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Up stage right: a 7 f x 7 f screen approximately 9 feet away from the back wall/curtain. Pre-set behind the screen: light spot for silhouette effect, a chair/Moroccan, stool on top of which a suitcase is open. A coat hanger stands with a jacket and hand bag. 2 f downstage from the curtain, a 9 f  x 3 f x 2 f platform. A second platform 9 f x 3 f x 2 f is in front of the first one.  

Up stage left, and representing a living room (LR), a 12 f x 9 f middle-eastern rug, a small low table on top of which there’s a vase with roses. Two large pillows and small chair surround the table.  

Black. Poet goes behind the screen. Sport behind screen goes up revealing poet: he folds clothes, closes his bag, puts his tie and jacket and as he walks toward platforms, spot fade and train station light goes up.

MVO DISK - TRACK 1 - VO -Announcer : “Ladies and gentlemen, welcome! Attention please! All electronic devices must be turned off. We repeat: please turn off all electronic devices. The use of photographic or recording equipment is forbidden. Attention please! Attention please! Departures by air please go to the upper gates. Travelers traveling by train, please check in at the lower gates. Thank you!” 

MVO DISK- TRACK 1 - VO -Announcer: This is a security announcement. Please keep your luggage with you at all times. All unattended luggage will be confiscated and may be destroyed. We repeat! Unattended baggage may be destroyed.

He gathers his bags around him using one of them as table. He pulls bread, olive oil and Zaatar from the hand bag and starts snacking.

Poet: They're mine. It's okay! I have them. I have them! I won't leave them behind. Everything in here’s mine. I won't leave them behind. 

MVO DISK- TRACK 1 - VO -Announcer: “May I have your attention please? Egypt Air announces the departure of Flight 601 to Cairo. All passengers are kindly requested to proceed to Gate F8. Attention please! Attention please! Train 89 to Turkey is now boarding at Gate T12. Train 89 to Turkey, please proceed to Gate T12! Attention please! Passengers on British Airways Flight 175 to London are kindly requested to proceed to Gate F54 for immediate boarding.

MVO DISK - TRACK 2- MUSIC. Dancer comes in, lay her purse open to the audience, asking for donations. Music/dance: 3:11 min. DANCE ends. She checks her purse for donations and tired, rests near the poet. She grabs the jar of Zaatar.

Poet: It’s…it’s Zaatar! 

Of Zaatar, Olive oil, and Mint Tea, By Mike Odetalla
“Zaatar is served on the side with meals and sometimes as a snack. It’s usually picked in springtime. After drying, the Zaatar is mixed with sumac and other spices and ground to a semi-powdery consistency. Then the sesame seeds are added. The ground mixture is served with olive oil. The proper way to eat it is to first dip a piece of bread in olive oil, and then dip it into the Zaatar. The oil makes the Zaatar stick to the bread adding to its delicious flavor. 

Whole leaf Zaatar is very hard to come by in the US. I have tried many times the small packages of “organic wild thyme” that is sold at obscene prices, but to no avail. The taste does not even come close. The “zest” is missing. My children today in America eat the Zaatar that grows in the hills of the village of my birth. My mom makes some of the most delicious salads out of Zaatar using fresh whole leaf Zaatar, olive oil, salt, and fresh squeezed lemon juice from the lemon tree that grow in our garden. This, along with a pot of mint tea, was the dream meal for me.”

He hands her a piece of bread. She seizes his hand and looks into his palm. Lights dim and flicker.  She whispers in his ear adopting a ¾ position. Lights flicker. 

The Fortune Teller By Nizar Qabbani (Syria)

(Arabic then English)

She sat down with fear in her eyes, 

(Dancer murmurs in his ear)

She said: don’t grieve, my dear, you are destined to fall in love;

You will fall in love so many times, many times,

And you will die so many times, 

Lights fade to black.   

DVD PROJECTIONS- TRACK 1: subtitles in English are projected while VO in Arabic.  

You are predestined to sail forever, sail-less, on the sea of love

Regardless of its fires

Regardless of its past records

Regardless of the grief that abides within us day and night

Regardless of the wind,

The rainy weather,

And the cyclone,

It is love, my dear,

That will always be the best of all fates

There is a woman in your life, my dear,

Her eyes are so beautiful, Glory be to God,

Her mouth is drawn like a petal,

And her laughs

Roses and melodies,

And the mad gypsy’s hair

Traveling all around the world

You love a woman, my dear that love itself fell for…she is the universe

But your sky is raining,

And your path is blocked, blocked, my dear

Your beloved, my dear, is asleep

In a guarded palace

He who asks for her hand

Or approaches her garden’s wall

Will get lost.... will get lost my dear

Projection and Arabic VO end.

