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 SETTING:
We are at the Pinehaven Governmental Hospital, in Walnut, North Carolina (halfway between Charlotte and Asheville, a little bit east of Chimney Rock.)  The town is small, and so it does not support its own VA Hospital; Pinehaven serves as a catchall for anyone from any sort of government service or government-managed health-plan.
It is a prototypically bureaucratic building; its colors are institutional greens, blues, and beiges.  It is all cinder block and ceramic tile and celotex, in the ubiquitous glare of fluorescent light.  Its windows are simple squares in the wall, and in a world that has venetian blinds, what would be the point of curtains?  As for medical services, well... again, it's not a big place.  If you want cutting edge medicine, you head down the road to Duke Medical School.  Pinehaven provides quiet, and rest, and little else.
Just up the highway from Pinehaven is the Carolina Military Institute.  The C.I. places itself right alongside the elite military schools-- The Citadel, VMI, and so forth.  It is fair to say that the town of Walnut has grown in tandem with the C.I., and that their fortunes are linked.  The people of the town are proud of the C.I. and of their opportunities to participate in its life.
It is a Thursday morning, mid-winter, in the late 1990's.
CHARACTERS
GENERAL RYAN ROOSEVELT WALKER, age 70, U.S. Army, retired.  He has made the army his life, ever since he lied about his age to get in on the final years of World War Two.  After the war, he attended the C.I. and earned his commission, graduating at the top of his class, and so has viewed the military from all angles, as enlisted man then student then officer.  The uniqueness of his perspective makes him all the more stubborn about it.
KENDRA DAVIDSON, age 25, a second-year Cadet at the C.I..  Her admission to the Institute was the object of much attention, for she gained entry via lawsuit.  She represents many firsts for C.I. its first woman, its first black woman, and its first public defeat at the hands of anyone, adult or student.  She grew up in the area, and her fight for admission was divisive to the community.  She has never backed away from a fight.
(LIGHTS UP on a private room in Pinehaven Hospital.  It is Spartan in both simplicity and antiquity. The room is dominated by an ancient, iron hospital bed which looks as though it would weigh at least a ton .... across from the bed, a television which, once it warms up, receives two channels....at the bedside, a table which was one of many produced by the Vo-Tech Center just a few blocks up the street....atop the table, a black, rotary dial telephone and a plastic pitcher of what started the day as ice water, with a neat stack of three plastic cups at its side.  
In the center of the room stands the once-formidable figure of GENERAL RYAN ROOSEVELT WALKER, his uniform having been traded for a hospital johnnie, which he holds modestly closed with one hand clenched behind his back.  In the other hand is a pair of glasses.  He looks around the room, making a decision; he then sneaks a look through the door into the hall, making sure that no one is watching.  His safety thus ensured, he crosses to the television and tucks the glasses next to it in an out-of-easy-sight spot.  He steps back, admires his work, checks the hallway again and then moves to get back into bed, fighting against not only whatever aches and pains this movement causes, but against his newly-self-imposed lack of vision  He manages to make it back to his bed, and tucks himself in neatly, clears his throat, and then:)
WALKER
Nurse!Could you come in here please? I can't seem to find my glasses!
(quick beat.)
Can't see a thing in here!
(quick beat.)
Blind as a bat!
(another count of three and then a new tack, adopting a bit of a tremor in his voice: )
WALKER
continued
Miss Johnson?  Miss Johnson, please! Everything's so blurry, I-- I'm frightened!
(as unsuccessful as the others.) 
Last Chance!
(Okay--he's going to be ignored no matter what, so:)
All right, fine...  Ya wanna sleep on the job, well then...
(stretching to reach the telephone...)
 let's just wake... you.....up.....
(....reading, then dialing....)
“In case of emergency, dial O for Operator,” oooo…..
(he now adopts a breathy, melodramatic voice:)
Yes, operator, hello, I'm a patient over here at Pinehaven Hospital, 
I'm  terribly, terribly ill, I'm supposed to be receiving constant care and--
There certainly is an emergency,  
I think that something terrible must have happened to the nurses,
I ring and I ring and no one answers, I'm afraid that something awful has--
yes, that's why I'm calling, 
they might all be lying under their desks in a pool of blood,
it could have been drug dealers, it could be--
I'm sorry?
Yes, this is General Walker, now how--
Hello? 
Hello!
Keeeeee-ripes.....
(he hangs up the phone and adopts the tone of a news anchorman:)
"Tragedy struck today when several patients at Pinehaven Hospital died needlessly 
due to a failure in emergency services communication....
( He has risen carefully, and is shuffling in the general direction of the TV, all the while continuing his "news bulletin":)
Local emergency operators have so far refused to comment on the gross negligence
which led to the catastrophe....

(there is the sound of an uncertain knock.)
WALKER
continued
Aha! Patience shall be rewarded, it's about time, come in!
(KENDRA DAVIDSON enters. 
She is a handsome young black woman, dressed in the uniform of a Military Institute Cadet.  She carries a small leather briefcase or satchel.)
KENDRA
Um, General Walker?
WALKER
Yes, I said come in, help me out here!
KENDRA
I'm sorry, sir, I--?
WALKER
Miss, please. If you're not going to help, then at the very least you could step out of the way, 
or else I'm liable to knock you over as I careen blindly back and forth across the room.   Or!
You could help me back into my bed. 
KENDRA
Oh, yes sir, I'm sorry....
(....quickly setting her things down and crossing to him, pulling up short at the last second, unsure of what's needed.)
Um....
WALKER
You don't need to lift, miss, you only need to steer.
KENDRA
Yessir. Here, this way. 

WALKER
Attagirl...... there. Good. You're not one of the regulars, are you...
KENDRA
Sir? Um, no, no sir......
WALKER
I knew it. I can tell. You haven't hurt me yet......
KENDRA
No sir. Um, I mean, I wasn't.....
WALKER
There we are. Good. Thank you.
(he is now comfortably back in his bed.)
Now then: The sooner you find them, the sooner we'll be on equal footing here.
That is, assuming that your eyes work okay.
KENDRA
I'm sorry, sir, the sooner I find...?
WALKER
My glasses!  
KENDRA
Oh!
WALKER
They are missing. I need you to find them.
KENDRA
Yes sir...
WALKER
Yes sir!
(a pause in which she glances around.)
Are you finding them, young lady? 

KENDRA
I'm, um, looking, sir.....
WALKER
Not quite the same thing, is it.
KENDRA
What do they look like, sir?
WALKER
Well now, miss, may I take it you've seen glasses before ,
couple of sticks that go back, couple of little teensy windows in the front there?
KENDRA
Yessir, but I was only--
WALKER
You find anything looks like that, I guaran-damn-tee you they're mine, okay?
KENDRA
Yessir.
(She looks around for moment, helpless.)
WALKER
How we doin!
KENDRA
No good, General, sir. 
WALKER
Well I am sorry, but that is unacceptable, nurse......?
KENDRA
Oh, I'm not a nurse, sir.
WALKER
That's not a nurse's uniform?

KENDRA
It's a cadet uniform, sir. From the Carolina Institute, sir?
WALKER
You're here from the C.I.?
KENDRA
Yessir. 
WALKER
Well now. Are you on their medical staff in some capacity?
KENDRA
Beg your pardon, sir, no sir, I'm not, sir, I'm Cadet Davidson, sir.
WALKER
Davidson?
KENDRA
Kendra Davidson, yessir. 
(there is a brief pause.)
WALKER
You're Kendra Davidson?
KENDRA
Yessir.
(another brief pause, and a decision:)
WALKER
My glasses are beside the television, bring them over here right now please.
(Beat.)
On the double, Cadet!
KENDRA
Yes sir.....

