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ACT	  I	  
	  
1/	  Extract	  from	  the	  play	  Where	  Do	  Broken	  Hearts	  Go	  by	  Cynthia	  Edul	  (Argentina)	  
	  
Silvana	  (Mother)	  	  
Marina	  (Eldest	  daughter)	  	  
Santiago	  (The	  son)	  	  
Agustina	  (The	  youngest	  daughter)	  
Reader	  (stage	  directions)	  
	  
2/	  Selected	  Poems	  by	  Laurynas	  Katkus	  (Lithuania)	  
	  

a. “Dawn:	  weary-‐eyed”	  
b. “Cigarette	  and	  pear,	  window	  and	  melting	  snow”	  
c. “I	  sat	  down	  near	  the	  flooded	  Neris	  

	  
Actor	  1	  
Actor	  2	  
Actor	  3	  
	  
3/	  Excerpt	  fr.	  Love	  Is	  A	  Word	  (screenplay)	  by	  Mamle	  Kabu	  (Ghana)	  
	  
“Int.	  James’	  Home”	  pp.	  22-‐31	  
	  
James	  
Adam	  
Jenny	  
Shirley	  
Reader	  (stage	  directions)	  
	  
4/	  Selected	  Poems	  by	  Yeow	  Kai	  Chai	  (Singapore)	  
	  

a. August	  Moon	  
b. Hunky	  Nuts	  Lupus	  
c. Red	  and	  Blue	  

	  
Actor	  1	  
Actor	  2	  
Actor	  3	  
	  
Intermission	  
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ACT	  II	  
	  
5/	  Performance	  by	  Omar	  Pérez	  (Cuba)	  
	  
6/	  Excerpt	  fr.	  End	  of	  Skill	  (screenplay)	  by	  Mamle	  Kabu	  (Ghana)	  
	  
Sc.	  35	  –	  Elmina	  Castle	  pp.	  60-‐67	  
	  
Tour	  Guide	  
Tour	  Group	  
Jimmy	  
Vanessa	  
Reader	  (Stage	  Directions)	  
	  
7/	  Down	  Sol	  Plaatje	  Drive	  by	  Sabata-‐mpho	  Mokae	  (South	  Africa)	  
	  
Jakobus	  Voetstoots	  (male)	  
Chorus	  1	  -‐	  Male	  
Chorus	  2	  -‐	  Female	  
Chorus	  3	  –	  Male	  
	  
8/	  Selected	  Poems	  by	  Sadek	  Mohammed	  (Iraq)	  
	  

a. THERE	  
b. Pain	  Scale	  Honey	  
c. Archeology	  of	  Scorched	  Cities	  (tentative)	  

	  
Actor	  1	  
Actor	  2	  
Actor	  3	  
	  
9/	  Extract	  from	  the	  play	  Return	  to	  Haifa	  by	  Boaz	  Gaon	  (Israel)	  
 
Sa’id	  
Safiyya	  
Ephraim	  
Official	  
Miriam	  
Reader	  (Stage	  Directions)	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

	  



	   4	  

	  
Cynthia EDUL  
W_h_e_r_e_ _D_o_ _B_r_o_k_e_n_ _H_e_a_r_t_s_ _G_o_  
 
Silvana (Mother)  
Marina (Eldest daughter)  
Santiago (The son)  
Agustina (The youngest daughter)  
 
 
 
First Act 
 
A beach. Early afternoon. A cool wind that little by little kicks up the sand.  
Some deck chairs scattered around, some beach blankets, a travel cooler, magazines all about the 
place, flip-flops, some wicker baskets and tote bags. Few people around.  
 
In the distance, a group of young boys play a soccer game; further away, the lighthouse.  
Silvana and Santiago stare out at the sea. Marina reads a book. Agustina, curled up and completely 
covered by a towel, listens to music in her walkman. A ball bursts into the stillness of the scene and 
hits her. The others remain unfazed.  
 
 
Prologue.  
 
Agustina: The first days of summer we would move to the beach. It was literally a move. 
They filled the car with various objects, edibles, all the necessary things to satiate a family on 
holidays. For one thing, the destination was not haphazardly chosen. All of my father’s 
brothers spent their summer in the same seaside resort and met in the same spot: the 
beach that surrounds the lighthouse. We used to get there by boat. We dropped anchor 
away	  from	  the	  coast	  and	  swam	  to	  the	  shore.	  One	  after	  the	  other,	  like	  ducks	  in	  a	  row.	  My	  mother	  
would	  be	  waiting	  for	  us	  with	  the	  towels	  at	  the	  ready.	  Meanwhile,	  the	  rest	  of	  the	  family	  had	  
already	  descended	  to	  the	  beach,	  deployed	  the	  tents	  and	  beach	  umbrellas,	  like	  ancient	  Bedouin	  
tents	  in	  the	  middle	  of	  the	  desert.	  	  
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I. Early afternoon and the wind kicking up sand  
 
Silvana: What?  
Santiago: What about?  
Silvana: Were you saying something?  
Santiago: No…  
Silvana: I thought you said something…  
Santiago: No, not, at all…  
Silvana: All right…  
 
Santiago sinks his feet in the sand.  
 
Santiago: Where’s Agustina?  
Silvana (Pointing in the direction of the lighthouse): She must be over there…  
Santiago: Where?  
Silvana: I don’t know… I think she went to pick up shells.  
Santiago: Shells?  
Silvana: Yes, I don’t know… She must be somewhere around here…  
Santiago: It got cloudy.  
Silvana: All of a sudden, yes.  
Santiago: And the wind is starting to blow.  
Silvana: It’s clearing now. It must be a passing cloud.  
Santiago: I don’t think so. Maybe we should get going in a little while.  
Silvana: Hold on, not just yet. Put something on, to keep yourself warm. Put on a jacket.  
Santiago: It’s not that early. I haven’t brought any warm clothes. At what time did you 
arrange to meet with Uncle?  
Silvana: I’ve brought you a cardigan.  
Santiago: What?  
Silvana: You go get it. It’s in the basket.  
Santiago: What is?  
Silvana: A sailor cardigan I found in the closet.  
Santiago: I’m not wearing that. At what time did you arrange to meet?  
Silvana: Early afternoon, he said…  
Santiago: That’s what he said?  
Silvana: Three… Four…  
Santiago: Three or four?  
Silvana: Oh, for heaven’s sake! Don’t be so punctilious! We arranged to meet. He told me 
threeish, fourish, how do you say... threeish, fourish. That’s what he said.  
Santiago: Okay, okay, I’m sorry… It’s like five now, that’s why.  
Silvana: Do you want to leave? Go.  
Santiago: We are very far away.  
Silvana: If you want to go, go. Go now.  
Santiago: It’s okay, Mom. That’s not what I was saying.  
Silvana: What were you saying?  
Santiago: Nothing, it was nothing. (To Marina.) What are you reading? (Marina is still 
absorbed in her reading and does not answer.) Well, I can tell you really feel like talking...	  
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Silvana: How can I forget it…? I remember as if it were only yesterday…  
Santiago: Which of all the things?  
Silvana: Nothing, Santiago. It’s all right. You don’t feel like talking.  
Santiago: But I didn’t say anything, Mom. What is it that you remember?  
Silvana: Oh, things, things… The times when you jumped off the boat and swam to the 
shore. That’s what I remembered. It scared the living soul out of me…  
Santiago: You never liked the sea.  
Silvana: No, no.  
Santiago: But you never tried to overcome that fear… (To Marina.) What are you reading?  
Silvana: Leave her alone, she’s concentrated. (Santiago sinks his feet deeper in the sand.) 
Don’t do that, you’re kicking up sand.  
Santiago: It’s the wind that’s kicking up the sand.  
Silvana: Whatever. Don’t move it.  
Santiago: But it may be time to go back now.  
Silvana: I waited for you all with the towels. The further away he could set anchor, the 
more he liked it. (Pointing towards a distant spot in the sea.) He made you swim from there. 
Always acting crazy, your father.  
Santiago: The further away from the shore, the closer to the cliff.  
Silvana: Because that’s where the waves whirl. He would get mad at me because I didn’t 
want to go in the boat. Because I never liked the sea, or the salt. But I could not say that to 
him. He would get nervous, and would tell me that I was a person who didn’t like nature 
and that it was not normal, and that, therefore, I was unnatural.  
Santiago: He’d never use that word.  
Silvana: All right, whatever you say. He would get all worked up and say that I was afraid of 
everything and that that was no way to live. He thought I didn’t go into the sea because I 
didn’t know how to swim and that that scared me. And he was also right. I can’t swim.  
Santiago: You never got into the boat.  
Silvana: I did. Twice. I remember both times vividly. Because he made me do it.  
Santiago: Have you brought anything to eat?  
Silvana: I don’t know… Yes. Go see what I have in the cooler.  
Santiago: Okay, okay.  
Silvana: The orange one.  
Santiago: I can see it.  
Silvana: I put in two boxes of cookies.  
 
Santiago stands up and goes to the cooler, takes out a box of cookies and starts to eat, putting 
several cookies in his mouth at a time.  
 
Marina (Brushing the crumbs off her feet.): Could you be more careful when you eat? You 
are throwing crumbs all over the place.  
Santiago: Well, well, well.  
Marina: Santiago, leave me alone. We’re in peace now.  
 
Santiago returns to his chair. On his way back, he discovers Agustina, wrapped up in towels and 
wearing a walkman. He walks around her.  
 
Santiago: Picking up shells.  
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Silvana: So there she was. I had not seen her. She covers herself with all those towels.  
 
Santiago kicks her feet. Agustina stands up.  
 
Agustina: What’s going on? What do you want?  
Santiago: Turn down the volume.  
Agustina: It’s not on.  
Santiago: Are you cold?  
Agustina: The sand bothers me.  
Silvana: We didn’t see you. Santiago asked about you several times.  
Santiago: One.  
Agustina: I was right beside you, Mom.  
Santiago: Mom said you went to collect shells. What’s with all the towels? It’s not that 
cold.  
Agustina (To Silvana.): Where did you put the sweatshirt? (Nobody answers. Santiago looks 
out in the direction of the ongoing football match in the distance. Marina tries to concentrate on her 
reading. Silvana picks up the newspaper. Agustina walks up to the basket and starts to rummage 
about.) The sweatshirt, did you see it? The one with a Mickey Mouse on the front.  
Santiago: You’re still wearing that? Aren’t you embarrassed?  
Agustina (To Silvana.): Didn’t you see it? Because I saw that you grabbed it and put it in one 
of the baskets. (She starts to take out all its contents.)  
Silvana: Don’t mess things up, it takes a lot of work to put things back into their place.  
Right then, a ball hits Agustina in the head and bounces over all their stuff.  
Agustina: Aw! Fucking shit! Not again! Those fucking assholes!  
Silvana: I told you not to take everything out. Now there’s sand on everything. We’ll have 
to wipe down everything. (To Marina.) Blow into her eye so that it goes away.  
 
Agustina clutches the eye that filled with sand. Santiago grabs the ball. Silvana gets to her feet to 
pick up the scattered things.  
 
Agustina: You could’ve told me.  
Santiago: What?  
Agustina: That there was a ball coming my way.  
Santiago: I didn’t see it. (Tossing the ball.) Here you go, dude.  
Agustina: Now you’re best friends with those assholes? Aw! The eye!  
Santiago: Come on, they’re not doing it on purpose. They’re not thinking about you.  
Agustina: The eye!  
Santiago: You’re such a wuss.  
Agustina: It hurts, you idiot. The sand.  
Silvana: Now everything is a mess. We need to dust it better. (To Marina.) Blow into your 
sister’s eye.  
Marina: Come near so that I can blow.  
Agustina: No. That’s gonna bring in more. Oh, God. The sand.  
Silvana: Here’s your sweatshirt.  
 
Agustina puts it on and sits down. Santiago watches her.  
 
Santiago: Are you cold?  
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Agustina: The sand bothers me. With the wind. I could never stand the sand. Ever. And 
least of all, when it hits you.  
Silvana: When it’s still, sand is nice for someone to watch from a distance, but when the 
wind drags it, it’s terrible, because it hurts. Your father used to tell me that I didn’t like 
nature. But nature can be very rough. What with hurricanes… earthquakes…  
Agustina: There’s nothing worse than having sand in your eyes. When I was a kid, my skin 
was so delicate that sand would leave marks on my legs, like pimples, but hollow, all over 
my legs.  
Santiago (To Silvana.): You don’t really like these things either. You’re like her.  
Marina: It’s true.  
Agustina: Weren’t you reading? It’s windy. I shouldn’t have come.  
Silvana: In a little while the lighthouse will light up. That’s what he liked best. When the 
first light would appear. In the late afternoon.  
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Santiago: But it’s going to be a while. A long while. (In a pensive mood.) It’s getting cloudier 
and cloudier and in a while this beach will be completely deserted. I suggest we start putting 
things away.  
Silvana: I’m not leaving now. Your uncle told me we were meeting in the afternoon. It’s 
not even five now. Plus, the sun is glaring through the clouds. One can sit back and relax.  
Marina: Uncle Eduardo was always the first to arrive.  
Silvana: Yes, he was.  
Santiago: But it’s taking him long…  
Marina: They would always meet at the same beach and at the same time. All the family. 
They rented the same tents, every single year.  
Santiago: I don’t know why he told you here. He’s not coming.  
Marina: And we…  
Silvana: If you keep calling him with your mind just like you’re doing…  
Santiago: Oh, for God’s… Now it’s superstition time. What has my mind got to do with 
all this? Can you explain it to me?  
Silvana: I don’t know, but…  
 
They remain silent. Silvana stares out at the sea. Marina reads. Agustina listens to the walkman. 
Santiago grabs a handful of sand and lets it slip away...  
 
Santiago: What time did he say?  
Silvana: Early afternoon.  
Santiago: That can mean three, four, five. What time is it?  
Silvana: Four thirty.  
Santiago: I thought it was five. You said five before.  
Silvana: When did I say five?  
Santiago: A while ago.  
Silvana: I said it was early, not five.  
Santiago: That’s okay. It doesn’t matter.  
 
