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CHARACTERS

IMEN............... The young girl.

ALIA............... Yad’s wife.

YAD................ The husband.

AMIN............... Their son.

IAN................ The soldier, dressed in 
civilian clothes.

SETTING

A city under siege. The sea is heard everywhere but no one 
can get to it. There is a white-hot sky, obscured by  
flocks of crows. In this white city, there is no color, no 
sand, no accents, no perfume, no faces and no foreign 
clothes. There is also no arak, no pistachios, no hookah, 
no ice, and much less water. An old deck of cards is all 
that is left. Neither the soldiers, nor the barbed wires, 
nor the war are visible to the naked eye.
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IMEN
Just leave me alone!

IAN
Open up, open up!

IMEN
If I have to open up one more time, I’m going to die.

IAN
Open up, for the last time, open up! 

Ian enters, very calm. He strolls 
through the room. 

IAN (CONT’D)
Who started the fire?

IMEN
What fire?

IAN
Who set the tires on fire?

IMEN
I so wish I could sleep, really sleep just once.

IAN
And the flag, who set the flag on fire?

IMEN
What flag?

IAN
Our flag.

IMEN
Your flag doesn’t concern me.

IAN
What’s that?

IMEN
The bag? Photos of my mother.



IAN
No, not with your hands, don’t move, stand over there, take 
off your shoes, grab the bag gently with your right foot, 
pull it toward you, it’s closed? Put your toes through the 
handles, spread your legs slowly, there, that’s good. 

He takes some photos out of the 
bag. 

IAN (CONT’D)
That’s her? The doc?

IMEN
Yes.

IAN
Where is she?

IMEN
She disappeared yesterday.

He looks at the photo again. 

IAN
She disappeared where?

IMEN
At the checkpoint.

IAN
No one died at the checkpoint yesterday.

IMEN
I said “disappeared.”

IAN
And your father, where is he?

IMEN
You have him.

IAN
How long did he get?

IMEN
Life.
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IAN
Too bad for him. She was a knockout.

He puts one of the photos in his 
pocket. She tries to grab it from 
him. 

IMEN
Give me back my photo.

IAN
Why are you scared? I’m a good guy. Why are you looking at me 
like that, I don’t like it, I don’t like those dark eyes. 
What’s in those dark eyes, can you tell me what’s in those 
dark eyes?

IMEN
There’s nothing, nothing in those dark eyes, nothing, only 
dark circles, only television, that’s all, only silliness in 
my eyes, only music videos, only Soap Kills videos in my 
eyes.

IAN
People who have dark eyes are not transparent, not 
transparent at all. Stop staring at me like that. I’m going 
to rip your eyes out, I’m going to take them between my 
fingers, I’m going to crack them like nuts just to see what’s 
inside them. Do you know Stravinsky?

IMEN
Stravinsky?

IAN
You don’t like music, I can see it in your eyes, your eyes 
which I’m going to smash to pieces like a piggy bank. Stop 
shaking, I’m telling you, I’m a good guy. 

He gives her back the photo. 

IAN (CONT’D)
What are those blood stains on the floor?

IMEN
That’s Jesus’s blood.
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IAN
You think I’m a fucking idiot?

IMEN
It’s Jesus, my cat, my tabby cat. He jumped on the turret of 
the tank that’s right outside, he clawed at the turret, the 
soldier got scared, he stormed out of the tank, furious, he 
grabbed Jesus. With one hand he broke his paw, just like 
that, like a piece of straw, I took Jesus to the vet, he 
ripped out his claws and wrapped him in bandages. Since then, 
Jesus has blown a fuse, he runs everywhere, he bangs his paws 
everywhere, everywhere he leaves blood stains, on my bed, on 
the floor, on my clothes.

IAN
And where’s this Jesus who leaves blood everywhere?

IMEN
With my neighbor Alia, the midwife.

IAN
I’m going to check on that.

IMEN
Why are you afraid of cats?

IAN
We have the right to be afraid too.

He exits.
 

4.



2

Alia enters.

ALIA
Imen! I can’t stand it anymore.

IMEN
What a coincidence, Alia, me neither.

ALIA
This time, it’s too much.

IMEN
Every day, it’s too much.

ALIA
I’m talking about your cat. The soldiers showed up at my 
place at two in the morning to check up on your story. If I 
find him in my living room again, I’m throwing him out the 
window right under the tank’s wheels.

IMEN
You think it’s easy to be a clawless tabby cat in this 
goddamn Holy Land?

ALIA
The white damask slipcover on my couch, you know what it 
looks like now? A tampax, that’s what, a tampax because of 
Jesus.

IMEN
If anyone touches so much as a hair on my cat, I’ll kill him.

