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                                                  Jamilah                    
        By Frank Reinhard                                 
Jamilah, Israeli-Arab playwright                                                                             
Wafa, Israeli-Arab, her friend
Aaron, Israeli scientist
Assad, Palestinian
Avigdor, Jamilah’s Israeli fiancé 
Menachem, Israel Defense Force Officer 
The action takes place in Jamilah’s studio in a high rise building in Jerusalem. The year is 1975. The room is furnished with a couch, table, three chairs, a typewriter table and typewriter. A window opens the view over the city. The entrance is on the left. A door on the right leads to the bedroom and a balcony. 
                                                      Act I
                                                    Scene 1
          Saturday afternoon

Jamilah and Wafa are seated. Jamilah is serving coffee.
Wafa:           How is your new play coming along?

Jamilah:       Very slowly, I’m sorry to say.
Wafa:            I forgot what you told me – what is it about?

Jamilah:        The illegal antiquities trade.

Wafa:           Ah yes. How many characters?

Jamilah:       Three male, two female.

Doorbell rings. Jamilah answers it and Aaron enters.
Jamilah:        Aaron! Shalom! And welcome back!  
Aaron:          Shalom, Jamilah, ma shlomekh?  Shalom, Wafa, ma shlomekh?    
Jamilah:       Shalom, Aaron. This is “English Week”. We’ll speak Hebrew next week.
Aaron:         Oh yes, of course. I was out of the country. I just got back. How are you both?

Jamilah:       Very well. Where did you go this time? 

Aaron:          I had to go to Paris to attend a medical seminar.
Wafa:           What was it on?

Aaron:          Oh, different biochemical subjects. Mainly related to cancer research. If you want me to be specific - how co-stimulatory molecules regulate the immune response.
Wafa:   [laughing.]        I am sorry I asked.

Jamilah:       I have no idea what that is, but I can see where you wouldn’t want to miss it. How is your research coming along?
Aaron:         Well, we have a long way to go. Progress is very slow. But we are making some headway.

Jamilah:       More than I can say of the play I’m working on. [Pause.]
Aaron, would you like a cup of coffee?

Aaron:          Thank you, Jamilah. [She serves him]. I heard your play ‘Jaffa’ is receiving rave reviews. That’s great. Mazel tov!
Wafa:           Yes, imagine, it’s been performed in London and New York and now going to Australia. We are very proud of Jamilah.

Aaron:          Will it be translated into other languages? 
Jamilah:        French and German.  I’ve had a number of meetings with the translators. That’s moving right along.                        

Wafa:           Jamilah told me her new play is about international antiquities smuggling. That sounds very interesting.
Aaron:          Yes, it does, and lately the papers have been full of notices about illegal digging at archeological sites. Every country wants to safeguard its heritage, and there is a treasure trove of antiquities in Israel.
Jamilah:        True, but whether all of them can be claimed to be of Hebrew origin could be disputed. It all depends on how you look at it. For example, some Hebrew antiquities are located in what is now Jordan. Should Israel get them? Then there are Canaanite antiquities. Whose are they?
Aaron:           I don’t think it’s all that complicated. By international law antiquities belong to the country where they are found, regardless of origin. If they are found in Jordan they belong to Jordan. Of course, there’s no such country as Canaan any more. Whatever is found here belongs to Israel.
Jamilah:        I guess that’s fair. 
Aaron:           There is certain to be a lot more controversy about that in the future. Especially about objects dug up by Israeli archeologists in the West Bank. 
Wafa:            Well, now, if you consider the West Bank as part of Israel……………
Aaron:           For now it is. Eventually, of course …………….   [Pause].   Jamilah, how is Avigdor? Have you seen him lately?
Jamilah:        Yes, of course. I see him all the time. He’s fine.

Aaron:           And Menachem? 
Jamilah:         I don’t see him much of him. He isn’t around much.                      

Aaron:           I suppose we can’t count on his coming to the “Shalaam” meetings. He’s got a lot on his mind, considering the kind of work he does.
Wafa:             Do you think he’s with Mossad or Shin Bet?

Jamilah:        Maybe neither. I believe he is with some special forces unit of the IDF, but I really don’t know. Nobody knows. He’s often in the West Bank and the Golan. He never talks about his work. He can’t, you know.
Wafa:            Where is he from originally?

Aaron:           I am not sure. Judging by his last name his family might be from Iran. But he was born here, he’s a Sabra.
Wafa:            I hope he’ll make it to our next music event. That’s this Thursday. I know he loves classical music.

Jamilah:        He does. It doesn’t seem to go with his rough personality, but he melts when he listens to Mozart.

Wafa:            How about enlarging the group? There’ll always be someone who can’t make it. I am thinking of inviting Sarah and Amin Lesser when it’s my turn.

Aaron:           Good idea. I know they love classical music. By the way, I wonder – what’s their party affiliation?
Jamilah:        I don’t know exactly. They may seem a little traditional, but I know they have been voting Labor from way back. Amin has known Shimon Peres personally for a long time, and sees him occasionally. But, Aaron, even if they were with one of those religious right-wing parties, that wouldn’t make any difference to us, would it?
Aaron:  [Laughing].    No, but we’d have some hot arguments then! 

Wafa:          Political arguments are not my thing. The Shalaam group, as it is now, is really great. I wish there were more such groups; they might make a difference. I think the idea that people from all walks of life  -  Arabs, Jews, playwrights, musicians, scientists, even a professional soldier  - get together to hear music and talk about peace is a step in the right direction. I hope all Israel will be like that some day. We should bring more people into the circle, but as for myself, I would prefer people who think the way we do. 
Aaron:         There are more groups like ours, Wafa. I know of one in Haifa, there are two in Tel Aviv, and they are a lot like Shalaam. We do have common ideas and goals, but we can’t and shouldn’t hide our differences. It’s better to talk about them. Do you think we really feel the same way about everything? 
Wafa:           Well, more or less. Avigdor and Menachem are sabras, your own roots are in Europe, and Jamilah and I are Muslims, but, as you know, we are not religious at all. The main thing is we all feel more or less the same way about Israel and Palestine. One thing we can all agree on is that there will have to be a separate Palestinian state.

Aaron:          There will be, but the Palestinians will first have to stop the terror. And recognize the State of Israel without reservations.
Jamilah:        But Israel will have to withdraw from Palestinian territories. And there will have to be some solution to the refugee problem. 
Wafa:            Some refugees will want to come back to reclaim their property. Others may want to stay wherever they are, and they should be compensated in some way.
Aaron:          We all agree more or less on that. But the Arab countries could and should have been much more forthcoming instead of letting the refugees languish in those squalid camps. And who will make the first move? There’s the problem. And meanwhile the terror continues.
Wafa:          When Israel withdraws from the territories there will be no more reason for the terror. It will stop. 
Aaron:          Will it? I am not so sure. There have been many peace plans, but none have ever been implemented. Anyway, Wafa, you can see that even people of good faith cannot always agree on everything.

Jamilah:        Maybe I can understand the Palestinian side better than you two. My parents were among those that left in 1948. I was eighteen then. I didn’t want to go, and my aunt Fatima took me in. My parents took my brothers and my baby sister Layla with them. It was so sad. I can still see my mother with the baby in her arms walking out of the house. Layla must be twenty-eight now. It’s true that they weren’t forced to leave, they left simply because they felt they would not be comfortable in a Jewish state. A lot of Palestinians left out of irrational fear. But it’s a fact that many were driven from their homes. We all know that hundreds of villages were emptied of their Palestinian population. More than 400, I heard. 
Aaron:           I know.     [Long pause].      

