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CHAR AOTERS,

Godfrey Johnaon,

Hargaret Johnson, his wife,

Jack lMeadows,

Julia Meadows, his wife,

Ped lLowell, | ,

'¥r Johnson', Godfrey's father,
Jock mu'plr'xi.
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8CENE: Antoffioe in the Barnley Ridge Electric
333%3&& JORNZON, alone, performing a
ERTEN MARGARET JOHNSON,

wﬁst the hell are you doing?

Come in, Géme in,

Why are you out of breath?

Been danecing., S1illy, isn't 1t? I remembered

g::ggtgfth ggdrggéééaugyi.etaég ::3 gggtaogﬁg%gg

together, g

There's & letter from him this morning.

Nol RNow that's telepathy!

You've got & man waiting.

Who?

Jack Meadows,

Pldn't I gee him before?

. Onge.  About a month agoe. He didn't have much

to say.
S0 what brings him here again?
He's decided to talk, I suppose.

JOENSON (resding from a book) ‘'Monotony, inducing state of

MARGARET 3
JOHKSON:
MARGARET:

JOHNSON:

MARGARET

revery,' Hear that?
Godfrey.
All right. Read.

‘Jack Meadow 8., Thirty-four, Technloeal
department, Fifteen years in the plant,

Fifteen? That's unusual for his age. He came
when he was nineteéen,

He's married., No children,
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What's the Personnel Report 1like?

Good, And that's the fourth interview this
morning.

Anyone after that?

Jock Murphy,

Beén here before?

No.

1 wondor what old Bull's Eye's got to say!
Don't forget the name,--~Jack Meadows.

Exit MARGARET, _
JOHNSON opens door to JACK MEADOWS,

Come in, Mr Meadows. Won't you sit down?%
Thank you, sir, | |

You were here before, weren't you?

That's right. |

Avout a month.ngo?'

Yes,

Well, how are things in the Technlcal depart-
ment?

I'm in q nloe 1little group, sir., I wanted to
come before, aire-- =

Yes, you didn't want to say much last time,

Well, I had an idea 1t was all going down on my
PERSOnnel Report,

Oh, no! The two things are quite separate.
Anything you 'say up here is quite confidential,
You've been here since you were nineteen, haven't
you? '

Yes, sir.

gﬁat‘s unusual, You must know a lot about the
rm,

¥ea, sir. There were five hundred hends when
1 came.

Could you name all the different departmentsin
the plant? . :

Yes, sir, FRow?
Well, I only wanted to Know ife--
fes, of wmurse, sir! Well, there are eight in

all, Accounts, Operation, Production, Inspeotion,

Techincal, Speclality Products, Public Relations
and Industrial Relations,

Good!
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Ten out of ten,; sir!

Are you quite happy with the Technical people,
Mr Meadows, or do you hope one day t0...%

Well, I really aspire to Speciality Products,
sir, You work right under the scientists there,
You've got experiments going on all the time.

Is all this going down on the tape?

Vhat?

Haven't you got a tape-recorder there?

Yes, _ |

They say you keep it on All the time, sir, then
play it over afterwards,

That's not true at all, Mr Meadows! Come and see
for yourself.

It'e & nlco set, isn't 1t?
Clesr as & bell!l

One of ours, sir?

I don't think so.

We put out 8o many models- these days you ecan
neve® tell, can you? Nice job, though.

My gocdness, Mr Meadows, fanoy ahymbody using
one of these for interviews! But a bunch of
people did, you know, in a steel-works near
York, Then they wondered afterwards why people
were reticens! :

That's right, sir. 1It's. like the Personnel
Report---if a man thinks what he says 1s going
down on the Personnel Report he's not going to
say much, ,

Hell, you needn't be afraild about that, My Headows,
as I sald before, There are two Ideas behind our
scheme: first, the happiness of the people working
on this plant, and secondly output, You've no
idea how long it hag taken industry to6 realise that
the two go together! Yet it isn't a very profound
idea, 18 1t7

Are you interviewlng everybody, sir?

In time I hope to, yes.
Do you deal with complaintg?

We listen to everything a man 1ikes to tell us.

But we don't denl with the complaint. Our job

is to prepare a permanent interviewing soheme for
this plant, so that when we've finished everbody
here knows he can get a confidential interview
whenever he wants it. Ané that's part of my job,
too, to prepare a body of trusty interviewera from
the Public Relations department, You look a bit
puzzled, Would you like me to explain the whole
scheme, Mr Meadows®

Yes, sir, I would.



- JOHRNSONt

5

MEADOVIS:

JOENSOR:

MEADOVS:

JOHNSON:

MEADOWS ¢

JOHRSON:
MEADOWS

I expect you are wondering what hgppenis to the
compdaints, They arse still in the hands of the
personnel Department. You see, Mr Meadows, our
idea is to find out what s on a man's .mind,
You've got to reallse, you seeo, that when a man
wmakes a persistent complaint about ventilation,
in one of the wiring rooms, letvus say, 1t may
not really be about ventilation at all but the
expression of a grudge he feels egaingt another
worker whose bench ie¢ by the window and who likes
to keep the window closed all day. The complaint
is a pretext for something much deecper, How all
the Pergonnel department can do is to deal with
the officlal complaint, It alteras the ventlle
ation, But Ne can tell the Pergonnel depart-
ment thet this is quite useless, The man will
only find sometbing elee to complain.about, and
pgain 1t will involve the other worker,

Oh, 1 ses now, sire--

Before the last war, when these interviewing
schemes began, people only thought in terms of
working condi%lona---ventxlation, rest-pauses,
sanitation, wage-incentives and go forth, ~But
changea in that field didn_t ralse the output as
much as they expeoted., Their mistake was to ligte
en to the nomg}aints and not to the people who
were making them, After all, it's no good giving
& man good plece=-rates, a.weli—ventilated room,
meals with the correct number of calories, long
reést-pauses and decent wash-rooms if you then put
him on the same bench as a man he detests, is 187
It sounds very slmple, to say that a man s muoh
more than a wage-unit to be: properly fed and vent-
ilated, but it has taken us bearly two hundred
yeara of industrial development to find out!

Well, you've certainly given me a lot to think
abou,%o !

Sometimes one of our interviews---in a few mine
utes of quiet discussion---~can bring out a grieve-
ence which has preyed on a man's mind for twenty
years, And Just Decause he never had a chance
of alring 1t that grievance may have become ob=-
ceppive and started to warp his whole characfer.
Now what we're introducing here, Mr Meadows, ie
a permnanent interviewing scsheme conducted by the
Public Relations department, that will end this
state of affalrs. How absurd it 1s, when you
come to look at it, to bring about two thousand
people into dally contact with each other mymxx
and expeot no problem, Yet there are plants u
and down the country which won't hear a word said
in our favour,

That's right, sir, You get these people with
backward minds, don't you?

Backward in their own interests, too.

It's a scheme for sverybody, isn't it? Notjuet

for the people on top., 1 think any scheme's .

ﬁood that doesn't go up to the Personnel people.
used to be on agsscubly wWork, - Shortly after

that I got a nasty report. Thirteen years ago.

I was twenty-one at the time. I used to do a lot

of gallivanting around, ' X don't think these
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Pergonnel people liked 1t,
You were too much of a spark for them?

Yes, that's right! Yet you'd think a spark
in an electric plant would be useful, wouldn't
you? They gave us a test once, when I was Jjust
turned twenty. It was called the Finger Dex-
terity Test. You got about fifty tiny little
g: e about an eightth of an inch thick and you
to £it them into holes Just a bit bigger.
It took some doing, Mr Johnson,

Were you good at that?

No. There didn't seem to be any brains in is.

i like to use my brains, That was under your
father, You own the plant now sir, don't you?
Well, I'm chairman of the board. That'e not
exactly owndership, you know, There ian't wuch
ownershlp nowadags, It's all shdres and baords
and shareholders' meetings and that sort of thing.
Do you explain the scheme to everybody, sir?
Itry to; )
I bet some of them gét out of thelr depth, don't
they, sir? Some of the soldermen! was on
solder-work for a bit, too. - You wear goggles
all the time, The other people think they ocan
push you about, Yes, there aren't muny trades
in this plant I'm not familiar with, Now the
assembly room, that's £1d4dly work. I used to
turn out fifty-five telephone-relays in a day.

I think 1t'as better work for the girls, None
of those parts are bigger fhan your finger-naill,
Do you read poetry, sir?t I see you've got a
lot of booke up there,

Row and then I do, yes. I like singing.

This hasn't anything to Go with the works, girese
No, tell me., Please do,

i've bought a poem along,

You write poetry?

Yesp quite a bit, sir,

Moa$t Lnterestiﬁg!

One or two of the boys do., Only in the Tech-
nical department, It was partly me hearing you'd
got a tape recordels=-

Oh, yos!

I expeot you think I'm mad,

I think writing poetry is very sane, Mr Meadows,

Wo, what I mean is, would you mind if I pecited
thls into your tape-machine? '

Well, I suppose not. Not at alll
You know why, don't you?
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No?

Well, it's no good me going down the assembly
room where all the recording etuff is. They'd
pull my leg. It wouldn't do for a Technical
man. X've never heard my lines being spoken,
you 8ee, '

Well, of course. (Handing him the miorophone)
Got %he poem here? - ‘

In my head, It's called *A Prayert,

A prayér? All right, shoot,

Give us this day _

Our heart . .
0 lLord, give us our psrt ’

Zo play; e . !
Undo our settled clause : '
0Of pain, ’ '

But keep the cause
For which we oame,
Give us this day
Our daily heart.

indégg the tape back) Give us this day our daily
eart, Host interesting!

It Just came out like that---llke a prayer.

1 1ike 'the settled clause of pain.' What do
you mean by that? ‘

Weil, I mean how everything's cldsed in, The
day starts early in the morning and ends at
night, and there doesn't seem any escaped Ale
waye the sems, It's like a finlehed clause,
with a full stop.’

And 41d you intend a play on the word 'clavwa!ew-
of a bird? ' '

Ko. Wish I did now.
tclauge’ and 'olaws'?

And why the pain?
What?

Why the pain?

i don't know,

Cunning, isn't ite--

But that's remarksble---a remarksble pogme--

S Undo' there means turn the olause with a full
stop into a sentence which never finishes.

Yos., Most Ainteresting! Shall we play it back?

I'11 go all of a tis-was, like my wife says!
A1l right, pull the plug, Mon-gewer!

Poem 18 repeated on tape.

Marvellous, isn't 1%, hearing your own voilce?
Like talking to yourself from heaven. - Uncanny,
too. Not right, reelly. Shall I tell you
what was on my mind when 1 wrote 1t?
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Xes.
1 was thinking of the assembly room,
ALl those years ego?

That's Just what 1 was golng to eay. The parts
they gave you were no bigger then your fingoers
nail. fou.put them together, Then you Rik
81id them down & chute, Fifty-five tinmes &
aey. 1 got bolls on my arse on that job!

Talk about laugh! . They changel me over to the
Test Room and the bolils went Just like that!

I sald to the nurse, 1 sald, now whatks the
hell's the uge of you putting that yeilow stufrf

on, its psychologiesll Talk about laugh!

We had aomé iauggs gg those dayel .

Don't you laugh any more?

Not 1ike mum and dad, Dad'c name was Waliter,
8ie used to esll him Water Clogset, That sort
of thing, you know---anything for a lark,

You apid something in this poem about playing

'a part? Don't you feel yu play a part here?

I don't knowl .

How 16 At you haven't got into Specislity Products’
I've been wondering that ever gincé you oame in
the room, .

Ah, welll .

How did this Personncl Report come into being?

They can see l'm the. same as them, that's what
they don't like-w!

¥ho?

Up at Peraonnel, | They're Gollegé man., I was
ia?péa qat’tur & college, tod, end they don't iiie
Why daién*t you go %o a college?

I got marrw,

When?

WMea'waas‘twgnt§;

A man goés te coilege at geventeen or eighteen.

Ch, welll I wanted the monéy in my pooket, I
suppose, A ‘ ~

What did you meen in this peom by ‘keep the
cauge for which we dame'? You want God o take
the pain awey biit keep sonething~--what's the
something? .

Well, there must be some meaning %o things,
puctn't there? Originglly, there must have
beeri, Iwo hundred years ago, say. There nust
be a little epark somewhere, We've gone astray
sonevhere, :

Who?
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People like me,
But not people like me?

Well, you seem to know what you're Gosng. I
bet 30& took over your father's plant because
you wanted to.

1 aia, yes. You mean you want freedom, then,

¥What the hell em I doing down there? ¥ou could
just as well get g puppet and work it with eleot-
rical shoocksa, Finger-work, Like thia,

did that for nearly twenty years,

Do you think it would have been if you'd beon to
a sollege?

Yea! They have it better all righte~-!
Who? ’ |

in the Pefsgnnel officel Stuck-hp, bloody
talleyman 8 Ank-bottles!

I'm a college man,

And look at the difference. Look at you sitting
back in your ohair, choesing, choosing, choosinge!
AnG I'm all stiff---look at Me here, sitting on
the edge of my chalr, walting to ve' asked quest-
longysmalways waiting-—-always walting to kEnow
what 8 geing to happen to ny life!

) Well don't walt any more, Change your life,

Do you think I could? Onee in, you're in for
good, Mr Johnson! That's a.deaieion you take
when you' ve PTiftéen,

You ghink you'd be bappier in Speciallty Prod-
uets

Oh, Speclality Prodpctab I'm a blocdy product!
And I'm not?

No! 1I%t's ochoilce, choxae chnice!--'ﬁhaz shall
I be, what shall & do?  Suppose I said, 'All
righi I'11 change my 1ife,'can't you see I'm @
worker down to the tipe of’ oy flngera, Jook at
the waybl walk, it'as tho way I eat, I've gt a
speclal sort of Jerk, I'm a different sort of
person, My Johnaon, thet's all there ia to sayl
Look aft you, sxtting there, you've got the perse
enallty—-1 don't know, 1t's something---you're
comfortable---ypu sit well in your own body-—
do you-sea what I mean?

You mustn‘t get worked up, Headows,

fhat 8 »ight, call me 'Meadows', I'a like to
ory Sometimes, Five minutes sgo it was Mr,
Meadowa, 1 just open my mouth and you take off
the Mister, Buppose 1 ealled you 'Johnson'

DO. ' ":

Oh, yes, thers's no cldge any more, we're all
equal' But I'm 8till & product., My mother and
Tather didn't use to be like this, My mum
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started out at -half a dollar a week, twelve hours
& day nearly at the mateb-factory, unen she was
Just turned eleven--—and you ought to sce the way
she laughs!

You mean she laughs more than you?
1'd say! 1

Do you want %o go back; then?

Oh, yes, I know that onye, too~--

The dole ia those days, 1 mean just before the
last war, was tuenw-seven Bob a wesk,

Oh, yoa‘re right,
tiguree. it's no good,
gometines,

You've got the tacta and
1 oould ery for people

1 think your mum and 4gd needed. crying for,

You ghouldn't ¢zll them mum and dad, Don't you
think you have to patronise me, VWhen you say X
that it feols as AT you're trying to squeeze your-
seélf Gown to half your gire---to be level with mews

I a1dn't meant that.,

It's funny, You ait there and 1'm sure you
expect everybody wht comes here %o be shyer than
you, You expsct to bring them out-~~-with a few
questions, don't you? Why should that be?

If 1 went to thenm in a sis'xlax' capacity I'd be
Bhy. oo,

No, you wouldn' &, This 'is how you'd do i,
'Go0d morningt  How &' you do, 8ir? My name's
Johnaon"

You! re a dann fine mimio!

Take those words *demn fine', ‘fThere's a ovrt
of sbandén asbout them, isn't there, Mr Johnson?
But if you'd been bmu%c up 1ike me there'd
alvays be a 1ittle fellow ehivering ipside you !
saying, 'Yes, that's x':ght sir, that s right!

I reckon I've said fThat's righ ' a2 million
times sirice I was a k14! Because that's kb
what you' re¢ taught---it's the other man who calls
the tune! Take some of these college men who
come up from nothing. Just you imagine, they've
always got this shivering 1ittle chap ingide
thom, and 1f they hold up their heads and atand
on sﬁ:eir own two feet witbous wobbling, I suppose
that g marvellous ebough, 1 couldn't o ith

Yes, I often wnder what *tBey feel 1ike when
t:ney stand in the classy drawing-roomge--l bat
people smell them oute—-

Are there clsssy Grewing rooms any more?
Bo.
Then the college man"‘a 0K,

There are stiil clnsay people, Like you,

. You can't help walking across this room as if
you owned 1%, and 1 cdan’t help walking across
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Yes, 1t doeen' & matter if the drawing rooms
theré or not, the people haven‘g changed,

But that's what higher wages and health-insure
ance are far, my dear chep---that s why 1'm
herew<-%o ma)’:e you feel as 4if this room wae
Jours-«-to make youbfesl 1like ne,

’ P o L L} '
It won't happen like that. There s nobiody
under me¢, There s nolody shows se any respect,
Nething 1like the reapect you got. I'1l tell you
the way thinge are going, a're nll going to
feel like me., Not the other way round, Your
chlldren are going to feel like me, I've thought
& lot about this, I don't feal I've got & right
to have aself, Sogetimes I can hardly get the
word 'I' out of my mouth, I'want to cover it up
all the time, .

And my self's been cultivated?-

That's Pight! You had a nurse, didn't you?

A governess, yes., -

That was the iQea, to cultivate you! To make
you s pleasing shape, My Jobnson! The idea was
to meke you & gentlemanes- '

My dear ohap, you're out of Gate---t

« But.'ycu.‘ are a gentlement I don't mean you

feel superior to me or anybody else. A gente
lemen doeen'tl I don't mean you're richer- than

" me or even better educated, .1 mean the way

your handg are laying there, like I galde<w
that little smile you gave me when 1 came iNwe=-
4t's the feeling of comfort all reund youw--
you've been given time to grow, Mr Johnson,
gog’ ve grown to full height! But I'm demned Af
: /&Veo N

3 ) ‘
That_e your te¢st now, dsn't 44%  As 6o whether
you Gan cultivate a self es well---with egqal-

" chances, 1 mean?

They aren't oqual chances, Mr Johndon, I
haven't got the time for one thing., You need
time to cultivate a self in, :

So your only hope 14 a win on the football pools?
That’s right. o

And become a member of the class that sweated
your mother and father twelve hours a day!

. ]

Thet s right. |

Except that the clads 15 now Ander control soc-
1elly and can't sweat people any more. They hx
haeven't got uninterrupted time either, now,

have they? o ’ '

No,

1
v
S

Well, 1 don't find you very realistio.
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look at it this wey. If you sat down and
talked to me you'd be falking about a real
gelf, You're an individualeew '

"Bourgeois' would suit you better, wouldn'®

it? A ngn of free choice? '

That's right. ‘Borjoy*. It sounds right,
too., 'Bore-Jjoy', like boring into life,
Kill-Joy, sort of thing, ‘Takes all the Joy
out of 1ife, that's what the so-called indive
iduals have done. ‘

Very well, then, when I, the bourgeois, talk,
1t's about a meal self, but when you---

When I talk it's about & gdccisl problem, Hee
what I mean? ° 1ike now, I'm not myaelf.

I'm a hand Gown in the Technicsl departasnt,
and your class otopped me having a self in the
firat placs, It put my 1life on & scheduls,
Ané it's up to the same game now, 5Hee what

I mean? You're kind now. You don't sweat
me any more 1ike -you did my mother and father,
You don't look down yow nose at me, But I'm
st11l a 'hand', Well-paid, nlcely ventilated,
But 2 hend, With problems. And you're here
fo settle the problems, It'a the same world,
Hr Johnson. You vremember what I saldee=
Give us paxxheuzt this day

Our heart

0 Lord, give us our part

Yoi've got your part to play, Nr Johnson.

I haven't, ‘then I die I shall have a flat
11fe like an oporating table to look backon!
We're bodies without faces, Mr Johnson,

Who's we?
The Workers.

That ien't true. 1 can tell you the people
who come in this room have deeper faces than
any I've seen in my own clags. The fadt that
they hold their faces still doasn't make opy
Gifference, ‘Also I.don't think of you as a

- soclal problem at all, Mr Meadows., I listen

to every man, or try to, as if he was the first
man I'd ever listened %o.

Po you know, the only time I reelly. enjoy ny-
gelf is down at the camp every summer, We

go there every year, the wife and me, It's
called the Sea Bells Hollday campi It's funny,
they c¢lock you in and clook you out like a
factory, you can't call yoar soul your oun,

but tallc about laugh! Yeou don't etop laughing
from the time you get therel My wife's a
sereamn, She's got a real gift for burlesgue,

likeyou, 1f I may say so.

Have you seen our turn? At Christmae?

No,

Do it every year. Boys love it, 1 married

her fourteen years ago. 5She's a meghificent
woman, Mr Johnson., ©Bhe's a favourite at Sea
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Bells. Her name's always coming over the
loudspegkers, "iirg Meadows, come and glve

us a hand, will you? There s a kiddy says
he's 1os%l' It's a wonder they never gave her

. d Job down there, she'd be marvellous,

There's always somebody to heve a laugh with,
It's 1like golng back to Xold times, That's
what my street wag 1like before I was dborn, .

Basy-cone, easy-go, sort of thing,

And 1t changed?

People didn't change inside. That takeg time,
But all the old-time things etépped, . You don't
gee the muffin man any more with a tray on his
head and a big bell, and that piccoe of green
felt over the muffins, do you, on Sunday after-
.hoons?  fou can't get peas-pudding and faggots.
i can remember those carts with ocockles and
winkles, I can remember my uncle Harry coming
over in g black suilt and a bowler ha$ on Sunday
afternoons and piocking the winkles out with a
pin. Nasty hebits he had.. Gobbled his tea.
1'11 never forget that nolse., Amd Aunt Ada
with theae boots thait used to button up the
ankle, And Guy Fawkes nightl Do you rememe
ber the old Crystal Palace. at Sydenham?

Yes., Don't they st1ll have Guy Fawkes night?
Yes, but it's not the seme,

Aren't oon~fires and fireworks good enough for
you? ‘ .

i know, I can't put my finger on 1t., The
fires don't have that glow like the old ones,
Faces have changed,

You mean you're not young any more,

o, Oh, -no, - That whole race has gone, like
ay aunt Ada, I can tell you., I tell you what,
¥r Jobhnson, borjoy people smell at you, They
eniff round you like dogs.  Have you ever not-
iced that? They've alwams got something going
on in their brains---'Who is he?', 'What sort is
he?'  And the people round here are getting like
that, 1'm a bit like that myself. It's the
money, i suppose, We're all getting like the
gentlemen, but without the fun ard withoutthe .
neck! You cen't bave twenty million gentle-
‘men, ¥r Johnson! . -

God forbial

1

You ought to have seen my aunt #da and uncle
Rarry come in the room, Unole Harry never
smiled, Ever guch g tall man, Not if there
wasn' & something funny, But we sort of cringe.
Do you see what I mean? We smile all the time,
Poople want to be getting on with each other all
the tiwme, whercas in the old days they didn't
worry., People don't sit¢ inside themselves 1ike
t?@y.uaed to, they're peeping outside all the
time?

But down at the camp they're 4ifferent?
That's right., Théy siip back to their old
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selves. down at Maughley Bay. .

D14 you say Maughley Bay? That's twenty miles
from where. I live! Used to paddle An the sea
there when I was a kid!

Go on?

Devil's Brig. Heabd talk of it?

Devil's what? | | ) :

Devil's Brig., Sounds grim, dossn't it? love-
1y old house, though, It'a been oalled that for
& couple of Eundredvyears. Supposed to. look
1ike a ship in the distance.

And you know every nook and cranny, I bet? .