(she finds them, brings them to him, holds them out; he snatches from her and puts them on quickly, eyeing her, his face hardening.   Count three.  Then:)
WALKER
You look younger with the haircut.  'Bout twenty five, aren't you?
KENDRA
Sir, yes sir, almost twenty-six, sir.
WALKER
We can dispense with the rat-line, cadet.  One "sir" is sufficient.
KENDRA
Sir, yes si--. Thank you, sir.
WALKER
Almost twenty six.  Such a short time.  And look at everything you've done
KENDRA
Sir, I would say that you yourself are no stranger to achievement at an early age.  
WALKER
"Achievement?"  No.  Survival. The things I did, I did because I was in the middle of a war.
KENDRA
So was I, sir.
(WALKER eyes her with surprise and no small fascination-- "What have we here?")
WALKER
Touché, Cadet...but I did not single-handedly challenge the Nazis to World War Two,
You, on the other hand, carried your fight all by yourself 
right to the front gates of our dear old Institute.
KENDRA
Well, sir, that's not exactly--
WALKER
And then! You laid down month after month of legal carpet bombing 
until those gates swung open. In other words-- You started it.
KENDRA
I don't know about that, sir.  But I finished it.
WALKER
You finished more than you know.
KENDRA
Permission to speak freely, sir?
WALKER
By all means.
KENDRA
I acted as a soldier, sir.  The laws of my nation were being violated.  I fought, yes sir.
I hope I did what any citizen would do sir.
WALKER
But no other citizen had, Miss Davidson.
KENDRA
Sir, if I may quote you: "If something has never been tried before
it only means that past minds were too small to imagine it."
WALKER
I said that?
KENDRA
January 27, 1974, you said that, yessir.
WALKER
Huh. Well, I doubt you came up here just to haunt me with my own words, 
so, now that I've got my glasses, why don't you finish the job
of helping an old soldier see things a little more clearly.
KENDRA
Sorry, sir?
WALKER
(as though talking to a slow child:)
What are you doing here?
(for the first time, KENDRA seems off-balance:)
KENDRA
Beg pardon, sir, my C.O.-- Commandant Macbride?
It was my understanding that he had called you to schedule this visit.
WALKER
He called me to schedule?.....
(comes the dawn, and a new suspicion:)
You're telling me that Bill Macbride sent you . To see me.
KENDRA
For the interview, sir? For the cadet paper?
WALKER
(he is smiling with the confidence of a man holding four aces; KENDRA is uncertain what he's up to:)
Yes, good old Reveille, still come out every Saturday?.
KENDRA
Except for Finals Week, yessir.
WALKER
And you're here to conduct the interview with distinguished alumnus Railroad Walker.  
KENDRA
Yessir.
WALKER
Distinguished, hell!  How about exemplary!
KENDRA
Heroic.
WALKER
Legendary!
KENDRA
Mythic!
(they laugh, but KENDRA has misunderstood the reasons for WALKER's pleasure-- his happiness is that of someone unmasking a particularly devious trick.)
WALKER
Weelllll, Cadet, that's a very nice try.  I see that you remain ambitious as ever.
KENDRA
Sir?
WALKER
Commandant Macbride arranged that interview for Thursday, today's Wednesday,
and anyway, he would have to be out of his mind to send Kendra Davidson to me.
I don't know what you're playing at and I don't especially care,
On Thursday I'll give the interview I promised, 
and I'll give it the Cadet who is supposed to be here
and you'll just have to wait until the weekend to see it like everyone else. 
Now: run along.
KENDRA
But sir? Today is Thursday.
(Beat.)
WALKER
Today....
KENDRA
Is Thursday.
(Pause; WALKER is suddenly confused, off-balance. He looks around.)
WALKER
If today..... wait, what was yesterday, yesterday....
KENDRA
That's right, sir, yesterday was Wednesday, 
here, sir, look, your newspaper...
(and she is moving to take a newspaper from his bedside table....)
See, here, look sir, Thursday, February fifth, nineteen--
WALKER
(violently brushing it away:)
I don't need to look at any newspaper, Cadet! 
KENDRA
Um... yessir.....
WALKER
I know perfectly well what day it is!
KENDRA
Yessir, I was just try--
WALKER
I know, "just trying to help," who the hell do you think you are?
KENDRA
Sir?
WALKER
You come in here, pretending to be a nurse---
KENDRA
Sir, I didn't--
WALKER
--you push your way in here, knowing full well I can't see who you are,
you take advantage of my predicament and then you see fit to help me,
well I don't need your help, you may go!
KENDRA
Sir, it's orders, Commandant MacBride, he--
WALKER
So now MacBride is the culprit, you're just following orders, we'll see about that....
(this while picking up and dialing the phone)
Someone is about to be in perilous circumstances, MacBride or you, one....  .....
(KENDRA is opening her mouth to protest further..)
NOT ANOTHER WORD!
Yes, hello, Bill MacBride, please, Railroad Walker calling.
Is that so? Then let's start over, Lieutenant, this is General Ryan Roosevelt Walker 
telling you to get Colonel MacBride on this telephone 
before I have you busted all the way down to drum major!
Thank you.
Mac! Yes, it is, listen, Mac, you're probably not going to believe this
but right now I am looking at none other than the infamous Cadet Kendra Davidson,
right here, in the hospital, and here's the punchline, 
and she claims that you actually sent her here, on purpose, to do the interview that--
Oh you did?
Well now, Mac, if you've got a minute, I've got a question for you:
What on God's green Earth were you thinking!
Yes, I did, I agreed, I agreed as a favor to you, I expected an interview, not an ambush!
Oh, you don't, well, what do you call it, a get-well card?
I never--
That may well be, but I--
I am not interested in your opinion of Cadet Davidson!
Oh is that so?  
That's exactly right, Mac, that is your prerogative. And what I do with my days is my prerogative,
and this interview is no longer on the list!
(he sweeps the phone off the table and fumes for a moment, KENDRA standing at attention. At length, he turns to her:)
I know that I have a tendency toward subtlety, Cadet,
so in case any of that was over your head, let me clarify by saying
that you may leave now.
KENDRA
Sir, I'm afraid I can't do that, sir.
WALKER
Oh, is that right, and why not?
KENDRA
Orders, sir, from the Commandant of Cadets, sir.
WALKER
The Commandant understands you to be on your way back to barracks, Cadet.
KENDRA
Begging the General's pardon, but I don't know that, sir.
WALKER
How can you not know that, you were standing right here, you heard every word we said!
KENDRA
No sir, I heard every word you said sir, I wasn't able to hear Commandant MacBride, sir.
WALKER
We could just keep things simple and recognize the fact that I am ordering you out.
KENDRA
Beg pardon, sir, Commandant MacBride's orders are--
WALKER
MacBride's a colonel, dammit, I'm a General!
KENDRA
Retired, sir.
Chain of command says--
WALKER
I know chain of command, Cadet.
 (Beat.)
You're saying that you don't believe that he ordered you to report back?
KENDRA
Sir, I don't know.
WALKER
Why would I make it up?
KENDRA
I don't know, sir-- why would you pretend not to know where your glasses are, sir?
(Beat.)
Begging the General's pardon. 
(count four, full eye contact, neither one breaking. Then:)
WALKER
I find myself suddenly weary, cadet.  Too weary for conversation, I'm afraid.
KENDRA
General.  Please, sir-- 
Okay, do you think we might could just.... start over?
(WALKER pointedly looks the other way, perhaps even beginning to hum a little "I'm not listening" tune....)
General Walker, I know you were one of the ones who tried to keep me out of the C.I..
I don't have any problem with that, sir. 
(no response, except perhaps more humming.)
I know you didn't like me walking through those gates last year.
I know you didn't like it when nineteen more women walked through those gates this year.
I know you don't like the idea of me being in your room. 
What I don't know 
is what happened to your sense of honor.
(the humming stops; she has his attention, but he remains silent.)
Your friend asked you to do him a favor. You agreed.
You agreed to an interview.  By a reporter, a reporter from Reveille
You agreed, 
you never said "Okay, as long as it's not that uppity nigger bitch Davidson," you never said--
WALKER
Now wait a damned minute, I never in my life--
KENDRA
And now you're saying you won't do it which means you're going back on your word
which is as dishonorable a thing as a man can do. Sir.
WALKER
I have never given a second thought to a man's race! Or a woman's!
KENDRA
Well fine then, we'll drop the "N" word and agree that you think I'm an uppity bitch.
WALKER
Is that what you think makes you a reporter, Davidson, 
your knack for putting words in other people's mouths?
KENDRA
I wonder, sir, if the fact that you're speaking to me again
means that you do plan to keep your word?
WALKER
What do you care? What's the difference, who cares what I do?
KENDRA
Sir, it's traditional that the reporter is the one who asks the questions (and you ans--)
WALKER
Tradition, who cares about tradition, not you!
The Carolina Institute had one of the finest and most honorable traditions in this country
and you and your little legal circus brought all of that crashing down in a few short months,
and now you and your nineteen disciples are playing in the rubble, You've shown only scorn--
KENDRA
I AM NOT PLAYING!
(Beat.)
And I never have been.
(Pause.)
I apologize for yelling. Sir.  
But I have said it over and over again:
I had every right to be at the Institute, the law was already clear on that point,
the law of the land, sir, the thing soldiers are supposed to fight for and not against.
(Beat.)
Sir. 
WALKER
You said a minute ago you "don't have any problem" with how we tried to keep you out, 
you still wanna stick by that?
KENDRA
I didn't say it about the others, sir, I said it about you.
WALKER
Oh, just me. I'm special, am I?
KENDRA
Well-- yessir, I mean...of course you are.
WALKER
I'm a Special Person. "Special", in quotes, right? "Careful with the General, he's 'Special'." 
Hey? That's why you wanna do this interview, 'cause I'm so "special"?
(She stares. Count five. Then she turns away, picking up her briefcase, preparing to leave.:)
Where the hell do you think you're going?
KENDRA
Sir, I'm sorry to have troubled you, I can see myself out, sir.
WALKER
Oh, we're back to the double "sir"s again, are we?
KENDRA
Sir, yes sir.
WALKER
So you're just gonna leave.
KENDRA
Sir, yes sir.
WALKER
Why?
(brief pause)
I'm waiting.
KENDRA
Sir, the General will not care for my answer, sir.
WALKER
You don't know what I will and won't care for, cadet,
you may think you know something about me but you don't, is that clear?.
KENDRA
Is it clear? It's crystal clear, sir, you don't know me, either
But you think you do.  And there's no talking to someone whose mind is already made up.
WALKER






(incredulous:)
That's why you're leaving, because "there's no talking to me?"
KENDRA
It's no great pleasure listening to you, either.
Sir.
WALKER
So you go? Just like that?
(He is again smiling the smile of the man with winning cards, and again KENDRA is uncertain as to why.)
KENDRA
Sir, yes sir.
WALKER
The Kid Leaves Her Team Hanging.
(Beat.)
Mac said that y'all're building an entire special edition around this interview,
some "Great Grads of the C.I." kinda thing, with yours truly as the centerpiece.
Of all the people he could have sent to do this, he sent you.
And you're going to go back empty handed,
"It didn't work out, the General was mean."
And he and the other guys will look at each other and nod, because they always knew
that sooner or later you'd drop the ball, and you'll have proven them right,
Well done, Cadet. Quite auspicious.
(Beat. Now she's the one smiling and he's the one who's off-balance.)
Yes, Miss Davidson?  Something amuses you?
KENDRA
Yes sir, you do sir. Oooooooo,  aren't you just so sly,
"I know what I'll do, I'll remind her that her reputation is at stake"
as if I'd ever forget that my reputation is at stake every second of the day, number one, 
and number two, do you honestly think I'm going back empty handed?
After what's happened in here already?
WALKER
What are you talking about?
KENDRA
Look at the story I'm leaving with!  Sir.
it's a sad story, poor General Walker, he used to be hero 
but now he can't find his glasses and he forgets what day it is
and the nurses don't even come when he calls them,
The Abuse of Our Heroes.  And see, the best part 
is that you sat on the board of visitors trying to keep me out 
but the Brave Cadet has risen above it
and is gonna go to bat for her former adversary, now neglected and forgotten.
How bout that, General Walker, you think that'll sell a few papers?
WALKER
You know, our attorney called you 
"a very dangerous threat", you remember that?
KENDRA
I'm not a threat, sir. I'm a guarantee.
(Their eyes hold; he breaks first)
WALKER
All right, all right.  Hell's bells.  Stick around if you want to.
(Pause.)
If you still wanna do an interview, I guess we can do an interview.
As long as you stop fighting dirty.
KENDRA
"There's no such thing as fighting dirty, there's only fighting and winning."
WALKER
When did I say that?
KENDRA
August 12, 1952, sir.
WALKER
Hm.  
(Beat.)
Come on, kid. Have a seat.
KENDRA
General, with all due respect--
WALKER
Hey, let's cut the bullshit, shall we?
You don't keep raising after the other guy folds, right?
KENDRA
Fair enough.  But I need you to do me a favor, sir. I need you to stop calling me a kid.
WALKER
I never called you a kid.
KENDRA
Yessir, beg pardon, you did, just now. And earlier, at least twice, sir.  
And I don't mind telling you, General,  I can be called a lot of things,
but I'm closer to thirty than I am to twenty, and I stopped being a kid a long time ago. Sir.
WALKER
You see, this sort of thing was exactly why I didn't want us to let you in.
KENDRA
I'm sorry, sir?
WALKER
I'm not talking about the Women-in-the-Ranks thing
I'm talking about you, your ideas about yourself, your whole attitude. 
KENDRA
What do you mean sir, my ideas? my attit--
WALKER
Oh, please, listen to yourself.  "I'm not a kid"
no, you are not a kid, you're an adult woman, almost twenty six,  
Gracious, no, you're not a kid, 
and because you're not a kid you expect to be treated differently than a kid would be treated, 
of course, you said in court that you wouldn't want special treatment
but look how quickly you reach for it now, 
you're not a kid, huh, well then what are you, you sure as hell aren't my peer!
KENDRA
I take your point, sir. 
WALKER
Good!
KENDRA
How about this, then, sir, you try not to call me "kid" and I'll try not to call you "ugly old man."
WALKER
Try real hard.
KENDRA
Yes sir.
(she is unpacking her case-- pads of paper, pencils, pens, a tape recorder, spare tape, spare batteries, the works.)
WALKER
Look at all this stuff......
KENDRA
Yessir..
WALKER
You like this sort of thing, writing, interviewing?
KENDRA
Oh yes sir, it's pretty much my favorite thing.
Writing, I mean; as far as interviewing goes, I haven't really done that many, not real ones.
WALKER
"Not real ones"?  What does that mean?
KENDRA
(hiding in activity, busying herself with some search of her briefcase.)
Oh, nothing, sir, just a, you know, a figure of speech,  you know....
WALKER
What other kind of interviews are there except real ones?
KENDRA
It doesn't matter, sir it was just--
WALKER
As if there were such a thing as a "pretend" interview, who would write that, a pretend writer?
KENDRA
Sort of....
(giving up:)
I was a kid, it was just a game.
I would make believe like I was sitting with somebody famous, 
or just somebody that I liked, 
and I would interview them. You know, on paper.  For pretend.  
WALKER
Were you that desperate for conversation?
KENDRA
Hm, maybe.  
But.... that wasn't why I did it, I did it.....
WALKER
Yes?
KENDRA
To see things better. People.  How they felt about things, why they did things.
I mean, okay, some of it was just me pretending to be a big-shot reporter,
talking to Quincy Jones or Denzel....but the more I did it, the less I did famous people
and the more I did just.... people.
(KENDRA begins arranging her things; unwrapping a new cassette, labeling it, etc.)
WALKER
Did you have a favorite? 
KENDRA
I did one of you.
WALKER
Really?
KENDRA
Yessir. 
WALKER
When?
KENDRA
Oh, it was a while back.....
WALKER
Back when you had us all in court?
KENDRA
No sir, way before then, before you'd even moved back to town.
WALKER
Why'd you do that?
KENDRA
You were famous, you know, this famous war hero.
I didn't know much about war so I thought, "I'll interview a professional."  
WALKER
How was I?
KENDRA
You were terrific. You were honest, you were insightful...... 
You were understanding..... compassionate..... 
WALKER
Compassionate?
KENDRA
I was an imaginative child.
WALKER
Yes, well, I must say, Davidson, your literary interests
make your presence at the CI all the more incongruous,
we're not exactly known for poetry readings and fiction workshops.
KENDRA
The discipline a cadet learns can be applied to any field of endeavor.
WALKER
Oh, I see, you want to write brochure copy.......
KENDRA
I don't really know what I want to write.  If I want to write.  
To earn a living, I mean.  I'm not sure it's a "viable option."
WALKER
Journalists don't earn a living? Magazine writers, newspaper reporters?
KENDRA
When I write,  I like to try to get at the truth of something.
And I'm afraid that reporters might be more about facts than truth.
WALKER
What's the difference?
KENDRA
I'm not interested in the whole who-what-when-where routine, 
I write to try and understand something,
to see it for what it is, and, and, to capture that.  In words.
WALKER
To name it.
KENDRA
Yessir. That sounds right. To name it.
So anyway. It's the kind of writing that tends to stay sort of... private.
WALKER
Well are you gonna keep it private forever, is that you plan, 
to be Emily Dickinson with an M-16?  Aren't writers supposed to get their work published?
KENDRA
I almost did. Once. I mean, I thought I was.
WALKER
You lost me.
KENDRA
I was offered a very nice fee by Elite magazine, I don't know if you've.....
WALKER
That's one of those big-deal fashion magazines-- isn't it, slightly, um.... 
KENDRA
Black?
WALKER
Thank you.
KENDRA
The code word is "urban".
WALKER
 I'll remember that. You said "almost", did you miss your deadline or something?
KENDRA
No, sir, it wasn't me.
It was when we were right in the middle of all the hearings and everything,
and they wanted the exclusive rights, the inside scoop, you know,
"Kendra Davidson-- Her Side of the Story."
I mean, for a young writer to find her way into a magazine like that--
Usually that's a lot of knocking on a lot of locked doors, 
so to have one of them call me,  you know--I was pretty excited.
. 
WALKER
We never heard anything about any such article, when did it run?
KENDRA
It didn't. I didn't let them.
WALKER
But wouldn't it have helped your case, won people to your side?
KENDRA
I don't know.  Probably.
WALKER
Cadet, I trust that someone as conflict-prone as yourself would understand:
If you're in a fight, and someone hands you a big beautiful weapon like that,
it's prudent to use the weapon.
KENDRA
It wasn't that simple, sir, it was all messed up,  
They called and asked me about it, 
"How would you like to see that story appear in the June issue," I was thrilled,
they said five thousand dollars and I was even more thrilled
and they said they'd be in touch to finalize the details, 
and I got right to work, and I had almost finished the first draft
when they called me and said they were about to go to press, would I like to read my story?
WALKER
Ahhhh......."The Kendra Davidson story, as told to....."
KENDRA
Right. 
Of course, I didn't get what was happening right away, I was just confused.
I said "What do you mean, I haven't even finished the first draft yet" 
and I swear, this guy on the phone, he laughs, and he says 
"Sweetheart, you didn't actually think that you'd be-- I mean, 
didn't someone tell you?"
and I said something like "tell me what" 
and he tries to brush it off and says Don't worry, it'll be fine,
all the celebrities let us do the work , and I say Even when they're a writer? and he's like
"Honey, especially if it's a writer!" like Ha-Ha, it's all a big joke!
He said he wanted to run a story about me,
but he didn't even know who I was.  Not really.
WALKER
Didjya sue them, too?
KENDRA
No sir. I just told them they couldn't use my name. 
I told them I didn't want their money, and good luck.
WALKER
Come on, you didn't do anything? 
KENDRA
Well.  Elite wasn’t the only publisher that called me, 