Jamilah:        More coffee, Aaron?

Aaron:          No, thanks, I’ll have to be on my way. I’ve got to get to the lab. I merely wanted to check in with you. I’m glad I saw you too, Wafa. When is the next musicale, Jamilah?

Jamilah:        This Thursday. You’re just back in time. I hope Menachem can make. Let’s not have any political talk this time, just music. We’ll play mainly Mozart. Rashida and David will come too. And I will invite the Lessers. And maybe Amira. Do you know her? She’s a playwright too. And, of course, Avigdor will be here. 
Aaron:          Great. I’ll be looking forward to it. Now I’ve got to run. So long, you two. Shalom.

Jamilah and Wafa:       Shalom, Aaron. Salaam.
[Aaron leaves.  Pause.]
Wafa:           Aaron is a great guy. Why don’t you two get together?  
Jamilah:       Hey, Wafa, don’t be a matchmaker. You know that Avigdor is my fiancé.
Wafa:           Yes, I know, but I like Aaron a lot better than your Avigdor.

Jamilah:  [Laughing].      Well, you don’t have to like my fiancé all that much, Wafa. 

Wafa:           Aaron is an intellectual and he is very dedicated to his research. And besides he is a very nice guy.    [Laughing.]     I think he and Sarah would make a great couple. And how about Menachem? You like him, don’t you?
Jamilah:        Oh, of course, I do. I admire him. But he is always so quiet. I guess it’s the nature of his work that weighs on him. He’s a true sabra, though, thorny and tough on the outside and sweet on the inside, like the sabra cactus. Avi is a sabra too, but, to tell you the truth, there are times when he really irritates me. 
Wafa:           When are you two planning to get married?

Jamilah:        Oh, well, we haven’t made any plans. I’ve got my work, and he’s got his. Some time in the foreseeable future.        [Pause.]
Wafa:            Have you ever heard from – what was his name again? Your Palestinian friend who left you suddenly in the middle of the night, long time ago?

Jamilah:        Assad? No, I haven’t. I have no idea where he is. He is out of my life. He may be dead for all I care.     [Pause.]
Wafa:             I think I had better run along. I’ll see you Thursday, Salaam, Jamilah. 
Jamilah:         Yes, Thursday. Ma’assalaama.     [Wafa exits.]
    Scene 2

                                       Sunday about 1 A.M.
Jamilah: [To herself, at her typewriter].        I’m not making any headway. Writer’s block again. I’ve been working on this for three months already. Let’s see, where was I?      [Typing.]     “Can you provide a certificate of origin for the Greek vase?”   No, that doesn’t sound right. “Provenance” is the right word, not “origin”. I wish I hadn’t started this play. I am getting tired of it. Maybe I am getting old. I guess I shouldn’t be working at one o’clock in the morning. Right now I can’t concentrate any more. [Slight pause.]     Maybe strong coffee will help.    [The doorbell rings as she gets up].    Who in the world could that be in the middle of the night?  [Calling.]     Who is it?
Assad:    [Offstage].          Assad.
Jamilah:  [offstage]            Who?

Assad:     [offstage]            Assad.

Jamilah: [Offstage].           No! I don’t believe this!   [She opens. Assad enters. He is.] carrying a briefcase].
Assad:          Salaam, ya Jamilah.
Jamilah:       You??  I can’t believe it. What are you doing here?   
[Long pause. They stare at each other].
Jamilah:        It’s been a long time.
Assad:          Yes.
Jamilah:        Five years!
Assad:          Almost to the day.

Jamilah:        Where on earth have you been all this time?

Assad:           Different places. Jamilah.   [Slight pause.]  Can you put me up?
Jamilah:         Put you up? You must be joking. What the hell makes you think you can drop in at this ungodly hour and be put up? This isn’t a hotel!
Assad:           Please, just for tonight.

Jamilah:        Well, really! He leaves five years ago in the middle of the night without saying good-bye, not even a little note, then he shows up five years later and wants to sleep here. What else, if I may ask, do you have in mind?

Assad:           Jamilah, please. I am here as a friend. Try to forget what was between us five years ago.

Jamilah:        Well, I’ll try. Why in heaven’s name are you coming at this crazy hour?

Assad:           I got my travel permit late in the day, so I missed the last bus from Ramallah. I had to hitch-hike, and there were the usual roadblocks. I didn’t know of an affordable hotel. I remembered you always liked to work after midnight, so I took a chance. Are you angry?
Jamilah:        Well, I am not overjoyed, but, all right, sit down.  [They sit down].   You look a lot older, and worn out. Would you like something to drink?

Assad:           Thank you, Jamilah, not right now. Yes, I am older all right, a lot older. In many ways. More than five years can account for.
Jamilah:        Are you going to tell me about yourself, what you’ve been doing, where you live now? I don’t suppose you are married.

Assad:           Why are we speaking English? Have you forgotten your Arabic?
Jamilah:        Lâ, ána bitkállim ‘árabi, I do speak Arabic but I am out of practice. I speak English most of the time. So do all the people I know. As much as Hebrew, but not much Arabic. Do you know any Hebrew?

Assad:          Ken, aní m’dabér ivrít. Yes, I speak Hebrew, Jamilah, but I prefer not to.

Jamilah:       All right, let’s stay with English. That’s neutral.

Assad:          Neutral? Do you want to be neutral? How can you be?

Jamilah:       Assad, I am a citizen of Israel, like thousands of Palestinians who chose Israel as their homeland. You may not agree with that, but that’s the way it is. I am not neutral. I am Israeli.
Assad:          But you are a second-class citizen here.
Jamilah:        I don’t feel second-class.

Assad:  [Looking at the typewriter.]       Do you still write plays?
Jamilah:       Certainly. A few of them have been performed. I write mostly in English, but I also wrote some in Hebrew.

Assad:          None in the language of your fathers?

Jamilah:        I told you, I don’t speak it well enough any more.
Assad:          That’s the reason?

Jamilah:        It’s not the only reason. I’d have a lot to say about that if you were here long enough. How long are you planning to stay in Jerusalem?

Assad:          As long as I have to.

Jamilah:       You’ll have to find yourself a hotel.

Assad:          I suppose so.
Jamilah:       What became of your studies at the Technion? You were so close to your degree.
Assad:           I had to give that up.

Jamilah:        Why?
Assad:           Can we talk tomorrow, Jamilah? I am dead tired.

Jamilah:        There’s a bed in the other room. I will sleep here in the study.

Assad:           Thank you, Jamilah. [She takes him out, stage right]
Jamilah:         Laila tov.   [To herself.]   I can’t get over it! He really has a lot of nerve. Drops in here in the middle of the night and asks me to put him up. Five years later! What on earth did he come for?      [ Pause.]       He looks older, more mature.  Still good-looking, though.
                                                 Scene 3
                                            Sunday morning

Jamilah is having breakfast and reading the paper. Assad enters, right.
Assad:          Sabáh-el-khair, ya Jamilah. Good morning. Keef hálik?
Jamilah:       El-hámdu-lilláh. Let’s talk Hebrew or English. Bóker tov – good morning.
Assad:          As you wish. English.

Jamilah:        Coffee?

Assad:          Thank you.     [she pours].
Jamilah:       Three lumps, as I recall.

Assad:          You remember.
Jamilah:       Of course I do. And a thousand other things. Especially that last night we were together. In the morning when I woke up you were gone. I didn’t know what to make of it. I was terribly upset.
Assad:          I know you are bitter about that, and you do have a right to be, but I couldn’t help it. I had to leave.   [Pause].   They called me.

Jamilah:       They?

Assad:          Yes.