MVO DISK - TRACK 3 - VO-Announcer: Attention please! Attention please! Passengers looking for love. LIGHTS FLICKER THEN BACK TO TRAIN STATION. Passengers looking for love, please proceed to the next person immediately to investigate potential.” Poet is distressed. He stands up and takes two steps away from the dancer and bumps into his bags.

MVO DISK - TRACK 3- VO-Announcer: Attention please! Attention please!  All passengers heading into the future please proceed to the gate of your choice whenever you like. Passengers traveling into the future, please go to your gate when you like. 

He looks at his palm, stares at the Dancer, and gathers his bags. He can’t find his passport. To the Dancer: “My Papers, my passport, my ID papers…oh God! Have you seen them? It’s…it’s all my life” He checks his jacket, then again his bag. He checks the side pockets of the large bag. The dancer looks inside the hand bag, finds the papers and hands him the paper and the bag. 
Poet: Aah! Thank you God! Thank you! You’re saving my life…you’re an angel! He makes a step as to hug her and holds her hand but he withdraws it quickly, visibly shaken! Thank you! My papers, My ID papers!

                                                                          ID PAPERS

Buland Al-Haidari


I am going out tonight!


I have all my papers, here in my pocket


I have ten of them


I, Buland, son of Akram, from a well-known family,


I swear I didn’t kill or steal


And here, in my pocket, ten official documents to prove it:


I am going out

Poet goes on platform. LIGHTS CHANGE- CITY STREET- NIGHT. Dancer steps down of platform.


The ocean has no horizon


Obscurity is bigger that what a human eye can take in,


Yes, deeper than the eye


And the sidewalks are deserted where the sound of my shoes resonates


Toc, Toc, Toc


I gather my shadow under a lamp I scatter it


And I laugh!


I laugh for having a shadow!


I can reject it,


Submerge it in a swamp of mud


Crash it under my shoes


Stifle it in my overcoat!


Toc, Toc, Toc


The shadow is here! It’s following me!


Here it is, there it is


How big your shadow is men with so many papers


In a time, in a country that has no identity


And I sing, and I whistle, and I shout, 


And I laugh, I laugh, I laugh


For I possess the whole sea


The whole night, the these dark sidewalks, they are listening to me


Becoming the echo of my call through the sound of y shoes


Toc, Toc, Toc


I slide my hand in my pocket


It’s all right; they are here


They are really here my papers


My name, my picture, the seal of the justice department


The signature of the police officer, proudly scrawled over my picture making me 
appear to be missing a tooth, scratches also my address


I was afraid for…and I swallowed my tongue…


I also have seven other Ids


I swear if a mountain stops by, it will bow and say


“Here are the proofs, the witnesses,


One for poetry, one for education and for the knowledge and for the arts”


And because I feel in my pocket all these papers


I sing, I whistle, I shout and I laugh, I laugh, I laugh!


O how big your shadow is!


You who has so many papers to prove your Identity in this night


Ten papers to prove one ID


In an epoch and a country that has none!


Two days later, two policemen are at my door: “Your name!”


Me? But I am Buland, son of Akram, 


My family is well known, I swear I dint kill not steal


Here are all my papers


They establish who I am, why?


The policemen laugh


A hand exploding before my eyes falls between deception and cowardice


“You are condemned…yes, you!”


You? That means me…me, condemned?


And my name, my photo, the signature of governor


I don’t understand, I don’t understand, I don’t understand


All I know is that my paper will not testify


And that tonight, in their name, I will sleep in jail!


And I laugh, I laugh, I laugh


In these times, in this country with no identity


Will be convicted whoever dares to carry his ID


You want y card? Here, tear it up my jailor! Crush it!


I hear your footsteps behind me


The policemen is following me


The sea is his


The night is his


And the dark sidewalks


Toc, Toc, Toc


I forgot: In my country


Only the police have the right to carry a shadow.

LIGHTS BACK TO TRAIN STATION.  He opens his bag to make sure his clothes 
are neatly folded.
Road Trips with my Father


Born and raised 


In North America


I learned to use a suitcase or duffel bag


When I travel


I carefully pack my clothes


Into neat folds


Taking deliberate time


For each of my belongings


My father


Born Palestinian


Uses a grocery or trash bag


When he travels


Shoes thrown in with


Shaving cream and razor


Clothes smashed together


With cartons of cigarettes


And always a few bananas


He travels light and quick


Insisting once a refugee


Always a refugee

Where to Land? By hawa Dhabali

Dancer walks in - Cymbals 


Going to Canada 


Something is wrong 


Leaving for Australia, 

But not for long 


Jump to the US 


Really what a MESS
           
  
Bury yourself in France, 

It’s a crazy dance 

             
Back to the desert, 


You’re as good as dirt 

             
Stay where I am, 


Not sure I can 

            
 I'm going crazy 


But I AM FREE! 

MVO DISK - TRACK 4- SFX of train arriving and VO Announcer.

Announcer: May I have your attention please? 

