing but birds.
Teacher:
If you’d just let go of your birds, you would’ve been
a better man! You have to change your life; it can’t be birds
only. We live in difficult times.
Razzaq:
What do you mean difficult? Do you need money?
Teacher:
You have to forget about the birds.
Razzaq:
| can’t live without my birds. Do you remember
when you used to tell us that we should use everything we
have for the cause? You made me have white birds, and | go
into trouble; then | had red birds and again | was in trouble.
What is the problem with white and red birds? Why are the
police afraid of the birds?
Teacher:
Birds are symbol of freedom from oppression, and if we go
back to....
Razzaq:

Oh God, | have spent half of my life listening to this nonsense
and the other half in the police station! | always wanted to understand
your words, but | always fail. Why do you speak big words to me?
Words that | don’t get? Talk to me like | talk to you...(slence) why are
the police afraid of the birds?

Teacher:
| have no idea.

Razzaq:

Good...I will tell you why. The police can’t fly like

birds, and they think birds bring trouble to the police station,
but then their owners do not pay good money to the
policemen.

Teacher:

You should have a clear goal in life... you should

have a goal for the country and the people.

Razzaq:
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Enough with this “country” thing, please! They talk
about the country and you talk about the country, do have
even one inch in this country?
Teacher:
Itis a sacred duty to defend our country.
Razzaq:
How about the country makes a sacrifice for my sake for
once? When | used to climb up to the roof to look after the
birds, | saw many love stories among young people; | used to
see bright colors as if | was in a spring garden: red, yellow,
white, blue, and nice smells... jumping from one roof to
another. Then, the bright colors disappeared; dark clouds
covered the skies, the gardens became funerals of sadness;
my birds hovered in alien skies. When they came back to the
roof, their eyes were full of sorrow and blood....
(At this moment , the place is bombed and sounds of shooting and explosions
grow louder. A spotlight in the middle of the stage shows Razzaq on a roof near
his pigeon houses.)

Razzaq:
The poor man was killed. Shhhh, they will hear me...the poor
man was killed for the country...Shhhh the country will hear
me....Shhhh.
(Razzaq falls to the ground in a hysterical fit, then rises and starts moving in
circles imitating the flying of birds.)

Police officer:
Where are the birds?
(Razzaq continues his movement)
Police officer (joining him in his movement but in the opposite direction)
Where are your birds?
Razzaq (still moving)
There. (pointing to the sky)
Police officer (looking toward the sky)
Where? There is nothing there.
Razzaq:
Look closely.
Police officer:
You stupid bird-guy! Confess, where are your birds?
Razzaq:
Up there in the skies.
Police officer:
What sky you idiot?! There is nothing. You are
accused of wasting public funds and ruining the national
economy. Our country suffers embargo while you feed your
birds with precious grains. You are the reason why women,
children, and old people die of starvation.
Razzaq:
My birds were starving too.
Police officer:
Why did not you sell them?
Razzaq:
My birds are my children, how can | sell them?! They
had no food; they kept looking at my empty hands, then
they flew away and disappeared up there, in the sky, and
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never came down again.

Police officer:

| don’t believe this. Bring the birds! Confess, you have ruined

the national economy.

Razzaq:

Every day you bring me new accusations.
Police officer:

He was arrested for committing the crime; we are
still looking for the tool he used to commit it.

(Razzaq leaves the stage singing, followed by the policeman, sounds of military
airplanes and bombing.)

Razzaq:
Now what you have!! It’s a time of democracy and freedom
and anyone can do whatever he wants.
Police officer:
Dear brother, birds distract you from the right path,
the path to God and salvation.
Razzaq
Birds were the guides of Noah, peace be upon him.
They saved humanity from the floods. They can’t take me to
hell, they are love and peace.
Police officer:
We live under an invasion, what is the love and
peace you babble about? We should....
Razzaq:
What invasion? Nonsense!! | always said that
America is the enemy of the people, but you threw me in
prison.
Police officer:
You used to talk politics! And meddle in government business.

Razzaq:
Only when | get drunk do | talk about palitics, but
when | am sober, | have nothing to do with anything. Now |
am more than sober.
Police officer:
You should repent all your sins. | will send you to heaven.

Razzaq:

| have no sins to repent. The birds are my heaven.
Police officer :

They distract you from the right path to God, they take you to hell.

Razzaq:

These are not birds. They are the spirits of all the
young people who never came back . They are the birds of
heaven, the young people we lost on the front and in prison.

Look at them: their eyes sparkle; their feathers soft.
Police officer:
No, no, no, God no, | don’t want to.

