BOOK WINGS

Baghdad, Iraq
Iowa City, USA
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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 Iowa’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 Iowa’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 Iowa City audience to see and hear the
Baghdad stage, and the Baghdad audience to see and hear the Iowa 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 willingness 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
Iowa City, IA, USA & Baghdad, Iraq
Tuesday, March 11th, 2014
9 a.m. CST, 5 p.m. Baghdad

INTRODUCTION
Christopher Merrill – Iowa Stage
Dr. Mohammed Azeez – Baghdad Stage
A CT 1 : I o w a S t a g e
TRAIN OF DEATH by Hassab Allah Yahya (page 7)
MOCK COURT by Catherine Filloux (page 16)
A CT 2 : B a g h d a d S t a g e
MY RIGHT by Ammar Ali (page 33)
SHELTER DRILLS by Heather Raffo (page 41)
A CT 3 : I o w a S t a g e
HOW ABOUT THESE FIRES…?! by David Kranes (page 55)
A CT 4 : B a g h d a d S t a g e
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 Iowa 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
Artistic 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 Iowa
Playwrights
Hassab Allah Yahya, Catherine Filloux, Ammar Ali, Heather Raffo, David
Kranes, Sarem Dakhel, Amir Al-Azraki
Directors, University of Iowa
Alan MacVey
Carol MacVey
Eric Forsythe
Director, University of Baghdad
Dr. Mohammed Azeez
Performers, University of Iowa
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 Iowa
Rebecca Tritten, Production Stage Manager
Ben Hill, Producer, University of Iowa 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 Garrett, Projection Engineer
Cassie Malmquist, Projections Operator
Les Finken, Videoconferencing and Livestream Project Lead
Lauren Haldeman, Livestream Management
Asma Ben Romdhan, Supertitle Operator
Lisa DuPree, Supertitle Slide Preparer
Translation
Nadia Fayidh Mohammed (Baghdad)
Alyaa A. Naser
Ammar al-Khazraji
Talkback Moderation
Christopher Merrill (Iowa City)
Maysam Bahaa Saleh (Baghdad)
House Manager, University of Iowa
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.
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TRAIN OF DEATH
By
Hassab Allah Yahya
Directed by:
Alan MacVey
Cast:
Abbas: Chris Rangel
Khalaf: John Whitney
Ensemble:
Ari Craven, Michael Hamlett,
Tyler Hobson, August Magee,
Robert Siegrist, 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: Iraqi Theatre: Causes and
Attitudes, The Character of Dictator in World Theater, and In Theatre
Discourse: Iraqi Vision in Theatre.
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ﻣﺴﺮﺣﻴﺔ ﻗﺼﻴﺮﺓ
ﻗﻄﺎﺭ ﺍﻟﻤـﻮﺕ
ﺗﺄﻟﻴﻒ  :ﺣﺴﺐ ﷲ ﻳﺤﻴﻰ
ﺍﻟﻤﺸﻬﺪ ﺍﻻﻭﻝ
ﻗﺎﻋﺔ ﺳﺠﻦ  ،ﻋﺪﺩ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﺴﺠﻨﺎء ﻳﻠﺘﻔﻮﻥ ﺣﻮﻝ )ﻋﺒﺎﺱ( ﻭﻳﺘﻠﻬﻔﻮﻥ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺣﺪﻳﺜﻪ.
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ  :ﻟﺴﺖ ﻧﺎﺩﻣﺎ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻣﺎﻓﻌﻠﺘﻪ ﺍﺑﺪﺍ ،ﺍﻧﺎ ﻭﺍﺣﺪ ﻭﻫﻢ ﺍﻛﺜﺮ ﻣﻦ ﺧﻤﺴﻴﻦ  ،ﻭﻟﻠﺠﻤﺎﻋﺔ ﺣﻖ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻔﺮﺩ.
ﺳﺠﻴﻦ  :1ﻭﻟﻤﺎﺫﺍ ﺍﻟﻘﻴﺖ ﻧﻔﺴﻚ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺘﻬﻠﻜﺔ؟
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ :ﻭﻫﻞ ﺗﺮﻳﺪ ﻣﻨﻲ ﺍﻳﻘﺎﻉ ) (52ﺍﻧﺴﺎﻧﺎ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺘﻬﻠﻜﺔ ﻣﻦ ﺍﺟﻞ ﺍﻥ ﺍﻋﻴﺶ ؟
ﺳﺠﻴﻦ :2ﻭﻟﻜﻦ ﻫﺬﺍ ﺧﺎﺭﺝ ﻋﻦ ﻣﺴﺆﻭﻟﻴﺘﻚ  ..ﺍﻧﺖ ﻣﺠﺮﺩ ﺳﺎﺋﻖ ﻗﻄﺎﺭ  ،ﻻﺗﻌﻨﻴﻚ ﺍﻟﺤﻤﻮﻟﺔ ،ﻭﻻ ﺍﻻﺷﺨﺎﺹ  ..ﺍﻧﺖ ﺗﻨﻔﺬ ﺍﻻﻭﺍﻣﺮ ﻓﻘﻂ.
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ :ﻭﻫﻞ ﻛﺎﻥ ﻋﻠﻲ ﻗﻴﺎﺩﺓ ﻗﻄﺎﺭ ﻳﻘﻮﺩ ﺭﻛﺎﺑﻪ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﻤﻮﺕ ﺍﻟﻤﺤﺘﻢ!؟
ﺳﺠﻴﻦ :3ﻫﺬﻩ ﺟﺮﻳﻤﺔ ﻳﺘﺤﻤﻞ ﻋﺎﻗﺒﺘﻬﺎ ﻣﻦ ﺍﺻﺪﺭ ﺍﻻﻭﺍﻣﺮ  ..ﻭﺍﻧﺖ ﻻﺗﺤﺎﺳﺐ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻣﺎ ﺍﻗﺘﺮﻓﻪ ﺳﻮﺍﻙ.
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ:ﻭﻟﻜﻦ ﺳﻮﺍﻱ  ،ﺗﺨﻠﻰ ﻋﻦ ﺍﻧﺴﺎﻧﻴﺘﻪ  ،ﻭﺗﺤﻮﻝ ﺍﻟﻰ ﻣﺠﺮﻡ  ..ﻓﻬﻞ ﺍﺳﻜﺖ ﻭﺍﻧﻔﺬ ﺍﻭﺍﻣﺮ ﺟﺎﺋﺮﺓ ﺗﻮﺩﻱ ﺑﺄﺛﻨﻴﻦ ﻭﺧﻤﺴﻴﻦ ﺭﺟﻼ ﻓﻲ ﻋﺰ
ﺷﺒﺎﺑﻬﻢ؟
ﺩﻋﻮﻧﻲ ﺍﻧﻘﻞ ﺍﻟﻴﻜﻢ ﻣﺎ ﺟﺮﻯ  ..ﺩﻋﻮﻧﻲ ﺍﺻﺤﺒﻜﻢ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﺤﺪﺙ..ﺍﻟﻰ ﻣﺎ ﻛﺎﻥ .
ﺍﻟﻤﺸﻬﺪ ﺍﻟﺜﺎﻧﻲ:
)ﻋﺒﺎﺱ( ﻳﺮﺗﺪﻱ ﻣﻼﺑﺲ ﺳﺎﺋﻖ ﻗﻄﺎﺭ ﺯﺭﻗﺎء ﺍﻟﻠﻮﻥ ،ﻭﻣﺴﺎﻋﺪﻩ ﺑﻤﻼﺑﺲ ﻣﺸﺎﺑﻬﺔ .ﺧﻠﻔﻴﺔ ﺍﻟﻤﺸﻬﺪ  ،ﻗﻄﺎﺭ ﻳﺴﻴﺮ ﻭﺳﻂ ﺻﺤﺮﺍء.
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ ﺍﻟﻰ ﻣﺴﺎﻋﺪﻩ ﺧﻠﻒ :ﺧﻠﻒ ﺍﻧﻨﻲ ﺍﺳﻤﻊ ﺿﺮﺑﺎﺕ ﻗﻮﻳﺔ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺻﻔﻴﺢ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺑﺎﺕ ﻣﺼﺤﻮﺑﺔ ﺑﺎﺻﻮﺍﺕ ﺧﺸﻨﺔ ﺍﺣﻴﺎﻧﺎ ﻭﺫﺍﺑﻠﺔ ﺍﺣﻴﺎﻧﺎ ﺍﺧﺮﻯ..
ﺍﺻﻎ )ﺍﺻﻮﺍﺕ ﻧﺪﺍءﺍﺕ ﺍﺳﺘﻐﺎﺛﺔ ﻭﺿﺮﺑﺎﺕ ﻗﻮﻳﺔ(
ﺧﻠﻒ ) :ﻳﺼﻐﻲ( ﺍﻧﻬﺎ ﺍﺻﻮﺍﺕ ﺑﺸﺮﻳﺔ ﺗﺴﺘﻐﻴﺚ  ..ﻫﻞ ﻳﻤﻜﻦ ﺍﻥ ﻳﻜﻮﻥ ﺩﺍﺧﻞ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺑﺎﺕ ﺍﻟﻤﻘﻔﻠﺔ ﻭﺍﻟﻤﻄﻠﻴﺔ ﺑﺎﻟﻘﺎﺭ ..ﺑﺸﺮ؟
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ :ﻫﻞ ﻳﺤﺘﻤﻞ ﺍﻧﺴﺎﻥ ﺍﻟﻌﻴﺶ ﺩﺍﺧﻞ ﺻﻔﺎﺋﺢ ﺣﺪﻳﺪﻳﺔ ﺧﺎﻟﻴﺔ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﺸﺒﺎﺑﻴﻚ ﻭﻣﻦ ﺍﻱ ﻣﺼﺪﺭ ﻟﻠﺘﻨﻔﺲ ﻭﺍﺭﺿﻴﺘﻬﺎ ﻣﻄﻠﻴﺔ ﺑﺎﻟﻘﺎﺭ ..ﻫﻞ ﻳﻤﻜﻦ
ﻟﻼﻧﺴﺎﻥ ﺍﻥ ﻳﺤﻴﺎ ﻓﻲ ﻣﻜﺎﻥ ﻛﻬﺬﺍ ﻭﻓﻲ ﺟﻮ ﺗﻤﻮﺯ ﺍﻟﻼﻫﺐ ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻬﺎ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﺒﺼﺮﺓ؟
ﺧﻠﻒ :ﻻ  ..ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﺴﻤﺎﻭﺓ.
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ :ﻻﻓﺮﻕ ﺑﻴﻦ ﺍﻟﺴﻤﺎﻭﺓ ﺍﻭ ﺍﻻﻣﺘﺪﺍﺩ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﺒﺼﺮﺓ.
)ﺍﻻﺻﻮﺍﺕ ﺗﺘﻌﺎﻟﻰ  ،ﺍﻟﻀﺮﺑﺎﺕ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﺼﻔﻴﺢ ﺗﺰﺩﺍﺩ(.
ﻣﺎ ﺍﻟﻌﻤﻞ  ..ﻛﻴﻒ ﻧﻨﻘﺬ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺍﻻﺭﻭﺍﺡ ﺍﻟﺒﺸﺮﻳﺔ؟
ﺧﻠﻒ :ﺣﺘﻰ ﻟﻮ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻗﻄﻴﻌﺎ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻻﻏﻨﺎﻡ  ..ﻻ ﺑﺪ ﺍﻥ ﻧﻔﻌﻞ ﺷﻴﺌﺎ ﻻﻧﻘﺎﺫﻫﺎ!
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ :ﻟﻴﺲ ﺍﻣﺎﻣﻨﺎ ﺳﻮﻯ ﺍﻥ ﻧﺴﺮﻉ  ،ﺍﻥ ﻧﺰﻳﺪ ﺳﺮﻋﺔﺍﻟﻘﻄﺎﺭ  ،ﻭﻧﺘﻮﻗﻒ ﻗﺮﺏ ﻣﺤﻄﺔ  ..ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻤﺤﺎﻭﻳﻞ.
ﺧﻠﻒ :ﻭﻟﻜﻨﻬﻢ ﺍﺑﻠﻐﻮﻧﺎ ﺑﺎﻥ ﻻ ﺗﺘﺠﺎﻭﺯ ﺳﺮﻋﺔ ﺳﻴﺮﻧﺎ ﺍﻛﺜﺮ ﻣﻦ ﺧﻤﺴﻴﻦ ﻛﻴﻠﻮ ﻣﺘﺮﺍ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺴﺎﻋﺔ.
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ :ﻫﺬﺍ ﻳﻌﻨﻲ ﺍﻧﻨﺎ ﻻ ﻧﺼﻞ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﻤﺤﺎﻭﻳﻞ  ..ﺍﻻ ﻭﻗﺪ ﺯﻫﻘﺖ ﻛﻞ ﺍﻻﺭﻭﺍﺡ!
ﺧﻠﻒ  :ﻟﻜﻨﻨﺎ ﺳﻨﻌﺎﻗﺐ  ،ﻭﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﺱ ﺍﻟﻤﺴﻠﺤﻮﻥ ﺳﻴﻤﻨﻌﻮﻥ ﻣﺎ ﻧﺤﻦ ﻗﺎﺩﻣﻮﻥ ﻋﻠﻴﻪ  ..ﺳﻴﺸﻬﺪﻭﻥ ﺿﺪﻧﺎ  ،ﻭﻳﻘﻮﺩﻭﻧﻨﺎ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﺴﺠﻦ ﺑﺘﻬﻤﺔ ﻋﺪﻡ ﺗﻨﻔﻴﺬ
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ﺍﻻﻭﺍﻣﺮ!
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ ) :ﻣﺘﺄﻟﻤﺎً  ،ﻗﻠﻘﺎ ،ﺣﺬﺭﺍ( ﺧﻠﻒ  ،ﺍﻟﺴﺠﻦ ﺍﻫﻮﻥ ﻣﻦ ﻗﺘﻞ ﻛﺎﺋﻦ  ..ﺍﻱ ﻛﺎﺋﻦ ..ﺍﻧﺴﺎﻧﺎ ،ﺣﻴﻮﺍﻧﺎ  ،ﻭﺣﺘﻰ ﻧﺒﺎﺗﺎً.
ﺧﻠﻒ) :ﺧﺎﺋﻔﺎً( ﺍﻧﺖ ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺆﻭﻝ  ،ﺍﻧﺖ ﻗﺎﺋﺪ ﺍﻟﻘﻄﺎﺭ ﻭﺳﺎﺋﻘﻪ  ،ﻟﺴﺖ ﺳﻮﻯ ﻣﺴﺎﻋﺪ ﻟﻚ.
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ :ﺳﺎﻋﺪﻧﻲ ﺑﺼﻤﺘﻚ  ،ﺍﻥ ﻋﺠﺰﺕ ﻋﻦ ﻣﺴﺎﻋﺪﺗﻚ ﻭ ﺑﺤﺜﻲ ﻋﻦ ﺍﺗﺨﺎﺫ ﺍﻟﻘﺮﺍﺭ ﺍﻟﻮﺣﻴﺪ ﻻﻧﻘﺎﺫ ﺣﻤﻮﻟﺘﻨﺎ..
ﺧﻠﻒ  :ﻗﻒ ﺍﻻﻥ  ..ﻟﻨﻌﺮﻑ ﻣﺎ ﻳﺠﺮﻱ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺑﺔ ﺍﻟﺨﻠﻔﻴﺔ..
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ :ﻫﻞ ﺍﻧﺖ ﻋﺎﻗﻞ  ،ﻫﻞ ﺍﻗﻒ ﻓﻲ ﺻﺤﺮﺍء ﻗﻔﺮ  ،ﻻﻣﺎء ﻭﻻ ﻫﻮﺍء ﻭﻻﻅﻞ..
ﺧﻒ) :ﺻﺎﻣﺘﺎ( ﻣﺎﺫﺍ ﻧﺤﻦ ﻓﺎﻋﻠﻮﻥ.
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ :ﺷﻜﺮﺍ ﻻﻧﻚ ﻗﻠﺖ ﻧﺤﻦ  ..ﻳﻌﻨﻲ ﺍﻧﺎ ﻭﺍﻧﺖ ﻣﻦ ﻳﺘﺤﻤﻞ ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺆﻭﻟﻴﺔ  ،ﻧﺤﻦ ﻛﻼﻧﺎ ﻧﻐﺎﻣﺮ ﺑﺤﻴﺎﺗﻨﺎ ﻻﻧﻘﺎﺫ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺍﻟﻜﺎﺋﻨﺎﺕ ﺍﻟﻤﺤﺒﻮﺳﺔ ﻓﻲ ﻫﺬﻩ
ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺑﺔ ﺍﻟﺤﺪﻳﺪﻳﺔ  ..ﺍﻟﺘﻲ ﻻ ﻳﻤﻜﻦ ﻭﺻﻔﻬﺎ ﺍﻻ ﻛﻮﻧﻬﺎ ﺟﻬﻨﻢ .
ﺧﻠﻒ ) :ﻗﻠﻘﺎ( ﻻ ﻧﻤﻠﻚ ﺧﻴﺎﺭﺍ ﺁﺧﺮ.
)ﺍﻟﻘﻄﺎﺭ ﻳﺴﺮﻉ  ،ﺻﻮﺕ ﺳﺮﻋﺘﻪ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﺴﻜﺔ ﻳﺒﺪﻭ ﺟﻠﻴﺎ  ..ﺛﻢ ﺑﻌﺪ ﻁﻮﻝ ﻣﺴﺎﺭ ﻳﺨﻔﻒ ﺍﻟﺴﺮﻋﺔ  ،ﻭﻳﺘﻮﻗﻒ(.
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ  :ﻫﺎ ﻗﺪ ﻭﺻﻠﻨﺎ ﺍﻟﻤﺤﺎﻭﻳﻞ  ..ﻫﻴﺎ ﺍﺳﺮﻉ ﺑﺎﻟﻨﺰﻭﻝ ﻟﻨﻌﺮﻑ ﻣﺎ ﺑﺪﺍﺧﻞ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺑﺔ..
ﺧﻠﻒ  :ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﺱ ﺳﻴﻤﻨﻌﻮﻧﻨﺎ..
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ) :ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻬﺎ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺑﺔ ﺍﻟﺤﺪﻳﺪﻳﺔ( ﻳﺘﻘﺪﻡ ﺍﻟﻴﻪ ﺷﺎﺏ ﺑﻠﻬﻔﺔ..
ﺍﻟﺸﺎﺏ :ﻋﻤﻲ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺑﺔ ﺑﺸﺮ  ،ﺍﻟﺤﻜﻮﻣﺔ ﺗﺮﻳﺪ ﺍﻥ ﺗﻘﺘﻠﻬﻢ ﺑﺮﺑﻚ ﺍﻧﻘﺬﻫﻢ..
ﺷﺎﺏ  :2ﺍﺧﻲ  ..ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺄﻟﺔ ﺗﺤﺘﺎﺝ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺗﻀﺤﻴﺔ  ،ﺍﻓﺘﺢ ﻟﻬﻢ ﺑﺎﺏ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺑﺔ ..
)ﻳﺘﻘﺪﻡ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﺱ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺳﺎﺋﻖ ﺍﻟﻘﻄﺎﺭ )ﻋﺒﺎﺱ(  ،ﻳﺤﺜﻮﻧﻪ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻣﻌﺎﻭﺩﺓ ﺍﻟﺴﻴﺮ(.
ﺣﺎﺭﺱ :ﻋﺠﻞ ﺑﺎﻟﺴﻴﺮ  ..ﻟﻤﺎﺫﺍ ﺗﻮﻗﻔﺖ؟
ﺣﺎﺭﺱ) :2ﺍﻟﻰ ﻋﺒﺎﺱ( ﺍﻧﺖ ﻣﺴﺆﻭﻝ ﻋﻦ ﻭﻗﻮﻓﻚ ﻏﻴﺮ ﺍﻟﻘﺎﻧﻮﻧﻲ ..
ﺍﻟﻢ ﻳﺘﻢ ﺗﺒﻠﻴﻐﻚ ﺑﻌﺪﻡ ﺗﻮﻗﻔﻚ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻳﻪ ﻣﺤﻄﺔ ﺍﻻ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺴﻤﺎﻭﺓ؟
)ﻓﻲ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺍﻻﺛﻨﺎء  ،ﻳﺘﻘﺪﻡ ﻋﺪﺩ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﻨﺎﺱ ﺍﻟﻤﺘﻮﺍﺟﺪﻭﻥ ﻓﻲ ﻣﺤﻄﺔ ﺍﻟﻤﺤﺎﻭﻳﻞ  ..ﺍﻟﻰ ﺑﺎﺏ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺑﺔ ﻟﻜﺴﺮ ﺍﻗﻔﺎﻟﻬﺎ  ..ﻳﺘﻘﺪﻡ ﺷﺎﺏ ﺑﻘﻀﻴﺐ ﺣﺪﻳﺪﻱ
ﻭﻳﻜﺴﺮﻫﺎ(.
)ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﺱ ﻓﻲ ﻭﺿﻊ ﺣﺬﺭ ﻭﺗﺮﻗﺐ ﻭﺣﺎﺋﺮ ﺑﻴﻦ ﺍﻟﻨﺎﺱ ﻭﺍﻟﺮﺟﺎﻝ ﺍﻟﻤﺘﻮﺍﺟﺪﻭﻥ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺑﺔ ﺍﻟﺤﺪﻳﺪﻳﺔ ﻭﻫﻢ ﻓﻲ ﺣﺎﻟﺔ ﺍﻏﻤﺎء ﻭﻋﺎﺟﺰﻭﻥ ﻋﻦ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﻛﺔ
ﺍﻻ ﺍﻟﻘﻠﻴﻞ(
)ﻳﺼﻴﺢ ﺍﺣﺪ ﺍﻟﻤﺘﻮﺍﺟﺪﻳﻦ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺑﺔ(  ..ﺍﺧﻮﺍﻥ ﺍﻧﺎ ﻁﺒﻴﺐ ﻻ ﺗﻨﺰﻋﻮﺍ ﺛﻴﺎﺑﻜﻢ ﺳﺘﻔﻘﺪﻭﻥ ﺍﻟﺴﻮﺍﺋﻞ ﻣﻦ ﺍﺟﺴﺎﻣﻜﻢ ﻭﺗﻤﻮﺗﻮﻥ  ..ﻻﺗﺸﺮﺑﻮﺍ ﺍﻟﻤﺎء ﺍﻟﺒﺎﺭﺩ
 ،ﺍﺧﻮﺍﻥ ﺍﺭﺟﻮﻛﻢ ﺍﻋﻄﻮﻧﺎ ﻣﻠﺤﺎ ﻭﻣﺎ ًء ﺩﺍﻓﺌﺎ ﺣﺘﻰ ﻻ ﻧﻤﻮﺕ ..ﺍﺧﻮﺍﻥ ﺍﺳﻤﻌﻮﻧﻲ..
)ﺍﻟﻨﺎﺱ ﻳﺘﻘﺪﻣﻮﻥ ﺑﻜﻤﻴﺎﺕ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﻤﻠﺢ ﻭﺻﻔﺎﺋﺢ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﻤﺎء(
)ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﺱ ﻳﺤﺜﻮﻥ ﺍﻟﺴﺎﺋﻖ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﺘﻮﺟﻪ ﺍﻟﻰ ﻗﻴﺎﺩﺓ ﺍﻟﻘﻄﺎﺭ ﻟﻼﺳﺮﺍﻉ ﺑﺎﻟﺤﺮﻛﺔ(
)ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﺱ ﻳﻘﻔﻮﻥ ﻋﻨﺪ ﺑﺎﺏ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺑﺔ ﻭﻳﻤﻨﻌﻮﻥ ﺍﻻﺣﺘﻜﺎﻙ ﺑﻴﻦ ﺍﻟﻤﻮﺩﻋﻴﻦ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺑﺔ ﻭﺍﻟﻨﺎﺱ ﺧﺎﺭﺝ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺑﺔ  ..ﻭﻟﻜﻦ ﺑﻬﺪﻭء  ،ﻭﺑﺎﺩ ﻋﻠﻴﻬﻢ ﻗﺪﺭ ﻣﻦ
ﺍﻟﺘﻌﺎﻁﻒ ﻣﻊ ﺍﻵﻡ ﺍﻟﻤﻮﺩﻋﻴﻦ ..ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﺱ ﻳﺒﻘﻮﻥ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺑﺎﺏ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺑﺔ ﻣﻔﺘﻮﺣﺎ ﻭﻳﺴﺪﻭﻧﻪ ﺑﺎﺣﺴﺎﻣﻬﻢ ﻣﻦ ﺩﻭﻥ ﺍﻥ ﻳﻤﻨﻌﻮﺍ ﻗﺪﺭﺍ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﻬﻮﺍء ﻳﻤﺮ
ﺑﺎﻟﻌﺮﺑﺔ(.
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ﺍﻟﻤﺸﻬﺪ ﺍﻟﺜﺎﻟﺚ:
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ) :ﻣﻊ ﺍﻟﺴﺠﻨﺎء ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻘﺎﻋﺔ( ﻭﺍﺳﺮﻋﺖ  ،ﺟﻌﻠﺖ ﺍﻟﺴﺮﻋﺔ ﺗﻤﻀﻲ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻗﺼﺎﻫﺎ  ..ﻓﻴﻤﺎ ﺍﻟﻘﻄﺎﺭ ﻳﺴﻴﺮ ﻛﻤﺎ ﻟﻮ ﺍﻧﻪ ﻳﺮﻳﺪ ﺍﻥ ﻳﻨﻄﻠﻖ..
ﺻﺎﺭ ﺧﻠﻒ ﻳﺸﺠﻌﻨﻲ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻤﻀﻲ ﺑﺎﻗﺼﻰ ﺳﺮﻋﺔ ﻣﺘﺠﺎﻭﺯﺍ ﺍﻟﺘﻌﻠﻴﻤﺎﺕ ﻭﺍﻻﻭﺍﻣﺮ ﻛﺎﻓﺔ  ..ﻟﻢ ﻳﻌﺪ ﻳﺨﺎﻑ ..ﺻﺎﺭ ﺍﻟﺨﻮﻑ ﻭﺭﺍءﻧﺎ ﻭﺗﺤﻮﻝ
ﺍﻟﺨﻮﻑ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺷﺠﺎﻋﺔ  ..ﺷﺠﺎﻋﺔ ﺍﻥ ﻧﻀﺤﻲ ﻣﻦ ﺍﺟﻞ ﺳﻮﺍﻧﺎ ﻧﺤﻦ ﺍﺛﻨﺎﻥ  ..ﻭﺍﻟﻌﺪﺩ ﻛﻤﺎ ﻋﺮﻓﺖ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﺱ) (52ﺷﺨﺼﺎ ﻣﻌﺘﻘﻠﻮﻥ ﻭﻳﺮﺍﺩ ﻣﻮﺗﻬﻢ
ﻓﻲ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺑﺔ ﻭﻣﻦ ﻳﺒﻘﻰ ﻣﻨﻬﻢ ﻳﻨﻘﻞ ﻓﻮﺭﺍ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺳﺠﻦ ﻧﻘﺮﺓ ﺍﻟﺴﻠﻤﺎﻥ ﺍﻟﺼﺤﺮﺍﻭﻱ ..ﺳﺄﻟﺖ ﺣﺎﺭﺳﺎ  ..ﻣﺎﺫﺍ ﻓﻌﻞ ﻫﺆﻻء  ،ﻫﻞ ﻫﻢ ﻗﺘﻠﺔ  ،ﻟﺼﻮﺹ
 ،ﻗﻄﺎﻉ ﻁﺮﻕ  ،ﺷﺎﺫﻭﻥ ﺳﻴﺌﻮﺍ ﺍﻟﺨﻠﻖ ..ﺍﺟﺎﺑﻨﻲ ﺍﻛﺜﺮ ﻣﻦ ﺣﺎﺭﺱ ﺩﻓﻌﺔ ﻭﺍﺣﺪﺓ :ﻟﻤﺎﺫﺍ ﺗﺴﺄﻝ ﻣﺎ ﺷﺄﻧﻚ  ..ﺍﻧﻬﻢ ﺍﻁﺒﺎء ﻭﻣﻬﻨﺪﺳﻮﻥ ﻭﻣﺪﺭﺳﻮﻥ
ﻭﺍﺩﺑﺎء ﻭﺻﺤﻔﻴﻮﻥ ﻭﺍﺳﺎﺗﺬﺓ ﻭﻁﻠﺒﺔ ﺟﺎﻣﻌﺔ ﻳﻌﺎﺭﺿﻮﻥ ﺍﻟﺤﻜﻮﻣﺔ ﻳﺮﻳﺪﻭﻥ ﺍﻥ ﻳﻌﺎﻣﻞ ﺍﻻﻏﻨﻴﺎء ﻭﺍﻟﻔﻘﺮﺍء ﺑﻤﻴﺰﺍﻥ ﻭﺍﺣﺪ  ..ﻳﺮﻳﺪﻭﻥ ﺍﻥ ﻳﺄﻛﻞ ﺍﻟﺠﻤﻴﻊ
ﻭﺍﻥ ﻻ ﻳﺠﻮﻉ ﺍﺣﺪ ..
ﻭﻳﺮﻳﺪﻭﻥ ﺍﻥ ﻳﻘﻮﻟﻮﺍ ﻣﺎ ﻳﺸﺎءﻭﻥ.
ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺍﻟﻤﻌﺮﻓﺔ ﺍﻟﺘﻲ ﺣﺼﻠﺖ ﻋﻠﻴﻬﺎ ﺍﺛﻨﺎء ﻭﻗﻮﻓﻲ ﻓﻲ ﻣﺤﻄﺔ ﺍﻟﻤﺤﺎﻭﻳﻞ  ..ﻣﺸﺠﻌﺔ ﻟﻲ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻧﻘﺎﺫ ﻫﺬﺍ ﺍﻟﺠﻤﻊ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﻨﺎﺱ ﺍﻟﺬﻳﻦ ﺑﺪﺃﺕ ﺍﺻﻔﻬﻢ
ﺑﺎﻟﺨﻴﺮﻳﻦ ﻭﺍﻟﺸﺮﻓﺎء ..ﻛﻨﺖ ﻻﺍﻋﺮﻑ ﺍﺣﺪﺍ ﻣﻨﻬﻢ  ..ﻟﻜﻦ ﺍﻟﺼﻮﺕ ﺍﻟﺬﻱ ﻧﺎﺩﻯ ﺍﻧﺎ ﻁﺒﻴﺐ ..ﻭﻭﺟﻪ ﻧﺼﺎﺋﺤﻪ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺯﻣﻼﺋﻪ ..ﻳﺮﻥ ﻓﻲ ﺍﺫﻧﻲ ﻭﻳﺆﻛﺪ ﻣﺎ
ﻗﺎﻟﻪ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﺱ ﺍﻟﺬﻳﻦ ﻭﺟﺪﺕ ﻓﻴﻬﻢ ﻗﺪﺭﺍ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﺘﻌﺎﻁﻒ  ،ﻭﻗﺪﺭﺍ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﺨﻮﻑ ﻭﺍﻟﺤﺬﺭ .
ﺍﻻﻣﺮ ﺍﻟﺬﻱ ﺷﺠﻌﻨﻲ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻤﻀﻲ ﻗﺪﻣﺎ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻻﺳﺮﺍﻉ ﻭﺍﻟﻮﺻﻮﻝ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻗﺮﺏ ﻭﻗﺖ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﺍﻟﻰ ﻣﺤﻄﺔ ﺍﻟﺴﻤﺎﻭﺓ  ..ﻋﻠﻨﻲ ﺍﻧﻘﺬ  ..ﻣﻦ ﺗﺒﻘﻰ ﻣﻦ ﻫﺆﻻء
ﺍﻟﺨﻴﺮﻳﻦ .
ﻭﺻﻠﻨﺎ ﺍﻟﺴﻤﺎﻭﺓ  ..ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻫﻨﺎﻙ ﺟﻤﻮﻉ ﺗﻨﺘﻈﺮ  ،ﻭﺣﺮﺍﺱ ﻛﺜﻴﺮﻭﻥ ﻭﺍﻟﻤﻮﻗﻒ ﺣﺬﺭ ﻭﺍﻟﺘﻮﺗﺮ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﺷﺪﻩ..
ﻭﺍﻟﻨﺎﺱ ﻛﺎﻧﻮﺍ ﻗﺪ ﺍﺣﻀﺮﻭﺍ ﺍﻟﻄﻌﺎﻡ ﻭﺍﻟﻤﺎء ﻭﺍﻟﺸﺎﻱ  ..ﺍﻟﺸﺎﻱ ..ﻭﻋﺎﺩ ﺍﻟﻄﻴﺐ ﻳﻨﺎﺩﻱ  ..ﺧﺬﻭﺍ ﺍﻟﻤﻠﺢ ﻭﺍﻟﻤﺎء ﺍﻟﺤﺎﺭ ﻗﺒﻞ ﺍﻟﺒﺎﺭﺩ ﺍﻧﺘﺒﻬﻮﺍ ﺍﺳﻤﻌﻮﻧﻲ..
ﺗﻨﺒﻪ ﺍﻟﻨﺎﺱ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﺣﺪﻫﻢ ﻣﻠﻘﻰ ،ﻗﺪ ﻓﺎﺭﻕ ﺍﻟﺤﻴﺎﺓ  ..ﺣﻤﻠﻮﻩ ﻓﻴﻤﺎ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺱ ﻓﻲ ﺣﺎﻟﺔ ﻗﻠﻘﺔ  ,,ﻳﺤﺘﺎﻁﻮﻥ ﻟﻼﻣﺮ ،ﺣﺎﺋﺮﻭﻥ ﺑﻴﻦ ﺗﻨﻔﻴﺬ ﺍﻻﻭﺍﻣﺮ ﻭﺍﻟﺘﻤﺮﺩ
ﻋﻠﻴﻬﺎ  ..ﺣﺮﺍﺱ ﺟﺪﺩ ﻳﻀﺎﻓﻮﻥ ﻻﺣﻘﺎ ﻳﻠﻘﻮﻥ ﺍﻟﻘﺒﺾ ﻋﻠﻲ ﻭﻋﻠﻰ ﻣﺴﺎﻋﺪﻱ  ..ﻓﻴﻤﺎ ﺍﻻﺧﺮﻭﻥ ﻳﺘﻮﺟﻬﻮﻥ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﻤﻌﺘﻘﻠﻴﻦ ﻭﻳﻘﺪﻭﻧﻬﻢ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺑﺎﺻﺎﺕ
ﺍﻋﺪﺕ ﻟﺤﻤﻠﻬﻢ..
ﺳﺠﻴﻦ  :1ﻭﻫﻜﺬﺍ ﺍﺻﺒﺤﺖ ﺑﻴﻨﻨﺎ  .ﻭﻟﺴﺖ ﺍﻓﻀﻞ ﻣﻨﺎ ..ﻛﻠﻨﺎ ﺩﺍﺧﻞ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺍﻟﺠﺪﺭﺍﻥ  ،ﻣﺘﺴﺎﻭﻭﻥ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺤﻘﻮﻕ ﻭﺍﻟﻮﺍﺟﺒﺎﺕ.
ﺳﺠﻴﻦ  :2ﺍﻧﺎ ﻧﺎﺩﻡ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻣﺎ ﻓﻌﻠﺖ  ..ﻭﺍﺳﺘﺤﻖ ﺍﻟﻌﻘﻮﺑﺔ
ﺳﺠﻴﻦ  :3ﻭﺍﻧﺎ ﻟﺴﺖ ﻧﺎﺩﻣﺎ ﺳﺄﻓﻌﻞ ﻣﺎ ﻓﻌﻠﺖ  ،ﺣﺎﻝ ﺍﻧﻬﺎء ﻣﺤﻜﻮﻣﻴﺘﻲ  ،ﺫﻟﻚ ﺍﻥ ﺍﻟﺬﻳﻦ ﻳﻌﺎﻣﻠﻮﻧﻨﺎ ﻳﻨﻈﺮﻭﻥ ﺍﻟﻴﻨﺎ ﻭﻛﺄﻧﻨﺎ ﺣﻴﻮﺍﻧﺎﺕ ﻻ ﺑﻮﺻﻔﻨﺎ
ﺑﺸﺮﺍ ..ﺳﺄﻧﺘﻘﻢ ﻣﻨﻬﻢ.
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ  :ﺍﻻﻧﺘﻘﺎﻡ ﻻ ﻳﺼﻠﺢ ﺍﻻﻣﻮﺭ ..
ﺳﺠﻴﻦ  : 3ﺃﻻ ﺗﻨﺘﻘﻢ ﻣﻤﻦ ﺍﻋﺘﻘﻠﻮﻙ  ..ﻭﺍﻧﺖ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻧﻘﺬ ﺍﻻﺧﺮﻳﻦ !
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ :ﻻ  ..ﺍﻧﺎ ﻟﺴﺖ ﻧﺎﺩﻣﺎ ﻭﻻﻧﺎﻗﻤﺎ  ،ﺫﻟﻚ ﺍﻧﻨﻲ ﻓﻌﻠﺖ ﻣﺎ ﺗﻘﺘﻀﻴﻪ ﺍﻻﻋﺮﺍﻑ ﺍﻻﻧﺴﺎﻧﻴﺔ.
ﺳﺠﻴﻦ  :2ﻭﻟﻜﻨﻚ ﺗﺨﻠﻴﺖ ﻋﻦ ﻣﺴﺎﻋﺪﻙ.
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ :ﺍﺑﺪﺍ ،ﻭﻟﻜﻨﻬﻢ ﻗﺎﺩﻭﻩ ﺍﻟﻰ ﻣﻜﺎﻥ ﺁﺧﺮ .
ﺳﺠﻴﻦ  :1ﻧﺤﻦ ﻣﺨﻄﺌﻮﻥ  ..ﺍﻟﺴﺖ ﻣﺨﻄﺌﺎ ﻭﺍﻧﺖ ﺗﺘﺠﺎﻭﺯ ﺍﻟﺘﻌﻠﻴﻤﺎﺕ..؟
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ :ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﺸﺠﺎﻋﺔ ﺍﻟﺘﺠﺎﻭﺯ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻱ ﻗﺎﻧﻮﻥ ﻳﻤﺎﺭﺱ ﺗﻌﺴﻔﺎ ﺿﺪ ﺍﻻﻧﺴﺎﻥ  ..ﻭﻟﺬﻟﻚ ﺍﺟﺪ ﻧﻔﺴﻲ ﻗﺪ ﻓﻌﻠﺖ ﻣﺎ ﻳﻤﻠﻴﻪ ﻋﻠﻲ ﺿﻤﻴﺮﻱ ﻭﻣﻮﻗﻔﻲ
ﻭﺍﻧﺴﺎﻧﻴﺘﻲ...
ﺳﺠﻴﻦ  :1ﺍﻟﺴﺖ ﻣﺘﻔﻘﺎ ﻣﻊ ﺍﻭﻟﺌﻚ ﺍﻟﺬﻳﻦ ﻋﺎﺭﺿﻮﺍ ﺍﻟﺤﻜﻮﻣﺔ؟
ﻋﺒﺎﺱ  :ﻻ ﺍﻋﺮﻑ ﺍﺣﺪﺍ ﻣﻨﻬﻢ  ..ﺻﺪﻗﻨﻲ  ..ﻭﺻﺪﻗﻨﻲ ﺍﻧﻨﻲ ﺳﺄﻅﻞ ﻓﻲ ﻛﺎﻣﻞ ﺳﻌﺎﺩﺗﻲ ﻭﺍﻧﺎ ﺍﻓﻠﺢ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻧﻘﺎﺫﻫﻢ..
ﺳﺠﻴﻦ ) :3ﻁﻌﺎﻡ ﺍﻟﺴﺠﻦ ﻳﺤﻀﺮ(  ..ﻫﻴﺎ  ..ﺗﻨﺎﻭﻝ ﺍﻟﻄﻌﺎﻡ ﻣﻌﻨﺎ
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ﻋﺒﺎﺱ  :ﺣﺼﺘﻲ ﻟﻢ ﺗﺄﺕ  ..ﻫﺬﻩ ﺣﺼﺘﻜﻢ  ..ﻛﻠﻮﺍ ﺍﻧﺘﻢ ﺑﺎﻟﻌﺎﻓﻴﺔ  ..ﺍﻧﺎ ﻻﺍﺗﻨﺎﻭﻝ ﺣﺼﺔ ﻏﻴﺮﻱ ..
)ﺍﻟﺴﺠﻨﺎء ﺍﻟﺜﻼﺛﺔ ﻳﺤﻴﻄﻮﻥ ﻋﺒﺎﺱ ﻭﻳﻠﺰﻣﻮﻧﻪ ﺑﺘﻨﺎﻭﻝ ﺍﻟﻄﻌﺎﻡ ﻣﻌﻬﻢ (.
ﻟﻨﻬﺎﻳﺔ
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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’t regret it, I 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 I 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, I 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 I keep silent, listen
to horrible orders that would kill 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, I think I 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:
Khalaf:
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? 1
No…to Simawa 2.

