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			A THOUSAND SPLENDID SUNS

			KHALED HOSSEINI was born in Kabul, Afghanistan, and moved to the United States in 1980. He is the author of the New York Times bestsellers The Kite Runner, A Thousand Splendid Suns, and And the Mountains Echoed. He is a U.S. Goodwill Envoy to the United Nations Refugee Agency and the founder of the Khaled Hosseini Foundation, a nonprofit that provides humanitarian assistance to the people of Afghanistan.

			URSULA RANI SARMA is an internationally acclaimed writer of Irish Indian descent. She has written fifteen plays for companies such as the Abbey Theatre in Dublin, the Royal National Theatre in London, the American Conservatory Theater in San Francisco, the Traverse Theatre in Edinburgh, Paines Plough Theatre in London, Clean Break in London, and BBC Radio, among many others. Some of these plays include the award-winning The Dark Things, The Spider Men, The Magic Tree, and a new version of Federico García Lorca’s Yerma. Her work for the screen includes projects for the BBC, Film4, RTÉ, TV3, and Sky. She has received numerous awards and has held writer-in-residence positions for the Royal National Theatre in London, the Eugene O’Neill Theater Center in Connecticut, and Paines Plough Theatre in London.

		

	
		
			
			Note on casting: the play can be done with a cast of eight adults and two children.

			CHARACTERS

			Laila

			Mariam

			Young Mariam

			Nana, Mariam’s mother

			Jalil, Mariam’s father

			Tariq

			Babi, Laila’s father

			Fariba, Laila’s mother

			Mullah Faizullah, Mariam’s teacher

			Rasheed, Mariam and Laila’s husband

			Aziza, Laila’s daughter

			Zalmai, Laila’s son

			Driver

			Militiaman

			Interrogator

			Doctor

			Nurse

			Talib soldier

			Abdul Sharif

			Wakil

			Zaman
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			SCENE ONE

			Lights up on Babi, a slight man in his forties with glasses. He is reading from a brown leather-bound book. At his feet sits Laila, fifteen, listening attentively. They are both surrounded by books, boxes, and clothes. 1992.

			BABI: How beautiful is Kabul nestled beneath her barren mountains

			Even the Rose is wanton for her silken thorns

			Though the wind, heavy with her fine and powdered soil, stings my eyes

			I love her, for knowledge and love are both born of this earth . . .

			We hear a woman’s voice call out.

			FARIBA: Hakim!

			Babi and Laila exchange a look, then he continues to read. A soft whine begins.

			BABI: I sing to praise her glorious blooms

			I blush in wonder at the beauty of her trees—

			Fariba, forty, enters. She is a tired, brokenhearted woman and it shows.

			FARIBA: Hakim! Now is not the time for poetry.

			BABI: There is always time for poetry, Fariba.

			FARIBA: And when the taxi comes and we’re not ready, what then? Will poetry get us to Pakistan? Will it carry us all the way there?

			LAILA: Oh, leave him be, Mammy. (The whine gets louder.)

			BABI: It’s okay, Laila, your mother is right, we have no time . . .

			Babi exits back into their house. The whine gets louder still. Both Laila and Fariba stop to listen as it becomes the whistle of an incoming missile. It increases in volume as it approaches and then passes by overhead, detonating somewhere in the distance. Fariba returns to sorting clothes and boxes almost immediately.

			LAILA: It’s the whistling I hate, not knowing where it’s going to land . . .

			FARIBA: Just be happy it wasn’t here.

			LAILA: But it landed somewhere, someone in the city is now dead. Look, there’s the smoke . . . I heard if they don’t move the bodies in time, then the dogs start to eat them—

			FARIBA: Hush now, no point in talking like this, keep sorting, the taxi will be here soon.

			Laila pulls her mother’s wedding dress from a pile and stares at it in shock.

			LAILA: Mammy . . . you’re not selling your wedding dress?

			FARIBA: It’s heavy and we can get some money for it.

			LAILA: But it’s beautiful . . .

			FARIBA: Beauty won’t put food on our plates; what do you think will feed us when we get to Peshawar? Put it in the pile . . . (Babi enters with a box of books. He selects two, then puts one back, then takes another.) It’s your father you should feel sorry for . . . having to leave all his precious books behind . . . look at him . . . in agony . . .

			BABI: It’s like that game . . . you’re going to a desert island and you can only bring five books, which ones would you choose? You never think you will actually have to do it . . .

			LAILA: Poor Babi, can I help?

			BABI: (overwhelmed) I have six more boxes inside . . . perhaps it’s better to leave them all behind.

			LAILA: How about I choose for you? I’ll put them in a bag and you won’t open it until we get settled?

			BABI: Thank you, Laila . . . but some things people just have to do for themselves . . . (Babi exiting.) No time . . . we have no time . . .

			FARIBA: When I met him my friends would say, “Hakim may not be the best for mending a fence, but if you have a book that needs urgent reading, then he’s your man.” (Laila laughs.) I don’t know why you’re laughing, you’re the very same.

