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The Persian Quarter

Drama. By Kathleen Cabhill. Cast: 2m., 2w. The 13th-century Persian poet,
Rumi, invites us to ride with him on a Persian carpet of history. He introduces
us to two American diplomats, Ann and Mike, stationed in Iran in 1979, just as
the mullahs under Ayatollah Khomeini are coming to power and the Iranian
Revolution is gaining strength. They are oblivious to the terror that awaits
them when they are taken hostage by student revolutionaries and begin
a trial of endurance that lasts 444 days. In the last days of Ann’s captivity,
she becomes involved in a grand debate with one of her captors—Shirin, a
beautiful student and zealous supporter of the revolution. In taut dialogue
between the American captive and her Iranian captor, they battle over each
other’s “truths.” Woven throughout, Rumi uses poetry as the vehicle to take
us back and forth through time, political history and the richness of Persian
culture. We go forward to the year 2009 to New York’s Columbia University,
where a fashionable Iranian, Azadeh, introduces herself to an American
photojournalist, Emily, neither of them aware that their mothers met 30 years
ago in a prison in Teheran. Azadeh is Shirin’s daughter, in exile in America
after her blog of the 2009 Green Movement put her life in danger. Emily has
come to Columbia to photograph visiting Iranian President Ahmadinejad,
who was once the student revolutionary who escorted her mother, Ann, out
of prison. We learn what became of their parents and how the optimism and
zeal of the Iranian Revolution were replaced with oppression, bitterness and

cynicism. Flexible set. Approximate running time: 2 hours. Code: PK7.
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The amateur and stock acting rights to this work are controlled exclusively
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IMPORTANT BILLING AND CREDIT REQUIREMENTS

All producers of the play must give credit to the author of the play in all pro-
grams distributed in connection with performances of the play and in all in-
stances in which the title of the play appears for purposes of advertising,
publicizing or otherwise exploiting the play and/or a production. The name
of the author must also appear on a separate line, on which no other name
appears, immediately following the title, and must appear in size of type not
less than fifty percent (50%) the size of the title type. Biographical informa-
tion on the author, if included in the playbook, may be used in all programs.
In all programs this notice must appear:

“Produced by special arrangement with
THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY of Woodstock, Illinois”

In addition, all producers of the play must include the following acknowl-
edgment on the title page of all programs distributed in connection with per-
formances of the play and on all advertising and promotional materials:

“The Persian Quarter received its world premiere production at the Salt

Lake Acting Company in Salt Lake City, Utah, Executive Producers
Keven Myhre and Cynthia Fleming.
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The Persian Quarter received its world premiere at Salt
Lake Acting Company (Keven Myhre and Cynthia Flem-
ing, executive producers) in Salt Lake City, opening Febru-
ary 2, 2011. It was directed by Alexandra Harbold; set de-
sign was by Keven Myhre; lighting design was by Jesse
Portillo; sound design was by Cynthia L. Kehr Rees; cos-
tume design was by Brenda Van der Wiel; the production
manager was Jennie Sant. The cast was as follows:

ANN,EMILY. ... ... ... . ... ...... Nell Gwynn

SHIRIN, AZADEH . ......... Deena Marie Manzanares

RUMI, IRANIAN POOL ATTENDANT . Shane Mozaffari

MIKE, KERMIT .................... Josh Thoemke
4
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THE PERSIAN QUARTER

CHARACTERS
Cast of four actors: two men, two women.

Played by the same actor:

JELALUDDIN RUMI. . .. .. A 13th-century Persian poet.
IRANIAN POOL ATTENDANT

A PERSIAN MAN

Played by the same actor:
MIKE. .................... An American, early 30s.
An adventurer. Smoker, very masculine,
built like a bulldog.
KERMIT ROOSEVELT . . In his 30s, a man of the 1950s.

Played by the same actor:
ANN GILLIES ....... An American, 30. Unsentimental,
athletic, smart. A teacher who says she
works for the State Department.
EMILY GILLIES ................. Her daughter, 26.
A photographer in New York.
Hip, ambitious, conflicted.
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Played by the same actor:

SHIRIN . ..... Iranian, about 30. A student revolutionary.
Sophisticated, naive, driven.
AZADEH ............... ... Her daughter, about 30.

A political refugee. Brave, demanding.
The play is both a story told on a Persian carpet and a
piece of political history, set in 1979, 1981 and 2009, in
the United States and Iran.

NOTE: A slash (/) indicates overlapping dialogue.

6
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THE PERSIAN QUARTER

(PERSIAN MUSIC plays.