Razzaq:

Birds are peaceful, they are God’s creatures.
Police officer:

We are occupied and you talk about a peaceful spirit.
Razzaq:

The invader fears the birds just like you. | will never
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leave my birds. My birds will continue flying in the skies over
Baghdad from Karkh to Rusafa, from Adhmya to Kadhumya.
Police officer:
You have one last chance to repent your sins.
Leave the birds in this life and | will give you more of different
colors in paradise. All you have to do is, on Friday, amid the
crowds at the bird market, announce your repentance and
leave this life for heaven.
Razzaq:

Brother, Abu Ismail, are you now an entrepreneur of
heaven, sending people there as you wish?! All my sins won’t
matter since | won’t hurt anyone and then ask the forgiveness

of God! God is merciful and knows what is in our hearts.
Search for someone else with only half a brain to tell him
about your heaven!

The Police officer now moves in every direction, while Razzaq sings a ritual song.
His movements call to mind dervishes in Dhikr rituals. The Police officer tries to
interrupt this ritual and Razzaq’s humming but the sounds of drums get louder to
reach the climax of transcendental mysticism, and Razzaq dances like a bird
flying in circles. Then suddenly the sound of an explosion, Razzaq thrown on the
floor surrounded by slaughtered birds.

The play ends with a child entering the stage carrying a white pigeon.

END
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ALSO COMMISSIONED FOR BOOK WINGS IRAQ

COURAGE

By

Amir Al-Azraki

Born in Basra, Amir AL-AZRAKI received his BA in English from the
University of Basra, his MA in English literature from Baghdad University
and his PhD in Theatre Studies from York University in Toronto, Canada.
During the first years of the Iraq War (2003-2006), Al-Azraki, in addition
to teaching English drama at the University of Basra, worked as a fixer
and translator for various international news outlets such as The Dallas
Morning News and Al Mirbad TV and Radio, run by the BBC World
Service Trust. While completing his dissertation, “Clash of the
Barbarians: The Representation of Political Violence in Contemporary
Plays About Iraq,” he taught modern and Western Drama at York
University and continued to develop “Transforming the Learning
Environment Through Forum Theatre: Developing a Basra University
Model,” a collaboration between the University of Basra, the Central
School of Speech and Drama, and the University of London. Also a
performer and playwright, Al-Azraki has presented talks and papers at
F.0.0.T., Performing Back: A Conference on Post-Colonial Theatre, TCG
National Conference, and the Joiner Center for the Study of War and
Social Consequences, UMass. Among his plays are: Waiting for
Gilgamesh: Scenes from Iraq, Stuck, Notorious Women, Lysistrata in
Iraq, The Land, Home Woes, and Judgment Day.
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Courage: A Monologue on Bullshit

By

Amir Al-Azraki

(“Here is Iraq.” A Poem by Abdul Rahman Bin Musa’d)

(The character’s monologue is accompanied by music throughout the play. A
man, heavily bearded and wearing rags, storms onto the stage pursued by the
annoying voices of children.)

Man (angrily addressing the children’s voices):

DAMN YOU!! BASTARDS! | AM A HUMAN BEING, YOU PIECE OF DIRT! WHY ARE
YOU CHASING ME?! WHY?! (Voices continuing) GO TO HELL! (Voices fade out.
To the audience) Do you think I’'m crazy?! Ha?! No, I’'m not! (He takes a bag of
food from his pocket and eats. Voices return again) DAMN YOU! LEAVE ME
ALONE! (He runs towards the voices and they fade out. He looks at the
audience) Those are your children! Yes, your children are following me wherever

I go.
(Silence, then Music)

In the womb...in the darkness of my miserable luck ...at the start of my
miserable life...| was listening to the sounds of bombardment, mingled with the
cries of the begetters of violence... | was listening to their prayers, praying to
Allah to protect them from the wrath of the enemy...They were sincere and
serious in their prayers, as if they were talking to Batman, asking Him for help, but
Batman did not show up! Oh what a pathetic creature is a man! (He eats)

Then, | came into life...surrounded by smiling giants, happy for bringing me into
a meaningless existence... into a war-torn land...Oh! 1980...hahah (Music. He
sings “Ana Jundi Arabi”®)

| am an Arab soldier, carrying my gun

To defend my Arab homeland, until the job is done.
My president expects me to help preserve his life
So he can terrorize us with his sharp and brutal knife

They were kiling each other like beasts...destroying the palm trees and the
beautiful fields...mauling and tearing each other with their savage guns and
weapons... God damn them all! To Hell with them! Both sides, they were praying

6 “Ana Jundi Arabi” (“I am an Arab Soldier” is a patriotic/nationalistic song taught to
children in school.
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to the same God, asking Him for victory, and yet God didn’t respond.