Jamilah:        Yes what?

Assad:           Friends.

Jamilah:        Friends of yours called you?

Assad:          Yes.

Jamilah:        Your one-word answers are tiring. Why don’t you tell me who, and what you’ve been doing?

Assad:           There’s a lot to tell, Jamilah.
Jamilah:        Well, start somewhere. [Long pause.]
Assad:           Have you been living long in this building?

Jamilah:         Since January. How did you find me?
Assad:           That wasn’t difficult. We have ways to find people.
Jamilah:        We? Who’s we? You are talking in riddles.
Assad:           My people. The organization that called me.

Jamilah:        For God’s sake, can’t you be a little more explicit? I’m not 
a mind reader. Talking to you is like pulling teeth.

Assad:           Jamilah, I belong to Al-Abnâ as-Sáhra. 

Jamilah:        I don’t understand. Who are they? What does it mean?

Assad:           It means Sons of the Desert.

Jamilah:   [Annoyed.]    I know what the words mean, but what kind of organization is it?      
Assad:           We fight for Palestine. Falastín! For our rights. For justice.

Jamilah          Ah, yes, I understand. You throw bombs at civilians in the name of justice. And how do you reconcile that with the teachings of the Koran?
Assad:          We are not terrorists, Jamilah. Personally, I do not condone terrorism, but I understand what causes it. Palestinians fight with any means at their disposal, but our group does not attack civilian targets. We fight the Israeli army, not civilians. [Slight pause.] We have a right to our own country, Jamilah. Religion is of very little interest to me and my friends. We are not Jihadis. We do not fight in the name of Islam.

Jamilah:        I am not religious either, as you may remember. Okay, so you are not a messenger from God. Why are you here?    
Assad:  [Hesitantly].    Uh - for medical reasons.
Jamilah:        Oh?
Assad            I have been diagnosed with a brain tumor. 
Jamilah:        By whom?
Assad:           A doctor in Ramallah. I don’t have much confidence in him.
Jamilah:         I am sorry. 
Assad:           Apparently this can be operated on, but there is no surgeon in the occupied territories that can do this kind of surgery. The man I have been told to see is at the Hadassah Hospital.
Jamilah:        What’s his name?

Assad:           Dr. Moshé Geller.

Jamilah:        Do you have an appointment?
Assad:           Not yet.
Jamilah:        It won’t be easy to get. Dr. Geller has many patients. You had better make it immediately.
Assad:           I intend to go to the hospital his afternoon and do it in person. But I’m not even sure they’ll give me an appointment.
Jamilah:        If you’re worried they might not treat you I can put your mind at ease. Hadassah, and its physicians, make no distinction between resident, non-resident, or foreign. Anybody who needs it gets care. 
Assad:          I am relieved to hear that. I’ll go this afternoon. [Pause.]
Jamilah:       Assad, tell me about yourself.

Assad: [Hesitantly.]   That will take a little time.

Jamilah:          I have time.    [Pause.]
Assad:            Since you ask I will tell you more. Our group operates mainly in the desert and the Golan Heights. Last month our unit was attacked by an Israeli military patrol. We were outgunned. All of my comrades were killed. By a miracle I survived.
Jamilah:         You described yourselves as soldiers. Military action against them is legitimate under any point of view.

Assad:           One of the dead, Jamilah, was the woman I loved.

Jamilah:        Ah. I am beginning to understand. You have come because Israeli soldiers killed the woman who took my place and you are looking for revenge. Is that why you are here?
Assad:           No, it’s not. I told you I need surgery.
Jamilah:  [Upset.]   Frankly, I don’t know what to think. I don’t want to be involved with you, Assad. For more than one reason. You left me for another woman. That’s a good enough reason to turn you out. I don’t know the real reason you are here, and I don’t want to have anything to do with it. Israel is my home. I have the feeling you’ve not just come for medical care. I don’t want to be involved. I condemn violence, I condemn all that killing on both sides. You belong to people I have nothing in common with.
Assad:       That woman, Jamilah, was one of our most dedicated fighters. We were lured into an ambush. 
Jamilah:    [Determined].      So what? Your unit was engaged in some sort of military action. They were soldiers. They died in action. That’s war. End of story. I can’t feel sorry for them. And certainly not for that woman, whoever she was.    [Pause].
Assad:         Jamilah, she was your sister Layla.  
Jamilah:  [Stunned].    What are you saying??  My sister Layla?? 
Assad:         Yes. Layla. I was very much in love with her. [Long pause.]
Jamilah:       My sister Layla? Please tell me about it. I want to know. 
Assad:         I can’t right now. I have to leave, Jamilah. I’m already late. But I will tell you. May I stay another night?
Jamilah:      Yes, but just one more night.
Assad:         Thank you. I’ll be back tonight. Salaam, Jamilah.
[He leaves stage left, leaving his briefcase behind. Jamilah goes to her typewriter and tries to concentrate.]
Jamilah:  [To herself].        My God - Layla, my baby sister. What was she like now? So many years and never a word from my parents. If they had stayed we would all be together, and Layla would be alive. [Pause].  I wonder what became of mother and father and my brothers.   [Pause.]   I can’t think of Layla as a grown woman, and a fighter. She was a baby, barely one year old when they left, and now she is dead.   [Longer pause.]   I can’t write any more today.  [Pause].  Sometimes I feel as if I were back in the dream I have had so often, when I am sitting at the edge of a huge disc, and it’s spinning and spinning and I am sliding closer to the edge, and then I am spun off into the void……  
[Long pause. Doorbell rings. Jamilah answers and Avigdor enters.]
Avigdor:      Shalom, Jamilah.
Jamilah:       [Relieved to see him]    Shalom, Avi.  
[They hug and kiss.]
Avigdor:      Would you like to go out for lunch and a movie?

Jamilah:       Now? Sure, I’d love to.

Avigdor:      I was in the neighborhood and thought I’d drop in and see if you want to go out. 

Jamilah:       Of course, dear, any time. I can be ready in a minute. 

Avigdor:      I just saw a man coming out of your place. Who was he?
Jamilah:       No one important.

Avigdor:      Do you know him?

Jamilah:       No – uh - yes. In a way.

Avigdor:      What do you mean?
Jamilah:       I know him slightly. I used to know him a long time ago.

Avigdor:      Oh?  Something I ought to know? You want to tell me about it?

Jamilah:       Not really, Avi. It’s nothing important. Let’s go.
Avigdor:      Where’s he from?
Jamilah:       He’s a Palestinian.

Avigdor:      What’s he doing here?

Jamilah:       He just came to say hello.
Avigdor:      I see. Where does he live?

Jamilah:       I don’t know. Somewhere beyond the Line.

Avigdor:      Oh? Where is he staying?

Jamilah:       Uh – I don’t know. He is looking for a hotel.

Avigdor:      Why did he come?
Jamilah:       Avigdor, are you interrogating me?
Avigdor:      Don’t be so edgy. I am just curious because he is from the other side.

Jamilah:       Look, Avi, can we talk about something else?  I’m hungry. By the way, are you coming Thursday night?

Avigdor:      Sure. I hear you are going to play Mozart.  I’ll be there. What’s your Palestinian friend’s name?
Jamilah:       Uh - Hassan.  
Avigdor:      What town is he from?
Jamilah:        I don’t know. 

[Doorbell rings.]
Avigdor:      Are you expecting anybody?

Jamilah:       No. I’ll see who it is.
[She goes to the door, stage left. Assad is outside.]
Jamilah:  [Whispering].  You can’t come in. I have company.

Assad:    [Offstage.]       I left my briefcase.

