
[image: cover]


 

To The Good People of Gaza



[image: cover]




Contents


	Preface    Jackie Lubeck

	Introduction    Samer Al-Saber

	1: To The Good People of Gaza (2010)

	Play #1: The Blue Play






























Preface

What would happen if I wrote the word ‘blue’, I asked myself after we signed the agreement with United Nations Refugee and Works Agency (UNRWA) in Gaza to provide 200,000 school children with a theatre day during the summer programme of 2010. With blue coloured text, I typed The Blue Play and began with the description of the costumes and sets. When the first character spoke, it was a boy on the telephone, talking to our theatre in Gaza City. He was asking if the next play could be about him, his friend, and the boy they both saved. He knew that Theatre Day Productions told stories and he had one.

As the boys in the blue play began to make decisions, lines were deleted as soon as they were written, and I noticed how fed up we all were with our complaints about ourselves and the dire political situation in the Gaza Strip. Misery was becoming boring. There were good people in Gaza. We worked and played with them every day. They were the school boys and girls, the mothers and drivers, the excited teachers, the shopkeepers and fruit-sellers, those who regularly baked birthday cakes, and who sided against pain and disappointment. What about them? What about the good and regular people of Gaza with their thoughtful and sometimes utopian reactions to the most horrible events. Written in 2010, the four colour-coded plays were worked around the smartest and kindest impulses of people in Gaza under the most cruel of circumstances.

The tone of this collection stayed with me during the daily and expected routine horrors that took place in the Gaza Strip and over the five years that I wrote plays for the summer programme. It was almost unbearable to think of these characters and the people they represent during the deadly bombardments in 2009, 2012, and 2014. All of them, under the rain of bombs, still baking birthday cakes while defending their young.

Dust settles. The people come out. Stories are told.

As the boys in the blue play began to make decisions, lines were deleted as soon as they were written, and I noticed how fed up we all were with our complaints about ourselves and the dire political situation in the Gaza Strip. Misery was becoming boring. There were good people in Gaza. We worked and played with them every day. They were the school boys and girls, the mothers and drivers, the excited teachers, the shopkeepers and fruit-sellers, those who regularly baked birthday cakes, and who sided against pain and disappointment. What about them? What about the good and regular people of Gaza with their thoughtful and sometimes utopian reactions to the most horrible events. Written in 2010, the four colour-coded plays were worked around the smartest and kindest impulses of people in Gaza under the most cruel of circumstances.

When relative calm falls over Gaza, a question mark shows. Families are tense and households are entangled with each other and with the military authority that both lets people live and regularly tries to kill them. Grandfathers dwell in the memories of a homeland long gone, a solution never to be found in their life-times, and mothers, brothers, and sisters take their places in the hierarchal way of life lived by most Palestinians. The four ‘entanglement’ plays bring sixteen related people to the stage, on one day in a hot summer. Grandfathers, mothers, brothers, and sisters, each live in a world of their own, barely connected to each other, examining life from their specific perspectives, and bringing the audience four versions of existence.

The plays of 2012 began life as a never-produced five-act play. Three Sisters brought a young modern leader – the new king – to power. He is watched over by the old and corrupt Wazir of his father’s reign. Our good king Mazen tries to get things done in a practical and reasonable way while the old values stop him at every corner. As the mammoth play was never produced, I broke it up into The Weavers, The Cooks and The Electricians with the Money Changers still waiting to be written, all characters from the main play. In a land where Mercedes are horse-drawn carriages and email is hand-delivered, our king walks among the people listening and coming to solutions on issues from water, health and of course electricity (not working since 2008).

The year 2014 would be a short year before the skies opened up for fifty-two days of black deadly rain during the month of Ramadan. Summer was cancelled for war but the school year did come and we were asked to prepare a programme for both teachers and kids before the year started. I looked at what was lost. All that is precious: house, shop, tree, school and people. I wrote six plays, each with three players, three for girls, three for boys, because that’s what the UNRWA programme needed. I found six stories and the series is called Lost and Found.

If there were ‘Thirteen Ways of Looking at a Blackbird’ certainly there were thirteen ways to explain the Gaza Strip. The last plays I wrote were an attempt to do just this. What are the thirteen images of this place that bring so many into such confusion? Why is Gaza Gaza? Siege, religion, family, sand, prison, birds, noise, sandwiches, depression, sea, heat, smiles and phones. Thirteen words that regularly circle overhead for residents of Gaza. To these qualities, I add a stubborn desire to hope, to go on, and to assume that something might one day change. These six plays were written and inspired by a Wallace Stevens poem of the same title.

Here they are. The last plays I wrote for Theatre Day Productions in Gaza. What makes these plays different from those preceding them is that no one improvised for me. Unlike the plays of prior years, there were no rehearsals for research. The plays were written in Jerusalem after I was banned from Gaza. I have never seen them nor heard them in the Arabic, for which they were written. Maybe they are the ‘exile’ plays. Maybe that’s what happens when you cannot go where you want to be.



