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Cast of Characters

I n VERMONT:

ANDRE (SAID) (71). Nobel Prize-w nning poet. Dying of diabetes.
El egant .

SARAH (S.S.) SAID (48). Daughter of Said. Wunded. Strong.
EM LY ALLEN (25). Graduate student. Bright. Attractive.

M CHEL (GARCET) (79). Retired General of the French Arny.

In ALG ERS:

YOUNG (ANDRE) SAID (31). A handsome, elegant, fiery young surgeon.

(M CHEL) GARCET (39). Major in the French Arny. Good natured.
St out .

(SARAH) SAID (8). Daughter of ANDRE SAID. Suffers from menory
| oss.

Not e:

Actors in the play will be playing the characters' ol der and
younger selves. "SAID' is pronounced sai-yeed.

A translation of Brave Marin should be printed in the program

"/" is used to organi ze overl appi ng.



Brave Marin (Brave Sail or)

Brave marin revient de guerre, tout doux,
Tout mml chaussé, tout nml vétu...
<<Pauvre marin, d' ou reviens-tu?>> tout doux.

(Brave sailor returns fromwar, all sweetly,
Shoes worn out, poorly clothed,
"Poor sailor, where are you returning from?" all sweetly.)

<<Madane, je reviens de guerre,>> tout doux,
<<Qu'on mapporte ici le vin blanc,
gue le marin boit en passant,>> tout doux.

("Madanme, I'mreturning fromwar," all sweetly,
"M ght you bring ne sonme white w ne
that the sailor drinks passing through," all sweetly.)

Brave marin se nmt a boire, tout doux,
Se mit a boire et a chanter
Et la belle hbétesse a pleurer, tout doux.

(Brave sailor began to drink, all sweetly,
Began to drink and sing,
And the beautiful hostess began to weep, all sweetly.)

<<Qu' avez-vous donc, |a belle hotesse, >> tout doux,
<<Regrettez-vous votre vin bl anc
gque le nmarin boit en passant?>> tout doux.

("What's the matter, beautiful hostess,"” all sweetly,
“Do you regret your white w ne
that the sailor drinks passing through?" all sweetly.)

<<C est pas nobn vin que je regrette,>> tout doux,
<<Mais c'est la nort de nmon nari ... Monsi eur
vous ressenblez a lui.>> tout doux.

("I't"s not the wine that |I'm weeping about," all sweetly,
"But it's the death of ny husband... Monsi eur,
you resenble him." all sweetly.)

<<Dites-nmoi donc, |la belle hbétesse,>> tout doux,
<<Vous avez de lui trois enfants;
Vous en avez six a preésent.>> tout doux.

("Tell nme then, beautiful hostess," all sweetly,
"You have three children by him
you have six now." all sweetly.)

<<On m a appris de ses nouvelles, >> tout doux,
<<Qu'il était nmort et enterré...
.Et je ne suis renariée, >> tout doux.

("They brought ne news about him" all sweetly,
“that he was dead and buri ed...
and | remarried,"” all sweetly.)

Brave nmarin vida son verre, tout doux.
Sans remercier, tout en pleurant,
Il regagna son batiment, tout doux.

(Brave sailor enptied his glass, all sweetly.
Wt hout thanking her, all tearfully,
He rejoined his battleship, all sweetly.



ACT ONE
SCENE |: THE SAI D RESI DENCE. BENNI NGTON, VT.

A study. Andre Said (SAID), an el egant
Al gerian man stands in front of a ful
length mrror. HE fusses with a tie. HE
prinmps H MSELF, nmaking sure that every
inch of H'S appearance is in order.
Somet hi ng doesn’t ook right. HE pats
H S belly. HE rubs it. HEIlifts up H'S
shirt and looks at it. It is an
excellent, trimbelly for a man H' S
age. HE fondles it a bit. HE disrobes.

There are scars all over H S body.

HE admres H'S biceps and triceps. HE
turns H'S body and admires it from al
angles in the mrror.

HE hol ds HI S hands agai nst H S body.
H' S hands are scarred too.

SAI D
You' re getting fat, Andre. Ch, you beautiful Fat Fuck, Andre.

HE t akes an oxygen mask that is
attached to a tank. HE puts the mask
over H S nmouth and nose and breat hes
deeply. SARAH (S.S.) enters with a
hypoderm c needle, a bottle of insulin,
and al cohol pads.

S. S
You' re very handsome, non Pere.
SAI D
Ha!
S. S
Look at you, getting yourself half-naked all over again. Took
you plenty enough tine to put it all on. | saw you tie that
tie for yourself three tines.
SAI D
It’s still not right.
S. S
Yeah, yeah. | know.
SAI D

It’s got to be the right |ength.



S. S
Yeah, yeah. | know. Rules to clothes. Step by steps for
| ooki ng good.

SAI D
It 1ooks better when it’s the right length. Some rules are
good.

S. S
Ckay. Sit.

S.S. begins to prepare the needle.

SAI D
I want to go sw mm ng today.

S. S
Doct or says two nore weeks.

SAI D
Two nore weeks! Look how bloated I’ m becomng! |I feel like a
bag of chicken fat.

S. S
Two nore weeks.

SAI D
Ah, this is nolestation! Wich needle are you using?

S. S
The regul ar needl e.

SAI D
No, these are new.

S. S
It’s the sane.

SAI D
These ones hurt.

S. S
It’s the sane.

SAI D

Then you're not being gentle. It hurt yesterday.

S. S
I"I'l nmake sure to be nore gentle.

SHE gi ves SAID the shot. SAID w nces.



S.S. (cont’d)
You should give it yourself.

SAI D
I"d rather diel

S. S
For a doctor, you are the biggest baby!

SAI D
You name for nme a doctor who does surgery on hinself!

HE carefully begins to dress H MSELF.

S. S
A shot is not surgery.

SAI D
You are so contentious these days. You know, when you were
little, I would ask you to turn for ne, and you woul d spin
around until you got dizzy, just to nake ne | augh.

S. S
How fun for ne.

SAI D
You loved it. | hate these danm shots. They nake ne
irritable. They make you short tenpered. |’ m not taking
anynor e.

S. S

Maybe if you didn’t sneak so many chocol ates, you /woul dn’t-

SAI D
(overl apping “wouldn’t”)
/1 don’t /sneak

S. S.
(overl appi ng “sneak”)
/ Save the song, Little Birdie.

SHE ki sses HMon the top of the head.

SAI D
I"d be in better shape if you let nme go swinmmng. |’ m not
sneaki ng / chocol at es.

S. S
/1 took your coat to the dry cleaners. It came back, all tin
foil in the pockets. Little pieces of paper. “Hershey’'s

Ki sses.” Blue block letters.



SAI D
A man ny age shoul d not have to sneak

S. S
Her shey’ s Ki sses! Lousy chocol ates. Not that |’ m saying
you' re allowed to have any to begin with but ... Ah! Wat am
| going to do with you?

SAI D
When | eat chocolate, | want to feel it. I want to feel the
cocoa init. | tried sonme of your truffles. Blech! Like

chewi ng on slugs. Gve ne sone grist between the teeth. Hm
(Beat.) So, she’s waiting out there? The pretty one fromthe
readi ng. The | ecture.

S. S
Downst ai rs.
SAI D
Haha! Onh, here it goes Andre, Andre My Boy! (to S.S.) Ckay,
go get her. Go, go, go. |I’'mal nost done here.
S. S
Papa-
SAI D
Go! Co!
S. S
Alright. Al right.
S.S. exits.

SAID finishes tying HHS tie. HE fixes
H'S hair. HE takes anot her deep breath
fromthe oxygen nmask. HE hides it. HE
sits down in a confortable chair. HE
positions H MSELF carefully. There is a
knock on the door.

SAI D
Yes. Cone, coOne.

The door opens. S.S. enters with EMLY.
EM LY wears a beautiful silk scarf
around HER neck.

SAID (cont’d)
Hello. Hello. Sorry for the wait.

EM LY
Not a problem



SAI D
Sorret i nes when you’re cooking on something, it's better to
just let it run.

EM LY
A poen?

SAI D
A song. Yes. A poem

EM LY
I"d love to read it.

SAI D

I’d love for it to be worthy for human consunption. But,
when’s the last tinme that could be said about any of these
poens?

EM LY
You won’t be able to convince ne of that. | |ove your work.
SAI D
Well, then 1’1l accept the gracious conplinent, with graceful
gratitude. It’s “Emly”, aml right?
EM LY
Emly Allen.
SAI D
Right. Yes, | wote that down. You' ve net ny daughter.
EM LY
Yeah. H .
S. S
Yes. Hi.
SAI D
Sarah, would you mnd to bring us tea? (To EMLY) Tea?
EM LY
Ch, yeah, whatever
SAI D

(to S. S.)
And sone of those dates that Janmes brought us back from
Pal estine. (Beat.) Sarah?

S. S
Yes. O course, Papa.

SHE exits.