there was guy named Frank Jefferson, Jefferson Publishing, 

they were chasing after me for awhile.  When the deal with Elite fell through, 

I thought about seeing if Mr. Jefferson was still interested.  Maybe an expose',
you know:  Famous Urban Magazine,  
misrepresenting authorship to boost sales, 
ghost writers, hush-money, etcetera. 
I wrote up a proposal.  Had it in an envelope, addressed and everything.
WALKER
But...?
KENDRA
I didn't send it.  The court case was what mattered,
I didn't want to split my focus.
There was a window there....but it closed.
WALKER
Well pry that sucker back open!
I'll bet you that you could still sell that story, right now, today.
Or at least use it, as an entree to something else. Don't you think?
KENDRA
Maybe.
WALKER
"Maybe"?
KENDRA
It's hard to say, sir.
WALKER
I don't know what you wanna be, Davidson, It sure isn't what you say you wanna be,
you say you wanna be a writer, but you run away from a chance to get published,
you say you wanna be a soldier, a soldier doesn't run from a fight!
KENDRA
It's not as simple as you seem to think, sir.....
WALKER
What could be more simple?  You said it's all these locked doors, 
May I again suggest that when one possesses a battering ram one might in fact use it.
KENDRA
You don't understand sir.
WALKER
I don't.
KENDRA
No sir, you don't.  And with all due respect sir, 
I don't think either of us can spare the time it would take to teach you about it. Sir.
WALKER
Well now. That's very cleanly said, cadet.
Now. If you would bring me that telephone, please.
KENDRA
Sir, I--
WALKER
The phone!
KENDRA
(as she is getting the phone; he is waving at her.)
Sir, I don't know what you think you're--
WALKER
SSssssshhhhhhhhhhh-shyyyushh!
(She cannot quite believe it; You shushed me?!
He looks at her evenly: That's right, I did. 
In the calm that follows:)
I am going to ask you three questions. 

You're going to say yes, or no, and that's all, do you understand?
KENDRA
General, please--
WALKER
SSssssshhhhhhhhhhh-shyyyushh!
(and now they both find it a little bit funny, but neither one is quite willing to crack a real smile.)
Yes or no. Do you want someday to be paid for writing?
KENDRA
Yes, b-- Yes. Sir.
WALKER
(nodding approval.)
Good.  Number two:  Do you still have all of the contact information for this Jefferson fellow?
KENDRA
Probably, in my book, I’m sur—yessir, yes.
WALKER
Splendid.  Number three: Will you allow me to telephone him on your behalf?
KENDRA
Sir, if you think you can just call this guy up and--
WALKER
Yes or no.
KENDRA
That is not how publishing houses operate sir, this isn’t like (bring a note from home and--)
WALKER
Yes or no, cadet!
KENDRA
He probably doesn’t even remember me, sir, he—

Okay, you know what?  Go ahead.

(rummaging in her things for her book, finding the page.)

You think you can storm the publishing world like it’s Normandy Beach all over again,

you be my guest, go right ahead. 

(Gives him the book, pointing to the number.)

Here you are, sir.

WALKER
(as he dials:)

What are you smiling at?

KENDRA
I was thinking that maybe it won’t take so long for you to understand after all.

(and she receives the "shush" wave, sans voice.)
WALKER
Hi, yes, I'm returning Frank Jefferson's call?
My name?  Yes, it's Rosey Walker.  Thanks.
(a look to KENDRA --You like the name? She rolls her eyes, smiling.  He suddenly shifts, adjusting his voice to something more befitting a man of leisure)
Yes, Mister Jefferson, hello, Rosey Walker here, I won't take but a minute of your time, 
I'm sure you remember approaching Cadet Kendra Davidson last year
regarding her experience as first female cadet of Carolina Military, 
Well sir, we think it might be time for a piece that reflects on her progress over the last year.

Has some very nice elements, Outstanding success within the Institute
the effect of the media focus upon her life, 

and just lately she’s been working on a full length interview with one of the senior officers who--
Oh, no sir, 
I'm not with the military, I'm with Miss Davidson.

No sir, she simply asked if I would—

Well, I’m sure you would sir, but time is rather critical and we feel—

(he is meeting more resistance than he expected, and becomes more combative.)

I’m sure you’re right sir, but these are not normal circumstances, and if you—

That may be, but this is the sort of thing that any number of your competitors would be willing—

I really don’t think you understand—

(Breaking character:))

Okay, you know what, pal, this is General Ryan Roosevelt Walker, 

And I can guaran-damn-tee you that it is in your very best interest to listen to what this, no, no,

I do not want an appointment, I’m not calling for myself, I’m calling--

(The connection has been broken. WALKER can’t believe it.)

That prissy little sumbitch!

 (count three in silence, but she cannot resist:)

KENDRA

At this time, sir, I’d just like to thank you for (the lesson in how a person should pursue her--)

WALKER
Oh shut up!

KENDRA
I don’t see how he could not publish me now, sir, 

what with you having provided such a strong image of my professionalism.

WALKER
He wasn’t even listening!
KENDRA
Sir, if publishers listened to everyone who called them with some “great idea”

they would go deaf, right after they went crazy.  It’s not how things work sir.

He wouldn’t even have taken the call if you hadn’t lied about how you were calling him back.

WALKER
So how are we supposed to tell him what we want him to do??

KENDRA
I would mail him a proposal.  And a sample.  If I had anything to show him, that is.

WALKER
Oh, you’ll have something.  

KENDRA
And the thing is that most of what you mail to someone like that just gets tossed.  

Some assistant reads it and chucks it.  An awful lot boils down to luck.

WALKER
Sooo….. the trick is to maximize the chances for luck.  You don’t just send one letter,

you send a letter a week! You lay siege to this man! 

Eventually he’ll take your more seriously because it’s just easier!

KENDRA
Sir, you still don’t--

WALKER
Isn’t that how you convinced me? By irritating me into it?

KENDRA
That may be, sir, but I was already here, 

when you try to do something like that by mail 

they can just start throwing away anything with your return address on it.

WALKER
Then leave your return address off of it!  And anyway, are you seriously telling me

that you don’t believe yourself capable

of writing a letter that will make someone want to read more?

Good God, Davidson, if you want the man to pay for writing, 

shouldn’t be you able to demonstrate that exact skill? 

A letter a week.  An amusing, compelling, brilliantly written letter every week until he caves.

You can write one brilliant letter a week, can’t you, it’s not too big a strain on your talent, is it?

KENDRA
Sir, it doesn’t matter--

WALKER
A letter a week, Davidson.  You promise me, right here and now, 

or else this whole deal is off and you can clear out right now.

(They stare at each other for a moment, then:)

KENDRA
Dear Mr. Jefferson:  Please allow me to apologize for the phone call you received earlier today.

Battle fatigue takes many forms, and in the case of General Walker it has resulted in--

WALKER
Good, fine, I don’t care what you say, but you don’t let up.  You stay on him.  

I have your word?
(She nods, a small nod, and smiles. )

KENDRA
All right......

 (Beat  Something about his focus wavers..)
Are you all right, sir?
WALKER
I'm fine.
(Is he?  She decides to push ahead with:)
KENDRA
Well sir, if  I'm supposed to have already written this, do we think we'd better get started?
WALKER
Would you mind getting me some water,  there's a pitcher and some cups......
KENDRA
Got it sir, coming -- oh.  It's empty, sir.
WALKER
Not only is the decor exquisite, but the service is five star, listen, Davidson, 
do you think you could get them to freshen it,
maybe even a cube of ice if they can remember the recipe?
KENDRA
I'll take care of it sir.
WALKER
Much obliged.
(When she is out, WALKER sags; he has been working hard to mask his discomfort, and in her absence it becomes evident. 
He stiffens, as if to physically block the pain from getting where it's going.  He fails, the pain arrives in 
full and he bites savagely into a cry, stopping it just as it was making itself heard.....