JELALUDDIN RUMI, the 13th-century mystic poet en-
ters. He has long white hair. He wears rolled, draped
trousers and a top with large flowing sleeves. He un-
rolls a Persian carpet. He looks at us. He sits down on
the carpet.)

RUML. This is a story told on a Persian carpet...an invisi-
ble carpet in which we are both the weavers and the
threads.

(Pause. He pulls a digital camera from his pocket and
points it at the audience. He presses the button. An
enormous FLASH OF LIGHT blocks him out. We see:

ANN and MIKE at the swimming pool of the apartment
compound where they both live. They wear terrycloth
bathrobes over their bathing suits. It is 1979.

MIKE wears wire-rimmed glasses. ANN is attractive, vi-
tal. She isn't girlish. And probably, has never been.

7
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8 THE PERSIAN QUARTER

They are sitting poolside, at some distance from each
other, reading. ANN has a book; MIKE has a newspa-

per.

MIKE stands and takes off his robe. He's wearing bath-
ing trunks. He sits down and reads his newspaper.

ANN stands and takes off her robe. She wears an ex-
tremely modest one-piece bathing suit. She sits down
and picks up her book. MIKE looks up at her.)

MIKE. Hi.
ANN (without looking up from her book). Don’t say hi.
MIKE. Hi.

(ANN looks around, as if they might be observed. She
stands up and puts her robe back on. She sits down and
picks up her book.)

ANN (under). You’re impossible.

MIKE. I haven’t seen you for a week.

ANN. Five days.

MIKE. Feels like a week. (They look at each other. She re-
turns to her book.) Good book?

ANN. The Billion Dollar Sure Thing. It’s about a plot to
control all the oil in the world.

MIKE (pause). I want to touch you.

ANN (loud whisper). Shhhhsh.

MIKE. —I don’t care. (He stands up, looks around, walks
over to her, and still without looking at her, he kisses
her, she kisses him back. He goes back to his chaise,
sits down, leans back in his chair and picks up his
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THE PERSIAN QUARTER 9

book. They continue to talk without looking at each
other.) A nun. How were you ever a nun?

ANN. Who told you that?

MIKE. I read it.

ANN. Where?

MIKE. Ahh—your journal.

ANN (looks up). My journal?

MIKE. When I was in your bedroom.

ANN. You went snooping into my things? (MIKE grins.)
Did you?

MIKE. Is it true?

ANN (suddenly fierce). Did you or didn’t you?

MIKE. Wow. Remind me never to cross you. (Pause.)
What’s in your journal? (He’s teasing her. ANN gets up
and punches him in the arm.) Ow! (He grabs her arm.)
Now that I know you keep a “journal”—what did you
say about me?

ANN. You think I’d tell you? How did you know about/
my past?

MIKE. /I didn’t know. I heard.

ANN. Heard?

MIKE. Heard. Yeah.

ANN. You shouldn’t say things like that.

MIKE. Like what?

ANN. Like that you read my journal...like that you heard.

MIKE. Do you think the State Department might be read-
ing your journal?

ANN. I’'m not going to tell you what I think. You work for
the State Department.

MIKE. So do you.

ANN. No I don’t.

MIKE. You work for the company.
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10 THE PERSIAN QUARTER

ANN. I work for the Iran American Society.

MIKE (doesn’t believe her). Okay.

ANN. I give English classes and discuss literature.

MIKE (doesn’t believe her). Okay.

ANN. You’re impossible.

MIKE. So you said.

ANN. I heard you were impossible.

MIKE. I heard you were a nun.

ANN. Will you please let go of my arm? (He does. She
goes back to her chaise and picks up her book. A beat
She looks at him. He looks at her. Pause.) Never mind.

MIKE. What?

ANN. Forget it.

MIKE. Fine.

(Pause.)

ANN. I heard you stayed up all night smoking opium with
the mullahs. (MIKE laughs.) Is it true?

MIKE. I don’t like opium. It makes me sick.

ANN. You’ve tried it?

MIKE. Sure.

ANN. Opium. (Pause.) 1 wish I could try it.

MIKE. You want to try it?

ANN. Does it make you sick?

MIKE. A little. At first.

ANN. And then?

MIKE. Then it’s ahh...like having all your nerves re-
moved. In a good way.

(Pause.)
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THE PERSIAN QUARTER 11

ANN. Did you really smoke opium with the mullahs?

MIKE. Yeah.

ANN (pause). I’d like to try it. (Pause.) For the experi-
ence.

MIKE. You would?

ANN. Yes.

MIKE. You want to try opium or you want to meet the
mullahs? Is this a trap by any chance?