SAI D
Well, I"mso glad that you decided to call ne.
EM LY
Oh, thanks for giving ne the nunber.
SAI D
O course. Always pleased to neet ... you know, to share. You

have a book that you' d Iike nme to sign

EM LY
Ri ght here. Yeah.

SHE produces the book and hands it to
H M

EM LY (cont’d)
You can wite in Arabic.

SAI D
Arabic? You strike ne as a “French” woman.

EM LY
| read all your poens in Arabic.

SAI D
Arabic. My-ny.

HE wites an unusually | ong passage in
the book. HE signs it with a flourish.

SAID (cont’d)
Don’t open it until you get to a quiet place.

EM LY
Thank you.
SAI D
So, you're visiting us from Dart nout h?
EM LY
That’ s right.
SAI D

| | oved that canpus. Hanover.

(smling, no edge)
That’s a fair drive to cone visit the terrorist poet, isn't
it?

EM LY
Excuse me?



SAI D
I figure there nust be sone reason for a beautiful young

wonman to visit ne. | figure it nust be because |I'm a
terrorist.

EM LY
No. No ... that’s not it at all.

SAI D

Surely there’ s sonething nythol ogi cal about it. Andre Said,
Nobel Prize Wnner, Poet Laureate, Algerian Terrorist. That

just feels so inmediate, doesn’t it? So ... Now.
EM LY
No ... | really love your work.
SAI D
But, don’t you want to know if it’s true?
EM LY
What ?
SAI D

If I’ma bonber bard, harvester of bloody French Iinbs? My
personal favorite is “bloody Al gerian savage that only the
Arer i cans savages woul d choose to honor.” But, the Nobel
Prize is a world-wide prize, isn't it, Madenoiselle, isn't
it?

EM LY
Is it true?

Beat .

SAI D
O course not! But, | love talking about it. It nmakes ne
myst eri ous.

EM LY

Some say you were involved with the F.L.N and-

SAI D
There is no terrorisminvolved in stitching up a wound.
Especi al |y when done at gunpoint. Besides, were | a
terrorist, the Frogs would have given nme a mark. A bullet
mar k, right here.

He taps his forehead.

SAID (cont’d)
You know, a few nonths ago, | started to hear things. Not
voi ces or anything so frightening.

( MORE)
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I would hear little bur f ungd, like the little
(onononopi a) “DAN’ you %%gr &ﬁiﬁ 3§u backspace too many tines
on the conputer. Miusic. One tine, in the car, suddenly I

i magi ned the ocean in Phillipville. It was so vivid | had to
blink fromthe sun. | ask ny friend G egory about it. He's a
psychol ogist. Am | going crazy? He says that in ny brain, |
have made neural networks. Little pathways for the
electricity to shoot through ny brain. These pathways are ny
menory, and when | hear these things, sonmething is getting

the electricity going. I saw you walk in today and ..
EM LY
What ?
SAI D
It suddenly hit nme. Like electricity. Sonething sweet.
EM LY
Sweet .
SAI D
The first tinme | had a Coca-Cola! Don’t you laugh. It was a
big nonent for me. | thought it was the sweetest, nost

delicious thing | ever tasted. That’s what you bring to ne
suddenl y.

EM LY
Thank ... thank you.

SAI D
This is one of the benefits of old age. You' re allowed to
tell every beautiful woman that she’s a beautiful wonman
wi t hout feeling funny about yourself. So, what else did you
come all this way to talk about? Are you a witer? Do you
wite?

EM LY
I’mnot a poet. /I-

SAI D
/That’s alright. Surely you will be staying and joining us
for dinner.

EM LY
Ch, | don't think-

SAI D
I insist.

S.S. enters with the tea and dates. SHE
sets the refreshnments down.



SAID (cont’d)
Ah, there she is. Thank you, Habi bi.

S. S
O cour se.

EM LY
Thank you.

SAI D
Sarah, ny love, you'll be sure to nake enough for three for
di nner tonight.

S. S
Yes, Papa.

SAI D

(to EMLY)

So, you were telling ne that you wite.

EM LY
No, I was, ahm well, there’'s actually sonething | cane to
ask you about.

SAI D

Ask away, Emly Allen. Ask away.

EM LY produces a phot ograph and hands
it to SAID.

EM LY
I was hoping that you woul d recogni ze this.

HE hands t he phot ograph back, politely.

S.S. takes it out of EMLY S hands and
examnes it.

SAI D
No. What is this?
EM LY
It’s ... the prison cell in Algiers where you served fifteen
nont hs.
SAI D
Al gi ers? Right.
EM LY

It was a French prison. You were there from

SAlI D
Right. I don't know.
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EM LY
They’ve torn it down. But, before they destroyed it over
thirty thousand |Iines of your poetry were found there.

SAI D
My Dear. | think you have an overly romantic view of prison
life. We did not have cells with secret chanbers for us to
hide our intinate treasures. That’'s strictly an Anerican
ci nemati c conventi on.

EM LY
It was on the walls.

SHE produces anot her phot ograph.

EM LY (cont’d)
Look. See? It’'s scratched into the walls.

S. S. snatches the photograph away
before SAID has a chance to see it.

SAI D
The wall s? No. | think you re m staken.

EM LY
Your signature is on one of the walls. The rest is witten in
this different al phabet that we can’t deci pher, but, here.
“Bonne nuit. A Said.” That’s you, isn't it?

SAI D
kay, this interviewis over. Good day.

SAI D begi ns to wheeze.

S. S.
Pa/ pa?

EM LY
/M. Said. I'"'msorry. Please.

SAI D

Good day to you
H' S breat hi ng becones nore | abored.

S. S.
Papa, ou est |le réservoir!

EM LY
M. Said? Ch ny God! /Are you alright?!

S. S
/ Papa, |e réservoir!
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SAID points linply at H' S hiding pl ace.
S.S. retrieves the tank. SHE takes the
mask and puts it on H' S face. SHE
smooths H'S hair and ki sses H Mon the
f or ehead.

S.S. (cont’d)
Yes. Yes. Silence, Papa. Sarah’s, here. Sarah est |a.

EM LY
I’msorry, |-

S. S
It’s time for you to go.

EM LY
Wai t .

S. S
Get out!

EM LY
No, listen to ne.

S. S

Look at him Get out! Qut!

EM LY
Sormreone has cone forward. The nman who took these
phot ographs. He’s working with nmy advisor. He says he has a
translation of the poetry that proves you were a terrorist.

S. S
Qut .
EM LY
Please. | don’t believe it. They're going to publish and
article. That’s why I'’mhere. | don’t believe it!
S. S
Wait downstairs.
EM LY
Ms. Sai d-
S. S

Pl ease! Wait for ne.
Beat. EM LY exits.
S.S. (cont’d)

(hol di ng up the photograph)
You have to tell ne what this says!
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SAI D
Take that away.
S. S.
You’ ve never told ne about this cell! You never told nme

there’'s this nman who can read-

SAI D
He doesn’t know it.

S. S
He says-

SAI D
Nobody can read it.

S. S
How do you know?

SAI D
Only | can read that al phabet.

S. S
How do you / know?

SAI D

/ Because | made it up! (murnmuring, unintelligible) di ahm oh
sah di ahn dimdiahn lah ...

S. S
Papa?

SAI D
Shh. Shh. Let Papa sl eep.

S. S
What did you just say?

S.S. shakes HHMgently.

SAl D
Shh.

S. S
You have to tell ne now What did you say? Tell we what you
just said! Tell nme what you said!

END OF SCENE
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SCENE Il: A PRI SON CELL. ALG ERS, ALCERI A.

The lights rise slowy on a snal
sweltering prison cell in Al giers.
There is an electric generator. There
is achair. There is a hose attached
to a faucet. Keys shake on a ring. The
sound of a key in a heavy |ock. A door
opens. Young Andre Said (ANDRE) enters.
ANDRE i s dressed fashionably for the
era, but H'S clothes are di shevel ed.

H S shoes have been renmoved. M CHEL, a
French paratrooper dressed in uniform
enters.

M CHEL
They’ ve left your tie on you. You' |l have to take it off.
(Beat.) Cone on now. Take it off.

ANDRE conplies. HE throws H S tie on
the ground. M CHEL picks it up, folds
it up neatly, and puts it in the breast
pocket of HI'S own shirt.

M CHEL (cont’d)
Thank you. Do you know why you’' re here?

ANDRE
No.

M CHEL
(hel pful, apol ogeti c)
Right. Let me just get the information here.

HE t akes out a small not ebook and
r eads.

M CHEL (cont’d)
(matter-of-fact)
Your nane is Andre Said. Mab. Sahara region.

(new i nformation)
Changed your last name to “Said” when you converted to |slam

(warmy)
Ah, | didn't think “Andre Sai d” sounded |i ke a Berber nane.

(matter-of-fact)
Surgeon. Education: La Sorbonne, Paris. New York University
Medi cal School .

