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THE COLLECTOR




The Collector was first performed at the Gilded Balloon, Edinburgh, on 30 July 2014, with the following cast:














	ZOYA/THE NARRATOR

	Ritu Arya






	KASPER

	William Reay






	FOSTER

	Lesley Harcourt






	Director

	Henry Naylor







It was produced by Henry Naylor and the Gilded Balloon’s Karen Koren.


The show transferred to the Arcola Theatre, London, in November 2014, restaged by director Michael Cabot, and with lighting design by Ross Bibby.


Kathryn Barker Productions under the auspices of Kathryn Cabot launched their own tour of the show in autumn 2016, with the following cast:














	ZOYA/THE NARRATOR

	Shireen Farkhoy






	KASPER

	William Reay






	FOSTER

	Olivia Beardsley






	Director

	Michael Cabot






	Lighting Designer

	Andy Grange






	Stage Manager

	Holly Curtis









To SLK
For everything xx




Characters


ZOYA, an Iraqi woman


KASPER, an American reservist, forties


FOSTER, an American interrogator, twenty-four




The story of The Collector is told by three different storytellers. They each speak directly to the audience, through the ‘fourth wall’.


First to speak, a young, beautiful Iraqi woman, ZOYA. She’s strong, smart – a modern Scheherazade. She begins her narration like it’s the start of The Arabian Nights…


ZOYAHere is the land of magic and genies and flying carpets.


Of tyrants and despots and murderous Ba’athists.


A land of sweetmeats and Turkish delights,


Of Sinbad and Saddam and Arabian Nights.


It’s a magical nation of fable and mystery


A place with a long and ancient history


Boasting a rich and combustible soil,


Fertilised with blood and soaked in oil.


Writing began here and even drawing,


And beating with hoses and waterboarding.


Ours is the story of all mankind


Of the triumphs and failings of the human mind.


So if you’re with us, or against us, pull up your chairs


And share with us these Arabian nightmares.


COLONEL ‘KASPER’ KASPROWICZ. He’s a charismatic American reservist. Mid-forties. The head honcho at Mazrat Prison.


KASPERNo one liked going into cell C27, after the Nassir incident. Not even the dogs.


Full of bad spirits.


But I didn’t believe in ghosts. Used to say I’ll believe in ’em when I see ’em.


Then came 17th December 2003. The day after ‘Nassir’.


We had a prisoner we called ‘Tom Selleck’ – cos he looked like Tom Selleck – who launched a dirty protest. Imagine Magnum PI smearing his cell in shit.


We had to punish the guy, hard.


But what could we do? We kicked his ass every night already. We needed a punishment to match the severity of the crime.


So I thought ‘Let’s fuck him up; let’s put him in C27.’


So we dragged him in.


And to begin with he was just crying and complaining…


Nothing out of the ordinary.


And we settled in to play cards in the guards’ room.


…Six o’clock, nothing. Seven o’clock – nothing.


Eight o’clock… he starts screaming.


Proper screaming. Tried to ignore it.


…But then we heard, The Thud.


The sound of a body falling heavily on the floor.


Over and over.


Thud. Thud. Thud.


Fuck. I mean fuck.


Don’t care what Tom Selleck had done. Couldn’t leave him there.


So we’re running up the stairs, shouting and hollering, trying to drown out our fears… when the noises… the screaming, the thuds.. suddenly stop.


And I get to the cell. And Selleck’s crouching in the corner. And he’s whimpering. And I look across. And he’s not alone.


There’s a figure standing there.


Dressed in black.


Silent.


Unmoving. And it has no face. Just a soul-sucking dark shadow where a face should be.


When people talk about ghosts – they say they feel a presence. Not me. I felt the absence. The despair of the void.


And for the first time that war, I was scared.


A transition; we’ve moved back in time, to the start of the story.


ZOYAUnder Saddam, there was one popular music station – controlled by his son, Uday: ‘The Voice of Youth.’


Played our leading boy band – Unknown to No One – on loop.


Their biggest hit? A song honouring Saddam’s birthday, which was played twice an hour.


‘Get up, get up, let me hear you say,


To the Father of the People: Happy Birthday.’


Or some such thing.


Crazy.


Would be like NSYNC singing George Dubya their compliments of the season.


Just occasionally, ‘The Voice’ played Boyzone.


But as war loomed, even they got banned. In Iraq, even Ronan Keating was dangerous and edgy.’


So, you can imagine: Western music was all underground, performed in deserted garages, sweaty backrooms…


That was I how I first saw Nassir. He was singing


Eminem covers in a defunct warehouse.


Shaved head, telling everybody he was Slim


Shady, the Real Slim Shady.


Was subversive.


Rebellious.


Very rebellious; it was dangerous to play Western music in the weeks before the war. Showed a ‘troubling affinity’ with the enemy.


So we, Nassir and his crowd, were risking a lot for his art…


But it was worth it.


For me.


I fell in love with him at first sight.


He was selling CDs after his gig. I had to have one. If only to be able to talk to him.


‘You’re risking a lot. Aren’t you worried about the Mukhabarat?’ I asked him.


‘The secret police? They’d put you in prison for owning a Westlife CD.’


‘Maybe they don’t get everything wrong.’


He laughed, a warm smile. ‘You love music?


Proper music?’


‘I’m a collector. Eminem, Tupac.’


‘Heard any Ludacris?’


And he gave me a Ludacris CD.


Most people fall in love to ‘love songs’. But not us. ‘Our song’ was ‘Pimpin’ All Over the World’.


Didn’t take us long to start talking of marriage.


But my father, he was opposed.


‘He is a musician. Musicians never have money.’


And annoyingly, he was right. Nassir spent all his money on CDs. We always used to joke, that if you gave him a dollar, he’d swap it for Fiddy Cents.


