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HARM’S WAY

CHAR AC TERS

MAJOR JON A THAN FRED ER ICKS . . . . . 40s, a mem ber
of the U.S. Army Crim i nal In ves ti ga tion De part ment

 
BIANCA FRED ER ICKS . . . . . . . . . . . . . 21, his daughter

PRI VATE NICK GRANVILLE . . . . 19, just re turned from
Iraq

COL O NEL HANK DA VIS . . . . . . . . . . . 50s, head of CID

CON STANCE DURREL . . . . . . . . . . . 30s, one of the last
free lance Amer i can re port ers work ing in Iraq

SER GEANT SAM UEL HAVESFORD . . . . . . 21, re cently
dis charged, a vet eran of Iraq

The ac tion takes place in Fort Belvoir, Vir ginia, also in var -
i ous lo ca tions on the road and in the An a conda moun tains,
in Montana.

The time is sum mer, 2004.
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ACT ONE

SCENE 1

(Sum mer 2004. A book-lined study in a mid dle-class
home on base at Fort Belvoir, Vir ginia. MA JOR JON A -
THAN FRED ER ICKS, back ram rod straight, hair shorn, 
il lu mi nated by a sin gle lamp, cleans and oils the parts of 
a dis as sem bled gun, his back to an open door. He works 
with quiet care, like a priest per form ing his de vo tions.
Af ter a mo ment, BIANCA FRED ER ICKS ap pears. She is 
phys i cally frail, a re sult of hav ing been born pre ma -
turely, with pierc ing eyes and an oddly ten ta tive man ner. 
She hes i tates, then creeps for ward, play ing with the
torn-out pocket of an old shirt, as she watches, hold ing
si lent.)

MA JOR (with out turn ing; as he works). You’re stand ing
at— (She star tles. He con sid ers.) 0100. (She moves sub -
tly.) 1100. (She moves again.) Straight up—1200.

BIANCA. You’re amaz ing.
MA JOR. Long train ing. (Beat.) Did you think I did n’t no -

tice you?
BIANCA. Of course not, Fa ther.
MA JOR. Come ahead if you want.
BIANCA (co mes closer, sees the gun, freezes). That was

Char lie’s.
MA JOR. You rec og nize it?

7

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



BIANCA. I thought they had to turn them in.
MA JOR. This was his own.
BIANCA. His own?
MA JOR. His pri vate one.
BIANCA. Oh. (Beat.) Is that al lowed?
MA JOR. Of course it’s al lowed. Why would n’t it be al -

lowed?
BIANCA. But not to take into bat tle.
MA JOR. No. (Beat.) Oh, I see. No, not into bat tle. (Beat.)
BIANCA. Why is it here?
MA JOR. I was think ing I’d make a pres ent of it.
BIANCA. A pres ent? To who?
MA JOR. To whom. (Beat.) To you, ac tu ally.
BIANCA. What would I do with it?
MA JOR. You could go to the range.
BIANCA. Why would I want to do that?
MA JOR. I find it re lax ing.
BIANCA. It’s true. You do. (He turns to look at her. She

re turns a half-smile, un easy with his eyes on her.)
MA JOR. You’re like your mother.
BIANCA. Really?
MA JOR. She hated guns.
BIANCA. I don’t hate them—
MA JOR. Saw the need of them—hated the fact of them.
BIANCA. I don’t hate them, Fa ther.
MA JOR. What’s that you’re fid dling with? (He takes the

piece of fab ric from her hands.) You’ve been go ing
through those boxes again.

BIANCA. A lit tle.
MA JOR. Bianca, I’ve told you—
BIANCA. I know, I’m sorry.
MA JOR. What is it you’re hop ing to find?
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BIANCA. I don’t know.
MA JOR. I’m go ing to throw all that stuff away.
BIANCA. Please—don’t.
MA JOR. It’s not healthy—
BIANCA. I won’t. Ever again. I prom ise. (Beat.) Can I

have it back now? (He re lents, hands it back, re turns to
the gun.)

