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END OF DAY

DRAMATIS PERSONAE
Characters in alphabetical order
Col. Philip Michael Hawthorne U.S. D.I.A. Operative
Capt. Henry McKillroy U.S. Gunship Pilot
Sgt. Sarah Reed U.S.C.M. Force Recon
Val American Actress
Capt. Lloyd Wedgewood U.S. Armored Cavalry

A one-act play between dream and daylight.

Poland, in winter. Close to midnight. The wind blows, then softly 
fades. A snow-covered road, coming from nowhere, leading to 
nowhere. Next to a group of leafless trees, a Russian-built 
Armored Personnel Carrier with one track across the ditch, its 
damaged front jammed into wayside scrub and frozen roots. On its 
roof a row of drums, all with stenciled letters that spell 
'ETHANOL.' The inside of the APC is seen from outside the rear 
hatch, which, for theatrical purposes, is supposed to be closed. 
The sound of a heater blowing hot air softly fades in, together 
with the only interior light source, the glow from a light bulb 
in the APC's mid-section.

Inside the APC are HAWTHORNE, McKILLROY, REED, VAL, and 
WEDGEWOOD. All are wearing a motley assortment of combat 
fatigues, McKILLROY, REED, and WEDGEWOOD with unit patches, 
HAWTHORNE and VAL without. On the left side lies REED covered 
with blankets, one leg put in splints, sleeping. Her head is 
propped up on McKILLROY's lap who sits with his back against the 
wall, also asleep. Old bandages are wrapped around his arm. On 
the right side sleeps HAWTHORNE, with his back to the wall and 
supported by a huge pile of gear and equipment as if he had been 
knocked out cold. Also on the right side and against the wall, 
but closer to the hatch, sit VAL and WEDGEWOOD, leaning very 
close to each other. More than half of VAL's face is bandaged. 
WEDGEWOOD's left arm is heavily bandaged and rests in a sling. 
They start whispering to each other. WEDGEWOOD coughs from time 
to time as their conversation becomes more audible.

VAL: You can't go. You'll kill yourself.
WEDGEWOOD: I have to. I promised.
VAL: You can't run around in that condition of yours. If the 
pneumonia won't kill you, the Russians will. Or someone. No 
scarcity of occasion. Leftover NATO troops marauding this place? 
Good enough. And you only got one arm left, remember.
WEDGEWOOD: No. (Coughs.) I mean...
VAL: You mean what? Like, risk your life to tell some dead dipshit 
German panzerfahrer's family that their son's off to an afterlife 
career? If he ain't coming home, they'll figure it out I'm sure!



WEDGEWOOD: He wasn't a dipship, he was my friend. I promised 
him...
VAL: Yeah no, that's exactly what I'm talking about! If he hadn't 
been such a dipshit he wouldn't have, like, let his friend make 
such a suicidal horse-shit promise in the first place! That's 
stupid! You'll kill yourself! Are you listening to me?
WEDGEWOOD: Shsh. You'll wake up all the others.
VAL: So what. I say you're crazy. Hawthorne said...
WEDGEWOOD: I don't give a flying fig what Hawthorne says. He can 
assume command for all he likes, possibly it was even a good idea 
after all, but I promised to go.
VAL: You'll miss the ship.
WEDGEWOOD: I'll find another way back, then.
VAL: Yeah, sure. As sure as the nuclear threat was history when 
communism fell, as sure my crew was riding to box office glory 
with fancy location shootings. That's how sure you'll find your 
way back when the fleet minus you has left Bremerhaven. Sure. 
Then, what about me?
WEDGEWOOD: (Hesitates, coughs again.) Well, I...
VAL: I'll tell you. You don't give a shit about Hawthorne, you 
don't give a shit about your friends, provided they're not dead 
already, and you certainly don't give a damn piece of shit about 
me, that's what! (HAWTHORNE groanes but doesn't wake up.)
WEDGEWOOD: Be quiet, will you?
VAL: (Louder now.) No I won't! I hate this goddamn country, I hate 
this goddamn war, I hate this bitch who's responsible for what's 
happened to my face, and especially I hate you, you stupid idiot!
REED: (She opens her eyes, about half awake. Her speech is 
blurred by sedatives.) Careful what you wish for, sweetheart. If I 
hadn't thrown that grenade you wouldn't right now have any damn 
mouth to complain with.
VAL: Oh right, except there wasn't anyone else behind those 
shelves but me during the whole shoot-out.
REED: Oh right, no-one you saw. No-one except this bozo who was 
just about to punch a sizeable amount of holes in your brain with 
his double-o twelve-gauge. But, come to think of it, what's it 
exactly you gonna need that other half of your face for anyway? 
Recently, movie business got fucked real hard up the ass, 



