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PART ONE 

 

Chocolate Chai 
 

We hear the Music of Pakistan.  Maryam is a Pakistani American.  She lives on Devon 

Avenue in Chicago.  She speaks with a Pakistani-British accent.  It is the accent of the 

upper and middle class, who have attended Private English medium schools in Pakistan.  

She wears a Veil in a very fashionable way and is dressed in very stylish Pakistani 

clothes called Shalwar Kamees. 

MARYAM 

If you’re making authentic Pakistani Chai, you don’t need a kettle, all you need is a 

medium sized saucepan.  The name of this tea in Urdu is Dood Patti Chai.  Dood means 

milk, Patti means tealeaves, and Chai means tea.  Some people think putting a tea bag, in 

an ugly mug and seeping it, is tea.  I’m sorry, but that’s not tea.  Tea is not seeped, tea is 

cooked.  Basically, I cook the tealeaves in the milk, and then add a variety of spices, like 

cardamom, cinnamon and cloves.  That’s how you make Doot Patti Chai.  However, I 

came up with another variation of Doot Patti Chai, that I only make for weddings.  When 

I got married, my husband and I could not decide on the dessert.  My husband wanted 

Chai to be the dessert at our wedding, and I wanted Chocolate.  I kept thinking, “Chai 

can’t be a dessert.”  Then the word Fusion came into my brain, and I decided to put the 

finest chocolate into the Chai.  That’s how I invented, Chocolate Chai, and let me tell 

you, it’s delicious.  It was a huge success at the wedding, everyone loved it.  Now all the 

Pakistani weddings are copying me.  My husband always gives me a hard time, “You 

should have sold the recipe to Starbucks.  We could have become rich!”  Well, it’s too 

late for that.  Anyway, today you are in luck, because I am making Chocolate Chai, just 

for you.  (She pours some of the tea into a cup and tastes it)  Nay, abi tayar nay hey.  It’s 

not ready yet.  Just a few more minutes.   

You have a funny look on your face.  I know what you’re thinking.  “I came all 

the way to Devon Avenue to see if this Pakistani woman can design for me the wedding 

dress of my dreams, and she’s wasting time in her kitchen making me tea.”  Don’t worry, 

I’m not insulted.  I’m a Pakistani, and in my country, we do business in a very different 

way.  Let me explain how I work.  Some people call me a fashion designer.  But, I don’t 

see myself as a fashion designer.  I’m an artist.  Here is my process.  A potential client 

calls me, like you.  Usually they have seen my dresses at someone’s party.  I invite them 

over to my house for some Chai, and Gup Shup.  Gup Shup is what you would call 

chatting, you know, getting to know each other.  We will drink lots of tea, and eat lots of 

samosas and snacks.  And by the time you leave I will know if I am going to design 

dresses for you.  You see, it is not you who is choosing me, it is me who is choosing you.  

(She speaks with passion) 

This is not about money! I don’t care about that.  I’m an artist.  I have gone without work 

for months because I did not feel a connection with the client.  I look to your soul, and if I 

feel a connection, then I will not just design the dress, I will create Art.   



I know you came here for a Pakistani wedding dress, you must have heard that my 

dresses are famous in Lahore and Karachi.  But I must be honest with you.  I have 

stopped designing wedding dresses.  I just can’t do it, not after what happened.  But I can 

do a few evening dresses to wear at parties.  I heard your fiancé is from Karachi, I was 

born and raised in Karachi. 

I immigrated to America when I married my husband.  I cried the whole plane 

ride.  I didn’t want to leave.  I love my country.  My God!  (She laughs)  When we  

arrived to my new apartment, it was in a very white neighborhood in the suburbs.  I cried 

to my husband Mujtabah everyday.  “Take me home Muju!  I miss seeing brown people.  

I miss the pollution, and the beggars, and the motorcycles carrying a family of six.”  Can 

you believe it, I started to beg my husband for a divorce.  “I hate it here, send me back 

home.”  Finally my husband said, “That’s it, tonight were going to Devon.”  Devon I 

thought, what the hell is Devon.  My God, when I arrived, I was so excited.  “Look Muju, 

so many brown people!”  The food and the stores, it was a home away from home.  They 

even had Pak Cola!  It’s a green fizzy drink, a Pakistani version of coke a cola.  I took a 

case load home.  That very night I told Muju, get an apartment here, or I’m going back to 

Pakistan.  I swear, Devon Avenue saved my marriage.  (She laughs).  I love Chicago.  

