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ACT I, SCENE 1 - MONA’S HOME

[A soft light illumines MONA, alone.]

MONA
Iran, Iran--Once the pearl of the world, exalted among 
nations. You lit the Sacred Fire. You rebuilt the Holy 
Temple. Placed gifts before a newborn King. You took on the 
Prophet’s mantle and embraced His family. Iran, my Iran--what 
has happened to you now? You raise up your enemies and mow 
down your friends. You lock up wisdom and lift the foolish. 
You reward thieves and sacrifice your heros. How far you have 
fallen, Iran... and how ever will you rise again? 

[A night bird is heard. Lights come up. 
We see a large rug, a window frame, a 
tape recorder on a table, some candles 
and matches, plus a large poster board, 
paint, photos, scissors, and other 
crafts. MONA is now on the rug and 
plays a recording of herself chanting. 
She lights three candles as she speaks 
the following names.]

MONA
Ehsán Mehdizádeh. Sattár Khushkhú. Yadu’lláh Vahdat.

[As she lights each candle, three 
blindfolded men are illuminated upstage 
one by one.] 

MONA
Friends, what can I offer up for you? I’d say my life, but I 
don’t think God is interested in that. So I will paint you a 
picture.

[She starts to paint. An execution 
scene is heard in the background. MONA 
says some of the words.]

MONA & GUARD
Traitors! Heretics! You are to be executed now because of 
your crimes against Faith and Country. What do you have to 
say?

MR. VAHDAT
You think I’m a traitor? I was a Colonel in the army. 

GUARD
You WERE a colonel! 

MR. VAHDAT
Take off my blindfold. I’ll watch the bullets come.



EHSAN
Guard, take mine off too. I will also welcome the bullets.

MONA
The guard approaches.

EHSAN
Wait. Give me your hand.

MONA
Ehsan kisses the guard’s hand. Now why would he do that?

GUARD 
No use begging for mercy! It’s time to die! Ready! Aim!

MONA
Aim for the heart!

[Mona’s MOTHER has entered.]

MOTHER
Mona?

[MONA has dipped a paintbrush into red 
paint and now brushes it liberally on 
the picture she is making.]

MOTHER
My God, girl, what are you doing?

MONA
Remembering the martyrs.

MOTHER
We don’t know that it’s true, Mona. That woman who brought 
the news, she’s a very emotional type. They’ll run you up and 
down the wall if you let them. Watch the rug. Look, your 
father has gone to find out what really happened. So until he 
comes, just put it outside your mind.

[MONA dips her hand in the red paint 
and begins to smear it over her 
picture.] 

MOTHER
Now you’re just trying to provoke me. Let’s get your clothes 
ready for tomorrow. You haven’t worn this green dress in a 
while, does it even fit now you’re filling out? 

(No response.)
What color are you going to wear?

MONA
Black.
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MOTHER
(takes a deep breath)

Don’t you have homework?

MONA
I have an essay on how Islam brings freedom into our lives.

MOTHER
And?

[MONA looks at her as if the answer is 
self-evident.]

MOTHER
So talk to them about true Islam, not the regime, but the 
teachings of Muhammad: pray to God, give to the poor...

MONA
Why do you think Ehsan kissed the guard’s hand?

MOTHER
We don’t know that’s true.

MONA
Who would make up such an odd detail?

MOTHER
Someone who wants attention! When people want attention, they 
embellish stories... 

(seeing the photos)
You cut up all our pictures? Okay that’s it. 

(blows out the candles)
You need to just stop this and go to bed.

MONA
Mom, our friends have given their lives. What small sacrifice 
can we make?

[She lights a match to relight the 
candles. The FATHER is at the door.]

FATHER
Allah-u-abha.

MONA
Dad.

[She blows out her match.]

MOTHER
Tell us something good.
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FATHER
(after a beat)

They’re free.

MOTHER
What? What do you mean they’re free? Free-free? 

MONA
They’re gone, Mom.

MOTHER
What?

(to FATHER)
Then why didn’t you say that? O God! I don’t believe they 
killed them. 

(Goes to leave.) 
I don’t know why you said that, Jamshid.

[She is gone. MONA has lain down on the 
carpet. The FATHER comes to her. They 
are quiet a while. He wipes her hand, 
caresses her hair.]

MONA
You’re next, aren’t you?

FATHER
We don’t know that.

MONA
After Mr. Vahdat, you’re next in line.

FATHER
Maybe things will calm down. 

[She hears the gunfire.]

MONA
(without emotion, at first)

So we’re just supposed to lie down and let them roll right 
over us, mow us down one by one because we’re a peaceful 
people they can scapegoat, we don’t just not put up a fight, 
we welcome death, we welcome the bullets, we kiss their 
hands...

