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Drama. By Kathleen Cahill. Cast: 2m., 2w. The 13th-century Persian poet, 
Rumi, invites us to ride with him on a Persian carpet of history. He introduces 
us to two American diplomats, Ann and Mike, stationed in Iran in 1979, just as 
the mullahs under Ayatollah Khomeini are coming to power and the Iranian 
Revolution is gaining strength. They are oblivious to the terror that awaits 
them when they are taken hostage by student revolutionaries and begin 
a trial of endurance that lasts 444 days. In the last days of Ann’s captivity, 
she becomes involved in a grand debate with one of her captors—Shirin, a 
beautiful student and zealous supporter of the revolution. In taut dialogue 
between the American captive and her Iranian captor, they battle over each 
other’s “truths.” Woven throughout, Rumi uses poetry as the vehicle to take 
us back and forth through time, political history and the richness of Persian 
culture. We go forward to the year 2009 to New York’s Columbia University, 
where a fashionable Iranian, Azadeh, introduces herself to an American 
photojournalist, Emily, neither of them aware that their mothers met 30 years 
ago in a prison in Teheran. Azadeh is Shirin’s daughter, in exile in America 
after her blog of the 2009 Green Movement put her life in danger. Emily has 
come to Columbia to photograph visiting Iranian President Ahmadinejad, 
who was once the student revolutionary who escorted her mother, Ann, out 
of prison. We learn what became of their parents and how the optimism and 
zeal of the Iranian Revolution were replaced with oppression, bitterness and 
cynicism. Flexible set. Approximate running time: 2 hours. Code: PK7.

Cover photo: Salt Lake Acting Company, Salt Lake City, featuring (l-r) Nell Gwynn and Deena Marie Manzanares.  
Photo: Thom Gourley, Flatbread Images.

Colorized covers are for web display only. Most covers are printed in black and white.

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



THE PER SIAN QUARTER

By
KATHLEEN CAHILL

Dra matic Pub lish ing
Woodstock, Il li nois • Aus tra lia • New Zea land • South Af rica

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



*** 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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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”

In ad di tion, all pro duc ers of the play must in clude the fol low ing ac knowl -
edg ment on the ti tle page of all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per -
for mances of the play and on all ad ver tis ing and pro mo tional ma te ri als:

“The Per sian Quarter re ceived its world pre miere pro duc tion at the Salt
Lake Act ing Com pany in Salt Lake City, Utah, Ex ec u tive Pro duc ers

Keven Myhre and Cynthia Flem ing.

© The Dramatic Publishing Company



The Per sian Quar ter re ceived its world pre miere at Salt
Lake Act ing Com pany (Keven Myhre and Cynthia Flem -
ing, executive producers) in Salt Lake City, open ing Feb ru -
ary 2, 2011. It was di rected by Alexandra Harbold; set de -
sign was by Keven Myhre; light ing de sign was by Jesse
Portillo; sound de sign was by Cynthia L. Kehr Rees; cos -
tume de sign was by Brenda Van der Wiel; the pro duc tion
man ager was Jennie Sant. The cast was as fol lows:

ANN, EM ILY. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Nell Gwynn
SHIRIN, AZADEH . . . . . . . . . . Deena Ma rie Manzanares
RUMI, IRA NIAN POOL AT TEN DANT . Shane Mozaffari
MIKE, KERMIT . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Josh Thoemke
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THE PER SIAN QUAR TER

CHAR AC TERS

Cast of four ac tors: two men, two women.

Played by the same ac tor:
JELALUDDIN RUMI . . . . . . A 13th-cen tury Per sian poet.
IRA NIAN POOL AT TEN DANT 
A PER SIAN MAN

Played by the same ac tor:
MIKE. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . An Amer i can, early 30s.

An ad ven turer. Smoker, very mas cu line,
built like a bull dog.

KERMIT ROO SE VELT . . In his 30s, a man of the 1950s.

