The Torturer’s Song
Act One

Scene 1
Chorus:

In the beginning!
In the name of!
We cry out!
Here!
Under Heaven

This furnace

This broken bone

This crying land

With a burning heart

We prosecute our claim before God and All.

Inshallah

Inshallah

Allah Akhbar

Allah Akhbar

Fulani phrase
Fulani phrase
Amen

Amen

Before God and all
Torturer:

There is no God
There is only pain

Its gentle truth

Destroys all hope

Leaves only bones

And broken bodies

To pronounce their final sentence. 

I am a simple man

I have a simple life:

I take your pain

I take your heart and blood
Just another working day.

Chorus:

In the name of!

Blessed are the peacemakers

Under Heaven

This furnace

This broken bone

This crying land

With a burning heart

We cry out!

Torturer:

Just another working day

I take my time

I take my pleasure and my rest.

Only pain

And blood and bone

See!

These are my tools of trade.

Scene2

Managers:
13 children running down a deadend street

This is appropriate

If one child runs down a deadend street

This is appropriate

If a second child runs down a deadend street

This is appropriate

If a third child runs down a deadend street

This is appropriate

If a fourth child runs down a deadend street

This is appropriate

If a fifth child runs down a deadend street

This is appropriate

If a six, seven, eight nine ten child runs down a deadend street

This is appropriate

If an eleven, twelve and thirteen child runs down a deadend street

This is appropriate

Manager X:

Is this my child running?
Do I count her with the rest?

My child is running down a deadend street

Perhaps this is not appropriate.

Manager’s Woman:

Why do you send our child down a deadend street?

Why do you raise your hand to be counted with the rest?

This is our child running

This is our child falling

Falling

See where she lies

A patch of light in the dark deadend street.

Managers:
Another working day

Business is booming

Business is exploding

We are counting

See

13 children running down a deadend street.

Oh well.
Not our problem.

Manager X:

What is left now

Is only numbers

The numbers fit

The calculations are complete.

Manager’s woman:

And when you are done

You bring me home

My tears and bitter treats

Scene 3

Two Children:

My father is


My father too

My brother can


My brother too

We are like our fathers
We are like our mothers

Our brothers.


And sisters

But I am not like you!


And I am not like you!

Why are you so different?

I will not fight
I will not pray

Only love, only love.

Israel (a girl?)

I will not fight 

I will not pray

Only love love, only love.

Palestine (having seen Israel and fallen for her)

I am the wrong face

I am the wrong face

I am not worthy of her grace

I am not worthy of her embrace

Israel (seeing and loving Palestine)

I am the wrong face

I am the wrong face

I am not worthy of his grace

I am not worthy of his embrace

Palestine and Israel (some sort of combination together and solo and together)
You are the reaching spirit

You are the turning world

But Oh! oh! Your People!

Never

I fear never.

I fear never will they stop

Never will they stop.

Israel and Palestine (together alone in the desert)

There are no people

Only sand and stars

Nothing moves but my beating heart

Take my heart, my beating heart

Take my love beyond the empty sky

This endless night and the stars alight

Take my heart, my beating heat.

They walk together across the sand and step on a landmine or get blown up by a missile. Shattered and dead. Love lies bleeding.
Act Two

Enter accusers from both sides of the conflict, the action builds up into all out fighting, bloody, inconclusive.

You!

You!

You!

You!

No you!

No you!

No you!

No you!

You did this thing!

You did this thing!

You did this thing!

You did this thing!

Since the beginning

In the beginning

In the name of Allah the most merciful

Inshallah

Amen

We fight

You!

You!

You cast the first stone!

You fired the first shot!

You drew the line in the sand!

You shattered the peace of ages!

You slaughtered the women

You tortured the children

You cast the first stone

You fired the first shot

You drew the line in the sand.

No mercy here!

Allah the most merciful!

No mercy here!

God of ages!

This land!

This broken bone!

You! 

No you!

No you!

Enter negotiators (going to each fighter 
Peace brother!

Sister be at peace!

Then to all including audience

Brothers all

Sisters all

Be at peace

Make a deal

Melt the guns

Raise your children

Turn your hatred into song!

Fighters:

No!

We fight!

In this crying land!

Under Heaven!

In this furnace!

This broken bone!

We fight!

We pray!

We fight!

We pray!

Negotiators’ voices continue to be heard but are drowned out by the fighters.

Enter Palestine’s Parents and Israel’s Parents.
We seek no solace here

We come to weigh our tears 

And shed them here.

We seek no wisdom from this mob

We come to mourn, to tear our clothes, to wash away the blood of our children.

Amen, Inshallah. Amen, Ishallah.

We are the broken people

We are the unseen victims of the crime

We are the unseen victims

We are the unseen,

The living! The wounded!

The banished tribe!
Fighters change their tune

Oh but we didn’t mean to

It was just collateral damage

It was a mistake of course

It was a shot in the dark

A matter of chance.