Santiago drags his feet across the sand. Agustina dusts herself off, the walkman is on and at full 
blast.  
 
Agustina: You’re kicking up sand like that, Santiago. It hurts me. It’s as if you did it on 
purpose.  
Santiago: You don’t need to be so loud. Not everyone is doing everything to you on 
purpose.  
Agustina: What?  
Silvana: The thing is, she has very sensitive skin. (Agustina stands up and heads towards the 
baskets.) Don’t’ mess everything up again, it took me a lot of work to get the sand off the 
things.  
Agustina: What?  
Silvana: I said, be careful not to get sand all over the things.  
Agustina: It’s not my fault if those jerks keep throwing the ball this way. (She goes back to 
her spot, lies down and cuddles up with the beach blankets.)  
Santiago: Either turn down the volume or lower your voice. (To Agustina.) What are you 
listening to? (To Silvana, who is trying to read the newspaper.) How do you do it? How can you 
manage?  
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Silvana: Manage what? What?  
Santiago: Read that. Like that.  
Silvana: Like what, Santiago?  
Santiago: That’s okay, Mom. Never mind....  
Marina: You two don’t start, please.  
Santiago: For Christ’s sake!  
Marina: I’ve been trying to read for more than half an hour...  
Santiago: Read, now, read. 
Silvana (Handing one section of the newspaper to Santiago.): Here, take...  
Santiago: What are you giving to me? What’s that?  
Silvana: The sports section.  
Santiago: What do you want me to do with the sports section now?  
Silvana: Read something.  
Agustina (Getting to her feet.): It’s as if you did it on purpose, really...  
Santiago: I’m not doing anything on purpose, it’s windy...  
Marina: I don’t know, Santiago. But you’ve been pestering ever since we got here.  
Santiago: Her majesty.  
Marina: Have you got a problem?  
Silvana: Easy now. We’ve come to spend a day all together as a family.  
Marina: You’re sticking up for him now?  
Silvana: Why would I, if he keeps yanking my chain. But we’re not playing his game. You 
shouldn’t play along. The trick is not to play along. He’s just bored.  
Santiago: You read now. Read that little book of yours. I’m not bored. It’s not a beach day.  
Silvana: Again with the beach day thing. Beach day, not beach day.  
 
A ball bounces against Agustina’s head who had managed to fall asleep. She gets up in a fury.  
 
Agustina: I can’t believe this! Not again! Fuck these motherfucking cocksuckers! (To 
Santiago.) Can’t you say something to them?  
Silvana: That’s all right. Watch your mouth.  
Agustina: When sand hits me, it hurts, what part of that you don’t get, Mom? It hurts me.  
Silvana: I’m only telling you to watch your mouth. You can say the same thing with 
different words.  
Santiago: Give me the ball, so that I can toss it back to them.  
Silvana: “For crying out loud!”, for instance.  
Agustina: What are you saying?  
Santiago (Stepping into Agustina’s space.): I told you to give me the ball so that I can give it 
back to them.  
Agustina: Move, retard, stop pretending you’re their friend.  
Silvana: That language!  
Agustina (To Silvana.): What did you say?  
Santiago: You give it to them.  
Agustina: I’m not giving these assholes shit. They have some kind of fixation on me.  
Silvana: All right, all right.  
Agustina: What is wrong?! Are you afraid someone will listen? There’s no one.  
Silvana: But it can be heard, it can be heard...  
Santiago: Give me the ball.  
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Silvana (To Agustina.): Go to the boys, give them back the ball, and tell them to be careful 
with you…Talk to them, don’t feel ashamed.  
Santiago: Gimme.  
Agustina: Get out!  
Silvana: Do you want me to talk to them?  
Agustina: No, Mom, don’t you even think about it. (To Santiago.) Let go!  
Santiago: Okay, you’re on your own then. When they come over, you will not have the 
courage to say a word.  
Agustina: How do you know?  
Santiago: You never have the courage to say anything.  
Agustina: I don’t? 
Santiago: Here they come. Give me the ball. (He tries to pry the ball from her hands.)  
Agustina: Let go. 
Santiago: You let go, because I’m going to shove you onto the sand and it will hurt. 
(Agustina’s attention gets diverted and Santiago takes the ball from her hands.) Ace! (To Agustina.) 
See, you can never keep your word? Your weakness amazes me. Like when they made a 
circle around you and made you dance. Among the tents. In front of everyone.  
Silvana: Don’t start with that story, please, whenever you bring it up, things end up badly. 
Santiago: We have to make the girl dance! Uncle Eduardo would say. And they sprang to 
their feet. It was as if they lit up.  
Agustina: It was only that one time.  
Santiago: It was more than once.  
Marina: Auntie Mirta would call out to form a circle. I would die of embarrassment.  
Agustina: What happened? You lost your page and suddenly feel like talking?  
Santiago: They put you up in a little table and surrounded you.  
Marina: Dad made you shake your hands. To the left and to the right, he would tell you. 
And you did everything just as he told you. You mimicked him perfectly.  
Agustina: Why don’t you go back to your reading? You are seeing this, aren’t you? Aren’t 
you?  
Silvana: Well, she got her rhythm from her father’s side. They really have rhythm. It’s in 
their blood.  
Agustina: Well, that’s it.  
Marina: Let it be said that Santiago and I tried to protect you. We told Mom to get you 
down, that when you grew up and remembered it, you were gonna feel like killing yourself.  
Agustina: Thank you for your appreciation.  
Santiago: You excelled at lambada.  
Agustina: Santiago, stop.  
Santiago: Dad made you learn it in Brazil and you did it for him every time he asked you 
to. He took you to lambada lessons on the beach because he said you had rhythm.  
Silvana: Well, she’s right. It didn’t happen many times.  
Santiago: Chorando se foi…  
Silvana: Quem um dia só me fez chorar.  
Agustina (To Silvana.): Are you going to play along?  
Santiago: Don’t you remember the moves?  
Silvana: She would die of embarrassment, poor thing. I told him to leave you alone, but he 
would say that I was raising you to feel ashamed, to be afraid and that I could not bring you 
up like that.  
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Marina: One day they made a conga line around you. They put her up in a table and made 
a conga line around her.  
Agustina: It all happened in the same day. The lambada, the circle, the conga line, it was all 
the same day.  
Marina: One always constructs the story in such a way so as to be the one most favored 
by it. It’s always like that. One chooses to remember in a “certain” way. It’s like a way of 
compensating.  
Santiago: Uncle Eduardo took a tambourine out of his bag. They’d brought a tambourine 
to the beach. He used it to set the beat.  
Marina: Come on, baby girl, yelled Aunt Mirta. I told them, don’t do that to her. They 
made you dance lambada and then you got an asthma attack after that.  
Santiago (To Silvana.): You were in the conga line.  
Silvana: I never took part of that kind of show.  
Santiago: Bullshit.  
Silvana: Swear you didn’t.  
Santiago: I don’t have to. You certainly were in that conga line. They had that tambourine 
ready.  
Marina: They shook her so much that she choked.  
Agustina: It was my way of venting my anxiety.  
Santiago: Did your therapist tell you that?  
Silvana: Stop it, Santiago. Don’t be vicious.  
Santiago: I’m telling you, they came from the neighboring tents. They were a good 
audience. Because they got excited. They cheered you the day of the conga line.  
Marina: They would dance to anything. When the guys who played batucada came by, they 
would do the same.  
Silvana: The batucada guys announced the carnaval.  
Marina: They ran out of their tents and danced after them. They liked the exhibitionism of 
it all.  
Santiago: Then they did the conga line on the shore.  
Silvana: Santiago, stop.  
Santiago: Don’t you remember the move?  
Agustina: You’re sadistic. (She cuddles up again among the beach blankets.)  
Silvana: He said a lot of things to me that day, that I filled your heads with fear, that I 
always kept you warm, that I made you susceptible, that I was a bad influence. He even told 
me that I choked her.  
Santiago: Because he said the world belonged to those who are bold and that he’d got 
where he did because he didn’t give a shit about anything.  
Silvana: That is such an ugly word!  
Santiago: That’s what he said. And he said that shame got you nowhere. (To Marina.) 
That’s what he told you, when you wouldn’t take off your shirt, not even to get into the 
water.  
Marina: Okay, are you trying to teach me a life lesson?  
Santiago: I don’t understand why you react like this. You always felt ashamed of the family. 
It would do you no harm to admit it.  
Marina: I was fifteen years old and I felt ashamed of being put in the middle of the tents to 
dance lambada as if they owned the beach. It was only normal that I felt ashamed. Normal. 
Don’t you think?  
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They remain silent. Agustina turns up the volume.  
 
Santiago: As if they owned everything...  
 
The sound of the waves can be heard in the distance.  
 
Silvana: There are people in the water. It’s not a day to be in the water.  
Santiago: When I say that, you argue with me.  
Silvana: Go get yourself a cookie. Go.  
Santiago (To Agustina.): What are you listening to?  
 
Silvana gestures at him to indicate that he’d better leave Agustina alone. Agustina does not answer. 
Santiago throws sand over her feet.  
 
Agustina: Stop it, you moron!  
Silvana: He wants to play with you.  
Agustina: What?  
Silvana: Lower your voice.  
Santiago: What are you listening to?  
Silvana: He’s playing with you...  
Agustina: What?  
Silvana: Turn down the volume of that thing or you are going to end up deaf.  
Santiago: What are you listening to? Lambada?  
Silvana: Santiago, stop it. Avoid confrontation. 
Santiago: Whitney Houston? Are you listening to Whitney Houston? Remember when you 
asked me to help you translate her songs?  
Silvana: Leave her alone, Santiago, don’t tease her. We went to see Whitney Houston. I 
took her to see her.  
Agustina: You wanted to go too.  
Silvana: Well, yes. It’s for my age. She sang like an angel.  
Santiago: Where do broken hearts go... I wrote it in a small notebook you had that you 
closed with a padlock. Every time she closed it, she would lock the padlock. What did you 
keep in there? Dreams?  
Agustina: You’re an idiot.  
Silvana: She doesn’t sing anymore, does she?  
Agustina: Mom, are you doing it on purpose?  
Santiago: What are you listening to?  
Silvana: What did I do?  
Agustina: Knock it off, Santiago, I can’t stand you anymore.  
Santiago: It’s getting cold now, the sun will disappear any time now. How long are we 
going to say?  
Silvana: You are so persistent! You can’t leave anybody alone. So insistent! Go stand by 
the water for a while, will you?  
Santiago: Okay…  
Silvana: You leave me alone now… I’d rather talk with the sea…  
 
The waves can be heard roaring in the distance.  
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Silvana: Sometimes I see it be so small, sometimes I see it be huge. The lighthouse.  
Santiago: Because when there’speople around, it looks more distant. Whereas now 
there’s not a single soul left on the beach. It’s not at beach day today, is it?  
Silvana: At times I feel as if it were today. It’s been so long since I last came to the beach.  
Santiago: The wind is lifting more and more sand.  
Silvana: I’m telling you, it slipped right past me, right past me. The beach remained a fuzzy 
memory. With so much going on. Yes. Here, it seems as if nothing has changed.  
Santiago: There’s not much to change…  
Silvana: The city center has changed. There are new shops, new clothes shops. The craft 
stands at the market have changed. But here nothing has changed.  
Santiago: They’ve painted the lighthouse.  
Silvana: True.  
Santiago: It’s loud.  
Silvana: So that it stands out.  
Santiago: Green doesn’t quite go with all this.  
Silvana: I don’t know…  
 
Agustina suddenly stands up.  
 
Agustina: Mom? You really didn’t see me? 
 
End of Excerpt 
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2/	  Selected	  Poems	  by	  Laurynas	  Katkus	  (Lithuania)	  
	  

a. “Dawn:	  weary-‐eyed”	  
b. “Cigarette	  and	  pear,	  window	  and	  melting	  snow”	  
c. “I	  sat	  down	  near	  the	  flooded	  Neris	  

 
 
a. 
 
Dawn: weary-eyed 
repaving the street, planting 
chestnut trees and poplars, and on the wall  
dropping a couple of shadows.  
 
Dizzy from oxygen, a motley flock of birds 
twitters in the tops of the trees; 
with a sack on his shoulders, a stick-figure wearing a hat 
threads down the path, knocks at the window 
 
and delivers the goods stolen that night. Turning around,  
he freezes and looks up over the roof 
to a spot in the sky. If you yelled, he wouldn’t hear: 
He’s still picking a stubborn lock.  
 
You King of thieves, it was more difficult for me: 
to outwit the sleepless watchmen,  
to sneak through the chilly corridors 
and to slip open the veil so that even she wouldn’t notice.  
 
The birds’ notes soar,  
and from the edge of the balcony the wind 
lifts up a colored piece of paper,  
and my cells overflow with a blissful darkness.  
 
Barking three times, her dog has woken up: 
he pulls the rucksack and bag off the stool, baring his teeth. 
and suddenly ashamed, presses his muzzle into his paws.  
“Never know what he’s up to. Street education, that’s why.” 
 
Her smile visible through the open door.  
Plum pits on the  floorboards 
and curtains wafting. “I’ll go,  
because my mom’ll get angry. I only went out to exercise the dog.” 
 
A worn-out Volga maneuvers between the trees.  
Out of sight, she goes down the steps. You take  
a couple of short breaths, and she appears below,  
throwing a powdery clump of consonants at the cab driver  
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who reminds you of someone you can’t quite recall.  
Swallowing your treasure, the engine joyfully 
sputters; and as if in a goodbye gesture,  
the black muzzle of the dog flashes from the rear window. 
 
O’ lacerated morning! O’ riven sky! 
The caroling of birds choked by the sun.  
Peace in the atmosphere, the eyes, the muscles and joints!  
On the pavement a crumpled sheet of paper. 
 
 
b. 
 
 Cigarette and pear, window and melting snow: 
 choosing all of these at once, you see – a young woman strolling down the street. 
 A wisp of smoke rises into heaven, sweetness courses the palate,  
 in some winter of your life you touch her figure, her stride.  
 
