



[image: images]






Tom Basden


THERE IS A WAR


[image: art]


NICK HERN BOOKS
London
www.nickhernbooks.co.uk








There is a War was first performed alongside Nightwatchman as part of Double Feature: Two at the Paintframe, a specially converted space at the National Theatre, London, on 26 July 2011, with the following casts:










	MARTIN


	Tom Basden







	STEWART DE LUNE / IVERSON /MURRAY


	 Oliver Birch







	SASHA


	Kirsty Bushell







	BIG DAVE / FATHER MICHAEL


	Trevor Cooper







	JOY


	Claire-Louise Cordwell







	KATE


	Sharon Duncan-Brewster







	BECKY / DR HOLMES


	Karina Fernandez







	ANNE


	Phoebe Fox







	JOHN / DR MOORE


	Richard Goulding







	THEO


	Trystan Gravelle







	GORDON / GENERAL GOODMAN


	Richard Hope







	DEAN


	Nitin Kundra







	BRANDON / GRIFF / NURSE MOSTMEN


	Matthew Needham







	HUGGINS / LUKE / OLIVER


	Damian O’Hare











All other parts played by members of the company















	Director


	Lyndsey Turner







	Set, Costume & Environment Designer


	Soutra Gilmour







	Lighting Designer


	James Farncombe







	Movement Director


	Jack Murphy







	Fight Director


	Bret Yount







	Sound Designer


	Carolyn Downing

















THERE IS A WAR


Tom Basden







Characters


PERSON ONE


PERSON TWO


PERSON THREE


PERSON FOUR


PERSON FIVE


ANNE


SASHA


MARTIN


COLONEL HUGGINS


FATHER MICHAEL


JOHN


BRANDON


BECKY


DEAN


STEWART DE LUNE


FIELD COMMANDER GOODMAN


LUKE


BIG DAVE


IVERSON


THEO


JOY


GRIFF


OLIVER


KATE


GORDON


NURSE MOSTMEN


DR MOORE


DR HOLMES


MURRAY


Plus MUSICIANS, SOLDIERS, PATIENTS







Scene One


A four-man MARCHING BAND in Blue uniforms process through the space. Once they have left, five PEOPLE run on with megaphones. The noise of a helicopter whirrs. There’s a spotlight on a bush with yellow flowers on the floor.


ONE. Sorry?


TWO. You have to jump!


ONE. We can’t hear you.


THREE. The ground is softer than it looks because it’s been raining.


ONE. We can’t hear what you’re saying.


FOUR. Jump!


TWO. It won’t hurt if you commit to it.


THREE. There’s a fair bit of moss, so it’s springy.


FOUR. Is that a gesture?


TWO. You have to keep your knees bent upon impact.


FOUR. I don’t understand that gesture.


TWO. Don’t jump without your documents.


FOUR. That’s not an official gesture.


ONE. Can you hear us?


FIVE. Try not to land in the gorse bush.


ONE. Can you hear me?


TWO. You have to jump now!


FIVE. The gorse bush has small yellow flowers.


TWO. You have to jump now or you’ll give our position away!




FOUR. Aim away from the yellow flowers!


ONE. Did you hear that?


TWO. Aim away from the yellow flowers!


Scene Two


ANNE, SASHA and MARTIN sit in a waiting room. They wear Blue military uniforms, bags on their laps. MARTIN is anxious and quite pale. ANNE looks around, impatient.


ANNE. Excuse me, have you got the time?


SASHA (checks watch). Oh, er… (Thinks.) Twenty-one hundred and, no, twenty hundred, um –


ANNE. In p.m. is fine.


SASHA. Twenty, um…


ANNE. Minutes stay the same.


SASHA. 8:25.


ANNE. Thanks.


Beat.


SASHA. I think… Were you in the helicopter just now?


ANNE. Yes.


SASHA. I recognise your bag. And your face. I’m Sasha.


ANNE. Anne. Hi.


SASHA. Hi. Are you a soldier then?


ANNE. I’m a doctor.