Now when I go back to Pakistan, I can only stay for a month.  My life is here now.  My 

friends, they have become family, my business, my Art.  Everything is here.  That’s why 

I decided to apply for citizenship.   

 Your face is glowing.  You have that light that brides have.  In Islam we believe 

marriage is half your religion.  It completes you.  I love the wedding day.  In my culture 

the brides always cry.  They cry because they are leaving their parents home.  The bride 

and groom leave the wedding with someone holding a Quran over their heads.  This is 

done in the hope that the couple will live a life in the shade of the Quran.  It’s my favorite 

part of a Pakistani wedding.   

The last wedding dress I designed was for Lena.  She’s my best friend, she 

immigrated to Chicago from Pakistan like me, except she’s from Lahore.  Lena is a Jaan, 

she’s amazing.  I wanted Lena’s wedding day to be unforgettable.  And it was 

unforgettable, but for very different reasons. 

I was wearing my favorite Hijab, that’s the Arabic word for veil.  It was my grey 

Hijab that Ammi, my mother gave me when I first decided to cover my hair.  I made the 

decision when I was twenty.  I was growing in my spirituality and it just felt like the right 

time.  We cover our hair for God, and because we believe modesty is a part of faith.  

Ammi was so happy when I started to cover.  I was surprised because she started to talk 

about her labor when she had me.  My mother is very old fashioned, she never ever 

talked about stuff like that with me before.  But she told me that while laboring in the 

hospital, she kept reciting the chapter in Quran named after the Virgin Mary, Suratul 

Maryam.  That chapter talks about Mary’s labor with Jesus, and scholars recommend 

pregnant women to read it because of the blessing.  When she finally gave birth to me, 

she named me Maryam, and prayed that I would have a connection to the Divine like 

Mary.  I guess seeing me covered made her feel like a part of her prayer was answered.    

What was I telling you?  Oh yes, Lena’s wedding.  I had beautiful Mehndi on my 

hands; you know, Henna tattoos.  I was running really late.  I put my baby and toddler in 

the car, called Muju, who was still at work, and told him to hurry up, or he will miss the 

stealing of the groom’s shoes.  That must sound weird.  Let me explain.  In my culture, 



the bride’s entourage steals the groom’s shoes.  The poor groom is sitting on the stage 

like an idiot without shoes.  If he wants them back, he has to pay.  You can make good 

money at a Pakistani wedding.  Most of the money goes to charity, it’s just good fun.  

When I finally got to the hall, the parking lot was full.  I noticed that there were two 

weddings taking place at the venue, our Pakistani wedding, and an American wedding.  

Finally I found a spot, grabbed my double stroller, put the kids in, and headed towards 

the entrance.  I was so excited, I kept thinking about Lena, and wondering how she will 

look in the dress I designed for her.  It really was my best work.  I could smell the 

tandoori chicken and lamb biryani and it was making me really hungry.  I was nursing 

my baby at that time, so my body was in constant milk production, I was always hungry 

in those days, I was a factory.  My husband used to call me his beautiful wife the cow. 

As I got closer to the entrance, I noticed a man smoking a cigarette with his lady 

friend, I realized that they must be guests from the American wedding.  So I’m pushing 

my double stroller, and when I walked past the man, he said. 

MAN 

Take that fucking shit off your head! 

MARYAM 

I froze.  I couldn’t move.  My brain was trying to process what just happened.  I kept 

asking myself, “Did he just say that to me?”  I turned around and he was glaring at me, 

with this look that said, “Yeah, I just said that to you.”  I could have walked away and 

just ignored him, but, I didn’t want to be a coward in front of my children.  You see, 

everything I do, my children will do.  Everything I do, my children will do.  If I let 

people treat me like garbage, my kids will do the same.  So I looked that man straight in 

the eye and said.  “Sir, you need to get an education, because you’re ignorant.” 

MAN 

Fuck you!  You’re in America, take that shit off your head. 

MARYAM 

That’s right I’m in America, where I have my constitutional right to practice my religion 

and dress how I like. 

MAN 

You A-rabs are terrorists, go back to Afghanistan. 

MARYAM 

Sir, let me educate you, Afghan’s are not Arabs. I’m not an Arab, or an Afghan, or a 

terrorist.  I’m an American, a Pakistani-American. 

MAN 

If you’re American, then dress like one! 