 The magnetic face, heat under the short fur coat,  
 the game of the legs while the décolleté of the blouse winks! 
 Hills of sand in the windy wasteland! Swinging caravans of camels! 
 On the line of the horizon,  a white mirage flutters.  
 
So sad. So lonely. I want so much 
to toss about. Country, kin to a guitar,  
give me shelter 
till dawn, till the first tempest in the oasis!   
 
A heavy tongue jumbles out words: they tingle, tingle,  
jolt. Under the fig tree –  the poplar –  she slowly looks  
around and draws nearer,  
parting the invisible curtain.  
 
Asphalt sparkling wet. Starched sheets hanging out to dry.  
A block of Lent empty as a mailbox.  
Ashtray full, low-lying, misty sky, and a dollop  
of pear-pulp on the chin –  tremulous, mollifying earth.  
 
 
c. 
 
I sat down near the flooded Neris,   
smelling the grass and the bread in the basket,  
I thought a long time  
about an egg lying in a dry nest,  
about her body, the bodiness of her body.   
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A green drake touched the surface 
of the stream with its wing,  
and in the thickness of the reeds,  
an overwintering desire awakened. My hands  
gripped the dark fugitive, Earth.  
 
Over the slow bend of the river – jugs of clouds,  
larches and pines tipsy with their brew;  
the beauty of your hips barely moves  
and nature divides itself into two,  
in order soon to recombine.      
  
Stop. Wait. Let the picture remain 
the same, the climate stay as is.  
What a day; Spring; the island –  
but the blood’s war drum rolls 
and a ruddy sash glazes the eyes.  
 
The bread crumbled; the clay bank tumbled down; 
the water rose up to my heels;  
but I sat there, the mist of a dream,  
still thinking of your body,  
me – victim, sovereign, and seismograph.  
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3/	  Excerpt	  fr.	  Love	  Is	  A	  Word	  (screenplay)	  by	  Mamle	  Kabu	  (Ghana)	  
	  
“Interior	  James’	  Home”	  pp.	  22-‐31	  
	  
James	  
Adam	  
Jenny	  
Shirley	  
Reader	  (stage	  directions)	  
	  
***	  
	  
INT.	  JAMES’	  house	  -‐	  Evening	  	  
	  
Book	  club	  session	  is	  over.	  	  Members	  stay	  on	  for	  drinks	  and	  chat.	  	  
	  
JAMES	  
OK	  everyone,	  great	  session,	  well	  done.	  	  I	  know	  it’s	  a	  bit	  late	  but	  feel	  free	  to	  stay	  for	  
drinks	  as	  usual,	  grab	  what	  you	  want	  from	  the	  kitchen	  and	  make	  yourselves	  at	  home.	  	  
And	  also...	  don’t	  forget	  the	  play	  next	  Friday.	  	  7.30	  at	  The	  New	  Classic.	  	  Come	  along	  
and	  give	  me	  and	  Mike	  some	  support.	  	  Bring	  partners,	  neighbours,	  friends,	  enemies...	  	  	  
	  
JENNY	  turns	  to	  ADAM.	  	  But	  he	  is	  distracted,	  watching	  SHIRLEY.	  
	  
JENNY	  
Will	  you	  be	  staying	  on	  for	  a	  drink	  then?	  
	  
ADAM	  
Um,	  was	  just	  trying	  to	  make	  up	  my	  mind.	  
	  
Jenny	  
Oh	  go	  on,	  we	  can	  get	  better	  acquainted	  then.	  	  What	  can	  I	  get	  you?	  
	  
Adam	  
Er,	  you	  go	  on	  ahead,	  I’ll	  come	  and	  find	  you.	  	  I	  just	  want	  to	  check	  something	  with	  
James	  -‐	  about	  the	  play	  you	  know.	  	  	  
	  
He	  makes	  a	  beeline	  for	  SHIRLEY	  as	  soon	  as	  JENNY	  goes	  to	  the	  kitchen.	  
	  
Adam	  
Shirley?	  	  Sorry	  but	  I	  never	  really	  introduced	  myself	  properly.	  	  I’m	  Adam	  Peters.	  
	  
Shirley	  
Hi!	  	  
	  
They	  shake	  hands.	  
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Shirley	  
Nice	  to	  meet	  you	  properly	  Adam.	  	  	  
	  
Adam	  
Same	  here.	  	  Will	  you	  be	  staying	  on	  for	  a	  bit?	  	  	  
	  
Shirley	  
Well,	  wasn’t	  really	  planning	  to	  linger	  tonight	  actually...	  
	  
Adam	  
I	  don’t	  want	  to	  keep	  you	  long	  or	  anything,	  I’d	  just	  like	  to	  hear	  a	  little	  more	  about	  
what	  you	  thought	  of	  the	  book.	  	  Couldn’t	  help	  noticing	  you	  seemed	  to	  be	  the	  only	  
other	  person	  who	  felt	  the	  way	  I	  did	  about	  it.	  	  I	  er...	  I	  admired	  your	  boldness	  actually.	  
	  
Shirley	  
Oh,	  thanks!	  
	  
She	  is	  slightly	  unsure	  whether	  to	  take	  this	  as	  a	  compliment.	  
	  
Adam	  
Can	  I	  er,	  get	  you	  a	  drink?	  
	  
Shirley	  
OK.	  I	  mean,	  yes,	  thanks.	  	  Just	  a	  few	  minutes	  though.	  	  	  
	  
They	  get	  drinks	  and	  settle	  down	  on	  some	  floor	  cushions	  to	  talk.	  
	  
Adam	  
It’s	  just	  that	  when	  you’ve	  invested	  the	  time	  reading	  a	  decent-‐sized	  book	  and	  
especially	  when	  you’ve	  enjoyed	  it,	  you	  want	  to	  get	  the	  most	  out	  of	  the	  whole	  
experience.	  	  And	  it’s	  great	  to	  discuss	  it	  with	  like-‐minded	  people.	  
	  
Shirley	  
Like-‐minded	  are	  we?	  Well,	  at	  least	  on	  ‘Girl	  with	  a	  Pearl	  Earring’.	  	  Which	  is	  a	  relief	  
since	  most	  of	  the	  others	  seem	  to	  have	  read	  it	  with	  their	  brains	  switched	  off.	  	  And	  
sometimes	  the	  most	  switched	  off	  want	  to	  do	  the	  most	  talking.	  	  	  
	  
Adam	  
Yes,	  I	  know	  what	  you	  mean.	  	  	  
	  
Conspiratorial	  giggle.	  Chemistry	  grows.	  
	  
Shirley	  
Anyway,	  thanks	  for	  backing	  me	  up.	  
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Adam	  
Not	  at	  all,	  it	  was	  the	  other	  way	  round.	  	  I	  mean,	  I’d	  never	  have	  had	  the	  guts	  to	  say	  all	  
that	  if	  you	  hadn’t.	  	  It...	  it	  gave	  me	  the	  courage	  to	  say	  what	  I	  really	  thought.	  	  And	  more	  
than	  that	  even.	  	  You	  made	  me	  realize	  just	  how	  strongly	  I	  felt	  about	  it	  –	  that	  it...	  it	  
really	  meant	  something	  to	  me.	  	  Thanks...	  for	  that.	  
	  
SHIRLEY	  is	  moved	  and	  taken	  aback.	  	  There	  is	  a	  brief	  but	  intense	  silence	  of	  having	  
stumbled	  into	  an	  unexpected	  level	  of	  intimacy	  and	  not	  being	  sure	  where	  to	  go	  from	  
there.	  	  	  
	  
Shirley	  
You’re	  welcome.	  
(A	  beat)	  
So	  what	  made	  you	  join	  our	  book	  club	  Adam?	  	  You	  sound	  like	  a	  busy	  man.	  	  	  
	  
Adam	  
Yes,	  but	  I	  needed	  something	  like	  this.	  	  Been	  going	  through	  a	  bit	  of	  an	  unsettled	  patch	  
lately.	  	  Needed	  something	  to	  give	  me...	  a	  new	  focus.	  	  I’m	  too	  old	  for	  nightclubbing	  so	  
book-‐clubbing	  sounded	  like	  a	  good	  idea	  instead.	  	  And...	  what	  about	  you?	  
	  
Shirley	  
Oh	  well,	  I’m	  kind	  of	  a	  co-‐founder	  actually.	  	  James	  and	  I	  were	  in	  university	  together.	  	  
Eons	  ago,	  obviously.	  	  He’s	  been	  trying	  to	  break	  into	  the	  acting	  scene	  ever	  since.	  	  I	  
went	  into	  more	  mundane	  stuff	  to	  make	  a	  living	  but	  I’ve	  always	  enjoyed	  getting	  back	  
to	  that	  sort	  of	  thing.	  	  Kind	  of	  a	  hobby	  I	  suppose.	  	  Didn’t	  have	  time	  for	  it	  for	  years	  but	  
now	  my	  kids	  are	  old	  enough	  to	  have	  their	  own	  social	  life	  I’m	  doing	  my	  own	  thing	  
again!	  
	  
Adam	  
Good	  for	  you!	  	  So	  what’s	  this	  play	  he	  mentioned?	  
	  
Shirley	  
Oh,	  amateur	  drama	  sort	  of	  thing.	  	  Should	  be	  quite	  fun	  I	  expect.	  	  	  
	  
Adam	  
Are	  you	  going	  to	  go?	  
	  
Shirley	  
Yes	  I	  think	  so,	  if	  only	  to	  give	  him	  some	  moral	  support.	  	  I’ve	  been	  in	  one	  or	  two	  of	  
them	  myself	  before	  actually.	  	  	  
	  
Adam	  
Wow!	  	  Well,	  can’t	  say	  I’ve	  ever	  been	  to	  anything	  like	  that	  before	  but	  maybe	  it’s	  time	  
to	  start!	  
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Shirley	  
Great.	  	  Well	  then	  I’ll	  see	  you	  there.	  	  Sorry	  but	  I	  really	  have	  to	  get	  going	  now.	  	  
Promised	  to	  get	  a	  curry	  on	  the	  way	  home	  cos	  I	  didn’t	  have	  time	  to	  make	  dinner.	  	  It’s	  
become	  a	  bit	  of	  a	  tradition	  now	  on	  book	  club	  nights.	  	  Don’t	  want	  to	  let	  the	  kids	  
down.	  	  See	  you	  on	  Friday	  then.	  	  And	  er,	  it	  was	  nice	  talking.	  	  	  
	  
Adam	  
Yes,	  although	  we	  didn’t	  quite	  make	  it	  back	  to	  ‘Girl	  with	  a	  Pearl	  Earring’	  but	  we’ll	  
have	  another	  chance	  now	  won’t	  we?	  
	  
Shirley	  
Absolutely.	  	  Take	  care	  then.	  	  	  
	  
He	  watches	  her	  as	  she	  walks	  off.	  
	  
Adam	  
Bye...	  	  	  
(a	  beat)	  	  	  
...	  Shirley.	  	  	  
	  
Jenny	  
There	  you	  are!	  	  So	  are	  you	  coming	  then?	  
	  
Adam	  
Excuse	  me?	  
	  
Jenny	  
To	  the	  play,	  Friday	  night?	  
	  
Adam	  
Oh,	  that!	  	  Yes	  actually,	  I	  am.	  	  	  
	  
Jenny	  
Great,	  I’ll	  save	  you	  a	  seat	  then	  shall	  I?	  	  Maybe	  we	  could	  go	  out	  on	  the	  town	  
afterwards,	  make	  a	  night	  of	  it,	  you	  know.	  	  	  
	  
Adam	  
Well,	  that	  depends	  on	  how	  long	  the	  play	  is	  and	  what	  everyone	  else	  wants	  to	  do,	  I	  
suppose.	  	  	  
	  
Jenny	  
Oh,	  OK.	  
	  
Adam	  	  
Sorry	  but	  I’ve	  got	  to	  go	  now.	  	  	  
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Jenny	  
OK.	  	  Till	  Friday	  then.	  
	  
Adam	  
Yeah,	  bye.	  	  	  
	  