ALIA
You should pray for your mother’s return instead of thinking 
about your cat.

IMEN
My mother always manages, but my cat, it’s all I have left.

ALIA
You shouldn’t say that, you’ll always have the motherland. 
The motherland is everything.
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IMEN
The motherland? You know how I feel about the motherland?

ALIA
Well, better that than nothing.

IMEN
My only motherland is my cat, he scratches, he purrs, he 
meows, he cuddles up to me when he’s hungry and he leaves me 
alone when he’s full. Have you ever heard of a Promised Land 
as beautiful as a cat? (A beat.) I have something to tell 
you.

ALIA
No, I won’t fall for it.

IMEN
Yes! I love you.

ALIA
It’s not that big of a deal, I forget, I forget easily you 
know, I’ll wash the slipcover.

IMEN
(lighting the hookah)

Here, have a taste of this.

ALIA
Let’s see? 

Alia draws on the hookah. 

ALIA (CONT’D)
What is it?

IMEN
Double-Apple from Egypt.

ALIA
I can already smell the Nile.

IMEN
Hold the hose straight, Alia. A hookah is like a cock, the 
stiffer the better.
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ALIA
You should give up television, Imen.

IMEN
Me, when I get a hit from the hookah, I go far, very far.

ALIA
Where are you now?

IMEN
I’m in Carcassonne, in Carcassonne.

ALIA
What’s that?

IMEN
You’ve never heard of Carcassonne? You don’t know what you’re 
missing. I tried crossing the border this morning to buy 
cucumbers for my dark circles, it’s an obsession, I know. At 
the checkpoint, the loudspeakers were shouting: “Everybody on 
your knees, move forward slowly on your knees, men lift your 
T-shirts slowly with the tips of the fingers on the left 
hand, women open your blouses with the left hand, everybody 
move forward, slowly on your knees, right hand behind your 
head.” It was raining, crazy, the soldiers stop an old man to 
go through his bag of potatoes, one by one they feel the 
potatoes. The old man chuckles, he grabs my arm: “Don’t worry 
honey, let them go through the potatoes, it’s their destiny 
to go through our potatoes. I just got back from France. 
What’s beautiful over there is the road to Carcassonne. You 
know, on the road to Carcassonne, you drive on a very wide 
road with tons of cars. At one point, you stop and you get a 
little piece of paper, then you drive, then you stop again 
and you pay. And then you leave the very wide road. At 
checkpoints in France, you always pay but you never get hit.”

ALIA
And the cucumbers?

IMEN
Not a slice, the soldier didn’t let me through.

Alia brushes Imen’s face with her 
hand.
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ALIA
Oh, I hadn’t seen this one yet.

IMEN
Another one?

ALIA
It’s barely noticeable.

IMEN
If every day I get a new wrinkle, in a year I’ll be ready for 
the scrap heap.

ALIA
When are you getting married?

IMEN
I’m waiting for him to get out...

ALIA
How long did he get?

IMEN
Five years minimum.

ALIA
It’ll go by quickly.

IMEN
Everything goes by quickly, love, life, dreams, death,  
everything goes except dark circles, that doesn’t go, that 
never goes.

ALIA
If you have children, have eight, that way if they kill four, 
you’ll still be left with half. 

IMEN
I’m not that crazy.

ALIA
Our destiny is in the hands of God, He’s the only one who 
knows. 

We hear gunfire. 
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ALIA (CONT’D)
It’s starting again.

IMEN
I keep my destiny in my own hands, that way I’m in peace. I 
don’t know what they can still be bombing. There’s nothing 
left.

ALIA
It’s funny, every time they bomb us, I feel a little hungry.

IMEN
All I have is fat free yogurt.

ALIA
I like yogurt. Is that a rocket?

IMEN
No, a missile! What kind of yogurt do you usually get?

ALIA
Greek, always.

IMEN
Big mistake.

ALIA
Why?

IMEN
Greek yogurt goes straight to your ass.

ALIA
Is that a missile?

IMEN
No, a rocket.
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Yad enters.

YAD
Alia, Alia, where’s the arak?

ALIA
There’s no more arak, my love.

YAD
If there’s no arak, the East is dead.

IMEN
Come here, little kitty.

YAD
Night is falling, we have to do something.

ALIA
There’s nothing we can do anymore.

YAD
We have to cross the border.

ALIA
There’s a total blockade. They shoot anything that moves.

YAD
The tunnel, there’s still the tunnel.

IMEN
They’ve blasted the tunnel.

YAD
There must be a drop of alcohol somewhere.

ALIA
We don’t have a penny, Yad.

YAD
What about your house calls?

ALIA
Push, push, push, honey. I screamed for three hours straight. 
Finally the baby drops. I cut the cord. 
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