sweetheart! Like, let me see, everything.
VAL: You know what I think? Maybe 2nd Marine Division was just too 
close to Cracow when it happened and got themselves a giant 
noseful of swirling mushroom dust. Didn't do that brain cell of 
yours much good, soldier.
WEDGEWOOD: Warsaw, you mean. Cracow's almost the only major city 
we know of that wasn't tac-nuked.
REED: Thanks, Wedgewood, for clearing this up, really. Guess the 
both of you's fucked up for good. Just leave me fucking alone, 
will you? (She turns her head to the other side, still propped up 
on McKILLROY's lap, and goes back to sleep. McKILLROY hasn't 
stirred.)

VAL: Bitch, godammit. You're all crazy, that's what you are. 
Hawthorne's the only one 'round here not completely out of his 
mind. Maybe because he's, what, military intelligence? Has done us 
a world of good, what a great success. But still, whatever he did 
seems to have kept some brain cells intact. (Becomes louder.) And 
you, just go ahead, take a field trip deep into German territory 
on the way, or what's left of it, and get yourself killed, but 
don't forget to miss the last ship out of here first! (HAWTHORNE 
moves.) I don't wanna die here! I want to be out of here! I want 
to go home! Even with all our cities gone, and who says they're 
all gone, it's still HOME!
WEDGEWOOD: (He too gets louder.) Be quiet, please! Do you think, I 
like to go and take the risk and maybe miss the ship? I just have 
to!
VAL: (In a barely restrained outburst.) No, you don't!
HAWTHORNE: (Waking up, but still half asleep.) Goddamn! What the 
heck's going on here?
VAL: Tell this friend of yours he can't go. He's gonna kill 
himself!
HAWTHORNE: (His voice hardly audible as he seems to fall asleep 
again.) Gee. We'll deal with that as soon as we've reached the 
German border. Now...
WEDGEWOOD: There is nothing to deal with.
VAL: (Loudly.) So there isn't! I'll...
HAWTHORNE: (Not quite shouting.) Goddamn! There's no-one fucking 
going anywhere without me ordering him or her to do so! I don't 
wanna hear one more fucking word about this fucking crazy Germany 
business ever! Is that understood?



WEDGEWOOD doesn't answer and stares into nowhere. VAL also keeps 
quiet. HAWTHORNE doesn't seem to care about an answer; after a 
few moments he is fast asleep again. Finally McKILLROY wakes up, 
startled. He looks around, seemingly disoriented, but everything 
is quiet again, and his attention is immediately caught by a 
groan from REED. He takes a cloth from around his neck and 
carefully removes the sweat from REED's forehead. After that, he 
falls asleep again. VAL and WEDGEWOOD are still awake. VAL 
whispers something, but WEDGEWOOD doesn't move and keeps staring 
into nowhere. After a few more tries, VAL gives up. Soon after, 
she's also asleep.

