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Characters 







in order of appearance




 





Dmitri Gromov


Russian, forties


James Warnock


American, thirties


Colonel Afridi


Pakistani, thirties


Military Clerk


a young Pakistani man


Simon Craig


English, late thirties


Abdullah Khan


Afghan, forties


Saeed


Afghan, twenties


Soldier


an American man, twenties or older


Two Mujahideen


Afghan men, twenties or older


Administrative Aide


an American man, twenties


Political Speechwriter


an American man, thirties


Congressional Staffer to Senator Birch


American, late twenties, female


Walter Barnes


American, fifties


CIA Analyst


an American man, twenties


Senator Jefferson Birch


American, fifties


The Ensemble


Airport travellers; Afghan refugees and mujahideen; Pakistani pedestrians and military personnel; guests at a Washington fundraiser; celebrants and staff at the Irish and American Embassies in Islamabad




 





Time and Place




 





1981 to 1991


Pakistan, America and Afghanistan




 





The physical engine of this play is to be found in the rapidity and fluidity of its transitions. Each scene flows into, or smashes against, the next without pause






















Author’s Note





Lines in the play in Pashto, Farsi and Russian are written in the Roman alphabet for actors’ ease of pronunciation.




 





The use of a slash ( / ) marks the point of overlapping dialogue.




 





A sentence ending with a dash ( – ) indicates that the speaker is cut off while talking.




 





A sentence that ends with an ellipsis ( … ) indicates the speaker has trailed off; one that begins with an ellipsis indicates a slight hesitation before the speaker begins.




 





Paragraph breaks mid-speech show where one thought ends and another commences.






















BLOOD AND GIFTS




Whenever two people meet there are really six people present. There is each man as he sees himself, each man as the other person sees him, and each man as he really is.


William James




 





The trouble with riding a tiger is that eventually you will have to get off.


Winston Churchill




























Act One



















SCENE ONE





Pakistan. December 1981.


The Islamabad Airport, early morning.


We hear the roar of a plane overhead and a flight announcement – first in Urdu, then in English. Travellers criss-cross the stage in a bustle of movement. Dmitri Gromov, forties, stands reading a newspaper. Jim Warnock, thirties, enters walking quickly, a small battered suitcase in one hand and a diplomatic pouch under the other arm. As Jim passes him, Gromov lowers his paper. His English is good but his Russian accent is heavy.


Gromov (calling after him) You are going wrong way.


 Jim realises he’s talking to him, turns and stops.


Forgive me, but I could not help myself. 


(Points.) Airport exit is that direction.


Jim Thank you, but I’m meeting someone. I’m fine.


As Jim starts to move again …


Gromov Ah! We have connection. I too am here to meet someone. My wife arrives soon.


Jim Uh-huh.


Gromov The flight from Moscow.


Jim Uh-huh.


Gromov Summer heat here, it is too much for her. But now that winter returns, she returns.


Jim I see.


Gromov Her flight delayed of course, but … (He shrugs.) Pakistan is not Russia. What can one do?


Jim Well. Have a nice day.


As Jim turns …


Gromov Very impressive.


Jim Excuse me?


Gromov One suitcase and one pouch. To come to edge of world with only this? Clearly, you are adventurous man. When I first arrived here in Islamabad, I knew I would be here for years. So I brought everything except – what is saying? – kitchen sink.


Jim Forgive me, but I’ve got to –


Gromov Tell me, how long will you be here, comrade James Warnock?


Neither man moves.


The other travellers have passed through and they are alone now.


Jim Too soon to tell.


Gromov And what brings you all the way to Pakistan?


Jim Work.


Gromov But of course. Man like yourself, you are here to serve in your embassy. Officially.


Jim That’s right.


Gromov And in what capacity will you be serving?


Jim I’m in education.


Gromov Again, connection! So am I. Officially.


Jim Good for you.


It’s been a pleasure. Give your wife my best.


Gromov And yours mine.


Jim stares at him.


Congratulations are in order. Just married, yes? Pity she is not going to join you. But perhaps your wife is not interested in education. Or perhaps, unlike you, she realises the danger such work can bring.


Jim My wife is none of your business.


Gromov I am only trying to –


Jim (sharp, in Russian) Slooshayetye. Vy znayetye oo kavo ya rabotayoo, ee ya znayoo oo kavo vy rabotayetye, ee ya nye eemyeyoo vremenee dlya etova. [Look. You know who I work for, I know who you work for, and I don’t have time for this.]


The two men stare at each other.


Gromov I see. Then what do you have time for, comrade Warnock?


Jim You’ll find out.
















SCENE TWO





Islamabad. Afridi’s office in the headquarters of the Inter- Services Intelligence Directorate (ISI), the Pakistani Army’s intelligence branch, an hour later.


Afridi, thirties or older, stands in full military uniform. To his side is a spit-polished young Army Clerk taking the official minutes. Jim, suitcase by his side, hands Afridi the diplomatic pouch he carried at the airport.


Jim With my compliments, Colonel. And with high hopes for our work together.


Afridi opens the pouch and brings out a beautiful antique revolver.


Clerk (to Afridi) Oh, very nice, very good, very John Wayne, sir!


Afridi You are a generous man, Mr Warnock. How I wish your government shared your largesse.


(Gesturing around the room.) Tell me, where are the rest of you? Does your government think this struggle so unimportant that you alone will suffice?


Jim My government has sent me to start this operation because they think this struggle is so important. Now there may be only three of us here in Islamabad –


Afridi There are only three of you in all of Pakistan.


Jim I wish it were more, Colonel, but for now, yes, just three.


