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Prologue
The home of the Kilroys.  A kitchen table, maybe a nice window behind it.  Mrs. Kilroy, a friendly, motherly woman in her mid-fifties, stands opposite her son, James, a tall, healthy fresh-faced and clean-shaven man with the bearing of a soldier.  Mrs. Kilroy seems to be smiling through tears.  James Kilroy seems confused.


MRS. KILROY

James!  Oh, god, James, you’re home!  You’re home!

(pause; James is unresponsive)

James?  Are you all right?  Is everything….

(pause; James seems confused)



James?



Lights down.

One

A recovery ward in a veteran’s hospital.  Mark, a bright-eyed, one-legged man is pacing painfully around the room with a metal walker like old people use.  He periodically looks up at a television, whose picture is not visible to the audience, on which is playing Shakira’s Hips Don’t Lie video.  There are two men on two beds in the room with him, as well as three empty beds, one of which is Mark’s.  On the two beds lie Duckworth, who has bandages wrapped around his head, stained with a small spot of blood above his left eyebrow, and Skinner, who looks gray and haggard but otherwise shows no apparent injuries.


MARK


(looking at the video)

Ng.  Nnnnng.  Oh my god.


DUCKWORTH

How’s it going, Mark?  How’s your leg


MARK

Oh my god, look at that!  Look at her fucking…oh, fuck.  Fuck!  Where do I get a girl like that?  


DUCKWORTH

Hey, Mark, how’s your leg?


MARK

It’s fine, Duckworth.  I’m fine.  Where the fuck is she from, Skinner?


SKINNER

Who?


MARK

Shakira.  Oh my god, fucking look at that!  Jesus fuck.


SKINNER

I don’t know.  Brazil, I think.  

(pause)  

She’s tiny, you know.  Like, five feet tall, or something.


MARK

Even better.  I can just put her in my pocket and run off with her.  


SKINNER

Slowly.


MARK

Does she still live in Brazil?


SKINNER

How the fuck do I know if she lives in Brazil?


DUCKWORTH

Hey, Mark.  How’s your leg feeling?


MARK

It’s fine, Duckworth.  My leg’s fine.


DUCKWORTH

That’s good.  You’re looking real good.  Yesterday you could barely get out of the bed.


MARK

Yeah.  Well, I’m a quick healer, I guess.


DUCKWORTH

I guess.  Hey, do you think they’re going to bring us dinner, soon?


MARK

Rio is in Brazil, right?  That’s where they do Carnivale.


SKINNER

Yeah.  (pause)  Maybe she’s from Venzuela.


MARK

You said she was from Brazil.


SKINNER

Well, I don’t fucking know, do I?  I’m not in her god-damn fan club.  She speaks Spanish, though, right?


MARK

I don’t give a shit; she ain’t gonna be doing much talking when I get to her.


SKINNER

But they don’t speak Spanish in Brazil, they speak Portuguese.  

(pause)

Brazilian women are hot, though.  



MARK

Yeah.  Fuck it.  When I get out, I’m going to Brazil.  You think they like one-leg guys in Brazil?


SKINNER

Yeah.  All Brazilian chicks have one-legged man fetishes.  That’s what I hear, anyway.

NURSE enters, pushing a cart.  She is a young, plan-looking woman who, like most of the hospital staff, is practically running on empty.  There are trays on it, and the trays have food on them.


NURSE

Lunchtime.


MARK

Hey, Kelly.


NURSE

Private.

The nurse begins to pass out the lunch trays to Skinner and Duckworth, first.


DUCKWORTH

Oh.  I thought…I thought it was dinner.


NURSE

Nope.  Lunch.  Fried chicken, biscuits, gravy.


DUCKWORTH

Oh.


SKINNER

Oh, fuck this, I’m not eating this.


NURSE

You should.  You need your strength.


SKINNER

Look at this, what the hell is this?


NURSE

Gravy.


SKINNER

It’s not gravy!  Look at it!  It’s white.  Who the fuck ever heard of white gravy?


MARK

There’s white gravy.  They have it in the south.


SKINNER

Yeah, the fucking south of what?  China?  Look at this shit!


MARK

Don’t be a dick.


SKINNER

It looks like semen.   How am I supposed to eat this?


DUCKWORTH

It’s kind of good, actually.


NURSE

Do you want me to get you something else?  I can get another meal without the gravy.


SKINNER

Yes.


MARK

Oh my god, why are you such a dick?


SKINNER

Hey, I just had a thought:  shut the fuck up.  I’m sick, I shouldn’t have to eat cold jizz if I don’t want to.


NURSE

Fine.  I’ll go and get you another one.

She pauses, holding Mark’s tray, waiting for him to get into bed.  He does nothing but grin at her.  She sighs.

Mark, I need you to get into bed.


MARK

Hahah!  I was about to say the same thing to you.


NURSE

Just get in the bed.


MARK

Hey, you see how far along I’m coming?  You should feel the muscles in my thigh.  The upper thigh, I mean.  It’s huge.  Want me to show you?

He begins to hike up his hospital gown.


NURSE

That’s very nice, Mark.  We’re all very proud of you.  Please get into the bed so I can give you your lunch.


MARK

Right away, Nurse Kelly.

Mark jumps into the bed and grins at her.  Nurse Kelly gives him his lunch tray.  She takes Skinner’s tray back, and wheels the cart out of the room.


MARK

Nf.  Sexy bitches, everywhere.  It’s not fair.


DUCKWORTH

Hey, Mark, how’s your leg doing?


MARK

It’s fine, Duckworth.



Pause.


DUCKWORTH

Did…did I ask you that, already?



Pause.


MARK

No.  You didn’t.


DUCKWORTH

Oh.  Whew.  Sorry, I, you know, sometimes I have trouble…


MARK

Yeah, I know.


DUCKWORTH

Are you going to do your therapy today?


MARK

Maybe later.


DUCKWORTH

You gotta keep at it, you know.  Even if you can only do it a little bit every day.  You know?  Every day helps.


MARK

I know.


DUCKWORTH

It’s…my dad once told me this story…did I ever tell you the story about the starfish?


MARK

Yeah.


DUCKWORTH

Oh.  So you know, I guess.  You’ve gotta keep working at it.  You know…(sings)  Be all that you can be…


MARK

Yeah.  Yeah, I fucking know, Duckworth.  All right?


DUCKWORTH

Okay.

NURSE returns with Skinner’s tray.  Duckworth looks at her, and at his tray, in confusion.


NURSE

Here you are, private.  Fried chicken, biscuits, no gravy.

Skinner takes the tray, says nothing.


MARK

Hey, you can’t say thank you?


SKINNER

Fuck you.


DUCKWORTH


(panicking)

What…hey…nurse…nurse!


NURSE

What…oh.  It’s all right…


DUCKWORTH

I don’t…I just started, I mean.  I’ve still got my lunch…


NURSE

It’s okay…


DUCKWORTH

But I don’t want to miss dinner!  Are you going to save…are you going to save my dinner?  


NURSE

Yes, we will.  Just take your time with your lunch, and we’ll have dinner for you when you’re ready.  Okay?


DUCKWORTH

Okay.


NURSE

Oh!  I’ve got something for you.


MARK

Hey, how come he gets presents?  I want a present.


NURSE

It’s part of your therapy.

She takes out a deck of cards from her pocket.

The doctor recommended these.  He wants you to work your mind out, the same way Mark…uhm.  Private Benson has to work out his body.  See?


DUCKWORTH 


(fanning the cards)

Who are the people on it?


NURSE

They’re…uhm.  Well, the uh…the army’s been using these for…to help advance troops recognize…


SKINNER

Are those the terrorist cards?


DUCKWORTH

Terrorists?


SKINNER

Oh my god, they are.  What the fuck is this?


NURSE

Shut up.  It’s important that you…when they send you back…


DUCKWORTH

Back?


NURSE

You’re not physically disabled, see, so when you’re psychologically fit…you’ve got top be ready…I mean, your term of service…


DUCKWORTH

I don’t…I don’t want to go back.


NURSE

Just read the cards.

She exits.  Pause.


MARK

Hey, Duckworth, what you got there?


DUCKWORTH

Oh.  These are some playing cards, I guess.  They’ve got…oh, hey!  Look at this!  This is…Ahmed Al…Hazard.  Hazred.  It says he…uhm.  He runs a terrorist training camp in Uzbekistan.  

He offers the card to Mark.


MARK

No, thanks.  I’ve already got Hazred.  (pause)  Got any sixes?


DUCKWORTH


(looks at the cards)

Uhm.  Mamowd….Mah…maned…uhm.  I can’t say it.  Says he’s a sick in Iran.

Mark waves him off.


SKINNER

This stuff still tastes like semen.

DR. HOLLAND—Holland is a lean, fierce-eyed man in his forties—and an Orderly enter, pushing a gurney, on which is lying a man who is unconscious.  His mouth and jaw are wrapped in bandages, and it is clear that his jaw was wired shut..  The two men push the gurney next to one of the beds, and lift the bandaged onto it.  The Doctor hooks an IV drip to the man’s wrist.  


SKINNER

Who’s that?


HOLLAND

New company.  PFC Romeo Mendez.


MARK

Jesus, how many people are you going to stick in here with us?


HOLLAND

Budget’s tight.  We haven’t got a lot of options.


MARK

Yeah, but still.  We’re war heroes, for fuck’s sake.


HOLLAND

You’re right.  It’s a travesty.  I recommend a strongly-worded letter to your Senator.

(pause)


MARK

What’s wrong with him?


HOLLAND

Nothing.


MARK

Doesn’t look like nothing.