He is locked in this position, in battle with himself, and losing slowly, his only hope that the pain will fade....
...and eventually it does, releasing him by degrees. 
He pauses, still holding a careful position as though to simply relax might bring everything back.  But bit by bit, he does relax, settling back into pillows in a more upright position.... and it is in this position, pale and trembling a bit, that KENDRA sees him when she re-enters. He is at once hale and hearty, calling out:)
I'm in your debt, Davidson, outstanding.
KENDRA
(pouring him a cup:)
Here we are, sir....
WALKER
(he is continuing to stall, trying to regain some energy; he points to her pile of gear.)
You know what it is about those tape machines, you never sound like you.
KENDRA
It's only for me to make sure I get everything right.  Just pretend it isn't even there.
WALKER
You think you sound rough and ready like George C. Scott or someone
and instead you sound like Alvin the chipmunk.
KENDRA

(pretending to write letter:)

Dear Mr. Jefferson: As you read over the enclosed pages, my subject would appreciate it

if you would imagine his voice to be deep and masculine, so as to avoid his irrational fear of--

WALKER
Awright, awright, stow it.
(sips water)
Ah. That's good.
(there's a brief pause as he re-gathers himself, launching again into command-and-control mode:)
Now.  Cadet Davidson,  Truth seeker, Name-giver,
let's see how you do at naming me.
KENDRA
Yessir.  
(she switches on the recorder.)
Ryan Roosevelt Walker, that's correct, isn't it sir?
WALKER
That's the one I use.  That and "Railroad."
KENDRA
Because you just plow ahead and won't stop no matter what's in your way?
WALKER
How very flattering.  No, cadet, my initials-- R.R?-- they gave folks the idea to begin with.
Of course, it's not the only nickname I've had in my life.
KENDRA
What are some of the others? The printable ones, I mean.
WALKER
Huh. That shortens the list.  Can't you take a guess? 
Or is naming something as simple as asking it "Hey, could you tell me your name?"
KENDRA
To a lot of people, you could be called "hero."  
WALKER
Well, that sounds nice enough at first, but it's hard to say what it really means, isn't it,
Seems to me that we need to do a little better than anything so generic as "hero."
KENDRA
You've been called a Great Man.
WALKER
Is that right, by whom?
KENDRA
All sorts of people.  The people at the Institute, the people here in town,
The men who served with you. The books about the conflicts you served in.
WALKER
If those are your sources then you are practically gossip-mongering
The only lies bigger than those told by old soldiers
are those told by old historians, most of whom wish they could have been soldiers,
(she reaches for her pad and begins scribbling)
What are you scribbling, what is that?
KENDRA
(she finishes, and reads:)
"Whatever his past battles, the Great Man's greatest adversary is praise."
WALKER
Is that right, when did I say that?
KENDRA
You never said that, sir.
WALKER
Thank god.
KENDRA
What's wrong with it?  
WALKER
The idea, that's what's wrong!  Praise is no "adversary" of mine, I don't fight it,  
I simply do not engage it, I dismiss it.
KENDRA
You do so fight it, you were fighting it just now!
WALKER
And the reason I dismiss is is because I distrust it.
Praise is driven by memory. 
And memory is a flawed thing.
KENDRA
Yes sir.....
(A pause as she ponders the page.)
WALKER
Well? Come on, change it.
(A beat and she scratches through what she's written, and beneath it writes as she speaks:)
KENDRA
"Some men are products of their pasts, and some of themselves. 
General Ryan Roosevelt Walker is the latter sort of man"
WALKER
That's good!  That's a helluva lot better'n that other thing.. 
Great Man, good lord, for everyone you could find who'd call me great,
you could find a German, or a Korean, or a Vietnamese who'd call me a sunuvabitch .
(Beat.)
And before we go any further, 
please let's not ask that old question about how it feels to kill someone, okay?
KENDRA
Okay.
WALKER
I've served in three shooting wars and all sorts of smaller scraps,
if I hadn't killed anybody by now, I'd be the worst soldier in history.
And as for how it feels,  how do you even answer that question?
KENDRA
I don't know, sir.
WALKER
It wasn't as though I snuck into their rooms and cut their throats while they slept,
it wasn't personal.
KENDRA
Even when it was up close?
WALKER
It doesn't tend to be up close.
You give an order to someone, they give an order to someone, and so on,
and at the end of that chain of command, usually pretty far from where you're sitting,
some folks wind up dead.
KENDRA
What about Kleinstrauss?
WALKER
What about it?
KENDRA
Well, that was definitely not from a distance, sir, that was close combat.
WALKER
They're still teaching Kleinstrauss, are they?
KENDRA
Yes sir, they are.  Nine of you, all privates 
your sergeant dead, your lieutenant dead, your radio out, your retreat cut off
two German machine gunners, deep in the brush, on the far side of a clearing,
You waited until night.  You organized a flank attack, two phases,first four then five, 
you threw grenades as a diversion on one side, 
you came around the other side.  The Swinging Gate. 
Nine teenagers captured nineteen Nazis and a two-gun nest
at one of the most critical crossroads in the area.  
(Beat.)
It's in the Tactics Book at the Institute.  
The book calls it one of the most ingenious improvisations of modern combat.
WALKER
Yes. Well. I'll tell you something, Danny Kitchner wrote that book
and he's one of those historians that always wished he'd been a soldier,
and he thought if he just studied me and my battles he could find, 
I don't know, some magical, warrior's essence, you see? 
KENDRA
You don't like his book?
WALKER
It's a ridiculous book!  I tell MacBride whenever I get a chance,
for God's sake, teach Pompey, teach Sun Tzu, but get Kitchner out of the lineup,
the man's an ass!  "Combat improvisation" I didn't improvise anything,
and if he'd ever studied anything besides me he'd've known that all I did 
was copy Josh Chamberlain's move at Little Round Top in the battle of Gettysburg!
There's nothing new under the sun, Miss Davidson,
(Beat.)
Except for you.  You, Cadet,
are what historians are going to call a New Development.
KENDRA
Oh, I don't think I want to be in any history books, sir.
WALKER
Well, cadet, I'm afraid you no longer get a say in that.
Not that I don't understand your reluctance.
I always ran the other way from all that stuff, thought it was more dignified, 
and look where all that distant dignity has landed me.  I mean, just look at this room.
I'm absolutely positive that those colors violate the Geneva Convention. 
But on the plus side,  I do get to be alone with all this ugliness, right?
I mean, all these alleged people who think I'm "great", 
they're not exactly crowding us out, are they?
KENDRA
Well.....
WALKER
The lesson, Cadet,  is that "Greatness" usually isn't everything it's cracked up to be. 
KENDRA
That doesn't matter to me,
I don't want to be famous or great, I never did.
All I ever wanted was to go to the institute. To be a cadet.
WALKER
And is that still what you want?
KENDRA
Yessir. Of course it is.
WALKER
Really. 
KENDRA
Yessir.....?
WALKER
Truth now, honest injun, just between us? 
(turns tape recorder off.)
No witnesses, no crossed fingers behind backs, you really and truly still want to be a cadet?
KENDRA
Yes sir, I really and truly do.
WALKER
Of all the schools you could go have gone to, all of us on the board saw your files,
full scholarship offers, from UNC, from State, from Texas A&M, from Princeton for God's sake,
You actually sit here and tell me that you put all of that potential on one side
and a bad haircut and four years of hell on the other side and that's the side that wins?
KENDRA
I'll tell you what I always tell everybody, General:  
All you have to do is take my word for it.  You don't have to understand it.
WALKER
But we do have to understand it, 
or else it's nothing more to us than a headline,
Important Victory won by Persistent Woman, same thing as calling me a "Hero", it's too generic, 
it doesn't give us any sense of why you cared, what you wanted.
People who want to be Cadets want it because they want later to be soldiers, 
I never thought you wanted that. And I'll tell you something else, I still don't. 
So what do you want?
KENDRA
To go to the school of my choice!
WALKER
Your choice, why on earth would you choose this, you can't tell me you like it!
Truly, now, please: You were in hell for your first year,
that's just the system, fine,  
But after that, things are supposed to get better,
tell me, have you noticed things getting any better for you this year?
KENDRA
I've been too busy to worry about it, sir.
WALKER
Who's your best friend at the C.I.?
(Pause.)
You don't have a best friend.  You don't have any friends.  
Even the nineteen women who started this year, they're different, aren't they? 
I'll tell you the truth, you know who your best friend is?  Bill MacBride, that's who.
And it is one sad soldier whose best friend is his CO.  That's not how the army works, Davidson.
KENDRA
I am not there to make friends, sir, 
which is a good thing, because nobody there is interested in masking friends,
All I can do is get through each day without giving them any reason to point any fingers
and if you think I would put myself through that 
just to prove some kind of political point, then that's just too bad,
I am finished with trying to convince people my choices were sincere, okay? I'm done.
WALKER
But you're not allowed to be done, don't you get it?
(Beat.)
You're unique, Davidson. Like it or not,  
you're not just rare, you're one of a kind. 
You're the only person like you that there is, at the Institute, in the whole world.
Unless, of course, you're a fraud.
People want to know you're not a fraud.  Hell, I want to know it!
But you don't give us anything to go on!
You want to be a writer,
can't you come up with even one paragraph on Why I Want to Be a Cadet
that doesn't sound generic, that doesn't sound like it came out of the catalog?
(Beat.)
Can't you at least try, Kendra.  
KENDRA
We're on first names, now, is that it, sir?
WALKER
Yes. As long as you remember that my first name is General.
(Beat.)
Tell me why.  Not why did you go to court, forget all that, 
Why were you drawn to the C.I in the first place, do you even remember?
KENDRA
Of course I do, the same way that you do, I bet-- I mean,
you grew up here, same as me, you must remember--it's not like there's much else here.
A post office, the IGA, a few little shops..... and the CI.
And it's always been here.  
It's what it must be like growing up among the pyramids,  
It's been there forever, and it's the most powerful thing there is, and it's right there. 
You can run your hand along its walls.  
You start to wonder about what goes on inside.
And then, on special days, a little bit of it comes outside.
A group of upperclassmen, marching in a parade in their dress whites.
They look like angels.  They look like gods.
KENDRA
continued
Then when the parade is over, they slip back inside, 
and everything is quiet again
and it's almost as if you've dreamed them.
It's a mystery, and it's powerful, and it's right here.  
I wanted to know about it.  I grew....to covet it.
They had it. I wanted it.  To be on the inside of something big.
You know?
WALKER
I know.  
KENDRA
I loved it.  Then as I got older, I started to understand it a little bit, to know what it was. 
It was a place where soldiers were made, where people were learning how to protect me.  
And I loved it for that, too.
WALKER
Yes.
KENDRA
One day-- I guess I was maybe 12?-- I told my mother how much I loved it.  
And she hit the roof,
I mean, hit the roof hard enough to knock the shingles off,
but it didn't make any sense to me, I said "Mama, it's not like I said I wanted to go there"
and she just kept on, "Of course you wouldn't say that, they wouldn't let you in anyway"
and on and on and ever few seconds she would hiss at me, 
"You don't know anything"
and of course, that's the wrong phrase to use with a headstrong girl.
So since she was being mean to me, I decided to be mean back, and I said 
"I could go, mama, if I wanted to, I could" 
and at first she just laughed at me,  she shook her head, "They don't let girls in"
and I said "They used to not let girls vote, but that changed, 
and The Applecart Lunch Counter didn't used to let black folks in, either, but that changed"
and then I think she heard a little truth in there, and she got even madder
and said that I was sinning against the Lord to even argue with her 
and I said "We don't even go to church!"
Then she threw me over her knee and spanked me,
she told me later she spanked me so long her hand went numb.
WALKER
You did not take the C.I. to court just to spite your mother.
KENDRA
(the notion amuses her:)
No sir, you're right about that.
But she did keep me out. And then she got sick, and I had to take care of her.
It was five years til she died.  The lawsuit came later.
WALKER
I see.....Where was your father in all of this?
KENDRA
Sir--please.  We don't have time to get into all of that, 
I've only got a couple more hours on my pass
and all I've done so far is "Number One, confirm Name"
and I know you don't want me coming back here for a second day, 
so I think we need to really--
WALKER
I wouldn't mind you coming back.
KENDRA
Sir?
WALKER
You can come back any time you please.
KENDRA
Well.  That's very gracious, General, but I think that when you--
WALKER
Oh, stop it.  For goodness sake, look around.
That telephone last rang during the Truman administration .
The television takes all day to warm up, and then it gets channels five and thirteen
channel five is farm and weather reports, channel thirteen says that I'm going to hell
unless I "call one eight hundred-Save-Me with my pledge tuh-DAY!"
On top of which, I'm sick, and I'm not getting better, and no one can tell me what's wrong.
My days are not jam packed.
For all of your irritations, you are a great deal better than nothing.
You can come back anytime you like.  I'd like you to.
KENDRA
Thank you, sir.
WALKER
You're welcome.
(Beat.)
 Now you can tell me about your father.