	  
End	  of	  Excerpt.	  
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4/	  Selected	  Poems	  by	  Yeow	  Kai	  Chai	  (Singapore)	  
	  

a. August	  Moon	  
b. Hunky	  Nuts	  Lupus	  
c. Red	  and	  Blue	  

	  
a.	  	  	  	  	  	  	  August	  Moon	  
	  

As	  if	  nothing’s	  unwound,	  the	  memory’s	  a	  one-‐eyed	  trickster	  and	  all	  I	  remember	  is	  
a	  vein	  slit,	  red	  flow,	  staining	  the	  white	  cotton	  sleeve;	  the	  fish	  head	  cast	  aside,	  eye	  
popped.	  Her	  face	  amplified	  in	  fish	  lens,	  framed	  in	  a	  half-‐a-‐sec	  freeze.	  Before	  every	  
thing	  is	  at	  risk.	  An	  accidental	  tourist	  chancing	  upon	  a	  perfect	  photo	  op,	  or	  a	  
cliché	  set	  up	  for	  effect.	  “No	  matter	  if	  your	  heart	  is	  true.”	  No	  sound	  even	  though	  
the	  labia	  part,	  chopper	  dropped	  to	  the	  floor,	  an	  inch	  short	  of	  naked	  foot.	  Wash	  it,	  
disinfected,	  then	  slip	  away,	  footprints	  invisible	  except	  to	  the	  forensic	  eye;	  or	  spill	  
some	  ink	  for	  a	  feel-‐good	  lyric	  for	  national	  intimacy.	  Likewise,	  the	  voyeur	  stepping	  
out	  of	  the	  mirror,	  looking	  back	  at	  the	  inverse:	  a	  blade	  chipped,	  whose	  flipper	  
tongue	  parched,	  sea	  spreading	  under	  the	  soles;	  a	  primordial	  sea	  that	  links	  this	  
pronoun	  to	  you	  inside	  me.	  Pretend	  I’m	  not	  here.	  Suckling	  the	  finger,	  the	  mouth	  
draws	  a	  salty	  river;	  or	  in	  a	  different	  book,	  the	  suction	  siphons	  the	  pus	  from	  the	  
bad	  cut,	  the	  way	  one	  would	  to	  keep	  mum.	  Every	  thing	  is	  reflection,	  associative	  
and	  inescapable.	  Electrified	  with	  loss,	  a	  vertical	  breath	  flashes	  as	  long	  as	  the	  
umbilical	  is	  plugged	  and	  we	  don’t	  hug.	  The	  cursor	  is	  one	  of	  his	  names.	  Life	  is	  
another.	  And	  in	  the	  half-‐lit,	  flooded	  kitchen,	  you	  flush	  the	  noise	  down	  the	  sink	  
with	  clear	  tap	  water;	  then	  resume	  cleaving	  –	  chicken	  heart,	  wings,	  skinned	  
breast,	  guts	  laid	  out	  on	  wooden	  block,	  words	  as	  cinema	  verite	  propped	  for	  
hardcore	  romance.	  The	  rest	  to	  digest	  and	  pass	  out	  in	  the	  loo,	  away	  from	  the	  
discrete	  stage.	  Two	  days’	  worth	  of	  clothes	  wrung,	  pegged	  on	  bamboo	  hung	  
parallel	  as	  mnemonic	  on	  screen.	  Slack	  complaint,	  or	  wet	  nothing:	  Cut	  to	  his	  
cheap	  tee-‐shirt’s	  blue	  running,	  dripping	  onto	  tiles	  scrubbed	  clean	  of	  oil	  from	  last	  
night’s	  feast	  whipped	  up	  for	  ancestors	  without	  faces	  across	  the	  sea,	  inked	  on	  an	  
idyllic	  isle	  exactly	  like	  this	  one.	  So	  no	  ghost	  or	  human,	  invoked	  or	  rinsed,	  would	  
slip,	  blood-‐thirsty,	  soon	  surfeit	  on	  confession	  (innards,	  body	  parts	  and	  surrogate	  
lexicon);	  before	  time	  and	  tide	  take	  over	  –	  moon,	  white	  from	  afar	  and	  round	  as	  
forbidden	  metonymy,	  the	  light-‐stealer	  until	  the	  morning	  hunger	  prick.	  

	  
	  
b.	  	  	  	  	  	  Hunky	  Nuts	  Lupus	  
	  

Could	  the	  Singaporean	  applicant	  not	  have	  protested	  
and	  thrust	  a	  poem	  of	  simple	  scenery	  instead?	  
	  
Spot	  the	  ancient	  croc	  submerged	  in	  green,	  
bifocal	  periscope	  scanning	  for	  terrorist	  movement.	  
	  
Lensed,	  the	  Japanese	  schoolgirl	  gasps,	  
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an	  albino	  python	  wraparound	  for	  evidence.	  
	  
In	  the	  beginning,	  Man	  created	  Heaven,	  
snow	  globes	  and	  letter	  openers	  for	  the	  tourist.	  
	  
Our	  sky	  is	  devoid	  of	  emotional	  detritus.	  
On	  Ground	  Zero,	  visitors	  fluff	  for	  a	  jerk-‐off	  scene.	  
	  
Here's	  a	  banana	  peel	  flung	  from	  the	  ring.	  
Whatta	  manna?	  You	  expect	  a	  durian	  anthem.	  
	  
Kindly	  turn	  off	  your	  irresponsible	  mobile	  and	  
don't	  feed	  me	  despite	  my	  Golden	  Tamarin	  plea.	  
	  
I	  am	  a	  meerkat	  standing	  erect	  on	  a	  tree	  stump.	  
A	  polite	  label	  explains	  who	  I	  am	  and	  who	  eats	  me.	  
	  
The	  handsome	  Fuhrer	  raises	  his	  head	  high.	  
But	  all	  the	  African	  Nazi	  has	  as	  audience	  is	  me.	  
	  
His	  body	  language	  –	  torso	  taut	  totem	  and	  paws	  
arched	  like	  potato	  chips	  –	  spells	  gladiatorial	  salutation.	  	  
	  
Today	  the	  lexical	  march-‐past	  comprises	  comrades	  
armed	  with	  corporate	  brollies	  and	  patriotic	  digicams.	  
	  
Did	  you	  miss	  me	  on	  August	  the	  9th?	  Flash.	  Auto-‐	  
roaming	  peacock	  folds	  its	  tale	  and	  scuttles	  away.	  
	  
This	  national	  lubrication	  is	  a	  zoological	  conceit.	  
Stop	  puffing	  and	  zoom	  in	  upon	  Bloomingdales.	  
	  
A	  wolf	  howls	  a	  parliamentary	  monologue.	  
A	  bear,	  out	  of	  range,	  rubs	  against	  gentle	  rock.	  

	  
	  
c.	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  Red	  and	  Blue	  

The	  accessory,	  zipped	  up,	  
awaits	  the	  blink-‐off.	  

Redacted,	  this	  could	  
just	  end	  up	  one	  jet-‐lagged	  lyre.	  

Keep	  soul,	  big	  stuff	  in	  the	  overhead	  
administration,	  says	  trolley	  dolly.	  
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Here	  is	  what	  is:	  a	  suspicious	  package	  
with	  attendant	  implications.	  

It’s	  none	  of	  my	  personal	  vertex,	  
but	  we’re	  psyched	  for	  another	  

sexy	  spin,	  another	  hook	  
to	  hang	  civilisation	  on,	  like	  Equator.	  

Beyond	  allotted	  legroom,	  
degree	  of	  reclination	  and	  those	  

damp	  hot	  towels,	  we	  rise	  
and	  fall,	  aside	  from	  such	  plenitude,	  

terminal	  or	  tarnation.	  
Gazing	  out	  this	  sentimental	  window	  

into	  pitch	  dark,	  yanking	  soul	  
out	  of	  you	  .	  .	  .	  	  to	  winnow	  these	  aisles	  

or	  suffuse	  every	  spore	  .	  .	  .	  
that’s	  what	  it	  should	  do,	  shouldn’t	  it?	  

If	  he	  can’t	  quite	  define	  it,	  
what	  hope	  the	  rest	  of	  us?	  

It	  isn’t	  the	  blue	  dress,	  
which	  doesn’t	  lie.	  It’s	  in	  the	  bag.	  

It	  is.	  Don’t	  get	  me	  wrong	  –	  
I	  like	  righteous	  peanuts	  and	  hot	  towels	  

that	  come	  all	  over	  my	  face,	  
the	  subject	  already	  taxiing	  

to	  a	  softly	  tick	  and	  what’s	  that	  slipping	  
from	  its	  side?	  A	  whiff?	  It’s	  time.	  

Hold	  that	  nip	  while	  the	  gentlest,	  
quietest	  one	  casually	  pulls	  a	  tiny	  red	  pin.	  

	  
 
 
 



	   26	  

 
Intermission	  
	  
-‐-‐-‐	  
 
5/	  Performance	  by	  Omar	  Pérez	  (Cuba)	  
	  
TO	  BE	  DETERMINED	  
	  
-‐-‐-‐	  
	  
6/	  Excerpt	  fr.	  End	  of	  Skill	  (screenplay)	  by	  Mamle	  Kabu	  (Ghana)	  
	  
Sc.	  35	  –	  Elmina	  Castle	  pp.	  60-‐67	  
	  
Tour	  Guide	  
Tour	  Group	  
Jimmy	  
Vanessa	  
Reader	  (Stage	  Directions)	  
 
ELMINA CASTLE – DAY 
 
Short MONTAGE of Jimmy and Vanessa taking the tour of 
Elmina Castle with a TOUR GUIDE and TOUR GROUP. 
Vanessa becomes increasingly morose, so unlike her usual 
talkative self. Jimmy also becomes increasingly gloomy, 
feeding off her mood. For him much of the information is 
new and he is starting to understand Vanessa better. 
They get to the male dungeon and then the female one. 
 
TOUR GUIDE 
This is the female dungeon. 
The surface of the floor that you 
see, is composed of the packed 
debris of the dirt and faeces 
from the women that were held in 
here. 
 
He indicates a tiny gutter in the floor, parallel to the 
wall. 
 
TOUR GUIDE 
This was the only place the women 
had to urinate. And here, they 
also squatted to release their 
menstrual blood. 
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Vanessa covers her hand with her mouth and then pinches 
her eyes between thumb and forefinger to push back tears. 
Jimmy watches her with concern. He puts his arm around 
her and as they follow the group outside, she muffles her 
head in his shirt, taking a deep breath to master herself.  
Then, the guide leads them through the Door Of No Return. 
 
TOUR GUIDE 
This is the Door Of No Return, 
through which the slaves passed, 
shackled and chained, when they 
were ready to be loaded onto the 
ships. The male slaves would 
come this way from their dungeon 
and the female slaves would join 
them, coming from their own 
dungeon. Observe how narrow the 
doorway is. This was to ensure 
that only one person could pass 
through at a time, reducing the 
risk of any attempt at escape. 
 
The group is subdued as they file through the door. The 
guide leads them out onto a beach. 
 
TOUR GUIDE 
(with a touch of drama) 
This was the slaves' last 
goodbye. Here, they were loaded 
into canoes, to be rowed across 
to the big ships that were 
waiting to carry them to the West 
Indies and America. 
 
Group members are sober-faced. 
 
TOUR GUIDE 
The captives had no idea what lay 
in store for them. Some believed 
they would be eaten and their 
skin would be used to make shoes. 
They believed this because they 
saw that the white men wore black 
shoes. Whatever the case, one 
thing they all knew was that none 
of the ones who had been taken 
away had ever been seen again. 
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Despite their chains and 
shackles, many put up a fight 
right here on this beach and many 
were killed in the process. Their 
desperation was terrible. Some 
ate sand, trying to cling to the 
last grains of their motherland. 
 
As the guide speaks, people in the group murmur and shake 
their heads in horror and sympathy. A wheezing sob 
suddenly forces itself out of Vanessa and she runs from 
the rest of the group, towards the water, embarrassed and 
overcome. Jimmy rushes after her and gathers her in his 
arms. As her sobs shake his body, his own eyes fill with 
tears. After a while, she is able to whisper – 
 
VANESSA 
Oh Jimmy, it's so painful. How 
could they? 
 
Jimmy swallows hard, fighting his own tears. 
 
JIMMY 
I know. It's painful for me too. 
My father told me they exchanged 
slaves for cloth and guns and 
schnapps but I didn't know it was 
like this. 
 
VANESSA 
You mean, they never taught you 
about it in school? 
 
JIMMY 
(amused) 
My school in Adanwomase? 
 
VANESSA 
Well, all African children should 
learn about it. 
 
JIMMMY 
Yes, about the wickedness of the 
white people! 
 
VANESSA 
But they couldn't have done it 
without the Africans, could 
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they? That's how trade is, a 
two-way thing. You guys sold out 
on us! 
 
Jimmy is taken aback. He looks helpless. 
 
VANESSA 
That’s why we have to stick 
together, we Africans. Don't you 
see? 
 
Jimmy nods soberly although we can tell he still finds it 
hard to accept her as an African and to see the big 
picture. He wraps his arms more tightly around her. She 
closes her eyes and puts her head on his shoulder. As he 
listens to the rhythm of the waves, he realizes that she 
is talking softly into his ear – 
 
VANESSA 
My grammy told me that her grammy 
was born a slave. 
 
JIMMY 
Grammi? 
 
Jimmy does not know what she is talking about but does 
not want to seem insensitive. 
 
VANESSA 
My grandmother. That’s what I 
called her. We were so close, I 
still can’t believe she’s gone. 
 
JIMMY 
I’m sorry. 
 
She nods into his shoulder and hugs him a little tighter. 
 
VANESSA 
She just understood me better 
than anyone. A lot better than 
my Mom, that’s for sure! I used 
to love listening to all her 
stories when no-one else had time 
for her – or me. 
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JIMMY 
(nodding) 
Yes. Sometimes you can’t believe 
that others are not interested in 
what the old ones have to say. 
No-one else knows those things. 
 
VANESSA 
Exactly. She was the one who 
knew about the African woman. 
 
Jimmy relaxes his hold and faces her. The wind rushes in 
between them, catching her curly hair and whips it into 
her face. Jimmy has to speak louder now, to be heard 
above the wind – 
 
JIMMY 
Which African woman? 
Vanessa tries to push her hair out of her face but the 
wind blows the strands out from between her fingers. 
 
VANESSA 
Her own grammy told her that when 
she was a child, the old people 
still talked about the first 
slave in the family – a woman who 
came from Africa. 
 
JIMMY 
Wow, did they know her name, or 
where she came from? 
 
VANESSA 
No. The slave masters stamped 
all that out, they didn’t even 
allow them to think about home, 
let alone talk about it. 
 
JIMMY 
Oh no! 
 
He is genuinely horrified. He has never thought about 
this before, how it was when they got there. 
 
So what did they call them? 
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VANESSA 
Oh, names like Tom and Peter and, 
you know – 
 
She gropes mentally, impatient with herself and, with 
sudden inspiration, almost shouts out above the wind – 
 
-- And Jimmy! 
 
JIMMY 
Oh! 
 
He is silent, thinking for the first time what it would 
be like if he had to leave Kweku behind forever, be Jimmy 
forever. His thoughts are interrupted by the guide, 
beckoning them over as the group files back through the 
Door of No Return. Jimmy signals that they will be 
following and then looks back at Vanessa, struggling to 
collect his thoughts, seeing her for the first time as 
someone who has lost something. 
 
VANESSA 
My grammy sometimes said I was 
the African come back, that I 
would be the one to take her 
back. 
 
JIMMY 
And you have. 
 