(warmy)
I I'ike New York. Never been to Paris. Funny, yes?
( MORE)
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I was born there but ny)\jaipgn edqus to Algiers before
could remenber a thing. [’'ve érun re mnt tea than red
wine, and all the red |I’ve drunk was grown right here.

(back-t o-wor k)
Your address is 1649 Rue de Cal ais, yes?

S| LENCE
M CHEL (cont’d)
(knowi ngl y)
Ri ght .
HE flips the pad shut.
M CHEL (cont’d)
(embarrassed, enthused)
You know, it really is an honor for ne to neet you. |[’ve
read all your books. M wife put nme on to them Your
French? Better than mine! | hear you ve a new book com ng

out in Arabic. Wen will we hear fromyou in Berber?
Am zigh. Zenete. Amzigh in particular has such a unique
poetic tinbre.

Si | ence.
HE opens t he pad.

M CHEL (cont’d)
(alittle pressure, gently)
Right. Your address is 1649 Rue de Calais. Yes? Hnf? You
live there with your wife, your daughter and son. Leil a.
Sarah. Eml. No one else, right? And don’t lie. W'lII
know. Your neighbors know. The Pi ed-Noir watch.

HE | ooks down at the pad.

M CHEL (cont’d)
("realizes” his m stake)
Ch, no, no, that’s right you don't live in the Casbah. Keep
the famly far away. You just practice in the Casbah-

ANDRE
This is an outrage!
Beat .
M CHEL
(serious)
Right. | was told that you re not cooperating. This was ...

surprising to ne. Upstanding man |ike yourself.

(measur ed)
You practice in the Casbah. Hn?
( MORE)
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M CHEL( cont ' d)

(forceful)
Dr. Said?
ANDRE
(snol deri ng)
Yes.

M CHEL
(backi ng of f)
Lots of bandages |ately, yes?

ANDRE
You woul d know.

M CHEL
(serious)
Yes. Yesterday at noon, seven bonbs exploded in Al giers.
You know this, |’msure.

ANDRE
Ever ybody knows.

M CHEL
School bus. Children, you know.

ANDRE
| listen to the radio.

M CHEL

(matter-of-fact)
There’s a little girl who doesn’'t have a jaw anynore. Mislim
I"’mnot an artist |like you. Haven't the inmagination. |
couldn’t imagi ne what a person would | ook |ike w thout a jaw
But, I know now that |I’ve seen it inreal life. | thought she
| ooked remarkably like a helnmet. A helmet with noving
eyebrows. At ny estimates, it would take a thousand
acconplices to plant seven bonbs.

ANDRE
A t housand for seven!

M CHEL
Oh yes. Bonb-nmakers, trigger experts, informants, | ook-outs.
That’s not even counting the planters. Who’s going to hide
t hen? Who’s going to feed then? Heal their wounds? | could go
on. Everyone’'s hands are dirty. Thousands.

ANDRE
Maybe that will show you that thousands are agai nst you.
M CHEL
Yes. Look, I'mgoing to level with you. | don't like this any

better than you-
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ANDRE
You like this just fine.

M CHEL
(rising)
No | don't. W're certain there will be nore bonbings. Al of
Algiers is sure. Cvilians. Muslins. Doesn’t seemto matter.
Not to the bonbers, that’s clear. Hn?

ANDRE
I know not hing about it.

M CHEL
You bandage rebel wounds. Don’t tell me you know /not hi ng.

ANDRE
/1 bandage all wounds. Yours, Pied-noir, fellagha, anybody!

M CHEL
(backi ng of f)
Look, we have no indication that you' ve participated in any
of these attacks. If we did, this would not be so pl easant
and you'd be lined up /in the stadium

ANDRE
/ That’ s such an easy choice, isn't it? Each one of those nen
had to fill his stomach and enpty his bowels everyday |ike

you. /1’ve done nothing and you know it.

M CHEL
(hot)
/Better a fellagha than a little school girl! God! (Beat.)
I’mgoing to be clear. W know they’'re going to try anot her
attack in the next twenty-four hours. That much is clear. |Is
t hat what you want? You tell ne what | need to know.

No response.
M CHEL (cont’d)

(ferocious)
You tell ne what | need to know

SI LENCE

M CHEL (cont’d)
(synpat heti c)
You'll tell nme what | need to know.

No response.
M CHEL (cont’d)

(resigned)
Yes. That’s a good fell ow



17.

MCHEL lights a cigarette. Ofers a
cigarette. ANDRE does not accept.

M CHEL (cont’d)
Do you snoke? What am | saying? O course you do. You're a
Bohem an. That’s your job isn't it? It’s your job to think
bi g thoughts. You hang about and think big thoughts. Am I
right? A coffee, a pen and a snoke is to you what a sal ute,
an order and a gun is to nme, hn? That's right, Dr. Said.
You are a thinker. A cigarette snoking, coffee drinking high-
m nded-sof t - handed t hi nker. | have rough hands. See? Rough.
Calloused. It’s fromhorses. My famly is from horse peopl e,
even in France. My father, ny brothers nore so, but, we are
all horse people. It’s the holding the reins that nmakes the
hands hard.

HE takes a long puff fromH S
cigarette.

M CHEL (cont’d)
You snoke, right? | never snoke. Never. It’s terrible for ny
runni ng.

LI GHTS FADE QUT. HE puts the cigarette
out in the palmof H S own hand.

END OF SCENE

SCENE I11: THE SAI D RESI DENCE. BENNI NGTON, VT.

The living roomin a state of unpacking
W th open boxes everywhere. EMLY sits,
nervous, on the sofa next to a stack of
ol d books. SHE opens one of them and
reads the inscription inside. SHE takes
a canera out and begins to take

phot ographs. S.S. enters with the tray
of tea in HER hands. SHE pauses for a
nonent and watches EM LY. SHE drops the
tray to the ground. It shatters.

EM LY
OoH My GOD

S. S
Sorry.

EM LY

Jesus. You scared ne.
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S. S.
Sorry.
EM LY puts the book back on the stack.
EM LY
It’s alright.
S. S.
Sorry.

SHE exits and retrieves a broom and a
dust pan. SHE begins to clean up the

br oken Chi na.
EM LY
How i s he?
S. S.
Dyi ng.
EM LY
(]q_
S. S

Not this instant. (Beat.j He' s resting.

EM LY
| had no idea he was this sick

S. S
He | ooks quite vigorous, doesn’t he. After the |ecture you
saw, he fainted in the car. Two weeks in the hospital. W

just got back Wednesday. That’s why this house is still in
such the state it’s in. Ah, but the truthis, I'lIl never be
a good house-keeper. N ne nonths here and we're still in

boxes. Good house-keepers carve a place for things to
scatter to when thunder claps. Me? | can’t help but think
the safest place is boxes.

S.S. gives the broomto EMLY. S S
st oops and hol ds the dust pan.

S.S. (cont’d)
Ckay. Conme on, now.

EM LY brushes the broken China into the
dust pan.

S.S. (cont’d)
Thank you.
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EM LY
You' re wel cone.

S. S.
Yes.

S.S. exits to throw away the pieces.

EM LY
(calling out to S.S.)
This is a beautiful, beautiful house.

S.S. (O0S)
You t hink so?

EM LY
Yes.

S.S. re-enters. SHE has a letter in HER

hands.

S. S
| picked it for the stone fence. You can’t see out. Qut can’t
see in. Wen | was growi ng up, our house was on a big, vast,
flat plain. Whenever sonmeone was comng to visit, you could
see themconing for mles and mles around. You coul dn’t

| eave wit hout people seeing you for mles and mles. | hated
t hat .
EM LY
It was beautiful. Driving up to it. Really.
S. S
Papa won the Nobel Prize and the first thing | insisted on

was a house. This house. This house with the prize noney. No
nmore living in dingy apartnents, hotels. Al brown plants and

papers piled to the ceiling. | heard nmy old landlord erected
a plague on the door to our apartnment in Al phabet Cty -- a
door straight to the basenent.

EM LY
I don’t know.

S. S

No. And now, here we are. A house. Overnight. Wo knew
poets earn interest on pennies left in their winter coats?

EM LY
You're ... brilliant. I ... | just wanted you to know t hat
well, | just think that.
S. S

Excuse me?
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EM LY
I’ m defending on “s.s.” for ny doctorate in three weeks. |
wote you a mllions letters.
S. S
Ah.
EM LY
You' re “s.s.”, aren’t you? | nean, we all think you are but-
S. S
Sarah Said. “s.s.” Editor. Trying to make sonethi ng of al
those letters. | probably stripped themof all their genius.
EM LY
The work is brilliant.
S. S
We' Il never know. This man. Com ng forward. Who is he?
EM LY
A soldier, | think. A record keeper. |1'mtrying to find out

nore. He knows sonething. He knew enough to take those
pi cture before they tore the prison down.

S. S.

VWhat’' s his nane?
EM LY

Al he’'ll tell us is “Un Lecteur.”
S. S.

A Reader. And you're here for what? This man cones forward
with dirt under his nails and you're going to what? dip his
cl aws?