ANNE gets up and looks around.


SASHA. Oh, wow. I’m a teacher.


ANNE. Oh, right.




SASHA. Thanks.


ANNE. Do you know when the briefing’s meant to be?


SASHA (checks her watch). Oh, um… no. Are you from here?


ANNE. Well… where are we?


SASHA. I don’t know. I mean… the war zone?


ANNE. Oh, yeah, I’m from, you won’t know it but, it’s off Junction 90.


SASHA. Oh, lovely. I don’t know it.


ANNE. How about you? Are you – ?


SASHA. Oh, no, I’m from more the north, thank God. So do your family still live where you’re from?


ANNE. My parents have gone north.


SASHA. Good. Good idea. And do you have children or – ?


ANNE. No. You?


SASHA. No, but I am engaged.


SASHA holds out her hand. There’s no ring.


ANNE. Oh. Sorry, there’s nothing there.


SASHA spots this and has a mild panic attack. She then regains composure.


SASHA. Oh, I took it off! I forgot I took it off cos I didn’t want to wear it here. With all the soldiers.


ANNE. Right. Sorry, do you mean as in, wanting people to think you’re single or – ?


SASHA. No, God no. I meant it might get stolen.


ANNE. Right. I don’t think it would.


SASHA. Well, it’s a beautiful ring, so –


ANNE. It wouldn’t get stolen.


SASHA. Well, you haven’t seen it. It really is massive.


ANNE. Right. Lovely.




ANNE stands up again.


SASHA. Apparently some soldiers are from quite difficult backgrounds, so –


ANNE looks at MARTIN. SASHA sees him and stops speaking.


I didn’t mean… I know most soldiers are… good and…


(To MARTIN.) I’m sure you don’t steal.


MARTIN smiles.


Do you?


MARTIN. Sorry?


SASHA. Steal?


MARTIN. I didn’t hear the whole thing.


SASHA. Do you steal?


MARTIN. No.


SASHA. It was a joke.


MARTIN. Oh. (Laughs.)


SASHA. I’m Sasha.


MARTIN shuffles along the bench to shake her hand.


MARTIN. Martin Reece.


ANNE. Anne.


MARTIN. Hi. Martin Reece.


MARTIN shakes her hand, then slides back to his original place.


SASHA. What kind of soldier are you?


MARTIN. Oh. Just, you know, general, um –


SASHA. A General?


MARTIN. No, just a general soldier. Like a Private.


ANNE. Do you know where anyone is?




MARTIN. Oh, no. Dunno. I was just, I haven’t got one of the forms so I was told to wait with the NCPs.


SASHA. With what?


ANNE. Non-combat personnel. He means us. Which form haven’t you got?


MARTIN. Um… well, I don’t know cos I haven’t got it.


SASHA. You’re very brave.


MARTIN. Oh. Yup. Well. I’m fucking terrified, but, sort of –


SASHA. To make the sacrifice, I mean –


MARTIN. Yeah. I mean, I’m hoping I won’t have to… make the sacrifice, but –


SASHA. No, completely –


MARTIN. Ideally.


SASHA. A lot of soldiers don’t, of course. Die. I’m sure you won’t.


MARTIN. Thanks.


ANNE. It’ll be fine. Statistically.


SASHA. Bet your mum’s proud.


MARTIN. Oh, yeah. I mean, she’d be proud of me if I’d, you know, shit myself, but –


SASHA. Oh.


MARTIN. She’s always been very proud. That’s what I was trying to…


SASHA (to ANNE). I suppose they expect doctors to… recruit. Do they?


ANNE. Um… no, not really. I mean, I could get a job in the north pumping stomachs every Saturday night, but, you know, what’s the point? They need people here. Blue soldiers are dying who shouldn’t be. And people outside the war zone just ignore it, it’s… a friend from med school went north to open a Botox clinic.




SASHA. Oh.


ANNE. It’s a fucking disgrace.


SASHA. Oh, I see. You meant it like that. Yes it is. It’s very bad for you. The injections. You can’t smile, can you? Afterwards. Or during.