Jamilah:  [Offstage.]       Get it later. Not now. Go away.

Assad:    [Offstage.]        I am sorry. I need it. It’s on one of the chairs.
[He pushes her aside and enters.]
Avigdor:      Ah, you are the gentleman I just saw.

Assad:          I am sorry to intrude.   [He grabs his briefcase.]   I just came back for this. 

Avigdor:   [To Jamilah].     Aren’t you going to introduce us, Jamilah?

Assad:          Excuse me, I am in a hurry. I am sorry I interrupted your conversation.    [He exits quickly].
Avigdor:      Strange fellow. Didn’t want to be introduced.

Jamilah:       He is no one important.
Avigdor:      What did you say his name was?

Jamilah:       Hassan.

Avigdor:      Hassan what?

Jamilah:       Hassan al-Masri

Avigdor:      Strange. The initials on his briefcase are different. I can read Arabic, as you well know.
Jamilah:       Must be someone else’s briefcase.        [Slight pause].
Avigdor:      Hmm. Why is he here?
Jamilah:       For treatment at the Hadassah Hospital.
Avigdor:      Oh?  Does he have a travel permit?

Jamilah:       Yes, he does. For God’s sake, Avi, stop interrogating me. If we’re not going out I’d rather do some work.  

Avigdor:      Why are you getting angry? We are always open with each other.
Jamilah:       If you really must know, he was my boyfriend many years ago before I met you. Now are you satisfied?

Avigdor:      You had a boyfriend named Hassan-al-Masri? You never once mentioned him to me.

Jamilah:      So I didn’t. Why the hell should you care? I don’t ask you about your former girlfriends. They mean nothing to me, and this man should mean nothing to you.

Avigdor:    [Getting angry].    It isn’t as simple as that. All the girls I knew were Israeli Jews. Yes, of course, you are Israeli too, but in these times former associations are important. Especially since that man is from the West Bank and you seem to be acting secretive. I don’t like it.
Jamilah:      All right, Avigdor, so you don’t like it. Is it my fault that he blew in here unexpectedly? He is an old friend, and that’s all.

Avigdor:      I hope that’s all. But what if he came here for some other reason?

Jamilah:      You are being paranoid. This is a crazy conversation, and I’m tired of it. Let’s forget lunch. I’ve lost my appetite. Go eat by yourself!

Avigdor:       Did that man spend the night here?

Jamilah: [Angry].     Go and eat by yourself. Enjoy the movie!
Avigdor:       All right, I’m leaving. I’ll see you when you’re in a better mood.

Jamilah:        You are the one that’s in a bad mood.
[Avigdor storms out in a huff.]
                                            Scene 3
                                      Monday evening
[Assad is in the apartment. He gets up as Jamilah enters stage left.]
Jamilah:    [Upset].   What are you doing here? How did you get in?

Assad:         Someone opened downstairs for me, and your door was not locked. I am sorry I walked in. I was hoping I could stay one more night.

Jamilah:      No! You cannot. I want you out of here.

Assad:        Why are you so angry?

Jamilah:      I am not angry. But you are secretive. I still wonder if medical treatment is all you’ve come for, and in any case I don’t want you here.
Assad:         Is it because of your boyfriend?

Jamilah:      Yes. No. I just don’t want to become involved with you and your people, whatever your objectives may be. And by the way, my boyfriend and I are engaged, and it is none of your business.
Assad:         Believe me, Jamilah, I am not interested in him.
Jamilah:      [Determined.]        Why have you come here, Assad?
Assad:         To see a doctor. I told you. That’s the truth.
Jamilah:       I don’t know if I can believe you. Something tells me there is another reason as well. Day before yesterday there was another terrorist bombing in Tel-Aviv. Everybody is on edge.
Assad:         There is no other reason. You sound as suspicious as an Israeli border guard.  [Long pause.]   Would you tell me a little about yourself? From what I can see you lead a comfortable life in Israel.

Jamilah:       Do I detect a reproach in your voice?

Assad:         Do you ever think of your people in the Diaspora, in those wretched refugee camps? 
Jamilah:      They didn’t have to leave.
Assad:         You can’t believe that yourself. You know that they were driven out in 1948. We call it the ‘Naqba’. Do you know the word?

Jamilah:  [Impatient].       Yes, yes, I know, you people call it the ‘catastrophe’. It didn’t have to be a catastrophe for the Palestinians if they had stayed. And many decided to stay. I stayed, and many of my friends stayed, too.   [Pause.]
Assad:          Do you have many friends?

Jamilah:       Yes. Arab and Israeli. We have a circle of friends. All people of different interests and different backgrounds but, above all, good will. There are several such groups in Israel promoting friendship between Israelis and Arabs. We call our circle  “Shalaam”. It’s a combination of Shalom and Salaam, as you may guess.
Assad:          I’ve heard about groups like that. But how do they feel about the future state of Palestine?
Jamilah:       All of us believe that there should be an independent state of Palestine living in peace alongside Israel. And an end to the terror.
Assad:          Is “Shalaam” a discussion group?

Jamilah:       Sometimes. Other times we play classical records, or we read poetry, or plays.

Assad:         Would I be welcome at your meetings?

Jamilah:       Anybody who wants to contribute to an understanding between Arabs and Jews is welcome.
Assad:          I believe in that, too. When is your next meeting?

Jamilah:       Thursday evening. 
Assad:          May I come?

Jamilah: [Uneasy]   I don’t know. It might not be a good idea right now after that new bombing in Tel-Aviv. I really don’t know. I’d have to check with the others. Did you get an appointment with Dr. Geller?
Assad:          Yes. For Friday.

Jamilah:        Friday? You don’t mind going on a Friday?

Assad:           Why should I? Because it’s the Muslim holiday? That doesn’t mean anything to me. You know I’m not religious. I am just glad he agreed to see me. [Slight pause]. Please, Jamilah, let me come to the musicale.
Jamilah: [Uneasy].  Well, let me talk to my friends about it.

Assad:          Thank you. I need to go and see someone now. Jamilah, May I stay one more night?
Jamilah:   [Reluctantly.]     Yes, all right, stay, now that you’re here.
Assad:          Thank you. Thank you very much.
Jamilah:        Before you go I want to ask you about Layla. How long had you known my sister?

Assad:          About two years. We were planning to get married when Palestine becomes a state.
Jamilah:        How did you meet?

Assad:          At a briefing. I was struck by her resemblance to you.

Jamilah:        I wish I could have seen her as a grown woman.   [Pause.]  Tell me, if you can, how did she – die?

Assad:           You’re sure want to hear this?

Jamilah:        Yes. I must know. Please tell me.   [Pause.]
Assad:           All right then.We were camped near a place called Djébel-el-Kebír. An Israeli patrol appeared suddenly with automatic weapons. In a flash Layla grabbed her gun and fired, and they fired back. We all started shooting, but –
Jamilah:       - but?
Assad:            Your sister must have died instantly, like the rest of us. We couldn’t match their fire power. It all happened in seconds.
Jamilah:         Did you see the Israeli soldiers?
Assad:            I caught a glimpse of the patrol leader before I hit the ground. If I saw him again, I tell you, Jamilah, I would kill him.   
Jamilah:        But he only did his duty, didn’t he? And my sister fired first, you said.
Assad:           I was very much in love with her, Jamilah.
Jamilah:        Why didn’t your group surrender? You must have known instantly that you were outgunned.

Assad:          We probably would have, but we didn’t have a chance, because Layla fired so fast, and the Israelis fired back, it all happened like lightning and was over in seconds.     [Pause.]
Jamilah:        My sister was just a tiny baby when my parents left. I remember Mother carrying her out in her arms. But we cannot and must not take revenge. I feel very strongly about that.

