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For Lucie




   





This is no other place


Than where I am, between


This word and the next.




   





W. S. Graham, ‘The Dark Dialogues’ 
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Introduction





Most days I look at my desk and I see chaos. Today, for example, I see annotated drafts of two scripts, coffee cups, three different notebooks, a sheet of scrap paper with a list and four sub-lists on it, index cards, a pile of books, a paper bag and a lucky stone: the accumulated unplaceable detritus of the script I am presently writing. This, it occurs to me, is what a play looks like.


When a writer says they are ‘working on’ a play, it might sound as if this is a sculptural process. Perhaps the writer approaches a mass of material and chips away until its shape is satisfactory. If so, the metaphor is deceptive. Whatever it is I am working on, it has no substantial existence. It is without mass. If it exists at all, it exists as a ghost somewhere in between the lists, cards, laptop, drafts and books on my desk. When someone asks me, ‘What are you writing just now?’ I say, ‘A new play for the Traverse.’ But if they ask, ‘Where is the play?’ I would be lost. I could only point vaguely at the desk and mumble, ‘Somewhere there.’


The uncertainty continues on my shelves. Box files bulge with different versions of each text. On my computer it’s the same. If I search my hard drive for a recent script, Damascus, for example, my computer asks if I want Damascus First Draft A.doc, Second Draft C.doc, or Second Draft D.doc, or maybe Damascus NYC Draft A.doc, B.doc, D (Final).doc. Each contains changes: some, tiny tweaks to dialogue and others, a radical reworking of the play’s ending. Which is the real Damascus?


Nowadays a play is usually published in book form to coincide with its first production for the very good reason that the scripts can then be sold to the audience at the  theatre. But this modern process also freezes the script at a point a week or so into rehearsals. That moment – like a passport photograph – becomes the defining moment of the play’s existence, the version performed in perpetuity.


In perpetuity, that is, until the author is given the enormous privilege of drawing his work together in a volume like this. This is a chance to tidy up my desk, to tidy up my plays, to tidy up my writing life and bring forth from its chaos some kind of order.


The choice of plays was made by a process of elimination. The texts I have produced for Suspect Culture since 1990 seem to exist as a unit and to belong in a separate volume. I have also written a fair number of plays for children and young people which, again, seemed to belong together. Once I discounted adaptations and translations, and those too recent to include, that left the plays collected here. Being Norwegian, Kyoto and Brewers Fayre were conceived as a trilogy to be performed by the same company of actors. They have had separate productions but, as yet, there has been no staging of all three together. For that reason I’ve kept them as separate works.


The plays are presented in the order they were written rather than the order they were performed. If anyone cares to read the collection from start to finish, perhaps some narrative of becoming might reveal itself. They amount to the work of a decade, from 1999 to 2009. Rereading, I found that some work went counter to approaches I might take now. I shouldn’t be surprised. What kind of writer would I be if I hadn’t changed over the last ten years? What kind of human being would I be if I didn’t think I had grown up a little? Looking at my younger writing self, I had a powerful temptation to cut and rewrite and alter. But touching up the past to suit the present is like Stalin attempting to paint Trotsky out of the photographs of the May Day parade. The gap will always somehow echo. A play is not a static object, it is a process of arranging words  in pursuit of something else, an event. The overriding event in a play’s life is its first night. So, in the end, I decided to present the texts pretty much as they were then.


The Scottish poet W. S. Graham was once lost on Rannoch Moor during a snowstorm. He had struck out of Glencoe hoping for a lift which never came. For some time he wandered lost in the great white blankness of the moor, alone. He was cold. He began to fade. He thought he might die until eventually he was rescued by a shepherd who took him back to his croft and gave him brandy. Out of this experience Graham conjured up a whole mythology of writing. For him, the aloneness and the emptiness and the whiteness of the snow became an echo of the aloneness and the emptiness and whiteness of the blank page: a landscape across which the author moves, stumbling and searching and leaving behind traces.


That story holds a special place for me partly because the metaphor of the man in the snow is one I have used in Pyrenees but also because most of these plays were written in a cottage on Rannoch Moor sitting at a kitchen table and looking out at the very same vast wasted moor across which W. S. Graham was trying to walk that night.


Creating a play happens for me when, driven by some mad impulse, I strike out into the chaotic snowstorm of my heart and mind in search of a lift home. Looking at these plays now, I can’t discern myself behind the words. I don’t know what I was searching for in their writing and I don’t know whether I ever found it. I have, in fact, no memory of actually writing any of these plays at all. It is as if each play has had its writer and each writer has vanished in the snow. Perhaps by reading these plays, you will be able retrace his steps and in doing so make contact with the someone, or the something, that wrote them, and perhaps experience a sharing of the same mad impulse that caused them to be written.


David Greig, July 2010
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Characters







David Greig


the author


The Stewardess


The Pilot


Andrew


Marie


Daniel/Grey Lag


an illegal immigrant


The Woman


a telephone receptionist


Laura 


a patient


The Counsellor


Pious 


an illegal immigrant


Innocent 


an illegal immigrant


Amy 


a hooker


David 


a patient


San Diego Cop 1


San Diego Cop 2


David A 


someone who works in conceptual consultancy


David B 


someone who works in conceptual consultancy


David C 


someone who works in conceptual consultancy


Sarah 


someone who works in conceptual consultancy


The Bedouin Tribesman


The Mother Superior


Patience/Amy


a real estate agent





 Setting


The summer of the year 2000



















Prologue





David Greig is sitting in an aeroplane seat.