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 killing 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
2

Basrah, in southern Iraq, is the hottest city in the country.
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, I 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 I 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. I 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 I knew while I stopped in Mahaweel…which made me
determined to save these good honest men…I didn’t know any of
them…but I still hear the doctor’s voice helping his friends…it assured me of
what some of the sympathetic guards told me.
That is why I drove fast to reach the nearest station in Simawa, I 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:
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That is how you came here. You are not better than us…here we are equal
in duties and rights.
Prisoner 2:
I regret what I did…I deserve the punishment…
Prisoner 3:
I don’t regret what I did…once I finish my time…I will take my revenge…from
those who looked down on us, who treated us like animals, I 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 I hold a grudge. I just did what I
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:
It is only brave to go against what does injustice to men. I did what my
conscience told me to do.
Prisoner 1:
You agree with those who rebelled against the government?
Abbas:
Believe me, I didn’t know any of them…I 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. I 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
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MOCK COURT
By
Catherine Filloux

CHARACTERS
GRANT, a 10 or 11-year-old American boy
LATEICIA, his nanny

(A 10 or 11-year-old boy GRANT faces a
JUDGE.)
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?

JUDGE
GRANT
JUDGE
GRANT
JUDGE
GRANT
JUDGE
GRANT
JUDGE
GRANT
JUDGE
GRANT
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Where the game is played.
Right, I get it, like an arena.

JUDGE
GRANT

JUDGE
How are you going to show the materials?
GRANT
Momma’s computer? If I can get it, she’s gone right now. She didn’t spend the
night here. I also drew the images.
They’re not photographs?
I copied them.
Show me the folder!

JUDGE
GRANT
JUDGE
(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!
You made these up?

JUDGE

GRANT
No they exist, I copied them from real photographs, Your Honor.
Why?
A crime against peace.

JUDGE
GRANT

JUDGE
What are you going to have for breakfast, Counsel?
Toast?
Do you take jam?
Strawberry?
Hot beverage?

GRANT
JUDGE
GRANT
JUDGE
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Chocolate milk.
How do you plan to get to school?

GRANT
JUDGE

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

JUDGE

GRANT
It covers everything. It glows when it’s exposed to air.
The snow?

JUDGE

GRANT
Smoke that burns, do you remember the mushroom cloud?
Yes, that’s documented.

JUDGE

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

JUDGE

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…
Fourteen times?

JUDGE

GRANT
That’s what’s written down in the indictment.
What is the charge?

JUDGE

GRANT
Mark and I buy gum on our way to school.
What is the charge?

JUDGE

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.)
Did you sleep well…?

LATEICIA
(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 I promise…
Do you want to eat your toast…?
Drink your milk…?
What’s wrong, honey…?

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

(She looks out a window.)
LATEICIA
GRANT
LATEICIA
GRANT
LATEICIA
(Looking out window.)

White everywhere. When you get home maybe she’ll be here.
(Looking at her cell phone.)
I still haven’t heard anything. Sometimes it takes time. Honey, it’s okay. What
are you worried about?
GRANT
I have to go find something…Something I 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, I 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. I 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. I have
a responsibility to feed you breakfast.
Do you want to go to school in your pajamas?
(She tries to take the folder.)
What are the pictures?

LATEICIA
GRANT

Stop it! I was remembering…
Honey, drink the hot chocolate.

LATEICIA

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

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

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.)
You love hot chocolate.

LATEICIA
GRANT

It was a dream, Lateicia.
Did you have a bad dream, honey?

LATEICIA

No, it wasn’t bad, it just got interrupted!
Do you want to show me the pictures?
I don’t know…

GRANT

LATEICIA
GRANT

LATEICIA
Then eat your breakfast! I 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?
You can’t! They’re having a baby!
Your dad will pick up.

GRANT
LATEICIA

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 I have to take off your pajamas?
(She tries to take off his pajamas.)
What if under there was no leg?
What?

GRANT
LATEICIA
GRANT
(Referring to the pajamas.)

Under there.
Did you watch a scary video?
Yes.

LATEICIA
GRANT

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--I 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? I am talking to you. Your parents do not want you to watch videos
without their permission.
GRANT
I got their permission--they watch the news.
LATEICIA
Well, you can talk to them about it later but I am in charge now, I 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…
No, Lateicia…

GRANT

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.
I know…

GRANT

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

GRANT
LATEICIA
GRANT
LATEICIA

GRANT
So all the people can be there--we go over all the papers--we read the papers.
Put on your hat, honey! Please!

LATEICIA
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GRANT

Carefully.

LATEICIA

Poor Grant. It will be all right.

(She is trying to get him out the door.)
Put the pictures in your backpack!

LATEICIA

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.)
Ahh! When it rains it pours!

LATEICIA

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.)

You have a baby sister.

LATEICIA
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Is she whole?

GRANT
(Lateicia looks at him, not understanding.)

What?

LATEICIA

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.)
Does she?

GRANT

LATEICIA
Yes. Why wouldn’t she? It’s time for school!
END
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ﺍﻟﻤﺤﻜﻤﺔ ﺍﻟﺼﻮﺭﻳﺔ
ﻣﺴﺮﺣﻴﺔ
ﺍﻟﻤﺆﻟﻒ :ﻛﺎﺛﺮﻳﻦ ﻓﻴﻠﻮﻛﺲ

ﺍﻟﺸﺨﺼﻴﺎﺕ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ :ﺻﺒﻲ ﺑﻌﻤﺮ  10ﺍﻭ  11ﺳﻨﺔ
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ :ﻣﺮﺑﻴﺘﻪ

ﺍﻟﻤﺸﻬﺪ :ﺍﻟﺼﺒﻲ ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ ﻳﻮﺍﺟﻪ ﻗﺎﺿﻴﺎ
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:

ﺍﻧﺖ ﺟﺎﻫﺰ ﺍﻳﻬﺎ ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺘﺸﺎﺭ؟
ﺳﻴﺎﺩﺓ ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ؟
ﻫﻞ ﺍﻧﺖ ﺟﺎﻫﺰ؟
ﻣﺎ ﺯﻟﺖ ﺍﺭﺗﺪﻱ ﺍﻟﺒﻴﺠﺎﻣﺎ.
ﻣﺎ ﺍﻟﺬﻱ ﺗﺤﻤﻠﻪ ﻓﻲ ﻳﺪﻙ؟
ﻣﻠﻔﺎ ﺳﻴﺎﺩﺓ ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ.
ﺗﻘﺪﻡ
ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻳﻦ؟
ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻳﻦ ﺗﻌﺘﻘﺪ!؟
ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﻤﻨﺼﺔ؟ ﺗﻘﺼﺪ ﺍﻟﻤﻨﺼﺔ؟
ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﺴﺎﺣﺔ.
ﺍﻟﺴﺎﺣﺔ؟
ﺣﻴﺚ ﺗﻘﺎﻡ ﺍﻟﻠﻌﺒﺔ
ﺣﺴﻨﺎ ﻓﻬﻤﺘﻚ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺍﻟﻤﻠﻌﺐ.
ﻛﻴﻒ ﺳﺘﻘﻮﻡ ﺑﺘﻘﺪﻳﻢ ﺍﻟﻤﻮﺍﺩ ﺍﻟﺘﻲ ﻟﺪﻳﻚ؟
ﻓﻲ ﻛﻤﺒﻴﻮﺗﺮ ﻭﺍﻟﺪﺗﻲ؟ ﺍﺫﺍ ﺍﺳﺘﻄﻌﺖ ﺍﻟﺤﺼﻮﻝ ﻋﻠﻴﻪ ،ﻓﻠﻘﺪ ﺧﺮﺟﺖ ﺍﻻﻥ .ﻟﻢ ﺗﻘﻀﻲ ﺍﻟﻠﻴﻠﺔ ﻫﻨﺎ .ﺣﺘﻰ ﺍﻧﻲ ﺭﺳﻤﺖ ﻓﻴﻪ ﺍﻟﺼﻮﺭ.
ﻟﻢ ﺗﻜﻦ ﺻﻮﺭﺍ ﻓﻮﺗﻮﻏﺮﺍﻓﻴﺔ؟
ﻗﻤﺖ ﺑﻨﺴﺨﻬﻢ

ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﺍﺭﻳﻨﻲ ﺍﻟﻤﻠﻒ!
)ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ ﻳﺨﺮﺝ ﺍﻟﺼﻮﺭ ﺍﻟﺘﻲ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻤﻠﻒ(
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻓﻀﺎﺋﻴﻴﻦ ﺑﺮﺃﺳﻴﻦ ،ﻭ ﻋﻴﻦ ﻭﺍﺣﺪﺓ ،ﺍﻭ ﻋﻴﻨﻴﻦ ،ﻭﺍﺣﺪﺓ ﻓﻲ ﻗﻤﺔ ﺍﻟﺮﺃﺱ ﻓﺘﻈﻬﺮ ﻛﺄﻧﻬﺎ ﻋﻴﻦ ﻭﺍﺣﺪ" ،ﻋﻴﻦ ﻣﺰﺩﻭﺟﺔ"؟ ﺍﻟﻄﺒﻴﺐ
ﺭﻓﻊ ﺍﻟﺒﻴﺠﺎﻣﺎﺕ ﺍﻟﺼﻐﻴﺮﺓ ﻭ ﺍﺣﺪ ﺍﻟﺴﻴﻘﺎﻥ ﻟﻴﺴﺖ ﻣﻮﺟﻮﺩﺓ .ﺍﻻﻋﻀﺎء ،ﻛﺎﻟﻘﻠﺐ ﻣﺜﻼ ،ﻣﻮﺟﻮﺩﺓ ﺧﺎﺭﺝ ﺍﻟﺠﺴﺪ .ﻟﻘﺪ ﻭﻟﺪﻭﺍ ﻣﻴﺘﻴﻦ.
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ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:

ﻫﻞ ﺍﺑﺘﻜﺮﺕ ﺍﻧﺖ ﻛﻞ ﻫﺬﺍ؟
ﻛﻼ ﺍﻧﻬﻢ ﻣﻮﺟﻮﺩﻭﻥ ،ﻟﻘﺪ ﻧﺴﺨﺘﻬﻢ ﻣﻦ ﺻﻮﺭ ﻓﻮﺗﻮﻏﺮﺍﻓﻴﺔ ﺳﻴﺎﺩﺓ ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ.
ﻟﻤﺎﺫﺍ؟
ﺍﻧﻬﺎ ﺟﺮﻳﻤﺔ ﺿﺪ ﺍﻟﺴﻼﻡ.
ﻣﺎ ﺍﻟﺬﻱ ﺳﺘﺘﻨﺎﻭﻟﻪ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻔﻄﻮﺭ ﺍﻳﻬﺎ ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺘﺸﺎﺭ؟
ﺧﺒﺰ ﻣﺤﻤﺺ؟
ﻫﻞ ﺗﺘﻨﺎﻭﻝ ﺍﻟﻤﺮﺑﻰ؟
ﻓﺮﺍﻭﻟﺔ؟
ﻣﺸﺮﻭﺏ ﺳﺎﺧﻦ؟
ﺣﻠﻴﺐ ﺑﺎﻟﺸﻮﻛﻮﻻﺗﺔ.
ﻛﻴﻒ ﺳﺘﺬﻫﺐ ﻟﻠﻤﺪﺭﺳﺔ؟
ﺑﺎﻟﺪﺭﺍﺟﺔ ﺍﺫﺍ ﻟﻢ ﺗﺜﻠﺞ ﺑﻘﻮﺓ .ﻣﺎﺭﻙ ﺳﻮﻑ ﻳﻼﻗﻴﻨﻲ ﻓﻲ ﺯﺍﻭﻳﺔ...
ﺍﻟﻔﺴﻔﻮﺭ ﺍﻻﺑﻴﺾ؟
ﻳﻐﻄﻲ ﻛﻞ ﺷﻲء ﻭ ﻳﻠﻤﻊ ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﻳﺘﻌﺮﺽ ﻟﻠﻬﻮﺍء.
ﺍﻟﺜﻠﺞ؟
ﺍﻟﺪﺧﺎﻥ ﺍﻟﺬﻱ ﻳﺤﺘﺮﻕ ،ﻫﻞ ﺗﺘﺬﻛﺮ ﺳﺤﺎﺑﺔ ﻋﻴﺶ ﺍﻟﻐﺮﺍﺏ؟
ﻧﻌﻢ ،ﺗﻢ ﺗﻮﺛﻴﻖ ﺫﻟﻚ؟
ﻣﺎﺭﻙ ﺩﺍﺋﻤﺎ ﻳﻘﺎﺑﻠﻨﻲ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺰﺍﻭﻳﺔ ﺍﺫﺍ ﻟﻢ ﺗﻜﻦ ﺗﺜﻠﺞ ﺑﺸﺪﺓ .ﺍﻣﻪ ﻟﻄﻴﻔﺔ ﻓﻌﻼ.
ﻟﻤﺎﺫﺍ؟
ﺗﺪﻋﻪ ﻳﺮﻛﺐ ﺩﺭﺍﺟﺘﻪ ﻟﻠﻤﺪﺭﺳﺔ ﺣﺘﻰ ﻟﻮ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﺗﺜﻠﺞ ﺑﺸﺪﺓ .ﺍﻟﺒﻴﺎﺽ ﻛﺎﻥ ﻓﻲ ﻛﻞ ﻣﻜﺎﻥ—ﺍﺧﺘﺮﻕ ﻛﻞ ﺷﻲء ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺸﻌﺮ ﻭ
ﺍﻻﻅﺎﻓﺮ ﻭ ﺍﻻﺳﻨﺎﻥ ﻭ ﺍﻟﻔﺴﻔﻮﺭ ﻭ ﺍﻟﻴﻮﺭﺍﻧﻴﻮﻡ ،ﺍﺭﺑﻌﺔ ﻋﺸﺮ ﻣﺮﺓ ﺍﻛﺒﺮ ﻣﻦ......
ﺍﺭﺑﻌﺔ ﻋﺸﺮ ﻣﺮﺓ؟
ﻫﺬﺍ ﻣﺎ ﻣﻜﺘﻮﺏ ﻓﻲ ﻻﺋﺤﺔ ﺍﻻﺗﻬﺎﻣﺎﺕ
ﻣﺎ ﻫﻲ ﺍﻟﺘﻬﻤﺔ؟
ﺍﻧﺎ ﻭ ﻣﺎﺭﻙ ﺍﺷﺘﺮﻳﻨﺎ ﻋﻠﻜﺔ ﻓﻲ ﻁﺮﻳﻘﻨﺎ ﻟﻠﻤﺪﺭﺳﺔ.
ﻣﺎ ﻫﻲ ﺍﻟﺘﻬﻤﺔ؟

ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻧﺤﻦ ﻟﻢ ﻧﻄﻊ ﺍﻟﻘﻮﺍﻧﻴﻦ .ﻟﻢ ﻧﺨﺒﺮ ﺍﻫﺎﻟﻴﻨﺎ ﺍﻟﻤﻮﺿﻮﻉ .ﺟﺎء ﺍﻟﻮﻗﺖ ﻟﻨﻜﻮﻥ ﻣﺴﺘﻌﺪﻳﻦ .ﺷﻲء ﻳﺨﺼﻨﺎ ﺑﻴﻨﻨﺎ ﻧﺤﻦ ﺍﻻﺛﻨﻴﻦ .ﺍﻟﻌﻠﻜﺔ
ﻳﻌﻨﻲ .ﻭﺍﻟﺪﺗﻪ ﻣﺎ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻟﺘﻬﺘﻢ .ﺗﺴﺘﻄﻴﻊ ﺣﻞ ﺍﻻﻣﻮﺭ ﺍﺫﺍ ﻟﻢ ﻳﻮﻗﻈﻚ ﺍﺣﺪ!
)ﻳﻨﺘﻘﻞ ﺍﻟﻀﻮﺭ ﻣﻊ ﺍﻟﺘﻔﺎﺗﺔ ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ ﻧﺤﻮ ﻣﺮﺑﻴﺔ ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ(
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
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ﻫﻞ ﻧﻤﺖ ﺟﻴﺪﺍ...؟
)ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ ﻳﺸﻌﺮ ﺑﺎﻟﻨﻌﺎﺱ ﻭﺗﺎﺋﻪ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻓﻜﺎﺭﻩ ،ﻳﺘﺬﻛﺮ .ﻭﻻ ﻳﺠﻴﺐ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﺴﺆﺍﻝ(
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻫﻞ ﺍﻧﺖ ﻗﻠﻖ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻣﺎﻣﺎ؟
ﺳﻮﻑ ﺗﺮﺍﻫﺎ ﻟﻠﻤﺮﺓ ﺍﻻﻭﻟﻰ...
ﺳﻮﻑ ﺗﺤﺒﻬﺎ ﺍﻋﺪﻙ ﺑﺬﻟﻚ....
ﻫﻞ ﺗﺮﻳﺪ ﺍﻥ ﺗﺄﻛﻞ ﺍﻟﺨﺒﺰ ﺍﻟﻤﺤﻤﺺ؟
ﻭﺗﺸﺮﺏ ﺣﻠﻴﺒﻚ؟
ﻣﺎ ﺍﻟﻤﺸﻜﻠﺔ ﻋﺰﻳﺰﻱ؟
)ﺗﻨﻈﺮ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﺸﺒﺎﻙ(
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﺗﺜﻠﺞ ﺑﺸﺪﺓ ﻻ ﺗﺴﺘﻄﻴﻊ ﺍﺧﺬ ﺩﺭﺍﺟﺘﻚ.
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻣﺎﺭﻙ ﺳﻮﻑ ﻳﻼﻗﻴﻨﻲ ﻋﻨﺪ ﺍﻟﺰﺍﻭﻳﺔ.
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﺍﻧﻬﺎ ﻋﺎﺻﻔﺔ ﺛﻠﺠﻴﺔ—ﺳﻮﻑ ﺍﺧﺬﻙ ﺑﻨﻔﺴﻲ.
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻧﻬﺎ ﻋﺎﺻﻔﺔ ﺛﻠﺠﻴﺔ؟
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﺍﻟﺒﻴﺎﺽ ﻓﻲ ﻛﻞ ﻣﻜﺎﻥ .ﺭﺑﻤﺎ ﺳﻮﻑ ﺗﻜﻮﻥ ﻫﻨﺎﻙ ﻋﻨﺪ ﻋﻮﺩﺗﻚ ﻟﻠﻤﻨﺰﻝ) .ﺗﻨﻈﺮ ﻓﻲ ﻫﺎﺗﻔﻬﺎ
)ﺗﻨﻈﺮ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﺸﺒﺎﻙ(
ﺍﻟﺨﻠﻴﻮﻱ( ﻟﻢ ﺍﺳﻤﻊ ﺷﻲء ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻻﻥ .ﻓﻲ ﺑﻌﺾ ﺍﻻﺣﻴﺎﻥ ﻳﺄﺧﺬ ﺍﻟﻤﻮﺿﻮﻉ ﺑﻌﺾ ﺍﻟﻮﻗﺖ .ﻋﺰﻳﺰﻱ
ﻛﻞ ﺷﻲء ﺳﻴﻜﻮﻥ ﺑﺨﻴﺮ .ﻟﻤﺎﺫﺍ ﺍﻧﺖ ﻗﻠﻖ؟
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻋﻠﻲ ﺍﻥ ﺍﺟﺪ ﺷﻴﺌﺎ ..ﺷﻲء ﻛﻨﺖ ﺍﻓﻜﺮ ﺑﻪ ..ﺷﻲء ﺳﻮﻑ ﺍﺭﻳﻪ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺴﺎﺣﺔ...
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﺍﻟﺴﺎﺣﺔ؟ ﺗﺤﺘﺎﺝ ﻻﻥ ﺗﺘﻨﺎﻭﻝ ﻓﻄﻮﺭﻙ ﺍﻻﻥ ﻋﺰﻳﺰﻱ—ﺑﻌﺪﻫﺎ ﺗﺮﺗﺪﻱ ﻣﻼﺑﺴﻚ .ﻛﻞ ﺷﻲء ﺳﻴﺒﻘﻰ ﻛﻤﺎ ﻫﻮ ،ﺍﻋﺪﻙ ﺑﺬﻟﻚ ،ﺣﺘﻰ
ﺳﻴﻜﻮﻥ ﺍﻓﻀﻞ ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﺳﺘﻜﻮﻥ ﻫﻨﺎ! ﻻ ﺗﻘﻠﻖ.
)ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ ﻳﺠﺪ ﺣﻘﻴﺒﺘﻪ(
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻫﻞ ﺍﺩﻳﺖ ﻭﺍﺟﺒﺎﺗﻚ ﻭ ﺍﻟﻤﻌﻠﻤﺔ ﺗﻌﺮﻑ ﺍﻧﻪ ﻳﻮﻡ ﻣﻤﻴﺰ.
)ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ ﻳﻨﻈﺮ ﻓﻲ ﺑﻌﺾ ﺍﻟﺼﻮﺭ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻤﻠﻒ(
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻳﻤﻜﻦ ﺍﻥ ﺗﻈﻬﺮ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺍﻟﺼﻮﺭ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻤﺪﺭﺳﺔ .ﻻ ﺍﺭﻳﺪ ﺗﻌﻨﻴﻔﻚ ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ ﻟﻜﻦ ﺍﺫﺍ ﻟﻢ ﺗﺄﻛﻞ ﺟﻴﺪﺍ ﺳﻮﻑ ﺗﺸﻌﺮ ﺑﺎﻟﺠﻮﻉ ﻓﻲ ﻏﻀﻮﻥ
ﺳﺎﻋﺔ ﻭﺍﺣﺪﺓ ﻓﻘﻂ ﻭ ﻋﻨﺪﻫﺎ ﻣﺎﺫﺍ ﻳﻤﻜﻨﻚ ﺍﻥ ﺗﻔﻌﻞ؟ ﻟﻦ ﺗﻜﻮﻥ ﻗﺎﺩﺭﺍ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﺘﺮﻛﻴﺰ ﻓﻲ ﺩﺭﻭﺳﻚ ،ﻫﻞ ﺗﺮﻳﺪ ﺍﻥ ﻳﺤﺼﻞ ﺫﻟﻚ؟ ﺑﺎﻟﻄﺒﻊ
ﻻ .ﻣﺴﺆﻭﻟﻴﺘﻲ ﺍﻥ ﺍﻁﻌﻤﻚ ﺍﻟﻔﻄﻮﺭ.
ﻫﻞ ﺗﻨﻮﻱ ﺍﻟﺬﻫﺎﺏ ﻟﻠﻤﺪﺭﺳﺔ ﺑﺎﻟﺒﻴﺠﺎﻣﺎ؟
)ﺗﺤﺎﻭﻝ ﺍﺧﺬ ﺍﻟﻤﻠﻒ(
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻣﺎ ﻣﻮﺿﻮﻉ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺍﻟﺼﻮﺭ؟
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺗﻮﻗﻔﻲ! ﻛﻨﺖ ﺍﺗﺬﻛﺮ....
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻋﺰﻳﺰﻱ ﺗﻨﺎﻭﻝ ﺍﻟﺸﻜﻮﻻﺗﺔ ﺍﻟﺴﺎﺧﻨﺔ.
)ﺗﻨﺘﻘﻞ ﺍﻻﺿﺎءﺓ ﺑﻴﻨﻤﺎ ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ ﻳﻔﻜﺮ ﻣﻊ ﻧﻔﺴﻪ ،ﻛﻤﺎ ﻟﻮ ﻛﺎﻥ ﻳﺤﻠﻢ(
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺳﻴﺎﺩﺓ ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ "ﺍﻟﺴﺎﺣﺔ" ،ﻣﺎ ﻫﻲ؟
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﺍﻧﻬﺎ ﺍﻟﻤﻜﺎﻥ ﺍﻟﺬﻱ ﺗﺘﺨﺬ ﻓﻴﻪ ﺍﻟﻘﺮﺍﺭﺍﺕ .ﻣﺎ ﻫﻲ ﺗﻬﻤﺘﻚ؟
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻧﻬﺎ ﺍﺳﻠﺤﺔ ﺍﻟﺪﻣﺎﺭ ﺍﻟﺸﺎﻣﻞ.
)ﻭﻫﻮ ﻳﻨﻈﺮ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﺼﻮﺭ(
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻟﻢ ﻳﺘﺒﻘﻰ ﺷﻲء ﻣﻨﻬﺎ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻨﻬﺎﻳﺔ  .ﺍﺣﺪﺍﺙ ﺍﻳﻠﻮﻝ ﻭ ﺍﺳﻠﺤﺔ ﺍﻟﺪﻣﺎﺭ ﺍﻟﺸﺎﻣﻞ.
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻣﻲ ﺍﺧﺒﺮﺗﻨﻲ ﺫﻟﻚ .ﺑﺄﻧﻪ ﻟﻴﺲ ﻫﻨﺎﻙ ﻣﻦ ﺍﺳﻠﺤﺔ ﺩﻣﺎﺭ ﺷﺎﻣﻞ .ﻟﻜﻦ ﺑﻼﺩﻧﺎ ﻣﻌﺘﻘﻠﺔ.
ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ ،ﻻ ﻳﻤﻜﻦ ﺍﻋﺘﻘﺎﻝ ﺑﻠﺪ ﺑﺄﻛﻤﻠﻪ
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
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)ﻳﻈﻬﺮ ﺍﻟﻤﻠﻒ(
)ﻳﻨﻈﺮ ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ ﻟﻠﺼﻮﺭ ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﻳﻌﻮﺩ ﺍﻟﻀﻮء(
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﺍﻧﺖ ﺗﺤﺐ ﺍﻟﺸﻮﻛﻮﻻﺗﺔ ﺍﻟﺴﺎﺧﻨﺔ
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻟﻘﺪ ﻛﺎﻥ ﺣﻠﻤﺎ ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻫﻞ ﺣﻠﻤﺖ ﺑﺸﻲء ﻣﺰﻋﺞ ﻋﺰﻳﺰﻱ؟
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻻ ﻟﻢ ﻳﻜﻦ ﻣﺰﻋﺠﺎ ﻟﻜﻦ ﺍﻧﻘﻄﻊ!
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻫﻞ ﺗﺮﻳﺪ ﺍﻥ ﺗﺮﻳﻨﻲ ﺻﻮﺭﻙ؟
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻻ ﺍﻋﺮﻑ...
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﺍﺫﺍ ﺗﻨﺎﻭﻝ ﻓﻄﻮﺭﻙ! ﻫﺬﺍ ﻳﻜﻔﻲ ﺗﺤﻤﻠﺖ ﻛﻔﺎﻳﺔ!
)ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ ﻻ ﻳﺴﺘﻤﻊ ﻟﻬﺎ(
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻫﻞ ﺗﺮﻳﺪﻧﻲ ﺍﻥ ﺍﺗﺼﻞ ﺑﻮﺍﻟﺪﻳﻚ ﻭﺍﺧﺒﺮﻫﻢ ﻋﻦ ﺳﻠﻮﻛﻚ؟
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻻ ﺗﺴﺘﻄﻴﻌﻴﻦ ﻓﻬﻢ ﻳﻨﺠﺒﻮﻥ ﻁﻔﻼ!
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻭﺍﻟﺪﻙ ﺳﻮﻑ ﻳﺠﻴﺒﻨﻲ
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻣﺎﺫﺍ ﻟﻮ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻮﻻﺩﺓ؟ ﻋﻨﺪﻫﺎ ﻟﻦ ﻳﺴﺘﻄﻊ ﺍﻟﺮﺩ! ﻟﻦ ﻳﺮﺩ ﻋﻠﻴﻚ ﺍﺣﺪ ﺳﻮﻑ ﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﺫﻟﻚ.
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﺍﻻ ﺗﺮﻳﺪ ﺍﻥ ﺗﻜﻮﻥ ﻭﻟﺪﺍ ﻁﻴﺒﺎ؟ ﺍﻻ ﺗﺮﻳﺪ ﻣﺴﺎﻋﺪﺓ ﻭﺍﻟﺪﻳﻚ؟ ﺍﻧﻪ ﻳﻮﻡ ﻣﻤﻴﺰ ﻭ ﻋﻠﻴﻚ ﺍﻥ ﺗﻄﻴﻊ ﺍﻟﻘﻮﺍﻧﻴﻦ.
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ )ﻳﻨﻈﺮ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﺼﻮﺭ(:
ﻛﻴﻒ ﻧﻌﺮﻑ ﻛﻴﻒ ﺳﻴﻮﻟﺪ ﺍﻟﻄﻔﻞ ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ؟
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻟﻘﺪ ﺗﺤﺪﺛﺖ ﻟﻮﺍﻟﺪﺗﻚ ،ﺍﻧﺠﺎﺏ ﺍﻟﻄﻔﻞ ﺳﻴﺨﺮﺝ ﻣﻨﻬﺎ ...ﺍﺧﺒﺮﺗﻨﻲ ﺍﻧﻚ ﺗﻤﻠﻚ ﺍﻟﻜﺜﻴﺮ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻻﺳﺌﻠﺔ .ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ ﻳﻜﻔﻲ ﺫﻟﻚ ،ﺍﺫﺍ ﻛﻨﺖ ﻻ
ﺗﺮﻳﺪ ﺗﻨﺎﻭﻝ ﺍﻟﻔﻄﻮﺭ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻻﻗﻞ ﺍﺭﺗﺪﻱ ﻣﻼﺑﺴﻚ! ﻫﻞ ﻋﻠﻲ ﺍﻥ ﺍﻧﺰﻉ ﻋﻨﻚ ﺍﻟﺒﻴﺠﺎﻣﺎ ﺑﻨﻔﺴﻲ؟
)ﺗﺤﺎﻭﻝ ﻧﺰﻉ ﺍﻟﺒﻴﺠﺎﻣﺎ ﻋﻨﻪ(
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻣﺎﺫﺍ ﻟﻮ ﻳﻜﻦ ﻫﻨﺎﻙ ﺳﻴﻘﺎﻥ؟
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻣﺎﺫﺍ؟
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ )ﻣﺸﻴﺮﺍ ﻟﻠﺒﻴﺠﺎﻣﺎ(:
ﺗﺤﺖ ﻫﺬﻩ
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻫﻞ ﺷﺎﻫﺪﺕ ﻓﻠﻤﺎ ﻣﺮﻋﺒﺎ؟
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻧﻌﻢ
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ ،ﻳﺠﺐ ﺍﻥ ﻻ ﺗﺸﺎﻫﺪ ﺍﻓﻼﻡ ﺍﻟﺮﻋﺐ ﻗﺒﻞ ﺍﻟﻨﻮﻡ! ﺍﻧﺖ ﺗﻌﺮﻑ ﺫﻟﻜﻮ ﻋﻠﻴﻚ ﺍﻥ ﺗﻄﻴﻊ ﺍﻟﻘﻮﺍﻧﻴﻦ.
)ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ ﺗﻠﺒﺲ ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ ﺍﻟﺒﻨﻄﻠﻮﻥ ﻭ ﺍﻟﻘﻤﻴﺺ .ﻳﻨﺘﻘﻞ ﺍﻟﻀﻮء ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﻳﻔﻜﺮ ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ ﻣﻊ ﻧﻔﺴﻪ ﻛﻤﺎ ﻟﻮ ﻛﺎﻥ ﻓﻲ ﺣﻠﻢ(.
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺍﻛﺜﺮ ﺍﻻﻓﻼﻡ ﺭﻋﺒﺎ ﻫﻮ ﺍﻟﻔﻠﻢ ﺍﻟﺤﻘﻴﻘﻲ ﻭﻟﻴﺲ ﺍﻟﻔﻠﻢ ﺍﻟﻤﺰﻳﻒ ،ﺑﻞ ﺍﻟﺤﻘﻴﻘﻲ؛ ﻟﺬﻟﻚ ﻳﻘﻮﻣﻮﻥ ﺑﺼﻨﻊ ﺍﻻﻓﻼﻡ ﺍﻟﻤﺰﻳﻔﺔ ﻻﻥ ﺍﻟﺤﻘﻴﻘﻴﺔ ﺍﻛﺜﺮ
ﺭﻋﺒﺎ .ﺍﻟﺤﻘﻴﻘﻴﺔ—ﻣﺜﻞ ﺗﻠﻚ ﺍﻟﺘﻲ ﺣﺼﻠﺖ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻔﻠﻮﺟﺔ .ﺭﻣﻮﺍ ﺍﻟﻴﻮﺭﺍﻧﻴﻮﻡ ﻭ ﺍﻟﻔﺴﻔﻮﺭ ﺍﻻﺑﻴﺾ ﻭ ﺩﺧﻞ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﺳﻨﺎﻥ ﺍﻻﻣﻬﺎﺕ ﻭ
ﺍﻻﺑﺎء ﻭ ﻓﻲ ﺷﻌﺮﻫﻢ ﻭ ﺍﻅﺎﻓﺮﻫﻢ ،ﻟﻘﺪ ﺩﺧﻞ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻋﻤﺎﻗﻬﻢ ﻭ ﺣﻮﻝ ﺍﻁﻔﺎﻝ ﺍﻻﺑﺎء ﺍﻟﻰ ﻭﺣﻮﺵ ﻭ ﻟﻘﺪ ﻛﺬﺑﻨﺎ ﻷﻧﻨﺎ ﻳﺠﺐ ﺍﻥ ﻻ ﻧﺮﻣﻲ
ﻫﺬﻩ ﺍﻟﻤﻮﺍﺩ—ﻧﺤﻦ ﻟﻢ ﻧﻄﻊ ﺍﻟﻘﻮﺍﻧﻴﻦ! ﻫﻞ ﺗﺘﺬﻛﺮ ﺳﺤﺎﺑﺔ ﻋﻴﺶ ﺍﻟﻐﺮﺍﺏ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻴﺎﺑﺎﻥ .ﺳﻴﺎﺩﺓ ﺍﻟﻘﺎﺿﻲ؟ ﻭ ﺍﻟﻨﺎﺱ ﺍﻟﺬﻳﻦ ﺭﺍﻳﺘﻬﻢ ﻓﻲ
ﺍﻟﺼﻮﺭ ﻓﻲ ﻫﻴﺮﻭﺷﻴﻤﺎ؟ ﻟﻘﺪ ﻗﺮﺃﻧﺎ ﻋﻨﻬﻢ ﻫﺬﻩ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻧﻬﺎﻳﺔ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺏ ﺍﻟﻌﺎﻟﻤﻴﺔ ﺍﻟﺜﺎﻧﻴﺔ .ﻗﻤﻨﺎ ﺑﺮﻣﻲ ﺍﺷﻴﺎء ﺍﺳﻮﺃ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻔﻠﻮﺟﺔ .ﺍﺳﻮﺃ
ﺑﺄﺭﺑﻌﺔ ﻋﺸﺮ ﻣﺮﺓ .ﺍﻻﻁﻔﺎﻝ ﺍﻟﻐﺮﺑﺎء ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻔﻠﻮﺟﺔ ﻣﺨﻴﻔﻴﻦ ﺍﻛﺜﺮ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﻔﻀﺎﺋﻴﻴﻦ ﺍﻟﺬﻳﻦ ﻧﺼﻨﻌﻬﻢ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻻﻓﻼﻡ .ﺍﻧﻈﺮ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﺼﻮﺭ—
ﺑﺪﺃﺕ ﺑﺄﺧﺬ ﺍﻟﺼﻮﺭ ،ﻟﻘﺪ ﻗﺮﺃﻧﺎ ﻋﻦ ﺍﻟﻬﻮﻟﻮﻛﺴﺖ ﻭ ﻣﺆﺗﻤﺮ ﺟﻨﻴﻒ .ﻧﺤﻦ ﺍﻟﺬﻱ ﺍﺳﺘﺨﺪﻣﻨﺎ ﺍﺳﻠﺤﺔ ﺍﻟﺪﻣﺎﺭ ﺍﻟﺸﺎﻣﻞ ﺿﺪﻫﻢ!
)ﺗﻌﻮﺩ ﺍﻻﺿﺎءﺓ(
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻳﺠﺐ ﺍﻥ ﺗﻜﻮﻥ ﻟﺪﻧﻴﺎ ﺍﻟﺸﺠﺎﻋﺔ ﻟﻘﻮﻝ ﺍﻟﺤﻘﻴﻘﺔ...
ﺍﻧﻈﺮ ﻳﻜﻒ ﻳﻜﻮﻥ ﺷﻜﻠﻬﻢ ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﻳﺨﺮﺟﻮﻥ ،ﺍﻻﻁﻔﺎﻝ.
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ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:

ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:

ﻳﺠﺐ ﺍﻥ ﻳﻜﻮﻥ ﻟﺪﻳﻚ ﺍﻟﺸﺠﺎﻋﺔ ﻻﻥ ﺗﺬﻫﺐ ﻟﻠﻤﺪﺭﺳﺔ .ﻫﻞ ﺗﺴﻤﻌﻨﻲ ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ؟ ﺍﻧﺎ ﺍﺗﺤﺪﺙ ﺍﻟﻴﻚ.
ﺍﻫﻠﻚ ﻻ ﻳﺮﻳﺪﻭﻧﻚ ﺍﻥ ﺗﺸﺎﻫﺪ ﺍﻻﻓﻼﻡ ﺩﻭﻥ ﺍﺫﻥ ﻣﻨﻬﻢ.
ﻟﻘﺪ ﺣﺼﻠﺖ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﺫﻧﺎ ﻣﻨﻬﻢ—ﻫﻢ ﻳﺸﺎﻫﺪﻭﻥ ﺍﻻﺧﺒﺎﺭ.
ﺗﺴﺘﻄﻴﻊ ﺍﻟﺘﺤﺪﺙ ﺍﻟﻴﻬﻢ ﻋﻦ ﻫﺬﺍ ﻻﺣﻘﺎ ،ﻟﻜﻦ ﺍﻻﻥ ﺍﻧﺎ ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺆﻭﻟﺔ ﻭ ﻻ ﻳﻌﺠﺒﻨﻲ ﺍﻥ ﺗﻜﺬﺏ ﻋﻠﻲ .ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﻄﺒﻴﻌﻲ ﺍﻧﺠﺎﺏ ﺍﻻﻁﻔﺎﻝ
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ .ﻣﻦ ﺍﺟﻤﻞ ﺍﻻﻋﻤﺎﻝ ﺍﻧﻬﺎ ﻣﻌﺠﺰﺓ ﺭﺑﺎﻧﻴﺔ .ﻛﻞ ﻣﺮﺓ ﻳﻮﻟﺪ ﻓﻴﻬﺎ ﻁﻔﻞ ﻧﺮﻯ ﺍﻟﺤﻴﺎﺓ ﻣﺠﺪﺩﺍ ،ﻭ ﻧﺮﻯ ﺍﻟﻄﺒﻴﻌﺔ ﺑﺄﺟﻤﻞ ﺍﺷﻜﺎﻟﻬﺎ.
ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﺗﺮﻯ ﻁﻔﻼ ﺻﻐﻴﺮﺍ ﻳﺤﺪﻕ ﺍﻟﻚ ﺑﻌﻴﻨﻴﻪ ﺍﻟﺠﻤﻴﻠﺘﻴﻦ...
ﻻ ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ...
ﺗﻮﻟﺪ ﻣﻦ ﺟﺪﻳﺪ ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ ،ﻓﻲ ﺭﻭﺣﻚ .ﺳﻮﻑ ﺗﺮﻯ .ﻟﻘﺪ ﻣﻨﺤﺖ ﺍﻻﻳﻤﺎﻥ ﺑﺎﻟﺨﻴﺮ ﻭ ﺍﻟﺤﺐ ﺍﻟﺬﻱ ﺗﻤﻠﻜﻪ ﺍﻟﻌﺎﺋﻠﺔ ﺗﺠﺎﻩ ﺍﻟﻄﻔﻞ ﺍﻟﺠﺪﻳﺪ
ﻳﻌﺘﺒﺮ ﻫﺪﻳﺔ ﺧﺎﺻﺔ.
ﺍﻋﻠﻢ...
ﺳﻮﻑ ﺗﻜﻮﻥ ﺳﻌﻴﺪﺍ ﺟﺪﺍ! ﺍﻧﺖ ﻁﻔﻼ ﺫﻛﻴﺎ ﺍﺧﺘﻚ ﺳﺘﻜﻮﻥ ﻓﺨﻮﺭﺓ ﺟﺪﺍ ﺑﻚ ﻭ ﺳﻮﻑ ﺗﻜﻮﻥ ﺩﺍﺋﻤﺎ ﻫﻨﺎﻙ ﺗﺤﻤﻴﻬﺎ.
ﻟﻤﺎﺫﺍ ﺗﺘﺮﻛﻴﻦ ﺍﻭﻻﺩﻙ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻤﻨﺰﻝ ﻭ ﺗﺄﺗﻴﻦ ﻟﺘﻌﺘﻨﻴﻦ ﺑﻲ ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ؟
ﺣﺎﻥ ﻭﻗﺖ ﺍﻟﺬﻫﺎﺏ ﺍﻻﻥ! ﺑﺪﻭﻥ ﺃﻱ ﻓﻄﻮﺭ ﻭﺳﻮﻑ ﺗﻨﺪﻡ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻫﺬﺍ—ﻭ ﺳﻮﻑ ﺗﻌﺮﻑ ﺍﻥ ﻣﺮﺑﻴﺘﻚ ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺣﻖ ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ
ﺗﺸﻌﺮ ﺑﺎﻟﻔﺮﺍﻍ ﻓﻲ ﻣﻌﺪﺗﻚ .ﻟﻤﺎﺫﺍ ﻟﺪﻳﻚ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺍﻟﺼﻮﺭ؟
ﻟﺪﻧﻴﺎ ﻣﺤﻜﻤﺔ ﺻﻮﺭﻳﺔ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻤﺪﺭﺳﺔ
ﻣﺎﺫﺍ؟ ﺗﻌﺎﻝ .ﻟﻨﻀﻊ ﻗﺒﻌﺘﻚ.
ﺳﻮﻑ ﻧﻠﻌﺐ "ﺍﻟﻤﺤﻜﻤﺔ ﺍﻟﺼﻮﺭﻳﺔ" ﻓﻲ ﺳﺎﺣﺔ ﺍﻟﻤﺪﺭﺳﺔ
ﻣﺎ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺍﻟﺴﺎﺣﺔ؟ ﺍﻟﺠﻮ ﺑﺎﺭﺩ ﺟﺪﺍ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺨﺎﺭﺝ!
ﻟﻜﻲ ﻳﻜﻮﻥ ﺍﻟﻜﻞ ﻣﻮﺟﻮﺩ ﻫﻨﺎﻙ—ﻧﺘﺼﻔﺢ ﺍﻟﺼﺤﻒ—ﻧﺤﻦ ﻧﻘﺮﺃ ﺍﻟﺼﺤﻒ
ﺿﻊ ﻗﺒﻌﺘﻚ ﻋﺰﻳﺰﻱ! ﺭﺟﺎءﺍ!
ﺑﺈﻣﻌﺎﻥ

ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻋﺰﻳﺰﻱ ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ .ﺳﻴﻜﻮﻥ ﻛﻞ ﺷﻲء ﺑﺨﻴﺮ
)ﺗﺤﺎﻭﻝ ﺍﺧﺮﺍﺟﻪ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﺒﺎﺏ(
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﺿﻊ ﺍﻟﺼﻮﺭ ﻓﻲ ﺣﻘﻴﺒﺘﻚ
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻧﺰﻥ ﺍﻟﺤﻘﺎﺋﻖ ﻛﻤﺎ ﻧﺰﻥ ﺍﻟﻄﻌﺎﻡ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻤﻴﺰﺍﻥ
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﺍﻩ ﻟﻘﺪ ﻧﺴﻴﻨﺎ ﻏﺪﺍءﻙ! ﺍﻧﺖ ﺗﻨﺴﻴﻨﻲ ﻛﻞ ﺷﻲء ﺑﻨﻲ!
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﺗﻌﺮﻓﻴﻦ ﻧﻘﻮﻡ ﺑﻮﺯﻥ ﺍﻟﺤﻘﺎﺋﻖ ﺛﻢ ﻧﺘﺨﺬ ﻗﺮﺍﺭﺍ .ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ؟ ﻭ ﺍﻟﻘﺮﺍﺭ ﻫﻮ ﺍﻟﺬﻱ ﻳﻐﻴﺮ ﺍﻟﻘﻮﺍﻧﻴﻦ ﻭ ﻳﺠﻌﻞ ﺍﻻﻁﻔﺎﻝ ﺑﺼﺤﺔ ﺟﻴﺪﺓ ﻣﺮﺓ
ﺍﺧﺮﻯ—ﻛﻤﺎ ﺭﺍﻳﻨﺎ ﺍﻟﺒﺮﻧﺎﻣﺞ ﺍﻟﺘﻠﻔﺰﻳﻮﻧﻲ ﺣﻴﺚ ﻗﺎﻣﻮﺍ ﺑﺈﺿﺎءﺓ ﺍﻟﻤﺎء ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻨﺎﺭ ﻭﻫﻮ ﻳﺨﺮﺝ ﻣﻦ ﺣﻨﻔﻴﺔ ﺍﻟﻤﻄﺒﺦ ،ﻫﺬﻩ ﻁﺮﻳﻘﺔ
ﺍﺧﺮﻯ ﻟﻤﻌﺮﻓﺔ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺃﻱ ﺣﺪ ﻳﻤﻜﻨﻨﺎ ﺧﺮﻕ ﺍﻟﻘﻮﺍﻧﻴﻦ...؟
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
)ﺗﺤﻤﻞ ﺍﻻﻥ ﺣﻘﻴﺒﺔ ﺍﻟﻐﺪﺍء( ﻫﺬﺍ ﻳﻜﻔﻲ ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ! ﻋﻠﻴﻨﺎ ﺍﻟﺬﻫﺎﺏ.
)ﻳﺮﻥ ﻫﺎﺗﻔﻬﺎ ﺍﻟﻤﺤﻤﻮﻝ(
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﺍﻩ ،ﺍﻟﻤﺼﺎﺋﺐ ﺗﺄﺗﻲ ﻣﺮﺓ ﻭﺍﺣﺪﺓ!
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﺗﺜﻠﺞ ﺗﺤﺼﻞ ﻋﺎﺻﻔﺔ ﺛﻠﺠﻴﺔ! ﺭﺑﻤﺎ ﻫﺬﺍ ﻣﺎﺭﻙ؟ ﻫﻞ ﻳﻌﺮﻑ ﺑﺄﻧﻲ ﻟﻦ ﺃﺗﻲ؟ ﻫﻞ ﺍﺧﺒﺮﺕ ﺍﻣﻪ؟ ﺭﺑﻤﺎ ﻛﺎﻥ ﻳﻨﺘﻈﺮﻧﻲ ﻓﻲ
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ﺍﻟﺰﺍﻭﻳﺔ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺜﻠﺞ!
)ﺗﺮﺩ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻬﺎﺗﻒ ﻭ ﺗﺴﺘﻤﺘﻊ .ﺗﺒﺘﺴﻢ ﻭ ﺗﻀﺤﻚ(.
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ )ﺗﺨﺎﻁﺐ ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ(:
ﻟﻘﺪ ﻭﻟﺪﺕ!
)ﻭﻫﻲ ﺗﺘﺤﺪﺙ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻬﺎﺗﻒ( ﻧﻌﻢ ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ ﺑﺨﻴﺮ ...ﻧﻌﻢ ،ﺣﺴﻨﺎ.
)ﺗﻘﻔﻞ ﺍﻟﻬﺎﺗﻒ(
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻟﺪﻳﻚ ﺍﻻﻥ ﺍﺧﺖ ﺻﻐﻴﺮﺓ.
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻫﻞ ﻫﻲ ﻛﺎﻣﻠﺔ
)ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ ﺗﻨﻈﺮ ﺍﻟﻴﻪ ﻭﻻ ﺗﻔﻬﻢ(
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻣﺎﺫﺍ؟
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ:
ﻫﻞ ﻟﺪﻳﻬﺎ ﻋﻴﻨﻴﻦ ﺍﺛﻨﻴﻦ ﻭ ﺳﺎﻗﻴﻦ ﺗﺤﺖ ﺑﻴﺠﺎﻣﺘﻬﺎ؟
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻫﻲ ﻻ ﺗﺮﺗﺪﻱ ﺍﻟﺒﻴﺠﺎﻣﺎ ،ﻟﻘﺪ ﻭﻟﺪﺕ ﻟﻠﺘﻮ ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ!
)ﻳﻨﻈﺮ ﺍﻟﻰ ﻣﺮﺑﻴﺘﻪ(
ﻏﺮﺍﻧﺖ :ﻫﻞ ﻟﺪﻳﻬﺎ؟
ﻻﺗﻴﺸﻴﺎ:
ﻧﻌﻢ ﻟﻤﺎﺫﺍ ﻻ ﻳﻜﻮﻥ ﻟﺪﻳﻬﺎ؟ ﺣﺎﻥ ﻭﻗﺖ ﺍﻟﻤﺪﺭﺳﺔ!
ﺍﻟﻨﻬﺎﻳﺔ
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MY RIGHT
By
Ammar Ali
Directed by:
Mohammed Azeez
Cast:
First person: Ameer Satti
Second person: Ammar Ali

Ammar ALI 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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ﺣﻘﻲ ﺃﻧﺎ
ﺍﻟﻤﺆﻟﻒ ﻋﻤﺎﺭ ﻋﻠﻲ

)ﺷﺨﺺ ﺟﺎﻟﺲ ﻁﺎﻭﻟﺔ ﻋﻠﻴﻬﺎ ﺍﻟﻜﺜﻴﺮ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﻜﺘﺐ ﻭﺍﻻﻭﺭﺍﻕ ﺍﻟﻤﺒﻌﺜﺮﺓ ﻭﻋﺪﺩ ﻣﻦ ﺯﺟﺎﺟﺎﺕ ﺍﻟﺨﻤﺮ ﻭﺟﺎﻧﺐ
ﺍﻟﻄﺎﻭﻟﺔ ﻣﻄﻔﺄﺓ ﺳﻜﺎﺋﺮ ﻛﺒﻴﺮﺓ ﻣﻠﻴﺌﺔ ﺑﺄﻋﻘﺎﺏ ﺍﻟﺴﻜﺎﺋﺮ ( ﻳﻈﻬﺮ ﺍﻟﺸﺨﺺ ﻭﺷﻜﻠﻪ ﻛﺌﻴﺐ ﻟﺒﺎﺳﺔ ﺫﻭ ﺭﺑﻄﺔ
ﻋﻨﻖ ﺣﻤﺮﺍء ﺍﺳﻮﺩ ﻭﺣﺬﺍﺋﻪ ﺍﺣﻤﺮ ﻭﻓﻲ ﻳﺪﻩ ﺳﻜﺎﺭﺓ ﻣﻦ ﻧﻮﻉ ﺟﺮﺅﺕ.............
ﺍﻟﺸﺨﺼـــــ  :1ﺍﻣﺘﺼﻲ ﺍﻳﺘﻬﺎ ﺍﻟﺴﻴﻜﺎﺭﺓ ﻓﻮﺭﺍﻥ ﺩﻣﻲ ﺍﺳﺤﺒﻲ ﻛﻞ ﻏﻀﺒﻲ ﻭﺧﺬﻳﻪ ﺑﻌﻴﺪﺍ ﺍﻟﻰ ﻣﻨﻔﺎﻙ ﺍﻧﺘﻲ
ﺍﻟﻮﺣﻴﺪﺓ ﺍﻟﺘﻲ ﺗﻨﺼﺘﻴﻦ ﺑﻼ ﻛﻼﻡ ﺗﻤﻮﺗﻴﻦ ﺑﻴﻦ ﻳﺪﻱ ﺩﻭﻥ ﺣﺮﺍﻙ ﻭﺣﺪﻙ ﺍﻧﺘﻲ ﻣﻦ ﺗﺪﺧﻠﻴﻦ ﺟﺴﺪﻱ ﺗﻌﺮﻓﻴﻦ
ﻋﻨﻲ ﻛﻞ ﺷﺊ ﺗﻌﺮﻓﻴﻦ ﺩﺍﺧﻠﻲ ﺍﺷﻴﺎء ﺍﻧﺎ ﺍﺟﻬﻠﻬﺎ ﺩﺍﺧﻞ ﻫﺬﺍ ﺍﻟﺠﺴﺪ ﺍﻟﺨﺎﺋﻦ  ,ﻧﻌﻢ ﻓﺠﺴﺪﻱ ﺧﺎﺋﻦ ﻳﺴﺘﻬﻴﻦ
ﺑﺎﻹﻧﺴﺎﻧﻴﺔ )ﻳﺼﺮﺥ ﺑﺤﺮﻗﺔ ( ﻳﺎ ﺳﻴﻜﺎﺭﻩ ﺍﻧﻨﻲ ﻧﻜﺮﺓ ﺍﻧﺘﻲ ﺍﻻﻥ ﺑﻴﻦ ﻳﺪﻱ ﻛﺸﻌﺐ ﺑﻴﻦ ﻳﺪﻱ ﺣﺎﻛﻢ ﻅﺎﻟﻢ )
ﻳﻨﻀﺮ ﺍﻟﻴﻬﺎ ﺑﺤﻘﺪ ﺷﺪﻳﺪ( ﻟﻬﺬﺍ ﻳﺠﺐ ﺍﻥ ﺍﻗﺘﻠﻚ ﺍﻋﺬﺑﻚ ﺍﻓﻌﻞ ﺑﻚ ﻛﻞ ﺍﻫﻮﺍﻟﻲ ﺍﺳﺘﺄﺻﻞ ﻋﺮﻭﻗﻚ ﺍﻗﺺ
ﺑﻤﺨﺎﻟﺐ ﺳﻠﻄﺘﻲ ﻛﻞ ﺗﺎﺭﻳﺨﻚ ﻭﺍﻧﺜﺮ ﺑﻴﺪﻱ ﺭﻣﺎﺩ ﺗﺮﺍﺛﻚ ) ﻳﻀﺤﻚ ﺑﺴﺨﺮﻳﺔ( ﻭﺍﻟﺠﻤﻴﻞ ﺑﺎﻷﻣﺮ ﺍﻧﻚ ﻻ
ﺗﻨﻄﻘﻴﻦ ﻻﻧﻚ ﺧﺮﺳﺎء ﻛﻞ ﻣﺎ ﺗﻤﻠﻜﻴﻨﻪ ﺟﻤﺮﺓ ﻛﻠﻤﺎﺕ ﻭﻟﻴﺲ ﻟﺪﻳﻚ ﺳﻮﻯ ﺩﺧﺎﻥ )ﻳﻬﺘﻒ( ﻛﻼﻣﻚ ﺩﺧﺎﻥ
ﺻﻮﺗﻚ ﺩﺧﺎﻥ ﺣﺘﻰ ﺛﻮﺭﺍﺗﻚ ﻭﺭﺑﻴﻌﻚ ﻋﺒﺎﺭﺓ ﻋﻦ ﺩﺧﺎﻥ ﺍﺑﻠﻪ ﻻ ﻳﻌﺮﻑ ﺍﻟﻄﺮﻳﻖ ﻭﻻ ﺍﻟﺮﻓﻴﻖ ﻭﻻ ﻳﻬﺘﻢ
ﻟﻌﺪﻭ ﺍﻭ ﺻﺪﻳﻖ )ﻳﻄﻔﺄ ﺍﻟﺴﻴﻜﺎﺭﺓ ( ﻗﺘﻠﺘﻚ ﻗﻀﻴﺖ ﻋﻠﻴﻚ  ..ﺍﻧﺎ ﺑﻄﻞ ﺑﻄﻞ ﺍﻧﺎ ﺍﺻﻨﻊ ﺗﺄﺭﻳﺨﻲ ﺑﻴﺪﻱ ﻭﻻ
ﺍﻫﺘﻢ ﺑﺼﺮﺍﺧﻚ ﻭﺍﻭﺟﺎﻋﻚ )ﻳﻨﺪﻡ ﺑﺒﻜﺎء( ﺳﻴﻜﺎﺭﺗﻲ ﻟﻤﺎﺫﺍ ﻗﺘﻠﺘﻚ ﻟﻘﺪ ﻛﻨﺘﻲ ﺍﻧﻴﺴﺔ ﻭﺣﺸﺘﻲ ﺗﻄﻔﺌﻴﻦ ﺣﺮﻗﺔ
ﺩﻣﻚ ﺑﺠﺴﺪﻱ ﺍﻟﺒﺎﻟﻲ ﻭﻻ ﺗﻨﻄﻔﺌﻴﻦ ) ﺗﻀﻬﺮ ﻋﻠﻴﻪ ﻋﻼﻣﺎﺕ ﺍﻟﺨﻮﻑ ﻭﺍﻟﺮﻋﺐ ( ﻟﻤﺎﺫﺍ ﻟﻤﺎﺫﺍ ﻟﻤﺎﺫﺍ  ,,ﺍﻧﺎ
ﺟﺒﺎﻥ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﺔ ﺍﻛﺘﺸﻔﺘﻬﺎ ﺑﻨﻔﺴﻲ ﻭﻟﻢ ﺗﺬﻛﻴﺮﻳﻨﻲ ﺑﻬﺎ ﻳﻮﻣﺎ ﺃﺗﺪﺭﻳﻦ ﻟﻤﺎﺫﺍ ﺍﻧﺎ ﺟﺒﺎﻥ ؟ ﻻﻧﻨﻲ ﺍﻗﺘﻞ ﺍﻟﺴﺎﻛﻨﻮﻥ
ﺍﻟﻌﺰﻝ ﻭﻻ ﺍﻗﻮﻯ ﻟﻠﺼﺮﺍﺥ
)ﻳﺠﻠﺲ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻁﺎﻭﻟﺘﻪ ﻭﻭﻗﺪﻣﺎﻩ ﻣﻌﻠﻘﺘﺎﻥ ﻓﻮﻕ ﻣﻄﻔﺄﺓ ﺍﻟﺴﻜﺎﺋﺮ  ,,,ﻳﺸﺮﺏ ﺍﻟﻜﺜﻴﺮ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﺨﻤﺮ  ,,ﻳﻨﺘﺎﺑﻪ ﺣﺎﻟﺔ
ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﻼﻭﻋﻲ  ,ﻳﺸﻌﻞ ﺳﻴﻜﺎﺭﺓ ﺛﺎﻧﻴﺔ ﻭﻳﻠﻘﻴﻬﺎ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻤﻄﻔﺄﺓ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺍﻥ ﻳﺴﺘﻨﺸﻖ ﻣﻨﻬﺎ ﻋﺪﺓ ﺍﻧﻔﺎﺱ ﻳﻈﻬﺮ ﺩﺧﺎﻥ
ﺷﺪﻳﺪ ﻳﻮﻣﻲ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﺣﺘﺮﺍﻕ ﺷﺪﻳﺪ ,,
)ﻳﻀﻬﺮ ﺷﺨﺺ ﺛﺎﻧﻲ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﻤﻄﻔﺄﺓ ﻣﻼﺑﺴﻪ ﺑﻴﻀﺎء ﻓﻴﻬﺎ ﺑﻘﻊ ﺣﻤﺮﺍء ﺷﻌﺮﻩ ﺍﺷﻴﺐ  ,,ﻳﺴﻮﺩ ﻋﻠﻴﻪ ﻁﺎﺑﻊ
ﺍﻟﺠﻨﻮﻥ (
ﺍﻟﺸﺨﺼــــ : 2ﺳﻴﻜﺎﺭﺓ ﻣﺸﺘﻌﻠﺔ ﻭﺣﻴﺮﺓ ﺍﻣﺮ ﻭﺩﺧﺎﻥ ﻳﺘﻄﺎﻳﺮ ﻋﻠﻪ ﻳﺠﺪ ﻣﻜﺎﻧﻨﺎ ﻏﻴﺮ ﺷﻔﺎﻫﻪ ﺍﻟﺬﺍﺑﻠﺔ ﻛﻌﺎﻧﺲ
ﺧﺎﻧﻬﺎ ﺍﻟﻌﻬﺪ ﻭﻟﻢ ﻳﺴﻌﻔﻬﺎ ﺍﻟﻨﺪﻡ  ..ﺍﻓﻜﺮ ﺑﻤﺎﺿﻴﻨﺎ ﻭﻛﻴﻒ ﺍﺻﺒﺢ ﺣﺎﺿﺮﻧﺎ ﻛﻨﺖ ﺍﻋﻴﺶ ﺑﺄﻣﺎﻥ ﺩﺍﺧﻞ
ﺟﻨﺎﺋﻨﻲ ﺍﻟﻤﻌﻠﻘﺔ ﻭﺍﻧﺎ ﺍﻻﻥ )ﻳﺸﻴﺮ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﻤﻄﻔﺄﺓ( ﺩﺍﺧﻞ ﺣﺠﺮﺗﻲ ﻣﻌﺮﺽ ﻟﻠﻘﺘﻞ ﻭﺍﻟﺘﻬﻤﻴﺸﺲ ) ﻳﻈﻬﺮ
ﺷﺨﺺ ﻳﺠﺴﺪ ﺣﻤﻮ ﺭﺍﺑﻲ ﺣﺎﻣﻼ ﻣﺴﻠﺘﻪ (
ﺍﻟﺸﺨﺺ  . 2ﻣﺨﺎﻁﺒﺎ ﺣﻤﻮ ﺭﺍﺑﻲ  :ﺟﺪﻱ ﺣﻤﻮ ﺭﺍﺑﻲ ﺻﺎﻧﻊ ﺍﻟﻘﺎﻧﻮﻥ ﻭﺍﻧﺎ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻻﻥ ﺍﻣﺸﻲ ﻋﻜﺲ ﺍﻟﺴﻴﺮ
)ﺗﻈﻬﺮ ﺍﻣﺮﺃﺓ ﺗﺠﺴﺪ ﻋﺸﺘﺎﺭ ( ﻳﺨﺎﻁﺒﻬﺎ  :ﺍﻣﻲ ﻋﺸﺘﺎﺭ ﺍﻟﻬﺔ ﺍﻟﻜﺒﺮﻳﺎء ﻭﻁﺎﺋﺮﺗﻪ ﺣﻄﺖ ﺑﻤﺪﻳﻨﺘﻲ ﺑﻼ ﺍﺫﻥ
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ﺍﻭ ﺗﺮﺧﻴﺺ
)ﻳﻈﻬﺮ ﺷﺨﺺ ﻳﺠﺴﺪ ﻛﻠﻜﺎﻣﺶ ( ﻭﻳﺨﺎﻁﺒﻪ  :ﻋﻤﻲ ﻛﻠﻜﺎﻣﺶ ﻣﻮﺟﺪ ﺍﻟﺤﻘﻴﻘﺔ ﻟﻮ ﺍﻁﻠﻊ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻣﺴﺘﻘﺒﻠﻲ
ﻟﺘﺮﻙ ﺍﻟﺨﻠﻮﺩ ﻭﺍﻧﺘﺤﺮ
)ﻣﺨﺎﻁﺒﺎ ﻟﻠﺠﻤﻬﻮﺭ ( ﻧﺒﻮﺧﺬ ﻧﺼﺮ ﻣﻨﻲ ﻓﺎﻋﻞ ﺍﻟﻨﺼﺮ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﺸﻤﺎﻝ ﻷﻗﺼﺎﻩ ﻭﺍﻧﺎ ﺍﺭﺗﻊ ﺩﺍﺧﻞ ﻋﺒﺎءﺓ ﺍﻟﺠﺒﻦ
ﻭﺍﻟﺒﻐﺾ ﻭﺍﻟﺤﻘﺪ )ﻳﺼﺮﺥ( ﺍﻧﺎ ﻟﻢ ﺍﺣﺼﻞ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻮﺭﻭﺛﻲ ﺳﻮﻯ ﻧﺪﻡ ﻁﻌﻤﻪ ﻛﻄﻌﻢ ﺍﻛﻠﺔ ﻣﻀﻰ ﻋﻠﻴﻬﺎ ﺍﻟﺰﻣﻦ
ﻭﺑﻜﺘﻴﺮﻳﺎ ﺍﻟﺤﻀﺎﺭﺓ ﻓﻴﻬﺎ ﻧﻀﺠﺖ ﻟﺘﺼﻴﺒﻨﻲ ﺑﺸﻠﻞ ﺍﻟﺤﺎﺿﺮ )ﻳﻨﺘﻔﺾ( ﻫﻞ ﺣﻘﺎ ﺍﻧﻨﺎ ﺻﻨﻌﻨﺎ ﺍﻟﺘﺄﺭﻳﺦ؟
ﺗﻴﻬﺎﻥ  .ﻓﺮﺍﻍ  .ﺿﻴﺎﻉ  .ﻓﻲ ﻣﻌﻤﻌﺔ ﺍﻟﺸﻘﺎء ﻭﻓﻲ ﻧﻬﺎﻳﺔ ﺍﻻﻣﺮ ﻧﻜﻮﻥ ﺗﺤﺖ ﺭﺣﻤﺔ ﺍﻻﻏﺒﻴﺎء ) ﻣﺸﻴﺮﺍ ﺍﻟﻰ
ﺍﻟﺸﺨﺺ ﺍﻟﺠﺎﻟﺲ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﺠﺎﻟﺲ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻄﺎﻭﻟﺔ ( ﻣﺎ ﻫﺬﺍ ﻣﺎ ﻛﻞ ﻫﺬﺍ ﻛﻴﻒ ﻳﻮﻟﻰ ﻟﻪ ﺍﻟﺤﻖ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺘﺼﺮﻑ
ﺑﺤﺎﺿﺮﻱ ﻟﻘﺪ ﺳﺄﻣﺖ ﻫﺘﺎﻓﺎﺗﻜﻢ ﻭﺷﻌﺎﺭﺍﺗﻜﻢ ﺍﻟﺘﻲ ﺍﻟﻌﻤﻴﺎء ﺍﻟﺘﻲ ﻻ ﺗﺮﻯ ﺳﻮﻯ ﻁﺮﻳﻘﻜﻢ ﻛﻠﻜﻢ ﺗﻀﺤﻜﻮﻥ
ﻋﻠﻲ ﺍﺿﺤﻜﻮﺍ ﻣﺎ ﺷﺎﺗﻢ ﺳﺘﺪﻓﻌﻮﻥ ﺍﻟﺜﻤﻦ ﻏﺎﻟﻴﺎ..
ﺟﺎء ﻳﻮﻣﻲ ﺣﺎﻧﺖ ﻓﺮﺻﺘﻲ )ﺑﻮﺟﻊ ( ﻟﻜﻦ ﺑﻌﺪ ﻣﺎﺫﺍ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺍﻥ ﺍﻣﺘﺼﺼﺖ ﺩﻣﻲ ﺑﺸﻔﺎﻫﻚ ﺍﻟﺰﺭﻗﺎء ﻓﺄﻓﻘﺪﺗﻨﻲ
ﻛﻴﺎﻧﻲ ﺑﺒﺸﺎﻋﺘﻚ ﻭﺷﺮﺍﻫﺔ ﺷﻔﺎﻫﻚ ..
ﺳﺄﻧﺘﻔﺾ..
ﻭﻟﻴﺤﺪﺙ ﻣﺎ ﻳﺤﺪﺙ)..ﻳﺼﺮﺥ ﺑﻘﻮﺓ(..
ﺳﺄﺛﺄﺭ ﻟﻜﻞ ﺷﺊ..
ﺑﺮﺍءﺓ ﺍﻻﻁﻔﺎﻝ ..ﻋﻮﻳﻞ ﺍﻻﻣﻬﺎﺕ ..ﻭﺣﺰﻥ ﺍﻻﺑﺎء.
ﻭﺳﻴﻜﻮﻥ ﻫﺬﺍ ﻣﺼﻴﺮ ﻛﻞ ﻣﻦ ﻳﺴﺘﻬﻴﻦ ﺑﺈﻧﺴﺎﻧﻴﺘﻲ...
)ﻳﺼﺮﺥ ﺑﺒﻜﺎء ﺷﺪﻳﺪ( ..ﻓﺄﻧﺎ ﺍﻧﺴﺎﻥ ﻭﻣﻦ ﺣﻘﻲ ﺍﻥ ﺍﻋﻴﺶ ﻛﺈﻧﺴﺎﻥ..
ﻳﺎ ﺍﺟﺪﺍﺩﻱ ﻛﻮﻧﻲ ﻣﻌﻲ ﺍﻟﻬﻤﻮﻧﻲ ﺍﻟﺸﺠﺎﻋﺔ ﺣﺘﻰ ﺍﺗﻤﻜﻦ ﻣﻦ ﻗﻠﻊ ﺟﺬﻭﺭ ﻫﺬﺍ ﺍﻟﺨﺎﺋﻦ..ﻓﺄﻧﺎ ﻭﺣﺪﻱ ﻭﻛﻞ ﻣﻦ
ﺣﻮﻟﻲ ﻣﺸﻠﻮﻟﻴﻦ ﻗﺎﺑﻌﻴﻦ ﺑﺒﺮﻛﺔ ﺍﻟﻴﺄﺱ ﻭﺍﻟﺤﻄﺎﻡ .ﻭﻣﺎ ﻋﻠﻲ ﺍﻻ ﺍﻥ ﺍﻧﺘﺸﻠﻪ ﺑﺼﺮﺧﺔ ﺑﻴﻀﺎء ﻋﻨﻮﺍﻧﻬﺎ
ﺍﻟﺤﺮﻳﺔ ﻭﺍﻟﻌﺪﻝ ﻭﺍﻟﺮﺧﺎء ..ﻭﺍﻣﻠﻲ ﺍﻥ ﻻ ﻳﺼﻌﺪ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻛﺘﺎﻓﻲ ﻣﻦ ﻫﻢ ﺍﺳﻮء ﻣﻨﻪ .ﻟﻜﻦ ﻻ ﺑﺄﺱ ﺍﻟﻤﻬﻢ ﺍﻥ
ﺍﻗﻀﻲ ﻋﻠﻴﻪ ﻛﻤﺎ ﻗﻀﻰ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺗﺎﺭﻳﺨﻲ ﻭﻧﺜﺮ ﺗﺮﺍﺛﻲ ﺍﺩﺭﺍﺝ ﺍﻟﺮﻳﺎﺡ
ﺳﺄﺗﻤﻜﻦ ﻣﻨﻚ ﻻﻧﻚ ﺍﻻﻥ ﺛﻤﻞ ﻣﻦ ﻛﺜﺮﺓ ﺍﺳﺘﻨﺸﺎﻗﻜـ ﻷﻣﺎﻝ ﺍﻟﻨﺎﺱ .ﺍﺣﺘﻀﺮ ﻛﻤﺎ ﺗﺸﺎء ﺍﻻﻥ ﻫﻲ ﻧﻬﺎﻳﺔ
ﻣﻄﺎﻓﻚ ﻭﻛﺒﺮﻳﺎﺋﻚ ﺍﻟﻬﺮء..
)ﻫﻨﺎ ﻳﻨﺘﻔﺾ ﻋﻠﻴﻪ ﻭﻳﺰﻳﺤﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻛﺮﺳﻴﻪ ﻭﻳﺠﺮﻩ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻻﺭﺽ ﻣﻦ ﺭﺑﻄﺔ ﻋﻨﻘﻪ ﺍﻟﺤﻤﺮﺍء ﺍﻟﻰ ﺧﺎﺭﺝ
ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺮﺡ(..
ﺗﻨﻄﻔﺊ ﺍﻻﺿﻮﺍء ..ﻟﺤﻈﺎﺕ ﺛﻢ ﺗﻀﺎء.
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ﺍﻟﻄﺎﻭﻟﺔ ﻣﺮﺗﺒﺔ ﻣﻦ ﺟﺪﻳﺪ ﻭﻋﻠﻴﻬﺎ ﺍﻟﻜﺘﺐ ﻭﺍﻻﻭﺭﺍﻕ ﻭﺍﻟﻤﻄﻔﺄﺓ ﺍﻟﻜﺒﻴﺮﺓ(..ﻓﺮﺍﻍ..
.
ﺍﻧﺘﻬﺖ..
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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, I 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 I should kill you, torture you, and
commit all kinds of horrors against you. I 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.)
I killed you…. I eradicated you… I am a hero…a hero. I make my history with my own
hands and I do not care about your screams or your pain.
(He cries regretfully.)
My cigar, why did I 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…I am a coward. I discovered this truth by myself and you never
reminded me of it. Do you know why I am a coward? Because I kill the mute and
unarmed and I 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. I think about our past and how our present is now. I was living safely in my
hanging gardens and now
(pointing to the ashtray)
inside my room exposed to murder and marginalization
(a person symbolizing Hammurabi appears holding his stele)
(to Hammurabi)
My grandfather is Hammurabi, the maker of the law, and I 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 I 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? I 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…
It is my day. This is my chance
(He says it in pain)
but after what? After you absorbed my blood with your blue lips and I lost my being
because of your ugliness and the rapacity of your lips…
I’ll rise…
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 I am a human being and I have the right to live as a human being.
Great grandfathers, be with me. Inspire me with courage so I can pull out the roots of
this traitor…because I am alone, and all those around me are paralyzed, sitting in a
lake of despair and wreckage. All I have to do is to pull him out with a white scream
called freedom, fairness, and prosperity…and I 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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By
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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, I 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 I think of who Malala is,
I 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 I 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
44

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 I gonna be a teenager?” this 4 year old asks me “Even Dora goes everywhere alone.”
I 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 I want to explain, explode my arms around her And I 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 Iraqi 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 I wrap my daughter in my arms
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I 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.
I wonder, is survival silent?
I 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 I would do the same. It’s biological. Not brave.
The mother bird attacks so hard, Alyaa drops the fledgling from her handsand then I 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 I 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.
I watch fiercely, then give her space.
You don’t need to teach a bird to fly.
END
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English to Arabic translation by Dr. Alyaa A. Naser
ئجالملا تابيردت
ووفار رذيه

:تايصخشلا
تاينيعبرالا ةيادبو تاينيثالثلا رخاوا يف با  ،لجر – ايفاص وبا -قارعلا يف
تاينيعبرالا ةيادبو تاينيثالثلا رخاوا يف ما ،ةءارما – ايفاص ما – اكيرما يف

