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First Performance





The American Pilot was first performed by the Royal Shakespeare Company at The Other Place, Stratford-upon-Avon, on 27 April 2005. The cast was as follows:




The Pilot David Rogers


The Farmer Tom Hodgkins


The Trader Jonathan Slinger


Sarah Bridgitta Roy


Evie Sinead Keenan


The Captain David Rintoul


The Translator Paul Chahidi


Soldiers Peter Bankolé, Stewart W. Fraser, Geoffrey Lumb, Chris McGill







Director Ramin Gray


Designer Lizzie Clachan


Lighting Phil Ash


Sound Tim Oliver


Fights Terry King


Costume Supervisor Christopher Cahill


Production Manager Mark Graham


Producer Denise Wood

























Characters







The American Pilot


The Farmer


The Trader


Sarah


the Farmer’s wife


Evie


the Farmer’s daughter


The Captain


The Translator


American Soldiers



















Note on the Setting





Setting


 


A small farm high up in a rural valley, in a country that has been mired in civil war and conflict for many years



















For Linda MacLean






















THE AMERICAN PILOT



















Epigraph







‘Politics softens everything’


 


Douglas Dunn


I Am a Cameraman



























Act One
























ONE










Farmer   The American pilot was the most beautiful human being I had ever seen. His skin was the colour of sand flecked through with gold. He was tall and he was strong and his eyes were as blue as the sky he fell from. Every time I looked at him a cloud of unbidden thoughts would rise in my mind like insects from disturbed grass. He might have been in the same room as us but he wasn’t like us. He seemed of a different kind entirely. All the time he was with us, I kept sensing I was only a moment away from a moment when I would suddenly kiss him.


…


The American pilot was unsettling.


As far as I was concerned, the sooner he was gone from my shed, the better.





















TWO








A rough agricultural shed, built to house animals.


It is dark.


The American Pilot is sitting in a corner. He is injured and in pain. His leg is clearly badly damaged and his flying suit is torn and bloody. He is listening to music on some earphones. He sings along. His voice is weak and tired. The song is ‘Gin and Juice’ by Snoop Doggy Dogg.


The door is noisily opened.


Bright morning sunlight pours into the shed.


The Farmer and the Trader enter. The Trader is carrying an old rifle. 


The Pilot stops singing.


They look at him. The Trader goes over to the Pilot and looks at his uniform. He examines it carefully. He finds a Stars and Stripes badge on the uniform.


He smashes the Pilot in the face with his rifle butt.


He stands back.




Farmer   For God’s sake.


Trader   What?


Farmer   Steady on.


Trader   What?


Farmer   Nothing.


…


I just didn’t expect you to hit him.


Trader   He’s American. On his uniform – that’s the American flag.


Farmer   Fine.


Trader   He needs softening up.


Farmer   Right. Whatever you say.


Trader   I’m a village councillor. When the Captain comes he’s going to ask me if the prisoner’s ready to talk. What am I supposed to say to that?


Farmer   Well, now you’ll be able to that you’ve softened him up.


Trader   Anyway, it’s as well for him to be afraid. We don’t want him trying to escape.


Farmer   What do you mean, ‘escape’?


Trader   He could run away.


Farmer   Away where?


Trader   Into the mountains.


Farmer   His leg’s broken.


Trader   He’s American. You never know what to expect.


Farmer   So, why not hit him again?


Trader   Once is enough. I’ve made my point.


Farmer   I’ve known you a long time, my friend. You’re a trader. You’ve seen a bit of the world. I’m just a farmer. I respect your experience.


Trader   I know how these things go.


Farmer   But I’ve never seen you hit a man who couldn’t hit back.




They both look at the Pilot for some moments.


The Trader is a little ashamed.


He goes over to the Pilot and examines his face.





Trader   Where did you find him?


Farmer   Out by. About half a mile.


Trader   Last night?


Farmer   Just at dusk. I was taking the sheep back over the river. I saw a man standing by the frog stone. It was dark but I could see by his shape he was a stranger. So I shouted: ‘Ho!’


‘Ho!’


He just stood, leaning on the stone. He didn’t say anything. So I went up to him. I held up my stick in case it was someone I needed to give a thump to.


Anyhow, he didn’t move and as I got closer I could see that he was some kind of a soldier.


Trader   He’s a pilot. That’s a pilot’s uniform.


Farmer   Pilot.


