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*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our website: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM -
PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St., Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COP IES. This law pro -
vides au thors with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn
their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or
sub sti tu tions may be made in the work with out the prior writ ten con sent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or trans mit ted
in any form or by any means, elec tronic or me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to -
copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma tion stor age and re trieval
sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the pub lisher. It may not be
per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with out pay ment of roy -
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes sional, mo tion pic -
ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, rec i ta tion,
lec tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this 
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers
must be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main
sub sti tuted.
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For
Tonda Case-Daffner

and all who have a wounded in ner child, sing ing.
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IM POR TANT BILL ING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor of the play in all
pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in
all in stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver -
tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion.
The name of the au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type.
Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may
be used in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”
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Delila’s Wish was com mis sioned by Metro The ater
Com pany in 2007.

Delila’s Wish premiered at the Lee Au di to rium/St. Louis 
His tory Mu seum, Feb ru ary 27 and 28, 2010. The di rec tor
was Nich o las Kryah, pro duc ing di rec tor was Carol North,
pro duc tion man ager was Sa rah Rugo, sound de sign by
Adam Rugo.

CAST

Mariah L. Rich ard son

PRO DUC TION STAFF

Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Nich o las Kryah
Pro duc ing Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Carol North
Pro duc tion Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sa rah Rugo
Sound De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Adam Rugo
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DELILAH’S WISH

CHAR AC TERS *

DELILAH . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . an eight-year-old girl

* Up to 7 male and 6 fe male ac tors may be added to play
si lently to give pres ence and/or some times to speak words
that are at trib uted to them by Delilah.

7

It’s summer, and Delilah’s mother has been serving in the 
war in Iraq since New Year’s.  All the fun things; the orphan 
home parade, bomb pops, cicadas singing are happening 
and Delilah has to do them without Momma.  But there is 
plenty happening in the neighborhood and it’s one season 
closer to Momma coming home.

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



SUM MER – MORN ING

(We hear the mos lem call to prayer, African drum beats,
Jewish prayers, gos pel mu sic play ing on the old-time
por ta ble boom box ra dio. The ra dio sits on the window -
sill. Then we hear the voice of the ra dio an nouncer.)

RA DIO AN NOUNCER

An other road side bomb killed six US sol diers in Bagh dad
to day. We want to send our prayers to those brave men and 
women from the re serve unit out of Lam bert Field for their 
safe re turn. The fore cast for to day… Hot. Ex pect tem per a -
tures in the up pers nine ties. The Cards are on the road…

(Delilah is up in the tree. She is ad just ing the yel low
news pa per sleeves that she has tied to some of the
branches. She co mes down out of the tree, takes a sip of
wa ter from her can teen, turns off the ra dio.)

DELILAH

An other bomb. I wish they would just stop. Why are peo -
ple like that? And why do boys al ways want to blow things 
up. Like the other day, Stan ley was fi nally off of pun ish -
ment and we was sit ting here and I was read ing him a
story, since he don’t read so good and he likes for me to
read to him. In the story they lived hap pily ever af ter. And
Stan ley says, “What about the dragon? Do they go back
and kill the dragon?” I say, “No…the fairy prince turns into 
a cow and gives magic milk.” Stan ley says, “Aah, that’s
just stu pid.” I say, “That’s the story.” And we get into this
big ol’ ar gu ment. He says they should go back and kill the
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dragon with some M-16s and a hand gre nade and…I go,
“Stan ley, don’t say that. Kill ing is n’t good. The dragon is
just do ing what drag ons do. Maybe if we did n’t go into the 
place where the dragon lives then he would n’t at tack us.”
He says, “You’re sup pose to kill the dragon. And con quer
the land. Like when the Northside gang co mes over here,
Poochie and Roy Roy say…” And I stop him right there.
Roy Roy and Poochie, that’s why he don’t get to come out -
side now. Then he gets to talk ing about be ing a man when
he just ten years old. I had got ten a let ter from Momma and 
I showed it to him. My momma says that a lot of kids be
get ting killed in Iraq. Stan ley say, “What she say about the
bombs? I betcha they blow up ev ery thing. Kabloom!” And
I just wanted to hit Stan ley in the head with my book but I
don’t. I just wish that my momma was home. That why I’m 
ty ing these yel low rib bons to this tree. Well, they re ally
news pa per sleeves but they yel low.

(She be gins to sing.)

Tree, tree this is my tree. Tree of peace for Momma and
me. Dan de lion snow and pur ple fire carry my words as ci -
ca das song. Sum mer song of peace.

(She stops sing ing.)

“I love you, Delilah. And I’ll be home as soon as I can”…
that’s what Momma said when she left. And, I’m here.
Here in St. Louis. St. Louis, Mis souri. Named af ter a
French king, King Louie the ninth. But, ev ery body call our
city St. Louis. I don’t know why. I don’t know no French
peo ple. Just black and white and Mex i can and some other
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kind but no French. You know what? We went to the An nie 
Malone Chil dren’s Home pa rade the other day. That’s the
black peo ple pa rade. Grandmomma said that when she was
lit tle she marched in that pa rade. She was a ma jor ette. She
was twirl ing a ba ton. She showed me her old ba ton but I
could n’t do it. I just kept drop ping it and then I al most hit
my self in the head when I threw it in the air. At the pa rade
we saw all the high school bands and drum and bu gle kids
and the black cow boys on real horses. We had fun. It’s hot. 
Yel low sun cook ing red bricks hot. Re ally, re ally hot. I had 
to hurry up and eat my bomb-pop, it was melt ing right
down my hands. That how it is in St. Louis in the sum mer.
But it feels good when you sit un der the trees in the shade.
Momma says that there aren’t many trees in Iraq. But our
tree keeps me cool when ever it gets too hot. I’d sit here all
day if Grandmomma would let me. Momma com ing home
by time the leaves change and the ci ca das stop sing ing. I
come here af ter I fall deep asleep in side of me and I dream
and sing and dance.

