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(The living room and kitchen of an apartment.
Two doors: one to the hallway of the apartment
building, one to a bathroom upstage. Table,
chairs. Two big sofas.)

(A projection on the wall reads: Damascus
2014.)

(HADEEL walks in from the bathroom and
turns on the TV.)

(Someone knocks on the door.)
(HADEEL opens the door. It's YOUSSIF.)

HADEEL. Oh...

YOUSSIF. Hello.

HADEEL. Hello.

YOUSSIF. Hello.

HADEEL. Sit down.

YOUSSIF. Thank you... And the others?
HADEEL. They’re not here yet.

(Pause.)

YOUSSIF. Oh... What time is it?

HADEEL. There’s plenty of time.

YOUSSIF. Yes... I know. I came here a little bit early.
HADEEL. Yeah.

(Pause.)

Good. Did you see yesterday’s episode?
YOUSSIF. Yes I did. Of course. You?
HADEEL. Of course. Yes. Super.

YOUSSIF. Yes. It was.
HADEEL. Yes.

YOUSSIF. (Making fun of the actors on TV.) Do you see this
knife?
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HADEEL. I do.

YOUSSIF. Do you know whose blood it 1s?
HADEEL. Yes. I know.

YOUSSIF. I love that stuff.

HADEEL. Yes. Give up. Give up. Give. Up.
YOUSSIF. Yes.

HADEEL. Give up. The police will find you anyway. The
police? Me? Impossible. Who is going to tell them? You?

YOUSSIF. Yes. I am going to tell them. Me. And you will end
up in prison, like a dirty rat.

HADEEL. No... No. Don't tell them. Forgive me. Please forgive

me. Forgive me and I can give you my family’s money. I
can become your wife.

YOUSSIF. My wife?
(Pause.)

HADEEL. Wife. Yes...
YOUSSIF. That’s very good.
HADEEL. I know. Isn’t it?

(Pause.)

YOUSSIF. Yes. Nobody’s here yet?
HADEEL. No. Why?

YOUSSIF. Nothing. It’s just that... We're never alone.
HADEEL. No. We're never alone.
YOUSSIF. Where is Ahmed?

HADEEL. I don’t know.

YOUSSIF. But is he coming?

HADEEL. Yes. He is. Of course.
YOUSSIF. But he’s not in here?
HADEEL. No. Right now he’s not. No.
YOUSSIF. OK.

(Pause.)

HADEEL. What’s wrong with you?
YOUSSIF. Me?
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HADEEL. Yes. You.
YOUSSIF. Nothing...
HADEEL. What?
YOUSSIF. Nothing.
HADEEL. What is it?
(Silence.)

I know what’s wrong. “Nothing” Ahhhh. What the fuck

is wrong with you? Why are you here so fucking early?
YOUSSIF. Sorry. 1 just came to watch the soap opera.
HADEEL. Just came here to watch the soap opera...
YOUSSIF. Yes.

HADEEL. I know. But it’s too fucking early. I'm not going to
be able to cook. The tea is not ready. Why don’t you just
fucking leave and never come back again?

(Silence.)

YOUSSIF. Hadeel.
HADEEL. What?
YOUSSIF. I can’t go.
HADEEL. Why?
YOUSSIF. I can’t.
HADEEL. Why?

YOUSSIF. Because...we're all getting together tonight. Here.
And last night I was thinking a lot about you.

HADEEL. Please...

YOUSSIF. I was thinking about you and I thought... I
thought, Hadeel needs a house. She needs a bed. She
needs food. She needs her French books...

HADEEL. Youssif...

YOUSSIF. Wait... And I thought, maybe she doesn’t need
me. No. But I do. I need her. I do. I do. And I don’t
need a house, I don’t need food, I don’t need the books
I've never read. No. But I need her. I need you. I need
to touch your sweater. I need to smell you. I need you
and I don’t care if you don’t need me. Just tell Ahmed...
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HADEEL. Ahmed?

YOUSSIF. Yes.

HADEEL. Ahmed is my boyfriend.
YOUSSIF. I know.

HADEEL. And your best friend.
YOUSSIF. Yes.

HADEEL. Ahmed is my boyfriend.
YOUSSIF. I know.

HADEEL. What?

YOUSSIF. He’s your boyfriend.
HADEEL. Good. And you know why Ahmed is my boyfriend?
YOUSSIF. No.

HADEEL. No you don’t. You don’t know why. Ahmed is my
boyfriend because I love him. And he loves me back.
And that makes me love him even more, and that
bigger love makes him love me back again even more.
So whenever he says he loves me I say I love you back.
It’s magic. Is that too hard to understand?

YOUSSIF. Hadeel.
HADEEL. Answer.
YOUSSIF. Hadeel, what's all this shit about love?

HADEEL. It’s love. You don’t know what love is? What are
you talking about?

YOUSSIF. Of course I do. Everyone loves everyone. I don’t
care. Even I love everyone. Everyone. People in the
street, my people. I love them all. I want to give them
a hug. But I don’t want to hug them, to touch them, as
much as I want to touch you.

(Pause.)

HADEEL. Shut up, Youssif. You have a girlfriend.
YOUSSIF. I know.

HADEEL. And she’s coming here tonight.
YOUSSIF. I know.

HADEEL. Shut up.
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(Pause.)

Did you talk to her about this?

YOUSSIF. Not yet... But I will. T just I want to be part of
you, Hadeel. And I know that you love Ahmed...but let
me tell you... It is totally human to love two men at the
same time.

HADEEL. What?

YOUSSIF. Try to love the two of us.

HADEEL. No... No. No. That’s disgusting.

YOUSSIF. No it’s not.

HADEEL. Yes it is. It is.

YOUSSIF. No, it’s not. You know what I'm talking about. You
can love two men at the same time. You can. The heart
is a big muscle and yours is bigger than normal. I know.
And it happens to a lot of women. They are in love with
one man and then one day they meet another man and
they don’t know why but they hate him. Why? Because
they secretly like him. And that is the beginning of a
second love. They feel it’s treason. But they can't stop.
They can’t. They love two different men. And then
naturally there will be broken hearts, screams, tears,
even blood, the same old story. But, Hadeel...
Listen...even if you love him you have every right to
choose the man who really makes you happy. Not the
one who promises you a wonderful future but the one
who shows you happiness here and now. And that man
is me. You know that. I've seen it in your eyes. Right
now you can despise me. You can even hate me. But
that’s just the beginning of something... You have two
loves right now. I know it. Choose me, Hadeel... Choose
me. Forgive me for being so honest. I just want you to
be my wife.

HADEEL. Youssif...
YOUSSIF. What?
HADEEL. Please.
YOUSSIF. Be my wife.

1
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HADEEL. I can’t move.

YOUSSIF. I'm sorry. I understand. I've been watching you.
I've seen how you talk to Bana. You worship her. You
try on her shoes. You comb her hair. You laugh at her
handwriting. You cry when you watch her acting in her
soap operas. She’s a wonderful actress. And you love
her. And you don’t want to hurt her.

HADEEL. Youssif...

YOUSSIF. What?

HADEEL. What about Bana!

YOUSSIF. We'll lose her.

HADEEL. I can’t.

YOUSSIF. But we'll have each other.

HADEEL. I can’t.

YOUSSIF. Please, Hadeel. I love you.

HADEEL. Youssif...stop. Stop... Please. I...

YOUSSIF. What?

HADEEL. I despise you, Youssif, you pretentious fuck. All
this talk about smell...and you smell like a fucking
horse. But...I'm no better. No. I've made so many
mistakes. I'm weak. Weak. Every time I have a problem
I just read and eat vanilla ice cream. And now... Now
I have the perfect boyfriend. Ahmed is perfect for me.
Perfect. He is. He makes me laugh. But...you. You. I'm
so dirty, Youssif. I'm so...dirty. And you are so...you
disgust me. But...I do want to go home with you. I can’t
believe this... Every time you and Bana come here to
watch TV..when you leave I just want to scream TAKE
ME, Youssif. TAKE ME WITH YOU. I just want to kiss
your leather jacket. I want to put you to sleep. Forgive
me, Bana. Youssif. I want to see you naked. I want to
see you eat and when you are done I want to lick your
plate until it’s completely clean.

YOUSSIF. Please marry me.
HADEEL. No...
YOUSSIF. Hadeel.
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HADEEL. Don’t touch me.
YOUSSIF. Marry me.
HADEEL. Leave me alone.
YOUSSIF. Hadeel...
HADEEL. Yes...
YOUSSIF. Yes?
HADEEL. Yes.
YOUSSIF. Yes, what?
HADEEL. Yes, Youssif. I will marry you. I will.
YOUSSIF. Hadeel.
HADEEL. Don’t touch me. Not now. If we start now we won’t
be able to stop.
(Knocking at the door.)

YOUSSIF. Bana or Ahmed.

HADEEL. If it's Ahmed I'll talk to him.

YOUSSIF. OK.

HADEEL. I'll need time. Open the door. I love you.

YOUSSIF. I love you too.
(HADEEL goes to the bathroom. YOUSSIF opens
the door, steps into the hallway to talk with
AHMED.)

AHMED. Hello.

YOUSSIF. Hi.
(They hug.)

AHMED. How are you?

YOUSSIF. Good. Nervous.

AHMED. I know. Me too.

YOUSSIF. The soap opera.

AHMED. Yeah...the soap opera. Of course.

YOUSSIF. Of course, listen...do you have cigarettes? I don’t
have any.

AHMED. Yeah. I do.
YOUSSIF. How many?

13
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AHMED. A new pack.

YOUSSIF. Great. But I need a fresh pack for myself. I will go
and get some.

AHMED. Wait.

YOUSSIF. Why?

AHMED. Where is she?
YOUSSIF. What? In the bathroom.
AHMED. OK.

YoussIF. OK. Bye.
AHMED. No. Wait.
YOUSSIF. What?

AHMED. Stay one second.
YOUSSIF. Ahmed...
AHMED. Look. Listen...
YOUSSIF. Yes?

AHMED. Good...

(Pause.)

YOUSSIF. What’s wrong?