VANESSA 
Yes, I’ve wanted to come to 
Africa forever. I just wish I 
could have done it while Grammy 
was still alive. It was almost 
like our joint project, you see, 
my coming here one day. Mom 
wasn’t interested at all, wanted 
us to stop all that talk. 
Couldn’t stand it when Grammy 
talked about us having slaves in 
the family and about the African. 
“We’re Americans just like the 
white folks,” she’d say, “You 
hold on to all that slavery stuff 
and they’ll just keep treating 
you that way.”  
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But we just did it behind her back.  
Grammy would have loved to come with me 
But she was too old. And I was too 
young; I was still in school and 
by the time I got this study 
exchange, it was too late, she was gone. 
 
Jimmy is surprised at how deeply he feels for her loss. 
 
JIMMY 
But she can still see you, 
Vanessa, she can see you right 
here, right now. We can’t see our 
ancestors but they see us, they 
are with us, that is why we pour 
libation to them. I’m sure she’s 
watching you right now, cheering, 
“She made it!” 
 
Vanessa smiles. 
 
And you know who else? You know 
who else is cheering and singing 
and dancing because she’s home at last? 
 
VANESSA 
The African. 
 
Jimmy nods. Vanessa’s smile broadens and she squeezes his 
hand. 
 
VANESSA 
I used to imagine what she looked 
like, what she wore. I used to 
buy all this African stuff in the 
craft shops, - I even tried to 
make up an African name for 
myself! 
 
JIMMY 
What was it? I promise not to laugh. 
 
VANESSA (a bit embarrassed) 
Oh, I can’t even remember! It 
didn’t sound anything like the 
girls’ names here though! 
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JIMMY 
Well, then let’s give you one 
right now! What day were you 
born? 
 
VANESSA 
16th September. 
 
JIMMY 
No, I mean the day of the week. 
 
VANESSA 
Oh! That! No idea. 
 
JIMMY 
What? You don't know? That's 
amazing. Here, everybody knows 
that. They may not know their 
birthday, but they know which day 
of the week they were born! 
 
Vanessa looks crestfallen. Jimmy notices and reassures 
her quickly – 
 
But it's no problem, don't worry, 
no problem at all! 
 
VANESSA 
No? 
 
JIMMY 
Because what we're going to do is 
name you for today, Sunday, the 
day the African came home. 
 
VANESSA 
Yay! Go on then. 
 
JIMMY 
Akosua! 
 
VANESSA 
Akosua! 
 
Her inflection is slightly different – 
 
Yes, I’ve heard it before. 
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JIMMY 
Well, for us, Akosua is a girl 
born on a Sunday. And today you 
are re-born as an African. The 
African, come home. Welcome, 
Akosua! 
 
VANESSA 
Akosua! 
 
She is trying on the name, loving it – 
 
Akosua! 
 
She hugs him once again. 
 
JIMMY 
Akosua -- 
(tenderly) 
My African Queen. 
 
End of Excerpt. 
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7/	  Down	  Sol	  Plaatje	  Drive	  by	  Sabata-‐mpho	  Mokae	  (South	  Africa)	  
	  
Jakobus	  “Jake”	  Voetstoots	  (male)	  
Chorus	  1	  -‐	  Male	  
Chorus	  2	  -‐	  Female	  
Chorus	  3	  –	  Male	  
Chorus	  4	  -‐	  Female	  
 
*** 

Down Sol Plaatje Drive 

[JAKE] Hi. My name is Jake. Actually my full name is Jakobus Voetstoots. It is a 
Saturday afternoon. I am not exactly sure what the time is, because I cannot open my 
eyes to have a look at the sun or my wristwatch. There is soil and, I think some stones, if 
not rocks, on top of me.  

Today was my funeral, you see. I was buried like any normal person. By “normal person” 
I mean that I was buried by a minister who read from the Holy Bible and with people 
singing hymns.  

I heard everything. I can even tell you that the priest read from the Book of John, chapter 
14. She read the first verse.  

[Chorus 2] “Do not let your hearts be troubled. Trust in God; trust also in me. In my 
Father’s house there are many rooms; if it were not so, I would have told you,” 

[JAKE] … I heard her say.  

I don’t remember precisely what else she said. But she said many things that made many 
people cry. Among the people who cried was my father. I didn’t hear my mother cry. I 
think Mama felt relieved that I died the way I did.  

You see, the thing is that my mother was always the person who was most embarrassed 
about my behaviour, yet she stood by me all the time. Sometimes I could see that she had 
been crying after some parent had come to our house to complain about me. But Mama 
was always making things right. She always prayed for me like she used to pray when my 
father was at his philandering best.  

One day Mama even came to visit me at Bougroep. I mean, think about it, prison is a 
horrible place. My father didn’t come. My sisters didn’t come. But Mama came. That day 
I looked her straight in the eye and asked her why she cared that much.  

[Chorus 4] “Seun (my son), I am the only one you have in this world,” she said.  
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I never understood what Mama meant by that until the other day when I came across a 
letter that my father wrote to her when they first started dating. In the letter he said 
something about the fact that he didn’t give a damn about the man who made my mother 
pregnant because he loved her. 

That was when I realised that die moeskont (piece of rubbish) was not my real father. But 
do you know what I also realised? The guy had always treated me well. I had no idea, not 
even the slightest idea, until the day I found that letter, that I might have been a stepchild 
to him. Maybe he treated me well because he was keeping his promise to mama. Maybe. 

But I heard him cry today. I don’t know exactly why he cried. Maybe he had come to 
accept me as his only son because he only had girls of his own. Jesus, what a failure of a 
man he was to only have daughters and no son. So, I actually redeemed the guy! 

I know that the minister was a woman. I could tell by her voice. Sadly I could not get out 
of the coffin to look at her properly. I was curious; maybe she had a big butt, or 
voluptuous curves.  

Then they buried me. And just after they had lowered me into the grave, I got the sense 
that they were in a hurry.  

Well, I suppose that anybody would like the idea of burying a troublesome young man 
who spent most of his young life shuttling in and out of prison. I bet the bloody fools 
even went to drink “in his name”.  

They have no shame, these people. You can’t use people’s funerals as an excuse to dress 
up and get drunk. Some even go to funerals to be seen as being wealthy. Disgusting! 
Anyway, that’s their business I suppose. I can do nothing about it. I can’t stop the “after-
tears” ceremony from taking place.  

Anyhow, I am dead now, at least in their world. I am sort of dead because I cannot smoke 
my beloved weed anymore. And even if I see the smooth thighs of a beautiful woman, 
my man would not be able to wake up like he used to when I was still alive.  

I said I am “sort of dead”. What I mean by this is that I am dead, but not actually dead. 
My body is at the ABC Cemetery, but I am all over the city and I am still at all the other 
places that I normally frequented. People cannot see me, but I can see them. It is true that 
when you die, only the body gets buried. The spirit doesn’t die. 

So, I suppose that you would like to know exactly how I died. Yes, I can sense that you 
like gossip. You want to hear my story so that you can go and tell people that Jake visited 
you last night and he said this and that.  

Anyway, I don’t care whether you’d want to slaughter a cow in my name, using my brief 
visit with you as an excuse. I know how you black people are. You use any dream as an 
excuse to spend the money that you don’t even have and then say that ancestors 
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instructed you to bathe in the blood of a white chicken, or that they asked for a black 
cow. How revolting! You have no shame, man.  

But anyway, here is my story.  

One Sunday afternoon my girl Liz and I went to buy three fingers of weed from Zakes in 
Club 2000, then we went into town.  

We had our first smoke behind the police station. Yep, right there where the pigs work. 
That obviously made us feel very hungry. We went to some Portuguese corner café 
where we bought burgers. And we fucked up those burgers, let me tell you that!  

After our meal we walked hand-in-hand, past the newspaper offices and carried straight 
on to the Oppenheimer Gardens. It was then that I realised that I had not been in that part 
of the city in a long time. Jan Smuts Boulevard had been renamed Sol Plaatje Drive. I felt 
a sense of pride welling up inside me because my father used to tell me about Sol Plaatje. 
My old man liked Sol Plaatje, the first black man in South Africa to write an English 
novel.  

I really felt so proud, man. I said to Liz, “Baby, we are now walking down Sol Plaatje 
Drive.” Jesus, I felt proud.  

It was around seven o’clock that evening – and you know that in winter it’s dark by 
seven. We went to our usual spot, under that tree. I won’t tell you which tree, but you will 
see it when you get there.  

We had another smoke, and it was then that my man stood up. I said to Liz “Baby, I want 
something”.  

She said to me … 

[Chorus 2] “Honey, I told you that anything between my legs is yours for free. If you want 
it now, you get it now.” 

By that time my man was up and ready for action. I lifted her Rasta skirt, unzipped my 
trousers and shot straight into the dark.  

[Chorus 4] “Ring-ring . . . ring-ring.” 

I went for my pockets.  

It wasn’t my phone that was ringing.  

[Chorus 4] “Ring-ring . . . ring-ring.” 

It wasn’t her phone either.  
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[Chorus 4] “Ring-ring . . . ring-ring.” 

Jesus, man. The bloody phone was beginning to irritate the hell out of me. I mean I was 
busy enjoying the kings’ food.  

[Chorus 4] “Ring-ring . . . ring-ring.” 

I halted my in-out movement so I could listen and get the sense of where the bloody 
phone was ringing. I realised that my man went cold and limp. Jesus!  

[Chorus 4] “Ring-ring . . . ring-ring.” 

The fucking thing was ringing just behind me! 

I pulled out my man without blowing my load and went to where the phone was ringing. 

I couldn’t believe what I saw. There was a man sleeping there!  

What the hell (fuck?)! Is this asshole drunk or what? I mean here I am having the sex of a 
lifetime with my girl and he is sleeping next to us. He cannot even hear his phone 
ringing.  

[Chorus 2] “Honey, push him and see if he won’t wake up,” Liz said, while wiping her 
snatch with a tissue.  

[JAKE] I started kicking the guy. He didn’t move. I went closer to push him.  

“Jesus, baby, this man is heavy and . . . ,” I paused. 

[Chorus 2] “He is cold, baby. Ice cold!” 

[JAKE] I felt my hair stand on end and I sensed that something was wrong.  

“Baby, this man is dead,” I said though I was not too sure. 

[Chorus 2] “What?” 

[JAKE] “Yeah, this man is dead,” now with a little bit more confidence. 

[Chorus 2] Liz called the cops, and within 10 minutes they were there cordoning off the 
area and asking us all sorts of questions.  

[Chorus 1] “So if you didn’t kill this man, then you must tell us everything. Tell us who 
you are, where you come from, what were you doing here and how you realised that there 
was a person nearby; and then how did you realise that he is dead,” a scary white cop 
fired a string of questions at me.  
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[Chorus 2] Liz was the first one to relate the story of how we ended up at Oppenheimer 
Gardens. 

[JAKE] I could see that they believed us. I mean every piece of the puzzle fitted well 
enough to make a perfect picture.  

The short little black constable asked whether we needed a lift back home. The scary 
white cop, I think he was a sergeant or some bigwig in the force, turned around quickly 
and shouted at the black constable: [Chorus 1] “Are you fucking mad? These scoundrels 
must go back to their fucking home the same way they came here”.  

[JAKE] “We are not scoundrels,” I said to the scary white cop.  

[Chorus 1] The big white cop would not listen.  

[JAKE] He came up really close to me like a dominant male gorilla facing a challenger. 

[Chorus 1] “We are charging you with public indecency and the possession of dagga,” he 
said…  

[JAKE] …pointing his fat finger at me. His fat finger was on my forehead, pushing me.  

[Chorus 1] “Khumalo, read them their fucking rights,” he commanded the short little black 
constable… [JAKE] …who looked astonished at the sudden turn of events.  

[Chorus 3] “You have the right to remain silent. Everything you say will be used against 
you in a court of law,” the poor black constable was just beginning.  

[JAKE] I said to myself: “I am not going to sleep at the holding cells. Not tonight”.  

I turned around and ran off like a bullet fired out of a nine-millimetre pistol.  

I left Liz standing with them, and the next thing I heard the sound of a gunshot. 

[Chorus 1] “Hey, you fucker, stop or I’ll shoot.” 

[JAKE] I couldn’t care. I ran on, disregarding the fact that Liz was still standing with the 
cops.  

Then I heard another gunshot. I felt a sting and burn in my back. And then I was down. 

“Fucker! The fucker shot me,” I said to myself.  

End of Excerpt. 
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8/	  Selected	  Poems	  by	  Sadek	  Mohammed	  (Iraq)	  
	  

a. THERE	  
b. Pain	  Scale	  Honey	  
c. Archeology	  of	  Scorched	  Cities	  	  

	  
Actor	  1	  
Actor	  2	  
Actor	  3	  
	  

a. THERE	  
	  
THERE,	  things	  breed	  	  
in	  the	  wind,	  
in	  the	  clouds,	  
in	  marble	  statues,	  
in	  the	  waters	  that	  never	  breed.	  
The	  sky	  is	  deeper	  and	  loving	  women	  are	  fragrant	  with	  nightingales,	  
terrific,	  
transient,	  
and	  mysterious	  like	  September	  songs.	  
	  
THERE,	  the	  moon	  is	  without	  barns	  
and	  the	  heart	  is	  a	  free	  lark	  
coming	  from	  the	  rituals	  of	  blood	  
like	  horses,	  
echoes	  of	  drums,	  
and	  crystal	  harps.	  
	  
THERE,	  snow	  is	  hot	  
on	  the	  quivers	  of	  the	  lips	  
and	  guitars	  
have	  never-‐ending	  milk	  flavor.	  
	  
THERE,	  hours	  will	  never	  be	  ashes,	  
nights	  will	  never	  spatter	  mud	  
in	  the	  eyes	  of	  weary	  men,	  
ant	  colonies	  will	  never	  eat	  
evening	  guests,	  
and	  a	  woman	  will	  never	  shout	  
between	  columns	  
never	  scream	  insane	  with	  fire.	  
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THERE,	  time	  has	  sapid	  swoon.	  
Nobody	  stops.	  
Nobody	  repeats	  repeated	  words.	  
Nobody	  wishes	  to	  be	  whimper.	  
	  
Grapes	  are	  neutral.	  
Crimes	  are	  crushed.	  
Kings	  are	  wiser.	  
	  