MARYAM 

I am dressed like one, veiled or unveiled, I am an American!  And I’m not going to waste 

another second of my time talking to an ignorant loser like you. 

MAN 

Don’t call me a loser you Bitch! 

MARYAM 

At this point, the guy charges towards me with his fist getting closer and closer to my 

face.  All of a sudden, his lady friend pulls him back. 

LADY 

JOHN NO! JOHN NO! Don’t do it John!  She’s not worth it.  She’s just a fucking A-rab. 



MARYAM 

I spent most of my best friend’s wedding at the police station.  I missed the stealing of the 

groom’s shoes.  I missed everything that was important to me.   

This man, John, thought it was okay to swear at me in front of my children.  He 

thought it was okay to physically attack me in front of my children.  That’s because in his 

eyes I was not a mother, a wife, a daughter.  I was just a “Mozlem”, a “Terrorist”, I was 

not human.  Do you know what it feels like to be treated like you and your children are 

not human?  (Pause)  I do.   

I haven’t been able to design for weddings since that day.  I just can’t. 

Before 9/11, I always felt like I was a part of the great melting pot that America 

is.  (Pause)  But, after that day, that horrible day in September, I found myself wondering 

if this American experience included me.  You see, on September 10
th

, 2001, I was a 

normal American, life was normal, we were normal Americans living our lives.  The next 

day, everything changed.  The back lash was so ugly.  Women in veils got the worst of it.  

Do you know, years have gone by, but still every September 11
th

, my husband will not let 

me leave the house.  He worries about my safety.   

It was my best friend’s wedding.  I didn’t want Lena to find out what happened.  I 

mean, it was her wedding day, and I wanted all the attention to be on her.  But she found 

out.  Everybody found out.  She hugged me and told me to dance with her.  I looked at 

her like she was crazy.  “How can I dance?  I should have just ignored him.  Meri 

Bachee, my kids,,,, I should have ignored him,,,,(She cries)  What if he had hit me, they 

would have been traumatized for the rest of their lives.  Lena said “Dance with me.”  I 

refused.  Then Lena recited a poem by Rumi.  (We hear the sound of the Ney (Middle-

Eastern Flute)) She said, 

“Dance when your broken open. 

Dance, when you’ve torn the bandage off. 

Dance in the middle of the fighting. 

Dance in you blood. 

Dance when you are perfectly free.” 

So I danced.  I danced and drank lots of Chocolate Chai.  It’s strange.  When she recited 

the poem, I thought she said it to get me to dance.  But I realize now that she meant 

something else.  Rumi was talking about the dance of life.  Sometimes life gets ugly, 

because people forget they come from a Divine origin.  Their forgetfulness brings out the 

worst in them.  But the dance of life continues.  And the soul continues its journey back 

to that Source.  If I faced that man because I wanted to teach my children not to fear 

people, then, I also needed to teach my children to get back on their feet, and dance life’s 

beautiful dance, and not let the hatred of others break them.  (Pause) I loved designing 

wedding dresses.  I just, loved it.  (Pause)  You know what?  I’ve had a change of heart.  I 

will design your wedding dress.  You’re in luck, some fabric has just arrived from 

Karachi.  It’s a dirty peach, with a touch of gold.   

Okay, let me taste they tea, yes it’s ready.  Now, you must never serve Chai in 

some ugly mug, only the most beautiful tea set.  (She pours the tea into the teapot and 

begins to pour it into the cups).  As for John, he was arrested for assault.  Truth is, I don’t 

think John’s arrest will really teach him anything, maybe to hate Muslims more.  So 

what’s the solution?  I don’t know, getting to know me might help.  Maybe, maybe I 

should have invited him to the wedding, the food and the Chocolate Chai would have 



won his heart.   (She sips her tea).  Yes the Chocolate Chai is ready, and it’s delicious.  

Marriage is like Chocolate Chai, it is the fusion of two individuals, who in some ways 

become one.  Okay, Bismillah, let’s drink the Chai.  Let me get the fabric, while you 

enjoy some Chocolate Chai. 

 

 

Part Two 

(We hear the Music of Morocco.) 

 

Shay bil Nainai 

The Mint tea of Morocco 

 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 

 

NOOR  

BABA 

MAMA 

JOE 

 

THE SETTING 

At rise we are in Noor’s kitchen.  There is fresh mint on the table, and a box of Middle 

Eastern tealeaves.  Noor is drying the Moroccan tea glasses with a towel, and places them 

on a tray.   

