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ONE


PITCHFORKS





A peaceful village in Northern Spain.


The year is late in the nineteenth century; skirts are worn long.


In front of a small house is a large courtyard.


In the middle of the courtyard is a large table.


Overhead are vines.


A woman, Beatriz, brings on a piece of cloth and a basin of water.


She takes the cloth and scrubs the table.


Beatriz is beautiful, but this is a hot day and it’s hard work.


She squeezes the cloth and scrubs again.


When she is satisfied, she takes a large white sheet and puts it over the table.


She spreads down the corners.


She tucks the sides under.


The sheet is stained and has a hole.


She tries to move the sheet, so the hole is less visible.


It doesn’t really work.


The sheet is tatty by anyone’s standards.


Beatriz goes into the house and gets a jug of water. She puts it over the hole.


She hangs some garlands in the vines.


A second woman, Rosa, comes in. Rosa is younger than Beatriz by a few years and is wearing a petticoat.


She sits down in a chair.




Beatriz


You’re not ready?


Rosa


It’s so hot.


We should be sleeping. We should be flat on our backs in the shade.


Beatriz


Two hours, that’s all.


Rosa


I know.


Pass me the cloth.


Beatriz


It’s dirty, I just cleaned the table.


Rosa


The water then.


Beatriz passes her the jug.


Rosa takes some water and puts it behind her neck.


Cools herself down.


You want some?


Beatriz


No.


Beatriz carries on laying the table.


Rosa pours the water down her breasts and shoulders.


Rosa


I used the lemon juice like you said.


She lifts her petticoat to look at her legs.


Don’t think it did any good. Still black as anything.


Look.


Still the worst kind of spider crawling up my legs.


Beatriz


All women have hair.


Rosa


Of course, a little hair is beautiful. Women are supposed to have a little hair, but like mine? And my arms are the same. He thinks I am lovely, that’s because the face and the neck and the head, fine, but the body – when the clothes are off …?


Beatriz


He won’t notice.


Rosa


Maybe not the first time, tonight.


Tonight he’ll be so keen he’d go with any hairy animal, but tomorrow? And the day after?


Beatriz


He’s seen you before.


Rosa


It was dark.


Beatriz


So stay in the dark.


Rosa


Our whole lives?


Anyway I have veins.


Beatriz


For goodness sake.


Rosa


I know, sorry. Shut up shut up.


I didn’t sleep last night.


Beatriz


Worrying about your veins?


Rosa


Partly.


Beatriz smiles.


Don’t laugh.


Beatriz laughs.


Stop it. It’s serious.


Beatriz


Deadly.


Rosa laughs a little too. Despite herself.


Rosa


I wish you could make love with your clothes on.


Beatriz


You can.


Rosa


Some of them.


Beatriz


He’s probably thinking exactly the same thing. He’s probably standing looking in the mirror at his father’s house agonising about his bent whatsit, and the boil on his behind.


Rosa laughs.


You’re made for each other.


Rosa


Do you think?


Beatriz


Absolutely.


Tomas and Rosa, written in the vines.


And the sooner the sun moves across the sky, and the priest rings the bell and we get on with this the better.


Beatriz gets some baskets of bread and puts them on the table.


Rosa


I don’t know how you can move around, aren’t you hot?


Beatriz


You should get dressed.


Rosa


Not yet.


I like this. With you.


This has to be the hottest day this year, don’t you think?


Beatriz


Maybe.


Rosa


It was really hot in the night.


Beatriz


Tonight will be hotter.


Rosa


Stop it.


Beatriz


It was just an observation. About the weather.


Rosa


You’re teasing me.


Beatriz continues to put cups on the table.


Madame Creole said she’d give us two chickens, did I tell you?


Beatriz


No.


Rosa


And Jan a wooden chair.


Beatriz


A wooden chair?


Rosa


Yes.


Beatriz


Oh.


Rosa


Well, one is better than none.


Beatriz


I suppose.


Rosa


We’ve got no table to put it under anyway.


There’s pink in the milk.


Beatriz looks.


Beatriz


I think the jug was dirty.


