M D- Al R REVALUATI ON

A very short play



Hey baby!
slight but

m xers...to push the al cohol

right...

mmm.. bored al ready...cone on Nerdy- pants!

Yeah!
when you're flying.

M D- Al R REVALUATI ON

(Onboard an aeropl ane; in the
short corridor between the galley
and the toilets; enter Eddy and
Vi xen staggering, a bit drunk

ki ssing and grabbi ng each ot her)

EDDY

It's true about drink hitting you quicker
It's the pressure difference.

It's only

it's there. Mmm..oh, yeah, do that again baby...
that's why they put bubbles in |ager and chanpagne and

VI XEN

vacant! Quick, quick cone on, Eddy!

hey! Hey;

(They giggle, enbrace and fal
into the oo cubicle. The door

cl oses and the noani ng of serious
snogging starts ..As the

st ewar dess (AMBER) energes from
the galley with a tray of drinks.
She doubl e-takes at the noise
fromthe cubicle whose sign stil
says VACANT.)

AMBER
whoever's in there...

(She pushes the door which noves a
bit then stops;)

VI XEN (O. S)

Fuck off this is a private party!

BOLLOCKS.

(The door slams fully shut and the
| ock clicks hone: the sign now
reads OCCUPI ED)

AMBER
ARSEHCLES!

(Turns away with drink tray -
bunpi ng i nto Col onel Dober mann
wearing dress khakis and a green
USA Speci al Forces beret; (a bit

tipsy).)
COL. D

Ah hope that wasn't neant for ne and ny guys,
y' know we' re just doing our job protecting the free world
agai nst terrorism..

solubility curve over to the

Hurry up it's

| ady...



AMBER
Sorry sir. There's a slight passenger rel ated probl em..but
| don't think it's terrorism..

COL. D
Are you British?

AMBER
Scots. | lived in London for a while...now | go where the
j ob takes ne ken?

COL. D

Huh? My nane's Dave. David. David Dobermann, Col onel,
United States Arny Special Operations; at your service,
ma' am

(He salutes and grins .the
rhythm c thunp of buttocks

agai nst the | oo door begins -and
nmoans and gasps.)

EDDY AND VI XEN( Q. S)
Unhh...Ha! Mym ohhhh..... huh..ahhhh... Hah! Ohhh yesss! Baby!
Mmm  Onhhh....

AMBER
Now they're no terrorists are they? Col onel, er, David?

CaL. D
No ma'am | do believe that we're hearing is, what's known
as...uh, joining the MIle Hi gh club.

AMBER
|"ve got tae take these drinks up to the flight deck.
Ski pper's usually parched after three hours and the United
Nations | ot stress her out...she's Russian ken.

COL. D
Yes |'ve nmet Captain Rossova. She's got sone mghty
peculiar views...|'mescorting the | adies and gentl enen of

the UN fact-finding mssion to Iraq and their boss insisted
on going up to the flight-deck and having nmy guys check the
anti-hijacking systens...guess they're nervous y'see, case
Al - Qaeda stormthe plane when we | and...or sneaked hijackers
in anong the civs, the ordinary passengers...

AVBER
Ordinary- like those two randy so-and-sos in the oo the
now?

COL. D
Vell...hey, | just followorders lil |ady- say, what's your
name?

AVBER

Anber. Anmber MCallan. My dad was a whi sky | over ken...1'Il1,
maybe 1'l|l see you | ater David.



CaL. D
Sure hope so, Anmber. Uh, you get your Captain her
refreshnment then- she was pretty tense last | saw, tore ne
off a strip for su%gestln' she couldn't handl e hijackers...
Saykd!doyou know she's got a machine-gun up there in the
cockpi t 7

AMBER
Ch aye...Al exandra, | nmean Cap'n Rossova's a tough wonan;
she useta fly transport planes for the Red Air Force in
Af ghani stan ken, in the ' 80s.

(Amber exits. Col. D.bends his
ear towards the fISInﬁ noi se of
sex - and grimacing, holds his
privates.)

