A Child Of My Own

Play;Hagit Rehavi Nikolayevsky   

Based on a book by Amia Liblich   

Translated from hebrew by Yuval Lieblich 

There are four  stories in the play.  Every story reveals another model of what we call-"The new family". There are 4 chapters in the play:Passover,Memorial day( of the Israeli soldiers) ,"Lag Baomer"- A good day being celebrated with the tradition of putting fires, and The last day of school. All the stories take place in the same appartment.There is also a room in a clinic.     

Part 1-Passover eve.

(Morning.A staylized exposition with music,  where we see the 4 heroines of  the play- Sahar, Buki, Ariella, Rachel, moving in the appartment before they go to work.)  

Scene A
(Passover eve.  morning. Ariella’s apartment. Ariella is going to work.)

Ariella: OK…I’m gonna step out for a couple of hours in the office. Please clean up your room and study.
Neta: alright.

Ariella: Promise? It’s up to you…

Neta: (in despair) I know…

Ariella: You have the whole spring break. It's a lot of time.

Neta: I don’t get it, Mom…

Ariella: There’s no nonsense about it. Practice makes perfect, you know? We’re leaving for Jerusalem  at 2. I don’t want to get caught in traffic, so be ready…and study! Promise? (Ariella leaves. Neta looking for something to wear, scattering clothes on the floor, enters the bathroom.)
Scene B 
(Same morning. Ariella’s clinic. She  enters with Sahar.)

Ariella: In general, the picture seems positive, It’s quite surprising considering the trauma your body has been through.
Sahar: Natural medicine rules!

Ariella: Well, I think you’re ready.

Sahar: (vigorously) So you say nothing will stop me if I want to get pregnant?!

Ariella: The faster the better. First pregnancy in your age…You never know so let’s go. When is your boyfriend coming? He also has to go through a couple of tests.

Sahar: I don’t think it would be as fast as I expected. There are some complications. It isn’t up to him.

Ariella: So what’s you gonna do?

Sahar: I want to get pregnant, but I'll have to use someone else. Someone who’ll accept his paternity.

Ariella: And your boyfriend?

Sahar: He has nothing to do with this. It's not related. Are you shocked??

Ariella: (perplexed) It’s your decision.  I think you’re right. If you want to get pregnant, you should start now, without further delay. Do you know someone?

Sahar: I’m thinking about a friend of mine.

Ariella: So, where does it stand?? Are you negotiating?

Sahar: Yea…I mean it’s not sure. I’ll keep you posted.

Ariella: That’s cool. We’ll wait patiently. In the meantime pamper yourself, a healthy, balanced diet… Relax, body and soul…vitamins. Folic acid…

Sahar: (gives Ariella a present) Well, so have a happy Passover. It’s for you, a lucky charm, from Tanzania.

Ariella: Tanzania?!

Buki: (at the door) Hello….

Ariella: Good morning, Buki. We’re done in a minute.

Sahar: (recognizes) Oh, hi Buki!!

Buki: How you doin’?  The reactions to your lecture were great!! (to Ariella) She lectured at our school.

Sahar. Oh yea, I had  a good time.

Buki: I’m sorry to say, but I don’t teach there anymore. I was laid off  so I won’t be tenured.

Sahar: So where are you now?

Buki: I’m not sure…I have a few offers…

Sahar: Anyways, good luck. I gotta go. Presents for the holiday…It never ends, you know…( she leaves)
 (pause)

Ariella: ( to Buki)  So, how are you doing?

Buki: could be better…

Ariella: And it will be! Let’s go in the clinic. I’ll check you up.

Scene C  

(Same day . Noon. Rachel cleans the floor. Oded, is waiting for Rachel’s parents, who are supposed to bring Gadi, their four years old son. The parents are late.)

Oded: (disconnects) When did they say they'll be back?

Rachel: I told them to be here at one. He has to take a nap or he’ll break down.

Oded: But I promised we’ll go to fly kites…

Rachel: But he has a cold and he must rest before the Seder.

Oded: C’mon, don’t be such a yidishe mame!

Rachel: (hands Oded a bag) For the "Seder", dress him in the suit my parents bought. It’s in that bag.

Oded: I’ll dress him with the jacket David brought from Europe.

Rachel: They’ll be really insulted.

Oded: So what!?

(pause)

Oded: On my time, they’re always late.

Rachel: I can’t stand the way you calculate! Without my parents, I couldn’t finish anything. You could skip work today. It’s Passover, Y’know? They give everything they got to this kid, body and soul, so please don’t complain about it.

 Oded: Can’t you understand that a lot of our decisions rely on  my success on the job?? You really want another child…Don’t you?

(pause)

Rachel: How about that vacation? Did you discuss it at work? (silence) Did you talk to them?

Oded: It doesn't work.

Rachel: (seriously) Is it a joke?

