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The Fever Chart

Three Visions of the Middle East
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The Fever Chart: Three Visions of the Middle East is based on true events.

 

 

PRODUCTION HISTORY

 

Patrick Morris of Menagerie Theatre Company and Golden Thread Productions were instrumental in the development of The Fever Chart: Three Visions of the Middle East.

 

 

The Fever Chart: Three Visions of the Middle East was developed in Hartford Stage’s 2006 Brand:NEW Festival. It was first workshopped at Mill Mountain Theatre’s Norfolk Southern Festival of New Works, under the direction of David Gothard. A State of Innocence (Vision One) was commissioned by 7:84 Theatre Company of Scotland. Between This Breath and You (Vision Two) was written for the Hotbed Festival in Cambridge, U.K. The Retreating World (Vision Three) was commissioned by the McCarter Theatre Center.

 

 

The Fever Chart: Three Visions of the Middle East was produced in 2008 at New York’s Public Theater (Oskar Eustis, Artistic Director; Mara Manus, Executive Director) as part of the Public Lab series. It was directed by Jo Bonney, with scenic design by Rachel Hauck, costume design by Ilona Somogyi, lighting design by Lap Chi Chu, sound design by Christian Frederickson; the production stage manager was Christina Lowe. The cast was:

 

Vision One: A State of Innocence



	UM HISHAM QISHTA	Lameece Issaq
	YUVAL	Arian Moayed
	SHLOMO	Waleed F. Zuaiter


Vision Two: Between This Breath and You



	MOURID KAMAL	Waleed F. Zuaiter
	TANYA LANGER	Natalie Gold
	SAMI ELBAZ	Arian Moayed


Vision Three: The Retreating World



	ALI	Omar Metwally






Vision One

A State of Innocence
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CHARACTERS



	UM HISHAM QISHTA	Palestinian woman, from Rafah, late forties
	YUVAL	Israeli soldier, from Tel Aviv, twenty-seven
	SHLOMO	Israeli architect, elegant man, fifties


PLACE

 

Something like a small zoo, but more silent, empty, in Rafah, Palestine. Or a space that once dreamed it was a zoo.

 

 

TIME

 

 

2002.

 

 

NOTE

 

Characters often do not look directly at one another. It is as though they can see one another without eye contact.

 

Um Hisham enters, very focused. She takes a scarf and carefully, methodically, wraps her head in the scarf. She adjusts it until it’s right; she is then ready for the vision to begin. Now she looks at Yuval.

Yuval is dressed as a zookeeper might be dressed, but still military, cleaning a large, simple cage, which might look like scaffolding. His uzi hangs near by. Um Hisham stands watching him at work. He is at first not aware of her. He speaks to us, the public:

 

YUVAL: I say to him when we’re alone, I say: “He whom love touches not, walks in darkness.” Do you, my friend? Do you walk in darkness? And then he winks at me. Ever had a porcupine wink at you? It’s like the whole symposium’s in that flick of a gesture. He knows. Damn it, he knows! And his name is Shadack Winko. And it’s a small zoo too, but it’s got a big spirit, and only two emus: Tricky Beak and Horton. Tricky Beak has only one eye and her beak’s twisted. Her brother is Horton. Horton is . . . dull. Two  camels. Dromedary. One’s named Fairway and the other is Hoboken Bromwell. Then two ring-tailed cats, Buddy and Briggs. Three water buffalo: Chesterfield, Erkle and Alfalfa. And one puny monkey: Dingleberry Dibbit. And damn it, yes, I named every one of them from the scraps I picked up when we go back to the Big Apple every summer and visit family.

(Um Hisham has begun to softly sing a song in Arabic.)

 

But every morning I wake and an animal . . . No. But it’s true. A different piece. It’s back the next morning but then another part is gone again. There is something I don’t know.

 

(He speaks in Hebrew: “Something is wrong with this zoo. God help us.” Um Hisham’s song can now clearly be heard.)

