asbhout vour chservations

shour a British andience
confroniing Disgnced
here at the Bush 7 heatra.
Tt seems Like i both coun-
tries there’s an equal level of
intensity in terms of engage-
raent, but it almost feels like
the British audienceis giddy
with excitement at the end
of this play. I’s not that
they don’t go through the
troughs and the emotional
shattering, but there’s this
land of ebullience. In New
York there was 2 similar
intensity, butit was not enthusiasal. Irwas a kind of quiet, 2

deep, alive sadness, somerhing much more recognizable as
a tesponse to wagedy.

What have yoor conversations een fike with the
andience members at the end of the show?

There have been two kinds of reactions. One is people com-
ing up to me to acknowledge they've had a meaningfol and
emotional experience. And then some folks come up 0 me
and ask poinc-blank what itis I'm trying to say.

Vou re-crafted Scene £ for this production, Whyt

One of the issues I was continnally having with Disgraced aver
the last couple of years was the transition out of Scene 3 into
Scene 4. After the intensity of the events in the third scene, the
andience was still very much with the act of violence. And we
would start the fourth scene in a very tangendal and narrative
way; wewere not clear what the connection was to what we'd
just seen. So there was this kind of long speed bump, during
which T felr audience members shifting in their seats. It seemed
to me if there were a way o bridge that more viscerally, we could
get right to the meat of that fourth scene witheont that hiccup.
Your questions and suggestions opened up the possibility of

Abe coming in at the end of the third scene and Emily and Abe
showingup at the beginning of the fourth. This solved it for me.

1 et us fora moment ik aboot the violence in the play
that is perpetrared by Amir upen his wifc Emife

What does that moment mean?

Well, T want it to mean many different things. It’s obviously
playing into certain Isfamophobic topes. [ wane the audience
to be so fully humanly identified with a protagonist who acts
out in an understandable but tragically horrifying way, that
even if you put that Islamophobic text on top of it, it doesn’t
change his humanity.

That's the subtlest level. But there are so many other
Jevels, too. There is the psychological dimension, there’s the
gender refationship, the gendered religious relationship, the
gendered modern relatonship, and, of course, on another
tevel chere’s also the act of political vialence—that s to say; 2
colored male subject acting out on a white paramour as an act
of political violence. In that respect it is drawing on 2 tradi-
tion of representation I was very consciously in relationship
to, at least in my own head. Shakespeare and V.S. Naipaul
and William Favlkner. I wanted that act of violence to be in
dialogue with similar 2cts of violence defined by that lineage.

One of the things that’s problematic to 2 lot of people is
that some readings of the play seem to nndermine other read-
ings. And so the question becomes, well, what is the reading
of this play? My contention is that your reading of this play
tells you a lot about yourself. And I'm reminded 2bout that
wonderfisl thing that Rainer Werner Fassbinder, the New
Wave German Glmmaker, once said, about how he wished
to create a revolution not on the screen but in the audience.

A hypothetical guestion, but one I feel doty-bound 1o
ask: What would the piay become if &t did nor have the
violence we witness betwesn Ay and Emily? Thas
seene soutd pocur with Amir walling ongand Teaving
Emily standing alone in ihat space. What does thay
version of the nlay look Hie?

Well, I think that play is much more concordant with contern-
porary dramaturgical practice. But thats noethe play I wanted to

write. I wanted to engage the audience in a way that was much

ABOUT THE PLAYWRIGHT Ayad Akbtar was born in New York City and raised in Milwaukee, He is 2 playwrighf, screenwriter and novellst, and a 2013 Pulitzer
Prize winner for Disgraced. As a screenwriter, he was nominated for an Independent Spirit Award for best screenplay for The War Withip. He has recetved com-
missions from Lincoln Center and the Oregon Shakespeare Festival. He is the author of the novel American Dervish (published in 25 Janguages worldwide),
hailed as one of the best books of 2012 by Kirfius Reviews, Toronto's Globe and Mail, Shelf Awareness and O, the Oprafh Magazine. He is a graduate of Brown
University and Colurnbla University with degrees in theatre and fiim directing, respectively.

ABOUT THE PLAY Disgraced had Ifs world premiere at American Theater Campany (PJ Paparelfi, artistic director) in Chicago and opened on January
30, 2012. The production was directed by Kimberly Senior. Scenic design was by Jack Magaw; costume design was by Janice Pytel; lighting design was by
Christine Binder; sound design was by Kevin O'Donnell; and properties design was by Nick Heggesfad. The fight choreographer was David Waaoliey and the
preduetion stage manager was Katie Klemme. The play was performed by Usman Ally (Amir), Lee Stark (Emily), Behzad Dabu (Abe), Benim Foster {Isaac} and
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by Dane Laffrey; lighting design was by Tyler Micolesu; sound design was by Jill BC Du Boff; and the stage manager was Megan Schwarz Dickert. The play
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more fundamental. [ feel drawing on melodrana, pothoiler,
comantic thriller, sitastion comedy-—all of those things offer the
aadience a way to relate to the play notasan object of art but
as an experience. T don’t want them to feel the insrusion of the

author herween them and the experience that they're baving.

7 the past 48 hours we have heen imundated with some

across-the-hoard stromy reviews fTom our e

Whire seeing rightaving papers veferring 1o ihis

moprent in the play througha vers sarricuiar lens

coward Telam, and we're seeing the left-wing papers
refercing o this ina far gentden accessibie sense. What
Tas that made you think?

Tr makes perfect sense o me that people would gravitate to
whatever reading is going o help them. But ultimately that
doesn’t really marter, hecause there’s another kind of space
that’s boen opened up. Twantto give you an example. There
was a Scottish-born Muslim wonan of Palistani descent who
came to sec the show a couple of nights ago who wrote me
an e-mail saying, “Ics been two days since Pve seen 1t and
T still deeply troubled. T find myself wallang through the
sereets in a different kind of depression than Ive experienced
hefore, wondering what people arc really thinking and really is
shere hope for the furure?” On one Ievel we can say, wow, that
was 2 real downer. Oron another level we could say she has
dropped to another state of reflection about where the world
is. That kind of clear-eyed approach to reabity is something
for which I'm. hoping the play can bea portal,

Look, at the end of the day, a1t’s capacity to change the
waorld is profoundly mited. Bue what ivern do is change the
way we see things ndividually. T aspired to accomplish with
this strucare 2 kind of shattering of the audience, after which
they have to find some way to put themselves back together.

Lot e ask you, then, in response (o winy vou've

just sajel: Is the play hepefal o hepeles, (Ton: your
perspective as the playwrights
T'm1 ot sure that it’s cither. What it is, I hope, is an access
poinkto a state of presence.

For the characters, is there hope at the end of the play?

1 would repeat: T believe thatin Amir's case, as well as Emily’s
case, and in his own way Abe as ¥ ell—the events of the play
have provided access to the present, o thipgs as they are. The
only way we can change the world is by recognizing what it

is that we are now.

As you know, I mysellam % Teslim; Tm Suls, Pm Eridish
horsm, this country is home for me. I can imsgiine young
Mustims who encewmer this play are surprised by the
charactor GF Amin Mot necessarily by what Ire says,
hecause we are confronted by that shit every day. But

the persersion, almost, of the play is the fact that this
man who looks like me, a2 brown man, is also spouting
this hate that for so wany pows pasit-9/ 1%, and post-

= for us, hus been sort of the preserve of our white
hrothers and sisters. Whatarc the thoughts that you
fcave vounyg Muslims with afver this play?

T’s a problematc, complex, deeply rroubling play. Um not
going w0 avoid (hat, What 1 would say is the concussive
impact of its very ecopomical 90 minutes belies a complexity
of design on a metaphorical level. The play begins with a
Western consciousness representing a Muslim subject. The
play ends with the Muslim subject observing the fruits of that
representation. In berween the two points lies 2 journey, and
that journey has to do with the ways in which we Muslims
ave still beholden on an ontological level to the ways inwhich
the West is seeing us. And what the play might be suggesting
is we are sall stack there. And that being stuck there, this is
what we are living in and with, and these are our Options.
So the play ends with Amir finally confronting that image.

I do believe personally that the Muslim world has got
to fully account for the image the West has of it and move
on. To the cxtent we contnue o oy © define ourselves by
saying, “We are mot what you say shoutus.” we're stll allowing

e West to have the defining position in the discourse. [

Madani Younis has been the artistic director of the
Bush Theatre in London (www.bushtheafre.co.uk)
since January Z012. Previously he was the artistic
director at Freedom Studios in Bradford, England
(www.freedomstudfos.co.uk).
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Ayad AkMiar Disgraced

Disgraced
BY AYAD AKHTAR

CHARACTERS

AwitR: A lawyer, South Asian, 40s

smiLY: His wife, 2 painter, white, early 30s
ABE! Amir’s nephew, South Asian, 22
ISAAC: A curator, white, 40

J0RY: AJawyer, African American, mid-to-
late 30s

SETTING
A spacious apartment on. New York’s Upper
East Side.

TIME

2011201z,

“The first two scenes take place in late
sumemer 2011,

The third scene takes place three months
later during fall.

The fourth scene takes place six months
Iater during spriag.

MOTE
The play should be performed withont
Intermission.

SCENE 1

Lights conze up.

High ceilings, parquet floors, crown. molding.
The works.

Upstage: @ dining table. Bebind i, a swinging
door leads off 1o @ keitchen. Upstage right: ar open
doorwiy feads to @ ball that disappears from view.
Upstage left: windows ook out over a terree and
buildings in the distance. Through these windows
the scasorr will show in each scewe. Downstage: &
lwing rovm. A couch and chaivs gathered together
around a coffee table.

The stage left wall is covered with a lerge point-
ing: a vibrant, two-paneled fnage fir luscions
whites and blurs, with patterns reniniscent of
an Idemic garden. The cffect is lustrons and
wagnetic. Below it is marble fareplace, on the
raniel, a stotue of Stoa.

Along one or more of the walls ere bookshelves.
T one side, @ small talile on which o balf-dozen
bortles of alcobol sit.

Downstage right: & vestibule and the front door.
The furnishings are spave and tasieful. Perbaps
with subtle flonriches of 1he Orient.

On stage: Emily, white, lithe and lovely, carly
30, sits at the cd of the dining talile, 2 lorge pad
before her and @ book open to 4 large veproduc-
tion of Veldzguezs Portrait of Juan de Pareja.
Lnily assesses bar wadel- Amir, Souzh Asian
origin, 405, in an Italian suit jacket, a crisp,
collzred shirt, but anly boxers underneath, posing
for biswife. He speaks with a perfect American
ascent. She sketches bimz. Until:

GB

AMiR: You sure you don’t want me fo put
pants on?

EMILY (Showing the Velizquez painting): L only
need you fTom the waistup.

AwiR: I sdll dont gerit.

E£ritLy: You said it was fine.

. AMIR: Tris fine. It’s just...

EriLys Whae

Awir: The moie I think aboutie...

E1LY: Mram-hmmm.

AwIR: I think ics a liztle weird. That vou want
to paint me after seeinga painting of 2 slave.
eiilY: He was Veldzquer’s assistant, honey.
Atal®; His slave.

EMILY: Unil Velizquee freed him.

amiR: Okay.

EMILY: I mean how many times have we
stopped in fronz of that painting?

AMIR: Irs 2 good paintng. No idea whatithes
to do with what happened last night. T mean
the guy was a dick.

il Fle wasn't just a dick. He was a dick
to you. And I counld el why

aralR: Honey, ivs not the first dme—
EMILY: A man, a waites, looking at you.
atair: Looking at us.

EwtLY; Not seeing you. Not seeing who you

really are. Not until you started to deal with ’

him. And the deftness with which you did
that. You made him see that gap. Between
what he was assuming about you, and what
you really are.

