[image: image1.jpg]Chilvven are an BHeritage
of Paheh
(Psalin 127)




Naaman (b)
Stage 3 

Naaman

	CAST:
	Costumes & Props

	· Narrator
· Naaman’s Wife
· Hebrew Slave
· Slave 1 & 2


	· 


Scene:  A room in Naaman’s house.  Richly covered divan, centre stage.  Palms, or flowering plants, rugs, cushions etc.  Two slave girls are reclining on cushions, and working embroidery.  Enter Hebrew slave.

SLAVE 1
Why should we contrive rare dishes to tempt our lady’s appetite?  She sends them away, untasted.

SLAVE 2
Why should we wear out our eyes stitching cunning embroideries into her robes?  When we take them to her, she’ll thrust them aside.

SLAVE 1
Her gardens are gay with flowers, and she sees them not.  Her fountains play, and the peacocks flaunt their feathers on her terraces, ye she does not heed them.

HEBREW SLAVE
What is the matter now?  (reclining)
SLAVE 1
My lady is sad.

HEBREW SLAVE
Is she not always sad?

SLAVE 2
Wherefore should she be sad?  Do we not devise all we can to amuse her?  Even now, when the king sent fruits from his own table, she would not taste them.

HEBREW SLAVE
Poor lady.

SLAVE 2
Poor, indeed. (laughing)  An Israelite slave to call poor the wife of Naaman.  Is not her husband the mightiest man in the Kingdom.

HEBREW SLAVE
And a leper.

SLAVE 2
Do not say it aloud, or we shall be whipped.  It is not even known even in the household yet.  People say Naaman is sick, he must stay at his country house.  But that he is a leper must not be breathed.

HEBREW SLAVE
(dropping her embroidery)  I have seen lepers standing without the city gates in my own country.

SLAVE 2
I thought there were no evils in Israel (Hebrew slave bows her head).  Nay, take it not unkindly, but you Israelites are so jealous of your country’s honour.  There are no gods like your gods, no people like your people, and as for your priests I have heard it said that they rule your kings!

HEBREW SLAVE
Our prophets listen to the voice of God and speak His word to the kings.

SLAVE 1
Yet Naaman goes, and with his hosts he slays your kings, and brings back captives in thousands, to serve in the households of Syria.  Where were your prophets then.

HEBREW SLAVE
If we obeyed the voice of God, disaster would not overwhelm Israel.

SLAVE 2
Ah, well, Naaman will go no more raiding in your land.

HEBREW SLAVE
(shyly)  I wish my lord could visit a prophet in Israel.  I am sure he would heal him of his leprosy.

SLAVE 1
(laughing)  Your prophets are men of magic if they can work such wonders.  There are magicians in Syria, and the king would give them all they asked if they could  restore Naaman again.

SLAVE 2
If your prophets are such mighty men, why do they not bring you back to your native land?

Enter wife of Naaman.

NAAMAN’S WIFE
(languidly)  No quiet anywhere?  (slaves stand looking guilty).  In my chambers, wherever I go, there is the ceaseless chatter of women.

Slave 1 & 2 go out quickly, Hebrew slave is following when her mistress calls her back.


Nay, child, you shall stay.  You do not fret me.  Presently you shall sing to me, one of the songs of your country.  They are plaintive, the songs you sing.  They fit my mood.  How did you learn them?

HEBREW SLAVE
From my mother and father.  Our forefathers sang them long ago as they came out of bondage unto the Promised Land;   they sang them as their leader Moses led them through the desert, and our people have always sung them since. (Hebrew slave sits)
NAAMAN’S WIFE
(aside)  How does one sing in the wilderness? (brokenly)   Oh, Naaman, Naaman for you it is the wilderness indeed.  Better that you had been killed in battle than stricken so sorely.

Hebrew slave rises softly and kneels before mistress.

HEBREW SLAVE
My lady, can nothing be done?

