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Note on Text 
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Scene One 
2022. 
Rural east Estonia, near the border with Russia. Morning, almost total darkness. There are 

objects just visible in the gloom but it’s not possible to see what they actually are. FIND-
LAY, standing alone in uniform and with her weapon. Alert, watching. CORMACK en-
ters, moves towards her cautiously. FINDLAY becomes aware of her; acknowledges her 
presence. CORMACK arrives next to FINDLAY.  

CORMACK. Quietly. You OK? 
FINDLAY. Yeah, you OK? 
FINDLAY adjusts her weapon as if she is going to move away.   
CORMACK. Don’t go anywhere, we’re on stand two.  
FINDLAY. Right. OK.  
CORMACK. Enemy movements.  
CORMACK gets into position next to FINDLAY.  
CORMACK. OC said stay alert. 
FINDLAY. I’m alert to fuck mate. 
CORMACK. Maximum alertitude.  
Beat. 
FINDLAY. After everything we’ve been through - it’s really happening. 
CORMACK. It’s no how I expected it to be. Here -  
FINDLAY. (Suppressing a grin.) Aye, aye. 
Outnumbered by a bunch of Russians. 
CORMACK. No clue what happens next.  
FINDLAY. Not a scooby.  
CORMACK adjusts the SUSAT night sight on her rifle.  
CORMACK. This kit is incredible. 
Sound of something in the darkness - footsteps, they both tense. CORMACK suddenly grabs 

FINDLAY’s by the shoulders. 
I know you can do this! 
FINDLAY. I won’t let you down. 
Suddenly the lights come up. DAVIES is standing at a doorway with her hand on the light 

switch, staring at them. They are in a room with bunk beds and a curtained window. It’s 
the women’s sleeping quarters in a NATO army base. 

DAVIES. The hell you two playing at?  
FINDLAY and CORMACK let each other go hastily, adjusting their weapons, trying to act 

casual.  
FINDLAY. Practicing our night vision. 
DAVIES. Right. Good for you. It’s not night though is it?  
If you’re that bored waiting take a look at this. 
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She strides over to the window. She pulls up the blackout blind and nods to the yard below. 
CORMACK and FINDLAY join her.  
CORMACK. Who is she? 
FINDLAY peering. DAVIES makes space for her to see better. 
FINDLAY. She’s intelligence! You think they’re planning something? 
DAVIES. Please Christ Jesus let us go out on that op.  
If there even is an op.  
CORMACK. Aye she’s probably just here to tell us again how we canna be trusted with our 

own phones. Daft nonsense. 
FINDLAY.  Info ops is still warfare Ali. 
CORMACK. But it could be anything, it’s so vague man. 
FINDLAY. No it’s no. Russians are totally wily, they’ve got bots in every corner of the web. 
CORMACK. (Amused) Bots. 
FINDLAY. Bots are web robots. They run automated tasks. 
CORMACK. Yeah, but bots. 
FINDLAY stares at her. 
DAVIES. You two make no sense.  
CORMACK. We bonded young mate. 
FINDLAY. Age ten. She was on a bike wearing this ludicrous outfit of tutu an trackies an 

those plastic wee jelly shoes. She’s trying tay do tricks/ 
CORMACK. Danny MacAskill. 
FINDLAY. Truly no. 
An she asked me if I wanted a shot. 
DAVIES. Class. 
FINDLAY. She haunds me the bike, lets me do some wheelies. 
CORMACK. You broke that bike. 
FINDLAY. I know man, I’m sorry. 
CORMACK. And now here we are in Russia. 
DAVIES. Jesus Christ. 
FINDLAY. Estonia. 
CORMACK. Aye same difference.  
DAVIES. Truly not. 
FINDLAY. It used tay be Russia. 
CORMACK. Say’s who? Can’t believe any cunt these days. 
FINDLAY. Says actual maps and factual history. 
DAVIES. Did you seriously not listen/ 
CORMACK. Wheesht, I know where am a. 
Which is more than most of these locals. 
Here we are guarding a three-hunner kilometre border and nae cunt seems to know where it 

starts or finishes. 
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FINDLAY. We’re British mate, I don’t think we should be giving out advice on border eti-
quette.  

DAVIES. That border is the least of our worries.  
CORMACK. Back on topic of the giant Russian army? 
DAVIES. There’s ten of them to every one of us! 
FINDLAY. Well, I guess that’s what happens when Trump pulls out. 
Beat. They all look at each other, disgusted. 
When the USA pulls out. The USA. Of NATO. Ugh! 
They try to get the image out of their minds.  
CORMACK. If there’s no op we could kick things off for ourselves. 
With some manipulation. 
Russia style. Botty style. 
Send a weird text to Major Ahrens. Then it’ll be all action stations. 
FINDLAY. How am a gonna send a text you daft cunt, laser vision? 
CORMACK. Davies can use her Estonian to get us a burner phone. 
DAVIES. (Russian accent) Burner phone, da. 
FINDLAY. Get some fake news made.  
CORMACK. Aye we can sneak ower the border, take those mental lassies they hate - riot 

fanny/ 
FINDLAY. Pussy riot/ 
DAVIES. Pussy? 
FINDLAY. Don’t you start. 
CORMACK. Footage of us sneaking some anti Putin pussy ower the border - 
FINDLAY. Get it broadcast - 
DAVIES. Get some Russian reaction - 
CORMACK. Get it fucking going. 
DAVIES. Cos if it doesn’t/ 
CORMACK. Aye a fight or a fuck; one or the other man. I’m in need.  
If I dinnay get something soon I’m gonna/ 
DAVIES. (Challenging her.) You’re gonna what? 
The sound of an electric saw outside. They all peer out of the window again.  
Is that O’Connor? Using a saw with no protection? 
FINDLAY. Ha! He’s pea cocking for the intelligence bird. 
DAVIES notices CORMACK’s focus on the men below. 
DAVIES. No gloves. No visor.  
Looking directly at CORMACK.  
No t-shirt.  
CORMACK hears her tone and glances up. She holds DAVIES gaze but says nothing. 
Dangerous.  
CORMACK. Mebbe he’ll pop his kecks off next. 
DAVIES. Angry. Christ woman, you learnt nothing! 
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Beat. The tension holds.  
DAVIES nods at the SUSATs and addresses CORMACK. 
Aren’t you supposed to be returning those? 
CORMACK. Aye, at eleven. 
FINDLAY. Mate it’s quarter past! 
CORMACK. What? 
DAVIES. Christ.  
FINDLAY. That was your job! 
CORMACK. OK, OK, it’s no biggie/ 
FINDLAY. Aye it is. We’re being watched like lab rats fae every angle, and you want the 

first notable thing we do is to be late for parade?  
CORMACK. Well it’s me who’ll be/ 
FINDLAY. No, it’s no -  
ARMSTRONG enters, buzzing with delight. He doesn’t notice the atmosphere. 
Alright mate. 
CORMACK. Hey Brian. 
ARMSTRONG. You lassies are gonna love this.  
He clowns for a second, grinning; then takes a step back and nonchalantly leans against the 

wall. 
FINDLAY. What? 
He shrugs, pretends to be inspecting his hands. 
CORMACK. Come on! 
FINDLAY and DAVIES turn away, bored. After a couple more beats CORMACK turns away 

too - he’s lost them. 
ARMSTRONG. We’re going out man! 
DAVIES. What! 
CORMACK: Yaldi! 
He nods towards the window. 
ARMSTRONG. With yon Intelligence Captain. High profile. 
ARMSTRONG turns to leave, then turns back and nods at the SUSATs on the weapons the 

women are holding, 
And it’s a night time patrol - so you’ll be needing those. 

Scene Two 
The same day, mid-morning. A field used as a training ground in a NATO army base, rural 
east Estonia, near the border with Russia. 
FINDLAY, CORMACK, DAVIES, ARMSTRONG and ADEYEMI take part in a training 
movement sequence. It develops into a rehearsal for a patrol. FINDLAY, CORMACK, 
DAVIES and ARMSTRONG take up patrol positions, with ADEYEMI watching. 
ADEYEMI. Too slow, Armstrong, much too slow. You’re leaving Davies exposed.  

 The SQUADDIES move as a group. 
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 Cormack, you’re off by about thirty degrees. Adjust yourself. Good.  
 Davies, come in a bit lower. And faster. Better. 
 Everyone, check your positions. Check again. 
 They make adjustments. 
 All right. Relax. 
 You all need to be faster. And you’re still leaving your arses hanging out. 
Right. Ready? 

FINDLAY, CORMACK, DAVIES and ARMSTRONG confirm with nods etc. ADEYEMI 
exits. The others smarten themselves up, getting ready. ADEYEMI and SANDS enter. 

This is Captain Sands. 
Privates Armstrong - 

ARMSTRONG braces up. 
Findlay - 
FINDLAY braces up. 
Cormack - 

CORMACK braces up. 
Davies. 
DAVIES braces up. ADEYEMI indicates they can sit and they do so. 
SANDS. So. 

 This is a night-time reconnaissance to investigate possible military activity in the border 
area.  

 I know that it’s usually one of my team that would come on patrol, but I need to see this 
for myself. 

 The only civilians we’ve noticed around here till now are the local farmers and their fam-
ilies. But there has been evidence of activity in the forest that looks like the normal pat-
tern of life has changed. 

 Could be the local teenagers having parties.  

 Could be homeless people setting up camp. 
 Or it could be covert meetings. 
 Pro-Russian locals and Russian army.  
 We need to know. 

 Most men round here are farmers and tend to dress accordingly. What does that mean? 
 FINDLAY’s hand goes up. 
SANDS. Findlay. 
FINDLAY. Civilian footwear. Nay tattoos. 

SANDS. Right. 
And does anyone want to tell me what they picked up from the warning order? 
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 Beat. 
FINDLAY. Leaving at twenty hundred hours an moving at four kilometres per hour in dark-

ness, we can cover ten kilometres arrive at our destination at zero three hundred hours.  
 Moon state, one quarter waxing. So very dark. 
SANDS. Good. Anything else? 
FINDLAY. Forestation is medium density. Average temperature at night, eight degrees. Av-

erage precipitation twenty-five per cent. 
ADEYEMI. Cormack. Talk us through the navigation points. What grid reference are we 

getting to? 
 CORMACK can’t find her notebook. 
SANDS. Where are your notes? No? Come on then Armstrong. 
ADEYEMI (to CORMACK). See me after. 
ARMSTRONG. E4. 
ADEYEMI. Correct. 
SANDS. Armstrong, you are the section 2IC and in command of the multiple, correct? 
ARMSTRONG. Aye Ma’am. 
ADEYEMI. How many kilometres till we get to the edge of the forest? 
ARMSTRONG. Two an a half. 
ADEYEMI. Where are our report lines? 
 DAVIES and ARMSTRONG flipping through their notebooks, trying to read their own 

writing, FINDLAY has hers closed. ADEYEMI is watching. FINDLAY makes a decision 
not to wait anymore.  

FINDLAY. End of the forest section – Polar, jus before we jump ower the stream – Cinna-
mon, an at final destination – Grizzly.  

ADEYEMI. So we’re not expecting anything to happen out there.  
 But let’s go over the actions on as practice.  
 Actions on illumination? 
 Anyone? 
ARMSTRONG. Take immediate cover. 
ADEYEMI. In a shit pit if necessary. And illuminations would include? 
FINDLAY. Car headlights, house lights, enemy flare. 
ADEYEMI. Actions on coming under fire? 
FINDLAY. Go down intay cover, look fay the enemy, wait fay fire tay cease, make sure nay 

more fire incoming an then proceed. 
ADEYEMI. Correct. We do not want to get involved in contact with anybody. Understood? 

Everyone clear? 
ALL. Yes, Sarge. 
ADEYEMI. Captain Sands, anything else before we move on? 
SANDS. Yes. Remember to be aware of any conversations, people or situations that strike 

you as out of the ordinary. And a reminder about social-media accounts. They could hack 
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electric toothbrushes if they wanted to.  
No slip-ups please.  

