
Two Soldiers
By Joe Palana

Two soldiers, ROB and CHRIS, enter stage left. Chris has clearly been shot and is 
holding his wounded stomach while Rob tries to support him.

ROB: C’mon, Chris. We’re gonna make it, dammit, we’re gonna make it!

Chris stops, and sighs.

CHRIS: You go. I’m not gonna make it, Robbie. 

Rob prompts him to keep moving. He’s trying to keep up his friend’s morale

ROB: What are you talking about? The chopper’s just over that hill. Waiting for us. 
Waiting for you. It’s gonna take us out of here, and before you know it you’re gonna 
be on a plane home. And all the stewardesses are gonna be the most beautiful 
women you’ve ever seen. And-

CHRIS: Ew, yuck.

ROB (taken aback): Yuck?

CHRIS: Yeah, why do they all gotta be women?

ROB: Oh I just thought, y’know it’d be like a nice image or something?

CHRIS: Yeah, but I’m gay. You know that.

ROB (surprised): I didn’t know you were gay. 

CHRIS: Everyone knows I’m gay. I had a big rainbow flag over my bunk.

ROB: I just thought that was Irish.

CHRIS: Irish?

ROB: Y’know like leprechauns and rainbows…

CHRIS: Nah, I’m German-English. I just fuck men. 

Short awkward beat.

CHRIS: That’s not weird for you, is it? I just assumed you knew. 

ROB (eager): No! I just didn’t realize. 



CHRIS: Good, I wouldn’t want this to change anything between us or you know-

Suddenly he lets out a pained gasp.

ROB: Oh it doesn’t bother me at all! In fact, I was just thinking that all the 
stewardesses would actually all be big handsome men.

CHRIS (comforted): Yeah?

ROB: Yeah. 

CHRIS: What do they look like?

ROB: Uh…big … muscles. Just like bulging out of ‘em. 

CHRIS (annoyed): What am I fourteen year old girl? 

ROB (uncertain): I mean, like, uh, lean… sinewy men. 

CHRIS: Yeah, okay.

Rob looks pleased with himself.

CHRIS: What else?

Rob is instantly flustered.

ROB: What do you mean what else?

CHRIS: Well like what are they doing?

ROB (floundering): Uh, handing out peanuts?

CHRIS: No! C’mon. You know… what are they doing?

ROB: They’re… 

CHRIS: They’re?

ROB: They’re, uh, (he takes a guess) Fuckin’?

CHRIS: Aw jeez! That’s gross, you can’t just go right to fuckin’! There’s no foreplay on
this airplane. Come on describe it.

ROB: Well, they uh, they uh, start taking off their stewardess uniforms first.



CHRIS: Okay, okay. Hairy or hairless?

ROB: Um hair-

Chris shakes his head.

ROB: Just smooth. Like a baby narwhal. Except for the muscles.

A disapproving look from Chris.

ROB: The sinews! Sorry. Sinews. 

CHRIS: And?

ROB: And… uh, they start all dancing. Like, uh you know?

CHRIS: How?

Rob half-assedly and awkwardly tries to dance sexily, but he looks like he has no idea 
how to maneuver through space. Chris lets out another pained noise and Rob stops 
dancing and goes back to awkwardly describing the scene.

ROB: And then they take off their pants!

CHRIS (in pain, but interested): Nice asses?

ROB: Um… yup. Firm, but also um… loose.

CHRIS: What?

ROB (getting more flustered): I don’t know, man. I just don’t really –

CHRIS (annoyed, more in pain): Alright just skip to the cocks, tell me about their 
cocks.

ROB is now really out of his comfort zone.

ROB: Oh their cocks? They’re, uh, really big?

CHRIS: Some modesty, please.

ROB: They’re like perfectly proportioned. Uh, girthy, I dunno.

CHRIS: And what are they doing with ‘em?



ROB: Aw, jeez man I’m getting a little uncomfortable here.

CHRIS: Oh you’re uncomfortable? 

He throws his arms up in the air. And then his guts fall to the ground with a splat. 

Black out. 