The light fades out. The wind blows a little harder to cover any 
noise from WEDGEWOOD as he leaves the stage as quietly as 
possible. The wind fades out and the light fades in. The muffled 
sound from a wrist watch indicates 2 a.m. WEDGEWOOD is gone, the 
others are still asleep. VAL wakes up. She looks around, then 
reaches for HAWTHORNE's shoulder.
VAL: (Taps HAWTHORNE's shoulder and whispers.) Phil, hey, Phil! 
(HAWTHORNE doesn't react. She speaks up a little and gently 
shakes his shoulder.) Damn, Phil, wake up!
HAWTHORNE: (Completely disoriented, with his eyes shut.) Huh?
VAL: Wake up. Lloyd's gone.
HAWTHORNE: What? Who?
VAL: Are you awake? I said, Lloyd's gone!
HAWTHORNE: (Tries to open his eyes.) What... what do you mean 
with, he's gone? How can he be gone? There's nothing out there to 
be gone to! (He fumbles for his canteen, gulps down a few 
swallows, then pours about a handful of water in his face.) Gosh. 
Has life no sleep for me until Independence Day? Now what's up 
with Wedgewood?
VAL: I told you, he's gone. We have to go and look for him.
HAWTHORNE: Calm down. Guess he's just out there shakin' his willy 
over Poland.
VAL: No. His pack's gone, and his gun's gone, too.
HAWTHORNE: (Looks around.) Jeez. (He sits upright and seems to be 
thinking for a while.) Great. Fucking great. (He pauses again.) 
How are we supposed to ever reach these goddamn ships? When our 
forces finally pull out of Europe, they won't even leave behind a 
leaking life raft for the ragtag bunch of dimwits that we are. 
(He stands up as far as the ceiling allows, steps over to the 
left side, and gently shakes McKILLROY's shoulder.) Henry, wake 
up. We're in trouble.



McKILLROY: Huh? What?
HAWTHORNE: Wedgewood's gone. I gotta go out and find him.
McKILLROY: What? Are you kidding?
HAWTHORNE: Wish I was. As far as I remember, he and Val got into 
close combat about this German panzerfahrer business a few hours 
ago, and they made enough fuss to wake me up.
McKILLROY: So?
HAWTHORNE: So I had a fit and told him his ass won't move anywhere 
without me telling him so, or something to that effect. So I 
guess, in his delirious state of mind he mistook that for a direct 
order to not leave the group, shut down his goddamn peabrain, and 
checked out. And now I gotta go out and bring him back.
McKILLROY: Okay. I'll come with you. (He's about to stand up, 
then hesitates because REED's head is resting on his lap, who is 
still asleep.)

HAWTHORNE: No, you won't. I need you here because I need someone 
'round the APC who can stand on their own two feet, walk around 
and stuff. Do things, you know. And Reed's pretty much off the 
board, for now.
McKILLROY: You're the guy with the mad repair skills, aren't you? 
I can fix some of the wiring but that's it. This piece of junk is, 
uh, somewhat different from an AH-64 attack helicopter. How about 
you stay and I go?
HAWTHORNE: Not an option. Your arm's still hurt, and even with 
your arm fully intact you'd never be able to drag Wedgewood's two 
hundred pounds back to ops, if need be. What's more, I know how to 
read tracks and you don't.
VAL: Wait. Why don't we, like, wait for daylight, do the repairs, 
and then catch up with Lloyd with the APC?
McKILLROY: Yeah, why can't we? 
HAWTHORNE: Too time consuming. I won't know left from right 
without at least six more hours of sleep, and I'm not exactly a 
trained mechanic myself if you'all care to remember. All that I 
know about Russian hardware I learned from this one undercover 
stint at the Warta, with the 7th Engineer Battalion.
McKILLROY: I thought you'd been hauling the remains of T-90s 
behind our lines, patch them up, see what makes them tick? Sounds 
like a decent enough training to me.



HAWTHORNE: Yes, maybe. Yes. But even then, it'll all take way too 
much time. Time Wedgewood doesn't have, out there.
McKILLROY: Speaking of out there. It's not like taking a walk 
around the block, you know. You sure feel up to it?
HAWTHORNE: Not much choice, have I. Have we. Just look at us. What 
are we gonna do without Wedgewood's pre-war medical expertise? We 
wouldn't even know how to die properly. End of discussion. I'll 
go. You'll take care of Reed, Val, and the APC.
VAL: Oh, no. I'll come with you.
HAWTHORNE: The hell you do. Stay in the car, and don't lean out 
the window. It's warm and save in here, and to care for Wedgewood 
alone will be trouble enough. You're not trained for...
VAL: Oh, c'mon! Knock it off, will you? First, I'm as responsible 
for this mess as you are. Second, Lloyd was the one who wasted 
that creep that called himself an American soldier and for two 
weeks raped me daily, so if I owe somebody somethin' in this 'ere 
world, it's Lloyd. Third, you're almost his size, but if worst 
comes to worst I still don't see you dragging him home all by 
yourself, with his, what, two hundred pounds, plus his equipment, 
plus yours. You'll need help. And what exactly do you mean by, I'm 
not trained? I survived a war, remember? 
McKILLROY: She's right.
HAWTHORNE: Wait. Let me think. (He lits a cigarette and smokes 
silently in a stooped position, one hand against the wall.)