Oh, yes! |

HWell ,i’ane:f that! Twenty miles from olé
Maughley Bay. My wife'll scream! Has it

: %ﬁtt:}?.ovely big grounds and a lake and all
ney: Y

1 suppose you'd call it a lake, yes;

Your, fathez" doesn't come to the works a,ny‘ more,
does he, sir? A

No, he's‘tayaf down at Devil'e Brig most of the
time, He's past it, you kncw, He put in a
good many years here,

Yes. He was a good man, they say.

Do they say that?

Oh, yes! Mind you, he could drive.-a man hard,
He cogld be rough, couldn't he? ;

Ch, yea!
Bnter. MARGARED,
Mr Murphy's waiting,

I see, By the way, do you know ¥Nr.HMeadows?
m Wifao ’

Good morning, Mrs Johnaon, We.'ve just been
talking about 0l1d Maughley Bay.

014 who?
Devil's Reach,
Oht

Well, Mr Johnson, I've taken up a lot of your
time gassing, ‘

- Not at all, I want to see more of you, Mr

Meadows. More of your poems, too. And mean-
while we'll get to the bottom of that Personnel
report,

Thank you, sir, (Godd morning, I expeot thoge
Peraonnel boys are all right when you get to know



them!
JOHNSONS  That's right!
Exit MEADOWS,
MARG ARET: M4 you say poems?

JOHNSON{ Yes., Batrsordinary, isn't it? Read a poem,
: and told me not to ocall him Meadowa! - Did you
like the look of him?

MARG ARET} No.

JOHNSON; That makes him interesting.  Extraordinary
chap! Imitated relay-work wlth his fingersee-
you ought to have seen him---l1ike a pantopimel

MARG ABET: I like the way you think he's mad! - 1 wonder
. vhat they think of you, doing all this?

JORNBON? ‘They'. It's aluays ‘they' with you, isn't
it? That & Just what he sald. For your
claess, he said, we're a soclal problem, not
individuals,

MARGARET:  They're a problem in your hesd---in your image
ination--~that s all.

JOHNS ONs I think I'm asking toc many leading questions,
Margaret. Hust learn not to lecture, {Dic-
tating) Meadows. Technlical department.

He doesn't like what he e¢alle the college men
in the Pergonnel section, He's got hrx their
brains, and he feels they look down on him,

MARGARET: They probadbly do!l

JOHNSONS It's a lot of bunkum!  There isn't a college
: man among them! That' s what I say, you've no
instinet for these people. (Dictan?l' Aspires
%o Speeciality Products, I'1l Sry and f£ix him

: up.
HARGARET: Well®
JORNSON: I wouldn't mind beinz out there with Bull's

Eye. Sun beating down. Life for a man, eh?
MARGARET:  Is that all? |

JOHNSORN: - It's funny, Mergaret, they're calling me 'air'
‘ more than they used to. :

MARGARET: They look up to you, that's why. Do you hold
that against them?

JOHNSON: He said he could sec my class An the way I satees
what 4o you think of that?

MARGARET: We've all got characteristics., I ocould see his
class in him, too, It's what you might the
imprisonment of birth. For instance, I'm a
county girl with a 'hard moral core'e-e

JOANSON; Oh, for Christ's sake, not now! Keep that
bloody jangle for Devil's Brig! (Opens letter)
'Dear God'---'God'! alw,ye tickles mel---¥Dear
God, Well, it's been a long time since I Aropped
‘you a 1ine and I'd better get down %o describing
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the sort of 1ife we're having out here, So

here goes, in the company of Jdohn Nalker' Esqu~
ire, sltting on the table before me, 1've
been up to my eyea in work and thie is the first
clear week I've had since Christmas, Gill

hae her hands full with the children and the
servants, who come and go at the most alarming
rete, You'll be glad to hear the farm'as pay-
Aing Ate way at last,. We turned over even last
month, and by the summer of next year we should

be turning over s modest profit., I wateh the

0ld red sun going down every evening, and there's
nothing better, After dinner we close the french
windows and get down to the accounts. ¢1ll and
the children are as brown es berries, . Wonder-
fully quiet at night, except for the jackals and
the geccasional roar of a man-eating llon, Haard
a lioness quite close to the house the other
night, and there was n scare st the local ville
age. When you get tired of aitting al a desk
trying to promote production-rates, why don't
you pey us 2 visit? Or, better atill, comé and
iive here, By the waye--=!, Hey, lock at

the time! Who's next?

Jook Kurphy; Bull's Eye's the same as you,
really. He couldn't make a good 1life here, 8o
he ran awny.

Jocek Murphy?

Solder-man, Production department, m

Has he been up before? . ’

No., DPifty-one years old, Three children.
Been here since 1918.

One of dad's original customers! ' All right!

Exit MARGARET, : |
JOHNSON opens door %o JOOK MURPHY,

Oome in, Mr Murphy., Just sald to m{ W fe,
'One of my dadds original customers'! Been
with us since 1918, that right?

That's right, sir!

Bit down, won't gouﬁ KRow then, XYou're in
Production, aren't you? ~

No, sir. I'm on the main door. Telephones.

Telephones? What the devil's this, then?
Says here ‘Broduction8, plain as your finger,
Soldevr-men,

That wes twelve or foudteen years ego.

Good God! We're not that out of date, I
hope!  snyway, I'11 s6¢ to the file later.
Well, Mr Murphy, how are things downstalrs?

A1) right, sir, Mustn't grumble,

I expeot you've hesrd about my pet little
scheme, haven't you? I want to know what's

on people's minds, You never know, a man might
have something on his mind, and a word here or
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there might clear it up.
That's right, sir,

And what about your mind, Mr Murphy®? Any-
thing on 1t?

Not that I oan eay, sir. . .

Well, you know where to come 1f anything orops
up. 4 treat thils first interview as an introd=
uetlon, Just a hand-ghake,

That's right, sir. How's the o0ld Mr Johnson,
is he keeplng all right?

Finel

He's beyond it now, as I expect you
reali.ﬂe.

He's pest eighty, you know,

1 can remember him when I was a boy, sir,
He used to fly round,

He'd st11l 1ike to

Ke have to
keep an eye on him!

"if he could!

You've taken over now, have you, sir?
That's right.

I can hear the old Mr Johnaon in your woide,
air,

-

You can? Well, like father, 1ike son, as

they say'
That's right, sirl

So there's nothing on your mind at 2li? No
problem? HNo 1ittle worry?

Not that I can say.

Well, you know where to come if there is.
And 1 get this file straight.

Well, regards to the

Ko, sir,

Right you are eir:
old Mr JO}mgono

Fe'll remember you'for gure! One of the Qld

Contemptibles!
That's right! Well, good-morning, sir!
Good mcrning!' oL

Exit MURPHY.
JOHNSON rings for MﬁHGARET and she enters,

Vhat the hell's thig?

Vhat?
He ien't An Production at all,

g Says he isn'ﬁ'a_aolden-
He's on the main door, telephones,

at files)

That's funny. (Looki He's on
Produoction's pa{-roll, either. It says,
'See Personal F 19. ‘

!

Personnel?
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Yo, personel.

What, the old man's file?
i suppose so.
Look 1%t up,

Murpby. 'I apoke to Murphy and he was willing
not $6 register the accident if I could assure
him a position here for the rest of his working
days, and a pension, I put him on the tele-
phonee at the main door.'  Sipned by your fathe
ar, ' .

Good Lord! | What aocident?
That's A1l it says,
Yhen &1d 1t happen?

Fourteen years ago.
He was always so punctilious about these
things. Anyway, make a note of &it,

It might have been something small.

Then I ean't understand why there was any
question of reglstration. All right, that's
another morning!

i'm gotting to hate them more and more,

Well, you could always teke a horse out and ride
over‘the faces of.the poor for a bit of anuse-
ment ! ,

Oh, dear, here comes the lunch-time humour!

I tell you what, you interviesw the women while
I do the menl We'd have the men in hacking
Jackets in a uweek---the Barnely Ridge Electric
Hunt® It's no good, Margaret, your brain sits
on top of your body like a wessel on a plum
pudding, Give yourself up to the life of the
hips and be dapnedl

I wish I coulid!

You could always go back home and have Ted
lowell to tea and do a bit of wild dutke
shooting in the hours of the pearly &ew, and
drive round the estate on Saturday mornlngs

and have a bit of slap-and-tlickle in the 1llbe
rary after dinner!  You don't shout 1like you
used to. Vhat s gone wrong? You and Ted
Lowell ased to 8tand on opposite sides of the
ool ad bellow at euch otherw-«'Hard going
yeaterday, I heardl' 'REALLY?! tAmy's filly
1ikes 1t softl' Vhat was all that hard and
saﬁtzbusinese, Margaret, a sort of erotic morse-
code?

You' re more like the old man'than you think,

It's you who likes him, not me!  Anyway, keep
hin out of it,

That's how he killed your mother,
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L
How, shut up!  Anyway, what ¢ that got to
go with 1t? i

1 mean you can't arrange the world by ghere
forée of will,

Who trieas to?

You do.

Do I? Just you listen yo this,

He'ﬁléys over Megdéwa'afpoem agaln,

Hﬁo'a that?

That felibw Mefidows. He calls 4t a prayer.

You see, he comes 'to mé, They come to me
with thelir troubles, That ¢ not foreing my

will, Not like the old man,

It might be our prayer, 0o,

CURT AIN,
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SCENE: A bungalow at Sea Bells Holiday
Canp. A month later,

Your attentlon, please, folks, attentlon,
pleasel  First of all, don't forget that
tonight's Saturday night and Saturday night

ic Carnival night, Tickets as ususl at Bay
No. 3. By the wey, some people are slipping
up with their number-badges., You'd be sur-
prised how many turn ap in the sand every day!
Pleasse wear your badges at all times, For

the benefit of newcomerg may I repeat that

your number badge will gecure free entrance

to the cinema, pierrot theatre, dining halls,
beach cebins and ballroom, Tickets for all
outings, at all times, Bay No. 3. We always
go to Bay No.3 for tickets, folks, You luoky
peoplel I wish I could be down at the beash
on a day like this! And the scothsayers aay
it's going to hold, tool Wellﬂ folks, we had
two new arrivals last night. They crept in
after supper and, bellieve it or not, they were
the annual 1ife of the party, Hrs Mealows, with
her husband, the bard of Barnley Ridge Electrie
works, To all those who aren't acquainted
with this famous peir who've been coming here
for the last five years and have put their
heart and soul into Sea Bells vaudevillewew

by the way, it's on tomowrow night, so let's
try and get a full theatre-<-1 repeat, to all
those who don't know them, my ad¥ice s ask
your nearest neighbour, and Af he doesn't know
ask hls nearest neighbour; asomebody’s surs te
know! Sea Bells welocomes you all, newcomers
and old-timers alike, You're going to have
what our friends aoross the Ataantic call a
whale of a, time---yes, sirresl On today's
menu there' s roast pork, baked potatoes, & choice
of cabbage or Brussel) sprouts, end apple .
aaune; and fo afters there's prunes and
custard., Thank you, folks.

Enter JACK and JULIA MEADOWS,

Rear what he sald? ‘

Is that the cheeky one?

Yes, He's keen on me, Ever noticed?

Bverybody's keen on you!
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said?

Well, yes, a bit,

No, but honestly. Do you know what he sald
to me last night when we got in?

No.

Yhen you weére signing up in the office, He
sald, what about us golng on the Lreamboat to-
gether tomorrow hight, Mrg Meadows? Did you
ever hear such sauce? Do you know what I

Nﬂ. ‘ | !

I s‘zﬁi&, I would if you could leave your mouth

behind, You ought to have seen bls facel
%t'g that moustache! like a plece of cale
ur : |

You really tell them, don't you?
Kind my coiffeur! ‘

Your whag? '

Ky fur!

'There's nothing like love at first sighte—-
1f 1t'58 01088w-=00!w==and at night!l'

Attention, please, Don't forget, folks,
there ave the usual races for kiddies at the
ericket ground after lunch., At three-thirty
we've got the egg-race, at three-forty-five
the three-legged, st four the. high jJump for
under {ifteens, ‘ :

That's what I'd like to give you---the high

o Jumpl

S'Ha gets on your nerves, Goes het

Hellew=

Go on, you €ind bim ettractive,

Hellwew

Say so!

1 say 8ol

YIf you caen love an old baboon like me, it
nug$ bew--yes, 1t nust be-«=decause wa'te
HAPPY AT THE SEAL!

You do, don't .yo&?»

1

He's got such gause,
if you see what I mean,

And you don't get much of thst at Barnley
Ridge Electrie, do you?

1'd eay not!

You get brick walls, a quadrangle like a
miligary equare, and ghosts, Moatly ghosts.
"gtégt‘ 8 what we all look 1like to you, isn't

To me?
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To you wonmen, , .
fHlow do you méan?

They never give you the glad eye and that gort
of thing over at Barhley Ridge, do they? They
shoot quick glances: face-boson-legs; up agein,
legs-bosom=-face; switch off; pass along the
conveyor-belt; oup o' tea's conming up; dirty
plece of relay-wire there, report to shop siewe
ard, But you women are different. You're
soft, Look at theose arms, And feel what &
lot of cheek there is to pinch, Why, you're
lovely, you're gorgeous,, you're extravagant with
flesh, 0ld sweet, Thal s becaise you've got
time flowing through you every day, things csn
grow inslde you like flowers, thoughta and all
that; pou can wander in and out of yourself,
take a stroll up and down your own lanes;
whereas XI've got ta stay #n the tracks all the
time, and take a little peek-0 outside when
nobody's looking., I've got to be on the gui
vive all the time. '

On the what?
Qui vive!
What's that?

'You know what I mean when I talk french, ,
dariing., It means I'll never learn to quernch

1

- my leve, dsrling!’

People'd think we vere crackers, wouldn't they?
AnQ they'd de right., I an, VYhen I swim and
look up at the sky like we did this morning I
Teel crackers,

How do you méan? ‘

I feel the sunshine and the eea are sgne, and
I'm & 1ittle white, peculiar thing floating
about and belonging nowhere,

And what am I?

You're all right,

How do you mean, I'm all right, and youdre not?

You're eane, Your body's sene, - You seem
all right with the sun and water and all that,

desy the men are funny at Barnley Ridge,

4s 1t something got behind their fsces and
twisted up thelr skine, and put something round
their eyes to make them smaller, Don't you
feel that? . ‘
No! '

he AT somethibg got inside their bodies and
told them all the wrong movements? Come on,
try, Julial :

Are you 1ike that, then?

Am 17
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You move

Let's put
others?

Yes, Ho

all right.

it this way---do I move 1ike the

» hot really!

Attention, please, folks, First prize in

yesterday
Cheam, an
hails fro
folke!
But I cou
Try,

It's that
Haven't a
Vell, yses

Products .
it 4sn'%

s raffle went to Mrs Willcox of
& second prize to Mr Jameson who
@ Courtney Suffolk, Thank you, .

14n't say what the difference was,

extre 1ittle bit of=--I don'tfknow}
ny of them got it, too?
« The shop=gteward in Speclality

has, He's a real goodelooker, But
that.

Then you 8o see what I mean. 1'm sure you 6o,

It's some

Yes, it p

‘But nct a

ah?

thing soeret, isn't ite--
uts you 211 of o tis-was!

'tis-wag strange, a tis-was lovely,

That's right!

It's some
but the'1
its nenme,

1 couldn®

thing you can't see, it's in the @ark,
ight ghows you where 1t is, Tell me

11

Love! That's the name, Ik some men yout can

66111 see
eamy-ﬁo b
all close
any more,

1%, inttreir bodlies, sort of ¢asy-come,
odles.,  And in the . others 4% & gtot
6 up, and it won'e stay in the body

1t’s afraid, O(ne day it might get

in me, too, . It started getting in me on esd=-
erbly work, like a piece of sgteelew-

say that
n hell of

You eun g

' No! Talk gbout something else quieck, They

shop-gfevard drinks. lLeads bhis wife
& Qance, . ’

ee it in his ayes; It's a ary look,

Skin's 1like parchment, He can get all theé
girls he likes v th his looks, brt thoy feel
they've had the Mood sucked out of them « ter-

wards,

How do you know? ;

It's wrdtten in the gky over Barnley Ridge

Electric,
wires,

Here's a

6f the dovile—penember 1 was talking

Volces have told me over the relay-

turther announcement, folks, Talk
about that

life of the party Jus$ now, snd her bardic Ruahm

hugband?

ﬁell,,here‘e a visitor for them,
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You see how popular they are? Will Mr
or Mrs Meadows trip along to the office and
plek him up? He's rolled up in one of the
very latest Alfe-Romeos!  And he's called
Mr Johnaon! ‘
Who?

Mr Johnson?

I'11 just repeat that. There's a gentleman
by the name of Mr Johnson waiting in the offe
ice and would Mr or Mrs Meadows please come
along and piok him up? Blimey, I haven't got
to say it again, Bave %% 17  Thank you, folka!
¥r Johnson? Who's Mr Johnson?

You mean to say you don't know?

Oh, I oouldn't! lot the Mr Johnson?

Must bel

But not the the Mr Johnson?

The-the himself. Must be.

Yes, bute--he can't! Here, quiock, I've got
to get dresced!  Take him down to the beach
or something!

You're a snob,

vell, I,mighi; be, but just you keep him out of
here while 1 get dressed.

He might like to see you in your heéun-wear.
Julla, They day he takes after his dad.

Fanoy Mr Johnson coming down here to see us!

He's got & house up the road, that's why.
Small place with seventy-three rooms,

Exit JULIA,

Enter GODFREY JOHNSON,

Blimey!

Surprised? Never forgot yolt, you gee?

1 thought 1'd walk over., They told me your
hungalow. Embarrassing chap that, at the

‘door. Has a voice that carries. Do you

mind me walking in like thiag?

No!

10Ave us this day==—! Remember?
Yeg!

Well, how are you?

Fine, sir! Won't you sit down?
No eirs down here, please.

My wife went into a blue panic whsn she heard
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you were coming. She's getting into a dreas.

JULIA (from the other room) Jack?!
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I said you'd probably préfer her as gshe was!
I'm sure she's charming in any dress!

She is, Mr Johnson, Well, what a surprisel

You could have knocked me down with a feathex
whén your name came over the speakers!  Then

& thought, Ch, yes, Mr Johnson 1lives Jjust up the
road, what was 1t you called it, Mr Johnson,
Devil's something or other?

Devil's Brig., And we aluyé used to 0all 614
Maughley Bay Devil's Reach, Sort of family

name! : ,
Go on! What a lot of devils!
That's right, 'I'es , 1 suddenly got an idea.

I'11 go um® over and see old Meadowd, I knew
jou were on holiday. I was having a chat with
Pergsonnel sbout you, and they told me,

Oh! fThose boys .are real seers, aren't they?
Know everything!

I can tell you something, Mr Meadowse--I don't
want to talk shop, lovely day like this, but
there never was a bad Personnel report about
you, ¢

Go on!, ‘
There's no doubt about it. And 1'11 tell you
another fact, which I knew all along. There
ien't @ college man in the Peraonnel section,

Are you sure?

Oh, well, it's spurred me on all these years,
I suppose., Safl, in a way. Like losing a
dirty old friend, '

1t you've got your eye on a place in Speciality
Produ‘u}:s, why don't you apply? It's perfectly
gimplel '

Never thought of it!

That' s wbat I say, you'd spend the next ten years
dreaning of Spelclity Products, and all you've
got to do is get an gpplication forn,

That'a. r:gizt. It'a funny.

1'11 tell you something, Mr Meadows, you're the
first chap in the plant who's really talked to
me, I won't beat about the bush., 1'm going to
tell you outright, you're the first working man
I've ever had a conversation with,

do on'

The first real conversation.

)
to me, you .see! They won't falx

JULLA (Erom the other room) He's always been & talker, Mr

JOENSORNS

Johngon?
Oh, Yes, indeed, Mra Meadows!
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She's a scream! You want to see her on
veudeville, Mr Johnson!

Enter JULIA.
Julial What have you done that for?

Good morning, Mr Johnson, It certa ie
a pleasure seeing you down here with usl -

Good morning, Mrg Meadowa, I ‘don't gae
think your husband exnggerated. Pleaasure's
all on my sidel ‘
What did 1 tell you?

And you came all this way to see us?

That's right! 1 was telling your husbande--
well, you heard, didn't you?

’mat 6 right! 1 always listen when I'm next
door;: it's ellly not to, isn't 115‘?‘

Oh, I agree!l

Talk abom aoream'

My Jack 6 always been a talker, I knew when
he told"me he was going up for an Anterview,

I sald to mysel?f, helll talk the Bind-leg oft
a donkey, even 1t n s the prisme minister!

£ took a poem along.

You what?

I took one of those poems along. ‘'Give us
this day.!

You amn' t

He had me beat for a moment. warite& to dor-
row my tape recorder! Did you ever hear any-
thing like it? Comes to the boss to record
his own % ioe!

Talk about langh!

I think you've got more sauce than Casanoval
Who? |
The camp announcer, Always call him Casanova.
You know, the man with the voice!

'eh yes.

She told him to leave it behind last night when
he tried to get fresh!

Well, 4%'s a nuisance, ian't it, Mr Johnson,
when' men are always on? '

I agreel
You're a real wire, Julia!
Have we gad you at our Christmas party yet,
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No., But I shall be there this year. With my
wife,

Oh, :Lovely. The o0ld Nr Johnson always used to
come !

Used to laugh himself sick!

That's right! I see your wife aometmes
Johnson, at the works., Such 8 lonely 1. &y she
looks, so sadl -

She looks 6ad7
Well, lovely with it, Af you see what I mean,

She isn't toé keen on.the work, She won't .
give ‘At up, either, She must work, and that's
the only work I can offer her, -

¥

At the works R you mean?
Yed, | "

She ought to stay at home, then, Jack said

you'd got a lovely big lake, You wouldn't
catch me going to Barhley Ridgé Electric if I

had a lake and grounds and a butler, Jack. md
nd horaes and stableal

It's atill my father's., There' s all you could
wish there, tmt'a true, -

And she doesn't nke 1t9 Whaet & Bhame'

Oh, she'd 1ike it well enoughiif I vas there
all the time, But our money s in Barnley
Ridge Eleetrie, and without that there waulén't
be a house, 8o *there's no solution, you see!l

What a shame!

She doesn't like my scheme too well, either.
The interviewing scheme, But your * husband' o
been a triumph for me, Mre Meadows.He was the
firgt chap who réally talked, And it makes
the whole scheme worthwhile, I do belleve my
dgd never really talked to one man in the works.
Just those qulck, gruff exchanges employers and
their workmen go ‘in for, if you see what I mean,

Oh, yes! 1It's heiter to get dovn to a nice
salk 1f you ocant  And Jack'd talk the hens to
roost, he reslly would! -

Mnd now you're here, Mr Johnson, what do you
think about 014 Bea Bells?

Well, haven't seen much of it yet., The sea's
all right but how do you stand theae loudspeak-
ers all day?

Thought you'd say that. You csn turn them
gm{g.? ‘Turn them off if you like, ecan't you,
ulia

That's right!
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But then you miss all the news., Privacy's a
matter of the heart, My Johnson, don't you

think go? It ':.sn"f: a matter of geography.
Well-saldl ‘

How aid I get privacy when I was a boy, with
the radio on and my mum snd Gad talking acrocs
the table all the time? But I 414, More so
than now, Sea “okls 1s all right if you let
yourself go., Just sink in., Other people
aren't outside each other in this little wrld,
if ;{%m gee wvhat I mean, Not 1like in your
WO LOwem .

How do you know gbout my world? Excuse us,
Nra Headows, this was our theme last time,
‘rhm:'e. rightl Well I use my eyes. in
your-world you're not Joined together insife,
not like we are, -You're all alone, So I am,
partly. But tﬁey' re not, outeide, Some of
the young ones might be, But most not.