HOLLAND

It’s probably PTSD.  He had something like Tourrette’s.  Kept shouting things…terrible things.  Very violent.  One of the orderlies…they had to wrestle him to the ground at one point.  His jaw was broken.  We’re keeping him heavily sedated.


SKINNER

Is he gonna try and kill us?


HOLLAND

Not as long as you don’t rile him up.

HOLLAND looks at Skinner’s chart.

How’ve you been feeling, private?


SKINNER

Shitty.


HOLLAND

That’s not very specific.


SKINNER

It hurts when I piss.  It hurts when I shit.  I get a stabbing feeling in my lungs if I take a deep breath.  Sometimes I feel like I’m choking on broken glass.  The nosebleeds have been getting worse.


HOLLAND


(nods)

I’m going to have the nurse increase your morphine drip.


SKINNER

What’s wrong with me?

HOLLAND says nothing.

What’s wrong with me?


HOLLAND

It’s complicated.


SKINNER

Explain it anyway.


HOLLAND

We had to do a lot to patch you up.  Your body isn’t used to it, it wasn’t ready for it, so you immune system went into over-drive.  It’s been attacking your body, mistakenly identifying newly-repaired organs as being foreign, trying to fight off the medications that we’ve been giving you, even eating away at the healthy bits. 


SKINNER

So…so what’s going to happen to me?


HOLLAND

Nothing.  You’ll be fine.  We’re giving you immunosupressants, those should keep everything under control until your system stabilizes.  Which it will.


SKINNER

Oh.

HOLLAND briefly looks at Duckworth and Mark’s charts, says nothing, nods, and leaves.


DUCKWORTH

What do you think he was saying?


MARK

What?


DUCKWORTH

The new guy.  Mendez.  What do you think he was saying?


SKINNER

He had Tourrette’s.  They shout cursewords.  Fuck!  Ass!  Shit!  It’s pretty funny.


MARK

I saw a TV show…I think it was Big Brother, but it was English, and there was this guy in it that had Tourrette’s, so he kept shouting English cursewords.  Like, he kept saying, “Wankers!”


DUCKWORTH

Oh.

(pause)

Doctor C said that he was saying terrible things.


SKINNER

Yeah.  Cursewords.


DUCKWORTH

Oh.  I guess those are pretty bad.

(pause)

Why do you think his mouth is wrapped up like that?


MARK

He broke his jaw.  They had to wire it shut, probably.  That happens.


DUCKWORTH

Oh.

(pause)

Yeah.  I guess.

(pause)

Hey, Mark.  How’s your leg?

Two

“The Butcher’s.”  There is a large butcher’s block in the center of the room.  On it is something covered with a sheet.  There are a few other blocks, smeared with offal.  Next to the block are two containers—one is a bucket for scraps, the other looks like a cooler.  HOLLAND enters, wearing surgeon’s scrubs, yellow gloves, and a butcher’s apron.  He approaches the block and begins to pull out a number of knives from beneath the block—a lister knife, a butcher’s knife, and a meat cleaver.  He pulls the sheet away, revealing an unidentifiable carcass.  As he speak, he hacks at the carcass with the knives.


HOLLAND

My brother went off to war.  He came back a different person.  That’s not really such an extraordinary thing.  People are different every day.  I wake up this morning, I’m a different person than I was yesterday.  I go to bed at night, I’m a different person than I was this morning.

Holland begins to pull strings of ropy purple intestines from the carcass, piling them up into the slops bucket.

You are always becoming something new.  Something different.  You go to the bathroom and you’re a new man, even if all you are is a little less full of shit.  Hah.

Holland is finished with the intestines.  He begins to take out large, smooth pieces of organ meat, gently setting them in the cooler.

We all wish we didn’t have to become new people.  Time could be thick honey.  People want to be flies always trapped in amber.  Living in light that’s become so slow it’s turned to stone.  That’s how you want to live.  Untouched by time.  Unchanging.

I remember when we were kids.  When he was just learning his words, and I would take him up to the treehouse and get him to shout “Fuck” at the top of his lungs.  Or getting him to smash his Cyclops action figure against the wall.  I guess…in retrospect, I realize that I could only do that because he trusted me.  I still feel guilty about abusing that trust.

At the time, I just thought it was funny.

The carcass has become tough.  The doctor works on the meat, but seems unable to cut it.  He picks up the cleaver and begins hacking at it.

I miss my brother.  I miss being kids.  

The meat has given way.  The doctor takes out a small scalpel, and starts working again.

But I can’t.  I can’t be a kid again.  I can’t climb into my treehouse again, I can’t spend a summer day fighting invisible soldiers in the backyard, pretending my stick is a machinegun.  That day is gone off down the deep well, and it’ll never come back.

The doctor pauses, looks at the carcass, then pulls out a human hand.  He looks at it, then tosses it into the slop bucket.  The doctor begins to sing, “Leaving On a Jet Plane.”

The Nurse enters.

Ms. Baker.  Excellent.


NURSE

Doctor.


HOLLAND

I’ve got…

He looks into the cooler.

One healthy liver, one healthy kidney, and two…well, one relatively healthy lung, the other’s in pretty bad shape.  It’ll do for now. 

He nudges the cooler with his foot.

Take these over to surgery for our new patient.

The nurse nods, and closes up the cooler.

Something wrong?


NURSE

No, doctor.


HOLLAND

You don’t seem very excited.  We’ve just saved a man’s life.


NURSE

Yes.  He’s very lucky.


HOLLAND

He’s a miracle is what he is.  You know, this is the third new lung I’ve given him?


NURSE

I didn’t know.


HOLLAND

And not because he’s been rejecting them.  He gets shot up, loses a lung, I put a new one in, and he’s back to work in a few months.


NURSE

Yes.


HOLLAND

I’ve never seen anything like it.  I wish all of our men had that kind of turnaround time.


NURSE

Yes.


HOLLAND

What’s wrong?


NURSE

Nothing.  I just…I think I should get these up to surgery.


HOLLAND

They’ll keep.  What’s wrong?


NURSE

Nothing.  This…this room just makes me uncomfortable.  That’s all.


HOLLAND

Ah.  Yes.  I remember.  When I first started…I don’t think I could even step into this room without wanted to puke.  If I even thought about it…


NURSE

Yes.


HOLLAND

Right.  Sorry.  Please, go.


NURSE

Yes, doctor.

She picks up the cooler and starts to leave.


HOLLAND

How is the young private?


NURSE

Doctor?


HOLLAND

Private…hm.  The man in room fourteen, he lost his leg.  IED.  Belton?


NURSE

Benson.  Mark Benson.


HOLLAND

How is he?


NURSE

He’s fine.


HOLLAND

You’ve been seeing a lot of him.


NURSE

Not that much…


HOLLAND

You should be careful.  There are some people on the staff that are concerned.  That maybe you’re seeing too much of him.  They’re worried; it’s not a good idea to get too attached to your patient, Ms. Baker.


NURSE

Who?  Who thinks that?


HOLLAND

Well.  Not me, of course.

He smiles, and waves her out. 

I’m going to try and get a few square feet of skin off of this donor.

The Nurse leaves.  The doctor begins to hum again.  He takes a skinning knife and begins to peel long lengths of skin off of the carcass.

Three

The Kilroys’ house.  MRS. KILROY has a number of cardboard boxes, full of stuff that she is sorting into other, larger cardboard boxes.  The boxes are filled with:  pennants.  Stuffed animals.  Old framed photographs.  The kinds of things a kid collects when he’s ten.


MRS. KILROY

David!  DAVID!


DAVID(o.s.)

What?


MRS. KILROY

Come here!


DAVID (o.s.)

What is it?


MRS. KILROY

Don’t make me yell!  Come up here!

DAVID enters.


DAVID

What?

MRS. KILROY gestures at the boxes.

What?  Aw…come on, not now.


MRS. KILROY

Yes, now.  Help me with this.

DAVID begins to help with the sorting process.


DAVID

I don’t…you know I don’t know about any of this stuff, right?  I don’t know what he wants to keep.


MRS. KILROY

He wants to keep the pennants, anyway. And if any of those old He-Man toys are still in okay shape…


DAVID

Ma, why does he want you to save his He-Man toys?


MRS. KILROY

They could be worth something…


DAVID

They’re not worth anything.


MRS. KILROY

They could be…


DAVID

Yeah, in a thousand years, when the Martian archaeologists dig them up and put them in a museum, they’ll be worth something.


MRS. KILROY

So, save them.

DAVID roles his eyes, but puts the action figures aside.  He picks up a pennant for Princeton College.


DAVID

Jeez, how many of these does he have?


MRS. KILROY

Oh, god, hundreds.  Your grandmother used to take him around to all the colleges, and buy pennants for him.  Then, one year she found this huge old box in her attic that was full of the damn things…


DAVID

I don’t remember that.


MRS. KILROY

You were young…five.  I think.  Six.  Whatever.  He didn’t stick with pennants long.  I think he went to swords and ninja stars, next.


DAVID

I remember that.

(pause)

Do you really think he wants to keep these?


MRS. KILROY

I don’t know, Davey.  I like them.  Just put them in the box.  He can decide when he gets home.

Interlude 1

James Kilroy is lying in a hospital bed.  He seems healthy and excited.  Dr. Holland stands next to him, also excited, clearly trying to contain it.


HOLLAND

You hardly need your spleen for anything, anyway.  It’s one of those organs we have lying around from prehistoric days when we needed to eat /raw meat, but we happened to have an extra one…


JAMES

How long do you think…sorry.


HOLLAND

What?


JAMES

How long do you think it’ll be before I can go back?