Poet: Free, free, free...now let me tell you one or two things about freedom. It’s not what you think. The toughest part is about oneself…
MVO DISK - TRACK 4- VO Announcer: “May I have your attention, PLEASE?” Poet gestures to the audience to hush it. “Thank you! This is the last call for passengers looking for love. Passengers looking for love, please proceed to the next person immediately to investigate potential. There's no time to waste. Thank you. 

He looks around, sees the Dancer, she looks at him. 

MVO DISK - TRACK 4- VO Announcer: All passengers looking for life, liberty, the pursuit of happiness, and other various and sundry spiritual preoccupations, please proceed to Gates T347, F205, F373 and T202, these gates will close in less than three minutes. 

MVO DISK - TRACK 5- SFX – train leaving and music. He grabs his bags, checks his ID papers.  He picks his bags and starts running as if to catch the train. He throws his bags on the platform, notices the dancer behind him and he helps her get “on train.” They both sit facing each other. 

LIGHTS CHANGE TO ON THE TRAIN.

He takes off his jacket and settles with his bags around him. She plays the cards but he can’t hold them. Cards fall. He stands up to pick them up. Music  fades.

Passage to Exile by Adnan Al -Sayegh


The moaning of the train kindles the sorrow of everlasting memories


While I am nailed to the window


With one half of my heart


And the other half on the table


Playing poker with a girl whose thighs are exposed


With shock and pain, she asks


Why my fingers are falling apart,


Like the wood of old coffins,


And hasty, as if they are afraid of not being able to grab anything


I tell her about my homeland


And colonization


And the glory of the Nation


And the sex in public bathrooms


Then she leans, over my tears,


And does not understand


My country is sad beyond necessity


What I carry in my pocket is not a passport


But a history of oppression


Where, for fifty years, we have been chewing animal food and speeches 


As we stand before the gallows watching our own hanging corpses


And applauding the rulers out of fear for our families


Whose files fill the basements of secret-service buildings


Where the homeland begins with the president’s speech and ends with the 
president’s speech


And in between, there are the president’s streets, the president’s songs, the 
president’s museums, the president’s gifts, trees, factories, newspapers, the 
president’s stable, the president’s clouds, the president’s statues, bakeries, 
medals, mistresses, schools, the president’s farms, the president’s water, the 
president’s orders …

She will stare at me for a long time, then she will ask: “What country are you from?” 

Poet gets off the train. LIGHT FOR AUDIENCE CHAT. 

Poet: Oh boy! The unbearable question! Where are you from? Addressing audience. Where are you from? And you, where are you from? You see, very simple question, meant to break the ice and maybe start a conversation. We all like to know whom we are talking with and connect… maybe through a set of common references, specially when the other has an accent that kind of is tickling us, so we refer to a place …a location. For me, that question opens up an abyss: should I jump or not? You see, most people can't figure out where I am from by my name, and if I tell them the country, they still have no clue where it is so after gauging them for a second or two, I tell them the name is Arabic, the country is Muslim and then a very funny thing happens 90 percent of the time, there’s a long stretch of silence or I’d have the traditional “You grand parents must be Italian or Greek” that’s when I was in Europe, and that has changed to “Mexican” when I moved to CA. 

So where am I from? What is home? Is it where I was born? Where I am settled?  Maybe home is where I am going to. Home may not even be a place! 

So to those who ask me where I’m from, I tell them a story…the story of Sindbad. Do you know Sindbad? That’s…my…great great grandfather. 

LIGHTS CHANGE TO STORYTELLING.

A Family Tree By Hawa Djabali
My great great grand father was called Sindbad. He was from Baghdad. One day, in Basra, as he was leaving the big mosque at the end of the Friday prayer, he met a Persian poet, called Khayam. They started chatting in front of the mosque. A full moon was starting to rise beyond the sand dunes and the clamors of the Friday market was fading away giving place to a calm and peaceful air of amber and musk. It was getting late so my great great grandfather invited the poet, Khayyam, over for dinner. The poet accepted. As the two men walked into the house, my great great grand aunt was in the garden and between two flowering sprigs of jasmine, she and the poet exchanged glances. After dinner, my great great grand father invited Khayyam to stay for the night, because well that was the rule of hospitality back then, and… still is…sometimes. And again, Khayyam accepted. Four days and four nights later, he was still there. He composed verses about the jasmine, the smell of the jasmine, and the essence of the jasmine. My great great grandaunt love for the jasmine grew stronger, and bigger and…larger until nine months later she gave birth to a little baby girl, jasmine.

My great great grandfather was under the charm of the newborn baby. He requested her hand for his own son, my great grandfather. Now the groom had therefore married his cousin. Isn’t that when family troubles usually begin? Because they were atheist, they had to continually simulate and express piety, (and) their son, my grandfather, disgusted with life, left the country and married a Christian Berber from Algeria. 