ANNE. What do you teach?


SASHA. Dance.


ANNE. Dance?


SASHA. Mm. Thanks.


ANNE. Right. Sort of disco or – ?


SASHA. No, not – there’s more to it than grinding away to Andy Dog. It’s – I do more movement.


ANNE. Okay. How does that – ?


SASHA. It’s very good for trauma.


ANNE. Right. Causing it?


SASHA. What? Getting rid of it. Dance therapy. Like if a solider’s been tortured, I have movements for that. And warm-downs. I’m also fully trained to give warm-downs.


Beat.


ANNE. I’m trained to deal with bullet wounds and severe blood loss.


ANNE stands up and looks for someone again.


MARTIN. Do you get tortured?


SASHA. Can do, yes. Greys are always torturing people.


MARTIN. Bloody hell.


ANNE. It hardly ever happens. It’s nothing to worry about.


SASHA. Some of the Grey… techniques, I suppose are – I don’t know if you heard this but it’s – they kill their dead. Did you know that?


MARTIN. What?




SASHA. I know. It’s unbelievable. They kill their dead.


MARTIN. But they’re already dead.


SASHA. No… their wounded. They kill their wounded.


ANNE. It’s disgusting. They give four-year-old children guns that look like toys and send them to the front.


MARTIN. Like toy guns?


ANNE. No, but they’re real.


SASHA. Gun toys. They’d be called gun toys, wouldn’t they?


ANNE. Well, it doesn’t matter what –


SASHA. Rather than toy guns.


ANNE. They’re disgusting. Is the point. They make children – our soldiers have to shoot children. I mean, how do you do that? How do you shoot a child? It’s a nightmare.


MARTIN. Yeah. They’re smaller targets, aren’t they?


ANNE. Morally, I mean.


MARTIN. Oh, yeah. As well.


Beat.


And the football team.


ANNE. I don’t follow football.


MARTIN. They killed our football team.


SASHA. Oh… did I hear about that?


MARTIN. There’s supposed to be a football game, right? Blues v Greys. But the Greys have got virtually no league players and are shit, so they’re doing things like getting like a postman to be in goal and, anyway, we kick off and they kill our team. Like gun ’em down.


SASHA. Oh my God!


MARTIN. And the worst bit is then they say that counts as a win. So they declare a victory, but –


ANNE. That’s appalling.




MARTIN. I know. It’s bollocks.


ANNE walks to the end of a corridor.


Beat.


SASHA. Would you do a dance class, Martin?


MARTIN. Oh. Um… do I have to decide now?


SASHA. No. Just… ever.


MARTIN. Um… no. I’d do a warm-down.


COLONEL HUGGINS enters with a clipboard from the other end of the corridor from ANNE.


HUGGINS. Which one of you is Martin Reece? It’s the man, isn’t it?


MARTIN. Yes, it is, sir.


HUGGINS. You shouldn’t be here.


ANNE. He lost one of his forms, sir.


HUGGINS. Thank you, I’m talking to him. You need to look after your forms, Reece, you cretin.


MARTIN. Sorry, I –


HUGGINS (reads something). Wait, I see what it is. We already have a Martin Reece. In the war. So we couldn’t process you till you changed your name. You need to change your name.


MARTIN. Oh, right. To what?


HUGGINS. Anything you like.


MARTIN. So… Martin R… Raass or –


HUGGINS. Quickly.


MARTIN. Neil. Hill.


COLONEL HUGGINS takes out a spare yellow form.


HUGGINS. Neil Hill. Okay, so fill this out as Neil Hill.


(To ANNE.) Now I’m talking to you. You are?




ANNE. Anne Croft, sir. I’m a doctor.


HUGGINS. Got your forms, doc?


ANNE. Yes, I have. They’re in my –


ANNE roots around for them. SASHA holds out her form.


HUGGINS. Look for them then. Who are you?


SASHA. Sasha Patrick. Dance teacher.