HOLLAND

That excited to see combat again?


JAMES

There’s nothing like it.  Absolutely nothing.  They tell you…in boot camp, they tell you that a soldier doesn’t really feel alive ‘til he’s seen a fight but…man.  I don’t think I ever felt more…more real. 


HOLLAND

Well, ordinarily I’d say at least a year before we could send you out again, but there’s not even a trace of rejection in your system.  In fact, it looks as though your body is actually helping to adapt the new organs.  I’ve never seen anything like this.


JAMES

Well, you got the spleen from another soldier, right?


HOLLAND

Yes. Delroy Weldon.  Took a sniper’s bullet to the neck…


JAMES

There you go.  We’re all brothers.  We share everything.  Even spleens.  How long?


HOLLAND


(consulting the chart)

Normally, a year.  Worst-case scenario, I’d say six months.  But, given the circumstances, we can probably have you back on the line in three.


JAMES

Three months!  Doc, you’re killing me.


HOLLAND

That’s a shame.


JAMES

What is?


HOLLAND

I was just thinking what the army could do with a thousand soldiers like Private Kilroy.


JAMES

There are a thousand like me.  A hundred thousand.  A million.  My brothers.

Scene Four:

The Baghdad Country Club golf course.  Dr. Holland and General West are carrying golf bags.  They are golfing.  Periodically, a rumbling sound like thunder or bombs exploding can be heard.


WEST

…about a thousand gallons a day to keep it green.  Still, not bad, huh?

Holland hits a ball.

Pretty bad slice you’ve got there, Doc.


HOLLAND

Yeah.


WEST

You know they got a McDonald’s down the street?  You can get a Big Mac.  A Coke.  All that.  No pork, though.


HOLLAND

Pork?


WEST

Because of the Muslims.  


HOLLAND

What does McDonald’s have that has pork in it?


WEST

Egg McMuffin.  Canadian bacon.


HOLLAND

Oh.


WEST

Still, you’d barely know there was a war on.

Silence, punctuated by a low rumble.  Holland hits the ball again.

God damn, Karl.  I thought you were a doctor.


HOLLAND

Hah.  I haven’t gotten out to the links very much, lately.


WEST

Yeah.

(pause)

Busy over there.  At the hospital.


HOLLAND

Well.  It’s pretty obvious there’s a war going on.


WEST

You know, when all this started, I was in favor of it.  Guy was a genocidal maniac, I thought, just like Hitler.  And he was.  He was a bad guy.

(pause)

My dad fought in World War Two.  He was a medic.  Got a silver star.

(pause)

This isn’t like World War Two.


HOLLAND

No.  No, it’s not.


WEST

You know what my standing orders are?  Secure the peace.  That’s it.  I’m empowered to do anything necessary to secure peace in this godforsaken shithole of a country.  You want to know what that means to me?


HOLLAND

What does it mean?


WEST

Keep the boys alive.  We got a million boys over here, and I want to make sure as many of them get home alive as possible.  Because don’t get me wrong.  I still think we’re doing the right thing.  If we weren’t here, if we were stateside, the enemy would be stateside, too.  We fight here because if we don’t, we’d have to fight them at home.


HOLLAND

So, we’re a sacrifice.


WEST

Damn fucking straight we’re a sacrifice.  It’s what we’re paid for, it’s what we volunteered for.  Don’t let all that gung-ho, greatest fighting force in the world shit fool you.  We’re here to die, and we do it so no one else has to. 

(pause)

We’ve been seeing a lot of seventy-and-ups from your hospital.  Non-recoverables.  Men losing legs, arms.  Spinal cord injuries.


HOLLAND

Yes.  Well, we’ve been making great strides in field treatment.  I think your father would be quite impressed, actually.  There are dozens of injuries that would have been fatal at, for instance, Bascogne, but are now survivable.  Many of these men can lead normal…well, almost-normal lives.  There was a man brought in from the line the other day…he was just a complete mess.  Mangled…you’d barely have known he was a person, /much less alive.  But—


WEST

My dad didn’t like to talk about the war.  The one conversation we did have, he told me about what had bothered him the most when he was there.  What really almost killed him.  In here.  (taps his head)  You know what it was?

(pause)


HOLLAND

Triage.


WEST

Triage.  He told me there was no worse thing that a man had to do than decide that another man wasn’t worth trying to save.  You ever have to do that?


HOLLAND

Yes.


WEST

What do you tell him?  The guy who isn’t worth it?


HOLLAND

The truth.  Sometimes.  Sometimes I just shoot him so full of morphine that he won’t notice when he goes.


WEST

Yeah.  Karl, you know I’d never tell you how to do your job.  How to run your hospital.  You know that.  But…god, this whole thing’s turned into a mess, hasn’t it?  Just a big pile of shit.


HOLLAND

Well, we’re in a kind of a /no-win situation….


WEST

We are saving lives.  Believe me, we are saving lives.  I do not doubt that for a second.  No matter what fuck-ups the brass has dropped on us, no matter how shitty a day we have, we are saving lives by being here. 


HOLLAND

Right.  Sacrifice.


WEST

Dulce et decorum est, right?  But if we want to save lives, I need troops.  I need healthy, functional…fully functional troops.  You understand me?


HOLLAND

I’m not sure I do.


WEST

Yeah you do.  You understand.  


HOLLAND

You’re telling me…you’re telling me that you want more…you want fewer disabled troops…


WEST

A man in my position has to make a lot of hard decisions.  Just like you, doctor.  Triage.  And every choice I make is a bad one.  It’s not even right to say, “I make the best choice.”  I don’t.  They’re all shitty choices.


HOLLAND

Then why—


WEST

You know why.  Because not making a choice at all would be worse.

(pause)

A disabled soldier costs me more than a dead one.

(pause)

If you have to choose…between a soldier you can get back on his feet and a soldier you know can never go to the line again…


HOLLAND

What…you can’t be serious.


WEST

Serious?


HOLLAND

What you are asking me is grotesque…


WEST

I’m not asking you /anything…


HOLLAND

You’re asking me to…to let soldiers die because it will cost you too much to support them?  To withhold treatment from people that I know I can save /just because…


WEST


(shouting)

I’m not asking…I’m not asking you to do anything!  I am not…I just want to make that clear.  I am not threatening you.  I am not threatening to take your position from you, or to have you moved out to the line to spend the rest of your career shooting morphine into dying soldiers.  I am not doing that at all.

(pause)

I am just telling you…one professional man to another…I am describing the nature of the choices I have to make every day.

West is putting, now.  He sinks the putt.  Holland stands horrified.

I am…supposing…the nature of the choices that you have to make is about the same.

Five

In the sick ward.  Skinner is sleeping, Duckworth is playing solitaire with his cards on his lunch tray.  Mark is lying on his side (the side with the leg; he has trouble sitting or lying on his back for long periods of time).  Mendez is conscious, sitting up, and staring.  His mouth is still bandaged.


MARK


(to Mendez)

…never really supposed to see action.  I’m just a machinist.  But…we were coming in from the airport on a big transport…those big….what are those called?  The big trucks.  Anyway.  We ran over an IED and boom!  The whole side of the truck is blown off.  I don’t even remember it.  Just a big noise and a feeling like someone just hit me in the face with a hammer, it was like, like when you get hit by a big wave, and you get stuck in the breakers and it’s just shaking you all around and you can’t control what’s happening…and then I woke up in the hospital.

Mark keeps shifting, in an effort to make himself more comfortable, which he cannot do.

I had shrapnel all in my ass an legs.  They had to take them out with this thing—Kelly showed me—it looked like a melonballer.  Just little scoops of meat out of me.  They mostly healed up now.  They just kind of look like little dents.

Mark finally gets up.  He pulls his walker over and attempts to pace around the room, stretching his leg out.

They had to take a big piece out of my ass-cheek, too.  Like the size of a fist.  I can’t really sit down, anymore.  It hurts if I try and sit down.  My back gets all fucked up.


SKINNER


(without opening his eyes)

Will you shut up?


MARK

I thought you were sleeping.


SKINNER

I was.  You woke me up.  Dick.


MARK

You’re a dick.


SKINNER

Your mom’s a dick.


MARK

Fuck you.


SKINNER

Fuck you!  I am so god-damn fucking tired of you!  Every fucking day!  Fuck me, I wish they could just fucking fix me up and send me back to Tikrit.  That’s how fucking tired I am of hearing you talk about the fucking hole in your ass.


DUCKWORTH

Hey, Mark has a hole in his ass.  They had to take a big chunk out, and now he can’t sit down.


SKINNER

Oh, fuck!  God fucking damn it!


DUCKWORTH

What?  What is it?


SKINNER

I want to…I’m going to shoot…

He begins to cough.


DUCKWORTH

Hey.  Hey, Skinner.  Are you okay?  You’re coughing.


SKINNER

I know I’m coughing…*cough*…I know…

He goes on a long coughing jag, coughing into his hand.  When he takes it away, there is blood.

Dipshit.  

He sees the blood on his hand.

Fuck.  Fuck.

He gropes around for the button to page the nurse, and begins to press it frantically.

Nurse.  Nurse!


MARK

Hey.  Hey, shit!  Are you okay?  What…

Skinner starts to have a seizure, snapping rigid in bed, spit dribbling from his mouth.

Ah, shit.

The Nurse enters.  She proceeds immediately to Skinner’s side.  He is not hooked up to machines, so she starts checking his pulse, trying to hold him down and look in his eyes with a light.

What’s wrong with him?  What’s wrong?


NURSE

I don’t…I don’t know!  What happened?