MA JOR. I don’t know why you need these things, Bianca.
BIANCA. If it does n’t harm any one—
MA JOR. I did n’t say—
BIANCA. It does n’t harm any one.
MA JOR. I sup pose. (He sighs.)
BIANCA. You’re tired.
MA JOR. Was there some thing you wanted?
BIANCA. I don’t mean to an noy you.
MA JOR. I’m work ing, that’s all.
BIANCA (hes i tates). The boy.
MA JOR. Boy?
BIANCA. The new one—the one you’re in ter view ing to -

mor row. Pri vate Granville?
MA JOR. You’ve been in my files again.
BIANCA. No, no, it was n’t like that. It was just, you left

your ap point ment book sit ting open on the din ing room
ta ble and I was clean ing, and, and…

MA JOR. What about him, Bianca?
BIANCA. Will he—be all right?
MA JOR. Of course he will. Why would n’t he be?
BIANCA. You’re in ter view ing him.
MA JOR. Yes, and…?
BIANCA. And some times when you in ter view boys—

when you in ter view boys—they don’t come back.
MA JOR. Ah. I see.
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BIANCA. That won’t hap pen this time, will it?
MA JOR. I hope not. (Beat.) No, of course not.
BIANCA. “Of course not” or “I hope not”?
MA JOR. Bianca—
BIANCA. Be cause they’re not the same: “of course” and “I 

hope.”
MA JOR. He’ll be fine, Bianca. (Beat.) He’ll be fine.
BIANCA (calms). Good. (Beat.) Good. (She turns to go.)
MA JOR. And you?
BIANCA (pauses). Me?
MA JOR. Will you be fine?
BIANCA. Why would n’t I be?
MA JOR. All this—at ten tion—you lav ish—on to tal strang -

ers. You make ev ery one your cause. (Beat.) It does n’t
help.

BIANCA. Help what?
MA JOR. You. Or them for that mat ter.
BIANCA. I know.
MA JOR. Then why do you per sist?
BIANCA. I don’t know. (An edge.) What’s wrong with

me?
MA JOR (sens ing it). Noth ing’s wrong with you.
BIANCA. Some thing is.
MA JOR. You’re fine.
BIANCA. I’m work ing to be better.
MA JOR. You don’t need to work to be better.
BIANCA. You’re wrong. I do. You said it your self. I shut

my self in, I don’t have friends—
MA JOR. You have friends.
BIANCA. I read too much, I’m over weight—
MA JOR. You’re not.
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BIANCA. Have bumps on my skin, on my arms, I can’t
play ten nis like Char lie could—

MA JOR. Bianca—
BIANCA. I need to be more like Char lie was.
MA JOR. No.
BIANCA. Yes, yes, Char lie was good at ev ery thing.
MA JOR. Char lie was not good at ev ery thing.
BIANCA. He was.
MA JOR. No, Char lie was n’t. Char lie went and got him self

killed. That’s not be ing good at ev ery thing, is it?
BIANCA. In bat tle.
MA JOR. Friendly fire.
BIANCA. Friendly? How can fire be friendly?
MA JOR. That’s just what they call it, Bianca. If they could 

think of an other name for it, they would. (Takes her
hand.) I know, it’s con fus ing, but see, Char lie was n’t
care ful and Char lie got him self killed and that’s all there 
is to it, okay? I don’t want you think ing about Char lie
any more or wor ry ing about Char lie or com par ing your -
self to Char lie. Char lie was Char lie and you’re you. You 
have noth ing to do with one an other.

BIANCA. But that’s his gun.
MA JOR. I know.
BIANCA. And you’re giv ing it to me.
MA JOR. To be care ful with, not to be Char lie.
BIANCA. Do you hate him?
MA JOR. Of course not!
BIANCA. Some times the way you talk about him—
MA JOR. Char lie is—Char lie was—was a hero, that’s all.

He was just a hero who never got to—to be a hero.
Some times it hap pens that way. But he’s still a hero,
right?
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BIANCA (nods). I guess.
MA JOR. I’ll put his gun away. I won’t give it to you.

You’re right, it was a bad idea. The world is dan ger ous
for a young girl, that’s all, so I thought—

BIANCA. I’ll be safe.
MA JOR. I know, I know you will.
BIANCA. I won’t make a mis take like Char lie did.
MA JOR. Good. (Beat.) Now go to your room. Go change.