HUGGINS takes her form.


HUGGINS. Okay. Listen up. Firstly, a warm welcome. You’ve timed this bloody well. The next surge is believed to be the last, so you shouldn’t have to stick around too long. Sorry about having to jump out of the chopper, but the landing platform’s on loan to a film set. My name’s Colonel Huggins. I’m the guy who gets you where you need to be, when you need to be. There. From here you go down the corridor where you get equipment, haircut if required, and transfer to your final destination. Any questions?


ANNE and SASHA put up their hands.


ANNE. When’s the briefing, Colonel?


HUGGINS. What do you think that was?


(To SASHA.) Yes?


SASHA. Is a haircut required for – ?


HUGGINS. Not for dance teachers, no.


ANNE. That was the briefing, sir?


HUGGINS. Found your form yet, doctor?


ANNE. No, not –


HUGGINS. So look for it then. Stop being a pain in the arse. Here are the rules. Do not lose these.


He passes around three pink cards with text on. They read them. MARTIN raises his hand.


SASHA. I didn’t know there’d be rules.




HUGGINS. Read them later. Yes, Neil?


Beat.


Your name’s Neil now, Martin.


MARTIN. Oh sorry, yeah, um, so what should I put under ‘attributes and or qualities’, sir?


HUGGINS. Exactly that, Neil. List your skills, et cetera. Don’t be gay about it.


MARTIN. Right, so –


HUGGINS. Be as confident as you can.


SASHA. No shooting at unidentified targets?


HUGGINS. Exactly. Rule four. Read them later.


SASHA. I wouldn’t do that anyway – no alcohol?


HUGGINS. Read. Them. Later.


MARTIN finishes his form. He holds it up.


MARTIN. I’ve finished, Colonel, um…


HUGGINS (taking it off him). Colonel Huggins. Doctor Pain-in-the-arse, have you got yours?


ANNE finds her form, HUGGINS takes it and looks at the clipboard.


Thank you. Now, if you want to make your way to the storeroom for – hang on, Doctor Arse-ache, you’re no longer getting a flight to the hospital. Your seat’s had to be given to the bloke who broke his leg in the jump.


ANNE. Right, so what do I – ?


HUGGINS. You’re getting a coach to the intersection, where you’ll be temporarily housed before getting the truck.


ANNE. Which truck, sir?


HUGGINS. It comes on Thursdays.


ANNE. I have to wait till Thursday?




HUGGINS. And keep an eye out for it, cos if you don’t flag it down it won’t stop.


ANNE. And it’ll take me to a hospital?


HUGGINS. No, it’ll take you up the arse. Right, have a good one, guys and girls. If you can’t be good, be careful. Rule eight.


SASHA consults the card. HUGGINS opens the doors.


SASHA. Is that really rule eight?


HUGGINS. No, it’s not. Good luck. It should be over soon. Then you can get home and swan around the pub showing off your medals and boring the crap out of people.


SASHA. We get a medal?


HUGGINS. Uh-huh. Once it’s over. Which it will be after the next surge. It’s only a matter of –


FATHER MICHAEL. Money.


Scene Three


This scene carries on continuously. ANNE is now with FATHER MICHAEL, fifty, who wears army fatigues, but with a dog collar. He holds his rifle upright. ANNE holds hers to her eye, on lookout. They stand in a circle of sandbags.


FATHER MICHAEL. You know what I’m saying? Lift the lid on this thing, you know, what’s underneath? More lids. Shitloads of lids at every level. Keep lifting the lids, yeah, what’s under the lowest one? Money. Step back, you realise you’ve been staring at a fucking piggy bank. I shit you not. You think there’s ideas or morals or, you know, factors? You’re dreaming, mate. The bigger the pig, the harder it is to see. That’s what they’ve realised. Get people close enough to the skin, they think it’s human. And they are killing people. Executing our own people to make the numbers make sense.



They don’t care who. They don’t care who we are or what we are cos they’re too busy counting us. I’m serious. It’s managerial. You with me?
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