A few years later, they came back to Iraq where they gave birth to a son, my father, who later married an Iraqi Jew, but as luck would have it, at the very moment of the throes of the ethnic cleansing campaign. To add to their misfortune, my father and his wife were also communists, so they had to leave for Syria, then Lebanon, eventually Palestine, Jordan, Yemen and finally Tunisia. That’s where I was born, that’s my real country and that’s where I fell in love with an Arab from the Beni Hilal tribe, whose mother was Spanish of Berber origin, and whose father, descendant of Zyriab's wives, the Arab musician who invented the Andalousian maqam, was the companion of the French poet Louis Aragon in Granada...  

Me, I am a poet but I could never write that on any ID card or passport. I was told, “To be a Poet is not a profession.”  I said I was also a journalist and a university professor, but the officials in turn replied: “Please Sir, what is your real job?”

LIGHTS CHANGE

Poet: So basically…I write…that’s what I do. I’m a writer…so…

“I write” By Sulaf Abbas (Tunisia)


I write so that earth will not cleave and swallow me

Dancer walks in


I write because no one can prevent me writing


I write before getting blind


I write because I feel pity for clerks
Dancer grabs the notebook from Poet, reads, and tears down each page
Dancer 









I write so that I may get rid of the hell of writing




I write so that I may possess all the words





I write as I am helpless before death






I write so that others will read me






I write so that I may hide words and create other words



I write hoping to leap into emptiness





MVO DISK - TRACK 6 - Music and dance

Poet


I write because writing is a dream


I write as writing is something of no avail


I write as I reject what is written


I write because I fear loneliness


I write so that I may live

MVO DISK - TRACK 6 - SFX- Phone rings - music fade. 

Poet: Hello! Hello! Mother…is that you? Is everyone ok?

Minutes by Zaineb Alani


Was that my brother’s voice behind you?


Does he remember my name?


I have changed...but not my name...


And who’s home and who has broken their fast and prayed for me?


And who missed the last car bomb and made it to the Iftar table?


One last word, Mama


Hear me…I love you.


Did you know that...recently?

Dancer pulls a scarf from her handbag and puts it on his head. The connection is lost. 



Hello...hello...mother.....

He remains lost in his memories. Dancer walks him to the LR area.

Poet: Poor mother…Mother used to…she used to say…she used to tell us riddles: our servant is green, her children are born white, and then they turn black. What is it?

LIGHTS CHANGE TO LIVING ROOM

WHAT SHE SAID by Lisa Suhair Majaj



Go play outside, but don't throw balls near the soldiers.



When a jeep goes past keep your eyes on the ground.



And don't pick up stones, not even for hopscotch. She said,



Don’t bother the neighbors; their son was arrested last night.



Hang the laundry, make the beds, and scrub that graffiti off the walls 



before the soldiers see it. 



There’s no money; if your shoes are too tight, cut the toes off.



We don't have any oranges; they chopped down the orange trees.



I don't know why. Maybe the trees were threatening the tanks. 



There’s no water, we'll take baths next week, insha'allah.



There’s no school today, it's a military invasion.



I don't know when it will be over, or if it will be over.



Listen, I'll tell you a story so you won't be scared. 

Dancer snuggles in his arms. 
MVO DISK - TRACK7- Music starts. 


Kan ya ma kan- There was or there was not 



Once upon a time, a land called Falastine

MVO DISK - TRACK7- Music louder. 


Where children played in the streets,



And in the fields and in the orchards, 



And picked apricots and almonds



And wove jasmine garlands for their mothers.

MVO DISK - TRACK7- VO-Sound of a chopper and music. VO chopper fades out. 



And when planes flew overhead they shouted happily and waved.


Kan ya ma kan. Keep your head down…keep your head own…

MVO DISK - TRACK7- music fades out. 

LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK IN LR AREA. Poet walks upstage and addresses the audience.

LIGHTS FOR AUDIENCE CHAT.

ABOUT ARAB WOMEN POETRY - During this introduction, the dancer changes costume.

Poet (by the tea station): Aah! This is really nice! As I was collecting and sorting through poems, I realized I was responding to women poetry more than men’s. They tell personal stories and document a reality which we have been kept away from since we were kids and even now for that matter. Many of them will never be tolerated. How come we didn’t have Arab women poetry in the program? What about those who left the country and continued to write? A woman writing poetry is still taboo in many Muslim countries! A woman writing about gender equality or political rights? That’s sacrilege! Women have been writing poetry in the Arab world since the times of the prophet but somehow mentalities in the Arab world got tighter and tighter.

Iranian poet Nahid Kabiri said: ““My motives for poetry are the heartbeats of life and without poetry I feel a prisoner gasping for air in the jail.” She wrote “Authorized Demand”  

LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK.

DVD PROJECTIONS- TRACK 2: subtitles in English are projected while VO in Farsi.  