THERE,	  everything	  has	  substance.	  
	  
	  

b. Pain	  Scale	  Honey	  
	  
In	  that	  solid	  evening	  
steps	  were	  
heavier	  
than	  the	  embers	  of	  the	  years,	  
and	  streets	  
were	  shedding	  my	  blood	  
red	  cherries	  
on	  the	  lips	  of	  trifling	  women.	  
You	  were	  a	  shade	  
in	  the	  lines	  of	  the	  painting	  
nearing	  my	  table	  
and	  from	  	  
my	  fingers	  
falling	  out…	  
And,	  here,	  	  
in	  this	  acute	  corner	  
where	  
lilac	  stumbles	  when	  the	  song	  becomes	  louder,	  
grief	  stretches	  out.	  
It	  shouts:	  
O	  Phoenix!	  
O	  reminiscence	  of	  primal	  pain!	  
On	  your	  lips	  
dangle	  the	  clusters	  of	  my	  desire!	  
You	  come	  out	  of	  water,	  
you	  take	  off	  
your	  hat	  
at	  the	  door	  
and	  whisper	  
I	  love	  you!	  …	  I	  love	  you!	  
You	  mad	  man	  I	  love	  you!	  
You	  cover	  the	  poem	  
with	  two	  bashful	  breasts	  
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and	  shed	  my	  blood	  like	  white	  daffodils	  
on	  the	  shivering	  sheets	  
and,	  on	  the	  palm	  of	  my	  hand,	  
you	  sleep.	  
	  
	  
c.	  	  	  	  	  Archeology	  of	  Scorched	  Cities	  
	  

1. Stalingrad	  
	  
There	  you	  are	  
sitting	  here	  
once	  more.	  
In	  front	  of	  you	  
the	  Volga	  streams	  feebly	  
and	  on	  your	  right	  
a	  statue	  erects	  	  
for	  the	  general	  who	  crafted	  
our	  bad	  days.	  
	  
And,	  there,	  
under	  that	  naked	  tree,	  
an	  old	  woman	  keeps	  
asking	  the	  wine	  
about	  the	  secrets	  of	  vanished	  friends.	  
	  
From	  here	  the	  Fuehrer	  was	  
driving	  his	  soldiers	  	  
to	  crush	  the	  flowers	  
which	  the	  Bolsheviks	  left	  to	  grow	  
regardless	  of	  the	  teachings	  of	  Das	  Kapital	  
or,	  perhaps,	  the	  objections	  of	  Marxism-‐Leninism.	  
	  
Your	  time	  was	  shorter	  than	  the	  waitress's	  dress;	  
and	  the	  list	  of	  those	  who	  wrote	  their	  names	  
to	  breed,	  every	  morning,	  
a	  generation	  of	  black	  moons	  
was	  taller	  than	  Mamayev	  Kurgan.	  
	  
"We	  were	  eleven	  men,	  
the	  best	  that	  Kiev	  begot.	  
We	  washed	  our	  heads	  and	  pants	  
near	  the	  river	  bank	  here.	  
And	  probably	  said	  our	  prayers	  stealthily	  
to	  tame	  the	  heavy	  nights.	  
And	  we	  were	  looking	  at	  the	  tall	  chestnut	  trees	  
lightened	  by	  the	  trembling	  rocket	  flames	  
and	  thought	  of	  the	  arches	  
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their	  tops	  formed	  above	  our	  city	  streets.	  
Wars,	  too,	  
have	  their	  grandeur	  	  
and	  stupid,	  lavish	  splendor."	  
	  
The	  village	  girls	  
were	  digging,	  with	  their	  wooden	  shoes,	  
rear	  defensive	  lines	  
and	  mothers	  could	  do	  nothing	  
but	  draw	  the	  sign	  of	  the	  cross	  	  
for	  all	  those	  passing	  to	  the	  front.	  
	  
Here,	  did	  the	  division	  officer	  laid	  
for	  two	  days	  thinking	  of	  blowing	  up	  
the	  electricity	  power	  plant.	  
And,	  there	  was	  Sergeant	  Konstantin	  
dividing	  a	  loaf	  of	  bread	  with	  
his	  Moldavian	  girlfriend	  
and	  planning	  to	  marry	  her	  
at	  the	  first	  truce	  set	  by	  the	  rules	  of	  engagement.	  
	  
Military	  vans	  were	  coming	  
from	  the	  farthest	  parts	  of	  the	  land	  loaded	  with	  heavy	  pain	  
and	  	  going	  to	  the	  farthest	  parts	  of	  the	  land	  loaded	  with	  coffins	  
and	  absurd	  random	  death.	  
	  
Everything	  was	  scanty	  
except	  death,	  snow,	  
and	  lavish	  universal	  destruction;	  
and	  nothing	  was	  emanating	  from	  wet	  trenches	  
except	  the	  flavor	  of	  blood	  dappled	  with	  
the	  smell	  of	  mud	  
and	  rotten	  human	  corpses.	  
	  
Moments	  were	  swinging	  
like	  a	  tree	  leaf	  
between	  silly	  life	  and	  absurd	  death.	  
And	  we	  thought	  that	  when	  boats	  
take	  what's	  left	  of	  the	  citizens	  of	  the	  city	  
to	  the	  river's	  other	  bank	  
we	  save	  life	  	  
for	  a	  better	  future	  space.	  
We	  knew	  not	  that	  the	  end	  of	  wars	  
were	  badges	  pinned	  on	  cowards'	  chests	  
and	  fabrications	  about	  false	  heroes.	  
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2. 	  
	  
From	  where	  can	  dead	  bodies	  rise	  again?	  
From	  where	  can	  the	  surface	  of	  the	  earth,	  crammed	  	  
with	  the	  bodies	  of	  the	  dead	  and	  the	  codes	  of	  war,	  
disentomb	  the	  memory	  of	  time	  
to	  grasp	  all	  the	  details	  of	  secrets?	  
As	  if	  you	  were	  here	  
As	  if	  we	  woke	  up	  to	  the	  black	  Thursday	  morning	  
As	  if	  the	  Popular	  Army	  crowds	  were	  deployed	  
on	  the	  roofs	  of	  our	  houses	  
heralding	  death	  coming	  from	  the	  east.	  
As	  if	  I	  saw	  you	  groaning	  under	  American	  tanks	  continuous	  tracks.	  
As	  if	  I	  saw	  the	  hyenas	  of	  the	  civil	  war	  
biting	  the	  capital	  of	  the	  poor	  
As	  if	  I	  saw	  you	  here.	  
	  

3. Baghdad	  
	  
There	  you	  are	  returning	  to	  her	  once	  more.	  
You	  never	  knew	  
how	  many	  times	  you	  left	  
and	  how	  many	  times	  you	  said	  
you	  would	  never	  go	  back	  to	  her.	  
In	  front	  of	  you	  
The	  Tigris	  runs	  distractedly.	  
And	  on	  your	  right	  a	  statue	  erects	  
for	  a	  poet	  who	  was	  displeased	  with	  life	  
so	  he	  suggested	  himself	  a	  replacement.	  
	  
From	  here,	  the	  Tatar	  crowds	  were	  
shooting	  the	  caliphate	  palace	  with	  arrows	  
and	  they	  killed	  Arafa,	  the	  Caliph	  bondmaid	  
as	  she	  was	  dancing	  before	  him.	  
	  
And	  there	  on	  the	  river's	  other	  bank,	  
the	  Turkmens,	  who	  came	  from	  the	  grasslands	  of	  Azerbaijan,	  
founded	  their	  white	  and	  black	  sheep	  states.	  
And	  here,	  in	  the	  left	  time,	  
before	  the	  arrival	  of	  Uncle	  Abu	  Naji,	  
this	  miserable	  valley	  was	  
a	  public	  square	  for	  the	  fighting	  of	  Persian	  and	  Turkish	  lads.	  
	  
	  
Our	  imported	  monarch	  
thought	  that	  water	  caravans	  
crossed	  this	  land	  at	  night	  
without	  the	  surrender	  
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of	  the	  femininity	  of	  the	  mud	  
or	  the	  virility	  of	  the	  wind.	  
	  
Here,	  nothing	  combines	  
the	  bewildered	  palm	  leaves	  
with	  walnut	  scream	  
and,	  there,	  are	  massive	  deserts	  
on	  its	  sins	  dunes	  bounce.	  
	  
"This	  is	  not	  a	  crowd	  but	  various	  crowds.	  
This	  is	  not	  a	  country	  but	  various	  countries."	  
	  
The	  soldiers	  who	  returned	  from	  Antakya	  
thought	  that	  God	  mixed	  their	  clay	  with	  gold	  
and	  mixed	  the	  clay	  of	  farmers	  and	  workers	  
and	  all	  other	  creatures	  with	  iron	  and	  copper	  
thus	  the	  first	  holy	  battalion	  was	  born	  here	  
its	  spite	  was	  a	  wild	  beast	  that	  loathes	  marsh	  and	  mountain.	  
	  
Here	  on	  that	  bridge	  
desolate,	  abject	  monarchs	  passed	  
waving	  their	  helmets	  at	  seagulls	  	  
thus	  innocence	  fell	  like	  a	  slaughtered	  sparrow.	  
And	  there	  from	  that	  school	  yard	  
a	  rhino	  emerged	  
exacerbating	  the	  ruin	  of	  the	  city	  
and	  drawing	  lots	  on	  the	  heads	  of	  our	  children.	  
	  
	  
4.	  
	  
As	  if	  you	  were	  here	  
As	  if	  the	  Fuehrer's	  soldiers	  passed	  from	  here	  
As	  if	  we	  woke	  up	  to	  the	  black	  Sunday	  
As	  if	  the	  land	  were	  lost	  here	  
As	  if	  we	  were	  there	  
As	  is	  they	  were	  here.	  
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9/	  Extract	  from	  the	  play	  Return	  to	  Haifa	  by	  Boaz	  Gaon	  (Israel)	  
 
Sa’id	  
Safiyya	  
Ephraim	  
Official	  
Miriam	  
Reader	  (Stage	  Directions)	  
 
Boaz GAON  
Extract from the play Return To Haifa  
 
Act One  
Scene One  
The sound of the sea.  
 
Sa’id’s voice reads the opening lines of Returning to Haifa by Ghassan Kanafani:  
“When Said reached the edge of Haifa, where he had arrived in his car by way of 
Jerusalem, he felt grief well up inside him. For one minute he was tempted to turn 
back, and without even looking he knew his wife had begun to cry silently. Then 
suddenly came the sound of the sea, exactly the way it used to be.”  
 
Lights. It is 1967. Sa’id and Safiyya are making their way to Haifa.  
 
Safiyya The sun is almost setting. The soldiers will be here soon. Hurry up, Sa’id!  
Sa’id They won’t come. We’re allowed to be here. To look at Haifa’s sea. There’s time.  
Safiyya Says who?  
Sa’id On the radio. Their general, Moussa Dayan. The border is open until further notice.  
Safiyya Great. So in an hour your friend Dayan will come on the radio again and give 
another announcement: the border is closed, and we’ll be left inside.  
Sa’id He won’t.  
Safiyya You’ve spoken to him?  
Sa’id I know how he thinks. Nothing like this has ever happened before. I’m telling you. 
Not in any war throughout history. In six days they took Jerusalem from the Jordanians, 
humiliated Nasser, and suddenly – the border is open. Why are they doing that, do you 
know? Not because of our pretty faces. To flaunt it in our faces. They already took our 
heart out twenty years ago, in 1948 –  
Safiyya You’ve come here to look for a heart, Sa’id?  
Sa’id No.  
Safiyya Do you have plans to retake Haifa?  
Sa’id Ah, Haifa… Remember how the wind used to come up, slowly climb up Mount 
Carmel… We’d sit outside on the steps in the yard drinking coffee. Remember the carob 
tree in the garden, the feathers in the vase in the living room, seven of them…  
Safiyya I don’t remember anything, not the wind on the Carmel, not the carob tree, not 
the feathers in the vase in the living room, and not the picture of Jerusalem that your father 
hung in the living room… Come. When we left Ramallah this morning I promised the 
children we’d be back before nightfall.  
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Sa’id Sit down. I said sit, Safiyya. The car is old and needs to rest. It’s a Fiat.  
 
Pause.  
Safiyya sits down.  
 
Safiyya The house might have been destroyed. A synagogue built on its place, or a fish 
restaurant, with chairs outside… We’ve come for nothing.  
Sa’id We haven’t come for nothing. We’ve come because you wanted to.  
Safiyya …I was wrong.  
Sa’id You weren’t. For almost twenty years you haven’t wanted to hear about Haifa. Until 
last night when you said: Let’s go back. Tell me, Safiyya.  
Safiyya What do you want to hear?  
 
Pause.  
 
Said …Why did you leave him?  
 
Safiyya sheds a tear then becomes determined.  
 
Safiyya Your Fiat has rested long enough. If it rests any longer it’ll never get up again. 
Come, let’s get into Haifa before it gets dark. We’ll see the house and leave.  
 
Haifa, 1948. An overturned living room. A Jewish Agency official carrying a file 
filled with documents, throws a curtain over the items scattered on the floor.  
 