AHMED. Nothing. Listen... I'm going to marry her.
YOUSSIF. Who?

AHMED. Hadeel.

YOUSSIF. Hadeel?

AHMED. Of course.

YOUSSIF. Great. Congratulations.

AHMED. Thank you. I'm fucking nervous.
YOUSSIF. Sure...sure. Congratulations.
AHMED. Thank you. '
YOUSSIF. When did you propose to her?
AHMED. Not yet. I'm going to ask her now.
YOUSSIF. Now?

AHMED. Yes.

YOUSSIF. Oh. But we were going to watch TV.

AHMED. I know, I was going to propose before the soap
opera but you beat me, / you were faster than me.
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YOUSSIF. Yeah. I was faster than you.
AHMED. Yes. Go get your cigarettes.

YOUSSIF. Yes. Yes. Sure. I'll leave you two alone... Listen.
Ahmed... Congratulations. But don’t do it right now.

AHMED. Why?
YOUSSIF. It’s not really romantic.
AHMED. I know. I don’t care. I'm not romantic.

YOUSSIF. Yes. I understand. I love you. Just be brave. And
strong.

AHMED. Yeah.
YOUSSIF. Be a man. I love you. Always.
AHMED. Thank you.

(They hug.)
YOUSSIF. You're shaking.
AHMED. I know. Look.

(His hand shakes.)

YOUSSIF. Look... Maybe you should take a walk first.
AHMED. You think so?

YOUSSIF. Yes. Breathe a little.

AHMED. Right. OK.

YOUSSIF. Go and get me the pack.

(He gives AHMED money.)
AHMED. Sure. Good idea.
(He takes the money and leaves.)

YOUSSIF. Go.
AHMED. Thanks.

(YOUSSIF goes back inside.)

HADEEL. What'’s going on?
YOUSSIF. Ahmed.

(Pause.)

HADEEL. Where is he?
YOUSSIF. He left.
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HADEEL. (Coughing.) He left?

YOUSSIF. Yes. But he'll be right back.

HADEEL. What did you tell him?

YOUSSIF. Nothing. He’s buying cigarettes.
HADEEL. Youssif...

YOUSSIF. No. Look...you need to talk to him.
HADEEL. Not now.

YOUSSIF. It has to be now.

HADEEL. Can’t we just watch TV? I can talk to him tomorrow.
YOUSSIF. He’s going to propose.

HADEEL. What?

YOUSSIF. He just told me. He’s going to propose.
HADEEL. No... Why?

YOUSSIE. Because he’s in love with you.
HADEEL. No...

YoussIF. He’s doing it right now.

HADEEL. No. This is...no.

YOUSSIF. It’'s my fault. Please forgive me.
HADEEL. Wait.

YOUSSIF. Forgive me.

HADEEL. Wait. It's OK.

YOUSSIF. I shouldn’t have talked to you today.
HADEEL. I told you it’s fine.

YOUSSIF. Please don't tell him anything.

HADEEL. But I have to, Youssif. If he asks me to marry him
I can’t say yes.

YOUSSIF. Then talk to him tomorrow.

HADEEL. I car’t. I will not be able to survive like this, with
this secret inside me. Youssif, you don’t understand.
Every time I hug him I close my eyes and just think
about you. When I sleep with him I dream about you
and I wake up...happy. I cook for him thinking I'm
cooking for you, and when he eats and says he likes the
food I just want to scream: This is not your, food. I don'’t
love you anymore. I'm in love with Youssif.
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(Pause.)

YOUSSIF. Let me touch you.

HADEEL. Not yet.

YOUSSIF. Please.

HADEEL. You know I want to but not now.
YOUSSIF. He’s coming back in a moment.

HADEEL. I know. How can I do it? I have to break his heart,
Youssif.

YOUSSIF. Just be a woman.

HADEEL. Just be a woman... OK. I love you. I'm crazy in
love with you.

YOUsSIF. I love you too...and I really want to...
(Knocking on the door.)

(They kiss. HADEEL pushes him away. She
opens the door.)

AHMED. Hello.

HADEEL. Hello,

AHMED. Here you are.

(They hug.)
HADEEL. I was going to cook something,.
AHMED. That’s great. Thank you.
HADEEL. It’s nothing.
YOUSSIF. And the cigarettes?

AHMED. Oh. The cigarettes. I'm sorry... I didn’t go. Here’s
your money.

YOUSSIF. What happened?

AHMED. I just walked around...
HADEEL. Did you see Bana?

AHMED. No. She’s still at work?
YOUSSIF. I don’t think so.

AHMED. It’s late.

YOUSSIF. I know.

HADEEL. She should be here by now.
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AHMED. I can go out and look if shess...
HADEEL. No.

YOUSSIF. No... Don’t worry. Let me do this. She’s my
girlfriend.

AHMED. Sure.

YOUSSIF. Bye. Good luck.
AHMED & HADEEL. Thank you.
HADEEL. Bye.

YOUSSIF. Bye.

(He leaves.)

AHMED. How are you?

HADEEL. Great. You?

AHMED. Great. What's wrong with him?
HADEEL. I don’t know...

(Pause.)

AHMED. Listen... Hadeel, we need to talk.
HADEEL. Yes.

AHMED. Yes.

HADEEL. We do.

AHMED. Yes... You saw that... I've been walking around the
block trying to breathe.. like this...because I need to...
relax.

HADEEL. What's wrong?
AHMED. Don’t worry. I don’t want to break up with you.
HADEEL. OK.

AHMED. Good... I just wanted to say... Wait. Why do we
need to talk?

HADEEL. You said it.

AHMED. Yes, but you also said we needed to talk.
HADEEL. Yes. Yes...I did.

AHMED. About what?

HADEEL. Nothing...

AHMED. What do you want to talk about?
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(Silence.)
I'm waiting.
HADEEL. You go first.
AHMED. No. You.

(Pause.)

HADEEL. OK. I feel... It’s hard to explain but... You know...
We have known each other since we were five. You
know what’s going on.

AHMED. No. I don’t. What?

HADEEL. Will you do me a favor?

AHMED. Of course.

HADEEL. I'm afraid... I just want to hear your voice. You
always soothe me when you talk.

AHMED. Hadeel...

HADEEL. Please... Just talk first. Take a leap.

AHMED. OK. OK. I don’t know what’s going on but...
Listen... Just two things. One, I love you with all my

heart. That’s one. And two, I want to live my life with
you. You make me happy; that’s three things, actually.

HADEEL. But Ahmed, you know that sometimes I make you
sad.

AHMED. Yes. But that’s just because life is not perfect. We
are not perfect. We fail...we can be disgusting. I know
I am sometimes. But I want to live with you. I want to
have...problems with you. I don’t know... I don’t know,
I like your body. I just want to have you. I want to give
you everything I have. My blood. I want to give you my
life. You are my life... I don’t know, Hadeel. Will you
marry me?

HADEEL. Ahmed... This is a surprise.

AHMED. I know.

HADEEL. But I can't...

AHMED. What?

HADEEL. I'm... I love you.

AHMED. I love you too, Hadeel.

19
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HADEEL. I do.
AHMED. So?

HADEEL. So yes. I will marry you. Yes. Of course 1 will. Of
course, Ahmed, my love. Thank you. I'm so incredibly

happy.
AHMED. Hadeel...
(Knocking on the door.)
(AHMED opens. YOUSSIF enters.)
And Bana?
YOUSSIF. She hasn't arrived yet.
AHMED. Did you call her?
YoussIF. Her phone was off the whole time.
AHMED. Yes.
YOUSSIF. (7o AHMED.) Please forgive me.
AHMED. Yes. Of course.

(Pause.)

For what?
YOUSSIF. I'm so sorry. I decided to come back.
AHMED. Oh, don’t worry. We had plenty of time to talk.
YOUSSIF. OK.
HADEEL. Yes.
YOUSSIF. So you talked?
AHMED. Yes.
YOUSSIF. Good.
AHMED. We're getting married.
YOUSSIF. Yes?
AHMED. Yes.
YOUSSIF. What?
AHMED. We're getting married. I just proposed.
YOUSSIF. Good. (To HADEEL.) And what did you say?
HADEEL. I said yes.
AHMED. Don’t act so surprised. You knew.
YOUSSIF. Yes. I did. I knew.
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HADEEL. You knew?

YOUSSIF. Yes.

AHMED. Yes. I told him when I got here.
HADEEL. Oh.

YOUSSIF. Yes... Congratulations. Congratulations. You're
going to be so happy.

HADEEL. Yes. But we are happy right now.
AHMED. We are.

YOUSSIF. Yes. You are. It’s true... Please forgive me if I'm
not jumping up and down but this is getting to me. You
two... Oh... I love the two of you so much...so much...
there are so many emotions... It's hard to explain...
Let’s hug.

(They all hug.)
I too would like to marry the woman I love.
AHMED. Then why don’t you do it?
YOUSSIF. I want to.
AHMED. Then do it.
YOUSSIF. Yes...
HADEEL. Youssif...

YOUSSIF. Yes. I should propose tonight. Wouldn’t that be
great? Two proposals on the same night.

AHMED. It would be wonderful.

YoussiF. I love her so much. 'm going to propose tonight.
And I'll tell her... Bana, I want to see you naked. I want
to see you eat and when you are done I want to lick
your plate until it’s completely clean.

AHMED. That’s great.

HADEEL. She should be here. Where is she?
YOUSSIF. I don’t know. Still working.

AHMED. I don’t think so.

HADEEL. It’s too late.

YOUSSIF. It’s very late.

HADEEL. Maybe you shouldn’t propose tonight.

21
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YOUSSIF. Why?

AHMED. Why, Hadeel?
(Knocking on the door.)
(HADEEL opens. BANA enters.)

BANA. Hi.
ALL. Hi.
HADEEL. Where were you?

(Pause.)

BANA. Is it on?

AHMED. Not yet.

BANA. Good. Excuse me.
YOUSSIF. Bana...

(BANA goes to the bathroom. T hey wait.)

AHMED. What’s going on?
YOUSSIF. I don’t know.
HADEEL. I think I know.
AHMED. What do you know?
YOUSSIF. What?