CCL. D
Enj oy, folks. Love sure is the sweetest thing.

(A speaker crackles and briefl
how s as a m crophone cones on

CAPTAI N ROSSOVA (O S)
CGood afternoon fellow traveller...or as we say back hone,
Dobrye din sputniki..l amyour Captain Al exandra Yekaterina
Rossova and | |ike to wel come you onboard Flight 13 to
Baghdad | nternational Aeroport wth Air Valkyrie;, or as we
say Air Valyuta.. If you hadn't flown our max before, our
notto is, Any where, we get you there, for the cheapest
fare! In hard currency of course that's why we ca
ourselves Air Valyuta. Hm.. |If you didn't get our
brochure because our no frills policy, |I like to briefly
say | amthe veteran pilot of over sixty thousands of hours
flying large air transports w thout accidents. And |ike
majority of Air Valkyrie pilot I amwonan, we are biggest
airline which has wonen pilots, althou%ﬂbl am not pretty
i ke your cabin crew chief stewardess er McCallan who
can cater for all your needs in flight. Da...Qur ETA to
Baghdad | nternational was...19:47 hours local tine. | think
is still the same nore or less...thank you for I|istening;
wel come and cheers, nazhdorovye!

(The shagfest in the oo rises
noisily to a climax, cries of
passi on and buns bangi ng on
cubi cl e doors. Col . Dober mann,
fed up, hobbles down the corridor
still holding hinself)

(After a IonP doubl ed gaspi ng and
nmoani ng the oo door finally

unl ocks and opens cauti ously;
Eddy peeps out.)

EDDY
Coast's cl ear babe...

VI XEN
Cone on then- nove it- | need a drink!



(Heading for the cabin doorway

they collide with a m ddl e- aged
man in a suit (BARAK) with his

head down hol ding a | aptop and

murmuring to hinself)

BARAK
I msh' Al l ah ar-rahman, ar-rahim.. And the faithful who die
defending the faith do not die; their souls |live forever
anong the bl essed in heaven- oh! Excuse ne...

EDDY
No problem guy...

(Eddy doubl e-takes and st ops,
Vi xen clinging to him)

EDDY ( Conti nued)
Hey, hey, hey! | know you, nan...hey, you're, uh, Mibarak?
Remenber? Hey! Muswell H Il ? Sumrer when, what year?

BARAK
Eddy Steadman! Good G what- yes; you still awful with
names. Barak, |'m Barak Abdul -Malik. Rock Steady Eddy!
How | ong? 1987. Summer, yes.

VI XEN
Oh fuck, | nean...H! Barak! what a surprise.

BARAK
Yes...isn't it. A big surprise; Vixen. Are you still called
Vi xen?

VI XEN

The one and only...how ve you been, boy? Mmm..

( Vi xen hugs Barak who responds
stiffly holding | aptop between
themlike a shield. As he steps
back, Eddy reclains his
girlfriend)

EDDY
You still in engineering? I"'mwth |Inpetrocom Logistics
now, maybe you've heard about us. Y know, oil field
infrastructure...

BARAK
Yes, yes |'ve heard all about I|npetrocom Comrunications
and fuel -supply control systens aren't you? Sensing and
nmonitoring ...

EDDY
Yeah it's telenetry based stuff. Refinery, Pipeline and
extraction end too. Integrated systens touch, mate. Mdern
as fuck!



BARAK
Real | y? The wells too? That's interesting. Fascinating...

VI XEN

Yeah, yeah! Look its great to see you again Barak; but |
totally need a drink right now.

BARAK
Oh yes...please don't let ne keep you froma drink

EDDY
Hey, did we sink a few beers that summer or what? W had a
few parties man...Back when you and nme were trying to
under st and engi neering, hey? A few beers...

BARAK
Ch yes, a few parties we threwin Muswell Hill Gardens. And
Vi xen; | renmenber those days now. Long tine, long tine.
Yes. OF course | don't drink now..l'ma genuine Mislim
t hese days. Not a disturbed young fool any nore...I've found
eace. Through subm ssion to our Creator. The G eat
ngi neer and Architect; the conpassionate and nerciful One.