Well, you ma;} be r;ght; daon 48! We are
aelone, ' '

Listen to that, Julia! W®hen he says {damn
Atl' He's got ¥2¥ real style, hasn't he? '

I think 1t's lovely!. C . ‘
Know what they call their house? |

RQ? A # H : . ‘. :

bevil's Brig.

ﬂol. Py ! ‘ o .

Yes, siﬁ‘faiquﬁpqseﬁ to look like a ship'.
Listen to the way he says it! Ho%mﬁé nanby-
panby. Not:like some of theae boys who shoot
up from college! :
Bod knows where the devil oame from!

It's & screamt

They say one of the squires used to play hell .
with his tensnts .a couple of hundred years ago.
Looks like a ship with two mestg-~--long okdme
neys, you know, Has to be seen in a mist
then it really does look like an eerle sort of
brig, especially if some of the windows are
lighted up, it casts a'shadow on to the mist!
Ch, I couldn't bear At
You'd love it}

Of course, she would, She's only saying.
I'd 1ike to invite you both over one day.
You wouldn't! You never would!

She'd love it} ilook at her face, Mr Johnson.
Now who's the enob here? Look af that dress
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she put on. All for you, That's exactly
what she would have done fifty years ago, &
hundred, two hundred, Women néver change.
fhat' s what' was trying to tell her when you
came in, . And she's right, Her snobbery's
right, Well,6 isn't it? You're the boss,
there s no gge%tﬂ.ngnway from that. You call
the tune, 4And I'm one of the pipers.,’ You
cen't get sway from that; either., All that
lovely womanly softness realises that if you
like, Mr Johnson, I can rise, and that if you
like. I ean Pall, Of courae, we've got trade
unions, health insurance and all that., But °
you're atill the boss, That hasn't changed
and it never will, Communism'd be the same,
1 always tell the boys that down in Froduct-
ion, when they're on about the withering away
of the ataté, and anarchy, and all that, I
say, 1t'd be the same, He'd be a commissar,
then, If hé didn't like the shape of my nose
he could send up & report that 1 was a deviat-
lonist, and 1'd be:liquidated, You've still
got the boss. Do you know what stadted me on
poetry, Mr Johnson? ' ‘

Yo,

Green fields. That was my nickname a% school,
Meadowa, you aee, You can't get poetry unless
you've got green flelds inside you, Mr Johnson,

What was that one once; about a heath in summer?

I remember o heath in sunmer

Khen the grass was burned brown

And we turned in the grass in the summer
Knowing we were glaves of the town,---
that one?

Slaves of the town in the sumnmer,

Cogp in & wheel we can't see,

Let 8 tarn in the grags this summer

And try to imsgine we're free!

_They just pour out of him., They always about

prison, Sad. ' But he isn't a sad man, look
at him nov, ;

Look at yourgelf, The ambition of hei life
1s to have her nasme put up for:chalr man of the
social committee at Barnley Ridge, Mr Johnson,
Yhen you ®me to the Christmas vaudeville this
year, she'll be thinking of that. BShe'll eay,
Come on, Jack, let's give it to them tonight
Mr snd Mra Johnson are there and my name might

vt

Well, 4t's true. I can't but tell the truth,
can i? ' ' )

And why not?' Bet‘téx" t:':ha.tz gomeone who wantg 1t
has 1%, than gomeone who begrudges the time,
Well, it's true, At does take time! Ra.gging
up the atage, and the catering. And there's
no pecuniary motivel

Ko what? .

+

'You know what I mean when 1 talk French, dar-
ling; A1t means I'1l never learn to quench ny
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love, darlingt’

Mr Johneon thinks we're madl

It's 1n our turn, We do it at Ses Bedls,
too. ' You know, we add 1little touches each
time, i .

i

{ ' 4

Ch, yes!

Life is sed sometimes, isn't 1t? . You don't
knew where you gre exactly, It comes over you,
that's what wé 'often say. How would ‘you like
& swim, Mr Johnson? ' <The sea's like a milile
pond today! ‘ L
Just what I thought on my way down. But .I'Vve
got nothing with me, Nothing to gwim in,

Oh, that's easy! Bey No, 3'11 fix }au up,’
won't they, Jack? . RmEEkE Trunks, towels, °
bathing caps, dressing gowns, anything jod’ lixet
1 ! ‘ “

Sounds delightfull -

The big mistake; Mr Johnson, 1s to think of worke
ing people as the sane as you only they get less
money, Yet they're not so differsent, either! -
See what I mean? . I'm sure you've goéot lurking in
your mind someéwhere that the worker getd used to
it---because he hagn!'t been developed like you
hsve, Don't you s8ay that to yourself? ' 4And

you'll bring him out, won't you? Questions,

sympathy., I bet you never sit down and think,
now what would I feel 1like doing finger-dexterity

wWork? o '

it's true, to a point,

S
,_ . It's because I Just

can't imagine myself doing it! ' Not day after
Geyl, I Just can't imagine 1%, much ags 1 might
try. And I've often tried, :

Just what I sey., It's never been in your life,
&nd nor canl imggline it, sither, Sounds ‘funny,
that, Exgier dossn't At?  Yet I've done the wobk,
I did assembly work for going on seven years.
Fiftye«five telephonesrelays a day. '1did i,
but I can't imagine it, B¢ I'm not so different
from you, Yet I am, See what I mean? You
say to yourself, Well, my mind's been developed,
their's hasn't. So their's 1s asleep while
they're on the job., It isn't true, Mr Johnson,
They're numb, The mind gets numb'aﬁ., The same
as yours would,  That' g why I can't imegins do-
ing it, Because therc's ndthing to imagine,

8o where does that get us? I'1ll tell you what,
Stage Two., You think you're more responsible
$han working people, You've got more responsibe
4litles, You talk, move about places, you're
always looking round to gdee what you can do and
organise something., The worker doean't say any-
thi.ng:' does he, he stays inside his work, he
doesn’ t look after anybody else like you, he.
reads his psper like a slave in’ the morning,

he takes what he 'géts all the time, peace or war,
1t's all dished up to him, isn't 17 See what

I mean? Isn't that more responsible, what you've

got?

I've got more responsibllities on my ahouidere,
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yes. Well, it's obvious. A worker's got
himself and his family to look after, 1've
got sbout two thousand workers, and e few other
concerna as well, .

Just what I sayl See, Julla? If I've got
fifteen chicken runs to look sfter, 1'm fifteen
times as responsible as a man with onel It :
doesn't make sense! Suppose I let all my chicke
ens get fowlepest, and let them tread each other
to death? Am I still €ifteen times as responsie
ble? BSuppose the fellow with one ehicken-run;
Just five or six capons and a couple off hens, '
suppose he looks after them and goes down to have
a look af them four or five Almes a day? Suppe
ose he gete eggs as blg as your figt, double
yolkers, and the man with fifteen runs leaves it
all So sopebody else and stinke up the nighboure
hood with his leavings? Who's more responsiblet?
logko, Mr Johnson?

- A1) rxghx,'yoh'Ve got me floored, Not quite

vhat I meant, but gtille--

Of courge I've got you floored, A man can look
after his wife and two kids and a 1little bit of
garden and have nmore responsibility in his 1ittle
finger than a fellow who owng a strect-full of
houges, It's like privacy, Mr Johngons At
isn't & matter of geography. People don(t wear
it. You never gsee'it, And here s Stage Three,
Just thought of it, Borry to hurry you along,
¥r Johnson, but :gx,gon't you see it? Why don't
you see thié’man 8 responsibllity? Because he
doesn't show it, He doesn't wear it An his talk
like you, He doesn't affect other people, does
het He's emall, I¢ doesn't go beyond his tiny
1ittle house and his wife and his little bit of
back garden, But who's to say he's less resp=
onsible for that? And who's to say he's more
responsible? Me, I'11 aay it., He's mors
responsible. Here's the reason. Beacuse

he doesn't show.it., See what I meang- He
Goesn't wear it on the outside., It's real repe
gonsibility; it's not in his brain, you see,
[t'a an aqutomatic reaction, It's 1ike having

a heert of gold, It doesn't come out in talk,
You wear ‘it inside, and it's never seén, See
what I mean? Stage Four, Here's the real
difference between you an@ the working man,

He doesn't want to organise sything. Really

he doesn't want to.get on., He'z all right as
he 18, He'll get o better wage M8 he can,

But he won't leave his street in a hurry, he
won't sort of try and think of himéelf outeside
his job, in another one., - That s why I never
thought of applying for Speciality Products,
I've got my life already, you see, It wouldn't
change my 1ife, Vhat is ay life? It's in the
front room at hime, it's my wife sitting here,
it's in o0ld Maughley Bay every year, in my mum
and dad, the canteen of a,morning\uﬁen we go down
for & emoke, Work's not my 1ife, you see,

Cnly the work'd change. But work s your 1ife,

1 can see 4t 18, It's underneath all the time,
It's in your mind, working round all the time,

1 can feel it while youlre looking at me, It's
1ike g heart beating inside you,  Thoughtge--
that 8 your life, But'we're not like that.

We don’t make our own lives, Af you see what 1
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mean, We Gon't make it with thoughts.,  It's
Just there in the morning when you get up, and
you sort of fall into At every day. In that
sense we're not reaponsible, We don't make owr
1lives as we go along. ¥We don't look outside,
It's the same for all the workers, Nr Johndon,
all the world over, I don't care what you say.
They've got rgal responsiblility. To the people
they live with,

And what have I got responsibillty to?

Thoughts., IHappiness of your workers, befpre
you've even shaken hands with them, That s

@ thought, A better world: that s another
thought. Better output., 4 worker doesn't
go on like that.

No, he leavés it to me,

That'e right, But don't you think you don't
heed him for all that, You de. You necd him
i1ike he is, too, Because Af he thought like
you, with all those ideas, if hic brain went
round all the time like yours does, he wouldn't
do the work, he wouldn't let himselt get numbea',
his old brain wouldn't give him any péace, He'd
say the same as you, 'I can't imagine myself Goe
ing, not day after a{.' ~ Bat -he doesn't think
like that., He doean't think of 'dey-after-day'. .
it's Just now he thinks of, The canteen, the
wilfe at home, Friday night shopping night, a]kiy
over the fire Riymexfy SBajurday afternoon, It's
not day after day. That s a thought. See what
i mean? Gee what I mean, Julia?

Yes, well, I Go, sort of!

There g a good girl, You want a gwim, don't
you, dudk? ‘ .

Well, I would, yes!

That' s »ight! See what I mesn, Nr Johnson?
Jou think you can change the working man with
higher weges and all that, you think you can get
that mind un-numbed, You can't! He's got no
gmbitions, Good thing for you be hagn"ti

He wouldn't do the work otherwisel So don't
try end-get his mind un-munbed too much, hecause
he'll lay doun his tools! Eutxdmnktx But he
isn't a sorap less clever fhan you are for that,
and he lan't less resppnsible. He doesn't have
ideas 1lke you, That s the only déirfference,

He hasn't got these organising ideas,

If i1t's true that you've got no ambitions, why 4o

you want to get into Speclallty Producta?

To be under the solentists. It's Just a fad,
it 1sn't the money. It'g Just the feel of At,
Do you see what I mean? But then again, I'll
tell you something, ¥r Johnson., I'm different,
Perhaps they're all getting like me, Perhaps:
we're all on $he movel But I'm one of those
pedple the niddle olasses are mede out of!

At
I Gon't feel at home with the boys any more.
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I'm looking out all the time, That's = bit
of ambitlon starting, I suppose, The front

roon'e started to feel atuffy to me,

How 4o you wean there, Jack? :

It'g all right, Guek! It's 1ike wa‘ks.n§ ap,
it's & bad worldd I'm waking up $o, but I can't

ut myself baock to sleep agaln, if you eece what
1 mean, ~ I'm the sort that goes to Amerion and
never thinks of the old country again, I fell
for all the gadgets and the demooratic pPolitce
neas and the feeling 1 don't have to touch ny
ca?»to,anybody, I know 4t's a lot of rot, but
%t 8 like a kind of deed in me, if you see what
I mean, : ;

&bu'rer%@fy dear shout yourself, aren't you?

I've got to be. As I say, once awake, you
g:ﬁ'ttgo to sleep again., Aou've got to think
out., . ]

And suppose allftha world lacked anbition,
ineluding people like me? :

It'd be all right. We wouldn't have this

gort of world, But 1ife'd go on, What's
thinking, N2 Johnson? .  It's Just a spetk on
the worldl HWe'reé just alive, We haven't gob .
to ppsh 1t along all the time with our thoughte,
That @ all agbitions are,---thoughts, It doesn't
needrour thoughts, you see, not t6 get golng..
L4fe 8 sliready there. But that scares you a
bit, doesn't 1$? You lLike %o have it cleer.
You don't want to close your eyes and Just get
moved along. You 1like to see where you're
going.

Yee, 1I'n eaared,a} the dark. Men do wicked
things in the derk, Ever noticed that?

Do they? You can ebolish the dark but they'ill
de it in the light Just the same, if they're go-
ing to 4o 1t at all, ' ;

You oan Salk lize tbaf because your m&cher and

father refused Y0 live in the dark any wove,
They star ted protecting themselves agelinst
people like ny father.-‘

That's right.
And now: their 1ives are clear,

And the heert’s gone out of it. You can change
Barnley Ridge Electrlic as much as you llke, Mr
Johnson, you can give me air-donditioning and
lovely lavatories and a reoreation-room and
holidays with pay, but that work'll never Bae quite
right, 1t'11 never be quite right to sit down
in that aesembly room turning out Fifty-rive
relays in a dey, 1 don't care what you say.
There'1ll alwaye be somothing wrong with 1%,
guat ﬁﬁke the schedule-«=-clocking in and c¢locke
ng dlte~- '

We. can change the schedule, We can reduce the
hours of work, We're trying to a1l the time,

Why, Lf the work's so oongenial? Vork's good
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for a man, they say} Theress something wrong
with that work, you know 1t, that s why you
want to out 1t'down.  And that s°what you

cen' t bear, Mr Johnson. You can't bear the
idea that nothing's going to solve the problem’
short of roliIE'“dﬁ the whole thing, You can't
bear the thought that 1t'e all wrong, from top
to bottom, can you? What, all thése bulldings,
and people with big desks, and millions of mon=
ey, how can' all that be wrong? But why not?
¥hy shouldn't the whole world go wrong?

Where would it get us toisay so? Into a rathe
er lonely posiltioen, thatﬁs all. ‘

Exactly! You don't like the idea any more than
your father did!  Because it's your world,
You say, Vhere would the truth get us? You don%t
scom to care Af 1t is the truth or not, 1I'am
Bust saying what the truth is. And you have

to ask all the ¢ime, Where will 1t get ua?

Will it do us any good? And that's ambitlon,
That'ws what I mean by ambition., - It's behind
everyone of your thoughts., You ¢an'$ think
without itt  It's what you mean by thinking,
You mean thinking what to 4o, And 1 mean say-
ing the truth, You can't ilet go of the world
gnd say, 'It's all rotl! You've got yo have -
your nose in 3% all the time, organising. Bug
I can, 1t's o kind of relief, 1 gay, 1t's

a lot of rot, Then I ¢an say, All rigﬁt, I
want %o live, I'1l aink myself in a bit of rot,
1t means &wisting myself up a bit, but it's got
to be done. .

Doesn't that mean, I agree to be rotten?

Ho, no!l  The vork doesn' touch pe, you see!
The work doesn't touch us® That' s where you're
wrong. - There you are again.,. Ambition again,
You'd have to think to yourself, All right, I'1l
go rottent There'd always have to be a thought
in your life, always something deliberate, you
couldn't get away from 1%} '

And my work's rot, too?

Wes, of ¢ourdel But you won't let yourself
see it! You oling to it., I don't. I've
got my 1life, My work ien't my life,

8o we all become littlec selves balieving ian
nothing, only how rotien everything is outaslide?

Oh, pol 1It's no good being a 1little self,
That s your world! That s what I gaild just
now, pecpie aren't Joined-together in your,
world. You're all little individugla, HNot
1n»my'wor;ﬁ. Yhen 1 say my 1ife I mean the
other man' & 1life, too, it's the same in my
world! We're all Jolned together underneath,
w§'vetgot fhe same hearg---the same thoughts,
&Ll00at, . v .

Yes, it's funny, we seem to accept things more,

There you are. She's got 1t, Irust a woman,
It's accepting things., People don't stick out
of themselves in our world, But in your world
peeple have got to mrke conversation all the
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time, haven't they? . They've got to be soc=
igble, I've noticed it. In our world it
Juat comeg, - Yet we make 1% ag well, It's
funny. V¥e aren't thinking., That8s the diff-
erence, .

Attention,, plaase, Juat e reminder---on ftodey's
menu there 8 roast pork, baked potatoes, a .
choice of tabbage or Brussel sprouts, and apple
sauce; and for afters there's prunce and cust-
erd, Now there are 8£ill a lot of uncollected
tickets for tonight's dinner---there'll be a
sreclal sitting at Cive-forty-rive for those
lucky people who've. booked for the Dreanmboat,
The Dreamwboat leaves Bouth FPler at Siftesn
miRzREy a quarter to seven prompt. Will all
Moonlight Dreamers pleaseo remember to take
‘woollies~along, it gets chilly out at sea when
the sun goes down®? The Dreamboat dodits again
at 1.20, tomarraa_morning and. the Dreamers ocan
dream in bed until nine-thirty Af théy want to,
there'll be a special late sitting foy bresk-
fagt, until ten of cloock,  Well,. thet o about all,
folks, Bon appetis, that s French for have a
good blow-outt, /nd may I remind you that the
clearance bays are aPen 2ll day for queries?
Thenkt you, everybodyl

The Dreambost' s 1oyely,$wf,aghnaon. You. ook
over the side, It feels 1ike gliding, doesn't
11;. JﬂGk? A . . iy
Thet's right. ,

They switahfﬁhe engineg off, Right out at sea,
and you oan see the lights of Haughley Bay!

#And shere's glass underneath in one of the oabins,
and. you. can see the fisch through, You get a
lovely supper.  Rmember, Jack? 'Our faces'?
YOur faces in the water , '
Sheke when- there's wind---' 1 can't remember
it, duck, ,

Ne more can I  it's sbout the Dreamboat, Mr

Johnson! ,

'Shake when there's wind,..' Well, Mr Johrsgon,

‘%ave?l given you gemething to think gbout this
ime ! .

Ch, yes, you've done thatl I%'s perfly why I
came, I expected 4t. . :

He's a marvellous talker, really. He tells me
things 1 neveyr knew about myself, Bhall we
book fTor the Dresambogt?  All of us? Let's!
What, me as well? h

Why not? '

It's eo. late!

We'll give you lunch and show roéung Sea Be11g,

I'm not scared 6f you like 1 was. '
You were scared? ’
Ch, yes!

It'a true. 1t'%g a 2cad 1Aifo. Qaarndrie vwannd s
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before 1 start.

It's because he's talked M Johnaon. Once
he's talked himself out he'a never scared,

m.i right I'11 strike a bargein! I've come
into your world. You ceme into mine, - We'll
go on the Dreamboat., Then we'll drive to
Devil's Birig and you'll stay the week-end‘

oh' ﬂr-."’o , .
Yes! I won't hear you say nol:

Al right, Falr's quits!
Jack! |
It'a done!  You'll both come out with me!

But ue couldn' ¢, Nr Johrscn' " The house is8 so

big, from what $hey Bay?
Well; u;'s a new experience for you,
snd think of the troudle!

Servantal
hom'

76 your wifel

Yeu see, none of your objeotions

!'ve got not:hing to wear!

She's arguing with herself, Mr Johnson, that's
all, CGive her time,

And Juack can't dress for dinner, He hasn't

got one!

We hardly ever dress for dinner, unlees the
old man oomes down,

The old man?
The old Mr Johnson.

Well, there you ars, that set:tles it, we
, onldn' 1)

But he doesn'i; bite, ¥rs Hopdows! He might
come down after dinner. But sunday nighte he
usually staya upstairs with his whisky.

But, Jack, I wouldn't know which knife and tark
and’ that gort of thing!

Well, bere's your ¢hatice to 1earn You'd think
she twaa scaraa wouldn't you? I'm the one who's
gcared, Ehe 11 carry it through like & queen.

There'll be nothing to carry through, nothing
intimidating! You might oven f£ind ug Jolly

peoplel ,
All right, then!
She's sald i%.

There! You've made me hapw-
for & gwim!’

i'm all of a tremble!

Now we can go6
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You're a woman.,  Netural recerves, eh, Mr
Johnson?

That's right! | | ,
I can't remember those lines, 'Our faces

CAin the watelren-!

Theéy' 11 come to you, I éxpect,

Here are your things, Jack. Let's go for &
gvim, It feels so funny,

tthat?
Belng uith you!
Exeunt,

Attention, ploase, folks., May I remind you

to wear your number-badges af all times, please?
They're still turning up An the sand! Please
vear your badges at all times. For the bene-
fit of newcomers may I repaet that your numberw
badges will secure free entry to the oinema,
plorrot theatre, dining halls, beach-oabins,

and ball room, Thank you, folks?

 GURTAILBR

Pl
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SCENEs
evening.

Enter MARGRET AND JULIA.

You look over the side, and you can see your
faces in the water, It's ever so lovely!
What do you think of us being here, Mrs Johne
aon?® ’ ‘

We lead Qifferent kinda of 1&?555.I'd Bay.

We don't really mix, It's another of my
An I too frank?

& room in Devil's Brig, the following

husband's big ideas.
Oh, no!
Do it 'dﬁﬁnp,

It's the mer make the differences, If it wes
left to the women there wouldn't be any,

There'd juat be naked power,
How do you mean?
There'd only be the simple things. Rooms,

rogds, food., Nothing to dream ebout., But
then,ﬁhey say I've got a masculine turn of

.mind,

Have you got any children, Mrs Johnson?
No.
Why not?

They Jjust haven't come,
seem very keen, either,

Why nots

He asld to me one¢, Animals in ocaphivity daa'§‘
breed,

Animale?

Eh&;' 8 us, )

My husband doesn't

But you aren't in oaptivity. You're free,

look at this bouse,
We could be free,

So oould we all, I could
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run of £ with Ted Lowell,
me, But 1 don't,

Ho's in love with
Has he sald so?

Oh, yes.

He really smells of horses, doesn't he?

I must tell him that!

No, I mean in a nice way. Very outdoors,
But it wouldn't do to let g0, would ite

In what way?

Let men come it over you,
given the ohanoe! .

Hé'd be proud!

They always will,

1 don't have any temptations like that beocausge
I've never really got started with my husband,
I'm wlways waiting for that.

Are you, really? But he's ever so nice and
kind! You never know, do you? You ought to
have sesn him on the Dreamboat last night,
&nd you'ye go prevty! ' '

He says he's fed up with oy hard moral cere,
I'm from one of those country families that run
rogggz«-ahod over their chilldren, Grew up

1’0 )

I've seen you at Barnley Ridge Electric,
You're always alone, It oeems 8o sad, You
ought to come and Join in with us.

I'a make everyone uncomfortable, ‘_

: K It was the poems,
And Jack told him about Sea'Bells, ‘Uasn't
that funny?. 1 nearly went shrough the floor
when I heard Casanova say over the blower--=
Who's Casancva? o ‘

The announcer a‘t Sea Bells, He!‘s, keen oh me,
That's why I say 1t wouldn't do to let go.

‘¥Well, all cf a sudden his volcee comes, tiwrough

saying that Mr Johnson's walting for us at the
gatel Bubt At doesn't seem so atrange now,
i'11 never forget this house, Fancy having
a lake of your own!' And that lovely dinnere

' table, with pletured round the walll

¢

i'd change 'OV'S?.‘ wiﬁh. ybu any day..

You wouldn't!