We’ll eat off base and see a movie. See what’s in the
pa per. We’ll see any thing you want.

BIANCA. I al ready know. (Beat.) Spirit. (Beat.)
MA JOR. Spirit is for chil dren, Bianca. (Off her dis ap point -

ment.) All right. We’ll see Spirit.
BIANCA. Really?!! (He nods. She hugs him like a child.) I 

love you, Fa ther. (She goes. He stares af ter and then
down at the gun. Sighs. Black out.)

SCENE 2

(The next day. CID headquarters—Fort Belvoir. MA -
JOR’s of fice. Desk. Law books. PRI VATE NICK
GRANVILLE is al ready seated, head bowed, wait ing.
He’s in uni form, wear ing weath ered army boots. MA -
JOR en ters with a pur pose ful stride.)

MA JOR. Sol dier.
NICK (leaps to his feet, sa lutes). Sir, yes, sir.
MA JOR. At ease, sol dier. This is an in for mal—pre lim i -

nary—meet ing. Sit. (MA JOR ges tures him back to his
chair then sits as well. He pulls out a yel low le gal pad,
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makes him self com fort able.) How long have you been
state side, son?

NICK. Three days, sir.
MA JOR. En joying the break? (Beat.) From com bat? (Beat.)

How was it over there? (Beat.) When ever you’re ready,
son. (Beat.)

NICK. Sir, I don’t know what to say, sir.
MA JOR. This is n’t a test. Just tell me. In your own words.
NICK. Do I have a choice?
MA JOR. I’m sorry?
NICK. Do I have to say some thing?
MA JOR. Of course not.
NICK. Then I’d pre fer not to, sir.
MA JOR. All right. (Beat.)
NICK. When can I go back, sir?
MA JOR. Back?
NICK. To my crew. They need me, sir. (Beat.)
MA JOR. Your squad mem bers are all state side now, son.

Their tour is done. You know that, don’t you?
NICK. Ser geant Applebee said we’d be go ing right back in, 

sir. He said “right back in.”
MA JOR. Well, “right back in” is a rel a tive term.
NICK. “Rel a tive term”? (Beat.) What’s that? What’s that

mean?
MA JOR. It just means that it might not be hap pen ing all

that quickly, son.
NICK (con sid ers this). Then I’d like to re quest a trans fer,

sir. I’d like to go back with an other crew, sir, on the
next trans port plane. There’s a lot still to be done over
there—and I would like—love—the op por tu nity to do it.

MA JOR. Don’t you want to take some time? You’ve been
over there for more than a year.
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NICK. That’s not nec es sary, sir.
MA JOR. You don’t have any one you’d like to visit here in 

the states? Some fam ily?
NICK. I have fam ily, sir. (Beat.) We don’t get along.
MA JOR. I’m sorry to hear that. But surely af ter a year

apart—
NICK. The last time I saw my dad he tried to kill me, sir.
MA JOR. To kill you?
NICK. With a chain, sir. He was drunk, sir.
MA JOR. Had you done some thing?
NICK. Sir, I was try ing to take away his bot tle, sir. (Beat.)
MA JOR. Please, you don’t need to keep call ing me sir.

Look, try this, call me Ma jor Fredericks. And may I call 
you Nick?

NICK. I don’t care what you call me. But I’d pre fer to call
you sir, if you don’t mind, sir. (Beat.)

MA JOR. Nick, do you know why you’re here?
NICK. Am I in some kind of trou ble, sir?
MA JOR. Not nec es sar ily.
NICK. The guys at the bar racks said if I was see ing you

over at CID I must be in some kind of trou ble.
MA JOR. Is that gum?
NICK. I’m sorry?
MA JOR. Are you chew ing gum?
NICK. It’s my tongue, sir. I chew on it some times. (Beat.)

When I’m ner vous.
MA JOR. Nick, how’d you come to join the Army?
NICK. I was work ing, sir, had a good job, very good job,

at a 7-Eleven. Do you know the 7-Elevens, sir?
MA JOR. Yes, Nick, I’m aware of the 7-Elevens.
NICK. Real good job. But, sir, I could n’t keep the job on

ac count of my dad had a fist fight with the man ager, sir. 