ANN. A trap?

MIKE. There are people in the department who would love
to see me take a tumble.

ANN. What does that have to do with me?

MIKE. Just checking, Ann.

ANN. You could get me in trouble just for saying I wanted
to smoke opium. The director of the Iran American So-
ciety is an opium addict. That’s what the story would
become in the Washington world of inflatable truth.

MIKE. Opium and the Ex-Nun. (Pause.) So were you?

ANN. Why is it so interesting? It’s not even relevant.

MIKE. It’s interesting to me.

ANN. Why?

MIKE (pause). It turns me on. (ANN laughs.) 1 have a
thing about nuns.

ANN. I’m not a nun anymore. I’'m not even Catholic any-
more. [’'m not even religious.

MIKE. No belief in anything?

ANN. Sorry to disappoint you.

MIKE. You don’t believe in anything?

ANN. Are you still Catholic?

MIKE. I never said I was Catholic. (Pause.) You heard I
was Catholic?

ANN. No.
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12 THE PERSIAN QUARTER

(Pause.)

MIKE. So how did you— Oh. Because of my thing about
nuns? Yeah, a sexual attraction to nuns is a sign of deep
religious faith.

ANN. You’re weird. I heard you were weird. Because of
your family background.

MIKE. You know about my family background?

ANN. Only what I heard...

MIKE. From who?

ANN. I don’t know. I don’t remember. Around.

MIKE. Around, like the wind?

ANN. This compound runs on gossip.

MIKE. They gossip about me?

ANN. You, me, everybody. Don’t tell me you don’t know
that. Where did you get your information about me?

ANN/MIKE. Around.

ANN. Do you wish you stayed in your apartment in North
Teheran?

MIKE. How’d you know I had an apartment in North Te-
heran? Stupid question.

ANN/MIKE. I heard/You heard.

ANN. From you. You lived on top of a grocery store.

MIKE. Yeah, on top of a grocery store, with a fancy cooler
in the front window.

ANN. Full of sheep heads.

MIKE/ANN. Who told you?/You did.

ANN. But not the whole story. Tell me the whole story.

MIKE. Why?

ANN. It’s interesting. You’re here and you’re having expe-
riences.

MIKE. Aren’t you having experiences?
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THE PERSIAN QUARTER 13

ANN (flirting). You’re my only experience. I’'m really in-
terested. Tell me. I love hearing your stories, Mike. I
do. Come on. Come on.

(They look at each other. He is very drawn to her.)

MIKE. Okay, so I lived on top of this grocery story called
Saadi Super Ghousht, with the sheep heads in the win-
dow that I had to pass twice a day, coming and going.
But it was a brand new building. White brick, two sto-
ries, very modern. Very Western. Saadi Super Ghousht.
Ghousht means meat.

ANN. Saadi is the great Persian poet.

MIKE. Yeah, so I lived on top of a butcher shop named af-
ter a poet. I’d like to see a chain of burger joints in the
U.S. named after Walt Whitman.

ANN. I’d like to walk into a bar and say “Got any Robert
Frost on tap?”

MIKE (laughs). Why not?

ANN. Because Americans aren’t poetic. We’re prosaic
grim realists.

MIKE. Am I grim or prosaic? What does prosaic mean?

ANN. We honor soldiers, politicians and the occasional as-
tronaut. Men. Always men.

MIKE. Do you want to be an occasional astronaut?

ANN. So what happened to your apartment on top of Saadi
Super Meat?

MIKE. ...Well, I was sitting in my living room one eve-
ning, drinking Persian wine from Shiraz, writing a re-
port...and I heard this big crash coming from the bath-
room. I got up, and walked down the hall, what was left
of the hall. Half the floor had caved in. And I'm peer-
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14 THE PERSIAN QUARTER

ing through the hole in the floor where I can see the
cooler with the sheep heads, right there, below my feet.
It turns out the building wasn’t made of brick, it was
made of dung. And straw. With a brick fagade. It just
looked like a modern building, but it wasn’t. It was re-
ally just like a peasant’s hut in the village.

ANN. Interesting. Ancient Persian construction techniques.
Western fagade. Huge metaphor.

MIKE. A metaphor? It was a catastrophe.

ANN. Not to me. I’'m an English teacher.

MIKE. Are you?

ANN. Yes. What did the landlord say?

MIKE. He said he was sorry that my bathroom floor caved
in when it was such a nice bathroom. He moved me
into another apartment in the building. A bigger apart-
ment. With a better view.

ANN. But you didn’t like it there anymore.