FATHER
Don’t go too far now.

MONA
I’m not kissing anyone’s hand.

[She kisses his. He strokes her hair.]
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FATHER
Don’t talk about this with your mother, okay?

MOTHER
(entering)

What?

FATHER
(smiles gently)

We have a funeral to arrange.
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ACT I, SCENE 2 - MONA’S SCHOOL

[A school for girls. A STUDENT fervidly 
reads aloud her essay. MONA is drawing 
a picture. Nearby is her friend, 
FARAH.]

STUDENT
Heaven opens its gates and calls out “Enter me!” Blood 
gathers on the ground and calls out “Avenge me!” The 
Revolution gathers momentum and calls out “Serve me!” Islam 
is the tree planted by Heaven watered by the blood of 
Revolution and its fruit calls out “Eat me!”

[Some students giggle at this, 
including FARAH. She turns to MONA, who 
is intent on her drawing.]

FARAH
(Quietly.)

You’re not drawing flowers today.
(MONA shakes her head.)

Is that you?
(MONA nods her head.)

You have fire in your eyes.

MONA
So watch out.

FARAH
What’s going on?

TEACHER (UNSEEN)
Mona, would you like to read your essay?

[MONA stands. She is timid at first, 
but soon grows impassioned.]

MONA
“Freedom. Of all the great words in this great wide world, 
freedom is the greatest. Throughout history, people have 
craved liberty. They’ve written about it, sung about it, 
fought for it, died for it. And yet, some men, out of some 
perverse element of their soul that craves power and control, 
have insisted on denying liberty to others. They became like 
animals, like wolves in their pursuit, hunting down helpless 
gazelles, and they kill them, and roll in their blood, and 
their eyes roll back in their heads and so are blind to the 
evil they perpetrate...

TEACHER
I think that’s enough.

6.



MONA
(facing off)

Why do you deny liberty to Baha’is? 

[Silence.]

TEACHER
Sit down, Mona.

MONA
We are your countrymen, the same blood. Don’t we have the 
right to live and believe what we will? 

TEACHER
Stop right there.

MONA
What are you afraid of? That we’ll steal away your freedom? 

TEACHER
Students, turn your backs and put your fingers in your ears. 

MONA
Or that we’ll steal this veil you’re hiding behind?!

TEACHER
Farah, you too! Right this minute.

[The TEACHER is now there, just outside 
of the lighted area. FARAH reluctantly 
turns her back on MONA.]

MONA
(with fire in her eyes)

Throw down that veil! 

[She throws down her paper.]
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ACT I, SCENE 4 - MONA’S HOME

[MONA and her MOTHER enter. The MOTHER 
with a dark chador, which she removes 
and folds up upon entering.]

MOTHER
Your father already has so much on his mind with the martyrs 
needing burial and the guards refusing us going in to the 
cemetery... It’s only because he pleaded with that man that 
you weren’t expelled. 

MONA
You should have let them do it.

MOTHER
Are you so ungrateful? You’re one of the few Baha’i children 
still in school.

MONA
What am I learning? Propaganda! It’s not like I can go to 
university anyway.

MOTHER
Look, we are going to get through this. These mullas can’t 
stay in power long. The people will see the violence and 
they’ll say enough is enough. 

MONA
We can’t just wait to be rescued while they sweep into our 
homes and take what we love. 

MOTHER
They won’t. God won’t let them.

MONA
God let them into Mr. Vahdat’s home. Being a Baha’i is no 
protection--that goes for Dad too

MOTHER
Your father is going to be fine! People were mad they 
couldn’t go pay their respects to the dead. The Muslims, I 
mean. They will push back...

MONA
In one hundred forty years, when have the people of this 
country ever stood up for us? 

(a beat)
We have to sound the alarm, remind them that this is Iran, 
the land of Cyrus the Great, the founder of human rights! 
That’s what I was standing up for today. 

MOTHER
Did it work?
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MONA
Did what work?

MOTHER
Your wake up call.

MONA
No, because the teacher made them put their fingers in their 
ears.

MOTHER
And this is what they will continue to do if we speak to them 
harshly. 

MONA
What does God want us to do, Mom? If He just shows me the 
path, I’ll go. I just don’t understand why there has to be so 
much pain. 

(waits for an answer)

MOTHER
Why are you looking at me? 

[A knock. The door opens. It’s Mona’s 
sister, TARANEH, 23 and pregnant.] 

MOTHER
Taraneh!

TARANEH
Hey, I got here as soon as I could.

MOTHER
You need to talk some sense into this sister of yours.