 

Excuse me but that’s against the rules.



UM HISHAM: What is?

YUVAL: Gurgling.

UM HISHAM: I’m not gurgling. I’m singing.

YUVAL: Gurgling. Singing. Same thing. Not allowed in this zoo.

UM HISHAM: You don’t have tortoises. Why don’t you have tortoises?

YUVAL: Only the animals may sing and gurgle.

UM HISHAM: Where is the ostrich?

YUVAL: It’s their home after all.

UM HISHAM: Where is the deer? Where is the kangaroo?

YUVAL: Would you like to see Shadack Winko? He’s napping but I can wake him for you.

UM HISHAM: No. Let Winko sleep. And you should sleep, too.

YUVAL: Sleep? I’m the boss of this zoo. I need to stay alert.

UM HISHAM: Go away, Yuval.

YUVAL (Threatening): Hey. How do you know my name, lady? Remember that (Quotes) “The one who comes to kill us, we shall rise early and kill him.” I’m not afraid of you. Are you a terrorist?

UM HISHAM (Playfully): Palestinorist. Terrestinian. Palerror-ist. I was born in the country of Terrorist. I commit terrible acts of Palestinianism. I eat liberty from a bowl on the Wall. Fanatic. Security. Democracy.

YUVAL: Don’t get playful with me. You want to throw me in the sea.

UM HISHAM: I just might. But I can’t get to the sea. Seventeen and a half checkpoints keep me from it.

YUVAL (In Hebrew): Would you shut up, woman, and leave me alone?

UM HISHAM: I would like to leave you alone.

YUVAL: You understand Hebrew?

UM HISHAM: How is your mother?

YUVAL: She doesn’t like the zoo.

UM HISHAM: I’ve got something that belongs to her.

YUVAL (Laughs): I don’t think so, lady.

(Um Hisham removes her scarf, leaving it draped around her shoulders.)



UM HISHAM: I came to this zoo a few years ago. There was a small swimming pool.

(She looks for the place where the pool was, then finds it.)

 

Yes. It was here. I brought my daughter, Asma, here to swim.



YUVAL: There is no swimming pool here. Did you get a ticket when you came in?

UM HISHAM (Discovering another spot): There were two slides here, near the bird aviary.

YUVAL: How do you know my mother?

UM HISHAM: I know it’s hard to believe, looking at it now, but it was beautiful here.

(Shlomo hurries on, carrying a clipboard and a wooden box that holds his surveying equipment. He is a little confused by his surroundings, but puts down the box and begins to make notes. He gestures to Yuval.)



SHLOMO: You. Who are you? You in charge here?

YUVAL: Yes, sir.

SHLOMO: This place is full of holes. A veritable security cluster-fuck as we say in the business.

YUVAL: What business?

SHLOMO: Anyone else here? Just the two of you then. (Makes notes) Nothing more sacred. Mother and son. Like the land and the settler—though the one’s from Brooklyn . . . Don’t get me started!

UM HISHAM: He is not—

YUVAL: She is not—

SHLOMO: An architect. But I am. And an architect is naturally a philosopher, (To Yuval) as you wish to be.

YUVAL: Yeah. I’m a grad student in philosophy from Tel Aviv University. How do—

SHLOMO: And this zoo is a disgrace to Zionist architecture.

UM HISHAM: My first house was destroyed in 1967—

SHLOMO: Was your house part of the Wall and Tower model?

UM HISHAM: No.

SHLOMO: I thought not.

(He proceeds to help Um Hisham onto the wooden box. He then links arms with Yuval, forming a “wall” around her “tower.”)

 

The Homa Umigdal, the Wall and Tower, was our very first architectural model for the family home. Homa Umigdal! Homa Umigdal! Homa Umigdal!



YUVAL: He’s mad.

SHLOMO: This model was the cradle of the nation, the very nest and egg that made the desert bloom.

