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Characters

Galit
female, 31 years old, Israeli, an actress & waitress with a degree in Comparative Literature. Speaks with a mild Israeli accent.

SAMIR
male, 55 years old, Palestinian, a professor of Comparative Literature at the Hebrew University of Jerusalem. Speaks with a clipped British accent.

Time:

The present. Evening.

PLACE:

A café on Emek Rafayim Street in Jerusalem. 

Act I

Scene 1

At Rise:

(A café scene – round tables surrounded by chairs. SAMIR sits at a table just left of center stage, surrounded by a briefcase, papers and books. )


GALIT:

(Enters from up right, holding an order pad and pen. Pauses at SAMIR’s table.)

You again?


SAMIR: 


(Doesn’t look up. Rifles through his papers.)

This Turkish coffee is too watery today … 


GALIT:


(Taps aimlessly on her pad with the pen.)

Why are you drinking that mud? Have some Nes.


SAMIR:


(Looks up, raising one eyebrow)

The men in my family have been drinking this for generations.


GALIT:

So have the men in my family – and do you see me drinking it? Never.


SAMIR:

I seem to recall you coming to class with Turkish coffee … 


GALIT:

Why don’t we talk about something real for once?


SAMIR:

Like Sa’id, you mean. Is Turkish coffee not real enough for you?


GALIT:


(sits down next to him)

Turkish mud. Sa’id? Is he more real than coffee?

SAMIR:

Perhaps I enjoy Turkish “mud” as you call it. He’s still in prison, if that’s what you mean. 


GALIT:

I would be more concerned about him being in prison. 


SAMIR:

I enjoyed our conversations more when they revolved around literature.


GALIT:

Times have changed.


SAMIR:

I haven’t changed so much. Have you?


GALIT:

You pointed out that I don’t drink Turkish coffee anymore.


SAMIR:


(Gives her a wry smile)

I believe you pointed that out. I’m not sure I believe it in any case.


GALIT:

It is difficult to change a family tradition. 


SAMIR:

Especially a tradition of stubbornness.


GALIT:

I thought you didn’t want to talk about him.


SAMIR:

I fail to see the benefit of talking about it. Will talking get him out of prison?


GALIT:

Do you want some stronger coffee?


SAMIR:


(takes another sip)

It isn’t that bad.


GALIT:


(sniffs at it)

You were right, it is too weak. I’m going to get you another cup.


 (She exits with the coffee).


SAMIR:

 (Rustles through his papers again. Begins reading a book, then shouts after her.)

No sugar!


GALIT:


(Returning with another cup of coffee)

I know you don’t take sugar in your Turkish coffee. Why do you need to shout about it?


SAMIR:


(Takes the coffee. Drinks a sip)

This is much better.


GALIT:

So, you should have told me the last cup was too weak.


SAMIR:

Why didn’t you go on for a master’s degree or a Ph.D.? You were such a good writer. 


GALIT:


(Sits across from him)

Here we go again – you trying to make me into a professor. Just like you.


SAMIR:

Why not? You have a talent for it. 


GALIT:

I want to be an actress. 


SAMIR:

So be an actress and an academic.


GALIT:

Why don’t you try convincing Sa’id to be an academic. He has more free time on his hands.


SAMIR:

If I thought he would listen…


GALIT:

I suppose he has his reasons.

SAMIR:

I think he would make a great academic.

GALIT:

Has he mentioned me lately? 


SAMIR:

He threw something at me last week. Is that what you mean?

GALIT:

Does your ex-wife ever visit him? 


SAMIR:

She’s too busy getting her life straightened out after this mess in Lebanon.


GALIT:

Do you want some left over salad for him?


SAMIR:

Yes, I think he would like some.


GALIT:

You are so funny – the Comp. Lit. professor with Sa’id, the lop eared rabbit.


SAMIR:

I’m glad you find it so amusing.


GALIT:

Did you inherit that from the men in your family like the Turkish coffee drinking?


SAMIR:

I come from a long line of scholars. Sa’id is a scholar, in his way.You’re too talented in academia to spend your life as an actress who waits tables.


GALIT:


(Sighs)

There should be some music on here. I’m going to put on a cd.

(She exits up right. Mizrachi music is heard. She returns to the table.)

It was getting too quiet.


SAMIR:

Classical would have been nice. What is this?


GALIT:

It’s a mizrachi mix cd. It reminds me of my roots.


SAMIR:

Your roots? I believe your mother’s family came from Russia.


GALIT:

Well, yes. But my father’s family.


SAMIR:

Hasn’t your father’s family lived in Israel for several hundred years? I suspect they never played this type of music.


GALIT:

Ok, fine. So they probably listened to classical music just like you. I happen to like this music. Doesn’t anyone in your family listen to this kind of music?


SAMIR:

My parents are classically trained pianists. Perhaps you would like me to dig up a second cousin who plays the oud?


GALIT:

That would be a start.


SAMIR:

Sa’id is an accomplished pianist. 

GALIT:

Do you want to talk about him or not? You keep bringing him up. 


SAMIR:

I need to clear out a larger area for him. I feel guilty not being home all day.

GALIT:

Do you want help? Getting your bunny out of prison, I mean. I’m going to get that lettuce.


(Exits stage right)


SAMIR:

Galit – Wait!

(Stands up, as if to run after her, then sits. Toys with sugar packets on the table, then absent-mindedly puts sugar in his coffee.)


GALIT:

(Enters stage right, with wrapped salad greens. Shoves greens toward SAMIR)


SAMIR:

I’ll tell him they’re from you. He’ll be very pleased.

GALIT:


(Sniffing at his coffee)

You put sugar in it, didn’t you?


SAMIR:


(Looks confused)

What? 


(looks at the discarded sugar packet)

Oh. I must have been distracted.


GALIT:


(Laughs)

You are so funny.


SAMIR:

Thank you. 

GALIT:

Do you want me to help? 


SAMIR:

I’m just worried for him. This isn’t a good business.


GALIT:

So I’ll help you clean out a larger area.

SAMIR:

Do you think he’ll like that?

GALIT:

He may be academic, but he’s not – 


(she stops mid-sentence)

Never mind. I’m sure he’ll be fine, in any case.

 (SAMIR stands up and puts his arms around her. GALIT leans against him. Then GALIT sits down and stares into space. SAMIR gathers up his papers, picks up his books and briefcase. HE drinks the rest of his coffee, makes a face and exits stage right with a wave to GALIT, who waves back absentmindedly.)