Played by the same ac tor:
ANN GILL IES . . . . . . . An Amer i can, 30. Un sen ti men tal,

ath letic, smart. A teacher who says she
works for the State De part ment.

EM ILY GILL IES . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Her daugh ter, 26.
A pho tog ra pher in New York.

Hip, am bi tious, con flicted.
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Played by the same ac tor:
SHIRIN . . . . . . Ira nian, about 30. A stu dent rev o lu tion ary.

So phis ti cated, na ive, driven.
AZADEH . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Her daugh ter, about 30.

A po lit i cal ref u gee. Brave, de mand ing.

The play is both a story told on a Per sian car pet and a
piece of po lit i cal his tory, set in 1979, 1981 and 2009, in
the United States and Iran.

NOTE: A slash (/) in di cates over lap ping di a logue.
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THE PER SIAN QUAR TER

(PER SIAN MU SIC plays.

JELALUDDIN RUMI, the 13th-cen tury mys tic poet en -
ters. He has long white hair. He wears rolled, draped
trou sers and a top with large flow ing sleeves. He un -
rolls a Per sian car pet. He looks at us. He sits down on
the car pet.)

RUMI. This is a story told on a Per sian car pet…an in vis i -
ble car pet in which we are both the weav ers and the
threads.

(Pause. He pulls a dig i tal cam era from his pocket and
points it at the au di ence. He presses the but ton. An
enor mous FLASH OF LIGHT blocks him out. We see:

ANN and MIKE at the swim ming pool of the apart ment
com pound where they both live. They wear terrycloth
bath robes over their bath ing suits. It is 1979.

MIKE wears wire-rimmed glasses. ANN is at trac tive, vi -
tal. She is n’t girl ish. And prob a bly, has never been.
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They are sit ting pool side, at some dis tance from each
other, read ing. ANN has a book; MIKE has a news pa -
per.

MIKE stands and takes off his robe. He’s wear ing bath -
ing trunks. He sits down and reads his news pa per.

ANN stands and takes off her robe. She wears an ex -
tremely mod est one-piece bath ing suit. She sits down
and picks up her book. MIKE looks up at her.)

MIKE. Hi.
ANN (with out look ing up from her book). Don’t say hi.
MIKE. Hi. 

(ANN looks around, as if they might be ob served. She
stands up and puts her robe back on. She sits down and 
picks up her book.)

ANN (un der). You’re im pos si ble.
MIKE. I have n’t seen you for a week.
ANN. Five days.
MIKE. Feels like a week. (They look at each other. She re -

turns to her book.) Good book?
ANN. The Bil lion Dol lar Sure Thing. It’s about a plot to

con trol all the oil in the world.
MIKE (pause). I want to touch you. 
ANN (loud whis per). Shhhhsh. 
MIKE. —I don’t care. (He stands up, looks around, walks

over to her, and still with out look ing at her, he kisses
her, she kisses him back. He goes back to his chaise,
sits down, leans back in his chair and picks up his
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book. They con tinue to talk with out look ing at each
other.) A nun. How were you ever a nun? 

ANN. Who told you that?
MIKE. I read it. 
ANN. Where?
MIKE. Ahh—your jour nal.
ANN (looks up). My jour nal?
MIKE. When I was in your bed room. 
ANN. You went snoop ing into my things? (MIKE grins.)

Did you? 
MIKE. Is it true?
ANN (sud denly fierce). Did you or did n’t you? 
MIKE. Wow. Re mind me never to cross you. (Pause.)

What’s in your jour nal? (He’s teas ing her. ANN gets up 
and punches him in the arm.) Ow! (He grabs her arm.)
Now that I know you keep a “jour nal”—what did you
say about me? 

ANN. You think I’d tell you? How did you know about/
my past? 