AdMIR: The guy’s a racist. So what?

Er1LY: Sure. But T started 1o think about the
Velazquer painting. And how people must
have reacted when they first saw ir. They
think they’re looking at a picture of a Moor.
An assistant.

AMIR: Aslave.

EMILY: Fine. A slave. But whose portrait—it
turns out—has more nuance and complexity
than his renditions of kings and queens.
And God knows how many of those he
painted. .
amiR: You know what I chink? T think you
should just call your black Spanish boyfriend
and get him up here to sit for you. He’ still
in New York, isn't he?

£mILY: Honey, I have no idea.

AMIR: You don'thave to rub itin, babe. Tknow
all men are not created equal—

EMILY (Gesturing for hirre to take the pose): Could
you do the thing?

AMIR (ddjusting bis ara): Way to make a guy
feel wanted—If anything, I guess I should be
grateful to Jose, right? Broke your dad m. I
mean at Jeast I spoke English.

EZmiLY: Dad’s stll mwaumatized. He brought
up thar Thanksgiving on the phone the other
day? (Assessing her sketch) Anyway—1 don't
know what you're so worried about. Tt’s not
Jike anybody’s gonna see this.

AbIR: Baby. Jerry Saltz loved your last show.

siatLy: He liked ic. He didn't love it Te dide’t
sell.

ANiR: Sellings not everything.
elnzir’s cell phone rings.

EiLY: Seling’s not everything? You really
believe that?

Enmnily grabs the phone and tosses it ta hin.
AMig: Irs a client. .

£341LY: Fine. Just...stay where you age?
AwIR (lrto the phonc): What? (Listenirg) Paolo,
P'm not your therspist. You don’t pay me to
listen to you. You pay me to listen to me. Yeah,
but you're not listening. You'se going. To kill.
This deal. (Emily approaches, to wdjust biny)
Honey... (Continuing into the phore}"The point
is, they buy i? They own it. They do what they
want. That's how itworks, (Checing. ..) Paolo.
I'm getting another call. Irs about the contrace.
1 gotta go. (Switching over} You enjoying your
Cheetios? Well, what the fuck else was keeping
you from calling me back? I don’t care thatic’s
Samrday morning. You're paid six figores to
remrn my calls. (Brecking away wnd going 1o &
cortrect o the table) Paragraph 4, Subsection
3. Last scatence. Why are those three words
etill in there? You. missed that? INo. What
acrally happened is T told you o fix it and
you didn’t. Then behave like it. (Hanging 1)
Fucking career parafegal.

EMILY: Wown.

atitR: [ don't catch his little fuck-up? It costs
the client 850 grand.

EMILY (Sketching): Ids actoally kinda bot
aMiR (Conting oper 1o see the skerch over ber
shozulder): You're so good. (Pofnting at the
picture of the Velizquez painting) What's his
name again? ’

EMILY: Juan de Pareja.

AMIR: Its a little fucked-up. Give me that
at least.

EMILY (Sexy)i 1 happen to know you like ica
liztle fucked-up.

They kiss.

AR 1 should call Mort.

EMILY (s Amzir prenches nuembers): You want
more coffee?

Awmzir nods. Emazly exits.

AMIR (Info the phone): Hey, Mort...Good,
good. So fisten I walked o Paolo again. Seller’s
remorse. It a moot point. His boards gonna
vote against him. What do you wantme to do?
Oleay. 1l feed him the line on Jitigation. He
doesn’t have the stomach for thar. By the time
T'm through with him, he’ll go inte PTSD
every time he sees my name on his caller-ID.
Eruily vetzrns with coffec.

AHIR: She’s right here... (1o Emily) Mort
says hi.

£umiLY: Tell him hi-

As1R: She says hi...We have plans for Labor

Day, Mart. Don’t worry about it. Enjoy the
weekend...Sounds good. See you then.
EMILY: Hamptons?

AMERICANTUZATRE JULY/AUGUSTIZ
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AMIR: T Toney, Jory and Lsac. Bucks Comzy.
(s taken forever w nxake that happen....
EmiLY: 1 know, 1 know. Ifs got me a little
freaked-out. Tsaac’s 2 big deal.

AMIR: And he is going to love your work.
EMILY: How is Mort?

AMIR: Obsessed with the idea that medsation
is going to bring down his cholesterol.
EMILY: Haven't scen him in ages.

AbrE: T barely see him. He hardly comes
in. A couple of liours a day at most when he
does show ap.

EMILY: Pays to be the boss.

AMIR: T mean, basically, I doing his job. I
don’t mind.

EMILY: He loves you.

AMIR: He depends on e,

EMILY: Olay. He spent T don't know how mmuch
on that birthday present for you?

AMIR: Couple grand at Jeast.

EMILY: ¥xcuse me.

AMIR: Honey, 1 really am pretty much doing
his job.

EMILY: So he gers you a book. Ora hottle of
scotch. Or takes you to dimner. W hy'd he get
you a statue of Siva? (Beat) He docsn’t think
vou're Hindu, does he?

AMIR: He may have mentioned something
once...You realize Tm going to end up with
my nare on vhat firm?

FriLY: Leibowitz, Bernstein, Harris and
Kapoor.

AMIR: My mother will roll over in her grave....
EMILY: Your mother would be provd.

JULY/AUGUSTIS AMERICANTX

AniR: 1es not the family name, 50 she might
1ot care, seeing it alongside all those Jewish
Ones.--

Froms the kitchen, the intercom buzzes. Azzir
Jondes auer surprised. by piets dezem ber pencil.
Heads for the Litchen.

EpibLy: That'll be Abe.

AMIR (Surprised): Abe?

EMILY (Disappearing into the kirchen): Your
nephew?

AMIR: Oh, right. Wait...

EMILY (At the intercom, offstage): Yes? Send
him up-

Ay Eamily returas:

AMIR: You're not gonua let this thing go,
are you?

EMILY: § don't like whats happening. Some-
body’s gotta do something about it.

AMIR: [ went to see that guy in prison- What
snare do you two wam?

There’s i knocking on the doot: iy puts on bis
pants on bis way 10 the door. He vpens ir. Abe,
22, South Asian, but as Asmerican as Anierican
geis, vibrant and endearing, wearing & Kidrahot
Teshirt under a boodie, skeinay jeans aad high -
tops, CiiLTs.

ABE (Looking over it Eumily,
Should T come back?

AMIR (Buckling bis belt): Na, no.

ABE: You sore?

AMi: Veah, Pm sure, Come in, Hussein.
ABE: Uncle.

AMIR: What?

ABE: Conld vou just call me-—

back to Awmir):

in the premiere of Disgraced at Chicage's American Theater Company.

RS

ArIR: Pve known you yorr whale lifeas as-
sein. I'm not gonna start calling you Abu now.
Abe shakes bis bead. Turning fo Lnily.

EmILY: LTi, Abe.

ABE: Hi, Aunt Emily. (Te Awmir, lighthearted,
Joiniting il Fanily) See? Tow hardd ean 1 he?
AMIR: Abe Jensen? Really?

ABE: You know how much easier things are
for me since 1 changed my name? Jts in the
Quran. Tt says you can hide your religion if
you have 0.

AMIR: I'm not aiking about the Quran. I'm
talking about you being called Abe Jensen.
TJust law off it with me and your folks at least.
ABE: Tr's gotta he one thing, or the other. 1
can't be all mixed-up.

eEMILY (Off Awiry veaction): Asnur. You changed
your nams, too.

ABE: You got lucly. You didn't have to change
your ficst pame. Could be Christian. Jewish.
Pus, you were born here. 10 different.
EMILY ({0 Abe): You want something, sweete?
Coffee, juice?

ABE: Nah. Pm good.

AMIR: So what’s up?

gmiLY: Pl fer you gendemen k.

AMIR: Noneed, Everybody knows you're inon
this. (76 Abe) So you've been calling hes, too?
ABE: You werf:n_’g(mﬂjng-m‘é’ﬁ:ﬂ:—"

AMIR: Why are westill talking about this? Fima
corporate Jawyer. In mergers and acquisidons—
EMILY: Who started in the Public Defenders—
AMIR: That was years ago. (Bear) Your man
should have heea more care ful...
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2e%: Tmam Fareed didn’t do anything. Every
church in the country collects money. Its how
they keep their doors open. We're entitled,
too. He’s running a mosque—

ERILY: He’s got the right Just because they’re
collecting money doesn’t mean ivs for Hamas.
AMIR: What does any of this have to do
with me?

EriLY: Tt doesn’t matter to you thatan inno-~
cent man js in prison?

Auilz: [ don’t know Patriot Act law. The guy’s
already got a legal team. Those guys Ken and
Alex are amazing.

ABE: They're nor Muslim.

A45R: There we go.

AZE: What?

AMIR: What I thought. F'm not gonna be

part of a legal team just because your Tmam

is a bigot.

ABE: He’s not 2 bigot. He'd just be more
comfortable if there was a Muslim on the
case, t00...

AMIR: More comfortable if he wasn’t being
represented by a couple of Jews?

ABE: No. (Beut) He liked you. He said you
were 2 good man.

swiR: Well, he might not feel the same if
he knew how I really fele about his religion.
ABE (Offband): That’s just a phase.

AWMIR (Taken aback): Excuse me?

4BE: That’s what Mom says Grandma used
to say about you. That you were working
something out. ‘That you were such a good
Mustim when you were a kid. And that you
had 10 go the ozher way for a while.

Avte (Duabfounded): The other way? (Con-
sidering) Sit down, Hussein. I want to rell
you something.

ABE: So just tell me.

AliIR: No. I want you 1o sit down.

Abe sits.

AMIR: When was the first time youhad a crush?
25€: I thought you wanted to tell me some-
thing.

ARIR: P'm getting to it. Your first crush...
RBE (Glancing ar Epily): Umin.. Fifth grade.
A girl named Nasleema. .

AitR: I was in sixth. Her name was Rivkah.
EMLY: T chought your frst crush was Susan.
AltiR: That was the first girl I ever Jissed.
Rivkah was the first girl T ever got up in the
morning thinking about. One tme she went
away on vacation in the middie of the school
year. She was gone 3 week, and Lwas # mess.
Didn’t even want to go to school if [ couldn’
see her. (Remembering) She was a Jooker. Dark
hair, dark eyes. Dimples. Perfect white skin.
Eitly: Why didn'tyou ever tell me abour her?
A T didn’t want you to hate my mother...
(Off Emilys perplexity} Just wait... (Back o
Abe) So Rivkah and I'd gotten to the point
where we were trading notes. And one day,
my mother found one of the notes. Of course

TO

itwas signed, Rivkah. Rivkab? my mom says.
That’s & Jewish wamic. (Beat) I wasn’t clear on
what exactly a Jew was at the time, other than
they’é stolen land from the Palestinians, and
something about how God hated them more
than other people...I conldn’s imagine God
could have hated this litle girl. So I tell my
mom: “No, she’s not Jewish.” But she lmew
the name was Jewish. [f I ever bear that naine
i this house again, Amir, she said, Pl brek
your bones. You will end up with a Jew over iy
dead body. Then she spatin my face.

2MiLy: My God.

avatr: Thar’s so you don’s ever forger, she says.
Next day? Rivkah comes up to me in the hall
with a note. “Hi, Amir,” she says. Eyes spar-
kling. I look at her and say: “You've got the
name of a Jew.” She smiles. “Yes, I'm Jewish,”
she says. (Bear) Then I spitin ber face.
E8iLY: That’s horrible.

ABE: Man. That effed-up.

ARz So, when my older sister gocs on to you
abour this way and the other way, now you'll
have 2 better idea of the phase Pm rezlly going
througl.. Its called mteliigence.

Pruse.

EMILY: Um surprised.