Assad:           I cannot be that forgiving.

Jamilah:        How did you avoid getting killed?
Assad:           I pretended to be dead. The soldiers didn’t have time to check because there was gunfire over the hill, so they moved right on.
Jamilah:        I am glad you told me, Assad. And I want to tell you that even though I live here and feel like an Israeli, I do understand your cause and cannot help but empathize with it.    
Assad:           I am glad.   [Pause.]
Jamilah:        So what is the real reason you came?

Assad:           I need medical care. I told you.
Jamilah:        You have hardly a chance to see that Israeli officer again.

Assad:           That’s true. I didn’t come for that.
Jamilah:        And you say you are not terrorists. Killing a man who only did his military duty would be a terrorist act. Unless you kill him in battle. That’s how I have to look at it.      [Pause.]    Where is Djébel-el-Kebír?

Assad:           In the Golan Heights. Near the Syrian border.
Jamilah:        So that’s where she died – somewhere in the Golan?   [Pause.]   Oh God, it’s hard for me to accept it.  [Pause.]  Is she buried there?
Assad:           Yes, Jamilah. I came back the next day and buried her.  [Long pause].   I am sorry I really have to go.I’ll be back later this evening.   [She nods.]    Salaam, Jamilah.   [He leaves.]
Jamilah:   [Softly.]    Ma’assaláama, ya Assad.
[Jamilah is lost in thoughts, then gets up and dials].
Jamilah:        Wafa? ……This is Jamilah.  I want to ask you something. You remember we talked about this former boyfriend of mine who left me suddenly, five years ago?..............................Yes, Assad is his name……… Well, you won’t believe this, Wafa, but he suddenly showed up yesterday, the very night after you and I had this conversation…………..Yes, it’s an incredible coincidence. He is here for medical treatment. He has a brain tumor, and he can’t find a good doctor in the territories, so he came and made an appointment at the Hadassah for Friday. …………….Yes, right, with Dr. Geller. Now, look, for a few days he is staying with me. ……No, certainly not, Wafa, are you crazy? He sleeps in the other room. Listen, I was thinking – the  next “Shalaam” meeting is Thursday, do you think the others would mind if I invited him?..........Yes, I know you wouldn’t….. Thank you, Wafa, that’s very nice of you. Let me know what they think. Bye, Wafa.
[She hangs up and returns to typing. To herself.]       I have to get my thoughts off this. Perhaps I can move on with the play. But I know I can’t concentrate now. My thoughts are wandering. I keep thinking of baby Layla. I never even saw a picture of her as a girl or a woman. My parents never got in touch with me. For them I’m dead.   [Pause.]  Assad saw the man who shot Layla. He says he’d kill him. In a way I can understand it. 

                                          END OF ACT I
                                                  ACT II

                                                  Scene 1
                                         Tuesday afternoon 
[Wafa is visiting Jamilah.]
Wafa:         As I was saying, everybody agreed that it will be all right to have your friend Assad come to your musicale. Some weren’t enthusiastic about it, but, anyway, you can invite him.
Jamilah:     I am glad. You know, I still sort of like him, but that’s as far as it goes.
Wafa:         I think I met him once. I remember he was a good looking man.    
Jamilah:     He still is. But you know, I am upset, Wafa, because of Avigdor. He dropped in to take me out for lunch, and he saw Assad. He seemed suspicious of him, and then he started cross-examining me. I got angry and refused to go out, and he ran out in a huff.
Wafa:         Does Avi know about your former relationship with Assad?  

Jamilah:     Yes, I didn’t conceal that Assad was my boyfriend, but when he asked for his name I lied. I said his name was Hassan.

Wafa:         Now why in the world did you do that?

Jamilah:      I don’t know, Wafa, I can’t explain it, it was like a spur of the moment reaction. I felt Avigdor was interrogating me. I was angry. Maybe subconsciously I wanted to protect Assad, but I don’t know why. He says he is here for medical treatment, as I told you on the phone. I think he really is, and yet somehow I am a little uneasy. I feel foolish about not giving Avi his real name, especially now that they are going to meet again Thursday.
Wafa:         Yes, that could be awkward. But, you know what, Hassan and Assad sound similar. That could be your explanation.

Jamilah:      Perhaps. But I have to tell you, now I am a little confused about my feelings for Avi, and I don’t know any more if I really want to marry him. We had quite an argument, and we both got angry. He may not even come Thursday. You know, he can be so difficult.

Wafa:          It’ll blow over, Jamilah, that’s just a lovers’ quarrel. After all, your relationship with Assad ended five years ago. 
Jamilah:      I hope you are right. 
Wafa:         Have you ever heard from your family since they left?

Jamilah:     No, not once. They deeply resented my staying in Israel.  I was just eighteen, but I was old enough to make my own decisions, and that’s what I decided. Over their arguments.
Wafa:         You made the right decision, Jamilah. Don’t ever doubt that. Do you now feel uncertain about it? My parents stayed, so I never had to make this decision. I don’t know what I would have done if they had left. I for one am glad I live in Israel.
Jamilah:       So am I, and I never had these doubts, but after talking to Assad I started thinking. I didn’t sleep a wink last night. It was torture.

Wafa:           I have sleepless nights too once in a while. There are things that bother me.
Jamilah:       Assad and the argument with Avigdor were on my mind. I want to tell you what Assad told me. He is in the Palestinian resistance. He leads a unit of militants, but he says they are not terrorists, Wafa, and I believe him. They are not religious fanatics, either. They consider themselves soldiers fighting a just war against an occupying power and they only go after military targets. You remember I told you once I had a baby sister? Her name was Layla. She was one year old when my parents left Israel. Wafa, she belonged to Assad’s unit. In a skirmish, somewhere in the Golan, they were all killed, except Assad. My sister Layla was killed too. 
Wafa:            Oh, Jamilah, I am so sorry. How old was Layla?

Jamilah:        Twenty-eight.

Wafa:           And Assad led the group? How did he survive?
Jamilah:       I don’t know exactly how it all happened, but I do know that Assad saw the face of the Israeli officer who shot Layla. He says he would kill him if he ever saw him again. You see, Assad and my sister were planning to get married. He says they were very much in love.
Wafa:   [A bit upset.]   Do you think he really plans to look for him and kill him? Your sister was a guerilla, a soldier. It was war, not something personal. You have to look at it this way: the Israelis did what soldiers are told to do. All soldiers do. Are you saying that Assad has come to Jerusalem to seek revenge? That would be murder! 
Jamilah:       I agree, and I don’t know if his health is the only reason he came. My sister’s death may be another reason. He said he wants to settle that account. I truly believe he is not a terrorist, but I’m a little uneasy.
Wafa:          Well, there’s little chance of him seeing that Israeli officer again, so we can just forget that.
Jamilah:      That’s true. But – I have to tell you, I am even more upset about are my own feelings. I mean, my personal feelings about the occupation. In spite of myself I find myself sympathizing with the Palestinians. I find myself somehow admiring them, and I don’t want to, because I consider Israel my country. But, Wafa, we’ve got to admit that we are not equals here. Sure, people like you and I live under privileged circumstances. We have Israeli friends but the fact remains that we are not really their equals. And most Arab-Israelis do not lead our kind of privileged life. Are we disloyal to our roots?
Wafa:          I really don’t feel discriminated against. I have a good job. I own property. I have not experienced any hostility, and I don’t feel second-class. Although I have to say there are some things I don’t like, for example, that there are no secular marriages. When you and Avi are ready to get married who’s going to perform the ceremony? A rabbi or an imam?  I think neither would, so you’d have to get married abroad. That isn’t right.
Jamilah:      I don’t like that either, but I accept it. No, there is something else now, Wafa, something that wasn’t in me before – some sort of divided loyalty, if you will, and I don’t know if it has anything to do with Layla’s death, or what. It has certainly to do with Assad. I never felt like this before. I feel as an Israeli but also as a Palestinian now. And I am beginning to feel that they are right to resist the Israelis and to fight back. And yet I like Israel, and I want to live here. There are a lot of conflicting feelings in me. I ask you again: Are people like you and me disloyal to our roots?
Wafa:          Sometimes I have these doubts, too. Being Palestinians I guess we can’t help it. Maybe now you feel even more strongly because of your sister’s death. But what about terrorism? We all condemn that.
Jamilah:       I am not talking about that. I condemn it, as we all do. Exploding a bomb in a market and running is cowardly and despicable, but there are those who sacrifice their own lives, too. Whatever their motivation may be, they are certainly not cowards. No, I am talking about soldiers fighting soldiers. They call them militants, but even if they don’t wear uniforms they are still soldiers fighting for a country, their future country.
[Buzzer sounds.]
Jamilah:       Hello…………Yes, Aaron. I am glad you called. Wafa is here too………………Sure, come right over. Where are you now?.........................Oh, downstairs? So come on up.   [To Wafa.]  Aaron is on his way up. I am glad. I want to talk to him. He is always very level-headed. He sounded upset, though.
Wafa:           I like him a lot.
Jamilah:  [Smiling].  I know you do.  