Oded: Sorry… You had to arrange it with me  in advance.
Rachel: As if you'd come if we did …

Oded: (silence)

Rachel: So what can we do? We have a reservation at the "Princess”( HOTEL)? Do you know how disappointed they will be?

Oded: What can I do? I have to submit a huge project by the end of Passover.
 (Mobile phone rings.       Oded answers. It’s David, his boyfriend.)

Hi David…They’re late. I’m coming soon, ten minutes, no more than fifteen, ok? Bye.

Rachel: Can I say something about your relationship with David?
Oded: Since when do you consider yourself  an expert on relationship.
Rachel: (pause)

Oded: I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it. (touches Rachel gently. She shrinks away)

Rachel: If David was clever, He’d say you’d better take this vacation.

Oded: It’s not about David.

Rachel: But of course it is. Because of him you don’t want to go to Eilat.

Oded: Even if it’s true and it’s not, it’s my choice! He just returned. We haven’t spent time together in a long time. We have to catch up a lot. My relationship is very important to me!

Rachel: And Gadi? Isn’t it better if he spends a vacation with his parents and grandparents?

Oded: (interrupts) How dare you say Gadi Or David?! At least they should’ve asked me politely if  the dates fit my schedule, or if I want to go to this hotel.

Rachel: So now the hotel matters?

Oded: I’m sorry, but I can’t afford to spend four nights at the “Princess”!

Rachel: But you’re invited. We’re all invited on their expense.

Oded: Do you think I’ll let them pay for me?

Rachel: Why not? They’ve got it… They’re crazy about Gadi. That’s their way to give.

Oded: That’s my problem. They interfere with  everything. I’m Gadi’s father. Any decision about him takes the two of us, not your parents. What can we do? My situation is not that great now. The rent is going up, Gadi’s expenses. I’m buying a car and on top of that, I don’t know if I’ll be promoted! I’d  like to live on my income, not their! 
Rachel: Don’t exaggerate. They’re his grandparents, and they’ve supported the agreement from the start. They follow it even when you need…Why are you so small minded?

Oded: I’m sorry. We have an agreement. I stick to it. I don’t want to break it.

Rachel: So now I can’t go to Eilat?

Oded: You want to go? You go and leave Gadi with me, just the way it’s written in the contract - we go to all the vacations together with Gadi!

Rachel: That’s not cool, to keep me stuck here like that…I need this vacation…I’ve told my bosses about it so please try to be flexible. I’d like to take Gadi with me. I’ll pay you back for these days. What d’you say?

Oded: No problem. If you wish, we’ll change the vacation clause in the agreement…You’re right. Maybe we shouldn’t always go together, but don’t be surprised that…

Rachel: That what?

Oded: If there are so many problems with this agreement between us, how do you think we can even discuss another kid?? 

 (car horn sounds outside)

Oded: Thank God. So when are you coming to pick us up??

Rachel: Six thirty.

Oded: So early? We don’t have to be the first ones there.

Rachel: The traffic’s horrible.
Oded: OK. Six thirty (leaves)

Rachel: Just a minute…the suit!

Oded: You don’t give up? huh? (leaves without the bag)

Rachel: Just a minute! (takes the bag and follows him outside)

Scene 4 
(clinic.  Ariella and Buki leave the treatment room)
Ariella: You’ll start as soon as the holiday's over. Don't waste time.

Buki: Alright. I’d really thank you if you meet my mother. I’m not sure she can take it.

Ariella: I’ll be glad to, if it’ll help.

 Buki: Alright, so thank you very much’ and have a happy holiday.

Ariella: (answers mobile phone after Buki leaves)  Hello? Yes. This is Dr. Rappaport. Who? Giora?? What Giora? From camp? Where did you appear from? How you doin’? How did you find me? That’s right… My name didn’t change… I’m not married… So you’ve done a lot… Wow!! Why not? That’s cool. Oh tomorrow? I can’t. I’m obliged to spend the holiday with my family, my girl…Oh yea, I have a girl, almost fifteen years old…Yes , adopted… maybe after the holiday…My braids? Surprised? I still have them. See ya, Giora. Bye bye.

 Scene 5   

Sahar’s house. Same day. Late morning. Sahar prepares for a meeting. Door bell rings. She opens. 

Ilan: (holding a bouquet) Flower delivery for Dr. Sahar Matalon.

Sahar: Who sends?

Ilan: One Ilan. (hugging like old friends)

Ilan: so you’re here for three months and you don’t call?  
Sahar: I had a lot to do, and I didn’t feel well. Did I tell that I was ill?

Ilan: So you had Malaria? Didn't you take the pills?

Sahar: It’s a long story…A glass of wine?

Ilan: Water. That’s great! Is this your third book? What's it about?

Sahar: It’s about natural medicine in Africa…We have some awesome pictures!

Ilan: Who’s 'we'?

