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CHARACTERS

JOMANA, a Palestinian journalist in her late twenties, born and 
raised in the Shati (beach) Refugee Camp in Gaza

RAMI, an American doctor of Palestinian origin in his mid thirties, 
born and raised in the US who came to Gaza as part of the first 
Free Gaza flotilla in 2008

LAMA, Jomana’s cousin, a young woman in her early twenties, 
looking for love and adventure

ALI, a man in his late twenties who owns one of Gaza’s notorious 
tunnels, Lama’s fiancé

SAMIRA, Rami’s mother, a stylish wealthy Palestinian-American 
woman in her late fifties, lives in the US

ABU AHMED, Jomana’s father, a struggling fisherman in his late 
fifties, lives in Shati Refugee Camp

SINGER (optional), a woman dressed in traditional Palestinian 
clothes

Other minor characters:

UM AHMED, Jomana’s mother
MOHANAD, Egyptian doctor coming through the tunnels
MOTHER IN HOSPITAL, mother of child who dies at hospital
FATHER IN HOSPITAL, father of child who dies at hospital
HOMELAND SECURITY OFFICER 1, at US airport
HOMELAND SECURITY OFFICER 2, at US airport

Though this play is best performed by a full cast of eight actors and a 
live singer, it can be performed with a minimum of six actors who can 
double in other roles and the singer can be substituted for an audio 
recording of the traditional songs named in the text.
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SCENE ONE

Gaza beach.
The SINGER stands outside of the parameters of the stage, preferably to 
the side where she can watch and bear witness to events. She is stationed 
there throughout the play.
She sings the opening song, ‘Nialak ma ahda balak’ (‘Lucky you have 
peace of mind’) as the audience walks into the theatre. The sound of 
waves is heard in the background throughout this scene.
On stage, JOMANA, a woman in her late twenties, is wearing a long-
sleeved shirt and jeans. Her hijab scarf is wrapped loosely around 
her shoulders. She sits on the beach with a diary in her hand and is 
completely absorbed in writing. LAMA, a young woman in her early 
twenties, is standing nearby looking at the sea. LAMA is also dressed in 
conservative casual clothes, but her hair is totally covered by her hijab.
Once the audience is settled in their seats, the SINGER stops singing and 
JOMANA begins to read from her diary.

JOMANA: Gaza, August 2008
The landscape constantly changes
Only the sea remains
Salty
Fluid
Mysterious
Moody
A consistent presence amid the chaos—

The sound of an Israeli drone interrupts JOMANA. She looks up at 
the sky and follows the drone with her eyes until the sound fades 
out. She returns to her diary.

Its whooshing waves whisper tales
Of occupiers that have come and gone
Crusaders, tyrants and warlords
Riding on their horses
Riding on their tanks
Riding on their F-16 fighter jets
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Always riding through
Leaving their footprints
And part of their history
Leaving their artefacts and ruins
Leaving fire and debris
Always leaving …
Only the sea remains.

LAMA: I love coming here.
JOMANA: I know.
LAMA: If you stand with your back to Gaza, facing the sea, you can 

easily imagine you are someplace else: Beirut … Alexandria … 
Tripoli … Santorini …

JOMANA: Countries … continents … the whole world is out there.
LAMA sits next to JOMANA. They stare silently into the sea.

LAMA: If only we could ride the sea.
JOMANA: If only our bodies were bulletproof.
LAMA: If only our boats were made of steel.
JOMANA: If only our dreams were real.

Pause.
Look! You can see the Free Gaza boats from here.

LAMA: They must be ready to leave. You know, I stayed up all night 
fantasising about sneaking on board these boats. Imagine me … an 
adventurous stowaway sailing off to see the world.

JOMANA: Sure … on what passport?
LAMA: I said stowaway … must you ruin every fantasy?
JOMANA: Fantasies get stuck at the borders; they never make it past the 

checkpoints.
LAMA: Well, a few fantasies must have snuck on board these boats 

because I’m having them.
Faint sound of music in the distance.

JOMANA: Really?
LAMA: Music!
JOMANA: What more will they do for these activists?
LAMA: Oh, how exciting! This is the most entertainment we’ve had here 

in years.
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JOMANA’s phone beeps; she reads a text message, smiles and 
texts back.

Who are you texting?
JOMANA: One of my many admirers of course! Listen, why don’t you go 

to the pier and take a closer look at the action? I know you’re dying to.
LAMA: Only if you come with me!
JOMANA: I want to finish writing this poem and you are distracting me.
LAMA: You can write this poem some other time! Come on! Maybe 

we’ll be lucky and make it on the news tonight.
JOMANA: I wouldn’t want to steal the show from the activists.
LAMA: You won’t have to … the politicians have stolen the show a long 

time ago, with all the speeches and photo ops. Come on! We are the 
people … we too deserve our share of the spotlight.

JOMANA: Fascinating! Girls your age dream of being discovered by film 
producers or modelling agencies and you dream of being discovered 
by news networks.

LAMA: This is Gaza; we make do with whatever we have.
JOMANA: I guess. Our entire life seems to be one long news story!
LAMA: Oh, lighten up! Yallah, come with me. I want to watch the 

dancing.
JOMANA’s phone beeps again; she checks the text message and 
smiles. LAMA looks at her with suspicion.

Oh, my God! This smile …
JOMANA: What?
LAMA: I haven’t seen this smile before. This is new. Jomana, who are 

you texting?
LAMA reaches for the phone but JOMANA quickly sticks it in her 
pocket.