‘I won’t let my eldest daughter live in poverty.’


Nassir of course, tried to laugh it off.


‘What do we do?’ I said.


‘There’s only one thing we can do. In the words of Fiddy, we got to get rich. Or die trying.’


FOSTER, a smart, spirited, twenty-four-year-old American interrogator – knows what she wants.


FOSTERAt Camp Huachuca, I learned the German philosophy of interrogation. The Germans believed that violence produces bad intel; it’s proven, scientifically, that prisoners will say anything to stop the pain. Better to tease out confessions using psychological tricks.


I’ll give you an example from my own experience.


Once had this prisoner – who nobody could break down. All the interrogators had had a go. And I was determined to be the one, who broke him. So I was up all the night before, preparing and preparing hundreds of questions. Fear Ups, and Fear Downs, Pride and Ego Downs, Rapid-fires – basically all the techniques.


But when I sat in the booth, and was faced with the actual physical presence of the prisoner, the questions all seemed irrelevant.


His body language was closed. He was nervous, shaking, keyed up. Ready for verbal resistance and a fight.


And so I ditched my strategy; did the last thing he was expecting.


I said nothing.


And the prisoner couldn’t handle it. Started shuffling uncomfortably. Was expecting the usual Alpha-Male battle-of-wills.


Instead of which, he was faced with a woman.


Staring at him. Saying nothing.


And after a couple of minutes of silence he started to babble. To fill the vacuum.


After an hour: he’d told me everything.


I’d said nothing; he’d interrogated himself.


And it works. You can make anyone reveal their true self – you just have to find the right trigger.


ZOYAAfter the Americans came, it wasn’t just the musicians who were poor. All Saddam’s men were fired, without pay: bureaucrats, soldiers, policemen – loitering on the streets.


Everyone seemed destined to ‘die tryin’’.


My father began desperately trying to find me a husband, ‘a man of means’.


One day he said, ‘I found you a Wealthy Man, with prospects’ – a smuggler, an ex-police officer, who now traded in arms.


‘But,’ said my father, ‘he likes music, and he looks like a film star.’


When we met, I was shocked. The closest ‘film star’ he resembled was Freddy Krueger. He was a brutish Mukhabarat with a scar-face. Called Faisal.


He leered as we met. ‘Your father says you collect music. I collect music, too.’


‘Ah, like what?’


‘Like Unknown to No One. “Get up, get up, Let me hear you say, To the Father of the People: Happy Birthday.”’


‘My preferences are a bit more hardcore than that,’ I told him coldly.


‘Ah. Ronan Keating,’ he nodded sagely.


I fled downtown, leaving Faisal angry, bitter, rejected.


I secretly met Nassir in the queue for a gas bottle.


We held hands, and laughed about the man with the scar.


Singing Ronan Keating’s ‘hardcore’ ‘When You


Say Nothing At All’ in the style of Dr Dre.


KASPERWe were a unit of reservists. Brought in to maintain the peace.


With useful skills. We were doctors, carpenters, insurance clerks, fishermen. But none of us had run a prison.


I told my superiors that I didn’t have the expertise, but they didn’t want to know.


Just said, ‘Captain, we have an insurgency to deal with. If you can’t handle this, we will find someone who can… Can you handle it, Captain?’


‘Yes, sir, I can handle it, sir.’


So I took over Mazrat Jail.


Used to be one of Saddam’s most notorious prisons.


They say ten thousand people died there.


Was bad, real bad. When we arrived, there were still butcher’s hooks in the ceiling.


FOSTERChairs with straps.


KASPERBloodstains.


FOSTERA room with a trapdoor.


KASPERSome of the grunts freaked out. Complained of bad karma. Said we should bulldoze the place.


Me…? I saw an opportunity. What better way to show the righteousness of our cause? – than to convert this hellhole – into a model prison.


So I ordered the grunts to put out washcloths, towels, toothpaste, prayer mats.


But not all of them understood what we were doing. They weren’t trained. They were combat officers not prison guards. Not what you’d call ‘enlightened’.


One of them, a loudmouth called Vallay says: ‘Why are we doing this, giving them washcloths and shit, sir? These are prisoners?’


I told him: ‘We’re doing this because we have an obligation. We’re doing this to help others experience the freedoms that WE take for granted.


We’re doing this because we’re from the most blessed nation on earth.’


Vallay laughed. ‘Bullshit. I’m doin’ this to blow shit up.’


So I said, ‘Come with me.’


And took Vallay to the gates, where were there were four Iraqis waiting. Each had an arm missing.


I asked the Iraqis, ‘Why you here?’


And they showed us their stumps.


Told us when they were imprisoned here, Saddam cut their arms off. For punishment. And they’d come to collect them, cos they thought they knew where they were buried.


…I turned to Vallay, said, ‘That’s why we’re here, son. That’s why we’re here.’


FOSTERWhen I was posted to Mazrat, I was really excited.


This was my chance to test my skills against


REAL Bad Guys in a REAL warzone.


Couldn’t wait.


There were six of us from Camp Huachuca. Ready to break the insurgency.


Soon as we arrived at Mazrat, the other five were all assigned prisoners for interrogation.


But me? – nothing.


I went to see the logistics officer. He was about fifty, a snuffing-shrew of a man, called Staff Sergeant Dunning.


I said, ‘Sir, I’m ready to commence interrogations, sir.’


But he said, ‘You just rest, Sergeant Foster.’


And I’m confused, I’m… None of the others had been asked to rest, just me.


‘Sir, I don’t need to rest, sir. I’m ready to start, sir.’ Wouldn’t look me in the eyes, just pretended to read paperwork, muttering, ‘That’s an order, Sergeant Foster.’
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