Sahar: Me and Sean, my African contact. Because of him we were able to take pictures, and now we have material for another book. (gives him photos) Are you interested?

Ilan: Well…that’s cool. I’m busy, but we can work it out.

Ilan: (looks at a photo) Wow!!

Sahar: An exorcism!

Ilan: Awesome! (another photo) So that’s how they teach medicine in Africa, huh?

Sahar: This is Sean…He’s my boyfriend.

Ilan: (giggles) An African…

Sahar: I found the love of my life.

Ilan: (shocked) You’ve always surprised me

Sahar:  Sean is an expert natural doctor. He treated me and that’s how we’ve met.

Ilan: You always liked foreigners.

Sahar: (shows a photo) Look at that face…

Ilan: A medicine man…he’s put a spell on you…So what? It’s gonna be an intercontinental love story?

Sahar: He’s making “aliyah”, learning Hebrew…We don’t know when. He has some family issues, You know? Sooner or later we’ll be together.

Ilan: (perplexed) That’s nice.

Sahar: So what do you say? Amazing pictures, don’t you think?

Ilan: That’s really awesome. It will be hard to choose.

Sahar: I trust you. Anything you designed for me kicks ass.

Ilan: It’s all because of you. You have what it takes to turn me on…You’re my inspiration, and also a witch…

Sahar: Not anymore. The witch decided to get off the broomstick and mind the eggs. It’s hatching time.

Ilan: Kids??  

Sahar: Oh yea. It's time to leave the university and start my own business. I need to feed the chicks.

Ilan: Now that’s a change! What news!! You, domesticated? A housewife? After all those years of waving your independent freak flag? 

Sahar: You seem disappointed.

Ilan: Did you know, Sahar, that for me you set the example of something completely different?

Sahar: I’m still different, even now. I decided to have a child not because it’s the regular, conventional way. I partied for forty years. You see? It’s time to stop. Something changed in the last year or so…It might be Sean…or the hard times I had struggling with that awful stint of Malaria…

Ilan: Maybe because the game’s over for us?

Sahar: Maybe…

Ilan: So what do your parents say?

Sahar: ‘bout what?

Ilan: The idea that your child’s father is black. Do they like that?

Sahar: My parents? They’re larger than life…

Ilan: And to you?

(pause) 

Sahar: To me, it doesn’t matter at all but anyway…Sean’s not going to be the father.

Ilan: What??

Sahar: Sean is not going to be the father.

Ilan: I don't understand.

Sahar: you’re right. I just can’t wait for him to show up. there’s no time. I decided to get pregnant now.

Ilan: So what you gonna do?

Sahar: There are a few possibilities.

Ilan: Artificial insemination?

Sahar: Well, maybe, but I’m not really into it.

Ilan: Adoption?

Sahar: No. I can’t show a credible reason for adoption.

Ilan: So you'll pick somebody up, drag him to bed and steal it?

Sahar: Why steal? I’ve got lots of volunteers.

Ilan: Oh yea?

Sahar: Are you surprised? I talked to a few good friends who’re willing to step up, get me pregnant and be cognizant of their paternity.

Ilan: (surprised, insulted) …Oh wow…That’s great. Good luck…

Sahar: That’s it?

Ilan: Yea. Good luck.

(pause)

Sahar: How about you? Is everything alright?

Ilan: Yes. Why do you ask?

Sahar: You seem depressed.

Ilan: That’s nothing. Just running around all the time.

Sahar: And what about your exhibition?

Ilan: I can't even get to that.

Sahar: But why? Maybe you should take a vacation from the Newspaper and take care of that show.

Ilan: I just can't afford it. I work two jobs: at the paper and in the office…and the kids…they’re alright but everything combined together…that’s stress. I’ve got nothing to complain. What time is it? Wow!! Gotta run.

Sahar: Is the "Seder" in your place?

Ilan: No. At Orly's brother's, but tomorrow, lunch at our place, and I promised Orly to give the little ones a bath. She's got lots of work.

Sahar: What a great dad you are!

Ilan: I’m lucky. I just love children.

Sahar: So Orly's lucky too. How is she doing?

Ilan: She’s doing good. Working real hard. All those shifts in the hospital…It ain't easy.

Sahar: And how’re you guys doing?

Ilan: We’re doing good. Life’s routines, y’know…Not too much excitement, like you. Family life has a price…

(pause)

Sahar: I have a small present for you.

Ilan: For me? Thank you very much. What’s that? A rock?

Sahar: It’s an energy stone, helps with motivation.

Ilan: Thanks for thinking about me, OK? I’ve got to split.

Sahar: Take the pictures with you. When shall we meet?

Ilan: I’ll call over the holiday…Do you plan on traveling somewhere?

Sahar: I don’t think so. I think I’ll stay around here.

Ilan: (laughs) Mama Sahar!! You impress me again and again!! (kisses her on the cheek. Leaves) 
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