 

NOOR 

(Noor is a Moroccan-American, she wears a 

veil.  She pours water into the metal teapot.) 

 

Moroccan mint tea has a lot of mint in it and it should taste very sweet.  First boil 

the water, then add the green tea, fresh mint and three tablespoons of sugar.  Save some 

fresh mint for the garnish.  My family is from Morocco.  My parents left Fez for America 

when Mama was pregnant with me.  I was born in Chicago.   

I brought you to my apartment because I wanted us to just relax and, talk.  You 

have a really strong case, you really do, but, your silence, your silence is making it really 

difficult for me to help you.  Your not in my office, your in my home.  Forget that I’m 

your lawyer, just forget it.  I’m your friend, and I really want to help you.   

Your parents are so worried because you have become mute.  I asked them to let 

me bring you to my home for some Moroccan Mint tea, and because I wanted to share a 

story with you, something that happened to me a few years ago.  (Pause)  I know your 

pain.  I know it, because I’ve lived it. 

In Morocco, tea is more than just a drink.  It’s a symbol of friendship, tradition 

and hospitality.  Tea is a huge part of my culture.  We drink it in the morning to help 

wake us up.  We drink it in the night to help us relax, and we drink it one hundred times 

in between.  Sometimes we drink in silence, but often we drink tea with laughter, tears 

and stories.  We are a culture of storytellers, therefore, I must share my story with you.   



It is a true story, it happened a few years ago.  It is a story about Ishq, love that 

makes you numb.  This story involves an orange, (She takes an orange from the fruit 

basket and cuts it) a candy bar, a love letter, and pain that makes your life frozen.   

I’m sorry, I’m making no sense, let me start from the beginning.  I had just 

graduated from high school, and I started community college.  I had no clue what to do 

with my life.  I wanted to take lots of different classes to help me discover what my 

passion is.  My Baba was nervous sending me to that college, the area is not very safe, 

but I told him Allah would protect me.  One day I came home from school, and my father 

asked me to make mint tea.  He told me to make it good because his friend’s son Hasan 

was visiting us.  I know exactly why Hasan had come, and I was not happy.  Instead of 

sugar, I wanted to put salt in Hasan’s tea.  I wanted to let his taste buds know that I am 

not interested.  But I decided that was very rude, so I didn’t do it.  Every time Hasan 

would make eye contact with me, he would start to blush.  I felt sorry for him, he was 

clueless.  Finally, Hasan went home and my Baba sat me down for a little chat. 

BABA 

Noor, Habibti, you are no longer a little girl.  In my eyes you will always be my baby, but 

Ma sha Allah you are becoming a woman.  And woman needs husband.  I invite Hasan, 

because I want to introduce you to him, and because I feel like he would make excellent 

husband for you.   

MAMA 

He beautiful Noor, very handsome, very handsome.  He remind me of Brad Pitt.  The two 

of you together will be the Moroccan Brangelina! 

NOOR 

But I don’t like him in that way.  I am not being mean, but he’s a bit overweight.  Baba, 

it’s not healthy. 

BABA 

Noor, my baby, he is a bachelor, that’s why he eats fast food.  Once he have nice wife 

like you, to cook healthy meal for him, you will see the pounds drop.  Don’t worry, we 

will write in the marriage contract, “Must lose weight.”   

NOOR 

But Baba, didn’t you notice that he has a strange smell. 

BABA 

Noor Habibti, he works with cars, it is not his fault.  Don’t worry my love, we will put in 

marriage contract, “Must take shower after work.” 

NOOR 

But Baba, I asked him if he prays five times a day, and he said no.  Forgive me for being 

rude Baba, but he is kind of boring. 

BABA 

Boring!  Boring!  What are you talking about?  Your mother, she is so boring, but I still 

love her.  I am your father, listen to me and you will be happy.  You know I will never 

force you to marry him, I will only advise you.  Hasan is a good man, he will take good 

care of you.  Noor, listen to me, I have known his father for twenty,,, 

NOOR 

(Almost an outcry)  But I love Joe. 

BABA 

What did you say? 



NOOR 

Nothing Baba. 

MAMA 

Ya Allah, she is in love.  Look how pale she is.   

NOOR 

Mama, I’m fine. 