KENDRA
(turning away, another quiet “dictation”:)

Dear Mr. Jefferson: I apologize for the delay in completing my submission, 

but General Walker insists on prying into my personal life.....

WALKER
(softly:)

Why don't you want to talk about him?
KENDRA
It's complicated.
WALKER
Nothing human is ever complicated. Except the lies we tell.
Those can get pretty tangled, but the truth is never too complicated.
KENDRA
My father is dead, sir.
WALKER
Hm.  I see.
(Beat.)
Killed in action.
Wasn't he.
(she turns away-- this is all happening too fast. He is watching her closely, he knows he's onto something)
I'll take that as a yes.  Killed before you were born?
KENDRA
Yes, yes, fine, okay, killed in action before I was born, you're right, so what?
WALKER
Killed in Vietnam?
(Beat.)
What is it?

 KENDRA
I can see why they call you "Railroad."
Yes, okay:
My father died in Vietnam. In 1972.
(Beat.)
He was a private with the Fourth Rifle Company of the Third Battallion, Twenty-Fifth Infantry.
(Beat.)
I was going to tell you, sir, but I wanted to.... lead up to it a little bit different than this.
WALKER
That was my command.
KENDRA
I know sir.
I know from letters he wrote my mom. One of 'em said this:
"Most of the officers here are righteous fools
but Colonel Walker is just a regular guy. 
He always has time to stop and have a word with you. He even has his own names for all of us.
He calls me Stony."
WALKER
Stony. Stony Jackson. 
KENDRA
Livingston Jackson, Yessir
WALKER
Stony Jackson was your father?
KENDRA
Yes sir.
WALKER
Why was this never... I mean to say,
the fact that your father served, with me,  
that never came up during your lawsuit, why not?

 KENDRA
I didn't want it to. It didn't matter, I didn't want anyone to try and make it matter.
WALKER
I see.
(Beat.)
I don't know what to say.
KENDRA
I knew you'd freak out.
WALKER
Cadet, when I freak out, you'd better climb in a hole and pull it in after you,
I am not freaking out...... but......
(WALKER is massaging his throat and wincing)
KENDRA
Something wrong, sir?
WALKER
Guess I'm just not used to running my mouth so much at one stretch,
do you think you could pour me another cup of water, please?
KENDRA
Yessir.....
(as she does, WALKER continues rubbing his throat and talking.)
WALKER
The nurses keep scolding me for not drinking enough water, 
even started marking the pitcher,
see the mark...
KENDRA
Yessir, I see, here you go, sir.
WALKER
But I tell them if they'd just bring in a little bourbon to go--
to go withhh----.....
(this last bit of speech has slurred; his shoulder jerks up violently in a spasm; choking noises issue from his throat and the cup of water drops from his hand. KENDRA immediately moves to him, trying to support him, trying to help, at sea as to what she should do.)
KENDRA
General! General!
NURSE! NUURRRRSSSSE!
(she continues to hold him, cradling him, calling for help. LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK. END ACT I)
ACT II
(it is two days later.
WALKER lies in the bed, apparently asleep.  Around his bed are now placed a few electronic concessions to his illness; monitors, an IV, and so forth.  None of this does anything to change the room's essentially stone-age feel.  
At the bedside, KENDRA sits, writing on a pad of paper which sits on her lap, atop a small pile of notebooks and folders.  She has clearly decided to make the best of this perch to accomplish whatever she can between nurse's visits and catnaps. 
Her writing grows more energetic, script becoming scribble, and then scrawl.  This is all surprisingly noisy, her handwriting both slashing and percussive... and all augmented by a constant shuffling and reshuffling of the papers in her lap, everything done with the urgency of someone who is firmly in the grip of inspiration, the fevered need to get it all, hurry, hurry!  There! One page down! tear it out! Wait, where was that earlier page, this one, no, that one, no, aha! Here! Now-- Scratch! Out! The Old! Stuff! Done! Tear it out too, grab the new one, is this it, yes, fold em together, good! Now, what next....
And in that pause, without opening his eyes:)
WALKER
I wonder, cadet, if you might consider
trading your pen and your paper
for the target pistol, or the snare drum, you see, something 
less deafening.
KENDRA
Sir!  How long have you been awake?
WALKER
I can sleep through an artillery barrage, 
but I have never before tried to sleep through a writer having a brainstorm
KENDRA
I'm sorry sir, I was just...
WALKER
Working. Never apologize for working, Cadet. 

That’s not another letter to that publisher, is it?

KENDRA
Dear Mr. Jefferson: I have been considering titles, 

and wondered what you think of “Sleeping Through the Battle.”

WALKER
Yes…. with a subtitle, “The Quiet Battles of General Ryan Roosevelt Van Winkle.”
KENDRA
I should go get a nurse or somebody, they should know you're awake....
WALKER
Don't bother. No sense in spoiling their day just yet.
What day is it, anyway?
KENDRA
Saturday. Evening, sir, just past twenty-one hundred
WALKER
Huh...
KENDRA
How much... what do you remember, sir?
WALKER
Oh... a fair amount.... I've been awake a few times, you know.
KENDRA
I know.
WALKER
Even had a couple of very interesting conversations with some very somber doctors.
KENDRA
I know that too, sir.

WALKER
Do you?
KENDRA
Yessir.  They were asking me, did I know any of your family
and had you said anything about wanting anyone to be called, 

and... well. I mean, they didn't have to draw me a picture.
(Beat.)
I'm sorry, sir.
WALKER
Don't be sorry, cadet. You haven't done anything.
KENDRA
Yes sir....
WALKER
How long was I asleep? It's Saturday night?
KENDRA
Yessir.
WALKER
So I talked to the doctor Friday.... and he said then, when I asked him how long do I have,
he said a few days, maybe two weeks.
(Beat. He sits up more, reaching for his glasses.)
I think I'll try staying awake a bit more.
KENDRA
Yessir.
WALKER
When did you come back?
KENDRA
Oh, I never left, sir.
(Beat.)
I called Commandant MacBride, sir. He said that it was all right, 
with the weekend and all, he said he could get me an extension on my pass.
WALKER
You stayed here? For the entire time?
KENDRA
Yessir.
(Beat. Is he smiling?)
What is it?
WALKER
I was just thinking.......
KENDRA
Thinking what?
WALKER
"The apple doesn't fall far from the tree."
KENDRA
I-- I'm sorry, sir, I don't......
WALKER
Your father.  
(Beat.)
I've been thinking a lot about him, these past couple of days. 
Trying to, whenever I was conscious.....
One of the things I remember  is that he was intensely loyal.  
So.  When you said that, that you had stayed here, all this time... you put me in mind of him. 
(She makes no response)
I appreciate it.
KENDRA
So, you say he was loyal.
WALKER
Very much so.  Who's told you differently? No, wait-- your mother.
KENDRA
She thought he'd been selfish.  That's what she always said.
"That selfish fool ran off to fight in some place he hadn't even heard of,
hadn't he heard of us, we're the one's  stuck here without him."
WALKER
Your father was no fool, Kendra.
KENDRA
I appreciate that, sir.
WALKER
And, as for your mother.... well. I don't know how stuck she might've thought she was,
but the bottom line is that no one is ever really stuck, not truly.
That's just one of the things we tell ourselves to feel better about not doing anything.
KENDRA
Oh, I get it, you're not really stuck here? That stuff about being sick is just an act, 
so that you can relax in these beautiful surroundings?
WALKER
That's different.
KENDRA
Well isn't that convenient, well let me just say, sir, 
It was different for my mother, too. She was stuck, we were stuck.....

(a beat-- she hasn't meant to get into any of this quite so quickly, but in for a penny, in for pound, so:)
KENDRA
The man you knew as Livingston Jackson was my father.
But the fact is that there never was any such person as Livingston Jackson.
WALKER
That's going to come as quite a shock to those of us who served with him. 
KENDRA
Yes, you served with my father, and my father called himself Jackson. 
But that was never his name
(Beat.)
From what I've been able to find out, 
it was all pretty simple.
My father had always wanted to be a soldier. 
In fact, it turns out that for a time he had hopes of going to the CI, but he wasn't accepted, 
and so (once he knew he couldn't get in--)

WALKER
Aha!
KENDRA
Aha what, sir?
WALKER
You don't think that that little tidbit is hugely significant? 
KENDRA
Golly, I don't know, Doctor Freud.
WALKER
Oh, you're saying that your father wanting to go to the CI had no effect on your own wishes?
KENDRA
I'm not saying it had no effect, 
of course it had an effect.  
But we're not talking about me, we're talking about him.
WALKER
No, you're talking about him, to keep from talking about you. 
KENDRA
Well maybe I shouldn't be talking at all.
WALKER
It's entirely up to you, Davidson.
KENDRA
Fine, I won't.
(There is silence. Each of them starts off determined to demonstrate their lack of caring, but WALKER's resolve begins to weaken. At length:)
WALKER
Oh really, Davidson, you might at least have the good form to finish what you start.
KENDRA
Will you let me finish it?
WALKER
I'm not doing anything!
(Beat.)
Okay, I'll behave.  Your father didn't get into the CI, 
I imagine it was quite a disappointment, and then…?
KENDRA
Well, he was a very determined man.
WALKER
I remember.  You come by it honestly.
KENDRA
He figured, all right, I can still be a soldier.  
He only had to wait a couple of months until he turned eighteen and he could enlist.
He went to stay with some friends in Charlotte, and that's where he met mama.
I know when my parents met, 
and I know when I was born, and the math makes it pretty clear
that he and my mom moved awfully fast.
They got married, and I was on the way, but that didn't change his plans.
He was going to be a soldier. He went to enlist. But.... well, something went wrong.
He must've flunked some test or something, all I know is they turned him down.
Well. Maybe you know how it is, sir--you want something your whole life,
you chase it, you get knocked down, you get up and keep chasing, 
You can lose sight of the things that really matter, do you know what I mean?
WALKER
I'm pretty sure that we both know what you mean.
KENDRA
Yessir, well.... my father, it seems like he got a little crazy when they rejected him.
He didn't tell anybody about it,
He just went straight to some guy he knew, guy sets him up with a fake ID, name of Jackson. 
Drives him over to the enlistment station in Raleigh to try again, and this time he gets in.
Mama didn't know about any of this, 
all she knew was that he had joined the army just like he had always said he would.
I guess it wasn't really that hard to keep it a secret.
He always sent home his pay in money orders, he told Mama it was safer that way. 
Wrote letters, signed his own name. But then the letters stopped.