MONA
Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah....

[MONA goes right for TARANEH’s belly. 
She kneels and touches.]

TARANEH
Hi darling.

MONA
(absorbed in TARANEH's belly)

I can't believe this is you, Taraneh. There's a little 
creation forming inside of you.

TARANEH
Yeah, I’m inflating like a balloon. God, I hope I can save my 
skin.
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MONA
(in her own world, but not 
leaving TARANEH’s belly)

But imagine what the baby is going through, no idea where 
life is leading. Bahá'u'lláh says we’re like the baby in the 
womb and the spiritual world is all around us. You know, like 
we’re inside, hidden by this veil...

(indicates her belly)
All warm, we’d stay inside there forever. 

TARANEH
All your meals delivered, I can’t believe what food this kid 
orders, things I never would eat, but she wants it, she gets 
it. 

MOTHER
She?

TARANEH
Did I say that? I keep telling myself not to.

(tears well up)
I don’t even want a girl. I think Sírús’s family wants a boy--
they won’t say it, but they keep calling it a “he.” 

MOTHER
We need a boy in the family.

[MONA has her ear up to TARANEH’s 
belly.]

TARANEH
What do you think, sweetie?

MONA
I’m listening. 

(addresses the baby)
Who are you? Helloooo.... Hellooooo.....

[A shift where focus comes in on MONA 
and TARANEH’s belly and off the MOTHER 
and TARANEH’s actions. MONA sees a 
beautiful WOMAN IN WHITE.]

MONA
Who are you? 

[The ceiling seems to open and light 
starts coming down--a glimmering of the 
possible.]

WOMAN IN WHITE
(with gentle authority)

Prepare yourself. Just like the expectant mother, just like 
the babe--prepare yourself.
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MONA
For what?

[The WOMAN shrugs as if to say “what 
else?”] 

MOTHER
Mona?

[Shift back to the physical plane.]

TARANEH
Ouch. Honey, you’re squeezing a little tight there. 

MONA
(coming back to herself)

Huh?

TARANEH
What’s wrong? You see a ghost?

MONA
(standing)

No, I’m fine. 

[MONA exits.]

MOTHER
What am I going to do with this girl? She’s in her own world 
half the time, and who can blame her? This one is such a 
mess, but I’m really starting to worry. What if they come for 
your father? She’s so attached to him. I catch them sometimes 
just staring at each other as if they’re reading each other’s 
minds. I think they don’t want me to know how they’re 
feeling, like it will crush me. It won’t! 

(She sits)
I don’t know that we shouldn’t get out of Iran altogether at 
least until this whole thing blows over.

TARANEH
Have you talked to Dad?

MOTHER
When do I see him? Anyway, he won’t talk about it.

TARANEH
Where is he now?

MOTHER
Where is he ever? Out feeding the poor, healing the sick...

TARANEH
Mom.
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MOTHER
I’m sorry, but what about us? And now I see Mona going the 
same way--you know she’s going to this orphanage three times 
a week now, these tiny neglected kids call her “Mommy Mona,” 
and she just melts. Then she comes home, the smell! I mean, 
that’s fine, it’s great, but the girl doesn’t communicate 
with me! We never had that trouble, you and me, did we?

[MRS. KHUDAYAR, a neighbor, enters.]

MRS. KHUDAYAR
Well, are you coming?

TARANEH
Hello, Mrs. Khudayar.

MOTHER
Coming where?

TARANEH
The birthday party, Mom. I’ll get Mona.

(exits)

MOTHER
I can’t believe I forgot. What time? Wait til you hear... 

MRS. KHUDAYAR
He’s just about to cut the cake. 

[REZA’s voice is heard from the hall.]

REZA (O.S.)
Is she coming? 

TARANEH
(having reentered)

Maybe a little later. 

REZA
(poking his head in)

Why not now?

TARANEH
Happy birthday, Reza.

MOTHER
Mona has some thinking to do. 

MRS. KHUDAYAR
Thinking, huh? 

REZA
(exiting)

Fine.
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MRS. KHUDAYAR
I keep telling him to get it out of his head, but listen to 
me? God help us, these little boys grow to be men.

TARANEH
Well, shall we get some cake?

MRS. KHUDAYAR
Well, well, Taraneh, look at you. Wait, wait.

(She feels her hair, hikes up 
her skirt to look at her 
ankles and legs, feels around 
her stomach and chest, etc. 
Then when the exam is over:)

Definitely a girl!

[They exit.]
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ACT I, SCENE 5 - MONA’S DREAM

[MONA is asleep. The WOMAN IN WHITE 
from the Scene 4 enters, radiant. She 
wakes MONA and brings her to her feet.]