ADEYEMI. Thank you Ma’am. Patrol dismissed. 
SANDS. Good. Sergeant Adeyemi, can we? 
ADEYEMI. Ma’am. 
ADEYEMI and SANDS step aside and speak out of earshot – finessing the details of the pa-
trol.  
The SQUADDIES checking their kit, weapons, rations etc.  
ARMSTRONG: I’ve got meatballs / 
FINDLAY. Aye I’ve heard that about you. 
ARMSTRONG. Macaroni an pasta. 
DAVIES. Macaroni is pasta darlin. 
CORMACK has rolled up her trousers and is inspecting her leg. 
FINDLAY. What’s going on wi yer shiny shins mate? 
CORMACK. I dunno. 
 Beat. 
FINDLAY. Let’s see. 
 FINDLAY goes to CORMACK and has a close look. 
 Looks like you’ve picked up a tick. 
CORMACK. Shite.  
 ARMSTRONG has finished packing his bag. CORMACK finds some tweezers in her kit 

bag and hands them to FINDLAY, who begins work on removing the tick. 
ARMSTRONG. I think ye’re supposed tay use Vaseline. 
FINDLAY. What? 
ARMSTRONG. Suffocates them, then youse pull them out when they’re deid. 
FINDLAY (to CORMACK). Mate, you got any lubricant? 
CORMACK grinning. 
FINDLAY. (Pulling it out.) There you go. 
CORMACK. Oh what a beast! 
ARMSTRONG. Gee us. 
FINDLAY hands him the tick. 
ARMSTRONG. Oh Christ, that’s so big I can see the glint a Lyme disease in its eyes.  
FINDLAY. Could be worse. Couple I know went hiking an got ticks in their bits. 
Had tay extract them fay each other.  
DAVIES. That’s a romance-killer. 
FINDLAY. Darn tootin. Tweezers out, trousers down, I’m never gonnay look at yer genitals 

the same way again.  
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ARMSTRONG. They could a done wi the Vaseline tip. 
CORMACK. Imagine, ticks in yer fanny. 
DAVIES. No thanks. 
CORMACK. Embedded in yer fl– / 
FINDLAY. Mate! 
 ARMSTRONG taken his sock off and is waving his foot around. CORMACK inspects his 

foot. 
ARMSTRONG. Cormack? 
FINDLAY. Oh, Christ. No this again. 
 Fucking wean. 
CORMACK. Ah, leave him alone. 
FINDLAY. He’s treating you like his mammy. 
ARMSTRONG. She’s good wi feet. 
(To CORMACK.) Do I need crutches? 
 You bitches could be ma crutches. 
FINDLAY. Oi! 
CORMACK. Yer toes are fine. Put yer boot back on. 

 He puts his boot back on. 
DAVIES: (To CORMACK) So? 
CORMACK. So what? 
FINDLAY (to CORMACK).  Your notebook - has McLeish been hiding yer stuff again? 
 CORMACK ignores her. 
DAVIES. You need to tell him to fuck off.  
ARMSTRONG. Mebbe it’s time we telt someone.  
FINDLAY. No. 
ARMSTRONG. How? 
FINDLAY. We need tay know it ends cos they learnt tay respect us, no cos they were telt. 
DAVIES. Respect? 
This is McLeish and O’Connor we’re talking about. McLeish doesn’t need tay respect us. 

He’s the fucking soldier’s soldier. 
FINDLAY. Sure, but when/ 
DAVIES. But nothing! They all think he’s God’s gift.  
ADEYEMI approaches. 
ADEYEMI (to CORMACK). What was all that about? It’s not like you to be slack with 

your kit. 
 Beat. 
 Anything I should know? 
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FINDLAY. No Sarge! 
CORMACK. No, Sergeant Adeyemi. Sorry, Sergeant Adeyemi.  
ADEYEMI. All right.  
You were asked. 
 ADEYEMI nods to the SQUADDIES letting them know that they can leave: ARM-

STRONG, CORMACK and DAVIES exit. FINDLAY is about to go but before she can 
SANDS enters. She indicates to ADEYEMI that she’d like to speak to FINDLAY alone. 

ADEYEMI. Ma’am. 
ADEYEMI exits.SANDS and FINDLAY alone. 
SANDS. I was told you and Private Cormack were childhood friends. 
FINDLAY. Aye Ma’am. 
SANDS. And you both made it into infantry. That’s quite something.  
FINDLAY. Aye Ma’am. 
SANDS. Glasgow’s a very friendly place. 
FINDLAY. Greenock Ma’am. We’re fay Greenock. 
SANDS. Ahah. 
You pay attention, don’t you Private Findlay? 
FINDLAY. Yes, Ma’am. 
SANDS. Also – I’ve seen your shooting scores. They’re marksmanship standard.  
FINDLAY. My shooting –  
thank you, Ma’am.  
 Beat. 
SANDS. Have you ever sat an IQ test? 
FINDLAY (bursts out laughing). Sorry Ma’am. 
SANDS (smiling). I’ll take that as a no. 
 Would you like to? 
FINDLAY (emphatically). No thanks! Ma’am. 
SANDS. So, you haven’t thought about career progression? 
FINDLAY. Ma’am? 
SANDS. Because the others defer to you. 
 I’ve noticed. 
 Beat. 
 Any thoughts on becoming an officer? It might suit you – Sandhurst. There’s a route you 

could take. 
FINDLAY. Sandhurst? 
SANDS. Yes. 
FINDLAY. Ooft. 
SANDS. I know, it’s a very formal place. But you’d be surprised. 
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 I went there, and I wasn’t sure. But turns out, you just spend a whole year learning new 
things. 

 Beat. 
FINDLAY. Why me Ma’am?  
SANDS. I think you’ve got what it takes. 
FINDLAY. Thanks Ma’am. But I reckoned I’d work ma way up.  
 Sergeant, then mebbe RSM one day. Mebbe.  
SANDS. Sure. And nothing wrong with that. 
 But what I’m talking about is commissioned officer rank – gives you the future chance of 

a commanding officer role.  
FINDLAY. OK. Wow.  

I appreciate that Ma’am, thanks. 
 But it’s no fay me. 
 I love – being part of a team. 
SANDS. You’d still be part of a team, but you’d be leading it. 
FINDLAY. Aye I get that.  
SANDS. I’ve made you uncomfortable. 
FINDLAY. I jus no sure why/ 
SANDS. I’m asking? 
Because I arrive and disappear. Swoop in, do my job and sometimes I’m gone in forty eight 

hours. So if I want to communicate something I can’t hang about. Also coming in and out 
means I have fresh eyes on a situation, on a regiment. I may see something that isn’t quite 
right, that has become a blind spot to the people involved because its become familiar.  

Beat. 
FINDLAY. No quite right? 
SANDS. For example, someone who stands out because their qualities mean they’ve al-

ready exceeded the limits of the role they’re in. 
FINDLAY. That’s really – thank you.  
Thing is but, I’ve got the golden ticket here Ma’am. 
Work with ma pals doing something I love. 
Something I think’s important. 
I feel at haime. I’m happy. 
So - thank you - but I think I’ll stay where I am. 
SANDS. I understand. You’ve just arrived after all. Give it some time, keep it in mind. 

Okay? 
FINDLAY. Thank you Ma’am. 
 FINDLAY exits as ADEYEMI re-enters. 
ADEYEMI. All good Ma’am? 
SANDS. Yes.  
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 Beat. 
 I see Cormack’s struggling. 
ADEYEMI. Not at all Ma’am. 
SANDS. She didn’t have her notebook.  
ADEYEMI. Yeah, bad timing – but she’s normally very organised. 
 Beat. 
SANDS. Sergeant Adeyemi, I overheard them at the end there. 
 Sounded like there’s an ongoing issue. 
 Beat. 
ADEYEMI. Couple of the lads in C platoon have an attitude problem. 
SANDS. But nothing’s been reported? 
ADEYEMI. Nope. 
SANDS. They don’t want to stand out. 
ADEYEMI. They won’t even tell me. 
SANDS. I’m not surprised. 
 It’s shameful, not being able to solve these things yourself. 
 They want to earn your respect.  
ADEYEMI. Yeah. 
SANDS. What do you think it consists of? 
ADEYEMI. I dunno, you know - girls won’t say. 

 Had some problems before in the platoon but I stamped on it hard. But it’s like whac-a-
mole, innit? Smash it down in one place and it sticks its ugly head up somewhere else.  

 Beat. 
 I want the girls to tell me. 
SANDS. What’s your best guess? 
ADEYEMI. Cormack seems to be a target. Someone’s hiding her stuff. 
 There’s sometimes obscene graffiti in the toilets. 
 They’re playing music with – dirty lyrics when they know the girls are about to arrive in 

the NAAFI. 
 Leaving porn playing on laptops. 
 I don’t even know what else. 

 And I don’t know who’s leading it – it’ll only be a couple  
of them.  

 But it only takes a couple of them. 
SANDS (ruefully). So the cultural change and leadership programme hasn’t quite worked 

then? 
ADEYEMI (adopting the same tone). Not quite. 
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SANDS. I know I’m a different cap badge, and I’m only here for a couple of weeks, but can 
I do anything to help? 

ADEYEMI. Thanks Ma’am, but you know how it is, needs to be sorted in our battalion. 
SANDS. Of course. 
ADEYEMI. You know what – I’m gonna speak to my Sergeant Major again.  
SANDS. Good – so you should. 
ADEYEMI. They’ve got good careers ahead of them if this nonsense stops. 
SANDS. Have they? 
 Beat. 
ADEYEMI. Ma’am? 
SANDS. Sergeant Adeyemi, they’ve clearly worked hard. But of those three at least one of 

them will end up leaving early. We both know that. 
SANDS walks towards the exit. 
ADEYEMI. (Just before she leaves he makes a decision.) They passed all the tests, Ma’am.  
Pauses with her back to him. SANDS stops and considers ADEYEMI.  
SANDS. That won’t stop them getting injured. 
ADEYEMI. There’s lads in this platoon that struggle with their fitness. Some barely scraped 

the entry tests. Those three? They have put every ounce of everything they’ve got into 
this. I’ve never seen anything like it. Resilient doesn’t even cover it. Ma’am.  

SANDS. The reports show explicitly that the injury rate is going to be very high for these 
women, over time.  

 They’re twenty years old.  
 They aren’t thinking beyond Christmas let alone how their lives will pan out. 
 What happens to them when they can’t be soldiers any more because of the pain they’re 

in? 
 Can’t do the sports they love. Maybe struggle with childbirth. Life-long pain.  
 Beat. 
ADEYEMI. They’ve been taught how to look after themselves. 
SANDS. Which will benefit them. 
 But you can’t change how their bodies are built.  
    She picks up her bergen. 
This is a man’s backpack. Designed for a man. Dimensions, strap length, strap location - all 
for your average man. What does that say? 

ADEYEMI. Granted that’s not good, but I’m with them every day, I might not know what 
the other lads are saying but I know what kind of people they are. I know what they’re 
capable of. 

SANDS. What they want to be capable of. 
ADEYEMI. Ma’am, the only thing that’s going to stop them reaching their potential as sol-

diers is starting to believe they can’t do it. 
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 Starting to believe the drip, drip, drip that they’ll never be quite as good as the men. 
SANDS. You really believe in them. 
ADEYEMI. Yes, I believe in them. 
 You know what it’s like to have assumptions made about you twenty-four-seven. 
 Gets in your head. 
 Then you blame yourself for having let it get in your head. 
 Then you have to fight hating yourself. 
 Then you have to build yourself up again. 
 It’s – a lot of work. 
 Course they’re capable of it. 
 But too much negativity and it’s gonna stop them performing. 
SANDS.  Well put. 
But they deserve to know the facts. 
I think they shouldn’t get their hopes up about how long this is all actually going to last for 

them. 
ADEYEMI. They know themselves. 
SANDS. They’re only twenty Sergeant Adeyemi. 
ADEYEMI. They’re soldiers Ma’am, they’re bloody good soldiers. 

Scene Three 

The forested border of Estonia and Russia, on the reconnaissance patrol. The same 
day, very late at night. FINDLAY and CORMACK huddle at the edge of a clearing. 

FINDLAY (on her in-ear radio). Whisky three zero send over. (Listens.) Roger. 
Whisky three zero out. (To CORMACK.) About two minutes till they’re here. 

CORMACK is rocking from foot to foot in discomfort. 

 Sands is staying wi the guys at the front. 

This is a full on forest, eh?  I guess Scotland used to be like this.

CORMACK. Scotland is like this, you fud. Here, hold this.

CORMACK holds out her weapon to FINDLAY who takes it from her. CORMACK 
pulls her trousers down and squats down to pee with evident relief.

FINDLAY (irritated). This’d better no be when conflict starts. I’m no having you 
sent haime cos you got shot in the arse. 

CORMACK. I’m more worried some insect’s gonna climb up ma stream. 

FINDLAY. Uh-uh. They dinnay do that. Ticks are the ones tay watch out fay. 

CORMACK. Ach, it wasnay that bad. 

!14



FINDLAY. Mate, you know what Lyme disease is?  

CORMACK. When you drink tay much Lilt? 

FINDLAY. It’ll be less fucking funny when ye’re hospitalised. 

 CORMACK stops peeing, pulls up her trousers and stands. 

 You’ve pished on yer kecks. 

CORMACK (looks down. Not concerned). Oh aye. 

 What did Sands want? 

FINDLAY. She’s aw intay me being a commissioned officer – Sandhurst. 

CORMACK. Fuck up! 

FINDLAY. Aye. 

CORMACK. That’s amazin! 

FINDLAY. Oh come on, we jus got here. It’s bullshit. 

CORMACK. No, it’s no. 

FINDLAY. What’s the big mad hurry anyway? 