KENDRA

continued
On his enlistment form where they asked for next of kin, he had listed Mama as his sister 
and one day these men in uniform come and tell us her brother, Private Jackson,
had been killed in action, 
and mama was all wild, she didn't have a brother, they were crazy, someone was mixed up,
but slowly, over time, it all came out.
Kind of like how a splinter works its way out, once everything is good and infected,
the truth worked it's way out. And it left a hole where my parents used to be.
My father was dead, and my mother was just..... angry. 
WALKER
At your father?
KENDRA
No. Well, some, maybe. For what he had done, yes.
but also at the army. At the government. We never received any benefits.
How could we? There was no such person as Livingston Jackson, how could he be dead,
he never lived, right? How could he have ever been in the army?
Whoever it was who had been there, well, 
that person had committed fraud against the U.S. Government,
And they're not real sympathetic to the notion of a criminal collecting benefits.
Of course, all I knew at the time was that my father had died in Vietnam
and that the whole government had turned its back on us.
WALKER
I can't believe that there was nothing she could do, that there was no recourse,
it's a significant amount of money, the death benefit of a soldier killed in action,
didn't she talk to any lawyers?
KENDRA
Oh yes sir--every lawyer that would take the time
to listen to a single mother who was black and who wanted to sue Uncle Sam.
They didn't exactly come crowding around, you know?
WALKER
She didn't believe that was because she was black, did she?
KENDRA
Well, sir-- it's not as though it wasn't a factor.
(Beat.)
I mean, you must know what I mean, sir--she had trouble getting her situation taken seriously
when it came to dealing with people like attorneys and government types, 
people who might have given her a little more credibility if she had been white. Sir.
WALKER
Yes, I see.  I have to apologize, I keep forgetting that this was almost thirty years ago.
She didn't have much a chance of getting justice back then, I suppose.
KENDRA
"Back then"?  What are you saying, that today she'd have better luck? Please.
WALKER
Please yourself, things are different today, it’s a fact.
KENDRA
Different doesn't mean fixed. 
You think black people should say, "Whew, dat racism thing sho was rough, I'se glad dat's over!"
WALKER
The racism of that time is over.
KENDRA
Lucky us, we got to trade it in for the new model!
WALKER
I have to be honest, cadet, the role of "victim"is a bad fit for you.
KENDRA
Lemme get this straight, white folks don't cross the street to avoid us?
Taxi's don't just drive right past us?  We don't get harassed in restaurants and hotels? 
We don't get spit on, and beaten, and murdered, is that what you're saying?
WALKER
No, of course not, all I'm--
KENDRA
Oh well, good, for a minute I thought I was hearing you wrong.
WALKER
Have you ever been spit on, Kendra? You, personally?
KENDRA
No. I haven't.
WALKER
I have.
After I got back from Viet Nam.  More than once. 
Anytime I went out anywhere in my uniform, I was spit on, and cursed, and reviled.
So please-- spare me the "You don't know about the cruelty of the world" speech, 
I do know, okay?
KENDRA
You know about the cruelty of the world, 
do you really, here's the cruelest part, sir,
that you never even stop to consider that at least you can take your uniform off!
What are we supposed to do!
(Beat. Softening:)
What was my mother supposed to do, sir?
WALKER
I..... take your point.
I don't know. I don't know what she was supposed to do.
(Beat.)
What did she do?
KENDRA
She gave up. Gave up the fight.  
You know, as mad as she had been when she was going against all of them, 
giving up made her even madder, somehow.  
Like something inside her was set on "mad" and the switch was broken.   
I don't mean yelling mad, 
I mean proud mad. Bitter mad.... quiet mad.  
Anyway.  She brought us here.
To Greater Metropolitan Walnut, North Carolina.
Couldn't stay in Charlotte.
One newborn minus one husband plus no income equals one big problem.
My dad was from here, and his parents told Mama that we could come and stay with them. 
So we did that.  But as soon as Mama had saved enough money, 
we moved into a little room in a boarding house.  
She preferred being on her own.

WALKER
Imagine my surprise.
KENDRA
Yessir.  But my grandparents still looked after me when Mama was at work.  I liked them. 
I'd walk over every morning, up that cracked sidewalk
to the same house my father had grown up in.
I spent every day with decent, caring people 
who never questioned whether their son had done the right thing. 
I would take naps in his bedroom. 
They had kept it just like he'd had it when he was growing up, 
all of these army picture-books, posters on the wall....
It helped me feel like I knew him, a little bit.
Even when I got older and I didn't need to stay with them any more, I'd still go by and visit....
I'd go upstairs and lay in his bed and look at all the things he had dreamed about.
I started having dreams of my own.
But then mama got sick. And we still didn't have any money. So I took care of her.
Five years.
The doctors couldn't believe that she lasted as long as she did.
I guess they didn't know how it could be when a person's too mean to let go.
WALKER
Or too scared. It must have been painful.
KENDRA
Well, it wasn't easy, but I had an obligation. 
She was my mother. I had to stay with her, no matter how painful it was.
WALKER
I didn't mean painful for you, Kendra. I meant for her.
(Pause. Then, apologetically:)
KENDRA
Yessir. Of course. 
The pain of having all her choices gone.
She hated it.
WALKER
Me too.
(Beat. Then, almost as if to himself)
But it's never the case. There's always........
(he returns fully to KENDRA:)
It's the only faith I have, Kendra-- Choice.
We always have choices.
Even when we know we're going to die, 
we can choose how we die. 
Fighting, or angry, or proud, or humble, we choose.
I think maybe your mother knew that. 
KENDRA
Maybe so.
WALKER
I'm certain your father knew it.
KENDRA
You're-- why, what do you mean?
WALKER
Do you still have your tape recorder?
KENDRA
Yessir....?
WALKER
Go get it.
(Beat.)
Isn't that what you're doing here, isn't that why you stayed? To hear his story?
Go ahead. Turn it on. Let's make sure it's official and on the record.
(another brief Beat--is she ready to hear it? A deep breath, okay, let's do it. She puts the recorder into place and turns it on..)
The Third Battallion was converging on a little village called Luc Pham,
it was a point we wanted to control, well, the NVA wanted to control it, too,
but they were smarter than we were.
They didn't try to beat us to it and then hold the place, 
they figured it'd be smarter to let us stroll halfway in then slam the door on our fingers.

WALKER
continued
We were on that road-- a road we'd been told was secure, 
turned out the recon was over two weeks old--
and we were doing our best impression of the British at Concord, 
everything nice and lined up, one long convoy, so confident. 
There were three low hills, and we got down in the middle of them
and the whole world opened up right on top of us.
The bastards had spent a good long time getting ready for us, 
all of them dug in nice and safe into that lovely high ground.....raining fire down on us....
We have to find a way out, or we're gonna get slaughtered. 
But there isn't any way out... so we have to make one.
Make it, and hold it, long enough to get out.  Fight harder than we've ever fought, 
just for a chance to retreat.
But they're doing an encircling manuever, cutting us off, 
our only chance is to send some guys straight forward, tie everything up,
give us a chance to get out the back way.
I asked for volunteers to form an attack squad.  Their orders were simple: 
Charge hard, straight ahead.  Engage the enemy on both forward flanks, and make them stop you. 
They were good men. They knew what was gonna happen. 
KENDRA
And my father was in that group?
WALKER
Oh yes.  Like he couldn't wait.
And they did it letter-perfect, the Vietnamese must've thought these guys were crazy,
charging them like that, but sure enough, they shifted around to stop them, 
and left a hole back the way we'd come in.
Your father and those men tied 'em up in knots, one big, bloody, screaming mess,
and the rest of us, pulling back....pulling back......
KENDRA
How many made it out? 
WALKER
Almost half.
(Beat.)
Choices. We both made them.
Your father chose to be a soldier.
Your father chose to volunteer. To save us.
And I...I chose to let him.  
KENDRA
Sir, I don't-- 
(she switches off the recorder.)
I think you need to hear this, 
I certainly... I could never blame you. And I don't think my father did, either.
WALKER
You don't think.
KENDRA
I.... can understand what you--
WALKER
No, Cadet, you can't! Truly.  
Please--let us agree on those points at which our understanding falls short,
for instance, I do not understand the trials of being black in America,
and you do not understand sending good men to die and then writing those letters home,
you do not understand.
(a beat, and then KENDRA moves to her briefcase, speaking as she rummages:
KENDRA
It's funny...... you should mention letters home, sir, because I have one here.... here it is.
Listen:.  
(She reads from it:)
He said 
"It's strange. My whole life, I've wanted to be a soldier,
and once I got in, it was different from what I imagined.
And I thought maybe I'd been wrong all this time, until I met Colonel Walker, 
and everything I'd imagined was right there in front of me.
All this time, whenever I thought "soldier," this is the man I was thinking of.
I sure am glad to meet him."
(KENDRA pauses, then re-folds the letter, replaces it in its envelope.)
I want you to have it.
(He stares at it.)
Go ahead sir,  I really do.
WALKER
No-- no you don't.
KENDRA
Yes I do.

WALKER
You're feeling some sort of powerful emotion, 
and you want to mark it with a gesture, I understand, 
but you do not want to ask me to accept this.
KENDRA
Sir. That is exactly what I want.
WALKER
What precisely would be the point, giving me that, 
to treasure it? For the few days I've got left?
don't you understand, there are no keepsakes for the terminal, 
there are no gifts at this point, everything is extremely temporary.
KENDRA
I'll tell you sir, I think that there are no gifts ever, that everything is always temporary.
WALKER
I'm quite sure that that's deeply meaningful, I'll ponder it for several of my remaining hours,
in the meantime, just take my word for it: I do not want your father's letter. 
(a beat; she places it on the bed, and backs away.)
KENDRA
Maybe you'll change your mind, sir.
WALKER
Maybe you'll grow up just a little bit.
(he kicks the covers so that the letter flies off. 
Count three in shocked silence, then)
I'm sorry, Cadet, have I ruined the tender moment you had planned for us there?
KENDRA
How's that, sir?
WALKER
People don't always act the way you think they're going to, isn't that right?
KENDRA
I'm not following you sir.
WALKER
Why did you come here, to play some kind of hellish postman, 
letters from one dead man to another?
(Beat.)
KENDRA
What's wrong, sir?
WALKER
Are you seriously asking me that? What do you mean, 
you mean what's wrong apart from the fact that I'm dying?
You mean what's wrong besides the way you keep thrusting the past at me, 
insisting that it's some sort of boon?  You're shaking your head, you think I need more wrong?
KENDRA
Why are so mad all of a sudden?
WALKER
I just told you!
KENDRA
No sir.  This is not my first time sitting at someone's deathbed,
watching them get madder and madder and feeling like I can't get outta the way fast enough, 
my mama was mad too, but it was never me she was mad at,
I was just paying someone else's freight,
so tell me, sir, who are you mad at,
whose freight am I paying now, yours?