ئجالملا تابيردت
؟الفط يبرت فيك
؟دلو وا ؟اتنب
هيئادتبالا ةسردملا ىلا يبص لخد امدنع
ناسدسمو رﺷﺎﺷﺎ ً ﺳﻼﺣﺎ ً لمحي
تاونس تسلا رمعب دالوالاو تانبلاب ةيئلم ،لوالا فصلا ةفرغ يف هسفن دجو
.ادبا ينهذ كرتي نل كووه يدناس يف هلعف امو
،الماكتم ايعيبر ايموي ناك ،يضاملا عيبرلا
ومع تيبل هيفلخلا ةقيدحلا يف هشع نم ريغص رئاط طقس
ضرالا نم هلمحل تعرسا ءايلع  ،يمع ةنبأ
ديلا ةضبق مجحب يهو مالا رئاطلا اهدنع
ارارمو ارارم ،اهدسج يف صوغتو بعرب خرصت ءايلع تمجاه
كووه يدناس نم مالا كلت تناك – ادج ةسرش ،ادج هيلاع ةربنب
.ةسردملا نم اهدالوا ﻟ ُﺗﻘِل ةعرسم
ايح جرخ ،تيين ،هعساتلا وذ اهدلو
هسداسلا وذ دجت مل اهنكل
ىتح – هفص يف طيطختلا تكرت دق تناك
هتثج ىلع فرعتلا هحرشملا اهيلا تبلط
هيوشتلا دح ةقزم دق صاصرلا ناك
هيوشتلا دح يه اهقيزمت مت اهدنعو
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؟تيين ،هعساتلا وذ اهدلوو
؟هيبص وا ؟اريغص ايبص يبرن فيك
ناريطلا عيطتست اهنا يف ببسلا يه اهما نا لوقت حرف
هسلفم ابيرقت اهتلئاع
عراشلا نم اهاخا اوفطخ امدنع
نوخرصي تاريجلا دالوا ءاج
"هرايسلا يف ةءارما كانه ناك"
"ليلق لبق ،كانه ،هعنقالا نوسبلي دالوا"
اهدلو نع ثحبت ،حرف ما تضكرو
.عراشلا ىلع ةكورتم طقف هبتك
هيدفل ابلط ،ةظحالم ،ةقرو اورظتنا
بهذلا اوعاب ،لاملا عمجب اوأدب
ادبا يتات مل هيفتاه هملاكم راظتناب
؟اذا اذام ،لاملا لجا نم نكي مل اذأ
.رهش دعب رهش.ارتوتو اقلق تكهنا ةلئاعلا
وو ِﺟد دق هناب أُﺑﻠﻐوا امدنع
اعوجم ،ابذعم ،اطوبرم – ةقيدص خبطم يف
،هسردملا دعب تارم ةدع هيف لكا املط يذلا خبطملا كلذ يف
– اهنبا هنأكو قيدصلا كلذ ما هتمعطا امدنع
.ببس ال ،يعيش الو ،ينس ال ،ببس كانه نكي مل
مطحم هنكلو تيبلا يف اهيخا عم ،طقف نالا
.ريطتل اهتعفد اهما ،حرف لوقت ،هدشب كسمتت نا نم الدب
؟دلولا اذه يبرن فيك
؟تنبلا هذه
ئش لك فرعت ايلاد
.اهفص ىلع ىلوالا
دلبلا نم هيواز اودجيل مهتيب نم اهادلاو لقتنا
اهئاطعا ،ناماب ،اهتيبرت اوعيطتسي يكل
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.ﻗﻳﻣﺎ ً نوكي ميلعت
ِ
،هيكذ ايلاد نكل
.بجي امم رثكا ةيكذ
.نييلالا لاجرلاب ملحي ،رارمتساب عرتخم ،اهلقع
– توريب يف ةساردلل ضرع
.ال الاق اهيوبا نكل – كانه مع اهيدل ناك
– اكيرما نم ريتسجاملل رخا ضرعو
.ال الاق اهيوبا نكل – كانه رخا لاخو
.ناكم يا ىلا بهذت ال اهنكل ،تبهذ امنيا ،ايلاد ،صرفلا اهعبتت
"نالا دعب سيل "  -لوقت يه " -قارعلا يف هعارتخا متي ئش ال"
؟ايلاد لعفتس اذام
سانلا ملكتيسو
تالاخلاو مامعالا
عمتجملا لك
قارعلا تكرت اذا
دحاو يسارد لصفل ،دحاو فيصل
ملكتتس هدلبلا لك
.جاوزلل ةلباق ريغ
،اهباهذ سيل هنا
.تريغت ،اهتدوع اهنا
دحا اهب لبقي نل
.اهيدلاو لشفيسو
؟ايلاد لعفتس اذام
.اقبسم تريغت دق يهف
،لفسالا ىلا ايحنم اهسأر ُﺗﺑﻘﻲ
نيتفيظولا الك يف ،لمعلا يف ،هسردملا يف
دحا اهتاملك وا اهلقعب تضرح وا تبضغا اذا هنال
 .ةدحاو ةملك نم رثكا اهميطحت فلكي نل
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ةءارمأك دصقا
.اهريمدت
 اهمامعا ،تيبلا يف ىتحو– طقف ماهتا نم رثكا رمالا فلكي نل
اهيدلاو لوقي
اهب نوقثي مهنا
.تيبلا يف اهب نوظفتحيس مهنكل
ناكم لك ىلا بهذت ليشيم
.ةزنتلل ةصرف هناكو اودبي هلاقبلا لحم ىتح
ىرخا ةرم ديج اهمعط ءايشالا
هلمكاب لمح راطق مدقلا ةرك ةبعل نع اهدعبا بلطتي دق
اهميطحت عيطتسي دق ضرالا تحت نمزلا نم ادقع ىتح الو
؟ليشيم لعفتس اذام
؟نالا فرعت نا اهل لهو
اهئاقدصا زعا عم ديب ادي يشمت
ةدايقلا ملعتتل تداعو
.ىرخا ةرم – ادبا ،ناكم يا ىلا باهذلا نم دحا اهفقوي نل اذل
رثكا ببسل انه اهنا ملعت ليشيم
هرشع يداحلا نينسلا كلت نم
دنالفيلك يف صابلا قئاس اوبق يف لسالسلاب ةطوبرم
.نيتيم لافطا سمخ تبجنا اهنا ىتح هرثكب وﻋُذﺑت اُﻏﺗﺻﺑت
.اديعب تضمو ،هبراهلا بقل اهما اهيلع تقلطا ،هنس رشع دحا لبق
اهيلا رظنلا نع عمتجملا فقوت
اهتروص اهيف يتلا ،تاقصلملا اولزنا
نوملعي ال فيك
حافكلا ىلا اهقيرط يف تناك هيف أُﺧ ًﺗطﻔت يذلا مويلا يف
؟نيماعلا وذ اهدلول هياصولا ىلع لوصحلل لجا نم
.هبراه هما نا هوربخا .رشع ةثالث وه نالا يوج رمع
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؟ةايحلا ديق ىلع هما ىقبا نم هدحو وه هنا ،ملعي نا يوجل لهو
؟يبصلا اذه يبري نم
؟هيبصلا هذه
 ،الالم تناك نم يف ركفا امدنع
.اهيوبا ناك نم يف ركفا
اهسفن نوكتل اهب نوعفدي
.اهنع فلتخي ناكم يف
هدودعم ريغ تارم هعاجشلا مهديا يف اهتايح.مدنلا نم اهابا هصاصرلا سفن تقزم ىتح
؟اهمالحا اوحبكي ؟ فلخلا ىلا اهورجي نا ؟ناما يف اهيلع اوظفاحي نا مهيلع بجي ناكأ
؟هسفن نوكي نا نم لفطلا عنمل هيضرا ةقيرط كانه سيل هنا اودجو مهنا وا
؟يلفط يبرا فيك
؟يدلوو ؟يتنبا
هطلسلا اهسمت ال يتلا تنبلا
.كدخ ىلع برضي نا هيلع ،فسا هنا لوقي امدنع ،ادج ليمجلا دلولا
ةسردملا يف موي لوا هنا
عبرا اهرمع يتنباو
اهيزب تجرخ
.لوطلاب رعشت
يهو
اهفص يف لوطالا
ةاتفلا هذه نم
قيرطلا هذه يف ةقهاش
هيوق ةعساو تاوطخب ةايحلا برضت
ُﺗﻔﻬم نا بلاطت
هيامحلاو تايناكمالاو تالامتحالا نيب يب عفدت
عراصا نا ىلع ٌﺗﺟﺑرﻧﻲ
ملاعلا اذه يف فنعلا
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اهينيع يف اهدوقي امو ةءاربلا ىلا رظنا امدنع
هسردملا يف اهل موي لوا يف
– ببسلاو ملاعلا يف ملظلا نع اقبسم ملكتت يه اهو
ينلاست ماوعا عبرالا تاذ هذه "؟هقهارملا رمع يف نوكاس ىتم"".اهدحو ناكم يا ىلا بهذت ارود ىتح"
لوقا ام يردا ال
ةايحلا هذه يف ملاظملا اهتاركذم ىلا فيضت يتلفط هذهو
اهكالتما عيطتست ال اهنكل اهل هدعتسم يه ءايشا
اهتيؤر عيطتسن ال ثيح ضكرتل
هقيمعلا ةياهنلا ىلا حبست
.اهدحو هنيدملا عراش ربعت
اهلوح يعارذ رجفا ،اهل حضوا نا ديرا اناوً
ﻛﻔﺎﻳﺔ ربكت ىتح اهتاركذمب ظفتحا نا ديرا
ةباتك عيطتستلاهنم أُﺧذ امب ةمئاق ،الالم لثم
انكمم ناك امب هيرطفلا اهتفرعم
اهسار نم جرخيل غامدلا ىلع رانلا قالطا ةالواحم ىتح الو
.تناك نم ىسنت اهلعجت نا تعاطتسا
دنالفيلك يف تيبلا كاذ يف ﺻُﻧﻌت تاموسر نم نامزلا نم ادقع لمحت ،ليشيم وا
اهنم اُﻧﺗزع يذلا دلولا كاذ ملعي ىتح
.هبحا نم كانه نأب هيضاملا كوكشلا كلتب
كووه يدناس نم مالا يه نالا ،سيسنارف وا
لكشلا اذهل لض يه هقباسلا اهحور
سيئرلا ناكم يف فقي يذلا
.انفنع هجاون نا بلاطي
هصرفلا أٌﻋطﻳت هيقارع ما لك نا ول اذام
؟اهلافطا نع ملكتتل
قارعلا يف ادحاو عراش كانه سيل
.رثكا وا .كووه يدناس ما نودب
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لمعلاب ُﻏﻣرت دق نالا ،سابع ما نا فيك
؟ىتوملا ثثج لسغت
رسيالا مثو ،نميالا بناجلاب ادبت
لبق تارم ثالث بناج لك لسغت
.نفكلاب هفلت مث ،كسملا لبق ،روفاكلا
.ىرخالا ةايحلا ىلا اورمي ىتح مهدعاستل هيانعلا هذه لك .هعاس نم رثكا كلذ قرغتسي
.يعارذ نيب يتنبا فلا ةرم لك يف
.ةايحلا لالخ رمتل اهدعاسال اهقرغتسا يتلا تاعاسلا يف ركفا
ايفاص سمهت اهئاطغ تحت نمو
"هعرسب يلاعت ،امام ،ينمأ بيردت اذه"
هيواز يف ئبتخت فيك ملعتت .ماوعا عبرالا تاذ يتلفط
.ةئفطم ءاوضالاو اهفص
".كعمسي جراخلا نم ادحا عدت ال" ،رحسب لوقت "شششا"
نالا تمصلا نوملعي مهنا
.ةسردملا ىلا هلتقلا لخد لاح يف
؟تماص ةايحلا يق ىلع ءاقبلا لهو ،لأستاو
ومع رمت ةقيدح يف مالا رئاطلا كلت عمسا تلزامو
)ارارمو ارارم( ،ءايلع يمع ةنبا دسج يف صوغتو حيصت
.ريطي نا ريغصلا دولوملا كاذ دعاست نا لواحت يهو
.هعاجش شيل .يزيرغ اذه ،اهلثم لعفاس ما يأكو
اهيدي نم ديلولا رئاطلا ءايلع و ُﺗﺳﻘط ،هوارضب مجاهت مالا رئاطلاايفاص يتنبا بقارا اهدنعو
يقيقح فقوملا يف فقت
لكات نال هدعتسم ،اهارن مل يتلا هطقلا
طقف ةعتملا لجال لتقلل هدعتسم ،نولعفي امك وا
دتمت اهبلاخم ،سرش اهزيكرت
يتنباو
،ةيعاس تاريجشلا نيب صوغت
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اهلوصو عيطتسا ال ادج ةريغص ناكما يفرئاطلا اذهو هطقلا هذه نيب اهدسج لك ايفاص عضتو
هطقلا عم لادجلاب ادبتو
.ةايحلا قحتسي ريغصلا رئاطلا ناب بلاطتو
.هصرفلا اهيطعا مث ،هسارشب اهبقارا
.ريطي نا رئاطلا ملعت نا ىلا جاتحت ال
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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, 1ST MOVEMENT.
WE HEAR IT, BUT IT, 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 LIGHTENINGFLASH 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’t fall. 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--? I worry that I’m being too
abstract; I’m being too abstract – aren’t I? I’m sorry. I 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. I 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?! I mean: are these fires, or….what else can I say?:
fires?! These are fires—right. Whooo! You ever seen fires like these? Imagined
….fires like these? I mean these are mega-fires. We’re talking –I 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. I
called the fire-department; they asked, “How do we get there?” I said, “Don’t
you still drive those big red trucks?” These fires are fires! Talk about being given
the third-degree. 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
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 I being too abstract? When I say fall-- When I say recovery—When I say
move, don’t move-- When I say gravity. (of her stage crossing) Where are you
going? …If I say East, move East, move West…can you follow--? When I say
follow-- When I tell you, “All dance is transgression….coupled with grace,”…do
the words--? Can your body--? Do you feel--?
LIGHTNING FLASH
COMIC
(back to his previous observation): I mean: you know that you’re talking fires
when all of the burn units are-- You know what I worry about—with all these
fires?—and fire victims? The graft! I’m sorry. I couldn’t resist. Well, I could resist,
but I 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?
COMIC
(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, I thought I was…. How we’re doing…. Us.
DANCER
Us.
COMIC
Well…. I suppose-- I don’t know; you tell me. You’re here; you’re in it. We’re
doing, I 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
I’m not sure, really, that I—

DANCER

COMIC
We’re making the effort! We. Us. I 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.
COMIC
Jesus—I hate that word. (making a big, flourish thing of it) “Partners!”
DANCER
I 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.”
COMIC
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--?
COMIC
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)
I think the point I’m trying to make…the question I was trying to ask when I 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 I. But
then, beyond that – not just that. Because…. (she acknowledges the audience)
People are gathered. That’s important. People with lives. And who have
made choices. People who have given up their time.
COMIC
So…. I’m sorry; I’m just….trying to…. clarify things here: Am I being lectured to?
DANCER
(hoping to explain herself) I have a teacher.
You have a teacher.
I have a teacher.

COMIC
DANCER

LIGHTNING FLASH
I 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, I think. Weight and its absence. The weight; the wait; the
waiting. …not-waiting. Acting. Not acting. Dancing. Not.
THE COMIC EMITS A KIND OF SNORTGUFFAW.
DANCER
Is that funny? My teacher? What she said?
COMIC
I 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 point is: 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
…I have a question.
Fire away.
Sorry. -- Shoot.
Please.
Do you believe in our marriage?
Whoa! Do--? Do I…..?

DANCER
COMIC
LIGHTNING FLASH
DANCER
BEAT
COMIC

DANCER
I don’t want you to--!! Don’t complicate it! Do you believe in our marriage?!
COMIC
I don’t….see that the point is to-believe or not-believe… I don’t….
DANCER
(bearing down) Do you believe in the light?!
COMIC
(deep breath. referencing what he stands in) Hey: I depend on the light.
DANCER
Is that good?
COMIC
“Good”?—Good? I don’t know. It’s the reality. It’s our reality. You depend on
the light.
DANCER
So….
COMIC
So--! (out to audience) Oh-oh! Watch out! I’m in 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….?)
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.
COMIC
(resuming and rewinding his “fires” routine)
I mean: are these fires, or….what else can I say?: fires?! These are fires—right.
Whooo! You ever seen fires like these? Imagined ….fires like these? I mean
these are mega-fires. We’re talking –I 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. I called the fire-department; they asked,
“How do we get there?” I 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.

You are brave.

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

CHOREOGRAPHER
I am willful. I am angry. I am a person who hopes.
DANCER
I 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.

COMIC
(as he gives these lines, the microphone amplification fades and dies.
His last words are, perhaps, inaudible.)
(back to his earlier observation): I mean: you
know that you’re talking fires when all of the burn units are-- You know what I
worry about—with all these fires?—and fire victims? The graft! I’m sorry. I
couldn’t resist. Well, I could resist, but I 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 (1ST MOVEMENT) RISES AND FALLS
(IN VOLUME)
ANOTHER STARBURST.
(clear as a bell)
Thank you.

DANCER
BLACKOUT
CURTAIN
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ﻣﺎﺫﺍ ﺑﺸﺄﻥ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺍﻟﻨﻴﺮﺍﻥ؟
ﻣﺴﺮﺣﻴﺔ ﻗﺼﻴﺮﺓ
ﺍﻟﻤﺆﻟﻒ :ﺩﻳﻔﻴﺪ ﻛﺮﻳﻦ

ﺍﻟﺸﺨﺼﻴﺎﺕ:

ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ :ﻳﻘﺪﻡ ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻳﺎ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺮﺡ ﻭﻫﻮ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻭﺍﺧﺮ ﺍﻟﺜﻼﺛﻴﻨﺎﺕ
ﻣﺪﺭﺑﺔ ﺍﻟﺮﻗﺼﺎﺕ :ﻭﻫﻮ ﺍﻳﻀﺎ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻭﺍﺧﺮ ﺍﻟﺜﻼﺛﻴﻨﺎﺕ
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ :ﻓﻲ ﺍﻭﺍﺋﻞ ﺍﻟﻌﺸﺮﻳﻨﺎﺕ
ﺍﻟﻤﻜﺎﻥ :ﻣﺴﺮﺡ ﻓﻲ ﻧﺎﺩﻱ ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻳﺎ ﻭ ﻏﺮﻓﺔ ﺗﺪﺭﻳﺐ ﺍﻟﺮﻗﺼﺎﺕ
ﺍﻟﺰﻣﺎﻥ :ﺍﻟﻴﻮﻡ ﻭ ﺭﺑﻤﺎ ﺍﻟﻐﺪ
ﻣﺎﺫﺍ ﺑﺸﺎﻥ ﺗﻠﻚ ﺍﻟﻨﻴﺮﺍﻥ؟
ﻣﻊ ﺍﺭﺗﻔﺎﻉ ﺍﻟﺴﺘﺎﺭﺓ :ﻣﻮﺳﻴﻘﻰ :ﺧﺎﻓﺘﻪ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺨﻠﻔﻴﺔ :ﻟﻠﻤﻮﺳﻴﻘﻲ ﺗﺸﺎﺭﻟﺰ ﺍﻳﻔﺰ--ﻣﻮﺳﻴﻘﻰ ﺍﻟﺒﻴﺎﻧﻮ .ﻧﺴﻤﻌﻬﺎ ﺑﺸﻜﻞ ﺟﻴﺪ ﻟﻜﻦ ﻻ ﺗﺘﺪﺍﺧﻞ
ﻣﻊ ﺍﻻﺣﺪﺍﺙ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺮﺡ
ﺍﻻﺿﺎءﺓ :ﺿﻮء ﺧﻔﻴﻒ ﻟﺘﺄﺩﻳﺔ ﺍﻟﺘﺪﺭﻳﺒﺎﺕ—ﻳﻤﻴﻦ ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺮﺡ--ﻧﺮﻯ ﻣﺪﺭﺑﺔ ﺍﻟﺮﻗﺼﺎﺕ ﺗﺮﺍﻗﺐ ﺣﺮﻛﺔ ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ 30 :ﺛﺎﻧﻴﺔ ﻟﺤﺮﻛﺔ
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ ﻭ ﻣﺮﺍﻗﺒﺔ ﻣﺪﺭﺑﻬﺎ .ﻫﻨﺎﻙ ﺿﻮء ﻓﻼﺷﻲ ﻣﺨﻴﻒ ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﻓﻲ ﺧﻠﻔﻴﺔ ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺮﺡ.
ﻣﻼﺣﻈﺔ :ﺳﻮﻑ ﺗﻜﺮﺭ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺍﻟﻤﺆﺛﺮﺍﺕ ﺍﻟﻀﻮﺋﻴﺔ ﻓﻲ ﻛﻞ ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺮﺣﻴﺔ ﻭ ﻳﺸﺎﺭ ﺍﻟﻴﻬﺎ ﺑﺎﻟﻔﻼﺵ ﺍﻟﻀﻮﺋﻲ.
ﻳﺴﺘﻤﺮ ﺗﺪﺭﻳﺐ ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ ﻭ ﻣﺮﺍﻗﺒﺔ ﻣﺪﺭﺑﻬﺎ ﻟﻌﺸﺮﻳﻦ ﺍﻭ ﺛﻼﺛﻴﻦ ﺛﺎﻧﻴﺔ ﺍﺧﺮﻯ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺍﻟﻔﻼﺵ ﺍﻟﻀﻮﺋﻲ.
ﻣﺪﺭﺑﺔ ﺍﻟﺮﻗﺼﺎﺕ:

)ﺗﺮﺍﻗﺐ ﻭﺗﺪﺭﺏ ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ( ...ﺍﻧﺘﺒﻬﻲ ﻟﻠﺴﻘﻮﻁ ؛ ﺍﻟﺴﻘﻮﻁ ﻫﻮ ﺍﻫﻢ ﺷﻲء--ﻛﻴﻒ ﺗﺴﻘﻄﻴﻦ ﻭﻛﻴﻒ
ﺗﻘﻄﻌﻴﻦ ﺳﻘﻮﻁﻚ ...ﺍﻗﻄﻌﻲ ﺍﻟﺴﻘﻮﻁ .ﻓﻲ ﻓﺘﺮﺍﺕ ﻣﻨﻔﺼﻠﺔ ﻭ ﺍﺟﻌﻠﻴﻪ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺗﺪﺭﺟﺎﺕ .ﻣﻦ ﻓﻀﻠﻚ!...
ﻻ ﻻ ﻻ ﻻ  .ﺗﺨﻀﻌﻴﻦ ﻛﺜﻴﺮﺍ ﻟﻠﺠﺎﺫﺑﻴﺔ  .ﻻ ﺗﻔﻌﻠﻲ ﺫﻟﻚ  .ﺍﻟﺠﺎﺫﺑﻴﺔ ﺳﻮﻑ ﺗﻜﻮﻥ ﻣﻮﺟﻮﺩﺓ ﻋﻠﻰ
ﺍﻟﺪﻭﺍﻡ؛ ﻟﻜﻦ ﻳﺠﺐ ﺍﻥ ﻻ ﺗﺘﻮﻗﻔﻲ ﻻ ﻳﻤﻜﻨﻚ  .....ﺗﻮﻗﻔﻲ! ﺗﻮﻗﻔﻲ! ﺍﻧﻈﺮﻱ ﺍﻟﻲ.
ﻣﺪﺭﺑﺔ ﺍﻟﺮﻗﺼﺎﺕ )ﺗﻮﺿﺢ ﺍﻟﺮﻗﺼﺔ(

ﺍﻻﺿﺎءﺓ

ﻫﻞ ﺗﺮﻳﻦ ﻣﺎ ﺍﻋﻨﻲ ؟ ﻭ ﻣﺎ ﺍﻟﺬﻱ ﺍﺭﻳﺪﻙ ﻋﻤﻠﻪ؟ ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﺗﺴﻘﻄﻴﻦ ..ﻫﺬﻩ ﻫﻲ ﺍﻟﺠﺎﺫﺑﻴﺔ .ﻟﻜﻦ ﺍﻧﺖ ﻻ
ﺗﺴﻘﻄﻴﻦ .ﺑﻞ ﺗﺴﺘﻌﺪﻳﻦ ﺗﻮﺍﺯﻧﻚ .ﻗﻠﺒﻚ ﻳﺴﻘﻂ ﻟﻸﺳﻔﻞ  .ﺗﺒﻜﻴﻦ .ﺳﻴﺤﺼﻞ ﻫﺬﺍ ﺑﻔﻌﻞ ﺍﻟﻐﺮﻳﺰﺓ .ﻓﻲ
ﺍﺳﻮﺃ ﺍﻟﺤﺎﻻﺕ ﺳﻮﻑ ﺗﺸﻌﺮﻳﻦ ﻛﻤﺎ ﻟﻮ ﻛﻨﺖ ﺳﺎﻗﻄﺔ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻻﺭﺽ ﻛﻮﻣﺔ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﻠﺤﻢ ،ﺟﺜﺔ ﺩﻭﻥ
ﻣﻼﻣﺢ .ﻟﻜﻦ ﻫﺬﺍ—ﻣﺎ ﻳﺒﺪﻭ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻧﻪ ﻻ ﺍﺭﺍﺩﻱ ﻫﻮ ﻟﻴﺲ ﻛﺬﻟﻚ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺤﻘﻴﻘﺔ .ﺗﻌﺮﻓﻴﻦ؟ ﺍﻋﺘﻘﺪ ﺍﻥ ﻣﺎ
ﺍﻗﻮﻟﻪ ﻏﺎﻣﺾ ﻓﻌﻼ ،ﺍﻟﻴﺲ ﻛﺬﻟﻚ؟ ﺍﻋﺬﺭﻳﻨﻲ .ﺍﺣﺘﺎﺝ ﻻﻥ ﺍﺟﺪ—ﻣﺎ ﻫﺬﺍ ﺍﻟﺬﻱ ﻳﺤﺘﺎﺟﻪ ﺟﻤﻴﻌﻨﺎ؟
ﺍﻟﻠﻐﺔ .ﻧﻌﻢ ﺍﻟﻠﻐﺔ .ﺍﻟﺘﻲ ﻳﺠﺐ ﺍﻥ ﺗﺘﺤﺮﻙ ﺍﻛﺜﺮ .ﺍﻟﻠﻐﺔ ﺍﻟﺘﻲ ﺗﺘﺤﺮﻙ ﺿﺮﻭﺭﻳﺔ ﻟﻠﺠﺴﺪ ﺍﻟﺬﻱ ﻳﺘﺤﺮﻙ.
ﺃﻗﺼﺪ ﺃﻱ ﺟﺴﺪ .ﺍﺣﺘﺎﺝ ﻻﻥ ﺍﻛﻮﻥ ﺍﻛﺜﺮﻭﺿﻮﺣﺎ.
ﻓﻲ ﺑﻘﻌﺔ ﺿﻮء ﻗﻮﻳﺔ ﻓﻲ ﻳﻤﻴﻦ ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺮﺡ ،ﻳﻘﻒ ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ ﻣﺤﺪﻗﺎ ﺑﺠﻤﻬﻮﺭﻩ ﺑﻨﺼﻒ ﻋﻴﻦ ﻣﻐﻠﻘﺔ.

ﻓﻼﺵ ﺿﻮﺋﻲ ﺍﺧﺮ—ﺑﺪﻭﻥ ﺃﻱ ﺻﻮﺕ ﻣﺼﺎﺣﺐ
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ

ﻣﺎﺫﺍ ﺑﺸﺄﻥ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺍﻟﻨﻴﺮﺍﻥ؟! ﺍﻋﻨﻲ :ﻫﻞ ﻫﺬﻩ ﻧﻴﺮﺍﻥ ،ﺍﻡ ....ﻣﺎﺫﺍ ﻳﻤﻜﻨﻨﻲ ﺍﻥ ﺍﻗﻮﻝ؟ ﻧﻴﺮﺍﻥ؟ ﻫﺬﻩ ﻧﻴﺮﺍﻥ—ﺣﻘﺎ .ﻭﺍﻭ! ﻫﻞ
ﺭﺃﻳﺖ ﻓﻲ ﺣﻴﺎﺗﻚ ﻧﻴﺮﺍﻥ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻫﺬﻩ؟ ﺗﺨﻴﻠﺖ ...ﻧﻴﺮﺍﻥ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻫﺬﻩ؟ ﺍﻋﻨﻲ ﻫﺬﻩ ﻧﻴﺮﺍﻥ ﻛﺒﻴﺮﺓ ﺟﺪﺍ .ﻧﺤﻦ ﻧﺘﺤﺪﺙ ﻫﻨﺎ ﻋﻦ
ﺍﺣﺘﺮﺍﻕ ﻛﺒﻴﺮ ﻓﻌﻠﻲ؟ ﺍﺣﺘﺮﺍﻕ ﻓﻌﻠﻲ ،ﻳﻤﻜﻦ ﺍﻥ ﻳﺼﻴﺒﻚ ﺣﺮﻕ ﺷﻤﺴﻲ ﻓﻌﻼ...ﻓﻘﻂ ﺍﺧﺮﺝ ﺑﺒﺪﻟﺘﻚ ﺍﻟﻮﺍﻗﻴﺔ) .ﺍﻛﺮﺭ ﻫﺬﺍ
ﻟﻜﻞ ﻣﻦ ﻳﺒﺪﻭ ﻋﻠﻴﻪ ﺍﻧﻪ ﻟﻢ ﻳﻔﻬﻢ( ..ﻓﻘﻂ ﺍﺧﺮﺝ ﺑﺒﺪﻟﺘﻚ ﺍﻟﻮﺍﻗﻴﺔ .ﻣﻨﺰﻟﻲ—ﻧﻌﻢ ﻫﺬﻩ ﻫﻲ ﺍﻟﺤﻘﻴﻘﺔ—ﺑﺪﺃ ﻳﺤﺘﺮﻕ .ﺍﺗﺼﻠﺖ
ﺑﺎﻟﺪﻓﺎﻉ ﺍﻟﻤﺪﻧﻲ ،ﻓﺴﺄﻟﻮﻧﻲ "ﻛﻴﻒ ﻳﻤﻜﻨﻨﺎ ﺍﻟﻮﺻﻮﻝ ﺍﻟﻰ ﻫﻨﺎﻙ"؟ ﻓﻘﻠﺖ ﻟﻬﻢ "ﺍﻻ ﺗﺰﺍﻟﻮﻥ ﺗﺴﻮﻗﻮﻥ ﺍﻟﺸﺎﺣﻨﺎﺕ ﺍﻟﺤﻤﺮﺍء
ﺍﻟﻜﺒﻴﺮﺓ؟" ﻓﻬﺬﻩ ﺍﻟﻨﻴﺮﺍﻥ ﺣﺮﺍﺋﻖ!! ﺍﻗﺼﺪ ﺍﻧﻚ ﺗﻌﺮﻑ ﺑﺄﻧﻨﺎ ﻧﺘﺤﺪﺙ ﻋﻦ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﺋﻖ ﺗﻜﻮﻥ ﻛﻞ ﺍﻟﻮﺣﺪﺍﺕ ﻫﻲ—ﻛﻤﺎ
ﺗﻌﺮﻑ :ﺍﺷﻌﻞ ﺍﻟﻨﺎﺭ ﻓﻲ ﺭﺟﻞ ،ﻭﺳﻮﻑ ﻳﻨﻀﺢ ﻋﺮﻗﺎ ﻟﺒﻘﻴﺔ ﺣﻴﺎﺗﻪ .ﻣﺎﺫﺍ ﻳﺴﻤﻲ ﺭﺟﻞ ﺍﻻﻁﻔﺎء ﺍﻭﻝ ﻁﻔﻞ ﻟﻪ؟ ﺧﺮﻁﻮﻡ
ﻭﺍﺣﺪ! ﻭ ﻣﺎﺫﺍ ﻳﺴﻤﻲ ﺍﺑﻨﻪ ﺍﻟﺜﺎﻧﻲ؟ ﺧﺮﻁﻮﻡ ﺍﺛﻨﻴﻦ.
ﻓﻼﺵ ﺿﻮﺋﻲ
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ ﺗﺄﺧﺬ ﺑﺎﻟﻤﺸﻲ ﻭ ﺍﻟﺮﻗﺺ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻮﻗﺖ ﻧﻔﺴﻪ ﻣﻦ ﻣﻨﻄﻘﺔ ﺿﻮء ﺍﻟﺘﺪﺭﻳﺐ ﺍﻟﺘﻲ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻓﻴﻬﺎ ﻣﺘﻮﺟﻬﺔ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺑﻘﻌﺔ
ﺿﻮﺋﻴﺔ ﺍﻛﺜﺮ ﺗﺄﻟﻘﺎ ﻭ ﺍﻟﺘﻲ ﻳﻘﻒ ﻓﻴﻬﺎ ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ .ﺍﻧﺘﺒﺎﻫﻬﺎ ﺍﻻﻥ ﻳﺘﺮﻛﺰ ﻋﻠﻴﻪ ﺗﻤﺎﻣﺎ.
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ﻣﺪﺭﺑﺔ ﺍﻟﺮﻗﺼﺎﺕ
ﻫﻞ ﻛﻨﺖ ﻏﺎﻣﻀﺔ ﺍﻛﺜﺮ ﻣﻤﺎ ﻳﻨﺒﻐﻲ؟ ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﻗﻠﺖ ﺳﻘﻮﻁ—ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﻗﻠﺖ ﺍﻟﻨﻬﻮﺽ ﻣﺠﺪﺩﺍ—ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﺍﻗﻮﻝ ﺗﺤﺮﻛﻲ ﺍﻭ ﻻ
ﺗﺘﺤﺮﻛﻲ—ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﺍﻗﻮﻝ ﺟﺎﺫﺑﻴﺔ) .ﻭﻫﻲ ﺗﻌﺒﺮ ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺮﺡ( ﺍﻳﻦ ﺗﺬﻫﺒﻴﻦ؟ ﺍﺫﺍ ﺍﻗﻮﻝ ﻟﻠﺸﺮﻕ ﺗﺘﺤﺮﻛﻴﻦ ﻧﺤﻮ ﺍﻟﺸﺮﻕ ،ﻧﺤﻮ
ﺍﻟﻐﺮﺏ...ﻫﻞ ﻳﻤﻜﻨﻚ ﺍﻥ ﺗﺘﺎﺑﻊ؟ ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﺍﻗﻮﻝ ﺍﺗﺒﻌﻴﻨﻲ—ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﺍﺧﺒﺮﻙ "ﻛﻞ ﺍﻟﺮﻗﺼﺎﺕ ﻫﻲ ﺍﻧﺘﻬﺎﻙ ﻟﻘﻮﺍﻧﻴﻦ ﺍﻟﻄﺒﻴﻌﺔ
ﻟﻜﻦ ﺑﻜﻴﺎﺳﺔ " ،ﺍﻟﻜﻠﻤﺎﺕ؟ ﻫﻞ ﻳﻤﻜﻦ ﻟﺠﺴﺪﻙ؟ ﻫﻞ ﺗﺸﻌﺮﻳﻦ؟
ﻓﻼﺵ ﺿﻮﺋﻲ

ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:
)ﻳﻌﻮﺩ ﺍﻟﻰ ﻣﻼﺣﻈﺎﺗﻪ ﺍﻟﺴﺎﺑﻘﺔ( :ﺍﻋﻨﻲ :ﺗﻌﻠﻤﻮﻥ ﺍﻧﻜﻢ ﺗﺘﺤﺪﺛﻮﻥ ﻋﻦ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﺋﻖ ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ
ﺟﻤﻴﻊ ﻭﺣﺪﺍﺕ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﺋﻖ ﺗﻜﻮﻥ—ﺗﻌﺮﻓﻮﻥ ﻣﺎ ﺍﻟﺬﻱ ﻳﻘﻠﻘﻨﻲ—ﺑﺨﺼﻮﺹ ﻛﻞ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﺋﻖ؟--ﻭ ﺿﺤﺎﻳﺎﻫﺎ؟ ﺍﻟﻄﻌﻢ!
ﺍﺳﻒ ﻟﻢ ﺍﺳﺘﻄﻊ ﺍﻟﻤﻘﺎﻭﻣﺔ .ﺣﺴﻨﺎ ،ﺍﻣﻜﻨﻨﻲ ﺍﻥ ﺍﻗﺎﻭﻡ ﻟﻜﻨﻲ ﻟﻢ ﺍﺳﺘﻄﻊ—ﺗﻔﻬﻤﻮﻥ ﻣﺎ ﺍﻗﻮﻝ؟ "ﻛﻼ ".ﺣﺴﻨﺎ ،ﻛﻼ )ﻣﻊ
ﺍﻟﺘﺄﻛﻴﺪ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻜﻠﻤﺔ(" ،ﻛﻼ"؛ ﺍﻟﺠﻮﺍﺏ ﺑﻜﻼ ﺍﻣﺮﺍ ﺟﻴﺪ ،ﺍﻟﺠﻮﺍﺏ ﺑﻜﻼ ﻟﻴﺲ ﺑﺎﻟﻤﺸﻜﻠﺔ.
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:

)ﺗﻘﺮﻳﺒﺎ ﺗﺘﺤﺪﺙ ﻟﻠﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ—ﻋﻠﻰ ﺣﺎﻓﺔ ﺍﻟﺒﻘﻌﺔ ﺍﻟﻀﻮﺋﻴﺔ ﺍﻟﻤﺘﻮﻫﺠﺔ ﺍﻟﺘﻲ ﺍﺻﺒﺤﺖ ﺍﻛﺒﺮ(.
ﻛﻴﻒ ﺗﺮﻯ ﺍﺩﺍﺋﻨﺎ؟

ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:
)ﺗﻔﺎﺟﺄ ﻋﻨﺪ ﻣﻘﺎﻁﻌﺘﻬﺎ ﻟﻔﻘﺮﺗﻪ .ﺍﻻﻥ ﻫﻮ ﻓﻲ ﺻﺮﺍﻉ ....ﺑﻴﻦ ﺍﻥ ﻳﺘﺤﺪﺙ ﻣﻌﻬﺎ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻧﻔﺮﺍﺩ ﺍﻭ ﻳﺴﺘﻤﺮ ﻓﻲ ﻓﻘﺮﺗﻪ ﺍﻣﺎﻡ ﺟﻤﻬﻮﺭ
ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺮﺡ ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ(
ﺣﺴﻨﺎ ﻛﻨﺖ ﺍﻋﺘﻘﺪ ﺍﻧﻲ ...ﻛﻴﻒ ﻛﺎﻥ ﺍﺩﺍﺋﻨﺎ؟ ﻧﺤﻦ؟
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:

ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:

ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:

ﻧﻌﻢ ﻧﺤﻦ.
ﺣﺴﻨﺎ ﺍﻋﺘﻘﺪ ...ﻻ ﺍﻋﺮﻑ ،ﺍﻧﺖ ﻗﻮﻟﻲ .ﻓﺎﻧﺖ ﻣﻮﺟﻮﺩﺓ ﻫﻨﺎ ﻭ ﻣﺸﺘﺮﻛﺔ ﻣﻌﻲ .ﻧﺤﻦ ﻧﻘﻮﻡ ﺑﻤﺎ ﻧﺴﺘﻄﻴﻊ ،ﻛﻤﺎ ﺍﺭﻯ.
"ﻣﺎ ﻧﺴﺘﻄﻴﻊ"؟
)ﻣﺆﻛﺪﺍ( ﻣﺎ ﻧﺴﺘﻄﻴﻊ .ﻧﺤﻦ ﻣﻮﺟﻮﺩﻳﻦ ﻫﻨﺎﻙ .ﻧﺤﻦ...ﻓﻲ ﻗﻠﺐ ﺍﻟﻤﻮﺿﻮﻉ ﻭ ﻧﺤﻦ ﻧﺤﺎﻭﻝ ﻗﺪﺭ ﺍﻻﻣﻜﺎﻥ.
ﻓﻼﺵ ﺿﻮﺋﻲ
ﻟﺴﺖ ﻣﺘﺄﻛﺪﺓ ﻓﻌﻼ ،ﺍﻧﺎ---
ﻧﺤﻦ ﻧﺒﺬﻝ ﺟﻬﺪﺍ! ﻧﺤﻦ .ﺍﻧﺎ ﻭ ﺍﻧﺖ .ﺍﻋﻨﻲ  ...ﻫﻴﺎ ﺍﻓﺘﺤﻲ ﻋﻴﻨﻴﻚ ...ﺍﻧﻈﺮﻱ ﻟﻠﻴﺴﺎﺭ ﻭ ﺍﻧﻈﺮﻱ ﻟﻠﻴﻤﻴﻦ ،ﻗﻔﻲ ﻭ
ﺍﺟﻠﺴﻲ ،ﻗﺎﺗﻠﻮ ﻗﺎﺗﻠﻮﺍ ﻗﺎﺗﻠﻮ .ﺍﺳﻒ ،ﻣﺎﺫﺍ ﻛﺎﻥ ﺳﺆﺍﻟﻚ؟! )ﻣﻨﺰﻋﺠﺎ( ﻧﺤﻦ ﻧﺒﺬﻝ ﺟﻬﺪﺍ .ﻧﺤﻦ ﻧﻔﺘﺢ ﺍﻋﻴﻨﻨﺎ ﻟﻨﺮﻯ ﻭ ﻧﻠﻘﻲ
ﺑﺎﻷﻏﻄﻴﺔ ﺑﻌﻴﺪﺍ .ﻧﺤﻦ ﻧﻘﻒ ﻭ ﻧﻐﺮﺱ ﺍﻗﺪﺍﻣﻨﺎ ﻓﻲ ﺷﻲء.
ﻫﻞ ﻧﺤﻦ ﺳﻮﻳﺔ ﻓﻲ ﻫﺬﺍ؟
ﺳﻮﻳﺔ؟
ﻛﺸﺮﻛﺎء.
ﻳﺎ ﺍﻟﻬﻲ! ﻛﻢ ﺍﻛﺮﻩ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺍﻟﻜﻠﻤﺔ) .ﻣﺆﻛﺪﺍ ﻭ ﺭﺍﻓﻌﺎ ﺻﻮﺗﻪ ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﻳﻘﻮﻟﻬﺎ( "ﺷﺮﻛﺎء!"
ﺍﻓﻜﺮ ﺩﺍﺋﻤﺎ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻣﻜﺎﻧﻴﺔ ﺑﻘﺎﺋﻨﺎ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻗﻴﺪ ﺍﻟﺤﻴﺎﺓ ﻭ ﺍﻻﺳﺘﻤﺮﺍﺭ .ﻫﻞ ﺗﻘﻠﻖ ﻭ ﺗﻔﻜﺮ ﻓﻲ ﻫﺬﺍ؟
ﻓﻼﺵ ﺿﻮﺋﻲ

ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:

)ﺑﺪﻭﻥ ﺍﻥ ﻳﻬﺘﻢ ﻟﻠﻔﻼﺵ( ﻣﻊ ﻫﺬﺍ ﺍﻟﺤﺸﺪ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﻨﺎﺱ؟ ﻁﺒﻌﺎ ﺳﻮﻑ ﻧﻨﺠﻮ! )ﻳﻮﺟﻪ ﻛﻼﻣﻪ ﻟﻠﺠﻤﻬﻮﺭ( ﺍﻣﺰﺡ ﻣﻌﻜﻢ.
)ﻳﺘﺤﺪﺙ ﻟﻠﺨﺎﺭﺝ( ﻭ ...ﺷﻜﺮﺍ ﻟﺼﺒﺮﻛﻢ ﻣﻌﻲ .ﺳﻮﻑ ﺍﻋﻮﺩ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺤﺎﻝ.

ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:
64

"ﻧﻐﺮﺱ ﺍﻗﺪﺍﻣﻨﺎ"؟ ﻟﻘﺪ ﻗﻠﺖ ﻫﺬﺍ ﻗﺒﻞ ﺩﻗﻴﻘﺔ" ،ﻧﻐﺮﺱ ﺍﻗﺪﺍﻣﻨﺎ".
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:

ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:

ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:

ﻫﻴﺎ! ﺍﻧﺖ ﺭﺍﻗﺼﺔ .ﺍﻧﻪ ﺍﻣﺮ ﺩﻳﻨﺎﻣﻴﻜﻲ ﺑﺎﻟﻨﺴﺒﺔ ﻟﻚ ﺍﻭ ﺃﻱ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﺍﻟﻘﻮﺍﻧﻴﻦ ﺑﺎﻟﻨﺴﺒﺔ ﻟﻚ .ﺍﻟﻘﺎﻧﻮﻥ ﺍﻻﻭﻝ ﻟﻤﺎﺭﺛﺎ ﻏﺮﺍﻫﺎﻡ
ﺍﻭ ﺃﻱ ﻛﺎﻥ ﺍﺳﻤﻬﺎ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺮﻗﺺ ﺍﻟﻤﻌﺎﺻﺮ :ﻧﻐﺮﺱ ﺍﻗﺪﺍﻣﻨﺎ.
ﻭﻫﻞ ﻧﺤﻦ؟
ﻣﺎﺫﺍ؟
ﺗﻤﺎﻣﺎ "ﻧﻐﺮﺱ ﺍﻗﺪﺍﻣﻨﺎ"؟
ﻧﻐﺮﺱ ﺍﻗﺪﺍﻣﻨﺎ ﻫﻮ ﺗﻌﺒﻴﺮ ﻣﺠﺎﺯﻱ ...ﺭﺑﻤﺎ ﻻ .ﺗﻌﺒﻴﺮ ﻟﺸﻲء ﻣﺎ.
)ﺭﺑﻤﺎ ﺗﺸﻴﺮ ﻟﻠﺠﻤﻬﻮﺭ( ﺍﻋﺘﻘﺪ ﺍﻧﻪ ﻣﺎ ﺍﺣﺎﻭﻝ ﺍﻥ ﺍﻗﻮﻟﻪ...ﺍﻟﺴﺆﺍﻝ ﺍﻟﺬﻱ ﺍﺭﺩﺕ ﻁﺮﺣﻪ ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﺟﺌﺖ ﺍﻟﻴﻚ—ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ
ﺧﺮﻗﺖ ﻗﻮﺍﻧﻴﻦ ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺮﺡ ﻭ ﺟﺌﺖ ﺍﺳﺄﻟﻚ" ،ﻛﻴﻒ ﻛﺎﻥ ﺍﺩﺍﺋﻨﺎ؟" ﻗﺒﻞ ﻛﻞ ﺷﻲء ﻛﺎﻥ ﻋﻨﺎ ﻧﺤﻦ .ﺍﻧﺎ ﻭ ﺍﻧﺖ .ﻟﻜﻦ ﻻﺣﻘﺎ
ﺍﺻﺒﺢ ﺷﻲء ﺍﺧﺮ .ﻻﻥ ﺍﻟﻨﺎﺱ ﻗﺪ ﺗﺠﻤﻌﺖ )ﺗﻨﻈﺮ ﻟﻠﺠﻤﻬﻮﺭ ﻣﺆﻛﺪﺓ ﻭﺟﻮﺩﻫﻢ( .ﺍﻟﻨﺎﺱ ﻗﺪ ﺗﺠﻤﻌﻮﺍ .ﻭ ﻫﺬﺍ ﻣﻬﻢ ﺟﺪﺍ.
ﺍﻧﺎﺱ ﻟﺪﻳﻬﻢ ﺣﻴﺎﺓ .ﻭ ﻟﺪﻳﻬﻢ ﺍﺧﺘﻴﺎﺭﺍﺗﻬﻢ ﺍﻟﺨﺎﺻﺔ .ﺍﻧﺎﺱ ﻗﺎﻣﻮﺍ ﺑﺎﻟﺘﺨﻠﻲ ﻋﻦ ﻭﻗﺘﻬﻢ.
ﺍﺫﺍ ...ﺍﻧﺎ ﺍﺳﻒ ،ﻛﻨﺖ ﺍﺣﺎﻭﻝ ﻓﻘﻂ ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ ﺍﻻﺷﻴﺎء ﻫﻨﺎ :ﻫﻞ ﺍﺳﺘﺤﻖ ﺗﻮﺑﻴﺨﺎ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻫﺬﻩ؟
)ﺗﺤﺎﻭﻝ ﺗﻮﺿﻴﺢ ﻣﺎ ﺗﻘﻮﻝ( ﻟﺪﻱ ﻣﺪﺭﺑﺔ.
ﻟﺪﻳﻚ ﻣﺪﺭﺑﺔ
ﻟﺪﻱ ﻣﺪﺭﺑﺔ )ﺗﺆﻛﺪ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻜﻠﻤﺔ(
ﻓﻼﺵ ﺿﻮﺋﻲ

ﻟﺪﻱ ﺷﺨﺺ ﻳﻌﺮﻑ ﻭﺯﻥ ﺟﺴﻤﻲ ﻭ ﻳﻌﺮﻑ ﺍﻟﻔﻦ ﺍﻟﺬﻱ ﺍﻗﺪﻣﻪ....ﻭ ﺗﺤﺎﻭﻝ ﺗﻮﺟﻴﻬﻲ—ﻭﺗﺤﺎﻭﻝ ﺍﻥ ﺗﻜﻮﻥ ﺍﻟﻀﻮء ﺍﻟﺬﻱ ﻳﺮﺷﺪﻧﻲ.
ﺗﺤﺎﻭﻝ ﺫﻟﻚ ﻷﻧﻬﺎ ﺗﻔﻬﻢ—
ﺍﻟﻤﺪﺭﺑﺔ:
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:
ﺍﻟﻤﺪﺭﺑﺔ:

ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:

)ﻋﺒﺮ ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺮﺡ ﻣﺨﺎﻁﺒﺔ ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ( ﺍﻟﻮﺯﻥ ﻫﻮ ﻛﻞ ﺷﻲء
ﺍﻟﻨﺎﺱ ﻣﺠﺘﻤﻌﻮﻥ
ﺍﻟﻮﺯﻥ ﻫﻮ ﻛﻞ ﺷﻲء ،ﺍﻋﺘﻘﺪ .ﺍﻟﻮﺯﻥ ﻭ ﻏﻴﺎﺑﻪ .ﺍﻟﻮﺯﻥ ،ﺍﻻﻧﺘﻈﺎﺭ ....ﻟﻴﺲ ﺍﻻﻧﺘﻈﺎﺭ .ﺍﻟﺘﻤﺜﻴﻞ .ﻟﻴﺲ ﺍﻟﺘﻤﺜﻴﻞ .ﻻ
)ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ ﻳﻄﻠﻖ ﻗﻬﻘﻬﺔ ﺍﺷﺒﻪ ﺑﺎﻟﺸﺨﻴﺮ(
ﻫﻞ ﻫﺬﺍ ﺷﻲء ﻣﻀﺤﻚ؟ ﻣﺪﺭﺑﺘﻲ؟ ﻫﻞ ﻣﺎ ﻗﺎﻟﺘﻪ ﻣﻀﺤﻚ؟
ﻛﻼ ﻻ ﺃﺗﻤﻨﻰ ﺫﻟﻚ
ﻣﺎ ﺍﻟﺴﺒﺐ؟
ﻷﻧﻪ :ﺍﺫﺍ ﻛﺎﻥ ﻫﻨﺎﻙ ﺷﻲء ﻣﻀﺤﻚ ﻋﻨﺪﻫﺎ ﺳﺄﻛﻮﻥ ﻓﻲ ﻣﺸﻜﻠﺔ .ﺍﻧﺎ ﻣﻦ ﻳﺠﺐ ﺍﻥ ﻳﻜﻮﻥ ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ ﻫﻨﺎ.
ﺿﻮء ﻓﻼﺷﻲ
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ﻛﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ ﺍﻟﻌﺎﺋﻠﺔ ﻛﻤﺎ ﻳﻘﻮﻟﻮﻥ .ﺍﻭ ﺭﺑﻤﺎ ﻻ .ﺍﻟﻤﻬﻢ ﻫﻮ :ﺍﻧﺎ ﺍﻟﺬﻱ ﻳﺨﺮﺝ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺮﺡ ﻟﻴﺤﺮﺝ ﻧﻔﺴﻪ ﻭﻳﻘﻮﻝ ﺍﺷﻴﺎء ﻏﺒﻴﺔ .ﻷﻧﻪ ﻋﻠﻰ
ﺍﺣﺪﻫﻢ ﺍﻥ ﻳﻔﻌﻞ ﺫﻟﻚ—ﻟﻠﻤﻮﺍﺯﻧﺔ.
ﺗﻮﻗﻒ
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:
ﻟﺪﻱ ﺳﺆﺍﻝ...
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ

 :ﺑﺎﺷﺮﻱ

ﺍﺳﻒ ...ﺗﻔﻀﻠﻲ
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:

ﻣﻦ ﻓﻀﻠﻚ

ﻓﻼﺵ ﺿﻮﺋﻲ

ﺻﻮﺕ ﺿﺮﺑﺎﺕ

ﻫﻞ ﺗﺆﻣﻦ ﺑﺰﻭﺍﺟﻨﺎ؟
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:

ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:

ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:
ﺍﻟﻤﺪﺭﺑﺔ:

ﻭﺍﻭ ..ﻫﻞ؟ ﻫﻞ ﺍﻧﺎ...؟
ﻻ ﺍﺭﻳﺪﻙ ﺍﻥ...؟ ﻻ ﺗﻌﻘﺪ ﺍﻻﻣﻮﺭ! ﻫﻞ ﺗﺆﻣﻦ ﺑﺰﻭﺍﺟﻨﺎ؟!
ﺍﻧﺎ ﻻ...ﺍﻧﻈﺮﻱ ﺍﻟﻤﻬﻢ ﻫﻮ ﺍﻥ ﺍﺅﻣﻦ ﺍﻭ ﻻ ﺍﺅﻣﻦ...ﺍﻥ ﻻ
)ﻭﺗﺒﺪﻭ ﻣﻨﻬﻜﺔ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﻨﻘﺎﺵ( ﻫﻞ ﺗﺆﻣﻦ ﺑﺎﻟﻀﻮء؟!
)ﻳﺄﺧﺬ ﻧﻔﺴﺎ ﻋﻤﻴﻘﺎ .ﻳﺤﺎﻭﻝ ﻣﺮﺍﺟﻌﺔ ﻣﻮﻗﻔﻪ( ﻣﻦ ﻓﻀﻠﻚ :ﺍﻧﺎ ﺍﻋﺘﻤﺪ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻀﻮء.
ﻭﻫﺬﺍ ﻳﻌﺘﺒﺮ ﺍﻣﺮﺍ ﺟﻴﺪﺍ؟
"ﺟﻴﺪ"؟ ﺟﻴﺪ؟ ﻻ ﺍﻋﺮﻑ .ﻟﻜﻨﻪ ﺍﻟﻮﺍﻗﻊ .ﻫﻮ ﻭﺍﻗﻌﻨﺎ )ﻣﺆﻛﺪﺍ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻜﻠﻤﺔ( .ﺍﻧﺖ ﺗﻌﺘﻤﺪﻳﻦ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻀﻮء
ﻭ ﺍﺫﺍ....
ﺍﺫﺍ!—)ﻣﺨﺎﻁﺒﺎ ﺍﻟﺠﻤﻬﻮﺭ( ﺍﻭﻩ! ﺍﺣﺬﺭﻱ! ﺳﺄﻗﻊ ﻓﻲ ﻣﺸﻜﻠﺔ.
ﻓﻼﺵ ﺿﻮﺋﻲ
ﻣﺘﻰ ﻳﺼﺒﺢ ﺍﻟﻀﻮء ﻧﺎﺭﺍ؟
ﻣﺘﻰ....؟
ﻣﺘﻰ ﻳﺼﺒﺢ ﺍﻟﻀﻮء ﻧﺎﺭﺍ؟

ﺿﺮﺑﺎﺕ

)ﻓﻲ ﺑﻘﻌﺔ ﺍﻟﻀﻮء—ﻣﺨﺎﻁﺒﺎ ﺍﻟﺠﻤﻬﻮﺭ( ﻣﺎﺫﺍ ﺑﺸﺄﻥ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺍﻟﻨﻴﺮﺍﻥ—ﻫﺎ؟
)ﺗﺴﺘﺤﻮﺫ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻧﺘﺒﺎﻩ ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ ﻭ ﺗﺮﺟﻌﻬﺎ ﺍﻟﻰ ﻣﻜﺎﻧﻬﻤﺎ ﺍﻟﻤﺸﺘﺮﻙ( ﺍﻟﺠﺎﺫﺑﻴﺔ ،ﺍﻟﺠﺎﺫﺑﻴﺔ ﺗﺬﻛﺮﻱ ﺍﻟﺠﺎﺫﺑﻴﺔ! ﻟﻴﺲ ﻫﻨﺎﻙ
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ﻣﻦ ﻗﻔﺰﺓ ﺗﻌﺘﻤﺪ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻻﻳﻤﺎﻥ....ﺑﺪﻭﻥ ﺍﻥ ﻳﻜﻮﻥ ﻫﻨﺎﻙ ﺟﺎﺫﺑﻴﺔ) .ﺑﻐﻀﺐ( ﻻ ﻧﺮﻳﺪ !--ﻻ ﻧﺮﻳﺪ ﺍﻥ ﻧﺴﻘﻂ!
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ ﺗﻌﻮﺩ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﻤﻜﺎﻥ ﺍﻟﻤﻀﺎء ﻣﻦ ﺍﺟﻞ ﺍﻟﺘﺪﺭﻳﺐ ﻭ ﺍﻟﺬﻱ ﺗﺸﺘﺮﻙ ﻓﻴﻪ ﻣﻊ ﻣﺪﺭﺑﺔ
ﺍﻟﺮﻗﺼﺎﺕ—ﺗﺘﻌﺜﺮ ﺛﻢ ﺗﻨﺪﻓﻊ ﻟﻸﻣﺎﻡ.
ﻣﺪﺭﺑﺔ ﺍﻟﺮﻗﺼﺎﺕ ﺑﺪﺍﻓﻊ ﻏﺮﻳﺰﻱ ﺗﺘﻘﺪﻡ ﻟﻼﻣﺴﺎﻙ ﺑﻬﺎ .ﻟﻜﻨﻬﺎ ﻻ ﺗﻔﻌﻞ ﺫﻟﻚ.
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ ﺗﺴﺘﺮﺟﻊ ﺗﻮﺍﺯﻧﻬﺎ .ﺗﺘﺤﺮﻙ ﻧﺤﻮ ﻣﻜﺎﻧﻬﻤﺎ ﺍﻟﻤﺸﺘﺮﻙ ﻭ ﺗﻘﻒ ﻣﺴﺘﻌﺪﺓ—ﺑﻜﻞ ﺭﺷﺎﻗﺔ
ﻭﺷﺠﺎﻋﺔ.
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:

)ﻳﻜﻤﻞ ﻭ ﻳﻌﻴﺪ ﻓﻘﺮﺗﻪ ﻋﻦ ﺍﻟﻨﻴﺮﺍﻥ( ﺍﻋﻨﻲ ﻫﻞ ﻫﺬﻩ ﻧﻴﺮﺍﻥ ﺍﻭ ...ﻣﺎﺫﺍ ﻳﻤﻜﻦ ﺍﻥ ﺍﻗﻮﻝ ﺑﻌﺪ؟ ﺍﻟﻨﻴﺮﺍﻥ؟! ﻫﺬﻩ ﻧﻴﺮﺍﻥ—
ﻓﻌﻼ .ﻭﺍﻭ! ﻫﻞ ﺭﺃﻳﺖ ﻧﻴﺮﺍﻥ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻫﺬﻩ؟ ﺗﺨﻴﻠﻬﺎ...ﻧﻴﺮﺍﻥ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻫﺬﻩ؟ ﺍﻋﻨﻲ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺣﺮﺍﺋﻖ ﻋﻈﻤﻰ .ﻧﺤﻦ ﻧﺘﺤﺪﺙ—ﺍﻋﻨﻲ
ﻧﺤﻦ ﻧﺘﺤﺪﺙ ﻋﻦ ﺍﺣﺘﺮﺍﻕ ﻛﺒﻴﺮ ﻫﻨﺎ—

ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ )ﻳﺴﺘﻤﺮ(:
ﺍﺣﺘﺮﺍﻕ ﺧﻄﻴﺮ .ﻓﻌﻼ؟ ﺍﺣﺘﺮﺍﻕ! ﻋﻈﻴﻢ! ﻳﻤﻜﻦ ﺍﻥ ﺗﺼﻴﺒﻚ—ﻓﻌﻼ؛ ﻫﺬﻩ ﻫﻲ ﺍﻟﺤﻘﻴﻘﺔ—ﻳﻤﻜﻦ ﺍﻥ ﻳﺼﻴﺒﻚ ﺍﺣﺘﺮﺍﻕ
ﺷﻤﺴﻲ...ﻓﻘﻂ ﺍﺧﺮﺝ ﺑﺒﺬﻟﺔ ﻭﺍﻗﻴﺔ.
ﺿﻮء ﻓﻼﺷﻲ
ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:

ﻣﻨﺰﻟﻲ—ﻭﻫﺬﺍ ﺣﻘﻴﻘﻲ—ﺑﺪﺃ ﺑﺎﻻﺣﺘﺮﺍﻕ .ﺍﺳﺘﺪﻋﻴﺖ ﺩﺍﺋﺮﺓ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﻳﻖ ،ﻭ ﺳﺄﻟﻮﻧﻲ "ﻛﻴﻒ ﻳﻤﻜﻦ ﺍﻥ ﻧﺼﻞ ﻟﻤﻨﺰﻟﻚ؟"
ﻗﻠﺖ ﻟﻬﻢ "ﺍﻻ ﺯﻟﺘﻢ ﺗﺴﻮﻗﻮﻥ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺑﺎﺕ ﺍﻟﺤﻤﺮﺍء ﺍﻟﻜﺒﻴﺮﺓ؟" ﻫﺬﻩ ﻫﻲ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﺋﻖ! ﻭ ﻳﺘﺤﺪﺛﻮﻥ ﻋﻦ ﺍﻻﺻﺎﺑﺔ ﺑﺎﻟﺪﺭﺟﺔ
ﺍﻟﺜﺎﻟﺜﺔ!

ﻣﺪﺭﺑﺔ ﺍﻟﺮﻗﺼﺎﺕ:

ﺣﺴﻨﺎ :ﺣﺎﻭﻟﻲ ﻫﺬﺍ :ﺗﺴﻠﻘﻲ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺴﻤﺎء.

ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ ﺗﺤﺎﻭﻝ ﺗﺤﻘﻴﻖ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺍﻟﺘﻌﻠﻴﻤﺎﺕ.
ﻟﻴﺲ ﺍﻟﻐﻴﻮﻡ...ﻭ ﻟﻴﺲ ﺍﻟﺠﻮ ﺍﻟﺨﺎﺭﺟﻲ .ﺍﻟﺴﻤﺎء....ﻭﺍﻟﺤﺮﻛﺔ ﻫﻲ ﺍﻟﺘﺴﻠﻖ .ﻟﻴﺲ ﺍﻣﺘﺪﺍﺩ .ﻭ ﻟﻴﺲ ﻭﺛﺒﺔ.
ﻋﺰﻳﺰﺗﻲ :ﺗﺴﻠﻘﻲ .ﺭﺍﻗﺒﻴﻨﻲ ﻫﻨﺎ.

ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ ﺗﺤﺎﻭﻝ....ﻭ ﺗﺤﺎﻭﻝ.
ﻣﺪﺭﺑﺔ ﺍﻟﺮﻗﺼﺎﺕ ﺗﺤﺎﻭﻝ ﺍﻋﻄﺎء ﺻﻮﺭﺓ ﻋﻦ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﻛﺔ ﺍﻟﺘﻲ ﺗﺮﻳﺪﻫﺎ.

ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:

ﺍﻟﻤﺪﺭﺑﺔ:

ﻣﻨﺘﺒﻬﺎ ﻟﻤﺪﺭﺑﺔ ﺍﻟﺮﻗﺼﺎﺕ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺍﻥ ﻗﺎﻟﺖ "ﺭﺍﻗﺒﻴﻨﻲ" ( ﺍﻋﻨﻲ ﺍﻧﺘﻢ ﺗﻌﺮﻓﻮﻥ ﺍﻧﻜﻢ ﺗﺘﺤﺪﺛﻮﻥ ﻋﻦ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﺋﻖ ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﻛﻞ
ﻭﺣﺪﺍﺕ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﺋﻖ ﻫﻲ—ﺗﻌﺮﻓﻮﻥ :ﺍﺣﺮﻗﻮﺍ ﺭﺟﻼ ﻭﺳﻮﻑ ﻳﻨﻀﺢ ﻋﺮﻗﺎ ﻟﺒﻘﻴﺔ ﺣﻴﺎﺗﻪ .ﻣﺎﺫﺍ ﻳﺴﻤﻲ ﺭﺟﻞ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﻳﻖ ﺍﻭﻝ
ﺍﻭﻻﺩﻩ؟ ﺧﺮﻁﻮﻡ ﺍﻟﻤﻴﺎﻩ ﻭﺍﺣﺪ! ﻭﻣﺎﺫﺍ ﻳﺴﻤﻲ ﻭﻟﺪﻩ ﺍﻟﺜﺎﻧﻲ؟ ﺍﻟﺨﺮﻁﻮﻡ ﺍﻟﺜﺎﻧﻲ!
ﻓﻼﺵ ﺿﻮﺋﻲ
ﺗﺴﻠﻘﻲ...ﺍﺭﻓﻌﻲ ﻧﻔﺴﻚ ﻫﻨﺎﻙ)...ﺑﻐﻀﺐ( ﺍﻧﺖ ﺟﺴﺪ---ﻧﻌﻢ! ﻧﻌﻢ!ﻧﻌﻢ! ﺍﻧﺖ ﺟﺴﺪ! ﻟﻜﻦ ﻟﺴﺖ ﺍﺑﺪﺍ—ﻟﺴﺖ ﺟﺴﺪﺍ—
ﻓﻘﻂ—ﺍﺑﺪﺍ!
ﺗﻮﺿﺢ ﺣﺮﻛﺔ ﻣﺬﻫﻠﺔ ﻻ ﻳﻤﻜﻦ ﺗﺨﻴﻞ ﺃﻱ ﺟﺴﺪ ﻗﺎﺩﺭ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺗﻘﻠﻴﺪﻫﺎ.
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ ﺭﺃﺕ ﺫﻟﻚ .ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ ﺍﻟﺘﻔﺖ ﺗﻠﻘﺎﺋﻴﺎ ﻭ ﻧﻈﺮ ﺍﻟﻴﻬﺎ ﻣﻨﺘﺒﻬﺎ ﻟﻠﺤﺮﻛﺔ
ﻛﻼﻫﻤﺎ ﻣﻨﺪﻫﺸﻴﻦ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﻛﺔ ﺍﻟﺘﻲ ﻻ ﻳﻤﻜﻨﻬﻤﺎ ﺍﻟﻘﻴﺎﻡ ﺑﻬﺎ.
ﺍﻟﻤﺪﺭﺑﺔ ﺛﻘﻒ :ﻣﻨﺘﺼﺒﺔ ﻭ ﻓﺨﻮﺭﺓ ﻟﻜﻨﻬﺎ ﻻ ﺗﺰﺍﻝ ﺗﻬﺘﺰ.

ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:
ﺍﻟﻤﺪﺭﺑﺔ:

ﺍﻧﺖ ﺷﺠﺎﻋﺔ
ﻟﺪﻱ ﺍﺭﺍﺩﺓ ﻗﻮﻳﺔ .ﺍﻧﺎ ﻏﺎﺿﺒﺔ .ﺍﻧﺎ ﺷﺨﺺ ﻟﺪﻳﻪ ﺍﻣﻞ ﻭ ﻁﻤﻮﺡ.
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ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:
ﺍﻟﻤﺪﺭﺑﺔ:
ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:

ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ:

ﺍﻓﻬﻢ ﺍﻻﻥ ،ﻣﺎﺫﺍ ﺗﻌﻨﻴﻦ ﺑﺎﻟﺘﺴﻠﻖ.
ﺟﻴﺪ
ﺷﻜﺮﺍ
ﺍﻧﺪﻓﺎﻉ ﺍﺧﺮ ﻟﻠﻀﻮء—ﻟﻜﻦ ﻟﻴﺲ ﺍﻟﻀﻮء ﺍﻟﻤﺨﻴﻒ .ﻟﻜﻨﻪ ﺍﺷﺒﻪ ﺑﻠﻤﻌﺎﻥ ﻧﺠﻤﺔ.
)ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﻳﻠﻘﻲ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺍﻻﺳﻄﺮ ،ﺗﻀﺨﻴﻢ ﺍﻟﺴﻤﺎﻋﺎﺕ ﻳﺨﻔﺖ ﺷﻴﺌﺎ ﻓﺸﻴﺌﺎ ﺣﺘﻰ ﻳﺨﺘﻔﻲ ﺗﻤﺎﻣﺎ .ﺣﺘﻰ ﺗﺼﺒﺢ
ﻛﻠﻤﺎﺗﻪ ﻏﻴﺮ ﻣﺴﻤﻮﻋﺔ ﺭﺑﻤﺎ(
)ﻭﻫﻮ ﻳﻌﻮﺩ ﺍﻟﻰ ﻣﻼﺣﻈﺎﺗﻪ ﺍﻟﺴﺎﺑﻘﺔ( :ﺍﻋﻨﻲ :ﺗﻌﺮﻑ ﺍﻧﻚ ﺗﺘﺤﺪﺙ ﻋﻦ ﺍﻟﻨﻴﺮﺍﻥ ﻋﻨﺪﻣﺎ ﺟﻤﻴﻊ ﻭﺣﺪﺍﺕ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﺋﻖ
ﺗﻜﻮﻥ—ﺗﻌﺮﻓﻮﻥ ﻣﺎ ﻳﻘﻠﻘﻨﻲ—ﻣﻊ ﻛﻞ ﻫﺬﻩ ﺍﻟﻨﻴﺮﺍﻥ؟--ﻭ ﺿﺤﺎﻳﺎ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﺋﻖ؟ ﺍﻟﺘﻄﻌﻴﻢ! ﺍﺳﻒ .ﻻ ﺍﺳﺘﻄﻴﻊ ﺍﻟﻤﻘﺎﻭﻣﺔ.
ﺣﺴﻨﺎ ﺍﺳﺘﻄﻴﻊ ﺍﻟﻤﻘﺎﻭﻣﺔ ﻟﻜﻨﻲ ﻟﻢ ﺍﺗﻤﻜﻦ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﻤﻘﺎﻭﻣﺔ—ﺗﻌﺮﻓﻮﻥ ﻣﺎ ﺍﻗﻮﻝ؟ "ﻛﻼ"...ﺣﺴﻨﺎ ﻛﻼ؛ "ﻛﻼ"؛ ﻛﻼ ﺍﺟﺎﺑﺔ
ﺟﻴﺪﺓ؛ "ﻛﻼ" ﻻ ﺗﺴﺒﺐ ﻣﺸﻜﻠﺔ.
ﻳﻨﻈﺮ ﺍﻟﻜﻮﻣﻴﺪﻱ ﺍﻟﻰ "ﺍﻟﺠﻤﻬﻮﺭ" ﻧﻈﺮﺓ ﻣﻄﻮﻟﺔ .ﺍﻟﺘﻌﺒﻴﺮ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻭﺟﻬﻪ ﺗﻈﻬﺮ ﻗﺪﺭ ﺍﻻﻣﻜﺎﻥ ﺑﺄﻧﻪ
ﻳﺮﻯ ﻣﺴﺮﺣﺎ ﻓﺎﺭﻏﺎ ﺑﺎﻟﻜﺎﻣﻞ.

ﺍﻟﺮﺍﻗﺼﺔ:

ﻋﺰﻑ ﺑﻴﺎﻧﻮ ﻟﺠﺎﺭﻟﺰ ﺍﻳﻔﺰ ﺍﻟﻤﻘﻄﻮﻋﺔ ﺍﻟﺜﺎﻧﻴﺔ ﻭﻳﺮﺗﻔﻊ ﻭ ﻳﻨﺨﻔﺾ
ﻭ ﻟﻤﻌﺎﻥ ﺿﻮء ﺍﺧﺮ
)ﺑﺼﻮﺕ ﻭﺍﺿﺢ( ﺷﻜﺮﺍ
ﺛﻢ ﺗﻨﻄﻔﺄ ﻛﻞ ﺍﻻﺿﻮﺍء
ﻭ ﺗﻨﺰﻝ ﺍﻟﺴﺘﺎﺭ
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THE BIRD BREEDER3
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 Williams' I 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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ﺍﺑﻮ ﺍﻟﻄﻴﻮﺭ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺰﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﻤﻬﺪﻭﺭ
ﺍﻟﻤﺆﻟﻒ ﺻﺎﺭﻡ ﺩﺍﺧﻞ

ﻣﺳﺭﺣﻳﺔ ﺗﺗﺣﺩﺙ ﻋﻥ ﺍﻟﺑﻁﻝ ﺍﻟﺷﻌﺑﻲ ﺍﻭ ﺍﻟﻔﻁﺭﻱ ﺍﻟﺫﻱ ﻟﻡ ﻳﺗﻐﻳﺭ ﺭﻏﻡ ﻗﺳﺎﻭﺓ ﻛﻝ ﺍﻟﻅﺭﻭﻑ ﺍﻟﺗﻲ ﻳﻣﺭ ﺑﻬﺎ ﺣﺭﺏ ﻭﺣﺻﺎﺭ ﻭﻗﻣﻊ
ﻓﻛﺭﻱ  ,ﻟﻛﻧﻪ ﻳﺑﻘﻰ ﻳﺗﺻﺩﻯ ﻟﻠﺳﻠﻁﺔ ﺍﻟﻐﺎﺷﻣﺔ ﺑﻭﺳﺎﺋﻠﻪ ﺍﻟﺑﺳﻳﻁﺔ )ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ( ﻭﺑﺎﻟﺭﻏﻡ ﻣﻥ ﻋﺩﻡ ﺗﻛﺎﻓﺅ ﺍﻟﺻﺭﺍﻉ ﺑﻳﻥ ﺍﻟﺑﻁﻝ )ﺭﺯﺍﻕ(
ﻭﺍﻟﺳﻠﻁﺔ )ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ( ﺍﻻ ﺍﻥ ﺍﻟﺑﻁﻝ ﻳﺑﻘﻰ ﺻﺎﻣﺩﺍ ﺣﺗﻰ ﺍﻟﻧﻬﺎﻳﺔ  ,ﻳﺳﻘﻁ ﺿﺣﻳﺔ  ,ﻭﻟﻛﻥ ﺍﻻﻣﻝ ﻳﺑﻘﻰ ﻣﺳﺗﻣﺭﺍ ﺑﺎﻟﻣﺳﺗﻘﺑﻝ  ,ﺣﻳﺙ ﻳﺩﺧﻝ
ﻁﻔﻝ ﺣﺎﻣﻼ ﻟﺣﻣﺎﺓ ﺑﻳﺿﺎء
)ﺍﺑﻭ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺯﻣﻥ ﺍﻟﻣﻬﺩﻭﺭ(
ﺍﻟﻣﺳﺭﺡ ﻣﻅﻠﻡ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﻭﺳﻁ ﻳﻘﻑ ﺭﺯﺍﻕ ﻭﻅﻬﺭﻩ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﺟﻣﻬﻭﺭ ﻣﺭﺗﺩﻳﺎ ﻣﻼﺑﺱ ﻋﻣﺎﻝ ﻭﻳﺣﺗﺿﻥ ﺣﻠﺔ ﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﻭﻳﻐﻧﻲ ﺑﺎﻳﻘﺎﻉ ﺑﻁﻲء
ﻭﺣﺯﻥ ﺷﺩﻳﺩ ﺍﻏﻧﻳﺔ ﺷﻌﺑﻳﺔ ,ﻋﻠﻰ ﻳﻣﻳﻧﻪ ﺑﻘﻌﺔ ﺿﻭء ﻳﻘﻑ ﻓﻳﻬﺎ ﺭﺟﻝ ﺍﻻﻣﻥ )ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ( .
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ ) :ﻣﻘﺎﻁﻌﺎ ﺭﺯﺍﻕ ( ..ﻟﻙ ﺍﻧﺕ ﻣﺗﺧﺎﻑ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  ):ﻣﺳﺗﻣﺭ ﻓﻲ ﻏﻧﺎﺋﻪ( ) ﺍﻣﺎﻥ  ....ﺍﻣﺎﻥ  .......ﺍﻣﺎﻥ(
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ :ﺍﻧﺕ ﺗﺗﺣﺩﻯ ﺍﻟﺣﻛﻭﻣﺔ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ) ﻣﺳﺗﻣﺭ ﻓﻲ ﻏﻧﺎﺋﻪ ) (.ﻳﺎ ﻟﻳﻝ  ....ﻟﻳﻠﻲ  ....ﻳﺎﻟﻳﻝ (.....
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ :ﺍﺳﻣﻊ ﻟﻙ ﻻﺗﻐﺷﻡ ﻧﻔﺳﻙ ﻋﺩﻧﺎ ﺍﺩﻟﺔ ﻋﻠﻳﻙ ﺗﻭﺩﻳﻙ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺟﻬﻧﻡ ﺍﻧﺕ ﻭﺍﺣﺩ ﺭﺍﺳﻣﺎﻟﻲ ﺍﻣﺑﺭﻳﺎﻟﻲ ﻣﺗﺎﻣﺭ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻣﺳﻳﺭﺓ
ﺍﻟﺟﻣﻬﻭﺭﻳﺔ ﺍﻟﺧﺎﻟﺩﺓ .
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ ) :ﻣﺳﺗﻣﺭﺍ ﻓﻲ ﻏﻧﺎﺋﻪ( ) ﻳﺎﻋﻴﻨﻲ  ......ﻳﻠﻴﻞ ....ﻳﺎ ﻋﻴﻦ(......
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ :ﺃﺳﻣﻊ ﻟﻙ ﺍﻋﺗﺭﻑ ﻭﺑﻼ ﺩﻭﺧﺔ ﻭﺟﻊ ﺭﺍﺱ .
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ :ﺍﻧﻲ ﻣﻁﻳﺭﺟﻲ ﻛﻠﺷﻲ ﻣﺎ ﺍﻋﺭﻑ ﻏﻳﺭ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﻭﺑﺱ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﺧﻭﺵ ﺍﻋﺗﺭﺍﻑ  ....ﻋﻧﺩﻙ ﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﻭﺍﻁﻳﺭﻫﻥ ؟ ﻋﻳﻭﻧﻲ ﺷﻠﻭﻥ ﻟﻭﻥ ﻁﻳﻭﺭﻙ.
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ :ﺍﺭﺍﻓﻝ ﺑﻳﺽ ﻧﺹ ﺣﺑﺎﻳﺔ ﻣﺣﺟﻼﺕ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ :ﻣﻘﺎﻁﻌﺎ ﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﺑﻳﺽ ﻣﻭ ؟
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺳﻳﺩﻱ ﻗﺎﺑﻝ ﺍﻁﻳﺭ ﺩﺟﺎﺝ ﻣﺻﻠﺣﺔ  ...ﻁﺑﻌﺎ ﻁﻳﻭﺭ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﻟﻙ ﺍﻧﺕ ﻣﻥ ﺍﻧﺻﺎﺭ ﺍﻟﺳﻼﻡ ﻭﻓﻌﻠﻙ ﻫﺫﺍ ﻳﻣﺛﻝ ﺗﺣﺩﻱ ﻭﺍﺿﺢ ﻟﻣﺳﻳﺭﺓ ﺍﻟﺟﻣﻬﻭﺭﻳﺔ ﺍﻟﺩﻳﻣﻘﺭﺍﻁﻳﺔ ﺍﻻﺷﺗﺭﺍﻛﻳﺔ ﺍﻟﻣﻭﺣﺩﺓ
.ﺍﻋﺗﺭﻑ ﻣﻧﻭ ﻭﻳﺎﻙ ﺑﺎﻟﺗﻧﻅﻳﻡ ﻣﻧﻭ ﺣﺭﺿﻙ ؟
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺍﻧﻲ ﻣﺎﻟﻲ ﺷﻐﻠﺔ ﺑﺎﻟﺟﻣﻬﻭﺭﻳﺔ ﻭﺍﻟﻣﺳﻳﺭﺓ ﻭﺍﻟﺩﻳﻣﻘﺭﺍﻁﻳﺔ ,ﺳﻳﺩﻱ ﺍﻛﻭ ﺍﺣﻠﻰ ﻣﻥ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﻭﻫﻲ ﺩﻭﺭ ﺑﺳﻣﺎ ﺑﻐﺩﺍﺩﻏﻳﻣﺔ ﻣﻼﺋﻛﺔ
ﺗﻠﻌﺏ ﺑﺎﻟﺳﻣﺎ ﺗﻐﺎﺯﻝ ﺍﻟﻣﻧﺎﻳﺭ ﻭﺍﻟﻛﻧﺎﻳﺱ ﻭﺍﻟﺟﻭﺍﻣﻊ ﺳﻳﺩﻱ ﻳﺎﺳﻼﻡ ﻳﺎﺑﻁﻳﺦ.
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ :ﻳﻭﺩﻉ ﺍﻟﺳﺟﻥ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺫﻣﺔ ﺍﻟﺗﺣﻘﻳﻕ  ,ﺍﺧﺫﻭﻩ ﺑﺷﺭﻓﻲ ﺍﻻ ﺍﺻﻠﺦ ﺟﻠﺩﻙ ﺍﻧﺗﻬﺎﺯﻱ ﻗﺫﺭ ﻋﻣﻳﻝ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺳﻳﺩﻱ ﻋﻳﻭﻧﻲ ﺍﺑﻭ ﺍﺳﻣﺎ ﻋﻳﻝ ﺍﻧﻲ ﻳﻁﺑﻧﻲ ﻁﻭﺏ ﺑﺱ ﻁﻳﻭﺭﻱ ﺧﻁﻳﺔ ﺍﺑﻭ ﺍﺳﻣﺎﻋﻳﻝ ﻋﻳﻭﻧﻲ ﺷﺗﺭﻳﺩ ﺍﻧﻲ ﺣﺎﺿﺭ ﺍﻧﺕ
ﻭﺍﻟﺯﻋﻳﻡ ﻭﺍﻟﺟﻣﺎﻋﺔ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺭﺍﺳﻲ ﻭﺍﻟﻌﻥ ﻭﺍﻟﺩﻳﻪ ﺍﻟﻲ ﻳﺗﺎﻣﺭ ﻋﻠﻳﻙ ﻭﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﺟﻣﻬﻭﺭﻳﺔ ﻣﺭﻭﺗﻙ ﻁﻳﻭﺭﻱ ﺧﻁﻳﺔ.
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ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﺗﺻﺎﺩﺭ ﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﺍﻟﻣﺗﻬﻡ ﻭﻳﻭﺩﻉ ﺍﻟﺳﺟﻥ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺫﻣﺔ ﺍﻟﺗﺣﻘﻳﻕ .