14 HARM’S WAY Act I

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



And that was the third good job I had had that year and
al ways my dad man aged to find a way to ruin it. He’s
home less, sir. Sleeps in an air shaft in a shut-down fac -
tory off a spur line that does n’t run no more. I was
home less too as a kid. Part way, any way. I mean, when
he worked at the Taco Bell we used to come in at night
af ter it was closed and sleep in there. But that was back
when my dad had it to gether, sir. Now the crank, sir, the 
meth, has hold of him and when he needs his fix, sir—
well, I try to be good, to take care, but some times it’s
just so I have to get away from my dad be cause ev ery
good job I get—as soon as he hears I’m mak ing good
money—he just shows up and makes trou ble. (Beat.)
Then one day I’m walk ing through the mall and I see
this re cruit ing sta tion, right by the Or ange Jul ius, you
know, and I think to my self, “The only place he can’t
fol low is the Army,” so that’s why I’m here, sir, I guess.

MA JOR. I see.
NICK. I want to go back in, sir, to Bag dad. There’s noth -

ing for me here, sir. When can I get back?
MA JOR. In time, Nick.
NICK. So I am in trou ble. (Beat.) Is it be cause of Al Kut?
MA JOR. What about Al Kut?
NICK. I dun no, I mean, you know, when a per son, you

know, risks their life for a coun try so that peo ple can
have, you know, cars and stuff, then I think it’s a mis -
take to say that the peo ple who are fight ing are like
mess ing up and stuff, you know—

MA JOR. Is that what hap pened over there?
NICK. Be cause, like, you’ve been over there—
MA JOR. Actually, I have n’t.
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NICK. —it’s harsh. And like com ing back, sir, is like an -
other world. You can’t be on this side of com ing back
and judge the things that we had to do on that side.

MA JOR. I un der stand your feel ing.
NICK. Then why am I here?
MA JOR. Right now we’re just hav ing a con ver sa tion.
NICK. A con ver sa tion?
MA JOR. That’s right, a sim ple con ver sa tion. About the

night of May 17th in Al Kut.
NICK. No one just has a con ver sa tion, sir. I have n’t had

fucking con ver sa tion num ber one since I’ve been in the
fucking army, sir.

MA JOR. Nick—
NICK. Tried once—when I first got over there—they shot

me down.
MA JOR. Nick—
NICK. Docked my pay, three months. In sub or di na tion. I

learned my les son but good. You can’t ques tion it, just
have to do what they tell you to do. Dump shit in an old 
bar rel, soak it in gas o line and stir it while it burns.

MA JOR. The night in Al Kut. The night of May 17th.
NICK. You think we kept a cal en dar, sir?
MA JOR. The night of May 17th. The night of the raid on

the home of Ab dul Kalik.
NICK. They did n’t have names, sir.
MA JOR. Ab dul Kalik.
NICK. They did n’t have names.
MA JOR. Ma jor Fredericks. My name. Ma jor Fredericks.
NICK. Hajjis, sand niggers, ragheads, okay? That’s all they 

are. I want to go back to my crew, sir. Let me go back
to my crew.

MA JOR. There is no crew to go back to.
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NICK. Then re as sign me. Re as sign me, sir. Re as sign me,
skcirederF roj aM . (Beat.)

koot tahw fo tnuoc ca deliat ed a tnaw I ,reid loS .ROJ AM
place that night, the night of May 17, in the home of
Ab dul Kalik, in Al Kut. I want it in my hands at 0800

 ?doots red nu ew erA .wor rom ot (Beat.) Are we un der -
stood, sol dier?

NICK (jumps to his feet, sa lutes). Sir, yes, sir, thank you,
sir.

MA JOR. In the mean time, sol dier, you’re con fined to base. 
Dis missed. (NICK turns sharply on his heels, goes. MA -
JOR sits, rubs his eyes, takes out a hand-held tape re -

).setat ciD ”.droc er“ sesserp ,redroc The boy—and he is 
 seye sih dna moor a otni sem oc eH .dene thgirf si—yob a

will not set tle. They will not meet mine. He does n’t
know what’s ex pected of him. May 17, Al Kut. (Beat.)
Ev ery thing de pends on that. (Black out.)
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