MAMA 

She has not been eating, drinking, sleeping.  I am Hebla, I am so stupid.  I thought it was 

because she is taking so many classes.    

BABA 

Answer me Noor, what did you say? 

NOOR 

Nothing Baba. 

BABA 

No, it was not nothing.  You said you love Joe.  Who is Joe?  Answer me Noor, WHO IS 

JOE? 

NOOR 

A boy from my school. 

BABA 

What kind of name is Joe?  Have all the Arab boys died in your school?  Is he an 

American? 

NOOR 

Yes Baba. 

BABA 

Ya Allah!  Is he a Christian. 

NOOR 

No Baba, let me explain to you,,,, 

MAMA 

Ya Allah!  Is he Jewish?  Ya Lateef!  How will I explain to the family,,, 

NOOR 

No Mama, you see, let me start from the,,, 

BABA 

Oh my God!  He is Hindu!  Or Buddha?  This child is going to kill me!  What is he? Tell 

me right now Noor, WHAT RELIGION IS HE? 

NOOR 

He is a Muslim. 

MAMA 

Alhumduliah!  Thanks God!  Thanks God!  Noor, sit down and tell us everything, I want 

to know every detail.   

NOOR 

I was taking a class called Public speaking.  As I was walking down the hall towards my 

class, a group of boys were following me.  They were calling me a towel head and a sand 

nigger.  One of the boys started to tug on my hijab, he almost pulled it off.  I tried not to 

cry but I could not stop the tears.   

BABA 

Why didn’t you tell me?   



NOOR 

Baba, just listen.  I see this boy watching, and when he started to walk up to the boys, I 

just assumed he was friends with them and he was going to join in.  Instead, he grabs one 

of the boys and warns all of them that if they bother me again he will beat them up.   

JOE 

Are you okay?  We need to report this to the Administration, I’ll come with you.  Don’t 

cry, here I have some tissue in my pocket.  Hold on, here don’t worry, it’s not used.  

Those guys are ignorant.  If they ever bother you again, just let me know, okay? 

NOOR 

His eyes were so beautiful and kind.  He told me his name was Joe, short for Joseph.  He 

was named after the most beautiful Prophet, Yusuf, so of course he would be beautiful.   

BABA 

Don’t exaggerate! 

MAMA 

Be quiet, and let her talk.  Go on Noor, what happened next. 

NOOR 

He helped me fill out the incident report.  Then he spoke to me in Arabic. 

JOE  

Ma ismik? 

NOOR 

Noor.  My name is Noor.  You speak Arabic? 

JOE 

I am studying Classical Arabic.  That’s a beautiful name, Noor, it means light. 

NOOR 

Yes.  Then he told me that he converted to Islam five years ago, and he went for 

pilgrimage to Mecca last year.  I asked him what made him become a Muslim, and he 

said “An Orange.” 

BABA 

The color orange or the fruit? 

NOOR 

The fruit. 

BABA 

Ha!  What kind of an idiot converts because of a fruit? 

MAMA 

Oh be quiet and let her talk. 

NOOR 

He told me that he was in a very serious car accident. 

JOE 

It’s a miracle that I survived.  I really should be dead.  In the hospital I was eating an 

orange and a candy bar.  As I looked at the orange and the candy bar, I began to think 

how similar they both are.  Both are sweet, both come in a wrapper.  Both have segments.  

The candy bar had nuts in it, and the orange had seeds in it.  If I threw the candy bar 

away, it would just decompose.  But if I threw the orange away, the seeds could grow 

into a kind of orange factory, an orange tree.  Then I thought, what if someone designed a 

candy bar that if thrown away could turn into a candy factory.  It’s impossible.  And that 



made me realize how miraculous an orange really is.  The candy bar was designed and 

fashioned by someone, so must the orange.  Something designed and fashioned the 

orange, which is a miracle because it can reproduce.  Existence can’t come out of 

nothing.  That’s when my journey began.  I studied all religions.  When I read about 

Islam, that one statement intrigued me.  No God but God.  What does it mean?  La ila ha 

ilAllah, No God but God!  One year later I took my Shahadah at the masjid.   

And when ever people ask me why I converted, I say, because of an orange.   

BABA 

That’s interesting.  I never thought of an orange in that way. 

MAMA 

For the last time will you be quiet!  Then what happened Noor. 