(He and Yuval slowly rotate around Um Hisham.)

 

Circle the wagons, up with the periscope! Homa Umigdal—a prayer, a rhyme. And a spell.

 

(Shlomo gets Yuval to chant softly with him: “Homa Umigdal, Homa Umigdal, Homa Umigdal.” Then he stops circling.)

 

Shhh. So, my good woman, what do you see?

 

(Um Hisham looks across the landscape.)



UM HISHAM: Palestinians.

SHLOMO: Exactly! And we are?

UM HISHAM: Lunatics.

SHLOMO: Protection. Homa Umigdal.

UM HISHAM: The model was a machine of invasion.

YUVAL: Yeah. I read about it at Oxford.

UM HISHAM: Nest and egg. Ha. Your Homa Umigdal houses had many little feet and they kept on coming. Another.  Another. (She counts the little houses she imagines) Another. Another. Another.

SHLOMO: Homa Umigdal! Since we cannot remove this zoo—

UM HISHAM: You can’t remove this zoo. It’s a ruin.

SHLOMO: I’ve made my living building on ruins. As I say, since we cannot remove this zoo to a hilltop, which is where one is truly safe, we shall have to squeeze it into the Homa Umigdal model.

UM HISHAM: And the animals?

SHLOMO: They will feel safer. Happier. The fear of a terrorist attack can put an animal off its food. Bad for business. I will propose to the government that each animal have a Wall and Tower.

YUVAL: Ever seen the penguin pool at London Zoo? Now that’s archit—

SHLOMO: Exactly! But higher walls and a real tower.

YUVAL: But I read that the concrete walkway was hard on their feet.

SHLOMO: Security has its price.

(Shlomo begins to measure. Um Hisham sits on the box. Shlomo puts the measuring tape in her hand, with her arm up. As she holds the tape, he measures from her hand to the floor, in four directions.)



UM HISHAM: How will visitors see the penguins?

SHLOMO: Ah, but the penguins will be able to see the visitors, which is far more important.

YUVAL: We don’t have any penguins. Can you do the Homa Umigdal for the porcupine?

SHLOMO: Of course. I’m an architect!

UM HISHAM: Where are the tortoises? Where is the ostrich? Where is the kangaroo?

YUVAL: How the hell should I know? I went to sleep on duty one afternoon and I woke up in this (Curses in Hebrew) zoo. Have you seen the animals in the morning? I run from cage to cage but it’s darkness inside. And the noise. The camels are the worst. (Makes the sound of a camel scream) And I find pieces in the cages. Pieces of themselves. The emus are missing their toes. The ring-tailed cats have no tails. The water buffalo. Their long ribs have fallen out of their bodies so their sides have collapsed. And the monkey. I cannot speak of the monkey.

SHLOMO: I saw the monkey on my way in. He looked just fine.

YUVAL: But that’s just it. By the afternoon the pieces have grown back, only to be torn away again each night.

SHLOMO: Now you are being dramatic.

UM HISHAM: It’s true. I’ve seen it.

SHLOMO: Then believing is seeing. Like building.

(Um Hisham lets go of the end of the tape measure. It slaps the ground.)

 

(To Um Hisham) Where are we?

 

(Shlomo looks around, unsure. Um Hisham stares at him.)



YUVAL (In Hebrew, panicked): Oh my God.

SHLOMO: Hey, I said where are we?

YUVAL (In Hebrew): Oh my God. Oh my God. Oh my God.

(Shlomo slaps Yuval in the face to bring him around.)



SHLOMO: Snap out of it. Let’s talk about . . . Tel Aviv? Huh?

YUVAL: Yeah. My folks came over from New York to Tel Aviv when they were kids.

SHLOMO: Yes. Let us start at the beginning? Tel Aviv is . . . ?

YUVAL: All right, all right . . . Borrowed from the Book of Ezekiel.

SHLOMO: And?