MIKE. /I did n’t know. I heard. 
ANN. Heard? 
MIKE. Heard. Yeah. 
ANN. You should n’t say things like that.
MIKE. Like what?
ANN. Like that you read my jour nal…like that you heard.
MIKE. Do you think the State De part ment might be read -

ing your jour nal?
ANN. I’m not go ing to tell you what I think. You work for 

the State De part ment.
MIKE. So do you.
ANN. No I don’t.
MIKE. You work for the company.

THE PERSIAN QUARTER 9
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ANN. I work for the Iran Amer i can So ci ety.
MIKE (does n’t be lieve her). Okay. 
ANN. I give Eng lish classes and dis cuss lit er a ture. 
MIKE (does n’t be lieve her). Okay. 
ANN. You’re im pos si ble. 
MIKE. So you said.
ANN. I heard you were im pos si ble.
MIKE. I heard you were a nun.
ANN. Will you please let go of my arm? (He does. She

goes back to her chaise and picks up her book. A beat
She looks at him. He looks at her. Pause.) Never mind. 

MIKE. What? 
ANN. For get it.
MIKE. Fine. 

(Pause.)

ANN. I heard you stayed up all night smok ing opium with
the mul lahs. (MIKE laughs.) Is it true? 

MIKE. I don’t like opium. It makes me sick.
ANN. You’ve tried it? 
MIKE. Sure. 
ANN. Opium. (Pause.) I wish I could try it. 
MIKE. You want to try it? 
ANN. Does it make you sick?
MIKE. A lit tle. At first.
ANN. And then?
MIKE. Then it’s ahh…like hav ing all your nerves re -

moved. In a good way.

(Pause.)
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ANN. Did you re ally smoke opium with the mul lahs? 
MIKE. Yeah. 
ANN (pause). I’d like to try it. (Pause.) For the ex pe ri -

ence.
MIKE. You would?
ANN. Yes. 
MIKE. You want to try opium or you want to meet the

mul lahs? Is this a trap by any chance? 
ANN. A trap? 
MIKE. There are peo ple in the department who would love 

to see me take a tum ble. 
ANN. What does that have to do with me? 
MIKE. Just check ing, Ann.
ANN. You could get me in trou ble just for say ing I wanted

to smoke opium. The di rec tor of the Iran Amer i can So -
ci ety is an opium ad dict. That’s what the story would
be come in the Wash ing ton world of inflatable truth.

MIKE. Opium and the Ex-Nun. (Pause.) So were you?
ANN. Why is it so in ter est ing? It’s not even rel e vant. 
MIKE. It’s in ter est ing to me.
ANN. Why?
MIKE (pause). It turns me on. (ANN laughs.) I have a

thing about nuns. 
ANN. I’m not a nun any more. I’m not even Cath o lic any -

more. I’m not even re li gious. 
MIKE. No be lief in any thing? 
ANN. Sorry to dis ap point you.
MIKE. You don’t be lieve in any thing?
ANN. Are you still Cath o lic?
MIKE. I never said I was Cath o lic. (Pause.) You heard I

was Cath o lic?
ANN. No. 

THE PERSIAN QUARTER 11
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(Pause.)

MIKE. So how did you— Oh. Be cause of my thing about
nuns? Yeah, a sex ual at trac tion to nuns is a sign of deep 
re li gious faith. 

ANN. You’re weird. I heard you were weird. Be cause of
your fam ily back ground. 

MIKE. You know about my fam ily back ground? 
ANN. Only what I heard…
MIKE. From who? 
ANN. I don’t know. I don’t re mem ber. Around. 
MIKE. Around, like the wind?
ANN. This com pound runs on gos sip. 
MIKE. They gos sip about me?
ANN. You, me, ev ery body. Don’t tell me you don’t know

that. Where did you get your in for ma tion about me? 
ANN/MIKE. Around.
ANN. Do you wish you stayed in your apart ment in North