 ARMSTRONG and DAVIES enter. 

FINDLAY. Gents. 

CORMACK. Ladies. 

ARMSTRONG. How’s it hanging? 

FINDLAY. Jus enjoying the nature, you know. 

ARMSTRONG (on his in-ear radio, to ADEYEMI). Romeo two eight send over. 
Roger. Romeo two eight out.  

 Said couple more minutes then we’d be moving on. 

 This night-time nonsense is playing havoc wi ma vitamin D levels. 

 I need some sun, man.  

DAVIES. Faliraki. 

FINDLAY. You know what? I dinnay gie a fuck where we go next, as long as there’s 
nay goats. 

CORMACK. Those rancid goats.  

DAVIES. Aw, but those goats love Armstrong, don’t they mate? Did you two know 
this? Dunno what he’s been doing to those goats man, but see every time we walk 
past them, they all pick up their weird little heads and start bleating, then they’re 
all making maximum speed in our direction like we’ve got fuckin goat nip in our 
pockets. What do you do to them? 
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ARMSTRONG. Dr Dolittle isn’t it? Animals jus love me. 

CORMACK. That’s no love mate. Ye’re a goat-groper. 

FINDLAY. That’s exactly it. They can tell he’s shag hungry an they come running 
ower. 

DAVIES. So it’s goats does it for you, eh, Armstrong? Personally, my thing is a girl 
who doesn’t speak a word of English and looks good touching her toes. That’s just 
my thing.  

ARMSTRONG. Mine’s a peachy arse. Cannay beat a peachy arse.  

 Beat. 

 Those goats have stunning arses.  

 (Into his radio). Romeo two eight send, over – (Listens.) Romeo two eight out. (To 
the others.) Right we’re moving. 

 They move off and arrive at the edge of a clearing. They train their night visions 
on what’s ahead, and see a car, abandoned, in the middle of the clearing. 

Civilian vehicle.  

CORMACK. Why is that there? 

FINDLAY. Is anyone in it? 

ARMSTRONG. I cannay see anyone. 

DAVIES. Na, me neither. 

ARMSTRONG. Jus abandoned then? 

DAVIES. It’s a brand new car. Don’t leave that lying around in the forest.  

CORMACK. Mebbe it’s / 

 Sound of a baby crying. 

FINDLAY. Listen! 

ARMSTRONG. What is that? 

DAVIES. Is it an animal? 

CORMACK. Sounds like a wean. 

DAVIES. Is it in the car? 

ARMSTRONG (on the radio to Adeyemi). Hello whisky three zero this is romeo 
two eight. We’ve found a civilian vehicle, possibly occupied. Twenty metres west 
of Cinnamon. 

 Over. 

 Listening, trying again. 
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 The boss is out of range. 

 The baby crying. 

CORMACK. That wean’s no happy. What do we do? 

FINDLAY. Don’t do anything. Jus wait.  

CORMACK. What fay? 

FINDLAY. Till we get hold of Adeyemi. 

DAVIES. There’s smoke. 

CORMACK. Oh Christ, the fuel tank –  

FINDLAY. It’s no gonna blow up, is it? 

 Clare? 

DAVIES. I’ve no idea, not from over here. 

ARMSTRONG (trying again with the radio). Fucking radios. 

 He moves a couple of steps away from the others, trying to get ADEYEMI on the 
radio. The baby crying. CORMACK starts to move across the clearing. 

FINDLAY. Stop. 

 ARMSTRONG turns and sees what CORMACK is doing, hesitates, tries to work 
out whether he should stay close to the others or try and get the radio to work.  

CORMACK. If there’s a chance, even a wee one, that car’s gonna blow we should 
go an get the wean. 

FINDLAY. Disagree. It could be some kinda set-up. 

CORMACK. We cannay wait tay find out. 

FINDLAY. We have tay, Cormack. 

 CORMACK shakes her head and continues to move across the clearing. ARM-
STRONG’s continued dilemma.  

ARMSTRONG. Private Cormack! 

 CORMACK pauses and turns. The baby wails again. 

CORMACK: Davies, could it blow? 

DAVIES: Yes. Get back in position. 

CORMACK looks at Findlay. FINDLAY shakes her head. 

CORMACK. I’m going. 

 CORMACK continues walking. 

FINDLAY. Alison – don’t. 
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 CORMACK ignores her and continues across the clearing. 

DAVIES. Come back –  

 CORMACK reaches inside the car and lifts something small. 

ARMSTRONG. She’s got something. She’s got the baby! Oh Cormack, you legend. 

 CORMACK straightens up, holding the thing she’s picked up. She turns towards 
them.  

FINDLAY. It’s no real. It’s – it’s a doll.  

 It’s no real! 

DAVIES. A doll? 

 Suddenly there is incoming gunfire from the direction of the border.  

CORMACK (dropping down to a squatting position). Oh fuck! 

 The others react instantly – ARMSTRONG makes a decision and runs off a cou-
ple of metres to try and get a signal for the radio; DAVIES and FINDLAY drop 
down and aim their weapons towards the border. 

 ARMSTRONG has got a signal and moves back as close as he can to the others 
while keeping the signal.  

ARMSTRONG. Hello aw stations, contact. East fay across the border area. Several 
shots. Shooter no seen or identified. Foxtrot one nine is exposed. Advise. Send. 
Over.  

FINDLAY slowly gets to a kneeling position then silently signals to Cor-
mack to move to the back of the car. CORMACK moves and she does 
there is another round of gunfire. It’s aimed closer to them. FINDLAY 
signals that it is a rifle and the direction the shots are coming from. 
ARMSTRONG and DAVIES raise their weapons in the direction of the 
shooter. 

FINDLAY. On me!  
Don’t return fire. They’re trying to provoke us. 
If they’d wanted to have killed her they’d have killed her. 

ARMSTRONG is on the radio, his words underscore the action. 

ARMSTRONG. Hello all stations, contact. East from across the border area. 
Several shots. Shooter not seen or identified. Foxtrot one nine is exposed. She’s 
out there in the open. OK. Romeo two eight out. Says use our judgement.  

CORMACK. The car’s really hot. The metal’s hot. I can feel it. 

!18



DAVIES. That’s not good.  

ARMSTRONG and DAVIES look at Findlay. FINDLAY is calculating.  

FINDLAY. (To Davies) Is it going to explode? 

DAVIES: Maybe. 

Suddenly there’s another round of gunfire directly between Cormack and 
Davies, at the front of the car. Flames start to spring from under the bon-
net.  

CORMACK. Oh, Christ man. 

FINDLAY. Stay where you are.  

CORMACK. What’s going on? 

FINDLAY. Stay where you are. Wait it out. 

ARMSTRONG. They’re gonna kill her.  

FINDLAY. Nope.  

They want us to fire. It’s what they want. 

ARMSTRONG. I’m no sitting here while she gets shot in the face. 

FINDLAY. She’s not going to get shot in the face. 

They wait. 

CORMACK. (Quietly) My leg’s wet. 

DAVIES. Smell the liquid. 

CORMACK slowly moves, puts her hand down and touches the liquid, 
brings it back up to her nose. 

CORMACK. It’s petrol.  

FINDLAY. OK, we’ll bring her back. 

ARMSTRONG. Agreed. 

Another burst of gunfire. 

CORMACK. Do something! 

FINDLAY. OK mate, come back, low as you can, fast as you can. Go! 

CORMACK starts moving, more gunfire, this time very near Cormack as 
she runs. 

FINDLAY. Fuck it! 
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FINDLAY takes her time, aims carefully, then shoots. The incoming fire 
ends.  

Scene Four 

The squaddies’ sleeping quarters. The following day, early morning. 

ARMSTRONG, DAVIES, CORMACK and FINDLAY are sitting, waiting. 

FINDLAY. Dinnay start, Davies. 

DAVIES. A fake baby Cormack.  

CORMACK. I cannay believe I fell fay it. 

DAVIES. You and me both! 

FINDLAY. Shutit Davies. No one knew what was going on. 

ARMSTRONG. Can we give it a rest? 

DAVIES. First tour and you disobey orders on because of a baby. That’s not even a 
fucking baby! 

CORMACK. I thought it was real! 

FINDLAY (to CORMACK). You did good mate. (To DAVIES.) An you need tay 
shut it. 

ARMSTRONG. Look lassies, we aw get tay say our piece in a wee minute. So till 
then… can we jus… thank you. 

 Beat. 

DAVIES. So what we gonna do then? 

 Beat. 

CORMACK. What do you mean? 

DAVIES. Are you ready for the fallout? Walked in the NAAFI there and O’Connor 
and that bunch were all – (Cradles a pretend baby and does waa-waa noises.) 

CORMACK. I’ll jus ignore it. 

DAVIES. Oh really, will you? Great. But it’s not just about you, pet lamb. They did 
it to me. 

All of us been tarred with your daft brush. 

FINDLAY. We need tay show a united front. 
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DAVIES. United about what a prick Cormack is? 

FINDLAY. Hey – 

DAVIES. Was it just me out there telling her not to run into no man’s land? 

CORMACK. If you didnay like what I did then we can talk about it. 

DAVIES. Oh, I really don’t like what you did.  

 To the others, this time turning away from CORMACK. 

 Maybe you’re happy with the notion of sitting in the transport, riding towards 
who-knows-what with full hatred coming off the lads. Maybe you think it won’t 
affect you. It fucking will. Huge distraction. You’ll make mistakes I promise. It’s 
dangerous. 

 Beat. 

FINDLAY. We say we think she’s a legend an did the right thing. 

 We say we’re proud of the risk she took. That they can bitch an moan when 
they’ve had their first contact. 

DAVIES. Proud? 

FINDLAY. We need tay stick together an ride this out heids held high. 

DAVIES (to ARMSTRONG). She’s right. 

 We don’t have a choice. 

 We can’t slag her off. They’ll think we’re typical two-faced bitches. 

 Fucked either way eh?  

 Beat. 

FINDLAY. Brian? 

ARMSTRONG. Aye alright, jus thinking ma way through this. 

 Beat. 

 So listen, I’m down wi the she’s-a-hero angle – on one condition. 

FINDLAY. Oh aye? 

ARMSTRONG (nodding at FINDLAY). That youse stop hauling me ower the coals 
fay every wee comment an titty joke I come out wi. 

 Beat. 

FINDLAY. Why the conditions mate? 

ARMSTRONG. Why?  

 Beat. 
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 See the shit I havetay take off them, fay bunking up wi youse? Hanging out wi the 
lassies? 

FINDLAY. So? 

ARMSTRONG. I fight yer corner every day.  

DAVIES. So what, you want a reward? 

ARMSTRONG. You think I wanna be called Briony aw the fucking time? 

 Asked why I’ve no even fingered one of youse yet?  

 Asked if I’ve started ma period yet? 

 Eh? 

DAVIES. Well, now you know what it’s like. So dry your eyes. 

ARMSTRONG. Oi! You want O’Connor in here? Or McLeish? Cos you carry on wi 
that nonsense an I’ll be out of here an you’ll be bunking up wi one of those ani-
mals. That what youse want? You think they’ll let you sleep in peace? 

 A long silence. CORMACK is distracted, searching for something. 

CORMACK. Where the fuck are they? 

 Ma headphones? 

 He’s taken them. He’s been in here. 

 He’s been in ma personal stuff an he’s fucking taken them. 

 I cannay get tay sleep wi out ma tunes an he fucking knows it. I telt him. 

ARMSTRONG. You telt McLeish that? 

CORMACK. Aye that’s why he’s gone an taken them, so I’ll  
no sleep. 

ARMSTRONG. Right, that’s enough. He’s gone too far, coming in here. 

 Let’s you an me go down there an sort this. 

 I’m gonna kick fuck outta him. 

CORMACK. Brian, he’ll kill you. 

 If he doesnay O’Connor definitely will.  

ARMSTRONG. No if we aw go. Come on Davies. 

 They turn to look at her. She is holding up some headphones.  

DAVIES. They’re not red, are they?  

 The others stare at her. 

 Sorry, there was a Swans match on. 
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 Others still staring at her. 

 I wish you could see yourselves. Were you really going to go down there like the 
Dirty Dozen? 

 Amazing. 

ARMSTRONG. Aye me an ma three dirty bitches off tay save the world. 

FINDLAY. Is that one of those filthy comments we’re never allowing you? 

ARMSTRONG. Aye, aye it is. 

FINDLAY.  Bit tame to be honest mate. 

ARMSTRONG. Oh aye? 

 Ever telt you about the first time I pulled the heid off it?  

Tay the notion of Lorraine Kelly? 

FINDLAY. There’s something wrong wi you. 

CORMACK. First person made me come was a happy-hardcore DJ called Kevin. 

FINDLAY. Oh Christ / 

DAVIES. Helen Mirren.  

CORMACK. Who? 

ARMSTRONG. What? 

FINDLAY. You fancy the Queen? 