HADEEL. Wait.

AHMED. What?

HADEEL. Should we knock?

(BANA refurns.)
YOUSSIF. Are you OK?
(Pause.)
What's wrong?
BANA. What’s wrong? I kissed someone.
YOUSSIF. What?
BANA. I kissed someone. A Kkiss.
YOUSSIF. Bana...

BANA. What do you care so much? What do you care about
me? You weren’t so upset when you were dumping me
last night. You said that you were going away forever
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to work. That you were leaving me to work in Dubai.
Yes. But now I think that’s just a big, big lie. You lied to
my face. You prepared me a cup of tea and you talked
all nice and then you hit me with the news that you
have to travel? Forever? Go away? Forever? YouTre not
going anywhere. I know. You're staying here. Because
there’s another woman. I know it. But don’t worry. 1
know you're leaving me but I won’t die without you. I
won’t. But after all these years together I had hoped...
Everyone knows that there’s a right way to break up,
Youssif. If you want to break someone’s heart, first
you have to become distant and weird so one knows
something is wrong and only then, after a few months
of that you can stab the knife. The knife called truth. I
cheated on you. I don’t love you anymore. That’s how
you do it. But you can’t wake me up in the middle of
the night and tell me that you want to leave me because
you got a job forever in Dubai. It’s heartless. And cruel.
And I can’t believe that’s the real reason you are killing
me, because until yesterday I was sure you were in
love with me. I saw it in your eyes. Which means that
I, that I don’t know what love is anymore. I'm broken.
You damaged me forever. But it’s not only my bleeding
heart that hurts, it’s also my eyes. Now I'm blind. Now I
can’t see love and beauty.

YOUSSIF. Did you kiss someone?

BANA. I did.

YOUSSIF. How?

HADEEL. Youssif...

AHMED. (7o YOUSSIF.) Please don’t do this...

BANA. My body hurts. My legs. Breathing hurts. I would
love to just go to the hospital. Walk in, lay down and
say... Undress me. Talk to me. Feed me. Inject me. Give
me that plastic bag with the tiny drops. Let me have
more blue pills. The red pills. The white. The red and
white. The little green ones. The red. Let me press the
button. Let me ask for morphine. Let me watch my
soap opera. I’'m in it. I can tell you how it ends. They get
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married. Take me to the hospital because I'm hollow
inside. My organs are gone. My brain is a cauliflower.
Why? Because I just saw the true face of simple men.

HADEEL. You should have stayed at home.
BANA. Yes.

AHMED. Why did you come here?

BANA. I don’t know.

HADEEL. Bana... Sit. I can’t see you suffer like this. You...
You are broken, but look... We are friends. Youssif...he
may not love you anymore... I know he’s afraid. And
’m sure he did not want to see you suffer. I don'’t either.
You are my sister. You are the only one that can use my
toothbrush. You know that.

BANA. Yes.

HADEEL. Yes... But Youssif...you have to understand...you
have to know.

BANA. What?

YOUSSIF. Hadeel...
HADEEL. This is not right.
BANA. It’s not.

YOUSSIF. Hadeel...
AHMED. What?

HADEEL. Listen... Ahmed, sit. Listen. Youssif said that he
loved me.

BANA. What?

YOuUsSIF. Hadeel, please.

HADEEL. It’s true.

AHMED. Hadeel...

BANA. I'm sorry. I didn’t hear right.

HADEEL. It happens every day, Bana. He fell in love with me.
AHMED. What?

BANA. Wait. Did you fall in love with him?

HADEEL. No. No. Of course not. Never. He’s just a friend.
The lover of my best friend.



KISS 25

BANA. But you seduced him.
HADEEL. No, Bana.

BANA. Yes...you did.

AHMED. Bana, please.

HADEEL. No. I promise you. I did not seduce him. Never.
He just fell for me. It happens every day.

BANA. Did he tell you that?
HADEEL. What?

BANA. That he loves you.
HADEEL. Yes.

BANA. When?

HADEEL. Today.

AHMED. Today?

HADEEL. Yes.

AHMED. When?

BANA. How?

HADEEL. Does it matter?

AHMED. Of course it matters.
BANA. It matters to me.

HADEEL. Today. He came in earlier and said that he loves me.
BANA. No.

AHMED. Right before I came in?
YOUSSIF. Yes.

AHMED. But Hadeel...

YOUSSIF. Bana...

BANA. Shut up. (70 HADEEL.) And what did you say?
HADEEL. Nothing.

YOUSSIF. Hadeel...

BANA. Shut up. Hadeel, you said something. You had to
say something. Don’t lie to me, Hadeel. Don’t lie to me,
please. Don’t. I've used your toothbrush, Hadeel.

HADEEL. OK. Wait. Wait... Yes. Of course I said something.
I did say something.
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BANA. What?

HADEEL. I said. Shut your fucking mouth. Shut up. You
don’t love me. Now you are going to go back to Bana
and you're going to tell her that you love her. And if you
don’t love her anymore you are going to tell her: Bana,
I don’t love you anymore. OK Youssif, I'm giving you
two days to tell her about this. If you don’t I'm telling

_her myself. But if you do tell Bana that you don’t love
her anymore, please don’t tell her that you fell in love
with me. Ever. We are going to keep this conversation
as a secret forever. Forever.

BANA. Youssif... Why didn’t you tell me the truth last night?

YOUSSIF. I was going to tell you but I was afraid... And today
you were away all day. I called you but your phone was
off. I even went outside to wait for you... I wanted to be
honest, but now that doesn’t matter because somebody
kissed you.

BANA. But why did you have to wait so long to say, I don't
love you anymore? You could have told me before. In
the summer. When I was washing your white shirt.
You could have told me when I was cleaning the blood
from your knee with alcohol after you smashed your
bicycle into an orange tree. You were smoking, Youssif.
And crying. You could have told me when I told you
I didn’t want to have kids because I love being an
actress. Or when you told me that when I was naked I
looked just like my mother. Or when you asked me if I
would be OK with you sleeping with other women. But
you didn’t. You didn’t. Instead you chose to tell my best
friend, my sister, that you love her.

YOUSSIF. Everything is broken. This is total destruction. I
can’t even think.

HADEEL. Bana, all this will pass. Don’t fall. This is not the
end of the world. I want to see you smile.

BANA. How?
HADEEL. Let me give you some good news.
BANA. No. Please.
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HADEEL. I'm going to get married.

BANA. What?

HADEEL. Yes. Ahmed asked me.

BANA. Well. Congratulations... (7o AHMED.) When did you
propose?

AHMED. Just now.

BANA. In front of Youssif?

AHMED. No. He was outside waiting for you.

BANA. So he had already told Hadeel that he loves her.

AHMED. Yes. And he was happy for me. You were happy
for me. At least you looked happy, but Hadeel had just
rejected you. You were crying inside. Look at you now.
Poor Youssif. I'm sorry but I can’t... I really don’t wan’t
to see you suffer like this.

BANA. Hadeel... Congratulations. My sister...

HADEEL. Thank you, Bana.

AHMED. (7o HADEEL.) Wait. Stop that.

HADEEL. Why? This is completely...

AHMED. This is all wrong.

HADEEL. No.

BANA. Don't be like that right now.

AHMED. (70 HADEEL.) Why didn’t you tell me?

HADEEL. I was going to keep it a secret.

AHMED. Forever?

HADEEL. Yes...

AHMED. But...

HADEEL. People make mistakes.

AHMED. Yes, but this, what happened here changes
everything.

HADEEL. It doesn’t.

AHMED. Hadeel, don’t you see? In the happiest day of my
life my dear brother tells my girlfriend that he loves
her, and when a few minutes later I tell him that I
am going to propose to you he congratulates me. And
then my future wife, you, tells me that she is willing to
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be my wife, while deep inside you're hiding the most
horrible secret. Will this be the happiest day of our
lives? What did you expect, Hadeel? Were you going to
hide this secret from me all your life? And from Bana,
your friend, your sister? Don’t you know that a sinful
secret creates a bond that’s...it can be even stronger
and deeper than love? Is that what you were thinking

_ about, were those your doubits, the reasons for your
surprised look before you said yes?

HADEEL. I did not doubt.

AHMED. Yes. You did doubt. You didn’t want to say yes.

HADEEL. No.

BANA. Please, Ahmed. Don’t do this. Don’t. She loves you
with all her heart and you know it. She’s your future
wife and she’s the most honest woman in the world
and that’s why you still love her. And maybe that’s the
reason Youssif says he loves her. Because he doesn’t
have an ounce of honesty in his body.

YOUSSIF. Bana, please.

BANA. Did you congratulate him?
(No answer.)
Youssif...I'm talking to you. Did you congratulate him
when he told you he was going to propose to Hadeel?
YOUSSIF. Yes. I had to.
AHMED. I'll never trust anybody again.

YOUSSIF. You don’t understand. I told Hadeel I love her.
That much is true. And I'm terribly, terribly sorry. But
I didn’t know what her reaction was going to be...so 1t
was a shock. And then Ahmed arrived here so happy...
So I thought, it’s not for me to tell him anything...
Hadeel should be the one to tell him... It’s her marriage
after all.

(HADEEL is coughing.)

BANA. What was Hadeel supposed to tell him?
YOUSSIF. About our conversation.
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BANA. That you were in love with her?
YOUSSIF. Yes... No.

BANA. No?

YOUSSIF. Yes.

HADEEL. Youssif...

BANA. Yes or no?

(YOUSSIF doesn’t answer.)
What was so confusing about your conversation?

(No answer.)

Tell him what?

AHMED. Yes. Tell me what?
HADEEL. Youssif...
BANA. What?
YOUSSIF. (To HADEEL.) You tell her.
HADEEL. Youssif...don't.
BANA. What?
YOUSSIF. (1o HADEEL.) Tell her.
BANA. Tell me, Hadeel.

(Pause.)

What do you have to tell me, Hadeel?
HADEEL. That I'm in love with Youssif.
BANA. Ha.

AHMED. Hadeel.

HADEEL. Yes... I said that I'm in love with him.

(To YOUSSIF.) But I don’t love you. I never loved you.
Never.