[Doorbell rings and Aaron bursts in].
Aaron:         Another suicide bombing! 
Jamilah:      Oh, my God. Where? When?
Aaron:        Ten minutes ago. Again in Tel Aviv. The lobby of the Jaffa Hotel on Ben Yehuda Street. There were an awful lot of people in the lobby. I don’t know how many dead and wounded, it just happened a few minutes ago.

Wafa:           Oh, God, will this never end?

Jamilah:        Did they get the person who did it?
Aaron:          From what I heard the terrorist was a man who approached the reception desk pretending to check in. He seems to have carried a package. He blew himself up.
Wafa:           My God, there’s no end to this. And there’s no one to even negotiate with.
Jamilah:       They do believe in their cause.

Aaron:         No, they are made to believe in something they hardly understand. They are told their sacrifice is their passport to paradise. Many of them are simple people who accept and believe this. But others are highly intelligent – some are university students, professionals. It’s those I can’t figure out. To throw bombs at innocent civilians is a horrible thing, even if they blow themselves up in the process. Whatever the reason or basis is, this cannot be justified.
Wafa:           We all agree on that. [Pause].  Jamilah and I were just talking about Assad.

Jamilah:        But, Wafa, Assad is not a terrorist. He condemns it.
Aaron:         You’re talking about that Palestinian from the West Bank who is supposed to come to our musicale? Is that a good idea right now after this new attack?
Wafa:           You have a point there. We don’t really know enough about him. Jamilah knew him well, but that was over five years ago.

Jamilah:        I vouch for him. He is definitely not a terrorist. He is here for medical reasons.
Aaron: [Doubtful].       Well, all right then.

Wafa:           We were talking about the general situation just before you came, I mean, about us as Arab-Israelis. Speaking for myself, I feel very comfortable in Israel, and I am glad my family decided to stay. But it seems Jamilah has begun to feel differently. 
Jamilah:       No, no, not really. My life’s good, my plays are being performed, and I have a good income. But I have to add that I can understand those who left, even though many were invited to stay. Many left voluntarily because they were afraid or uncomfortable, but it’s a fact that some were driven out. Israel won’t take them back, and the Arab countries refuse to assimilate them, and so they go on living in those miserable camps.
Aaron:         Look, we’ve been over this many times, Jamilah. Nobody in our group denies that the Palestinians ought to have a state of their own, so long as they recognize Israel and no longer support terror.

Jamilah:       Now that we have invited Assad let’s hear what he has to say. After all, he lives in the West Bank under Israeli rule.

Aaron:  [Hesitantly.]  Well, I think it would be better to avoid the subject and make it strictly a musical event. But it’s up to you, you’re the host.
Wafa:          Yes, it’s up to Jamilah, but I for one prefer to hear music and not talk politics. 
Aaron:         Frankly, I am not sure it was a good idea to invite him. After all, he is a Palestinian living on the other side of the green line. He is bound to sympathize with the terrorists even if he isn’t one himself. And this latest terror attack happened just a few minutes ago.
Jamilah:  [Determined.]    I have invited him, and I can’t very well un-invite him, so he’ll come. It will be strictly a musical evening. There should be no politics and no controversy. I knew Assad years ago, as I told you. He loves classical music, so he ought to be accepted and made to feel welcome.

Aaron:        As long as he understands that we are here to hear music.
Wafa:          I can’t help but feel uneasy about all this. Now Jamilah tells me she has mixed feelings about the Palestinians, and she is beginning to see them as freedom fighters.

Aaron:        Though I am Jewish I cannot completely disagree with that. The West Bank is basically their land, but we continue occupying it. That’s a fact, and it’s wrong. And their response is terror against civilians. And that’s an even greater wrong.
Jamilah:     They are not all terrorists, Aaron. That’s just it. Assad isn’t. He is a different kind of Palestinian. He is one that deserves our respect.
Aaron:       Well, there are different ways of looking at it, and I don’t have time now to talk about it. But I am curious about him and want to meet him.   [Pause].   To change the subject - I heard the Israel Philharmonic last night. It was really a great concert. Zubin Mehta conducted Beethoven’s Seventh  Symphony, and Itzhak Pearlman played the Tchaikovsky Violin Concerto. He received a standing ovation. 
Jamilah:      I’m sorry I missed it.
Aaron:        Well, if you two will excuse me, I have to run. I’ll see you Thursday.
Wafa/Jamilah:     Shalom, Aaron, see you Thursday.    [Aaron exits.]
Wafa:          I hope it’ll be a nice evening.
Jamilah:      I’m sure it will be. They accept Assad’s presence, and he will certainly not start talking about politics. In any case I’ll caution him.
Wafa:          Is he still staying with you?
Jamilah:      Yes, till Friday morning. Then he’ll go back to the West Bank. But it will depend on Dr. Geller’s final diagnosis.
Wafa:          I should be going. I have some shopping to do. See you tomorrow, Jamilah.

Jamilah:      Yes, see you tomorrow. Salaam, Wafa.
                                                    Scene 2
                                          Wednesday morning
[Jamilah and Assad are having breakfast.]
Jamilah:      You haven’t told me about your examination at the Hadassah Hospital.

Assad:         I saw Dr. Geller, and he made a number of tests. He thinks the surgery should be successful. I will need to go for more tests. He seems like a very competent man.
Jamilah:        When is the surgery scheduled for?

Assad:           Not until next month. I am to check in on the 19th.

Jamilah:        And meanwhile?

Assad:          As I said, I’m leaving Friday morning.
Jamilah:        You know that you are invited to come to our musicale tomorrow evening.

Assad:           I am looking forward to it and especially to meeting your friends and hearing classical music again. Not much of that on the other side.
Jamilah:       You don’t feel funny about meeting my Israeli friends?

Assad:          Not at all. You told me that this is a group of people that promote Arab-Israeli friendship.

Jamilah:        It is, but please understand that it’s a musical evening. I don’t want any political discussion. Promise me you won’t start one. And, by the way, we have a rule that there’s no talking while we listen to the music.
Assad:            I understand. And I’ll observe your rules. I just want to relax and listen to music. What will you play?