DAVIES. She’s smoking. Even at seventy.  

 You look at her photos and you can practically smell her pussy. 

 I like those women-of-the-world types. When you first meet them they’re all, 
‘What can you show me, eh?’ And then they leave the scene of the crime all grate-
ful and damp panties – know what I mean? 

ARMSTRONG. So we both intay older women then aye? 

DAVIES. I’m just basically into fanny, Armstrong, not that bothered if it’s young, 
tight and fresh out of school or saggy and sophisticated. It’s all fanny. 

ARMSTRONG. Nay cock ever? 

DAVIES. Never seen the point, really. Sorry mate. 

ARMSTRONG. That’s okay, you lot make great porno, so I’m no bothered. 

CORMACK. Brian, they’re no actually / 

ARMSTRONG. Lesbos?? Jesus mate, give me some credit.  

DAVIES. This waiting’s horrific. They trying to torture us?  

!23



 They look towards the door; FINDLAY tense, ARMSTRONG fidgeting, DAVIES 
pacing. 

ARMSTRONG. If any of youse are interested, Sands is ma type.  

CORMACK. No interested. 

ARMSTRONG. When she’s up there being aw stern. Fucking hell. 

FINDLAY. Officer. 

ARMSTRONG. So? 

FINDLAY. Off limits. 

ARMSTRONG. Really aye? Cos I was gonna ask her come tay Nando’s wi me Sat-
urday. 

FINDLAY. No literally you prick. Davies, come on – 

DAVIES. I’m not gonna police his wank bank darling. 

FINDLAY. Ach, come on, you must be sick as I am of having females get up an be 
all ballin an the first hing the lads say when they’ve exited the room is I would or 
I wouldnay. 

ARMSTRONG. That’s how we do it man! 

FINDLAY. What? 

ARMSTRONG. Cos it pure winds you up. 

FINDLAY. No it’s no, it’s / 

ARMSTRONG. Ach, alright you’ve got me, it’s cos it stops us thinking like our 
mammies are telling us off. Female like her up there, makes us feel like wee peo-
ple again, aw vulnerable – dinnay be cross Mammy. But say they’re a ride an then 
they’re no yer mammy any more. 

FINDLAY. Fucking weans the lot of youse. 

ARMSTRONG. Aye weans with big dangly dicks. 

DAVIES (to ARMSTRONG, low sexy voice). I met your Ma. 

 Beat. 

 When we passed out. 

ARMSTRONG (serious). Back off Davies. 

FINDLAY and CORMACK (whooping). Do it, do it Davies! 

DAVIES. She’s got a lovely… haircut. 

 Beat. 
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 There’s something very – Helen Mirren about her. Must be that she’s regal.  

 DAVIES gestures with her hands – half royal wave, half weighing a pair of tits. 

 Like the Queen. 

ARMSTRONG. She’s a Catholic you cunt. 

CORMACK. She was really kind tay me that day. Could see I was pure nervous on 
parade an she gave me a sweetie. Telt me I looked really smart an tay jus imagine 
the Major naked an I’d be fine. 

DAVIES. You see / 

ARMSTRONG. Aye she’s a lovely lady ma Ma. 

DAVIES. I’d / 

ARMSTRONG. I’m warning you / 

FINDLAY. We’ve found his boundaries, thought he had none. 

ARMSTRONG. Hey, watch yourself, I’m yer Lance Jack, remember? 

CORMACK. Play that card while you can Brian, she’ll be yer boss this time next 
year. 

DAVIES. What’s that now? 

CORMACK. Oh aye. Guess what Sands said tay her? 

FINDLAY. Wheesht. 

CORMACK. Don’t be embarrassed / 

FINDLAY. I’m no / 

CORMACK. They want her tay go tay Sandhurst. 

 Beat. 

ARMSTRONG. Fuck up! 

 Talent-spotted eh. Good fay you, wee genius heid. 

 Beat. 

DAVIES. Well, that’s something isn’t it. 

FINDLAY. I said naw. 

CORMACK. Idiot. 

FINDLAY. I’m no interested. 

CORMACK. Yeah but / 

FINDLAY. Shut up man – seriously. They dinnay wanna hear about it. I dinnay 
wanna hear about it. Christ, why’ve they not come to get us yet, eh? 
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An agitated silence. ARMSTRONG looks at DAVIES, wordlessly asking her to help 
him break the mood. 

ARMSTRONG. What about your Ma then Davies? 

DAVIES. My Mother, whenever she does a fart, a stinker, she pretends it wasn’t her, 
she goes ‘what’d’ya say?’ She’s my idol, that woman. Ho, Findlay, you aspire to be 
like your Ma? 

FINDLAY. Oh definitely. I always wanted tay grow up knackered an bitter. 

DAVIES. Me too, daydreaming of being divorced, skint – 

FINDLAY. Nay time tay see ma mates. 

DAVIES. Only place I’d have any fun would be at work –  

FINDLAY. In a basement – 

DAVIES. Minimum wage – 

FINDLAY. Threat of getting the sack any second – 

DAVIES. Threat of a tit-squeeze from the boss if he caught you alone in the corri-
dor/  

FINDLAY (fake shock). Does that still go on! 

ARMSTRONG. Aye I’m forever feart one of you sex-starved lassies is gonna grab 
ma boabie in the shower block.  

FINDLAY. In yer dreams Brian, like any one of us would go within a mile of any of 
the scummy lads in this platoon - 

 Realising she’s made a mistake. 

DAVIES. Except Ally, of course. 

CORMACK. Christ Davies, it was in basic! I didnay know which company he’d be 
in. I didnay know he’d be in the same platoon as me. An I definitely didnay know 
he’d turn out tay be a pure bully. 

ARMSTRONG. Seriously, mebbe now’s when Adeyemi should be telt what’s going 
on. 

DAVIES. Armstrong. If Sarge digs about he’ll find out she shagged McLeish then all 
our reputations are fucked. 

 No one can ever know Cormack, you’re just gonna have to suck it up. 

 What was the point, eh? What was the point of 4 a.m. marches till you were sick 
on yourself, burpees for breakfast, for a year? Having fish put in your pack for a 
month? The whole lot of them – (Mimes jiggling breasts.) while we’re completing 
an assault course? Hhhhmm?  
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 They’re waiting aren’t they? Half the platoon, half the officers, thousands of old-
timers and twice as many internet trolls – they are all waiting for us to fuck up so 
they can say, ‘Told you so.’ 

 Silence from the others. 

Scene Five 

ADEYEMI’s office, immediately afterwards. 

ALL present. 

SANDS. Let’s start from the beginning. 

 The four SQUADDIES move into the same positions as at the start of Scene 
Three; and move in the same ways or similar as they did in Scene Three – hand 
movements, head turns, the same as they speak their lines. Sometimes they have a 
physical reaction when they are hearing the bullets again – ideally such reactions 
or big movement changes (such as dropping to the ground) are identical in each 
character and carried out by all of them simultaneously. 

CORMACK. We was moving forward, observing our surroundings as we went.  

SANDS. And there was nothing out of the ordinary at this point?  

DAVIES. Trees were thinning out, so we stopped to check what was ahead. 

ARMSTRONG. Saw an abandoned car through the night visions. It worried me. 

CORMACK. Thought it was a weird place tay leave a car. 

FINDLAY. Couldnay see a driver, or passengers – was wondering if folk were hid-
ing in it, behind it. 

DAVIES. It looked abandoned, so wondering if there’d been a collision. 

ARMSTRONG. Hearing this noise. Baby noise. 

FINDLAY. We couldnay tell what it was. 

DAVIES. I thought it might be an animal.  

CORMACK. Armstrong heard a baby crying, Ma’am. There was a baby. 

SANDS. A baby?  

DAVIES. A car with a noise coming from it. I knew there was something wrong. 
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FINDLAY. Spooky situation alert. I’m reckoning it’s a possible threat, but mebbe 
no.  

CORMACK. It sounded exactly like a wee baby. In distress.  
I was thinking about why it was crying, what we should do. 

ARMSTRONG. I was on the radio - wasnay working. 

FINDLAY. Reckoning eighty twenty it’s a come-on. Trying tay work out what the 
most likely explanation was. An I telt the others – take no action. 

SANDS. And you went to investigate? 

CORMACK. We could see smoke coming fay the bonnet.  

 So aye, I did.  

FINDLAY. Smoke coming fay a car can mean a dozen hings. 

DAVIES. She shoulda waited. 

 Beat. 

ARMSTRONG. Findlay’s telling us aw we should wait till we got hold of Sergeant 
Adeyemi Ma’am.  

 An it was pure torture, trying tay get a hold of him – thinking, how many steps 
would I have tay go tay get the signal? 

DAVIES. I couldn’t tell at that distance if the smoke indicated  
a potential explosion. It was so dark. 

FINDLAY. Cormack moved across the clearing tay the car. 

CORMACK. Sarah called me back / 

ARMSTRONG. Putting herself in harm’s way. 

DAVIES. Findlay said out loud what I was thinking – this could be a trap of some 
sort. And not to walk into it. 

ARMSTRONG. I was thinking – mebbe she’s right – Cormack – tay do something, 
but then I looked ower at Findlay – she’s never been wrong. 

 Wean’s wailing again, clogging ma thoughts – 

 Evidently, go an get the wean. But/ 

DAVIES. It was obviously a trap, Ma’am.  

FINDLAY. I’m telling her no – she’s exposed in the clearing.  

 She’s no listening. 

 Jus walking out intay the open. 

 I feel sick. 
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DAVIES. We hadn’t made a collective decision.  

ARMSTRONG. I couldnay get a signal.  

 Fuck! 

CORMACK. I was at the car, Ma’am, middle of the clearing.  
I could hear the baby crying, I looked inside the car an there was jus this doll.  

ARMSTRONG. She held it up Ma’am. 

 I’m grinning. 

 You legend, you’ve saved it. 

CORMACK. It wasnay a baby. 

DAVIES. It obviously wasn’t a baby.  

FINDLAY. There was no baby. 

ARMSTRONG. It was like one of those dolls aw ma sisters had, that make a real 
sound – you know, tay put you off getting pregnant.  

 They dinnay work. 

Sounds of shots, the SQUADDIES all drop to the ground. 

DAVIES. That’s when the shots came, Ma’am. 

FINDLAY. Adrenalin shot pumping through me. 

 Aw I wanted tay do was fire back. 

 Trigger finger trembling. 

 But I didnay. 

ARMSTRONG. Hard as fuck, moving away fay the lassies, but three paces an I get 
it – secured the signal. 

CORMACK. I scrambled tay the back of the car, try tay get something between me 
an the incoming. 

SANDS. How many rounds? 

FINDLAY. Three rounds. It was small arms Ma’am. Rifle. 

 I telt the others no tay return fire. 

 SANDS looks up sharply. 

She’s out in the open. 

I’m ninety per cent he’s army. 

But he’s no shot her. 

Coulda – but hasnay. 
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What’s he want? 

Only hing makes sense is he wants us tay fire back. 

Playing wi us. 

Provoking us. 

So we mustnay. 

 Beat. 

Unless there’s something I’m missing. 

I cannay get this wrong. 

I can see her shaking wi fear. 

I cannay get this wrong. 

ARMSTRONG. Hear his voice coming back at me, the relief. Update him. 

 He’s staying wi you Ma’am. Tells me we need tay decide fay oursels. 

CORMACK. They’re shouting tay each other, about who it might be, the shooter / 

DAVIES. It was chaos. 

FINDLAY. Asking Davies what kinda danger the car was. 

CORMACK. Armstrong was yelling about who was shooting – an I wis saying I 
needed tay get out of there. 

FINDLAY. I telt her tay stay still.  

CORMACK. I’m really exposed, jus – in the middle of this wide-open space.  

DAVIES. Then there was another round.  

 She said the car was hot. 

CORMACK. But this time it was worse – hit the groun near me – felt like they were 
saying – next time it’ll be you we hit.  

FINDLAY. Then there was another round of incoming fire, seemed it was even clos-
er tay Cormack.  

DAVIES. Must have ignited something. Cos then there were flames coming from the 
car.  

ARMSTRONG. I was thinking – they’re trying tay kill her. Jus waiting, it was hor-
rific.  

FINDLAY. I knew what was at stake Ma’am. 

DAVIES. Findlay’s saying not to fire back. 

 Her best friend out there. 
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 That’s – 

 I respect her for doing that. 

CORMACK. Another round.  

ARMSTRONG. She was shouting, sounded desperate. Jus leaving her there – 

FINDLAY. There was a lull. 

 That was the worst. 

 Stay calm, stay focused. 

 But I’m breathing like I’ve jus finished a marathon. Heart’s going nuts. 

DAVIES. We were just waiting. 

ARMSTRONG. Then she said her leg was wet. 

 More gunfire. 

DAVIES. She was calling out. 

FINDLAY. Ma gut tells me dinnay fire back. 

 I know they want that. I know we mustnay. 