BANA. I don’t understand.

HADEEL. Listen. When Youssif arrived here he said that he
loves me and that he wants to marry me.

BANA. (7o YOUSSIF.) You proposed to her?
AHMED. But Hadeel...

HADEEL. Please. Please. Let me finish. Let me... He proposed.
And it was so hard... So hard. When you asked me



30

KISS

to marry you you broke three hearts, Youssif, your
girlfriend’s, your brother’s, and mine. I didn't know what
to do... T was... Ahmed was about to arrive and so were
you, so I decided to lie. Yes. I lied. I told him that I loved
him and that...that I would marry him... But it wasn’t
true. It wasn’t. I was just desperate. I just wanted to be by
myself for a few moments so I could...think. Just think.

~ And I was so afraid. He wanted to touch me... And I
didn’t want to hurt anyone. I just wanted to protect all of
you from...suffering.

BANA. But that’s impossible. We are all here to suffer. Life
is suffering.

HADEEL. I know.

AHMED. Well, not for me. I have been happy all my life.
Until now...

HADEEL. Ahmed... I would never lie to you... Neither to
you, Bana. I wasn’t going to keep this a secret forever...

(To AHMED.) I was going to tell you the truth. I would
never live happily with a lie in my heart.

YOUSSIF. But you did lie to me.

HADEEL. No, I didn’t.

YOUSSIF. You did.

HADEEL. For a little while, maybe, but...

BANA. It’s all right, Hadeel. You did right. She did it for us,
Ahmed.

HADEEL. Thank you, Bana. Now let’s just forget it.

BANA. Yes. But before... I'm just really... My head is... I
have just one doubt... It’s just...

HADEEL. Let’s watch TV.
(They watch TV.)
(Pause.)
(BANA turns it off.)
BANA. Wait.
(Pause.)
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Forgive me. It’s a doubt. You did tell him that you loved
him?

HADEEL. What?

AHMED. Stop it Bana, it’s over.

BANA. Please, Ahmed... Just let me. I need... Hadeel... How
did you tell Youssif you loved him?

HADEEL. Bana...

BANA. Please tell me.

AHMED. Bana, please.

HADEEL. No, Ahmed... It’s fine... I just said that I loved him.
BANA. How?

YOUSSIF. Bana...

BANA. Shut up. I need to see. Tell him again.
HADEEL. To him?

BANA. Yes. To his face.

HADEEL. OK. I just told him, I love you.
BANA. What else?

HADEEL. I said, I do. I do want to marry you.
BANA. What else?

AHMED. Stop it.

HADEEL. It’s not fair.

BANA. Tell the truth, Hadeel. For once in your life tell the
fucking truth.

HADEEL. Youssif, I'm so dirty. So, so dirty. You are so...
you disgust me but...every time you and Bana come
to watch TV...I want to scream TAKE ME with you,
Youssif. TAKE ME WITH YOU. Drag me to your bed.
I want to wash your hair. I want to see you smoke. I
want to kiss your leather jacket. I want to see you eat
and when you are done I want to lick your plate until
it's completely clean.

BANA. Fuck.
AHMED. Hadeel.
HADEEL. I can’t lie. I can’t lie.
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BANA. You truly love him, don’t you?

HADEEL. Bana...

BANA. Do you love him?

HADEEL. I do. I love him with all my heart. I want him to
sleep on top of me for the rest of my life. I love him as
if he were a horse. And I tried to protect you, Bana. I
tried to give him up in order to protect you but I can’t

- live with a secret. I can’t. And the two of you are the
most wonderful people in the world but Youssif is my
king. My new Caesar. He is my dinner. My swine. I'm
so sorry... Everything is destroyed.

AHMED. It’s over.

BANA. Thank you. Thank you, my friend. I was at the
studio all day...working. I'm playing a woman who gets
a heart transplant. Her name is May. And she falls in
love with the husband of the woman who gave her her
heart when she died. At one point he tells me, “You
know... That heart has never been broken. I never
stopped loving her” And I answer, “Then don’t break it
now. This heart is yours again. It’s yours... Take it. But

now it comes in this new body... Take your heart and
take this weak, broken, beautiful body.”

HADEEL. Please forgive me. Forgive me.

(She coughs. She walks to the table. Drinks
water. She collapses and falls to the floor.)

(The rest try to help her. She stays down.)

BANA. Hadeel.

YOUSSIF. Hadeel.

AHMED. Love...

BANA. What’s wrong?

YOUSSIF. Hadeel.

AHMED. Someone call an ambulance.
YOUSSIF. She doesn’t have a pulse.
BANA. Hadeel. Sister...

YOUSSIF. She’s dead.
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AHMED. No.
YOUSSIF. She’s dead.

(Pause.)

AHMED. My love.

YOUSSIF. My Hadeel...

BANA. Shut up, Youssif.

YOUSSIF. I can’t.

BANA. Shut up, Youssif. Shut up. Shut up. Shut. Up.

(They surround HADEEL. Slowly, BANA opens
the window, almost jumps out.)

(She takes a microphone and notes from the
window. A spotlight comes up. She finds her
light downstage as LAURA.)

LAURA. (7o audience.) Hello. I would like to say a couple of
words... As you know the name of this play is Kiss. We
discovered it not long ago, by chance, on the Internet
when we were doing some research about the difficult
situation for young writers in Syria during the current
war...over there... We basically stumbled on this short
play called Boosa, which means Kiss, originally, and we
were immediately struck by its raw strength and the
very interesting and indirect way in which it tries to
convey the emotion of what it means and feels like to
live in Damascus right now. We assume this happens in
Damascus though it’s not explicit in the text. So, soon
after reading it we decided to stage it here, but it was
really hard to secure the rights because of the language
limitation and also, as much as we tried, we couldn’t
reach the author. The only thing we knew about her
was that she was a young woman, that she had written
the play in 2013, and that her name was (Reads.)
Ameera...

ANDREA. Al Diri.

LAURA. Ameera Al Diri. Thank you. So we began rehearsing
the play anyway hoping to be able to contact Ameera
in the future during the rehearsal process. Well, now
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I’m happy to say that finally, after several months of
searching, just a few days ago, we received an email
from a Syrian film director living in Turkey saying that
he knew a Jordanian writer living in Cairo who actually
knew Ameera and that she could be reached through a
contact at the Red Cross in Lebanon. So finally, after a
long time and with the help of a lot of people, they were
able to contact her and arrange a call. Right now she’s
in Lebanon waiting to talk to us a little bit about her

wonderful play so...you are all invited to stay. Please.
Thank you.

(A screen appears on the stage. LAURA asks
MARTIN fo set up the connection.)

And I'm sorry but I have to say I'm a little bit nervous
because we haven’t been able to talk to her or email
her at all before this call. So... I'm sure the actors are
nervous as well. And I'm sorry, I forgot to say that
aside from being an actor I am also the director of this
production. Yes. Sorry. Thank you. (7o MARTIN.) How
are we doing there?

MARTIN. We're ready.

LAURA. Oh. OK. Then please go.

MARTIN. Oh. I was just waiting for you.

LAURA. I'm sorry. I thought you were...

MARTIN. No, sorry. My fault. My fault. Here...
(Skype connects.)

LAURA. Oh... Here we go.

(The call is picked up. A young WOMAN
appears on the screen in sunglasses and a
blonde wig.)

Hello.

(The WOMAN struggles to speak English and
has a thick Arabic accent.)

WOMAN. Hello.
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LAURA. Hello... Can you hear us well?
WOMAN. Yes...

LAURA. Great. Thank you very, very much for this contact.
It’s really wonderful to have you here.

WOMAN. Thank you for having me.
LAURA. Great. Thank you. Let’s start.
WOMAN. Of course.

(The INTERPRETER comes on the screen. She
is a young white woman who works at an
international NGO.)

LAURA. Let me start by saying that we have just finished
a performance of Boosa, which we translated as Kiss,
and the audience is still here. And... Well, I'm the
director and here are the other three actors because I
also perform... Can you see them?

WOMAN. Yes. Hello.

ALL. Hello.

MARTIN. salaam alaikum.

WOMAN. alaikum salaam.

LAURA. Well. First congratulations.
WOMAN. I have a translator for the English.

LAURA. Thank you. Perfect. Hello. So can you tell us a little
bit about yourself?

INTERPRETER. fi-ki ti’lili-lna 3an-ik shway.
WOMAN. 3anni ana?

INTERPRETER. About me?

LAURA. Just a little bit.

WOMAN. harabt min ash-sham wa halla’ sirt b-lubnan,
baside 3n ahli. u-hon ana 3ayshe...u-1-hilal il-ahmar
3am yisa3id-ni... ana li-hali.

INTERPRETER. Well... I escaped Damascus and right now
I'm in Lebanon, separated from my family. I'm living
here with the help...with the Red Crescent... I'm alone.

(Pause.)



36

KISS

LAURA. Well... T hope you are well now.
WOMAN. Yes. Thank you.

(Pause.)

LAURA. Good. Great. I know that this play was written
during the war.

WOMAN. eh na3m, inkatbet bi-shahr aylal fi sint alfen u
klit-3ash u ’idirt hammil-ha lil-internet bi-tishrin
al-awwal.

INTERPRETER. Yes. It was written in September of 2013 and
I was able to upload it to the Internet in October.

LAURA. Great. So...first I wanted to ask you what this play
means in the context of the current war...

INTERPRETER. hay almasrahiyye shu b-ta3ni fi siya’ al-harb
al-haliyye?

WOMAN. tayyib bi-stiria nahnu mubdi3in b-intaj al-musalsalat.
min-hibb-ha ktir u-3adatan nitfaraj 3alayha ma3 al-ahl
u-rif at-na u-nitsalla fi-ha u-mnakol akl tayyib tabakhna-h
khustsi la-hek munasabat.

INTERPRETER. In Syria we are very good at producing soap
operas. We like them very much and we usually watch
them with family and friends around wonderful food
we cook especially for the occasion.

LAURA. So this play is supposed to be a kind of soap opera?

INTERPRETER. ya3ni-b-tu3tabir hay almasrahiyye musalsal?