NOOR 

Whenever he saw me in the library, he would ask me questions to help him with his 

Arabic.  He was just, so nice.  He wanted to go to Africa and help build schools.  One 

day, I am sitting in the library, he walks past me without saying Salaam.  He always says 

Salaam to me.  Did I do something wrong?  Then he walks past me again, still no 

Salaam.  Then he walks past me again and drops a letter on my book.  He quickly walks 

away. 

BABA 

Go get it, I want to read it!  Go quickly and get it! 

MAMA 

No need, she has memorized it. 

BABA 

How do you know? 

MAMA 

Because I am a Moroccan woman!  And I know how Moroccan woman loves. 

NOOR 

I have more than memorized it.  I have analyzed every sentence, every word, and every 

letter.  It is a part of my soul.   

BABA 

Noor, stop this romantic nonsense!  What did it say?  Hurry up and tell me. 

MAMA 

Noor, tell us.  What did the letter say? 

JOE 

Dearest Noor, I am writing you this letter to let you know that I am in love with you and I 

want to marry you.  I will be coming to your house to speak with your father and ask for 

your hand in marriage.  Allah Almighty says in Quran, "And among His Signs is this, that 

He created for you mates from among yourselves, that ye may dwell in tranquility with 

them, and He has put love and mercy between your hearts, verily in that are Signs for 

those who reflect.”  I hope you will say yes.  Sincerely, Joseph.  P.S  Inti Jameela Jidden. 

MAMA 

Inti Jameela Jidden!  How sweet!  Well it is true, you are very beautiful! 

BABA 

There was no need to write that Noor is beautiful.  No need at all!  But, I like how he 

mentions asking my permission, and I like how he mentions verse from Quran.  But he is 

not an Arab.  You will lose your culture.  Americans have no culture.  Just burgers, 



French fries and beer.  Think of your future children.  No,,, No,,, Noor my love, I cannot 

let you make such a big mistake. 

NOOR 

No Baba please, I love him.  I will die if you don’t let me marry him! 

MAMA 

We will do what Our beautiful Prophet told us to do. 

BABA 

Listen to your mother, she is right. 

MAMA 

The Prophet tell us, when two people like each other, get them married quickly. 

BABA 

What! 

MAMA 

The Prophet never cared about nationality.  The Prophet told us marry for Deen, for 

religion and good manners.  And this boy has good religion.  When we meet him we will 

see his manners.   

NOOR. 

When my parents met Joe, they loved him.  Our wedding date was set, and we 

were busy planning things.  We gave him a gift from Morocco, it was a Jalaba.  It is a 

long, full sleeve garb that men wear.  I had brought my wedding dress, and I was busy 

planning my Henna party.  That is an evening where all the ladies come over and put 

Henna on my hands.  They dance and have lots of fun.   

And then (pause) the world stopped, because of that horrible day.  The day when Planes 

would be hijacked, and buildings would come down.  And loved ones would never come 

home.  On Semptember 11
th

, my religion was also hijacked.  Terrorism is Murder, and 

Murder is Haraam, it is forbidden.  But the media, My God!  The media was painting a 

very different picture of Islam, and I felt helpless. 

We had to postpone the wedding.  There had been a few hate crimes against my 

community, so my parents wanted me to stay home.  It was terrible.  As the months past, 

things seemed to get back to normal.  We set another date for the wedding.  I was so 

excited, in twenty days I was going to marry Joe.  Joe called me and asked me to meet 

him at the college.  He had found the perfect banquet hall for our Wedding, and he 

needed my signiture on the contract for the Hall rental.  It was a Friday and he was 

wearing the Jalaba  I gave him.  The sun was setting, and it was almost time for the 

sunset prayer.    I saw him drive into the college parking lot, he parked his car in the back 

of the lot which was a bit far from where I parked.  Then I got out of my car but I could 

not see him anywhere.  I heard a scream near the garbage cans behind the main building.  

I started to run there.  I saw a group of boys hitting Joe.  Joe saw me, and he screamed 

“RUN!”  I tried to run as fast as I could, but two of the boys grabbed me.  They pulled me 

behind the building where Joe was.  They had knives.  Three of them pinned me to the 

floor.  One of them punched me in the face.  Joe screamed.  That’s when I knew they had 

stabbed him.  (Long Pause)  They, they used the knife to,,, to cut open,,,, (Pause) to cut 

open my clothes.  One of them said “Who wants to go first?”  I started to scream.  I 

begged them to stop.  One of the boys said, “No mercy for terrorists.”   

 


