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A Few Thank-Yous


First, thanks to Anne Naylor, Deb and Phil – without whom no art would get made! Massive thanks to the Korens: Karen Koren, Katy Koren and Kristian Koren – and Paul Sullivan – all friends as well as co-workers. Love to the wonderful staff at the Gilded Balloon, including Rowan, Lyndsey, Steph, David, Richard, Molly and Daniel. The Arcola team, including Mehmet and Leyla. In Adelaide, Martha Lott and her top gang at Holden Street, including Tracey Mathers; Neil Ward and Angela Tolley, top Aussie publicists, my buddies Heather Croall and Nick Phillips, Michelle Buxton, David Grybowski and Lizzie Hines. In New York, the 59E59 gang, especially Elysabeth and Peter. In Prague, Steve Gove and his posse. To Sam Maynard, I owe a huge thanks, for helping me start on this path. Danny Dougramachi has been great helping me research. The fab directors Michael Cabot and Emma Buttler; the lighting designers Ross Bibby and Andy Grange, the many technicians we’ve worked with, including Alia Stephens, Sofia, Sholto, Holly Curtis and Eric Morel. A massive shout-out to Kathryn Cabot and Kathryn Barker prods for doing a fab tour of The Collector. Sean Gascoine, Amy Sparks, Nicki Stoddart, Hannah Begbie, Kitty Laing, Maureen Vincent and Carly Peters of United Agents – not just top agents, but lovely people. Huge thanks to Sarah Liisa Wilkinson, Matt Applewhite and Jodi Gray of Nick Hern Books. Not forgetting the magnificent Rosalind Furlong, Steve Ullathorne and Alan Moyle for some stellar photos. Viv and Leo, obviously. And Phil Goodwin, who’s helped me enormously at various stages. Then there’s the magnificent casts of the three shows – Filipa, Felicity, William, Lesley, Ritu, Rachel, Shireen and Olivia – honoured to have worked with you. Finally, my wonderful, hilarious, beautiful, uber-smart wife Sarah, who has to put up with me when I’m writing! – Love you, love you all.


The photograph of Filipa Bragança as the Angel, taken by Rosalind Furlong, on the front cover was kindly reproduced with the permission of the Bragança family. Filipa was a great friend and inspiration, and the picture is included as a tribute and mark of respect for her performances in both Echoes and Angel.


This is taken from Arabian Nightmares; the collection in which this play first appears.




The Collector was first performed at the Gilded Balloon, Edinburgh, on 30 July 2014, with the following cast:













	ZOYA/THE NARRATOR

	Ritu Arya






	KASPER

	William Reay






	FOSTER

	Lesley Harcourt






	Director

	Henry Naylor







It was produced by Henry Naylor and the Gilded Balloon’s Karen Koren.


The show transferred to the Arcola Theatre, London, in November 2014, restaged by director Michael Cabot, and with lighting design by Ross Bibby.


Kathryn Barker Productions under the auspices of Kathryn Cabot launched their own tour of the show in autumn 2016, with the following cast:













	ZOYA/THE NARRATOR

	Shireen Farkhoy






	KASPER

	William Reay






	FOSTER

	Olivia Beardsley






	Director

	Michael Cabot






	Lighting Designer

	Andy Grange






	Stage Manager

	Holly Curtis









To SLK


For everything xx




Characters


ZOYA, an Iraqi woman


KASPER, an American reservist, forties


FOSTER, an American interrogator, twenty-four




The story of The Collector is told by three different storytellers. They each speak directly to the audience, through the ‘fourth wall’.


First to speak, a young, beautiful Iraqi woman, ZOYA. She’s strong, smart – a modern Scheherazade. She begins her narration like it’s the start of The Arabian Nights…


ZOYAHere is the land of magic and genies and flying carpets.


Of tyrants and despots and murderous Ba’athists.


A land of sweetmeats and Turkish delights,


Of Sinbad and Saddam and Arabian Nights.


It’s a magical nation of fable and mystery


A place with a long and ancient history


Boasting a rich and combustible soil,


Fertilised with blood and soaked in oil.


Writing began here and even drawing,


And beating with hoses and waterboarding.


Ours is the story of all mankind


Of the triumphs and failings of the human mind.


So if you’re with us, or against us, pull up your chairs


And share with us these Arabian nightmares.


COLONEL ‘KASPER’ KASPROWICZ. He’s a charismatic American reservist. Mid-forties. The head honcho at Mazrat Prison.


KASPERNo one liked going into cell C27, after the Nassir incident. Not even the dogs.


Full of bad spirits.


But I didn’t believe in ghosts. Used to say I’ll believe in ’em when I see ’em.


Then came 17th December 2003. The day after ‘Nassir’.


We had a prisoner we called ‘Tom Selleck’ – cos he looked like Tom Selleck – who launched a dirty protest. Imagine Magnum PI smearing his cell in shit.


We had to punish the guy, hard.


But what could we do? We kicked his ass every night already. We needed a punishment to match the severity of the crime.


So I thought ‘Let’s fuck him up; let’s put him in C27.’


So we dragged him in.


And to begin with he was just crying and complaining…


Nothing out of the ordinary.


And we settled in to play cards in the guards’ room.


…Six o’clock, nothing. Seven o’clock – nothing.


Eight o’clock… he starts screaming.


Proper screaming. Tried to ignore it.


…But then we heard, The Thud.


The sound of a body falling heavily on the floor.


Over and over.


Thud. Thud. Thud.


Fuck. I mean fuck.


Don’t care what Tom Selleck had done. Couldn’t leave him there.


So we’re running up the stairs, shouting and hollering, trying to drown out our fears… when the noises… the screaming, the thuds.. suddenly stop.


And I get to the cell. And Selleck’s crouching in the corner. And he’s whimpering. And I look across. And he’s not alone.


There’s a figure standing there.


Dressed in black.


Silent.


Unmoving. And it has no face. Just a soul-sucking dark shadow where a face should be.


When people talk about ghosts – they say they feel a presence. Not me. I felt the absence. The despair of the void.


And for the first time that war, I was scared.


A transition; we’ve moved back in time, to the start of the story.


ZOYAUnder Saddam, there was one popular music station – controlled by his son, Uday: ‘The Voice of Youth.’
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