WOMAN IN WHITE
I have something for you. A gift. But you must choose.

[She offers MONA a box, from which MONA 
pulls out a beautiful red dress.]

MONA
Ooh.

[MONA holds the dress up to herself. 
There is an instant scene shift to a 
girl being executed by hanging. MONA 
shudders and pushes the dress away.]

MONA
No!

[In an instant, the scene shifts back. 
The WOMAN IN WHITE gestures towards a 
2nd box. MONA goes and pulls out a 
black dress of the same pattern.]

MONA
Lovely.

[She holds this dress up to herself. A 
scene shift where several people are 
suffering intolerably, from torture or 
deprivation. MONA pushes it away too.]

MONA
No, I don’t want that one either.

[MONA is hesitant to open a third box. 
The WOMAN IN WHITE smiles and opens it 
for her. She pulls out a blue dress.]

MONA
I like blue.

(She takes it, but hesitates to 
put it up to herself.)

But what is it?

[The WOMAN IN WHITE whispers in her 
ear. MONA hears, holds the dress up to 
herself. A young man (ARAM) is revealed 
with great glory. MONA is stunned. 
Blackout.]
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ACT I, SCENE 6 - A CLOTHING SHOP OFF A BUSY STREET

[A SHOPKEEPER fiddles with a tape 
recorder that plays music by Dariush, a 
popular Iranian singer. FARAH and MONA 
are searching dresses.] 

FARAH
Are you still mad about the class? 

(no response)
I’m sorry, but what was I supposed to do? Everyone was 
freaking out, looking at me with all this hate, and the 
teacher singled me out...!

SHOPKEEPER
Girls, we just got in some nice scarves...

MONA
No thank you.

FARAH
Look, if anyone should be mad, it should be me. You’re the 
one who made a scene, and they all know I’m your friend. 

(MONA looks at her.)
Got you to look.

(MONA looks away.)
Come on, don’t be mad at me.

MONA
I’m not mad. If no one will stand up for us, even our 
friends, when things get tough, that’s fine.

FARAH
I told you I was sorry.

MONA
So I forgive you. 

FARAH
But you’re still mad. You can’t forgive someone and still be 
mad at them.

MONA
I don’t want to talk about it. If you want, you can help me 
look for a dress. 

FARAH
Okay.

(A beat.)
How about a red one?

(MONA looks at her, a little 
spooked.)

Red for anger.
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SHOPKEEPER
Very good prices on these scarves--the best in the city!

FARAH
No thanks!

MONA
I don’t want red, I want blue. I had a dream last night and I 
was offered a choice of red, black or blue dresses, and so I 
chose blue.

FARAH
Offered by who?

MONA
By God. I think.

FARAH
Wow. Why do you think God wants you to have a blue dress?

MONA
The dresses symbolized paths I could choose in my life.

FARAH
Okay. 

MONA 
The red one meant martyrdom and the black one suffering. 

FARAH
Someone would choose those paths?

MONA
I chose the last one, which was service. 

FARAH
So...

MONA 
I chose a life of service.

FARAH
What about a life of fun? 

SHOPKEEPER
(approaching)

How can I help you girls?

MONA 
Do you have any dresses this color? 

SHOPKEEPER
Sure. Over there.
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[MONA moves. ARAM, the young man from 
Scene 5 (minus the spiritual radiance), 
stands just outside looking in.] 

FARAH
So maybe you're going to get married.

MONA 
What?

FARAH
How else do women serve in Iran? They keep the rice cooking 
and the babies coming.

SHOPKEEPER
(Back to help)

God willing. How about this one?

MONA 
Mmm, that one.

[She chooses a blue closer to the dream 
color and turns to the mirror. FARAH 
browses, then approaches her.]

FARAH
So was there a guy in this dream?

[MONA, having seen ARAM, stands 
transfixed, and points to him. He sees 
her point and looks away.]

FARAH (CONT'D)
What, him? 

MONA 
(folding up)

Maybe we should buy this and go.

[ARAM is still in sight. MONA glances 
at him as she goes to pay.] 

MONA (CONT'D)
How much?

SHOPKEEPER
For you: 100.

FARAH
Rial?

SHOPKEEPER
(Sarcastic)

Rial. 100 Tuman.
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MONA 
Sorry I don't have that much.

SHOPKEEPER
Why don't you ask your boyfriend?

(indicates ARAM)

MONA 
He's not my boyfriend.

FARAH
Who made you a mulla to judge?

SHOPKEEPER
I have a reputation to keep. Girls like you come in with no 
scarves, flirting with boys, acting like this is the time of 
the Shah? Now if you covered your hair like chaste Muslim 
girls…

MONA 
(calmly.)

