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Set against the backdrop of the 

Bosnian War, Four Lambs of Ahmiči 

tells the story of four people 

awaiting rescue from NATO. As the 

Croatian and Serbian forces close 

In around them, a single U.N 

soldier must keep the peace between 

three Survivors, one of which has a 

deadly secret.
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Four Lambs of Ahmiči was first 

Performed in 2014 at Hereford’s 

Courtyard Centre for the Arts as 

Part of the England Drama Festival 

With the following cast:

U.N- Ian Smith.

Old Man- David Thomas.

Nurse- Katy Dalton.

Man- William Moore

Directed by Anthony Jenkins

Sound     Richard Loveridge 

Lighting   Sue Grenfell

Characters

U.N- A British soldier in his mid-30s.

Old man- A Serbian civilian in his late-60s.

Nurse- A Croatian Nurse in her mid-20s.

Man- A Bosniak soldier in his late teens.

A derelict house in Ahmiči, Bosnia, 

September 1992.
A tuning wireless crackles followed 

by a cacophony of ITN and BBC news 

reports about the conflict.

Lights begin to flicker as a 

bombardment begins. Suddenly a 

young girl dashes into the house 

followed by a soldier dragging a 

wounded man. An older man limps 

behind after them. After a few 

moments the bombing dies down but 

continues faintly throughout the 

piece. The soldier ransacks through 

the house ripping down curtains 

to make blankets. The Old man turns 

and stands in the doorway staring 

out.
U.N- (To the old man) No! No! Away! Stay away! 

He escorts the Old Man away from 

the door. Suddenly a voice calls 

out on the U.N radio.
V/O- ‘Alpha 4?! Alpha One- Zero, do you copy over?’
U.N- Alpha One-Zero...this is Alpha 4 receiving you, over! 
V/O- ‘...Reports of heavy fire in your area...What is your SITREP ...over’.
U.N- Alpha One-Zero, SITREP is some bastard starting shelling as soon as the evacuation began! (Wiping the sweat and trickle of blood from his forehead) Transport’s gone, we’re scattered all over the place and the losses are many! I’m held up in a shack about half a mile south of the extraction point. I’ve got one man down, unresponsive. I’ve also two others, they’re pretty beaten up but they’re ok, request immediate pick up, over 
V/O- ‘...Alpha 4, we advise you stay where you are! The Serbs have dug into the mountains to the west of you and are targeting civilian areas in the south!’ 

U.N- (To himself) Christ!

V/O- ‘...we can’t risk a rescue at this time! Two patrols are pinned down in Bradina and Bosnian roadblocks are slowing down our convoys in Vitez! Major Lewis and the battalion are on their way to Ahmiči to organise a cease fire, he’ll pick you up on the way back. Acknowledge so far, over’.  
U.N- Alpha One-Zero I acknowledge, but what of the wounded?! Over!
V/O- ‘...Alpha 4, just do the best you can at this time! Good luck, Alpha One-Zero out.  
U.N- (To himself) Fuckin’ ‘ell! (Composes himself) Ok...ok...does anyone speak English? (They all stare) Engleski? Anyone? Does anyone understand? 
Nurse- Yes, I understand you.
U.N- Good! Ok, look my commander, my boss is gonna find whoever’s bombing the place and get ‘em to stop firing so we can...
Old man- Nije srpski!

U.N- ...what? What did you say?
Old man- I heard you boy, it’s not Serbians! It’s not us U.N! It’s those fucking murdering Croat pigs! 
U.N- Hang on a second, you heard what...
Old man- Sranjé! Look around you! It is them I am telling you! Croats! Bastards! (Indicating to outside) Look what they’re doing! Look what they’re doing to the place! They’ve taken the hills and now they want the city! They’re responsible for this (screams to the outside world) murdering bastards!
U.N- Listen to me! (Approaching him reassuringly) I need you to calm down, ok?! Relax, take a breath! Just wait for...
Old man- (Shaking him off) I cannot wait U.N! I’ve got to get out of here. I must get home! 
U.N- (Steps in front) I cannot allow that!
Old man- What?! What do you mean ‘you cannot allow’?! 
U.N- I cannot allow any of you to leave right now its suicide! Listen to it out there! 
Old man- This is my home U.N you’ve no right to order me! 
U.N- I’m not ordering...

Old man- No right to come to my home and tell me when and where I can go!
U.N- Listen to me, anyone who sets one foot out of here is dead do you understand me?! You speak English I’m sure you understand that word ‘dead’! Yes? 
Old man- Fuck you U.N! My family needs me!

U.N- You’re family will see you again I promise! Just calm down!
Old man- (Scoffs) they could all be dead for all you know!
U.N- You don’t know that mate...
Old man- I am not your mate!
U.N- Ok look, I give you my word your family are safe. Just wait until help arrives and we’ll take you to them.
Old man- Jebi Se U.N! 
The Old man heads for the door the 

U.N steps in front of him again, 

there’s a struggle and the U.N 

pushes the Old Man back inside the 

house.
U.N- You’re not going anywhere!

Old man- I am not a prisoner!
U.N- Shut up and listen! You walk out of here your family will never see you again! Get it?