Jackie Lubeck

Jerusalem 2021 – Lockdown



Introduction

Samer Al-Saber

To The Good People of Gaza is an anthology of plays written for Gaza by Jackie Lubeck, an American who arrived in Palestine in 1972, then never left. Few questions arise from our encounter with these plays, and thankfully immense answers live in their words, dialogues, characters, plots, and more expressively, staged experience. This introduction serves as a guide for reading and producing these plays by way of reflecting on the answerable questions and highlighting the embedded answers that may easily go unnoticed. But before we delve into the joys, light, ingenuity and darkness that make up this anthology, we must contend with the perception that these plays are not written by a Palestinian. This imperative is a product of today’s considerations of the politics of identity, not a necessity for the context of the plays or the playwright. Who is Jackie Lubeck? What does this anthology say about the critical identity politics of today? Where does Theatre Day Productions fit in the unique and unprecedented recent history of Palestine in one respect, but also in the contemporary realities of Gaza?

Playwright Jackie Lubeck

For nearly five decades, Lubeck worked in Palestinian theatre across occupied Palestinian territories, first operating lights and stage managing for her partner, the late director Francois Abu Salem, then becoming a crucial founding member of Jerusalem’s El-Hakawati Theatre Company from 1977 until they disbanded in 1990. In the early nineties, Lubeck worked with Edward Muallem and Iman Aoun in Ashtar Theatre, which operated in both Jerusalem, Ramallah, and Gaza. In 1995, with her Dutch husband Jan Willems, she founded Theatre Day Productions, a company that can be described today as a twenty-five-year young theatrical odyssey. Lubeck’s persistence and durability can be exceeded by few figures in contemporary Palestinian theatre. Undoubtedly, in terms of cultural institution building in Palestine, the size, scope and continuity of Lubeck’s contributions can only be compared to the journeys of Al-Kasaba’s George Ibrahim, Sanabel Theatre’s Ahmad Abu Sal’oum and Ashtar’s Edward Muallem who was her compatriot from the days of El-Hakawati. Leading women such as Iman Aoun, Raeda Ghazaleh and Marina Barham, among many, have created prolific lives in contemporary Palestinian theatre, all constructing their own uniquely different paths, albeit witnessing Lubeck’s near half century-long achievements in Palestinian cultural production.

This playwright’s early days in theatre were coincidental. She worked as a stagehand and production assistant on Sunduq Al-’ajab’s production of Lamma Injanina (When We Went Crazy). Her minor contribution to the production led to her becoming François Abu Salem’s premier theatrical confidante and protégé in addition to being a romantic partner. From Abu Salem, she learned the power of collaboration, stepping in for missing actors and supporting production in technical roles. Before long, in every sense of the word, they were creative partners. Not even Lubeck can determine the degree of his influence on her or hers on Abu Salem’s recognized artistic contributions. But it is clear that Abu Salem’s years with Lubeck were his most productive, adventurous, worldly, and perhaps, aesthetically generative. In those years, 1977–90, as a husband-and-wife duo, with their partners in El-Hakawati, they created theatre that rivalled world-class theatrical experiences of the ilk of the Grotowski company and Theatre de Soleil. During this period, Lubeck grew into a theatre artist, professional ensemble member, co-founder, improvisor, actor, playwright, designer, producer, fundraiser and accomplished creator.

Theatre Day Productions (TDP) can be seen as the culmination of Lubeck’s successes and failures during her years at El-Hakawati ‘university’, where much of her work was improvised and often in reaction to or in support of fellow ensemble members and her primary collaborators, including François Abu Salem, Edward Muallem and Radi Shehadeh. In TDP, she successfully co-created an institution that is undeniably hers. Her fundraising approach developed into an artform. While she wrote one play for El-Hakawati, she conceived of and wrote ten for TDP. By comparison, her considered and considerable experience in the establishing, funding and running of TDP far outweighs her contributions as a singular leading member of El-Hakawati. François’ naive love-struck Jackie of the mid 1970s may bear resemblance to Jackie’s 1980s theatrical dynamo worker-bee in El-Hakawati, but certainly pales in comparison to the mature businesswoman, playwright and artist, who manifested a million-dollar theatrical institution into existence in the early twenty-first century.

Identity politics: What’s a Palestinian?

How long does it take to become a Palestinian? If one is born to Palestinian parents, it takes about nine months of pregnancy and a successful birth. Who is more Palestinian, a baby just born to a Palestinian parent or the American-born Lubeck after five decades of working in Palestinian theatre? Her marriages to a Frenchman, who adopted Palestinian culture and dialect as his own and a Dutch citizen, who worked with her in Palestine as an equal, did not facilitate her assimilation into Palestinian society. Although she adopted the nuances of Palestinian politics, she never became a Palestinian in the familial sense. But can Lubeck write an American play or television script with as much expertise as her work in Palestinian theatre? Her plays are culturally Palestinian. They exhibit familiar everyday concerns in Gaza, whether they are dealing with recent war times, children’s fantasies, quality of life, the Nakba, the occupation, health, dreams, money, destruction, gender, or family structure. They are also decidedly influenced by a world heritage of popular cultural production in the way Palestinian playwrights adapt tropes and formulas that are familiar to Western readers and theatre-makers.