UM HISHAM: He doesn’t know.

SHLOMO: Very likely the only city to be named after a book, Herzl’s futuristic, and—

UM HISHAM:—not very good, novel Altneuland. First published—

SHLOMO: 1902, and translated as—

YUVAL: Tel Aviv.

SHLOMO: Yes. What useless facts we architects acquire.

UM HISHAM: Better than collecting facts on the ground: your illegal settlements.

SHLOMO: Your mother sounds like—

YUVAL: She’s not—

UM HISHAM: I’m not—

SHLOMO (Suddenly quotes, excited): “Move, run and grab as many hilltops as you can to enlarge the Jewish settlements because everything we take now will stay ours . . . everything we don’t grab will go to them.”

YUVAL: Ariel Sharon. Before he was prime min—

SHLOMO: That’s right. But I am not like that overripe tic of a man. I do not confuse a hilltop with holiness.

UM HISHAM: I am a Palestinian. I am not his mother.

SHLOMO: Oh.

UM HISHAM: You with your building, building. You eat up our future.

YUVAL: And given the chance you would eat us.

SHLOMO: I do not eat anymore. I will be ninety-six years old in November.

YUVAL: What? You look barely forty.

UM HISHAM: The lies of an Israeli architect.

SHLOMO: I assure you I am indeed that old. I bathe in the Dead Sea. Each time I give it some of my dying.

UM HISHAM: You are a funny man, Shlomo, and at moments I am entertained. But I don’t have time for you today. Leave us alone. Take your Wall and Tower with you.

YUVAL: She’s right. This is no place for you. You give me chills.

SHLOMO: Charmed, I’m sure. Thank you, both. But I’m on official business. Of the utmost importance. No one stands in the way of architecture’s path! So. I must redesign the zoo. And . . . and I am lonely. I have traveled so far. Ninety-six years! I was a Red Guard, you know, a proud soviet pioneer until the revolution began to eat its own. I was lucky to escape with my life. But the zealous survive! I was a zealous revolutionary, then a zealous agricultural expert in Birobidzhan, Siberia, an autonomous republic for Jewish farmers. A paradise compared to this mess, I can tell you. Except the winters were hellish. And now I am a zealous architect. I might just turn around and become a zealous socialist again. It is possible. I am related to that bastard Kaganovich, the last Jewish Stalinist until Khrushchev kicked him in the teeth.

UM HISHAM: My daughter, Asma, liked the turtles best.

SHLOMO: God, I’m hungry.

UM HISHAM: Of course you are. So buck up. There’s a fresh ruin in the Salahaddin district of Rafah (Breathes) Can you smell the dust in the air?

SHLOMO (Breathes, too): Yes. Yes I can smell it. The crumble of walls. The smell of crushed linen. Toys bursting like fruit beneath the ’dozer’s blade. Where in Salahaddin?

UM HISHAM: Second street from the left, number five. There were pigeons on the roof. Six of them.

SHLOMO: How many rooms in the house?

UM HISHAM: Four rooms. Large ones.

SHLOMO: Delicious. Thank you.

(Shlomo exits excitedly.)



UM HISHAM: And the walls in the bathroom were blue. In the hall there were orange birds on the tiles on the floor.

YUVAL: Yes. Orange birds on the floor. That’s my mother’s house.

UM HISHAM: And the ceiling was yellow.

YUVAL: No. The ceiling in my mother’s house is white. And on the wall the tiles are—

YUVAL AND UM HISHAM: blue flowers with pink leaves.

YUVAL: How do you know this? What the fuck are you saying? I know that hallway. I know it like the back of my hand.

UM HISHAM: Yes. You have beautiful hands. But do you know your own hands? What do they do while you sleep?

YUVAL (Playful): Uh-oh. Are you getting nasty on me?

UM HISHAM: Weeks ago. Your forefinger pressed the starter on your brand-new Merkava tank.