Well, I'm not a chaste Muslim, I’m a chaste Baha’i. And I can 
offer you 20 tuman. 

FARAH
(flummoxed)

You don’t need to tell him that.

SHOPKEEPER
Bábí?

MONA 
Baha’i. They stopped calling us Babis a hundred years ago.

SHOPKEEPER
Bábí Báhí, I don’t care! 

(He takes the dress back.)
200 tuman! Final price.

MONA
Sir, be fair. All religions teach that much. Now I have 
twenty-five tuman. 

SHOPKEEPER
(looks at her money)

Out. 

MONA
What? 

SHOPKEEPER
The dress is not for sale, Bábí girl!
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MONA
Fine. And it’s Baha’i. Baha’i, Baha’i, Baha’i, Baha’i! See 
you, Farah.

[On her way out, she passes by ARAM. 
They have a moment, then she turns and 
leaves. FARAH follows.] 

FARAH
(to ARAM)

What are you staring at?
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ACT I, SCENE 7 - MONA’S HOME

[Mona’s MOTHER and FATHER sit quietly 
in their living room. There is tension 
in the air, as if he's delivered some 
news she did not want to hear.]

FATHER
Aren't you going to say something?

MOTHER
What do you want me to say? You're not coming to me asking me 
my opinion on this. 

[He is silent.]

MOTHER
Have you thought about the impact this will have on Mona?

FATHER
Yes.

MOTHER
She needs a father.

FATHER
Farkhundih.

MOTHER
I am not blowing this out of proportion--

[MONA enters through the front door, 
mumbling under her breath. She slips 
off her shoes.]

MONA
Allah-u-abha.

[She heads towards her room.]

MOTHER
Mona, come back here, please.

MONA
(returning)

What’s going on?

MOTHER
You told me you'd be back before this. This place needs to be 
cleaned. I'm going shopping.  I’m writing a list for you.  I 
want you to get started right away-

MONA
Okay.
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MOTHER
I'm not happy about you being gone when there's so much to 
do.

(exits to bedroom)

MONA
What happened?

FATHER
It’s okay. 

(exits to kitchen)
You want a little tea?

MONA
(sits on the carpet and holds 
her head)

I don’t know.
(a beat)

I saw God today... on the street.

FATHER
(reentering)

You did.

[The FATHER has put the kettle on and 
now somewhat distractedly tries to 
straighten up the apartment, which in 
truth is already quite tidy.]

MONA
There’s this path opening in front of me, but it’s totally 
dark. I can’t seem to open my eyes wide enough to take it in.

MOTHER
(entering, moving to the door.)

Here’s the list, Mona, so don’t forget.
(at the door)

There’s a package here. Maybe it’s a bomb.

[She kicks it inside the door and 
leaves. The FATHER winces some and 
grasps his stomach.]

FATHER
Mmm.

MONA
Your tummy? Here, let me do that

(She takes the broom.)

FATHER
I’m okay, I’ll just get the tea.

(exits)
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MONA
(starting, then stopping the 
sweeping)

Here’s what I figure. I’m not supposed to have that dress. 
It’s just a symbol. I mean, obviously, He told me it stands 
for service. So I don’t need the actual dress for that. It’s 
better that I don’t have it.

FATHER (O.S.)
Uh-huh.

MONA
The young man is a symbol too. He’s... the “man on the 
street” --meaning, I’m supposed to serve everyone, no matter 
where I am. And... I don’t have to go looking for it like I 
did with the dress. Service will find me. What do you think?

FATHER
Sorry, honey, the kettle is making noise. 

[He enters with a tray with tea, then 
turns away to wipe a stray tear.] 

MONA
Are you sure everything’s all right?

[A knock at the door.]

MRS. KHUDAYAR (O.S.)
Hello?

MONA
(at the door)

It’s our neighbor.

FATHER
(uncertain what to do with the 
tea tray)

I better not.
(exits back into the kitchen)

MONA
Dad, come back.

FATHER (O.S.)
Mona, we can’t push people.

MONA
(shakes her head and opens the 
door)

Hello, Mrs. Khudayar.

MRS. KHUDAYAR
Am I interrupting?
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MONA
No, Dad was just making some tea.

MRS. KHUDAYAR
(so the FATHER can hear--)

No thank you! 

FATHER (O.S.)
Hello, Mrs. Khudayar.

MRS. KHUDAYAR
So, Mona, your mother was telling me about your dream--three 
dresses, that's wonderful!

MONA
Well, it wasn't about the dresses really...

MRS. KHUDAYAR
Oh?