What a lovely war! Two screwed-up people didn’t get along with each other,
and milions had to pay for their arrogance. Is this because we are cowards!
No, we are not! We’re brave soldiers, our homeland needs us... We should
sacrifice our lives for our land, to keep our dictators in power and sustain
oppression?

(Patriotic Music. Man addresses the audience like a national leader to a crowd)

My lovely sheep, our enemies are planning to destroy us, but we shall not yield
because... NO to imperialism, NO to Zionism, imperialism Zionism imperialism
Zionism America Israel Zionism imperialism justice (he keeps repeating the same
words) No victory except from Allah the Aimighty.

(To the audience) Why don’t you applaud? You used to applaud for him,
didn’t you?

It’s all nonsense. | grew up hearing stories about Arab chivalry. (The audience)
You must be proud of your origins...yes...be proud of your civilization and
heritage. We were the pioneers of chemistry, mathematics, medicine... Our
history is eight thousand years old. Our land is the cradle of civilization...yet our
destiny is not in our hands. Dictator after dictator, liar after liar, nonsense after
nonsense, and we’re still cheering for them. (He imitates the cheering of the
tribal leaders) Hypocrites!! Cowards! Look at us now! What do you see? We live
in the most corrupt country in the world! Failed State Number Two, after Somalia.
No services, no human rights, no nothing! “Woe to the land that’s governed by
a child”.

(Ironically) Oh no, it’s not us, it’s the Americans! They invaded our land and
destroyed our country! Yes, but they toppled the swine... None of us could do
that, not in a hundred years. We blame others for our ills and problems. Who’s in
charge now? Iragis or Americans? Oh yes, they are puppets! What can you do
about that, ha? Tell me, what can you do? I'm gonna tell you: we
criticize...that’s all we can do. Talk and talk, until another gang of crooks take
over. It takes courage for the good people to step in and change. We don’t
have that courage, so we condemn the Americans for the corruption in our
country. We blame the Americans for the conflict in our society. We blame the
Americans for the division among us. We condemn the Americans for the
violence and terrorism we perpetuate... Who are the real terrorists? Ha? Can
anyone tell me? (He sings)

The East and the West The fragments of this country
Fallujah and the nest North and East and West

Will never be united Will never be united

With Basra and the rest With Basra and the rest

United Iraq is an illusion Iraq united is a dream

Created by a delusion A foolish politician’s scheme

For good or for confusion | ask whatever will it take

Let’s reach a conclusion: To force the dreamers to awake?
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The East is the East

And the West is the West
To unite is futile

Unless the crocodile

Be punished in the chest

(Music)

(Sadly) They killed her. The bastards kiled my wife... So beautiful and childlike.
She was a teacher, and all the men in the school were hitting on her. | got so
jealous, but she always soothed my anger saying, “l love only one man in my
life, and that’s you”... One day | was waiting for her at home... It was getting
dark. She didn’t show up. | called her but she didn’t pick up. | was so worried. |
called the police, and we went out searching everywhere, in the school, in the
hospital, everywhere. After that, my cell phone rang. “Hello, what? Who are
you? Why? Yes, She’s Shiite so what? But she’s my wife! I’'m Sunni! What? Is she
OK? (pause) Impossible! How much? But | don’t have such money. Please...I’'m
Sunni. Doesn’t that count for anything at all? OK OK let me talk to her please!
Hello Muna! My sweetheart! Did they hurt you baby? Please don’t cry! | will...
Don’t worry baby...hello...hello... Muna!” Thirty thousand dollars! That was too
much money. | called my friends and all my family and asked them for help.
After three days of desperate struggle, | got the money. “Hello...Yes Sir...Yes. |
got thirty thousand dollars. Where is she now? | want talk to her please. What?
OK. OK. Thank you Sir. | will be there. Thank you Sir. | really appreciate your
cooperation”. | went to an abandoned place in the middle of nowhere. Two
huge gunmen were walking towards me. | gave them the money and they told
me to go to another place to take my wife back. | was panicking, driving like a
madman. | arrived at the place. It was dark, but | managed to recognize a
body lying face down on a garbage dump. It was her. (Crying) Dead! And
raped! Her chest was bleeding, but her eyes were open. The image of her face
is still haunting my nightmares... so painful. (loudly) Muna...come back to me
...come back! (Children’s voices return) NO, GO AWAY! (They fade out)

| tried to resume something like my normal life. But it seems impossible. She is
chasing me wherever | go, just like those bastards, teling me | am a coward,
and asking me to revenge.

| remember she used to like how | played music for her. I’'m a musician, by the
way. Yes, | am a musician. | play the lute (He imagines playing the lute, while the
sound of a lute sound is heard) and | sing (he sings). You don’t believe this. But
it’s true. | was a well-known artist. | was.