- 0f gourse, 1 euPpos‘é you cen't get very snug

here, - Jou czn't twinkle your toes at the fire,

Oh' I've got a 1ittle snecak-hole uypstairs.
It's so tiny you'd laugh,

They won't be drunk, will they?

Mho?
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- ¥ou ought to come to our soe

The men,

Oh, nol
I wondered what you taking me outside fori

It's always been done here, The men like theip
port and a bit of manly talk, All except oy
husband, He says At's consegvative,

But it doesn't seem fight., Sending the women
avay?l

They only stay & moment,

The women leave, They aren't sent away.,

My mother always used to tell ae that. They
deave to powder their noses and have.a bit of
womanly talk, My mother was ah -lndependent
woman with a alear} foreeful mind, And I
¥now, nowndays, it'e better to stay with the
men if you can and drink thelr disgusting pors,
becaude the women aren't up to much,

1@13’ Hre Johnson,
You'd have ever such a good timel

I wanted to ask you Just now, do you have any
children? ! ’

Oh, no!

Bﬁt you will have? -
I'm scared, It's silly, isn't it?
Searedl of what?

Scared of haying'a'baby. It's so 8illy in a
woman! -
But what soeares you?

It's just the idea of it come
It doesn't seenm right, id fou

I don't know!
ing down therse!
see what I meant
Butrwhere»else'wmuld it come out?

Well, that's what I say, it's eilly, - I can’'t
think ebout it. I told Jaok, I sald, I couldn't
think of having a baby! ‘

And what 418 he say?

He palid if fate had o child in mind it wouldn't
ask my permlssion, But I teke all the precaut-

ions! It's ever so silly, but I can't think
about it} ,

1s 1t the pein?

Ch, no! It¥s just the ides® I tried to explaln

it to nyself one day and I thought, It's like
mixing up pleasure with, well, lovely littles
babies! It doesn't seem right®t But it isn't
tgﬁt exactly, either, I jJust can't think about
ite o, b

Why shouldn't bables come out of plessure?

Yes, but you have to look after them, don't
you, and how are you going to do it? And then
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you get .all the doctors, and that laughing g
they give you, A women at Barnely Rlidge teld
me whenever you feel a twinge you .press the
butten and hold At over your mouth abd you go
out like a light!

It 48 the pain than?
Né, 4t ien'¢l  Itts 1like haying 2 lovely 11tt1e

‘baﬁv down thera---critieising me,

Criticising?

No, you don't see what 1 gaan. Robody could
who wesn't mel  And Jack 8 & tan, ’

Vhat a funny world}
I know you'll Laugﬁ at me and think me nothing!

Not at all. Let me ts11 you something. I-de
believe I céould talk to you now,

I feel like erying.'

Here are the men, x
Enter'MEAD0W3 TED LOWELL and JCHISOR,

But hsrd An the wouth, buz he moves, ¥y Head-
owsl

Sounds a beauty to me! Hear ‘that, Julia?
Mr Lowell's gnlng to show us round’ the etablee
tonight,

Very nlee!
It's horrible the way tnese two like eéach other,
Margaret! They've been talking horse all the

way Shrough port, Not that Meadows xmw ‘the
front from the back of & horege,

He' 11 learn. rveryone of them's an 1ndivia- |
ual, eh, Mr Headows? |

‘Z‘hat'e right.. - I've alwaya 1oved horaea.

What I glwaye tell the aquira hpre-amthey're S

gust 1ike people, only they run faster and eat |
ay. .

Hoble sort of penple, of course?

Of cource! He'a pulling my leg, Mrs Meadows!

And for-God's sake don't call we 'squire't I
can't étand Lt

He thinks it's ele-rashioneﬂ

Thank Chriat for the wonen, anyway,: they' 11
talk to me, Well, I neved thought Barnley
Ridge Electrio'd mix with the looal hunt! That
1 could nevep. have foreseen, '
It's Just liking hovrses, tha,t & all,

You've never been up on onet  You said 50 your
gelf, _ ' '
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1 just like hearing him talk,

Hear that, Lowell? I don't believe you've
heard that eaid in this heuse bofore!

It's the sac with me.

I'm proud to hoar you sey it.

There's something you've always- overlooked,
o0ld chap. People ere different from horses,
there's no getting aweay from it Mind you,

a neae-bag now and agadn---I keep one myself

gpst?irs in the bedroom---but not ail the

k 1men v ) ’ -

Your hugband's a real leg-pull, isn't he,
¥rg Johnaon?

It's 1ike the dquire-thing, Mr Headows, He's
touchy about it., FKnow why? Beocause he's &
squire, What I always tell him, He's got
tenants, he's got & farm, h¢'s got & manor=
house and a steward, That & g aquire. Bat
he won't have it, -

You glways come out with that historical survey
when we've got guests, don't you? Rig conver-
satlon never changes, Meadows, Tou see, the
horsec he talks to aren't---wzll, they're not
frightfully interesting, Af you see what I mean,
1 told him at the:outaeét Irsald, lowell,
chese,hcrses,simgly gren't your level., They
aren' § talkers, I seild, K oW what he sald?
Johnson, ho sald, don't be Un intellectusl
snobl

Horses are famous talkers, that's another thing.
Bate = '
——wgon' ve gotews

—-=t0 know-their langiage! That's right., Now
finish it: 'And with a little riGge-o'

I think I cag.eay 1 do.
Velledcne!

It's true that he can talk to horses, I've
seen him gwiteh a horse in the middle of a Jump
without novihg ‘a musole, \

Tricky fonce, was 1%?

Yes, .

Rather! Know how he did 1t? Taiked through
his srsel  What I've always oaidl ‘
Ch, Mr Johnson, you're a scream! In a big
house, tool ’ : ,

Ha's a npaﬁi,’isaﬁt he??
Yes, they're a ribald family,

Listen to lowell's laugh., It's the or !
Maven to augh 8 the original
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Cardg, the whole lot!

Hy husband won't go near thé ot ables, Mrs'
Headows, He only Keeps them for me,.

And lowell, 6f course,.

Well, 1 seriously believe he does, somotimes.
Of course, X dol I can't see anlmals suffer,
Margaret. He hasn't got & penny to his name,
have you, Lowell? Lives with hls father in an
old barn, Ieast I can do is to give hinm a ride!
K1 true enough!’ ‘

But one thing you won't do, Godfrey, and that's
play the gquire, eh?

That's right. :
It might meke everything fit together.

What beats me is why there cen't be modern

squires, The land's gtill got to be farmed,

there's etill got Vo be keepevs, and I dere say

goaghera, too. There s got to be farmers!
BRdSwee , '

Oli, no more, for Christ's sakel We get it
every time a visitor comes, Meadows,
Dairymenm—m |

~~=And men 'to look after the timbert

You! ve &tlllrgoc to have 1t, I don't careee=
-~-How mechanised you get!

Isn't it true? The tradition's gone, it went
out a couple of hunffied years ago, reslly,
but you've still got to sit downastairs of a
Saturdey morning and go thirough the accounts,
eh, Kag? :© e

That's right, now oall her 'Mgg'! Of all
abbreviated names. that s gbout the worst!

Rhymes with 'hag', 'bag', 'sag'.
Now you've aﬁartedAher hating'heraéi§.
It's Just intimate. X've always eeid 'Mag'.

God frey daesﬁ't any apfﬁ of lgbei. That' & why
he hates %o hear 'squire', He 45 a squire,

but the name frightens-hinm.

I'm a feke squire, Mine's a commercial family,
It's been counting the sheokles for three or
four gonerations. When my grandfather came
into this houae he 416 'go because the squire's
initials were the game-as hils own andvtnef were
engraved all.over the church pews. That's
what I call a fake squire, Ho made his money

out .of gweated mill-labour,
He d1dn't inherd's this place, that & true.
lace A
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But you 4id,
That's a ounning argument,

But ny work's in the modern world, lLowell.

Bo are horses. More interest in horses now

than ever there was, oh, ¥r Headows? Riding
schools An all the new towns, people have got
money in their pookets nowadayge~o

Well, I do believe Xhmkxx there is a new mood
in people. Hot just more money, 1 could
feel it last night,

You could see the enjoyment in his face, Mrs
Johndon! |

He usually wakes me up if he ocomes back late,
But last night he got into bed like & saeint,

It's strange. We Just floated alongband the
band was Aglwing.v ¥ost of us were downatalrs
in the cabin, sitting on benches along the side,
with oil-lamps swinging in the middle. You
could hardly see moross the room, Full moor,
We gould Just see it through the portholes.
That right, Meadowe?

That's right!
I evon danced with & strange lady.
Oh, I wasn't going to sgy=--!

It was the ladies' invitation walt®, She
came across and gave Meadows a look firss,
Then she asked me, It wasn't touching or any-
thing Riice of that kind,. It was simp y extra-
ordinarily simple and natural, That's all I
ocsn 8ay. But A% wasn't natural in our seénge,
either=-«it wasn' ¢ relaxed or what me ocall sponte
ancous. dhe was even a bit nervous, BShe wae
strained, She bit her 1ip, I don't know why
she asked me, 1 think, to put me at my ease.
She could see I wasn't a resident at Sea Bedls,
Perheps she knew already., It was so wonder-
fully comradely---1 hate the word, but I wonder
Af you see what I mean, Lowell? Thers wasn'$t
any gex or vanity in it. Yet she had sex,

She was just natural and equal to me, and 1'd
never felt anything quite like that_in my life,
while I danced with her, And I didn't see her
again., I 4idn'*t roally think of her as a single
person, I didn'¢ say %o myself that she was
atdmactive, or nice to know, She was the whole
room for me, all the boat as it floated along,
and the band etopped, and everybody talked in

a kind of homely undertone, as if there wasn't
any danger in the world and couldn't ever be,

It eeemcd such g wonderfully safe and snug
world! 1 hedn't realised before,

That's right, He's got it word for word.

Aad I do believe they really d4id talk to me

as an equal, the men a8 well., They dldn't Jump
when Meadows sald I was his boss. Thpt's a
big change of o urde, from the cld man ¢ world,

But 1 felt no cosy., I didn't have to make an
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It'a true, Meadows, one dogsn't
. There 8 a kind of
‘It's a Einder

have to think in that world.
hum underneath everything,

world,

Oh, it can be cruel, don't you worry, psople
let their tongues go sometinesee—

Yes, but I mean it's kinder to the nerves,
Cne csn't.aee it from the outsids, from their
faces, if you jJust see them at the worke,
Headows gave me long gpeeches a mamAth short
time ago about the 'borjoyXs', Lowell, and 1
didn*t quite know what he meant,

Borjoys?

He means use., And I thought at the time, It's
the old onvious falk about a higher ¢lage with
more money An it g pooket, But that dan't
true, Really, he was talking sbout a Gifferent
state of life---it's a different kind of nere
vous system, almoset, that we don't know any-
‘ﬁhing about,

Just as they don't know anything about your
1ife, either, They don't soe what 4t is to
make life out of thoughta.

]
That s another thing he says. Making life
with-thoughts., Their's Just humg on. But
we've got this investigating quality., We're
searching 1life all the time, Ve think that's
how everybody lives. It ian't, Partly, 1
see what he means, But I can't alter nmysolf,

That's what I say, you can't put the brain to
8lesp again, after it s been woken up.

Well, to tell the truth, I've nover been mich
of a brainee-

No, my dear old chap, perhaps wo ghouldn'$
include you., Your mind s been asleep for
generations back, hasn' t°1t?  You're a real
squire, old ohap. - '

You can see heien't a b’axf"joy, not a proper

- one,

I always thought that waas a dog.

it's French, Means middle-class, old chap!
Ch, I séel |

I wondered what it wast

Well, they say we're all middle class now=
adays, don't they? ‘

Well, as long as the horses don't ohatize, m
dear’ follow! A ae, o

That's right! It'd be awful Af they got idess
ws well, wouldn't 1% =221 8ot |

Enter MR JOHRSON,
Blimey!
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Well, hullo, there, father, how are you?
Come in!

Thank you, Thank you very much, Kice to

be invited into me own house., You always

had & genersous siﬂer Godfrey. Like your

mother, Your laugh s been ccholing through

ggg gnuse all day, Lowell., Who the devil's
8

That's Mr Meadows, sir,

You haven't met.

Oh, I'm used to not meeting people in my own

house, I signad the company over to you, lad,
but you haven't got the houese yet!
Fat horeew

Don't Anterrupt! You've dagned-vell Anterr-
upted since you were five years old, i've
nover met such an incorrigible youngee-

(iteats, Barryl

Oh, how do you do?
man!  Who s 4t?

That's Mra Headows.
1 a1dn't ask you,
with an answer,
it's oy wife, sir,

¢, I saw you in the.oarrzééé this morning,
and I thought to myself, who the devil's that,

anothey or'ﬁoarreﬁwa week-ond surprises, 1
expoot! Who did you say this chap wast

Nice-looking young woe

I know you're alvays ready

One of your employeea, sir, ,
Cne of my employeea? Haven't got & company?
Don'tbowg a bean! 1Don'z kgcw wha? ya??ggoggék-
ing sbout, My employees, he says! I thought
I signed the lot over %o 5@&, sir?  Or 414 you
uriggle out of that ono as well?

He's one of my empléyees,
]

Oh, one of yours. That o @ifferent, ‘That's
more 1ikely, Becauss, 2'1l tell you something,
in my day, when I was in oharge of Barnley Ridge
Bleotric and & dozen othor companies as well,

ne, X don't care what his name
as, or how beautiful his wife was, ever get
foot in my housel



MEADOYS: .

MR JOHNSON:

MEADONS?

MR JOENSON:

MEADOWS:
MR JOHNSON:

MEADOWS:
MR JOHNSON:
MEADOWS

MR JORNS ON3

MEADOWSE

MR JOHNSON:

MEADOWS
MR JORNSON:

UARG ARETS

JOHNSON; |

MR JOHNSON:

4-&

Oh, well, times have ohanged since then,
Thank Godt -

Xbu can thank Bim all rsgh? because you
didn't do anythiug to bring it about your=
celf,

My father diai Co e
Vho's your father? '
A solﬂeruman 1like I'was to start witht .

Oh, F61&0w hepe says he's gat a father.v
Remgrkable, isn't-1t? _

He was remarkable; L S - L
He carried out a one-man revolutior, @id he?

Ho, He he&ped a littlc biﬁ. Trade uniona
and all tnat. ‘ A L

Oh, 1 don t mind trade unians. Hed a figﬁt
with them in my time, ~ They fought me and I
fought them, and we both played dirty. 1
expect you can 1magine tbat’ can't you? o
Yes. ,

Thet' right, WGll let me tell you 1 had
gsome friendg in my'aay. Warker came to me

- onoe and ssid, You're the finest employer I've

ever had. How many others hsive you had, 1

v

gaid, None, Lxgxid he saldl _ Not mach of a

compliment, was it7? Thought I was going %o
tell you a little how-they-all-loved-me story,
dién'% yout? VWrong, I coeuld trip you up on
g_dazen or more other things like that., You
cen' t meke me out,

I didn't say you weren' clever,

Yes, you 438, You thought I wae' a damhed old
fool.,” That & what my son thinks, Beomioe I
geve hin the”best schooling in the land and a
stable of his own, Ought to be punished for
that, He and his mum wouldn't epeak to me.
RHaughty fellew, gave his eon the best he could
think of, ‘Muetn't Go ‘that.

Godfroy approeciates everything you 4id fﬁr him,
don't you, Godfrey?

On, Christ, yea and; tns bheatings, too, you
nussalt forget fhesel © The number of times I
lay in bed thinking to mys&bf If only hetd
give me another beatingt + 1 think I leoked
forvard to them more than anything in childe

hoodd . They were go unatinted, you know!

Father ghowed guch & delicate ﬁwarenﬁas of
childish rears',

Clever) Lan't ho? Bag to have his eazy.
AL right 1£ you're oqe of my amplqyees,
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which you are in view of the fact that I

started Barnley Ridge Eleotric and sustained

it through two world wars, what ere you exact-
1y? The fellow who pourg the téa? They tell
me there s a speeclal Job nowadays. JIf another
fellow touches ths pot they go on atrike, A
Tellow agsked for three lumps of fugar instead of
two once, and the electribal industry was psra=
lysed for a month! . OGlever, ien't 1t7

It's marvellousto hear you talk. Anybody'd
wonder where your money came from to kxeep this
?labe up! Not out of cupe of tea, ¥r Johnson,
‘e 5t1ll do an hour or two's work every day.
That's gooé of’yop. Wear gloves, of course?
Sometimes., Goggles, too., L seem to remember
a man in your worka.aidn't wear goggles once,

and he was blinded for 1ife, and then you weren't
80 generous, were you?

What are you talking about?

Your father knows. It's coditon knowledge down
in the canteen,

Jack?

. 3 Y

What s cormon knowledge?
ol

That there e a man blinded for;iire.h And. he
didn't giv® him a penny.

What;s hie ngne%

Ask ﬁr Johnson,

What s hie name?

Jook Murpby's h&s.name.

Good God, 15 that the one--e?

You'ad betterﬁchange the subject,
I shought he @ldn’t move properly, He felt

., for the chairi He sald somsthing sbout my

volce. X thought that was funny,
Mind if 1 epeak?

itYs past your bed-time, Harry,

A man was blinded in my works%t
That s right. C ,
And I 4idn't pay compen;ation?

That's right,

You'll prove that to me, young man, By
Gea‘ I*11 bring the slander-laws against
youl .

There, Jack, you've done it now!

I've pald compenaation for every industrial
accldent in every oconcern of minme, And I'1)
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be in that office of yours within a week from
now to prove At  Meanwhile, we'll keep our
mouths shut, Ladies present, lLook at the
wife., She doesn't like it when you talk like
th?t.? She's flattered to be here, aren't you,
ma® an ,

Bot by youl

Oh, don't you be too sure! I may be old and
~ugiy, but they like a bit of gruff authority,.
Men haven't got any punch nowadays, You 1like
this house, don't you, my dear?

Well, 1 think it's lovely, yes!

|

|

|

|
Know how much it costs me to keep it up? That
lpke out there., It's artificial, Wasn't there
in my dad's time, look at all these windows.
Takes nearly a week to clean the lot. Think
wurself lucky to have three rooms and a Kitchen,
my dear, and a husband who pours out tea for the
magses all day. :

We're ocalled by owr names now, That' & the big
change, We're considered people. -~

Oh, yes, I forgott ‘'The people'! They voteé
in’elections and put the conservatives in, don't
they? I wonder why they do that? I'1l tell
you, Mr Tes-pot, 1It's beéocause people like ma
and my dad before me worked themselves to the
bone while all you were doing was claiming higher
wages and new lavatory-pens., I couldn't efford
to go home at five in the evening and take two
vweeke hollday with pay every year., Too much
work te do. Bamley Ridge Eleotric and five
other mmpanies besides would have gone to pot,
Firat time I sat down and looked at this lake
was when 1 retired, So you can put that in
your pipe and smoke it, My wife used to have
week-ond guests., Never saw them, Never saw
my own son, Too fuch work!

Who asked you to do it, though? Did you do it
for me? If eo, what I get out of it?

Two weeks holiday with pay every year, That's
two weeks for doing nothing., Very nice! And
it got you more money than yop deserve. Penglon,
Llatrines, Look at your wife ¢ dress, you

didn't pick that up in the Old Lent Road, did
you, Mr Tea-pot? Tell you another thing,

Know why I'm keeping up this house?

No.

Not for that fellow sitting over there, Corre
Adors too long., Gives him corns. Mustn't do
that, COruel, The stables are naughty, too,
they make the horges run, Mustn't do that,

80 who am I doing it for?
]
Not for me, that a all 1 know,

You' re wrong, Tea-pot, Phat's Just who 1 am
daing it for. I'm keeping up a monument,
Nothing I 4 like better than three rooms and
a kitchen, and a little wife to fluff the dust



(

MEADOWS:
JORNSON:
MEADOWS:
¥R JOHNSOK:

MEADOWS; .

MR JOHNSORN:

MEADOWS:

MR JOHNSON;

MEADOWS:
MR JOHNSON:

JOHNSON;

MR JOHNSON;

MARGARET:

MR JOHNSON;

~

b/

oft! Takes me fomrteen minutes to make the
rounds in the morning., Eleetric light bill
comes to gbout twisce your wage. Can't get
eervents any more, When you do you have to
¢nll them sir, If I sold this place up I'd be
a rich nan, Tea-pot, But then your wife & come
along.ana say, Oh, don't do that, Mr Johnson,
what'll happen to the o0ld country if all the

big houses go? And I'1l tgll you the answer to

that one, The old country 4 go to pot. There
wouldn't be an old éountry.~ And we must havse
an 0ld country, mustn't we, Tea-pot, for hikes
and trade-union outings?

Ch, I agree there,

. What, with everything he salad?

Hore or lesig.

So in go the conservatives, Mo wonéér the poor
0ld liberal party got dished, So you give in, n
do you, Tea-pos?

No, I'd never give in to you. What I say is,
now you've made a mess of our world, let & try
and save something from before you made the meas,
like this house, for instance. .

I made a mess, did I? Listen to me, this houge
wouldn't be here if it hadn't been for people
like my Gad, Tell you why? Simple, He
bought this estate from a seedy old squire who
needed the money to drink himself to death,

The country squires weren't looking so¢ good
then, They needed new blood., They were after
money. And we were making it. Your life's
baced on that money, my lad., This country
became the richest ﬁraﬂing country in the world
through people like me,

Well, to say you made a mess of it doesn't mean
shelothera¢dian'tvbefbre you, the squires as
well,

Then we're all messers. End of argument.
I'm not such a damned fool, after all, am I,
Hr Tea-pot? You haven't got At all in yowr
brain-hox, have you? ; . ;

Oh, you've got an argument, I aéid tﬁét.

Don't take it too hard, then. Don't want
zour hend to get unsbeady for Monday morning
€.

I think I was right to show you my world,
Headaus e

¥ . H
What & that? . It's your world, is 4t?  Must .
tell®the steward that, He'll come to you with
the accounts instead of me,

You rknow you hate him to touch. the accounts,
Harry. Shall I give you your whisky?

No, I'1l have it upstnlra. Nobody gives a
damn for me down here,



4

JOHNSOR;
MR JOHNSON:

JULIA:

MR JOHNSOR:

MEADOWS:
JULIAT
MEADOWS;
MR Joaﬁéen:

LOWELL:

MEADCYS:
JOHNSON;

MARGARET:
JOHNSOR:

MEADOWS:
JOHNSON}

JULLA: A
JOHNSON;

74

MEADOWS s
IOWELL: -

MAHGARBT;
JOHNBORY
MEADOWS:

JOHNSON:
MEADOWS:
JOHNION:

MARGARET:

—~

52

Now, for God's sake, father, don't get maudiin.
I'm going

Just what your mother uged to say!

to bed,

Well, good night
a pretty 1little face.

Good night, sir!

As for you, we'll see more of you in the
The 0ld fool doesn't forget,

slander-courts,

you know!

He forgot Murphy.

Jack!

It'a common knon;edge.‘

4

And, meanwhile, go to7h611, the lot of you!
Good night, lowell.
horses' hoofd, ever heard that?

That 8 right, sirl Good night!

Exit MR JOHNSON,

Panoy heving a dad like that!

morning,

It's quite possible thate~-

Hamven s paved with

© We'll go into that Murphy-case on Moﬁd;y
I'1l ase you at the of
You can tell me all you know,

And meanwhile we'll say no more about it,
Yes, he doesn't mince his words, does he?
Of course, he's only showing off,
does in front of visitors,

He's got something in him,
that moves him along,

Fy 11 ’Bay 'ﬁhﬁ.ﬁ.

You feel it,

in the elotrical trade at one time,
You were cheeky with him, Jack,

He loves Ait.

Alwaye .

Iake a machine

HVE You oan always see a little
glint in his eyes,

The ameli of battle,

, By Gesr, you've got

fice, Meadows,

" He wes one of the finest men

He's a terror down at the stables sometinmas,
But you can deal with him, ocan't you, Mag?