EM LY
Your father is not an evil nman.

S. S.
Well, that is a great relief, thank you

EM LY
I"mwiting an article, yes-

S. S
Ah. Agai nst your advisor. Big risk.

EM LY
Sonmeone has to refute, your father-

S. S.
Look at this.
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SHE hands EM LY the letter

S.S. (cont’d)
This cane in the mail for nmy father six years ago. The
International Linguistics Institute. “Dear M. Said, we are
witing to informyou that you are the |ast remaini ng speaker
of the Tourghet dialect of Berber.” | called them A
scientist answered the phone. Doctor Sonebody. | thought that
was strange. | didn’t think that there was a science to
| anguage. | always thought |anguage was an art that was
passed down t hrough generations. Here I was talking to sone
scientist about it. He said thousands of |anguages are goi ng
extinct, replaced in their native |ands by Spanish, English,
Chinese ... French. Did you know that? I didn’t. He told ne
that they try to send out a notice to every final speaker of
a language. He said they try to contact them get themto
record the | anguage. My father

SHE shakes HER head. SHE hol ds up the
phot ograph of the prison.

S.S. (cont’d)
This is it. The old tongue. |I’msure of it.

EM LY
It probably is! It probably is! You know the | anguage too!

S. S
Not anynore. And the old tongue I knew never had an al phabet,
at | east not one that was taught to ne. It was spoken. Only
spoken. Like it was sacred.

EM LY
Sacred. O course. But, you know
S. S
Your Reader. He says he can translate this witing?
EM LY
That’ s what he says.
S. S
I want you to bring himhere.
EM LY
Ms. Sai d-
S. S
Bring himto ne.
EM LY

But -
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S. S
You want to wite your article? You want nmy father to hel p?
Everyt hi ng cones through ne. You bring himto ne, this
Reader. You bring himto ne, and you get all the time with ny
father you want. Am | clear?

EM LY
Perfectly.
S. S
| have faith in your ... persuasive abilities. | trust it
won't be a problem
EM LY
A problem No. | don't think so.
S. S
Good.
EM LY
He heard that | was com ng and he got on a plane. He flew
into Manchester. | can have hi m here today.
END OF SCENE.

SCENE 1V: A PRI SON CELL. ALG ERS, ALCERI A.

ANDRE is tied to a chair. HE has
received a very harsh beating. M CHEL
wi pes the sweat from ANDRE s forehead.

MCHEL fills a tin cup fromthe hose.
HE gi ves ANDRE a dri nk.

M CHEL
There. There. That's alright, ny man. They' re gone. |It’s
just you and ne. So, drink. Drink. Yes, that’'s the way it
goes down. Like Bordeux. G and cru.

ANDRE finishes. MCHEL fills the cup
again and drinks fromit.

M CHEL (cont’d)
You are an exceptional man. We’ve had F.L.N. | eaders spill
the beans at the threat of a beating. You? No. That’s not
you. Horse sense tells us that the nore invested a man is in
t he cause, the longer he will hold out. But, you criticize
the F.L.N.’s tactics as nuch as you criticize the French.
You' re no terrorist synpathizer, yet you refuse to tell ne
what | need to know
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ANDRE
| can’t tell you something I don’t know | can't tell you
something I don't know My God! My God! My God!

Beat .
M CHEL
Right. We found fingers at your clinic.
ANDRE
Fi ngers.
M CHEL

Yesterday, six blocks fromthe MIk Bar, there is an
explosion in a car that crashes into a street light. Maybe
it was a bonb that wasn’t quite built right; naybe it was a
bomb- meker with | oose scraps of material. W don’t know.
But, the driver left us two fingers fromthe right hand. My
men searched your clinic and found three. A thunb, and
pointer and a mddle finger. Anputated with a scal pel.
Prints burned off. So, you just told ne that you can’'t tel

me sonething that you don’t know. Okay. Reasonable. Wy don’t
you tell me sonmething that you do know? You can tell nme who
bel ongs to these fingers. How did he pay? Were does he |ive?
You nust know this. You can tell me that, hnf? Yes?

ANDRE
I don’t know.
M CHEL
Try again.
ANDRE
| don’t.
M CHEL
Now that’s the type of answer to nake one furious.
ANDRE
People conme to ne, | heal them they go! | don't take an
account of who owes ne debts! I'mnot a Frenchman. Typica
French arrogance. | don’t concern nyself with who owes ne

debts for their |ife!
M CHEL sl aps ANDRE vi ci ously.
M CHEL
(conposed)
You are a Frenchnman.

M CHEL takes H S keys out. HE starts a
generat or.
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M CHEL (cont’d)
I was a Conmander in Indochine. | would have told you this
if we ever had a chance for a drink and a snoke at a cafe. |
hated the jungle. G ve ne the ocean. G ve ne the sand. \Wen

got home, | went to the Sahara like a tourist. | ate figs and
dates until | dreant about them and woke to find themin the
cupboards. | read your books in the desert. “Beautiful. This

is a vision of what ny hone can be. The French nust join the
cause. W nust all be better nen for our country. Al gérie-
Francai se! | nust speak to this man.” Then what happens?
Bonbs- bonbs- bonbs- bonbs- bonbs. France won’'t |et this happen

I won’t let this happen. Yes? And | ook at you. The one nan

t hought woul d understand, before nme, and nme here, and | don’t
understand you at all. Not in the slightest.

HE attaches the el ectrodes to ANDRE s
ears.

M CHEL (cont’d)
I want a nane. | want an address.

S| LENCE
M CHEL pushes a button on the machi ne.

The sound of electricity jolting into
ANDRE’' s body. ANDRE tenses in pain.

ANDRE
UHHHHHHHHHHH
HE convul ses. ANDRE s body rel axes. HE
can breath again.
M CHEL
Blowing up Algeria, | know this is not what you want. Cone on

now. Andre. Listen to ne. Listen to reason
ANDRE turns H' S head away.

M CHEL presses the button. The sound of
el ectricity. ANDRE convul ses.

ANDRE
UHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!
M CHEL
Andre. | want a nane. A nane and a street.
ANDRE
(rmunbl i ng)

A nane. A street. A street.
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M CHEL
That’s right. That’'s all | need. A name. /A street.

[ Note: ANDRE, run straight through
unl ess M CHEL stops you with
electricity.]

ANDRE
(i nsul ating H MSELF from pai n)
/A street. A sweep. Sweep up. A sweep. a sweet street sweep
on a hill of steeples steeple /people

M CHEL
I What 2 (overl appi ng “peopl e”)
at ~

ANDRE
(overl appi ng “What ?”)
/a crew of reapers hone to the bones of the keepers weepers
crying tying the bows on the bones of the presents for
wol ves/i t

M CHEL
/I Enough of this Andre. Enough! Don’'t give me this bullshit.
You tell ne whose fingers were at your place!

ANDRE
/is known it’s flown hone | retreat | repeat in the jungle
t he bungl e of bugles of beagles of /seagulls

M CHEL
//Look at ne! Listen to ne!

ANDRE
/dart fromthe glare the blare of sun splatters clatter
chatters what matter mad hatter up down turning round from
sun up to sun down-

M CHEL presses the button. The sound of
electricity.

ANDRE (cont’ d)
UHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!

M CHEL sl aps ANDRE in the face and
grabs H M by the shoul ders.

M CHEL
None of this shit! None of this shit! Now you give ne a nane!

ANDRE’ s body settles down. HE gags.
Coughs. Salivates uncontroll ably.
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ANDRE
HHHH HHHH / HHHHD HHHH!
M CHEL
[ Okay. Okay. That’'s right. It’s okay, nmy man. Yes? Conme on.
Settle down. You're alright. | need you to tell me a nane.
ANDRE
HHHHH.  Hhhhhh.
M CHEL
Conme on now.
ANDRE

(ragi ng inward)
Hhhhhhh. HHHHHHunger that lunges it plunges to depth that the
sea cannot see for it’s too dark to be beating beets red with
pulp red like salt red |ike chalk that has drawn lines in
sand lines in clay-

M CHEL presses the button. The sound of
electricity.

ANDRE (cont’ d)

UHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!

M CHEL
This is not going to work. I’msorry to tell you it’s not
going to work. You can talk gibberish all night. | need a
nanme!

ANDRE

(an of fensive begis)
my tongue can’t relate to the belly that’s full that’s in
bl oom pl ucked placed roons it’'s aruinit’s a mess | confess

ANDRE (cont’ d) M CHEL
| confess | Enough!
confess | confess ... A nane!
| confess. ... To what ?!
| CONFESS! ... Stop it! ...
| CONFESS! ... To what ?!
| CONFESS! ... GODDAMNI T,
| CONFESS! G VE ME A NAME!
| CONFESS!
| CONFESS!

M CHEL unhol sters H' S gun and points it
at ANDRE' s f or ehead.

SI LENCE
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M CHEL
What do you know about the bombings? G ve ne a nane.

