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  Introduction




  S. Shakthidharan




  So often we are beaten down by the world. We reshape ourselves to fit into it. Subhi’s story is different. In The Bone Sparrow this young boy discovers within himself a strength

  that will change the world around him. It is a classic coming-of-age story; and yet, so much more.




  The Bone Sparrow is by turns a wondrous tale of epic, mythical adventure; a realistic appraisal of what it means to grow up without freedom; and a vision of renewed solidarity across

  our supposed divisions. These, to me, were the essential ingredients of Zana’s wonderful novel.




  The task of adapting it, then, was to present as boldly as possible these essential components whilst simultaneously assembling a grand theatricality around it all. This meant putting

  Subhi’s diverse, complex relationships at the forefront of the narrative; and ensuring that Subhi’s imaginary world and Jimmie’s story within the story would reach the stage in a

  vivid and enchanting manner. But, most importantly, I wanted Subhi’s story to be as specific and authentic as possible.




  Pilot Theatre and I have worked closely with members of the Rohingya community to make this element of the work as essential as all the others. Their truths, hopes and desires, offered in a

  spirit of equal collaboration, were the bedrock I built everything else upon.




  This adaptation of Zana Fraillon’s The Bone Sparrow by S. Shakthidharan was commissioned and first produced by Pilot Theatre in a co-production with York Theatre Royal, Belgrade

  Theatre Coventry, Derby Theatre and Mercury Theatre Colchester, a consortium of theatres committed to producing new and diverse work for younger audiences.




  The Bone Sparrow is the third in a series of plays co-produced by Pilot with these theatres, other productions being Malorie Blackman’s Noughts + Crosses adapted by

  Sabrina Mahfouz and Alex Wheatle’s Crongton Knights adapted by Emteaz Hussain.




  





  




  The Bone Sparrow was first performed at York Theatre Royal on 25 February 2022, before touring the UK. The cast was as follows (in alphabetical order):




  

    

      	

        QUEENIE/BOY ONE/


        YOUNG ANKA


      



      	 



      	

        Siobhan Athwal


      

    




    

      	

        SUBHI


      



      	 



      	

        Yaamin Chowdhury


      

    




    

      	

        MAÁ/MIRKA/ZARA


      



      	 



      	

        Kiran L. Dadlani


      

    




    

      	

        ELI/HEAD BOY/SOLDIER


      



      	 



      	

        Elmi Rashid Elmi


      

    




    

      	

        DOCTOR/DUCK/DETAINEE/


        BABY ANKA/ADULT ANKA


      



      	 



      	

        Jummy Faruq


      

    




    

      	

        BA/NASIR/HARVEY/OTO


      



      	 



      	

        Devesh Kishore


      

    




    

      	

        JIMMIE


      



      	 



      	

        Mary Roubos


      

    




    

      	

        BEAVER/SOLDIER


      



      	 



      	

        Mackenzie Scott


      

    




    

      	

        Director


      



      	 



      	

        Esther Richardson


      

    




    

      	

        Designer


      



      	 



      	

        Miriam Nabarro


      

    




    

      	

        Lighting Designer


      



      	 



      	

        Ben Cowens


      

    




    

      	

        Composition and Sound Design


      



      	 



      	

        Arun Ghosh


      

    




    

      	

        Video Designer and Illustrator


      



      	 



      	

        Daniel Denton


      

    




    

      	

        Illustrator


      



      	 



      	

        Maha Alomari


      

    




    

      	

        Puppetry Director


      



      	 



      	

        Alison Duddle


      

    




    

      	

        Staff Director


      



      	 



      	

        Júlia Levai


      

    




    

      	

        Assistant Director


      



      	 



      	

        Sirazul Islam


      

    




    

      	

        Movement Directors


      



      	 



      	

        Hannah Wintie-Hawkins and Drew Wintie-Hawkins


      

    




    

      	

        Fight Director


      



      	 



      	

        Kenan Ali


      