    





David Greig It’s the summer of 2000. I’m flying to San Diego, California. It will be the first time I have ever visited the American continent. I have been in transit for some eighteen hours now and for almost all that time I have been awake and drinking alcohol. When I left Scotland it was early morning and now, as I approach San Diego airport, it is early afternoon on the same day: June 10th 2000. On the plane I’ve been reading the Blue Guide to San Diego, and I’ve been particularly struck by two facts that it mentions. First: that San Diego has the highest quality of life of any city in the United States; and second: that despite being such a great place to live, San Diego has featured in almost no fictions, films, novels or plays, but it has, and I quote, ‘served as the unnamed backdrop for several episodes of America’s Missing Children.’


I always like to know the facts about a place.


Here comes the Stewardess, she’s called Amy.




    





The Stewardess passes and David stops her.




    





Excuse me, I couldn’t possibly have another whisky by any chance?




    





Stewardess Of course, sir, one moment.




    





David I spent a ten-hour hiatus in Toronto Airport, drinking Molson in the tiny glass-fronted smoking lounge. During that period I watched a Filipino woman refuelling a 747, a tiny figure standing on the huge wing. The aeroplane tailfin had a picture of a greylag goose painted on it. Almost simultaneously I read in a two-day-old British newspaper about a Quebecois biologist who had heroically saved a flock of baby geese from extinction. The geese had been orphaned by some calamitous pollution event. Now the season was changing and the goslings were filled with an instinctive urge to migrate, but being motherless they didn’t know where to go or what to do in order to satisfy their longing. The biologist knew that, at a certain stage in its development, the gosling’s brain is a wet clay ready to imprint the image of its mother. He also knew that when a goose is at that stage, again I quote, ‘any sufficiently large object which emits a rythmical sound’ will become imprinted as the mother and the goslings will instinctively follow it. The heroic biologist stood before the lost goslings and made the calls of a mother until the geese learned to follow him. And then he got into a microlight aircraft and led the orphans, at the head of an elegant V, all the way to their summer breeding grounds in the Arctic. It has just, at this precise moment – 3.17 p.m. San Diego Time, 11.17 p.m. London time – occurred to me that America’s Missing Children are perhaps drawn to San Diego because it is sufficiently large and emits a rhythmical sound.




    





The Stewardess brings David a whisky.




    





Thank you.




    







David drinks the whisky in one gulp.


A flock of geese, in a V-shape, rise from a marsh and fly north.


David rises from his seat.


The stage transforms.






















Act One



















ONE





David In the cockpit, the Pilot is preparing to land. The Pilot, Kevin, is very experienced. He’ll soon be ready to retire, but right now he’s at the top of his game. I’m not at all concerned about the landing. He has a voice that tells me he knows where he’s going.


In the cockpit.


Pilot Ladies and gentlemen, good evening, this is your Captain speaking. You may have appreciated we have now started our descent into San Diego. If we don’t get any air-traffic-control delays we should be landing in approximately twenty-five minutes from now, well ahead of schedule. If you haven’t reset your watches from the time in the UK, it’s a matter of winding back eight hours, weather in San Diego is fine, a very warm afternoon, 31 degrees Celsius, that’s 82 degrees Fahrenheit. Thank you.


…


One to go


San Diego, Speedbird seven november level two-six-zero descending to level two-four-zero.


David Speedbird seven november, San Diego Centre roger, resume normal speed and maintain one-three thousand, two-five-zero knots, no holding. San Diego altimeter two-niner-eight-three.


A young couple, Andrew and Marie, are sitting in loungers by a pool.


This is Andrew, the Pilot’s son, he’s staying in a motel in the desert near San Diego. He’s an actor in a film they’re doing out there. This is his wife, Marie. They’ve got a kid, about nine months. Lovely kid, prone to allergies.


Marie Andrew.


Andrew Yes, love?


Marie Did you check on the boy?


Andrew Yeah.


Marie How was he?


Andrew Still asleep.


Marie How’s he sleeping?


Andrew Soundly.


Marie How was his breathing?


Andrew It was regular, love.


Marie He wasn’t on his front, was he?


Andrew No.


Marie No wheezing or anything?


Andrew No.


Marie I think the heat’s giving him that rash.


Andrew Yeah.


Marie Did you have a look?


Andrew No.


Marie I don’t think he’s used to the water. Andrew?


Andrew Yeah.


Marie And did you touch his hand?


Andrew I did.


Marie Did he grasp your finger in his sleep?


Andrew Yeah.


Marie I worry about him.


Andrew You worry about him too much.


Marie I know.


Andrew He’ll be fine.


Marie I know.


David Marie doesn’t like the desert. She doesn’t like it when Andrew’s filming. She doesn’t like staying in hotels. Marie would prefer to be at home, where she understands the hospitals.


Pilot San Diego approach, Speedbird seven november passing one-five thousand descending to one-four thousand and we have visual contact with Bravo.


David Speedbird seven november San Diego Approach Control expect runway two-six right.


Marie Have you got the baby monitor?


Andrew Yeah.


Marie Switch it on.


Andrew switches the monitor on. He passes it to Marie.


The sound of a baby breathing close to a microphone.


David Speedbird seven november, turn to heading two-five-zero, join localiser for runway two-six right. Your traffic is twelve o’ clock, five ahead now. Do you have the airport in sight?


Pilot We have the airport, but not the aircraft.


David Speedbird seven november, you’re cleared the visual approach two-six right, reduce speed to one-six-zero.


Marie After every breath, I’m scared the next breath isn’t coming.


Andrew It always comes.