			LAILA: I can fix things, I fixed the screen.

			FARIBA: Yes, but you’re a thinker, a dreamer, not like your brothers, they were fighters. (Beat. She looks back toward the house.) I have spent so many days inside this house . . . listening to the ticking of the clock . . . thinking of all the minutes, the days and years spread out before me. All of it without them.

			LAILA: Mammy, don’t . . .

			FARIBA: (looks to Laila, touches her face) But at least I still have you, eh? (Laila smiles and goes to move her face away, but Fariba has seen something, turns her face back to hers, examines it.) Laila . . . are you plucking your eyebrows?

			LAILA: (self-conscious) Just a little.

			FARIBA: When did you become a young woman?

			LAILA: I don’t know . . . it just happened, I guess.

			BABI: (enters with another box of books) Maybe we will catch up with Tariq and his family when we get to Peshawar. They left what? Ten days ago now? What do you think, Laila?

			LAILA: (nonchalant) Maybe.

			FARIBA: Look at her, pretending not to care.

			LAILA: I didn’t say I didn’t care.

			FARIBA: Well, it’s time he did something about the situation, right, Hakim? How old is Tariq?

			Babi exits again.

			LAILA: Seventeen.

			FARIBA: It was one thing when you were little kids running around, but now things are different . . . and remember, he is a boy so he doesn’t care about reputation, but you are a girl and a pretty one at that. Your reputation is a delicate thing. Like a mynah bird in your hands, loosen your grip and away it flies.

			LAILA: He’s like a brother to me.

			FARIBA: (furious) That he is not, you will not liken that one-legged carpenter’s boy to your brothers. There is no one like them. You don’t remember, you were too young when they went off to fight, but they were real men . . . heroes, Laila.

			LAILA: Yes, Mammy, I know.

			FARIBA: All I’m saying is if you’re not careful, people will talk . . . (Babi reenters with another box of books.) Isn’t that right, Hakim? Tariq should ask for her hand . . .

			BABI: Oh, boys can wait, Laila can be anything she wants . . . (To Laila) Things weren’t always like they are now; here in Kabul women taught at the university, they ran schools, held office in the government. These days will come again—

			FARIBA: And where will we be then? Long gone.

			BABI: (upset by this, turning to her) Don’t you think it’s hard for me too? I’ve spent most of my life here in Kabul, it’s all I know . . .

			Laila looks at them, afraid for a minute this might all fall apart.

			FARIBA: (softer now, tender almost) Then both our hearts are broken . . . but what can we do? (Beat. She Stands stiffly.) That’s everything.

			BABI: We’re going to need a second taxi to take all this to the pawnshop.

			FARIBA: I’ll go and prepare the lunch, come in and eat when you are done here . . . (Beat. To Laila) Don’t let him weep too long over his books . . .

			Laila watches Babi reading again from the book where he read the poem. Laila goes to him and takes the book.

			LAILA: Let me . . . (She reads. Babi begins to pack his books away, pausing moments later, listening intently.)

			Every street of Kabul entices my eyes

			Through the bazaars I watch the caravans of Egypt pass by

			I could not count the moons that shimmer on her roofs

			And the thousand splendid suns that hide behind her walls . . .

			And I, I sing to the gardens of Jahanara, of Sharhara

			Even the choirs of heaven cry out for their emerald pastures.

			Laila looks up to see Babi is sobbing.

			Oh, Babi, we’ll come back. When this war is over, we’ll come back to Kabul, you’ll see . . .

			BABI: (sets the books down at his feet, heartbroken) You choose for me, Laila, I cannot . . .

			Babi enters the house and Laila begins to go through the books, looking at the titles. In the distance a low whine begins.

			FARIBA: (from offstage) Laila, come and eat . . .

			LAILA: I’m coming . . .

			She picks up more books, worries she will make the wrong choice and her father will be disappointed. The whine gets louder and louder and turns into a whistle. Laila recognizes it and looks up, as though she might see it approaching. As it gets louder, she puts her hand over her eyes as if to shield them. Then the giant roar of an explosion and a blinding flash of white before a sudden and ink-black darkness. Laila’s silhouette is burned into our eyes.

		

	OEBPS/image/cover.jpg
A THOUSAND

EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE

KHALED HOSSEINI

ARRRAAAC AARARAR

VNHVSINVH V]ﬂsun A€ QELAVAV





OEBPS/font/Shift-BoldItalic.otf


OEBPS/font/Shift-Light.otf


OEBPS/image/New_Riverhead_logo-fill-25_K.jpg





OEBPS/image/penguin-logo-for-copyright.jpg





OEBPS/font/Fort-Book.otf


OEBPS/image/page_iii.jpg
A Thousand
Splendid Suns

(PLAY SCRIPT)

ADAPTED BY URSULA RANI SARMA

BASED ON THE NOoVEL BY KHALED HOSSEINI

RIVERHEAD BOOKS
NEW YORK

2018





OEBPS/image/sun.png