JOMANA: This is none of your business. But you know what is your 
business? Your fiancé Ali! Why don’t you go and find him? After all, 
you’re supposed to be with him, not with me.

LAMA: You want me to find Ali? Let me tell you: Ali is inevitability. He 
is like death. It doesn’t matter where I hide from him, he will find me.

JOMANA: You are terrible!
ALI arrives holding two juice cups. He is wearing dress pants and 
a shirt and has a cigarette tucked behind his ear.
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ALI: There you are!
LAMA: Told you!

ALI hands LAMA and JOMANA the juice. He kneels next to LAMA.
ALI: [pretending to whisper] Okay, let me try to explain how this is sup-

posed to work … You and I are supposed to ditch the chaperone. 
Yet, every time I’ve taken you out, you and your chaperone end up 
ditching me.

LAMA: Oh, Ali, a little effort is not going to kill you! You’re supposed 
to chase after me, so do your job and stop whining.

ALI: I don’t mind chasing, but today, with all the international media, I 
thought it would make good PR for Gaza to have a gorgeous couple 
like us walking around … holding hands …

ALI leans over closer to LAMA flirtatiously,. She pushes him away 
and he falls. JOMANA laughs.

JOMANA: Yes, Lama, you should totally do it for Gaza.
ALI: Damn right she should! How else can we humanise the men in this 

place?
LAMA: Fine! I will be a martyr for the cause. I will come with you, hold 

your hand and look at you with adoring eyes, but this act will cost 
you much more than a juice cup, Romeo.

ALI: Name your price.
LAMA: Dinner at The Lighthouse.
ALI: Done.
JOMANA: Great! Off you go. This chaperone would love nothing more 

than to be ditched by both of you. Yallah, leave before I change my 
mind.

ALI stands up, offers LAMA a hand and pulls her up.
ALI: Let’s hurry. I promised Rami to meet him at the pier.

JOMANA hides a smile. ALI and LAMA don’t notice.
LAMA: Hang on. Let me fix my hijab.

She tightens her scarf around her head.
Jomana, are you sure you don’t want to come?

JOMANA: Positive! I’ll catch up with you later.
LAMA: Fine. But please cover your hair if you plan to stay here by 

yourself. You are not in Europe, you know.
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JOMANA: But you said I could imagine I am someplace else.
LAMA: Ha-ha …

ALI pulls LAMA away. LAMA yells as she leaves.
Seriously, you can’t sit alone looking like this! Cover your hair! 
You know how strict they’ve become about these things!

JOMANA stands up and reaches for her scarf reluctantly as she 
watches them leave; then in a deliberate move, she lets go of it 
and begins to fix her hair, mumbling to herself.

JOMANA: Oh, they won’t be strict today. They want to show the world 
how progressive they are …

RAMI enters, but JOMANA doesn’t see him, she continues talking to 
herself. He stands right behind her, wearing rolled-up, worn-out 
jeans, a keffieh, sandals with socks and a backpack covered with 
Palestine solidarity badges and stickers. JOMANA continues …

… After all, the guests they are bidding farewell to are a bunch of 
non-hijab wearing feminists, lefties and gays …

RAMI: And which category do I fall into?
JOMANA: [startled] Rami!
RAMI: Well?
JOMANA: Let me see … I think you are the tormented diaspora 

Palestinian who wears Palestine as if it were a fashion statement … 
but there is hope for you.

RAMI walks closer to her, staring in total adoration.
RAMI: And hope is what sustains me. I’m so glad you came!
JOMANA: I’m on chaperone duty. I had to come.

RAMI gently strokes her face with his fingers. Shyly she steps away 
from his reach. He looks at her diary book.

RAMI: What are you writing?
JOMANA: A new poem.
RAMI: I look forward to reading it.

RAMI steps closer, but JOMANA backs away nervously.
JOMANA: Do you see the port? The circus is over there.
RAMI: I only see you.
JOMANA: Music, balloons and debka.
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RAMI: Time went by quickly. I can’t believe I’ve only been here for six 
days. I don’t know how I will leave this place.

JOMANA: Then don’t. Don’t leave! It was a miracle that you even made 
it in in the first place.

RAMI: I know. We made history! We broke the siege for the first time!
JOMANA: And did it on two small wooden boats …
RAMI: Impressive, right?
JOMANA: Is this the part where I’m supposed to melt?

They share a smile, but JOMANA’s smile doesn’t last long. She 
turns her back to RAMI, looking increasingly sad.

I heard one guy from Italy decided to stay.
RAMI: Yes. Vittorio. He is lucky he can do that.
JOMANA: He is? So why not you? This is your homeland. You should 

be the one staying here. You shouldn’t have to run back to America.
RAMI: So you want me to stay?
JOMANA: I don’t care what you do, I’m only pointing out what your duty 

is to your country … you know … from purely a nationalistic point of 
view. Gaza needs you. That’s all!

RAMI: Believe me, Jomana, I need her too. I think I’ve fallen in love … 
with her.

JOMANA: Really? … But you hardly know her.
RAMI holds JOMANA’s hand.

RAMI: I have known her all my life.
He kisses her hand. She blushes and quickly pulls away. He looks 
around.

You know, I think this is it. This is the exact spot where my grandpar-
ents took a photo of their first outing together. It was back in 1954. 
My grandfather was dressed in his best suit and tarbush, and my 
grandmother looked like a Hollywood movie star. My grandfather 
stood behind her like this …

RAMI stands behind JOMANA.
… and he had one hand on her waist, like this.

RAMI tries to put his hand on JOMANA’s waist. She looks around 
nervously and quickly removes it.
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