    




    

      	

        Dramaturgy


      



      	 



      	

        Oliver O’Shea


      

    




    

      	

        Voice Coach


      



      	 



      	

        Yvonne Morley


      

    




    

      	

        AV Programmer


      



      	 



      	

        Tim Kelly


      

    




    

      	

        Australian Accent Coach


      



      	 



      	

        Mary Howland


      

    




    

      	

        Rohingyan Accent Coach


      



      	 



      	

        Hetal Varia


      

    




    

      	

        Bangla Poem Consultant


      



      	 



      	

        Shamim Azad


      

    




    

      	

        Rohingya Consultants


      



      	 



      	

        Htike Htike


        and Mohammed Siddique


      

    




    

      	

        Production Manager (York)


      



      	 



      	

        Henry Thomas


      

    




    

      	

        Production Manager (tour)


      



      	 



      	

        Luke James


      

    




    

      	

        Company Stage Manager


      



      	 



      	

        Emily Walls


      

    




    

      	

        Company Stage Manager (York)


      



      	 



      	

        Anna Belderbos


      

    




    

      	

        Deputy Stage Manager


      



      	 



      	

        Denise Body


      

    




    

      	

        Assistant Stage Manager


      



      	 



      	

        Cat Simpson


      

    




    

      	

        Wardrobe Supervisor


      



      	 



      	

        Hazel Jupp


      

    




    

      	

        Deputy Wardrobe Supervisor


      



      	 



      	

        Janet Hull


      

    




    

      	

        Set Construction


      



      	 



      	

        Mercury Theatre Colchester


      

    




    

      	

        National Press and PR


      



      	 



      	

        Duncan Clarke PR


      

    


  




  Special thanks to Ed Sunman, Gitika Buttoo, Cloud Islay Gallagher, Tiran Aakel, Komal Amin, Yousef Naseer, Manjeet Mann, Lucy Casson, Hirak Haldar, Regional Theatre Young Directors Scheme, Rosie

  Macpherson, SBC Theatre Company, Australian Theatre for Young People, and all the Pilot Theatre Young Associates.




   




  

    

      	

        For Pilot Theatre


      



      	 



      	 

    




    

      	

        Artistic Director


      



      	 



      	

        Esther Richardson


      

    




    

      	

        Executive Producer


      



      	 



      	

        Amanda J Smith


      

    




    

      	

        Company Administrator


      



      	 



      	

        Sarah Rorke


      

    




    

      	

        Marketing & Projects Producer


      



      	 



      	

        Lucy Hammond


      

    




    

      	

        Digital Officer


      



      	 



      	

        Sam Johnson


      

    




    

      	

        Finance Director


      



      	 



      	

        Helen Nakwhal


      

    




    

      	

        Creative Associate


      



      	 



      	

        Oliver O’Shea


      

    




    

      	

        Livestreaming Development Manager


      



      	 



      	

        Melanie Paris


      

    


  




  pilot-theatre.com




  @pilot_theatre

  
   

   

   

   

  This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  





  




  Characters




  SUBHI (Subhan), young male Rohingya, early teens




  QUEENY, young female Rohingya, Subhi’s older sister, late teens




  MAÁ, older female Rohingya, Subhi’s mother




  ELI (Elias), young male person of colour, Subhi and Queeny’s friend, late teens




  JIMMIE, young female, early teens, Anglo-Celtic or European




  HARVEY, older male person of colour or Indigenous Australian, guard




  BA, older male person of colour, Subhi’s father




  NASIR, older male person of colour, Maá’s friend




  BEAVER, older male, any ethnicity, guard




  DUCK, a puppet




  Other roles played by members of the ensemble:




  DOCTOR




  PETRA




  HEAD BOY




  ROUGH BOYS




  ZARA




  GUARDS




  WORKERS




  DETAINEES




  Mirka, Anka, Oto and the soldiers are represented through a combination of masks and puppets, manoeuvred by members of the ensemble.