I lis ten to the ci ca das sing ing in one big voice or in a round 
like the drums in Junebug’s drum cir cle. Junebug is our
neigh bor. I’m gonna marry him when I grow up if Stan ley
don’t stop be ing on pun ish ment. Junebug is twenty-two and 
he got a baby boy. Grandmomma take care of him at night
when Junebug go to school. Junebug rais ing him all by
him self. His girl friend did n’t want the baby but Junebug
did. So, Grandmomma helps. I help too be cause he is so
cute and he go right to sleep af ter we give him his bath. He 
a good baby. I bring him out here to sit with me un der the
tree but he try to eat the dirt and stuff. But I think he likes
the tree. When he get big we gonna carve his ini tials in it
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too. Mr. Horowitz’s ini tials are in it. And, Miss Lily’s.
That’s Mr. Horowitz’s wife. She dead. This tree kinda be -
long to all of us.

The Dobolinas live on the other side of the lot. They told
Grandmomma they was gonna have the tree cut down. And 
Grandmomma got the city on them and they found out that
they can’t just cut down peo ple’s trees just be cause. They
kinda mean. Mr. Horowitz got re ally mad at them. Say they 
is pushy. Said they was try ing to take over the neigh bor -
hood. With fancy cars and Starbucks. Mr. Horowitz? Mr.
Horowitz lived on this block al most a hun dred years. He
al ways got sto ries to tell. Like when he marched with Mar -
tin Lu ther King and he helped black peo ple get a chance to 
vote. He went to Al a bama and Missisippi and right here.
Grandmomma helped, too. She did n’t go to Mis sis sippi and 
Al a bama, she just helped here. That was back in his tory.
His fam ily moved here be fore there were Jews. He’s eighty 
years old. He and Grandmomma drink cof fee ev ery day.
Some body keep steal ing his news pa per. Don’t leave noth -
ing but the plas tic sleeve. I tie them on the tree for the sol -
diers and for momma. Grandmomma prob a bly gonna send
me to the store to get him an other one.

To Mr. and Mrs. Abu’s store. They talk funny ’cuz they
from an other coun try. I thought it was where Momma is,
but Mrs. Abu said they is from Iran and not Iraq. But they
are right next to each other. They mos lems. Not the kind
that sell bean pies and wear bow ties. The kind like Mr.
Abu. He be pray ing all the time. He got a spe cial rug. I
think it could have some kind of magic like a magic car pet
like in Alad din. I don’t know but he pray ing all the time. 
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Mr. Horowitz don’t like them. He say, “Aah those peo ple.”
He says that Mos lems don’t like Jews or Chris tians. Say
they kill you in your sleep. Blow up your car with a bomb.
Grandmomma car in the shop. We ride the bus right now.
He kinda grumpy. When he say stuff about the Abus,
Grandmomma get on him. “God don’t like ugly.” That’s
what she say to me when I get salty and say mean stuff.
But, I don’t say mean stuff about the Abus be cause Mrs.
Abu is al ways nice to me. When they first moved over here 
and opened their store I was a lit tle baby. And I did n’t
know that they could blow up your car. And when I was
big enough to go to the store by my self Mrs. Abu helped
me count my change. And she sent some cof fee from Iran
for Grandmomma to try. I asked Mrs. Abu why they hate
Jews and Chris tians. Grandmomma says we are Chris tians
and I don’t want to be blown up. Mr. Abu come out from
the back of the store. I guess he was fin ished pray ing and
he said that they don’t hate Jews and Chris tians. That
where they come from they all lived to gether. He said he
hate ignorance. That made me think of Roy Roy and
Poochie. Grandmomma say they ig no rant ’cuz they think the 
streets is better than go ing to school or get ting a job. They in 
jail now.

Two weeks ago on Sat ur day morn ing I was watch ing my
car toons when there was this loud boom. We all ran out -
side. Me, Grandmomma, Mr. Horowitz. Stan ley peeked out 
the screen door. He was still on pun ish ment. Junebug was
com ing down the street with the baby. We looked down at
the cor ner and the Abus’ front win dow on their store was
all bro ken out and Mr. Abu was try ing to put out the fire.
Mrs. Abu was cry ing and there were po lice cars and the
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fire truck came. I was scared. Peo ple were run ning. Grand -
momma told me to stay in front of the house. I wanted my
momma. I just started cry ing ’cuz I was still in my pa ja mas 
and did n’t know what was go ing on. All I could think
about was that the war was here. I ran to my tree, closed
my eyes and kept wish ing real hard. Junebug came and got
me and picked me up. I was so scared. I asked him if this
was the war. He said no, it was just Roy Roy and Poochie.
It turns out that they was be ing mean to the Abus be cause
Mr. Abu told them they could n’t come into the store no
more ’cuz they be steal ing. They called Mr. Abu a ter ror ist. 
And, they tried to blow up his store. What’s a ter ror ist?
Momma is sup pose to be fight ing them. I don’t get it, she
could just come home and fight them here. Junebug said
that Roy Roy and Poochie was act ing like fools. That re ally 
scared me.

Want to hear a joke? I love this joke. Ooh, ooh… What did 
the dad to mato say to the son to mato when he was lag ging
be hind? Ketchup! I crack me up.

FALL – AF TER NOON

(Delilah runs in with new Con verses in hand. She sits un -
der tree and puts them on.)

DELILAH

School started to day. I’m in the fourth grade now. My
birth day next month and Momma will be home. The ci ca -
das are still sing ing but that’s be cause it’s what they call In -
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