Jamilah:         I have selected an all-Mozart program.
Assad:           Great! Mozart has always been my favorite composer.

Jamilah:         I had forgotten how Western you are. You always loved Mozart, Shakespeare, Goethe – you even read him in German. I remember all the conversations we had before  – before that night you left.

Assad:            It’s well-known that many Palestinians like Western culture and values. We are known to be the most westernized Arabs. You’re a prime example of that yourself.
Jamilah:         I can’t reconcile your ethical and cultural values with your leading a platoon of militants. How does all this fit together?

Assad:           It does. It’s very simple. We want our land, a nation, a place of our own. We want a state, an elected government, a democratic system. Separation of church and state, to use Western terms. We believe in peaceful co-existence with Israel. Once peace is established, and the occupation is ended, our two countries can benefit from each other. Until this is achieved we have to keep fighting.
Jamilah:        But can’t this be achieved by peaceful means?
Assad:           I wish it could but it can’t. We have been under Israeli rule for too many years, and we see no end of it. We have to keep fighting or else it will never end. 
Jamilah:        Let’s talk about something else. I’d like to know where you live.

Assad:          I really can’t tell you that. For one thing – I don’t always live in the same place. We move around a lot. We have to.
Jamilah:      What do you do for food?

Assad:         That’s not a problem. The local people support us. Jamilah, I realize you would like to know more, but there is not much I can tell you. You have to understand that.

Jamilah:       I do. Do you know if my parents and brothers are living?
Assad:          Layla once told me that they live in a refugee camp in Jordan. They did not approve of her joining the resistance. 

Jamilah:       I wonder why they never tried to get in touch with me.

Assad: [Shrugs].         You stayed in Israel, Jamilah. Maybe they wished they had too. But they would never admit that. I met them once when I first met Layla, but then never again. 

Jamilah:       Where was that?

Assad:          A place called Dâr-es-Sagheera. A refugee camp in Syria, near the border.

Jamilah:       Do you know if they are alive?

Assad:          I am sorry, I lost touch.     [Long pause.]
Jamilah:       You’ve heard about the bombing of the Jaffa Hotel?

Assad:          Yes. You know that I condemn it. I condemn all action against innocent civilians - on both sides.      [Pause.]
Jamilah:       What are your plans for today?

Assad:          Back to the hospital for more tests. My appointment is at ten o’clock. I should be leaving right now. I may have to wait quite a while between tests, so I may be gone several hours.  [He gets up and walks towards exit and leaves.]   Salaam, ya Jamilah.

Jamilah:       Ma’assaláama, ya Assad.
                                                     Scene 3
                                             Thursday morning
[Jamilah is at her typewriter. She answers intercoming phone call.]
Jamilah:        Menachem! How wonderful you’re back! Come on up!

     [After a few moments there’s a knock and Menachem enters.]
Menachem:    Shalom, Jamilah.  
Jamilah:         Shalom, Menachem. I am so glad you see you. How have you been?
Menachem:    It’s been a rough week. How about you?
Jamilah:         Me? Okay - fine, I guess. Can I offer you something?
Menachem:    No, thanks. I interrupted you. Have you been working on your new play?

Jamilah:         Yes, a little. It’s not going very well.
Menachem: [Smiling a little.]   I hear it’s about the illegal trade in antiquities. I brought you a little something I found in the West Bank. I don’t know if what I did is quite legal, but I thought you might like it.   [Laughs.]  But don’t report me to the Israel Antiquities Department.   [He hands her a small package which she opens].
Jamilah:         Oh, it’s beautiful, Menachem. It’s Roman. The head of Minerva, the goddess of wisdom, I think. How very sweet of you.   [Hugs him.]   Thank you so much. Maybe that’ll inspire me to make progress with the play.
Menachem:   I am glad you like it.

Jamilah:        You know that I am having the “Shalaam” group here tomorrow?

Menachem:   Yes, I ran into Aaron; he told me. I’ll be there. It’ll be a pleasure to hear music instead of gunfire.

Jamilah:        We were hoping you could come. We are going to play Mozart. Specially for you. One of the violin concertos, a quartet, and the 40th symphony. I know you love Mozart.

Menachem:    I sure do, and the 40th is my favorite.

Jamilah:         I’m so glad you can make it. We’ll be about twenty. I have invited the Lessers and some others that may want to join “Shalaam”.
Menachem:   Good. By the way, who thought of that name for the group?
Jamilah:         I don’t remember. I think it just popped into somebody’s head. 
Menachem:    It’s a fitting name.   [Pause.]
Jamilah:         So where did your work take you this time?

Menachem:   Ah, Jamilah, now you are asking a question you know I’m not supposed to answer.

Jamilah:        Of course, I’m sorry, it wasn’t a real question.  [Pause.]                                      Menachem, you’ve heard about the new bombing in Tel Aviv?

Menachem:   Yes, I know, but that’s for the police to handle. We have our hands full in the West Bank. I was also in the Golan recently – that much I am allowed to tell you. That’s where I found the little sculpture.
Jamilah:         In the Golan Heights?

Menachem:    Some of the guerilla groups up there are very well-armed. They get support from the Syrians. There are even women among them.
[Pause.]
Jamilah:       Women fighters?
Menachem:  Yes.     [Pause].    Well, you know, we have women in the IDF too.   [Pause.]   I am sorry that I can’t come more often to the Shalaam evenings.

Jamilah:       We all wish you could. 
Menachem:  Well, I’d sooner stay here in Jerusalem, but someone’s got to do the work.
Jamilah:       Are you planning to remain in the IDF?
Menachem: [Shrugging].  I guess so. I’m a soldier. That’s what I do.

Jamilah:       Yes, I suppose.     [Pause].
.
Menachem:  What kind of music did they play at the last meeting? 
Jamilah:       Some Bartok, Shostakovitch, some contemporary Israeli composer.
Menachem:  [Laughing].   Then I am not sorry I missed it. I prefer the old masters. Anyway, I am looking forward to tonight. Aaron said there’ll be a Palestinian from the West Bank at your musicale. Who is he?

Jamilah:    [Somewhat hesitantly].   Uh - his name is Assad. We knew each other five years ago. I guess I never mentioned him to you before.
Menachem:   We should have more Arabs in the group.
Jamilah:        There are some Arabs. Apart from Wafa and myself, there are Mourad and Azeeza, and Mohammed and Fareeda. And a few others.
Menachem:   They are people like you who decided to make Israel their home. I make no distinction between them and Jewish Israelis.

Jamilah:        I’m glad you feel that way. I knew you did. Not everybody does.    [Pause.]
Menachem:  [Looking out the window]. The view from up here is really beautiful.

Jamilah:       You should see it from the balcony. It goes around the corner of the building. You can see the Knesset, and the Billy Rose sculpture gardens. There’s a pair of binoculars out there. Come, take a look. Thru this room. [She takes him stage right to the balcony.]
Menachem:  [Offstage.]    Beautiful! Must be lovely at night too.

Jamilah:       [Offstage.]     Remind me to show it to you tonight. [They return.]
Menachem:   What time does the music begin?

Jamilah:        About eight. Come a little earlier. We like to start on time.

Menachem:   I’ll try to be punctual. 
Jamilah:        Everybody is looking forward to having you here again.

Menachem:   As I said, I’ll take music any time over gunfire. See you tonight.

Jamilah:        So long, Menachem, and thanks you so much for the lovely present!    [Menachem exits.]
                                                Scene 4 

                                         Thursday evening
[Jamilah is setting up drinks. Assad is seated.]
Jamilah:      Will you have a drink while we’re waiting? I remember you didn’t object to alcohol.