  Setting




  A detention centre in the remote Australian desert.




  Note on the Text




  A forward slash (/) indicates the point at which the next speaker interrupts.




  





  




  Prologue




  The dusty red earth of the Australian outback.




  SUBHI is drawing.




  He is drawing a story.




  A bird appears – to his amazement. His ancestors come into being.




  JIMMIE enters, climbing down a tall ladder. The ancestors shift their focus to her.




  She holds a dusty box. She opens it. Inside is the Bone Sparrow necklace, which she puts on. There is also an old book – whose words she cannot decipher – and a paper

  boat.




  As JIMMIE plays with the paper boat the Night Sea appears and the boat starts to travel. JIMMIE disappears.




  There are people on the boat – people taking a long and dangerous journey. QUEENY and MAÁ become the focus, clinging to each other. MAÁ is

  pregnant.




  This is SUBHI’s story. The story he is drawing. The story he has heard many times before, of how they came to be here…




  Then MAÁ screams and we shift to –




  







  




  ACT ONE




  Scene One




  MAÁ’s tent.




  MAÁ. / Grrrrrrrrrrrr –




  DOCTOR. Just breathe. Breathe…




  MAÁ is giving birth. A DOCTOR assists her. She continues to growl and yell as the labour progresses; the DOCTOR continues to placate her –

  pointlessly.




  BEAVER stands guard.




  BEAVER (into walkie-talkie). It’s happening now, mate. NAP-24. 24. You got that?




  WALKIE-TALKIE (muffled). Copy. You said two hours –




  BEAVER (into walkie-talkie). Yeah, it’s earlier than we thought. Much earlier –




  WALKIE-TALKIE. – the ambulance is at least thirty minutes / away –




  QUEENY (offstage, screaming). LET ME IN!




  BEAVER (into walkie-talkie). We’ll have to do it here.




  WALKIE-TALKIE. Copy. Report immediately afterwards.




  BEAVER (into walkie-talkie). Copy.




  DOCTOR. Okay – I can see the crown – / Push!




  MAÁ. No! No!




  DOCTOR. The baby wants to be in the world –




  MAÁ. Not like this! / Not like this! No!




  DOCTOR. / Push! Push!




  QUEENY (offstage, screaming). LET ME IN!




  MAÁ. He was supposed to be born free!




  DOCTOR. / Push, goddammit –




  BA enters, dressed in traditional Rohingya clothing. A figment of MAÁ’s imagination.




  BA (Ruáingga). Itare zito de maa. [Let him go, Maá.]




  MAÁ. No!




  BA (Ruáingga). Itare zito de. [Let him go.]




  MAÁ. You aren’t here yet. You don’t get to choose.




  MAÁ talks over BA as he recites his poem.




  BA. Life is an open prison We can see the sky and stars We can feel the breeze But we can never fly away The sky is the limit Yet we are the ground But I can still breathe the air

  of my motherland as it sweeps through the clouds One day we will grow wings and ride upon it.




  MAÁ (Ruáingga). No matish! No matish! [Shut up. Shut up.] (Starts pushing.) Damn it. Damn it. Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrr –




  As BA chants, MAÁ, still pissed off at BA, nevertheless begins to push.




  DOCTOR. Good. Good! That’s it! / That’s it!




  QUEENY (offstage, screaming). LET ME IN FOR GOD’S SAKE!




  MAÁ gives birth to a baby boy. The DOCTOR immediately takes the baby, examines it.




  DOCTOR. It’s a boy –




  MAÁ. / Give him to me!




  DOCTOR (to GUARDS). All okay so far.




  MAÁ. / (shouting). Give him to me!




  QUEENY (offstage, screaming). LET ME IN!




  BEAVER (into walkie-talkie). Boss. Boss?




  WALKIE-TALKIE. Yes?




  BEAVER (into walkie-talkie). He’s arrived. So far so good.




  WALKIE-TALKIE. Good. Ambulance should be there shortly.