MARK

He just started flipping out.  He was coughing.  There was blood.


DUCKWORTH

(as if seeing the scene for the first time)

What…what’s happening?  Skinner?  Is he okay?


NURSE

Not now!  I need…shit, I need…

Skinner arches his back and begins making a hideous, choking sound, then suddenly goes limp.  He breathes, wetly, through a runny nose.  Everyone seems to relax, slightly.  The Nurse checks Skinner’s pulse again, seems vaguely satisfied.

I’m going to get Doctor Holland.  I’ll be right back.


MARK

What if…what if it happens again?


NURSE

It won’t.  Just… I’ll be right back.


She exits.


DUCKWORTH

Do you think she’s mad at me?


MARK

What?


DUCKWORTH

She was yelling, I think…is she mad at me?


MARK

No.


DUCKWORTH

I just didn’t know, that’s all.  I was just worried.  I just didn’t know what was happening.


MARK

I know.  She knows.  Don’t worry about it.  We’re all worried.


DUCKWORTH

Yeah.

(pause)

Hey, Mark.  How’s your leg?


MARK

It’s good, Duckworth.

The Nurse returns with Doctor Holland, an orderly follows with a gurney.  Again, they go to Skinner’s side and perform a cursory examination.  Holland holds Skinner’s wrist for a long moment, looks at his watch, says nothing.


HOLLAND

Get him on the gurney.  

They roll the gurney in, put Skinner onto it, and roll him out of the room.


DUCKWORTH

Hey.  Hey, Mark?


MARK

What?


DUCKWORTH

Is something wrong with Skinner?


MARK

Play with your cards.

Duckworth looks around, worriedly, then begins to play with his cards.  The worry seems to pass from his face almost immediately.

After a few moments, the Nurse returns.


MARK

What’s wrong?  What’s going on?

The Nurse pulls Mark away from Duckworth, who remains involved in his cards.

How is he?


NURSE

Not good.  He’s going into full-scale systemic shock.  He’s…they don’t think he’s going to make it.


MARK

No.


NURSE

I shouldn’t tell you…he…Doctor Holland wants to take him to the butcher’s.


MARK

You’re kidding.  Your fucking…he’s not even dead yet…


NURSE

Most of his…he’s mostly grafts, right now, and the doctor doesn’t think he can salvage…


MARK

Salvage…fucking salvage?


DUCKWORTH

Salvage what?


MARK

Nothing.  Play with your cards.


NURSE

We can’t talk about this now.  


MARK

Wait…


NURSE

We can’t talk about this now!  I shouldn’t be talking about it at all.  I’m…I’ve got to go.


MARK

Wait.  Wait!  Am I going to see you tonight?


NURSE

I can’t…I’ve got…I can’t.  I have to go.


She leaves.


MARK

Fuck.


DUCKWORTH

Hey.  Hey, Mark!


MARK

It’s fine, Duckworth.


DUCKWORTH

Oh.  No, good.  I mean, good. 


MARK

What is it?


DUCKWORTH

Where’s Skinner?.


MARK

He’s gone.


DUCKWORTH

Oh.  

(pause)

Is he coming back?

(pause)


MARK

Yeah.  He should be back before dinner.


DUCKWORTH

Oh.

He returns to his cards.

After a few moments two orderlies return with a gurney.  On it is a man wrapped, from head to toe, in clean, white bandages.  They roll him in and put him on one of the empty beds.


DUCKWORTH

Is that Skinner?  What’s wrong with him?


ORDERLY

S’not Skinner.  This is…



He looks at the chart.

PFC James Kilroy.


MARK


(softly)

What?

The orderlies situate Kilroy on the bed, hook up an IV drip, and roll the gurney back out without looking at Mark or Duckworth.


DUCKWORTH

Hey, is that Skinner?  What happened to him?


MARK

No.


DUCKWORTH

Who is it?


MARK

James Kilroy.


DUCKWORTH

Oh.

(pause)

Who is that?


MARK

Are you serious?  You don’t know—


DUCKWORTH

I’m sorry.  I’m sorry!  I just…I don’t always…I don’t always remember…


MARK

James Kilroy…he’s been here since the war started.  Always on the frontline.  I remember reading about him before I even joined up.  A sniper had shot him in the head, and someone was interviewing him while they patched him up.  All he could talk about was how excited he was to just get right back into the field.  That was the thing that bothered him the most about getting shot.  In.  The.  Head.  It took him off the front line.


DUCKWORTH

Wow.


MARK

No shit, wow.  He’s got, like, five purple hearts.


DUCKWORTH

Five?


MARK

Like, fifty.


DUCKWORTH

Wow.

Six

The Butcher’s.  HOLLAND is standing amongst the butcher blocks.  There is a body on a gurney beneath a sheet next to him.  He seems distraught.  He is standing over the covered body and speaking into a tape recorder.


HOLLAND

Autoimmune rejection.  Systemic.  Fuck.  Fuck!

He throws the tape recorder across the room.

How am I supposed to fucking do this!  What the fuck is wrong with you?  They were your brothers for fuck sake.  They were your brothers!

He pulls a cleaver from the butchers block and begins to hack at the body, screaming at it.

Michael Swinson was your brother, he gave you a lung!  Oscar Espinal gave you a kidney!  Skin grafts, tissue grafts!  And blood!  How much fucking blood did they all give you!  I pumped pints and fucking pints into you!  Fuck you!  Fuck!  They were your brothers!

Holland is spattered with blood.  The Nurse enters.  He does not see her, but continues to hack at the body.

Fuck you, fuck you, fuck you!


NURSE

Uhm.  Doctor?

The doctor whirls.  He composes himself, and sets the knife aside.


HOLLAND

Ms. Baker.  What is it?


NURSE

They…I’m sorry.  Are you all right?


HOLLAND

I’m fine.  What is it?


NURSE

They sent me down to…to see if you’d been able to…to save…anything.

(pause)


HOLLAND

No.  The man was suffering from systemic organ failure.  Every part of him was breaking down.  He was practically rotten by the time I…made the first incision.


NURSE

Oh.


HOLLAND

I might be able to…to save some skin.  Maybe some bone tissue.


NURSE

Oh.  Okay.

(pause)

Should…should I come back?


HOLLAND

Yes.  I’m going to need some time with this one.


NURSE

Oh. 

(pause)

Are you going to be all right, Doctor?

HOLLAND has pulled the sheet away from the body and taken up a skinning knife.  He begins to roughly peels strips of skin from the corpse and toss them into the cooler.


HOLLAND

I’m fine.  By the way--how is our miraculous Mr. Kilroy?  I’m a little worried about those new lungs.


NURSE

He’s stable.  We’ve moved him into recovery fourteen.


HOLLAND

Yes, with your one-legged gentleman.


NURSE

He’s not—


HOLLAND

Seventy-percent disabled.  It’s almost not worth patching him up.  We’re just going to send him home, anyway.

(pause)


NURSE

Excuse me?


HOLLAND

I beg your pardon.  Gallows humor.  I…spending all this time down here, I sometimes forget how to talk to people.  I hope you’re remembering to be cautious.  I’d hate to see you get hurt.


NURSE

I appreciate your concern.  But I’m fine.


HOLLAND

He’s a machinist, isn’t he? 


NURSE

Yes.


HOLLAND

What does that mean, exactly?  Does he make screws?  Sprockets or something?  Gears?


NURSE

I didn’t know you were so interested.


HOLLAND

I take an interest in all of my patients.


NURSE

Do you?


HOLLAND

Of course.  Tell me, do you have a lot to talk to him about?  


NURSE

Doctor—


HOLLAND

Heat exchange? Torque?  Drive shafts?    


NURSE

I think I’d better go.


HOLLAND

Wait!  Wait.

He takes a deep breath.

I’m sorry.  I…it’s been a rough day and I got…over-excited.  I apologize.  It’s just that…I am concerned for you.  You’re extremely… competent.  I would hate to lose you.  You’re an invaluable asset to the hospital.  I would really hate to lose you.


NURSE

Thank you, doctor.

(pause)

The Nurse leaves.  HOLLAND takes out the lister knife, and begins cutting bones out of the body and throwing them into the cooler.  The doctor begins to hum to himself, again.

Interlude 2

James Kilroy, in a hospital room.  He is wearing a hospital gown.  There are bandages—with a spot of blood marring the white surface—around his right arm and shoulder, and another bandage around his head.  He is doing push-ups next to a wheelchair.

The Senator enters with Dr. Holland.


SENATOR

There he is!  


HOLLAND

James, have you met Senator Oglethorpe?


JAMES


(does not stop doing pushups)

It’s a pleasure to meet you, sir.


SENATOR

My god, boy, do you ever take a break?


JAMES

Sir, not if I can help it, sir!


SENATOR

Your working on a fourth purple heart, now?


JAMES

Fifth, sir.


SENATOR

If you wanted to take a break, I’m sure no one would hold it against you.


JAMES

I’d hold it against myself, sir.


SENATOR

Where’d you go to boot, son?


JAMES

Leonard Wood, sir.


SENATOR

Do they make you all like this?  Christ look at him!  He’s like a machine!


JAMES

Sir, yes sir!  There is nothing stronger than the US Army, because there is nothing stronger than a US Soldier.


SENATOR

Should he be exerting himself like this?  I wanted to take him back stateside, show him around a little bit.  I’d hate for him to burn out…


HOLLAND

He’s just had a new pair of lungs put in and substantial skin grafts on the right side of his body.  If he were anyone else, I’d call it a miracle if he ever did a single push-up again.  But this young man…


JAMES

Sir.  Stateside?


He stops doing push-ups.