Marie I know.


The breathing continues.


Laura enters, wearing a hospital gown and carrying a mobile phone. She points the phone around, trying to get a signal.


David This is Laura, the Pilot’s daughter. She’s in hospital in London.


She’s not supposed to use that mobile, because it interferes with the kidney equipment in the urology ward.


Laura gets a signal and dials.


In the cockpit a recorded voice counts down.


The breathing continues.


Female Voice Radio Altimeter.


Marie Andrew – I know this is quite strange


But I really want to pray.


Cockpit Alarm Whoop, whoop, whoop, whoop.


Andrew OK.


I won’t, if you don’t mind, love, but you go ahead.


We hear the phone’s ringing tone. The number Laura is calling is ringing.


Marie I have a feeling that I ought to.


Andrew On you go.


Marie Who shall I pray to?


Pilot Tower, speedbird seven november, heavy fully established two-six right.


Andrew Whoever’s up there.


David Speedbird seven november San Diego tower, good afternoon, you’re following a Boeing 767, caution wake turbulence, runway two-six right, you’re cleared to land.


Marie Perhaps I ought to kneel.


Andrew It’s probably all right if you just close your eyes.


Female Voice Fifty above.


Marie I ought to clear my head of any bad thoughts.


Female Voice Decide.


Marie And I should clear my heart of any bad feelings.


Pilot Land.


Andrew You’ll be fine.


Female Voice 100 –


The phone continues to ring.


The baby continues to breathe.


Marie I should be utterly humble.


Female Voice 50 –


Marie What shall my prayer be?


Female Voice 20 –


Andrew You choose, love.


They pray


Female Voice 10 –


Marie Dear … dear … whoever’s up there –


Laura Please be there – please be in.


Marie Please look after us.


The shudderingly huge sound of a jet plane coming in to land.


Marie looks up. Opens her eyes. She is almost blown to the floor by the wind.


The huge sound of the plane overwhelms her.


A screech of wheels burning tarmac and the sound of jets going into reverse thrust.


Darkness.


Marie Andrew?


Andrew Yeah.


Marie There was definitely someone there.
















TWO 





Gloom.


Laura, in her hospital gown, searching for a signal.


She finds it.


She dials.


A mobile phone ringing somewhere.


The Pilot enters. He opens a huge venetian blind.


Behind the blind it is night. He switches a light on.


The Pilot is wearing a vest, his shirt with epaulettes, his tie, his hat, his Y-fronts and his socks.


He scratches his arse.


He looks around for the phone.


He can’t find it.


It stops ringing.


Laura exits.


He looks at his watch.


He sits down on the sofa and flicks through channels


on the TV.


David is walking along dusty path beside a highway.


It is night, he is near a street lamp.


Under the street lamp Daniel is standing. He has a


blue scar across his face and he is carrying a dead goose.


David I’ve been in San Diego for six hours and already I’m lost


The girl from the theatre who met me at the airport was called Amy, she gave me a car and a map. It was an automatic car, I set off on the freeway and I seemed to drive for hours just following everybody else. Then I was halfway to Mexico. I decided to stop and ask somebody.


Very, very slowly, David approaches Daniel. David proffers a scrap of a hand-drawn map.


Excuse me. I’m looking for La Jolla. I’m looking for the La Jolla Playhouse. It’s a theatre. It’s supposed to be near here


I wonder if you can help me.


Daniel takes the map. He looks at it.


The Pilot picks up a copy of the San Diego white pages.


He starts to flick through.


He makes a call.


Pilot Hello, yes, is that The Palms?


Woman This is The Palms


How can I help you?


Pilot I’d like a girl tonight, do you do – you do home visits?


Woman We do, sir, may I take you credit card details?


Pilot OK. The number is 7577 3543 1985 3776.


Woman Expiry?


Pilot 03/02.


Woman Thank you


The girl’s name is Amy, she’s early twenties, very beautiful, very elegant, and she has a great sense of humour


What name should Amy ask for, sir?


Pilot Kevin.


Woman And where are you, Kevin?


Pilot It’s some kind of an apartment block


The complex is called Pacific View


And I’m Apartment 3, Block 2


OK?


Woman What address is that, Kevin?


Pilot Look, I don’t actually know


I’m not from here. I’m –


Woman You’re a visitor, Kevin.


Pilot Yes.


Woman Welcome to San Diego.


Pilot OK. Thank you.


Woman We’ll have Amy with you in just about one hour.


Pilot Thank you.


Woman Thank you, Kevin. Goodbye.


David notices Daniel’s feet. His shoes are torn, his feet bleeding.


David I recognise him. I know his face


It’s unnerving


When I was in London, I was jostled in Camden Market by someone with his face, the same torn shoes. The same bleeding feet. The same blue scar


Who has a blue scar?


Daniel Is that your car?


David It’s not my car, it’s a hire car.


Daniel gives the map back to David.


David I don’t know.


Daniel goes to investigate the car.


His name is Daniel


It turns out he was a fellow passenger on the plane to San Diego. He ran from the woods, under the fence, as the plane taxied slowly towards the runway


He grabbed the big wheels


He took one wheel, a friend called Edward took the other


He held on tight till the plane was in the air


Stomach in his mouth. Didn’t fall


Then they were raised into the wings like chicks


Very cold in there


Eighteen hours of cold, thin air


He was strong, he never slept, never let go


Edward was dead when the plane landed


Daniel saw his friend’s body tossed across the tarmac when the plane landed


But Daniel hung on tight. He had an appointment to keep in San Diego.


Daniel returns.