Aui1%: By what?

zmitLy: I don’t kmow: Your mother was very
open with me...

~aIR: Lers just say 1 made itabundanty clear
1ot to mess with you.

£l I thought she liked me.

4B8E: Seemed like it to me.

EmilY: She kissed me on her death bed.
AIE: You won her over. You were open-
hearted, gracious.

E341L7: You make it sound like there was sorme
whole barde going on.

AR Well...

EnLY: About what?

alR: White women have no self-respect.
How can someone respect themselves when
they think they have o ke off their clothes
to make people like them? They’re whores.
EBtEY: What are you saying?

AMtR: What Mushims around the world say
abour white women.

ARE: Not evervone says that.

AMilE: Have you heard it or not?

ABE: Yeah.

AMIR: And more than once?

ABE: Yes.

AMif: And from your mother?

Abe nods.

AwilR: I rest my case.

Pruse,

28e: Tmam Fareed is not like that. If you got
to know him hetter, you'd realize. He’s actually
your kind of guy. Once a month, we're doing
a Friday prayer that’s mixed.

£#iiLY: And—he let me sit in his mosque and
skerch every day for weels.

£3915%: Fie was probably hoping you'd convert.
Who knows, you probably will.

£miLY: Don’t be dismissive.

AwiiR: I don't understand what you see in it
EMILY: In what?

ARz In Islam?

ERitLy: When we were in the mosque 1o Cor-
doba.. remember that? The piilars and arches?
AmIR: Those were great.

FralLY: Remember what you said?

AnilR: I'm sure you're going to remind me.
giLY: Tha it accually made you feel like
praying.

41415 That’s kind of the point of 2 mosque,
honey.

£341LY: And that Madsse show you laved so
much? He gotall that from Mogul miniatures.
Carpets. Morocean tles.

A¥iiR: Fine I got it

£mtLy: Theres so much beauty and wisdom
in the Tslamic tradition, Amir.

Avil: But the thing is2 It’s not just beaury
and wisdom.

Pazse.

ABE: Uncle. Don’t think of him as a Muslim
if vou don’t want to. Just think of him as a
wise man, Who so many people depend on.
£RiIR: 1 hear you, Fluss. I really do.

ABE: So come to the hearing next Thursday.
AliiR: Next Thursday’s a busy day at work-
ABE: An old man who didn’t do anything
wrong is in prison.

£34IR {Rough): And there’ nothing I can do
about it

ZrILY: Honey....

Silence.

48E: Ishould probably head our.

2#R: I didn’t mean to snap at you...
ABE: Just think zbout it?

k1R Okay. Fine.

Abe by his wncle. ..

£ ¥: You okay, sweetie?

ang: Yeah. Fine. Lreally should go. (With 2
liss) Bye.

SwiLy: Bye.

He leaves. Once be's gone:

AiiiR: It will never cease to amaze me. My
parents move to this couniry with my sister,
never make her a citizen. When she’s old
enough? They send her back, marry her off
in Pakistan. She has kids with the guy—and
lo and behold—he wants to come here. And
what do they do? Spend all their spare dme
atan Islamic Center:

ent11y: His heart’s in the right place, Amir.
ARMIR: Okay. I kmow:

EMILY: ]s yours?

AyiiR; What is that supposed o mean?
EMIL?: [ mean, why would you have worked
in the Public Defender’s if you didn’t care
about justice?

At Public Defenders have the hortest
girlfriends.
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emiLy: I'd like to think there was some part
of you that believed in what you were doing. 1
mean, I don‘tkoow...

amiR: No...Of course.

EmiLy: But when it comes to the Imam, 1t
like you don’t care. Like you don’c think he’s
human.

AMIR: You and Hussein wanted me to see bim?
o Twent. Twent to talk to lim in prison. And
the man spent an hour trylng to get me ©
pray again. He’s been in prison four months
and all he can do—

EMILY (Catting bimn off): You told me. Sowhat?
o a manwho has nothing leftbuchis dignity
and his faith isstill trying to be useful in the
only way he knows how? T mean, if he feels he
needs one of his own people around bim—
AMIR: Pm not one of his own people.
EMILY: You are. And in away that’s unique.
And that con be helpful to him. Why can’t
you see that?

‘AMIR: Can we stop talking about this?
EMILY: We never talk about this. Not really.
Stlence.

Aonir stares at bis wife for i long iowient. Sorre-
thing stirving.

EMiLY: Amir. I love you.

Lights ont.

SCENE 2
‘Fuso weeks later: Emily sits at the dining table.
With a cup of morning coffee, the day’s paper upen
before her: Amir stands opposize her
EMILY (Reading): The defendant, swrounded
by a gauntlet of atrorneys, struck a defiant
rone. He spoke eloguently of the injustices
he’d experienced, 2nd what he called an
@ neonscionable lack of due process.” Amir
Kapoor of Leibowitz, Bernstein, Barris sup-
ported the lmam, stating: “As faras anybody
knows, there isn’t a case. And if the Justice
Deparmment has one, it’s dme they started
making it.” (Beat) Tdon’t think you look like
counsel [or the defense.
AMIR: That's because you know I'm not.
EMILY: Ir's because it doesn’t say you are.
AMIR (Tkking the peper): “The defendan,
surrounded by a gauntlet of attorneys, struck
4 defiant tone.” And then she quotes an
arcorney. Me. lmplying that T'm onc of the
“gauntlet of attorneys.” She doesn’t quote
another attorney.
EMILY: But she says you're just suppa rting him.
Amir: T don't see a just. There's no jrst si-
porting birt.
EMILY: It’s implied.
AMUR: T think it reads very clearly thatTwas
supporting bis defiant tone. That I was sup-
porting him being defiant.
EMILY: [so't he jostified?
ApilR: That’s not my point, Em.
EMILY: Maybe it should be.
aMIR: The mank basically an alleged rororist.
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(Off another lnok at the paper) “dmir Kapoor
supported the Tmam...”

EMILY: Bven if it does make you leok—
AMIR (Leaping #n): So it does?

enny: I don’t think it does. But cven if it
does, why is that a bad thing? What you did
is right. You're standing up for due process.
AMIR: It's just..-

EMILY: What?

AMIR: Don’t you think people are going to
think. .. (Beat) T guess they’lt look at the name,
if they know anything ac all—

EMILY: Amir

aMiR: —they’ll know the name isp't Muslim.
Bear.

EMILY: Amir. What’s going on® (Beay) I this
bothers you so much, call the Thmes. Have
thern retract.

amilR: But the thing is, I did say this.

EMILY (Proudhy): T remenber.

AMIR: Butafier clearly saying Lwas not counsel
for the defendant. (Beat) Why did they have
to roention the firm?

Pause.

EMILY: Baby. You did the right thing. L am
so proud of you. 50 was Abe. And you'll see.
Mort’s gonna be proud of you, too-

AMIR: Mort’s not the one F worried about.
eniy: Thisis going to be good for youat work.
amiR: Good for me?

eMiLY: Look at Goldman.

aMir: Goldman?

£MiLY: Sachs. Jammie? He took all that philan-
thropy so seriously..-

AMIR: What does your douche-bag, banker
ex-boyfriend have 1© do with chis?

EMILY: Isn’t that how it works? Tsn't that how
all you guys cover up the fact that all anybody
cares about in your wotld is making money?
AMIR: T have to get going. (Still caught up by
the paper) «__supported the Imam.. By
eMtLY: Honey, honey. Look at me. Stop it
The intercoms buzzes. Sudden silente.

EriLy: That's Tsaac.

AMIR (Off Fruily’s shifty: Right.

EMLLY: Well, I mean he's here.

AMIR: Okay.

EMILY: What?

AWIR (Disgusted): Nothing.

EMILY: Are you annoyed with me?

AMIR: I need to 20-

EMILY: You are. (Bear) Honey, this is 2 big
deal for me. T have a studio visit with a curator
from the Whimey-

AMift: And who do you think made it happen?
EmiLY: Really? Now? Can we talk about this
tonight?

AMIR (Curt): There’s nothing to talls about.
A exits 1o the bedroovr. Esnily gocs to the
ftercont, nff

MY (From offstage): Hi. Yes. Send him up.
(Returning; to Amir, offstage) L mean T sure
ey one’)l see it. Tes buried in the hack...

B

AMIR (Reenters): Don'e

EMILY: Don't what?

Abiir: Lo your mind is elsewhere.
emily: I jost.. —1 think yon’re overthink-
ing this.

AMIR: Let me get this soraight: Some waiter
i 2 dick to me in a restaurant and you want
to make 2 painting. Butifics something that
actually might affect my livelihood, you dont
even want to believe there could bea problem.
£MILY: What does one thing have to do with
the other?

Knocking at the dovr: Beat. Tense stand-off.
AMIR (Checling bis pockeis): 1 left my phone
jn the bedroorm.

He exits qeain. Emily gathers Berself as she beads
10 the door. She opens the door: Isaac, white, 40,
spzart, gltractive, 4 curator at the Whitney, eniers.
isaac: Hi.

EmiLY: Hi. How are you?

1sAaAC: Great

EmILy: Find it okay?

1sAAC: Quick ride up Aadison. Couldn't
be easier.

W hear At slmdng around i the bedroo,
looking far bis phome.

EMILY: Amir’s on his way out...

Aumir reenters. The tension betweett biat and
Fnetly is Pa‘.lpnble.

AMIR: Isaac-

15aAC: Hello, sir.

AniR: Good o see you. (Bewt) Thanks again
for 2 wonderful weekend in the country.
1sAAC: Was our pleasure.

AMIR: [—uh—gotta run. I'm late for work.
1SAAC: You'll probably stll get there before
sy wife.

Anir: Alweays do. (T6 Emiby, coldly) Seeyoulater.
emILY: Bye, honey. (10 Az, intimate) 105
gonm be fine. You'll see.

Awsir excits. Bedat.

1saAc: Is this a bad tme?

EmiLY: No. No.

1SAAC: You surc?

emILY: Yeah.

1SAAC: | mean—okay.

gwiLy: Can I get you some coffee, tea?
1SAAC: Sure. Coffee’d be great.

eniLy: Milk? Sugar?

1SAAC: Black s fine.

Emily heads for the Litchen. Isauc takes a look
around. Perbaps just a bit intrusively. He picks
up a book off the bookshelf. Emily vetitrns with
& 7ﬁ.ﬂg_

1SAAC: Constable’s great isn’t he?

EMILY: Love him.

|SAAC: I one of the things Llove about going
to Fricze every year. My little pilgrimage to
cee the Constables at the Tate. (Putting the
Gook buck) You ever been?

emiLY: Tate, yes. Frieze, no- Though my
dealer suggested I go this year.

Isazc tkees the g,
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1s44C: Thanks. So I've spent a lot of time
thinking about our discussions since last
weckend.

EiLY: Abont me being a white woman with
no right to be using Islamic forms? T think
you're wrong about thar.

tsaAC: I chink I might be wrong, too.

Bent.

EMILY: What happened?

isasc: Well, I found a few images of your
work oniine...

EMILY: You read Jerry’s review.

1saac: Yes, I did. T don’s always agree with
Jerry. But he did have some compelling things
to say... (Buning to the painting) This is the
one you wanted me o see?

£iILy: This is the one in the apastment. There
axe more at the studio.

Isaac inspects the printing for a long beat.
1sAAC: Mm-hmumi...I have to admir.. It has
presence. .. (Stepping back, assessing) The sor-
face tending toward the convex.. Ifsa bending
of the picture plane, isn’tic?

iy Exactly.

184 AC: Which is why Jerry was talking about
late Bonnard.

EiILY: Fhe mosaics in Andalusia are bending
the picture plane four hundred years before
Bonnard. That’s what X mean. That’s what I
was saying. The Muslims gave us Adstotle.
Without them, we probably wouldn’t even
have visual perspective.