SENATOR

I thought you might like to take a break from the lines for a little while.


JAMES

Sir, I’d prefer not to.  My guys need me out there.


SENATOR

Your…huh.  I’ll be damned.  I will be damned.  You’re ready to go again, aren’t you?


JAMES

Sir.  An infantry man is always ready.  Sir.

Seven
The living room of Marybeth Kilroy.  There is a kitchen table, and a window with flowered curtains.  Mrs. Kilroy is setting the table.  Her son, David Kilroy, a young man of about twenty, runs through the room without his shirt.


MRS. KILROY

David!  David!


DAVID (o.s.)

What?


MRS. KILROY

What are you plans tonight?


DAVID  (o.s.)

I’m going out!


MRS. KILROY

When?


DAVID (o.s.)

I don’t know.  Like now.

He returns, buttoning his shirt.  He is still not wearing shoes.

Have you seen my shoes? 


MRS. KILROY

I think they’re by the door.


DAVID

Not the white ones.  The black ones.


MRS. KILROY

David, I don’t know.  Why don’t you put them in the same place every time?


DAVID

I do!  I just forgot where the place was.


MRS. KILROY

So, I guess you don’t want dinner?


DAVID

Oh.  Uhm.  Did you make something?


MRS. KILROY

You know, I go to all this trouble, just hoping to have one meal with my son who I barely get to see.  Especially with your brother gone…

She hides her face, sniffing.


DAVID

Aw, ma.  I’m sorry.  I’m sorry!  Look, I can…I can stay for dinner, anyway.  Let me just call Jeff…

Mrs. Kilroy has started laughing.

What?  What’re you…oh.  Funny.  That’s very funny.  Is there even any food, or did you get all the silverware out just to mess with me?

Mrs. Kilroy is laughing hysterically.

That’s really funny.  That’s hilarious!

He leaves the room.


MRS. KILROY

Aw, Davey, I’m sorry!  It was a joke!  Davey…

DAVID has come back in with his shoes.  He starts putting them on.  

Are you coming home tonight?


DAVID

I’m probably staying over there.


MRS. KILROY

Over where?


DAVID

You know.  There.


MRS. KILROY

At a girl’s?


DAVID

Ma…


MRS. KILROY

It’s okay, Davey.  I don’t care if you’re having sex with a girl.


DAVID

Ma!


MRS. KILROY

What?  You’re an adult.  It’s healthy…


DAVID

Oh my god, ma!

DAVID gets up, kisses his mother.

I’ll be back later.  Or tomorrow.

He leaves.


DAVID (o.s.)

Or never!  Oh.  Hey.  Ma, there’s a guy here!


MRS. KILROY

Who is it?

Some offstage muttering.


DAVID  (o.s.)

Doctor somebody!


MRS. KILROY

Don’t just yell!  Come here and talk to me!

David enters.  Followed shortly by Dr. Holland.


DAVID

It’s some doctor someone.  He says it’s about Jimmy.


HOLLAND

Mrs. Kilroy, my name is Karl Holland, I’m your son’s doctor.


MRS. KILROY

Oh my god.  Is he all right?  Has something happened?


HOLLAND

He’s fine.  He’s more than fine.  May I come in?


MRS. KILROY

Please.  David, you don’t have to stay.


DAVID

Oh.  I mean, if it’s about Jim…


MRS. KILROY

David, please.


DAVID

Yeah.  Yeah, sure.  I’ll be back later, ma.

David leaves for real.


MRS. KILROY

What’s happened to my son?


HOLLAND

Let me preface this by saying that your son is completely fine.  He was injured, but I operated on him, and he’s made a fully recovery.


MRS. KILROY

Why didn’t the Casualty Office call?


HOLLAND

I asked them not to.  I wanted to speak to you myself, and I was confidant that he would recover.


MRS. KILROY

And?


HOLLAND

This is…well, there’s quite a lot I’d like to speak to you about…if I may?


MRS. KILROY

Oh.  Excuse me.  Please.  Sit down.  Do you want something to drink?  Coffee?  Tea?  No?  Good.  Tell me about my fucking son.


HOLLAND

I understand your frustration ma’am.


MRS. KILROY

Doctor.


HOLLAND

Please.  Karl.


KILROY

Karl.  If you don’t tell me what’s happened to my son right now, I swear to god that I will pick that fork up and put it in your eye.


HOLLAND

Yes.  Of course.  Your son is fine.  He stepped on an IED…an improvised /explosive device…


KILROY

I know what it means.


HOLLAND

Yes.  Well.  He sustained severe burns across thirty-five percent of his body, as well as significant soft-tissue and organ damage due to the shrapnel…


KILROY

Oh my god.


HOLLAND

I performed a number of necessary transplants and skin grafts.  Your son is going to make a full recovery.  He’ll be back on his feet and ready to fight in six months.


KILROY

Excuse me?


HOLLAND

Well, he’s still got a year left on his term of service.  I’m afraid I couldn’t in good conscience rate him as being disabled considering the speed at which he’s /recovered in the past…


KILROY

My son is not going back to war.


HOLLAND

I’m afraid that’s really up to him, isn’t it?


KILROY

I don’t know what you’ve done to him, to make him like this…


HOLLAND

There is nothing stronger than a US soldier, Mrs. Kilroy.  You should be proud that your son is such a patriot.


KILROY

Fuck you.

(pause)


HOLLAND

This is going to make my next question…slightly awkward.

(pause)


KILROY

Well, you’d better get it out.  I don’t want you here all night.


HOLLAND.

Mrs. Kilroy.  Your son, James, is a…kind of a living miracle.  His immune system…the biggest problem that human beings have when they receive grafts and transplants is a kind of autoimmune dysfunction.  You put a new organ in, and the body recognizes it as foreign tissue and begins to attack it.  If you give a man immunosupressants, he becomes susceptible to disease…all kinds of diseases that you ordinarily never even notice…


KILROY

Point.  Come to the point.


HOLLAND

My point is that your son’s immune system is different.  It doesn’t just allow organ transplants.  It facilitates them.  I can cut a piece, any piece, from another man, graft it on to your son, and in a few months it’s just like he was born with it.  I could cut his heart out and plug a new one in, I could replace every inch of him.

Mrs. Kilroy.  With even competent surgical techniques, your son can survive virtually any injury that the war can deal him.  I could rebuild /him from scratch…


KILROY

What do you want?


HOLLAND

More.  More men like your son.  A hundred, a thousand men like your son.  An army made of the sons of Mrs. Kilroy.

(pause)


KILROY

No.


HOLLAND

Now, wait…


KILROY

No, fuck wait.  And fuck you.  


HOLLAND

Obviously, you wouldn’t be expected to give birth to them.  /I’ve been instructed to…


KILROY

You are completely out of your mind if you think I’m going give you one more piece of myself to send out there…do you know what it’s like…no.  Never mind.  You don’t know.  Just get out.


HOLLAND

Mrs. Kilroy, I do know…


KILROY

Get out!


HOLLAND

I know!  I know how you feel.  I know exactly how you feel, with your son that you love so much, out there, risking his life every day.  I know what it feels like to hear about the day’s casualties on the news and feel your heart skip, to see the fields of empty boots at protest rallies and imagine your brother’s…your son’s feet in them.  I know that bone-deep, sickening, clutching terror that grips your insides like a claw, tearing you apart…tearing…waking up every morning and shivering with helpless panic at the thought of your flesh and blood…


KILROY

What do you want?


HOLLAND

I’m giving you an opportunity…the opportunity to be a hero…the savior to every mother and father and brother and sister in America. 

It’s a lot…it’s too much to ask from anyone person.  But your children…your children could take the place of every soldier in the army.  No mother would ever have to suffer the way that you’ve suffered.  Ever again.

We don’t need…your contribution would actually be very minor.  We don’t…obviously we don’t expect you to give birth to a thousand, or even a single child.  

I’ve been instructed by the Army Medical Corps to offer you a half a million dollars for your ova.  We’d extract a dozen, in a minimally invasive procedure, we could use them to…of course, it sounds like science fiction, but we /could clone them….


KILROY

My ova.  You’re offering me a half a million dollars for my eggs.  To sacrifice my eggs.  To sacrifice my children to save…what, everyone else’s children?


HOLLAND

Essentially?  Yes.

(pause)


KILROY

Fuck you.


HOLLAND

You’re not interested.


KILROY

No.  I don’t think “not interested” covers the depths of my feelings on the subject, so I want to make this perfectly clear.  I would crawl across…I would swallow broken glass…I would go to and burn in hell forever before I gave you any more of my children.  


HOLLAND

Well…


KILROY

No.  You think that because my son’s in the army, that makes me a patriot?  You think that I have a support the troops bumper sticker because I give a fuck about this war or who dies in it?  I care about my son.  You want to save lives, doctor?  Bring them home.  


HOLLAND

Yes.  I told them you’d probably react that way.  You are a mother, after all.


KILROY

Yes.  I am a mother.


HOLLAND

That’s why I’d like to make you another offer.


KILROY

I think I’m pretty tired of your offers.  I’d greatly appreciate it if you got the hell out of my house.  Right now.


HOLLAND

I am responsible for the evaluation of your son’s viability for service.


KILROY

What are you…


HOLLAND

I can re-evaluate him.  Classify him at eighty percent disabled.  He’d return home immediately, receive a lifetime pension, and be disqualified from future service.  You’d never have to worry about him, ever again.

(pause)

That’s what I can give you.  I’m not going to say any more, or try and convince you, or anything like that.  

He sets his card on the table.

You decide.  The son that you have, weighed against sons that you will never know, never raise, that can barely be said to be yours at all.