I treat him like a child,
That's because he didn't bring you up,

My déﬁ never touched me with a strap or anye
Only once with the back of

thing like that,

1 d1dn't mind the beatings so much, not really,

. ¥hy not?%

Hell, they were a kind of relationship.
hated it more when he didn't notice me,

I

He had the hablt of not notioing your mother
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for a week at & time.

Do you know, I used to be frightened of"
workers when I was a kid4?

Go on!

They wére like ogres for me, There,s still

a kind of gory fascination-for me 1in working

at Barnley Ridge Electrie. They used to come
in all ny worst nightmares, 1 ha@ one onc
about this house and woke up soreaming. 1
dreaned that the house was in a terrible storm
and the trees were bending right over, and the
hills were like waves., I saw hundreds and
thousands of workers pouring towards fe in a
single filé and I was hitting them over the head
like ocattle and thelir bodles were taken off in
a kind of chute, the hall was streaming with
bleod, but the special horror was that my father
had bullt a kzm drain in the hall-floor 1like
you see in slaughter-yards, and the blood was
streaning down it. Then I noticed that all the
outside was turning to blood, with waves mounte
ing up in huge, congealed, shining spouts, and
the house was rocking to and fro, while the
remainder of the file of workers floundered and’
drouwned; tholr faves red and their halr matted
with blood, As I say, I woke up soreaming,

and my mother was atan&ing over nme, 1 remember
she had sad eyes.

Yhat & horrible dream!

You've nevervtoid me that,

Perhaps you‘fe not the kind one tells things to.
That's a'bitter'thing to say, 0ld chap.

They aren't ogres. o

I've acen them fight, And I used to hear
stories about the old days, what they used to
do to blackleg labour,

I oan remember those lines now,
' Cur faces in the water,

They shake in the windj

Qur faces close together

They show we must have sinnea.®

I said they'd come, didn't I? The other day,
Meadowa, I got a letter from a friend of mine
12 Kgnya. Inportant letter from your point
oY view,

Mine%

We wére An the army together. I call him
Bull's Eye, He wanted to know Af I had a good
man to gend out %o him, a married man, Decent
salary. Native servanta. Detached house,
Free travel, Take your wife, Christmas
bonus, that sort of thing,

Me? X
I thought of you, yéa;‘
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You' re talking rot!
Think &bout it,

Di& you kpow, Mrs Johnson?

No. | ;
You're afrald of what's in you? You might
gshout at an African--2find out you're not as
1iberal as you thought---gomething like that?

No. 1I'm not afraid of that. '

You said yesterday morning we should float
through all the rot of modern life, let it
pess over us, Why not do it in Kenya?.

‘He never aouid. He couldn't leave the bdys.

1 could leave the boys any time I liked, don't
you worry about that, ‘

He oo&lﬁn’t; Mr Johnson, ’He'a got to have
somebody to amile with, :

Bull's Eye smiles., Quite a lot,

And then thore'é ne. I couldn't handle
gervants. ~ R -

You'd handle them better than I can,

4

© I'm not a ledyl  And all those dark sking!

What a 1ife that'a be, en? Dark skins all
round you, the sunl By God!

See what I mean? It's a chance.

Anyway' it's no use zhinkxng'about}it; Ve
couldn't leave 0l@ Barnley Ridge Electric now,

i‘a aaﬁure,ygu'the same positionto come dack
to, if you didn't like it out there,

Ch, you wouldn't}
I would,

+

It aounds to me 1ike a hell of a good chence,

014 Bull's Eye's a first-rate ohap, OStraight
a5 a dye. That's why we celled him Bull's Eye,
Always on the mark, '

#hat do you mean by 'o0ld' Barnley Ridge Electr-
fe, Julia? Barnley Ridge Eleotric's juat an
4dea, The idea was realised in the form of
elghteen sheds and an asphalt yard a hundred
feet by seventy-two, Well, I don't like live
ing sll my days inside an idea, I'11 tell you
straight off, this Kenya-thing appeals to te,

You'll do whatge best for you, But what about
the clothes? -

You'1l get an advance,’

It sounds l1like an eéxperinent,
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No, 4% isn't! There s no need to try and
turn me into soms sch3ming bloody rescal 1ike
you always dot There's no experiment attached
to it., 0l4 Bull's Eye just put the question,
a3 you well know, because yoik read the letter
yourself. ~

I only said At sounds like an experiment,

That's all pigh%, Mrs Jobnson, It's in him
from his father, flddling about with other
peoplegs livea., It eéxecites them, I could see
it in his eyes. But it's all right., It's

up to me to fight s way through,

You've diacovered a véry sound prineiple,
Meadows, whioh my wife has been slow to learn,
that there 8 no power where there isn't sube-

* mission, °

Yes, At's right. I only rnake you powerful Af
I subnit,

The ticklish thing 18, do you submit by going or
gtaying? -

That' s what I'd like to know.

He'1l mever do At! -What, get on an aeroplane
and all that, Mrs Johnson® I'm frightened!

Perhaps you're better out of all this. You
could start a famlly, .

But what about the vaufdeville? and Sea Belle?
and dad's baok? o .

Paa's what?

Back, You know. I maseagé him once a week, .
Ragula!‘.; ’

Womeén always put the personal side, don't they?

It*s funny, Godfrey, you're full of suggestions
for other people., I elways secem to be listening
to them, Why ocen't our own lives have & little
bit of magic a8 well? We always seem to be
sending people off, And we've left with the
files and graphs and account~books,

I don't know what you mean.
I'da 1ike a child, for one thing.
Oh, for Obrist'é sake, not in public, Margaret!

Why not? We're all very frank with each other,
aren't we? HMrs Mesdows told me she was fright-

ened of having a ¢hild.
She always has been, haven't you, duck?

I'm not, Yet I oan't have one, And Af you're

go migersble at Pevil’'s Brig why can't we leave?

Why can't we leave Barnley Ridge Eleetrie? Uhy

do you send people off to their freedom and leave
us prisoners? Even riding s forbidden!

You do enough of 1%, don't you?
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I mean you forbid L&t to yourself. And
these people think we live so grandly!
Stables, servants, fifteen bedrooms!  They
don't reallse how hollow 1%t 1s, Just because
you oan't bear a 1littls colour, it'd make you
feel gullty!

I've got to atone all the time, that,s true.

Atohe for what?  You haven't done anything,
He has. '

But he was the game as you! He led your mother
the same 1ife! DBexause he didn't have a sense
of colour ingide him, he didn't know what magie
meant, he didn't know what your mother was talle
ing about when ahe sald she wanted a ballroom
here and the servants lining up on Uhristmas
day? He thought it was all piffle!

S0 4t was.

- Enmotly! ' You don't mem know what this frail

need is, which most of us have! You don't geem
to need magiel’

As Meadows sald, there & no'powgr unless you
sabmit %o 4., . .~

I wan{ to submit! But you never shout ovéfbrb
bid me things! .

, . ‘ y ' .
1t might not last long, Meadows, but it s worth
the experlensce, and you might move on $0 somge
thing else, ‘

’ 3
It's a borjoy test, that s all, It's the one
every borjJoy of the first generation has to takes
but it's sad. It's ded to think of what. ny
children'1ll grow up into. They won'$ have that
substance behind them like me,

4

They' 11 grow up 1like me, No ’maéié‘!

I've noticed, you're troubled all the time,
All borjoys are. ' Have my dildren get to be
like that? VUell, I'm not going to say yes to
that Job., I'm going to think a bit,

It might be nice out thare. All that sun,
One of the women on ‘the soclial committee spld
she was out there with her husbend and, it a
silly to mention it, but ahe only he@ things
out on the,line for a minute ard they were ary!
Well, that & a relief, isn't 4t? )

Do you know that lovely Schubert song, 'Gretochen
at the Spinning Wheel'? when she'e yearning for
Faust? You hear the.spinning wheel turning in
the piane part, Giddle-di-daddle-di-diddle, like
a torture wheel, but lovely.. 'My guiet has gone,
she says, 'my heart is dark, I shall never find
peace as long as I live,* That s the first
verse, Then 'Whenever I look ot of the winde
oW 1t's only for him, and when I leave the house
I leave only for him, His gracious step, his
wonderful presence, 'his smile, the strgggﬁh of
his gaze, the magloal flow of his speech, the
touch of his hand, then---oh, his kissl' Firgt
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verse again, 'My qulet has gone, my heart is
dark, I shall never find peace aes long as I
live,' VWell, that s how 1 feel about life,
Couldn't put it in #y own words, I don't Enow
who I'm looking for. I don't know who touched
me, Somebody ald, once, It's the megic
Margaret talks about: I'm always looking for
it.,” But the person s gone, Meanwhile there's
work to do, ° K

You shouldn't be sad, Thenk of the Dreamboat
last night!

It's a person I'm in love with, I'11 never find
it., It's alwsys round the corner,

I've never known what my tunetion is. with you,
Godfrey, Porhaps thatﬁa the trouble, .

It's “;wMtz I sald yeaterday. The borjoy'a" alWe
ays alone, . And the more borjoy the more alone,

Are we ready, thern, ¥r Moadows? Shall we go to
the stables? oo ' .

Yes, lethe! Goming, Julia?

A11 right, I feel so funny, It'e 1like a
dream, o S ’

Aren't you coming, too?

l

Oh, we've seen them often énough.

I'n going Yo think all hight, It's excAting.
It's 1like making your 1ifs with your own hande,
Exeunt LOWELL, MEADOWS ahd JULIA,

You're going to wreck their 1ives.

No, People wreck their own. . I give them
freodom, What do you think of that Murphy-

casey eh? We've caught the old man out at
lestl » ‘

GURTAIN.
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“he sane as in 1,

A fortnight later,

We'll send invitatlions %o all the departments,
Vhat about outsiders?t ‘

Why couldr®t we have Casanova? He'd make a

wonderful M.Q.%

But you eald he was horribvle,
|}

He is, But he s such a lark!
”

We don't redlly need an H,C,

Oh, we do! For the floor!

He won't expect to be paid, will he?

Oh, not I'1l talk to him,
people look up tp me now,
round the worke together
eﬁt. 1 !

It!é,tunny how
Ever since we walked
The women are differ-

You look different, too.

How?

Mor e manasgerimal, It's brought something out
in you--~the organiser, .
Well, I am an orgeniser, Mrs Johnson., Jaok's
alwaye celd 1t, I always used to arganise the
partles. But never a big thing like this.,
Imagine the canteen 11t up!  And Casgnova give

‘ing me 4the glad eye while he holds the mlcroph-
one, and his evening dress twinklea!

Why does it twinkle?

He wears At in his lapels, like diamonds, He
seys it flashes and catches the eye.

What about the judges?

Well, you should be one, The hegds of every
departnent, What about that?

It's always the heads, you see,
back to the same thing.

We always come
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Why not? They're educated!

Why can't we choose a judge at random from all
the ticket-buyers? By lottery? .

We could. But there wouldn't be the magnif-
icence gbout it, would there? Think of Spece
iality Products with his lovely accent reading
out the winner!  And Production puffing at his
fat oigar!

We'll 16t Godfrey decide, then, I think I know
every magn and woman in the works now, You're
wrong., They'd be good judges, ‘Be%ter, per-
haps,

All right, then, We'll make At democratic)
You mean 4ull, don't you, dear?

Well, you can't starve pecple's hearts, Mrs
Johnson, I don't gare what you say! fou cal1ea
me 'dear', That s nice, I'd like you next
door. But i1t won't last, -

What won't 1apt?

Our"being together, We'll never come to
Devill's Brig egain, you'll see,

Why not?

It's too llké,a drean, q‘I'll never forget that
house, Mra Johnsont :

I like it less since you came, I like it here,
I never thought I would, Perhaps it,s the aute
umn coming on, I love your 11ttle‘r§ont room
where you gave me tea, You see how strange we
are? I remémber it glowing, like a failry«tale,
And the fog over the works, foo, with the light
ahining through it, The way the trams ereak .in
the morning. The brick walls, even, And now
I've learned to love Barnley Ridge-——you'll see,
he'll snatch the work away from me,

Who?

My husband., Whenever I learn to love some-
thing he grows cold 6n it., I¢ seems I always
love too late; 1It's 1ike never catching up
in a race, .

I do feel sorry for u, They told me this
morning that old Mr Johnsonts on one of his
tours, like he used to! He'll take my Jack

to the slander-courts, Mrs Johnson! He promised
he would, It does frighten me so!

He'd never do At. Besides, it's there in the
file, with his own signature, He can't get
away from it,

He won't come up here, will he?

Oh, he's been saying 'such nice things sbout
you! -You needn't be afraid!

Do you love Mr lowell?
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He put' 1t out of sight,

éo

No. Vhy?

Well, a woman should always have a 1ittle
fancy, don't you .think so? You'll have him
at the Scolal, won't you?

Oh, no%

Why not?

I think he'd make Godfrey feel ashamed,

Why ashamed?

In front of the workers,

But he ought to be proud! Mr lowell's such
an easu-come, easy-go sort of person!

He's proué-of'Bull'a Eye, 8et face horn-
rimmed spectadles, never says more tﬁan he
means, . By the way; I've got something to

show you, C :

I thought that was coming, When I got up thie
mornings A kind of sensation. "
MARGARET hands her & letter,

Are you glad? - ’
I can't telll Well, would you believe it?
. ! : )

Whétﬁe your husband going to say?

I don't know, He's never mentioned it ggain.,

Anéd you gay he's got:
a set face and horn-rimmed spectacles, don't
you? : ,
That's right,

Oh, I couldn't bear that!

H

But he's good=-looking!

It's the way you sald it, No, I wouldn't be
right for us, I can feel it} (Reading) 'Folle
owlng receppi of aigned contract™ X BEE§1 ocredit
your account at Barnley Bidge Eleotric works
with a month's advence salary, and send air-
passage for yourself and your wife,! I gald

we'd never gee Pevil's Brig again!

But you want to go. -

The trouble is, Af I knew how to behave!

I'm sure they'll plick holes in me, And s&uppose
they didn't like the look of us? We'd be
stranded out there! & '
Vhen you get, over there, try not to look fore
ward to thelr company. You'd better talje my

advice, I learned the bitter way., Seem not
to need them, It doesn't matter how lonely
you are, Then they'll -be drawn towards you,

It'a terribly hard, doing it, You've got such
a 8oft heart! Iry and be silent for minutes on
end sometimess That interests then, You
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‘He's got it all in hie head,

&l

should remember what I've sald, Don't fore

get it, from the moment you land,

We'll never go! It's for Yack to decide, and
he's got more sensel  You mean I've got no
sense when you say I'm s¢ft-hearted, don't
you?

If you like, Being soft-hearted means that,
partlys

They sound hérrible, Mrs Johnson!

Oh, no, I dién't mean that!
business people., Decent,

Enter GODFREY JOHNSON,

" % 4
The 014 man s prowling round the works like a
Tox, i , : ‘ .

They!re ordinary
Quite Jolly.

¢

I'a better got ., .

Hullo, Mre Meadows! Your husband'e on his

way up, Broken the news?
Yes, L o

W hat do beQSay;,Mrs'ﬁeadois? 'It'a,a’wona-
erful .chance; isn't 1t? :

Well, we'll Lave to walt for Jack,
have fallen through the floord

Gaﬁ‘t we get‘théseitileé out of the way?

\ o4
What's the matter?
it scems to me,

He's finding fault with everything., VWon't

look at the achlievements,---canteens and that
sort of thing, Says I could cut my labour down
by five or ten percent. : Well, so I could,
Accounts departement, for instance, I oculd
nechanlse that lot and give forty percent of

the gtaff thelr cards,

What does it matter what he says?
Nothing,

I cduld

1 *

You're prowling round,

Only it gets me worked up.,
I hope he 1sn't swaériﬁg at pébpl%,

Oh, he's cleverer than that, He stande in
front of them like a stone column asking them
questions, then when he s finished he turns
avwey without a word! - » _

It isn't bis plant, to Go that.

It's marvellous,
He knows every wire and assembly-line in the
placel

You respeect him, then, That.é difrferent,
Then you should run the place"as he used to, -

That's exactly the kind of help I get from you,
gg%léegfs Meadows, we're still bickering, as you
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62,

I think 1t's nice, in awayl S

If there s any trouble out there write to me,
1 know oid Bullta Eyé 1ike the back of my hand,

You"x-e ve'ry good, what you've done D r us,
For me :Lt e a step: fomard. |
For them, you mean,
No, for me, . . |
And what about them? : ‘ |

Iv 11 tell you something elsa Mrs eadowe,.

It a1l happens at_once, Your husband wes.
called up by the Personnel section this morne
ing, He's been offered a Job in Sped ality
Products,

Not!

1
b

D14 you arrange that?
No.
L:Lttle wonder the men are turning hi,m & cold

- shoulder! p

Who sald they are?

Ign't that. true, Mrs Meadms?* ‘
, 3 don't thmk they'd ever hate Jack!

what have yuu been doing

valking- through ﬁhe works with his wife?

Do you think that improvea his si‘buatlon‘?

She a on the eaterlng oommﬂ.wee. '

She's 1in wuh Jou, - And he's been offered a

Job &n Speciality Producta, no doubt, because
he s in with me, -« But, I dldn't do anything.
Yol'1l have to acceptg Marga.ret “that the world
13 made 1n -] certam way.. ian't all my will,

You have a way .of puahing fate along--—givz.ng
it a uttle shove,

Some people are niosr and somé people aren't,

and for God s sake don't
before she startst

Enter JACK MEADOWS® -
Ah, good, The 0ld magn wants you up here,
Oh, not | T |

X saw .him downgtairs. He emiled.

isn't he?
4 ; , .
Well, 1t s come through, Jack!

'

ﬁepreaa the girl

Funny cove,

.¥What 8 come “through?

The job out therel
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" That = freedom, XX I tell you what, I'l11

¢3

Just as I thought, I thought, they've calded

me upstalrs to sigh on the dotted line, Well,
would you belleve it? :

Show him the letter,
MARGARET :gi,ves him the letter,
It's just 1iKe a dream, Jack!

I expect I seem ungrateful, Not jumping for
JO}' » ‘o '

No, Good news doesn't ocome like that,

1 waa called up by Personnel,

Yes, he told me,

Was that your doing?

No. I've Just answered that question, -
He o.ffer‘efi‘ me a Job in Specilallity Products,

Well, let s také it, Jacki I've been thinking!
You'd better stay here,

You dqn-"'.T' want me to, For weeks you've been
dreamzng"'-awa,y to yourself, quietly, iike a
woman, haven't S'ou--abouﬁ ne Ohasing the flies
off my knees with one 6f those horse-halr fly-
whisks} kawes, clapping my hands for tiffin,

eh? Our bed's been tropical for weeks, I
nearly got a sunburn, 4

It's all very well to pull legs! *
It's the truth, you damned-well krow it ia!

Well, it's exoiting---think of flying in an
aeroplane dnd going in the sun, and W wooden
house with great big whirring Tans! But it
mgkes'me tremble. I do and I donft; sort of
thing! ¢ '

it's funny, ' The Personnel manager gave me a
glass of shepry, He's a nlce man, And do
you know what 1 thought? I thought, He shouldn't
be nice; He ought o be nasty, like I imagined
him, I} meds me feel let-down, The old
intimacy s goneé, Ny hands don't feel right)

on the work,

make®you free-er still, I can give you an
assurance, in writing if you like, that if
things get too hot out there, say you den't
gettle down, this Job in Speolality Products
Y11 be waiting for you,

So I'm caught both ways. Cunning, 1sn't 1t?
I've got to be a borjoy now, if I‘go or stay. -
You're afraid it's in:you, to. be one.

Thatys right, I am, now:; I'm caught, yet I'm

supposed to be free, I don't feel free, but
I've got freedom, I can make 1ife with my own
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Before, I used. to watch 1life, sort

of thing, It was 1ike a processlon with
colours and lights., I no more thought of

me or Julia béing in it than flying in the
airt It Just wenT rolling by while we had

a cup of teal! And'now I ocan go up and inter-
fere with 1%, Get up on one of the big gold=
en lions. Do you see what I meant 1 can
meke bits of it with ny oun kands, And 1t
doesn't feel right,

hands,

Do you wan$ to sit in a codoon all your 11re
then?

Yes and no, That's where the borjoy &tarts.
The processions' gone anyway so 1life's made
up its mind for ne, iI'm a ﬁorjoy now, You
say you'!ve been laoking for something all your
1ife, Mr Johnson: 4t's the procession you've
been’ after, 1It's marvellous when you see it,
Do you remember the girl at the spinning wheel,
'My quiet has'gone, my heart is dark, 1 shall
never hsve peace as long as 1 lzve?'

»

You've. got a ‘wonderful memory.,

We're in the same béaﬁ‘now you and me, Bué' ¢
suppose the procession‘goes for everybody?

Suppose,theregs no ralrground .any more?
_You mean, suppose: gve‘ryb‘o&yg g{rae?
That's right. . Suppose?

No 'more wars, A;souﬁd'roofvovei everybody's

head,
That's right, Heaven on earth! Only‘hb
angels going by, S e :

P

Or 8 _elear sky without any eunshine.
Notxce ¥e don't 4o our turns any more Julida?
There hasn't been}tlme, duakt - |

Wag that *duck' .you eald?

t wnja-!xr you cegn
l1oVewmnt! 7 ‘

™ ol

\
' \

I can't, Jaok! - -
«--=!an 014 beboon like gie, it fuat be---!
You'll make 'me ory!

*Yes, 1t must be---because Wit re--ot°
Enter MR JOHNSON, |

Tea=-pot singing?

You'1ll siﬁg another tune
by and by, lad. ‘ B

-

Did nurae come, too?

¥hat do I want with a blasted nuree all the
time? .

81t down, then,
How do you do, my dear?

p—
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-4t should, ,Teo much entertaining,

Free man!

How do you do, sir?

My son tells me you'll be serving tea to the
Africans soon, Mr Tea-pot, You're wasting
ten: percent of the plant, Godfrey Johnaon, do
you hear that? I conld ocut your overheads by
e quarter in two years., I'll tell you somes=_
thing, You're running this firm from_ the

~Industrial Relations Department, and it should

be run from here,
1 keep a general eye on things,

Not good enoughl  Get round the plant!
Bhanklin s Pony! 'Good for your corns; .
See tem touching their caps to me this morn-
ing, down in “roduction? He's atill got the
0ld touoh, eh, Mr Tea-pot?

Thet's right. T

Servent called me 'sir' this morning, Mr Teg=
pot, - Have to sack him, Musta't call me
Tgir', What the devil are those?

£

Pergonnel files,

That demned word 'personnel's been ringing in
my ears ¢ver gince you took this place overti
It's_produetion, not personnel, you'ré afterces
and 1 ocan tell from your worke-sheets that the
stuff's not coming off the asssembly-lines as
Too much
tea-potting, You've got a man in overalls
81tting in your office like lord Muck with his
wife in the middle of the morning, Now that
sort of thing wouldn't have hsppened in my day,
and it's never happened in nearly a hundred and
£ifty years of Yohnson firms, snd I'll tell you
something, it doeen't bode welll

I wich you wouldn't-excite yourself 1like this,
Harry! ‘ ' .

And I'11 tell you something,:Mr Tea-pot. You're
on the pay-roll of this establishment, and your
Job's downstalira on the assembly-lines, not

here, . And until you've been given your cards
you're a worker' and a subordinate, and you

touch your cap to me, do you understand?

I ssked him up here,

Oh, that's the way,the wind blowe, is it?
Well, just have a look at this, Mr Johnson.

He goes acrosg‘and'éigﬁg the contract.

