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	CAST

	AHMED

	RABIN  

	DONOVAN  

	 

	STAGE ARRANGEMENT

	The stage set for this play is partitioned into three. From the left, the first room is Ahmed’s house; the second is Donovan’s house. The third represents Donovan’s bar. Though the audiences are not to be shown what transpires when he (Donovan) goes there in the course of performing this play. The bar should contain three glasses on a table with a bottle of wine. 

	Notes on dramatic personae

	Ahmed is a man of 31 while Rabin is a woman of 30. Donovan is 29.

	Modern day way of dressing is just apt for this play.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	SCENE ONE

	THE STAGE GETS ILLUMINATED. AHMED’S HOME COMES UNDER SPOTLIGHT WHICH REVEALS THREE SEATS AND A BED AND A PILLOW, A GUITAR LYING AGAINST ONE OF THE SEATS. AHMED IS ALONE AND SEATED. HE SOON SPRINGS UP AS IF STUNG BY BEES ON HIS BUTTOCKS. HESAUNTERS A BIT AND WALKS TO THE BED. HE LIES ON THE BED, HIS FACE UP. HE SPRINGS UP FROM THE BED ALL OF A SUDDEN.

	 

	AHMED  


	  [Screams]  It doesn’t matter! Does it? No! We Palestinians and the Israelis may not be the best of neighbors, but this is different. Yes! I’m always right about what I hear now. I hear footsteps. And there is no doubt that they belong to her. An Israeli! She is on her way.  [Rabin enters]

	RABIN

	[Smiles] Ahmed, dear ……  I couldn’t sleep for a second last night. Guess what I was doing. [Laughs]

	[Rabin goes behind Ahmed and holds on to his shoulders].

	AHMED

	[Smiles.] What else? Observing the Israeli-Palestinian conflict. Mayhem in the Gaza strip? 

	RABIN

	Very far from that.

	AHMED

	You have come to blast me out of existence with your American made bombs?

	RABIN

	[Smiles] Come on, Ahmed, get serious. You know I can’t do that to you even if I were to be in the Israeli military. I thought about you all through last night. Oh… today is so beautiful….. And as iconic as the history of Jerusalem.

	AHMED

	 What makes it beautiful? 

	RABIN

	[Relaxes her jaw on Ahmed’s head]  You ought to know that ………

	AHMED

	 I know nothing and will not rest until I get an answer. [Gently pulls Rabin to his front]

	 

	RABIN

	 Today is beautiful because I’ve set my eyes on you.

	 

	AHMED

	    Yes. [Nods in the affirmative] That sounds great. Give me a warm embrace. I need it now.

	[Rabin responds and kisses Ahmed’s lips briefly].

	RABIN

	[Disengages from Ahmed’s lips] My man…. [Holding Ahmed’s hands]

	AHMED

	I’m all ears, my Rabin.

	RABIN

	That kiss isn’t different from our first.

	AHMED

	And I must confess it has set my whole body on fire.

	RABIN

	Me too, but don’t lie to me next time. [Giggles. Throws her hands across Ahmed’s shoulders, Ahmed holding her waist] I want to hear exactly the way you feel. You must mean an urge tearing you up. An urge for a journey into ecstasy.

	AHMED

	 Only you can take me there.

	RABIN

	Only you can take me there, Ahmed. No one else but you.

	AHMED

	Who doesn’t want to be there?

	RABIN 

	 Shall we go?

	AHMED

	You mean you would like to?

	RABIN

	[Gently] Oh… shut up! [Laughs briefly] What sort of question is that…? I have to.

	 

	 

	 Stage lights now dim very much on Rabin and Ahmed, and are now barely visible to the audience.

	RABIN

	[In muffled tone] You are dealing with my clothes, Ahmed.

	AHMED

	That is the starting point. [In muffled tone] Why not let my belt be….?

	RABIN

	That is the starting point for me…..