WOMAN. ...b-3ata’id eh...bass mu tamaman...ma bidir
ashrah-lik.

INTERPRETER. I guess so...but not exactly. I can’t really explain
it.

LAURA. Great. If it’s all right the actors are going to be
asking you some questions.

WOMAN. Yes, of course.

MARTIN. Thank you. I wanted to know if the play was ever
produced in Damascus

INTERPRETER. in3ardit hay almasrahiyye bish-sham min
‘abl?
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WOMAN. Yes.

MARTIN. Good. And... I don’t know if you can see it but this
stage creates the fiction of a - it’s basically a television
set. Can you see it?

INTERPRETER. ma ba3rif idha fiki tshufi, bass hadha
I-masrah b-yikhla’ al-khayal...3amaliyyan huwe 3ibara
3an 3amal estudio telefiziani. fiki tshafi-h?

WOMAN. la, ma fi-ni shuf shi.
INTERPRETER. No, I can’t see anything.

MARTIN. Well... Is this idea in any way similar to the one
you developed in Damascus?

WOMAN. ma 3am b-esmad3. [I couldn’t hear.]
INTERPRETER. Can you repeat that?

MARTIN. Because for us it was very important to convey the
sense of intense love and heartbreak.

INTERPRETER. li-anno...kunna muhtammin bi-shlon min-
3abbir 3an ash-shu3ur bilhubb il-3m1’ u bil-hasra.

WOMAN. Yes.

LAURA. (7o MARTIN.) You have to repeat the same question.

MARTIN. Yes...

WOMAN. ’abl kull shi lazim ’ul inno l-masrahiyye kull-a
khayal. baladna indamarit, hayatna ithatamit °
il-masrahiyye 3am ithawal tikhla’ fada’ lil-hanin u lil-
nustaljiya.

INTERPRETER. I have to say that the play is above all a fantasy.
Our country has been completely destroyed and our

lives have been broken, so the play tries to create a space
for nostalgia.

MARTIN. Nostalgia for the soap opera?
INTERPRETER. nustaljiya lil-musalsal?
WOMAN. Yes.

MARTIN. You miss soap operas?

WOMAN. eh bass lissa fih 3ndna musalsalat.
INTERPRETER. Yes. But soap operas still exist.
LAURA. Yes. Let’s talk about something else.
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WOMAN. ana mushta’a lil-musalsalat li-anni mushtad’a
l-abki, mushta’a 1-abki was-sabab ashya’ ktir basita.
almasrahiyye 3am tikhla’ 3alam khayali- fih...
al-mushkila alwahide hiye alhubb. ilna al-hubb wu-I-
wijdan tari’a li-t-tawasul ma3 hawiyit-na, t-tawasul
ma3 madi-na, kaman tari’a lil-hanin ila l-watan
al-maf’ad.

INTERPRETER. I do miss soap operas because I miss crying
for...simple things. The play creates a fictional world in
which one of the only problems is just...love. And for us
romantic love is a way of connecting with our identity,
our past, and also longing for our lost country.

MARTIN. So in your production you created a fictional set of
a fictional television melodrama?

INTERPRETER. idhan b-intaj-ik khala’ti sinariu khayali
li-musalsal khayali...mazbiit?

WOMAN. No.
MARTIN. Why not?

WOMAN. lianno hadha shi mustahil halla’. hawadith
almasrahiyye kull-ha bi-odet al-a3deh fi bét 3adi
lianno hadal al-amakin hinnen al-amakin al-wahide
illi mni’dir mnkiin fi-ha. ma f1 masrah shaghghal u
ma mnihsin nitla3 bil-1el. al-masrahiyye it’allafit li-odet
al-a3deh odet al-a3deh al-ha'T’iyye aw shu illi ba’yan
min-a. bil-ha'T’a intaj-na kan yu3rad li-nas ktir ’alile,
ya3ni sha’a fiha hitan mabkhiishe min akhir qasaf.
bass ma 3andna ay khayar u tab3an kunna mnisma3
kaman sawt rasas.

INTERPRETER. Because that would be impossible right now.
The play happens in the living room of a regular home
because right now those are the only places available to
us. There are no working theaters and we can’t really
go out at night. So the play was written for real living
rooms or what’s left of them. In fact our production
was done for a few people in an apartment that had
holes in the walls due to the recent bombing. But we
had no choice. And of course there were real gunshots
in the background.
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LAURA. That’s very interesting.
WOMAN. intd 3amiltu dhat ish-shi?
INTERPRETER. Did you do that?
LAURA. What?

WOMAN. sot ar-rasas?

INTERPRETER. The gunshots?

LAURA. No. Not exactly because we couldn’t contact you
before to learn all the details...

WOMAN. bass ar-rasas bi-n-nass.

INTERPRETER. But the gunshots were in the text.

LAURA. Yes...they were. But let’s... I want to know... So
beyond the aesthetics of the soap opera, let’s leave that
behind for a minute, the play is almost funny at times.
Was that something you were looking for?

INTERPRETER. ghér jamaliyyet al-musalsal, khallini itruk
hadh ash-shi shway, al-masrahiyye be-dahhik ahyanan.
hadh illi int1 kunti 3am te’sudi?

WOMAN. No.

LAURA. Great. Thank you.

DANIEL. May I?

LAURA. Of course.

DANIEL. Thank you. Hello. So... At one point my character...

LAURA. Who do you play?

DANIEL. Oh. Sorry. Sorry. I play Youssif. Sorry.

WOMAN. Yes.

DANIEL. I have a question about the character... It struck
me as interesting that when Bana...

INTERPRETER. 3andi su’al 3an ash-shakhsiyye... fih lahza
muthira li-thtimam lamma Bana...

LAURA. Played by me...

WOMAN. Yes.

DANIEL. Yes... When she arrives from work, she’s an actress,
she has been working on the television station or
studio, and she arrives...and says that she has kissed
SOmeone...
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INTERPRETER. ...eh... lamma btirja3 min ash-shughl, hiye
mumaththile, rahit u istighilit bi estudiu u-bttsal...u-
bit’al inno basat hadda...

WOMAN. Yes.

DANIEL. Yes. But Youssif doesn’t ask... He doesn’t really
know. But he’s not really jealous, or at least he doesn’t
want to know who did she kiss. He just asks how. So 1
wonder...

INTERPRETER. &h, bass yiisuf ma byis’al...huwa anijd ma
byasrif, bass huwe mi ghayrin aw 3ala l-a’all ma
bidd-o ya3rif min bisat, huwe bass 3mm yis'al kef, fa
batsa’al...

WOMAN. Yes?

(Pause.)

DANIEL. Did you hear the question?
WOMAN. Yes.
DANIEL. And what is the answer?

WOMAN. tayyib...iza kunt stri rah tefham inno Bana
shakhsiyye mustawhah min mumaththile mashhiira
kdtir.

INTERPRETER. So...if you are from Syria you would
understand that Bana is a...representation of a really
famous actress.

LAURA. A real person?

WOMAN. eh, ism-ha Mayye Skaf, fi nihayit al-masrahiyye
Bana bit’iil inno bitmaththil shakhsiyye ism-a Mayy.
INTERPRETER. Yes. Her name is May Skaf, in fact at the end
Bana says that she is playing a character called May.

LAURA. Yes. A fictional character named May?
INTERPRETER. shakhsiyye khayaliyye ism-a Mayy?

WOMAN. &h bass Mayy Skaf al-ha’T’'Tyye min ahamm
al-nashitin illi ihtaji 3ala an-nizam wa 3alanan
bil-wa’t al-hali hiye min anshat-un. khilal mu3zam
almasrahiyye ma b-ta3rif min hiye Bana lakin lamma
btiisal mut-a’khkhire u-bit'dl inno hiye mumaththile,
al-wahid byitham fawran inno ma basat badda figliyyan
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u-inno ta’khir-ha fil-waqi3 bi-sabab i3tigal-ha min
fer3 al-aman mit] Mayy Skaf al-ha'T'iyye.

INTERPRETER. Yes. But the real May Skaf is one of the most
visible and active fighters currently protesting publicly
against the regime. So, during most of the play you
don’t really know who Bana is, but when she arrives
late, and says that she’s an actress, one immediately
understands that she hasn't actually kissed anyone, but
that in fact she’s late because she has been detained by
the police, just like the real May Skaf.

LAURA. Oh...

WOMAN. Yes.

DANIEL. But Youssif understands that May, sorry, that Bana
has been detained?

INTERPRETER. bass Yasuf byitham inno Bana akhadu-ha?

WOMAN. €h, Bana ma 3am bit’al bi-shakl mubashir bass
bit’iil inno basat hadda u hadha ya3ni idtar-rat 3ala
tajawuz al-hadd,u inno kanat hamimiyye ma3 hadda.
bi-hay al-hale hiya 3anife...kanat muwajaha 3nife.

INTERPRETER. Yes. Bana doesn’t say it explicitly but she does
say that she kissed someone, which means that she has
been forced to cross a line, that she has been intimate
with someone. In this case it’s a violent encounter.

LAURA. And... When you say intimate...do you mean? ...
Sorry, what do you mean?

WOMAN. ma bazunn inno Mayy Skaf ightasbit khilal
wa't-ha bil-mu3tagal, lamma stajwabu-ha.

INTERPRETER. I don't think May Skaf was raped during her
time in prison, when she was interrogated.

LAURA. She was raped?

WOMAN. la...al-ightisab 3am byisir wén ma kan bi siiria.

INTERPRETER. Maybe. Probably... Rape is happening all over
Syria.

LAURA. Yes.

MARTIN. Do you mean raped as a form of torture done by
the police and the government forces?
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INTERPRETER. ’asd-ik furai3 al-aman b-yisthikhdamu al-ightisab
ka-n63 min at-ta3dhib bil-mu3tagal?

(Pause.)

WOMAN. befaddil ma a’al.

INTERPRETER. I'd rather not say.

MARTIN. Why?

WOMAN. ma biddi "@l shi. [T don’t want to say anything. ]
INTERPRETER. She doesn’t want to talk about it...

DANIEL. I'm sorry but just to be clear... The kiss means that
Bana was raped by the police?