The greatest challenge of identity politics is the constantly changing rules of engagement according to each context and set of power relations. A Palestinian immigrant in America fights to be recognized as both a citizen and a Palestinian, even at times, refusing assimilation in favour of a hyphenated identity or one that equally and discretely claims both identities. Can an American maintain their identity while adopting a partial Palestinian one? Is Jackie Lubeck a Palestinian playwright? Is she a playwright of/in Palestinian theatre? Is she an American playwright who writes Palestinian plays? How necessary are these categorizations to the reading of these plays? These questions are premised on essentialized characteristics of who and what is Palestinian. They suggest that identity is acquired by birth, not experience. Yet, the experience of the Palestinian people is itself a counterpoint to the idea that historical belonging is simply a question of birthright. The State of Israel buttresses its claim to a population of world Jewry by amplifying the value of the birthright essentialism. The most salient Palestinian critique to this claim is one of lived experience: Palestinians live under occupation, have no citizenship rights and ultimately live without prospects of self-determination. While the state aims to grow its population on an essentialism, Palestinians demand human rights that are premised on lived experience. In the end, the impasse is one of access: despite the existence of many exceptions, the State of Israel sees Palestinians as essentially not Israeli, nor Jewish, therefore, not potential citizens for assimilation into Hebrew culture. If Palestinians truly are a pluralistic society that rejects the logic of the occupying state, should not their identity be flexible, definitively anti-essentializing and possible to be adopted? Casting meaning and motives upon State logics and identity politics is a futile exercise, but this deconstruction makes for a more reasonable understanding of Lubeck’s personal subject position and professional choices.

The premise of contemporary identity politics as Stacy Abrams once put it in Foreign Affairs is that it equalizes the playing field. But this function of the phenomenon assumes a set of power relations where an oppressed population resists forces such as colonialism or patriarchy. How must individuals like Jackie Lubeck be seen when their lineage aligns with American empire and the Israeli project in the Middle East, but their politics, practices and actions align with the Palestinian struggle? The contemporary tendency to evaluate her and her record based on a common set of labels must be resisted. An analysis of her positionality is more appropriate because identity is in the details. She is more than an ally because she dedicated a lifetime to practicing Palestinian theatre as a professional pursuit. She has not adopted Palestinian family life through marriage and was not adopted into a Palestinian family, therefore, she is not assimilated into Palestinian society and its familial structures. In Palestine, both in the West Bank and Gaza, she has long-standing professional relationships, personal friendships, influential connections, social networks and artistic associations that are far deeper than those of an expatriate or a foreigner. Lubeck is fully embedded in Palestine. The necessary question is: can one be a Palestinian theatre professional without being of Palestinian lineage? Of course!

In her long commitment to Palestinian theatre, Lubeck has rejected basic essentialisms. When asked about her lineage, Lubeck said: ‘One could say – like with the ear of Van Gogh in one of the books “let’s get this out of the way”. I was born to two Jewish parents who likened religion to a culinary experience. I have learned to trade chicken soup and potato pancakes for mansaf and mjadara with ease.’ This description adopts the informality of Palestinian culture, insisting on the significance of lived experience and emphasizing her relationship with the people and the place. This approach exists similarly in her plays, which examine how human beings encounter living conditions, not the essentialisms constructed to control them. In this sense, Lubeck and her work carry the same identity: a lived experience in Palestine under harsh conditions that she has shared in real time with her colleagues, neighbours, co-workers and friends. Her life is not heroic in the manner of foreigners who pretend to conquer another culture, but it is distinctive in her unwavering commitment to Palestine and its theatre. As far as the politics of identity is concerned, although fifty years of living in a place may not change one’s lineage or genetic makeup, it does present the undeniable reality that identity is a fluid idea. Just as I, a Palestinian theatre-maker, can write and grow into a Canadian or American playwright or scholar while proudly maintaining my ongoing commitment to my practiced, historical and familial Palestinian identity, a young woman from Brooklyn may carry memories and perspectives from her early life, then grow into a maker of Palestinian theatre and provide deep insights into the lives of people under siege in Gaza. As a point of departure, I will not fetishize her identity and neither should you. Instead, let us focus on the plays.

Reading Lubeck’s plays

Jackie Lubeck wrote the plays in this anthology for Theatre Day Productions’ partnership with the United Nations Relief and Work Agency (UNRWA). Performed by and for Palestinian refugee youth during a yearly event called The Summer Games, these plays represent five years of the most active theatrical enterprise in Gaza from 2010 to 2015. The UNRWA wanted to create activities for their students who were normally on summer vacation. The usual activities were in the areas of sports, painting, sculpture, music and other creative pursuits, but at the time they did not include the theatre. When approached to create such a programme for tens of thousands of Gazan youth, Willems and Lubeck initially did not believe it would be possible. How can the live and personal creative practice of theatre reach tens of thousands of children in one summer? Swimming, acrobatics and soccer could function like summer camps because all they needed were coaches and appropriate common facilities. By contrast, performed plays need theatrical spaces, scripts, costumes, music, directors, actors, rehearsals, audiences and long periods of preparation. The negotiations between UNRWA and TDP led to the development of a programme that included the creation of these plays and a remarkable method for producing youth theatre.

The programme is a miraculous exercise in theatre management and practice. To understand it, one must consider consider some of the realities of education in Gaza. One of UNRWA’s key resources for Palestinian refugees is its schools, which are a limited resource as real estate and supply of participating populations. Many of the school buildings functioned in scheduled shifts to accommodate more students. For example, in one building, a school has a particular population attending from 7:30am until noon. Upon their departure, another set of students arrives, but these students are an entirely different school that has a different name, attending from 12:30 to 5pm. Each school had its own set of employees, teachers, cleaning staff and guards. Inspired by this idea of shift schools, TDP created its own discrete sets of teachers who worked in shifts for each school. Just as a school changes their population, the TDP teaching team would repeat the morning programme in the afternoon, thus reaching a second school while working in the same building. Simultaneously, this effort would occur in other school buildings across the Gaza Strip, multiplying limited resources through this practice. By having multiple teams working the same programme across the UNRWA system simultaneously and technically in repertory, TDP was able to reach tens of thousands of youths each summer. The entire programme typically ran for a period of ten to sixteen weeks, depending on various factors including political conditions, safety from Israeli bombardments and whether Ramadan occurred in the summer. Consider the magnitude of this effort: in a series that has four plays, all plays are performed by three teams each, twice a day, for 200 to 250 children per show, six days a week for several weeks.