  The DOCTOR gives the baby to MAÁ.




  BEAVER (into walkie-talkie). Copy that. (To the DOCTOR.) We need to go and file the paperwork for DAR-1. I’m going to let the girl in now,

  yeah?




  DOCTOR. Understood. Yes. Then I need to come back and do some more checks.




  BEAVER. I just need your signature on a few things.




  DOCTOR (like he can’t believe it). DAR-1.




  BEAVER. First baby born in the camp.




  MAÁ (holding her baby tight). His. Name. Is. Subhan.




  BEAVER. This way.




  As BEAVER and the DOCTOR exit, BA exits also. MAÁ watches him go.




  BEAVER lets QUEENY in on the way out; she runs to her mother.




  QUEENY. Maá. Maá!




  They embrace.




  MAÁ. Futúni. Meet your baby brother. Subhan.




  As QUEENY takes baby Subhi and gives him a kiss, older SUBHI enters and watches them.




  QUEENY. Subhi. ‘Our dawn’?




  MAÁ (nodding). Our dawn – someday, Queeny. Someday.




  Scene Two




  The same tent, on the same red dirt. A sea-blue, traditional Rohingya fabric is draped at the front.




  The dead of night. Everyone in the camp is asleep, except SUBHI, who is drawing. He is now a young boy. MAÁ and QUEENY’s sweaty, prostrate bodies are

  beside him.




  SUBHI draws the ocean. He draws feathers. The illustrations appears as hand-drawn animations, projected onto various parts of the set.




  A few feathers fall from the sky like rain. The sound of the ocean.




  SUBHI. Sometimes, at night, the dirt outside turns into a beautiful ocean. The Night Sea. As red as the sun and as deep as the sky.




  He looks at his MAÁ.




  Maá says there are some people in this world who can see all the hidden bits and pieces of the universe blown in on the north wind and scattered about in the shadows.




  He looks at his sister.




  Queeny, she never tries to look in the shadows. She doesn’t even squint. Maá sees, though. She can hear the ocean outside too.




  He reaches back to MAÁ.




  You hear it, Maá?




  MAÁ responds, talking in her sleep –




  MAÁ. Mhmmmmm…




  As the feathers fall, the sound of a torrential downpour. There are whispers in the rain, whispers only SUBHI can hear. He walks out of his tent, guided by

  them.




  Outside of the tent, rain falls onto him. His clothes are soaked.




  SUBHI. Queeny says that when you swim deep down under the sea, you can watch all the fish and turtles and rays and sea




  flowers as bright as bright, and that you can lie on your back and let the sea carry you and you don’t sink, not even a bit. The sea just lifts you up.




  SUBHI sees something on the ground. A seashell. He picks it up.




  BA enters, his mouth moving. The whispers are his. They are in Ruáingga. SUBHI can’t see him.




  BA (whispering, Ruáingga). Phunish, aar hota phunish. [Listen. Listen.]




  SUBHI. Ba?




  BA slowly moves closer to SUBHI.




  I’m gonna see the sea. Feel it. Taste it. The real sea, someday. When me and Maá and Queeny are free. And on that day, Ba will be waiting there for us. On the shore.

  Won’t you, Ba?




  Scene Three




  Lights change. There is no rain, no ocean, no feathers, no whispers, no BA. It is daylight.




  ELI enters. It’s stinking hot – everyone’s covered in sweat and their clothes stick to them.




  ELI. Subhi. Come on.




  SUBHI. It’s too hot to walk!




  ELI. That is exactly when we should be doing our work. C’mon!




  ELI looks around carefully as he walks. SUBHI follows. They walk the fenced perimeter of the camp.




  There are fourteen pairs of real shoes in this whole entire camp, and close to nine hundred pairs of feet. If you want to keep those shoes of yours, you’d better start earning

  them.




  SUBHI looks down at his nice shoes, which are in contrast to his ragged, dusty clothes.