Rosa


I noticed it yesterday as well.


If the goat’s not well –


Beatriz


The goat’s fine.


Rosa


Would you tell me?


If the goat were to die –


Beatriz


I’d survive.


Rosa


You’d have nothing.


Beatriz


Then I’d come knocking at your door.


Beatriz takes a pewter object and puts it back on the table.


Rosa


What’s that?


Beatriz


I found it in the cupboard, I think you are meant to put candles in it –


Rosa


It’s horrible.


Beatriz


It used to be Papa’s.


Rosa


Does that mean we have to use it?


Beatriz


No, but I thought it might be nice.


Rosa


Nice?


Beatriz


With candles.


Rosa


We’ve got the sun, why do we need candles?


Beatriz


OK, it’s your wedding.


I just thought –


Beatriz looks at it.


It’s true, it’s horrible.


Pity, I was going to give it to you.


Rosa


Give it to me …?


Beatriz


I don’t have anything else.


Rosa


You’ve given me all this. 


Beatriz


It’s not so bad.


Rosa


Beatriz –


Beatriz


The poor man’s gone, the least we could do is light his candles.


He can’t walk you down the aisle,


He can’t even see you like this today.


Rosa


He probably hated it.


He probably only kept it because it was his father’s.


And his father’s before him.


The misery of this candlestick has probably gone on for generations.


Beatriz


I think if you put a few ribbons around it –


Rosa


No.


Beatriz, no.


Not even for him.


Beatriz takes it off the table.


What if I were to tell you there were three jugs of wine behind the wheel?


Beatriz


Wine?


Rosa


What would you say? Better than a candlestick.


Beatriz


I’d say you’re mad.


Rosa


Or magic. 


Beatriz


Where did you get it?


Rosa


That’s the question.


Beatriz


There isn’t any wine, the grapes failed.


Rosa


Out of thin air then.


Beatriz


You stole it?


Rosa


Not quite.


Beatriz


Madam Creole –


Rosa


Has more than enough.


Beatriz


And if she finds out?


Rosa


How would she find out? I’ve carried it here egg cup by egg cup.


I hid it under my skirt, or in my hat.


I had to go the long way round so I missed the bridge, careful not to spill a drop. Three years ago it was us that had the wine, and she that was begging.


Beatriz


Rosa –?


Rosa


It’s a wedding. Don’t be cross.


Beatriz


I’m not cross, I’m worried.


Rosa


Don’t be worried.


She produces some wine.


Want a taste then?


Beatriz


Three jugs …?


Rosa


You are cross.


Beatriz


Do you know how much this would fetch?


Rosa


I’m sure you’re going to tell me.


Beatriz


More than both of us live off in a year, two maybe.


Rosa


Tastes good though. We’ll get blinding drunk, we’ll end up with a headache, and Tomas will drink so much it will be the middle of next week before he realises he’s married a baboon.


Beatriz laughs.


Rosa puts her finger in. She holds it out for Beatriz to taste.


Beatriz tastes.


So does Rosa.


Good?


Beatriz


Don’t spill it.


Rosa


I won’t spill it.


She puts the three jugs on the table. 


Beatriz


Put a plate over them then. So no flies get in.


They put plates over the wine.


Beatriz smiles.


Anyway, as far as baboons go, you’re beautiful,


One of the best.


Now do your hair.


The ones on your head.


Beatriz goes inside.


Rosa picks up a hairbrush.


She starts to do her hair.
 She takes out a mirror.


She looks at herself.


The face is OK.


She smiles.


She lifts the skirt, looks at the legs in the mirror.


Ugh. The legs are still hairy.


Puts the skirt back down.


Undoes her blouse a little. Looks at the top of her breasts.


She lifts them up, sees if she can improve her cleavage. 


A man comes in and watches.


Pedro


Nice, I would say.


Rosa turns away, does up her blouse.


You were looking for an opinion.


Rosa


Get out of here.


Pedro


The gate was open.


Rosa


Who are you? 


Pedro


A man. A randy man if you open your blouse again.


Rosa stands up, moves away.