18AAC: That’s quite a statement.

#pitY: And T can back ic up. (Beat. Then off
Lsanc’s reaction) Whae?

158AC: I don’t know...It%s the earnestness.
The lack of irony. Its vmusaal...

EMILY: Trony’s overrated.

1544C: Can’t say I disagree with that
EMILY: Bur?

15AAC: You know what you're going to be
accosed of.... (Off Emily’s silenre) Oientalism. .-
I mean, hell. You've even got the brown
husband.

EMILY: Fuck you, £ think.

Beat.

15A4G: Good. Thats what they'ze going to say:
Bear.

Em1eY: Yeah. Well, we've all gotten way too
weapped up in the optics. The way we ralk
about things. We've forgotten to look at
things for what they really are. (Best) When
you’re at Frieze this fa1l, after the Constables,
you need to go to the Victoria & Albert. The
Islamic galleries. Room 42. Remember that.
Tt will change the way you see art.

18AAC (Warmly): Them’s fightn’ words.
Beat.

=LY The Llamic Gling radition, Tsaac? Tsa
doorway to the most extraordinary freedom.
And which only comes through a kind of
profound submission. In my case, of course
it's not submission o Islam, but to the formal

T2

language. The pattern. The repetition. And
the quier that this work requires of me? It
extraordinary.

1SAAC: You sound like a mid-century Ameni-
can minimalist, trying to obliterate the ego.

ExsiLy: The Islamic raditon’s been doing it
for a thousand years. Pardon me for thinking
they may have 2 better handle on it. (Beas)
1¢s tme we woke up. Time we stop paying
lip service to Jslam and Jslamic Are. We draw
on the Greeks, the Romans... —But Islam is
part of who we are, wo. God forbid anybody
remind us of it.

isAAC: Huh.

Epay: What?

1sAAC: No, this is good.

ERILY: Yeah.

Lights ont.

SCERE 2
Three nzonths later. The terrace. Awiir, a drink
i1z hand. He drinks. Drinks again. Stares down
into the bottorn of his glass. Burning.
Bear.
Then all ot once, be smashes the glass on the
tervace floor: Shards fly.
Bear.
The barst of vinlence doesiy’t seem to beve soothed
Birn at all. He cores into the apartnent. Going
to the har for a glass, and orotberdrink.
Finatly, we bear keys. The door apens and Ereily
enters.
EMILY: Hey, honey
Bi4IR: Hey Where were you?
EiiLy: At Gourmet Garage. Getting a few
things. For tonight.
AMiz: Tonighe?
gL Y- Tsaac and Jory. You didr't forgee, did
you?
aniiR: That’s why itsmells so good in here.
ertty: I made pork tenderloin. And guess
what... (Pulling semething from the bag)
... They had La Tur! And that liver mousse
you love 50 much.
AR Grear.
EmiLY: Can’t be bad news, right? “T'm cora-
ing to your house to cat your focd and tell
you yow're not in the show.” Nobody does
that, dighe?
Atiliz: So you're in.
ewitly: God I hope.
Enily approaching bim. Sexual.
ApiiR: Honey.
EMiLY: What?
ARIR: We've talked about this. (Beat) It doesn’
belp.
Zhaiey: T miss you, Amin
AdIR: T know.
Beat.
E1ILY: So I’m assuming you forgot the wine.
awiR: I did. ' sorry.
EMILY: Amin
AwiRz: Lsaid P sorry-

Beat.

ghiilv: What's wrong?

Amip: Nothing.

EniLY: Something’s wrong.

Pruse.

awnitR: I had 2 meeting with a couple of the
parmers today. I mean if you could call ic that.
T'm in my office, red-lining 2 contract due at
siz Steven comes in. With Jack. Sits down.
Asks me where my parents were born.
EMILY: Paldstan.

At I said India. Thats what I put on the
form when I got hired.

EmiLY: Why?

ARz Te technically was India when my dad
was born.

zmiLY: Okay.

A3412: Bt the nanzes of the cities you've listed are
not fn India, Steven says. They're in Pekistan.
My father was born in 1946. When it was
ail one counrry, before the British chopped
it up into two countries in 1947. And your
motherwas born when? 1948_ So it wasn't Indie
mymore, was it? It was Pakismn? My clock is
running, and I’'m wasting time on 2 fucking
history lesson. Tiuns out, Steven’s wying to
ascertain if I misrepresented myself.

" EmiLY: Fosounds like you did.

AnIR: It was all India. So there’ a different
name on it now. So what? (Beat) He lmew
about my name change. Your birth neme is
not Kapoor, Steven says. It dbdullab. Why
did you change it?

£wtiy: Dido’t he aiready lmow?

AmiR: I never rold them.

eniLy: They must have run a background
check.

Aniig: T—gh—had my social secadty number
changed. When I changed my name.

EmILY: You did?

£M1R: Yeah. It was before I met you.

ZMILY: Is that legal?

&bilR: They do icall the tme. When people
go through identity theft. Steven must have
been digging around. He has it in for me. T
Imew [ never should have gone to that heanng.
£riLy: Thatwas months ago. What does thar
have to do with anything?

AiiR: A lot, honey: A lot.

Beat.

£uitLY: Have you talked to Mort abour ir?
AMIR: T can't ger a hold of him.

The intercon: buzzes.

EMILY: Wait a second. What dme is it?
AR (Checking bis watch): 1en past.

£ILY: What're they doing here? Istll have
o get ready-

AR Go get ready. Tl get it

Agzrirheads f.:n' the kitchrers.

AMiE (At the Ditercom, offstage): Yes? Send
them up.

ERILY (As Armir reenters): You gonna be okay?
AmiR: Tl be fine-
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£riLyY: You sure?

aMIR: Yes. Go.

£MILY: Can you get the appetizers? They’re
on the connter in the kitchen?

anig: I gotir.

Enmily exits.

Amir goes to the door: He tns the bolr ta prop
the door open, then tafees the bags into the kitcthen.
We hear noises outside the door: Then the door
creeps operr.

WOMAN'S VOICE: Amir?

AMIR (Reentering): Come onin, Jor

Fory, African American, mid-to-late 305, coni-
manding, fortbright, intelligent, almost msasciling,
enters with [seac, Both shed their coats.

ISAAC (Shahing hands): Good o see you gai.
amia: Good to see you, T00.

JORY: Hey, Amir.

AMIR: Hi, Jory. Did we say 7:307

iSAAC: T way sure she said 7.

JORY (f6 Lwac): 1 told you.

ANiIR: She’s sdll getting ready.

JORY: No worries.

amiz: More time to drink, right?

JORY (Handing Amir « box): Oh, we brought
dessert.

AMIR: Magnolia Bakery? Thank you.

JORY (Heading off with the box): This should
go in the fridge.

ISAAC (18 Anir): I was at the Knicks gaine
last night.

AMIR: You were?

ISAAC: Aren’t you a Knicks fan?

AMIR: T'm. sormy Lo say.

15aAC: No dishonor in it

AMIR: No dishonor. But lots of pain.

15AAC: Pm 2 Cubs fan. Don’t get me started
on pain.

Fory returns.

AMIR: Oh, the Baruman.

1SAAC: T mean, I didn’t think he should be
killed. But X had friends...

AMIR: Killed?

JorY: Who's Bartman?

15AAG: Honey.

AMIR: The fan who stole the ball ourofa Cubs
outfielder’s hand...

1SAAC: Moises Alon. Eighth inning.

AMIR: And denied the Cubs a wip to the
‘World Series.

1SAAC (Td Fory): You don’t remember this?
JORY: It’s ringing a bell. (Beat) Smells great
in here.

AMIR: K’ maling pork tenderloin. (1o Lsuac)
You eat pork, don'’t you?

JORY: Every chance he gets...

1SAAC: Gotta make up for il the lost
years... —Could T nse your rest raom?
AMIR: Down the hall on the right

ISAAC: ] remember-

[Tsauac crosses to the ball, Fxits,

AMIR: What are you duinlking?

JORY: You have scotch?
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AMIR: Still have that bottle of Mucalfan that
yD‘J gﬂVC me.

JORY: T expect more from you, Amir.

Arilr: We'll Bnish it tomight. On the rocks?
JORY: MNeat.

AMIR: Youw're not kidding around.

At begins to prepare the drink.

JORY: You hear abour. Sarah?

AblR: What about her?

JORY: She got her terricr back.

ARGIR: How?

JomrY: She hired a dog investigator who
Kidnapped it back from Frank-

AMIR: Lord.

JoRrY: Frank’s gonna sue her.

AMIR: On what grounds?

JORY: Just to make her life miscrable.
AMIR: The two of them.

sorY: Tell me about it (Teking ber drink)
She and I van into Frank at the courthouse.
AMIR: Oh, you were in court today?

JORY: Proctor insurance arbitration.

AriR: How'd ix go?

JoRY: Fine. We're just dancing around the
aumber now. They have to pay and they
know it. ‘They just need a litde time to get
used to the idea. .
AMIR: Mort there?

JORY: Steven ook it over. He has me on it
NOW,

AMIR: But Proctor’s Morts.

JoryY: Was.

AMIR: Why is that not a surprise?

JorY: Mort couldn't be bothered. Rather be
meditating.

AMIR: Yeah, instead of taling his Lipitor.
JoRy: You know he took me to Junch and
tHed to teach me o meditate? Tactually mwied
it a couple of times. Ended up maining five
pounds. I just kept thinking about food. I°d
get frustrated, give up, and pig out.

AMIE: What's up with the offer from Credit
Suisse?

JORY: I'm not gonna do it.

AMiR: Didn't they come back with two hun-
dred more?

JORY: They did.

AmMIR: T rold you that move would work.
JORY: You were right.

ARIR: But I don’t think you can get more...
Beat.

JaRY: The partmers are countering.

AMiR: I doubt its bwo hundred more.

JORY: I've put down oots.

Beat.

AMIR: Kapoor, Brathwaite.

JORY: What?

AMIR: You and me. On emr own. In business.
Sreven and Mort zot ahead underpricing the
competition. Back in the day, when they got
started.

J0RY: Well, downtown WASPES didn’t want
to be doing mergers and acquisitions.

AMIR: Yeah, fine. Thats why Jews were doing
it. And then mergers and acquisitions became
all the rage. And guys like Steven and Mort
became the establishment We are the new
Jews.

JORrY: OQkay.-.

AMIR: We go about it the right way? We'll
get to where LBH is now, in a quarter of the
Hrne it took them.

JORY: You coming up with this on the fly?
amte: This afrernoon. That firm will never
be ours. [t's theirs. And they’re zlways going
to remind ws that we were just invited to the
party.

JorY: I don’t think its a bad idea. (Bewt)
Ammir—

Jsaac retusns from: the batlroom, bolding a book,
interrapting.

{SAAC: Who's reading this? —Sorry, am I
interrupting?

Jory: Well....

AMIR: Just talking shop.

Eimily enters in & lyocky dress.

EMILY: [ so sorry: (28 Fory) Dice to see you.
JORY: Nice to see you, Wo.

1SAAC: Hey, Em.

EMILY: Hi, Tsaac. d

ISAAC: Pm sorry I thought I heard 7.
£niLy: Look. As long as you don't mind wait-
ing for dinner...

AMIR: Honey, they got cupcakes from Mag-
nolia.

JORY: Banana pudding actually.

EMILY: Oh my God. I love that stoff.

JORY: Tr's like crack.

AMIR: You want something to drink, Isaac?
1SAAC: Scotch’d be great. On the rocks...
AMIR: Honey?

EMILY: Port.

JORY: Port? Before dinner?

EMILY: T know P'm swange. I just Jove it so
much...

Amir gets stavted on the drinks.