  SUBHI. And one day I won’t have to stuff leaves and sticks and dirt in to make them fit –




  ELI. That’s right, bud. You’re nineteen fence diamonds high now, right?




  SUBHI. Twenty-one!




  ELI. What?!




  They high-five.




  Growth spurt!




  They walk.




  SUBHI. Eli. Look what I found.




  SUBHI gives ELI the seashell.




  ELI. Another treasure?




  SUBHI (shy). Yeah.




  ELI. You still reckon this is your Ba. Leaving you gifts?




  SUBHI. What else could it be?




  ELI puts the shell to his ear.




  What are you doing?




  ELI just listens.




  What do you hear, Eli?




  ELI. The sea.




  SUBHI. What?!




  SUBHI puts the shell to his ear. The sound of a faraway ocean. He listens, eyes wide.




  It must be from Ba!




  ELI. Maybe, little guy. Maybe it is.




  SUBHI. So that’s what the real sea sounds like?




  ELI. Yep.




  SUBHI (listening to the shell). Wow.




  ELI. My grandma used to tell me this story from a long, long way back. When the whole world was nothing but sea. This whale used to live in it. The biggest, hugest whale in that

  one big ocean. It was as old as the universe and as big as a country. Every night the whale would rise to the surface and sing a song to the moon. Her song pulled on the moon, and pulled and

  pulled, until the moon came close enough to whisper all its secrets.




  SUBHI (rapt). What did the moon say?




  ELI. That’s for you to figure out, little man. When you listen to the shell.




  SUBHI. Whoa.




  They get to a particular spot.




  ELI. Okay, bud. Work time.




  SUBHI puts the shell away.




  Remember. Never swap anywhere but here, yeah? Where the cameras can’t see. If you can’t do it here, just don’t do it at all.




  SUBHI nods, serious.




  (Gives SUBHI a package.) For Nasir. Underwear. He says he can’t patch up his holes any more. He’s got a mozzie stick for ya. (Another

  package.) Petra. She wants to swap some washing powder for her toothpaste.




  SUBHI. Got it, boss.




  ELI. Don’t call me that. We’re partners. And…




  He bends down. In this particular spot the bottom of the fence can be slightly pried apart and the earth dug up. With some subtle manoeuvring, ELI is able to put his

  hand under the fence, to the other side, and feel around in the ground. The sharp ends of the fence pierce his hand.




  Ouch! (Feeling around.) Aha!




  He stands back up, package in hand.




  SUBHI. From our friends on the Outside?




  ELI. You bet, bud. (Gives SUBHI part of the package.) Here.




  SUBHI. Who for?




  ELI. Pads for Maá and Queeny. When they have their women’s time. Tell Queeny to distribute to the other women too, yeah?




  SUBHI. Got it, partner.




  ELI (slips a package into his pocket). And some toilet paper sheets for me.




  ELI bends down and adjusts the bottom of the fence so it looks exactly like the rest of it.




  SUBHI. Why do we get more?




  ELI. That’s our tax for running this business in the first place. Understand?




  SUBHI nods.




  Okay. Watch your back, little brother.




  ELI exits. SUBHI waits a moment, then whistles.




  Another moment, then NASIR enters. He is an old man; a little bit mad. As they speak, they swap packages discreetly, without even acknowledging the action.




  NASIR. Subhi! Morning, son. Sure is hot hot hot hot?




  SUBHI. On your way to breakfast, Nasir?




  NASIR. Blergh! If you can call it that that that. Now when do I get one of those drawings?




  SUBHI. When you finally tell me a story.




  NASIR. A story a story a story story! Ah yes! But what story story to tell, Subhi? That is the question!




  SUBHI. Any story!




  NASIR. No! Never any story. Never any. It must be the right one. Do you understand? (Exiting.) Soon. Soon I will know, Subhi! What right story to tell tell!




  SUBHI watches NASIR leave with a grin. He doesn’t see BEAVER enter.
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