WOMAN. ana asife. ma rah i'dir jawib.

INTERPRETER. I am sorry. I can’t answer.

LAURA. So she was raped?

ANDREA. You don’t have to say it. We understand.

WOMAN. Thank you. minshan hek labse naddarat u-barike.
INTERPRETER. That’s the reason I'm wearing glasses and a wig.

LAURA. So the word “kiss”... When she says she kissed
someone, it doesn’t mean she was unfaithful?

WOMAN. No.

LAURA. I see.

DANIEL. Thank you. I'm sorry if I...
MARTIN. May I?

DANIEL. Of course.

MARTIN. Hello.

ANDREA. (70 MARTIN.) Please don't...
MARTIN. (70 ANDREA.) Let’s not... Let me.
ANDREA. OK.

MARTIN. I play Ahmed. So...towards the end Ahmed says,
I don’t believe in anyone anymore... So that always
struck me as strange because, in general, why does the
play have to end on such a sour note? For all I know we
need to be able to see love win at the end. It’s part of
the melodramatic style, isn't it?
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INTERPRETER. ana bel3ab dor Ahmad.... bil-nihaye Ahmad
byi’ul: ma be-amin bi-ayyi hadda ba3d halla’.. hadh
gharib mu hek? leh lazim tikhlas almasrahiyye bi-tari’a
hazine hek? bil melodrama, al-hubb ghalib bil-nihaye.
mii hek?

WOMAN. ...fahimt 3alek...bass bazunn...bin-nihaye al-hubb
ghallab...

INTERPRETER. I understand. But I guess that at the end love
does win...

MARTIN. What do you mean?

WOMAN. sa3b 3alayyi ahki 3an almasrahiyye bi-héek tafasil
bass khalli-ni 'l inno 1-masrahiyye mu 3ibara 3an
al-shakhsiyyat nafs-ha, hiye 3ibara 3an al-jumhir
illi byijtimi3 li-yitfaraj wa li-yihissu - li-mudde ’asire
ktir — bi-shi mukhtalif. bi-shi gher al-harb. lianno
al-harb sa3be u-kull-na sirna minshakkik bi-mawdi3
al-hubb... kaman, khilal al-harb al-hubb sar a’wa wa
aktar...ma ba3rif idha fahimt shu ba’sud?

INTERPRETER. It’s hard for me to talk about the play in
such detail, but let me say that the play is not about
the characters themselves but about the audience who
gathers around to see it and feel for a few minutes
something else, something that is not war. But the war
is hard and we all have become skeptics when it comes
to love... And also...during war love becomes more
intense. I don’t know if I'm making sense.

MARTIN. Yes, you are!
LAURA. Could you tell us what’s going on right now in Syria?
INTERPRETER. ma3 l€sh ti’'lil-na shu illi 3am byisir juwat
suria halla’?
WOMAN. iru al-jarayid.
INTERPRETER. Everything is in the newspapers.
(Pause.)

WOMAN. al-hawin 3am tinzil min al-sama. shu biddkun
ta3rfa aktar min hek?
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INTERPRETER. Bombs are falling from the sky. What else do
you need to know?

LAURA. Yes, thank you.

ANDREA. Thank you. I play Hadeel... So... We were really
afraid... Well, when we were rehearsing the play we
didn’t know how the audience was going to react...
Because to talk so openly and explicitly about feelings...
it’s hard to...

INTERPRETER. shukran. ana dor Hadeel. kinna mnkhaf...
lamma kinna 3am nitdarrib ma kinna mna3rif shu 3m
bysir, shu rah ykin raddit fi3l al-jumhar.... alkalam
al-sarih 3an al-shusar mi sahl...

DANIEL. Yes.

ANDREA. Can you help me?

DANIEL. Yes... Sure... I guess that when we talk about love...
here. We are never so explicit. We don’t, especially in
America, in theatre, we don’t say what we feel, because it
may sound tasteless...or even ridiculous. We understand
that cultures are different but this kind of melodrama
sometimes is just pathetic and even ridiculous. Which
is what makes it interesting. But we were afraid that the
audience was going to laugh and just walk out of the
theater.

LAURA. No... I don’t think we all agree with that.

WOMAN. Hello?

LAURA. Yes...hello.

WOMAN. ’ana asif likunani Im ’asmae ma qalah alsyd Iltw,
hal yumkinuk ‘an tueidah, min fadalk?

INTERPRETER. I'm sorry but I did not hear what the
gentleman just said, could you repeat it, please?

LAURA. Yes, of course. I'll do it. We were saying that the
final moment of the death of Hadeel is really interesting
because she dies... And for us that moment is just the
true height, the top of the melodramatic form, because
she dies basically from a broken heart.

INTERPRETER. kunna 3am mn’dl inno al-lahza al-akhire
lamma betmit Hadeel... hay al-lahza muthire
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lil-ihtimam li’anno hiye bitmiit... bi-n-nisba il-na hay
al-lahza hiye al-qimme al-ha’T’iyye, qimmet taswir
al-meludrama, li'anno betmut 3amaliyyan li'anno
inkasar ’alb-a.

WOMAN. Yes.

LAURA. Did you hear?

WOMAN. Yes, I did.

ANDREA. Great. And I think that’s beautiful too, because she
dies out of the pain she feels after hurting her friend
Bana so much.

INTERPRETER. 3azim, bi-ra’yt hadha shi hilw kaman li'anno
hiyye btmiit min al-‘alam illi bthiss fih ba3dma jarhit
rafT’it-ha Bana.

LAURA. Yes. She lies and takes away her boyfriend.

INTERPRETER. btikzib u btakhud habib-a.

ANDREA. Yes. So in a way the play is defending the idea of
honesty and truth. And how lying to your own people
can even kill you. And if you extrapolate that to the

national level it becomes very political in the context of
what’s going on in Syria as a whole...

INTERPRETER. €h, fa-izan al-masrahiyye btit-‘akkad fikrit
al-saraha u-l-ha'T’a. kef al-kizb 3ala sha3b-ak mumkin
hatta yi’tul-ak. u-iza kabbar-na al-stura lil-mustawa
al-watani, btsir al-stra siya-siyye ktir ma3 kull shi illi
3am byisir fi siiria...bi-shakl 3amm.

WOMAN. afwan, 'alat innu matit li'anno ’alb-a inkasar?

INTERPRETER. Excuse me? Did you say that she dies from a
broken heart?

ANDREA. Yes. Before.
WOMAN. But she doesn’t die of a broken heart.

(The INTERPRETER is called away and leaves.)

ANDREA. What?

WOMAN. She doesn’t die of a broken heart.

ANDREA. You are saying she doesn’t die of a broken heart?
WOMAN. No. She’s coughing.

ANDREA. She’s coughing?
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LAURA. Yes.
ANDREA. What?

WOMAN. In the play there are several moments in which
Hadeel is coughing.

ANDREA. Oh. Yes. There are several moments in which
Hadeel is coughing...

LAURA. Yes, of course. She’s coughing.

WOMAN. Did you do the coughing?

ANDREA. Yes, we did it.

LAURA. Yes, we did the coughing three times. It’s in the text.

WOMAN. Great... So, as you know, the meaning of that
recurring cough is that Hadeel has been exposed to
chemical weapons.

(Stlence.)
The play is inspired by the chemical weapons attack in
Damascus.

Hadeel has inhaled the gases and is not thinking well.
That’s why she lies to her lovers and changes her mind
so absurdly. We basically see her losing her mind. And
also...we see her dying.

LAURA. Sure. She lies to her lovers and loses her mind and
dies because of the chemical gases.

WOMAN. That’s the reason why at the end of the play the
other characters don’t really ask why she died. They
know it because she’s coughing.

ANDREA. Thank you.

WOMAN. Yes.

LAURA. So, it’s not a melodrama after all?

WOMAN. Not really. She has been poisoned.

LAURA. No. She has been poisoned... Wow. This is so
interesting. So...

(The WOMAN speaks to the INTERPRETER, who
is outstde the screen.)

WOMAN. I'm sorry... I have to go.
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LAURA. You have to go?

WOMAN. Yes... This office was... They tell me that I have
to go.

LAURA. I'm sorry, but we wanted to give the audience the
chance to ask some questions.
WOMAN. Maybe next time.

LAURA. But before you go, could you please give me your
email so I can send you the video of tonight?

WOMAN. boosa2013 @gmail.com.

LAURA. boosa2013 @gmail.com... Thank you, Ameera... Ill
write you tonight. Thank you very much.

WOMAN. Thank you... I'm sorry... What did you call me?
LAURA. What?

WOMAN. Did you say my name?
LAURA. Your name? Yes.

WOMAN. What did you call me?
LAURA. What we called you? Ameera...
WOMAN. Ameera?

LAURA. Yes, yes.

WOMAN. But I'm not Ameera.

LAURA. You are not Ameera?

WOMAN. No.

LAURA. You are not Ameera? And who are you?
WOMAN. I'm Ameera’s sister.

LAURA. She...is your sister?

WOMAN. Yes.

LAURA. Oh, I'm sorry. This is great... Sorry. It’s a big
misunderstanding...

WOMAN. Yes.
LAURA. Can we talk to her?

(Pause.)
Where is she?

WOMAN. She’s dead.
LAURA. What?
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WOMAN. She’s dead.

LAURA. Dead?
WOMAN. Yes.

(Pause.)

She died last November.
LAURA. Oh. I'm so sorry.
WOMAN. You thought I was Ameera?
LAURA. Yes.
WOMAN. I'm her sister.
LAURA. Her sister... Yes. I see. Sorry.
WOMAN. Yes.
LAURA. If I may... How did she die?

WOMAN. The government attacked our neighborhood
in Damascus with bombs...and one of their bombs
destroyed our apartment. And Ameera died.

LAURA. We are so very sorry.

ALL, Sorry.

WOMAN. Yes. A lot of people have died.
LAURA. What is your name?

WOMAN. I'd rather not say.

LAURA. Well... Thank you very, very much. It’s... This talk
has been really...helpful. And where are you now?

WOMAN. In a refugee camp. I have to go.