ﺍﻟﻣﺷﻬﺩ ﺍﻟﺛﺎﻧﻲ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ ﻳﻘﻑ ﻭﺳﻁ ﺍﻟﻣﺳﺭﺡ ﻣﺻﻔﻘﺎ ﻭﻣﺻﻔﺭﺍ ﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺳﻣﺎء ﻳﺩﺧﻝ ﻋﻠﻳﻪ ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ ﻣﻘﺎﻁﻌﺎ.
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  ) :ﺣﺎﻟﻣﺎ ﻳﻅﻬﺭ ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ(ﻋﻳﻭﻧﻲ ﺍﺑﻭ ﺍﺳﻣﺎﻋﻳﻝ ﺍﻟﻭﺭﺩ ﻫﺳﻪ ﻁﻳﻭﺭﻱ ﺣﻣﺭ ﻭﺗﺑﺕ ﺗﻭﺑﺔ ﻧﺻﻭﺡ ﺍﻟﻰ ﷲ ﻭﺣﻠﻔﺕ
ﺑﺷﺭﻓﻙ ﻭﺑﻛﻝ ﺍﻻﻧﺑﻳﺎء ﻭﺍﻻﻭﻟﻳﺎء ﻭﺍﻟﺻﺎﻟﺣﻳﻥ ﺑﻌﺩ ﻣﺎ ﺍﻁﻳﺭ ﺍﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﺑﻳﺽ ﺍﺑﺩﺍ ﺑﺗﺎﺗﺎ .
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﻋﻭﻑ ﻗﺿﻳﺔ ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻑ ﻭﺍﻻﻧﺑﻳﺎء  ...ﻟﻙ ﻁﻳﻭﺭﻙ ﺷﻠﻭﻧﻬﻥ .
)ﺧﺎﺋﻔﺎ( ﺳﻳﺩﻱ ﻁﻳﻭﺭﻱ ﺣﻣﺭ ﺍﻱ ﺣﻣﺭ

ﺭﺯﺍﻕ :

ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﺣﻠﻭﺍﻋﺗﺭﺍﻑ ﻭﺍﺿﺢ .ﺍﻧﻭﺏ ﺣﻣﺭ ﺭﺍﺡ ﺗﺷﻭﻑ ﻧﺟﻭﻡ ﺍﻟﻅﻬﺭ ﻣﻥ ﻭﺭﺓ ﺍﻟﺣﻣﺭ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺳﻳﺩﻱ ﺷﻧﻭ ﺍﻟﻘﺿﻳﺔ ﻫﻡ ﻣﻣﻧﻭﻉ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﺍﻟﺣﻣﺭ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﺷﻌﻭﺑﻲ ﻗﺫﺭ ﻣﺗﺎﻣﺭ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻫﻭﻳﺔ ﺍﻻﻣﺔ ﻭﻋﺭﻭﺑﺗﻬﺎ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﻭﷲ ﺣﻳﺭﺓ ﻁﻳﺭﺕ ﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﺑﻳﺽ ﻛﻠﺗﻭﺍ ﻣﻣﻧﻭﻉ ﻁﻳﺭﺕ ﺍﻟﺣﻣﺭ ...
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﻣﻘﺎﻁﻌﺎ ﺍﻧﺗﻡ ﺍﺻﺣﺎﺏ ﺍﻻﻓﻛﺎﺭ ﺍﻟﻬﺩﺍﻣﺔ ﻭﺍﻻﺭﺍء ﺍﻟﻣﺳﺗﻭﺭﺩﺓ ﻣﺎ ﻟﻛﻡ ﻣﻛﺎﻥ ﺑﻬﺫﺍ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ.
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  ):ﺟﺎﻧﺑﺎ ( ﺑﺱ ﻻ ﺭﺍﺡ ﻳﻬﺩﻣﻭﻥ ﺳﻭﻕ ﺍﻟﻐﺯﻝ ﺍﻋﻳﻭﻧﻲ ﺍﺑﻭ ﺍﺳﻣﺎﻋﻳﻝ ﺍﻧﺕ ﻣﺗﻭﻫﻡ ﺍﻧﻲ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﺍﻧﺟﺏ ﻭﷲ ﻭﺑﺷﺭﻑ ﺍﻻﻣﺔ ﺍﻻ ﺍﺻﻠﺦ ﺟﻠﺩﻙ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﻫﺳﺔ ﺍﻟﺟﻣﺎﻋﺔ ﻣﺎﻋﺩﻫﻡ ﺷﻐﻝ ﻭﻋﻣﻝ ﺑﺱ ﺭﺯﺍﻕ ﻭﻁﻳﻭﺭﻩ ﺍﺑﻭ ﺍﺳﻣﺎﻋﻳﻝ ﺳﻳﺩﻱ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﺍﻣﺑﺭﻳﺎﻟﻲ ,ﺍﺷﺗﺭﺍﻛﻲ  ,ﻛﺎﻓﺭ ﺍﻧﺗﻡ ﺍﻋﺩﺍء ﺍﻟﺩﻳﻥ ﻭﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﺍﻻ ﻧﻘﺿﻲ ﻋﻠﻳﻛﻡ  ,ﻋﻠﻛﻭﻩ ﺷﺩﻭﻩ ﺑﺎﻟﺑﻧﻛﻪ

ﺍﻟﻣﺷﻬﺩ ﺍﻟﺛﺎﻟﺙ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  ) :ﻣﻌﺻﻭﺏ ﺍﻟﺭﺍﺱ ﻭﺗﻅﻬﺭﻋﻠﻳﻪ ﺍﺛﺎﺭ ﺍﻟﺿﺭﺏ ( ﻭﺍﺣﺩ ﺍﺣﺳﻥ ﺷﻲ ﻳﻁﻳﺭ ﺟﻭﻛﻪ ﻣﺧﻠﻁﻪ ﻣﻥ ﻛﻝ ﺯﻳﺞ ﺭﻛﻌﻪ  ..ﻟﻙ ﻛﺵ
ﻋﺎﻉ ﻟﻙ ﻋﺎﻉ ﻋﺎﻉ ..ﺍﻏﺑﺭ ﻋﺎﻉ  ..ﻋﺟﻳﺏ ﻫﺎﻱ ﻫﻡ ﻁﻳﻭﺭﻋﺎﻉ ) ﺗﻌﻠﻭﺍ ﺍﺻﻭﺍﺕ ﻭﺿﺟﻳﺞ ﺭﺯﺍﻕ ﻣﻊ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ(ﻫﺎﻱ ﺷﻠﻭﻥ ﻋﻳﺷﻪ
ﻟﻙ ﻋﺎﻉ ﺍﻏﺎﺗﻲ ﻋﺎﻉ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﻳﻘﻑ ﺍﻣﺎﻡ ﺭﺯﺍﻕ ﺻﺎﻣﺗﺎ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺩﺗﺷﻭﻑ ﺍﺑﻭ ﺍﺳﻣﺎﻋﻳﻝ ﺷﻭﻑ ﺍﻁﻳﻭﺭﻱ ﻣﺷﻛﻠﻪ ﺑﺎﻭﻉ ﺑﻌﻳﻭﻧﻙ .ﺍﺣﻣﺭ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﺷﻌﻝ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻭﺭﻓﻠﻲ .
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ ) :ﻻﻳﺯﺍﻝ ﺻﺎﻣﺗﺎ (
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ:

ﺯﻋﻠﻙ ﻋﺯﻳﺯ ﻋﻠﻳﻧﺎ ﺍﺑﻭ ﺍﺳﻣﺎﻋﻳﻝ  .ﺍﺗﻔﺿﻝ ﺟﻛﺎﺭﺓ ﺍﻓﺭﻧﺟﻲ ﻣﻥ ﺍﻭﻝ ﻧﻔﺱ ﺗﺻﻳﺭ ﺑﻐﻳﺭ ﻋﺎﻟﻡ

ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ :

)ﻳﺧﻁﻑ ﺍﻟﺟﻛﺎﺭﺓ(

ﺍﺥ ﺭﺯﺍﻕ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﺑﺧﻁﺭ ﻭﺍﻧﺕ ﻻﺯﻡ ﺗﻧﻬﺽ ﻭﺗﺩﺍﻓﻊ ﻋﻥ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﺑﺎﻋﺗﺑﺎﺭﻙ ﻣﻭﺍﻁﻥ ﺷﺭﻳﻑ.

ﺭﺯﺍﻕ :ﺷﻧﻭ ﺍﻟﺳﺎﻟﻔﺔ ﺷﻧﻭ ﻗﺿﻳﺔ ﺍﻻﺣﺗﺭﺍﻡ ﺷﻭ ﻫﻠﻣﺭﺓ ﺍﺣﺗﺭﺍﻣﺎﺕ ﺍﺧﻲ ﻭﺍﻧﺕ ﻣﻭﺍﻁﻥ ﺷﺭﻳﻑ ﻭﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﺑﺧﻁﺭ  ,ﻭﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﻭﻳﻥ
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ﺻﺎﺭﺕ.
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  ) :ﻳﺩﺧﻥ ﻣﺗﺎﻣﻼ( ﻋﻧﺩﻣﺎ ﻳﺗﻌﺭﺽ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﻟﻠﺧﻁﺭ ﻻﺯﻡ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻛﻝ ﺍﺑﻧﺎﺋﻪ ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻓﺎء ﺍﻟﻧﻬﻭﺽ ﻟﻠﺩﻓﺎﻉ ﻋﻠﻳﻪ .
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﻭﺟﻧﺎﺑﻛﻡ ﻳﻌﺗﺑﺭﻧﻲ ﻣﻥ ﺍﺑﻧﺎء ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻓﺎء ؟
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﺍﻟﻣﺭﺣﻠﺔ ﻻﺗﺗﺣﻣﻝ ﺍﻟﻣﺯﺍﺡ )ﻳﺭﻣﻲ ﺍﻟﺟﻛﺎﺭﺓ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻻﺭﺽ(
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺍﻧﻲ ﻣﺎﻋﻧﺩﻱ ﻭﻁﻥ ﻭﻁﻧﻲ ﻁﺎﻳﺭ ﻓﻭﻙ ﻣﻌﻠﻕ ﺑﻳﻥ ﺍﻟﺳﻣﺎ ﻭﺍﻟﻛﺎﻉ.
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﻻﺯﻡ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻛﻝ ﻭﺍﺣﺩ ﺷﺭﺏ ﻣﻥ ﻣﺎﻱ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﻭﺍﻛﻝ ﻣﻥ ﺧﻳﺭﺍﺕ ﺍﺭﺿﻪ ﻻﺯﻡ ﻋﻠﻳﻪ ﺍﻥ ﻳﺩﺍﻓﻊ ﻋﻥ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ.
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﻭﻁﻥ ﺍﻧﻲ ﻣﺎ ﺍﻋﺭﻑ ﺷﻧﻭ ﻭﻁﻥ  ,ﻻﻥ ﺍﺻﻼ ﺍﻧﻲ ﻣﺎ ﻋﻧﺩﻱ ﻭﻁﻥ  ,ﺍﻣﻲ ﺟﺎﺑﺗﻧﻲ ﺑﻬﺫﺍ ﺍﻟﺑﻳﺕ ﻭﺷﻳﺑﺕ ﺑﻪ ﻭﻣﺎ ﺍﻋﺭﻑ
ﻏﻳﺭ ﺑﺱ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ.
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﺍﺥ ﺭﺯﺍﻕ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﻳﻌﻧﻲ ﺍﻻﺧﻭﺓ ﻭﺍﻟﺗﺳﺎﻣﺢ ﻭﺍﻟﻌﻣﻝ ﺍﻟﻣﺷﺗﺭﻙ ﻣﻥ ﺍﺟﻝ ﻏﺩ ﺍﻓﺿﻝ .
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺷﻠﻭﻥ ﻭﻁﻥ ﺍﻟﻲ ﺍﻧﺣﺑﺱ ﺑﻪ ﻭﺗﺻﺎﺩﺭﻭﻥ ﻁﻳﻭﺭﻱ ﺷﻠﻭﻥ ﻭﻁﻥ ﺍﻟﻲ ﻳﺫﺑﺢ ﻁﻳﻭﺭﻱ ﻛﺩﺍﻡ ﻋﻳﻧﻲ ﻓﻬﻣﻧﻲ ﺷﻠﻭﻥ ﻭﻁﻥ
ﻳﺧﺎﻑ ﻣﻥ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ .ﻭﻁﻥ ﻣﺎﺑﻲ ﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﻣﻭ ﻭﻁﻥ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﺫﻳﺞ ﻓﺗﺭﺓ ﻭﻋﺩﺕ ﻣﺭﺣﻠﺔ ﺗﺎﺭﻳﺧﻳﺔ ﻻﺯﻡ ﻧﻣﺭ ﺑﻳﻬﺎ ﻻﺯﻡ ﻧﻧﺳﺎﻫﺎ ﺍﺣﻧﻪ ﻭﻟﺩ ﺍﻟﻳﻭﻡ ﻻﺯﻡ ﺗﺩﺍﻓﻊ ﻋﻥ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﻭﺗﺭﻭﺡ
ﻟﻠﺟﺑﻬﻪ ﻋﺩﻧﺎ ﻧﻘﺹ ﻭﻻﺯﻡ ﺍﻧﻛﻣﻝ ﺍﻟﻌﺩﺩ ﻭﻧﻠﺑﻲ ﻧﺩﺍء ﺍﻟﻭﺍﺟﺏ.
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ :ﻭﺍﺫﺍ ﻣﺎ ﺭﺣﺕ ﻟﻠﺟﺑﻬﻪ ﻭﻣﺎ ﻟﺑﻳﺕ ﻧﺩﺍء ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ .
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﺍﺳﻭﻱ ﺣﻳﺎﺗﻙ ﺳﻭﺩﻩ ﻭﺍﺧﻠﻳﻙ ﺗﺣﻠﻡ ﺗﺷﻭﻑ ﺍﻟﺿﻭﻩ ﺟﺎﺳﻭﺱ ﺣﻘﻳﺭ ﻁﺎﺑﻭﺭ ﺧﺎﻣﺱ ﺟﺑﺎﻥ ﺗﺳﺗﺧﺩﻡ ﻁﻳﻭﺭﻙ ﻟﻧﻘﻝ ﺍﺧﺑﺎﺭ
ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻻﻋﺩﺍء.
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ :ﻫﺫﺍ ﻭﺟﻪ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﺍﻟﺣﻘﻳﻘﻲ ﺻﺎﺭﻟﻙ ﺳﺎﻋﺔ ﺍﺧﻲ ﻭﺍﻧﺕ ﻣﻭﺍﻁﻥ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﻣﻘﺎﻁﻌﺎ ﺷﺩﻭﻩ ﺑﺎﻟﺑﻧﻛﻪ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ :ﺩﻗﻳﻘﺔ ﻋﻣﻲ ﺍﺭﻭﺡ ﻭﺍﻟﻌﻥ ﻭﺍﻟﺩﻳﻪ ﺍﻟﻲ ﻣﺎ ﻳﺩﺍﻓﻊ ﻋﻥ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ.
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﻛﻼﻡ ﺣﻠﻭ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺑﺱ ﻣﻥ ﺍﺭﻭﺡ ﺍﺩﺍﻓﻊ ﻋﻥ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﺍﺧﺫ ﻁﻳﻭﺭﻱ ﻭﻳﺎﻱ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ :ﺧﻝ ﻳﻌﺭﻑ ﺍﻟﻌﺎﻟﻡ ﻛﻠﻪ ﺍﻥ ﺍﺑﻧﺎء ﺷﻌﺑﻧﺎ ﻳﺗﺩﺍﻓﻌﻭﻥ ﻟﻠﺫﻫﺎﺏ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺟﺑﻬﺎﺕ ﺍﻟﻘﺗﺎﻝ ﺩﻓﺎﻋﺎ ﻋﻥ ﻣﻘﺩﺳﺎﺕ ﺍﻻﻣﺔ ﻭﺷﺭﻓﻬﺎ ﻻﺑﻝ ﺣﺗﻰ
ﺣﻣﺎﻣﺎﺕ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﺗﺩﺍﻓﻊ ﻋﻥ ﺷﺭﻑ ﺍﻻﻣﺔ ﻭﻛﺭﺍﻣﺗﻬﺎ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ :ﻣﺎ ﺍﺩﺭﻱ ﻣﻧﻳﻥ ﻳﺟﻳﺏ ﻫﺫﺍ ﺍﻟﻛﻼﻡ ﻫﺫﺍ ﻣﻭ ﺷﺭﻁﻲ ﺑﻠﻪ ﺍﺳﻭﺩ ﺭﺍﺩﻳﻭ ﻛﻝ ﺳﺎﻋﻪ ﺍﺫﺍﻋﻪ  ,ﺍﺳﺗﺎﺩ ﺍﺑﻭ ﺍﺳﻣﺎﻋﻳﻝ ﺍﺩﺍﻓﻊ ﻋﻥ
ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﻣﻥ ﺷﻧﻭ.
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﺷﻳﻠﻭﻩ ﻟﻙ ﺑﻼ ﻟﻐﻭﺓ ﺯﺍﻳﺩﺓ .
ﺍﻟﻣﺷﻬﺩ ﺍﻟﺭﺍﺑﻊ
ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺟﺑﻬﻪ ﺍﻛﻳﺎﺱ ﺭﻣﻝ ﻭﺻﻧﺎﺩﻳﻕ ﻋﺗﺎﺩ ﻭﺑﻌﺽ ﺍﻟﻘﻁﻊ ﻭﺍﻻﺩﻭﺍﺕ ﺍﻟﻌﺳﻛﺭﻳﺔ ﻣﺑﻌﺛﺭﺓ,
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﻭﷲ ﻣﺻﻳﺑﺔ ﻫﺳﻪ ﺍﺣﻧﻪ ﻋﺎﻳﻔﻳﻥ ﺑﻐﺩﺍﺩ ﻭﺳﻭﻕ ﺍﻟﻐﺯﻝ ﻭﻧﺎﻳﻣﻳﻥ ﺑﻬﺎﻱ ﺍﻟﺻﺣﺭﺍء ﻟﻳﺵ ﻣﺎ ﺍﺩﺭﻱ ؟ ﻭﺷﻛﺎﻝ ﺍﻟﺗﺭﺑﺎﺱ
ﻭﺑﻳﺕ ﺍﻟﺗﺭﺑﺎﺱ ﻭﻳﻥ ﺍﻟﻌﺩﻭ ﻭﻳﻥ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﻣﺎ ﺍﺩﺭﻱ.
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ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ  :ﺍﺷﺟﺎﺑﻙ ﻫﻧﺎ ﺭﺯﺍﻕ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﻣﻧﻭ ؟ ﻫﺫﺍ ﺍﻟﺻﻭﺕ ﻣﻭ ﻏﺭﻳﺏ ﻋﻠﻳﻪ
ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ  :ﺍﺷﺟﺎﺑﻙ ﻫﻧﺎ ؟
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺍﻧﺕ ﻣﻧﻭ؟
ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ  :ﻣﺎ ﻋﺭﻓﺗﻧﻲ ؟ ﻟﻙ ﻣﻁﻳﺭﺟﻲ ﺍﻁﻠﻊ ﺑﺭﻩ!!!!......
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺍﺧﻭﻳﺔ ﺍﺳﺗﺎﺩ ﻋﻠﻲ ) ﻳﺣﺿﻧﻪ ( ﻫﺎﻱ ﺷﺻﺎﻳﺭ ﺑﻳﻙ ؟ ﺍﺷﺟﺎﺑﻙ ﻫﻧﺎ ؟ ﺍﺳﺗﺎﺩ ﻋﻠﻲ
ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ :ﺍﻟﺧﻭﻑ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺍﻟﺧﻭﻑ  ...ﺍﻭﻝ ﻣﺭﺓ ﺍﺷﻭﻑ ﻣﻌﻠﻡ ﻳﺧﺎﻑ ﻭﻳﻥ ﺣﺟﻳﻙ ﻋﻥ ﺍﻟﺣﺭﻳﺔ ﻭﺩﻙ ﺭﺍﺳﻙ ﺑﺎﺏ ﺍﻟﺳﺟﻥ ﻭﺍﻳﺎﻡ ﺍﻟﻣﺯﺑﻥ ﻭﺍﻳﺎﻡ ﺍﻟﻠﻑ
ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ  :ﺑﻌﺩﻙ ﺗﺫﻛﺭ ﺍﻟﻭﺿﻊ ﺗﻐﻳﺭ.ﻫﺳﻪ ﻻﺯﻡ ﺗﺑﻭﺱ ﺍﻟﺟﻑ ﺣﺗﻰ ﺗﺣﺎﻓﻅ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺭﺍﺳﻙ .
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ :ﻟﻳﺵ ﺗﺑﺩﻟﺕ ﻭﻳﻥ ﺫﺍﻙ ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ
ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ  :ﻻﺯﻡ ﺗﺑﻘﻰ ﺣﻲ ﻣﻬﻣﺎ ﻛﺎﻥ ﺍﻟﺛﻣﻥ ﺗﻐﻳﻳﺭ ﺑﺎﻟﺗﻛﺗﻳﻙ ﻣﻥ ﺍﺟﻝ ﺍﻟﻘﺿﻳﺔ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺍﻱ ﻗﺿﻳﺔ ﺍﺳﺗﺎﺩ ﻣﻥ ﻣﻌﻠﻡ ﺍﻻﺟﻳﺎﻝ ﺍﻟﻲ ﺑﻳﻧﻪ ﻭﺑﻳﻥ ﺍﻟﺭﺳﻭﻝ ﺑﺎﻳﻪ ﺍﻟﻰ ﻣﺭﺍﺳﻝ ﺧﺎﺩﻡ ﺗﻌﺎﻝ ﻭﻟﻙ ﺭﻭﺡ ﻭﻟﻙ
ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ :ﺍﻧﺕ ﻛﻠﺷﻲ ﻣﺎ ﺗﻔﺗﻬﻡ ﺟﺎﻫﻝ ﻓﻭﺿﻭﻱ ﻋﺑﺎﻟﻙ ﺍﻟﻧﺿﺎﻝ ﺑﺱ ﺷﻌﺎﺭﺍﺕ ﻭﻣﻅﺎﻫﺭﺍﺕ ) ﺻﻭﺕ ﺟﺭﺱ ﻳﺭﻛﺽ ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ ﻳﺻﺑﻎ
ﺍﻟﺑﺳﻁﺎﻝ ﺟﺭﺱ ﻣﺭﺓ ﺛﺎﻧﻳﺔ ﻳﺣﻣﻝ ﺻﻳﻧﻳﺔ ﻁﻌﺎﻡ ﺻﻭﺕ ﺟﺭﺱ ﻳﺭﻛﺽ ﻳﺣﻣﻝ ﻣﻼﺑﺱ ﺻﻭﺕ ﺟﺭﺱ ﻳﻣﺳﻛﻪ ﺭﺯﺍﻕ ﻭﻳﻣﻧﻌﻪ ﻣﻥ
ﺍﻟﺣﺭﻛﻪ ﻳﺗﻌﺎﻟﻰ ﺻﻭﺕ ﺍﻟﺟﺭﺱ ﻳﺳﻘﻁ ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻻﺭﺽ ﺯﺍﺣﻔﺎ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ ) :ﻭﺍﻗﻔﺎ( ﺍﺷﻛﺩ ﺭﺍﺡ ﻧﺑﻘﻰ ﻫﻧﺎ ؟ ﺗﻧﺎﺿﻝ
ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ ) :ﺯﺍﺣﻔﺎ( ﺍﻣﺎ ﺍﻟﻧﺻﺭ ﺍﻭ ﺍﻟﺷﻬﺎﺩﺓ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ :ﻳﻌﻧﻲ ﺷﻧﻭ ﻣﺎ ﺍﻋﺭﻑ
ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ  :ﻟﻭ ﺗﻣﻭﺕ ﻟﻭ ﺗﻣﻭﺕ )ﻣﺳﺗﻣﺭ ﺑﺎﻟﺯﺣﻑ (
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ :ﻭﺍﺫﺍ ﺍﻋﻭﻓﻬﻡ ﻭﺍﺭﻭﺡ ﻟﻠﺑﻳﺕ
ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ  :ﻳﻠﺯﻣﻭﻙ ﻭﻳﻌﻠﻛﻭﻙ ﺑﺎﺏ ﺑﻳﺗﻛﻡ ﺍﻧﺕ ﻭﻁﻳﻭﺭﻙ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﻫﻡ ﺍﺣﺳﻥ ﻣﻥ ﻫﺫﺍ ﺍﻟﻭﺿﻊ ﺍﺭﻭﺡ ﺍﻧﺎﺿﻝ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻁﺭﻳﻘﺗﻲ ﺍﻟﺧﺎﺻﺔ ,ﻣﻧﺎﺿﻝ ﻭﺑﻛﻳﻔﻲ  ,ﻭ ﻛﺑﻝ ﻣﺎ ﺍﻣﻭﺕ ﺍﻛﻠﻬﻡ ﺍﻁﻭﻧﻲ
ﺷﻭﻳﺔ ﻣﺎﻱ  ,ﻭﺍﺳﻠﻡ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻁﻳﻭﺭﻱ ﻭﺍﺩﺧﻥ ﺟﻛﺎﺭﺓ ﻭﺍﺳﺣﺏ ﻧﻔﺱ ﻗﻭﻱ ﻭﺍﻧﻔﺧﻪ ﺑﻭﺟﻪ ﺍﺑﻭ ﺍﺳﻣﺎﻋﻳﻝ ﻭﺍﻣﻭﺕ ...ﻣﻭ ﺍﺣﺳﻥ ﻣﻥ
ﺍﻟﻣﻭﺕ ﻫﻧﺎ ﺑﺎﻟﻐﺭﺑﺔ ﻭﺭﺍﺳﺎ ﻁﺎﺥ ﻭﺍﻧﺗﻬﻰ ﻛﻝ ﺷﻲ
ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ  :ﺍﻥ ﺑﻘﺎﺋﻧﺎ ﻫﻧﺎ ﻳﻌﻧﻲ ﺍﻟﺣﻔﺎﻅ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺟﻭﻫﺭ ﺍﻟﻘﺿﻳﺔ ﻭﺍﻻﺳﺗﻣﺭﺍﺭ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺩﻓﺎﻉ ﻋﻥ ﺣﻘﻭﻕ ﺍﻟﻣﺿﻁﻬﺩﻳﻥ ﻭﺍﻟﺟﻳﺎﻉ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  ):ﻣﻘﺎﻁﻌﺎ ( ﺍﻭﻳﻠﻲ ﺍﻭﻳﻠﻲ ﻫﺫﺍ ﺍﻟﻛﻼﻡ ﻫﻭﺍﻱ ﺳﻣﻌﺗﻪ ﻛﻼﻡ ﻳﺩﻭﺥ ﺍﻏﺎﺗﻲ ﻛﻠﻣﻧﻲ ﻛﻼﻡ ﺍﻓﻬﻣﻪ ﺍﻋﺭﻓﻪ  .ﺷﻧﻭ ﺟﻭﻫﺭ
ﺍﻟﻘﺿﻳﺔ  ,ﻣﻧﻭ ﺍﻟﺟﻳﺎﻉ ﻣﻧﻭﺍﻟﻣﺿﻁﻬﺩﻳﻥ ﺑﺷﺭﻓﻲ ﻣﺎﻋﺭﻑ ؟
ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ  :ﻻﺯﻡ ﺗﺻﻳﺭ ﻋﻧﺩﻙ ﻗﺿﻳﺔ ﻭﻫﺩﻑ ﺗﻌﻳﺵ ﻣﻥ ﺍﺟﻝ ﺗﺣﻘﻳﻘﻪ ﻭﺗﺷﻭﻑ ﻭﻁﻧﻧﺎ ﺟﻣﻳﻝ ﻭﺣﺭ.
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺍﻧﻲ ﻣﺎﻋﺭﻑ ﺑﺱ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ
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ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ  :ﺍﻧﺕ ﻟﻭ ﺗﺗﺧﻠﺹ ﻣﻥ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﺟﺎﻥ ﻣﻥ ﺯﻣﺎﻥ ﺻﺎﺭ ﺑﺭﺍﺳﻙ ﺧﻳﺭ  .ﻻﺯﻡ ﺗﻐﻳﺭ ﺣﻳﺎﺗﻙ  ,ﺍﻟﺣﻳﺎﺓ ﻣﻭ ﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﻭﺑﺱ  .ﻧﺣﻥ ﻧﻣﺭ
ﻓﻲ ﻣﺭﺣﻠﺔ ﺣﺭﺟﺔ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺷﻧﻭ ﺣﺭﺟﺔ ؟ ﻣﺎﻋﻧﺩﻙ ﻓﻠﻭﺱ ؟
ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ  :ﻻﺯﻡ ﺗﺗﺭﻙ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺍﻧﻲ ﺑﻼ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﻣﺎ ﺍﻛﺩﺭ ﺍﻋﻳﺵ  ,ﺗﺫﻛﺭ ﻣﻥ ﻛﻧﺕ ﺗﻛﻭﻝ ﻋﻠﻳﻧﺎ ﺍﻥ ﻧﻭﻅﻑ ﻛﻝ ﺷﻲ ﻣﻥ ﺍﺟﻝ ﻗﺿﻳﺗﻧﺎ ﻭﺧﻠﻳﺗﻧﻲ ﺍﻁﻳﺭ ﻁﻳﻭﺭ
ﺑﻳﺽ ﻭﺭﻁﺗﻧﻲ ﻣﺭﺓ ﺛﺎﻧﻳﺔ ﻭﺧﻠﻳﺗﻧﻲ ﺍﻁﻳﺭ ﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﺣﻣﺭ  .ﺻﺣﻳﺢ ﺷﻧﻭ ﻗﺿﻳﺔ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﺍﻟﺑﻳﺽ ﻭﺍﻟﺣﻣﺭ ﻭﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻪ ﻟﻳﺵ ﺗﺧﺎﻑ ﻣﻥ
ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ
ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ  .:ﺍﻟﻁﻳﺭ ﺭﻣﺯ ﻣﺭﺗﺑﻁ ﺑﺎﻟﺣﺭﻳﺔ ﻭﺍﻻﻧﻌﺗﺎﻕ ﻣﻥ ﺍﻟﻅﻠﻡ ﻭﺍﻟﻘﻬﺭ ﻭﺍﺫﺍ ﻣﺎ ﺭﺟﻌﻧﺎ ﺍﻟﻰ ....
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺍﻭﻳﻠﻲ ﺧﻠﺻﺕ ﻧﺹ ﻋﻣﺭﻱ ﺩﺍﻳﺦ ﻣﻥ ﻟﻐﻭﺗﻙ ﻭﺍﻟﻧﺹ ﺍﻟﺛﺎﻧﻲ ﻳﻡ ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﺔ ﻭﺍﺭﻳﺩ ﺍﻓﺗﻬﻡ ﺷﻲ ﻣﻥ ﻛﻼﻣﻙ ﻛﻠﺷﻲ ﻣﺎ ﺍﻓﺗﻬﻣﺕ.
ﻟﻳﺵ ﺗﺣﺟﻲ ﻭﻳﺎﻱ ﻛﻼﻡ ﺛﻘﻳﻝ  .ﻣﺎ ﺍﻓﺗﻬﻣﻪ ﻣﺎﻳﻁﻳﺏ ﺑﺭﺍﺳﻲ  .ﺣﺎﺟﻳﻧﻲ ﻣﺛﻝ ﻣﺎ ﺍﺣﺎﺟﻳﻙ ﺻﺣﻳﺢ ﺍﻧﺕ ﻣﻌﻠﻡ ﻭﺍﻧﻲ ﻣﻁﻳﺭﺟﻲ ) .
ﺻﻣﺕ( ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﺔ ﻟﻳﺵ ﺗﺧﺎﻑ ﻣﻥ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ
ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ  :ﻣﺎ ﺍﺩﺭﻱ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺧﻭﺵ ..ﺍﻧﻲ ﺭﺍﺡ ﺍﻗﻠﻙ ﻻﻥ ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻪ ﻣﺎ ﻳﻛﺩﺭﻭﻥ ﻳﻁﻳﺭﻭﻥ ﻣﺛﻝ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭﺛﻡ ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﺔ ﻳﻌﺗﺑﺭﻭﻥ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﺍﺣﺩ ﺍﺳﺑﺎﺏ
ﺍﻟﻣﺷﺎﻛﻝ ﻓﻲ ﻣﺭﺍﻛﺯ ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﺔ ﻭﺑﻌﺩﻳﻥ ﺍﺻﺣﺎﺏ ﻫﺎﻱ ﺍﻟﻣﺷﺎﻛﻝ ﻣﺎ ﻳﺩﻓﻌﻭﻥ ﺯﻳﻥ
ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ  :ﻻﺯﻡ ﻳﺻﻳﺭ ﻋﻧﺩﻙ ﻣﻭﻗﻑ ﻭﺍﺿﺢ ﻣﻥ ﺍﻟﺣﻳﺎﺓ  ,ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ  ,ﺍﻟﻧﺎﺱ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﻭﷲ ﺫﺑﺣﺗﻭﻧﻲ ﺑﺎﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﻫﻡ ﻳﻛﻭﻟﻭﻥ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﻭﺍﻧﺕ ﺗﻛﻭﻝ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﻋﻧﺩﻙ ﻣﺗﺭ ﻭﺍﺣﺩ ﺑﻬﺫﺍ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ
ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ  :ﺍﻟﺗﺿﺣﻳﺔ ﻓﻲ ﺳﺑﻳﻝ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﻭﺍﺟﺏ ﻣﻘﺩﺱ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺍﺭﻳﺩ ﻣﺭﺓ ﻭﺣﺩﺓ ﻳﺿﺣﻲ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﻓﻲ ﺳﺑﻳﻠﻲ  . ,ﻗﺑﻝ ﻛﻠﻣﺎ ﺍﺻﻌﺩ ﺑﺎﻟﺳﻁﺢ ﻳﻡ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﻛﻧﺕ ﺍﺷﻭﻑ ﻗﺻﺹ ﺣﺏ ﻭﻋﺷﻕ
ﺑﻳﻥ ﺷﺑﺎﺏ ﺍﻟﻣﺣﻠﺔ ﻛﻧﺕ ﺍﺷﻭﻑ ﺍﻟﻭﺍﻥ ﻛﻠﺵ ﺣﻠﻭﺓ ﺗﺯﻫﻲ ﻋﺑﺎﻟﻙ ﺣﺩﻳﻘﺔ ﺑﺎﻟﺭﺑﻳﻊ ﻭﺭﺩ ﺍﺣﻣﺭ  ,ﺍﺻﻔﺭ ﺍﺑﻳﺽ ﺭﺍﺯﻗﻲ ﻓﻭﺍﺡ  ,,,ﻋﻳﺩ
ﺳﻌﻳﺩ ﺭﺳﺎﺋﻝ ﻏﺭﺍﻡ ﺍﻁﻳﺭ ﻣﻥ ﺳﻁﺢ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺳﻁﺢ  ,ﻭﺑﻌﺩﻳﻥ ﺑﺩﺕ ﺍﻻﻟﻭﺍﻥ ﺍﻟﺣﻠﻭﺓ ﺍﻟﺯﺍﻫﻳﺔ ﺗﺧﺗﻔﻲ ﻭﻁﺎﺭﺕ ﻓﻭﻙ ﺍﻟﻣﺩﻳﻧﻪ ﻏﻳﻣﺔ
ﺟﺭﺍﺩ ﻭﺻﺎﺭﻛﻠﺷﻲ ﺍﻻﺳﻭﺩ ﻭﺍﺣﺗﺭﻗﺕ ﺍﻟﺣﺩﺍﻳﻕ ﻭﺗﺣﻭﻟﺕ ﺍﻟﻰ ﻣﻭﻛﺏ ﺍﺳﻭﺩ ﻣﻥ ﺍﻟﺑﻛﻲ ﻭﺍﻟﺣﺯﻥ  ,ﻭﻅﻠﺕ ﺑﺱ ﻁﻳﻭﺭﻱ ﺗﺩﻭﺭ
ﺑﺎﻟﺳﻣﺎ ﻏﺭﻳﺑﺔ ﻭﻣﻥ ﻳﻧﺯﻟﻥ ﺑﺎﻟﺳﻁﺢ ﻛﺎﻧﺕ ﻋﻳﻭﻧﻬﻥ ﻣﻠﻳﺎﻧﻪ ﺣﺯﻥ ﻭﺩﻡ
ﺍﺻﻭﺍﺕ ﻗﺻﻑ ﻭﺍﻁﻼﻕ ﺭﺻﺎﺹ ﺗﻌﻡ ﺍﻟﻔﻭﺿﻰ ﺑﺎﻟﻣﻛﺎﻥ  .ﺑﻘﻌﺔ ﺿﻭء ﻓﻲ ﻭﺳﻁ ﺍﻟﻣﺳﺭﺡ ﺭﺯﺍﻕ ﺟﺎﻟﺱ ﻓﻲ ﺑﺭﺝ ﺍﻟﺣﻣﺎﻡ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﻣﺳﻛﻳﻥ ﺭﺍﺡ ﺍﻧﺫﺑﺢ  .ﺍﺵ ﺍﻟﺣﻳﻁﺎﻥ ﻟﻬﺎ ﺍﺫﺍﻥ  ..ﺧﻁﻳﺔ ﺭﺍﺡ ﻣﻥ ﺍﺟﻝ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﺍﺵ ...ﺍﺵ  ...ﺍﺵ ﻟﻳﺳﻣﻊ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ..ﺍﺵ
..ﺍﺵ
ﻳﺩﺧﻝ ﺭﺯﺍﻕ ﻓﻲ ﻧﻭﺑﺔ ﻫﺳﺗﺭﻳﺎ ﻳﺳﻘﻁ ﺭﺯﺍﻕ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻻﺭﺽ ﺻﻣﺕ ﻳﻧﻬﺽ ﻭﻛﺎﻧﻪ ﻁﻳﺭ ﻭﻳﺗﺣﺭﻙ ﻣﺛﻝ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﺭ ﺑﺣﺭﻛﺔ ﺩﺍﺋﺭﻳﺔ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﻭﻳﻥ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﻣﺳﺗﻣﺭﺍ ﻓﻲ ﺣﺭﻛﺗﻪ ﺍﻟﺩﺍﺋﺭﻳﺔ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ ) ﻳﺩ ﺧﻝ ﻣﻌﻪ ﻓﻲ ﺣﺭﻛﺗﻪ ﺍﻟﺩﺍﺋﺭﻳﻪ ﻭﻟﻛﻥ ﺑﺎﺗﺟﺎﻩ ﻣﻌﺎﻛﺱ ( ﻭﻳﻥ ﻁﻳﻭﺭﻙ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ ﻣﺳﺗﻣﺭ ﻓﻲ ﺣﺭﻛﺗﻪ ﺍﻟﺩﺍﺋﺭﻳﺔ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﻫﻧﺎﻙ  ) ,,,,ﻣﺷﻳﺭﺍ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﺳﻣﺎء (
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﻭﻳﻥ ﻫﻧﺎﻙ ) ﻳﻧﻅﺭ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﺳﻣﺎء ﻭﻻ ﻳﺭﻯ ﺷﻳﺋﺎ( ﻣﺎ ﻛﻭ ﺷﻲ
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ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺑﺎﻭﻉ ﺯﻳﻥ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﻟﻙ ﻣﻁﻳﺭﺟﻲ ﻻﺗﻘﺷﻣﺭﻧﻲ ﻭﻳﻥ ﻁﻳﻭﺭﻙ ﺍﻋﺗﺭﻑ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﻫﻧﺎﻙ ﻓﻭﻙ ﺑﺎﻟﺳﻣﺎ
ﺍﻟﻣﻌﻠﻡ  :ﻟﻙ ﻳﺎ ﺳﻣﺎ ﻟﻙ ﻛﻝ ﺷﻲ ﻣﺎﻛﻭ  ,ﺍﻧﺕ ﻣﺗﻬﻡ ﺑﻬﺩﺭ ﺍﻟﻣﺎﻝ ﺍﻟﻌﺎﻡ ﻭﺗﺧﺭﻳﺏ ﺍﻻﻗﺗﺻﺎﺩ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻧﻲ ﻭﺍﻟﻭﻁﻥ ﺑﺣﺎﻟﺔ ﺣﺻﺎﺭ ﻭﺍﻧﺕ
ﺗﻭﻛﻝ ﻁﻳﻭﺭﻙ ﺣﻧﻁﻪ ﻭﺷﻌﻳﺭ ﺍﻧﺕ ﺍﻟﺳﺑﺏ ﻓﻲ ﻣﻭﺕ ﺍﻟﻧﺳﺎء ﻭﺍﻻﻁﻔﺎﻝ ﻭﺍﻟﺷﻳﻭﺥ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﻁﻳﻭﺭﻱ ﻫﻡ ﻣﺎﺗﺕ ﻣﻥ ﺍﻟﺟﻭﻉ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﻟﻳﺵ ﻣﺎ ﺑﻌﺗﻬﻡ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  , :ﻁﻳﻭﺭﻱ ﻫﻡ ﺍﻭﻻﺩﻱ ﺷﻠﻭﻥ ﺍﺑﻳﻌﻬﻡ ﻅﻠﻭﺍ ﺑﻼ ﺍﻛﻝ ﺍﺑﺎﻭﻉ ﻋﻠﻳﻬﻡ ﻭﻳﺑﺎﻋﻭﻥ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻳﺩﻱ ﻓﺎﺭﻏﺔ .ﺑﻌﺩﻳﻥ ﻁﺎﺭﻥ ﻓﺟﺎﺓ
ﻭﺍﺧﺗﻔﻥ ﺑﺎﻟﺳﻣﺎ ﻓﻭﻙ ﻅﻠﻥ ﻫﻧﺎﻙ ﻭﻣﺎ ﻧﺯﻟﻥ ﺍﺑﺩ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﻫﺫﺍ ﺍﻟﺣﺟﻲ ﻣﺎ ﻳﻌﺑﺭ ﻋﻠﻲ ﺟﻳﺏ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ  .ﻟﻙ ﺍﻋﺗﺭﻑ ﺍﻧﺕ ﻣﺗﻬﻡ ﺑﺗﺩﻣﻳﺭ ﺍﻻﻗﺗﺻﺎﺩ ﺍﻟﻭﻁﻧﻲ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺧﻠﺻﺕ ﻋﻣﺭﻱ ﻭﻳﺎﻙ ﻳﻭﻣﻳﺔ ﺗﻬﻣﺔ ﺷﻛﻝ .
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﺗﻡ ﺍﻋﺗﻘﺎﻟﻪ ﺑﻠﺟﺭﻡ ﺍﻟﻣﺷﻬﻭﺩ ﻭﻻ ﺯﺍﻝ ﺍﻟﺑﺣﺙ ﺟﺎﺭﻱ ﻋﻥ ﺍﺩﺍﺓ ﺍﻟﺟﺭﻳﻣﺔ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﻳﺧﺭﺝ ﻣﻥ ﺍﻟﻣﺳﺭﺡ ﻭﻫﻭ ﻳﻐﻧﻲ ﻭﺧﻠﻔﻪ ﻳﺳﻳﺭ ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ
ﺍﺻﻭﺍﺕ ﻁﺎﺋﺭﺍﺕ ﻭﺻﻭﺍﺭﻳﺦ ﺗﺳﻘﻁ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻣﺩﻳﻧﻪ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﻫﺎ ﺧﻳﺭﺍ ﺷﻌﻧﺩﻙ ﻫﺳﻪ ﺣﺭﻳﺔ ﻭﺩﻳﻣﻘﺭﺍﻁﻳﺔ ﻭﻛﻝ ﻭﺍﺣﺩ ﻳﺳﻭﻱ ﺍﻟﻲ ﻳﺭﻳﺩﻩ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﺍﺧﻲ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﻣﻠﻬﺎﺓ ﻋﻥ ﻁﺭﻳﻕ ﷲ ﻭﻫﻲ ﺑﺩﻋﺔ ﻭﻛﻝ ﺑﺩﻋﺔ ﻅﻼﻟﺔ ﻭﻛﻝ ﻅﻼﻟﺔ ﺑﺎﻟﻧﺎﺭ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﻛﺎﻧﺕ ﺩﻟﻳﻝ ﻧﻭﺡ ﻋﻳﻠﻪ ﺍﻟﺳﻼﻡ ﻭﻫﻲ ﺍﻟﻲ ﺍﻧﻘﺫﺕ ﺍﻟﺑﺷﺭﻳﺔ ﻣﻥ ﺍﻟﻁﻭﻓﺎﻥ ﻭﺍﻟﺿﻳﺎﻉ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﺍﺷﺟﺎﺑﻬﺎ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻧﺎﺭ
ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﻣﺣﺑﺔ ﻭﺳﻼﻡ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﺍﺣﻧﻪ ﻓﻲ ﺯﻣﻥ ﺍﺣﺗﻼﻝ ﻏﺎﺷﻡ ﻟﻙ ﺷﻧﻭ ﻣﺣﺑﺔ ﺷﻧﻭ ﺳﻼﻡ  .ﺍﺣﻧﻪ ﻻﺯﻡ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺑﻼ ﺍﺣﺗﻼﻝ ﺑﻼ ﺑﻁﻳﺦ ﺍﻧﻲ ﺩﻭﻣﺎ ﺍﻛﻭﻝ ﺍﻣﺭﻳﻛﺎ ﻋﺩﻭﺓ ﺍﻟﺷﻌﻭﺏ ﻭﺍﻧﺕ ﻛﻧﺕ ﺗﺫﺑﻧﻲ ﺑﺎﻟﺣﺑﺱ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﻛﻧﺕ ﺗﺣﺟﻲ ﺑﺎﻟﺳﻳﺎﺳﺔ ﻭﺗﺗﺣﺎﺭﺵ ﺑﺎﻟﺣﻛﻭﻣﺔ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺍﻧﻲ ﺑﺱ ﻣﻥ ﺍﺳﻛﺭ ﺍﺣﺟﻲ ﺑﺎﻟﺳﻳﺎﺳﺔ ﻭﻣﻥ ﺍﺻﺣﻪ ﻣﺎﻟﻲ ﻋﻼﻗﺔ ﺑﺎﻱ ﺷﻲ ﻭﻫﺳﻪ ﺍﻧﻲ ﺻﺎﺣﻲ ﻭﺍﻛﺛﺭ ﻣﻥ ﺻﺎﺣﻲ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﻋﻠﻳﻙ ﺍﻥ ﺗﻛﻔﺭ ﻋﻥ ﻛﻝ ﺫﻧﻭﺑﻙ ﺍﺭﻳﺩ ﺍﺩﺯﻙ ﻟﻠﺟﻧﻪ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺍﻧﺎ ﻣﺎﻋﻧﺩﻱ ﺍﻱ ﺫﻧﺏ ﻭﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﻫﻲ ﺟﻧﺗﻲ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﺗﻠﻬﻳﻙ ﻋﻥ ﻁﺭﻳﻕ ﷲ ﻭﺗﺅﺩﻱ ﺑﻙ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﻧﺎﺭ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﻫﺎﻱ ﻣﻭ ﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﻫﺎﻱ ﺍﺭﻭﺍﺡ ﻛﻝ ﺍﻟﺷﺑﺎﺏ ﺍﻟﻲ ﺭﺍﺣﻭﺍ ﻭﻣﺎ ﺭﺟﻌﻭﺍ ﺑﻌﺩ ﻟﻙ ﻫﺎﻱ ﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﺍﻟﺟﻧﺔ ﺷﺑﺎﺑﻧﺎ ﺍﻟﺗﺭﻓﻳﻥ ﺍﻟﻲ
ﻓﻘﺩﻧﺎﻫﻡ ﺑﺎﻟﺟﺑﻬﺎﺕ ﻭﺍﻟﺳﺟﻭﻥ ﻭﺍﻟﻣﻌﺗﻘﻼﺕ ﺑﺎﻭﻉ ﺯﻳﻥ ﺷﻭﻑ ﺍﻟﻌﻳﻭﻥ ﺷﻠﻭﻥ ﺻﺎﻓﻳﺔ ﺍﺗﻠﻣﺱ ﺍﻟﺭﻳﺵ ﺷﻠﻭﻥ ﻧﺎﻋﻡ ﺣﺭﻳﺭ
ﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﻻﻻﻻ    .....ﺍﻋﻭﺫﺑﺎہﻠﻟ  ...ﺍﺳﺗﻐﻔﺭ ﷲ ﻻﻻﻻﻻﻻﻻﻻ
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ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﺍﺭﻭﺍﺡ ﻣﺳﺎﻟﻣﺔ  ....ﻧﻘﻳﺔ ...ﺍﺭﻭﺍﺡ ﷲ ﺧﻠﻘﻬﺎ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﻟﻙ ﺍﺣﻧﻪ ﻣﺣﺗﻠﻳﻥ ﻭﺍﻧﺕ ﺗﻛﻠﻲ ﺍﺭﻭﺍﺡ ﻣﺳﺎﻟﻣﺔ ﻭﻧﻘﻳﺔ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ  :ﺍﻟﻣﺣﺗﻝ ﻳﺧﺎﻑ ﻣﻥ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﻣﺛﻠﻙ  ,ﺍﻧﻲ ﻣﺎ ﺍﺑﻁﻝ ﻣﻥ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﻭﺭﺍﺡ ﺗﺑﻘﻰ ﻁﻳﻭﺭﻱ ﻁﺎﻳﺭﺓ ﺑﺳﻣﺎ ﺑﻐﺩﺍﺩ ﺗﻌﺑﺭ ﻣﻥ ﺍﻟﻛﺭﺥ
ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﺭﺻﺎﻓﺔ ﻣﻥ ﺍﻻﻋﻅﻣﻳﺔ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﻛﺎﻅﻣﻳﺔ
ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ  :ﻋﻧﺩﻙ ﻓﺭﺻﺔ ﺍﺧﻳﺭﺓ ﻟﻠﺗﻛﻔﻳﺭ ﻋﻥ ﻛﻝ ﺫﻧﻭﺑﻙ ﻣﺎﺧﻔﻲ ﻣﻧﻬﺎ ﻭﻣﺎ ﻋﻠﻥ ﺍﺗﺭﻙ ﺍﻟﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﺑﺎﻟﺩﻧﻳﺎ ﺍﻧﻁﻳﻙ ﺟﻭﻗﺔ ﻣﻥ ﻁﻳﻭﺭ
ﺍﻟﺟﻧﺔ ﺑﻳﻬﺎ ﻛﻝ ﺍﻻﻟﻭﺍﻥ ﻭﺍﻻﺟﻧﺎﺱ ﻛﻝ ﻣﺎ ﻋﻠﻳﻙ ﻳﻭﻡ ﺍﻟﺟﻣﻌﺔ ﺑﻬﻭﺳﺔ ﺳﻭﻕ ﺍﻟﻐﺯﻝ ﺗﻌﻠﻥ ﺗﻭﺑﺗﻙ ﻭﺗﺭﺣﻝ ﻣﻥ ﻫﺎﻱ ﺍﻟﺩﻧﻳﺎ ﺍﻟﺯﺍﺋﻠﻪ ﺍﻟﻰ
ﺍﻻﺧﺭﺓ ﺧﺎﻟﺩﺍ ﺑﺎﻟﺟﻧﺔ
ﺭﺯﺍﻕ ﺍﺧﻲ ﺍﺑﻭﺍﺳﻣﺎﻋﻳﻝ ﺷﻧﻭ ﺣﺿﺭﺗﻛﻡ ﺻﺎﻳﺭ ﻣﻘﺎﻭﻝ ﺗﻭﺩﻱ ﺍﻟﻧﺎﺱ ﻟﻠﺟﻧﺔ ﻭﺣﺳﺏ ﺍﻟﻣﺯﺍﺝ  .ﺧﻠﻲ ﻛﻝ ﺫﻧﻭﺑﻲ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻅﻬﺭﻱ ﺑﺱ
ﻣﺎ ﺍﺫﻱ ﺍﻱ ﺍﻧﺳﺎﻥ ﻭﺍﻛﻭ ﷲ ﻏﻔﻭﺭ ﺭﺣﻳﻡ ﻋﻼﻡ ﺑﺎﻟﻘﻠﻭﺏ ﻫﻭ ﺍﻟﺫﻱ ﻳﺣﻛﻡ ﺑﻳﻥ ﺍﻟﻧﺎﺱ ﺑﺎﻟﻌﺩﻝ ﺭﻭﺡ ﺷﻭﻓﻠﻙ ﻭﺍﺣﺩ ﻧﺹ ﻋﻘﻝ ﻭﺍﺣﺟﻲ
ﻟﻪ ﻋﻥ ﺍﻟﺟﻧﺔ ﻣﺎﻟﺗﻙ  .ﻳﺗﺣﺭﻙ ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ ﻓﻲ ﻛﻝ ﺍﺗﺟﺎﻩ ﻭﻳﺎﺧﺫ ﺭﺯﺍﻕ ﺑﻐﻧﺎء ﻁﻘﺳﻲ ) ﻫﻣﻬﻣﺎﺕ ﻭﺍﻫﺎﺕ ) ﻳﺅﺩﻱ ﻫﺫﺍ ﺍﻟﻣﺷﻬﺩ ﺑﻁﻘﺱ
ﻳﺷﺑﻪ ﻁﻘﻭﺱ ﺍﻟﺫﻛﺭ ﻓﻳﻪ ﺩﻓﻭﻑ ﻭﻏﻧﺎء ﺩﺭﺍﻭﻳﺵ ﻭﺭﻗﺹ ﻳﺣﺎﻭﻝ ﺍﻟﺷﺭﻁﻲ ﺍﻥ ﻳﻘﻁﻊ ﻫﺫﺍ ﺍﻟﻁﻘﺱ ﻭﻳﺧﺭﺑﻪ ﻳﺗﻌﺎﻟﻰ ﺻﻭﺕ ﺍﻟﺩﻓﻭﻑ
ﻭﻳﺩﺧﻝ ﺭﺯﺍﻕ ﻓﻲ ﻣﺭﺣﻠﺔ ﺍﻟﻭﺟﺩ ﻭﺍﻟﺗﺟﻠﻲ ﺍﻟﺻﻭﻓﻲ ﻭﻛﺎﻧﻪ ﻁﺎﺋﺭ ﻓﻲ ﺍﻟﺳﻣﺎء ﻗﻁﻊ ﺍﺻﻭﺍﺕ ﺍﻧﻔﺟﺎﺭﺍﺕ ﺗﻬﺯ ﺍﻟﻣﻛﺎﻥ ﺭﺯﺍﻕ ﻣﺭﻣﻲ
ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻻﺭﺽ ﻣﺣﺎﻁ ﺑﻁﻳﻭﺭ ﻣﺫﺑﻭﺣﺔ  .ﺍﺿﺎءﺓ ﻧﺼﻒ ﻣﻌﺘﻤﺔ ﻳﺪﺧﻞ ﻁﻔﻞ ﺣﺎﻣﻞ ﻟﺤﻤﺎﻣﺔ ﺑﻴﻀﺎء
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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 4…
Police officer:
Are you defying the government?
Razzaq (still singing):
Ya lail, 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 … I 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 Iraqi maqam (the system of melodic modes used in traditional Arabic
music).
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White pigeons, right?