Do you mind me asking? Your scar, it’s quite unusual


I’ve seen one like it before. Where are you from?


Daniel takes out a knife.


Daniel stabs David in the stomach.


You can’t stab me


You can’t.


Daniel kneels beside David. He kisses him lightly on the cheek.


Daniel I’m sorry.


David I know.


Daniel I’m sorry.


David That was the wrong thing to do, Daniel


That was a big mistake. Believe me


Daniel


Don’t go


Don’t go.


Daniel picks up the knife and runs.


David lies in the dust.


The Pilot is standing by the window, flicking through the channels, looking out of the window. He checks his watch.


The phone rings.


He picks it up.


Pilot Yes?


Woman The girl’s having difficulty finding you, Kevin


Can you be a little more specific about the address, please?


Pilot I’m sorry, I don’t know the city


It’s called Pacific View.


Woman Can you see the Pacific there?


Pilot No


At least, I don’t know


I can see the Hilton Hotel


The top of the Hilton Hotel


And, when I look out of the window, there’s a freeway


And it intersects with another freeway


It’s a complex, a complex of apartments.


Woman OK, Kevin. I’ll tell the girl. We’ll try to get her to you.


Pilot OK.


David Hello? Hello? Is anybody there. Hello?


Laura enters and sits down in front of the Counsellor.


Counsellor Hello, Laura. Sit down


How are you today?


Mmm?


A very, very long silence.


Can you say anything about how you feel today?


The phone rings again.


The Pilot picks it up.


Pilot Yeah.


Woman Hello, Mr Kevin?


Pilot Just Kevin.


Woman Kevin, Amy called me just now and she says she’s been along the freeway up and down two times now, past the Hilton, and she says she can’t find any apartment called Pacific View.


Pilot OK. OK. Right.


Woman We need some more detail of the address here? Can you find out the actual address?


Pilot OK. Wait


I’ll go outside and I’ll see if I can see any street names, or any numbers or anything


Can you hold


For two minutes?


Woman I can hold.


The Pilot puts his trousers on quickly and leaves.


The Counsellor pours some water from a jug into a paper cup and offers it to Laura. She takes it. She drinks it.


Counsellor You seem very low today, Laura.


A very long silence.


Laura is not hostile.


She looks at the Counsellor.


What can we do to help you, Laura?


What can we do to help you today?


A long pause.


The Counsellor pushes a box of tissues towards Laura.


Laura pushes the tissues back.


The Pilot re-enters the apartment.


The phone is still off the hook.


Pilot Hello? Are you still there?


Woman Is that you, Kevin?


Pilot Yeah. Look, I went out and had a scout around and the street seems to be called Coronado Boulevard. That’s the name of the road which is running in front of the apartment here.


Woman Coronado Boulevard.


Pilot OK, and there’s an intersection and I don’t know what the other street is called but I suppose if you look at the map and you see Coronado Boulevard and you go along it until you’re in the vicinity of the Hilton, then you should be able to see if there’s a complex of apartments or something marked on the map.


Woman OK, Kevin. Don’t worry.


Pilot Do you have a map in front of you?


Woman I don’t have a map, Kevin, but don’t worry, Amy has a map. I’ll relay this information to her.


Pilot Where is Amy just now?


Woman She says she’s just by the Hilton.


Pilot Well, look, you know I can see the Hilton from here so she must be very nearby.


Woman Don’t worry, Kevin. We’ll find you. OK, I’ll call you once I’ve talked with Amy. OK.


Pilot OK. Bye.


The Pilot puts the phone down.


Counsellor It’s better if you can talk, Laura. If you can say something. Anything. It just … it can help us to start trying to … help you get better.


Laura opens her mouth.


…


Laura I.


Counsellor …


Yes.


Laura Don’t.


Counsellor You don’t.


Laura …


Counsellor Yes?


Laura …


Laura looks at the Counsellor, pleading.


Counsellor It’s OK.


Laura leaves the consulting room.


The phone rings again.


Pilot Hello.


Woman Kevin?


Pilot Yes. Hello.


Woman Kevin, I have got to tell you that Amy is looking at her map and she says there is no such place as Pacific View.


Pilot But I’m here. I’m staying here.


Woman But Kevin, you can’t see the Pacific.


Pilot No. Not from this apartment.


Woman So why is it called Pacific View, Kevin?


Pilot I don’t know. How should I know?


Woman Kevin, my concern here is, that you are some kind of crank


Some kind of English crank caller


Can you allay my fears on that?


Pilot As a matter of fact I’m Scottish and I gave you my credit card. I’ll pay Amy for the time she’s been looking.


Woman Well, Kevin. I’m not sure …


Pilot Look, I’ll walk to the Hilton. Tell Amy to wait in the Hilton car park. I’ll walk to the Hilton and I’ll find her there.


Woman OK, Kevin, that sounds like a good idea. I’ll relay that to Amy.


Pilot Thank you


Tell her I’ll be … what, ten minutes.


Woman Bye, Kevin.


The Pilot leaves the apartment.


Marie enters, she sits on the sofa, she switches on the television.


Marie Love …


Love? Come through …


Andrew enters.


Andrew What is it?


Marie America’s Missing Children’s on TV.


Marie sits down. They watch.


The Pilot walks down the dusty path beside the freeway.


David Excuse me … excuse me …


The Pilot sees David.


He goes towards him. Kneels.


Pilot Oh my God


Jesus


Are you OK? You’re hurt? You’re bleeding? Can you hear me?


David I can hear you.


Darkness.



