LAURA. Yes, of course. And I'll send you the video...
WOMAN. Thank you. Bye.

LAURA. Bye.

(Silence. Nobody moves. The actors gather and
discuss. It’s inaudible.)

(LAURA walks downstage, speaks to the audience.)
We'll start over.
(The play starts over in a heightened, more

intense state. They try to get it right this time.
The lights shift.)
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(HADEEL coughs three times, then collapses.)

YOUSSIF. Hello.
HADEEL. Hello.

YOUSSIF. Choose me, Hadeel...choose me. Forgive me for
being so honest. I just want you to be my wife.

HADEEL. Youssif...
YOUSSIF. What?
HADEEL. Please.
YOUSSIF. Be my wife.

HADEEL. TAKE ME WITH YOU. I just want to kiss your
leather jacket.

YOUSSIF. Please marry me.

HADEEL. Don’t touch me. Not now. If we start we won’t be
able to stop.

AHMED. Listen... I'm going to marry her.
YOUSSIF. Who?

AHMED. Hadeel.

YOUSSIF. Hadeel?

AHMED. Of course.

YOUSSIF. Great. Congratulations. But don't ask her right now.
AHMED. Why?

YOUSSIF. It’s not really romantic.

AHMED. I know. I don’t care. I'm not romantic.
YOUSSIF. He is going to propose.

HADEEL. What?

YOUSSIF. He just told me. He is going to propose.
HADEEL. No... Why?

YOUSSIF. He is in love with you.

AHMED. Hello.

HADEEL. Hello.

YOUSSIF. Bye. Good luck.

AHMED & HADEEL. Thank you.

AHMED. Listen... Hadeel, we need to talk.
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HADEEL. Yes.

AHMED. Hadeel, I want to give you my life. You are my life...
1 don’t know, Hadeel. Will you marry me?

HADEEL. Ahmed... This is a surprise.
AHMED. I know.

HADEEL. So yes. I will marry you. Of course! Ahmed, my
love! I'm so incredibly happy.

AHMED. We are getting married.
YOUSSIF. Yes?
AHMED. Yes.

YOUSSIF. Yes... Congratulations. Congratulations. You're
going to be so happy.

HADEEL. Yes. But we are happy right now.
voussiE. I would like to marry the woman I love.
HADEEL. Maybe you shouldn’t propose tonight.
YOUSSIF. Why not?

BANA. Hi.

YOUSSIF. What's wrong?

BANA. I kissed someone.

YOUSSIF. What?

BANA. A kiss.

YOUSSIF. Bana...

BANA. What do you care so much? You weren’'t so upset
when you were dumping me last night.

YoussiF. Did you kiss someone?
BANA. I did.

(Pause.)

HADEEL. Bana... Sit. I can’t see you suffer like this. Listen.
Youssif arrived early today...and he said that he loved
me.

BANA. When?
HADEEL. Today.
AHMED. Today?
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YOUSSIF. Everything is broken. This is total destruction. I
can’t even think.

HADEEL. I'm going to get married.
AHMED. Yes, but this, what happened here, changes everything.

BANA. Please, Ahmed. Don’t do that. Don’t. She loves you
with all her heart and you know it.

YOUSSIF. Bana, please. You don’t understand. I told Hadeel
I love her. That much is true. And I am terribly terribly
SOITY.

BANA. What do you have to tell me, Hadeel?

HADEEL. Listen. When Youssif arrived here, he said that he
loved me and that he wanted to marry me.

BANA. (7o YOUSSIF.) You proposed to her?
AHMED. But Hadeel...

HADEEL. Please. I just wanted to protect all of you from
suffering.

BANA. But that’s impossible. Life is suffering.
HADEEL. I know.
AHMED. I have been happy all my life. Until now...
HADEEL. Let’s watch TV.
BANA. Wait.
(Pause.)
Forgive me. It’s a doubt. You did tell him that you love
him?
HADEEL. What?
AHMED. Stop it, Bana, it’s over.

BANA. Please, Ahmed... Just let me. I need... Hadeel... How
did you tell Youssif that you love him?

HADEEL. Bana...

BANA. Please tell me.

AHMED. Bana, please.

HADEEL. No, Ahmed... It’s fine... I just said that I loved him.
BANA. How?

YOUSSIF. Bana...

51




52

KISS

BANA. Shut up. I need to see it. Tell him again.

HADEEL. To him?

BANA. Yes. To his face.

HADEEL. OK. I just told him, I love you.

BANA. What else?

HADEEL. I said, I do. I do want to marry you.

BANA. What else?

AHMED. Stop it.

HADEEL. It’s not fair.

BANA. Tell the truth, Hadeel. For once in your life tell the
fucking truth.

HADEEL. Youssif, 'm so dirty. So, so dirty. You are so...
you disgust me but...every time you and Bana come
to watch TV...I want to scream TAKE ME with you,
Youssif. TAKE. ME WITH YOU. Drag me to your bed.
1 want to wash your hair. I want to see you smoke. 1
want to kiss your leather jacket. I want to see you eat
and when you are done I want to lick your plate until
it’s completely clean.

BANA. Fuck.

AHMED. Hadeel.

HADEEL. I can’t lie. I can’t lie.

BANA. You truly love him, don’t you?
HADEEL. Bana...

BANA. Do you love him?

HADEEL. I do. I love him with all my heart. I want him to
sleep on top of me for the rest of my life. I love him
like a horse. And I tried to protect you, Bana. I tried
to give him up in order to protect you but I can't live
with a secret. I can’t. And the two of you are the most
wonderful people in the world but Youssif is my king.
My new Caesar. He is my dinner. My swine. I'm so
sorry... Everything is destroyed.

AHMED. It’s over.
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BANA. Thank you. Thank you, my friend. I was at the
studio all day...working. I'm playing a woman who gets
a heart transplant. Her name is May. And she falls in
love with the husband of the woman who gave her her
heart when she died. At one point he tells me, “You
know... That heart has never been broken. I never
stopped loving her” And I answer, “Then don’t break it
now. This heart is yours again. It’s yours... Take it. But
now it comes in this new body... Take your heart and
take this weak, broken, beautiful body.”

(HADEEL coughs. She walks to the table, then
collapses and falls to the floor.)

(The others try to help her.)
Hadeel.
YOUSSIF. Hadeel.
AHMED. Love...
BANA. What’s wrong?
YOUSSIF. Hadeel.
She doesn’t have a pulse.
BANA. Hadeel. Sister...
YOUSSIF. She’s dead.
AHMED. No.
YOUSSIF. She’s dead.
AHMED. My love.
YOUSSIF. My Hadeel...
BANA. Shut up, Youssif.
YOUSSIF. I can’t.
BANA. Shut up, Youssif. Shut up. Shut up. Shut. Up.

(Pause. The actors circle up and talk inaudibly
again. LAURA comes down to the audience.)

LAURA. We'll keep going.

(The actors move at breakneck speed. Time
warps. Lights shift.)
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(HADEEL wakes up. She stands up.)

HADEEL. I'm sorry.

AHMED. Are you OK?

YOUSSIF. What happened?

HADEEL. I don’t know. It seems that I just died for a second...
BANA. Yes... Sit.

HADEEL. Thanks.

(She sits.)

BANA. Hadeel... Do you remember what just happened here?

HADEEL. I do.

BANA. Good. Hadeel...

YOUSSIF. Bana, stop.

AHMED. Bana. You're going to make her sick again.

BANA. Let me. It's important.

HADEEL. What?

BANA. Hadeel... You said you were in love with Youssif.

HADEEL. Yes. I did.

BANA. You said he was your swine.

HADEEL. Yes.

YOUSSIF. Bana...

BANA. I understand... I understand. Things like this happen
every day.

HADEEL. What?

BANA. I forgive you, Hadeel. I forgive you. And I know we
might never watch the soap opera again. We might not
see each other again, but I just want to say that love
is a wonderful thing. Love is a miracle. And when it

happens we, as humans, we have to let it live, even if
it kills us.

(AHMED coughs.)

YOUSSIF. Agh... Please... Bana.
HADEEL. Bana...
BANA. I'm sorry. That’s all. I just want you to be happy.
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HADEEL. Bana... You are an angel.
BANA. Yes. | guess I am.

YOUSSIF. Let’s go, Hadeel.
AHMED. No.

YOUSSIF. Let’s go.

AHMED. You can’t leave me like this, Hadeel. Five minutes
ago you were going to marry me.

HADEEL. I know. I'm sorry. But I have to go...
AHMED. Shit.

BANA. (Breaks character, to HADEEL.) Keep going.
(Before leaving, HADEEL stops.)

HADEEL. Before I leave, Ahmed... Can you look at me for a
second.

AHMED. I can't.

HADEEL. Just look at me. I want to say good bye. Please.
(AHMED looks at her.)

Thank you... It’s strange, isn’t it?

AHMED. It is.

YOUSSIF. Let’s go, Hadeel.
(BANA coughs.)

HADEEL. This is so strange. Your eyes...

AHMED. What?

BANA. Just go, Hadeel.

HADEEL. And not just your eyes. You're letting me go with
Youssif...like it’s nothing.

AHMED. Yes, because you're in love with him...

HADEEL. Yes. And Bana... She forgave me. She forgave me
so...fast.

(YOUSSIF coughs.)
BANA. What?
HADEEL. You forgave me. Immediately.

BANA. What do you want, Hadeel?
HADEEL. I want to leave.
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AHMED. Good.
BANA. Then leave.

HADEEL. Yes. But before I go...please answer... Did you sleep
with Ahmed?

BANA. What?

AHMED. Hadeel...

HADEEL. Did you sleep with Ahmed?

BANA. Shut up, Hadeel.

HADEEL. Did you sleep with Ahmed? I just want to know.

AHMED. Stop it, Hadeel. You are crazy. You are crazy and I
will not let you do any more harm to any of us.

YOUSSIF. (To AHMED.) Shut the fuck up. She’s just asking a
simple question.

HADEEL. (70 YOUSSIF.) Don’t talk to him like that.

