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3. PILOT 

(SUZANNE, middle-aged, well-dressed, sitting with the 
DOCTOR.) 

SUZANNE. They checked my flight but it didn't have enough 
fuel for them. I was flying out ofLaGuardia on United 
going to Logan in Boston. I saw Flight 11 go by me 
on the way to New York, instead of L.A, but I didn't 
know it then. I get to Logan and my next flight's a stop 
in Dulles and then on to San Diego. Enough fuel on 
that one. But nobody's going anywhere cause planes 
are hitting buildings. We saw the second one on TV. It 
was ours - United. People we knew. Our friends. We're 
all in this basement lounge, our whole crew. One of 
the flight attendants, Annie LeBeau, thought her best 
friend was scheduled to be on 11 - she starts crying. 
Practically everybody's crying but I can't cry, I'm the 
Captain. I'm holding Annie and I'm thinking, "This is 
the last place we're all gonna see .. . this crappy airport 
lounge? Are they on every flight in the country? Are 
they gonna just keep hitting buildings? Is it ever gonna 
stop?" 

It did stop, but it still felt like the end of the world - all 
of us walking through this empty airport. Nobody there 
in the middle of the day. No cars in the parking lot. A 
van picked us up and took us to a hotel downtown. 
They were so nice there. They gave us a suite, anything 
we wanted. I took a shower, changed my clothes. Out 
of uniform I could cry. Then I was afraid I wouldn't 
stop. I looked up and Annie LeBeau was taking care 
of me. All the flight attendants were great. Anything we 
thought of, they - We talked it over and we thought, 
"Shouldn't the crew from American be here? They 
went through it too." And in about ten minutes, we're 
all in the same suite -American and United, together. 
They got us dinner, drinks - more than a few. We were 
all there for three days - one guy drove home to New 
Hampshire, but the rest of us just talked - the whole 
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time, hardly slept, everybody just pouring things out. 
I'm sorry - but it was almost worth it for that - the 
talking and ... 

And we kept talking - calls back and forth - after the 
first day back. That was the hardest. I can't tell you 
how much hatred was pouring out of me. They slit 
people's throats! People I knew! And everybody called 
them pilots. They're not pilots. We're pilots! And we 're 
all suspects now! We have to get to work an hour early, 
go through security, get patted down, like we're the 
enemy. I have to FedEx my nail clippers! 

My first moments in the cockpit, three days later, I 
had this feeling. Somebody sneaks up behind you ... 
His hands on your neck ... We all had it. Everybody's 
eyes were huge. "Do you know what to do? .. . Have you 
heard anything?" Nobody knows anything. So I fight 
down my feelings, try to get everybody to relax. Then 
we have the "who's gonna be the killer" conversation 
I've come to know so well. We have an ax on board 
and every flight we have to decide who's gonna use it. 
Typical workday. "Do you wanna kill?" "No, do you?" 

Somebody sticks their head in my cockpit, I'll split it 
open. No second thoughts. If you're on my flight, I'll 
take care of you - I'll kill somebody for you. 

DOCTOR How're things these days? 

SUZANNE. Not bad. More routine. I fly, you kill - we're all 
used to it. Even the patting down. I get to know the 
women doing it. "Sorry, ma'am, I have to - " "It's okay, 
go for it-Just don't tell my husband!. .. " 

DOCTOR. How's he? 

SUZANNE. My husband? Oh, he's fine. He's great. He never 
wanted me to fly. We made a deal - this was gonna be 
my last year. And he won 't let me back out of it. If I 
don't quit, he's gonna leave me. 

DOCTOR. What're you gonna do? 

SUZANNE. I don't know. I tell him, "I don't know if I can, 
now. And he says, "Especially now." And I say, "Especially 
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