THREE





Laura is sitting on the sofa, watching television, wearing a hospital nightgown. She is clipping her nails.


Under the freeway, beside a small muddy gutter.


Daniel is hunkered down a distance away beside a small cooking stove.


Pious and Innocent are sitting on cardboard sheets.


In front of them is a melon, the bloody knife, a guide to


San Diego, some string, and a zippo lighter.


Pious is holding a small notebook and a stub of a pencil.


Pious One melon


One penknife


One book


One quantity of twine


One cigarette lighter.


Innocent OK.


Pious OK.


Innocent So – in the event of my death … in the unhappy event of my death …


Pious Really it’s just a matter of who gets what.


Innocent OK


In the event of my death …


And the funeral arrangements.


Pious And the funeral arrangements.


Innocent OK


In the event of my death


I don’t like to think about it.


Pious You have to think about it.


Innocent I don’t like to think about it


I may have to – but I don’t have to like it.


Pious The sooner you decide who you’re going to leave it all to the sooner you can stop thinking about it.


Innocent You just want the melon.


Pious I want nothing.


Innocent You’ve had your eye on it all week.


Pious I don’t want it.


Innocent You want to have sexual intercourse with my melon.


Pious I don’t want the melon.


Innocent Then you won’t get the melon.


Pious It’s entirely your decision.


Innocent OK.


Pious In the event of my death, I, Innocent – which is you – hereby will that my estate be passed over to …


Innocent Oh … It’s a bit much, all this.


Pious Usually, what we do, is we say that we will leave everything to our wives. In your case, you have no wife.


Innocent I don’t need a wife. I have a perfectly good melon.


Pious You never know, you may find a wife – so can I put that your estate passes to your wife, and then – if you have no wife – that it passes to any children you may have.


Innocent Wives, children. I slave away all my life. For what? For what? I tell you, Pious, it certainly puts things in perspective.


Pious However, in the event of the deceased having neither wife nor surviving issue – to whom does the estate pass?


Innocent You’re so transparent


You just want it to be you.


Pious As a matter of fact I don’t.


Innocent ‘As a matter of fact.’ Do you have a will?


Pious Yes.


Innocent Who do you leave everything to?


Pious I have left it to you.


Innocent Really?


Pious Really.


Innocent Really?


Pious In trust.


Innocent What does that mean?


Pious It means you have to look after it, until the boy is twenty-one


Then you have to give it to him.


Innocent That’s what I’ll do then. That sounds just fine.


Pious OK.


Innocent Except the knife.


Pious You don’t want the boy to get the knife?


Innocent No


The knife will only get him into trouble


I want the knife to go to …


Pious I’ll look after it, if you like, until he’s twenty-one.


Innocent Don’t ever give him the knife.


Pious Never?


Innocent The poor creature’s terrified


He’s barely out of the forest. You can’t go handing him knives.


A pause.


Pious Innocent …


Innocent Yes.


Pious I lent the boy the knife


I sent him off to kill a dog.


Innocent You didn’t ask me.


Pious You weren’t here.


Innocent You’re a sly one.


Pious I’m sorry. I didn’t know you had such strong opinions about it.


Innocent You’re a cunning jackal.


Pious It was a genuine mistake.


Innocent First the melon, now the knife – what’s next – the string?


Pious I’m sorry.


Innocent Did he kill a dog?


Pious He killed a bird


A lovely fat goose.


Innocent Well, don’t do it again


The boy’s got a head full of electricity.


Pious He doesn’t know the ropes, that’s all.


Innocent We have to look after him


Is that in the will – custody of the boy?


Pious If you die, I will look after him


If I die, you will look after him


Promise?


Innocent Promise.


Pious Poor lad.


Innocent We’ll just have to hope you die first.


Pious What about the knife?


Innocent In the event of my death


Use it to carve my name in a piece of wood


Then I want everyone to sing my favourite song.


Pious What’s that?


Innocent ‘Band on the Run.’


Pious For goodness’ sake.


Innocent That’s what I want


And then put the knife in a parcel and post it to whoever is the President of Nigeria with a note telling him to use it to kill himself.


Pious OK.


Laura stands, she takes off her hospital nightgown, she stands in her pants. She feels the fatter parts of her body with the calm of a butcher. She chooses her buttock. She uses the nail clippers to snip a chunk out of her buttock. She winces in pain. She holds the small chunk of flesh up to the light. She walks over to the cooking pot, she puts the chunk of flesh in the pot.


A pause.


She dips her hand in the boiling water and removes the tiny chunk of flesh.


She eats it.


She chews carefully, then swallows.


She faints.


Darkness.
















FOUR





An apartment in San Diego.


The apartment phone is ringing.


The Pilot enters, carrying David.


Pilot We’ll get you to hospital, son, don’t worry


You’re going to be OK.


David I’m not worried


I’m fine.


The Pilot puts David on the sofa and answers the phone.


Pilot Yes? Oh


Yes, this is Kevin


Look, I’m really sorry – something came up


Yeah


No, please … I am terribly sorry


There was an emergency here


I know


Look. Please, will you convey to the girl, yes, to Amy, will you convey to Amy my sincerest apologies


…


Well – I really don’t know what else to say


…


Yes. Yes I realise. Next time I will try to be more specific about the address. I really am sorry


…


I apologise for the inconvenience


…


Goodbye.


David You’ve missed an appointment.


Pilot Yeah.


David I’m sorry.


Pilot It wasn’t important.


The Pilot is dialling 911.


David We’ll have to get that sorted out.


Pilot Yes


Hello, could I have an ambulance, please?