VAL: (Imitating Lauren Bacall in 'To Have And Have Not.') Anybody 
got a match?
McKILLROY chuckles. HAWTHORNE looks puzzled for a moment, then 
passes his deck of Lucky's around. VAL takes one, McKILLROY too.
McKILLROY: (Lights up and passes his lighter to VAL.) Gosh, that's 
good. You traded these for what, in that rat's ass pit we came 
through the other day? (HAWTHORNE doesn't answer.)
VAL: For a surplus Russian flak vest, I think. And a Kevlar helmet 
with just one or two bullet holes in it.
McKILLROY: Some guys have all the luck. 
HAWTHORNE: (Exhales smoke and removes his hand from the wall.) 
Okay, she has a point. Val's going with me. Wedgewood's got a good 
head start, at least two hours. While he can't walk too fast, with 
my wounded hip I won't win the olympics either. Unless he breaks 
down along the road, it'll take some time to find him and haul him 
back. And if we get in trouble, we will miss exactly the piece of 



equipment we left behind in the APC. Life loves a bad punch line. 
So pack your stuff up and don't leave nothing. (HAWTHORNE and VAL 
extinguish their cigarettes and get both dressed in full combat 
armor, then lift their packs and guns, VAL a battered 00/12 pump 
action gun, HAWTHORNE a well-preserved assault rifle with two 
magazines taped together.)

McKILLROY: Care for one of my good ol' worst case scenarios, 
anyone? What if it starts to snow again?
HAWTHORNE: As long as he stays on the fucking road, that won't 
matter.
McKILLROY: What if he don't?
HAWTHORNE: Then that's that. We'll crawl back to the APC and 
Wedgewood will be dead meat within a couple days. Most likely 
sooner. Any other tactical considerations you don't want me to 
miss out on?
McKILLROY: Yup. How long you guys think will it take?
HAWTHORNE: Twelve hours max. By then we'll be back, with or 
without him. Seal the APC and get you some sleep. Best thing you 
can do.
VAL: And if we won't be back within twelve hours?
McKILLROY: (He chuckles again.) Unless someone drops in with some 
DIY magazines and a Radio Shack guy, I'll have to shoulder Sarah 
and the APC and go look for you on foot.
HAWTHORNE: Right. (Checks his watch.) So if we aren't back by 
fifteen hundred hours, you call the shots. Do whatever you feel 
inclined to. (He moves toward the door. VAL follows him.) Wait. 
I'll go check first. 
HAWTHORNE steps out of the rear hatch with his gun at the ready. 
The moment he leaves the APC, the wind gets louder and the light 
bulb begins to flicker as if from sudden gusts of wind. HAWTHORNE 
carefully looks around the corners. He goes a few steps to check 
out the snow on the road with his flashlight and returns to the 
hatch.

HAWTHORNE: All quiet, and the tracks are clearly visible. Well, 
for now. So let's go. (VAL climbs out of the APC.)
McKILLROY: Good luck. And get yourself some daylight.
HAWTHORNE: You'll bet. You two, have sunny dreams.
When HAWTHORNE and VAL move away from the hatch, the light ceases 
to flicker and the wind fades out. They slowly proceed down the 



road. The flashlight's beam is reflected back from the snow until 
their silhouettes merge into the dark. When they're gone, REED 
lets out a groan, and McKILLROY reaches again for his cloth. Then 
he watches her face for some time. Finally he leans back again, 
his head against the wall, with his eyes open. Almost inaudibly, 
he starts humming the tune of an old rock'n'roll song. The light 
slowly fades out.