Ephraim (Enters) I’m Gushinsky, Ephraim.  
Official (Writing) Congratulations. April twenty-fifth, 1948. You have been reborn. From 
today you are Goshen.  
Ephraim “Goshen”?  
Official (Joking pleasantly, trying to endear himself) You went to Egypt, didn’t you? 
To work the land in the “Land of Goshen”. Gushinsky – Goshen. How long have you been 
in Israel?  
Ephraim Ah, seven months.  
Official Seven. Seven months waiting for a house?  
Ephraim For a house like this in Haifa, yes.  
Official Did you make enquiries at the Kibbutz Movement? If there are any places there?  
Ephraim Kibbutz, no.  
Official Why not?  
Ephraim We’re too old. Collective not for Miriam… We need a house from Jewish 
Agency here. In city.  
Official Age?  
Ephraim Me?  
Official You, you. How old?  
Ephraim Fifty-seven. Miriam forty-four.  
Official Nu, and that’s old?  
Ephraim Old not because of age. Because of what happened. Over there.  
Official Profession?  
Ephraim Buchhalter.  
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Official Veys mir… another accountant.  
Ephraim Drayst Yiddish?  
Official Nein. Listen, this isn’t a suitable house for you. I have a place in Kurdania.  
Ephraim Kurdania no good.  
Official That’s all there is, Goshen. No good, call in the people standing outside.  
Ephraim I come tomorrow. Maybe Haganah take more houses in Haifa, yes?  
Official They won’t. In Haifa the story’s finished. We’re stuck with what we’ve got.  
Ephraim So what I do?  
Official Nothing to do.  
Ephraim What nothing to do? Every day on way to market… I see whole houses like this. 
Sometimes I see pots on stove… plates on table… but no one live in them! Why not me?  
Official Someone lives there, Goshen. What are you talking about? Everyone who’s entitled 
– gets.  
Ephraim No. Only hooligans get. Shlimazels stay in tent. (Continues to urge the 
official) Listen, my wife… in Poland she was big Zionist. She was in HaShomer HaTzair, did I 
tell you this yet? …Well, I tell you now. My wife, Miriam, write for newspapers in Hebrew, 
even before they know how to read. Even her husband she teach Hebrew, like you teach 
horse to dance. I buchhalter, not dancer. I see only numbers.  
Official This isn’t Warsaw here, Goshen. If you want a villa in Haifa, with a lawn and a 
dinner service…  
Ephraim It not me, it Miriam…  
Official Nu, so tell Miriam. Kurdania is all we have. There are no more villas in Haifa. 
People are fighting over storage rooms. You shouldn’t be staying in a tent.  
Ephraim (Laughing to himself) I join the Party, yes? Whatever you want… You write 
Party and I sign my name at the bottom, yes?  
Official This is not about parties, Goshen.  
Ephraim So what it about? My wife is waiting in door of tent and asking, “Nu, we have 
house?” What will I say to her? You want to go back to Poland?  
(The official is about to leave)  
Give me the house, sir. We don’t have very long to live. We left our life over there.  
(Brief pause) 
We have not money!  
Official Money? Money for what?  
Ephraim (Embarrassed about the hint he has made) …Sorry. I didn’t say nothing. 
Try to understand. Others have. Only we haven’t. Tell me what the secret is…  
Official Children?  
Ephraim Excuse me?  
Official Do you have any children?  
Ephraim Had. Over there. Why?  
 
Ephraim suddenly comprehends what he is being told.  
 
Ephraim No children, no house?  
Official A house like this – only for families.  
Ephraim (Pause) You, sir, have children?  
Official I do.  
Ephraim (Glance at Miriam and Sa’id) Sir, take good care of them. Keep them close to 
your heart. So they won’t be taken… (About to leave)  
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Official Wait.  
(Goes back inside, finds a note.) 
Yesterday I was brought a baby that was left here. A baby that hasn’t even learnt to walk 
yet. Where should I send him? To the street? I’m human, too. (Hands it to him) It’s yours. 
The house? Do you want it? (Ephraim takes the note, slowly) Call Miriam. (Exits.) 
 
Ephraim remains alone, stunned. 
 
In the meantime, Safiyya and Sa’id continue on their journey. They arrive at the 
house in 1967. They observe it from a distance.  
 
The stage opens up. We are in Safiyya and Sa’id’s house, now Ephraim and 
Miriam’s, 1948.  
 
Scene Two  
Haifa, 1948.  
Safiyya and Sa’id’s old house. Miriam and Froike’s new one.  
 
Ephraim is at home, with the baby (apparently). 
 
Enter Miriam, laden with suitcases. Emotional… Ephraim is already there. 
Confused and emotional.  
 
Miriam Froike!  
Ephraim What’s the matter? Why are you yelling?  
Miriam Soldiers outside… coming to take back the house…  
Ephraim What are you talking about?   
Miriam This is what I’m talking about! Look… standing outside and pointing at the house 
and whispering God-knows-what to each other… Go out there. Go and tell them the 
house is ours!  
Ephraim That’s not what they’re here for.  
Miriam What then? With guns in their hands?  
Ephraim To guard the houses. So squatters don’t go into them.  
 
Miriam goes out to the balcony.  
 
Miriam They’ve gone. (Turns around. Sees the house for the first time) 
This is the house?  
Ephraim This is the house.  
 
Pause. Miriam looks around the house with a critical eye.  
 
Miriam Have you been to the Jewish Agency?  
Ephraim I have.  
Miriam Did they give you the documents, the ones we need?  
Ephraim They did.  
Miriam They asked for money. Jewelry we don’t have. How much did they want?  
Ephraim What jewelry, God Almighty. Everything is all right. The house is ours!  
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Miriam And the bad news?  
Ephraim What bad news?  
Miriam The bad news, Mr. Gushinsky.  
Ephraim Not Gushinsky.  
Miriam I can see it on your face. Like a child who’s dropped a vase on the floor and 
doesn’t know how to glue it together.  
Ephraim Not Gushinsky. Goshen.  
Miriam What Goshen?  
Ephraim That’s my name. Yours too. They gave it to me at the Agency, a new name. 
Get used to it. (Picks up a form he has received, shows it to her)  
Here are the documents. There’s even a stamp, with a Jewish menorah.  
Miriam Ephraim Goshen. Veyz mir (Yiddish) Good thing it’s not Farouk. Well, let me 
see… (As she reads, Miriam’s face becomes awash with contentment)  
Ephraim The house is ours! It says so here, right?  
Miriam How do you know what it says? You can’t read Hebrew.  
Ephraim I can read your face.  
 
She smiles, almost grudgingly. They share a moment of closeness.  
 
Miriam A thank you is called for.  
Ephraim That’s all right.  
Miriam Not you. The man who helped you. Your friend who signed the form. Artzi.  
Ephraim Used to be Artzilevich.  
Miriam Poland?  
Ephraim Bessarabia. He has no one left. Came here on his own, poor man. He told me 
everything.  
Miriam We’ll pick some flowers for your Artzilevich. They’re so beautiful here… As if all 
the colors of heaven have been spilled. What isn’t there here? Lemon. Carob. Even 
parsley…  
Ephraim What a miracle, eh, Miriam?  
Miriam Don’t exaggerate.  
 
Miriam walks around the house, taking it all in. Accompanied by music.  
 
We’ll take the pictures down. With all due respect to the Orient, even Miriam Gushinsky 
has limits. Yes?  
 
Ephraim Goshen, Miriam.  
Miriam You won’t take your wife back to Warsaw – so be it. But at least let’s not live in a 
bazaar. Yes?  
Ephraim Miriam.  
Miriam The vase with the feathers – we’ll keep, for a bit of color.  
Ephraim Miriam, there’s…  
Miriam What is it?  
 
Pause.  
 
Ephraim Nothing. Everything’s good.  
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Miriam Everything really is good. The rugs we’ll keep. So our feet won’t get cold. And in 
the summer we’ll roll them up and put them in the cupboard. We’ll close the windows so 
the sun won’t get into our eyes. Less breeze as well. So you won’t catch cold. The walls 
we’ll paint white. Upstairs and downstairs.  
Ephraim Not there, you can’t.  
Miriam Can’t what?  
Ephraim You can’t paint the walls upstairs. No. There’s wallpaper up there, in the 
children’s room.  
Miriam So we’ll take the wallpaper off, Ephraim. We’ll scrape the walls until we reach the 
bones of the house. We’ll make an office for you there.  
Ephraim That’s no good.  
Miriam What’s no good? This wall we have to break. To make room for a piano. And 
around it as well, for the vibrations of the notes. A house needs a piano.  
Ephraim Putting an office upstairs is no good. A pity. There are toys there, almost brand 
new. A wooden boat over there. Newly painted. And bedding with pictures… We can’t 
throw it all away.  
Miriam I didn’t say I’d throw it away. I said, sell it. If no one buys any of it, we’ll put it all 
into bags and store it until after the war.  
Ephraim I actually thought… of leaving it as it is. We can break walls, there’ll be plenty of 
room. The children’s room will be upstairs…  
Miriam Froike, are you pregnant?  
Ephraim No…  
Miriam Because it sounds like you’re pregnant… or that you’re planning to make a little 
ingele…  
Ephraim I’m not planning to make any ingele with you…  
Miriam Good, so as I was saying. We’ll pack away everything from the children’s room… 
 
(Turns to go upstairs)  
 
Ephraim No. Wait… Miriam!  
 
Pause.  
 
Miriam I knew it. Bandits… what did they take? Jewelry? What have they taken from a 
couple of Poles who’ve got nothing? What did you give them?  
Ephraim You don’t understand. You don’t get a house for free.  
Miriam I understand very well. Machers are the same everywhere, only instead of speaking 
Yiddish they speak Hebrew.  
Ephraim Look, these houses weren’t built for us.  
Miriam Nu? I know that. So what? Everybody knows…  
Ephraim There’s history here, Miriam. You can’t just throw it away, you can’t just paint 
everything white.  
Miriam What can’t we throw away?  
Ephraim The memories of the people who lived here.  
Miriam What’s this nonsense you’re talking?  
Ephraim You don’t understand…  
Miriam So explain it to me!  
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Pause. 
  
Ephraim We have a responsibility. To preserve the memory of the people who lived here, 
in this house. So that it doesn’t die. Doesn’t stop breathing. So that if it wakes up in the 
night, there’ll be someone to stroke it… to sing it a lullaby and drive away bad dreams.  
Miriam …What did you give for the house, Froike?  
Ephraim I didn’t give. I was given.  
Miriam What did they give?  
 
A baby’s cry is heard. Miriam goes up to the bedroom on the second floor…  
 
Sai’d and Safiyya are seen again. Sa’id is about to enter the yard. Safiyya grabs 
his arm.  
 
Safiyya (As Sa’id is about to enter the yard) What was in this house will never return. 
What they took from us, they won’t be giving back. Promise me, Sa’id.  
 
Enters the yard. Music. This is the first time they are seeing the house.  
 
Safiyya They’ve changed the bell.  
Sa’id They’ve changed the name as well.  
Safiyya They’ve put in a new gate.  
Sa’id Iron.  
 
Pause.  
 
Said Look at the pushchair, Safiyya! It’s his.  
Safiyya No. That’s impossible.  
Sa’id Yes. I went to the market and bought it.  
Safiyya There are many like that in the market. In the market in Ramallah as well.  
Sa’id I did that. With my own hands. And I put in a few screws – just to be on the safe 
side… so that Khaldun wouldn’t fall out, remember?  
Safiyya It’s not ours.  
Sa’id It’s only ours. Put your hands here, Safiyya. This is where you used to put them. Me 
too. Hand in hand, we used to walk (Starts strolling with the pushchair) and your head 
would rest on my shoulder. And Khaldun would be sleeping so deeply. And when he cried, 
when he cried you’d put a mother’s hand on him, and he’d calm down.  
Safiyya Take it away from me. Put it back.  
 
Sa’id sings a lullaby and exits with the pushchair.  
 
Shift to 1967.  
 
Ephraim Soldiers found him, up there… handed him over to the Jewish Agency. 
Artzilevich said, “You want the house? Only with the baby…” That’s why we got the house! 
We can’t tell anyone!  
 
Enter Miriam with the baby.  
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Miriam Shhh… Be quiet! What’s wrong with you? You’ll scare him.  
Ephraim That’s why he was crying. He wanted a mother’s arms.  
 
Looks at her in suspense. What is she going to say?  
 
Miriam Get me a towel.  
 
Froike brings a towel.  
 
Miriam We need milk.  
Ephraim There isn’t any… I didn’t buy any…  
Miriam Go to the market and get some. And get hold of some hot water.  
Ephraim So I’ll go…  
Miriam Be quiet! The baby’s tired… He wants to sleep… look at his eyes… as if he’s afraid 
to wake up.  
 
Ephraim is about to leave.  
 
Do it quickly, before the parents come back. So they don’t think I’ve kidnapped him.  
 
Pause.  
 
Ephraim There are no parents.  
Miriam …I don’t want to hear it.  
Ephraim You have to hear it. You have no choice.  
Miriam Yes I do. We can keep quiet. Sleep one night without knowing.  
Ephraim The baby belongs to the house.  
Miriam Take him.  
Ephraim Smell him. So clean and new. The filth of the world hasn’t touched him yet.  
Miriam I don’t want to hold him… I can’t… Take the baby from me! I don’t want to feel… 
his warmth. I can’t, Ephraim!  
 
Ephraim takes the baby roughly.  
 
Not like that… gently! You don’t do it like that! (Protectively) Sleep well, little one. Have 
a long sleep, as long as you need…  
 
Goes upstairs. Downstairs Ephraim is upset. Miriam returns without the baby.  
 
Miriam That’s why we got a house. You told them that we lost a child and a house, and 
they gave you a house with a child, yes? Geniuses!  
Ephraim His parents are dead. And we’re alive. And the child is alive too.  
Miriam Who said the parents are dead?  
Ephraim They said so at the Jewish Agency. Artzilevich.  
Miriam “Artzilevich”.  
Ephraim Yes! And people in the neighborhood, even the Arabs. I asked.  
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Miriam Arabs are just as afraid of you as they are of a ghost, Froike, because you’re white, 
like the soldiers. A geist!  
Ephraim You don’t want to hear it, the parents are dead!  
Miriam You want the parents to be dead! And Artzilevich wants that too because it’s more 
convenient that way! But no one knows!  
Ephraim I know.  
Miriam You know.  
Ephraim Yes, I know, Miriam. They’re dead. If they weren’t dead… would they have left a 
child?  
 
Pause.  
 