                                                Authorized Demand by Nahid Kabiry (Iran)

May I Sir? 

May I open the windows of my heart to the tender affections of light? 

And at least from distance far look at the beauties of life? 

May I Sir? 

May I be myself- a woman... 

And from the three hundred sixty five days of the year, 

for only one day be from all your "must"s and "must not's free? 

May I Sir? 

May I just have my natural liberty of lying on the green grass... 

And even more generous than the Sun give the expectant soil 

the warmth of my body and soul? 

May I for only a while in your prescribed society be spared the pangs of 

"Stop!"s, "Don't! "s, "No!"s, and "Never! "s? 

May I, if you graciously give me the right dream of Love? 

And in fascination of the bold verses of Mutiny, 

the gripping enchantment of a kiss , 

and the absorbing radiance of Freedom, 

detach myself from the hardships of housework exclusively imposed on the feminine? 

May I Sir? 

May I, for some moments of relief, leave the needle and the thread, 

the clothes and the iron, the kettle and the stove, 

And under the endless skies of romance, 

merge my being 

with those lovely moments of sense and intelligence which your "CODE" has ever denied me? 

May I Sir? May I Sir? 

May I say "hello" to a neighbor one day? 

Or knit a muffler for a passerby from the strings of my suppressed tears? 

And may I migrate without a "permit" to the altar of roses 

yonder there - in the scented fields of spring? 

May I Sir? May I? 

LIGHTS CHANGE TO VEIL.

MVO DISK - TRACK 8.  Dancer comes in and stands by the curtain. She’s wearing the long black dress and she’s veiled. Choreograpy. MUSIC CHANGES- SAME TRACK. 

Poet walks in.
"COME, REVEAL YOUR HAIR!"

By Hawa Djabali (Algeria)


My little sister, depleted under the tight bandage of your sacred scarf


My child, with eyes like green sapphire rocks blinded by the lights


My little one, hunched up under a square of fiber 


And who pretends to hold in it the god, the country, the time


A square of black cotton for the greatness of a nation 

Six thousands years of writing, three thousands years of philosophy, an eternity of 
music, architecture, savoir vivre, reading…Industrial weaving


My trembling one, my worried one, my uncertain,


Tilt the mirror, dare confront your eyes


Antiquity, modernity, earth, water and your god, all is here


Dare unveil yourself and confront the skies 

With that look - those eyes - that combine the azure, the clay, the water and the 
oriental light of the stars


O daughter of the Euphrates, come, reveal your hair

Dancer stands up in slow motion, starts to exit stage left. 

LIGHTS CHANGES - SPOT BEHIND SCREEN FADES IN- VEIL LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK. 

MVO DISK - TRACK 9- Music.

Somnambulist

Adele Ne Jame 

Poet walks toward the screen. 


In the pale light of the half moon, 


She sees him opening the door, 


Moving toward her as if awake. 


He sits at the edge of the bed, 


Tenderly stroking her hair, inhaling deeply the heavy scent of 


Wet violets, the evening breeze along her arms. 


She loosens her nightdress for him; 


She opens her hand revealing desire of her heart. 


His burning mouth against her palm, 


Even in sleep he groans as if defeated. 


She has come to know his reluctant heart, 


His body’s struggle against itself, 


Now even in this moment, 


He might turn away suddenly, 


Lift her from the bed, 


Carry her out into the night air, 


Across the narrow foot-bridge, lay her down 


There, among the dark stones of the river bank. 


This night though, he does not walk out among the trees


Towards the flooded river


He holds her close as if grieving. 


His kisses are deep roses, the flutter of birds. 


Their arms are so tightly clasped together now, 


She longs for the river’s swift current. 


She fears the sound of the thrush.


Even as they kiss, she trembles, fearing the moment of his waking. 

She gestures to him to join her from behind the screen. He goes behind the screen. He holds her and carries her center stage. 

LIGHTS CHANGE - SPOT FADE TO BLACK and SOFT LIVING ROOM LIGHTS GO UP. Poet and Dancer reach the living room. 

LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK.  Poet comes out and addresses the audience.

LIGHTS FOR AUDIENCE CHAT

Dancer and crew prepare for “The Ballad of Haya.”  

About Arab Poetry, identity, 

1945; World War Two has reshaped the world’s geo-politics and we still feel the consequences. It has created countries left and right, many of them with imposed borders. The traditional tribal leadership was replaced by dictatorships. Where did that leave the Arab poet? Well, poets were free to explore and to experiment with the “new free style” but if the style was “free,” the content was…and still is, not. Poets became alienated whether they chose to live within the country or in exile. They became beyond frontiers or of many frontiers. For them, rootedness and identity took another meaning. Am I the language I was born in? Speak today? Am I the books I read or re-read? Is it about the passport-s one holds? The people and things we leave behind? Beyond the superficialities of the name, the language, the religion, or the place, the most important is maybe the deep and intimate belief that we can carry it all inside and keep our sanity. 

LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK

DVD PROJECTIONS-  TRACK 3 - visuals and Music. 

LIGHTS CHANGE TO CROSSING BORDERS

Poet waiting in line to cross customs, ID papers in hand and bags around him.
WELCOME TO ISRAEL

Can anyone explain to me why you should have to pay to get both in and out of a country? At the Allenby crossing between Jordan and Israel/Palestine, we sat waiting for exit visas for forty-five minutes and then for a bus, to the crossing point, that failed to leave for about an hour. A note about entering Israel-Palestine: with an Arab name on your passport, it's sketchy at best and the expectation that everything would somehow be easier at Allenby Crossing rather than Ben Gourion or Tel Aviv airport? As my friend’s kid would say, "You're high!"

Clearly there was some giving up of luggage that had to occur, but there was no line or obvious organization to the process, just a huge throng of people - mostly Palestinian - with baggage trying to push their way to the front of the group. Then comes the fun part: going inside! Oh, before we go inside...did I mention the flies and the 100 degree heat? Maybe not.

 

Inside, we waited in a line with our passports - Milling about all over the place were teenagers with machine guns trying to look sexy, low-slung pants and shirts unbuttoned two buttons lower than professional appearance would normally dictate.

 

Then comes the next line, which was for metal detection, X-ray of carry-on bags, and some kind of walk-in machine that blows air all over your body. Never could figure out what that one was for, and as it turns out, I didn't have to because the military chose that moment to seize my passport and ask me if I had any other form of identification (what, my passport isn't good enough? Wanna see my driver's license?)

 

The next room was an absolute zoo - children running around, babies screaming, women trying to manage them, older folks clearly suffering from the heat, and unbelievably, no bathroom. This is as good a time as any to mention the Cranky Factors and they are (in no particular order):

 

1. Hot. 2. Tired. 3. Stuck in traffic. 4. Have to pee. 5. Lost. 6. Hungry. Two or more Cranky Factors is not a good thing. Anyone here suffering from more than two? Tell me because we will need to take break! No because see where this is leading? Kind of hard to believe that I'm the only one who is at the mercy of the Cranky Factors. I'm guessing it was every single person in that waiting room.
  

The next line, to actually get through customs, was two hours long. Two hours. TWO HOURS! What are you doing here? Where are you staying? Why are you coming through Jordan? And to me: you look very young! Yeah? Well, I'm thirty-two and you're a teenage girl and if you don't let us through in two seconds, I'm going to throw a tantrum worth of two-year-old in the terminal.

When we got through customs, we had to wait for god-knows-what, show our passports again - really? I mean we could have gotten this far without them? - then wade through a sea of luggage looking for our bags.... imagine an elderly person having to do this. Imagine a mother with four young children having to do this. Insanity!

 

Half an hour later, after finally locating all of our bags, we waited in line to exit. And after all of that waiting in the beginning for them to attach tags to our luggage, no one even verified that people were taking their own bags and not someone else's. 

We are not designed to be humiliated, day in and day out, to wait in line five hours per day, or to turn our fates over to the whims of an eighteen-year-old with a machine gun and shirttails hanging out. And they wonder why people throw rocks. 

Poet reaches for his cell phone and tries to call home but there’s no connection.

Minutes – 2nd part


Before the sun sets on the other world


Minutes accumulate on my cell phone


That all are alive


And I am missed, by some


Minutes and time zones


Love disperses amongst the lines of missed emotions and longing


Fingers betray the anguish as phone handles quiver in their grasp


Minutes are money...the corporations know and say that...

He finally gets through


Mother…mother…yes…


Tell him I love him.


I have a minute to tell him I love him.


I have all the minutes the corporate world can steal to hear him tell me...


He loves me…

MVO DISK- TRACK 10 - Bombing 


Mother…mother…


My last words… Mama...

MVO DISK- TRACK 10 - Sound of planes fades. Music starts. Poet runs to living room. 

COLD LIGHTS IN LIVING ROOM GO UP. 

The place is a shamble and unrecognizable. Lights flicker then stabilizes. The Dancer is under a pile of rubble. Music fades.

The Ballad of Haya

Nathalie Handal


And a hand was left


Nothing more of her


And the memory of 


A bullet through 


Her uniform was left


Nothing more of her

Dance moves one arm, then second arm, rises up and walks away on a slow and gentle pace/dance. Poet keeps gazing to where she was laying.  


And the old gold color of her hair


And the silver dark beneath her eyes


And the borders of her heart


Falling as she walked


Block after block was left


Nothing else of her

Poet in the LR trying to fix things.