YUVAL: Merkava. Baddest bad-assed tank to ever float the desert. Have you heard the stereo systems on those mother fuckers? It’s like a concert you can hear from the moon.

(Yuval does some air guitar and screams out a couple lines of rock and roll, but just the tune, not words. Then he quits abruptly and stares at Um Hisham. Suddenly she does the rock and roll lines back to him, but even better. Then she stares back.)



UM HISHAM: And with five other tanks and two bulldozers you met the tortoises.

YUVAL: So this is about the damn turtles?

UM HISHAM: Yes. It begins with the turtles. In the zoo. The tiny zoo in Al-Brazil, Rafah. In Gaza. The turtles lined up to defend the zoo. They say their armor was aglow in the dusty light. That you could see it for miles. But your treads are four feet wide and the Merkava tank weighs sixty tons.

YUVAL: Sixty-five tons. Fully loaded. The new fire-control system developed by El Op includes advanced features with the capability to acquire and lock onto moving targets.

UM HISHAM: Turtles are moving targets.

YUVAL: The Merkava 4 is powered by a GD 883 V-12 diesel engine rated at fifteen hundred HP.

YUVAL AND UM HISHAM: The new engine represents a twenty-five-percent increase in power . . .

YUVAL: compared to the twelve-hundred HP power pack . . .

UM HISHAM: installed on the Merkava 3. Weight: sixty-five tons, fully loaded, as you say. A turtle weighs a kilo and a half. It was a quick death for the turtles. Then you and your buddies crushed the rest of the zoo. The ostrich was flattened, as were the squirrels, goats and kangaroos. The single deer lay on her side all night, paddling with her broken legs as though she were swimming.

YUVAL: Hey. The military dismissed those accusations.

UM HISHAM: Why the zoo? The only place for children to go to touch animals and hear their sounds.

YUVAL: I told you why. Because gurgling is no longer permitted. There was gurgling coming from the Rafah zoo, day in, day out. Gurgle, gurgle, gurgle. The children were gurgling.

UM HISHAM: Not gurgling. Singing.

YUVAL: Same thing.

UM HISHAM: No. It’s not.

YUVAL: I’m not a bad soldier.

UM HISHAM: You never killed a human being. Though perhaps, sooner or later.

YUVAL: Plato said: “If there were only some way of contriving that a state or an army should be made up of lovers, they would be the very best governors of their own city.”

UM HISHAM: Perhaps. But not of ours.

YUVAL: I’m sorry about the zoo.

UM HISHAM: You never wanted to be a soldier, Yuval.

YUVAL: Don’t be ridiculous. If it weren’t for the state of Israel, I would not exist.

UM HISHAM: Do you believe that, Yuval? Do your friends believe that?

YUVAL: Sometimes. Some of them. But then there are moments when I am putting my feet into clean socks or drinking cold water on a hot day and something falls somewhere in the house and breaks and it sounds almost beautiful and then I feel a sharp—what is it?—a burning. And I just don’t know anymore.

UM HISHAM: Tell your mother, when you see her, that I have something that belongs to her.

YUVAL: Just give it to me. She won’t meet with you. I’ll see she gets it. There are regulations on what we can carry. How much does it weigh?

UM HISHAM: I don’t know.

YUVAL: How big is it?

UM HISHAM: About three minutes.

YUVAL: That’s not size, that’s time.

UM HISHAM: And yet it is more precious to a mother than anything in the world.

YUVAL: Then give me the minutes that belong to my mother. Hey. If they belong to her, give them back. We stole your land, you stole our minutes. Now give them back.

(Shlomo enters flustered.)



SHLOMO: The soldiers wouldn’t let me past to measure the new ruin. How the hell is an architect to get work when they won’t let me inspect the property? (To Yuval) An IDF soldier has been killed there. They are investigating.

YUVAL: How did he die?

SHLOMO: A bullet from a Rafah sniper. In the head.