Jack!  You've done 1t}

& o

Good lord, Mr Tee-pot did something. Boys
downstairs'll go on etrike. 'Give At to me
bere. (MARGARET hands him the contract) - It's
a contract, too} y' God, ?ou get 1% buttered
on both eiﬁes nowadays,. don'¢ you, and along the
edges, tool Two motithiy this, six momths that,
a couple of air tickets---where does thw work
come¢ in? I cen tell.yo something, Tea-pot,

\.“
f

o
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you're a damned 'sight better off than I was
in my young days!

JULIA; What made you do 1t%
MEADOWS: It was !'touch your cap'!

MR JOHNSON: That's how the first Johngon sta ted,
Wouldn't buckle under, 3igned a contract.
lost all his friends, Richest man in the
country in five years, Never wanted to do
it. BRum, ian*t At? Your uwife'll push you
further in the sludge, See it in her face.

MARGARET: Let me take you home, Harrye

MR JOHNSON: Oh, no, Got %o face a tribunel first, eh,
Godfrey Johnson? Two judges, no witnesses.
I'n here to snswer a charge, directed ab me
firgt by Mr ‘Tea-pot and then supported by my
own son, that I don't pay compensation for inde
ustrial accldents, Defence: I always pay
adequat e compensation for industrial aceldents,
always have done, always will, Those are the
rules of Barnley Ridge Zleotric Company Ltd.,
inceptlon 1602, Now give me evidence, at once,
tc the contraryt

3

' :
JOHNSON: Wnereﬁe that file? ‘ ! . g
MARGARET: 1 don't know,

L i

- JOHNSON: I sald, where's that file?

MARGARET: I think your father ought to go homse,

JOHNSON (taking down a file) This is your personal file, *
. .8 13 what it says about Jock Murphy,

'I spoke to Murphy .and he was willing not to

regliater the accldent Af I could assure him a

positlion here for the rest of bls working days,

and a penslon, I put hip on the telephones

at tie main door,' That 3 where Murphy i3

‘ . now, ) !
MR JOHNSON: Sighature?

JOHNSON!t Signed by yoi,

MR JONSON: Show 1t here,

JOHNSON; . Show 1t to my father, Margaret,

She does s0.

MR JORNSON (gfter reading 1t) ,Call the”fellow up here,
" Don't remenber, - . ‘ g

JOHNSON (at_the telephons) Send up Mr Murphy ‘at once,
T maln door, o

MR JOHNSON: This genulne? o Q

JORNSON: Do you ‘think I'@ fake your s ignature?
MR JOHNSON: Wouldn't put it past you,” , Rascal.
JOHNSON. This man Was blinded ‘for 1ife,

MARGARET: - All right, Godfrey, o .

re
\
\
\
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Private arrsngement, probably, Gdve him
money and didn't write it down. Often did
thet, Couple of hundred quid out of my own
pocket-~=Torget about 1%, 014 chap, we'll
call it quits, Praobgbly 4id that,

You dicn't maké any ayrangement, private- or
otherwise, And that' s the meaning of this
word 'personnel', !Personnel' means I'm not
having tliat kind of thing happening again,
And that e the difference between my compan
and yours, I%vé got to repailr your demagel

You'll never do that, Factories won't ever
be. natural and you'll nhever mske them so,
That & thp trouble with your class, refusing
torrealiae that, afrald of not being up to
date, : :

Heer what he says? - You're in 1t as well ee
I am, Godfrey Johnson, Mr Tea-pot wants to
ge na@gral. Vants a tiger-skin and do ware
dances! .

You never regiaﬁéred eny perﬁﬁnal‘abcidentsaat
all, including the personal ones to my mother,
did you? '

Pleaso, Mr Johnson!

~ You caen't stop them,

She had such. a delightful, chattery way of
talking! You useéd to get up and walk out
sometimes when she was in the middle of & story,
You killed hei with your hard will, dldn't
you? ‘ '

She didn't give me sex!

He's oryimgt =

I gvear I loved hert But she d1dn'tewe!
Havem't you said enough, Godfrey?

She never—e!

look out}

Mr Johnson stumbles,

Get the doetor quick}

We shouldﬁ't have done 1t!

the ‘phone) Send the dodtor up at once,

JULIA: -
MEADOVS:

MARGARET:
JOHNSON::

We shouldn't have got mixzed up!

Get a cushion for his head,
head, Mr Johnson, *

You'll be lucky Af you haven't killed him!

Here, rest your

Brandy in my deek,’quiék!
Enter JOCK MURPHY,
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" I could have sworn ‘that wés hls fathert

Good morning, sir!’ .

Who the devil's that?

How are you, sir? You sound the same as evér!
1 heard you were making Hhe rounds It's been
nearly ten yéars, 1 think'

What are youbtalking about Jock? ‘Ii'é.yohng
Mr Johnson!{ .

He is blindf po

My husband'll seaiyou'qqmérrou.
I didn't moan it}

It's funny, He made me sign that. The old
man. & .

1s ﬁhat,Mr"ﬁeaﬁows?

oA

We shouldn't have got mixed upt ‘
I've killed him, I think X've killed him!

P
X

CURTAIN
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DEVIL'S BRIG

e A Play
. '
by
’ Maurice Rowdon,
(»"! -



GHARACTERS.

Fortdimved
Godfrey Johnson. ‘
Margaret Jdohnson, his wife,
J ack Meadows, '
Julia Meadows , his wifte,
}Ped Lowell, .
" ¥r géﬁnson‘ éoafrey 8 father;
Jock Murphy.




MARGARET:
JOHNSON:
MARGARET :
JOHNSON:

ey

A

SCENE: An office in the Barnley Ridge Electric
GODFREY JOHNSON, alone, gerforming a
dance,

ENTER MARGARET JORNSON,
What the hell are doing?
Why gre you out of breath?

Been dancing., Silly, 1sn't 1t? I remembered
beilng with old Bull's Eye‘ It was Just outaide
Bizerta, We rigged up a stage and did a sketoh
together, : —

MARGARET
JOHNSON:
MARGARET:?
JOHNSON:
MARGARET ¢
JOHNSON:
MARGARET:

JOHNSON:
MARG ARET:

JOHNSON (Qéiﬁiag—srem a book

MARGARET :
JOHNSON:
MARGARET?

JOHNSON:

MARGARET:

There's & letter from him this morning,
Not—N6w Bhat'e telepathy! | o-tA dest ollo
You've got o man walting,

Who?

Jack Meadows.

Pidn't I see him before?

Once. About a month ago. He didn't have much

to say.
So what brings him here again?
He's decided to talk I suppose,

'Monotony, indueing state of
revery,! Hear hat?

Godfrey,

*Jdck Meadoéfh; Thirty—four. Techniocal
department, Flfteen years in the plant,

He's-Married,

No children,
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- MARGIHEE: Good,

T

JOHNSON: Anyone after that?
PENNY

MARGARET: Jook Murphy,

JOHNSON:  Been here before?

MARG/REER No.

JOHNSON¢ I wonder what old Bull's Eye's got to s ?
MARGARET: Don't forget the name,~--Jack Meadovs. ,
JMB oN~ope .

A P MEAY e od Cama.—, drmcd a"

JOHNBON: Come in, Mr Meadows. é;ypn!t you slt down? weile,
MEADOWS:  Thank you, sirs |
JOHNSON: hm-a-Aﬁere before, weren't you?

MEADOWS:  That's right.

JORNSON:  -Abeut A month ago?

MEADOWS:  Yes, ,

JOHNSON;  Well, how are thingaz&n—ﬁﬁa—fechnfcai—eeparta

‘ ment?- :

MEADOWS: I'm in a nioce 1ittle group, sir, I wanted to
. come belore, gir<ee .

JOHNSON:  Yes, You d1dn't want to say much last time,

MEADOWS:' Well, I had an idea it was all going down on my
, PERBOnnel Report.

JOHNSON: Oh, no! The two things are quite separate,
Anything you-aay up here 1s quite confidentlal,
You've been/here 8 ince you were nineteen, "haven't

NG
MEADOWS:  Yea, -3ir, |

JOHNSON: Thmt*TUnusual: You must know a lot about the
" firm, |

b

MEADOWS?' §es; eir, 'There were five hundred hands when
came,

| ~ ?
JOHNSON: Could you name all the 4ifferent department%&n

A MEADOWS:  Yes, sir,  Now?

JOHNSON:  Well, I only wanted to know ifew-

MEADOWS:  Yes, of course, airi Well, there are eight in
all, = Accounts, Operation, Production, Inspection,
Techincal, Speciallity groducte, Public Relations
and Industrlal Relatlons,

JOHNSON:* Good!




1

LJ

MEADOWS 2

JOHNSON: .

MEADOWS;

Jomlseﬁ‘——fdhuﬁ (M\,‘._& ko 4.3»)
MEADOWS:  Hauk - " 8

JOHNSON.
MEADOWS |

JOHNSON: -

MEADOWS:

JOHNSON;:

MEADOWS 2

JOHNSON3.
MEADCY S,

JOHNSON: :

MEADOWS:

JOHNSON:

MEADOWS

A

Ten out of ten, sir!

Are you quite happy with the Technical people,
Mr Meadows, or do you hope one day t0...7?

Well, I really aspire to Speclality Products,
sir. You work right under the sclientists there.
You've got experiments going on gll the tinme,

1s all %his going down en~the-tape?( Iy wes)

m g WY VWV

vl Al e ke
Wﬁﬁw—say you
play it over af’gerwarda, s qwd—-b

; “83F, then

e Il !

3&a£le—ne%—iyaﬁ;ggfgggizgg:ggggggs&‘ Come and see
or yourael . i fplariae .
It&u;aﬁﬁlce set, tsn&$=$%?

- Clear as a bell!

Cne of ocurs, sir?
I don't think so.

ﬂ%v@f—%e%%;—can—¥ouzq Nloe Job though.

G4
goodned Moadowsy; fanoy ahjﬁbody uslng
one or thﬁae for nterview !' But—abunch-of

..........

-Al'he aays is golng
the Personnel/ﬁeport he's not going to
say much, o be ? e

©

Well, you needn'f be afrald sbeut that, Mr-Meadows,
as—l—eatd—befure. There are two Tdeas behind our
scheme: first, the happiness of the people working
on this plant, ’and secondly output., You've no
idea how 1ong it has taken industry to realise that
the two go together! Yet it isn't a very profound
idea, is 1t?

JBHRIBRX Are you 1nterv1ew1ng everybody, sir?

JOHNSON:

MEADOWS:.

JOHNSON¢

MEADOWS?

In time I hope to, yes.
Do you deal with complaints?

We listen to everything a man likes to tell usg.

But we don't depl with the complaint, Our job

ig to prepare a permanent interviewing scheme for
this plant, so that when we've finished everbody |y
here knows he ocan get a confidential interview
whenever he wants it, And that's part of my Job,
too, to prepare a body of trusty interviewers from
the Public Relations department, You look s bit
puzzled, Would you like me to explain the whole
scheme, Mr Meadows?

Yes, sir, I would,



Jomnsony{

in

MEADOWSS,
Jomsonf\

MEADOWS:

JOHNSON:

JOHNS ON;
MEADOWS ¢

* schemes began

‘ ! ou see, . Meadows our
idea is to find out uhat & oh a man's mind,
You've got to realise, you see, that when a man
wakes a persistent complaint about ventilation,
in cne of the wiring rooms, iet=ms say, 1t may
not reallx be about ventilat¥én ‘at all but the
expression of a grudge he feels against another
worker whose bench i8 by the window and who likes
to keep the window closed all day. The complaint
is . a pretext for something much deeper, Now all
the Personnel department can do 1s to deal with
the officlal complaint., It alters the ventil-
ation, But we ocan tell the Pergonnel depart-
ment that this is quite useless, The man will
only find something else to complain about, and
again 1t will involve the other worker,

Oh, i eee naw' sir-- *

JE——
Before the last war, wheén these interviewing
peOple only thought in terms of
working condi%lons-—-Ventilation rest-pauses,
sanitation, wage-incentives and 8o forth, But
changes in that field didn_t ralse the output as
much as they expected, TReir mistake was to liste
en to,the complaints and not to the people who
were making them, After all, it's ho good giving
a man good plece-rates, a weli—ventllated room,
meals with the correct number of calorles, 1ong
rest-pauses and decent wash-rooms Af you then put
him on the same bench as a man he detests, 1s 1t?
It sounds very simple, %6 say that a man {s much
more than a wage-unit to be properly fed and vente
Alated, but it has taken us wearly two hundred
years of 1ndustr;a1 development to find out!

Well, you've oertainly given me a lot to think
about.

Sometimes one of our interviews---in & few mine
utes of -quiet dincueaicnp-—can bring out a grieve
ance which has preyed on a man'‘s mind for twenty
years, And Just because he never had a chance
of alring it that grievance may have become obe
sepgive and started to warp his whole characfer.
Row what we're introdueing here, Mr Meadows, 1s
a peérnanent interviewing scheme conducted by the
ublic-Relations department, that will end this
astate of affairs, How—absurd it is, when you
come to look at it, to briné?&boa&—two—%ﬁmmmnﬁk
people into dalily contaot with each other mxsxy
and expeot no problem, Yot there are plants up
‘and down the country which won't hear a word sald
in our favour,

That's right, sir., You get these people with
backward minde don't you?

i

Backward. in their own 1nterests t00,

It's a scheme for everybody, isn't 1t? Notfjuat

for the pecple on top. I think any schemels

good that doesn't go up to the Personnel people,
used to be on assembly work, - Shortly after

that 1-got a nasty report. Thirteen years ago.

I was twenty-one at the time, I used to do a lot

of gallivanting around, I don't think these




in

113

JOHNSON:

Personnel people liked 1t.

You were-too much or a spark for them?

MEADOWS:  Yes, that's right! Yet you'd think a spark

: - in an electrie plant would be ugeful, wouldn's
'you? They gave us & test once, when I wag Jjust

turned twenty. It was called the Finger Dex-
terity Test. You got about fifty tiny little
pegs about an eightth of an inch thick and you
hed to fit them into holes just a bit bigger.
It took some doing, Mr Johnson, -

JOHNSON;’ Were you good at that?

MEADOWS: No, There dian*t aeem to be any braina in it,
I like to use my braing, Thst was under your
father, You own the plent now sir, don't you?

JOHNSON:, Well, I'm chairman of the board. That'a not

: expctly owngérship, you know, There isn't_much

ownerghip nows s. It's all shares and bgbrds
and shereholders' meetings and that sort of thing,

MEADOWS ¢ Do you explain the ‘scheme té everybody, eir?

JOHNSON: I try to. i

MEADOWS § I bet some. or then get out of their depth, don't
they, sir? Some of the goldermen! I was on
solder-work for a bit too. You wear goggles
2ll the time, The oﬁher people think they ocan
push you. about, Yes, there sren't many trades
in this plant I'm not’ familiar with, ©Now the
assembly room, that's fiddly work, I used to
turn out fifty-fiVa telephone-relays ‘Ain a day.

I think 1t's better work for the girls, None
of those parts are bigger phan your finger-nall,
Do you read poetry, sir? . I see you've got a
lot of books up there,

(&%A\.. s‘A-;.S lecte, ’“-{' IL"\-) . ) v
JORNSONY Now and then I do, yes. I 1like singing, damciy.
MEADOWS$ This hesn't anything to ‘@0 with the works, #ireee
JOHNSON? ‘No, tell me, Please do.

MEADOWS s I've bought & poem along,

JOBNSONz You write poetry?

MEADOWS:. Yosp quite a bit, sir,

JOHNSON ¢ Most interesting!

MEADOWS3 One or two of the boys 4o, Only in the Tech-

‘ nical department, It was partly me hearing yousd.

. gon_a-SQpe-aeearéeru- aﬂUKkaDua Pl —

Add Lo tae a-cv~f£-<a B \
JOHNSON: = @hg—yest @ _y- u.""{ AL
MEAEOWS%, I expect you ‘Ghink I"m ﬁlad. e A"\M ‘{Mrc’—}luw

. « /?M) ?

JOHNSONS I think writing poetry ﬁa very. sane, ) o«

MEADOWS S

JOHNSON: Z',xpll I supngf not/ “Not at‘hll‘li -/

MEADOWS:

would you mihd 1f 1 ¥ectvaf

w e v
You know Whié don't you?
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JOHNSON:
. MEADOWS? -

JOHNSON?

MEADOWS ¢
JOHNSON s
MEADOWS 3

No?

Well, it's no good me going down the assembly
room where all the recording stuff is. They'd
pull my leg. It wouldn't do for a Technical
man, 1've never heard my lines being spoken,
you see, . .
Well, of course, (Ha
Got the poem here?

in my head. It's called 'A Prayer!,,
A grayer? A.'Ll rs.gm ehoot.

Give us this day . ' : )
Cur heart . : .

0 lord, give us our part ‘

To play; N )

Undo otr settled clause. - '

Of pain, -

But keep the cause
For which we ocame,
Give us thils day
Our daily hearst,

JOBNSON QW) Give us this day our dally
- ; heart! ost interesting! ) '

MEADOWS:
JOHNSON'

- MEADOWS 3

It Just came out like t’hat-’-—'ldﬁe ‘a prayer,

1 1ike ‘the settled clause of pai.n ' Vhat do
you mean by that?

Well, I mean ho¥-everything's. closed JAn, L The .
day atarte early in the morning and “ende  a

night, and there doesn't ceem any. esoapeé’

ways the saze, It's like & finished clause,
with a.full stop. mw&u:e.... tteod .

i d

M
e
MEADOWS?
JOHNSON:
KEADOWS
JOHNSON?¢
MEADOWS:

¢ JOHNSON:
HUEADOWS:

- d.«.

MEADOWS:

)i}x;d why the pain?
What?

Why the pain?

I don't know,

But that's remarksble---a remarkable poOEMmee.

' Undo /there means turn the olause with a full
stop/intoc a sentence which never nnlshea.

¥sx,  Most interesting!

I'11 go all of a tls-was, “like my wife says! LLL
Men-gewer! .

Marvellous, isn't it, hearing your own voice?
Like ‘l:alking to yourself from heaven. Unocanny,
too., Not right, really. Shall I tell you
what was on my mind when 1 wrote it?
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SN

JOHNSGN*
MEADOWS

JQBNSON'
ﬁEA!@WS!

.

JOHNSON:

MEADOWS §
JOHNSON;

MEADCUWSY
JOHNSONY .

MEADOWS

JOHNSONt
MEADOWSY

JORNSON:

MEADOWS 3

JOHNSONs
MEADOWS?
Jomsoné-g
MEADOWS

JOHNSON:

HE ADOWS s

JOHNSON3-

Yes
/——\
EEIUUW“T";> I was tninking of the assembly room,

All thosge yeara ago?

= r .

. - - The parts
hey gave you weore no- bigger than your finger-
nail, You put them hagether. Then you XiR
5114 -them down & chute; ~Tiffy-five times a
day. I got bolls on my arse on that Job!

Telk about laughl  They -changed me, over to the
Test Room and the boils went Just like that!

1 sald to the nurse, 1 sald, now whatXs the
hell's the use of you‘puthlng that yelléw stuff
on, its psychologi Talk sbout laugh!
We'had gome laug] s.jn those days!

Don't you laugh any more?

Not 1ike mum and Gad. , Dad's namé was Walter,
8fe used to call him Wgter Closet, That sors
of thing, you knowa-anything for a lark,

You 8,44 something in this poem about playing
a part? Don't ‘you feel pu play a part here?

X don'e know!

How i@ it you haven‘t got 1nto Speciality Products?

I've been wondering that ever gince you ocamé in
the room, -

Ah, welll

How did this Personnel Report come 1nto’being?

oy

—-3
They can sce I'imxthe same as theofn tﬁa%—s—whe%-
tiey ot v Itke===t"

--—.

¥Who? . : o
Up at ?erebnnel. They're College men, I was
ma?ped out for a college too, and they don't 1like
Why aidn't you go to a'anllege?

I got marrs,

when?

‘When I ves twentym

A man goes to.oallege at seventeen or eighteen,

Ok, welll I wanted the money in my pocket, I
suppose, ‘

What did you nean in this peom by 'keep the
caus'e for which we came'? ok vent God to take
the galn away but keep something---what'e the
something? -

Well, there must be gome meaning to thingé
mustn't there? ' Originally,

be & 1itt1e g horer " Hoty aohere ot
e a é npar somea ere, @ We've gone astray,
Bémm

'»

Who?



MEADOUS:
JOHNSON:
MEADOWS?

JOHNSON;
MEADOWS:

JOHNSON;

"o

Pedple like nme,
Mﬂot people like me? '
Well, you seem to know what you're doing. I

bet you took over your tather’a plant beocause
you wanted to.

N(\«..»J»{ ﬁ.
l&ﬂgﬁﬂr A You mean you want freedom, then=

You céould
Just a8 well geﬁ a puppet and work it with elect-
rical shoeks, Finger-work, Likse this, - 1

d4id thst for nearly: twénty years,

o
Do you think it would have beeq[if you'd-been to
4ﬂ-aollege? o

. JOHNSON:

" MEADOWS's

JOHNSON:
MEADOVIS:S
JOENSONg

MEADOWS g
JOHNSON:
MEADOWS §

JOHNSON?
MEADOWS

JOHNSON;

MEAPOWS::

M B 2 %w, ? M.

—Who ¢
B M lgwabluu MM;—..(J'LEM

the Eersonnpl officel  Stuckeup, bloody
talleyman 8 inkebottles! ‘

Lt wnne, iz decn d p
['m a college man, e ttian

o', AN S%'. l‘...,_(‘m‘&,gm,

And look at the differense., look at you sitting
back in your chair, choesing, choosing, choosinge!i
And I'm all stiff-amlook at Me hers, sitting on
the edge of my chair, waiting to ve'agked quest-
longp-~alvays waiting---ai&ﬁ?h waiting to know
what 8 goxng to heppen to my lifel

Well, don!t walt any more, Change your life,
Do you think I could? Onee in, you'vre in for
good, Mr Jdohnson! That's a decieicn you take
vhen' you' re fifteen,

Yog ghink you'd be happler in Speciality Prod-
uevs

Oh, Speclality Produstal I'# a bloééy product!

ind I'm not?

No! It's choice ohoipe choicel=-='Vhat shall
I be, what shell & do? Suppose I said, 'All
rigm I'11 change my 1ife,'can't you see I'm a
worker down to the tips of’ my fingers, look at
the waytl walk, it's the way I eat, ifve t a
gpecial sort of Jerk, I'm @ different sort of
person, Mr Johnson, %hat'a all there i3 to say!
Look at you, sitting there, you've got. the pe*s-
onallty---l don't know, itle 8 something--~you're
confortablé«~--you &it well in your own bodyee=
do you'see what 1 mean?

You musﬁn't get worked up, Headows,

That s right, call me 'Moadows'; I'd like to
ory Qometimes. Five minutes szo it was Mr,

Meadovwa, Juat open ny moutih and you teke off
the Mister’ Suppoae I called you 'Johnsent,
Do, ] |

Oh, yes, there's no c¢lass any more, we're all
equal' But I'm still a product, My mother and
father didn't use to be like this, My mum



started out at.half a dollier a week, twelve hours
2 day nearly at the match-factory wnen she was
Just turned eleven---and you ough% to see the way

she laughal ,

JOBNSON: You mean she laughe more than you? |

MEADOWS i'a seyt

JOENSON: Do you.want to go back; thon?

MEADOWS&. Oh, yes, I know that on;e, tog=—-

JOHNSONz: The dole in thpse days —befo B

' ' 1as%~ua¥——was wentyuseven bob a'week. :

MEADOWS'¢ OCh, you're right You've got the faote and

: . figures. it's no good, I could ory for people
sometimes,

JOHNSONE- 1 think your mum and dad needed orying for,

MEADOWS " You chouldn’t eall them ‘mum and dad, Don't you

think you have to\ patronise me, VWhen you say %

that it feelg se—4f you're trying t0 gqueege yours
gelf’down to half .your size-~--to be level With mew=
JOHNSONg- I didn't meant that.
MEADOWSS. It's funny, You s8it theFe and Z'm.sure you

expeot everybody who .comes here to be shyer than
you, You expect to bring them oute---with a few
queztions, don't you? VWhy should that be?