Te he ran? 
MIKE. How’d you know I had an apart ment in North Te -

he ran? Stu pid ques tion.
ANN/MIKE. I heard/You heard.
ANN. From you. You lived on top of a gro cery store.
MIKE. Yeah, on top of a gro cery store, with a fancy cooler 

in the front win dow.
ANN. Full of sheep heads. 
MIKE/ANN. Who told you?/You did. 
ANN. But not the whole story. Tell me the whole story.
MIKE. Why?
ANN. It’s in ter est ing. You’re here and you’re hav ing ex pe -

ri ences. 
MIKE. Aren’t you hav ing ex pe ri ences?
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ANN (flirt ing). You’re my only ex pe ri ence. I’m re ally in -
ter ested. Tell me. I love hear ing your sto ries, Mike. I
do. Come on. Come on. 

(They look at each other. He is very drawn to her.)

MIKE. Okay, so I lived on top of this gro cery story called
Saadi Super Ghousht, with the sheep heads in the win -
dow that I had to pass twice a day, com ing and go ing.
But it was a brand new build ing. White brick, two sto -
ries, very mod ern. Very Western. Saadi Super Ghousht.
Ghousht means meat.

ANN. Saadi is the great Per sian poet. 
MIKE. Yeah, so I lived on top of a butcher shop named af -

ter a poet. I’d like to see a chain of bur ger joints in the
U.S. named af ter Walt Whit man. 

ANN. I’d like to walk into a bar and say “Got any Rob ert
Frost on tap?” 

MIKE (laughs). Why not? 
ANN. Be cause Amer i cans aren’t po etic. We’re pro saic

grim re al ists. 
MIKE. Am I grim or pro saic? What does pro saic mean? 
ANN. We honor sol diers, pol i ti cians and the oc ca sional as -

tro naut. Men. Al ways men.
MIKE. Do you want to be an oc ca sional as tro naut? 
ANN. So what hap pened to your apart ment on top of Saadi 

Super Meat?
MIKE. …Well, I was sit ting in my liv ing room one eve -

ning, drink ing Per sian wine from Shi raz, writ ing a re -
port…and I heard this big crash com ing from the bath -
room. I got up, and walked down the hall, what was left 
of the hall. Half the floor had caved in. And I’m peer -
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ing through the hole in the floor where I can see the
cooler with the sheep heads, right there, be low my feet.
It turns out the build ing was n’t made of brick, it was

made of dung. And straw. With a brick façade. It just
looked like a mod ern build ing, but it was n’t. It was re -
ally just like a peas ant’s hut in the vil lage. 

ANN. In ter est ing. An cient Per sian con struc tion tech niques. 
West ern façade. Huge met a phor.

MIKE. A met a phor? It was a ca tas tro phe. 
ANN. Not to me. I’m an Eng lish teacher.
MIKE. Are you? 
ANN. Yes. What did the land lord say?
MIKE. He said he was sorry that my bath room floor caved 

in when it was such a nice bath room. He moved me
into an other apart ment in the build ing. A big ger apart -
ment. With a better view. 

ANN. But you did n’t like it there any more.
MIKE. No I liked it. Ex cept that I no ticed when I came

home and saw those heads in their cold case…I started
to feel too close to them. I started to iden tify. (ANN
laughs.) I started to imag ine my head in the cooler. I
don’t know why but I got freaked out. So I moved here
to the Amer i can com pound. (Looks at her.) Which may
have been a mis take. 

ANN. I’m glad you did. (Pause.) I’m glad you did n’t want 
to be a sheep head. 

MIKE. I wrote all this to the Foggy Bot toms in Wash ing -
ton. I hope they be lieved me. 

ANN. Why would n’t they?
MIKE. Be cause I’m sus pect. 
ANN. Sus pect?
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MIKE. Why was n’t I liv ing in the com pound to be gin
with? What was I do ing liv ing in an apart ment on my
own? They don’t like the re ports I write ei ther. My re -
ports don’t fit into their world view. 