SI LENCE

ANDRE
(defiant)
i confess

M CHEL pulls the hanmrer back on H'S
gun.

ANDRE (cont’ d)
I confess.

M CHEL
No!

ANDRE

(attacki ng)
| confess that it's best to detest what is best so you rest
with the rest with your head on the hamrer enanored of
sonet hi ng of nothing discernible it is unlearnable wholly
unearnable | am no wage earner page turner |’m not your puppy
uncl eanly unlucky I'Il never play fetch with you never be
wetch with youl ama clean man | am a cl ean nan-

M CHEL pushes the button. The sound of
electricity.

ANDRE (cont’ d)
UHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHD HHHE HHHD AAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHH! - HHHH!

M CHEL
Goddamit, Andre. You' re going to make ne kill you.

LI GHTS FADE TO BLACK.

ANDRE
(i n DARKNESS)
i ama clean man a clean man in dreamland i wal k through the
forest and find that i’"mwalking in eden a clean land in
freedomand all i rmust do is to open ny palns and to nane
every animal my eyes have found-

The sound of electricity.

ANDRE (cont’ d)
UHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!

END OF SCENE
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SCENE V: THE SAI D RESI DENCE. BENNI NGTON, VT.
The living room Refreshnents have been
set on the table. S.S. is staring out
of the wi ndow.
EM LY enters.

S. S.
Your Reader has a soldier’s strength. This is courage.

EMLY joins S.S. at the w ndow.
EM LY

Stubborn. | tried to help him but he wanted to naeke |e
grande entr ee.

S. S
He doesn’t Iift his feet off the ground.
EM LY
Cancer. It’s spread to his bones.
S. S
Cour age.
EM LY
Yeah. No. He’'s ... | like him You' Il see. | think he’'s
wong. | think he’s ... | don’t know But, | |like him
S. S
He knows you' re witing you own article?
EM LY
He won't tell. He likes your father’s work nore than | do.
Wants everyone to study it.
S. S
I never realized how many steps we have to this house. | go

up and down them everyday. But, this is the first time |’ve
real i zed how nmany Goddamn steps lead up to this house. He's
so deliberate, isn't he? Planning every next step. Step by

step. Like ... like a wave. Bringing in and out the tide.
I need to speak to this man. You should go see ny father.
Get some choice words for your ... your article.

EM LY

WIl he see ne without you? He was furious /before.

S. S
/He' Il see you. He's asked for you. All’s forgiven. Wen it
comes to pretty girls, nmy father’s mnd is like a | ooping
circle replaying on top of itself.

( MORE)
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He’' s back to the begi nni f e pycl e again. He's picking
out ties to see you as ﬁggégééﬁh ﬁ&ybe he’ll take you to his
pond to | ook for turtles.

EM LY
What are you going to tal k about?

S. S
Literature. You may go.

EM LY
Ha- ha.

EMLY noves to exit.

S. S

(attention at the w ndow)

You don’t know us ... you know? You really don’t know us at
all. M goodness, before he won sone awards, did anyone care

a thing about Andre Said, scribbling away in a tenenent?
Were were you all then? He could walk up and down the
street with a stick of dynamte and no one had a thought
about himbeing a terrorist. Co.

EM LY
| cared, Ms. Said. | don’t renenber a world w thout your
father in it and I'll know you. Soon enough. In the process,
I"I'l save his |l egacy. Yours too, if you let ne.

EMLY exits.

Beat .

The door bell starts toring. It is one
of those door bells that is turned on a
knob. It turns painfully at first.

S.S. hesitates to answer. Slowy, the
doorbell begins to ring out and runble.
When it reaches the top of its
crescendo. The door opens and shuts.

el 1o GARCET (O. S.)
(O}

GARCET, forty years older enters. HE is
thin. HS clothing is confortabl e and
wel | made, but |ooks a few sizes too
big. HE wears gl asses, a knit hat and a
Celtics jacket.

HE wears a norphine Patient Controlled
Anal gesi ¢ (PCA) devi ce.
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[ A pai n managenent device.] It’s
plunger is clipped to H S shirt-sl eeve.
In the other hand he carries a
portfolio of files. HE is standing up
very tall, |ooking dignified.

GARCET (cont’d)
Oh! Hello. Anmusing, yes? It’s just one of those fascinating
toys. Once you start turning it, you don’'t know when to stop.

S. S.
Bonj our, Monsi eur

GARCET
“Mster” is fine. Everyone says “Mster” in Anerica. Bonjour,
bonj our.

S. S.
M ster.

GARCET
My grandchildren in California roll their eyes when | speak
French. “English, Ganpere! English!” Perfect accents!
(Beat.) Sarah?

S. S
Yes.
GARCET
Yes! So tall! You have your father’s skeleton. You stand
like him
S. S
Thank you.
GARCET

(1 ooki ng ar ound)
Ahm where’s your father? | was told | would see Andre ..

S. S
At the nonment, he’s in his study.

Rel i eved, GARCET |ets H MSELF sl unp
slightly and enters the room

S.S. (cont’d)
He’'ll be joining us for dinner soon. Dinner’s the sane tine
everyday. My father’s becone mlitant about neals. Sit.

GARCET
VWere will he be when he first cones in?
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S. S
(poi nting)
Ther e.
GARCET
Then I'11 sit there.

HE points to the dining roomtable. SHE
pulls out the first seat a person would
see when entering the room GARCET
begins to wal k over to the chair. It
tires HMto wal k, but, HE is graceful
and di gnifi ed.

GARCET (cont’d)
The | eaves. Autumm in New Engl and. Beautiful. |’ve never
lived in a place with seasons, before, you know? Al geria,
California. Mostly it's just the same cycle with a few m nor
changes. Wetter, drier. But, here. Leaves overnight!

S. S
It’s the ah ... green leaving the plants when it gets col d.
There isn’t enough light for the | eaves to make sugar in the
wWinter, so the trees give up and wait for Spring.

GARCET
Ah, Spring. One | ast orange gasp then.

HE gets to the chair and sits down. HE
tries to push the button on the PCA by
pressing it against H'S chin, but HE is
having difficulty.

S. S.
Here, let ne.

SHE pushes the button for HHM A slight
wave of relief.

GARCET
Hm Good. Better. Wiew (referring to H' S hands) Tsk, poor
t hi ngs.

S. S
Anot her ?

GARCET
No. No. I'’mallowed six per hour. Rations. (pointing to the
PCA) It’s nothing nore than opium you know? In Indochine, if
one of us was caught with opiunf? it was straight to the court
martial. No question. The stuff was poison. | have nore
synpathy now that |1’ m a junkie.
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S. S
You were in Indochine?
GARCET
Wetched place. Every nosquito a poisoned arrow. | tel
you, whoever masters the nosquito will rule the world.
S. S
Somet hing to drink?
GARCET
Just a piece of ice. | don't swallow so well these days. ['11I
take it in a gl ass.
S. S

I think we can nanage that.

SHE takes a few pieces of ice froman
i ce bucket.

GARCET
Could you put a little sugar on it? Just for taste? Alittle
| enon.

S. S.
O cour se.
GARCET
Thank you. Sugar is all | can digest these days. Stir it for

me a bit? Wuld you? Thank you.
SHE stirs and notices that H S hands
still hurt. SHE offers a spoonful to
GARCET. HE takes it carefully.

GARCET (cont’d)
Mn that’s good. That’s nice.

SHE puts the spoon down and backs away

fromH M
S. S

" m surprised you've cone ... General Garcet.
Pause.

S.S. (cont’d)
Your little nole is not the only one who can excavate. 1’ve
done ny digging. | know just what you are. Does she know?

GARCET shrugs.
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S.S. (cont’d)
Too nmuch time underground. W' re going to keep it that way,
yeah?

GARCET
Sarah, you are very tall-
S. S
I want you to |l eave ny father alone. Wat will it take?
GARCET
| -
S. S

I know why you' re here! Good fortune sounds a crippled cry
when heard by ears of jackals. Sick and dying torturer. How
much do you want ?

GARCET
Don’t be ridi cul ous.

S. S
Haven’t you done enough? Wy are you trying to destroy ny
fat her?

GARCET
| have a doctorate in French Literature fromthe University
of California Los Angeles! Thesis: Andre Said! Before the
cancer, | was studying Linguistics at Berkley. M I|ife has
been saving his work! Yes!

SHE produces the phot ographs.

S. S.
Wy ?

GARCET
The acadeny seeks truth.

S. S.
VWhat truth? Truth that he was a terrorist? This says he was a
terrorist.

GARCET
Yes.

S. S.
Your truth is warped to neet your conscience. W shing,
Ceneral, does not nmke it so.

GARCET
You know very well that it does.
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This says he was a nurderer?
GARCET
The worst kind. You know this.
S. S.
No one knows what this says. Scientists, schol ars.
GARCET
You don’t know this.
S. S.
| couldn’t understand it if you read it to ne.
GARCET
How coul d t hat be?
S. S.

The | anguage is dead. No one.

GARCET

34.

Nobody.