WALKER
Maybe yours!
Isn't "freight" still another word for "baggage" 
because you came into this room with a metric ton of baggage,
and I have given you an awful lot of latitude 
but I still cannot figure out what it is you really think you're doing here,
do you even know, do you have any idea why you've stayed here, night after night, 
what do you want?
KENDRA
Hey, I just-- ....all I wan--
WALKER
“I just, I just,”  you just what?  
KENDRA
Sir, what are you doing?
WALKER
What are you doing! Why did you come here?  What do you want from me? 
KENDRA
I don't want anything sir, I--
WALKER
Everybody wants something, girl, what did you want, your interview, 
you wanted to play at being a journalist, no, no, you didn't come here to interview me,
you had some idea in your head, what are you here for? 
KENDRA
I told you, I--
WALKER
You haven't told me anything,
why are you here, to hear about your father?
You wanted to hear some feel-good story about your Dad,
well that's just too bad, you wanna hear about your father, the quick version,
he got shot fulla holes and he died ugly,
there, freeze the frame
you and Daddy's war buddy, sharing memories and a tear or two, a real Hallmark moment!
KENDRA
General, stop, you're not well....
WALKER
No, I'm not well, I'm a soldier, none of us are well, isn't that right Davidson,
you oughta know all about it, about the sickness that comes from too much fighting, from t--
(Beat.)
Wait, wait, wait... that's it, isn't it, that's why you're here....
(Beat. She has turned away; he rises, closes the gap)
You didn't come here to find out about your father,
you thought that was why, you told yourself that was why, 
you made your plans and you practiced your speeches, 

you even packed up that little care package of letters from the past, 
but he's not why you're here, not really, 
look at me!

WALKER
continued
(Beat.)
Something's wrong with you, something inside, you can't name it, you can only feel it,
you feel sick all the time and you don't know why, I'm gettin warmer here, aren't I?
KENDRA
General, please--
WALKER
I am, I'm gettin warmer, you've come for me to fix you, come to see the Wizard,
you've come to get a heart, some brains, some courage, 
you came (here because you don't--)
KENDRA
I came here because I don't know where else to go!!!
(a beat in which they stare at one another and then KENDRA brushes past WALKER, moving to exit, but:)
WALKER
HALT!
(she does, still facing away, sagging.)
You have not been dismissed, cadet.  Ten-hut!
(she straightens.)
You are in the presence of an officer, cadet, you do not leave until dismissed, 
About face!
(she turns to face him, angry, defiant.)
There. Good.  At ease, Davidson.
KENDRA
Permission to leave, sir.
WALKER
Denied.  And anyway, you've got nowhere to go, you said so yourself.
KENDRA
Sir--
WALKER
Quiet!
(Beat.)
Oooooooooooo, look at that face.   If you could see your face, 
look how much you hate doing what I tell you.
KENDRA
Sir, this cadet has no response, sir.
WALKER
I wonder if you know 
how excited I was when I realized who it was that was here with me, the other day.
That's right. Excited. To finally meet you.
I had always admired you, you know, ever since you filed your lawsuit.
I recognized you, you see, I knew we were the same animal.  A proud, fighting animal.
And then you were here. But you seemed so....careful.  Your eyes were...wary.  And weary.
You were, you'll forgive me for saying, less than I expected.
And I had the thought, right away, even then: Something's wrong.
And something is wrong.  You just said it yourself: You don't know where else to go.
Can I name something for you, Davidson?
That place we think of as the place we can always go?
We call that "home."
And when a person says she doesn't know where to go, we say that she is homeless.  
For the past few years life has been simple for you, (because you always--)
KENDRA
Simple?? My life has been simple?!
WALKER
I didn't say "easy," I said simple. Clear. 
Being in the middle of a fight has a wonderful way of simplifying things.
But now you've lost your way.
You're hoping I can help you find it somehow.
But I don't know how.  You need to tell me.
KENDRA
I need to tell you how to help me?
WALKER
Come on. come on, don't tell me you haven't thought about it,
you're the girl who makes up interviews, you've had us in your head a hundred times,
tell me, in the magic-lamp, everything-goes-just-right version of this visit, 
what is it I do for you?

KENDRA
You... you make me happy again.
WALKER
How would I even know what happiness looks like on you?
(She stares at him-- how can he ask her that?? 
She sags, suddenly very small.)
KENDRA
I've been happy in here. 
(Pause.)
At the C.I., it's... everything just runs together into one long, stupid fight. 
It feels like, I dunno, like this tug of war where the rope is a million miles long
and you can't even see the end of it... 
every day some upperclassman or some teacher tries to trip me up,
tries to prove that I'm not good enough,
and no matter how many times I beat them, they're always right back at it the next day
and it starts to feel like we're all just robots, and nothing I do or say will ever really matter,
and every day it gets harder and harder to care, until one day you just..... don't.
You get tired, so tired that finally you stop feeling anything.
Like a part of you has been switched off.   
Then a friend of my grandma's, she works here, 
and she said you were a patient
and something in me kind of
switched back on again.
And I knew I had to come see you. Just like that, I just knew.
You're one of the most decorated combat soldiers this country has ever had.
If anyone knows about fighting, it's you.
And I feel like I've been going at it forever 
and I 
am just about out of fight.
And I don't know what to do.
WALKER
Okay. Yes. Popeye.
KENDRA
Beg pardon?
WALKER
Popeye Larue.  
I was trying to think who you looked like just then, and it came to me. 

KENDRA
Popeye Larue.
WALKER
Popeye was with our outfit in Germany, in forty-four.
He had something with his thyroid that made his eyes bug out a little, 
so that he always looked like someone had just set off a firecracker next to his head.
KENDRA
You're saying I looked like that just now?.....
WALKER
No, waitaminute, just let me finish.
(Beat.)
We were in a tiny village one day, so picturesque,  
cobblestones, thatched roofs, the whole nine yards, quiet and peaceful...
and then, a sound. An engine.  And then, around the corner comes a Tiger tank.
The tank opens fire, half the men just panic, running every which way,
and they're getting clobbered. This big, metal monster, just.... chewing em up.
Oh, we were able to take it out after we got organized, 
but when it was over, there, sitting on his helmet, was Popeye.
Looking like you did a minute ago, shoulders loose, 
The eyes, staring ten thousand yards into nothing. The body 
with just the slightest sway.
And Popeye
didn't look surprised anymore, he just looked.... like someone had shot him full of novacaine.
And I remember thinking
I wish I could call a cease-fire right now,
because we're gonna lose that boy.
(Pause.)
I didn't have the authority to call a cease-fire.  Neither did Popeye.
(Beat.)
But you do.
KENDRA
What do you mean?
WALKER
I mean stop fighting. Walk away. 
You won, you won with honor.  You can put the sword down now.
KENDRA
You're not saying that, you're not saying what it sounds like you're saying.....
WALKER
....Kendra......
KENDRA
.....you're saying I should walk away, walk away from what, from the Institute?
WALKER
Yes. Find yourself a home.
KENDRA
That's insane, after everything that I've done, everything I've been through? 
WALKER
Especially after that.
KENDRA
Why on earth would I do that?
WALKER
Well lemme ask you this, cadet, the opposite end of that question is why on earth would you stay,
why on earth are you staying, and whenever I try to get near that subject
things get vague and mushy and nothing concrete is said.
You say I just have to take your word for it, well, I am not going to do that,
I am challenging your word,  I think your word is only habit, it's rote, 
it's not a real choice anymore.  You're only there out of inertia, not out of desire.
KENDRA
Well what am I supposed to do, huh? What's done is done,
I'm in, and there's nothing I can do about it now!
WALKER
Yes there is. Declare victory.
KENDRA
What? 
WALKER
Declare Victory.  You won. You beat them.
Alone, you beat them, tired, you beat them, confused, you beat them, afraid, you beat them,
you beat them, Kendra.  You win.  So it's time to stop fighting.
In 1945, in the Pacific, we could have fought for a hundred years,
hopping from island to island, taking on every little pocket of resistance,
going toe to toe with all the sad little soldiers who didn't understand that the war was over.
We didn't do that. We knew we had won, so we went home 
Hold a press conference,
announce your fervent hope 
that they have learned their lesson about the Kendra Davidson's of this world
declare victory, and peace.
KENDRA
Maybe I don't remember how to do anything else, maybe I can't quit, what about that?
WALKER
Your father had the same problem.
(Beat.)
The firefight I told you about, I didn't.....
Your father, he and the other volunteers, they saved us, yes they did.
In fact, the manuever worked so well..... that most of them were able to save themselves, too.
That's right. 
The Vietnamese were caught so off-guard, 
that we had more than enough time to retreat.
And once we had disengaged, there certainly wasn't any reason 
for them to stay up there and get themselves killed, so I gave them the order to pull back,
and that's what they did, but then I looked up and I saw that Stony 
was still up there.  He stayed.  

He just kept shooting. Shooting, and screaming, 
and I was screaming too, "Get the hell down here, Jackson!"
but he didn't hear me... or didn't want to hear me.
(Beat.)
And I am not going to watch another Davidson be destroyed
just because she doesn't know how to walk away.  Do you hear me? I will not allow it!
KENDRA
You won't "allow" it?  Well what are you going to do,
if all us Davidsons are such natural-born fighting machines, how are you gonna stop me,
what makes you think you could?  You think there's some switch you can throw,
some magic word you can say and I'll just stop, is that it?
WALKER
Oh, I'm not going to stop you. I'm simply going to re-direct you.
Answer this question:
In your considerable arsenal of weapons and abilities,
what's the biggest, most powerful one you possess? 
KENDRA
Huh. My mouth?
WALKER
No.
(He leans forward, picking up something.)
Your pen.
(he's got her pen, and now reaches for her pad.)
Historically, the most powerful weapon ever deployed. 
Giant governments live in fear of it, entire nations have been toppled by it.
(KENDRA stares at him for a minute and then laughs, the bitter bark of the oft-betrayed.)
KENDRA
I swear,
I don't know what to think of you.
Truth now, honest injun, just between us-- 
are you still fishing for a way to get me out of your precious school?
WALKER
Kendra, you know--
KENDRA
I know that everything you're saying still comes down to the fact 
that maybe you don't want me to be a soldier!
WALKER
I don't want anyone to be a soldier!
(Silence. Count three.)
Do you understand?
I don't want anyone to be a soldier.  Ever again.  Is that simple enough?
KENDRA
You're just saying that. You don't mean it.
WALKER
Yes, I am saying it, 
I'm saying because at best being a soldier is about breaking things and killing people,
that's at best, and it can get a lot worse than that, believe me, just look at the past thirty years,
from the Tet Offensive all the way to Tailhook, what the hell have we become,
don't ask the Army, we sure as hell don't know!
KENDRA
Well then. What does that say about my father.
WALKER
It says that like most young men, he had a bunch of wrong ideas about the nature of war
and his wrong ideas got him killed.
He wasn't bloodthirsty. He just wanted to be something that doesn't exist.
KENDRA
What's that?
WALKER
A war hero. It's a contradiction in terms.
KENDRA
(rushing to pick up her father's letter:)
Well, sir, he had proof to the contrary, didn't he? He had you!
All he ever wanted was to be a soldier like you!
WALKER
Yes, but did he know what that meant? Do you?  Hell, these days even I don't know!
I used to think it was about defending, and protecting, I liked thinking of myself that way,
but soon we’re gonna be out of the 90’s and into a whole new century,  
and we’re still gonna have some things to figure out,  