Sorry for your son of course

Sorry for your daughter of course

Sorry Mother, Sorry Father, Sorry Brother Sorry Sister, Uncle, Aunt, Grandfather, Grandmother, Cousins all

Sorry, We are Sorry.
Suddenly we See the Torturer (with dark glasses. He is unmoving in the centre of the crowd. We didn’t see him come. We won’t see him go.)
No sadness boys, 

It’s a day’s work done.

Let me take my ease once more

It’s a day’s work done.

I seek the truth 

That is all.

I seek the truth

That is all.

I seek to know what you know

That is all

I seek to know what you don’t know you know

Ho ho. That is all! That is all! That is all!

Enter Parents:

We seek no solace here

We come to weigh our tears 

And shed them here.

We seek no wisdom from this mob

We come to mourn, to tear our clothes, to wash away the blood of our children.

Amen, Inshallah. Amen, Ishallah.

We are the broken people

We are the unseen victims of the crime

We are the unseen victims

We are the unseen,

The living! The wounded!

The banished tribe.

Torturer

It’s a day’s work done.

I seek the truth 

That is all!

I seek the truth

That is all!

I seek to know what you know

That is all!

I seek to know what you don’t know you know!

Ho ho. That is all! That is all! That is all!

Ghosts of Palestine and Israel

We are two hearts torn apart

We are children of the torturer

We sing the song of the Torturer

We are the song

We are the Torturer’s Song

He sings us to our beds

He sings us to our pain and tears

He sings us to our deaths

We are the song

We are the Torturer’s Song.

Torturer

It’s a day’s work done.

I seek the truth 

That is all!

I seek the truth

That is all!

I seek to know what you know

That is all!

I seek to know what you don’t know you know!

Ho ho. That is all! That is all! That is all!

End Act Two.

Act Three

Torturer enters, sits down to breakfast.

Enter Torturer’s Wife

Wife

Oh your shirt and your tie

Oh there’s blood on your collar

Oh there’s blood on your shoes

Oh there BLOOD ON YOUR HANDS.

(she cleans him up)

There there, got to look your best today

Got to look your very very best 

Such an important man.

A seeker of the truth you know

A seeker after knowledge

His parents would have been so proud

They died too early… we never solved the crime….
Oh such an important man.

Such an important member of the State

Part of the Apparatus

Almost Godlike

Have your breakfast dear.

Enter son and daughter looking like Palestine and Israel.

Father Father 

Tell us a story Father Father

Tell us about the truth you seek

Tell us about the strong and the weak

The ones who break and ones who squeak!

The ones who never say a word!

Oh yes!!

The ones who never say a word.

Father Father

Tell us a story

Tell us a story.

Tell us a story.

Tell us a story.

Enter Torture Victims

I was done in 48

I was done before Yom Kippur

I was done in Lebanon

I was done in Jerusalem

I was done in the night time

I was done in the dark

I was done in the daylight

I was done in the dark

In the dark he comes for you

In the dark you feel his loving touch

It creeps the skin, it fries the eyes

It bleeds the heart

Ahhhhhhh slowly!

Slowly slowly

It bleeds the heart

Ahhhhhhh slowly!

Slowly slowly!
Thank you for your sweet love song

The torturer’s song that we sang that day

Thank you for your sweet embrace

And the torturer’s song that we sang that day.

So many people…..

So many people…… oh there are so many people…..

Can you hear them?

Can you hear them moan?

Can you touch their pain

When you seek the truth?

The Torturer rises, grabs a hitherto hidden white cane. Taps his way to the front of the stage. Opens mouth to sing but then pauses and looks back at the watchers – wife, children, victims.
Victims

He cannot see. 
Wife and children

He never could see

Victims

He cannot see. 

Wife and children

He never could see

Victims

He cannot see. 

Wife and children

He never could see

Victims

He cannot see. 

Wife and children

He never could see

Parents of P and I
See yon Torturer

Dressed to kill they say

Born for the job they say.

Never sees his victims

Doesn’t know their names.

He just seeks the truth, they say

He just hands down justice, they say.

Fighters Crowding around

Give us our orders 

Sing us your song.

Sing!

Tell us where 

To be placing fire

Where to stab

Where to burn.

Sing!
He has the knowledge

He seeks the truth.

Inshallah

Amen.

Torturer slowly taps his way back through the crowd disappearing upstage. Fighters, wife, children, ghosts, victims all remain.

You!

You!

No! You!

No! You!

No! You!

No! You!

You did it!

No! You!

No! You!

No! You!

You cast the first stone

No! You!

No! You!

No! You!

You drew the line in the dust

No! You!

No! You!

No! You!

You held the child over the abyss

No! You!

No! You!

No! You!

We are innocent! It’s the other side!

It’s the other side. The other side.
We are innocent.

Innocent.

We sing the song

The Torturer’s Song

Innocent.

We sing the song

The Torturer’s Song

Innocent.

We sing the song

The Torturer’s Song

The singing slowly becomes a low moan which elevates into a scream that mounts higher and higher until

Curtain

The end
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