To envision or produce these plays effectively, a reader must take the production context into account. While the plays were produced through intimate work by small teaching teams with a small number of students, they were also produced for large schools that often have enrollments of a thousand students or more. Moreover, they were systematically rehearsed and mounted in each school by teaching teams and students who were aware of other teaching teams and students attempting to create the same endeavour. In effect, imprinted within these plays is a culture of theatre-making and a codified system of production in and for UNRWA in Gaza. The pattern of production is simple but emotionally draining and labour intensive: small teaching teams, minimal set requirements, locally recognizable costumes, few characters that often do not exceed five, specific local settings and culturally Palestinian content that acknowledges the harsh realities in Gaza, while providing a template for the youth to think and dream beyond the context of siege, war and destruction. Unsurprisingly, the template of production demonstrates a deep understanding of Gazan realities. None of the plays demand conditions that do not already exist in the schools. Characters are separated by gender. The stories abide by the tenets of Gazan traditions. Most pertinent to reading the plays is Lubeck’s embeddedness in Palestine for nearly fifty years and thus the emergence of the plays from local life and concerns.

Each set of plays contains two contradicting forces that mirror Gazan realities: a desire for levity and freedom on one hand, and an intensely predominant reality of destruction and death on the other. In the aftermath of the bombardments of 2010, To The Good People of Gaza celebrates families and children who help each other out in times of distress: sewing a wedding dress, collaborating to collectively succeed, and bringing familial warmth in the absence of treatment for a dying child. After the 2011 destruction, Entanglement nurtures cohesion within Palestinian society as political parties divide and see no hope of unity. We see Palestinian grandfathers proudly recounting their stories to a census officer, while brothers work together to defend their neighbourhood, sisters fight stunted customs, and mothers struggle to save their families. In the dire conditions of siege in 2012, A Human Writes revels in the ingenuity of Gazan life, where a young king communicates with his people. The electricians’ genius makes a computer work from nothing, the weavers combine forces to create cloth and the cooks inspire a life of equality. In 2013, still reeling from Israel’s ‘Pillar of Defense’ operation in the previous year, Lubeck focused the next set of plays on the aftermath of destruction. Lost and Found told stories of living in a destroyed room, shop, and school. In effect, admiring young people’s resilience as they live, study, work and commune in the rubbles of these spaces. The war on Gaza in 2014 prevented the summer games from happening, but in 2015, Lubeck’s Thirteen Ways of Looking at a Blackbird, inspired by a Wallace Stevens poem, articulated stories and voices that emerged from unanswered question and post-traumatic circumstances. How might a Gazan child feel about snow in Jerusalem? Might learning the value of a single great memory help young boys fall asleep? Is it possible for all of one’s selves to co-exist after collective trauma?

To read or perform these plays is an expression of walking in the shoes of Gazan youth, who have previously performed them. In the process, a relinquishing of privilege must be exercised and aspired to. How might one feel if they were part of a society under siege? What might being a refugee or a descendent from refugees be like? Is there a way to understand one’s life through the complications, joys, and struggles of youth who do not have basic rights and privileges that most young people should have? Each play provides an opportunity for deep insight and a joyful game. Conceptually, Lubeck plants playful rhythms and actions in each play. Whether old men are playing a local version of backgammon, boys in the midst of a spelling game, or girls whispering into a box, the actions of the characters tend to take place in an alternate reality that, perhaps, can only happen in Gaza. Structurally, the author opens the play by introducing a situation that develops into a quirky dramatic action, and most often closes with a surprising revelation. The dialogue is dynamic: fully capitalized words in the plays don’t always indicate shouting. They suggest potential variations, such as concern, provocation, and sometimes, shouting. All the actions and the situations are familiar to the youth, resulting in easy involvement, mimicry, and performance.

As theatres, artists, schools, universities, teachers and students consider producing these plays, Palestinian realities that motivated these works continue to exist on the ground. Gaza and its people continue to survive against extreme odds. Their ingenuity and creativity generate inspiration to Palestinians and allies across the world. Theatre Day Productions continues to function under duress and despite unrelenting political instability. These realities are deeply embedded in the plays, even when they are not explicitly stated. The profound connection – between the energy of the youth in the stories and in performance, and the horrific violence experienced in living conditions, siege and war – cannot be underestimated in production. While the stories may effortlessly generate laughter in rehearsal and before the audience, they cannot become an anthropological experiment of visiting a war zone. As ‘The Summer Games’ was a magnificent effort to heal wounds by opening up possibilities through imagination, the experience of staging and watching these plays must nurture the impulse to be involved in bettering the lives of the people of Palestine, particularly in Gaza. The actions resulting from this impulse invariably inspire all involved to grow into the individuals they have always aspired to become.

I enthusiastically recommend that you read, produce, and perform these plays.



1: To The Good People of Gaza (2010)


Play #1: The Blue Play



Characters

Boy One, a good kid.