MONA
It was really about choices in life...

MRS. KHUDAYAR
Mona, if you just say yes to this boy, these dreams won't 
haunt you any more.

MONA
What? 

MRS. KHUDAYAR
Oh, as if...! Oh! (Aside to MONA.) Your father doesn't know 
yet? (Hushed.) The boy who’s following you. It's been days 
now I've seen him.

MONA
What does he look like?

MRS. KHUDAYAR
See for yourself. 

[She indicates the window. MONA walks 
over and looks out the window, sees him 
and responds by pulling away and then 
looking again.]

MRS. KHUDAYAR
(excited)

Oh, oh, oh--do you know him? 

MONA
(almost to herself)

That's the same young man as was in my dream.
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MRS. KHUDAYAR
Oh, that's so precious. Run away with him! I mean, with your 
parents' permission and all--

MONA
That wasn't really the spirit of the dream. He was just…

MRS. KHUDAYAR
Just what?

MONA
A symbol.

MRS. KHUDAYAR
Symbol! I don't know about you girls today, with so many boys 
swarming around you, you take it for granted, then you become 
my age and you're invisible and have to get your pleasure by 
watching others, but you're giving me absolutely no pleasure!

MONA
Dad, isn’t that tea ready yet?

MRS. KHUDAYAR
Girl, how old are you?

MONA
Sixteen.

MRS. KHUDAYAR
When I was sixteen, I was already married with a loaf in the 
oven.  You're not going to get any more beautiful, my dear.

[The FATHER enters with the tea, still 
fighting off his stomach pain.]

FATHER
Here we are... 

MRS. KHUDAYAR
Look at the time, and I just dropped by to give you some 
mail, which they delivered to the wrong address.  There's one 
for you, Mona. It arrived unsealed--those goons with the 
Revolutionary Guard can't admit they're censoring the mail so 
they try to put it off on me.

MONA
(taking the envelope.)

Wait, won't you have some tea with us?

MRS. KHUDAYAR 
(going)

That son of mine is going to be home any moment. He was so 
disappointed you missed his party--Such a lovely rug!
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MONA
Mrs Khudayar, why don't you ever have tea with us?

FATHER
Mona, if she needs to go…

MRS. KHUDAYAR
I have tea at home.

MONA
I know, but we always offer and you never accept.

FATHER
Mona dear.

MRS. KHUDAYAR
No, it's okay. The truth is that from the time I was a little 
girl, I have been told that your tea--Bahá'í tea--is a potion 
that brainwashes people to become Bahá'ís.

MONA
But that's silly.

MRS. KHUDAYAR
I know, but what can I do? I guess I'm brainwashed myself. 

(leaving)
Looks like a package here. Maybe it’s from an admirer.

(she winks and leaves)

MONA
Don’t say anything, Dad. We have to confront these people... 
as a service to them.

FATHER
(not convinced)

What’s the letter?

MONA
It’s been opened. 

FATHER
Who’s it from?

MONA
(opens the letter and reads)

It’s from the Baha’i children’s committee. 

FATHER
Yeah?

MONA
They want me to teach a children’s class. 
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FATHER
Let me see.

MONA
(Moved)

It’s happening, Dad. I asked Him to show me the path and He’s 
doing it.

FATHER
(taking the letter)

I’m just surprised the committee didn’t hand-deliver it.

MONA
(goes for the package by the 
door)

Could be from an admirer. Could be a bomb. 
(picks it up)

Why was Mom so upset? Before I die.

FATHER
I've been appointed to the Auxiliary Board.

MONA
(after a beat)

That's such an honor. 

FATHER
And she’s worried, obviously, about the exposure. 

MONA
(covering her emotion)

Just leave me your books--Taraneh wants them too, but I’ll 
use them more. 

FATHER
Mona, I know it’s scary, but you know this path God is laying 
out before you? I have mine too. And your mother has hers. 
And if God decides that our paths should diverge, I need you 
to be strong. Okay? 

[He kisses her and turns to go. She 
opens the package and pulls out the 
blue dress from the shop.]

MONA
Dad.

(he turns)
Farah must have gone back...

(holds it up to herself)

FATHER
It’s as if Bahá'u'lláh picked it out Himself.
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[Shift of scene. MONA comes forward as 
if to a mirror with the dress.]

MONA
It’s a new dress for Mona. And a new Mona must step into it.
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ACT I, SCENE 9 - THE CHILDREN’S CLASS

[MONA tells a story to the children. 
She is animated, gentle and luminous 
when she is with them.]