Assad:          I still don’t, but I’ll have some later.

Jamilah:       It’s almost eight o’clock. People should be arriving soon. [Doorbell rings.]   Ah, there are some of them.   [Goes to door.]   Shalom, Aaron, you’re the first one.    [Aaron enters.]   Aaron, I’d like you to meet Assad, our visitor from the West Bank.
Aaron:  [Very friendly.]  Happy to meet you, Assad, and welcome to “Shalaam”. I suppose Jamilah told you why we call it that?
Assad:         Yes. It’s a good name, and I am glad to be here. I’ve enjoyed classical music ever since my Technion days. We had a record player in the dorm.
Aaron:         You went to the Technion, too?
Assad:         Yes. I was going for a degree in electrical engineering. That was about five years ago. Unfortunately, I wasn’t able to finish.
Aaron:         I started out studying physics, but then I switched to medicine and got into research.
Assad:         Which particular field?

Aaron:         Oncology. I am very involved with that now.
Jamilah:  [Serving Aaron.]    Here’s a drink for you, Aaron. [To Assad.] Let me get you one too now.  [She busies herself with the drinks.]
[Doorbell rings and Wafa enters.]
Wafa:          Salaam. Shalom to all.

Jamilah:      Wafa, this is Assad whom I told you about.
Wafa:    [To Assad, somewhat cold.]    Hello.     [To Aaron, warmly.]   Shalom, Aaron.    [She gives Aaron a quick hug and sits down.]
Jamilah:      [To Assad.]  We are having an all-Mozart concert tonight, Assad. I’ll put on a little welcome music.  [She turns it on, low volume.]
Assad:         I have always loved Mozart.
Aaron:         Do you ever get to hear classical music – over there – where you live?

Assad:         Hardly ever. Once in a long while some chamber music group may come to Ramallah. Daniel Barenboim with the Israeli-Arab Youth Symphony once conducted a concert, but in general there isn’t much interest in the present circumstances.

Aaron:         I can well understand that.
[Intercom buzzes. Jamilah answers.]
Jamilah:       Yes? Oh it’s you, Avi. Come on up…………The door won’t open?  Wait, let me buzz again.  Now try.  [After a minute or so doorbell rings. She opens for Avigdor.] Shalom, Avi. I am so glad you came.   [They kiss. Wafa greets Avigdor.]
.    
Jamilah:       This is Assad. I told you about him. He’s from Ramallah.

Assad:          Salaam. I am Assad. 
Avigdor:      Shalom. I am Avigdor. I saw you briefly the other day but you were in a big hurry. But Jamilah said your name was Hassan.
Jamilah:  [Hurriedly.]    It’s Assad. You must have misheard.

Avidor:        I guess so. So you’re from Ramallah?
Assad:         Yes. 
Jamilah:   [Nervously.]   Menachem promised to come too. Not everybody is here yet, but let’s get started anyway.   [She turns up the volume.]  It’s an all-Mozart program tonight. Mozart is Assad’s and Menachem’s favorite composer.

[All, except Jamilah, sit.]
Avigdor:  [To Assad.]  What kind of work do you do?   [Assad does not answer.]
Jamilah:  [Nervously.]    Maybe we should wait a little. The Lessers said they’d definitely be here. I think I hear people coming.

Avigdor: [To Assad.]   How did you get here?

Assad:       I hitch-hiked.

Avigdor:    What do you do over there?

Assad:        Uh - different things.

Avigdor:    What do you mean?

Jamilah:   [Eager to get back to music.]   Well, so long as the music is playing we might as well listen to it.

[Jamilah turns up the music. Menachem enters, waives Shalom to all, and sits down].
Avidor:    [to Assad.]    You didn’t answer my question.

Assad:      What was your question?

Avigdor:   I asked what you do over there, in the West Bank.

Assad:      We don’t call it the “West Bank”. To us it is Palestine – the future State of Falastín. Not just a geographical definition.
Jamilah:    [Nervously, to both.]  Why don’t you two listen to the music – that’s what we’re all here for! Please, no politics!
Avigdor:    [To Assad, ironic.]    The State of Palestine? Ah well! And what are you doing here in Jerusalem?
Assad:        I came to see a doctor.

Avigdor:    [Challenging.]  What about? What illness do you have?  [Assad does not respond.] I know you call the place “Falastín”, but I don’t care what you call it, it’s still just an area west of the river Jordan!
Jamilah:     [Somewhat annoyed to Avigdor.]   Avi, leave him alone already. We have agreed not to discuss politics, and I have to insist on that.

Wafa:          That’s right. This isn’t a political discussion group. We’re here to hear music.
Aaron:         I quite agree. We can have this kind of conversation some other time.

Avigdor:     [Ironic.]     Well, excuse me! I was merely inquiring after his state of health. But as for his state of “Falastín”, as far as I am concerned, that’s a mirage. It’ll never come to pass.
Jamilah:      Okay, Avi, that’s really enough now. Leave Assad alone. He’s our guest after all. Let’s show him some hospitality.  [To Menachem.]    Menachem, I put on the 40th symphony especially for you because it’s your favorite. We are still waiting for some more people. You said you wanted to see the view from the balcony at night. Would you like to come out now while we’re waiting for the others? We can hear the music out there too.
Menachem:  I’d love to.

[Jamilah and Menachem leave stage right.]
Jamilah:      [Offstage.]   You see those lights over there? I think that’s Beit-Hanoun.
Menachem: [Offstage.]   That’s right. The view is really beautiful. You have a lovely place, Jamilah. How long have you been living here?
Jamilah:      [Offstage.]   Just a couple of years.

Menachem: [Offstage.]   You were lucky to get this apartment.

Jamilah:      [Offstage.]    I know. I had to wait eight months for it. 

Avigdor:     [Calling loud.]    Hey, come back in, you two. What are you doing out there?
Jamilah:     [Offstage.]  We had better go back in.  [They come back and Menachem sits down.]
Jamilah:         We are still waiting for the Lessers and Fareeda. Meanwhile let’s have some drinks.      [She starts filling glasses.]
Avigdor:  [To Jamilah jokingly.]  Hey, Jamilah, let’s you and I get married already. I want to enjoy the view from your balcony all the time!

Jamilah:   [Serving drinks jokingly.]  Oh, well, Avi, is that the only reason why you want to marry me?

Avigdor:  [Bantering.]  Not the only one. But a very good one.

Jamilah:  [Laughing.]   Just for that, my friend, you won’t get a second drink!

Avigdor: [Laughing.]   I don’t need liquor. Your presence makes me drunk!

Jamilah: OK, enough of that, Avi. Let’s listen to the music.

Assad:   [To Menachem.]  Your face seems familiar. I must have seen you before.
Menachem:                I don’t remember you.

Assad:                        You don’t? Do you know the Golan? Djebel-el-Kebir?

Menachem:                I know the place.

Assad:                        Weren’t you there – last month?

Menachem:                 Possibly.

Assad:    [Jumping up.]  You were! I know I saw you at Jebel-el-Kebir! Yes, it was you! You shot her! You killed Layla! Now you’ll pay for it. Alláhu akbar!   [He pulls a gun.]
Avigdor:   [Drawing his gun.]   Drop that gun! Now!

Assad:   [Turns quickly and fires at Avigdor. Jamilah cries out “No, no!!” and throws herself in front of Avigdor, and is killed. Menachem fires at Assad, killing him.]
[For a few moments the actors freeze in their last pose while the stage lights dim slowly.]
                                                THE END