But, Sarah, My Dear. You are the very one who taught it to

ne.

END OF SCENE

SCENE VI: A PRI SON CELL. ALG ERS, ALCERI A.

ANDRE remains tied to the chair. HE is
soaking wet. A hose is taped into H'S
mout h. HE coughs. HE nunbles, H' S head
swayi ng back and forth to an internal
rhythmthat is playing in H S head. The

door opens. M CHEL enters.
for a nonent.

ANDRE st ops

The two | ock eyes. ANDRE |l owers HI' S
head and munbl es unintelligibly to

HI MBELF agai n.

M CHEL
Andre. Andre. Look at ne.

ANDRE does not respond. M CHEL pi nches

ANDRE’ s nose shut.

M CHEL (cont’d)
ANDRE! 1t’'s your wife and your children.

ANDRE starts to cough and sputter.
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M CHEL rel eases H M

M CHEL (cont’d)
Yes. I'msorry, but it’'s been |eaked to the F.L.N. that we
have you. Do you hear nme? Yes. They know that we have you and
my man reports that they ve sent six arnmed nen, drunk and
high on kif to 1649 Rue de Calais. They’ ve assumed you’ ve
tal ked and they’ re cleaning out Said!

ANDRE becones terrified and begins to
struggle in H' S seat. HE screans behind
H S gag.

M CHEL (cont’d)
Now you have to cooperate before | can help you!

ANDRE qui et s.

M CHEL (cont’d)
| have di spatched ny own platoon to follow them M nen are
excel l ent marksmen, | assure you they are dead shots. They
are waiting for word fromne, a radio nessage and they wl |
fire. But, this is war, Andre, ny friend, and I can’t give
you somet hing for nothing. You give nme sonmething | need to
know and I will make this call for you. Do you hear ne?

ANDRE nods.

M CHEL (cont’d)
A nanme and an address. You spout any of your gibberish to
me, | lock you in here, | tell ny men to go hone and we all
sl eep a sound fucking night! Understand?

ANDRE nods.

M CHEL renoves the gag. Water pours out
of ANDRE' s nouth. HE coughs and gags.

ANDRE
Faouzi. Faouzi Taleb. | don’t know where he lives! | don't
know He's a man from the Casbah.

M CHEL

Faouzi Tal eb? Goddammit shit! Faouzi Tal eb!
ANDRE

Yes. Yes.
M CHEL

Faouzi the pinp? Tal eb-a-I a-gauche!

ANDRE
| don’t know.
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M CHEL
Goddam. Goddman shit, Andre! He's a nobody! We brought him
in last nonth and he couldn’t even wite his own nane!

ANDRE
| don’t know

M CHEL begins to undo ANDRE s shackl es.
HE gets one off and hands the key to
ANDRE i n di sgust.

M CHEL
Here. Free yourself. Al this for a fucking pinp.

ANDRE
Wait! Wait!

M CHEL exits. The door closes and | ocks
firmy behind HM M CHEL yells |oudly
and unintelligibly off stage in French.
The sound of footsteps running. The
yel |l s fade out.

ANDRE (cont’ d)
L’ appel . Attendez! Attendez!

ANDRE makes for the door, but one hand
is still shackled to the chair.

ANDRE (cont’ d)
Il faut que vous fassiez | appel. Il le faut. Il le faut.

HE reaches out to the door.

LI GHTS FADEQUT.

ANDRE( cont ' d)
Il faut que vous fassiez |’ appel! Ai dez-noi. Aidez-noi. Aidez-
noi . Aidez-noi. Aidez-noi. Aidez-noi. Il faut que vous
fassiez |’ appel pour nmoi. Pour ma famlle! Ma famlle! A dez-
noi !

BLACKQOUT.

The sound of gunfire.

END OF SCENE
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SCENE VI|: THE SAI D RESI DENCE. BENNI NGTON, VT.

The pond in the backyard. There is a
bench. There is a slimwooden box on
t he bench.

The sound of ravens cawi ng and ducks
guacki ng. SAID and EM LY survey SAID s
ki ngdom

SAI D
Brown trout. Next year we are going to stock the pond with
Brown Trout. They are delicious. M daughter will cone
catch themin the norning, and I will clean and cook them at
night. Fried. Sounds good?

EM LY
Yeah. M. Said-

SAI D
Don’t be so urgent.

EM LY
Li st en-

SAI D
Do you have a good dog?

EM LY
What - ?

SAI D

Don’t be so urgent. Your hair will fall out. Do you have a
good dog?

EM LY
Ne—I don't I|ike dogs.
SAI D
I mean, can you do a good inpression of a dog.
EM LY
Uhm | don’t know?
SAI D

Mne is terrible. Truly terrible.

HE presses play on the tape and a very
poor imtation of a dog cones on. It
sounds |ike a man saying, “woof, woof,
woof . ”



SAID (cont’d)
Hear that? Terrible. Think you can do better?

EM LY
| don’t think so.

SAI D
Gve it atry.

SAI D hol ds out a mcrophone. EMLY
bar ks and SAI D records.

SAID (cont’d)
Try alittle deeper.

EM LY bar ks deeper.

SAID (cont’d)

That is not bad. | can use that.

EM LY
VWhat’s this for?

ANDRE
Ravens. They eat the turtle eggs. It’s an experinent. |I’'m
seeing if they are afraid of the sounds of dogs. | hoped
they’'d be nore afraid of cats. | do a very sound cat. But,
cats don’t nmake any noi se before they kill you.

EM LY

VWhat wor ks the best?

SAID takes a gun fromthe box. HE
fires.

SAI D
That really works. They' re scared of that. | think it’s
because | shoot them whenever | see them Ravens and
raccoons.

EM LY

I woul dn’t have inagi ned that you were the shooting type.
SAI D

Oh? How s that?
EM LY
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I imagi ned you would | et things be what they are. That seens

to be the nore humanitarian thing anyway.

SAI D
“Let things be what they are.” Doesn’t sound the |east bit
human to ne.
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EM LY
I guess. | don’'t know. | neant hunmane.

SAI D
I don’t understand that word.

EM LY
Yeah. | don’t know.

SAI D
I don’t understand that to do certain “nice” things is to act
nore like a human. | ama man. | do what | do. Everything I
do is in the character of man. This man wants a world filled
with turtles. That’'s what | want. | amat a place in ny life
where | only want what | want. |If that means no ravens, no

raccoons, so be it.

EM LY
Ckay.

SAI D
Here. You try.

EM LY
Me?

SAI D

A gun is a powerful tool. Change the world. Add. Subtract.
Shape it to suit your needs.

Pause.

SAID (cont’d)
Conme on. Be gane.

EM LY
Okay. Bang- bang.

EMLY takes the gun. She fires. A
spl ash of water.

SAI D
What were you aimng at?
EM LY
Not hi ng.
SAI D
Not hi ng.
EM LY
Water. | was just shooting. |’ve never shot a gun before.

It’s not so scary once you' ve tried it.
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SAI D takes the gun back.

SAI D
You have a knack for it. Hunting water. Next thing we know,
there will be bottles of Evian nounted on the walls of your
living room Then heads and antlers. | worry for the
creatures of the forest now you' ve a taste for it.

EM LY
Ha- ha. You too.

SAI D
Me? 1’ mcontent to nmake the world a safer place for ny
turtles. Sinple.

EM LY
Turtl es?

SAI D
Oh, | liked themall when we first came out here to the
country. | had no allegiances. Ravens. Raccoons. Turtles. |
woul d conme out and watch for hours. Sparrows, bees, flowers,
ants it all seened |like one great reasonable ... equation.

One day, | was sitting there, doing the math in nmy head. |
was sitting and watching a little turtle lay her eggs on a
piece of log. Ared-eared slider. My field book said “red-

eared slider.” | wote it dowmn. | nade a note. Hours |
wat ched her |ay her eggs. Each one a little round, pink,
mar bl e, ping-pong ball. Then, just |ike that, cones down an

unki ndness of ravens | aughing, as though they waited for her
to be finished. Perching on her shell. Pop, pop, pop, each
egg broken open. Wien they finished, they flew away and she
fell into the water. She fell into a pool of egg shell and
yolk. A plop. | don’t know if she swam away. This was beyond
survival. No. To destroy eggs, this was ..

HE | aughs at HI MSELF

SAID (cont’d)

.. this was genocide. You |laugh at ne. | know genoci de. They
have no all egiance to each other. So one nust choose sides.
God chooses sides between nen. Said can choose sides between
turtles and ravens.

Pause.

EM LY
| eat eggs.

SAI D
Cone now, it's not the same.
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EM LY
| eat chicken eggs.

SAI D
Those eggs aren’t even fertilized. Their entire purpose is
consunption. They exist to be eaten. (HOLD.) Well, naybe
someday our chickens will rebel against their oppressors.
Maybe we’ Il have chicken revolution here |like we had native
revolution in the col onies.

EM LY
Maybe. (Beat.) M. Said-

SAI D
There you are. Urgent again. W were having such a nice
conversation. Please, let’s not have to talk about it, can
we?