Old man- I am Serbian boy! I’m safer than any of you! 
The U.N stands firm and the old man 

steps back. 
U.N- You’re safer with me pal, I suggest you accept that.

Old Man chuckles and walks away 

mumbling to himself.

Nurse- When will your commander come?
U.N- Soon. Here.

He offers cigarettes.
Nurse-  I’m sorry I don’t.
U.N offers a cigarette to the old man who takes the whole packet and sits in his corner. The U.N stares in disbelief.
Old man- What? You think a packet of cigarettes will make this any easier? Ha!

U.N- I’m so sorry this has happened to you, to all of you, but we’re here and I will not let anything happen to you so long as you co-operate with me...yes?

Old man- Sranje! You have promised many things in the past U.N.
Nurse- We would be dead if it wasn’t for him.
Old man- Who asked you?!

U.N- That’s enough! Look, I’m in the same boat as you. I know how you feel, I wanna be back home with my feet up like the rest of you! But I can’t, so make your peace with it.
U.N checks on the wounded man.
Old man- You are like us? 
U.N- What?
Old man- You say you are like us?
U.N- I’m in the same boat yes.
Old man- Then you have no authority over me U.N! You are another refugee in a room. You’re nothing!

U.N- Look, enough of this shit! I’m here to help you and keep you from getting your fucking head blown off! You see this? It says ‘United Nations’, peacekeepers, understand?
Old man chuckles and sarcastically 

applauds.
Old man- You’re doing well U.N (!) 
U.N- (Quietly face to face) Listen to me pal, you’re in here alive and well because of us, because of me. Surely a little courtesy wouldn’t go a miss ‘mate’?! And even if you can’t extend that courtesy how about you shut your trap for a bit before I shut it for you, eh? 
The U.N turns and assists the 

nurse. The distant gunfire 

continues to crackle.
Old man- You don’t understand ‘boy’ this is my land, my home! I am free to go wherever I want!
U.N- Excuse me, but haven’t you noticed the shit that’s going on lately?! You bastards are killing each other on a daily basis all because of ‘your land!’ Snipers will just as easily kill you as they would me or her. 
Old man- Croats would they don’t care! Or Muslim. Soulless bastards!
U.N- The world sees differently.
Old man- The world doesn’t care U.N.
U.N- I’m living proof that it does!
Old man laughs.
Old man- You?! (Chuckles) Bosnia calls for help and they send blue helmets and paperwork! You cannot fight you cannot shoot! You cannot do anything! They should have sent boy scouts instead.

U.N- Our mandate is to shelter and protect.

Old man- (Chuckles) you did well in Srebrenica! Isn’t that right, U.N? Marched out by its’ own people! When will you understand boy, you are not wanted here! Go! Leave! Leaves us in peace! We can end this without your help!

U.N- Markale Market ring any bells? Hm? Remember that? Sixty people dead and fuck knows how many injured thanks to your Serb brothers!  Hundreds came running up to us with that look in their eyes, wondering ‘why?’ ‘Why is this happening?’ ‘What had they done to deserve this?’ I tell you now pal, having a six-year-old asking why I’m sticking what’s left of his mother in a bin bag is something the likes of you will never understand! 

Old man- That was Muslim shelling Muslim!

U.N- Bullshit! Serb Generals even boasted about it! 

Old man- Don’t believe everything you see in the media boy! Muslims are far worse! And Croats? Well, they eat their own. 
U.N- Bloody delusional propaganda.
Old man grabs some dirt off the 

floor.
Old man- Look...Serbian soil! Look U.N!
U.N- (Rifling through his bergen) I’m dealing with other important matters at the moment.
Old man- (Gripping the dirt) Serbian land. My land. We kill all who threaten to defile it. We fight to save ourselves!
U.N doesn’t answer.
Old man- ...UN?!
U.N- How the fuck can a 6-year-old defile your land?! Huh?! There’s no logic or reasoning behind your bloody brutality! Serbian or otherwise! Fucking beheadings and child rapings it’s all lunacy! Barbaric! 
Old man- We’ve been doing it for centuries U.N, all the blue helmets in the world cannot stop it. 
U.N- We can try.
Old man- That’s all you do boy is try! You cannot stop a nation defending itself. 
U.N- Jesus, give it a rest would you?
Old man- Do you believe we Serbs will simply step aside and let Croatian pigs take our homes?! What would you do boy, huh? (U.N doesn’t answer) You know I am right, don’t you boy? You know I speak the truth. And that boy would have grown up to be like his father and we would be dragged back into this shit again. History repeating history.
The old man finds a stool and 

slumps in a corner away from the 

others. He draws a line in the 

dirt.
Old man- My land.
The awkward silence is suddenly 

broken by the nurse.
Nurse- Thank you. Thank you for being here. 

U.N- You’re welcome.

Nurse- You’re very kind. Like Noah and this is your ark.
U.N- More like a knackered canoe. How is he?
Nurse- I think some of his ribs are broken, his right is broken, some deep cuts in both legs and he has a severe head wound. He’s lucky to be alive.
Old man- You call that lucky?
Nurse- I’ve done all that I can, but he needs morphine.
U.N- He’s had my last shot, there’s nothing else
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