Don’t look like that. I’ve been walking for twelve hours. I saw the house. I thought you might have some water.


Rosa


Nothing.


Pedro


Not even a small drop?


I’m as thirsty as all hell.


Rosa


Then you’ll leave?


Pedro


Yes.


Rosa


Straight away, and shut the gate behind you?


Pedro


Of course.


Rosa gets him a cup and goes to the tap.


What’s in the jug?


Rosa


Nothing.


Don’t touch.


Pedro


Why not?


He lifts the lid.


Wow.


Rosa


We’re having a wedding. 


Pedro


Where the hell did you get it?


Rosa


You asked for some water.


Pedro


Before I knew what else you had.


You must have miracle soil.


Rosa


We’re careful with our wine.


Pedro


You must be.


He sits down.


Rosa


You touch it, it’s theft.


Pedro


A second theft?


He drinks the water.


Where’s the bride?


Rosa


She isn’t here.


Pedro


What a pity.


Brides are good luck.


Rosa


It’ll be small, hardly anyone –


Pedro


Quite a spread for hardly anyone.


Rosa


I think you should drink your water and go. 


Pedro


Problem is, my mouth’s salivating. I haven’t had wine since year before last.


He holds up his cup.


I’ll toast the bride’s good fortune.


You say no, I’ll say a curse.


Rosa


I don’t believe in curses.


Pedro


Lucky you aren’t the bride then.


Beat.


Pedro isn’t going anywhere.


Rosa


One small glass?


Pedro


Then I’ll go.


Rosa goes to the jug. She pours him one small glass of wine.


Can I see your tits again?


Rosa


Get lost.


Pedro drinks the wine.


Rosa puts the plate back on the jug, and moves it away.


Pedro has finished, he puts the glass back down on the table.


He yells.


Pedro


Oi. Over here.


Rosa


What are you doing? 


Pedro


He’s my friend.


Rosa


You said you’d go.


Pedro


Never trust a soldier.


Rosa


You’re not a soldier, you’re a farmhand.


Pedro


We’re all soldiers now.


Haven’t you heard?


Rosa


No?


Pedro


France has marched in. Come right over the hill.


A second man walks in, Juan.


Rosa


When?


Juan


Is that cake I can smell?


Rosa


Tell him to turn around, go back.


Pedro


Why would I do that?


Rosa


We’ve got a wedding in an hour.


Juan


We’ll be very good. You’ll hardly notice us.


The second man sits down. 


Rosa


You can’t do this.


Juan


You’ve got oranges …?


Pedro


And wine.


Juan


Wine?


Rosa


Don’t touch it.


Rosa comes and takes away the second jug of wine.


When did France march in?


Juan


Give us the wine and we’ll tell you everything.


Rosa


Bugger off.


Rosa moves away.


Pedro grabs her.


She holds on to it,


And the wine spills on the cloth.


You bloody idiot.


Pedro


You idiot.


We could have drunk that.


Rosa


We could have drunk that. Get off.


A tussle.


I’d rather throw it into the ground, than let you have it.


Pedro


Is that so? 


Beatriz comes back in.


Beatriz


Oi, thieves.


Juan


We aren’t thieves, we’re guests.


Rosa


Guests that weren’t invited.


Pedro


Not true.


Rosa


Liar.


Pedro


Tomas told us where to come.


Rosa


Tomas wouldn’t even talk to rats like you.


Pedro


He even showed us the way.


Told us there’d be food, some water.


Rosa


He wouldn’t do that.


Beatriz


Get off, you vermin.


Juan


Ask him yourself.


Rosa


I will when he gets here.


Juan


Lucky for you, he’s just coming.


Rosa


Tomas …? 


Tomas walks in. He is not dressed for a wedding.


Tomas


People are being killed, Rosa. Listen to me.


Rosa


You brought them here?


Tomas


They’ve been marching, they were thirsty.


Rosa


This is our wedding day.


Tomas


We can’t get married with this going on.


Did you hear about France?


Rosa


I heard.


Tomas


So we need to be strong for the fight –


Rosa


For the fight?