MIKE. No I liked it. Except that I noticed when I came
home and saw those heads in their cold case...I started
to feel too close to them. I started to identify. (ANN
laughs.) 1 started to imagine my head in the cooler. 1
don’t know why but I got freaked out. So I moved here
to the American compound. (Looks at her.) Which may
have been a mistake.

ANN. I’'m glad you did. (Pause.) I’'m glad you didn’t want
to be a sheep head.

MIKE. I wrote all this to the Foggy Bottoms in Washing-
ton. I hope they believed me.

ANN. Why wouldn’t they?

MIKE. Because I’'m suspect.

ANN. Suspect?
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THE PERSIAN QUARTER 15

MIKE. Why wasn’t I living in the compound to begin
with? What was [ doing living in an apartment on my
own? They don’t like the reports I write either. My re-
ports don’t fit into their world view.

ANN. What is their world view?

MIKE. That they rule the world.

ANN. They’re just trying to do their job.

MIKE. Yeah, I know. They think their job is to rule the
world. And I think that’s bullshit. For the record.

ANN. What record?

MIKE. Are you sure you’re not trying to get me into trou-
ble?

ANN. You’re so suspicious.

MIKE. It’s how I stay out of trouble.

ANN. I think they love you in Washington. You’re related
to the Roosevelts. To Kermit Roosevelt. A great patriot.

MIKE. Distantly related.

ANN. I think he was a brave man.

MIKE. That’s your opinion.

ANN. Yes, that’s my opinion. (Pause.) But not yours?

MIKE (pause). You’re such a true believer.

ANN. What do you mean?

MIKE. You’re a believer—all the cells in your body be-
lieve in a nun like way. So why do I find you so hard
to believe?

ANN. I’'m beginning to think you don’t like me.

MIKE. No, I like you. That’s the problem.

ANN. Why are you so suspicious of me?

MIKE. I don’t know...

(A pause. They look at each other. He's going to kiss
her but she looks around and pulls away.)
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16 THE PERSIAN QUARTER

ANN. Mike.

MIKE. Yeah, okay. We’re not in the bedroom.

ANN. And we’re in this country.

MIKE. There must be something you like about being
here.

ANN. You.

MIKE. Besides me.

ANN. I like...I like Rumi.

MIKE. Who?

ANN. The Persian poet. He’s very mystical and profound.

MIKE. Never met him.

ANN. He died in the thirteenth century.

MIKE. That explains it.

ANN. And I like Googosh. You know who she is, don’t
you?

MIKE. She used to be blasting from every car radio in the
city...Ahmani...your eyes are my wine... Your eyes are
my wine... You like poets? I can be poetic.

(The look at each other.)

ANN. You’re so different from your reputation.

MIKE. What is my reputation?

ANN. You’re a hothead.

MIKE. A hothead? What does that mean?

ANN. And an oddball elitist.

MIKE. Where do they get elitist? Me?

ANN. You’re a Roosevelt.

MIKE. I’'m a Catholic boy from a Pennsylvania farm.

ANN (pause). They say you’ve “gone native.”

MIKE. Native? Because I speak the language of the coun-
try I’ve been sent to and I actually like the people who
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THE PERSIAN QUARTER 17

live here. What do they expect? I was in the Peace
Corps. I learned Farsi in the Peace Corps.

ANN. So you know my name means shit in Farsi.

MIKE (laughs). Maybe you should think about using an-
other name.

ANN. My older brother used to call me little shit. I can’t
get away from it.

MIKE. What do your students call you?

ANN. They call me Khonom Gill-as. Lady Cherries.

MIKE. Lady Cherries. Don’t take offense, but that sounds
like a stripper. A stripper nun. (He gets a pack of ciga-
rettes out of the pocket of his bathrobe.) 1t’s enough to
give me a heart attack. (Offers her a cigarette.)

ANN (shakes her head). 1 don’t smoke. So I guess I can’t
stay up all night smoking with the mullahs and get the
lowdown. Also I’'m not a man.

MIKE. That’s one of the reasons I like you.

ANN. I can’t go anywhere in this city.

MIKE. Where do you want to go? I’ll take you.

ANN. I really want to get out of here. Can you take me out
of here?

MIKE. But you just got here. How long has it been? A
couple months?

ANN. It twists me up, being in a culture where a man’s
sense of his virility is dependent on the misery of his
women.

MIKE. It’s not misery. They believe in female modesty.

ANN. That’s exactly what I was told by the church. That
God wants me to be modest. I’d ask the nuns, but is
that all he wants of me? Yes, they said, that was all he
wanted. I thought it was so undignified.
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