Boy Two, can’t read.

Boy Three, a not so good kid.

Boy Four, can’t talk.



 

Everything is variations of blue. Jeans, light blue shirts, striped blue shirts. Boy One and Boy Two are on stage. They look at the mobile phone that Boy One is holding.

Prologue: Calling the theatre. Kareem is on the phone (happens off set)

Boy One    I’m going to call him.

Boy Two    Call. Call.

Boy One hesitates and then finally calls. Boy Two stands there. During the phone call, Boy Two loses all concentration: he ties his shoes, unties them, ties them, and they become untied. He moves around, can’t stand still. He takes a bag of smashed chips from his pocket and starts to eat them. Boy One is trying to keep him by his side. Boy Two tries to listen on the phone. He tries to talk. He generally bothers Boy One.

Boy One    Kareem? Hi, how are you doing? (Listening.) Oh. I am the boy from (name of school). I was in the summer games last year and you were the teacher. I am Mohammed from Gaza School B and I was the one who told the story about the stupidest kid in the world and then we made a scene that was really funny and everyone was laughing. (Listening.) You remember me! (Listening.) I’m fine. Everything is fine. I found your phone number in the flyer. I kept the flyer. I hope I’m not bothering you. (Listening.) No, everything is fine. About that story … that was a real story. The boy is my neighbour. His father wants to pull him out of school. The teachers are trying to help him but you know how that goes. (Pause.) I was wondering if you have any ideas of how I can teach him. Kareem, he doesn’t know how to read. It’s really a problem. (Pause.) OK. I’m listening. (Listening.) A game? (Listening.) I can do that. (Listening.) Ah, ah, ah, I remember that game. (Listening.) OK. (Listening.) OK. (Listening.) OK. (Listening.) OK. (Listening.) OK. (Listening.) I’ll try it out. (Listening.) Thursday. (Listening.) At three. Great. Thanks. Thanks a whole lot. It would be funny if it works. Thank you. Assalamu Alaykum.

Boy One (to Boy Two)    What’s the matter with you? Can’t you stand still for a second?

Boy Two    No. What’d he say? What about Thursday? What about three? Thursday is a bad day. I can’t do anything on Thursday. I have to work for my father on Thursday.

Boy One    Calm. I’m going to meet him on Thursday. You … don’t do anything. Tie your shoes.

Boy Two    They keep coming undone.

Boy One    Because you’re doing it wrong. Look. (He shows him.) Now you. (Boy Two doesn’t do it right.) Together. This here, and this here, and cross, and no, no, cross, and over, and through. From the beginning. (They continue.) If you can’t tie your shoes, how are you going to learn how to read?

Boy Two    I don’t wanna read. Who needs reading? No one in the whole family can read. I don’t even know what a book looks like. I’m hungry. Let’s go catch rats.

Boy One    Fine. Let’s go catch rats. Where?

Boy Two    Near the port. That’s where they’re fat and big.

Near the port. Water blue, big blue garbage bags, blue garbage, water garbage, bright blue, faded blue, grey-blue, black-blue, mix of sea and blue. Even some green-blue, turquoise blue. Costumes blue.

Boy Two    We have to sit quietly before they start moving. They already heard us come so now they are hiding. Shshshsh.

Boy One    Rat. (Spelling it out in letters.) R-A-T.

Boy Two    What?

Boy One    R-A-T.

Boy Two    R-A-T.

Boy One    Rat.

Boy Two    Good.

Boy One    How do you catch a rat?

Boy Two    You don’t know how to catch a R-A-T? Everyone knows how to do that.

Boy One    Show me.

Boy Two    OK. So we’re sitting, right, real quiet. (They sit.) No. You moved. You can’t move because that makes noise. (They sit even more still.) Good. That’s better.

Boy One    Now what?

Boy Two    Listen, you hear that.

Boy One    Listen. L-I-S-T-E-N.

Boy Two    L-I-S-T-E-N. Listen, you hear.

Boy One    What?

Boy Two    Listen carefully. (They listen with concentration.)

Boy One    Yeah, I hear it.

Boy Two    That’s a rat moving.

Boy One    Do you know how to spell ‘moving’? M-O-V-I-N-G.

Boy Two    Moving. M-O-V-I-N-G. Now, when a R-A-T is M-O-V-I-N-G we cannot make a sound.

Boy One    Sound. S-O-U-N-D.

Boy Two    S-O-U-N-D. And without a S-O-U-N-D you take off your shoe.

Boy One    S-H-O-E.

Boy Two    And you wait until the R-A-T appears.

Boy One    Appears. A-P-P-E-A-R-S.

Boy Two    And when the R-A-T A-P-P-E-A-R-S – you take your S-H-O-E and hit him on the head with all your strength.

Boy One    Head. H-E-A-D. Strength. S-T-R-E-N-G-T-H.

Boy Two    If you don’t hit the R-A-T on the H-E-A-D with all your S-T-R-E-N-G-T-H he will run away and we don’t have the R-A-T. We really have to catch all the rats.

Boy One    We catch. C-A-T-C-H.

Boy Two    Are you ready to C-A-T-C-H your first R-A-T?

Boy One    Absolutely. Let’s do it. We sit silently.

Boy Two    But if I can’t read it, what’s the use of it?

Boy One    It’s a game. That’s what Kareem called it.

Boy Two    Yeah, it’s a game. Who’s Kareem?