ISAAC (To Fmily): So who's reading Denial
of Death?

EMILY: T arn. Since you suggested it.

AMIR (T [saac): She'’s been raving abourit
{SAAC: The only reason people remernber this
anymore is beeause its the ook Woody Allen
gives to Diane Keaton on their first date in
Anmie Hall. And tells her: “This is everything
you need o know about me.”

AMiR: Denial of Death.

JORY (o Tswuc): You should've given me 2
heads up. too.

1SAAC: You think? Tesan amazing book. Lactu-
ally got the title for my new show from here...
AnIR: What's the titdle? (Handing out drinks,

all weround)

1SAAC: The title... —Well, first let me

say—it’s been generations and generations
of consurmnexism and cynicism—
JORY (Ower): Ger comfortable.
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ISAAC (Continuing): ...And an art market that
just feeds the frenzy. But somethings shifting.
There’sa movement of young artists who are
not buying into it anymore. They’re asking
the question—how to make art sacred agaio.
It’s an impossibly heroic task they've set for
thermselves. Which is why Im calling it...
(Gestrring to Fory to bold ber criticisiy) Trspossible
Heroes. (Off Fory’s reaction) She doesn’t like it.
JORY: It sounds like a Piers Morgan segrnent
on CNIN.

AMiR: About paralympic athleres.

Jory: The impossible heroes.

1SAAC: Very funny. How about you, Em?
What do you think of the title? After all, it's
your show now, t0o...

Beat.

£mMILY: You're kidding?

iSAAC: The work you're doing with the
Tslamic tradition is important and new. It
needs to be scen. Widely.

ZHILY: Isaac, that’s amazing. Thank you.
Thank you so much.-

Ensning congratulations overlap:

Jogy: Congratulations, Emily.

EmILY: Thank you.

AwiR: That's incredible. Pm so proud of
you, honey.

ISAAC (Lifting his glasg): A toast is in order.
To—

AMIR (Ower): To your show. And vo Emily in
your show.

akL: Cheers....

All drink.

AMIR: So...how many?

1SAAC: What?

A¥tR: Ofher paintings?

EMILY: That’s my husband. Always walldng
pumbers.

1SAAC: Pve got room for four or five.

AMIR: Five. That sounds great.

Laughter

ISAAS (Painting to the cunoas above the fireplace):
T definitely want that one. The couple Isaw in
the studio. And Pve been thinking about the
Study After Veldnguez’s Mowr. But I'm notsure. ..
JorY: Moor? Haven’t heard that word in 2
rainute.

enitty: T did a portrait of Amir a few months
ago...After an episode we had ata...
Noticing Amir’s reaction to ber bringing up the
story, Erily shifts gears...

EMILY: T'd just been to thz Met and seen the
Veldzquez painting.

Emily goes to the booksbelf in the corner:

JorY: Which one?

EMILY: Portrait of Juan de Parga—who hap-
pened to be of Moorish descent. (Retzrning
with the book) This is the original portrait.
JORY (Recognizing): Oh. Of course.

EMiLY: Its a stady after the Veldzquez. T'm
using the same paletie, same Conposition.
But its 2 portrait of Amir.

Ta

AMIR: Your very own personal Moor.

EMILY: Marse 1s more like it...

18AAC: T think I'd rather stick with the abstract
pieces. Keep the impression of your work
consolidated. But I'm tempted. I mean its
a stunning portrait. Quite a wibute o you,
Amir, if you ask me.._.

ARz You think?

{SAAC: Standing there in your black suit. Silver
cuff-links. Perfecdy pressed lity-whire dress
shicz... (1o Eanily) . which isso magnificently
rendered. You can almost smel! the starch on
thar shirt.

Alilie Notstarch, Tsaac. Just ridiculous thread
count.

JoRY: People do not stop talking about your
shirts at the office__.

Aniti: Really?

JORY: Sarah was joking you must spend half
what you make on shirts.

EmiLY: Wouldn’t be far from the touch. Char-
vet, always.

JorY: How much do those run?

Az seenns velctans o Tefrl.

EMiLY: Six hundred.

JORY: Dollars?

152.AC: So there you are, in your six-hundred- |

dallzr Charvet shirt, like Veldzquez's brilliant
apprentice-sfave in his lace collar, adomed
in the splendors of the world you're now so
clearly a part of...And yet...

AMIR: Yeah?

iSAAC: The question remains.

AMiR: The question?

isAAC: OF your place. For the viewer of
course. Not you. Its a painting, after all...
Payse.

Asatp: J like the stuff she was doing before.
i5aAC: The landscapes? Not a huge fan.
JORY: Jszac,

1SAAC: What? She lknows that. 1 think is
cmart she moved on. It’s not as fertile a direc-
tion for her. '

amir: ] chink the landscapes are very fertile.
EMLILY: Amir.... g
AMIR: Whar?

£MILY: We both know why you like the Jand-
scapes.

JORY: Why?

EMILY: Because they have nothing to do
with Istam.

ISAAC (Before Anir can speak): What she’s
doing wirh the Islamic aditon has wken
her to another level. A young Western painter
drawing on Islamic representation? Not irons-
cally? Burin service? Its an unusual and remarle-
able smrement. -

£MIR: What's the statement?

ISAAC: Tslam is rich and vniversal. Part of 2
spiritual and 2rtistic heritage we can all draw
from. (To Ensily) I loved that thing you said
in London. At the Friere Art Fair. About
humility and the Renaissance. ..

gniiLy: Right. The Renaissance is when we
turned away from something bigger than
ourselves. Tt pur the individual at the center
of the universe and moade 2 cult our of the
personal cgo.

isasc: Right.

£paiLy: That never happened in the Islamic
tradition. Its still more cannected to a wider,
less personal perspective.

15AAC: P using that in the caralog.

EMILY: Stop it

1SAAC: Pm seriovs. You've got a major career
ahead of you. I'm just one of the firstto get
to the party. Emily Hughes-Kapoor. A name
to be contended with.

AMIR: Hear, hear.

Toasting.

JORT: Kapoor. Where in India is that namae
from?

Pase.

s:IR: Why are you asking?

JORY: Did I say something wrong?

Anir: Mo, no...Steven came into my office
today and asked me the same thing.

Jory: He did?

clivkoward patsc.

eMiLY: You know-——it’s a pretty common
Punjabi name.

isaAC: P headed to Delhi day after tomor-
row. That’s in Purjab, isa’t ir?

AlIR: Notreally; but...Same counay...So...
Why not?

Langbs.

£iILY: What are you doing in Delhi, Isaac?

15AAC: Sothi Sikander has deigned to offer
me a studio visit.

emiLY: How exciting. Love his work. (10 fory)
Vou going, too?

JorY: Ezra has school.

ISAAC: Jory’s being polite. It’s not because
Tzra has school. 1 have a.. liztle bit of an issue
when it comes to flying.

JORY: Tharts one way of putting ic

154 AC: T hate Sying. Xt a primal thing. The
thought of not being on the ground...opens
up this door to like every fear T have—and the
hysteria around secusity only makes it worse.
AMIR: Ifs a nighomare at the airports.

JDRY: And now there’s a whole new attrac-
gion. You get to decide between being ogled
over, or feltup. '

1SAAC: Felcup. Defmitely.

JoRY: Why is that not a surprise?

1saAc: Teacmally ealms me dovwn. (10 Armir)
What's that like for you?

AMIR: Whae?

1SAAC: Security at airports. (dwkward beat) 1
mean you hear stories...

AMIR: Wouldn't kmow. Y cut right to the chase-
emiLy: He volunteers himself. Goes :ig}\t o
the agents and offers himself up.

JORY: What? To be searched?

Air: I know they’re looking at me- And ifs
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not because T look like Gisele. | figure why
not make it easier for everyone involved...
Jory: Never heard of anyone doing tha?
hefore...

AMIR: O top of people being more and more
afraid of folks who look like me, we end up
being resented, too.

EMILY: Those agents are working hard ror to
discriminate... Then here’s this guy who comes
up to them and calls them ont...

AMIR: Pure, unmitigated passive-aggression.
That’s what my wife thinks.

1SAAC: Maybe she’s got a point.

JORY: T think its kind of admirable, Amir.
I everyone was so forthcoming, the world
would be a very different place.

15AAC: Tr’s racial profiling.

JORY: IToney. I know what itis.

ISAAC: T can’t imagine you'd like that if it
was you?

AMIR: J¥’s not her. That’s the point.

JORY: ...and it’s probably not some Kansas
grandmother 1n a wheelchair.

AMIR: The next tervorist atack is probably
gonna come from some guy who more or
less looks like me.

EMILY: T totally disagrec. The next attack is
cominy from some white guy who's gota gon
he shouldin’t have. ..

AMIR: And pointing jt at a guy who looks
like me.

EMILY: Not necessarily.

1SAAC (Th Aurir): T every person of Middle
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Tastern descent started doing what you're
doing..-

AMIR: Yeah?

15AAC: T rncan ifwe all got used to that kind
of...compliance? We might acrually start gemung
a listle too comfortable about our suspicions. ..
AWiR: So you do have suspicions?

isAAC: I mean, not me, I'm just saying—
AMIR: T.ook. Hell. 1 dont blame you.
ISAAC: Wait. What?

EliLy: Could you get me a glass of pore?
Buiily’s cell phone rings—or the coffee table. Enily
checks it. Without answering.

EMILY (To Awmir): 1% Abe

AMIR: Abe?

EMILY: Your ncphew.

AMIR: Right. (Beat) What's he calling you
ahout?

EMILY: Did he call you and you not call him
back?

AMIR: Yeah.

EMILY: So he’s calling me. You gota work
on that, honey. (Beat. To Jory and Isaac) You
guys hungrys

JORY: Getting there.

EMILY (Gerting up): I'm staring us with a fen-
nel salad. (70 Jory) You eat anchovies?
JORY: Love them. And T Inoe fennel.

ANSR (Porrriitg a diful)s Der fennel anchovy
salad is a classic. A fucking classic.

JORY (1o Isaac, but indicating Arieir): See, honey.
An exemplary instance of spousal sapport.
TTe never compliments me on my caaking.

15a4C: T do most of the cooking.
JORY: Beeause you don’t show me any love
when Ido.

ISAAC: Look. You make a good omelet.
JORY: T haven's made an omelet in ages.
15AAC: Might be the best thing about them.
EMILY (Geiting up, for the kitchen): T can’t
believe you just said that.

JORY (T Emity): Would you like some help?
EMILY: Thank you, Jory. Lwould love some.
ISAAC: Just keep her away from the ingre-
dients.

Emily and Fory exit.

ISAAC (1o Amir): So..Vm sorry if T hronght
up somcthing sensitive... Between you and
Emily [ mean...

AMIR: You didn't.

1saac: Oh.

AMIR: [t nota scoret. Em and J don't see cye
to eye on Islam. Tthink its. ..o backward way
of thinking. And being.

ISAAC: You don't think that’s maybe a Jitte
broad? T mean it happens to he one of the
world’s great spiritual traditions.

AMIR: Ler me guess. Yow're reading Rumi.
[SAAC: Amir...Actually Yes, Ive been reading
Rumi. And he’s grear. Bue tha’s not what Tim
talking shout. Do you know Hanif Saced?
AMIR: | don't.

1saAC: He’s a sculptor, he’s Mushim, he’s
devout. 1Tis work is an amazing testimony to

the power of faith. He carves these monolithic
pillar-like forms-—
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Az (Tnterrupting): Have you read the Quran,
Tsaac?

1SAAC: T haven'™.

AmiR: When it comes ro Islam? Monolithie
pillar-like forms don’t martter...

Ernily and Fory retmrn with the salad and bowls.
aMiR: And paintings don’c matter. Only the
Quran matters.