KILROY

I think you’d better leave.


HOLLAND

Yes.  I think I’m done here.

Eight

The recovery room.  All of the lights are off, hardly anything can be seen onstage.  Private Mark and Nurse Kelly are having sex.  They can be heard but, again, not seen.  They are trying to be quiet, so they don’t wake Duckworth.



The following few lines 



overlap.


NURSE

That’s…that’s it.  Shh.  There.  There, that’s it…yes…


MARK

Okay.  Okay, it’s…I can’t…hang on…hang on a second…


NURSE

It’s okay, it’s okay, keep going…


MARK

I can’t…wait…ow.  Ow, shit ow, stop…fuck!


NURSE

Shit.  It’s okay.

The lights come kind of halfway up, so we can see them.  Nurse Kelly is adjusting her skirts, and slumping down in front of the hospital bed.  Mark is rearranging himself, trying to get into a comfortable position.


MARK

I’m sorry, /I just, my leg…


NURSE

It’s okay.


MARK

My leg.  Ow.


NURSE

Are you okay?


MARK

Yeah.  It was just…it was a cramp, or something.

(pause)

I’m sorry.


NURSE

It’s fine.  Mark.  It’s fine.  You don’t have to feel bad.

(long pause)


MARK

I don’t like it here.

(pause)

It’ll be easier, once were out of here.  You know?  We can get back to real life.

(pause)

I’ll get…I’ll get better.

The nurse stands up and looks Mark in the face.


NURSE

It’s all right, Mark.  I love you, and I want to be with you, okay?  Nothing is going to change that.  Okay?

(pause)


MARK

Okay.


DUCKWORTH

Okay!

Nine
The butcher’s.  There are no bodies here, this time, just three butchers blocks stained with offal.  There’s a slop bucket next to the foremost block, and a cooler that’s closed and locked up.  Holland is wiping down the block with a damp cloth, which he then tosses into a trash bin.  He pulls off his surgical mask, apron, and gloves, and tosses them into the same bin.  He seems tired.

The Nurse enters.


NURSE

Oh.  Doctor.  I…I didn’t think you’d be…in here.


HOLLAND

Yes.


NURSE

Is there…was there another…donor? 


HOLLAND

No.  I mean, yes, there was, but I wasn’t able to recover anything 

He gestures towards the slops bucket.

The staff will clean this out in a few hours.  I wouldn’t trouble yourself about it.


NURSE

All right.

She does not move.


HOLLAND

You’re wondering if I’m doing the right thing.


NURSE

No…


HOLLAND

You are.  You’re not sure it’s right for me to take a woman’s eggs so that I can build an unkillable army.

(pause)


NURSE

Well, when you say it like that.  It sounds a little…


HOLLAND

Villainous?  Monstrous?  Demonic?  


NURSE

I was going to say…no, I guess demonic about covers it.


HOLLAND

I don’t blame you for thinking that.  It’s….God knows it’s a pretty horrific idea.  But…look at it this way.  You know how the moon looks bigger when it’s low on the horizon than it does when it’s high up?


NURSE

Because you have things to compare it to on the horizon.


HOLLAND

Right.  This…this is kind of the same thing.  It seems like the sacrifice we’re asking Mrs. Kilroy to make is terrible, because she’s a real person, right here.  There’s a concrete reality, concrete consequences.  And when we compare that with what we could achieve…a war in which none of our own people died, in which none of our mothers or fathers or brothers or sisters ever had to sit up at night, waiting to hear that their sons had died…that reality isn’t concrete, so it seems smaller.  Less important. 

But the truth is…the truth is that what we can do is a better thing than what we’re doing to her.  It seems wrong in the short term, but…in the long term…when you can divorce yourself from your own feelings, when you can see it with a new perspective…

God, I sound like a Star Trek villain.  Or Lenin.

He begins cleaning his knives.

But that’s what war is.  There’s no good here, anywhere.  It’s just a great cascade of greater and lesser evils.  It’s wrong to kill a man, but it’s worse to let him live, knowing that he’ll kill a hundred others.  It’s wrong to leave an injured man by the side of the road to die, but it’d be worse to try and save him, knowing that you can’t, when another man that you can save has been injured, too.  

Every choice we make, we’re doing something terrible.  We can’t ask, “Is this wrong?”  We can only ask, “If we don’t do this, will we face something worse?”

Does that sound crazy?

He begins to sharpen the knives, one at a time, with a whetstone.


NURSE

No…I don’t think so. 

She begins to try to clean off the butcher’s blocks.

I remember learning about nuclear proliferation in school.  My teacher, Mr. Blaschak…he had this great big moustache and he loved…loved history, he would talk about how terrible nuclear proliferation was, how we never should have built the bomb in the first place.  But if we hadn’t?  The Soviets would have built one anyway.  So we lived in a world where everyone could annihilate everyone else…but what was the other option?   A world in which one person could annihilate everyone.

Good people have to be willing to fight.  To do anything to win.  Gandhi was a great man, but the truth is if he’d been living in Nazi Germany, Hitler would have given him a medal.


NURSE

I never thought of that.

(pause)

I’m transferring.  Out of the hospital.


HOLLAND

What?


NURSE

I applied for and received a transfer.  They’re moving me to a veteran’s hospital in California.


HOLLAND

Why?


NURSE

I don’t…I’m not comfortable here.


HOLLAND

You don’t have a comfortable job.


NURSE

That’s not what I mean.

(pause)


HOLLAND

I see.  Well.

(pause)

And your friend in room fourteen?  Is he going with you?


NURSE

Mark…Private Benson is also being transferred.  The physical rehabilitation facilities there are the best in the country.  He needs...


HOLLAND

Oh.


NURSE

It’s really…really terrible the way an injury like that can completely destroy your entire life…


HOLLAND

I see.


NURSE

He can’t even sit down for more than a few minutes at a time.

(pause)


HOLLAND

He’s beneath you.


NURSE

Excuse me?


HOLLAND

Kelly.  He’s not…you are an excellent nurse.  You’re astonishingly bright.  Smarter than most doctors I’ve met, more valuable here than any doctor.  You deserve someone that can communicate at your level, someone that can understand you.


NURSE

I think I should go.


HOLLAND

You deserve someone with a future!


NURSE

He has a future.  With me.  I’m leaving.

Holland slams the meat cleaver into the block.


HOLLAND

DON’T YOU FUCKING WALK AWAY FROM ME!

The nurse freezes.


HOLLAND

I’m sorry.  I’m sorry I lost…I lost my temper.  I didn’t mean…I didn’t mean to…

The nurse begins to back away.  Holland runs to her, a knife still in his hand, and seizes her by the arm.

No!  Don’t!  Please don’t.  Please don’t go.  I need you.  I need someone who understands.  Understands what I’m trying to do.

Holland pushes her back into the room, practically bending her over one of the butchers blocks.

You don’t want him.  You don’t want to spend your life with him, taking care of him, feeding him, wiping his ass every day.  He can’t do anything, he can never do anything, go anywhere, his life is over!  You’ll throw your life away for nothing!

He looks at his hand, sees the knife in it.

No…no.  It’s not…I’m not threatening…I don’t want…

His expression hardens.  He pushes the nurse against the block and presses the knife against her throat.  They stare at each other for a very long moment, Holland glaring and furious.

Holland lets her up and turns away.  The nurse flees.  He does not watch her go.  After a few moments, he grips the blade of the knife with his free hand, and slashes open his palm.  Holland screams and bleeds.

Interlude 3

An army tent.  James Kilroy is sitting on a cot, reading one of those standard-procedure army books about hygiene in the field.  He is wearing BDU pants and an undershirt.  There is a young woman—Jen, a reporter—with him, dressed in fatigues.  She walks about the room, as though examining things.


JEN

So, this is where the miraculous Private Kilroy lives.  You’d think after six purple hearts, they’d give you a promotion.

James shrugs and says nothing.

Does it ever bother you?  The stress?  The horror of what you’ve seen?


JAMES

Who did you say you were with?


JEN

Time.


JAMES

Time.  Listen, ma’am…


JEN

Jen.


JAMES

Ma’am.  There’s no stress.  There’s no horror.  Yeah, we have to do some bad things, and yeah, to a civilian, it seems like a pretty terrible place.  But you learn, I learned back in boot, how to get over myself.  There’s no fear anymore, because I trust my brothers.  I know that if I’m prepared and do my job right, I’ll make it through.


JEN

Tell that to three thousand dead and thirty thousand wounded.  Weren’t they doing their jobs right?


JAMES

They got some bad luck.  But it’s stupid to blame them.  We’ve got to keep in mind who’s really responsible for this.


JEN

And who is that?


JAMES

The enemy.


JEN
The enemy?  Not an irresponsible president?  A spineless congress?  An apathetic country?  It’s the enemy’s fault that you’re here?


JAMES

I wouldn’t be here if they weren’t the enemy.


JEN

And you’re just going to fight them and fight them until…what?


JAMES

Until there aren’t anymore.


JEN

And then what?


JAMES

Don’t know.  I’ll worry about that when I get there.

(pause)


JEN

Where are you from, Private Kilroy?


JAMES

What?


JEN

Where did you grow up?  What was it like there?  Do you miss your mother?  Do you have brothers or sisters?


JAMES

I…it was fine.  I liked it fine.  Growing up, I mean.  I have one brother.


JEN

Do you miss him?


JAMES

Sometimes, I guess.  He’s a good kid, though.  He’s doing all right.


JEN

Are you married?  Do you have a girlfriend?


JAMES

No.

(pause)


JEN

What do you like to do when you’re not at war?