Yes, it’s for …


Oh Christ, look I don’t know


It’s called Pacific View Apartments


No. I can’t be more specific


Do you know where we are?


David We’re in San Diego.


Pilot Look never mind


I’ll … we’ll get a taxi.


He puts the phone down.


Let’s get you bandaged up or something.


The Pilot leaves. He comes back with a T-shirt, he tears the T-shirt into strips.


What’s your name?


David David.


Pilot I’m Kevin.


David You’re a pilot.


Pilot I am – that’s right.


The Pilot starts to bandage David with the strips of T-shirt.


David You fly the new Boeing 777.


Pilot I do. How did you know that?


David I worked it out


Today was British Airways inaugural flight to San Diego in the new extended-range 777s. You’re English.


Pilot I’m actually Scottish.


David I didn’t know you were Scottish. You don’t have the accent.


Pilot You’re interested in planes, are you?


David I certainly am.


Pilot I used to be as well.


David You’re not any more?


Pilot Well, no, of course I am.


David You still believe in them though.


Pilot Yes.


David Oh, that’s good


…


You know the tail-fin designs for British Airways – the mad paintings?


Pilot Yeah?


David Do you like those?


Pilot I hate them.


David Me too.


Pilot Things change. It’s a new world


I don’t understand it


Now, don’t you worry, David


We’ll go out on the street and we’ll find a taxi and we’ll get you to hospital.




 


David I’m not worried. It’s going to be fine


You seem to know what you’re doing.


They leave.


Laura, in her hospital gown, is standing by a payphone.


She dials a number which she has written on a scrap of paper.


Somewhere in the apartment a mobile phone rings.


Eventually the phone stops ringing.


Pilot (voice on the phone) Please leave a message after the beep.


Laura …


Where are you?


She puts the phone down.


She limps off.


The Pilot holding David on the dusty path beside the highway.


David is visibly ill now.


The Pilot is frantically trying to flag down a car.


None are stopping.


Pilot Stop. Stop. Please stop …


David What time is it?


Pilot It’s five o clock in the morning, David.


David I feel very tired


I’ve been awake all night.


Pilot You just stay awake


We’ll soon have you all kitted out


Don’t you worry.


David I’m not worried


I’m just tired.


Pilot Why don’t they stop? STOP STOP PLEASE.


David They’re on their way to LA


They work in LA, which is an hour’s drive from here


They can’t stop or they’d be late for work.


Pilot You just … that’s the ticket. Stay standing


Just stay standing.


David I think I’ll just have a sleep


Just for ten minutes


I can’t keep my eyes open.


Pilot You just stay awake there


You just stay awake


C’mon


Talk to me


Talk to me.


David I won’t die


I’m just tired.


Pilot Stay awake. Tell me about – tell me about San Diego


C’mon


I’m new here


WAIT STOP STOP FUCK


FUCK YOU FUCKING JESUS.


David Don’t swear


Please don’t start swearing.


Pilot I’m sorry, I’m sorry. Jesus


Look – c’mon.


Holding David up, the Pilot finds the Blue Guide in his pocket. He thrusts it into David’s hands.


Tell me about San Diego


Where’s good places to go?


David Well, San Diego, you may be interested to know that San Diego has the highest quality of life in the whole of the United States.


Pilot Really?


David Yes


San Diego is also unique in having its airport so close to the city centre.


Pilot I noticed that.


David is reading the guide.


David The approach to San Diego at night is one of the most beautiful approaches of any airport. Because you see the ocean on one side, the vastness of the Pacific Ocean, and then on the other side you see the elegant glass towers of the downtown area. And the lights of the Coronado Bridge. Which stretches across the bay.


Pilot Tell me more.


David I’m really quite tired.


Pilot Tell me more. Tell me more.


David Well, San Diego was built mostly in this last century, and mostly since 1950. It has an exact reproduction of Shakespeare’s Globe theatre in Balboa Park and it also boasts a zoo with a worldwide reputation.


Pilot Perhaps I’ll take a trip down there.


David It’s certainly worth an afternoon.


Pilot STOP. STOP. STOP.


David In 1986 San Diego was the setting for the film Top Gun starring Tom Cruise and Kelly McGillis. San Diego, while not having many films actually set here, is often used as a substitute for other American cities because it is a very convenient place in which to film …


David falls.


Pilot Get up. C’mon, son. Get up.


David I can’t do that.


Pilot Talk to me.


David I’m not dying, I just feel a little nauseous.


Laura enters with a kitchen knife.


She takes off her hospital gown.


She examines her body.


Innocent is plucking the goose, talking to Daniel.


Pious is sharpening the knife.


Pious Where do you come from, boy?


Daniel I come from Jos.


Pious Jos. Named after Jesus our Saviour. City of Tin


I know Jos. It’s lovely place. Very temperate


Is there still a swimming pool at the Plateau Hotel?


Daniel There’s a pool. But there’s no water.


Innocent Who is your father, boy?


Daniel My father’s dead.


Innocent I will be your father


Pious will be your mother


…


What is your name, boy?


Daniel My family call me ‘little shit’.


Innocent Hmm.


Pious He needs a better name than ‘little shit’.


Innocent Son, you killed a fat goose today


For us to eat at this, the feast of your naming


A meaty white goose to eat


Since you brought us the gift of a goose, we’ll call you Grey Lag


After the goose.


Grey Lag Grey Lag.


Innocent Are you a Christian, a Muslim, or a pagan?


Grey Lag I don’t know.


Innocent Do you believe in God?


Grey Lag Yes.