YOUSSIF. (To AHMED.) Who the fuck are you calling crazy?
Five minutes ago you were going to marry her. Is she
crazy because she doesn’t love you anymore? Is she
crazy for loving me? What does it matter? Just accept
it. Life is suffering.

BANA. It’s true.

HADEEL. What is true? (Coughs.)

BANA. I forgave you too...fast.

AHMED. Bana...

HADEEL. Why?

BANA. I forgave you because...

AHMED. (Breaks character, to BANA.) Keep going,.

BANA. Maybe you are right. There is something strange in
Ahmed’s eyes. And in mine too. They look dead, like
dog eyes. And I think that is because I did sleep with
Ahmed.

HADEEL. What?
YOUSSIE. Fuck.
HADEEL. You did?

BANA. Yes. We did. On this same sofa. You were away... We
were watching a soap opera and...
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HADEEL. What?

BANA. ...It happened.

YOUSSIF. What happened?
BANA. I can't tell you. (Coughs.)

YOUSSIF. Of course you can’t. It’s just too beautiful, right?
So beautiful that you had to keep it a secret. I know
how it is. I know everything about loving secretly.
I'm sure that this beautiful thing between you two
happened many times, on this same couch. You don’t
have to tell me. First you feel something here and then
you let yourself fall. You fall into the sea of love. And it’s
so beautiful that you have to put it into words, to make
sure it’s real. So while you are on the couch, doing it,

you talk. You talk into each other’s ear. Or even scream.
You scream that you love each other. You scream each
other’s name. You scream that you have wanted this

since the first time I saw you. And when it’s over you

hold each other and cry. You cry out of joy. You cry out

of regret. You hate yourselves. You sit up on the couch

and swear to each other that you will keep the secret
forever. It happens every day.

HADEEL. Ahmed, I never let Youssif touch me.

AHMED. Please, don’t even say that. You don’t have the right
to judge me right now. (Coughs.)

HADEEL. But he didn’t touch me.
AHMED. But you thought about touching him. You had to

fight the need to touch him. You thought about sleeping
with him on that couch. You imagined him naked. You
wanted to lick his leather jacket. You wanted to lick
his bed, his spoon, his money. You said he was your
elephant, your king, your swine. You said it, Hadeel.

HADEEL. I'm so glad we are breaking up, Ahmed. I'm so

glad I didn’t get pregnant.

AHMED. Me too.
YOUSSIF. Yes. Me too.

(Pause. BANA coughs.)

57



58

KISS

YOUSSIF. Bana?
(Pause.)

Bana...
AHMED. Bana.

(BANA coughs.)

YOUSSIF. (Breaks character, to BANA.) Keep going,.
BANA. Life’s not easy. I might be pregnant.
HADEEL. You might?

BANA. No. I am pregnant.

AHMED. Fuck.

(BANA laughs.)

YOUSSIF. But Bana... Since when?
BANA. A couple of weeks.
HADEEL. Fuck.

YOUSSIF. Bana... This... This is something you have to tell.
To tell me...

BANA. I know.
YOUSSIF. Bana...
HADEEL. I know what happens now.

YOUSSIF. (Coughs.) Hadeel...don't be... 'm sorry. Don't...
just give me a minute here.

HADEEL. But someone has to smile. (Coughs.) And it can’t
be me. I'm losing you.

BANA. It should be me. I should be smiling.
YOUSSIF. I'm smiling.

(Pause.)

AHMED. Then why don’t you smile?
YOUSSIF. I am smiling,.

AHMED. I'm not talking to you. Why are you not smiling,
Bana?

BANA. Well... You know.
AHMED. Yes. I do. Now I know. (Coughs.)
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(Pause.)

HADEEL. What do you know, Ahmed?
AHMED. Nothing.

HADEEL. What do you know, Ahmed?
YOUSSIF. What are you talking about?

BANA. I... The soap opera started a long time ago. We are
missing the soap opera.

YOUSSIF. What are you talking about, Bana?
HADEEL. Don’t you understand, Youssif?
YOUSSIF. Understand what? (Coughs.)
HADEEL. Tell him, Bana.

YOUSSIF. Tell me what?

(Pause.)

BANA. The baby might be Ahmed’s.
YOUSSIF. Ahmed?

BANA. I'm sorry.

YOUSSIF. What?

BANA. Yes.

YOUSSIF. So it didn’t happen long ago?

HADEEL. No. It happened just weeks ago. It might have
happened this morning,

YOUSSIF. (Loud.) Fucking Assad.

HADEEL. Youssif.

YOUSSIF. (70 AHMED.) Are you smiling right now?

AHMED. Yes. I am.

BANA. But a lot of people have kissed me.

HADEEL. Everyone wants to kiss you.

YOUSSIF. (‘7o AHMED.) Did you hear that?

AHMED. Yes. I did. It might not be my baby after all.

YOUSSIF. (Loud.) Fucking Putin.

HADEEL. It could be anyone. Someone might knock the
door right now and say, I am the father.

(Pause.)
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BANA. We used to be a family.

HADEEL. We watched soap operas together.
AHMED. Yes. We ate. And smoked. And sang.
YOUSSIF. We loved two people at the same time.
BANA. What happened to us?

AHMED. We loved too much.

HADEEL. Don’t give me that love bullshit again. This is not
love. This is lust. You say you love but you behave like
a horse. This is exactly the reason why I don’t read the
newspapers.

(The actors sit on the couch and chairs,
defeated.)

(BANA picks up the microphone.)

(The WOMAN from Skype, AMEERA'S SISTER,
comes onstage and sits on the couch. She
starts to sing “Yama Muweil El-Hawa?”
[“Mother, What'’s With the Wind?”] quietly.
The actors don’t acknowledge her.)

BANA. (Speaks into the microphone, to the audience.) Did

you hear that? It sounds like fireworks. I don’t know
but today, when I was walking, everything seemed a
little bit more empty. I feel like there’s more...space. Or
maybe less people. There used to be more. Maybe they
stayed at home watching TV. Or maybe they are just...
away. By the sea. But I'm sure they’ll be back. They have
to. There is a hole in the street and someone might fall
into it. I think someone needs to fix that.
And they need to paint. The walls are...the color is not
right. It’s black. There is a lot of black. Black patches.
Someone needs to paint those white. And I need a
doctor, for my baby. And I need a school. But the
school is empty. There are no children. Someone needs
to teach them how to read. They need to learn how to
cut paper with scissors. Those little paper dolls holding
each other’s hands. Holding hands like this family. And
someone needs to teach them how to sing.
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(Pause.)

(Refers to AMEERA'S SISTER.) One line from this song
means: I would rather be stabbed than live under the
rule of this bastard.

(AMEERA'S SISTER sings the song as the lights
Jfade, eventually singing in the dark.)

End of Play
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“YAMA MWEIL EL-HAWA?"
[*MOTHER, WHAT'S WITH THE WIND?"]

Transliteration:
YAMMA, MWEYL EL HAWA, YAMMA, MWEYL-EYA
DARB EL KHANAJER WALA, HOXKM EL-NATHEL FIYYA

W-MSHEET, TAHT E-SHITA, W-SHITA RAWWANI
W-SAIF LAMMA ATA, WALLA' MIN NEERANI
BIDAL ‘OMRI ENFADA, NIDR LIL HURREYYA

YAMMA, MWEYL EL HAWA, YAMMA, MWEYL-EYA
DARB EL KHANAJER WALA, HOKM EL-NATHEL FIYYA

YA LEIL, SAH EL NADA, YESH-HAD ‘ALA JRAHI
W-INSAL, JAISH EL ‘ATDA, MIN KUL IL NAWAHI
WEL LEIL, SHEL EL RADA, AM YATALLEM FIYYA

YAMMA, MWEYL EL HAWA, YAMMA, MWEYL-EYA
DARB EL KHANAJER WALA, HOKM EL-NATHEL FIYYA

BAROODEH FIL JABAL, ALA MIN EL ALl
MEFTAH DARB IL AMAL, WEL AMAL FI RJALI
YASHA’ BINA YA BATAL, AFDIK BEENAYA

YAMMA, MWEYL EL HAWA, YAMMA, MWEYL-EYA
DARB EL KHANAJER WALA, HOKM EL-NATHEL FIYYA

Translation:
MOTHER WHAT'S WITH THE WIND?
MOTHER WHAT DOES IT WANT FROM ME?
I'D RATHER BE STABBED BY DAGGERS
THAN HAVE A BASTARD [SNAKE/UNJUST PERSON]RULE
OVER ME

AND I WALKED BENEATH THE RAIN,
AND IT QUENCHED ME

AND WHEN THE SUMMER CAME BY
IT BURNED UP FROM MY FLAME
FOR AS LONG ASI LIVE

MY LIFE IS DEVOTED TO FREEDOM

MOTHER WHAT'S WITH THE WIND?
MOTHER WHAT DOES IT WANT FROM ME?



I'D RATHER BE STABBED BY DAGGERS
THAN HAVE A BASTARD [SNAKE/UNJUST PERSON] RULE
OVER ME

“OH NIGHT THE DEW DROPS CRIED OUT

TESTIFYING FOR MY WOUNDS

AND THE ARMY OF THE ENEMY CREPT FROM EVERY
CORNER

AND THE NIGHT HAS SEEN DEATH

PRACTICING ITS TRADE ON ME

MOTHER WHAT'S WITH THE WIND?

MOTHER WHAT DOES IT WANT FROM ME?

I'D RATHER BE STABBED BY DAGGERS

THAN HAVE A BASTARD [SNAKE/UNJUST PERSON] RULE
OVER ME

A RIFLE IN THE MOUNTAIN

HIGHER THAN HIGH

THE KEY TO THE PATH OF HOPE

MY PEOPLE ALL HEROES

I WOULD SACRIFICE MY EYES FOR YOU

MOTHER WHAT'S WITH THE WIND?

MOTHER WHAT DOES IT WANT FROM ME?

I'D RATHER BE STABBED BY DAGGERS

THAN HAVE A BASTARD [SNAKE/UNJUST PERSON] RULE
OVER ME
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Yama Mweil El-Hawa?
(Mother, What's With the Wind?)

Slowly Traditional Arabic Song
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