JAMES

I’m always at war.


JEN

But when you’re not…


JAMES

There is no “not.”  Sometimes I get hurt, and then they patch me up, and I’ve got to wait around.  You know what I do then?  I wait.  That’s it.  I’m at war, or I’m waiting to go back to war.  That’s it.  There’s nothing more to me than that.


JEN

There must—


JAMES

I don’t want to talk about this anymore.  We’re done here.

Ten
The recovery room.  Duckworth is  sleeping.  Mendez is watching Mark intently.  Kilroy remains as before, wrapped in white bandages, unmoving, unresponsive.  Mark is pacing painfully up and down with his walker.  He is listening to the same Shakira video that he always listens to.


MARK


(counting his steps)

Ow.  Fuck!  Three, four, five.  Almost there.  Almost there.  Five more.  Two, three, four, five.

He pauses, gasping for breath.

Just got to do it, right?  Nothing to it but to do it.  

He starts pacing again.

(singing)  Be all that you can be…four, five.

He stops again.

Can’t be a fucking lot now, can I?  Sometimes, I wish I’d lost an arm instead.  Do you think God will trade me?

He starts again.

Fuck.  Fuck!  Three.  F-four…

He stops.

What the fuck is that about, anyway?  You hear all the time about people that say god cured them of something.  Prayer cured my cancer, Jesus cured my blindness, God healed my pneumonia, Saint Paul vanquished my gonorrhea.  How come you never hear about God healing up a man with one leg?  He could do it, couldn’t he?  Jesus and his saints and fucking angels could come down right now and give me a new leg if they wanted, and I could walk again…

He starts pacing.

Fuck that.  Fuck them.  I don’t want their fucking…three…magic fucking leg….five…anyway.

He stops.  Nurse enters.

Kelly.  What’s wrong?  What happened?


NURSE

Nothing.  I’m fine.


MARK

No you’re not.  What happened.


NURSE

Nothing.  It’s nothing!  Doctor Holland…he’s…he just scared me a little, that’s all.  He’s very…intense.  This is an extremely stressful job…


MARK

Fft.  Come here.

She goes to him.  They embrace.


NURSE

I think we should leave tonight.


MARK

Tonight?


NURSE

Yeah.  I’ll get you your uniform and I can check you out.  We’ll get in a cab, get on an early flight…


MARK

I thought I couldn’t check in to Pomona for a week.


NURSE

We’ll stay at a hotel, then.  Let’s just go.


MARK

Are you…are you sure that this is okay?  That we can do this?


NURSE

We can’t.  I mean, we shouldn’t, but we can.  And we should.


MARK

All right.

Kilroy begins to cough wetly on the nearby bed.

What the fuck?


NURSE

Hold on.

She goes to him, examines him.  His body is wracked with coughs.

Shit.  Shit!


MARK

What is it?  What’s wrong?


NURSE

His lung.  Damn it!  Pulmonary embolism.  His lungs are giving out.  We were worried about them, the left one, anyway.  It’s ruptured it’s filling up with fluid.

She shakes her head.

No.  Fuck him.  Let him die.  Let’s leave.

(pause)


MARK

You can’t.


NURSE

Yes, I can.  I can do anything I want.


MARK

No, Kelly.  You can’t.  You know you can’t.  For fuck’s sake, help him.

Pause.  Nurse nods.  She grabs the page button and begins pressing it frantically.


NURSE

Orderly!  Get in here, now.  I need a gurney and an oxygen mask.  Now!

An orderly arrives, wheeling a gurney and carrying an oxygen mask.  They put the mask over Kilroy’s mouth, then lift him on to the gurney.  They start to wheel him away.

I’ll be back.  As soon as I can.  Don’t…don’t let anyone know.  Okay?

Mark watches them go.


MARK

Mighty James Kilroy.  A whole army by himself.  Go army.  Huah.

He tries to pace again.  Can’t.  Begins to maneuver himself into bed.

You know, when I was a kid I used to run track?  Cross-country, half-mile, mile, all that shit.  I hated it.  Hated every minute of it.  Hated the coach, hated the other kids on the team.  Really hated running.  Haven’t done it in ten years and I never missed it once.  Until now.  Now I can’t do it anymore, and suddenly it’s the only thing I can think about.  Maybe I’d have been a good runner if I’d just put my mind to it…

Shakes himself off.

Feh.  Too late now.  

(pause)

Did you ever notice, Mendez, how I can only talk about stuff like this to you?  Is it cuz I know you can’t answer back?  Fuck.  Fuck it.

He lies back in the bed, and closes his eyes.  Mendez continues to stare at him.

Eleven

The house of the Kilroys.  The kitchen table, the window.  No silverware.  Mrs. Kilroy is sitting at the table, brooding over a cup of coffee.  David is standing nearby, waiting patiently.


DAVID

He’s a bastard.


KILROY

Yeah.


DAVID

I mean, seriously.  He’s just…he’s just an amazing prick.  Oh my god.  What the fuck is wrong with a guy, that he can come in here and do something…do that?  Ask you to do that?  I swear to God, do you want me to kill him?  Do you want me to go find him and stab him in the neck or some shit?  Because /I will…


KILROY

David.  David.


DAVID

Yeah.  Sorry.

(pause)

What are you going to do?


KILROY

I don’t know.

(long pause)


DAVID

You miss him a lot, don’t you?


KILROY

Don’t you?

(pause)


DAVID

Yeah.

(pause)

What are you going to do?

(pause)

Don’t.


KILROY

What?


DAVID

Don’t do it.  It’s not worth it.


KILROY

David.  He’s your brother.


DAVID

I know.


KILROY

He’s been…he…who the fuck are you?  What is wrong with you?


DAVID

No, listen…


KILROY

Are you my son?  Did you grow up in /my house?


DAVID

Listen!  Just listen, okay?

(pause)

James decided.  Remember?  He decided he wanted to join the army.  It was his choice.


KILROY

We weren’t at war, then.  He didn’t know…


DAVID.

No.  No!  He knew.  Don’t pretend he was stupid.  He wasn’t stupid.  He knew what he was doing.  He picked the army.  His choice.  But this…this new…plan that doctor douche-bag has…those kids aren’t going to get to pick.


KILROY

Maybe they will.  They can’t raise slaves.  They’ve got to let them go if they want.


DAVID

Yeah, fuck that.  They’re raising them from birth.  Going to control every piece of information, every fact, every thought that enters into their heads.  Out of a thousand, a hundred thousand kids, maybe…what?  Ten will realize what’s going on and walk away. The rest will just believe the bullshit that they’ve been fed.  


KILROY

That’s how people work.


DAVID

That doesn’t make it right.  

(pause)

I love my brother.  You know that.  You know I love him.

(pause)

Say it.  Say that you know that.


KILROY

I know you love him.


DAVID

I do love him.  But I’m not going to undo his choices for him.  I’m not going to bring him back from war if he wants to be at war.  I’m not going to make him be safe if he wants to risk his life.  I can’t decide for him.  You can’t decide for him.  But you can decide…this.


KILROY

It wasn’t his choice.  It was my choice.  I pushed him into it.  He couldn’t…he’d…I couldn’t /afford to…listen to me!


DAVID

I know, ma…


KILROY

I couldn’t afford to send him to school so I told him to join the army.  He couldn’t get a scholarship, he wasn’t smart enough, he was too poor, not disciplined…the army…


DAVID

He still decided.  He could have gone off somewhere and become a hobo, or something, he decided to join the army himself.

(pause)

For fuck’s sake, ma, how can you be so selfish?


KILROY

Selfish?  How the fuck am I selfish?


DAVID

You don’t…you don’t care about anyone but yourself.


KILROY

Get out of here.  Right now.  I don’t want to talk to you anymore.


DAVID

You don’t!  You don’t care about James at all.  You don’t give a fuck about him, or what he wants.  All you care about is how you feel about it.  How worried you feel when he’s not here, how sad you’d feel if /he died…


KILROY

He’s my son!


DAVID

You’ve got ten thousand lives in your hands, right now.  You’re about to make a decision about the lives of ten thousand people, and all you give a crap about is how bad you feel about your son.


KILROY

James…


DAVID

James made his choice!  Let him live with it!  This…we’re talking about a greater good, here.

(pause)


KILROY

We are talking about the greater good.  This isn’t about me getting James /home…


DAVID

Bullshit…


KILROY

This is about…god damn it.  This is about making it so no one has to go through this, ever again.  This isn’t just about James.  It’s about….it’s about every mother…


DAVID

Bull fucking shit!  You tell yourself whatever you want, but if you decide to bring James him, we both know it’ll be about him and not a damn thing else.


KILROY

You’re the one that was talking about the greater good.  Well, isn’t this a greater good?  Isn’t it better that no mother should ever have to lose her son?  Who cares why I’m doing it, it doesn’t fucking matter why I’m doing it, as long as I’m doing /the right thing…


DAVID

All right.  All right!  Fine.  You want to talk about the greater good?  Fine.  What do you think is going to happen when mothers don’t have to send their sons to war ever again?  How quickly do you think we’ll get up and march if no one that makes the decision has to lose anything?  If war doesn’t hurt us, how ready are we going to be to do it?  Men die in war.  Our men.  Our brothers and our sons die.  My brother…it hurts.   Because it should hurt.  It should hurt us to go to war.

(pause)


KILROY

That’s easy for you to say.  You don’t have to go.

Pause.  David turns and leaves.  Mrs. Kilroy says nothing.  After a moment, she bows her head over her coffee and speaks softly.

Shit.  I’m sorry, David.  I’m sorry, James.  I’m sorry everyone.  My fault.  It’s my fault.