UM HISHAM: My daughter, Asma, was eleven years old. She was always counting.

YUVAL: Shit. A fellow soldier down. (To Um Hishem) You see, you people are murderers!

UM HISHAM: My husband and I used to tease her that she was born with a book in her head, a book of numbers. But this did not make her a sour child. On the contrary, Asma was always laughing and at the end of the day she’d say, “Mother, you have taken one thousand forty-four steps in the kitchen today.” Or, “Father, you have pulled on your ear seventeen times this afternoon.” And, “Look at me, I have made eighty-three circles in the air with my toe!” She had six pigeons. She named them One, Two, Three, Four, Five—

YUVAL AND SHLOMO: and Six.

UM HISHAM: No. After Five came Nine. Nine was a surprise. Like Asma, always a surprise. An Israeli bullet. To the chest. Except she was not carrying a gun. She was on the roof, tending her pigeons.

YUVAL: You’re right. I never wanted to be a soldier.

SHLOMO: I fought for a splendid cause, in another age, another land. I miss it. I am lonely.

UM HISHAM: So you have said.

SHLOMO: Before we attacked I said to our colonel, Novikov was his name, I said, “I love you and I believe in you.”

UM HISHAM: At Stalingrad?

YUVAL: Don’t encourage him.

SHLOMO: And off we went and encircled the German 6th Army. Or maybe I read about it. I don’t know anymore. But that “love and belief,” it was so strong then—now, what of them? Torn apart, like the three of us.

YUVAL: I have nothing to do with you, or her.

SHLOMO: Ah, the love of my life.

UM HISHAM: Who?

SHLOMO: Stalingrad, and the thousands of Russian tanks roaring across the steppes, through the luminous snow. Liberation! But—

UM HISHAM: There is always a but.

SHLOMO: She turned out to be a bitch. Stabbed us in the back. Turned out to be Stalin in drag. And now, my precious sentiments?—“love and belief”—where are they? They have left a hole. That is why I am always hungry. But I cannot cry any longer. Too much dust in my eyes. See?

(Yuval picks up his gun, slings it over his shoulder.)



YUVAL: Get out of my zoo. Both of you. It’s beginning to get dark. The noise will start, the roaring. Pieces of the animals will begin to fall off. You don’t want to see it. Only a soldier’s got the guts for this business. (To Um Hisham) I’m sorry about your daughter.

UM HISHAM: I don’t want your sorry. I could not hold her. Bleeding among the feathers and bird shit. Was she afraid? Did she call out for me? As she lay on her back, dying, what did she count? The noises in the sky hanging over her? Or the beats of her draining heart? I know Asma, so I know she counted something. I can’t sleep for thinking about it. But what? What do you think she counted?

YUVAL: I don’t know.

UM HISHAM: Make a wild guess, Soldier.

YUVAL: Her breath.

UM HISHAM: Shut your mouth now.

YUVAL: Maybe she counted her breath. In and out. In and out.

UM HISHAM: In and out. Maybe. But I will never know. What I know is Asma died alone. (In Arabic) For this I will never forgive even God.

SHLOMO: Um Hisham. I, too, am sorry about your daughter. That was not a part of my architectural plan. Though sometimes we must build on top of it . . .

UM HISHAM: Leave us, Shlomo.

SHLOMO: I would like to stay a little while.

UM HISHAM: Not now. You have more work in Salahaddin. Your ruins are missing you.

SHLOMO: Yes, we see eye to eye, the ruins and I. (Beat) Yet all I see are ruins. Ah well, Homa Umigdal, Homa—

UM HISHAM: Go. You will come visit again tomorrow. I always expect you.

SHLOMO (In Arabic): And I will always expect you, Um Hisham. Until tomorrow then. Let us go with God.

(Shlomo leaves.)



YUVAL: He speaks Arabic?

UM HISHAM: Of course he does. When you get that old all languages possess you. Now I must go, too. I’ll be back tomorrow.