Innocent Then let us pray – Holy Father, help us push the desert back tomorrow morning


Help us shape the meat into patties tomorrow afternoon


Help us to answer the telephone tomorrow evening


Dear Lord, thank you for the goose


Thank you for bringing young Grey Lag here to us


Roger


Over and out


Please cut into the flesh


Laura cuts a thin slice from her body.


She has to hold herself back from screaming in pain.


The sound of a car screeching to a halt a little way up the road.


The Pilot runs towards the car.


Pilot Please. Please. Wait.


Amy walks along the dusty path by the side of the road to where David is lying.


Amy Oh my God.


Pilot We have to get him to hospital.


Amy Oh my God, oh honey.


She kneels by David and holds him.


Laura starts to bandage herself up.


Pilot Will you drive us?


Amy Who did this to you, honey? Can you hear me?


David Hello.


Amy Who did this to you?


David I don’t really know.


Amy Here, call 911. Get them to send paramedics. It’ll be quicker


Tell them we’re on Coronado Boulevard


Just by the Pacific Heights.


She gives a mobile phone to the Pilot.


Oh honey … you hang in there for me, honey.


David Miss.


Amy Yes, honey.


David Are you a hooker?


Amy What kind of question is that?


David I’ve never met a hooker before


Outside of a work context


Not to talk to.


Amy Well … good.


Pilot Yes – hello, this is an emergency, a young boy, he’s been stabbed. Coronado Boulevard just by Pacific Heights, please hurry. It’s absolutely vital … please. OK.


David What’s it really like? Being a hooker?


Pilot They say ten minutes.


Amy Shit, gimme that phone, mister.


She takes the phone.


Get down here now, for Christsakes, the kid’s delirious.


The Pilot kneels by David.


Pilot How’re you doing, son?


David She’s a hooker.


Pilot Yes, son.


David Wow.


Pilot You were telling me about San Diego


Tell me more.


David I think I like San Diego. I feel very drawn to it


San Diego is surprisingly familiar


I recognised it as soon as I stepped off the plane.


Pilot It seems like a fairly anonymous sort of place to me.


David Yes


Not special at all


The sort of place one moves to, for a job


And you know what, no trip to San Diego is complete without a swim in the Pacific. The temperature of the ocean at this time of year is 72 degrees.


Pilot It sounds wonderful.


David When you bathe in the ocean at San Diego – the water is exactly the same temperature as blood


We could go later today if you like?


Pilot That’s a good idea.


David I could take you and the hooker to the beach.


Pilot Yeah.


David Miss? Would you like to come to the beach with the Pilot and me?


Amy Sure, honey.


David We’ll go in the afternoon.


Pilot Yes.


David I’m actually slightly frightened.


Pilot Yes.


David I think I’m dying.


Pilot Yes.


David I think that’s what’s happening.


Laura puts the meat into a frying pan on the fire.


Laura faints again.


The flashing red lights of the paramedics.


The Pilot lifts David, cradled in his arms.


He walks towards the lights.


Amy is still kneeling.


David is dead.


Marie is weeping.


Marie That was very sad.


Andrew Yeah.


Marie That’s what it’s like out there.


Andrew You shouldn’t watch these things, love.


Marie Andrew.


Andrew Yes, love.


Marie I want to pray again


Will you pray with me?


Andrew No, love


But you pray. You go ahead.


Darkness.


End of Act One.



















Act Two



















ONE





The Nevada Desert.


Andrew, dressed as a pilot, is talking to the Pilot, who is also dressed as a pilot.


They sit at a small table and are drinking bottled beer.


Andrew I’m on a routine flight – to the Gulf – when suddenly the cockpit door bursts open and this guy comes in – balaclava over his face – gun – tells me not to panic. Tell’s me, ‘Stay very, very calm.’ I say, ‘OK.’ He says, ‘Right. Are you calm?’ I say, ‘I’m calm.’ He says, ‘Right.’ I say, ‘Wait a minute. Is anybody hurt out there?’ He says, ‘Not yet. Not yet, but we’ll shoot the fucking stewardess if you try any funny business with the fucking plane. Anything the slightest fucking bit funny we’ll shoot her. In fact,’ says the man, ‘if you do anything, if this plane does anything that we don’t understand – and we don’t understand much about aeroplanes – so if this plane starts doing something and we don’t know exactly why it’s doing that thing, we’ll panic and we’ll kill the stewardess. Is that clear?’ I say, ‘It’s clear.’ Now, we know each other already from the time in the airport where I find out who’s on my flight and my eyes go a bit misty when I hear her name. She’s called Amy. Well – what with that moment and the moment when I’m walking on to the plane and I pass her in the aisle and I say, ‘Hello Amy,’ and she says, ‘Ray … it’s been a long time,’ and I say, ‘Yeah,’ and she says – I don’t know, some other shit – so we know that there’s a bit of a thing between me and Amy. So anyway, the hijacker says, ‘Take the fucking plane to fucking Baghdad.’ I start plotting the course. Suddenly, the plane starts emitting this … rhythmical sound. ‘Thump, thump, thump.’ Like great wings beating … The hijackers say, ‘What’s that?’ And I say, ‘I don’t know,’ and then the hijacker says, ‘Shoot the stewardess.’ The co-pilot tries to overpower them and he gets shot, and I cradle him in my arms, the poor fucker – but the shot’s damaged the fucking something or other and we’re going down and the there’s people being sucked out of the plane and then kaboom – we’re crashed in the middle of the fucking sand. After that, it’s a kind of Moses thing, as I shepherd the survivors through the desert to Abu Dhabi. Amy survives – and in the desert we fall in love.