JOHNSONS If I went to them in a similar cspacity I'd be
. shy, too,
MEADOWS $ No, you‘wouldn't. This 'As how you'd do A,
YGood morning! How d'you 4o, sir? My name's
. _Johnson!?
ALY 1)) | ed good
JOHSOQA - You're a Qamn i1 mimic.
MEADOWSY. Take those words 'damg/ There's e sort

of gbanGon shout them, isn‘t there, Mr Johnson?
But 4f you'd been bruught up like me there'd
alwaye be a 1little fellow shivering ipside you
saying, 'Yes, that's right, sir, that s rlght"

I reckon I’ve said 'That's right' s million
times since I was a kid! Because that's miht
what you're taught-~-it's the other man vho calls
the tuné! Take some of these college men who
come up from nothing. Just you imagine, they've
alweys got thls shivering little chsp 1nside
them, and if they hold up thelr heads and stand
on tﬁeir own two feet without wobbling, I suppose
that s mgrvellous efough, I couldn't do 1t

Yes, I often wnder what *they feel 1ike when
they atand in the classy drawing-rooms—--I bet
people smell them oute—

JOHNSOR: Are there élassy drewing Yooms any more?

MEADOWS:: No. Tee ww"».k PM e ad | cale iy
. lh vy o .

MEADOWSY There are still clasay‘peOple.‘ Like you,
You .can'y’ help walking acrnss this room as if
you owned At, and I can't help walking across



JOHNSOH:
MEADOWS:

JOHNBONg

MEADOﬁS;

d OBNSONI:
MEADOWB®
JORNGONs
MEADOUS:

JOHNSON;
MEADOWS 8

JOHNSONg

MEADOWS:

JOHNS O1s

MEADOWS:

JOHNSONRs

MEADOVISS
JOHNSON:

(b < 2
H’&‘ADOWBA

RS A Sl &

itew-

--wfig 1f 4t owned you, - ;i
Yes. It dnean't matter Af the drawing rooms oue
there or nét, the pecple haven't cnangea. =

voure»m-tc make youbfeel uls:e me,

it won't happen like that, There' e nobcdy

me, L There s noBlody szhoys me any respect,
Nothing 1iké the respeet you gpt., I'1l tell you
the way things are goilng, te're all going Yo
feel 1ike me., Not the other way Tound, Your
chlldren are going to feel like me. I've thought
& lot about this, I don't right
to have aself, Sometimes I can hardly get i:he
word 'I' out of my mouth., I want to cover 4t up
all the time,

And nmy self's beexg cultivated? - e
@haxrgurngnﬁ! You had a nurse, didn't you?
A govaerness, yes, |

?hat was the ldea, fo cultivate you!

you a pleasing shape, ¥r Joangon!
to moke you & gentlemanwe-

To make
The idép was

My Gear ohap, you're out of dat:e—-.-".

But you are a gentlenmen! I don't mean you
feal superior to me or snybody else. A gente
lemgm doegn't! -7 don't mean you're richér than
me ¢r even better educated, d mean the way
your handg are laying there, like I gaillw--
that 1ittle smile you gave me when I came iNerw
it's the feeling of comfort all round yole~=
you've been glven time to grow, M Johnson,
%og*ve grown to full height! But I'm demned if
ave.

'.Phat s your test now, isn't 1%? As to whether
you Ban cultivate a self ss well-=-with eqgal
chances, 1 mecan?

They aren't equal chances My Johnson, 1 ‘
haven't got the time for one thing., You need
time to cdltivate a 9elf in,

S0 your only hope is a win on the football pools?
That's right.

Te b= | ' :
And-—Dbecome a member of the olass that sweated
yoar mother and father twelve hours a day

Tha‘b 8 rlg'ht.

Except that sne ¢class ta—aw—&a&es—eemrpe;—eee-

4nidy-end can't sweat people any more, They kx
haven' ¢t got uninterrupted time either, now,

haV)e they?
e

o éﬂ) M lan-.h .
e Gontt—f4nd—you very realistia




HEADOWS:

JOHRSONy

HEADOWS3

HEADOUS

13.

lock at it this way. If you sat down and
talked $6 me you'd be talking about a real
self. /You're an individuale~- ,

'Boyfgeolds' would sult you better, mum‘ t
it A van of free cholce?

hat's right., ‘Borjoy'. It so 93 right,
$00. 'Bare-.!oy' 1ike borm Anto” 1ife,

Ki1l-Joy, sort of thing. wakes ,all the Joy
out of 13,:9 that's what the sow.éalled indive
iduals bave done,

Very well, then, when I, tms bourgeols, talk,
it's aboat a real self, V shen yous-

Hhen I talk -At'e about g/soclial pmblﬂm. See
what I mean? idke neyy I'm not nyzelf,

I'm a hand down -An the Technical department.
And your class atopped me having a self in the
firat ;‘:Z.ace. it my 1ife on a schedule,
And 1t's up o t;h same gamne now, See what

I mean? You're/kind now. You don't sweal
ne any more. L you Aid my mother and father.
You on't look down your nhose at me., Bat I'm
8t4ll a *hang®, Woll-paid, nicely ;2;1)1131: ed,

But a hand,/ Uith problems, And youYre here
to settle Lhe problamg, It's the safe world,
Hr Jdohngen. ou remember what I gAidew=
give ug/sarxhkezxs this day
Qu}:‘ hemart
y*d, give us our part

%o g:lay.
501: your part to pl Hr Johnson,
: navan ¥hen 1 die I hall have a gx}ggt

1ife 1ike an gperatlrn%ft >le to look backont
We're bodles withouw ces, Hr Johnaon,

MEADGWS:

oy’

JORNB ON3
HEADOUS
JOBNBON?
HEADO¥S:

Who's we?
The workersa,

STET

NN NEY

E ) . . . N i
st t—1 AR L L Ue oGOl s B S S G M
o )

T hin WRateViilz ) ﬂn-:-»‘_ poii-Rave gasnsn?

oblomut—edl,Me Meado
t:cs evex‘y man, or try to, as Af he was the firat
men I'@ ever listened %o. -
> [C ]

'Mu.u—q do, [/

W, the only time I really enjoy mys———
elr :\.a down at the camp every summer, Wo

‘ Iit's
called the Ses Bells Holiday catpd Mﬁ’unny,
they. ¢ lock you m alid clook you out iikeld
factory, you can't call yoar soal your oun,
but talk about laugh® You don't atop uugbmg
frotn the time you get therel My wife's a
sorean, HShe's got & real gift for burlesque,

Like}you, Af I may say so.
Have you seen our turn? At Christmas?

pix

No,
Do it every year. Boys love it, I nmarried

her fourteen years agp. 5he's a megnificent
woman, Mr Johnson., Shetnfa favourite at Sea



12,

\>< >( Bells, Her name's. always coming over the

loudspeakers, 'lre Mesdows, come and give

‘ us & hand, will you? There 8 a kiddy says
he'e lostl! 1It's a wonder they never gave her
@ Job down there, she!d be marvellous,
There's always somebody to heve a laugh with,
It's 1like going back to %old times, That's
what my stréet was like before I was born,
Egsy-oome, easy-go, sort of thlng,

JOHNSON: Ané it changed?
MEADOWS :

2% All the old-time things stopped, You don't
gee the muffin man any more with a tray on his
head and a blg bell, and that piece of green
felt qver the mufrins(ég::cnn, on Sunday after-
noonsfe) You can't get peag-pudding and faggota.
i can remembér those carts with cockles and
winkles, I can remember my uncle Harry coming
ovey in a black sult and a bowler ha% on Sunday

« afternoons and picking the winkles out with a
pin. WNasty hebite he had, CGobbled his tea.
I'11 never forget that nolse, Ard Aunt Ada
with thegse boots that used té button up the

‘ankle. And Guy Fawkes night! Do you remem-

" ber the old Crystal Palaoe at Sydenham?

JOMBOR: ¥¥sv  Don't thes ¢till have Guy Fawkes night?
HEADOWS Yes y but it's not the same,
v/
-JOHNSON: Aren' t/bonyfires and fireworks good enough for
you?
MEADOVS I know, I can't put my finger on it, The

fires don't have that glow like the old ones,
Paces have changed,

JOERS ONs You mean you'rée not young any more,

MEADOWS 3 That whole race hes gone, 1like
my aunt Ads; "Pesitell-your—i tellyouwimt,
e shiconbor oy veonle-snell—eat—ots shey

e lyse

HORCY—L-8UpPose . ie're all getting 1ike the
gentlemen, but without the fun and wthwutthe
neck? You cen't have twenty million gentle-

men, ¥r Johnson!
JORNS ON; Bod forbidl = (>

ou eught %o have y aunt AMa snd uncle
Harry come—% 2 Jre: never
smiled, Ever 1l man, Not 1if tJk
wasn't sonmetk

_j.,r;t to be getting on w
me,"wheress 1in the ol
*P¥o A People don't si

they used to, they're
time! ,////?e
- —it

JOHNSON: But fJown-at—tho camp Wity re different?
B

MEADOWS s %’-s—l’igh%j——%rﬁtp—beﬁf—so—&be&p—eﬁ

ays they didn't
ngide themselves 1lik
eping outside all the




X

MEADOWS §
JOHNSON;

DI&—you—eay Mauphley Bay? That's twenty miles
from where -1 Xive Used to paddle in the sea

there whon—I-was g-kid!
Go on? )

T v L,wu:‘t-ol(.n.-(.
Qﬁs Brig, Heard—telk—of 4t7 -

‘ , . Supposed to look
like a ship in the distance.

‘ MEADCHWST —#nd you know 6Very nook and oraimy —I-bett ; .

4

JOHﬁSGN%——eh—yeu"'": AL

_MEADOWS:

: - w leom ﬁt lovely big grounds and a-lake and all

| e

JOHNSOIW:' I suppose you'd call 1t a lake, yea.
’ -MEADOWS:T Your father doesn't come to the works any more,
K does be 8ir?
) l&a
JOHNSON: s : Gown-ot  Desrdss z-noat—of-the
' tire, He's past M; you know. He put in a
y good meny years here.
MEADOWS$ Yes. He was a good man, they say,
» JOHNSON §: Do 'c-ney' say that?
MEADOWS : Oh, yes' Mind you, he could drive a man hard.
‘ : He coyld be rough, couldn't he?
; JOHNSON; Oh, yes!
| 4 Ent er MARGARET,
MARG ARETS Mr Murphy's wailting, .
| JOHNSON?- 1 see, By the way, do you know Mr -Meadows?
MEADOWS Good morning, Mrs Johnson, We 've just been
talking about old Maughley Bay. :
’ : U)‘&a.e‘,
MARGARET: 014 wim e
JOHNSONi  Devil*mRuomoh, ber By XX
MARGARET: Oh!
| k]
| tine-gassing, | |
| « s !
. Catrasir—r) 23w We el
| Jom:sea)\ Ret—atsll, I want to seé more of you, - 4
Mogdewsn, More of your peems—toor

o » Y

And mean-




tiemt Ce
{ iy PaYN 92 e
' . e PennY el . b
MARG SRET: D:LdLyou say poemsg?
JOHNSON:. ¥es:  Extraordinary, A:saé-_t:&‘tr? aead)_a poemn,
" mé-told me ‘not to call him Meadows!

ﬁ'\.\aa’vuf

JOHNSONT That makes nim interwsting—Estracridinory
chap! Imitated relay-work with his fingerg—w-
you ought to have seen h:.m---nke a pantoqume'

a-LPLkdlu-' u.‘ &hw © Alel dee Ml

areds g bt—leart ] By (Dle—-
tat.t ) Meadows, Techn.teal deperement.
e _ oesn't like what he calls the college men.
. I-Ie's got »xr: tholr

MARGARET: They prbbably do!
JOHNBON} ‘

A =0 ollege
man among them' a¥- you've no

Anstinet for these: people. (Dictatinz)  Aspires
to Sp(eci.al:\.ty Products, Lum&m'- , x—
. U (U ander Mo tAmal. )
. N ! ____—-’)
JomNgoN+— I wouldn't mind being out there with Bull's,
Eye, 'Sun beating down, life for a man, eh?

MARGARET: Is that all?

JOHNSON: : It's funny, Margaret, they're calling me ‘sir!
‘ more than they used to.

MARGRET:  Thoy lockup to you,that'swhy., Do you hold *
. shet- against them? -

JOHNSON:  He said he could sée my class in the way I 8ateee
' what do you think of that?

MARGARET: We've all got characteristics,
clecs—in—hin,—beo

. It's what you mightithe

1mpr.1.sonment of birth, ' For inatance, I'm a
g county girl with a 'hard ra]s core'—-o ‘
JOHNSON: Oh, for Christ's sake, ?ﬁmw' Keep that

' bloody jangle for s Brig!l gggrgs__'lggggx_'_)
'Dear God'e-=!qod!! alwaya tickles mel--='Degr

God, Well, it's been a dlong time since I dropped

you a 1ine and I'a better get down to describing

1



)

Cmﬂﬁ,)? (W

the dort of 1life we're heving out [here So
here goes, in the company of John/Waljer, Esqu-
ire, sitti‘ng".on the table before me, L ifve
been up to my eyes in work and this is the first
clear week Ilve had since Christmas, Gill
hns——hef—hwdfe—&&l_llw children and the
servante, who come and go aﬁhe_mat;x;}:rmmg
rate, Jou'll be glad to %ear the s pay-
mlnﬁ;msﬂwarﬁf’ﬁ'e‘tip We er even last
month, and by the summer of next year we should
be turning over a modest profit, I watch the
R4 0ld red sun going down every evening, and there's
‘ nothing better, After dinner we elose—the—french
windows and get down to thé accounts, Gill and
the children.are as brown as berriecs. Wonder-
fully quiet at night, except for the Jackals end
the occasional roar of a man-eating llon, . Haard
a lioness quite close to the house the other
ght, an ' ad_a scare at the local ville
age. - When you get t of aitting at a desk
trying to promote » , . why don't
you pay us & visit? Or, better stlll, come and
1ive here, ~bhe : ‘

.
dea , % ?

_i C'T_, P!;_N;VY).OVW e bad

MARGARET: Joor—Murphyy—Bulile—Eyele—tho-s-ane—as—you,
' reallys He couldn't make a geed life here, so
. heranaway.'a\r)wu»uu\;uymu._
: sl )
- JOHNSONs ,- iyt N s ? o (e
L ek My : .
MARGARET:  )Solder-man. Production department,
JOHNSON; Kaa::lxe_._geen up before? .
MARGARET: No, Pifty-one years old, Three ohildren,
o Been here since 1918, .. ) dasl’
FOHNION: o — — e
&H—Hﬁéﬁmf e An) cames -
JOHNSON open%&oor‘ to JOCK MURPHY,
JOHNSON: Come in, Mr Murphy. Just seid to my W fo,
t 'One of my dadés original customers't{ DBeen

with us since 1918, that right?

MURPHY: Thet's right, sir!
JOHNSONz Sit éown-, won't you?
Production, arenlt—youd Ao
MURPRY: No, sir, I'm on ‘the main door, Telephones,
' JOHNSORg Telephones? What the devil's .this, then? (G

/jGay‘a here 'Production8, plain as your finger, theo,
/’iolder-ma‘n.

MURPHY: That wag twelve oI foutteen year agoe.

JOHRSOR; Z B e Rty Mt

- : a

SO v PAY ¥ - .89 v

Well, Mr Murphy, how.are things dewnsteirs?
MUREHY; Aripht—gIF,  Mustn't grumble,
JOHNSON: I expect you! ,’ve‘-h'eard' about my pet ¥Eie
scheme, haven't you? . I want to know what's

on, people's minde, You never know, a man might
have gomething on his-mind, and a word here or




there might clear it up.

MURPHY? That's right, sir,

JOHNS ON: And what about your mind, N#—ﬁunphgz Any-
thlng on 1t? -

MURPHY 3 Not that I can say, alr. .

JOHNSON 3 Well, you know where to come ir anything erops

up. I treat this first interview as an introde
uction. Just a hund-shake,

MURPHY: That's right, sir, ' How's the old Hﬁ Johnson
is he keeping all right?

"

JOHNSON: Fine! He's beéyond 1t now, as I expect You

| realise, He's past eighty, you know..
MURPHY: I can remember him when I was & boy, sir,
He used to fly round, ..
JOBNSON: He'd still like .to ‘AT he couldl He have to
keep &n eyée on himf '
MURPHY: You've taken over now, have you, sir?
JOHNSON: That 8 right,
MURPHY: 1 can hear the olé Mr Johnson in your voice,
sir,
JOHNSON; You can? Well, like father, like son, as
they sayb C
MURPEY: = That's right, sirt - -
JOHNSONs: 80 there's nothing on your mind at all? No
problem? No 1ittle warry? ' :
MURPHY: Ko, sir, Not that I can say.
JOHNSON:s Well, you know where to come if there ia.
' And I'll get this file straight. -
MURPRY: Right you are, sir. Well, regards to the
. old Mr Johnson.
JOHNSONy He' 11 remember you for sure! One of the 01d
-Gontempttbles' ‘ )
MURPB&E: ' ?hat 8 right? Hell, good-mern%ng, sir!
JOHNSON} Good morning!
Exit Mugpgx>.-&~,4¢uJLg k**"‘ﬂ San nﬁy é;muy

e- enters,

- (u> e : o |
JOHN36§“I ¥hat the hell's this? Saya.he ian't ‘a solder-
man at all, He's on the main door, telephones,

JOi

)

N . [l yob Tow e S . [ = P (e Ry )
MARGARET$ That's ﬁua:} L“W /He's/on
Production's p =roll,’ either, It says,

*See Personal F. 1e.
. Thile M & e bo clos
JOHNS ON¢ Personnel? [ E%"" T.;.h-u»~7“‘-‘- el -

et




- MARGARET: I wish I could!

MARGARET:  No, personal.
JOHNSON: What, the old manls file?
H&&GARET:' L suppose 8o,

.mx»msem Look it up.
) | .

nmsmmr}\ “Timrmey, VI spoke to Marphy and he was willing
not to register the accident if I could amssure
him a position here for the rest of his working
days, and & pension, I put him on the tele-
phonea at the main aoox'.‘ Signed by your fathe
er, .

JOHNSON: geeddordl- What accident?
MARGARET: 'rhat'e ell it says.
JOHNSON: When ads 1t bappen?

1126 .
HARGARET? LFounueen years ago.

i

' A“—ic""“"';b ks }
JOHNOON: He was alvays so.punctilious abdout—Shese-

something BmaXi,

3 why there was any

- quests.on of stration, All rigm; that's

fiorning!

FORNSUNE —  ‘eil,—youocoutd—sivays take i%’:éom out and ride

over the faces of,t.he poor for a-bit—of-amtuses

)
Hm@ARE‘I’,\ thdear, here comes the lundh-time humour!

O

JOHNSONs I tell you wnat you interview the women while
1 do the meni 'We'd have the men in hacking
Jackets in a week--~the Barnely Ridge Electric
Hunt! It's no good, Margaret, your brain sits
on top of your body iixe a weasel on a plum
pudding, Give rourself up to the 1ife of the
hips and be damneul'

-

JOHNSON: ?Eou—eoa-l:&—-aa.*ays@ ek home and have Ted

Lowell to tea and Ao a bit of wild duéke
shooting in the hours of the pearly dew, -and

drive rounc the estate on Saturday mornings
“&aa-have a bit of dlap-and-tickle in the lib-
rery after dinner! You don't shout 1like you
used to. What & gone wrong? You and Ted
Lowell used to 8tand on opposite sides of the
Boom ad bellow at each othere-!Hard going,
yesterday, I heardl! YREALLY?' ‘'amy's filly
1ikes it Aoftl? ¥hat was all that hard and
sogt business, Margaret a8 sort of erotioc morsee
code?

MARGARET: You' re more like the old man than you think,
JOHNSON;3 It's you who 1ikes him, not me!  Anyway;—keep.
Rim—out—6£-315

MARGARET: That's how he killed your mother,



JOENSONS -

IRE??::-.

JOBNSON;

JOHNSON: De—I%- Juet yeu-listeh yo this,
He plays over Meadaws's -poemn again 11*¢°*‘L*4
[. 4 an\l V\’ﬂ o oy bloras

| MM e v ™.
WOMMM He calls 1t a prayer.

You see, he oomee to me. They come to me
with their troubles. — : Yo
wirs; Not ke the old man,

MARGARETS it might be our prayer, too.

% ; ‘

P CURTAIN,




ﬂﬁm j-‘,?{' Waeéalaw at:\ge/aa Bells B@Md{w '
ldm&ﬁn&en..

A\

- Gamy. '_ -— [ \ -
W}‘ Your atton’clzzm pleaae folks, attention, -~

fTN e please! Firat -of nll, don' ¢’ forget \
P a ncm.ghi:'s Saturday night end Saturday pight
N is Carnival nﬁ.ght. Tiokets as ususl at Bay

Y

" W6 340 ¢ By the'way, some pesple arz slipping
- up with thelr number-baddes. You'd b% Bl
\prined “how many” turn up in the| sahd every day!
.Pleaae uear your badgea at all times. For
of newcomers may I repeat th at:

your numbw bad i) _eeaura-fvaa
| _to the-o 2, P ~theatrs, dinir m\ns,

Ticzkata
-/;| outinga, at all mmaa qu Ro, 3. We al ays
go. to Bay Ha.} Tor mckeﬁa, folks. You 3.\aaky
péoplel: £ gould be down at the begoh
a day nke this! And_the scothsayers say
1thg-gotnig to hold, too! A Well, folks, we had
two new arrivals imst n:.gh'a. ‘hey crapt in
after supper and, believe it or net, theoy w
the annual 1ifé. ot the party, ¥rs Hea&owe xth
her husband, the banrd-of Barnley Ridge Elect 1c
- o Worke. . To. an those who aren't acquainted
with this famous pair who've been aommg here
tar the lsst. five years and have put thelr
heart and soul into ea Balls vaudevillowew
* by the way it's on\tomovwrow nlga ao let's
“try and get a full theatrge-I r to all
ghose who Caoni £ iow them, my ad¥ice “1s ask
. < your. nearest neighbour;-and AL heé, dcesn' t know
esk his NEEPest *neighbom'*“* aebo
wt~  Sea Bells weloomes you all, newcomers
and old-timers alike. You're going to have
what our friends aorcss the At&imt}.c call a
whale of a, timew--yes, sirreel On today's
menu there's roast park baked potatoes, a chojen

beasd o 5)71»\.5' . 34’(0/"“4/ Wm._-—mp-:%:-_m‘wma;‘---—u- - - ve. W@

| Ne's & »
HEADOWS —fo—thut the chseky oney Kt nw.
JULIA: Yes, He's keen on me. Ever noticed?
HEADOWS: Everybody's keen on you!
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ol Thag it ot C.m—e—av‘-{

JULIA: Ra,( Do you know what he said
@mlaat night when we got in?

HEADOWS: No.