Ephraim Where should he go? Tell me.  
Miriam I don’t know.  
Ephraim To the Red Cross? The border? (Miriam doesn’t answer) 
We’ll make good parents…  
Miriam No!  
Ephraim We’ll raise a child. We’ll stop being on our own. Look at us – parents without a 
child, without a family; only all the dead who sleep with us in our bed and scream and cry 
and beg us to bring them back to life. They took everything from us. Family… home… a 
child… We’re allowed to take as well.  
Miriam No, we aren’t.  
Ephraim God is begging for forgiveness. He’s down on his knees, because of what he’s 
done, stretching out his arms and saying to us, “Take”. Are we going to deny God the 
possibility of asking for forgiveness?  
Miriam God didn’t send a child.  
Ephraim Yes he did. Something like this doesn’t happen by coincidence. A child without 
parents, parents without a child.  
Miriam Your God killed us. He sat on his big throne smoking a cigarette while the Nazis 
snatched children out of our arms!  
Ephraim I can’t be alone any longer.  
Miriam You’re not alone.  
Ephraim I want a family. I want to hear a child laughing. Everything we had…  
Miriam …My beloved husband, my man who has obtained a house for me… I can’t raise a 
child… that isn’t mine.  
Ephraim …Why?  
Miriam Why?  
Ephraim Yes, why?  
 
Pause.  
 
Miriam Because he has a mother. And one day she’ll come back. And he’ll leave me. And I 
will die a second time.  
 
Ephraim goes upstairs to the child’s room.  
 
Miriam Where…  
Ephraim To take the child for a walk. (Disappears)  
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They go downstairs. Ephraim carries the pushchair with the baby.  
 
Miriam What walk? What are you talking about?  
Ephraim Look. I found a pushchair. Almost new, there in the room. We’ll go for a walk so 
everybody will see that we have a child. So they won’t ask any questions later.  
Miriam The child is asleep.  
Ephraim It’s time he woke up.  
Miriam You’ve woken him up. I told you! You and your shouting! Get out of here!  
Ephraim He’s looking at me.  
Miriam No.  
Ephraim He’s opening his eyes, Miriam. He can see us. Hello baby. I’m Ephraim Goshen. 
That’s Miriam. We’re your parents.  
Miriam Stop your nonsense. (Speaks to the baby) You’ve got a mother and you’ve got a 
father, and they’ll be coming back very soon. Do you hear, sweet one? Good. Oho, there’s a 
draught here. Fetch a blanket, Froike. There’s one upstairs in his room. I said, fetch a 
blanket! (Ephraim goes upstairs) There, there, little one… the man didn’t mean to 
frighten you. He’s a good man, but the war has made him crazy. There… you’re laughing… 
of course you’re laughing… of course you are… because of the funny man… Do you know 
what his name is? The funny man? Goshen. A funny name, isn’t it? Go-shen! Here he 
comes… boom-boom-boom… pam-pam-pam… (Ephraim returns with the blanket) 
Sweet baby. You’re such a sweet baby. Where are your parents, sweet baby?  
 
(Miriam Sings in Yiddish)  
 
Ephraim The blanket.  
Miriam Put it here. We’ll wrap him up.  
 
They spread the blanket and wrap the baby up in it.  
 
Ephraim What are we going to do, Miriam? We have to decide…  
Miriam Go to the market. Buy a few things. For the baby. Not much. Some milk. Cloth for 
diapers. (Ephraim is excited) Froike! Don’t buy a lot. Just for one night. In the morning, 
we’ll see.  
 
Exit Froike.  
 
Miriam stays with the baby. Sings a beautiful lullaby in Polish. As she sings, she 
suddenly bursts into uncontrolled weeping. She calms down. Becomes practical.  
 
Scene Three  
Haifa, 1967.  
 
Sa’id and Safiyya are standing in front of the entrance to their old home, in 
which Miriam Goshen had been living for the past twenty years. They are very 
excited at the sight of their home… Sa’id comforts Safiyya.  
 
Sa’id Weeds have grown on the walls. Like gray hair. But apart from that, it’s the same 
house. Don’t you agree, Safiyya?  
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Safiyya No.   
Sa’id Yes. There’s the carob tree, in’al dino. Remember when I put in the swing? Another 
nail and another nail and another… One day you shouted to me from the window: is that a 
carob tree, or a nail tree?  
Safiyya I don’t remember.  
Sa’id Of course you do. (Safiyya doesn’t respond) There’s the window… You used to 
wave to me from there, with Khaldun in your arms. Take away the ugly shutters the Jews 
have put on the balcony, and it’s ours. As if we left only this morning.  
Safiyya We didn’t leave this morning.  
Sa’id Move over a minute.  
Safiyya Stop it. What are you doing? People are looking!  
Sa’id Look back at them. Here, come and see. (Digs)  
Safiyya What is it?  
Sa’id Where I fell, on the day Khaldun was born. I was running to get to the market before 
it closed, to buy milk and blankets. I tripped on the broken step and slipped on the parsley. 
Come and look, Safiyya.  
Safiyya Get up. They’ll think we’re thieves.  
Sa’id Thieves? Us?  
Safiyya …They took down the swing. They took everything down, Sa’id. No children have 
grown up here. Not babies either. A house of unfortunates. An iron gate… balconies like 
cages… that’s not how people who are raising a child live.  
Sa’id There’s a line.  
Safiyya What line?  
Sa’id A clothesline. Look. (They look at the clothesline) An old woman’s blouse. A 
man’s underpants.  
Safiyya I want to leave.  
Sa’id We can’t.  
Safiyya We’ve seen the house. What else is there for us to do here?  
Sa’id We haven’t seen the inside of the house.  
Safiyya The house is empty.  
Sa’id It’s not.  
Safiyya If it wasn’t, they would have come out.  
Sa’id It’s different with the Jews. First they check who’s standing outside. (Pause) Wait 
here.  
Safiyya Where are you going? Sa’id!  
Sa’id To the car to get some coffee. We’ll sit on the steps, like we used to, until they come 
out.  
Safiyya And if they don’t come out?  
Sa’id Then the moon will come out and sing “Ahalan wa-Sahalan” to us… (Sings as he 
exits)  
Safiyya Don’t go… Sa’id!  
 
She remains alone. She and the house. She slowly draws closer and closer to the 
door. Strokes the walls.  
 
Sings a beautiful lullaby to the house, reminiscent of the lullaby Miriam sang to 
the baby Khaldun at the end of the previous scene.  
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The door suddenly opens. Miriam Goshen, an apron tied around her waist, 
comes out into the yard. She is some twenty years older than in previous 
scenes. She is holding a plant pot.  
 
Miriam Hello. Try not to step in the mud if you don’t mind. It leaves marks on the steps. 
(Pause) English?  
 
Safiyya remains silent.  
 
Miriam Yiddish?  
Safiyya We speak Hebrew.   
Miriam We?  
Safiyya My husband and I. He’ll be here in a minute.  
Miriam Nu, that’s good. We can talk.  
Safiyya My husband used to work in the port. I worked at the city council. Many Jews used 
to come to us to ask for help. Before the Nakba.  
Miriam The what?  
Safiyya 1948.  
Miriam I’ve always said so, a talent for languages is a gift from heaven. My husband had such 
a hard time with Hebrew, poor thing. Died with broken teeth. Nu, what can you do.  
 
(In the meantime, she places the plant pot in the baby carriage standing at the 
gate to the yard, wipes her hands on her skirt and goes back inside – the baby 
carriage serves as an ornamental stand for plant pots.)  
 
Are you looking for someone? Something?  
 
Safiyya My husband will explain.  
Miriam Where is he, if I might ask?  
Safiyya He went to the car to bring some coffee.  
Miriam What for?  
Sa’id returns with the coffee. An awkward pause.  
Sa’id Oho! So the door opened! You see, Safiyya? I told you. The Jews are nice people. 
Thanks be to Allah they came instead of the Jordanians. Hello… My name is Sa’id. This is 
Safiyya Umm Khaldun. (Pause) I’ve brought coffee, for us to drink together. To our 
common future.  
Miriam Do you have any tea?  
Sa’id I’ll bring tea, too, why not? We’ve brought everything. Safiyya said, what for, we can 
drink at home. I told her, it’s nicer with the Jews. Outside. In the rain.  
Miriam I apologize. I’d invite you in, welcome you into my home, in accordance with your 
custom. But it’s the middle of the week and the house is a mess.  
Sa’id Never mind. Some other time perhaps.  
Miriam Nu, with pleasure. Let me know in advance so that I can prepare.  
Sa’id A week, two weeks, a year. What’s convenient for you? You’re the mistress of the 
house. We’re merely guests.  
Safiyya We’ve come a long way. From a village near Ramallah. We left very early this 
morning, because of the soldiers and the broken roads and the mud. Sa’id was afraid we’d 
get stuck on the way and wouldn’t be able to get back.  
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Miriam That’s yours? That pile of junk up there made all that noise?  
Sa’id It’s not a pile of junk. It’s a Fiat. Fits into your drive beautifully. As if it was built 
specially for my car. Coffee?  
Miriam No.  
 
Pause.  
 
Miriam I know why you’ve come. I knew right away. I saw how you stroked the soil. 
Ephraim used to do exactly the same. I just wanted to be sure. All sorts come around these 
days, and you never can tell.  
Safiyya Ephraim… is he your son?  
Miriam No, no. He’s my husband.  
Sa’id Is he home?  
Miriam He passed away. The sun killed him. That’s what happens when you take a Polish 
accountant and turn him into a parsley agronomist.  
Safiyya Why didn’t you invite us to come in?  
Miriam I’m sorry, I don’t understand.  
Safiyya If you heard the noise of our sayyara… you saw us coming into the yard…  
Miriam I thought you’d want to be alone. With the house. With your memories and the 
time that’s passed… We didn’t change very much, as you can see. It was important to 
Froike to preserve the… the… (in Yiddish: “how do you say”) viazoy zugt a mann… the 
original.  
 
Awkward pause.  
 
Miriam Are you thirsty? I made some juice. We’ve got excellent lemons this year.  
Sa’id Who lives here besides you?  
Miriam Besides me, no one else.  
Sa’id The clothes on the line. Whose are they?  
Miriam On the line? Mine, of course.  
Sa’id You wear men’s underpants?  
Miriam (Laughing) Ah, you’re right. I completely forgot. Those belong to one of the 
Arabs who work in my yard. His name is Mahmud. A very nice young man. His parents live 
in one of the nearby villages. He told me that in ’48 they held onto the land by the skin of 
their teeth.  
 
Pause.  
 
Miriam I’m sorry. Please try to understand, this situation is awkward for me too. The war 
is barely over. The newspapers are still full of war stories and victory parades. Perhaps we 
should wait a while before we release the peace doves, as they say. Yes?  
Sa’id Where’s Khaldun?  
Miriam Who?  
Safiyya Sa’id!  
Sa’id Where’s our son?  
Miriam Son? I don’t understand…  
Sa’id You understand very well. I can see him, in your eyes. Filled with fear, looking for him 
behind our backs, in case he comes back and we’re still here. Where is he?  
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Miriam (With pursed lips) …Close the gate on your way out. Dogs are always 
wandering in.  
Safiyya We haven’t come to quarrel. Or apportion blame. We were talking last night…  
Sa’id Enough!  
Safiyya …about all the people who are coming back to see their homes, find their way 
with red eyes and sand and stones and pictures, and I said to Sa’id, why not us? We, who 
left not only a house, but a baby as well, who has never seen us, who was too young, still 
blind…  
Sa’id Safiyya.  
Safiyya Let him see who his parents were just once. That’s why we’ve returned. Let me 
see my son.  
Miriam I have no idea what you’re talking about.  
Sa’id They’re thieves. That’s all. Thieves have no hearts. Only knives and roadblocks and 
iron gates. To protect what they stole. Never mind. One day we’ll be strong enough. We’ll 
take everything back.  
Miriam I have to go inside.  
Sa’id There were things. Pictures, furniture, plates. Can we take those?  
 
Pause.  
 
Miriam Froike wanted to get rid of it all. But I packed everything away in bags. Wait here, 
I’ll bring them out to…  
Sa’id There are toys out back. A little boy’s toys. A wooden boat, near the stump of the 
tree you chopped down. Does that belong to your friend Mahmud as well?  
 
Pause.  
 
Miriam I don’t have to answer you.  
Sa’id No, you don’t.  
Miriam No. I can go inside and lock the door.  
Sa’id Yes, you can.  
Miriam Yes. Like all the neighbors do. Miriam Goshen doesn’t have to be any holier than 
anyone else. With blood I paid for this house. I raised a child and buried a husband. That’s 
more than enough!  
 
Pause.  
 
Safiyya Does he look like you?  
Miriam Enough.  
Safiyya Your boy, is he white or dark? Does he look like he’s from Poland or from 
Palestine, with black eyes like Sa’id’s?  
Miriam Please leave. The neighbors will be asking questions.  
Safiyya …Where’s our boy, madam? Tell us, and we’ll leave. We’ll watch from a distance. 
We won’t talk. Just so that we can tell his brothers that he’s alive. Please madam…  
Miriam All right… if there’s no other way…  
 
Sa’id and Safiyya are stunned.  
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Miriam Go back and sit in your pile of junk… turn around at the top of the road… turn 
left on Ma’apilim Street… at Mahane David turn right. You’ll see a big gate there… manned 
by an Arab guard. From the entrance count three headstones… until you reach the big pine 
tree. That’s where my son is. Covered in pine needles. Even though I always clear them 
away. And they always prick my fingers. And my heart.  
Safiyya Dead?  
Miriam Murdered by Arabs. In the battle to liberate the Western Wall. (Pause) He was 
raised as a Jew. It was only natural that he’d join the IDF. Froike wanted him to stay home. 
But he wouldn’t. All his friends went… I tried to spare you. But you… don’t want to be 
pitied. No, no. You want to dig, with knives, into the open wound until the blood covers us 
all! So there you are! Now, please excuse me…  
 
Waits a moment. They don’t move.  
 
I said, excuse me.  
 
They move aside. Miriam goes into the house, slamming the door behind her.  
 
 
Translated from the Hebrew by Margalit Rodgers and Anthony Berris  
 
End of Excerpt. 
 
*** 
 
END OF PRESENTATION 