 They’re no gonna kill her, I know they’re no. 

 An if I’m wrong? 

CORMACK. Do something! 

ARMSTRONG. She was trying tay get back. 

CORMACK. I could feel the bullets cut the air / 

FINDLAY. I realised he’s mebbe gonna hit her without meaning tay. 

 He wasnay trying tay kill her – but he might anyhow. 

 I hadnay thought of that. 

 That he mebbe had a job but might no be very good at it. 

 I hadnay thought of that. 

 I’d got that wrong. 

 I aimed an fired. 

We hear the sound of Findlay’s shots fired. 

Beat.  

CORMACK. It stopped. 

ARMSTRONG. Nay more rounds. 

DAVIES. Reckless, she was. 

!31



 Beat. SANDS surveys them. 

SANDS. Okay – dismissed. 

 ADEYEMI and the SQUADDIES all slowly leave the room, FINDLAY is last. 
When the others have all gone she turns back. SANDS and FINDLAY alone. 

FINDLAY. Ma’am? 

SANDS. Go ahead. 

FINDLAY. What will the enemy do next? Will they use it fay PR Ma’am? 

SANDS. They may, yes. 

 Beat. 

 You did the right thing out there. 

FINDLAY. Okay. Thanks Ma’am. 

 Beat. 

SANDS. And Cormack, she made a call. Some people will agree with it, some peo-
ple won’t – but she made a call, and personally, I don’t have a problem with it. 
She’s not in trouble, and neither are you. How have rest of the platoon reacted? 

 FINDLAY shrugs. 

 I take it not well. 

 Beat. 

FINDLAY. It’s cool. 

 Once the tour’s properly kicked in they’ll chill out. 

SANDS. You shouldn’t have to put up with this. You were promised fair treatment. 
Weren’t you?  

 I’m guessing that’s one of the reasons you’re here. You were told you’d be judged 
on merit. That once you were selected, once you’d been trained, all that respect 
would be given as default. 

FINDLAY. I jus want tay get on wi ma job Ma’am. 

SANDS. Of course you do.  

 Beat. 

 Private, you should know – it may not change. 

 Yes, your platoon will probably settle down and get used to you. But when you 
become Corporal, Sergeant – move up? Or your lot join a different battle group? 
That’s a new bunch of people – and the same problems over again. 
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FINDLAY (joking). I’m hoping by then ma reputation will precede me Ma’am. 

SANDS. Sure. Quite right. 

 Beat. 

 Whatever you’re putting up with right now – it doesn’t happen in the Intelligence 
Corps. In my Corps.  

FINDLAY. Why’s that Ma’am? 

SANDS. Because for us talent is rare, important and we know it when we see it. 

 Someone like you would be truly welcomed. 

FINDLAY. Ma’am? 

SANDS. I would never normally do this.  

 It’s poaching and Major Ahrens would rightly be furious. But I can see you being 
wasted here and I hate it. 

 You have enormous potential Private Findlay. You’d do really well in Intelligence 
Corps. 

 Beat. 

FINDLAY. Do you think I dinnay belong here Ma’am? 

SANDS. No, that’s not what I mean. 

 I don’t think they’re ready for someone like you. 

 ADEYEMI arrives with a look of urgency. 

ADEYEMI. Ma’am – 

 SANDS takes one look at the expression on his face and exits hurriedly. ADEYMI 
indicates that FINDLAY should sit. She does.  

Beat. 

They’ve claimed someone’s dead. The Russians. 

FINDLAY. What? 

ADEYEMI. On their side of the border. Shot. 

A farmer. 

FINDLAY. No! 

ADEYEMI. I know/ 

FINDLAY. He was military Serge! It was several rounds. Deliberately. In the dark - 
that’s no an auld fella feart fay his livestock. 
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ADEYEMI nods. A beat then he takes a phone from his pocket and shows her a 
video. We can hear the sound of a women wailing, hysterical. FINDLAY watches 
then looks at him in horror. 

ADEYEMI. They’re saying it’s his wife. 

FINDLAY. Those his weans? 

ADEYEMI. If he ever existed. 

Beat 

FINDLAY. Is anyone even deid? 

ADEYEMI. Shrugs. It could all be a hoax. 

FINDLAY. Farmers dinnay shoot at soldiers wi accuracy in total darkness. 

No where I’m fay anyway. 

ADEYEMI. Yeah I know.  

FINDLAY looks at the phone again. 

FINDLAY. So mebbe I’ve kilt someone, and mebbe I havenay? 

ADEYEMI. Findlay, you need to know – this is everywhere. 

Every channel. Worldwide. 

FINDLAY stares at him in horror. 

Scene Six 

ADEYEMI’s office, the same day, late at night. ALL present. 

SANDS addresses the whole platoon/audience. 

SANDS. They’ve mobilised. 

 Their allies have given them confidence.  

 President Xi Jinping made a statement this morning saying the Russian Federation 
has the right to protect its borders and its people.  

Most likely COA is that they mobilise to the east of the border, their side, as a 
show of force. Probably along the whole length of the border, ground and air 
cover. It is assessed that they won't cross the border. 

Beat. 

Now I’m going to hand you over to Ops briefs.  

ADEYEMI. A twenty-five year old civilian from the Estonian Russian community 
was killed earlier this evening in Predka. Shot. We don’t know who by yet. But 
we expect the different militia groups to start blaming each other.  
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So people are scared and the atmosphere is volatile. The population close to the 
border will be evacuated, starting at zero four hundred hours. The civic groups 
we’ve been training will lead that, with support from A and C platoon. Our job is 
to go there and reassure the civilian population; stop the militias causing more 
trouble. We leave at zero three hundred hours. 

Any questions so far?  

Indicating a map fixed on the wall. 

We’ll enter Predka from the west and patrol west-east, down Katarina Street, as 
far as the Orthodox Church. Distances of twenty metres apart, stay away from 
side streets and stay in contact. We’ll cover five hundred metres till we get to the 
main square, then regroup on the west side of the town hall. Then hold for ten mi-
nutes. We’ll continue patrol east-west, down Katarina Street covering the same 
ground again. 

We may see violence on the streets. 

Understand?  

ALL. Sarge. 

 Beat. 

ADEYEMI. The RF vehicles and heavy weapons will be at the border by zero six 
hundred hours tomorrow.  

 Okay? 

ALL. Yes, Sarge. 

ADEYEMI. Right, that’s it.  

 Get some rest.  

 I need you at your best.  

ALL. Sarge. 

 ADEYEMI and SANDS exit. CORMACK has her head in her hands. 

DAVIES. What’s done is done. Come on mate. We’re all in this together. Okay? 

FINDLAY. Come on Ally. 

CORMACK (irritated.) Mate! 

ARMSTRONG (quietly, to FINDLAY and DAVIES). Give her a minute. 

 DAVIES and FINDLAY gesture their agreement and exit together. 

CORMACK. I’m sorry Brian. 

ARMSTRONG. How? 

CORMACK. It’s cos of me aw this is happening. 
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ARMSTRONG. What, that we’re getting some action finally? 

 I’m fucking delighted. 

CORMACK. Ha-di-ha. 

 You know what I mean. 

 Us four getting aw this nonsense off the others. Folk deid. I made a giant error 
man – the others are right. 

 I mean, I’m no sorry for what I did but –  

 I was still hasty. 

 I feel like a fanny. 

 He goes to her, pushes her shoulders down. 

ARMSTRONG. Hey! What’s aw this heavy glum stuff? 

 Pretends to push weight off her shoulders. 

 Let’s get rid of it. 

 No need.  

 It was always gonna be complicated youse lot being here. No yer fault. 

 I think you were really brave, going out tay that car. 

 She nods and smiles up at him. Beat. He goes to kiss her. She leaps away from 
him. 

CORMACK. What the fuck! 

 ARMSTRONG shocked at the vehemence of her reaction. 

ARMSTRONG. Sorry. 

CORMACK. Seriously, what the fuck?  

ARMSTRONG. I’m sorry, okay? 

 He takes a couple of paces away from her.  

 So that never happened, right? 

CORMACK. Dinnay try an turn it intay a joke Brian. 

 It’s no okay. 

ARMSTRONG. I’m ower here, I’ll stay ower here.  

CORMACK. Aye, do that. Jesus. 

 Beat. 

ARMSTRONG. So am I no good enough fay you? 
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CORMACK. What? 

ARMSTRONG. You heard me. 

CORMACK. That’s – do you think fay a second I’d do anything wi anyone in ma 
squad? 

 Do you really? D’ya think that of me? 

ARMSTRONG. I didnay / 

CORMACK. Fuckin hell Brian. 

ARMSTRONG. Why you so angry? 

CORMACK. You know what happened before, imagine if the other lads – 

ARMSTRONG. How would they know? 

 Do you think I’d tell them? Those animals? 

 Beat. 

 I dinnay think you understand how bad it could get. 

 It’s fair tay say you got unlucky. That McLeish an O’Connor hate the idea of 
youse lot. 

 That’s bad luck. 

 But I’m houding them back. What ye’re getting is level-one nonsense. It could be 
so much worse.  

CORMACK. Houding them back? 

ARMSTRONG. If I was wasnay pals wi the two of them there’d be nothing stop-
ping you being destroyed by those lads. It’d be relentless. 

 But I’m reminding them daily ye’re ma buddies an they’re tay houd back. 

 So no – I’d no be telling them if anything happened between us. 

CORMACK. Brian – I – 

ARMSTRONG. Why McLeish Ally? 

 The way he talks about females.  

 Why him? 

CORMACK. That’s no how he spoke tay me. 

 Beat. 

 He’s scared. Of – being close tay folk. Of being gentle. 

ARMSTRONG. He’s practically wearing a T-shirt saying ‘I’ll fuck you then spit on 
you’ an lassies are always going fay it. No wonder he thinks nothing of burds. 
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CORMACK. He reckons he has to behave that way. 

ARMSTRONG. Oh man, I had no idea. 

I thought – I thought you jus – I didnay realise you actually cared about him. 

CORMACK. I don’t care about him. No now. 

 Beat. ARMSTRONG goes to her again, stand close and looks down at her. She 
gently shakes her head. 

ARMSTRONG. So you jus dinnay fancy me. That it? 

 Beat. 

CORMACK. No enough. No enough tay risk – 

ARMSTRONG. But you’d risk it fay McLeish. 

You know what’s utter shite? If it werenay fay me telling him he cannay he’d 
have telt aye cunt in Estonia what you looked like in the skud. An way worse.  

I think I was expecting you tay say youse was so drunk you couldnay see an you 
regret every second of it.  

But you dinnay, I can tell.  

I think you’d do it again if you thought you could get away wi it. 

 Beat. 

Feels like the kinder I am, the less love I get. 

I didnay know it worked like that. 

Scene Seven 

Outside the squaddies’ sleeping quarters. The following day, not long after midnight. 

ARMSTRONG, FINDLAY and DAVIES packing the last of their kit and loading 
their weapons in preparation to leave.  

FINDLAY. How many socks you taking?  

DAVIES. Two. 

FINDLAY. I’m taking three. I’m no having wet feet again.  

ARMSTRONG (catches a bit of skin while he’s loading a bullet). What the fuck! 

 No one’s interested in his pain.  

    They pack the last of their kit. They’re ready. Sense that they want to relax but 
they’re too adrenalised.  
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 ADEYEMI enters. 

ADEYEMI. All right? Nearly done there? 

FINDLAY. Aw good.  

ADEYEMI. No more than two pairs of socks.  

Beat while he glances at their preparations, sees they’ve done all their work. 

Ready already? 

We’ve got three hours to kill.  

 Beat. 

So let’s use some of that pent up energy, to test your strategic - 

He pulls a pack of cards out of his pocket. 

rummy skills. 

FINDLAY and DAVIES exchange a glance. 

FINDLAY. Better no Sergeant Adeyemi.  

ADEYEMI. Why? 

DAVIES. Armstrong here’s maths dyslexic. 

FINDLAY. Maths stupit. 

DAVIES. Can’t count. 

FINDLAY. Above twenty. 

ARMSTRONG. It’s kinda true, I’m no - rummy’s no really ma game. 

ADEYEMI. Cheat then? Can you handle that? 

ARMSTRONG. Oh aye, definitely. 

They all sit. CORMACK appears at the door. She hesitates, ADEYEMI sees her and 

gestures her in. She pauses then enters. She doesn’t know where to sit. Eventually 

she sits next to Adeyemi. ADEYEMI looks at all their faces in turn, getting their at-

tention. 

ADEYEMI. And tonight, ladies and gentleman, we shall we playing for - 

Dramatic pause. He reaches into his pockets and pulls out several small packets of 

sweets and throughs them onto the table. 

Jelly tots. 
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General excitement, everyone takes a packet. 

Don’t eat them. 

DAVIES shuffles the cards and deals. They all place various bets.  

ARMSTRONG. What’s an orange one worth? 