Zi41LY: Paintings don’t mattes?

AMIR: T dide’t mean it like that.

EMILY: How did you mean it?

aMiR: Honey. You're aware of what the
Prophet said about them?

EMILY: Y am, Amir.

JorY: What did he say?

amir: He used to say angels don't enter a
house where there are pictures and/or dogs.
JGRY: What’s wrong with dogs?

AR: Your guess is as good as mine.

1sAAC: Every religion’ gotidiosynerasies. My
ancestors didn’t like Iobster. Wha doesn’clike
lobster? What's your point?

AMIR: My point is that what a few artists are
doing, however wonderful, does not refiect
the Muslim psyche.

YSAAC: Muslim pryrhe?

AMIR: Islam comes from the desert. From 2
group of wugh-minded, tough-living people.
‘Who saw life as something hard 2nd relendess.
Something to be saffered...

JORY: Hubh....

158AC: Not the only people to have suffered
in a desert for centuries, Amir. Don’t know
what it says about the Fewish psyche, if that’s
the word we’re going to use.

AMIR: Desert pain. I can work with that. Jews
reacted to the sitation differently. They
murned it over, and over, and over...] mean
Jook art the Talmud. They’re looking at things
from a hondred different angles, uying
negotiate with it, make it easier, more livable...
Jory: Find new ways to complain aboutit...
Fory chudkles. Isaac shoots her a look.

AR Whartever they do, ir’s not what Mus-
Jims do. Muslims dow’t think about it. They
submit. That’s whar Islara means, by the way.
Submission.

ISAAC: I know what it means. Look, the
problem isn’t Istam. It’s [skamzo-fascism.
EMILY: Guys? Salad?

AMIR: Mardn Amis, righe?

i1SAAC: Hirchens, wo. They're not wrong
about that.__

JORY (Under): U'm starving.

AMIR: You haven’t read the Quran, but you've
read a couple of sanctironions British buflies
and you think you know something about
Tslam?

FEueryone is noviag to the tablz.

EMILY: Amir...

ArTR: Whar? Thats not fair game? If he’s
going vo offer it as a counter, its fair game.
isaAC: He has a point. T need to read the

7e

Quran.

28iILY (T3 Baac): Did you want fresh pepper?
JORY: Lhad to read some of it in college. All
Iremernber is the anger.

AitR: Thank you It’s like one very long hate-
mail letter 10 humanity.

et ¥: That's not tre! (7 the pepper) Jory?
AMIR: Tris kind of. Grant me thet at least...
ziILy: T'll grant you that the Quran sees
humanity as smbhom and self-inzerested—and
it takes us 1o task for that. And I ean’t say ics
wrong to do so—

15AAC: All T was aying to say with Islamo-
fascisma is that there% a difference between the
religion, and the political use of it.

AMIR: Isaac. Tn Islam there’s no difference.
There’s no distinction between church and
state.

JORY: Don't you mean mosque and state?
AMIR: I do. Thank you. I'm assnming we're
all opposed o people who think the Bible is
the Constiration?

Last person has becn served. All begin to cat.
EMILY: Bon appéut-

ISAAC: Bon appéunr.

JORY: Mmum. This is so good.

AMIR: Did I tell you, or did I tell you?
EMILY: It’s so easy. You slice everything up...
ISAAC (Looking at bis plate): Fennel, peppers,
celery...

EMILY: ...carrots, radishes. ..

IS4 AC: What are these?

EILY: Baby ardchokes...

JoiY: What gets me just as mnch as people
who treat the Bible like the Consttution are
the people who ireat the Constitution like its
the Bible. I mean trying to fignre out what a
text written more than 200 years ago really
meant? Like it’s going to solve our problems
today?

EMILY: Likke all that bullshit about the right
to bear arms. frwas 1791, people.

AMIR: That’s my point. That’s exactdy what
I'm saying. Ioncy.

1SAAC: M. This is delicions, Em. Really.
eMiLy: T picked up the recipe when I was on
a Fulbright in Seville.

t5AAC: T love Spamn. I ran with the bulls in
Pamplona.

JORY: You did not run with the bulls.

184 AC: ] warched people run with the bulls.
AMTR: We wenr to Barcelona for our honey-
mooe. The chorizo. The paella. The wine.
Spanish wines are so underrated.

ISALC: See, this is the problem I'm having. -
You're saying Muslims are so different. Yor're
not that differeme. You have the same idea
of the good fife 25 I do. I wouldn’t have even
known you were a Muslim if it wasn’t for the

araicle i the Times.

Priise.

ArR: Pm not Muslin. U'moan gposiare. W hich.
means I've renounced my faith.

1SAAC (Querlapping): I know what the word
aZpostate means.

JORY: Ivaac?

AMIR: Do you also know thatr—according to
the Quran—ir makes me punishable by death?
EMILY: That’s not true, Amir.

AMiR: Yesitis.

eiiLy: Have you cven read that part? Have
you? It condemmns renouncing the faith, but it
doesn't speciy prmishment. The teadition has
futerpreted it as punishable by dearh.

JORY: Impressive...

£MitY: He’s repeated it enough, I checked. T
have 5 vested interest after all.

The women leugh.

AR Fine. So les talk about something that
is in the text, Wife beating.

|SAAC: Wife beating?

JORY: Great. Could you pass the bread?
EMILY: Amir, really? _

AR (Passing the bread)s So the angel Gabriel
comes o Muhammad...

154.AC: Angel Gabriel?

AMIR (Mocking): Yeah. That's how Mus-
lims believe the Quran came to humanity,
The angel Gabriel supposedly dictated it w0
Muhammead word for word.

i5AAC: Like Joseph Smith. Mormenism. An
angel named Marami camne down in upstare
WNew York and talked to Joseph Smith—
JORY: Moroni, honey: Not Marami.

ISAAC: You sure?

JORY: Te was on Seuth Park.

Beat,

AMIR: So lile I was saying. .. The angel Gabriel
shows p and waches Muhammad this verse.
You kmow the one, honey. I'm paraphrasing. ..
Men are in cherge of women. ..

EMILY: Amiz?

AMIR (Continuing): If they don’t obey... Talk to
theare. Jthat doesn’s work. . Don’t sleep with thews.
And if thar doesi’twork. .. (Trning to Emiy) Ero?
EsatLY: P not doing this.

AMIR: Beat thewr

Jory: T don’t remember that being in the
Quran.

AMiR: Oh, it’s there all right.

EwiLY: The usual manslation. is debauble.
Ai41R: Only for people who are trying to make
Islam look all warm and fuzzy

EMILY: The rootverb can mean beat. Butit can
alsa mean leave. So it could be saying, ifyour
wife doesnt listen, leave her. Not beat her
ISAAC: Sounds like a pretty big difference.
£¥ilR: That's not how its been interpreted for
hundreds of years.

JORY (Suddenly impassioned): WNo. Sec. Some-
times you just have to say no. I dont blame
the French.

1344C: The French?

Jarey: For their problem with Tslam.

iSAAC: You're okay with then banning the veil?
JORY: You do have to dravw the line sornewbere.
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(saac: Okay, Mrs. Kissinger

emiLy: Endearing.

1SAAC: Pm married to a woman who heas a
Kissinger quote above her desk in the den...
SORY: ”..Ur‘ ﬁt::cel with tLrJus‘)"iJg.;;?'n'.E‘f'i-lTﬁ' or g1 et I i3
alwys cheose order. i

EMILY: Why do you bave that above your desk?
Jomy: To remind me. Not to get lost inthe
fecling that T peed 1o got justice. You pull
yourself out of the ghetto, you realize 7eal
soom order is where it at...

EMILY: Me. Justice. Abways.

JorY: You know what they say? If you're
young and nota liberal, you've gotno heart.
And if vou're old and nota conservanve...
AMIR & JORY: .. you’ve gotNno brain.
1SAAC: T happen to know 2 few very brilliant
luslim women who choose 1o wear the veil.
AMIR: You really enjoy playing the contrar-
ian, don’tyou?

15 AAc: T not playing the contrarian.
JORY (To Luac, over): Who do you know that
wears the veil?

1SAAC: Tou wouldn't know them.

JORY: I think you're making it up.

ISAAC: Tm not:

JSORY: So who?

1sAAC: Khalid's sister.

JORY: [halid?

ISAAC: She’s a professor of philosophy at
Cosnell. She wears the veil.

JORY: Khalid? Your trainer?

AMIR: You train at Equinox?

1SAAC: Yeab.

AMIR:J know Khalid. Balding? With the guns?
1SAAC: That's him. I didn’tknow you trained
at Equinox.

JORY: What's your point?

|SAAC: Khalid may be a waines, but he comes
from a ridiculously educated Jordanian bacle-
ground. All the women in his family wear the
veil. By choice.

EMiLY: Tt's nor. always what people think. It%s
a source of pride fora lot of Muslim women.
AMIR; First of all, they’re probably wearing
headscaxves. Not the veil. If's not the same
thing—

JORY (Cutting in): The veil is evil. You erase
a face, you erase individuality. Nobodys mak-
ing men erase their individualiry. Why's it
always come down 1€ making the woman
pay? Uh-uh. There is a point at which you
just have to say no.

AMIR: Just say no. That is exactly what
Nuharamad didn’t do. TTere’s the irony: hefore
becoming a Prophet? He was adamant about
his followers ot abusing women. And thea
he starts miking to an angel- 1 meun, renlly?
1SAAC: I still can’t believe I've never sech. the
parallel with Mormonism before.

AMIR: You keep saying that Jike it means
something-

1SAAC: Both religions where you can have
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muldple wives, to. Though Lthink Mormons
are okay with dogs.

AwIR: You still don’t getit.

1SAAC: Get what? That you're full of self-
Joathing?
Jory shoots Jsanc 1 look to kill.

AMiR: The Quran is about tribal life in a
seventh-century desert, 1saac. "The point isnt
just academic. There's a result to befieving
that a book written about Tife in a speaific
socicety fifteen hundred yeats ago is the word
of God: You start wanting o re-create that
society. After all, its the only one in which the
(Quran makes zny literal scose. Thatswhyyou
have people like the Taliban. They're uying
to re-create the world in the image of the onc
that’s in the Quran.

At bas since gotten up from the table and i
now pouring himsclf another diink.

EraiLy: Honey, [ think we get it.

AMIR (10 Enily): Actually. T'm prewty sure you
don’t. (Continuing, 0 the orbers) I1ere’s the
kicker. And this is the real problem: It goes
way deeper than the Taliban. To be Mus-
Jim—frfy—means 1ot only that you believe
211 this. It means you feght for i, roo. Polities
follovws faith? No distinetion between mosque
and state? Remember all that? So jf the point
is chat the world in the Quran was a better
place than, this world, well, then let’s g0 back.
Ler’s stone adulterers, Let’s cut off the hands
of thieves. Lets kill the nnbelievers. And 50,
even if you're one of those lapsed Muslims
sipping your after-dinner scotch. alongside
your beautiful white American wife—and
watching the news and sceing folks in the
Middle East dying for values youwere taught
were purer—and stricter—and truer...you
can’t help buc feel justa Jittle a bit of pride.
1SAAC: Pride?

AMIR: Yes. Pride.

Beat. .
1sanc: Did you feel pride on Seprember 3 1th?
AMIR (WFith besitngion): Tl homnest, yes.
EMILY: You don't really mean that, Amit-
AMIR: I was horrified by it, okay? Absolutely
horrified.

JoRY: Pride about what? About the Towers
coming down? About people getting lilled?
AMIR: That we were finally winning.

JORY: Wel

AMiIR: Yeah. . X guess] forgot.. ~which weIwas.
JORY: You're an American...

AMIR: I¢s wibal, Jor Ieis in the bones. You
have no idea how T was brought up. You have
to work 7el hard ro root that shitout.
JORY: Well, you need to keep working-
AMIR: T am.