Twelve

The recovery room.  Mark is lying back with his eyes closed, Duckworth is playing with his cards.  Mendez is sitting, staring


DUCKWORTH

Soolamain abu Guhaith.

He looks up and around the room with some surprise.

Hey.  Hey, Mark.  Where’d Skinner go?  Is he okay?


MARK


(eyes still closed)

He’s fine, Duckworth.  He’ll be back tonight.


DUCKWORTH

Oh.  

(pause)

Did I ask you that, already?


MARK

Yes.


DUCKWORTH

Oh.  Sorry.


MARK

It’s okay.


DUCKWORTH

Sometimes I have trouble remembering what /I asked people…


MARK

I know.  It’s fine.  Okay?  You don’t have to say you’re sorry anymore.  Okay?


DUCKWORTH

Okay.  Sorry.  I mean…okay.

Pause.  He plays with his cards.

Abu ta Ha al Suh dan.  Eight of hearts.

Holland enters, carrying a small medical bag.

Hey, doc!


HOLLAND

Private…Duckson?


DUCKWORTH

Duckworth, sir.


HOLLAND

How are you feeling?  How are the cards coming?


DUCKWORTH

Good, good.  I guess.  Here, ready?

He puts the cards down, puts his hand over his eyes.

Jaynal Antal Sally junior.  He is an Islamist separatist in the Phillipines.  He looks kind of Japanese, and has a little mustache.  Five of spades.

Duckworth uncovers his eyes, looks through the cards and finds the five of spades.  He is pleased to discover that he was correct.

Hey!  Hey, I got it.  Isn’t that great?  I think I’m really making progress.


HOLLAND

Good.


DUCKWORTH

Hey, where’d that Kilroy guy go?


HOLLAND

He’s upstairs on a respirator.  His lungs gave out. 


DUCKWORTH

Oh.  Did I ask you that already?


HOLLAND

No.


DUCKWORTH

Oh.  Good.  Hey, where’d Skinner go?


HOLLAND

He’s dead.


DUCKWORTH

What?  Wh-what do…when?


MARK

What’d you fucking do that for?  Why’d you fucking do that?  


DUCKWORTH

He’s dead?  But…but I just saw him.  I just saw him at lunch…


HOLLAND


(to Duckworth)

Don’t worry about it, Private.  Tell me something.  Where were you born?


DUCKWORTH

What?


HOLLAND

What city were your born in?


DUCKWORTH

In…in.  I don’t…I don’t know.  I don’t…oh, damn, it’s on the tip of my tongue…it’s almost there I can…I can almost…I can’t…why can’t I remember?  Why can’t I remember?

He screams and weeps.


MARK

Hey, what the fuck is wrong with you?


HOLLAND

Remember what?


DUCKWORTH


(has apparently recovered)

*Sniff*.  Remember what?  Huh?


HOLLAND

How are your cards?


DUCKWORTH
They’re…they’re fine.  Here, want to see?

He puts the cards down and starts to put his hand over his eyes.


HOLLAND


(looking at the chart)

Maybe later, Private.  I need to talk to your roommate now.  Private Benson.  How is your rehab coming?


MARK

Fine.


HOLLAND

Seventy percent disabled, non–recoverable.  They’ll discharge you when you’re done rehab.  Probably give you a prosthetic.  You can do to Disneyworld, or something.


MARK

Great.


HOLLAND

You’re getting around okay?


MARK

Yeah.  I can go about fifteen steps now without crying, so that’s a plus.  And the holes in my leg are starting to fill up with scars, so I guess that’s good.  Right?


HOLLAND

It’s not bad.  Any pain?


MARK

All the time.


HOLLAND

I meant any new pain.


MARK

Uhm.  Well…yeah.  I guess, there’s…I keep getting this like a…a splintery feeling in my hip.  Like there’s a bunch of tiny needles right in the socket there.


HOLLAND

Hm.  I don’t like the sound of that.


MARK

Is it bad?


HOLLAND

How often do you feel it?


MARK

Not a lot, I guess.  Just when I walk.

Holland opens his back and takes out a hypodermic and a vial of morphine.


HOLLAND

It’s probably not anything serious.  I’m going to give you a sedative, now, and increase your morphine prescription.  It’ll probably go away in a few weeks.  I hear you’re transferring out to Pomona Veterans?


MARK

Yeah.. Yeah.  You know, it doesn’t really hurt at this moment…


HOLLAND

Better safe than sorry.  

He jabs the needle in Mark’s arm.

They have excellent facilities out there.  Much, much better than what we’ve got to work with here.  It’ll be a struggle for you, of course, but I think you’ll be very pleased with the results.


MARK

Yeah.

He is drifting off.

Yeah…I guess…I…

He falls asleep.  After a moment he starts to seize.

Orderly!  Orderly!  I need a gurney in here immediately.


DUCKWORTH

Hey!

The orderly comes in with the gurney.

Hey, what did you do!  You did that to him!  You just…what did you put in him?

The orderly and Holland lift Mark onto the gurney.


ORDERLY

Where’s he going?  ICU?


HOLLAND

No, it’s massive systemic shock.  There’s nothing we can do for him.

They begin to wheel him out.

We’d better salvage what we can.

Holland stops and meets Mendez’s gaze, who is staring directly at him.  They stare at each other for a long moment.


DUCKWORTH

Hey!  Hey, come back!  Bring him…bring him back!  What did you do to him?  WHAT DID YOU DO TO HIM?  What…

Skinner.  Where’s Skinner?  What happened to him?  I just saw him at lunch.  I just…nnnng.

He grabs the cards and presses them to his chest.

Fazul Abdullah Mohammed.  Al Qaeda.  Three of spades.  Abu Hafza.  Al Qaeda.  Four of spades.  Khadaffy Janjalani.  Abu Sayyaf.  Jack of Hearts.  Karam Zudhi.  Al-Jama Islamiya.  Jack of Diamonds…

Nurse enters.  She is dressed in street clothes, and is carrying two duffel bags and Mark’s army uniform.


NURSE

Mark, I’ve got…where is he?


DUCKWORTH

What?


NURSE

Where’s Mark?


DUCKWORTH

He’s right…oh.  Oh, I don’t know.  I saw him…I just saw him at lunch.


NURSE

Where the fuck is he?  What happened?


DUCKWORTH

I don’t…I don’t…I just saw him…


NURSE

WHAT THE FUCK HAPPENED TO HIM?


DUCKWORTH


(crying)

I don’t know!  I don’t know!  I can’t remember!

The nurse looks towards Mendez, who is only staring.  They meet each other’s gaze for a long moment.


NURSE

No.  Oh…oh no.

She drops her things on the ground and runs out of the room.


DUCKWORTH

I don’t remember…

Interlude 4

James Kilroy is wearing a hospital gown and sitting upright in an operating chair.  There’s a brace on his head to keep it from moving.  There’s a piece missing from his skull—though it’s probably not visible to the audience.  Dr. Holland is doing surgery on James—the kind of brain surgery where the patient has to be conscious.  He has a number of small knives.  Nurse Kelly is there, periodically wiping sweat from Holland’s face.


HOLLAND

Of course, ten years ago I would have said this was impossible.  You’re really quite a marvel, you know?


JAMES

I know.


HOLLAND

Try not to move son.

(pause)


JAMES

Doctor.  Am…am I the same person?


HOLLAND

Of course you are.  Who else would you be?


JAMES

You’re putting someone else’s brain in my head.


HOLLAND

Brain tissue.  It’s not the tissue that makes you who you are, it’s the way that you use it.  Besides, we’re high up on the temporal lobe, here.  You hardly need that section for anything.


JAMES

And I’ve got someone else’s heart.  And lungs.  And bits of my skin.


HOLLAND

Have you have heard of the philosopher’s axe, my boy?  

(pause)

It goes like this:  let’s say that you’ve got an axe, and it’s been in your family for generations.  But somewhere along the way, your grandfather had to replace the haft, and your father had to replace the blade, and you had to replace the grip…is it still the same axe?  All the parts are different, but the fact of the axe is the same.


JAMES

Is it?


HOLLAND

Of course it is.  Hold still.

(pause)


JAMES

It’s just…sometimes…sometimes I feel like this isn’t my body anymore.  I feel like my heart is going to just…jump right out of my chest.


HOLLAND

It’s psychological.  Hold still.

(pause)


JAMES

The other day I saw my reflection. 

(pause)

I didn’t recognize it.

Thirteen

The butchers’.  Holland is there with Mark’s body on the block.  He takes a long knife and cuts the man’s throat.  Blood pours out and onto the floor.  Holland begins to sing “Leaving on a Jet Plane,” as he takes a bone saw and begins to open Mark’s chest.  From outside the room, the nurse can be heard screaming at the orderlies who are screaming back, “Let me in, let me in, you sick fucking bastard,”  “You can’t go in there.  You can’t!”

Epilogue

Mrs. Kilroy stands at her kitchen table.  James Kilroy enters, now unbandaged.  They stand and stare at each other for a very long time.  Mrs. Kilroy is crying.  James seems emotionless.


KILROY

I made up…I made up your brother’s room.  You can stay in there.

(pause)

He should be home from school any minute now.  Your brother.

(pause)

All you all right?  Is there anything you want?  Some…some tea?  Remember when I used to bring you tea every morning before school…

(pause)

James, baby, are you all right?

James looks at his mother as though confused.

James?  James…it’s me.  It’s mama.  Are you…

He turns his head to one side as though his puzzlement has deepened.  He does not recognize her.

James?

Blackout.  End of play.
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