ADEYEMI. All the same value Armstrong. 

You gonna start trouble? 

FINDLAY. Serge. (Puts down three cards. To Armstrong who is on her right.) Three 

aces you big bastard. 

ARMSTRONG. Flashy. S’bollocks. 

FINDLAY. Are youse calling me? 

ARMSTRONG. Damn right am a. 

FINDLAY turns over her cards. They are three aces. 

Oh. 

ARMSTRONG picks up the cards and adds them to his hand. Puts down cards.  

Pair o twos. 

FINDLAY. (Shaking her head) Ah well.  

ARMSTRONG. What? 

FINDLAY. You're playing tay the best of ye’re ability.  

ARMSTRONG. Ho! We jus got started! 

FINDLAY. The ambition tay win big bar’s low mate, come on. (To the others.) 

Thing wi Armstrong is, his day’s been a success if nay one stubbed their toe on pa-

trol an he’s had some lovely peace an quiet tay write up a nice, tidy report.  

ARMSTRONG. Fuck’s wrong wi that! 

FINDLAY. In ye’re nice, tidy handwriting.  

DAVIES. Neat O’s. You've got really neat O’s.  

ARMSTRONG. Ye’re deranged, the pair of youse. 

DAVIES nods at CORMACK to play her hand. CORMACK does nothing. 

DAVIES. Crack on Cormack, or we'll all/ 

CORMACK. Alright, alright. 
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She looks at her cards. 

DAVIES. Well looks like we could solve the world’s geo political problems while 

we’re waiting/ 

CORMACK. (Hostile) Oh keep talking Davies. 

FINDLAY. (Trying to keep the peace.) Aye cos everythin that comes out of her is 

unmissable. 

DAVIES. Not possible. If you talk as much as I do some of it will be redundant. Sta-

tistical factual  fact.  

FINDLAY. An you’d talk tay a pile of shite if youse thought it would talk back. 

SANDS enters. DAVIES doesn’t see her. 

DAVIES. True. There are shites I’ve encountered would probably have better banter 

than some of the cunts in our current social circle. 

DAVIES reads the looks on the other squaddies faces. She turns around and sees 

Sands. 

Oh! Ma’am! Sorry! 

ARMSTRONG. (To Adeyemi and Sands) She doesnay mean me.  

FINDLAY. Of course not, ye’re pure gold mate. 

Beat. ADEYEMI takes a risk. 

ADEYEMI: Join the game Captain Sands? 

Squaddies watch her intently. 

SANDS. What you playing?  

DAVIES. Cheat. 

SANDS. Really? 

The squaddies nod. 

OK. Right, I'm in.  

The squaddies try and hide their surprise. Immediately they make space for Sands, 

try to tidy up a bit. SANDS sits. ADEYEMI goes into his pocket and pulls out anoth-

er packet of jelly tots and offers it to her. SANDS shakes her head and pulls some 

Smints out of her pocket. With a deadly earnest flourish she presses the button and 

!41



releases all the Smints one by one onto the table, then flings the packet away. FIND-

LAY, DAVIES and CORMACK grinning. SANDS selects some Smints and places her 

bet. ARMSTRONG shuffles the cards and deals. 

FINDLAY. My guess is ye're going tay be shit hot at this Ma'am.  

SANDS. I'll do my best. Who have I got to watch out for? 

DAVIES. Well the best of the lot of us is McLeish. But he's not here eh. 

ARMSTRONG and FINDLAY glance at Cormack. She doesn’t react. 

ARMSTRONG. Poker face champion that boy. 

FINDLAY. We're playing cheat. 

ARMSTRONG. Ha ha Findlay.  

SANDS nods at them to keep playing. 

CORMACK. (Lays down two cards.) Two tens. 

SANDS. (Laying down two cards.) Two fives. 

FINDLAY. Cheat. 

SANDS. (Turning her cards over, she has cheated. She picks them up again.) Damn 

you. 

FINDLAY. Sorry Ma'am.  

FINDLAY puts down three cards. 

ADEYEMI. Three jacks. 

ARMSTRONG. Cheat tay the absolute f-! 

FINDLAY puts her hand over Armstrong’s mouth in time to stop Sands and Adeyemi 

hearing the word fuck. Beat while everyone watches Adeyemi’s reaction. Armstrong’s 

fear he’s gone too far. ADEYEMI turns over the cards. They are three jacks. He 

smiles and scoops up Armstrong’s cards. 

DAVIES. Pair of Kings. 

DAVIES puts down two cards, no one challenges her. 

ARMSTRONG. (A bit grumpily, to no one in particular). My sweeties are getting 

sticky.  

FINDLAY. (Puts down two cards.) Two six's.  
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No one challenges her. To Armstrong. 

Come’on cowboy. 

ARMSTRONG frowns, then picks up his cards and replaces them with three more. 

ARMSTRONG. All or nothing! Three Queens.  

DAVIES. You’re cheating, Armstrong. 

DAVIES picks up the cards, turns them over, they are not three Queens. ARM-

STRONG takes the cards back. 

CORMACK. Three fours. 

SANDS. (Throws down three cards, face down.) Three Queens. 

FINDLAY. What? Are youse up tay something Ma'am? 

SANDS smiles but says nothing. 

ARMSTRONG. Dark horse. Ma'am. 

ADEYEMI. Silent but deadly. 

FINDLAY. Like a human drone. 

ADEYEMI. Half woman, half weapon. 

SANDS. (Very matter of fact, staring straight at Adeyemi.) Yes but it's the woman 

part of me that's the weapon. Sergeant Adeyemi. You know?  

ADEYEMI doesn't know how to take it. SANDS smirks and winks at the women. The 

squaddies burst out laughing and Adeyemi looks embarrassed. 

FINDLAY. Cheat. 

SANDS turns her cards, she has three Queens. 

What are the chances of that! Jesus.  

ARMSTRONG. Ah the luck tables are turning now eh Findlay. 

FINDLAY. Don't bet on it. 

ARMSTRONG. Ah ha ha bet on it very good.  

He throws down two cards. 

Two eights. 

Everyone looks at CORMACK, it’s her turn. She’s not paying attention. 

Cormack? 
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DAVIES. Come on, now/ 

FINDLAY. (Offering help) Do youse want/ 

CORMACK. Just checking ma cards, Jesus! 

FINDLAY. Tomorrow’s making us all tense man - dinnay take it out on me. 

CORMACK. Tomorrow’s no making me tense. Dinnay put words in ma mouth 

Findlay. 

FINDLAY is visibly irritated. 

ADEYEMI: Let her out Cormack - the beast inside.  

(To Sands) People underestimate Private Cormack, cos they’ve never seen the beast 

inside. 

CORMACK. Serge, please - 

ADEYEMI: (To the squaddies) What’s a good illustration of the beast inside? 

DAVIES. When she stayed up half the night to dig a booby trap behind the shit pit in 

the Brecons cos the some of the lads were calling her double d? 

ADEYEMI. Yes, that! 

DAVIES. My favourite though is the titty-bar story. Eh Brian? 

CORMACK. I’d rather we didnay / 

ADEYEMI. (To Armstrong). What’s this? 

CORMACK. No – no in front of – Captain Sands, Sarge. 

SANDS. Oh absolutely in front of Captain Sands. 

 Findlay? 

FINDLAY. Oh I wasnay there – this is one for big Brian. 

 Long beat. ARMSTRONG glances at CORMACK, who is looking down. 

ARMSTRONG. Ach, I’m no so sure you wanna hear this one. 

DAVIES. Don’t be a tool, mate.  

 It’s a belter, Ma’am. 

ARMSTRONG. You really want me tay tell a night out story tay Captain Sands? 

ADEYEMI. Yup. 
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ARMSTRONG. So it was a Thursday. Me an Cormack are out for a quiet pint an we 
get a call. Go an join them. There’s three of them there, Jonno; that one looks like 
he’s got a nutritional problem, dinnay know his name – an Private McLeish.  

 They’d been there days by the look of it.  

ADEYEMI. Days? 

DAVIES. Y’know what McLeish’s like Sir. 

ADEYEMI. What is he like?  

DAVIES. He’s one of the most entertaining, abstract-minded cunts I know. 

   (Horrified at what she’s said in front of Sands) 

 Sorry –  

SANDS. Not a problem. I’ve known some abstract-minded cunts in my time. 

 The SQUADDIES shocked and amused. 

DAVIES. So your excellent value Private McLeish after eight hours on the piss –  

ARMSTRONG. Anyway, we hi up tay that titty bar near the station – Cormack’s 
idea, actually – get tay the door an the bouncers all ‘boys – you been drinking?’  

 Hing is, Jonno an the skinny fella – they’re practically foaming at the mouth, 
something out of the living deid.  

 An I’m peering at the bouncer an I’m thinking c’mon, look at them, drink is the 
least of their problems. 

 An then Cormack spews out this little speech, eloquent as fuck, bout how they 
wouldn’t enter an establishment known for its quality, truly high-class minge –  

 He stops, mortified, glances at SANDS but she nods that he can continue. 

 – in the condition of a bunch of alchies, cos they are as respectful of the Muffle 
Club – that’s what the place is called – as they are of the esteemed profession of 
the doorman. An the bouncer almost buys it when Jonno starts swaying like a daft 
tree. I’m busy trying tay right him when Cormack jus switches intay sober.  

 An goes, ‘Listen mate; we’ve had a couple, as you’d expect, but these are decent 
lads an no going tay cause any trouble, we jus want tay come in an enjoy oursels.’ 
Giant pause then the big guys aw, ‘Okay – in youse go.’ An we’re practically at 
the coat check when Jonno jus stops where he is an projectiles an actual fountain 
of vomit.  

 Course the bouncer is ower in a shot an Cormack is in there again. ‘This man has 
defended his country on three continents. If he wants tay spew on yer cheap-arse 
carpet, he has more than earned the right.’ 
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 Which is total shite, we’re still in training, but they dinnay know that an fore long 
we’re getting a free veterans-only lap dance; which is no actually that great as the 
burds there are minging but hey, we’re no paying.  

 An Cormack’s at the bar telling war stories. 

ADEYEMI. Now that’s team work. 

 Beat. 

FINDLAY. You took them tay a strip club? 

CORMACK. They were wasted. 

FINDLAY. Aye? 

CORMACK. Aye. So I knew they’d be safer in a room full of tits than in a taxi 

queue full of drunk folk. 

FINDLAY. They’re big boys. 

CORMACK. They were ma mates. 

DAVIES. Sergeant Adeyemi – it’s not really fair on us if you get to hear how we fell 
over and made idiots of ourselves and we don’t hear your tales of woe. 

ARMSTRONG. Aye right enough, surely you’ve fallen off a tank or something – 

DAVIES. Slept in for parade – 

SANDS. Maybe Sergeant Adeyemi’s record is unblemished. 

ADEYEMI. Blemish-free. 

DAVIES. It’s gotta to be blemished. I mean, you’re a legend not a saint. 

 Beat. 

ADEYEMI. I was locked in a toilet once. Really locked – had to break out through 
an air vent. 

ARMSTRONG. What? 

ADEYEMI. In Mombasa. After a night on the shots.  

ARMSTRONG. Vodka? 

ADEYEMI. Sambuca. And tequila. 

DAVIES. That’s suicide! 

ADEYEMI. I was seeing in triplicate. Every idiot in the bar, but three of them.  

 I must have fallen asleep on the toilet cos I woke up and the lights are off and the 
bathroom door is locked on the outside. It was this big hotel bar and they’d just 
shut the thing down for the night innit. 
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 Obviously I tried the standard reverse breaking-and-entering. But nope. So I’m 
scanning the room and the only thing I can see is an air-con vent in the ceiling and 
I’m not spending the night on my own in the lavvy so luckily the vent’s above one 
of the cubicles. So I stand on the toilet, pull off the cover, climb up. 

 I elbows and kneed it down that shaft for ten minutes thinking this is not the 
glamorous life I planned for myself when suddenly the ting collapsed! 

DAVIES. Christ! 

ADEYEMI. Fell right into the hotel kitchen yeah – on to their prep table. Bunch of 
local chefs wielding meat cleavers staring down at me. They all started screaming 
their heads off, waving their weapons - then my hangover kicked in. I thought I 
was going to have a haemorrhage so I rolled off the table, spotted the nearest exit 
and legged it.  

ARMSTRONG. Those heady rookie days, man. 

 Beat. 

ADEYEMI. It was last year.  

 Laughter. 

SANDS. The PrideInn? 

ADEYEMI. Yeah! 

FINDLAY. You been tay Kenya? Ma’am. 

SANDS. Yes but it was actually just R and R from a Somalia posting. 

DAVIES. Somalia! 

ARMSTRONG. It’s radge there eh? 

FINDLAY. How many times you been Ma’am? 

SANDS. Six times. 

DAVIES. Whoa, that’s a ton. 