Boy One    A guy. And there’s another game … The next game I show you what each of the letters look like. Even more fun. And we will do this every day and, at the same time, we will catch all the rats.

Boy Two    If we get bored of catching rats, can we also catch birds.

Boy One    Absolutely. Birds. B-I-R-D-S.

Enter Boy Three.

Boy Three    What are you doing?

Boy Two    Catching R-A-T.

Boy One    R-A-T-S-S-S-S. Rats. It’s plural.

Boy Three    Great. I’m playing with you.

Boy Two    You know how to catch rats? Since when?

Boy Three    Everyone knows how to catch rats.

Boy One    E-V-E-R-Y-O-N-E. Everyone.

Boy Three    What are you doing?

Boy Two    Catching rats.

Boy Three    No, with the E-V-E-R-Y-O-N-E?

Boy Two    Nothing. It’s part of something.

Boy One    Something. S-O-M-E-T-H-I-N-G.

Boy Two    S-O-M-E-T-H-I-N-G.

Boy Three    Stop. You’ll scare the rats.

Boy One    Scare. S-C-A-R-E.

Boy Three    You’re both idiots.

Boy Two    Wait. Listen. (To the rat.) I hear you. I hear you Mr Dirty Rat.

Boy One    Dirty. D-I-R-T-Y.

Boy Two    Shshshshshshsh.

Silence. The boys silently take off their shoes. They all raise a shoe high and POW … they kill the first rat.

Boy Two    Excellent. (Waiting.) Excellent. (Waiting.) I said excellent.

Boy One (surprised by the dead rat)    Excellent. E-X-C-E-L-L-E-N-T.

They sit.

Boy Two    E-X-C-E-L-L-E-N-T.

Boy Three    If you two don’t stop that, I’m leaving.

Boy Two    We’re C-A-T-C-H-I-N-G R-A-T-S.

Boy Three    Shut up, you idiot. I’m going.

Boy One    Idiot. I-D-I-O-T.

Boy Two    That’s an important one. (To Boy Three.) I-D-I-O-T.

Boy Three    I said shut up and you will N-E-V-E-R L-E-A-R-N T-O R-E-A-D because you are finished.

Boy One    F-I-N-I-S-H-E-D. Finished.

Boy Two    What did he say? What did he spell?

Boy One    Forget it. It’s not worth it. (To Boy Three.) Go home.

Boy Three    I’m going. But if you keep making all that noise, the rats will never come out. (He stays.)

They catch another rat.

Boy Three    Oh great God forgive me for this mess. Astaghfirullah Al Adheem.

Boy Two    Spell.

Boy One tries to spell Astaghfirullah Al Adheem and keeps getting stuck. Boy Three also tries. Finally, they all have this sentence worked out and they all do it, not in unison, but each one in his own time. They catch another rat.

Boy Two    How many words are there?

Boy One    Words. W-O-R-D-S. I say there are a million. M-I-L-L-I-O-N.

Boy Two    That’s a lot of words.

Boy Three    And that’s a lot of rats. There aren’t enough rats.

Boy Two    We’re also going for birds. B-I-R-D-S.

Boy Three    I’m really good at catching birds. Actually, I’m the best.

Boy Two    Everyone knows how to catch birds. Why aren’t you going home?

Boy Three    I am.

Boy Two    Shshshshshsh. Listen.

They catch another rat. And then another.

Boy Three (to Boy Two)    I heard your father is not letting you go back to school. That you’re going to work in the market.

Boy One    Market. M-A-R-K-E-T.

Boy Two    M-A-R-K-E-T.

Boy Three    Because you’re too old and you’re too stupid. That’s what I heard. Everyone on the street heard it. Everyone heard the story of that Mohammed. It’s called ‘The Stupidest Boy in the World’. He told it last summer.

Boy One (angry)    It was a make believe story. Shut up. Story. S-T-O-R-Y.

Boy Two    What S-T-O-R-Y?

Boy Three    About the stupidest kid in the word. And it sounded exactly like you. Even your name.

Boy Two (to Boy One)    What story?

Boy One    I’m telling you, it was pretend. Everyone was talking about everyone. They even talked about me and how I think I’m so smart. It was all pretend.

Boy Two    But you are smart.

Boy One    And you don’t know how to read and that’s no good. Read. R-E-A-D.

Boy Two    So it’s true!

Boy One    It’s halfway true.

Boy Three    You see. You’re the stupidest kid in the world. W-O-R-L-D.

Silence.

Boy Two    I’m going home. I’m gonna to start collecting all the vegetables that fall off the other stands, the ones that are still good to eat. That’s what my father said. I’m not with him in the stand but running after the vegetables. That’s what he wants. Vegetables. V-E-G-E-T-A-B-L-E-S.

Boy One    You just spelled vegetables! All by yourself.

Boy Three    He’s a real genius now.

Boy One    Will you shut up or I swear I’ll hit until you die.

Boy Three    Fight. Fight. F-I-G-H-T.

Boy One    I’m not fighting.

Boy Three    Coward. C-O-W-A-R-D!

Boy Two (to Boy Three)    G-O H-O-M-E! (Pause, to himself.) I can spell? (To Boy One.) I’m really angry with you … but something is telling me I shouldn’t be. So be careful. (He hears something.) Shshshshshsh.

They all hear a new noise.

Boy One    What’s that?

Boy Two    I don’t know. Shshshsh. I’m going to look.