Afridi Then again, an hour ago there were only two of you. So perhaps what we should call you, Mr Warnock, is ‘progress’.


Clerk Oh, very nice, very good, very Noël Coward, sir!


Afridi (inspecting the gun) Do you know what I admire most about your country, Mr Warnock? Arizona. The deserts there stop one’s heart.


A rumpled Simon Craig, late thirties, enters in a rush.


Simon Sorry, sorry.


Afridi Mr Craig, late as always.


Simon Traffic. Rickshaw, water buffalo: God knows.


(To Jim, extending his hand.) Ah! You must be –


Afridi points the pistol at Simon.


(Freezing.) Hell–o.


Afridi Have you been to Arizona, Mr Craig?


Simon Can’t say I have, Colonel.


Afridi You English have no deserts. This is why you are such a weak and soft people. If even part of your country were hard and dry – (gesturing to Jim) like his – you would not have lost your grip on this part of the world. Then again, if you had not, I would not even be allowed in this room. Would I? So perhaps I should be grateful that God has made your little island so lush.


He puts the pistol down and slaps his hands together.


So.


The men are all business now.


Jim You’ll have a hundred thousand rifles by the end of the month. 303s. Greek and Indian, Egyptian guns to follow.


Simon As for the Chinese –


Jim (to Simon) You’ve confirmed?


Simon They’re kicking in munitions. Ancient stuff, but it’ll work with the Egyptian weapons.


My God, Russian soldiers being shot with Chinese bullets. Sometimes the world is so beautiful.


Afridi And what else?


Jim Nothing else. For now that’s all I’m / authorised to hand over.


Afridi I’m sorry … I’m sorry … I am confused. I thought you were sent here because your government wanted to win.


Jim With all due respect, this isn’t a football game.


Afridi With all due respect, we play cricket here.


Simon Perhaps we should focus on / how we plan to …


Afridi These weapons are an insult.


Jim I understand your frustration, but –


Afridi Russian tanks are two hundred and fifty kilometres from Islamabad. From the chair you are sitting in.


Jim And I’m here to make sure they don’t come any closer.


Afridi And what of the men who are already doing that? They are to fight the Soviet Army with bolt-action rifles? For two years those Afghans have been freezing in their mountains, fighting for you and me, Mr Warnock. So forgive me if your ‘gift’ does not impress.


Jim Look, as station chief I will work day and night. But I answer to those above me, Colonel, and they say deniability, first and foremost. No weapons that can be traced to us.


Now we’d like the majority of these rifles to go to –


Simon Ahmed Shah Massoud.


Afridi No.


The two men stare at Afridi.


Simon Why not? He and his men are banging away at the Soviets.


Afridi Because Massoud is a Tajik. Most Afghans are Pashtun and they see Tajiks as spies for the Iranians. We must focus our support on a Pashtun commander.


Jim Who do you suggest?


Afridi Gulbuddin Hekmatyar. He is here in Pakistan training an army of fellow Afghan mujahideen. The ‘Army of Sacrifice’, ready to sacrifice all.


Simon Well that’s smashing, but we’re going to want to spread some of these weapons around to other warlords. Our intelligence shows this will / be much more effective.


Afridi Your intelligence? You were born there? I did not realise Manchester was a suburb of Kabul.


Gentlemen, those of us who serve in the ISI, we know who is who and what is what here. My agency’s intelligence will be the basis of our strategy.


I went personally to the seven main Afghan commanders. I said to each, ‘Of course, you are the most powerful. You and your forces are whom the Russians fear most. But tell me, after you, which commander is number two?’ All said: Hekmatyar. So, yes, we will give them each some support, but Hekmatyar will be the point of our spear.


Because we select who gets weapons. This is our agreement, yes?


Jim Yes.


Afridi And throughout this operation you will go through me and no one else.


Jim Agreed.


Afridi And you will have no contact, in person or in any other form, with anyone in the Afghan resistance.


Simon Well, that’s ridiculous.


(To Jim.) Was that part of your agreement?


Jim ISI is running this operation, not us.


Simon Are you actually / going to …


Jim What he says goes. / Those are my orders.


Simon Bollocks!


(To Afridi.) Colonel, I understand we’re the third party here, ‘facilitating’ and all that, but the British government is not going to be part of a covert war where we’re not even allowed to talk to those we’re supporting!


Afridi Mr Craig, are you a Jew?


Simon stares at him.


My sources tell me you are a Jew. Is this true?


Simon … Yes, actually.


Afridi I am a Jew too.


Simon … I see.


Afridi Not a true Jew.


Simon No.


Afridi But like a Jew.


Simon Right.


What are you talking about?


Afridi Pakistan is the Israel of this region. A nation surrounded by enemies on all sides. Russia, Iran, Hindustan. Pushing against us, seeking to drive us into our Sea of Galilee. Like your people, we do not have the luxury of trusting others. Our fate will be held in our hands. Ours alone.


Thank you, gentlemen.


Jim It’s been a pleasure.


Simon Yes, truly enlightening.


Jim Colonel, I’d be grateful if we could get together again soon and talk further about the challenges we’re all facing here.


Afridi Somewhere other than here you mean.


Jim Wherever you’d like. As my guest, of course.


Afridi Perhaps we could have lunch.


Jim That’d be terrific.


Afridi A little chicken, bottle of wine.


Jim Absolutely. If that’s what / you’d like to do.


Afridi And then you could start asking me questions. Little questions, so simple to answer. Answers for which you will be willing to pay. And all of a sudden, with the chicken and the wine, I would be working for you. Another man in your pocket, another set of eyes in your head.


We will only meet here and only when we must. This is not friendship, Mr Warnock, this is business. Only.
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