One day | got an invitation to attend a workshop in New York. Yes. In America.
My professor says, “Nadir, come with us, the change will do you good.” |
refused. “l can’t go to America; it’s our enemy. They invaded our country and
colonized us, even though we were colonized already by our cruel
dictatorship.” (He sings)

America, America, we all hate you!
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America! America! Supporter of the Jews!
We like your freedom but not your guys ~ America, America, where the flag of freedom flies
We like your people, fooled by yourlies ~ America, America, you fooled us with your lies

Anyway, my professor insisted. He tells me that we are artists, not politicians; our
mission is a humanitarian mission. The American people are our brothers; they
have nothing to do with the war on Irag. It’s the American government that is
our enemy. (pause) Screw that nonsense! The whole trip was funded by the
American government. They think they will get the oil, hahah! Fools! Read the
history of Irag. It’s a cursed land. Yes people, it is cursed. Anyone who tries to
approach it, with whatever intention, it seduces him, then destroys him... Read
about Alexander the Great and his death... Read about the prophets who
were killed in this land; even the grandson of Mohamed and his whole family
couldn’t escape the curse... They were savagely slaughtered in this land... Oil!!
hahah.

Anyway, | went to America. We met with our brothers there, Iraqi artists in exile.
We also met American officials. They were well dressed, suits and neckties. We
stayed in a fancy hotel... We gathered to play for those bastards, to please
them so they would say, “Oh, you are not savages, but human beings like us!!”
One of the officials said to me, “l didn’t know Iraq had an orchestra!” To hell
with youl! Liar! Go and ask the Brits. They will tell you about us, and about you.

And we had a lovely discussion about how Art can play a role in rebuilding Iraq.
Hahahal! It’s all nonsense, people! Hundreds are dying every day in Iraq, and we
are wearing suits in a five-star hotel, seven thousand miles away from Iraq,
discussing how Art can deal with the poverty of the poor, and the violation of
human rights.

After a week in New York, where all of the Iraqgi artists spent their time taking
pictures and idealistically discussing how art can solve politics, we returned
home “to make a difference”. Like hell we did! As soon as we arrived in
Baghdad, everyone forgot all about the noble mission, except for showing the
pictures of New York to their families.

Two days passed. | was alone at home, when a group of gunmen stormed into
the house. All |l remember is, | found myself in a dark room filled with instruments
of torture, and blood stains on its floor and walls. (He imagines himself being
tortured, screaming and showing gestures of being tortured) Five days of severe
torture... They wanted to know why | was in America. What was | doing there? |
was trying to explain the noble mission and purpose of my visit. “Shut up! You
are a spy!” “No,” | told them, “I’m an artist, a musician!” “A musician and a spy!”
They poured scalding water on my genitals! (He cries)

(He slowly approaches the audience)

We must stop this madness!!! We must stop it! It requires courage! Courage!
Courage to face those bastards! We need courage to face those bastards! We
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need courage to face our reality. (The annoying voices return, calling him
emkhabal” ) GO TO HELL! | AM NOT CRAZY! | AM AN ARTIST! | AM AN ARTIST! |
AM A MUSICIAN! (He disappears while attempting to drive away the voices)
(The play ends in a poem, “Post-Iraq”, by Abdul Rahman bin Musa’ad)

End of the monologue

7"Emkhabal” means “madman” in colloquial Iraqi Arabic.
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English to Arabic translation by Dr. Ammar al-Khazraji
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The East and the West The fragments of this country
Fallujah and the nest North and East and West

Will never be united Will never be united

With Basra and the rest With Basra and the rest

United Iraq is an illusion Iraq united is a dream

Created by a delusion A foolish politician’s scheme

For good or for confusion | ask whatever will it take

Let’s reach a conclusion: To force the dreamers to awake?

The East is the East

And the West is the West
To unite is futile

Unless the crocodile

Be punished in the chest
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America, America, we all hate you!
America! America! Supporter of the Jews!
We like your freedom but not your guys ~ America, America, where the flag of freedom flies
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We like your people, fooled by yourlies  America, America, you fooled us with your lies
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