ADEYEMI. Excuse me, Ma’am -  

 ADEYEMI indicates that he needs to leave. SANDS nods and he exits. 

SANDS. I’ve specialised in the region. 

DAVIES. (Joking) Interrogating Al Shabaab? 

SANDS. Yes. 

DAVIES. (Embarassed and impressed) Wow. 

FINDLAY. So you know some of the local languages Ma’am? 

SANDS. Si sax ah. 
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FINDLAY. Is that Arabic? 

SANDS. Benaadir. 

ARMSTRONG. Ooft. 

FINDLAY. But you speak Arabic too? 

SANDS. ana afeal. 

FINDLAY. How many languages you speak? 

SANDS. Five. 

ARMSTRONG. Five! Jesus! I can barely speak one! 

CORMACK. Who’s Al Shabaab? 

FINDLAY. Like Al Qaeda, but Somalia style. 

CORMACK. Hardcore Islamists? 

FINDLAY. Aye. 

ARMSTRONG. Do they no have a hing about no talking tay females? 

SANDS. Correct. 

ARMSTRONG (without thinking). So how were you allowed tay interview them? 

SANDS. Allowed? 

ARMSTRONG. Sorry, Ma’am, really sorry I / 

SANDS. It’s okay. There’s often an assumption that it’s pointless putting a female 
officer in a room with an Islamist militant. 

 That they won’t speak to us. 

FINDLAY. But they do? 

SANDS. Well yes, sometimes. 

 At first it’s hard to make the case that you should do those kind of interviews. Un-
til a certain point. There’s usually a particular moment in your career that mean 
things change. 

FINDLAY. Ma’am? 

SANDS. Oh, it’s not very interesting, I’ll tell you another time, we can grab a cof-
fee. 

 FINDLAY smiles and looks down, pleased but embarrassed. 

DAVIES. I wanna know! 

 Beat. 
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SANDS. Okay. 

 I was on a base a few kilometres from Mogadishu, providing support to the com-
mander, updating him about the threat picture. There was a regular patrol of a 
derelict that overlooked the base, and one day, someone was there, a local man – 
claimed he was the janitor. 

 But he couldn’t prove it so they brought him in.  

 The nearest other Ints Corps officer who had interrogation training was fifty hours 
away. General flurry, what are we going to do now? 

 I suggested I speak to him – I’ve got the right training. There was reluctance, then 
they said I could give it a go – but there was no way I was going in there on my 
own. So it was me and the infantry Captain. He led the way. I took a pen and pa-
per. The janitor ignored me, I took some notes. But their conversation wasn’t real-
ly proceeding. I waited until they’d said all they really could to each other.  

 I was able to speak to him in his dialect. I asked him about local feeling, local 
networks – everything I’d been researching. 

His defences were down with me – he didn’t think I was in a position to decide 
what could happen to him. Then he begun to realise the opposite - that I might be 
able to help him get out of that room, that it was possible to exchange information 
I wanted for something he needed. By that point he couldn’t care less if I was a 
woman. I was his way out and that’s all he was thinking about. 

 He wasn’t a janitor, of course. 

 And he turned out to be very useful to us. 

 After that I was asked to interview men quite regularly.  

DAVIES. That’s amazing. 

 Did you get to buzz around in Jackals out there Ma’am? 

SANDS. Uhuh. 

DAVIES. Captain Sands and I were talking vehicles earlier. Apparently the ar-
moured corps have got some insane bits of kit. Who knows, maybe I’ll sod off to 
that lot, get away from you losers. 

 FINDLAY looks sharply at DAVIES. SANDS becomes aware she may have made 
a mistake. 

SANDS. So – how are we feeling about tomorrow? 

 No one speaks. ADEYEMI enters. 

 It may be your first proper contact, but you will excel.  

 Do you know how many people can do what you do?  
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 Beat. 

 Most twenty-two-year-olds are wanking to a manky poster of Taylor Swift and 
working out how they’ll be able to afford new trainers. 

 You can march for seven hours then defend your country.  

 You’re going to be fine. 

ADEYEMI. Ma’am – battlegroup HQ need to talk to you. 

 SANDS nods at the SQUADDIES and exits. 

 Patrol is delayed, we’re not going out for a couple of hours. 

 Beat. 

 Let’s use it to get in the right head space. 

 ADEYEMI exits. CORMACK exits before she has a chance to be alone with the 
others. 

ARMSTRONG. I’m gonna take an enormous shite. 

DAVIES (as he’s leaving). From your enormous hairy arsehole. 

ARMSTRONG. Yep. 

 ARMSTRONG exits. 

DAVIES. Those two have fallen out, haven’t they? 

FINDLAY. Something’s up, aye. 

DAVIES. We can’t fall apart mate. Not right now.  

FINDLAY. I’m well aware. 

DAVIES. And I’ve never seen Cormack backchat you like that, what’s going on? 

 Beat. 

 You know, sometimes I’ve wished you two would fall out. 

FINDLAY. What? 

DAVIES. It’s not easy being the third prick at the lady party, you know? 

FINDLAY. Ah. 

 Sorry mate, if we’ve ever made you / 

DAVIES (gently). Shut up, you knobhead.  

 But you’ve got to sort it love. You two have to stay tight. 

 We could implode if you don’t. 

 So go and cwtch her or whatever weird we’ve-known-each-other-from-before-we-
grew-tits stuff you do, and sort it out, okay? 

!50



FINDLAY nods. 

Scene Eight 

Flat roof of the accommodation block, immediately afterwards. 

CORMACK is doing parkour. After a few beats FINDLAY appears, climbing up the 
ladder. CORMACK sees her and stops briefly, then carries on. 

FINDLAY. When we get back fay fucking around out here we’re heading tay the 
Highlands, you an me.  

CORMACK. What? 

FINDLAY. Can pitch a tent anywhere you like an then that’s yer territory. We’d a 
fucked that up a couple years ago, we’d of ended up water-logged, an freezing, an 
squaring up tay stags on moors an that, but now – it’s our birthright mate. Let’s 
take the Hoolie Two an go feral. 

CORMACK. Alright but I’m in charge of rations. 

FINDLAY. How? 

CORMACK. Seriously? 

FINDLAY. I can fucking make sandwiches mate. 

CORMACK. Aye, aye and they’re delicious but ye’re so good at navigating an kit 
maintenance it’s a waste of yer skills tay be on cooking duty. Mate. 

FINDLAY. Fine, you can be wifey. 

CORMACK. Are we sharing a tent but? 

FINDLAY. Cos ma snoring? 

 Ah, you wish you could snore like me. 

 Beat. 

 What’s going on wi you an Brian? 

 You fallen out? 

CORMACK. Wee bit. 

FINDLAY. We canna / 

CORMACK. Ach, stop fretting. 

 People fall out.  

 Beat. 

FINDLAY. Did she speak tay you an aw? 
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CORMACK. Who?  

FINDLAY. Sands.  

CORMACK. What about? 

FINDLAY. Other regiments.  

CORMACK. Oh aye – she chatted tay me about being a medic. Talking about 
courage under fire, that kinda thing. How?  

FINDLAY. She tried tay get me tay go ower tay Intelligence. 

CORMACK. What? 

FINDLAY. She telt me she would never normally do that – never try an poach 
someone, our secret et cetera. Then she was aw – come tay Intelligence Corps, 
they don’t love youse here. 

 Beat. 

CORMACK. Okay… 

FINDLAY. Christ, did you no clock she’s been chatting up Davies an aw? Telling 
her about aw the fun she’d have in armoured corps? 

 She’s on a mission man – she’s wanting us aw out of infantry. 

 She doesnay think we can do it. 

CORMACK. Why do you care what she thinks? 

Beat 

FINDLAY. Tell me what happened wi Brian. 

CORMACK. How? 

FINDLAY. Cos we’re going intay a dangerous situation. We need tay be solid. The 
four of us. 

CORMACK. Oh aye. An show the rest of the lads we’re aw better than them, I get 
it. 

FINDLAY. No mate. 

 Jus no prove them right. 

 They’re expecting us tay be emotional, sloppy, scared – fall out wi the one man on 
our wee team.  

 Beat. 

CORMACK. I remember when you didnay give a fuck. 

 When we was at school. 

FINDLAY. What happened wi Brian Alison? 
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CORMACK. He tried tay kiss me. 

FINDLAY. Are you kidding me? 

CORMACK. I know man. 

FINDLAY. Naw – it’s bang out of order, but did you no see it coming? 

CORMACK. What? 

FINDLAY. I mean, he shouldnay have, but – come on. 

CORMACK. Whadda you mean? 

FINDLAY. Way you are wi him. 

 You play nursey fay him, listen tay his wee problems, giggle at his jokes. 

 Way you act wi a lot of the guys. 

 Sorry mate, but it’s true. 

 Aw cute wi them. 

 You get them haime safe fay titty bars fuck’s sake / 

CORMACK. Hold on.  

 I’m jus being mysel. 

FINDLAY. Well yoursel is a problem then. 

CORMACK. Oh come on / 

FINDLAY. You cannay be doing shit tay please them out here / 

CORMACK. What the fuck? 

 Ye’re all in their faces twenty-four-seven saying ‘Let us be, an respect us no mat-
ter what.’  

 An when I’m jus mysel you tell me I’m fifty shades of wrong! 

Beat 

FINDLAY. Okay.  

 Plain English. 

CORMACK. Don’t patronise me / 

FINDLAY. But ye’re no getting it! 

 I’m ower here showing them we’re marching an killing machines and you’re ower 
there being aw princess unicorn. 

CORMACK. Jesus / 

FINDLAY. We cannay just be oursels out here! Guard completely down, like it’s the 
two of us at haime.  
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 Don’t be daft. 

 CORMACK shakes her head in disagreement.  

 Problem is mate, we need tay kinda agree on this cos what you do affects me an 
aw. 

CORMACK. You know what? Mebbe your big brain can be two folk at once but no 
mine. I wouldnay know where tay start. 

 An I wouldnay wanna. 

 If you start doing stuff based on how some other bunch are judging you, then 
ye’re fucked.  

 Beat. 

FINDLAY. I wish I’d never brought you along. 

CORMACK. Brought me? 

FINDLAY. Aw you had tay do was follow a simple set a rules an we’d be free tay be 
jus soldiers. Nay females, nay schemie girls, jus excellent soldiers.  

CORMACK. Oh I’m sorry, how does that work? 

FINDLAY. Once there’s nay doubt we’re quality soldiers, they aw have tay shut it. 
Imagine walking down a corridor an no wondering what folk are whispering after 
you’ve walked past, no wondering what gestures they’re doing – knowing it’s aw 
jus nods an aye, she’s good, I’d want her on ma team. 

CORMACK. Oh please. 

 I love you mate, but ye’re deluded if you think that’s ever gonna happen. 

 Blokes like McLeish an O’Connor are never gonna change their minds. Even if 
we were Rambo mixed wi Lawrence of fucking Arabia they’d be talking shite 
about us. 

FINDLAY. Once they see what we’re capable of / 

CORMACK. They already have! We’ve trained wi them for ower a year mate. 

 I dunno what ye’re asking of me.  

 Am what I am.  

 I’m no ashamed a mysel an I don’t see why I should be going changing. An nor 
should you. 

FINDLAY. I’m already changed mate. 

 I’ve been changing mysel left an right since I was able tay think. 

 Of course you can alter folks’ opinions of you.  

 Of course you fucking can. 
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 You have tay if you’re me. 

 Since I was able to talk I saw what was needed. 

 Watch folks’ eyes when you enter the room. Who’s annoyed, who’s curious, 
who’s uncomfortable. 

 Then you correct yoursel, no too loud, no too quiet; no too confident, but no too 
nice. 

 No too anything. 

 Wee shifts here, wee changes there so you get asked back, included. If ye’re really 
lucky – respected. 

 An as for acting on instinct. 

 Fucked if I know what ma instincts are any more. 

 Seeing yoursel through other folks’ eyes all the time. 

 Kinda royally screws yer instincts. 

 Beat. 

CORMACK. How come you never telt me? 

FINDLAY. Ah Christ, really? 

CORMACK. I dunno what tay say. 

FINDLAY. Say you’ll take more care of how you act. 

CORMACK. Sarah, it won’t. Make. Any. Difference. 

Why you fretting about those idiots? 

Ye’re clever.  

You can change aw that stuff.  

Get up amongst the real big boys an do something about it. Sands offered you 
commissioned officer an you were aw ‘Naw, I wanna stay down here in the ditch-
es.’ 

FINDLAY. I was born tay do this.  

CORMACK. Were you fuck. 

Long Beat. 

FINDLAY. I’ve never been happier. 

Jus getting on, kit – weapons – assess what’s needed – pay attention – get on wi 
folk.  

Uniform, boots, gun, get out there. Work out like fuck. Sleep deeply. Repeat. 

I love it. First time in ma puff I’ve felt so – peaceful. 
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Have you no even noticed? 