Razzaq:

Sir, would I fly chickens? Of course they are pigeons.

Police officer:

So, you’re a peacemaker, ha. This is a
clear challenge to the united democratic socialist
republic. Confess, who are your partners? What
organization do you belong to?

Razzaq:

I 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)
I swear I will skin you, you filthy opportunist traitor…

Razzaq:

Dear Sir, Abu Ismail, I 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…I 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):

Police officer:

Dear Abu Ismail, my birds now are red. No more
white birds, I swear on my honor, no more white
birds…
Leave your honor now man…what color are your birds now?

Razzaq (afraid):

Sir, red birds, yes, red…

Police officer:
Razzaq:
Police officer:
Razzaq:

Nice, a straight confession! Now we have them red!
You will see hell because of these reds.
Sir, what’s going on here? Red birds are legal.
You filthy traitor, conspirator against our nation and Arab
identity.

Police officer (interrupting):

May God help me! I had white pigeons, and they
turned illegal, now I have red ones…
You and your destructive thoughts,
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imported ideas…you have no place in this country.
Razzaq (aside):
Police officer:
Razzaq:
Police officer:

Scene three

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

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… fly 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 Ismail, I 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:
I 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:
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Police officer:
Razzaq:

Police officer:

Razzaq:
Police officer:

Razzaq:

What country? I have no idea what you are talking
about. I don’t have a country. My mother gave
birth to me in this house, I grew up in it, and I know
nothing but playing with birds.
Brother Razzaq, the country means fraternity,
tolerance, and working together for better tomorrow.
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.
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.
What if I don’t go and fight?
Well, then, I 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.

Police officer (interrupting)
Razzaq:
Police officer:
Razzaq:
Police officer:

Razzaq:

Police officer:

Now this is the real face of the country, not the nice
words about being an honorable citizen!!
Hang him from the ceiling fan.

Wait, wait, I will go, I will defend the country.
Now, this is good.
But when I go to the front to defend the country, I
will take my birds with me.
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.
(Aside) What nonsense! This policeman talks like the
radio, with many channels. (To the police officer) Dear Abu
Ismail, why would I defend the country?
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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Teacher:
Razzaq:
Teacher:
Razzaq:
Teacher:
Razzaq:
Teacher:
Razzaq:
Teacher:
Razzaq:
Teacher:
Razzaq:
Teacher:

the bird market? “Fasten the bolt, loosen the bolt, do this and
do that.” Ah, where is the enemy, where is this country?
Why you are here, Razzaq?
Who is that? Familiar voice…
Why you are here?
Who are you?
You don’t recognize me? You bird guy, out!!!
Oh, dear Master Ali (hugging him) what happened
to you? Why you are here? Dear Master.
Fear.
Fear…that is strange for a teacher! What happened
to all that talk about freedom, and going to prison?
You still remember? It’s different now. Now you have
to kiss butt to keep your head.
Why have you changed? Where is my teacher?
You have to stay alive. Whatever is the price. It’s just
a change of strategy for the larger cause!
Which cause? From a teacher, who is supposed to
be a godsent prophet 5, to a servant, following orders?
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 I leave and go home?
Teacher:
They will arrest you and torture you with your birds.
A reference to famous verses by poet laureate Ahmed Shawqi who in one of his poems
compared teachers to god-sent prophets.

5
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Razzaq:

Teacher:

Still better than what I have now. There I
will strive on my own, I am a striver in my own way!
Before I die, I will ask them for some water, say hi to
my birds, smoke a cigarette and blow smoke out in
Abu Ismail’s face; then I will die….better than dying
here alone…one shot and it’s over.

Staying here means we still defend our cause and the rights
of the oppressed.
Razzaq (interrupting):
Stop, stop this nonsense! I have heard this a lot and
it gives me a headache. Dear teacher, say something I can
understand. What is this cause? Who are the oppressed? I
swear I 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:
I 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:
I 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 I go
into trouble; then I had red birds and again I 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, I have spent half of my life listening to this nonsense
and the other half in the police station! I always wanted to understand
your words, but I always fail. Why do you speak big words to me?
Words that I don’t get? Talk to me like I talk to you…(silence) why are
the police afraid of the birds?
Teacher:
I 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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Teacher:
Razzaq:

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?
It is a sacred duty to defend our country.

How about the country makes a sacrifice for my sake for
once? When I used to climb up to the roof to look after the
birds, I saw many love stories among young people; I used to
see bright colors as if I 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 I 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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Police officer:
Razzaq:
Police officer:

never came down again.
I don’t believe this. Bring the birds! Confess, you have ruined
the national economy.
Every day you bring me new accusations.

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:
Police officer:
Razzaq

Police officer:
Razzaq:

Police officer:
Razzaq:

Police officer:
Razzaq:

Now what you have!! It’s a time of democracy and freedom
and anyone can do whatever he wants.
Dear brother, birds distract you from the right path,
the path to God and salvation.
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.
We live under an invasion, what is the love and
peace you babble about? We should….
What invasion? Nonsense!! I always said that
America is the enemy of the people, but you threw me in
prison.
You used to talk politics! And meddle in government business.
Only when I get drunk do I talk about politics, but
when I am sober, I have nothing to do with anything. Now I
am more than sober.
You should repent all your sins. I will send you to heaven.

I 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, I 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. I will never
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Police officer:

Razzaq:

leave my birds. My birds will continue flying in the skies over
Baghdad from Karkh to Rusafa, from Adhmya to Kadhumya.
You have one last chance to repent your sins.
Leave the birds in this life and I 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.
Brother, Abu Ismail, are you now an entrepreneur of
heaven, sending people there as you wish?! All my sins won’t
matter since I 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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Barbarians: The Representation of Political Violence in Contemporary
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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! I 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...I was listening to the sounds of bombardment, mingled with the
cries of the begetters of violence… I 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, I 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” 6)
I 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 killing 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
“Ana Jundi Arabi” (“I am an Arab Soldier” is a patriotic/nationalistic song taught to
children in school.

6

87

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 millions 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 Almighty.
(To the audience)
didn’t you?

Why don’t you applaud? You used to applaud for him,

It’s all nonsense. I 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? Iraqis 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
Fallujah and the nest
Will never be united
With Basra and the rest

The fragments of this country
North and East and West
Will never be united
With Basra and the rest

United Iraq is an illusion
Created by a delusion
For good or for confusion
Let’s reach a conclusion:

Iraq united is a dream
A foolish politician’s scheme
I ask whatever will it take
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 killed my wife… So beautiful and childlike.
She was a teacher, and all the men in the school were hitting on her. I got so
jealous, but she always soothed my anger saying, “I love only one man in my
life, and that’s you”… One day I was waiting for her at home… It was getting
dark. She didn’t show up. I called her but she didn’t pick up. I was so worried. I
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 I 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! I will…
Don’t worry baby…hello…hello… Muna!” Thirty thousand dollars! That was too
much money. I called my friends and all my family and asked them for help.
After three days of desperate struggle, I got the money. “Hello…Yes Sir…Yes. I
got thirty thousand dollars. Where is she now? I want talk to her please. What?
OK. OK. Thank you Sir. I will be there. Thank you Sir. I really appreciate your
cooperation”. I went to an abandoned place in the middle of nowhere. Two
huge gunmen were walking towards me. I gave them the money and they told
me to go to another place to take my wife back. I was panicking, driving like a
madman. I arrived at the place. It was dark, but I 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)
I tried to resume something like my normal life. But it seems impossible. She is
chasing me wherever I go, just like those bastards, telling me I am a coward,
and asking me to revenge.
I remember she used to like how I played music for her. I’m a musician, by the
way. Yes, I am a musician. I play the lute (He imagines playing the lute, while the
sound of a lute sound is heard) and I sing (he sings). You don’t believe this. But
it’s true. I was a well-known artist. I was.
One day I 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.” I
refused. “I 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 your lies
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 Iraq. 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 Iraq. 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, I 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, “I didn’t know Iraq had an orchestra!” To hell
with you! 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.
Hahaha! 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 Iraqi 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. I was alone at home, when a group of gunmen stormed into
the house. All I remember is, I 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 I was in America. What was I doing there? I
was trying to explain the noble mission and purpose of my visit. “Shut up! You
are a spy!” “No,” I 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 7 ) GO TO HELL! I AM NOT CRAZY! I AM AN ARTIST! I AM AN ARTIST! I
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