Tomas


OK, listen to me. I don’t want this, none of us do. But what do you expect, we do nothing? And then what – tomorrow we wake up French? See a fucking French palace built in San Sebastian. Is that what you want?


Rosa


Of course not.


Tomas


You should be proud of me.


Rosa


You expect too much.


She pulls the tablecloth. Everything falls on the floor. 


Go on then, eat it off the floor


You ants.


Tomas


Rosa!


The other men have salvaged some food from the ground.


Another man walks in, the Sergeant.


Sargento


How many beds? Can we sleep here?


Juan


The house looks well equipped.


Pedro


Stable behind.


Beatriz


What?


Tomas


I didn’t say they could all come.


Juan


And a goat I saw.


Tomas


We don’t need a goat, surely?


Sargento


Do an inventory. Good women, you’re serving Spain now.


And you’ll be rewarded.


Beatriz


Rewarded?


Sargento


You’ll be paid for everything that we use.


Beatriz


In what exactly? 


Sargento


You write a chitty, I take it to the General.


Beatriz


And what does he do with it?


Wipe his arse?


Sargento


Very good.


Beatriz


Don’t patronise me, this is trespass.


Sargento


In times of crisis, there is no such thing as trespass.


This is Spain, we pull together.


Beatriz


Don’t call this Spain.


This isn’t a Spain I recognise.


Sargento


Get the goat, see what shape it’s in –


Tomas


Sir, I think we should leave them the goat.


Sargento


You brought us to this place. It’s been noted. Looks like room for twenty in the house, the rest can sleep in tents in the field.


Tomas


Twenty?


Sargento


Clear this table, but leave a chair.


Tomas


Please leave them something.


Sargento


What are these things hanging from the trees? 


Pedro


Garlands.


Tomas


We can’t take everything.


Sargento


Take them down.


Tomas


They’re friends of mine.


Beatriz


We’re no friends of yours.


Tomas


I’m trying to help you.


Beatriz


Don’t bother.


Tomas


Rosa?


Sargento


What’s your name?


Beatriz


Kill the goat.


You might as well, you’re taking everything else.


Sargento


That’s your name? Kill the goat.


Beatriz


You don’t need my name.


Sargento


I’m interested.


Beatriz


Pope Benedict V.


The Sergeant laughs. 


Sargento


So you’re a comedienne?


Beatriz


And you a jokester?


Sargento


What’s this, more wit?


Beatriz


This is all wit, surely. You? You’re making me laugh. First you’re marching the wrong way, you want to meet the French, you’d be better going that way. Second there might’ve been food here, but he’s brought you into marshland. You’ll sink in your sleep. There’s an underground stream, the whole field floods.


Sargento


Is she right?


Tomas


I didn’t know that, sir.


Beatriz


He’s more stupid than he looks.


You should go back up the track and sleep on the hill.


Sargento


A proper Sergeant.


Beatriz


And your men, you shouldn’t be letting them feast today like this and then talk of rest. You should be marching them along the lane. Look at them, no strength, no muscle, you think the French are going to roll over?


Sargento


What do you know about soldiers? 


Beatriz


My father died on the battlefield.


Last time farmhands were required to fight.


The Sergeant looks at his men.


They look ridiculous, a motley crew.


Sargento


Tell me what to do with them, and you’ve saved your goat.


Beatriz


They’re flabby but they aren’t stupid.


You can teach them like horses.


Sargento


They say they’ve an appetite for battle –


Beatriz


This is an appetite for battle?


Sitting around, eating my cheese?


Beat.


They need to see what they are fighting for. They’ve only heard rumours, take them to where they can see the destruction the French have left. When they see the women wailing give them weapons they know how to use.


Sargento


There’s the problem.


Beatriz


The second barn along is full of tools, spades and pitchforks.


When the blood is up, you can do a lot of damage with a pitchfork.


Sargento


Which barn? 


Beatriz


I want my house.


You can use the field, the well, the food, but not the house.


Sargento


You’re pretty tough.


Beatriz


You told me you were fighting for Spain.


I don’t want to wake up French.


