A WING AND A PRAYER
By Sandra Dempsey

Copyright © 2007 by Sandra Dempsey, All rights reserved.
ISBN 1-60003-052-1

CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this Work is subject to a
royalty. This Work is fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America
and all countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations, whether
through bilateral or multilateral treaties or otherwise, and including, but not limited to, all
countries covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, the Universal Copyright
Convention and the Berne Convention.

RIGHTS RESERVED: All rights to this Work are strictly reserved, including professional
and amateur stage performance rights. Also reserved are: motion picture, recitation, lecturing,
public reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound recording, all forms of
mechanical or electronic reproduction, such as CD-ROM, CD-I, DVD, information and
storage retrieval systems and photocopying, and the rights of translation into non-English
languages.

PERFORMANCE RIGHTS AND ROYALTY PAYMENTS: All amateur and stock
performance rights to this Work are controlled exclusively by Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. No
amateur or stock production groups or individuals may perform this play without securing
license and royalty arrangements in advance from Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. Questions
concerning other rights should be addressed to Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. Royalty fees are
subject to change without notice. Professional and stock fees will be set upon application in
accordance with your producing circumstances. Any licensing requests and inquiries relating
to amateur and stock (professional) performance rights should be addressed to Brooklyn
Publishers, LLC.

Royalty of the required amount must be paid, whether the play is presented for charity or profit
and whether or not admission is charged.

AUTHOR CREDIT: All groups or individuals receiving permission to produce this play must
give the author(s) credit in any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the production of
this play. The author’s billing must appear directly below the title on a separate line where no
other written matter appears. The name of the author(s) must be at least 50% as large as the
title of the play. No person or entity may receive larger or more prominent credit than that
which is given to the author(s).

PUBLISHER CREDIT: Whenever this play is produced, all programs, advertisements, flyers
or other printed material must include the following notice:

Produced by special arrangement with Brooklyn Publishers, LLC

COPYING: Any unauthorized copying of this Work or excerpts from this Work is strictly
forbidden by law. No part of this Work may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or
transmitted in any form, by any means now known or yet to be invented, including
photocopying or scanning, without prior permission from Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.



A Wing and a Prayer — Page 2

A WING AND A PRAYER

by
Sandra Dempsey

TIME: 1943
PLACE: Allied Air Base, Limerick, Ireland

CHARACTER: Royal Canadian Air Force (R.C.A.F.) Elying, Offic
Hamish Horgan

niform. The left
burn; the skin
shiny and very tight.
e must speak out of

(Officer Horgan is dressed smartly in his R
side of his face is badly disfigured
from his forehead to his neck is un
His mouth is pulled tightly to the |
the right side only. He has no eyeb is burned left ear is
shrivelled and unnatural. He wears his er's cap cocked to the

left and down on his eyes to tr hide his disfigurement. He has a
duffle bag full of his kit on the fl

| guess maybe | was e first to lose my eyebrows, if not my
nerve, to a spray ofgligi ire and shattered Perspex. And | was
definitely one of the eatureless fortunates the R.C.A.F. shipped off

(mimes ¢
interest in the

y fishing line) But | soon developed a keen
time of fishing, and the salmon were plentiful.

believe ! estant. A lapsed, definitely non-practicing Protestant,
but a Protestant all the same. But when | arrived here in the new
Republic of the south, | discovered it just wasn't possible for a Horgan
from Killarney to be anything but Catholic. So | had unwittingly become
my own Irish-isms: (mimics an Irish accent) “He went to Ireland a
Protestant and was coming home a Catholic.”

| was, to say the least, confused. Fortunately, the war's drained
every last drop of faith from my soul, so the confusion isn’t really not an
issue. | mean, how could God permit such relentless suffering and



A Wing and a Prayer - Page 3

carnage in all corners of the world?

Anyway, it turned out this Limerick posting was somewhat less than
completely useless because, of course, it's the main base for all the
Allied flying boats — in fact, it's the first point of land for all trans-Atlantic
flights. And there’'s nothing | love better than watching those big ugly,
ungainly, Yank PBY Cats thumping down onto the water likg arse-heavy
constipated geese.

| guess eventually | started to get used to the s
of the few civilians | didn't manage to escape, and |
right back at them wondering how they could re ‘
middle of all hell breaking loose all around the it | never could
stand was the children - hoards of them - gri
as filthy and infested as they were desp
in particular, who apparently could fin r entertainment than to
trail everywhere after the resident mel the hairless face and
potato-chip ear. He was everywhere, a lay awake every night with his
vicious tauntings echoing in my patched u

When finally | got news of M—day to London, | was elated.
Not that | was looking forward toghorrifying a different audience with my

presence, but that | could vi d<stay with an irreligious rogue aunt
who wasn't particular ppearances. And typical R.C.A.F., my
release got mislaid and ouAd at the last minute - so very last
minute, that | almost mi light - (mimics an Irish accent) And

sure, that wouldn't ha een a good thing in any religion.

(as HE describes theny, HE mimes his actions throughout) So |
grabbed a duff f personals, (picks up his duffle bag) dirty laundry
mixed in with thé cleanistuff, and raced off to the flightline. (looks back
and forth far hiSyaeroplane) | flinched when | saw the only kite doing a
epit, war-weary Lysander. | mean, | remember us back
lementary Flight Training, roaring with laughter as we
arkably inept old gals drifting backward over the
airfield as ew slowly into a headwind! But a kite’s a kite, and I'd
take a Crout Junkers 88, just so long as it got me back to London.

(makes his way to the aeroplane, shouting against the noise of
the engine) The Erk mouthed some unhearable words to me, and | nod
like I understand and | clamber into the aft cockpit. ‘Not the QE on wings,
but not bad, and pretty roomy considering. | was starting to look forward
to my first date with this old Lizzie.
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