Boy One    Careful. C-A-R-E-F-U-L

Boy Three    Will you stop that nonsense. Shshshsh.

Boy One    What is it?

Boy Two finds Boy Four under the garbage. They pull him out. He is covered with junk and blue paint and looking ratty and miserable. Silence.

Boy Two    What is this?

Boy One    It’s a boy.

Boy Two    What kind of boy?

Boy Three    A rat boy.

Boy Four    Grggrgrgrgrgrgrgrgrgrgrgr.

Boy One (to Boy Three)    Why are you like that? Look what we found. A human boy. (To Boy Four.) Are you OK? Who are you?

Boy Two    Who is your father? F-A-T-H-E-R.

Boy Four    Blah wa blah ma. (He cannot talk. He only makes sounds.)

Boy Three    He’s an idiot.

Boy Two    I-D-I-O-T. What do we do with him?

Boy Four    Blahahahahahahahahah.

Boy Three    Hit him on the head. Hit him hard. Then he’ll talk.

Boy One (to Boy Four)    Can you talk?

Boy Four    Blah wa blah ma.

Boy Two (shouting loudly)    Talk. Can you talk? Talk. T-A-L-K. Maybe he can spell.

Boy Four    Blah wa blah ma.

Boy Three    I know him. He can’t talk. He’s the biggest idiot in the world.

Boy Two    What are we gonna do with him? (Pause. To Boy Four.) R-A-T. Rat.

Boy Four    Blah wa blah ma.

Boy Two    No no no. R R R.

Boy Four    Blah Waawaaa blah.

Boy Three    I tell you he’s an idiot.

Boy Two    Stop saying idiot …

Boy Four    Aaaaaaaaaah!

Boy One    He understands?

Boy Two    Why is he in the garbage? (Shouting very loud to Boy Four.) Why are you in the garbage?

Boy Three    He’s not deaf, stop shouting. His parents don’t want him around the house.

Boy Four    Ughghghg.

Boy One    He understand us. (To Boy Four.) Can you understand us?

Boy Four    Aaaaah.

Boy One    We have to help him. Help. H-E-L-P.

Boy Two    How? (Thinking.) H-O-W.

Boy Three    Forget it. There’s no helping him. He’s not good for spelling, not for the market, not for nothing. Only the garbage.

Boy Four    Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr.

Boy One    He disagrees with you.

Boy Four    Aaaah.

Boy Three    So what?

Boy Four    Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr.

Boy One    Look. He already doesn’t like you. No one likes you.

Boy Three    Shut up.

Boy Two    He’s right. No one likes you. You’re the most hated kid in the world.

Boy One    It’s true. No one likes you.

Boy Three    Shut up. Just both of you shut up.

Boy One    And they also told a story about you … or did you forget that?

Boy Three    I hope you both die … all three of you! (He again pretends to leave.)

Boy Two (to Boy Four)    Say ‘rat’.

Boy Four    Trtrtrtrtrtrtr.

Boy Two    No. Rat. Rat. (Shouting.) Rat.

Boy One    Don’t yell at him.

Boy Three    Very funny. The one who can’t read is teaching the one who can’t talk. God save us.

Boy One    I thought you were going home. Why don’t you go home?

Boy Two    Because no one likes him at home. No one at all. (To Boy Four.) Say ‘you’. Yooooooooo.

Boy Four    Oooooooo.

Boy One    Not bad. Again.

Boy Four    Oooooo. Trtrtrtrtrtrtr.

Boy Two    Again. YYYYou.

Boy Four (desperately trying)    Ooooo. Yoooooooo.

Boy One    Right! Yes! Good. Good. G-O-O-D.

Boy Three    Hit him on the back.

Boy One    Go home.

Boy Three    Hit him on the back.

Boy Two    Go home.

Boy Two and Boy One think.

Boy One    Hit him gently.

Boy Two hits Boy Four on the back.

Boy Four (to Boy Three)    Yoooou Raaaaat!

Silence.

Boy Two    That’s the best first sentence in the world. Let’s try another one. (To Boy Three.) You rat!

Boy One    Yeah, you rat! (Fast pause.) How did you know that?

Boy Three    Just a guess.

Boy One (to Boy Four)    Mohammed. Mmmmhaaaammmmeddddd. M-O-H-A-M-M-E-D.

Boy Four    Mmmmmmmmmmm.

Boy Two    No. Mooohhhaaammmmeddddd.

Boy Four    Mmmmmmmmm.

Boy Three    Hit him.

Boy One    I’m not hitting him again. Go home. (To Boy Two.) Hit him again.

Boy Four    Mhmd.

Boy One    He almost said it.

Boy Two    Mohammed. Mohammed.

Boy Four    Mmmmmmm.

Boy One    Hit him again.

Boy Two hits him again.

Boy Four    Mhamed.

Silence.

Boy Two    He can talk.

Boy One    We can’t just keep hitting him. He needs a doctor.

Boy Three    His parents don’t want to go to the doctor. They have no money. They just ignore him.

Boy One    How do you know?

Boy Three    His family is really mean. Nobody likes them.

Boy Two    Family. F-A-M-I-L-Y. How do you know all this?

Boy Three    Just a guess.

Boy Two    Nobody likes them … and nobody likes you … so maybe you’re related.

Boy One    Just a guess? Hey, you creep, do you know this boy?

Boy Three (long pause)    He’s my cousin.