BROKEN AND BEIRUT By Suheir Hammad


No mistakes made here 


These murders are precise, mathematical 


These people blown apart, burned alive 


A sight no human being can take 


And yet we take and take 


Desensitized to the sacred defamed 


Witness youth strap 40 lbs. of dynamite to sore bodies 


Cause we always return to what we know 


And if that’s war, we return over and over to it, sit at its feet 


To remove stone shoes bones and blues 

He walks towards the rubbles and starts putting pieces together


Shifting through the rubble, we ask 


Where is the head that goes with this seven-year old shoulder shattered? 


This leg looks like it fits with this hip 


This dead with that dead 


‘Cause they wear twin rings on bloated purple hands 


Tired of taking fear and calling it life 


Being strong and getting over shit/to prepare for more shit 


We return to what we know 


It’s 2006 and we are at it again 


This time the murdered are those who survived the last time 


And this time’s survivors are preparing for next time 


When fire will rain down on heads bowed in prayer 


I want to go home, not only to mama and baba 


I want to go home, to before me and pain


I want to remember what I’ve never lived 


A home within me, within us 


Before 1996, 1982, ‘73, and ‘48 


Return to what we’ve forgotten 


Return to the whiteness of black 


The drum, the hum, the sum of my parts 


To god, the boiling in my belly 


Touch it, taste it, name it and come back to… 


Here, come back and make no mistake 


Be precise, get back to work (he assembles tea pot and olive jar)


Shifting through the rubble, mathematically 

Poet exit Living Room and addresses the audience.

Building a new day with offerings of honey and memory 

LIGHTS CHANGE TO AUDIENCE CHAT.

Poet: It’s “zeyt.” Can you say it? “Zeyt”…it means Olive Oil…repeat after me “Zeyt”!

Olive Ritual

Mike Odetalla

It’s pure olive oil…have you tried it? It’s the morning custom here: a shot of fresh cold pressed virgin olive oil. It’s used to massage aching joints and bones. Everybody swear by its medicinal powers. It’s also used in many types of salads and foods. But there’s another ritual, a tradition embedded our every day lives. It consists of introducing infants to their roots and connection to the olive trees. Grandmothers are given this honor. 

They would take a small glass bowl or tin cup and place it over the flame of a candle so that the oil could be warmed. Then they would dip their hand in the olive oil and begin to massage the oil into the babies flesh. They would do this from head to toe.  The baby is then wrapped in a blanket and put to bed and would sleep soundly as they had never before. The baby’s mother, would stand by, watch and learn, in the hopes that she too might someday be doing this for her own grandchildren. 

My mother in law, traveled to the US to be present when my wife had our first child. She had the honor of massaging my oldest son with the oil that was picked from the same trees that provided the oil that was massaged into my skin as an infant, as well as my siblings, father, grandfather, and so on… trees that had been planted, many centuries before, by our ancestors. 

Olives, I sometimes find them strewn on the sidewalk, familiar and foreign, like the alphabet I left on my mother’s tongue. Olive Oil! In  Arabic زيت زيتون 
Anyone here knows the Arabic alphabet? We had the cast repeating during rehearsals. Let’s give it a try, shall we? zeyt zeytoun. Great! Now repeat after me.

LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK - 

DVD PROJECTIONS - TRACK 4 - Projection of Arabic alphabet. VO -Arabic alphabet is heard. 

End of projections - LIGHTS UP

Poet says the alphabet with a voice of a little boy. He pulls marbles from his pocket and plays with them. Marbles slips downstage. 

From the Diary of an Almost-Four-Year-Old 

Hanan Mikhail Al-Ashrawi


Tomorrow, the bandages will come off.


I wonder 


will I see half an orange, 


half an apple, and half my mother’s face 


with my one remaining eye?


I did not see the bullet but felt its pain exploding in my head


His image did not vanish, the soldier 


with a big gun, unsteady hands and a look in his eyes 


I could not understand


If I can see him so clearly with my eyes closed, 


it could be that inside our heads we each have one spare set of eyes 


to make up for the ones we lose. 


Next month, on my birthday, I’ll have a brand new glass eye, 


Maybe things will look round and fat in the middle— he looks through his marble

I’ve gazed through all my marbles; they made the world look strange. 

Marble falls and starts looking for it.


I hear a nine-month-old has also lost an eye, 


I wonder if my soldier shot her too — a soldier looking for little girls who look 

him in the eye— 


I’m old enough, almost four, I’ve seen enough of life, 


But she’s just a baby who didn’t know any better. 

MVO DISK- TRACK 11 - Music start as the “little boy” moves upstage looking for his marble. He takes off the patch and stretches. Sound of waves crushing gently on the shores.

Praying to the Sea By Hassan Assai el-Sheikh (Syria)


Heavy like a cloud of grief


I come to you...


Oh Sea, O sea...!


O tide... O current... O wind... O sea


This is the time to reunite with water ...take me


Bring back the color of my face


Take me to the passion of beginning


Renew my cells


You are the beginning


And you are the end!