What is our mission?  Who are we protecting?  Who do we defend?
Depends what day it is, doesn't it?
We can't make up our minds whether we wanna be superheroes or Santa Claus, 
and don't seem to do a very good job at either one, 
We help these starving people, but not those? We fight this tyrant but not that one?
What the hell is it we're supposed to be doing?
KENDRA
Those questions are not a soldier's responsibility!
WALKER
Maybe not, but you're not a soldier yet. You've still got a chance!
(Beat. She moves away, thinking deeply. He does not pursue, reflecting:)
We take good and decent young men and women who want only to serve their country
and we turn them into political goons, strong-arm men.
At some point, we stopped being protectors
and we turned into a protection racket.
And you wonder why I don't want that for you?
Trust me, Kendra.
I don't want it for anyone......
(this trails off as he feels another spasm of pain coming; he tightens against it, KENDRA coming closer...)
KENDRA
General?!?
(... the pain subsides.)
Are you.....okay?
WALKER
The question
is not really worthy of you
cadet,
of course I'm not okay.
I'm dying.
(There is a long silence as she moves away again, pondering. At length:)
Kendra?
KENDRA
Sir? Oh, you're dying, yessir, I know......
WALKER
It's your compassionate care for me that people will remember most when I'm gone.
(Beat.)
You're quiet.
KENDRA
I'm thinking.....
WALKER
It's nice......
KENDRA
Tell me if I've got this:
I should leave the C.I. because
I've already won every fight that's worth fighting.....
WALKER
And because you don't like being there, yes.....
KENDRA
Okay, and because the whole army-soldier thing has become......
WALKER
Perverse. Toxic. Yes.
KENDRA
Okay. So--if I'm really the fighter that you think I am
I'll choose the pen over the sword, is that it?
WALKER
If you care about fights worth fighting, then yes. That's it.
(Beat.)
You still there?
KENDRA
Okay.
WALKER
Okay? Okay what?
KENDRA
The Death of the War Hero.
WALKER
What's that?
KENDRA
That's the book we're going to write.
WALKER
I beg your pardon?
KENDRA
Dear Mr. Jefferson: I am writing to suggest the expansion of my original proposal 

to allow for a full-length book on the subject..
WALKER
What book??
KENDRA
I just told you, sir, The Death of the War Hero.  Maybe a subtitle too, something like
"An Autopsy of American Military Policy"
WALKER
I must be overdue for my medicine...
KENDRA
This is your medicine sir. 
(Beat.)
All the things you were just saying, you believed them, didn't you sir?
WALKER
Of course I did, but that was just talking cadet, I--
KENDRA
That's all you have to do, sir, just talk. You talk, and I'll write.  
WALKER
Yes, fine, you go on and write it, if someone actually does publish it,
you may leave an autographed copy on my headstone, 
but I am not the least bit interested (in having anything to do with--)
KENDRA
Not the least bit interested?
(She laughs briefly)
Please sir! If you could've seen your face, 
talking about what the army's turned into,
you were a hundred percent righteous rage!
KENDRA
continued
You have watched something that was once noble and good 
being used like some zombie, doing its masters' evil work
and deep down you wish you could fight it, but you don't know how,
well I'm how, General, I'm your weapon, just point me and blast away!
(Beat. She notes his quiet amusement.)
What.
WALKER
Have you wondered, Cadet, why a man of my experience and acclaim
has only one star on his shoulders?  When by rights it should be three, or even four?
It's because I spent a lot of my career trying to fight this very fight, from the inside,
conferences with the chiefs of staff, "Yes, we're very interested in your point of view, General,"
meetings, memos, midnight phone calls, it didn't work.
It just got me branded as a malcontent.
So, when you talk about shining a light on the problems of our military policies, 
I get a kind of sad deja vu.
I can promise you, nobody wants to hear it.
KENDRA
You tried to fight it from within, it didn't work, okay, 
because the problem with fighting from within is that you don't get the chance to fight dirty.
And dirty is my favorite way to fight, 
I just need someone to show me where to kick,
and that's why you're the person who has to help me write this, 
especially after everything else you're making me do.
WALKER
I'm not making you do a god-
KENDRA
Making, helping, enabling, whatever, you know what I’m saying, sir.
What are you, gonna tell me to fight and then tell me not to fight?
Are you afraid of making someone mad, what do you care what they think? 
You're gonna be dead soon anyway.
WALKER
Try to control your sorrow, Davidson....
KENDRA
You've shown me a fight worth fighting, will you help me?

WALKER
Won't a project of this sort cramp things for you at the old C.I.?
(Pause.)
KENDRA
I don't plan to be at the old C.I.  Not if I'm doing this.
(Beat. Then, with slow insistence, her eyes locking on his:)
Dear Mr. Jefferson:  I am proposing an exciting project which General Ryan Roosevelt Walker and I are calling The Death of the War Hero.  

( She grabs the cassette recorder and clicks it on, extending it defiantly in WALKER’s direction.

Start talking.

Count three. Then:)

WALKER
The thing which we must first recognize is that America has never been more than an idea.  When one has a powerful idea, one must be willing to defend it, with service and sacrifice......
WE SHALL HEAR AND SEE, AS LIGHTS CHANGE, a sequence of overlapping moments in which we hear the gradually-developed draft of KENDRA’s letter to Mr. Jefferson alternating with samples of the material which that letter describes.  Thus shall we move, abstractly, through time.

This is best achieved simply.  Both actors should speak directly out, and this, combined with the slight overlap and crossfading of light, shall also convey the necessary passage of time. Perhaps, in more technically sophisticated circumstances,  there may be a sequence of pin-spots lighting the actors from a different angle for each brief passage. 
Areas of dialogue in which overlapping may begin are indicated with parentheses)
KENDRA
Jefferson Publishing is known as an organization which is unafraid to ruffle feathers,

and which therefore might be the most fitting to serve 

as the podium from which this particular old soldier announces his refusal to fade away,

(choosing instead to flare brighter and brighter…. )
(cross-fading to WALKER:)

WALKER
(weaker, struggling somewhat against his illness:)

...... the accumulated burden of a series of confusions and embarrassments,

in places the average American had never even heard of. 

Places like My Lai.  Somalia….

(a flash of pain; he winces and fights through it:)

Bosnia. And many other places around the world. (A world which was growing more.....)

(crossfade to KENDRA:)

KENDRA
… I think that you and and your editors will be struck by several things--

first, his admiration, even adoration, for all those who serve in our military

(and for the selflessness of that service….)

(crossfade to WALKER:)

WALKER
…. indeed, any worthy soldier must willing to sacrifice, eager to sacrifice,

but these noble men and women deserve to know the reasons for such sacrifices, 

and our leaders must re-discover the difference between leading and groping.

(The alternative is little more than a meaningless…..)

(crossfade to KENDRA:)

KENDRA
… but I think, Mr. Jefferson, that as striking as those points are,

you’ll be struck most by his simple patriotism.

(crossfade to WALKER:)

WALKER
(weaker yet:)

If America is nothing more nor less than an idea, then she is a beautiful idea, 

and one in which I fiercely believe…. 

(he steels himself, seeming drawing strength from the very faith he is voicing:)

WALKER

continued
She is an idea for which I am willing to fight. For which I am willing to die. 

But let us remember:  Ideas are kept alive from within.  

Let us remember

That no mad bomber nor lunatic assailant can ever hope to prevail 

against ideas as powerful as truth, and freedom, and dignity.

(impossibly, he seems completely free of illness at this moment:)

May God bless the United States of America, 

and may we citizens bless her, too--  with our faith in her ideals, and with our actions. 

(crossfade to KENDRA:)

KENDRA
Opportunities such as this one are rare, Mr. Jefferson, 

and I hope you’ll consider very carefully the place history may have waiting

for both this book and the publisher bold enough to present it to a deserving nation.

(The lights restore to “real time” and WALKER relaxes back into sleep as KENDRA puts the finishing touches on her letter, unaware of him until otherwise indicated.)

We would like to both take this opportunity

to thank you for your interest and attention,

and we hope to hear from you at your earliest convenience,

blah-blah-blah, etcetera, etcetera, Kendra Davidson,

whaddaya think, sir, should your name be on it too or do you…

(she notes him sleeping and smiles.)

Okay sir.  You go ahead and get some rest.  

In fact, maybe it’s good that you’re asleep

because I’ve been thinking about something 
and I’m not sure I’d be able to get through it if you were awake……
(a deep breath as she attempts to maintain her composure. She then takes one of his hands in hers, regards it for a second as though surprised at herself, and then continues:)
KENDRA

continued
We’re just about done here, sir, with

everything… and you don’t… you aren’t….
(deep breath; try again:)

I was thinking-- it’s probably gonna be time for you go, 
pretty soon
and
when that time does come, 
I was thinking that maybe you shouldn’t try to fight it.
Maybe you just turn, and give him a big old grin
and say  "Well hey there, you bony old creep, 
I been wondering when you'd catch up!" 
Heh. 
I bet you'd set him back a step or two.
I think that’s the way we should handle it.  I think we should just let go.
(she is staring at her hands, still tightly clenched around his.)
I don't wanna do it, sir, I don't, but 
I think we have to. So okay.  
Okay.  
Don’t you mind this crying, 
I'm gonna let go, and when I do, 
you turn and look him right in the face
and you declare victory, sir.
You don’t have to fight any more.
(She releases his hand, arranging it with the other on his chest, fighting tears. 

THE LIGHTS begin to brighten and change as 

We hear the dry hiss of a funeral drum; We are moving through time again, and along the way we’ll move through General Walker’s memorial service. During this transition, the hospital room -- or at the very least Walker and his bed-- should be struck or hidden.  Another part of this transition should be KENDRA’s transformation from dishelevled cadet to smartly-dressed young writer. Ideally, this change is as simple as the letting down of hair and the addition of a different, more colorful jacket or scarf.  It’s possible, therefore, that this change might occur au vista. It’s also possible that this transformation of the space and of the character might make use of stage hands in a formal, ritualized way so that it matches what we’re hearing… which are the SOUNDS of a military funeral, making themselves clearly heard as stage light continues to changes-- perhaps a snatch of a Eulogy, ringing with praise, which crossfades to the echoing thunder of a Gun Salute..... but whatever sounds are used, they should all cross-fade and resolve to a single harmonica, playing the last phrases of "Taps"-- so mournful, so sweet.  The last note hangs and the fades  as the shifting light at last resolves to a brightly dappled sunshine and soft bridsong-- it is now a gorgeous spring morning, and  we are in a quiet corner of the cemetery in which General Walker is buried.  
KENDRA enters the space slowly, serene.  Her attire is colorful, simple and stylish,  her hair down, tasteful jewelry at her ears, throat and wrists  -- every inch the poised young professional.  Under her arm she carries a clutch bag and a book.  She hugs both to her as she stands in the sunlight, turning a slow circle and calling out softly:)
KENDRA
How ya doin, sir?
(she continues turning slowly, breathing in the sweet morning air.)
It's so nice here, now, with all the flowers. You can almost taste them when you breathe.....
(a pause, and then she puts down her purse, taking the book in both hands.)
I brought something for you.
Look.
(She turns it out so that we-- and anyone looking down from above-- can see it.)

It's out in stores tomorrow.
Mr. Jefferson made me change the title, though, 
he said "The Death of the War Hero" sounded like a folk song. 

(reading the title:)
War Stories. Not bad.  By Kendra Davidson and Brigadier General Ryan Roosevelt Walker.
I did what you said with my bio, nothing too political, short and sweet: 

"Kendra Davidson was the first woman ever admitted to the Carolina Military Institute.
She currently works as a freelance journalist."
Did you know that freelance originally meant warrior for hire?
I just found that out the other day.....

(Beat.)

KENDRA
continued
And guess what?  I think I know what I'm gonna write next.
A courtroom drama. Real life. It'll be the story of how I got the U.S. Government
to pay my father's army death benefit. 
All I have to do is get them to pay....but I'll manage, don't you worry about that.  I have to.
I have a career to maintain.
(quick beat)
In fact, I need to leave, I have a signing this afternoon in Asheville.
Can you believe it, a signing?
But I did a little private one first, just for you, like I promised, the first one out of the box:
(she reads the inscription:)
"For Railroad Walker. Thanks for Getting Me Home."
(she kisses it, and hugs it close to her, looking heavenward again.)
Thank you, sir. 
(She gazes upward, the light shining off of the glossy cover of the book, and her smile.  
LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK. 
END OF PLAY.
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