MONA
Once upon a time, there was a lover named Majnun and his love 
was the beautiful princess, Layli. Majnun was a good man, a 
pure man, and he had no thought but for his Layli. The 
problem was he had been separated from her for such a long 
time that he got very, very sad. One night, he was so sad, he 
went out into the city hoping to die. And he walked and 
walked the streets, crying, until a watchman saw him. This 
was one of the guards in the city. So the watchman started to 
follow him, and Majnun got scared. He thought the watchman 
was coming to hurt him. So he walked faster. And the watchman 
walked faster. And Majnun started to run. And the watchman 
started to run, and then another watchman came after him, and 
then another. Certainly these men would kill him, he thought. 
And so Majnun ran and ran until he got trapped with a tall 
wall in front of him and all the watchmen behind him. So what 
do you think he did? He ran to the wall, the men came after 
him, and so he jumped and he climbed, and the wall was very 
high, and he worked so hard and they could almost reach him, 
but with his last bit of strength, he threw himself over the 
wall not knowing what was on the other side. And he fell and 
he fell and he landed, plop. And it was soft and green. He 
was in a beautiful garden, and when he looked, who did he see 
but Layli walking in the garden, a lamp in her hand, 
searching for a ring she had lost. So what do you think 
Majnun did? He cried out in joy, and he thanked God and he 
thanked the watchmen who had led him to his heart’s desire, 
and he understood that these men he thought were mean and bad 
and scary actually had done him the greatest service. And he 
wondered, why couldn’t I see that before?

[As she has been finishing this story, 
ARAM has appeared in the background, 
looking in, as if through a window, 
then he walks off.]

MONA
Did you like that story? That’s a story Baha’u’llah told. 
Yes, sweetie. 

(A child has a question.)
Well, it means that God asks us to be patient with the 
difficult things in our lives, because what we love most God 
will never ever really take away even though it may feel like 
it. What do you love most? Your Mommy and Daddy? 

(smitten and moved)
Me too. So who wants some cheese puffs?
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ACT I, SCENE 10 - THE STREET OUTSIDE

[FARAH waits outside where MONA has 
been teaching. MONA comes in, high as a 
kite from being around the children.] 

MONA
Farah! I didn’t expect you here.

FARAH
I was hoping I could catch you. 

MONA
Did you see all my kids?? Aren’t they adorable? I just love 
them so much. I tell you, I feel like I’m right there with 
God when I’m with them, they fill me with so much light.

FARAH
Yeah, they’re cute--you’re not mad at me.

MONA
How could I be mad? 

FARAH
Cause of the shop.

MONA
(She models her dress.)

Look!

FARAH
Is that the dress?

MONA
What do you think?

FARAH
It looks great. So look, I don’t have much time, but I have 
to say something. I felt awful about turning away from you in 
the shop after the whole school thing. I mean it’s hard being 
around you sometimes. I mean I love you, but this... religion 
of yours, it’s a tough thing. But I made a decision: No 
matter what, from now on, I’m going to stick by you, okay?

MONA
(wants to believe her)

Okay. 

FARAH
(breathes out)

Good, I think I forgot some of the things I was going to say--
so how did you finally get the dress?
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MONA
How did you get it is my question? What did you have to pay 
that guy? I mean, I’ll pay you back. 

FARAH
I don’t know what you mean.

MONA
Don’t play. You bought the dress and left it at my door.

FARAH
I did?

[ARAM has entered and stands at a 
distance. He is drawing in his notebook 
with considerable care.] 

MONA
Didn’t you?

FARAH
Maybe. Will you be mad if I didn’t?

MONA
No. 

FARAH
Then I didn’t. 

MONA
So who did? No one else was there...

(She turns to look at ARAM.)
Oh no.

FARAH
What? Hey isn’t that the guy?

MONA
Yes.

FARAH
What, you think he bought you the dress?

MONA
(turns away from him and 
collapses some under the idea)

Oh now it makes sense.

FARAH
But who is he? Has he talked to you?

MONA
No, he’s following me, but he hasn’t said anything. Now I’m 
wearing his gift he probably thinks we’re engaged.
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FARAH
Are you going to give it back?

MONA
(torn)

I have to.

FARAH
(looks over at ARAM)

He’s pretty good looking.

MONA
Farah!

FARAH
What? Your God is the one who set you two up!

MONA
I’ve got to get this off. Can you go ask him?

FARAH
What?

MONA
If he gave it to me. 

FARAH
Uh... 

MONA
I have to know.

FARAH
Fine, but I have to go right after.

MONA
Go, go.

FARAH
All right.

(She approaches ARAM.)
Hey, do you know anything about this dress?

ARAM
(holds up his hand and walks 
away)

Sorry.