CORMACK. That’s no you but. Ye’re gonna get bored, so soon. 

FINDLAY. How the fuck would you know? 

CORMACK. Cos I’ve been following you around since I was ten! 

No cos I’m a daft sap but cos ye’re so smart. 

You always know what tay do. An you tell folk. 

Ye’re no a stand-in-line person. Ye’re commissioned officer material whether you 
like it or no. 

FINDLAY. Officer? 

You know what that is? 

That’s walking intay a room that’s ninety per cent men, half of which ha been tay 
lads-only schools an the other half voted UKIP last election. 

You know what they see when I walk intay the room? 

(Exaggerated whisper.) She’s black! 

CORMACK. You dinnay know what they’re thinking. 

Beat 

FINDLAY. Do you know what would’ve happened tay ma reputation if I’d have 
slept wi McLeish? 

 Do you know what folk would’ve thought if I’d even have pulled ma kecks down 
an pished in the woods like you did? 

 Those are the rules I cannay break let alone the rule that says no females in charge 
here an definitely no some freaky black girl fay Greenock.  

CORMACK. If you don’t like it, change it mate. 

FINDLAY. Oh I have been trying. Since we fucking arrived an aw you’ve done is 
make it worse. 

 So don’t you dare. 

 I should never have brought you. 

CORMACK. You know what yer problem is? 

 You wan tay be part of something that doesnay want you. 

 You wanna be like them. You slag them but you wanna be like them so much yer 
heid’s upside down / 
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FINDLAY. Naw it’s you they don’t want – it’s fucking low aspiration, nay disci-
pline, nay clue soft as fuck females like you. 

CORMACK. How far would you go tay show those lads ye’re one of them?  

 Who the fuck are you any more? 

FINDLAY. Don’t you talk shit tay me. 

 No when ye’re washing their fucking knees an sucking their dicks for them. 

 CORMACK loses control, strides up to FINDLAY and shoves her. FINDLAY 
steps away, tries to keep calm but can’t, turns back and throws an accurate punch 
at CORMACK. CORMACK drops down for a minute but gets up quickly. They’re 
well matched; CORMACK is stronger but FINDLAY’s anger drives her on, they 
fight till they are both hurt and exhausted.  

Scene Nine 

An area outside the accommodation block, the same day, early morning. The sound 
of an engine throbbing. CORMACK and FINDLAY sitting on their packs. ARM-
STRONG and DAVIES enter. DAVIES sees the bruises on their faces first. 

DAVIES. What happened! 

 ARMSTRONG sees their faces. 

ARMSTRONG. I’ll kill / 

FINDLAY. Nay one. 

 Beat. 

 We was fighting, it was us. 

ARMSTRONG. Why? 

DAVIES. Are you fit for combat? 

CORMACK. We’re fine Clare. 

 ADEYEMI enters, looks round at the SQUADDIES then approaches CORMA-
CK and FINDLAY and looks closely at their faces. 

ADEYEMI. Show me your hands. 

 They do. He sees the signs they’ve been fighting each other. They drop their hands 
to their sides. Long beat. 

 So I spend every second of my day telling the world you’re  
a bunch of top-notch soldiers and you do this? 
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 (Shouting.) Do you want me to look a fool?  

FINDLAY and CORMACK. No Sergeant Adeyemi. 

ADEYEMI. I’m really disappointed. 

 How stupid are you? 

FINDLAY and CORMACK can’t look at him. He looks at DAVIES and ARM-
STRONG. 

And where were you two when they were playing at being heavyweights? Huh? 

Can you not look after your team? 

You’re supposed to protect each other, you fucking children! 

I should report this. Get one of you transferred. 

Long beat. 

But I’m not going to. 

FINDLAY. We dinnay want special treatment. 

ADEYEMI. Don’t tempt me Findlay! 

 (Slightly gentler.) This one time, we’ll write it off as the result of undue pressure. 

Got it? 

You fucking wallies.  

Beat. 

Just be the best you can today. And I don’t mean heroics – I need you in the game, 
not injured. You hear me? 

Just focus. That’s all you have to do, manage your thoughts, let the training kick 
in – and focus.  

Beat.  

(To CORMACK and FINDLAY.) What you gonna say to them, when they ask 
what – (Points at the bruises on their faces.) this is? 

FINDLAY. We were fighting ower which one of the lads was ugliest. 

ADEYEMI. That’ll do. 

 Come on. 

 He exits.  

ARMSTRONG. Dinnay want special treatment? Special needs, the pair of youse. 

FINDLAY. Don’t you special needs me, ye’re the one needs a full-time carer. 

DAVIES. He bloody well will when he’s done bunking with you two, you lunatics. 
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 She goes to inspect their faces. Turns from FINDLAY to CORMACK. 

 Landed a beauty there, didn’t you? 

FINDLAY. I let her. 

DAVIES. Have we found someone who’s better at something than you are? 

FINDLAY. No possible. 

 They all pick up their packs, begin to walk towards the exit. 

ARMSTRONG. Ha! She held back. 

FINDLAY. No she didnay. 

ARMSTRONG. Aye she did. 

 They exit together. 

Scene Ten 

 Empty stage. CORMACK appears back lit in the doorway. She stares silently into 
the middle distance for a few beats. She slowly sings the first few bars of Over the 
Hills and Far Away. She stops and the sound echoes briefly.  

Blackout. 

Scene Eleven 

The office, a few hours afterwards. FINDLAY and SANDS sitting opposite each    
other. FINDLAY is staring at SANDS, wide eyed and shaking her head.  

SANDS. You were twenty metres away. 

When Armstrong got hit you were twenty metres away. Private Cormack got to him 
in seconds. And it was only a couple of seconds after that she was shot. 
There is nothing you could have done. 
She was killed almost instantly. 

You couldn’t have got there any sooner. 
Even if you’d have known what was going to happen. 
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You just couldn’t have. 

  Beat 

FINDLAY. She saved his life. She covered his body with hers. 

He was soaked in her -  

  Beat 

FINDLAY’s face and body show her agony, she emits an animal sound. SANDS ap-
proaches her, kneels, puts a hand on her shoulder but FINDLAY moves her body 
away. SANDS stays kneeling next to her till FINDLAY recovers her self control then 
goes back to her seat.  

SANDS. I’ve got some advice on security, particularly in relation to your social me-
dia accounts. 
 Beat 

We can talk it through. But you’d probably rather digest it in your own time. 

SANDS pulls out a document and slides it across the table. FINDLAY nods. 

And my number’s in there. 
I’m leaving now. 
But if you need to talk about any of this, just get in touch. 

FINDLAY. Now? 

SANDS. My time here is up.  

 FINDLAY stares at her. Looks down. SANDS begins to put her bergen on.   

And - try and stay away from the press coverage. Don’t read it – at least till you’ve 
got some distance. Yes? 

Beat 

FINDLAY. I already have. 

It’s the exact same as what you was saying to me Ma’am.  
Exact same. 
That we canna do it. 
‘All that training money and they’re the first to die.’ 

 Beat 

SANDS. She showed enormous moral courage. 
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 Beat 

FINDLAY. Why you trying to get us all out a the infantry?  

 Beat 

SANDS. (weighing her words carefully) I just didn't want you to feel that you had to 
stay somewhere that wouldn’t be beneficial to you, long term. 

FINDLAY. I’m no getting your actual meaning. Ma’am. 

SANDS. Statistically, you have a higher chance of sustaining more injuries than the 
men you joined up with.  
You know the kinds of injuries. 
Spine, joints – pelvis.  

If you sustained those injuries that’d be the end of your infantry career. 

 Beat 

FINDLAY. Davies jus hauled Armstrong on her back ten streets. Not even a wee 
muscle tear after. 

SANDS. Yes, but it’s cumulative. This is your first tour. 

FINDLAY. All due respect Ma’am, what the fuck do you know? 

SANDS. I’ve got fifteen years on you. Fifteen years of seeing how this organization 
handles the problems of women who are already serving. 
I’m offering you an alternative. 

 Beat 

FINDLAY. Alison did not lose her life so I could just skedaddle after my first tour. 

SANDS. But you can’t win –  

 Beat 

I meant it, Findlay. If you want to – come and work with me. 
Where you can do some real good.  

I’m very sorry about Cormack. 
I’m so very sorry. 

 SANDS picks up her bergen and exits. Sound of helicopter increasing and 

leaving.  
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Scene Twelve 

2034. 

FINDLAY alone on a semi dark stage. From a doorway upstage a sliver of light is 
shining. She is wearing combat uniform though it’s too dark to tell which rank.  

She has some notes in her hands. She is looking at them, looking up, repeating the 
words, preparing. She is moving restlessly, anxious but suppressing it.  

Sound of heavy footsteps approaching. She is suddenly still, her body alters – confi-
dent and upright, straightening her uniform. A shadow appears in the doorway. She 
turns towards it. The door opens fully and whoever is standing there is backlight so 
for a minute we can’t see who it is.  

FINDLAY: It’s you! 
ADEYEMI: Yeah. Thought I’d try and get you, you know, before -  
He steps into the light. 
FINDLAY: Before I go -  
ADEYEMI: Yeah.  
Sees her nerves. 
You’ll be fine. 
She’s staring at him. 
FINDLAY: I’ve been avoiding you. 
ADEYEMI: Ah, come on/ 
FINDLAY: No, I have. All this time, since -  
Beat. 
ADEYEMI: Well, that’s why, innit? 
FINDLAY: I could have checked in more often. 
ADEYEMI: Ah, I’m sorry, you’ve gotta - and  I’m just stressing you out - shit. 
I’ll - 
FINDLAY: No. Please stay. 
Beat. They stare at each other. 
I look like a knob. 
ADEYEMI: You look completely ready, is what you look like. 
Beat. 
I never doubted you could do it. 
FINDLAY: Well you’re about the only one. It’s been - 
Beat the Greenock out me, that’s for sure. 
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I mean, no literally. 
But - there were times when I really wasnay sure if it was worth it. Truly.  
ADEYEMI: The others? 
FINDLAY: Armstrong and Davies? They tried tay be - they were there for me. 
But - I had tay let them go.  
ADEYEMI nods. 
You made a real difference Serge. Having our backs. Thank you. 
No sure if I said that at the time. 
ADEYEMI: We were kinda preoccupied with averting world war three. 
FINDLAY: Ha! 
ADEYEMI: (He takes a risk.) What would she say if she were here? 
Beat. 
FINDLAY: That I look like a knob. 
Dunno - she’s probably still raging with me. 
ADEYEMI: Did you not patch things up, before/ 
FINDLAY: No. 
ADEYEMI: Yeah. I wondered. 
FINDLAY: The row - the row was kinda like a purge, you know? Stuff that had been 

sitting between us forever was out in the open. And we might never have recov-
ered, but - if we had we’d have been - unbreakable. 

But. 
Beat. She looks towards the door.  
I never wanted tay stand out. So this is the height of daft. 
ADEYEMI: But you do stand out. 
Beat. 
FINDLAY: I invited Captain Sands. 
ADEYEMI: Oh yeah? 
FINDLAY: She politely declined. 
Special mission in the Yemen. 
ADEYEMI: Of course. 
FINDLAY: Now I see how it all works, up here….I wonder if she was talking for 

herself - or if a bunch of folk were interested in her succeeding in getting all the 
women out of infantry.  

ADEYEMI: Oh. OK. 
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FINDLAY: My gut told me not to trust her, when she first started chatting tay me 
about promotion/ 

ADEYEMI: But she was right! 
FINDLAY: Aye an no. 
Beat. 
ADEYEMI: Was it worth it?  
Beat. 
FINDLAY: What I’ve had tay put up with. Phenomenal amounts of - idiocy. 
Ignorance.  
And what I’ve lost -  
However. Fuck yes. Absolutely it was worth it. 
They really need me, as it turns out. Good God. 
ADEYEMI: Is that what you’re going to say to them?  
FINDLAY: I think they know. 
I’ll keep it short an sweet. Couple of motivating anecdotes. Welcome the new ones. 
There’s a couple of women out there who might be pleased tay hear fay me. 
And then - thank you an goodbye. 
On to pastures new.  
She straightens, restores her own confidence. 
Jesus, it’s just a dinner. 
How is it I can lead a company of a hundred an fifty infantrymen no bother an this is 

giving me a heart attack? 
ADEYEMI: You done a dinner speech before? 
FINDLAY: Nope. 
ADEYEMI: That’s it then. 
FINDLAY: Kinda wish the others were here. At the back doing hand gestures.  
ADEYEMI: Officer rank; no more fraternising.  
FINDLAY: Mad nonsense.  
Well, here I go.  
FINDLAY and ADEYEMI salute each other. 
FINDLAY: Sergeant Major Adeyemi. 
ADEYEMI: Major Findlay. 
FINDLAY smooths her uniform, puts her notes in her pocket, turns towards the door 

and strides out into the light. 
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END 
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