ANN. What is their world view?
MIKE. That they rule the world. 
ANN. They’re just try ing to do their job.
MIKE. Yeah, I know. They think their job is to rule the

world. And I think that’s bullshit. For the re cord. 
ANN. What re cord? 
MIKE. Are you sure you’re not try ing to get me into trou -

ble? 
ANN. You’re so sus pi cious. 
MIKE. It’s how I stay out of trou ble. 
ANN. I think they love you in Wash ing ton. You’re re lated

to the Roosevelts. To Kermit Roo se velt. A great pa triot.
MIKE. Dis tantly re lated. 
ANN. I think he was a brave man.
MIKE. That’s your opin ion.
ANN. Yes, that’s my opin ion. (Pause.) But not yours?
MIKE (pause). You’re such a true be liever.
ANN. What do you mean?
MIKE. You’re a be liever—all the cells in your body be -

lieve in a nun like way. So why do I find you so hard
to be lieve? 

ANN. I’m be gin ning to think you don’t like me.
MIKE. No, I like you. That’s the prob lem. 
ANN. Why are you so sus pi cious of me? 
MIKE. I don’t know…

 (A pause. They look at each other. He’s go ing to kiss
her but she looks around and pulls away.)
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ANN. Mike.
MIKE. Yeah, okay. We’re not in the bed room.
ANN. And we’re in this coun try. 
MIKE. There must be some thing you like about be ing

here. 
ANN. You.
MIKE. Be sides me. 
ANN. I like…I like Rumi. 
MIKE. Who?
ANN. The Per sian poet. He’s very mys ti cal and pro found. 
MIKE. Never met him. 
ANN. He died in the thir teenth cen tury.
MIKE. That ex plains it. 
ANN. And I like Googosh. You know who she is, don’t

you?
MIKE. She used to be blast ing from ev ery car ra dio in the

city…Ahmani…your eyes are my wine… Your eyes are
my wine… You like po ets? I can be po etic. 

(The look at each other.)

ANN. You’re so dif fer ent from your rep u ta tion.
MIKE. What is my rep u ta tion? 
ANN. You’re a hot head. 
MIKE. A hot head? What does that mean?
ANN. And an odd ball elit ist. 
MIKE. Where do they get elit ist? Me? 
ANN. You’re a Roo se velt.
MIKE. I’m a Cath o lic boy from a Penn syl va nia farm. 
ANN (pause). They say you’ve “gone na tive.” 
MIKE. Na tive? Be cause I speak the lan guage of the coun -

try I’ve been sent to and I ac tu ally like the peo ple who
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live here. What do they ex pect? I was in the Peace
Corps. I learned Farsi in the Peace Corps. 

ANN. So you know my name means shit in Farsi. 
MIKE (laughs). Maybe you should think about us ing an -

other name. 
ANN. My older brother used to call me lit tle shit. I can’t

get away from it. 
MIKE. What do your stu dents call you?
ANN. They call me Khonom Gill-as. Lady Cher ries. 
MIKE. Lady Cher ries. Don’t take of fense, but that sounds

like a strip per. A strip per nun. (He gets a pack of cig a -
rettes out of the pocket of his bath robe.) It’s enough to
give me a heart at tack. (Of fers her a cig a rette.)

ANN (shakes her head). I don’t smoke. So I guess I can’t
stay up all night smok ing with the mul lahs and get the
low down. Also I’m not a man. 

MIKE. That’s one of the rea sons I like you.
ANN. I can’t go any where in this city. 
MIKE. Where do you want to go? I’ll take you. 
ANN. I re ally want to get out of here. Can you take me out 

of here? 
MIKE. But you just got here. How long has it been? A

cou ple months?
ANN. It twists me up, be ing in a cul ture where a man’s

sense of his vi ril ity is de pend ent on the mis ery of his
women. 

MIKE. It’s not mis ery. They be lieve in fe male mod esty. 
ANN. That’s ex actly what I was told by the church. That

God wants me to be mod est. I’d ask the nuns, but is
that all he wants of me? Yes, they said, that was all he
wanted. I thought it was so un dig ni fied. 
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