Dancer comes in. Long veil/sari is around her body, arms, wrists and ankles.  She tries to seduce him with her dance. She wraps him with the veils. 

To Jerusalem by Hamdan


You came to me, chained,


Carried forcibly.


You came flowing, like the tears of a wounded heart.


And yet, I will not meet you;


Forgive me, for today, you are occupied!

She comes back at him. He rejects her. Music ends.


Have you indeed come to me?


In my passion, I prayed often


Without a “Rock,”


And when I found no water,


I simulated the ritual ablution;


And when you finally came to me, I vowed: I will not accept you occupied!


I want you to be a Kaaba for the people of the earth,


A voice from a minaret,


The sound of horns mingled with church bells. (She walks away)


A jasmine in the open air…I love you!


But I have sworn, yes I have: I will not accept you occupied!

MVO DISK- TRACK 12 - Music start DANCE. Subtle Lights change.  

Dancing with Death by Hawa Dhabali


Dance! Dance little girl who doesn’t know that you’ll have to leave the ones you 


love, 


Dance, You, who doesn’t know that you’ll have to wait for so…so  long! 

DANCE throughout the poem. 

Yes, dance, and I should be dancing myself, me, who won’t survive them! 


So dance! Dance! Look at me, I am laughing! 


We don’t know who is alive and who is not 


It may take days to identify the remains


From the beginning, we have had only laughter to express our wretchedness, 


Dance for our bodies to survive, and cries of joy to extol our dead! 


Dance to my land, to the smell of clay that I want to kiss, to eat! To the smoke of 
the evenings, when the dough becomes bread, when the wood turns to amber’s 

Drumbeats are loudest and fastest here.


Dance, dance my heart that couldn’t age! 


Dance, my love, you will not fade! 


Dance, me, already dead, dead each year, each season, each moment! 


Dance, we have no future and we are free, infinitely! 

LIGHTS AND SOUND BLACK OUT.

Poet set up the stage as top of the show. Dance and Poet in same position.

MVO DISK- TRACK 13 - VO- Announcer: “Attention please. All passengers traveling home, please return to your gate of disembarkation. Passengers going home, please return to your arrival point. 

LIGHTS FLICKER AND SLOW FADE IN TO TRAIN STATION.

Poet and Dancer are in same position as “Fortuneteller” - The train never arrived, and he never left. She continues reading his palm. 

MVO DISK- TRACK 13 -VO- Announcer: This is a security announcement; only one piece of hand luggage is allowed on board. All other baggage must be checked in and will be held in the hold; on hold.” 
Poet: Excuse me, eehh, just a moment please. I was told I could board this time. They never said anything about baggage on hold - in the hold. I can't…I mean - I thought maybe this time it would be different. Dancers walks towards the living room, picks the notebook and one of the roses smashed in the rubble. Maybe there'd be room. You see, I can't - I mean, I tried to explain; there are things that have to be done, taken care of, people are expecting it. I can't just put them on hold while I fly off all over the place... 

Dancer hands him the rose. He looks at his palm, hesitates, and takes the rose. 

MVO DISK- TRACK 13 -MVO DISK- TRACK 13 -VO - Announcer: Attention please! Passengers who found love, please proceed to security check before you exit. Passengers who found love, please exit in an orderly fashion. Thank you!

Picking a flower


I don't know, 


the exact prices on Wall Street 


For brass per ounce, for lead per pound, for gunpowder per gram, 


to make a bullet. 


But I know, 


it is cheap for the price, 


to kill a child, to kill a man, to kill a woman,


as easy as picking a flower, 


just with a slight pull of fingertip. 

 MVO DISK- TRACK 14 - Music. He grabs his handbag leaving the two other bags. They exit. Petals fall in Living Room area. 

LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK.
PROJECTIONS DVD – TRACK 5 “I Write” is projected on the screen, credit style.

I write

By Sulaf Abbas (Tunisia)

I write because I am most of the times silent

I write then I laugh so much

I write because I am alive

I write as writing the only reaction that makes me realize that I ‘m free

I write so that I may get rid of my being

I write so that I may not go insane

I write because I like words

I write because I am in hurry and I have no time

I write because I like books

I write against them

I write while I am in history

I write against your will

I write after lifting the hawser

I write so that I may look for something that doesn’t exist

I write while I am threatened

I write as long as the war still goes on

I write so that I go astray

I write while words are escaping from me

I write because I am in the maze

I write with black ink

I write, write so that I can ignite the fire

I write in the morning

I write under loss

I write till the sun rises

I write as writing is a reaction that is not ruled by necessity

I write as I am against all kinds of Authority

I write since writing is not sacred

I write along with death

I write the desire not its subject

I write after reading

I write my disagreement

I write so that I may play

I write because I’m deviant

I write and I do not want to defend the man as he is not weak

I write so that I may not be like her

I write so that I may not commit suicide

I write while all this space is before me

END
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