Boy One and Boy Two    WHAT … you know him, he’s your cousin. WHAT IS WRONG WITH YOU PEOPLE? WHAT IS WRONG WITH ALL OF YOU?

Boy Four    Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr. Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr. Blah waaaah. Ooooooooooooooo. Trtrtrtrtrtrtrt. Blaaha grrrrrrr waaaaah.

Boy One    Calm. Calm down. Wait. Shshshshshshsh. Everyone sit down.

Boy Four goes to his garbage and gets a bottle of water. They drink.

Boy One    This is so not good. This is completely terrible. This is absolutely not possible.

Silence.

Boy Four    Mmmmmmmmmm.

Boy One    What.

Boy Four    Mnnnnnnnnnnn.

Boy Three    It means ‘money’. There is no money.

Boy Two    You really are the most hated boy in the world.

Boy Three    It’s better than being the most stupid boy in the world.

Boy One    STOP. Everyone be quiet.

Boy Four (sighing)    Huuuuuuuuuuuu.

Silence.

Boy Two    Any ideas?

Boy Three    About what?

Boy Four    Ughghghg.

Boy One    About us.

Silence.

Boy Two    What about us?

Boy One    You can’t read, he can’t talk, and him … (To Boy Three.) You really are mean. This is your cousin.

Boy Three    We’re not allowed to talk to him or play with him or anything. They just threw him away.

Boy Two    What a life. L-I-F-E.

Boy One    It’s crazy, it’s wrong. W-R-O-N-G.

Boy Three    It’s driving me crazy.

Boy One    What?

Boy Four    Ughghghghghgh.

Boy Two (to Boy Four)    What? (To Boy Three.) No, you can’t speak?

Boy Three    Shut up! I can speak. It’s my father, my brothers, my uncles. They don’t like anyone but themselves. They want to own the neighbourhood. They don’t want me to have any friends. They want me to leave school. And I want to stay in school. They want me to carry a gun.

Boy Four    Aaaahhhhhhhhhhhhh!

Boy Two    A gun? Why?

Boy Three    To shoot people they don’t like.

Boy One    But you’re only a boy.

Boy Three    I have to be a man.

Boy One    And your cousin?

Boy Three    Like I said, they threw him away. He’s not allowed to come home.

Boy One    So you come here?

Boy Three    Sometimes. To bring him stuff.

Boy Four    Grgrgrgrgrgrgrgrgrgrgr.

Boy Three    But not enough and he gets hungry and sad.

Boy Two    Well now you’re the most hated boy in the world AND the stupidest boy in the world.

Boy One    I’m taking him home. (To Boy Four.) Do you want to come home with me?

Boy Four    Ahahahahahahahahaha.

Boy Three    They’ll kill you.

Boy Two    Then I’ll take him home with me.

Boy Three    They’ll kill you too.

Silence.

Boy Two    It’s getting late.

Boy One    Yeah. We can’t just leave him here.

Boy Three    He lives here.

Boy Four    Ughghghg. Blaahala walalal.

Boy One    He’s not happy about that.

Boy Two    Why don’t we just stay here. Eventually, everyone will get worried and they’ll come look for us. And we can tell them the story. And someone will take care of this boy.

Boy Three    They’ll kill them.

Boy One    They can’t kill everyone. (Pause.) So we stay?

Boy Two (pause)    We stay.

Boy Three (pause)    We stay. And hope they don’t kill us.

Boy Two    And we play another game.

Boy Three    You want to play?

Boy Two    Did you ever hear the story of the nicest boy in the world?

Boy Three    No such thing.

Boy Two    Listen. There was this boy who met this other boy who was really the stupidest boy in the world. And he taught him how to spell.

Boy Four    Aaaaaaaaahhhhhh.

Boy Two    Shshshshsh. Listen. I hear another rat.

All four boys have their shoes in their hands, held high, ready to get the rat. Freeze!

End.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
~ JACKIE LUBECK

e,

-~\\N\N~

untluunr Y,
?::::

hhn-

ANN&\

“&sxﬁvcn

p,
y 4 1 I %
yIs4 J 1111} { {9 Ve / 4
119 e y 4
/ I ul
94 ] TRRRLLNYY "
4 I ARRRERY 4
P i
VPP ITITIT I r Iy yy/
4 4 \.. ».‘.2 g/, S “\\ 'Y Y 4 \ .\ y Vi l
C 7777 V) N B '
& = V4 " il
Y i/ |
S g ' g 1 i
ﬂ._ 'SP I, o S I IIIIIIFEY .
11k STV, PIIIPY. / i i
i \ ~ # 1 f ,., STy y. N g r & 4 pl
¥ Ty
J f/77/% " —
¥ B f 7447 Y 4
'y 4
N ttitittl I 4
u s - 4
/ /4 | 1L ¥
v 14

W7, & =z % W
) (W77 \\\\\\\S

\W (7 # ====_== E,

___J___,//ﬁ?é

E_

THEATRE DAY PRODUCTIONS EDITED BY SAMER AL-SABER

THEATRE FOR YOUNG PEQPLE

BY JACKIE LUBECK AND





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
To The Good People of Gaza

THEATRE FOR YOUNG PEOPLE BY JACKIE LUBECK AND
THEATRE DAY PRODUCTIONS

Edited and with an introduction by
SAMER AL-SABER

methuen | drama

LONDON « NEW YORK « OXFORD « NEW DELHI « SYDNEY