I could see he was hurt. His face was blue. His body was cold. He looked in a bad way. He looked to me like he’d been out on the hill for a couple of days. I don’t know what he’s eaten. It’s been cold this week and his leg’s broken. When he tried to walk it dragged behind him. I was surprised he wasn’t screaming, to tell you the truth. So I put him on my back and carried him here. Sarah came in last night and had a look at his leg. As soon as the sun was up this morning I sent one of the boys to fetch you.


Trader   Who else knows he’s here?


Farmer   Well, with the kids knowing, I suppose pretty much everybody by now. I didn’t really put my mind to keeping it a secret.


Trader   Hmm.


Farmer   What do you mean – ‘Hmm’?


Trader   This sort of thing is very complicated. There are all kinds of things … all manner of potential complications.


This is a serious situation for us. That’s all I’m saying.




Something of a pause.





Farmer   I’m beginning to wonder if you should have hit him.


Trader   I didn’t hit him very hard.


Farmer   You hit him quite hard.


Trader   It was a forceful push as much as it was anything.


Farmer   There’s a bruise.


Trader   He’s been wandering in the hills for God knows how many days. He’s covered in bruises.


Farmer   He’s in pain. He needs a doctor.


Trader   I don’t think we should move him.


Farmer   Why not?


Trader   Security.


Farmer   Your house is more secure than mine.


Trader   You found him.


Farmer   What does that mean?


Trader   Nothing. I just mean … this is as good a place as any.


Farmer   The man’s wounded. I don’t think he ought to be kept in a shed.


Trader   We should wait and see what the Captain wants.


Farmer   Look. You’re on the village council. Something like this is the council’s responsibility.


Trader   All right. I’m a councillor, and I’m saying he should stay here. At least until the Captain arrives.


Farmer   For goodness’ sake.


Trader   We don’t know what the Captain wants.


Farmer   What am I supposed to do with him in the meantime?


Trader   Just make sure he’s all right.


Farmer   How? By giving him dunts on the jaw?


Trader   I did not give him a dunt on the jaw. I was moving his face so I could see what his badge said.


Farmer   Does he need more softening up, for example? Should I give him a kick? I’m sorry to be pedantic, but I don’t want to get in trouble with the Captain. I’d like some clear instructions.


Trader   Use your common sense, for crying out loud.


Farmer   Common sense tells me he needs a doctor.


Trader   Just make sure he doesn’t die.




Something of a pause.





Farmer   I have fed him.


Trader   Good.


Farmer   And he’ll want some breakfast.


Trader   Good thinking.


Farmer   It hasn’t been the best year for me, you know.


Trader   No.


Farmer   Just so as the council are aware.




Something of a pause.


The Trader goes over to the Pilot again.


The Pilot flinches.





Trader   DON’T RUN AWAY. YOU. DON’T RUN AWAY.


…


IF YOU RUN AWAY I WILL KILL YOU. UNDERSTAND?


Farmer   I think he only speaks English.




The Trader mimes a man running away. The man gets killed.





Trader   UNDERSTAND?




They both look at the Pilot.





I don’t know, my friend. I don’t have much experience of dealing with a thing like this. I’m not happy about it. A lot depends on us marking a path through this because we don’t know. It could be very good for us or it could be very bad. We just don’t know.


Farmer   No.




The Trader gives the Farmer a few crumpled and filthy banknotes.





Trader   This will pay for his keep.


Farmer   Thank you, my friend.


Trader   God bless you.


Farmer   Go well.


Trader   Go well.




The Trader leaves.







The Farmer remains. He stands looking at the Pilot.





Pilot   I’m thirsty. Mister. Water. Water.




The Farmer doesn’t understand.





Farmer   It’s no use talking to me, Pilot, I have no idea what you’re saying.




He takes out a cigarette. He lights it. He smokes.





You want some? (He offers it to the Pilot.)


Pilot   I don’t smoke.




The Farmer continues to offer.





Shit. Why not?




The Pilot takes the cigarette, takes a draw and then coughs.


The coughing hurts the Pilot’s other wounds.





Goddam! (He hands back the cigarette.)




The Farmer takes another draw.


He offers it to the Pilot again – as a joke.


The Pilot looks at him – realises it’s a joke.


They both laugh.


The laughing hurts the Pilot.







Shit.




They both laugh again.


They stop laughing.





Water.




The Pilot mimes drinking.





Farmer   Water.
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