The Sergeant nods. Beatriz has got her bargain.


The last barn. By the sign to St Maria.


Under the trough where the cows drink.


Sargento


And him?


Your friend? What should I do with him?


Beatriz


It’s up to Rosa, she was to be his bride.


But the milk’s been too long in the sun.


There are lumps of yogurt floating.


Beatriz passes her the milk.


Rosa walks towards Tomas.


Tomas


Rosa.


She pours the off milk over Tomas’s head.


The other men laugh.


Rosa rubs the bits of yogurt in his hair.


Rosa


I don’t know what I ever saw in you.


Tomas


I love you.


Beatriz


That’s the biggest joke of all. 


There is some commotion offstage, we hear two voices.


Sargento


For heaven’s sake –


Pedro


Looks like Colline, sir.


Sargento


Making that noise?


Pedro


He’s with Moreno.


Sargento


More trouble, then.


Moreno comes in with Colline, held roughly by the arm.


Moreno


Sergeant, this man is a traitor –


Sargento


A traitor now?


Colline


It’s lies –


Moreno


If you’ll just hear me out –


Sargento


Treachery is a big accusation.


Colline


You know I love Spain.


Sargento


QUIET. I can’t hear either of you when you are screaming.


This is an army, not a brawl of women.


Beat.


Moreno, you start. 


Colline


Is this a court, do I need a lawyer?


Sargento


This is a soldiers’ hearing.


Moreno


Benetto and Roman. They’ll tell you, they saw it all.


Last night, while everyone else was sleeping –


Sargento


Where?


Moreno


Up by the mill. In the trees –


Colline


I wasn’t there even, I –


Moreno


They saw you, that birthmark shines in the dark.


Colline


I’m no traitor.


Moreno


He talked to the French.


Sargento


When exactly?


Moreno


Midnight. Through the night.


Colline


I spoke to them I admit, but not three words.


Sargento


What words?


Colline


I trade with those men.


Yesterday they sold me something, I sold them something. 


Pedro


That I can back up, we’ve all traded with –


Sargento


WILL YOU HOLD YOUR TONGUE?


He walks close to Colline.


You may have traded with them in the past, but now –


Colline


They owed me money, they’re farmers just like us.


Moreno


They’re the enemy.


Colline


I have fourteen acres, a debt is a debt.


Sargento


You took money?


Moreno


It’s a bribe.


Colline


Sir, believe what you want, but I love my country.


Why would I take a bribe?


Moreno


To lead us into the line of attack.


Colline


And get my friends killed?


Moreno


His father was French.


Colline


In name only.


Sargento


How much money? 


Colline


It was a lot of grain.


Moreno


From where, there is no harvest?


Colline


The debt goes back.


Sargento


Or you thought to profit with information.


Colline


I’m not a traitor, I told you.


Sargento


But all of you are acting for yourselves. Don’t think that I don’t know the real reason you have all signed up. There’s nothing to be made from the fields this year, the wage I will pay you is bigger than any other.


Tomas


That’s not fair.


Sargento


SILENCE!


Beat.


Where is the money?


Moreno


Here.


He passes the Sergeant a purse.


The Sergeant takes it.


There is a lot of money.


Sargento


It’s not insignificant. This amount.


We do things differently in the army. 


Colline


I understand.


Sargento


I have to send a message.


The enemy is the enemy.


Colline


OK, I’ll learn from my mistakes, I agree it was stupid.


Sargento


Pass me my knife.


Colline


What, you can’t –


Sargento


Moreno, you hold him. Someone else to his other side.


Colline


No.


Pedro


If you kill him you’ll have to kill me.


Tomas


And me.


Sargento


Stand in line.


Rosa


Tomas, no.


Beatriz


Cover your eyes, Rosa.


Pedro


We all joined up in trust.


Sargento


YOU’RE PEASANTS!


You had fuck-all else to do. 


Rosa


Do something.


Beatriz


I don’t know what to do.


Sargento


Get the knife.


Colline looks desperate.


Beatriz


And if word gets out you have no mercy, you’re a vicious leader?


Sargento


Shut the woman up.


