
TWO THOUSAND ROSES 
By Jerry Rabushka 

 
Copyright © 2005 by Jerry Rabushka, All rights reserved. 
ISBN 1-60003-038-6 
 
CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this Work is subject to a 
royalty. This Work is fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States of 
America and all countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations, 
whether through bilateral or multilateral treaties or otherwise, and including, but not limited 
to, all countries covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, the Universal 
Copyright Convention and the Berne Convention. 
 
RIGHTS RESERVED: All rights to this Work are strictly reserved, including professional 
and amateur stage performance rights. Also reserved are: motion picture, recitation, 
lecturing, public reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound recording, all forms 
of mechanical or electronic reproduction, such as CD-ROM, CD-I, DVD, information and 
storage retrieval systems and photocopying, and the rights of translation into non-English 
languages. 
 
PERFORMANCE RIGHTS AND ROYALTY PAYMENTS: All amateur and stock 
performance rights to this Work are controlled exclusively by Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. No 
amateur or stock production groups or individuals may perform this play without securing 
license and royalty arrangements in advance from Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. Questions 
concerning other rights should be addressed to Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. Royalty fees are 
subject to change without notice. Professional and stock fees will be set upon application in 
accordance with your producing circumstances. Any licensing requests and inquiries 
relating to amateur and stock (professional) performance rights should be addressed to 
Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.  
 
Royalty of the required amount must be paid, whether the play is presented for charity or 
profit and whether or not admission is charged. 
 
AUTHOR CREDIT: All groups or individuals receiving permission to produce this play must 
give the author(s) credit in any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the production 
of this play. The author’s billing must appear directly below the title on a separate line 
where no other written matter appears. The name of the author(s) must be at least 50% as 
large as the title of the play. No person or entity may receive larger or more prominent 
credit than that which is given to the author(s). 
 
PUBLISHER CREDIT: Whenever this play is produced, all programs, advertisements, 
flyers or other printed material must include the following notice: 
 
Produced by special arrangement with Brooklyn Publishers, LLC 
 
COPYING: Any unauthorized copying of this Work or excerpts from this Work is strictly 
forbidden by law. No part of this Work may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or 
transmitted in any form, by any means now known or yet to be invented, including 
photocopying or scanning, without prior permission from Brooklyn Publishers, LLC 



Two Thousand Roses – Page 2 
 

TWO THOUSAND ROSES 
by 

Jerry Rabushka 
 

Five days now. Five days I lay under a dark wet ceiling. Under a 
spell of disbelief. I close my eyes and reach for the sun, and it 
approaches haltingly through my window high above my barren cot. It 
begs permission, unsure of passage. It doesn’t like to be here. 

I close my eyes and watch for it in a better homeland – reaching 
out, purple and orange over the sandy horizon – rays of light reaching, 
reaching to pull me up, pull me out. I float on the haze, on the fog and 
smog of life. 

Maybe freedom doesn’t feel like that. I don’t know what it feels like. 
We forget so fast – we forget and we remanifest it in a sun that doesn’t 
burn, sand that doesn’t sting, and water that doesn’t drown. We wait for 
the impossible to come true. 

A key in the door – the jingle of keys and the bolt, metal on metal, 
creaking across itself like a comet caught in a storm of asteroids. Food 
slides under the bottom of the door. A key means more – so much more 
– in this place there’s nothing we’re more afraid of. 

Worse than a crime here, worse than murder, is politics. Not even 
my own – I am imprisoned as a potential heir to my father’s belief. His 
belief in freedom. (as father, making a speech) “We will conquer! 
Eventually what is right must win, though the true freedom fighter may 
never live to see the gift he brings to others.”  If they make me forget that 
– maybe I won’t fight for it. Maybe I won’t let anyone know that 
somewhere, under layers of oppression, it peeks out during small 
moments of safety. 

They ask me questions which have no answer. Questions 
designed to have no answer, so they can beat me for not knowing that 
which can’t be known. My father is dead and I can join him at any time. 
That would be freedom, at least from this living death. 

Freedom and justice have no place here, and the tyrant himself is 
not free as he thinks. He must brutalize and subjugate and…  

Ow! 
Stop! 
(as an interrogator) “Tell us where they are!” 
I don’t know!  
“You will know before we are through with you.” 
A tyrant is never more than a second from danger. But he can put 

that second off for years, by keeping millions wretched and afraid. 
(as an interrogator) “We know you are connected with the 

revolution. And you have been engaged in commerce against the state – 
inciting riots and unrest.” 
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I was only engaged. She is gone. I don’t know where. They came 
into the house and took her away in chains. No explanation. No protest, 
or you die. My mother was at the table – she ate rice and looked at her 
plate. She’d learned the routine. From behind a plate of rice, she’s 
watched people dragged away before. She lives alone now, in fear. 
She’s the lucky one. 

“We know you are engaged in commerce against the state. We 
have evidence you are dealing in forbidden cultures.”  

Evidence is piled on me one stone at a time, until I am smothered 
with rock. I can’t move under the weight of it, and soon it will crush me. 

I hear screams from a room nearby. You don’t know who, or why. 
You don’t act like you hear, but it’s all part of the plan. You’re buried in 
your own cave of stone, river of quicksand, wall of fire, trying, looking, 
reaching for that purple arm of the sun, when the uniformed arm in blue 
flies across your face to remind you again that you are not and never will 
again be human. “You make the choice – cooperate or die,” he says. He 
laughs. “I guess that’s my choice – you die when I’m ready.” 

My father warned me it was dangerous. (as father) “The strong, 
the brave – they die just as easily, and quicker, while the rest live quietly, 
hoping no one notices, no one cares. Be careful who you meet, who you 
talk to, who sees you. Be careful, but stand tall.” 

My friend, he talked to someone on a street corner. He asked 
directions. He asked directions from a wanted man. How do I get from 
here to there? That’s all he asked. 

No one ever saw him again. 
They’re done with me for awhile, but they let me live. “You know 

more than you are telling, but we’ll find out. We’ll find a way.” He 
threatens me, yet I am thankful to these people. To the hand in the blue 
uniform. I give thanks that it didn’t kill. 

No! I don’t know! I don’t know! 
I still hear her talking to me. (coy and giggly, as the fiancé) “At 

our wedding you will bring me 2,000 roses. Two thousand because 
looking into each of your eyes is like getting one thousand kisses.” 

Then the door burst open and she was gone. I don’t know if my 
mother still lives. 
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