VI XEN
Hey way to go guy...great stuff...

EDDY
Hey, we're in 76 and 77 right by the port wing, man. Can't
see shit but blue sky; welcone to join us for a chat, we've
got enpty seats all round us.

VI XEN
Yeah, like we're a pariah state or sonething; |ike Iran.
( (Wi spers))
c' non Eddy...cone on.
BARAK
Yes later, Rock Steady. |I'll check you | ater

(Barak goes in the | oo and | ocks
t he door)

VI XEN
Now | really need a drink. Your mate's gone weird man; who
takes their laptop into the [oo? |I nmean who nicks stuff on
airliners at 30,000 feet?

EDDY

Hey ny mate Barak used to be your boyfriend back then,
when, before we, before.

VI XEN
Before | shaﬁged you, you nean? Before | got you out of
your nerdy shell and taught you all about |ife? Fby; you
wanna know sonething? | fancied you for ages but only
shagEed you that night because your best mate Barak was too
drunk to get it up. Yeah, that's probably why he started
being a Muslim..



EDDY

Yeah, right; losing you would drive any guy nuts. Hey let's
get that drink.

(Hol di ng hands they go forward to
the cabin.)

(Monents | ater Anber reappears

t hrough the sane door, going
straight into the galley with a
traK_of enpty plates and gl asses,
| ooki ng shocked; she stops,
trenbling violently, the crockery
and gl asses rattling, and | ooks
back at the doorway.)

AMBER
Fuck. Weird or what? Jesus. | canna believe that. No
fucki ng way.

(She goes into the galley and we
hear a cupboard door sl am and
gl asses smashi ng.)

AMBER (O. S.) (Continued)
Oh shit oh fucking shit!

(Seconds | ater CAPTAI N ROSSOVA
appears fromthe cabin - shaking
her head, smling and swearing In
Russi an)

CAPT. ROSSOVA
Vi bratchy, vibratchy idiote Spetsnatz Anmerikansky,
vi bratchy cretine...

(From the 8al|ey conmes nuffled
sobbi ng and sound of broken gl ass
bei ng swept up.)

(Capt. R pauses on her way to the
| oo; pokes her head through the
gal | ey door.)

CAPT. ROSSOVA
Hey, whassup Anber girl? Way? Wiy you crying? Its not
i nportant you break a few glasses; Air Valyuta can buy new.
Come on; chill up. I's your nonth? Period? | think it"s
m ne soon, hey? It's why | attract annoying Anmericans.
Spetsnatz Col onel, big vibratchy idiote who was in ny
f IPht deck before belng paranoid about terrori st _
hooli gans. Now is chatted ne uE. Cheeky bastard. Fucking
soldier | need these |like two holes, you know? | had one
Russian like this in Afghani stan, summer 1987, one da% I
wait for himtwo days in Kabul. Actually was Crinean o%.
Very pretty boy, very fit. But his body came in pieces back
to the airbase in a zip up bag. Bastard nen. Who needs
soldier for |over? Hey?

(She backs out as Anber energes
W pi ng her eyes.)



AMBER
I"mallright, right? Fine. And no it's not ny time; ...And
it'"s no chill up, Alex. It's fucking chill oot! |'ve no got

your English sorted yet have |?

CAPT. ROSSOVA

| guess. | sorry. | need piss; stay there. You not fine you
need talk. Wait one mnute. Shut up that's order. | Captain
Al exandra Yekaterina Rossova...one m nute.

(She stops outside cubicle shrugs
and turns back)

CAPT. ROSSOVA ( Conti nued)

l's occupx. Ckay | wait here. Nye prablem | good bl adder.
You fetch vodka fromthere..

(Nods towards gall ey)
Fi nni sh vodka better than Russian | think; is why | enjoy
fly for Air Valkyrie. Good vodka and good noney. Val yut a,
not roubles... go on, your Captain give you order. And
don't bother with glass.. And don't drop!