NAAMAN’S WIFE
Do you not know what leprosy is?  I may not even see his face.

Hebrew slave rises and turns away, then, gaining courage, returns, standing humbly before her mistress.

HEBREW SLAVE
Forgive the words of a slave girl, but I would my lord could see a prophet of my people, who lives in Samaria.  He is truly a man of God, and something tells me that he would relieve my lord of his leprosy.

Naaman’s wife sits like a statue.


Oh, my mistress, do not look so sad, and hear my words.  He is a prophet of God.  The lord works mightily in him.

NAAMAN’S WIFE
(reflectively)  The God of the Israelites.  He’s powerful I know.  Naaman feared him.  (turning to slave)  Where dwells this prophet of yours?  What is his name?

HEBREW SLAVE
Elisha!  He lives at Samaria.

NAAMAN’S WIFE
I’ve heard of him. (standing suddenly)  Child, do you play with me?  Has this man power?

HEBREW SLAVE
As the Lord God of Israel liveth, if my lord would visit Elisha, I know he would help him.  All day, since the whisperings of my master’s complaint have gone abroad, I have been moved to speak to you.

NAAMAN’S WIFE
(turning away, and beating her hands together)  Now can I trust the word of a slave?  Why should she want to help us?  She has enough cause to hate the household of Naaman.  Yet, I don’t know.  She’s a good girl, and her words are earnest - her faith in this God of hers is convincing. (turning to Hebrew slave)  Go quickly, call a messenger that I may send him to the King.

Hebrew slave is darting away, but her mistress catches her by the shoulder, wheels her round.


Stay.  Know you not it is a dangerous thing to trifle with the wife of Naaman.  If thy prophet should betray thy faith.

HEBREW SLAVE
(simply)  My lady, Elisha is the servant of the living God.  I can pledge my trust in him.

NAAMAN’S WIFE
Go then, quickly (sinking down and burying her face, and speaking in broken tones) - and oh, may thy faith in thy God be justified.

SCENE 2

Same room in Naaman’s house - great activity in readiness for Naaman’s return.  Slave girls making preparations.  Naaman’s wife on a couch with the Hebrew maid in attendance.

NAAMAN’S WIFE
(she claps her hands and cries out)   Silence, I hear the sound of chariot wheels.  (she rises and looks anxiously through a window)  I hear my lord coming.  Oh, what will be the news.

HEBREW SLAVE
My lady, do not fear - my lord will be healed.

Naaman enters and with great joy approaches his wife.

NAAMAN
Beloved, oh, my beloved.  Look at me - no longer a leper but cured.  To see you again after so long a separation.  How can I tell you all the joyous news.

NAAMAN’S WIFE
Naaman, my husband.  This is the happiest day of my life.  Tell us all that has befallen you - and Miriam, my little maid, come and sit close to me, that you too may hear the wonderful news.

NAAMAN
After a long and tiring journey I found the prophet of Israel, Elisha, as Miriam had told us - and to my shame I must tell you - I nearly lost my chance of being cured - through my own foolish pride.  When Elisha sent his servant to me instead of coming himself, he told me to wash seven times in Jordan.  Think, Meesha, of our beautiful rivers of Assyria, Abana, Pharpar, and then think how I felt when I saw the muddy waters of Jordan, and was told to dip seven times in them, think Meesha, seven times.  If it had not been for the wise advice of my good friend and servant, Daana, I should have returned to you a leper still - but common sense prevailed and I learned that everyone that is proud of heart is an abomination to the God of Israel.  So I was forgiven for my pride, and I did as I had been bidden by the great prophet of Israel, and her I am - cured, and from now on I shall worship the God of Israel.  I can never be grateful enough for this wonderful blessing. Miriam, our little maid, how can we ever thank you for what you have done for us.

NAAMAN’S WIFE
Yes, a daughter could not have shown more love to us than you have done.

HEBREW MAID
My lord and my mistress, my reward is to live with you and worship the God of Israel with you.
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