Ey;;j{ﬂ! hars gottern up to go to Anzr.

AMIR: What?

eMILY: That's enough. (Tiking bis glass) T'm
gonna make you SOme coffee.

Lanily eecits to the fitechen. Long ambward prse.

AnIRs Whae? (1o [aac, consiliatory) Lock...I'm
sure it’s not ali that different than howyou fecl
about Tsrael sonetimes. .

15AAC: Excuse me?

AMIR: You're going to tell me you've never
felr anything Jike that—an unexpected biusl
of pride, $ay- .-

1sAAC: Blush? I don't feel anything like 2
blush.

AMIR: When you hear about Issael throwing
its military weight around?

|1sAAC: I'm critical of Isnael. AlotofJews are.
AMIR: And when you hear Ahmadinejad ealk
about wiping [srael into the Mediterranean,
how do you feel then?

isaac: Ourraged. Like anvbody else.

AMIR: Not everybodys outraged. Alotof folks
Jike hearing that.

ISAAC: Vou like hearing that?

AMIR: I said a los of folks...

Emily appenrs in the kitcher dgormay.

|eaAC: T asked you if you like hearing it? Do
you like hearing about Jsrael getting wiped
into the ocean?

JORY: Isaac...

ISAAC: No. ] want to know...

AMIR: Sometimes? Yes...

EmILY (With hints of despair): Amiz- We're
supposed to be celebrating.

AMIR (Ignoring, wver): And T'm saying its
wrong. And it comes from somewhere. And
that somewhere is Islam.

|SAAC: No shit irs wrong: Butit doesn’t come
from Jslarn. It comes from yor. Islam has no
mopopoly on fundamentalism. It doesn’t
come from a text.

AMiR: You don't need to patronize me—
[SAAC: You've been patronizing me this whole
conversation. You don’t like organized reli-
gion? Fine. You have a particular antipathy for
the one you were bom into? Fine. Maybe you
feel a little more songly about itthan most _
of us because. . .whatever? Fine. ‘
JORY: Isaac.

LS AAC: Bur I'm potinterested inyour absird—
and frankly, more than a Yirde tervifying—
generalizadons. ..

JORY (Firm): Iszac.

1sAAC: What?

JORY: Stop it

1SAAC: Okay.

Another rense pause.

AMIR: You're naive.

EMILY: Amir. Could you jein me in the
ldtchen?

Emily exits.

AMIR (Following ber out): Naive and well-
neaning. And you're on 2 collision course
with history.

Amti crosses 1o the FLitcher amd exits.

|SAAC: P'm naive? What a fucking asshole.
Jory: He’s the asshole?

1SAAC: Did you hear him?
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JoRrY: Whats gotten into you?

1SAAC: Fucking closet jihadist.

JORY: Will you shut up?

12AAC: Twill never understand what you see
in this guy.

JORY: Something’s off tonight. T think maybe
he knows. (Off Iseac’s leok} About me.
iBALL: How would he?

J6RrY: Hes mentioned Sreven a few tmes._.1
dor’t kmow? Maybe Mort told him?

isAAC: Well. He’s going to find out sooner
or later.

JORY: I wanted to be the one to tell him. I
owe him that much.

1I8AAC: Then you should have told him when
it happened.

JORY: I'm under confidentality.

iSAAC: Well_..

Joavy: I think Ineed to tell him.

The kitchen door flies open and Amir comes
boreseding back, beading for the conts.

Emnily appears belind bine.

AWIR (Clearly fntexicated): You come over here
with good news. We should be celebradng.
It’s Emily’s night. Pin gonna go get us some
champagne. (Off Emily’s reactiorz) And then
we’re gonna have a2 wonderfol dinner.

fory and Isaac share a look.

JORY: Pm gouna come with your. Js that okay?
AWIR: OF course.

Ay putts on bis coar. Fory threws on ber coat.
AMIR (Looking at Emily): Whar?

£01LY¥: Nothing.

Aweir opens the door: Ie and Fory exit.

Ewrféjy feeavzs to Irvane. .

EMiLY: You think 1 don’t know what yor’re
doing?

ISAAC: Whar am I doing?

ZMILY: Tsaae, please.

iISAAC: He's a big boy. He can’t handle a lirde
push-back?

Emily hends for the side table o pour herself
another diink.

ISAAL: You guys getinto an argument before
we showed up?

EMILY: Why would we get into an argumens?
ISAAC; You're married.

EnILY: T don’t have the mandage you do. (Besz}
You could have told me about ithe show over
the phone.

1I5AAC: Twanted to tell you face to face.
EMILY: This is my home. Isaac_. London. ..
Was a mistake_..

155AC: T don’t think you really believe thac
Isaac torihes ber: She pulls away.

ISAAC: You're in the show now; so thars i
EnilY: If thats why you're putting me in
the show...

1ISAAC: Of course not. God. The whole idea
for the show came trom you.

Isaacmenkes another wove towerd By, whic she
doesn’t resist gt first, until she pulls awey again.
15AAC: 1 had no idea your husband was such a
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mess. And 2 fucking alcoholic to boot.
EiLY: He’s not an alcohodic. He had a bad
day at the office.

isa4C: Oh. So he lmows.

‘Whar about Jory?

.Ct They're making her parmer.

Ewmiiy: Wailg, what®

i58AC: They offered her a parmership. Name
on the firm. Their counter to the offer she gor
from Credit Suisse.

EMILY; When did chis happen?

154 AC: Lasc week.

EMILY: Nobody told Amin

1sAAC; Well, Jorv’s telling him rght now.
£141LY: T don’t understand.

154 AC: There is nota lot to understand. They
like her. They don’c like him.

ErLy: Morts like his father.

IS4 4C: Mort doesn't wear the pants. Steven
does.

EMILY: Amir’s been there twice a5 long as
she has.

15aAC: Well...

EMILY: What?

15AAC: The whole thing with the Iipam? Thatr |

Amir represented?

ERILY: He didn’e sepresent him.

15AAC: That’s not what the Times said.
EMILY: He went to a hearing.

{SAAC: The paper mentoned the firm and
they mentioned Amir and itlooked like he was
representing a man whe was raising money
for terrorists.

EMILY: That’s absurd.

1SAAL: That’s not what Steven thought. He
went ballisde.

EMILY: He did?

1SAAC: Don’t you know this? Jorv said your
husband broke down. Was crying at a swff
meeting. And apparendy shouted something
about how if the Imam had heen a rabbi, Ste-
ven wouldn’t have cared. Steven thoughz the
comment was anti-Semite.

E#ILY: I'm sorry; but sometimes you people
have a problem.

154 £C: We people?

EMILY: Jews. You see ant-Semitism every-
where.

15aAC: You’re married to a man vho feels a
blush when Ahmadinejad tzlks about wiping
Jews into the ocean. Steven is 2 huge fund-
raiser for Metanyahu. T have no idea why Amir
would go anywhere near 2 guy like that Imam.
EMILY (Crushed): For me. He did 1t for me.
Oh God. ‘

Paise.

i54AC e doesn understand you . He can't
understand you. He puts you on  pedestal.
I¥’s in your painting. Siudy After Veldzquez.
He’ looking out at the viewer—that viewer
is you. You painred it. He’s looking at you.

The expression on that face? Shame. Anger.
Pride. Yeah. The pride he was wlking abouc.
The slave finally has the master’s wife.
EmiLy: You're disgusting—

isAac: Its the tuth, Em. And vou know it
You painted it.

Silente.

15242: If what happened that night in Lon-
don was a mistzke, Em, it’s not the last time
you're going to make it. A man like that...
You will chear on him again. Maybe notwith
me, but you will.

£#iLY: Isaac.

iS4AC: And then one day vou'll leave him.
Em. I'm in love with you.

Fsaac lemns in to liss her: Ernily doesiz’t mooe. Inn
o1 out. The fromt door opens. Jory enters. In a2
bigff. Returning for Isaac and ber things. Ready
to leawe for the eoening—

JORY: Isaac, we need to get our of here—

— it stopped i place by the novtent of intinracy
between ber husbarnd ared Bndly.

138AC: Honey?

Jo®Y: What the fuck is going on here?
Anrir enters, tnflmned.

AMIR: You wait a week to tell me this? And the
second I say something you don't like hear-
ing, you walk away from me in mid-facking
sentence? Who are your!

Fory just starcs at ber bushand. ..

AR What? (Looking wronnd) What?

JnrY (7o Emily): Are you having an affair
with my hosband?

AMIR: Excuse me?

iSAAC (To Jory): Nobody’s having an affaic
JorY: I walked in here and they were kassing.
EialLY: Thar is not tTue! Amir, its not true.
JoRY: They were kdssing. (Poizting) There.
£wiiLY: That’s not what was happening.
JorY: I know what I saw.

£i41LY: Isaac vold me about themn making you
partner I lmow how much longer Amir has
been there than you. I was upset. I was crying.
13AAC: T was consofing her.

JoRY: By kissing her?

EMILY (Tnoedalons): We weren’t kissing! Why
do you keep saying that?!

SORY (70 Feag): Are you having an affair with
her? Tell me the truth.

t58AC: Honey: [ already said. We're not hav-
ing an affaic

JORY: So what the fuck were you doing when
I walked in here?

isaaC (Going to bis wife): T was hugging her
because she was crying.

JORY: Get off me!

EMILY: I was upset they made you parmer. T
know how much Jonger Amir has been there,
I was crying.

Amir trns to fory. Vicious.

AMIR: Firstyou steal my job and now you try
to destroy my marriage? You're fucking evil.
After everything I've done for you?
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Tory goes over ta get by purse as if to leave.
JoRY: T know what T saw.
AMIR (Lxploding): You have any idea how
rmuch of myself I've poured into that place?
That closet at the end of the ball? Where they
keep the cleaning supplies? That was my first
office! Yours had a view of the fucking park!
Vour first three years? Were you ever acwork
before anyone else in the morning? Were you
ever the last one to leave? *Cause if you were,
I didw's see it. Lstill lcave the office after you
do! You think you're the nigger here? I'm the
nigger!! Me!!
1SAAC (Going to bis wife): You don’t need to
listen to any more out of this asshole.
JSORY (16 Jsaag): Don't touch me.
AMIR (Tb Isaac): You're the zsshole.
1SAAC: You better shut your mouth, buddy!
AMIR (1o Iseac): Or what?!
1sAAC: Or Pl knock you on your fucking ass!
AMIR: Try mel
JORY (T8 Fsanc): Get off mel!
Inflamed, Isaac fimally veleases bis wife, facing
off with Az
Wihen siddenty... Awriv spits n Isanc’s face.
Truretc wipes the spit frons bis face.
1sAAC: There’s a reason they call you people
animals.
Isaac turns to bis wife. Then tweriis v Entily.
Then walks out.
AMIR (16 Fery): Get out.
JORY (Collecting her things): There’s something
you should know. (4t the door) Your dear friend
Mort is retiring. And guess who's taking over
his case load? Notyou. Me. Lasked him, Wy
st Awmir? He said something about you being
duplicitous. That it's why you're such a good
litigator. But that it’s impossible to trust you.
(At the door) Don’t believe me? Call Mort. Asle
him yourself. Ler me gness. TTe hasn’t been
taking your calls?
Fory walks vut.
Beat.
EmiLY: Have you lost your fucking mind?!
Amir turas eway, withdrawing into hinself.
Pacing. The inward spival decpening.
EMILY: Amirl
AMIR: She’s right. He hasw’t been taking
my calls.
EMILY: I'm gonna get you that coffee.
Emily beads for the kitchen, leaoing Awir by
bimself for o moment. He watches the swinging
door seoay. Back and forth.
Fonily veturns. A mag i hand.
AMIR: Em.
Swizething in Anir’s topre—vudnerable, intense—
stops ber in ber place.
AMIR: Are yon sleeping with him?
Prasse.
Brsily prts the g down o the table.
Beat.
Finally she shakes her bewd.
EMILY: Tt was in London. When T was ar
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Frieze. We were drinking. It’s not an excuse...
1¢s just.. We'd just been w the Vicroria &
Albert. He was talking abont my work, And...
Eamily—secing bow her words are lending on ber
buishund—makes her way to him.