(Amber fetches bottle of Absol ut
vodka and gives it to Capt.
Rossova who uncaps it and downs a
hefty sw Q)

CAPT. ROSSOVA
Now tell ne Anber please what is natter?
(As Anber hesitates Capt.R hands her the bottle)
Drink and talk. 1Is order. Wat wong? |s man?

AMBER
Oh bl oody hell fire shit and piss.
(Starts to cry then draws deep breath and sips from
bottl e)
Aye that's good stuff you're right. And aye it's a man.
An ex fromtwenty year ago. ..And ex-friend. W all
Lgyeﬂ toget her 1 n London, two couples. And then that
itch...

CAPT. ROSSOVA

| seeee.... drink. Me too... is great invention autopilot.
| only got to land, take off and set direction. Also
height... so. Nazhdorovye ... Tal k!

AMBER

Her boyfriend Barak was a right alky, Mislimtoo and she
fed up, but that bitch whore had tae have a man.. So one
night I'mworking |ate and..

CAPT. ROSSOVA

Da, see. Twenty years ago... was when | |ost Yevgeny. M
beauti ful Crinmean boy. ..

(Drinks, passes bottle back)
Way now you cry and break glasses? Is himin toilet?



AMBER
They're in the cabin the now. But they were in there.
Together. | saw themand |I realised what, what...

CAPT. ROSSOVA
In the toilet? Dirty animals. On ny aeropl ane.
Vi bratchye. Gve ne; | need drink. Nazhdorovye.

(Enter Col. D.again, walking
stiffly)

CO.. D
Unhh... ladies... can | get by?

(The toilet door opens and Barak
energes, hol ding a disassenbl ed
| aptop shell in one hand and a
pi stol in the other)

COL. D
Jesus aitch keerist, boy. You can't be serious. |'mdying
here. ..
BARAK
Yes you are. |'msorry.
(HE SHOOTS COL. D. Twi ce through
t he head)
AMBER
(screans)
No!! I"'mlosing ny mnd! It can't be you, no, Barak, Barak
fra Muswell HIl, Eddy's mate? No way...
BARAK

Anber? Anber McCallan? Inshallah! How are you? | am
sorry you are here. Vixen ny ex the whore is here too; and
guess who el se?

CAPT. ROSSOVA
She knows; she saw him vibratchye hooligan. Grls talk.

BARAK

(to Anber)
|"msorry but | nust hijack the aeropl ane now, the UN
peopl e onboard are ny only hope. W, ny group the Sayf-
Al l ah Command Comm ttee, need a hostage against the Western
servants of Satan who are |ooting our econony. Wen | saw
Eddy | thought there was God's justice; let himdie too
when -if- | shoot the pilot and bring the plane down if |
must; but now you- | am deeply sorry Anber.

(Shaki ng his head sadly, Barak
turns away - his pistol at the
ready behind the gutted | aptop)



CAPT. ROSSOVA
Vi bratchye fascist cretin idiote...!

(She steps forward, sw nging the
vodka bottle to Barak's skull,
follows with a punch and ki cks
his legs away. ...and as he falls
she takes his pistol)

CAPT. ROSSOVA ( Conti nued)
| f you shoot the pilot? And crash ny aeroplane? | am
Capt ai n Al exandra Yekaterina Rossova. Flying through
Af ghan nmount ai ns and dodgi ng your religious fanatic fasci st
friends' heat-seeking mssiles when you were still alchy
school boy in London. Vibratchye.

(She inspects the bottle and
drains half its remaining
contents in gulp. Handing it to
anber she nmakes the pistol safe
ej ecting the magazine clip and

t he chanbered round before
pocketing it.)

(Anmber | ooks down at Bar ak,
shrugs, drinks the vodka)

AVBER
Cheers Ski pper. ..
(grimaces)
What a bl oody ness.

CAPT. ROSSOVA
Friendships are like roubles | think; we revalue themin
mddle life.

THE END