EM LY
You have to transl ate.

SAI D
Wiy does it nean so nuch?

EM LY
Because they are the words of a great nan.

SAI D
Greatness in words. The world' s gone nad.

EM LY
Is this how you want to be renenbered?

SAI D
Renenbered as what? The Terrorist Poet? Far worse things to
be renenbered as.

EM LY
What about Sarah?

SAI D
I know what’s best for ny daughter.

EM LY
What | egacy woul d she have left?

SAI D
I think I know what’'s best for what’s best! Thank you very
much. Thank you very nuch. If there’s a thought out there for
nmy daughter’s benefit, | can assure you that |1’ve had it.
This is not for her. NOI FOR HER YOU HEAR ME?
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EM LY
You' re going to change your mnd. It will happen. | knowit.
You'll regret it.

SAI D

I have no regrets. Good day to you.
HE starts to exit.

EM LY
Wen ny famly first cane to America, children nmade songs
about ne.

SAI D st ops.

EM LY (cont’d)
Poens about ne. So, ny father said, “No nore Croatian. No
nore accents.” So Croatian was forbidden and | was little so
| slowy, slowy forgot everything. My grandnother never
really caught on. She just sort of sat in a little bubble of
silence listening to Croatian radio, getting snaller and
snmal | er everyday. She died a few weeks ago. She died and |
had to give the eulogy. | had to give it in English. She
woul dn’t have understood it. | can converse fluently in
Arabi c, French and Swahili, but ny grandnother, who carried
me on her back for two nonths to get nme to Anerica didn’t
understand a word of her eulogy. That’'s regret. You re going
to change your m nd. You have to.

SAI D
So that’s what we're fighting so hard for, is it? Fighting
our way out of the bubble of silence before we disappear.

EM LY
No-

SAI D
Only good reason for fighting these days. The fear that
sonmeone is trying to nake us di sappear. Soneone has that
power. Right? W see it happening.

EM LY
You' re trying to make yourself disappear! | don’t want that.
| don’t want that. | did a book report on you in high school.
I wote fifty pages. | never spoke a word in class but |
wote fifty pages! Can you imgi ne? My teachers coul dn’t
believe it. And since ... and since ... you are not a
terrorist. Do you hear ne?

SAI D
| hear you.
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EM LY
You're not! Let me help you prove it. | can help.

SAI D
VWhere’'s Mama? You didn’'t nention Mana.

Beat .

EM LY
| don’t know.

SAl D
No?

EM LY
(definitively)

SAI D takes HER hand. HE holds it with
both hands to H' S chest. HE kisses it.

SAl D

O course. O course, Emly Allen. O course.
EM LY

You' re not a terrorist. You re not.
SAl D

Alright then. Alright. Did you have a nane?
EM LY

A nane?
SAl D

In Croat.
EM LY

Ilya Ament.

SAI D r el eases HER hand.

SAI D
Hn Pretty. Andre Said does not sound |ike nmuch of a Berber
nane, does it?

EM LY
| thought it was-

SAI D
No, it doesn’t. You want to know secrets. Secret stories.
"Il tell you a secret story and I’'ll do you one better. 1’11

tell you in a | anguage no one el se under st ands.
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EM LY
Now? But, | won’t understand it-

SAI D
Just listen. Listen. It’s a story about a Berber boy with a
Berber name. He grew up in a nuddy oasis. Wen the French
found their way out to the desert, expeditions to cross the
oceans of sand, this Berber boy fetched themwater fromthe
oasis, and sprayed it on their faces with an atom zer. He
wi ped their necks and foreheads with wet towels for caranels,
and the French couldn’'t bear the thought of this bright
little boy shriveling up in the desert and shipped himoff to
a French school in Algiers. Nuns. He received a new nane.
Andre. He went through seven different types of “A's” in his
cursive. He excelled in his studies, especially French, and
the French couldn’t bear the thought of himshriveling up in
Al geria, and sent himto study in Paris.

HE | ooks at HER
SAID (cont’d)

What ?
EM LY
You' re making fun of ne.
SAI D
Fun?
EM LY
You' re just changi ng the subject.
SAI D
No. Just listen. You'll hear it. | promse. One day, while

he is a University student in Paris, the boy receives a
letter. Six weeks ago, his nother was hit by a car in the

mar ket pl ace. Yes? Understand? Yes. | do not make fun. They
could never find the driver. The Frenchman never stopped, he
just drove away. The boy goes to the patisserie and buys pain
au chocolat. Six. Do you like those?

EM LY
I love them

SAI D
I Iike themwarm He wal ks. He takes a few wongs turns and
finds hinmself in front of a clock factory. A group of nen
with brown faces are carrying out another brown-faced nan.
The dead nan was a very short man who stood on boxes to set
the time on the faces of clocks. He was only a few feet off
t he ground, but he | anded precisely wong on his head and
broke his neck. They leave himin the dust. The boy touches
t he dead man’ s neck

( MORE)
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I't is an unusual ly | onggpg @&% dot qj small man and it’s covered
in dirt and grease. As he I'ks ho the boy rolls the grease
into little balls between his fingers. He tries to forget the
man, but, bit by bit, this little man with the unnaturally

| ong neck creeps into his dreans. He returns to the factory
a week later to learn that the man was a Miuslim nanmed Said.
He had a daughter in Paris. She is a waitress at a cafe. The
boy finds her. She’s beautiful. Dark, rich, crispy brown. She
serves himhis first Coca- Cola. He takes her hone and makes
|l ove to her, and his heart never pounds in frustration or
fear. She is the first dark wonman he has ever coveted and,

it doesn’t feel like a privilege to be having sex with her,
as if she has descended, | owered herself to touch him It
feels as though they are two al batross that have found each
other after years apart patrolling the seas, only to find
each other over and over until one of themdrops and is
swal | owed by waves. They marry, and he changes his nanme to
Said because it is he who is given away. It is he who has
changed and becone worthy. And with that, this Berber boy’s
Ber ber nanme was washed out, covered by the letters of two
conquering people. The French and the Arabs. Those who
taught himto wite and those who taught himto | ove.

EM LY
What was that nanme?

SAI D
The nanme is forgotten.

EM LY
What was your name-?

SAI D

Except when he cones across nanes in a newspaper. Sone child
is starving. Sone father nmourns. Sonme boy has bonbed buses in
| srael, Palestine, Anerica, anywhere. He doesn’'t go back to
read the nanes, his eyes charge right across the page. No
regrets. “Emly Allen” is a good nane. Keep it and I’'ll show
you some good “A's” for the “Allen.”

EM LY
You were ny nother’s favorite. The night the soldiers cane |
kept nmy eyes on our shelf, your name on the spines ... al
night. | still cry before | read them | have to hold ny
breath before |I crack the spine. | still ... your words have
meant everything tonme ... to Ilya Anent.

SAI D

Keep Ilya to yourself. Save it for Mama and Grandma so you
will knowthat it’s themyou hear in your dreanms. After
die, you'll knowit’s ne.

HE ai ns.
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SAID (cont’d)
I can’t keep ny hands steady anynore.

EM LY cones around H M and supports H'S
armwi th HER arm

EM LY
What are we shooting at?

SAI D
Raven’s nest. Over there in that tree. A nest full of eggs.
Chi cks, perhaps. | have to stop them before they turn.

HE shoots. HE makes HI S marKk.
S| LENCE.

HE lets HHS armfall.

SHE t akes H S hand.

SAID (cont’d)
Dinner time. Tine to go inside.

EM LY
It’s a whol e | anguage.
SAI D
Yes. That’s right.
EM LY
A whol e culture. Just dying.
SAI D
At least it’s me that does the killing. It’s ne that neasures

its worth. Everything dies. A conservationist is an egoi st
standi ng on the beach interrogating the waves. “Wy don’t you

roll the way you rolled when | was a chid? | liked it better
that way.” I’mhungry. Tinme to go inside.
EM LY

You don’t want to let it die.

SAI D
You don’t know what | want.

EM LY
I know you want to keep it a secret, r
it a secret, but if you let it die. |
anynore. It’s just dead. Just gone.

ght? You want to keep
'S

[
t not a secret
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EMLY renoves the scarf fromHER to
reveal a scar where a knife was dragged
across HER t hroat.

SAlI D touches the scar.

SAI D
I'lya.
EM LY
I know how to keep a secret. Secrets nean life.
SAI D
I'lya.
EM LY
Let ne keep your secret. |1’Il keep it barely breathing.
Beat .
SAI D

You want to know secrets? Secret stories. This is what
t hey’ re m ssing.

HE hol ds up H S hands. He unbuttons
H'S shirt. HE holds H S hands agai nst
H' S body.

SAID (cont’d)
This is the key.

EM LY
These scars.

HE holds up H'S left hand. SHE
exam nes them cl osel y.

SAI D
| put those secret synbols on ny fingers.

HE puts H S hand back on H'S chest.