EMILY (4pproachingh: Amir, T'm so disgusted
with mysell. TF I could take it back.

All at ance—dAmir bits Emily in the face. A
wicious blow.

The first blow warleashes a torrent of rage, overtnking
B, He bits ber tice more. Maybe a thivd. i
rapid snceession. Uncoutrolled violence as brutal
as it needs to be in order to convey the discharge
of & Lfetime of discreetly building resentmient.
(T order for the stage violence to scent as real
as pussible, obscuring it from divect wicw of the
andience pright be necessary. For itto wnfold with
Ermily bidden by a conch, for exainple )

After the last blow, Amir suddenly comzes 10 hix
senses, realizing what he’s done.

AMIR: Oh my God...

There’s knocking at the door.

Bens.

And then move knocking.

Finaily, the door gently opes. Abe is standing there.
He looks over and sees—us we do—Enuily enrerge
firto full view, on the ground, her face bloodied.
Abe lookes up at Amir.

Liglts out.
SCENE 4
Six mionths later:

The dining table, a couple of chairs. Mich of the
furniture is gone. Therest of the reoms. is covered
with the detritus of wwoving, boxes, ete,

The painting above the marntel is gone.

Along one wall leans a smaller; partially wrapped
canvas, turned away o the audience.

iy is quictly going aboui: the process of pack-
ing. There shorld be something mrnted abont bis
moventent/presence, & wian chastencd by life,
perhaps even crippled inwardly.

He has a thought and beads for the kitchen. Fust
s be exits, there is knocking at the front door:
[l recmerges, goes 1o the door; and opens it. rily
and Abe are standing there. Abe is wearing a
Mushins skullcap. His wardrobe is muted, uniike
the wibramt colovs of the first scene.

AMIR: Em?

EMILY: Can we come in?

AMIR: Of course-

They enter. Abe appears reluctant, not Leetng
Amiir's gaze,

AMIR: What's going on herc? Everything
all right? )

EMILY: Not really.

AR What?

Fanetly looks at Abe, huit s1be doesi’t respond.
AMIR: Huss?

N response.
Aspair turns to Foaily, making a gesture toward
bew; not cven vealizing it.

AMIR: Bm?

EMILY (Recoiling): No, please. (Beat) He’s
been coming to me. You need o hear this.
(1o Abe) "SEIL him.
ABE: He’s not going to understand.

EmMILY: He got stopped by the FBL

AMIR: What?

aBe: T dido’t get stopped.

AMIR: What happened?

EMILY: Just sit down and rell him.

AMIR: What bappened?

ABE: T didn’t get stopped. All 1 was doing was
sitting in Starbucks...

EMILY: With your friend...

AMIR: Don't tell me. . Tariq?

ABE: Yeah.

AMIR: Hasn't everybody been telling you...
EMILY: Let him speak...

ABE: My parents are wrong about him.
AMIR: Okay.

ABE: We were at Starhucks. Just drinking
coffee. Tarig starts talking to this barista who's
on break. T can tell she’s not into him. He’s
not getting the message. .. —She stars ask-
ing abour our kuf? hats and are we Muslims.
And then, she asks us how we feel about AJ
(Jacda. So Tariq tells her. Americans are the
ones who created Al Qaeda. (Off Ami’s look)
¥ou don’t believe me?

AMIR: That’s not really the—

aBe: The CIA tained the mujabideen in
Afghanistan. Thosc are the guys that became
Al Qaeda.

AMIR: T mean it’s a little more complicated
than that—

ABE: Avtually, it’s not, Uncle. Not really.
AMIR: Oleay. What happened?

ABE: So she got snippy. And Tarig got pissed.
He told her this country deserved what it
gotand what it was going to get. (Pazusc) She
goes back 1o worle, and before we know it, the
police are there. She called them. They cuff
1. Take us in. Two guys from the FBLare at
the station, waiting. (Beaz) We sit through this
ridiculous intertogation.

AMIR: What did they ask you?

ABE: Do we believe in jihad? Do we want to
blow stuffup? How often did Lread the Qurans
AMIR: Okay...

ARE: Do we have girlfiiends? Tad | ever bad
sext Do I watch porn? Do I hate America?
(Beat) They koew a lot about me. Where I'd
gone to school. About Mom and Dad, where
they were born. Like they already had a file.
They brought up my inmigeation stars.
AMIR: What about it?

EMILY: Its up for renewal.

ABE: When they said that... (Hesitating) ...1
laughed.

AMIR: You laughed?

A8E: [ didn’t mean to. Tt just happened.
AMIR: Were you trying to antagonize them?
ABE: Wo. Imean... (Pewse) Look. Lmow what
they’re doing.
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Ayad ARhtar Disgraced

AMIR: What are they doing?

ABE: They’re going into our community and

looking for people whose immigration status

isvalnerable. Then they push us to starc doing

smff for them.

AwiR: Olay...

ABE: So what? You don’t believe that either?

awgiR:§ dido’t say that.

Payse.

EMILY (Suddenly moving off): 'm gonna go.

He needed o talk to you...

AbiIR: Where are you going?

ABE (Standing): Awnt Emily. Stay. Please.

She stops.

Beat.

EMILY (Finally she sods, still reluctant): T'm

£ONNZ get SOMme. .. Water-

Epzily crosses to the krchen. Exits.

Bear.

AR Is she okay?

£BE: T don’t want to wlk abo at that.

Amir starts disling on his phone.

ABE: Who are you calling? You can’t call

Mom. She’s gonna freak cut.

4itR: T calling Ken.

ABE: Ken?

awiR: The lawyer on Imam Fareed’s case...

(fmto the phone) Hi Ken, it Amir. Please

call me back when you ger this. It’s urgent.

Thanks. (Pezse, then to Abe) *Ahen you step

out of your parents’ house, you need to
.understand that it’s not a2 neutral world

out there. Not right now. Not for you. You

have to be mindful about seading a differ-

ent message.

ABE: Than what?

AMiR: Than the one that landed you in an

interrogadon with the FBI

Pause.

ABE: So now whae?

AMIR: Let’s hear what Ken has to say. I mean

it’s not godd. Burat least they letyou go.

pBE: If he tells me that I have ro go into

our mosque and pretend Pm planning some

bullshit attack just to stay in this country—

Amif: You don’t lmow that’s what’s poing to

happen.

&BE: If you spent any tme with your own

peopie...

AW Excuse me?

ABE: What would you do? If the FBI asked

you to work for them? Hmm?

AMIR: WeTre not there yet—

ABE (Caiting bim off): What would you do?

AWMIR (Considering}: There are vays...to ket the

authorities know that...you’re on their side. ..

ABE: But I’m not on their side.

AMIR: You might want to rethink that. Becavse

they make the rales.

ABE: ] knew this was a mistake.

AMIR: Tt’s nota mistake. I you’re not smartexr

about this, you are going ta get deported.

Beat.
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ABT: Yeah, well, maybe that wouldn't be the .

worst thing.

£5iiR: Tb 2 country you haven’t known since
you were eight years old.

ABE: Maybe that’s the problem. Maybe we
never shouldve Icft. Maybe we never should
have come to this one.

AwtR: There’s 2 reason your father came here.
Same reason my father did. They wanted to
make a better life for themselves and their
families—

ABE: A Detter life?!?

Anig:—and 1o do ithonesdy. Which isntan
option in Pakistan.

ABE (Exploding): You don't have a better life!
A% What are yon talldng abour?

ABE: 1 know you were fired!

415iR: I don’t know what you think you
know- : ¢

ABE (Quiet, intznse): I know what you did to
her. How conld you?

Bear.

L£53iR: 1 don’t knowe. ‘

Beat. !
ABE: You want something from Lhese people
you will never ger.

AMIR: I'm stll your elder. You 11“&:[.:{ o show

me a livle respect.

£3E: Just becyuse U'm telling you the wath
doesa’t mean U'm not showing vour respect.
(Beat) You forgot who you are. .

&wir (Triggered): Really? Ahe]e—xsen“

ARE: I changed it bacld :

AMIR: So now you think rurnjng around
with 2 kufi on your head, shooting off your
mouth in Starbucks, or siting in a mosque and
bemoanmg the plight of l\iushm,. around the
world is going to—

ABE (Tnierrupting): Its dzsrrustmg The one
thing I can be sure aboue with you? You'll
always witn on your own people. You think it
makes these people like you more when you
do that? They don’z. They just think yon hate
vourself. And they're right! You do! I looked
up to you. You have no idea—

AnsiR: No. I know.

ABE: No! You have no idea what it did to
me! (Best) 1 mean, if you can’t mhake it with
them?... (Dawning thought) The Prophet
wouldn't be trying w be like one of them. He
dido’t conquer the world by copying other
people. He made the world copy:him.

AMIR: Conquer the world? !

&BE: That’s what they've done. They’ve con-
querced the world. We're gonna get it back.
That’s our desdny. It’s in the Quran.

Emily appears at the swinging dam listening.
Abe does’t motice.

ABE: For three hundred years they've been.
taking our land, drawing new boréers, replac-
ing our laws, malking us want to bz like them.
Look like them. Marry their women. They
disgraced us. They disgraced us. And then

they pretend they don’t understand the rage
we've gotd

Emily is in the rowm.

Abe realizes she bas beard bim.

Abe maves to the door, stops, looks back ar Emily.
ABE: I'm sory.

AMIR: Hussein. ..

ABE: L'll handle it rayself, Uncle.

Abe exits.

Awmir and Emily are alone.

Silence.

ARMIR: My sister’s been telling me about
him. .. —1 didn’t realize... (More stlence) Are
you reading my letters?

EMIEY: Amir...

AwitR: 1 got the paintng.

EMILY: I didn’t want to throw it out

A#ilR: There was no note... (Best) Look, I
told your Jawyer I wanted you to have the
aparument. [ mean I wrote you that, but 1
have no idea if—

EMILY: The apartoment’s not mine.

Beat.

&MIR: If you hate me so much, why did you
drop charges?

EMILY: I don’t hate you, Arir.

FPaese.

AnMiR: T saw the write-up in the New Yorker. 1
was so proud of you.

EMILY: Oh.

Papse.

£ialR: I don’t know if you've read any of my
letrers... —There’ a loryou were right abour
me. I'm finally seeing what you were seeing.
I’'m finafly understanding your work

EtiILY: My work was paive.

AWIR: No it wasn’t. Why are yon saying thar?
EHMILY: Because it’s true.

anir: God. If you had any idea how sorry
Lam.

EMILY: T know.

FEmily crosses, stopping mben she gets to the door:
EMILY: Thad a part in what bappened.

AR Em. No.

Ensity: Itk woe. (Beaz) Twas selfish. My worke...
Tt made me blind.

A31R: 1 just... (Long pawse. He is emotional) 1
jost want you to be proud of me. I want you
to be proud yon were with me.

Bear.

£t51L¥: Good-bye, Amir. Please, Don't write
M€ anymore.

She exits.

Long bear.

Arrir staves at the pariially wrapped canoes lean- .
myg aguinst the wall.

He walks over o i, picks it up. Then tenrs the rest
of the wrapping off- It is Emily’s portrait of bin:
Study After Veldzquez’s Moor.

He takes 2 scarching long look.

Lights aut.

END OF PLAY
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