Beatriz


I believe him, as it happens.


Just so as you know before you put the knife in.


Sargento


You can see into a man’s soul now as well, can you?


Beatriz


No, but I can spot a despot and it’s the other one.


Sargento


You’ve gone too far, I liked you before.


Beatriz


His hand twists as he talks


And he stands to gain from this man’s downfall.


Sargento


He’s my trusted deputy.


Beatriz


His family’s land backs on to his. We all know the geography, this is an old farming dispute wrapped up in a new package. 


Moreno


Who is this woman?


Can’t we rip her up?


Sargento


Yes we can.


Moreno


Then why don’t we?


Beat.


Moreno’s hand flutters.


The Sergeant stands up, he goes towards Moreno.


He looks into his eyes.


For goodness sake.


Sargento


Does your family’s land back on to his?


Moreno


It’s irrelevant.


Sargento


Do you stand to gain?


Moreno


Hardly at all.


Moreno’s hand flutters.


I have a tic, my hand does that sometimes, you know that. If I had money for a doctor –


Beat.


Sargento


Colline, come here.


He goes back to Colline.


He puts his knife away.


I don’t know what to make of this.


Two men, both of whom I would have trusted – 


Beat.


LOOK AT ME.


Colline looks at him.


The Sergeant can’t see the answers in his face.


He makes a decision.


Alright. Let him go.


They let him go.


Colline


Thank you.


Sargento


Don’t thank me, thank Pope Benedict V here.


But stand up, for God’s sake, you’d better get moving.


Colline


What do you mean?


Sargento


You might be free but you’ll still be condemned in the eyes of the men. You’ll never lose the accusation.


Colline


What?


Sargento


Three hours, that’s all I will give you to get as far away from here as possible. After that if I or any soldier from this army see you –


Colline


Leave Spain?


Sargento


Yes, and as fast as you can.


Colline


But my farm is here, my family. 


Sargento


Not any more.


Colline looks around at them.


Colline


I can’t leave, everything I have – (To the other men.) This isn’t fair, we all traded with those guys.


Moreno


Shall I boot him out, sir?


See him on his way?


Colline looks dazed.


Colline


You can’t do this. I love my country.


Sargento


You’ve just lost an hour.


Speak again, and you’ll lose two.


Colline


You coward.


The woman was right, this is no longer Spain.


He runs.


Sargento


So, your holiness, justice?


Beatriz shrugs.


Beatriz


Maybe of some kind.


Sargento


Watch him until he’s over the hill, Tomas, I want to hear when he’s out of sight.


Tomas leaves. 


Pedro


He’ll be ripped limb from limb if the men catch him.


You know what they’re like with deserters.


Sargento


Let’s hope he runs fast then.


He turns to Moreno.


If this is an old farming dispute as she says, then so help you.


Moreno


You can’t send me away.


Sargento


No, you’re too resourceful.


Moreno


These past days I’ve been your right-hand man.


Sargento


But I can put you at the front, stripped of all honours, privileges, out with the rabble.


Moreno


You said yourself I’m too old for fighting.


Sargento


I’ve changed my mind.


Moreno


My old knees, I can’t.


Sargento


Just like an old woman, complaining.


Why can’t you fight? You’ve got fingernails. haven’t you?


You’ve got teeth.


Moreno looks around.


Moreno


Is no one going to speak up for me?


This isn’t fair. I’ll be ripped to pieces. 


The Sergeant turns round to Beatriz to see her reaction.


Sargento


No?


Is this fair?


Beatriz


Fair, but not pretty.


Sargento


Why do you say that?


Beatriz


A grown man almost in tears.


Sargento


Send him away for goodness sake.


Put him in a skirt.


Moreno is taken off.


Tomas brings on a Girl.


Tomas


Sir, she was crying a little way back.


Sargento


So?


Tomas


Clawing at the gate.


Sargento


You’re bothering me about a child now?


Tomas


She’s Colline’s daughter.


The man you just sent away.


Sargento


I dealt with her father, someone else can deal with her.


Beat. 


Tomas


But what shall I do with her, sir?
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