Pilot Sounds good.


Andrew But is it true?


Pilot I don’t know.


Andrew Is it plausible


Take it apart


You’re a pilot, Dad, you know.


Pilot Most pilots would attempt to co-operate with the hijackers.


Andrew OK.


Pilot Try to get to know them.


Andrew Sure –


Pilot Try to stay calm.


Andrew Yeah and … so is it – the story – does it ring true?


Pilot I don’t watch films, really. I don’t know


It’s a highly unlikely combination of events


How’s Marie?


Andrew Fine.


Pilot And the boy?


Andrew Terrible allergy thing, but he’s great, he’s really great.


Pilot I hope you’re looking after Marie?


Andrew That’s not what we do nowadays.


Pilot What do you do nowadays?


Andrew I don’t know exactly. We’re a sort of team.


Pilot Just make sure you look after her.


Andrew …


Pilot Have you spoken to your mother?


Andrew She’s OK.


Pilot Good.


Andrew You spoken to her?


Pilot I – it’s – no.


Andrew What about you?


Pilot Me?


Andrew You all right?


Pilot Yes. Bit tired. Hard night. That’s all.


Woman Andrew, you’re needed on set


It’s the desert decision scene.


Andrew OK.


Pilot They need you.


Andrew C’mon, you can watch the scene


I make a decision in this scene


It’s a good scene.


Pilot I’d better go, really.


Andrew No, c’mon, stay – we’ll have a drink after.


Pilot I’m a bit tired.


Andrew Stay in my trailer. I’ve got a great trailer


Have a sleep. Relax. Chill out


Then we’ll have a drink.


Pilot OK.


Andrew You sure you don’t want to watch?


Pilot Yeah. Thanks. But … I’m a bit tired.


Andrew Sure. OK. We’ll – we’ll have a drink after, then.


Pilot After.


Andrew exits, the Pilot sits.


Pious, Innocent and Grey Lag enter. Pious is holding three shovels.


Pious Take a shovel.


Innocent Give him the black shovel.


Pious I was already going to.


Innocent The black shovel is the one I started with.


Pious It’s just a shovel.


Innocent It was my shovel. Now it’s yours.


Pious OK. What we do is, we dig sand from this side and we move it over to this side.


Innocent Like so.


Pious That’s it. Only don’t go so fast. If you go too fast you’ll be tired out.


Innocent Don’t listen to him. He’s a lawyer. He’s not used to manual labour.


Pious We move the sand back across to the other side of the highway.


Grey Lag The sand will blow back in the night.


Innocent Of course.


Pious The sand blows back in the night. And then in the morning we shovel it to the other side again.


Grey Lag I didn’t come to San Diego to shovel sand.


Innocent Son – you don’t mind me calling you son?


Grey Lag I don’t mind.


Innocent Son, if we didn’t shovel the sand it would very quickly take over the city.


Pious Three days, they’ve calculated.


Innocent In three days the city would be covered in sand.


Pious The desert is hungry for this city.


Innocent If you want to make money from the meat and the telephone calls then you’d better start shovelling sand. Because the sand gets in the meat, and it gets in the wires.


Grey Lag … I didn’t come to San Diego to shovel sand.


Grey Lag throws down the spade and walks off.


Andrew enters, crawling. He crawls for some moments. He stops.


He slumps.


Innocent and Pious start shovelling sand.


Innocent It’s just a phase.


Pious You’re putting too much pressure on him.


Innocent He has to learn.


Pious He’s very sensitive.


A Stewardess enters crawling.


She crawls up to Andrew.


Stewardess We have to rest. The old lady can’t go any further.


Andrew If we don’t make the city we’re all gonna die.


Stewardess She’s gotta rest.


Andrew Shit. Shit. Shit. Goddam. Goddam.


Stewardess What are we going to do, Ray? If we go on, the old lady’s gonna die. But if we stay here, we’re all gonna die.


Andrew Where is the old lady now?


Stewardess She’s over there. She’s sleeping.


Andrew takes out a knife.


Oh Ray, no.


Andrew Amy, it’s the kindest way.


Andrew crawls back towards the old woman. The Stewardess falls weeping to the earth.


Stewardess You bastard God! God you goddam son of a bitch!


Laura enters.


She is limping and bandaged, and wearing her hospital gown.


The Counsellor sits, beckons her to sit down.


Counsellor Good morning, Laura.


Laura Morning.


Counsellor How are you feeling?


Laura OK.


Counsellor Good.


Laura …


Counsellor …


Laura …


Counsellor You’ve been cutting yourself, Laura.


Laura Yes.


The Stewardess gets up, brushes herself down. She looks out into the lights, squinting.


Stewardess How was that?


Voice Fine


Thank you.


The Stewardess brushes herself down.


Andrew walks on.


Andrew D’you fancy a drink?


Stewardess Sure.


Andrew My dad’s here. He’s a real pilot. Come and have a drink.


They walk off.


Pious and Innocent are shovelling sand.


Grey Lag enters.


They carry on shovelling sand.


Pretending not to notice.


Grey Lag sits, watches.


Counsellor Why are you cutting yourself, Laura?


Laura I’m not cutting myself exactly.


Counsellor What then?


Laura I’m butchering myself.


Counsellor You’re certainly doing yourself harm.


Laura At least I’m eating.


Counsellor …


Laura I do cook the meat first. In fact I want to be cured.


Counsellor Well, that’s good, Laura, that’s a start.


Laura In salt. Or maybe smoked.


Darkness.
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