SAID (cont’d)
And laid their voice; their sound on ny skin.

Em |y takes the book that SAID signed
for her and begins to copy the synbols
into it’s pages. She makes it hal fway
down a page.

EM LY
| have a canera.
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SAI D
Yes. Record. Yes.

EMLY takes out the canmera. SHE takes
a few pictures. SHE unbuttons H'S
shirt further and begins to take

pi ctures.

SAI D takes H'S hand and puts on anot her
part of H'S body. SHE takes a
phot ogr aph.

SAID (cont’d)

I'lya.

EM LY
VWhat ?

SAI D
I”mcol d.

Beat .

EM LY
Ckay

EM LY begins to button up H S shirt.

SAI D
Thank you. Are you hungry?
EM LY
| brought soneone with ne today.
SAI D
You brought soneone.
EM LY
Your daughter asked ne to bring him It was the only way she
woul d let nme back. He says you'll “know him?”
SAI D
Know hi nf?
EM LY
“You'll know himas a un ‘lecteur.’”
Beat .
SAI D

He's in the house?



Yes.

Who i s he?

Did she recogni ze hinf
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EM LY

SAlI D st ands.

EM LY (cont’d)

SAI D finishes buttoning his shirt. He
tucks it in.

SAl D

EM LY

SAl D

Was she happy to see hinf

| don’t know.

M. Said-

EM LY

SAI D begins to wal k towards the house.
EM LY (cont’d)

SAI D wheel s around and grabs HER by the
shoul der .

SAl D

Ilya, what have you done?!

| don’t know.

You can keep ny secret,

Yes.

Beat .

EM LY

Beat .

SAID rel eases HER  HE pi cks up HER
scarf and waps HER neck. Ties it back
gently.

SAI D
yeah?

EM LY
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SAI D
Good. (Beat.) Keep it in the secret |anguage that we share.
Keep it in the | anguage of orphans.

SAI D puts the gun back in the box and

exits.
END OF SCENE.
SCENE VIII: THE SAI D RESI DENCE. BENN NGTON, VERMONT.

The living room GARCET has taken H'S
papers out of HIS file and spread them
on the table. S.S. exam nes a

phot ograph of the poetry intently. SHE
holds it against the wall.

S. S
| ... can’t renenber any of this.
GARCET
That’s right. You had problens with your nenory then.
S. S
Not hi ng. How deep were these scratches?
GARCET
Deep.
S. S
Deep.
GARCET
I was hopi ng you woul d renenber your old friend fromthe
hospital. But, your nmenory ... | should have realized.
S. S

The hospital. (Beat.) No. None of that time’s clear to ne.
I know | was there, but it’s not clear.

GARCET
| used to bring you olives. Al the other children wanted
sweets. Cookies. You liked black olives. I'd put them on your

fingers. Un, deux, trois, quatre, cing and you d gobble them
up.

S. S
No. I'msorry.

GARCET
The nenory. The nenory.
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S. S.
I ... | really don't renenber-

GARCET
It’s fine that you don’t renenber

S. S
(suddenl y)
Wait! VWait here!

S.S. exits.
GARCET struggles with the plunger and

pushes it against HHS chin. H'S eyes
flutter close.

LI GHTS UP on ALGERI A

ANDRE enters. M CHEL unclips H MSELF
fromthe PCA and stands. HE takes H'S
knit cap off. HE takes the jacket off.
HE is wearing H S uniform underneat h.

M CHEL
Conme on. Let’s go.

ANDRE backs away and covers H' S face.

ANDRE
Pl ease, what's happened to ny famly? Were s /ny-
M CHEL
/Let’s go. W' re going to the hospital
ANDRE
The hospi tal ? What-why the hospital ? WHY?
M CHEL
W were too |ate.
ANDRE
(al nost a whi sper)
No.
M CHEL
W were too |ate. They've cut your wife's throat, and crushed
your son’s skull. Your daughter is at the hospital.
ANDRE

No. No.
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M CHEL
Wen we found her, they had used her and were nailing her
arms to the wall. W shot them

ANDRE col | apses at M CHEL's feet and

cries.
ANDRE
It can’t ... It can't
M CHEL
Andre. Andre. | ... I'm... We only lost themfor a nonent

a ...(conposed) Ckay. Conme on. GCet up
ANDRE grabs HI M tighter.

ANDRE
No, no, no, no, no, nho.

M CHEL
Get up, get up. Get up! You' re fucking ny shine! Get off ny
shoes!

M CHEL ki cks ANDRE who tunbl es
backwar d.

M CHEL (cont’d)
Was it worth it?!

M CHEL stonps on ANDRE in rage. ANDRE

[ unges at HM and M CHEL bl udgeons H M
to the ground with a club. HE kicks
ANDRE.

M CHEL (cont’d)
F.L.N. This is what you want to replace the French with. A
throat slit, a crushed skull and a little girl raped and
nailed to a wall! A phone call. Al that separates us from
children nailed to a wall is a phone call.

HE pounds ANDRE with H S fists. HE
begi ns to choke ANDRE

M CHEL (cont’d)
Wiy did you do this to us? Nothing noble. Good. Sweet. For a
fucking pinp. Pig, pinp, heart sinks because, you! You! You!
You!

HE knocks ANDRE agai nst the ground over
and over and over again.
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M CHEL (cont’d)
We killed your famly for a pinp, Andre. (scream ng) VE
KI LLED YOUR FAM LY!

M CHEL rel eases ANDRE. M CHEL conposes
H MSELF. HE sits down in the chair. HE
t akes out a handkerchief and wi pes H' S
face, H 'S hands. HE reattaches the PCA.

M CHEL/ GARCET
Alittle girl. I'll never forgive you for it. Get yourself
together, Andre. W' re going to the hospital. /W’ re going.

In VERMONT, S.S. returns with a doll.
ANDRE r emai ns on st age.

S. S.
/Celial
GARCET
VWhat ? Yes-
S. S.
Celi a.
SHE hands the doll to GARCET who takes
it gingerly.
GARCET

Celia. That’s right you naned her “Celia.” Yes. Yes. Look at
t hat .

S. S
| bought this one at an aucti on.

GARCET
How wonderful! The one you had in Algiers was ny wife’'s when
she was a little girl. Still so sad. Look at this face.

al ways used to think that children shouldn’t play with a dol
with such a sad face.

S. S.
She doesn't | ook sad to ne.

GARCET
She nust be happy with you.

HCOLD.

GARCET hol ds up the doll and begins to
sing “BRAVE MARI N.”
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ANDRE st ands and begi ns to nake
scratches on the wall of the cell with
the key to H S shackles. HE nmunbles in
an i nconprehensi bl e | anguage.

GARCET (cont’d)
(singing)
Brave marin revient de guerre, tout doux,
Tout mal chaussé, tout mal vétu...
<<Pauvre marin, d' ou reviens-tu?>> tout doux.

S.S. joins GARCET singing quietly.
ANDRE gets | ouder. “Sarah ... Sarah.”

GARCET/ S. S.
(singing)
<<Madane, je reviens de guerre,>> tout doux,
<<Qu' on nl apporte ici |le vin blanc,
gue le marin boit en passant,>> tout doux.

S. S
(excited)
| remenber that song! /YES

SHE grabs GARCET by the hands. HE drops
the doll and shrieks in pain.

ANDRE

| SARAH!
GARCET tries desperately to push the
pl unger against H'S chin but is
unsuccessful. S.S. takes the plunger
fromH Mand presses it.
S. S

I’ msorry.

GARCET waves of f HER apol ogy.

S.S. (cont’d)
Wiy was | in the hospital ? (Pause.) Do you know why | was in
the hospital? My father won't tell nme. He won't tell ne
anyt hi ng.

SI LENCE

GARCET
You were very sick

S. S
| suppose | must have been.
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SHE pi cks up one of the photographs.

S.S. (cont’d)
You know what this says.

GARCET nods.

S.S. opens one of the cardboard boxes
and begins to take binders out of it.
The binders are organi zed by nonth and
year. “DECEMBER, 1988." “FEBRUARY,
1978.” “APRIL, 1993.” etc. The

i npression given should be that she has
coll ected these binders over a |ong
period of time. Binder after binder and
bi nder is set before GARCET. SHE opens
one of the binders and shows it to
GARCET. It is filled with papers that
have been marked with synbols that have
been scratched in with a piece of

char coal

S.S. (cont’d)
Lost poetry? | have a roonful. My father has nmade these for
forty years. He won't tell ne what they say. | need you to
hel p me. Please, help nme. Tell ne what it says.

EMLY enters. SHE carries HER bag and
SAID s coat and scarf.

EM LY
It’s beautiful out there. But, it was getting cold and your
father was hungry. Dinner tine, right? Six fifteen.

LI GHTS FADE OUT in VERMONT.

ANDRE’ S scrat ching and munbl i ng becones
| ouder and nore violent.

LI GHTS FADE OUT in ALG ERS.
END OF SCENE
END OF ACT ONE