(Um Hisham puts on her head scarf again.)



YUVAL: Give your family my condolences. I mean that.

UM HISHAM: Yes. I believe you do. My condolences to your mother.

YUVAL: Why?

UM HISHAM: It’s a terrible thing to lose a child.

YUVAL: My mother hasn’t lost a child. How dare you?

UM HISHAM: Yuval.

YUVAL: Are you threatening my family? Are you fucking threatening my family?

UM HISHAM: I have thought of sending your mother a bouquet but I am too angry and I hate the smell of flowers. I think of your mother. I don’t want to, but I do. We had pieces of life in common. In our children. Our children were our pieces of life. Now we have pieces of death. In common.

YUVAL: No.

UM HISHAM: I’m sorry.

YUVAL: No.

UM HISHAM: It’s all right.

YUVAL: You’re a liar! (Beat) I am alive, you hear me! I am alive. I am alive! (Shouts) I am alive!

(They both are silent a moment. Um Hisham speaks, just telling the story, not reliving it. Yuval listens quietly.)



UM HISHAM: You came to my house in Rafah at 5:30 A.M., with two other soldiers. You broke down the door. Your friends found no weapons in my house. How could they? We had none. Your friends were pissed-off so they began to beat my husband. He was on the ground. They kicked him in the chest seven times. If Asma had been there she would have counted. But then you stopped them. Why did you stop them?

(Yuval just looks at her.)

I was so grateful that I made you a cup of tea. And you accepted. You stood in the hallway, the dawn light from the broken door rushing past you. You put the cup to your lips. (Beat) A single bullet from a sniper. To the head. You went down on one knee, still holding the cup. You looked at me as though it were a joke—all of it—that moment, the tea spilling across your thighs, the orange birds on the tiled floor, my face so close to your face. You said—



YUVAL: Don’t. I don’t want to know what I said.

UM HISHAM: You said—

YUVAL: I don’t want to know.

UM HISHAM: “Hold me.” And you kept saying it.

YUVAL (Quietly): Hold me. Hold me. Hold me.

UM HISHAM: Three minutes. It took you three minutes to die. Everything I have despised, for decades—the uniform, the power, the brutality, the inhumanity—and I held it in my arms. I held you, Yuval. (Beat) But it should have been your mother. We should hold our own children when they die.

(After some moments:)



YUVAL: Then I am in hell.

UM HISHAM: No, Yuval. You are in the Rafah zoo. The one that still lives in our minds. And every day I’ll come here and visit you, as I visit my daughter.

YUVAL: They bulldozed your house because I died there.

UM HISHAM: Yes.

YUVAL: They arrested your husband.

UM HISHAM: Yes.

YUVAL: You come here every day, don’t you?

UM HISHAM: I have no choice.

YUVAL: Plato said: “He whom love touches not, walks in darkness.” It’s not dark here. Not always. Does that mean I walk in love?

UM HISHAM: I hope so. For your sake.

YUVAL: All right. (Beat) Well, I need to go feed the porcupine. We’ve become pretty close, as close as a soldier and a porcupine can get. Wait. That song you were singing earlier. I know it. How fucking ironic, huh, that I’d heard it before. You sang it as I died.

UM HISHAM: Yes.

YUVAL: Please. Sing it for me. Again.

UM HISHAM: No.

(Um Hisham starts to leave. Yuval goes back to his zookeeping. But then Um Hisham begins to sing the same song she sang at the beginning of the play, the song she sang as Yuval died. Her back is to Yuval as she sings. Yuval, his back also to Um Hisham, hears the song and becomes still, listening. Then Yuval slowly turns his head as though the song is calling to him from some long distance. Then one of his knees gives way and he slowly sinks to the ground. He lies on his back, still. Um Hisham finishes her song. Then she turns her head and stares at the dead Yuval. In this fleeting gesture/moment, they connect. Blackout.)



END OF VISION ONE
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