ﺷﺠﺎﻋﺔ :ﻣﻮﻧﻮﻟﻮﺝ ﻋﻦ ﺍﻟﻬﺮﺍء
ﺗﺄﻟﻴﻒ ﻋﺎﻣﺮ ﺍﻻﺯﺭﻗﻲ
ﺗﺮﺟﻤﺔ ﻋﻤﺎﺭ ﺍﻟﺨﺰﺭﺟﻲ
ﺗﺒﺪﺃ ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺮﺣﻴﺔ ﺑﻘﺼﻴﺪﺓ "ﻫﻨﺎ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺍﻕ" ﻟﻠﺸﺎﻋﺮ ﻋﺒﺪ ﺍﻟﺮﺣﻤﻦ ﺑﻦ ﻣﺴﺎﻋﺪ ﺛﻢ ﻳﺪﺧﻞ ﺍﻟﺮﺟﻞ
)ﻳﺼﺎﺣﺐ ﻣﻨﻮﻟﻮﺝ ﺍﻟﺸﺨﺼﻴﺔ ﻣﻮﺳﻴﻘﻰ ﺧﻼﻝ ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺮﺣﻴﺔ .ﻭﻫﻮ ﺭﺟﻞ ﺫﻭ ﻟﺤﻴﺔ ﻛﺜﻴﻔﺔ ﻭﻳﺮﺗﺪﻱ ﻣﻼﺑﺲ ﺑﺎﻟﻴﺔ ،ﻳﺪﺧﻞ ﺑﺴﺮﻋﺔ ﺍﻟﻰ
ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺮﺡ ﺑﻴﻨﻤﺎ ﻫﻨﺎﻙ ﺃﺻﻮﺍﺕ ﻣﺰﻋﺠﺔ ﻷﻁﻔﺎﻝ ﻳﻼﺣﻘﻮﻧﻪ(
ﺍﻟﺮﺟﻞ )ﻳﻮﺟﻪ ﻛﻼﻣﻪ ﺑﻐﻀﺐ ﻧﺤﻮ ﻣﺼﺪﺭ ﺍﺻﻮﺍﺕ ﺍﻷﻁﻔﺎﻝ(
ﻁﻴﺢ ﷲ ﺣﻈﻜﻢ! ﻭﻟﺪ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﻡ! ﺃﻧﻰ ﺑﺸﺮ ﻳﺎ ﻭﻟﺪ ﺍﻟﻄﻬﺎﺭﺓ! ﻟﻴﺶ ﺩ ﺗﻠﺤﻜﻮﻧﻲ؟ ﻟﻴﺶ؟ )ﺗﺴﺘﻤﺮ ﺍﻷﺻﻮﺍﺕ( ﻭﻟّﻮ ﻣﻨﺎﻩ )ﺗﺘﻼﺷﻰ ﺍﻷﺻﻮﺍﺕ(
)ﻳﺨﺎﻁﺐ ﺍﻟﺠﻤﻬﻮﺭ( ﻋﺒﺎﻟﻜﻢ ﺍﻧﻲ ﻣﺨﺒﻞ؟ ﻫﺎ؟ ﻻ ﺍﻧﻲ ﻣﻮ ﻣﺨﺒﻞ! ) ﻳُﺨﺮﺝ ﻛﻴﺲ ﻁﻌﺎﻡ ﻣﻦ ﺟﻴﺒﻪ ﻭ ﻳﺄﻛﻞ ،ﻓﺘﻌﻮﺩ ﺃﺻﻮﺍﺕ ﺍﻷﻁﻔﺎﻝ( ﻧﻌﻞ
ﻋﻠﻰ! ﻭﻟﻜﻢ ﻋﻮﻓﻮﻧﻲ ﻭﺣﺪﻱ! )ﻳﺮﻛﺾ ﻧﺤﻮ ﻣﺼﺪﺭ ﺍﻟﺼﻮﺕ ﻓﻴﺘﻼﺷﻰ ﺍﻟﺼﻮﺕ ﻣﺮﺓ ﺃﺧﺮﻯ ،ﻳﻨﻈﺮ ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻟﺠﻤﻬﻮﺭ( ﻫﺬﻭﻟﺔ ﺟﻬﺎﻟﻜﻢ!
ﻫﺬﻭﻟﺔ ﺟﻬﺎﻟﻜﻢ ﻳﻠﺤﻜﻮﻧﻲ ﻭﻳﻦ ﻣﺎ ﺍﺭﻭﺡ.
)ﺻﻤﺖ ﺛﻢ ﻣﻮﺳﻴﻘﻰ(
ﺍﺑﺒﻄﻦ ﺍﻣﻲ ...ﺑﺎﻟﻈﻼﻡ ﻣﺎﻝ ﺣﻈﻲ ﺍﻟﻤﺼﺨﻢ ...ﺍﻟﻰ ﺍﻥ ﺟﻴﺖ ﻟﻬﺎﻱ ﺍﻟﺪﻧﻴﺎ ﺍﻟﻄﺎﻳﺢ ﺣﻈﻬﻪ ...ﻛﻨﺖ ﺳﻤﻊ ﺍﺻﻮﺍﺕ ﺍﻟﻘﺼﻒ ﺳﻮﻳﺔ ﻭﻳﻪ
ﺃﺻﻮﺍﺕ ﺍﻟﻠﻲ ﻳﺪﻋﻮﻥ ﻟﻠﻌﻨﻒ ...ﻛﻨﺖ ﺍﺳﻤﻊ ﺻﻠﻮﺍﺗﻬﻢ ،ﻳﺪﻋﻮﻥ ﷲ ﺣﺘﻰ ﻳﺤﻤﻴﻬﻢ ﻣﻦ ﻏﻀﺐ ﺍﻷﻋﺪﺍء ...ﻛﺎﻧﻮﺍ ﻳﺪﻋﻮﻥ ﻣﻦ ﻛﻞ ﻗﻠﺒﻬﻢ
ﻋﺒﺎﻟﻚ ﺩﻳﺤﺠﻮﻥ ﻭﻳﻪ ﻛﺮﻧﺪﺍﻳﺰﺭ ﺣﺘﻰ ﻳﺴﺎﻋﺪﻫﻢ ﺑﺲ ﻛﺮﻧﺪﺍﻳﺰﺭ ﻡ ﺍﺟﻪ! ﺷﻠﻮﻥ ﻣﺨﻠﻮﻕ ﺣﻈﻪ ﻣﺼﺨﻢ ﻫﺎﻻﻧﺴﺎﻥ! )ﻳﺄﻛﻞ(
ﺑﻌﺪﻳﻦ ،ﻣﻦ ﺟﻴﺖ ﻟﻬﺎﻱ ﺍﻟﺪﻧﻴﺎ ...ﺩﺍﻳﺮ ﻣﺪﺍﻳﺮﻱ ﻛﺎﻥ ﺍﻛﻮ ﻧﺎﺱ ﺟﻨﻬﻢ ﻋﻤﺎﻟﻘﺔ ﻭ ﺩﻳﻀﺤﻜﻮﻥ ،ﻣﻜﻴﻔﻴﻦ ﻻﻥ ﺟﺎﺑﻮﻧﻲ ﻟﻬﺎﻱ ﺍﻟﺤﻴﺎﺓ ﺍﻟﻠﻲ ﻣﺎ
ﺑﻴﻬﻪ ﺃﻱ ﻣﻌﻨﻰ ...ﻟﺒﻠﺪ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﻭﺏ ...ﺍﺥ ﻳﺎﻟﻌﺮﺍﻕ )ﺻﻮﺕ ﺍﻟﻤﻮﺳﻴﻘﻰ ﻭ ﻳﻐﻨﻲ "ﺍﻧﺎ ﺟﻨﺪﻱ ﻋﺮﺑﻲ"(
ﺍﻧﺎ ﺟﻨﺪﻱ ﻋﺮﺑﻲ
ﺑﻨﺪﻗﻴﺘﻲ ﺑﻴﺪﻱ
ﺍﺣﻤﻲ ﻫﺬﺍ ﺣﺎﻛﻤﻲ
ﺣﺘﻰ ﻳﺠﻲ ﻭﻳﺬﺑﺤﻨﻲ
ﺗﻲ ﺗﻲ ﻁﺎ ﺗﻲ ﺗﻲ ﻁﺎ )ﻳﻨﺨﻔﺾ ﺍﻟﺼﻮﺕ ﺷﻴﺌﺎ ﻓﺸﻴﺌﺎ(
ﻫﻤﻪ ﻛﺎﻧﻮﺍ ﻭﺍﺣﺪ ﻳﻜﺘﻞ ﺍﻟﻼﺥ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺍﻟﺤﻮﺍﻭﻳﻦ ...ﺣﺮﻛﻮﺍ ﺍﻟﻨﺨﻞ ﻭﺍﻟﺒﺴﺎﺗﻴﻦ ﺍﻟﺤﻠﻮﺓ ...ﻭﺍﺣﺪ ﻣﻠﻠﺦ ﺍﻟﻼﺥ ﺑﻤﺪﺍﻓﻌﻬﻢ ﻭﺻﻮﺍﺭﻳﺨﻬﻢ ...ﻁﻴﺢ
ﺣﻈﻜﻢ ﻛﻠﻜﻢ! ﺍﻟﻰ ﺟﻬﻨﻢ ﻭﺑﺌﺲ ﺍﻟﻤﺼﻴﺮ! ﻛﻠﻬﻢ ﻳﺼﻠﻮﻥ ہﻠﻟ ﻧﻔﺴﻪ ﻭﻳﺮﻳﺪﻭﻥ ﻣﻨﻪ ﺍﻟﻨﺼﺮ ﺑﺲ ﷲ ﻣﺴﺘﺠﺎﺏ ﺍﻟﻬﻢ .ﺷﻠﻮﻥ ﺣﺮﺏ ﺣﻠﻮﺓ!
ﺍﺛﻨﻴﻦ ﻻﻛﻔﻴﻦ ﻣﻴﺘﻮﺍﻟﻤﻮﻥ ﻭﺍﺣﺪ ﻭﻳﺔ ﺍﻟﺜﺎﻧﻲ ﻭﻣﻼﻳﻴﻦ ﺍﻟﻨﺎﺱ ﻻﺯﻡ ﺗﺪﻓﻊ ﺛﻤﻦ ﻋﻨﺠﻬﻴﺘﻬﻢ .ﻫﺎﻱ ﻟﻴﺶ ،ﻻﻥ ﺍﺣﻨﺎ ﺟﺒﻨﺎء! ﻻ ﺍﺣﻨﺎ ﻣﻮ ﺟﺒﻨﺎء!
ﺍﺣﻨﺎ ﺟﻨﻮﺩ ﺍﺑﻄﺎﻝ ،ﺑﻠﺪﻧﺎ ﻳﺤﺘﺎﺟﻨﺎ ...ﺍﺣﻨﺎ ﻻﺯﻡ ﻧﻀﺤﻲ ﺑﺄﺭﻭﺍﺣﻨﺎ ﻟﻠﺒﻠﺪ ﺣﺘﻰ ﺍﻧﺒﻘّﻲ ﺍﻟﻄﻐﺎﺓ ﺑﻤﻨﺎﺻﺒﻬﻢ ﻭﻫﻢ ﻳﺒﻘﻮﻥ ﻳﻀﻄﻬﺪﻭﻥ ﺍﻟﻌﺎﻟﻢ.
)ﻣﻮﺳﻴﻘﻰ ﻭﻁﻨﻴﺔ .ﺗﺨﺎﻁﺐ ﺍﻟﺸﺨﺼﻴﺔ ﺍﻟﺠﻤﻬﻮﺭ ﻛﻤﺎ ﻳﺨﺎﻁﺐ ﺯﻋﻴﻢ ﻭﻁﻨﻲ ﺟﻤﺎﻫﻴﺮﻩ(
ﺭﻋﻴﺘﻲ ،ﺍﻥ ﻋﺪﻭﻧﺎ ﻳﺨﻄﻂ ﻟﺘﺪﻣﻴﺮﻧﺎ ﻟﻜﻨﻨﺎ ﺑﺎﻟﻤﺮﺻﺎﺩ ﻷﻧﻨﺎ ...ﻻ ﻟﻼﻣﺒﺮﻳﺎﻟﻴﺔ ﻭ ﺍﻟﺼﻬﻴﻮﻧﻴﺔ ﻭ ﺍﻻﻣﺒﺮﻳﺎﻟﻴﺔ ﺍﻟﺼﻬﻴﻮﻧﻴﺔ ﺍﻻﻣﺒﺮﻳﺎﻟﻴﺔ
ﺍﻟﺼﻬﻴﻮﻧﻴﺔ ﺃﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎ ﺇﺳﺮﺍﺋﻴﻞ ﺍﻟﺼﻬﻴﻮﻧﻴﺔ ﺍﻻﻣﺒﺮﻳﺎﻟﻴﺔ )ﻳﺴﺘﻤﺮ ﺑﺄﻋﺎﺩﺓ ﺍﻟﻜﻠﻤﺎﺕ( ﻭ ﻣﺎ ﺍﻟﻨﺼﺮ ﺍﻻ ﻣﻦ ﻋﻨﺪ ﷲ.
ﻟﻴﺶ ﻣﺘﺼﻔﻜﻮﻥ؟ ﺗﻌﻮﺩﺗﻮﺍ ﺗﺼﻔﻜﻮﻟﻪ ،ﻣﻮ؟
ﻛﻞ ﻫﺬﺍ ﺗﻤﺴﻠﺖ .ﺗﺮﺑﻴﺖ ﻭ ﺃﻧﻰ ﺍﺳﻤﻊ ﻗﺼﺺ ﻋﻦ ﺍﻟﺸﺠﺎﻋﺔ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺑﻴﺔ) .ﻟﻠﺠﻤﻬﻮﺭ( ﻻﺯﻡ ﺗﻔﺘﺨﺮﻭﻥ ﺑﺄﺻﻮﻟﻜﻢ ...ﺃﻱ ...ﻻﺯﻡ ﺗﻜﻮﻧﻮﻥ
ﻓﺨﻮﺭﻳﻦ ﺑﺤﻀﺎﺭﺗﻜﻢ ﻭ ﺍﺭﺛﻜﻢ .ﺍﺣﻨﺎ ﻛﻨﺎ ﺍﻟﺮﻭﺍﺩ ﻣﺎﻝ ﺍﻟﻜﻴﻤﻴﺎ ﻭﺍﻟﺮﻳﺎﺿﻴﺎﺕ ﻭﺍﻟﻄﺐ ...ﺗﺎﺭﻳﺨﻨﺎ ﻳﺮﺟﻊ ﻝ  8000ﺳﻨﺔ .ﺑﻠﺪﻧﺎ ﻣﻬﺪ
ﺍﻟﺤﻀﺎﺭﺓ ...ﺑﺲ ﻣﺼﻴﺮﻧﺎ ﻣﻮ ﺑﺄﻳﺪﻧﺎ ...ﺩﻛﺘﺎﺗﻮﺭ ﻭﺭﻩ ﺩﻛﺘﺎﺗﻮﺭ ،ﺟﺬﺍﺏ ﻭﺭﻩ ﺟﺬﺍﺏ ،ﻭﺍﺣﺪ ﻳﻬﺬﺭﻱ ﻭﺭﺍﻩ ﻭﺍﺣﺪ ﻳﻬﺬﺭﻱ ﻭ ﺍﺣﻨﺎ ﺑﻌﺪﻧﺎ
ﻧﺼﻔﻜﻠﻬﻢ) .ﻳﺤﺎﻛﻲ ﻁﺮﻳﻘﺔ ﻫﻮﺳﺎﺕ ﺷﻴﻮﺥ ﺍﻟﻌﺸﺎﻳﺮ( ﻣﻨﺎﻓﻘﻴﻦ! ﺑﺲ ﺍﺗﺒﻮﺳﻮﻥ ﺑﺎﻻﻳﺎﺩﻱ! ﺟﺒﻨﺎء! ﺷﻮﻓﻮﺍ ﺷﺪﻳﺼﻴﺮ ﺑﻴﻨﺎ ﻫﺴﺔ!
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ﺷﺪﺗﺸﻮﻓﻮﻥ؟ ﺩﻧﻌﻴﺶ ﺑﺄﻓﺴﺪ ﺑﻠﺪ ﺑﺎﻟﻌﺎﻟﻢ! ﺛﺎﻧﻲ ﺣﻜﻮﻣﺔ ﻓﺎﺷﻠﺔ ﻭﺭﻩ ﺍﻟﺼﻮﻣﺎﻝ .ﻻ ﺧﺪﻣﺎﺕ ،ﻻ ﺣﻘﻮﻕ ﺍﻧﺴﺎﻥ ،ﻻ ﺻﺨﺎﻡ ﺍﻟﻮﺟﻪ! ﺍﻭﻳﻠﻲ
ﻋﻠﺒﻠﺪ ﺍﻟﻠﻲ ﺗﺤﻜﻤﻪ ﺍﻟﺰﻋﺎﻁﻴﻂ!
)ﺑﺘﻬﻜﻢ( ﻣﻮ ﺍﺣﻨﺎ ،ﺍﻻﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎﻥ! ﻫﻢ ﺍﺣﺘﻠﻮﺍ ﺑﻠﺪﻧﺎ ﻭ ﻓﻠﺸﻮﻩ! ﺃﻱ ،ﺑﺲ ﻣﻮ ﻫﻤﻪ ﺍﻟﻠﻲ ﺷﺎﻟﻮﺍ ﺫﺍﻙ ﺍﺑﻦ ﺍﻝ ...ﻣﺤﺪ ﺑﻴﻨﻪ ﻛﺪﺭ ﻳﺴﻮﻳﻬﻪ ،ﻭ ﻻ
ﺣﺘﻰ ﺑﻌﺪ ﻣﻴﺘﻴﻦ ﺳﻨﺔ .ﺍﺣﻨﺎ ﺩﺍﺋﻤﺎ ﻧﻠﻮﻡ ﻏﻴﺮﻧﺎ ﻋﺎﻟﻠﻲ ﺍﻳﺼﻴﺮ ﺑﻴﻨﺎ .ﻣﻨﻮ ﺍﻟﻠﻲ ﺩﻳﺤﻜﻢ ﻫﺴﺔ؟ ﻋﺮﺍﻗﻴﻴﻦ ﻟﻮ ﺍﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎﻥ؟ ﻫﺎ ﺃﻱ ﻫﻤﻪ ﻟﻌﺎﺑﺎﺕ!
ﺷﺘﻜﺪﺭﻭﻥ ﺗﺴﻮﻭﻥ ﻗﺎﺑﻞ! ﻛﻮﻟﻮﻟﻲ ﺷﺘﻜﺪﺭﻭﻥ؟ ﺍﻧﻲ ﺍﻛﻮﻟﻠﻜﻢ ،ﻧﻨﺘﻘﺪ ...ﻫﺬﺍ ﻛﻞ ﺍﻟﻠﻲ ﻧﻜﺪﺭﻋﻠﻴﻪ .ﻧﺤﺠﻲ ﻭ ﻧﺤﺠﻲ ﻟﺤﺪ ﻣﺎ ﺍﻟﻌﻮﺝ ﻳﻠﺰﻣﻮﻥ
ﺍﻟﻮﺿﻊ .ﻫﺎﻱ ﺗﺤﺘﺎﺝ ﺷﺠﺎﻋﺔ ﺣﺘﻰ ﺍﻟﻨﺎﺱ ﺍﻟﻠﻲ ﺑﺮﺍﺳﻬﻪ ﺧﻴﺮ ﺗﺘﺤﺮﻙ ﻭ ﺗﺴﻮﻱ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ .ﻭ ﻻﻥ ﺍﺣﻨﺎ ﻣﺎ ﻋﺪﻧﺎ ﺃﻱ ﺷﺠﺎﻋﺔ ﻓﻨﺬﺏ ﺍﻟﻔﺴﺎﺩ
ﺍﻟﻤﻮﺟﻮﺩ ﺑﺎﻟﺒﻠﺪ ﺑﺮﺍﺱ ﺍﻻﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎﻥ .ﺍﺣﻨﺎ ﻧﻠﻮﻡ ﺍﻻﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎﻥ ﻻﻥ ﺍﻛﻮ ﺧﻼﻓﺎﺕ ﺑﺎﻟﻤﺠﺘﻤﻊ ﻣﺎﻟﻨﺎ .ﻭ ﻧﻠﻮﻣﻬﻢ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﺘﻘﺴﻴﻤﺎﺕ ﺍﻟﻠﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﺎ .ﺍﺣﻨﺎ
ﻧﺤﻤﻠﻬﻢ ﻣﺴﺆﻭﻟﻴﺔ ﺍﻟﻌﻨﻒ ﻭ ﺍﻹﺭﻫﺎﺏ ﺍﻟﻠﻲ ﻧﺸﻮﻓﻪ ...ﻣﻨﻮ ﺍﻹﺭﻫﺎﺑﻴﻴﻦ ﺍﻟﺼﺪﻙ؟ ﻫﺎ؟ ﺍﻛﻮ ﻭﺍﺣﺪ ﻳﻜﺪﺭ ﻳﻜﻠﻠﻲ؟ )ﻳﻐﻨﻲ(
The fragments of this country
North and East and West
Will never be united
With Basra and the rest

The East and the West
Fallujah and the nest
Will never be united
With Basra and the rest

Iraq united is a dream
A foolish politician’s scheme
I ask whatever will it take
?To force the dreamers to awake

United Iraq is an illusion
Created by a delusion
For good or for confusion
Let’s reach a conclusion:
The East is the East
And the West is the West
To unite is futile
Unless the crocodile
Be punished in the chest

)ﻣﻮﺳﻴﻘﻰ(
)ﺑﺤﺰﻥ( ﻛﺘﻠﻮﻫﻪ .ﻭﻟﺪ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﻡ ﻛﺘﻠﻮ ﻣﺮﺗﻲ ...ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﺣﻠﻮﺓ ﻭ ﺻﻐﻴﺮﺓ .ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﺗﺸﺘﻐﻞ ﻣﻌﻠﻤﺔ ﻭ ﻛﻞ ﺍﻟﻠﻲ ﺑﺎﻟﻤﺪﺭﺳﺔ ﻛﺎﻧﻮﺍ ﻳﺘﺤﺮﺷﻮﻥ ﺑﻴﻬﻪ.
ﺍﻧﻲ ﻛﻨﺖ ﺍﻏﺎﺭ ﻫﻮﺍﻳﺔ ﺑﺲ ﻫﻴﻪ ﺗﻮﺍﺳﻴﻨﻲ ﻭ ﺗﻜﻠﻠﻲ "ﺍﻧﻲ ﺍﺣﺐ ﺑﺲ ﺭﺟّﺎﻝ ﻭﺍﺣﺪ ﺑﺤﻴﺎﺗﻲ ﻭ ﻫﻮ ﺍﻧﺖ" ...ﻛﻨﺖ ﺩﺍ ﺍﻧﺘﻈﺮﻫﻪ ﺑﺎﻟﺒﻴﺖ...
ﺻﺎﺭﺕ ﺍﻟﺪﻧﻴﺎ ﻅﻠﻤﺔ ﺑﺲ ﻫﻴﻪ ﻣﺄﺟﺘﻲ .ﺧﺎﺑﺮﺕ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻤﻮﺑﺎﻳﻞ ﻣﺎﻟﺘﻬﺎ ﺑﺲ ﻣﺠﺎﻭﺑﺖ .ﻛﻨﺖ ﻛﻠﺶ ﺧﺎﻳﻒ .ﺧﺎﺑﺮﺕ ﺍﻟﺸﺮﻁﺔ ﻭ ﺭﺣﺖ
ﺍﺩﻭﺭ ﻋﻠﻴﻬﻪ ﺑﻜﻞ ﻣﻜﺎﻥ .ﺑﺎﻟﻤﺪﺭﺳﺔ ،ﺑﺎﻟﻤﺴﺘﺸﻔﻴﺎﺕ ﻭ ﺑﻜﻞ ﻣﻜﺎﻥ .ﻭﺭﺍﻫﺎ ﺩﻙ ﺍﻟﻤﻮﺑﺎﻳﻞ ﻣﺎﻟﺘﻲ "ﺍﻟﻮ! ﺷﻨﻮ؟ ﺍﻧﺘﻮﺍ ﻣﻨﻮ؟ ﻟﻴﺶ؟ ﺃﻱ ﻫﻴﻪ
ﺷﻴﻌﻴﺔ ،ﻭ ﺑﻌﺪﻳﻦ؟ ﺑﺲ ﻫﺎﻱ ﻣﺮﺗﻲ ،ﻭ ﺍﻧﻲ ﺳﻨﻲ! ﺷﻨﻮ؟ ﻫﻲ ﺯﻳﻨﺔ؟ ﻻ ﻭ ﷲ ،ﺷﻜﺪ؟ ﻣﻨﻴﻦ ﺍﺟﻴﺐ ﻫﻴﺠﻲ ﻓﻠﻮﺱ ﺭﺣﻤﺔ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻭﺍﻟﺪﻳﻜﻢ ﻣﻮ
ﺍﻧﻲ ﺳﻨﻲ ﻳﻌﻨﻲ ﻫﺬﺍ ﺍﻟﺸﻲ ﻣﻴﻌﻨﻴﻠﻜﻢ ﺃﻱ ﺷﻲ؟ ﻣﻴﺨﺎﻟﻒ ﻣﻴﺨﺎﻟﻒ ﺑﺲ ﺧﻠﻴﻨﻲ ﺍﺣﺠﻲ ﻭﻳﺎﻫﻪ ﷲ ﻳﺨﻠﻴﻚ .ﺍﻟﻮ ﻣﻨﻰ! ﺣﺒﻴﺒﺘﻲ! ﺧﻮ ﻡ ّ
ﺍﺫﻭﺝ؟
ﻻ ﺗﺒﺠﻴﻦ ﻋﻔﻴﻪ! ﺍﻧﻲ ﺭﺍﺡ ...ﻻ ﺗﺨﺎﻓﻴﻦ ﻋﻤﺮﻱ! ﺍﻟﻮ ...ﺍﻟﻮ ...ﻣﻨﻰ!" ﺗﻼﺛﻴﻦ ﺍﻟﻒ ﺩﻭﻻﺭ .ﺍﻟﻤﺒﻠﻎ ﻛﻠﺶ ﻛﺒﻴﺮ .ﺍﻧﻲ ﻫﻢ ﺧﺎﺑﺮﺕ ﺃﺻﺪﻗﺎﺋﻲ
ﻭ ﻋﺸﻴﺮﺗﻲ ﻭ ﻁﻠﺒﺖ ﻣﻨﻬﻢ ﻣﺴﺎﻋﺪﺓ ...ﻭ ﻭﺭﺓ ﺗﻼﺙ ﺃﻳﺎﻡ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﻘﻠﻖ ﻭ ﺍﻟﻤﺤﺎﻭﻻﺕ ﺍﻟﺼﻌﺒﺔ ﻟﻤﻴﺖ ﺍﻟﻔﻠﻮﺱ" .ﺍﻟﻮ! ﺃﻱ ﻋﻴﻨﻲ ،ﺻﺎﺭ،
ﺣﺼﻠﺖ ﺍﻟﺘﻼﺙ ﺷﺪﺍﺕ ،ﻫﻴﻪ ﻭﻳﻦ ﻫﺴﻪ؟ ﻋﻔﻴﻪ ﺍﺭﻳﺪ ﺍﺣﺠﻲ ﻭﻳﺎﻫﺎ .ﺷﻨﻮ؟ ﺻﺎﺭ ﺻﺎﺭ! ﺷﻜﺮﺍ ﻋﻴﻨﻲ .ﺍﻧﻲ ﺭﺍﺡ ﺃﻛﻮﻥ ﻫﻨﺎﻙ ﺷﻜﺮﺍ .ﺭﺣﻢ
ﷲ ﻭﺍﻟﺪﻳﻚ .ﻭ ﺭﺣﺖ ﻟﻤﻜﺎﻥ ﻓﺎﺭﻍ ﺑﺘﻠﻔﺎﺕ ﺍﻟﺪﻧﻴﺎ .ﺍﻛﻮ ﺍﺛﻨﻴﻦ ﻣﺴﻠﺤﻴﻦ ﻛﺎﻧﻮﺍ ﺟﺎﻳﻴﻦ ﻋﻠﻴﻪ .ﺍﺧﺬﻭﺍ ﻣﻨﻲ ﺍﻟﻔﻠﻮﺱ ﻭ ﻛﺎﻟﻮﻟﻲ ﺭﻭﺡ ﻟﻐﻴﺮ
ﻣﻜﺎﻥ ﺣﺘﻰ ﺍﻟﻜﻪ ﻣﺮﺗﻲ .ﺍﻧﻲ ﺟﻨﺖ ﻣﺮﻋﻮﺏ ﻭ ﺍﺳﻮﻕ ﻣﺜﻞ ﺍﻟﻤﺨﺒﻞ .ﻭﺻﻠﺖ ﻟﻠﻤﻜﺎﻥ .ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻅﻠﻤﺔ ﺑﺲ ﻛﺪﺭﺕ ﺍﺷﻮﻑ ﺟﺜﺘﺔ ﻣﺬﺑﻮﺑﺔ ﻉ
ﺍﻟﺰﺑﺎﻟﺔ .ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻫﻴﻪ) .ﻳﺼﺮﺥ( ﺍﻏﺘﺼﺒﻮﻫﺎ ﻭ ﺑﻌﺪﻳﻦ ﻗﺘﻠﻮﻫﺎ! ﺻﺪﺭﻫﺎ ﻳﻨﺰﻑ ﻭ ﻋﻴﻨﻬﺎ ﻣﻔﺘﻮﺣﻪ .ﺻﻮﺭﺓ ﻭﺟﻬﻪ ﺗﻼﺣﻜﻨﻲ ﻭﻳﻦ ﻣﺎ ﺍﺭﻭﺡ
ﻭ ﻣﺘﻨﻤﺴﺢ ﻣﻦ ﺫﺍﻛﺮﺗﻲ .ﻛﻠﺶ ﻣﺆﻟﻤﺔ) .ﻳﺼﺮﺥ( ﻣﻨﻰ! ﺍﺭﺟﻌﻴﻠﻲ ...ﺍﺭﺟﻌﻴﻠﻲ! )ﺗﻌﻮﺩ ﺃﺻﻮﺍﺕ ﺍﻷﻁﻔﺎﻝ( ﺍﻣﺸﻮﺍ ﻣﻨﺎ ،ﻭﻟّﻮ! )ﻳﺨﺘﻔﻲ
ﺍﻟﺼﻮﺕ(
ﺣﺎﻭﻟﺖ ﻭﺭﺍﻫﺎ ﺍﺳﺘﻌﻴﺪ ﺣﻴﺎﺗﻲ ﺍﻟﻄﺒﻴﻌﻴﺔ ﺑﺲ ﻛﺎﻥ ﻫﺬﺍ ﺷﻲ ﻣﺴﺘﺤﻴﻞ .ﺻﻮﺭﺗﻬﺎ ﺗﻠﺤﻜﻨﻲ ﻭﻳﻦ ﻣﺎ ﺍﺭﻭﺡ ﻣﺜﻞ ﻫﺬﻭﻟﺔ ﺍﻟﺠﻬﺎﻝ ،.ﻭ ﺻﻮﺗﻬﺎ
ﻳﻜﻠﻠﻲ ﺍﻧﺖ ﺟﺒﺎﻥ ﺍﻭ ﺭﻭﺡ ﺍﺧﺬ ﺑﺜﺎﺭﻱ.
ﺃﺗﺬﻛﺮ ﺷﻜﺪ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﺗﺘﻮﻧﺲ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻋﺰﻓﻠﻬﻪ ﻣﻮﺳﻴﻘﻰ .ﺑﺎﻟﻤﻨﺎﺳﺒﺔ ﺍﻧﻲ ﻋﺎﺯﻑ .ﺃﻱ ﺍﻧﻲ ﺍﻋﺰﻑ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻌﻮﺩ )ﻳﺘﺨﻴﻞ ﻧﻔﺴﻪ ﻳﻌﺰﻑ ﺍﻟﻌﻮﺩ ﺑﻴﻨﻤﺎ
ﻳﻈﻬﺮ ﺻﻮﺕ ﻟﻠﻌﻮﺩ ﻣﻦ ﺧﺎﺭﺝ ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺮﺡ( ﻭ ﻛﻨﺖ ﺍﻏﻨﻲ) .ﻳﻐﻨﻲ(
ﻓﺪ ﻳﻮﻡ ﺍﺟﺘﻨﻲ ﺩﻋﻮﺓ ﻟﺤﻀﻮﺭ ﻭﺭﺷﺔ ﻋﻤﻞ ﺑﻨﻴﻮﻳﻮﺭﻙ .ﺍﺳﺘﺎﺫﻱ ﻛﺎﻝ "ﻧﺎﺩﺭ ،ﺗﻌﺎﻝ ﻭﻳﺎﻧﻪ ،ﺣﺘﻰ ﻫﻢ ﺗﻐﻴﺮ ﺟﻮ ﺷﻮﻳﺔ" .ﺍﻧﻲ ﺑﺎﻟﺒﺪﺍﻳﺔ
ﺭﻓﻀﺖ ﻛﺘﻠﻪ "ﻣﺎ ﺍﺭﻭﺡ ﻻﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎ ﻫﺬﻭﻟﺔ ﺍﻋﺪﺍءﻧﺎ" ﻫﺬﻭﻟﺔ ﺍﺣﺘﻠﻮ ﺑﻠﺪﻧﺎ ﻭ ﺍﺳﺘﻌﻤﺮﻭﻧﺎ ﻭ ﻟﻮ ﺍﺣﻨﺎ ﺃﺻﻼ ﻛﺎﻥ ﻣﺴﺘﻌﻤﺮﻧﺎ ﺩﻛﺘﺎﺗﻮﺭ) .ﻳﻐﻨﻲ(
!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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America, America, you fooled us with your lies

We like your people, fooled by your lies

ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻳﺔ ﺣﺎﻝ ،ﺍﻷﺳﺘﺎﺫ ﻣﺎﻟﺘﻲ ﺍﺻﺮ ﻭ ﻛﺎﻝ ﺍﻧﻪ ﺍﺣﻨﺎ ﻓﻨﺎﻧﻴﻦ ﻣﻮ ﺳﻴﺎﺳﻴﻴﻦ ،ﺭﺳﺎﻟﺘﻨﻪ ﺑﻴﻬﻪ ﺍﺑﻌﺎﺩ ﺇﻧﺴﺎﻧﻴﺔ .ﺍﻟﺸﻌﺐ ﺍﻷﻣﺮﻳﻜﻲ ﺷﻌﺐ
ﺻﺪﻳﻖ ،ﻭ ﻣﻮ ﻣﺴﺆﻭﻟﻴﻦ ﻋﻦ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺏ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺍﻕ .ﻋﺪﻭﻧﺎ ﻫﻮ ﺍﻟﺤﻜﻮﻣﻴﺔ ﺍﻻﻣﺮﻳﻜﻴﺔ! ﺷﻠﻮﻥ ﻛﻼﻭﺍﺕ ،ﺍﻟﺴﻔﺮﺓ ﻛﻠﻬﺎ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻣﻤﻮﻟﻪ ﻣﻦ
ﺍﻟﺤﻜﻮﻣﺔ ﺍﻻﻣﺮﻳﻜﻴﺔ .ﻋﺒﺎﻟﻬﻢ ﺭﺍﺡ ﻳﺎﺧﺬﻭﻩ ﻟﻠﻨﻔﻂ ،ﻫﺎ! ﺯﻣﺎﻳﻞ! ﺍﻗﺮﻭﺍ ﺗﺎﺭﻳﺦ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺍﻕ .ﻛﺎﻋﻪ ﻣﻠﻌﻮﻧﺔ .ﺃﻱ ،ﺍﻟﻨﺎﺱ ﻣﻠﻌﻮﻧﻴﻦ .ﻛﻞ ﻭﺍﺣﺪ
ﻳﺮﻳﺪ ﻳﻮﺻﻠﻠﻪ ،ﻣﻬﻤﺎ ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻧﻴﺘﻪ ،ﺗﺠﺮﻩ ﻭ ﺗﻐﺮﻛﻪ .ﺍﻗﺮﻭﺍ ﻋﻦ ﺍﻻﺳﻜﻨﺪﺭ ﺍﻟﻤﻘﺪﻭﻧﻲ ﻭ ﺷﻠﻮﻥ ﻣﺎﺕ ...ﺍﻗﺮﻭﺍ ﻋﻦ ﺍﻷﻧﺒﻴﺎء ﺍﻟﻠﻲ ﺍﻧﻜﺘﻠﻮ
ﺑﻬﺎﻱ ﺍﻟﻜﺎﻉ ،ﺍﻗﺮﻭﺍ ﻋﻦ ﺣﻔﻴﺪ ﺭﺳﻮﻝ ﷲ ﻭ ﻋﺎﺋﻠﺘﻪ ﻛﻠﻬﺎ ﺷﻠﻮﻥ ﻣﺨﻠﺼﻮﺍ ﻣﻦ ﻫﺎﻱ ﺍﻟﺴﺎﻟﻔﺔ ...ﺫﺑﺤﻮﻫﻢ ﺑﻬﺎﻱ ﺍﻟﻜﺎﻉ ...ﺍﻟﻨﻔﻂ!!! ﺍﻩ!
ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻳﺔ ﺣﺎﻝ ،ﺭﺣﺖ ﻻﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎ .ﺷﻔﺘﻬﻢ ﻟﻠﻌﺮﺍﻗﻴﻴﻦ ﺍﻟﻌﺎﻳﺸﻴﻦ ﺑﺎﻟﻐﺮﺑﺔ .ﺷﻔﻨﺎ ﻣﺴﺆﻭﻟﻴﻦ ﺍﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎﻥ ﻫﻤﺎﺩﻳﻦ .ﺟﺎﻧﻮﺍ ﻻﺑﺴﻴﻦ ﺯﻳﻦ ،ﻗﻮﻁ ﻭ
ﺍﺭﺑﻄﺔ .ﺍﻟﻔﻨﺪﻕ ﻫﻢ ﻛﺎﻥ ﺭﺍﻗﻲ ...ﺍﺗﻼﻛﻴﻨﺎ ﻭ ﻋﺰﻓﻨﺎ ﻟﻬﺬﻭﻟﺔ ﻭﻟﺪ ﺍﻝ ...ﺣﺘﻰ ﺍﻳﻜﻮﻟﻮﻥ ﺍﻳﺒﺎﺥ ﺍﻧﺘﻮﺍ ﺍﻭﺍﺩﻡ ﻣﺜﻠﻨﺎ ﻣﻮ ﻫﻤﺞ! ﻭﺍﺣﺪ ﻣﻦ
ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺆﻭﻟﻴﻦ ﻛﻠﻠﻲ "ﻣﺎ ﺍﺩﺭﻱ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺍﻕ ﻋﻨﺪﻩ ﻓﺮﻗﺔ ﺳﻤﻔﻮﻧﻴﺔ!" ﻧﻌﻞ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺻﻔﺤﺘﻚ ﻳﺎ ﻛﺬﺍﺏ ،ﺍﻣﺸﻲ ﺍﺳﺄﻟﻬﻢ ﻟﻠﺒﺮﻳﻄﺎﻧﻴﻴﻦ .ﻫﻤﻪ ﻳﻜﻮﻟﻮﻟﻚ
ﺍﺣﻨﺎ ﻣﻨﻮ ﻭ ﺍﻧﺘﻮﺍ ﺷﻨﻮ.
ﺻﺎﺭﺕ ﻣﻨﺎﻗﺸﺔ ﻋﻦ ﺍﻟﻔﻦ ﻭ ﺷﻠﻮﻥ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﻳﻠﻌﺐ ﺩﻭﺭ ﺑﺄﻋﺎﺩﺓ ﺍﻋﻤﺎﺭ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺍﻕ .ﻫﻲ ﻫﻲ! ﺷﻠﻮﻥ ﻛﻼﻭﺟﻴﺔ! ﻳﻮﻣﻴﺔ ﻣﺌﺎﺕ ﻳﻤﻮﺗﻮﻥ
ﺑﺎﻟﻌﺮﺍﻕ ﻭ ﺍﺣﻨﺎ ﻻﺑﺴﻴﻦ ﻗﻮﻁ ﺑﻔﻨﺪﻕ ﺧﻤﺲ ﻧﺠﻮﻡ ،ﻋﺸﺮﺓ ﺍﻻﻑ ﻣﻴﻞ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺍﻕ ﻭ ﻛﺎﻋﺪﻳﻦ ﺩﻧﺤﺠﻲ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻔﻦ ﻭ ﺷﻠﻮﻥ ﻣﻤﻜﻦ ﻳﻌﺎﻟﺞ
ﻣﺸﻜﻠﺔ ﺍﻟﻔﻘﺮ ﻭ ﺧﺮﻭﻗﺎﺕ ﺣﻘﻮﻕ ﺍﻻﻧﺴﺎﻥ.
ﻭﺭﺓ ﺃﺳﺒﻮﻉ ﻛﺎﻣﻞ ﺑﻨﻴﻮﻳﻮﺭﻙ ﻛﻀﻮﻩ ﺍﻟﻔﻨﺎﻧﻴﻦ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺍﻗﻴﻴﻦ ﻳﻄﻜﻮﻥ ﺑﻴﻪ ﺻﻮﺭ ﻭﻳﺘﻨﺎﻗﺸﻮﻥ ﻋﻦ ﺩﻭﺭ ﺍﻟﻔﻦ ﺑﺤﻞ ﺍﻟﻤﺸﺎﻛﻞ ﺍﻟﺴﻴﺎﺳﻴﺔ ،ﺭﺟﻌﻨﺎ
ﺣﺘﺎ ﻧﺴﻮﻱ ﺗﻐﻴﻴﺮ .ﻭ ﺍﻭﻝ ﻣﻮﺻﻠﻨﺎ ﺑﻐﺪﺍﺩ ﻧﺴﻴﻨﺎ ﻣﻬﻤﺘﻨﺎ ﺍﻟﻨﺒﻴﻠﺔ ﻋﺪﻯ ﺍﻧﻪ ﺧﻠﻴﻨﺎ ﻋﻮﺍﺋﻠﻨﺎ ﻳﺸﻮﻓﻮﻥ ﺍﻟﺼﻮﺭ ﻣﺎﻝ ﻧﻴﻮﻳﻮﺭﻙ.
ﻭﺭﻩ ﻳﻮﻣﻴﻦ ،ﻣﺴﻠﺤﻴﻦ ﺟﻮﻱ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﺒﻴﺖ ﻭ ﻭﺭﺍﻫﺎ ﺷﻔﺖ ﻧﻔﺴﻲ ﺑﻐﺮﻓﺔ ﻅﻠﻤﺔ ﺑﻴﻬﻪ ﺃﺩﻭﺍﺕ ﺗﻌﺬﻳﺐ ﻭ ﻁﻜﻊ ﻣﺎﻝ ﺩﻡ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﻜﺎﻉ ﻭ
ﺍﻟﺤﻴﻄﺎﻥ) .ﻳﺘﺨﻴﻞ ﻧﻔﺴﻪ ﻳُ َﻌ ّﺬﺏ ﻓﻴﺼﺮﺥ ﻭ ﻳﺘﺤﺮﻙ ﻛﺄﻧﻪ ﻳﻌﺬﺏ( ﺧﻤﺲ ﺃﻳﺎﻡ ﺗﻌﺬﻳﺐ ...ﻛﺎﻥ ﻛﻞ ﻫﻤﻬﻢ ﺍﻧﻪ ﻟﻴﺶ ﺍﻧﻲ ﻛﻨﺖ ﺑﺄﻣﺮﻳﻜﺎ؟
ﺷﺴﻮﻳﺖ ﻫﻨﺎﻙ؟ ﺣﺎﻭﻟﺖ ﺍﺷﺮﺡ ﺍﻟﻬﻢ ﺍﻟﻬﺪﻑ ﺍﻟﻨﺒﻴﻞ ﻣﻦ ﺍﻟﺰﻳﺎﺭﺓ "ﺍﻧﺠﺐ ،ﺍﻧﺖ ﺟﺎﺳﻮﺱ!"" ،ﺍﻧﻲ ﻓﻨﺎﻥ!"" ،ﻫﻢ ﺟﺎﺳﻮﺱ ﻭ ﻫﻢ
ﺩﻣﺒﻜﺠﻲ!" ﻭ ﺩﺍﺭﻭﺍ ﻣﻲ ﺣﺎﺭ ﻋﻠﻰ) ...ﻳﺼﺮﺥ(

)ﻳﺘﻘﺪﻡ ﻧﺤﻮ ﺍﻟﺠﻤﻬﻮﺭ ﺑﺒﻄﺊ(
ﻻﺯﻡ ﺗﻮﻛﻒ ﻫﺎﻱ ﺍﻟﻤﻬﺰﻟﻰ!!! ﻻﺯﻡ ﺍﺣﻨﺎ ﻧﻮﻛﻔﻬﺎ! ﻳﻨﺮﺍﺩﻟﻬﺎ ﺷﺠﺎﻋﺔ! ﺷﺠﺎﻋﺔ! ﺷﺠﺎﻋﺔ ﺣﺘﻰ ﻧﻮﺍﺟﻪ ﺫﻭﻟﺔ ﻭﻟﺪ ﺍﻟﺤﺮﺍﻡ! ﻧﺤﺘﺎﺝ ﺟﺮﺃﺓ
ﺣﺘﻰ ﻧﻮﺍﺟﻬﻬﻢ! )ﺗﻌﻮﺩ ﺃﺻﻮﺍﺕ ﺍﻷﻁﻔﺎﻝ ﺍﻟﻤﺰﻋﺠﺔ ،ﻭ ﻫﻢ ﻳﻨﺎﺩﻭﻥ "ﻫﻲ ﻫﻲ ﻣﺨﺒﻞ"
ﻭﻟّﻮ ﻣﻨﺎﻩ ،ﺍﻧﻲ ﻣﻮ ﻣﺨﺒﻞ!! ﺍﻧﻲ ﻓﻨﺎﻥ! ﺍﻧﻲ ﻓﻨﺎﻥ! ﺍﻧﻲ ﻋﺎﺯﻑ! )ﻳﺨﺘﻔﻲ ﺑﻴﻨﻤﺎ ﻳﻼﺣﻖ ﺍﻷﺻﻮﺍﺕ(
ﺗﻨﺘﻬﻲ ﺍﻟﻤﺴﺮﺣﻴﺔ ﺑﻘﺼﻴﺪﺓ "ﻣﺎ ﺑﻌﺪ ﺍﻟﻌﺮﺍﻕ" ﻟﻠﺸﺎﻋﺮ ﻋﺒﺪ ﺍﻟﺮﺣﻤﻦ ﺑﻦ ﻣﺴﺎﻋﺪ ﻭﻫﻲ ﻗﺼﻴﺪﺓ ﻣﻐﻨﺎﺓ ﻭﺗﻈﻬﺮ ﻛﻠﻤﺎﺗﻬﺎ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﺸﺎﺷﺔ
ﺍﻟﻨﻬﺎﻳﺔ
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