FARAH
Hey, come back, I just want to... 

(returning to MONA)
He walked away. 

31.



MONA
What kind of lover is that? 

FARAH
I’ve got to go, but I’m serious about what I said, okay? 

[They kiss each other on the cheek, and 
FARAH leaves. MONA looks off the way 
ARAM exited. She slips out of sight. A 
moment later, ARAM enters, looking 
around for her. He writes something in 
his notebook. MONA sneaks up on him and 
grabs the notebook, startling him.] 

MONA
Who are you and why are you following me?

ARAM
Give it back.

[MONA has retreated so a tree or a 
bench is between them. ARAM tries to 
walk around, but she evades him.]

MONA
Don’t make me look in your book.

ARAM
Don’t.

MONA 
(reads from his book)

“I follow wherever you go,
Til the light is spent.
But then who needs eyes? 
I’ll follow your scent.” 

ARAM
You have no right to read that.

MONA 
(relieved, still evading)

So you’re a poet. And an artist?

[Some photographs and papers have 
fallen out of the notebook.] 

ARAM
Just leave those! 

MONA 
(picks up a photograph)

Why do you have Ehsan’s picture?
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(Realization.)
You killed him.

ARAM
Give me that back.

[MONA drops the notebook and turns to 
walk away as if she has encountered a 
great evil, fighting a nightmare’s 
paralysis. ARAM picks up his things.]
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ACT I, SCENE 11 - MONA’S HOME

[Home now, MONA has taken off the blue 
dress as if it was contaminated. She 
sits on the rug, shivers, wrapped up in 
a blanket.] 

MONA
O God. O God. O God.

[Her FATHER enters.]

FATHER
Mona? Honey, what’s going on?

MONA
(covering up)

I’m fine.
(heaving in fear or with tears)

I’m just cold.

FATHER
Hey, what happened? 

(No response.)
Come on, talk to me.

MONA
He’s a guard.

FATHER
Who?

MONA
(nods, and shivers)

I think he killed Ehsan.

[She throws her arms around her FATHER 
and starts to sob, really sob.]

FATHER
What is this? 

MONA
O God, Daddy, I don’t want to lose you.

[He tries to comfort her.]

FATHER
Come, come. Hey, I’m still here.

MONA
But you don’t know! There might be someone following you too.
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FATHER
My dear, someone’s been following me for years.

MONA
See! Dad, this isn’t funny. We should go now, get out of 
Shiraz, stay with friends until this passes.

FATHER
(listening attentively)

We could.

MONA
Yes, we could. 

[He looks at her lovingly.]

MONA
So?

FATHER
So who would take care of those who can’t leave? Who would 
visit them and comfort them, bring them word about the good 
things their Baha’i brothers and sisters are doing around the 
world? They live for that.

MONA
So you need to die for it? 

FATHER
Honey... 

MONA
Do it for me if you won’t do it for yourself! 

FATHER
What can I say? My life is His, and He can take me.

MONA
So you want to die?

FATHER
No. But part of our Faith demands we change our attitude 
towards death. It is not the end, and we shouldn't fear it as 
such. What does Bahá'u'lláh say, "I have made death a 
messenger of joy to thee. Wherefore dost thou grieve?" So 
don’t grieve, my sweet. 

(Hugs her as she starts to 
break again)

If it were mine to choose, you think I wouldn’t want to be 
part of your life and see you grow and learn and flourish and 
marry...? 
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MONA
(softly)

But you can, can’t you?

[He doesn’t answer.]

MONA
(shaking her head)

We just want to help, but these people... They have no souls. 

FATHER
No, no, no, Mona. They have the very same soul, and the same 
possibility in their lives. Believe that, see that they are 
your sisters and brothers, but that they are in grave danger, 
moral danger. 

MONA
It’s one thing if they put themselves in danger, it’s another 
if they put us, YOU, in danger. 

FATHER
Do you think it’s an accident that they target us? Or it’s 
just because we’re weak and an easy scapegoat? 

(shakes his head)
We’re a direct threat to them.

MONA
What?

FATHER
They’re devoting every ounce of their might to forging a 
world with an imbalance of power, governed by fear, fueled by 
prejudice, fostered in a climate of ignorance. If there were 
no clash... 

MONA
We wouldn’t be doing our work.

FATHER
This is the test, isn’t it? 

(pause)
The world can change, but it will need some of us to stand 
and point the way.

MONA
So you can’t leave. 

FATHER
Don’t despair. And don’t lose hope in people. Transformation 
can happen to anyone, at any moment. So find the light in 
each one. Then you will rise from a creature of the earth to 
be a heavenly being. Then you will be a true Baha’i. 
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