JULLAL Yhen you were eigm,ng idp An %he office. He
sald, what about us going ofi the Dreamboat to-
gether tomorrow night, 3} Meadowd? D44 you
aver hear such ﬂauce‘? Do you know what b

said? .
HEADOWS : Ho, ' ‘ 9
“?V ”w‘; Yo ece
JULIAS X amd P4 woulé zr you cea%d—&em yoar m
, (dﬂu-\v.,\.. R}MU.J.L-)
MEADOWSA You really tell them, don't you? M

JULIA: Hind By colffeirl

ST

MEADOWS 3 Your what?
JULIA: » My furt

TOGETHERA ‘there's nothing 1like love at £iret sightee-
1€ 1%'8 closee=wo0l~s=and at nightt! .
M (v pebean)
ANROURCER: ©  Attention, please. Don't forget, i’olka
. there are the usual races for kiddies at tho
ericket ground after lunch., 4t three-thirty
. we've got the egg-race, at three-forty-five
. the three-legged, at four the high jump for
under fifteens,

(~v )AJM e vad) Tuy WNerpmt e e e,
mej\ Tha%’a what I'd :l:um to gAve you---the high

Jumpt’ :

MRADOHS 3 Go on, you @ind him attractive,

JULIA: Follwew
YEADO%S: Say sol
JULIA: i say sol 2\ «

TOGETEER: -'If you can love an old bgboon like me, it
ndst be—--yee yeos 1% nugt beww=because we'pe

HBAPPY AT ) of AR
MEADOWS S You do, don't you? ‘
JULIA: Well, yes, a bit. He's got such gause,

Af you aae what 1 moan,

MEADOWS And you don't get much of thet at Barnley
Ridpge Electriss do you? . X

JULI At I'd gay not!

MEADOWS : You got brick walle, a quadrangle like a
miligary square, and ghosets. Hoatly @hosta.
’i’igs s what we all look 1ike to you, ien't :

JULIA: To me?
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MEADORS ¢ To you wonmen,
JULIA: How do you mean?

KEADOHS 2 They never give yoit the glad eye and that/sort
. of thing over at Barhley Ridge, do they? AThey
ghaet hgmmlanoea.“rgca;?tasnmwlega:m wp tﬁgm'
ega=hogom=face; gwitoh off; pass along the
Toup o™ teal

' conveyor-belt; ning up: Airty
plece of relay-wire there, reporti$a shop stowe
ard, . But you wonmen are 53.ffex'ent. You're

80f%. look at those arms. And feel what: a

e .
(Fm'“ﬁ ) 1ot of choek there is to pinch, Why, you're

lovely, you'te %-ax-geeua Jou're extravagam: with
flesh, o0ld swes t's becmse you' ve got
time mowing through you every—day., things oan
grow inside you like flowers, maughta and all
that; you oan wander in and out of yourself,
take B stmil ap and down your own lanes:
whersas 1've got to atay &n the traocks all the
time, and take a 1ittle peekeo outside when
nebody's looking., 1've got to be on the gui
yive all the time,

JULLAs On the»what?‘
MEADOWS: .  Qui vive!
JULIAL | What e that?
TOGETHIR; |

EEARRMIX 'xou know ‘what I mean when I talk Prench,
dariing, It means 1'11 never learn to quench
my love, derling!’

JULIAS People'd think we wers orackers, wouldn't they?

MEADOHS 3 And they'd de right. i‘.’;&w When I swinm and
look up at the eky like we 41d this morning 1
fecl crackers.

HEADOHS:—  Z-feed the sunshine and the aea are sane
. I'm n 1ittle white, peaullaz; thing s’loatiﬂg
about and belorxgi.ng nowhere. /™

JULIA: And what am zg 2 S uctus\..c._ l._\ I:..‘

N

" ot
JULI A des, the rmem are fmmy at Bamley m&ga

45 Af something got bshind thoir faces an _'
tuisted up thelr sking, end put aomat'
tnei‘rtgyga to hmake thew smaller.

el a )

Are you 1ike that, then? . . =,
MEADOWS; Am 17 Voo wte G
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oA . .
ANNQUNCER:  Attention n, pleaae, folks, Firet prme in

yesterday’s raffle wont to Mrs Willecox of
Cheam, and gecond prize to Mr Jameson who ..
naus from Courtney Suffolk, Thank you. e \\
folka! : . \1\ \
JULLA: But I couldn't aay wWhat the differénce was. “&
WEADOWS:  Try, B
JULIA: It's that extra 1ittle bit ofe-l don‘t now!, \ )
\1
. HEADOM 33 Haven*t any of the;m got 1%, too® N\
.} YOI — -~y The ghopsteward in Speciality -

Produots, busy ¥e's a mai good-looker, Bug
1t ien't ==t JN.L)..% - 1,

MEADONSS . ,
. It'e something secraz :Lsn't 3.1:---

(o
JULZAp L"af«)‘fm,—:dx puts you g1l of a tis-was!
MEADGHS:  But not a tlo-was strange, a—tis-wag lovely,

eh?
JULLA: Thet' s—rightt X! Ky e
- "“ o ) ‘ ! O > ¢
MEADOWS xe@{—m‘:‘mﬁuxﬁa— you emx't. gae, ubLin the dark,
ool h Lha Pi—is-aeces. b ome , Tallme
its name, ,
HEADOWS: Lovel ?haﬁ' the mme. ,(In som men you can

m 880 1% Rl vl . -‘ - ‘ 1 , -0 S,

4.7 one day it m:gnc i

"'V ’ { L ¥ I d V( y
K"’ /"";‘)" in-fie, o R a‘&arted getting in me on st
1 R N T 1 ,mbzy work, like a plece of ateal-»
Wav?xaw ) Tl

Set  Talk asbout something else qu&ck. 4 They
say that shope-stdward drinke, . leads his wife
a hell of g dance,

HEADONS: You can gee At in his eyes, Ittty Aary lock,
Skan™™ like parchment, He can get all the
gmls he 1ikxeg with his looks, bgt thoy feel
they've had the YHood sucked out -of them  ters
vards.

JuLIAs . How do you know?

HEADOWS ¢ It's written in the sky over Barnley Ridge
‘ Eiee;tr.tc. m.cea have told me over the reday-
wires,

Here's a further armouneement folks. Talk

of the devil---remember I Wae tm - about that
life of the party Just now, snd hor bardic kuahx
hugsband?  Well, hem 8 a Visitor for then,




will W

You see how populer they are?
or ¥rs Meadows trip along to the offico and

pick him up?/ He's rolled up in esc—of the
‘Iix;"J ha Ty gl And he's oslled
iy Johnson! :‘
. . T Mw\a.-..u Xl‘“o/u . —
JULLAS Who?
MEADOWS:  Hr Jobnsome!
ARNOURGER:  I'11 Juet repsat that. There's a geni}i%*iﬁm\ RNy
by the name of Mr Johnson waiting in the off=
jce ané would Mr or Hre Meadows please come .
along .and pick bim up? Blimey, I haven't gub
to say At again, Bave X% 1?7  Thank you, fo \'
JULIAg Hp Johnson? Who's Hr Johnson? \\

. \\
MEADOWS: You mean $o say you don't know? L ohe
JULIA: . Oh—Ecoultntti natzgg_g ¥r Johnson? Ry
HEADOWS Hust bet
JULLAS But not the the Hr Johnson?

MEADOWS:  The-the himself.  Must be.

- n‘a\v « ol _ ;

JULLA Yes, but---he sen't! /Here, quick, I've got
.to get dressedl” Take bin down to the beach
or somsthing! ;

e nl n oy M "}

JULLAS . Well, 1 wight 'tae/ baut just you koep him out of

; here while I get dressed, :
PEADOUES. He might. like teo see you in your Reachewear,

. - L'LA.A.‘ &-r\-‘
soizat P

HEADG?JS:

JOHNSON3:

KEADOVSY
JOHNSON:
MEADOWS:
JOBNDORS
HEADOWS:
JOHRSON;
MEADOWS 3

Julis. They say b}‘:.e Tates after his 4ad,
Faney Mr Johnson céming down here to see us!
He'g got a house up the road, that's why,
Small ploce with geventiyethese-poams,

Enter GODFREY JOHNSON, drwmd = hgh Wbt -
?‘l

y Srmoyy L<ece ! “ Twaly,

T qhought 1'a walk over. . They 1014 de your

hungalow., Embarrassing chap that, at ths g,a:.. .

doo?, Hes a volce that carrlies. Do you
pind me walking in like thias?

'Give us this day---' Remember?
Yoal

Vell, how are you®?

Fine, sir! VWon't you sit down?

No girs down here, please,

Ky wife went into a blue panic when she heard



JULIA (from the other room)

HEADOW3:
JOHNSOR;
MEADOWS 3

you were comihg,

Shets getting into a dreas,
Jeiok! |
I said you'd probably prefer her Y] ahe vas!t
I'm sure she's cmmﬂ.ng in WAW'

You caum hava knoc}ced me down wnh a r¢ather
when your ngme came over the speakers!  Thén
i thought, Oh, yes, Wr Johnaon iives just up the
maﬁ what Wod 1t you galled 1%, Mr Johnscn,
evil'swome or other? | \
was WV (_JL.._.( ) a‘

Devi)
Haughley Bay evile Reach
namel-

HEADOWSS

JOHNSON:

. there nevey was a baﬂ

vig Eas, 1 saddenly got an Adea.
I'11 go umd over and see old Headows, .
sy, I was having a chat with

Aou-wers on holid
Pergonnel sbout you, aad they told @b o NV -

tkwy?

e  Those boys are resl seers, aron't
RKnow everything!

-went to taaak skmp iovaly day'ukethis but
Persomned report about

ms::mowsﬁ“"

JOHNZOR;

HEADOWS s
JOHNSON:

. HRADOWS:

JORNSOR:

HEADOWS
JOHRS ON;

X 5 uppoaﬁ. |

you.
. 4 it P8 “ ~ELT . ? 1

g abont And I'1) tell you
Gy vzhioh o kmw all along. There.
p»e man in the Peraonnel section,

:saa in s way, Like mwg a

dirty old friend.

1f you've got your eye on a plaoce in Spociality
Products, why don't you apply? It's perfectly
simple!

Never thought of &t!

Phat's what I s you'd spend the next ten years

dreaning of Spe’%ﬁw Products, and all you've
got to do is get am applmatzlm form,

ﬁlha‘&—amt. it's m
.‘I' 11 tell you aameth.’mg, H
I mn‘t beat e,boue 'hbe bush.

J*B: '
tell you outright, you're the firgt ww'kmg man

I've ever hafl a/oconversation with,
Go on! @ ‘

Wmmm They won't falk
to me, gol-zen! .

JUiLa (From the other room) BHe's slweys been g talker, Mr

JOHNSONS

Jo ons.
Oh, Yes, indeed, Mra Meadows!



Hﬁmt}wsl\‘

¥EADOWS
JULIAs

JORNSON:

27
AWA

sho'a a scraand You want to gee her on
veudeville, Mr Jobnsonl . -ceest

Bnter JULIAy ~ W“ rednins ~*(,~"
Juitst Wnat’Bave you done sme for?

Gom& morning, Mr Johnson, It certal is
a pleasure see:lngg you down here with us!

Good morning, Mrs Headows,
tbink your huaaband exeggérated.,

1 don't m
Bamsttprewig

03 "l!‘r-ﬂl-.‘l'l_“—".,-‘-”- -

JUBIA And you came all this way to gee us?
, lh G \M."-* 9 care-v Wi,

JOHNSON: A I was telling your husbandee~-
wen you heard, didn't you?

JULIA: That' s right! 1 slwagys 1listen when I'm next
door: 1It's 81lly not to, 1s isn'e At?

JORNSOR—Oh,—S—agreol

MEADOWS § Talk abam aereain‘

JULIA: My Jaok & alvays been a talker. I knew when

he told"me he was going up for an interview,
% sald %o myself, he!ll talk the hind-leg oft

ey ) dank:ey, even if a.t & the prime ministert

wmows;\w 1 took ; poen along.

JULLAs
HEADOWS ¢

JULias
JOBRGONs

MEADOWS s
JULIA:

JOHNS ONg
HEADOWS:

o g

JOHHBON:
MEADOWS 3

JULIAS -

Yo what?

thls day."!
You didnt ¢

oL bs.d you evev hear anye=
Comes to the boss to reoord

thsng Im:e M;?
hia own w icel

Talk about laighl

1 think you've got more ssuce than Cmagnoval
Whot ‘
The osmp announcer, Always call bim Casanova.
ow; —thotan—with—{He volael

e & flon g2

N . v‘uu
8he told him to :Leavet‘,}’% behind last night when

he tried to get fresh!

Well, A%'s a nuissnce, ian't it, Mr Johnson,
when' men are a:lmaya on?

FUHNDS ONg
MEADOWS S
JULIA:

1 agroet
You're a real wire, Julial

‘ ol Cama {T ) )
muam ‘ our Christmas party yet,

/\



JOHNSON;
JULLAs

HEADOWS s
JULIA

JORBNSON:
JULIA:
JOENSON:

Mp JOM&O“? ' e ll’,

nz?-gaa z/«m be there ¢his-yeer. With my
Wil€E,

O, joveiyt The old Mr Johnson alwaye used %o
Come,

Used to laugh himgel! slcek!

8 I see your wife sometines
Jehnson, at the worka. Such a lonely 1 &y she
looks, 80 pad! ”
She looks ead?
Well, lovely with 1t, 1f you see what X mean,
She isn't too keen on the work. She won't

give At up, either,' She must work, and that's
the only work I ogn offer her.

JOHRSON:

JULEA
JOHNSON:

JULIA:
JOHHSONR:

JULIA:

MEADOWS§

JOINSONs
HEADOWS

SULLA

t;alit if you canl

hae nma.then, Jack said
you’d got a lovely big lake, You wouldn'y
catoh me going to Barnley Ridgé Electric if I
bad a lake and grounds and a butler, Jack aai.d
~0d horses and stadbles!

loce
I%'s 88111 oy father! .sp
wish thers, that's trie,
And she doesn't like 1t? Vhat & shame!

Oh, she'd 1like it well enough: Zf I was there
all the %ime. But our money s in Bainl

ey
Ridge Electrie, and wyithout that there wouldn's
be g house, 8o *there's no solution, you sect

Phere s all you could

¥hat a shametl

Bhe doean't 1like my scheme too well, es.thax‘.
The interviewing soheme, Hut your *husband® g
been a triunph for me, Hre Meadows.He was the
firat chop who réally talked. FH8 1t makes
the whole scheme worthwhile, 1 do belleve ny
a8 never really talked fo one man in the works.
Just thoseé qulek, pgruff exchanges employers and
their workmsen go *in for, if you sée what I maan,

gt~ It's hefter $o get dovn to & nice
And Jack'd talk the hena to
roost, he really wouldl

And now ‘you're here, Mr Johnson, what do you

| think about o0ld Sea Bells®?

Well, haven't seen much of it yet, Tha sea's
all ra,gm but how do you stand these loudspsok-

era all day‘?

Thought you'd say that. You aan tarn then
ggﬁi?.? Turn them off if you like, can't you,
at

That's right! ’

——
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HEADOES S But then you miss all the news, Frivaoy's a
matter of the heart, Mr Johnson, don't you

HEADOWS ¢ How 4i1d I get privacy when 1 was a boyy with
Dieeless | She/tméSo on and my mum aend dad talking aocrogs
the table WM? Bag-a4d, Hore ao
than now. Sea “edls 15 all right Af you let
yourself go. Just sink in, . Other people
aren't outside each other in this little wrld,
I sean;, Not 1like in your

n ! all sione, 8 amy
artly. But they"re not, outside, ome of
the young ones might be, But moat not,

JOHNS ONs WellE you may be right, daon it! We—mre

. (
MEADOW3: Liaten to that, Julla! When he says fdamn

ittY Halo-p N
| JULL A I think it's lovely!
MEADOUS: Know what they cell their house?
JULLA Ho?
KEADUHS Devillas Brig,

JULIA: No!l
JOHNESON: ‘mfr,I’G:s supposed to

HEADOWS: Listen to the way he says it! Nothing nanby-
pamby. HNot like some of these boys who shoot
) up from eollegel
‘ Cm"\ 3 3‘”“A) ) P 4 )
mmmn} Go@ kKnows where the devil oame from!

MEADOWS ¢ 'God', 'dann't It's g sorean!

JORNSON: They say one of the squires used to play hell
with hias tenants a couple of hundred years ago.
Looks 1ike & ship with two mastg---long ohine
neye, you know, Hrg to be seen in a mist,
then it really doeg lookslike an eerie sort of
brig, especially if some of the windows are
%gmed up, "1t casts & shadow on $7 the mistd

£ 1ike a ahip,

-~

JOBNSON: I'a like to invite you _botm over one day.

JULIA: You wouldn'tt You never wouldl
HEADOWS: SheldJeve—itt— look at her face, Mr Johnson,

HRow who' 8 the'enob here? Look'aé that dress
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she put o¢n. ALl for you., That's exaotly

what she would have done fifty years ego, a

. hundred, two hundped, Women nover change.
_ 1 | That' & whath was trying %o tell her when you

. came in, And ehe's right, Her snobbery's

right, VWell, ian't it? You're the boss,

' « there s no ga&ting away from that. You call
the tune, #nd I'm one of the pipers.” ¥You _
cen't get away from that, either, All tha¥ fo.

. g lovely wonmanly softness reallsesithat if you
| B like, Mr Johnaon, 1 ogf rise, and -1 you
| ‘ like I ofn fall, Of course, we've gnt trade
unions ,health—ingurance and all that. But
: you're atill the boss., That hasn't changed
! and it never will, Communiam'd s the same,
= 1 alvays tell the boys $ik% down in Froduot-
long when thoy're on about the withering away
. of the gtate, and anarchy, and ell that., 1
8 wg be the eame, ﬁe'd be 8 commiass &
) ~— then,/ “If he 4idn't like the shape of ay hoae
X7 Zaetl he)jeoald gend up a report that J.waste deviate
ioniat, and Fta be liquidated,V You've atill
got the boss. Do you know what sbabted me on
poetry, lr Johnson?

(443)
aafmsaﬁ;fd No. .
. HEADOWS: Green fields., That was my niokname at achool.

Headowa, you see. You can't get poetry unless
wu've got green fields inaide you, Ir Johnson,

JULIAZ What was that one once, about a heath in guamery
MEADOWS? I remember a heath in summer ‘
x i When the grass was burned brown

fwd  And we tupned An the grass in the summey
‘ Knowing we were slavea of the town,e=
. ‘ that one? )
8laves of the town in the sudmer,
Cogp in a wheel we can't see,
G Lot s turd An the grags this summer
And try to fmagine we're froe!

JULIA: They just pour out of hin, !i"ﬁeyze always about
prison. 4&adT- But he isn't a sad man., look
at him now, e A

, (Targ / )
MEADOWS Look at yourgelf. L The ambition of £ ,
is to have her namo.put- up for ¢ * han of the

social committes at Barnley s My Johnson,

hen one to the Ohristmas vaudeville this

- year, sheill—be—thinking-of—thety— he'll say,
Come on, Jack, let's give it to them tonight,

Mr and Mrs Johnson are there and my name might

g0 up, you never know! '

JULIA: Well, 4t's true. I can't but tell the truth,
can £% '
. mmaseﬂ’*: And why not? Baetter that someone who wants it

has it, than gomeone who begrudges th_lq time.
. _ oo
. JULIAR Well, 1t'as true, At doesg take time! Riged
. ' Ve od yp—theatape—and the catering. And there's
no peouniary motivel
HBADOWE: No what?
g ONgly) T , | .
ORGETHER) ' ' 'Xou know what I mean when I talk French, dare
ling; 1t means I'll never learn to quenoh my
y b N e (/emcte
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JULIA:

JOHNSON:

JULIA:

JOHN3ON:
MEADOW33-

Life ra.s ped sometimes, isn't 'it? You don't
know where you are emmtly. It comes over you,
that's what we often say. How would you like
a swim, M Johnson? 'The sea's like a mill-
pond today' '

Just what & thougm on oy way down. But 1'%79
got nothing vm;h me, Nothing ta s4im in,

Bey No. 3'11 ﬂ.x you up,

W
won't they, Jack? Emerks Trunks, towels,

bathing caps, dresging gowns; any%hing mou 1ikel

. LY B '
Sounda delightfull Tuy prpros (Teans

The big mistake, Mr Johnson,°$§ to think of worke
ing peome as the asame as you only they get leas

%? W I'm sure you've go 1ur~kmg in

your mind somepifere that the worker gets used to
‘ e hasn't been developed like you
Dofi' t you say that to yourself? ' And
ring bim out, won't you? Questions,
path X bet you neyer it down and think
nowkghat would I feel doing tMger-dexterity
wor

m1rue to & point, \I&‘W o1 Ject
cen't imagine myself doing it! Not day sfter

Gayt 1 Just can't imagine 1it, a5 i—ight
tt‘y., - Ang I'va then tl“led N\‘Ndoq wi
rot o T
Just what . It'e Weeaﬁn your M.t‘e.g"‘”
nor ¢a 1mag1ne it, esther! /Sounds funny, N
Mfm&r

hat BYXkh deesn‘ t ith

) WOTK 10r going on seven years,
Fifty-fi 3 telephone-relays a Gay. - 14id it
but L can't imegine 1t, So I'm not sc different
fpe you, Yet I am., See what I meant You
Gay to yourself, Well, my mind's been developed,
their's hgsn*t. So their's ia aaleep wnne
they're on the job., It isn't true, ¥r Johnson.
They're nusbes The mind gets numbé The sane
as yours would. That' p why I ean't imagine Go-
ing it. Because there' g ndthing to lmagine,

8o where does that get us? I'1l tell you what,

;’/’_%%%_e__m.,) You think you're more responsible
S an working peoplée, You've got more responsibe

M |
Duts. ol
1’5 \ e .
%)

JOHNSON:

ilities, You talk, move about places, you're
always looking round to see what you can do b Lo
organige something. The worker doesn't say any-
tm.ng;‘ does he, he stays inside hie work, he
doesn't look after anybody e¢lase like you he
reads his paper like a slave in the mom:.ng,

he takes what he gets all the time, peace or war,
it's all dlshed up to him, lan't 17 See what

1 t:gan? Isn't that more responeible what you've
8o

I've got more responaibin’ciee on my shoulders,
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yea. Well, if;'a obva.oua. Anvr‘m

. : 38 nd—hie—Lax took—ufber. 1lve

* , got aboub two nhaaaaud workera. and a few other
: concerns as well,

. HEADOYS : Juat what I say® See, Julla? If 1" ve gtt
. - f1fteen ohiclken runs to look after, I'm fifteen
. times as responeible a8 a man with onelfw it d.W
x e@asw%__g_m‘ Suppose, I let all My chioke
ens g oai=peat, mﬁ@ﬁm@ﬁ treadl each other
to death? Ap I 8till/@ifteen™times as responsi-
ble? BSuppose the fellow with cne chicken-run,
Just five or six ocapone and a couple off heng,
suppose he looks after them and goes down o’ have
2 look at then four or five &imes a day? Suppe
ose he gets egees as big as your figt, double
yolkers, and the man with fifteen runs leaves %
i1 %o ac BboaY ‘.lse and etinks up the nighbour-
) snga?  Who's more reshonsible?
oghe, m' Johnaon?
N #AV;;[») f‘g;r:- o, u’LlA)
r wa've got 1
wr " Ot 5”111"‘""

Not quite

tor - = : o bit of
gax'den and have move veeponatbuxty T hi
finger than g fellow who owna a ezreet-mn of
houses. n 8 M.ke privacy, MHr Johnseg_@
-0 M e w;.-.-*ul,;_nu . Ple n(t wosy
And here's Stage Three.

re you. He doed

he? He's small,
1ittle house and :
back garden, Eut w’ B
ansible fbr 3hat?

i m.a 11ttle bit of
_to 88y he's less respe

4 He.s morg |
Here'a the reasan. Beoabuge .
phow 1t, See what 1 mean? ()
wear 1t on the outside, °C It's real res-
I‘b'a nm: in his m.-m you see,
‘ It's llke having

M-L-mem? Bt ze Fbur. Hem'a the real
dif ference between you and the working man,
e doesn't want to o anice aything.
doesn' ¢t want to get on. Be's all right as
he 1s. He'll get a beﬁter wage M8 he can.
‘But he wen't lvwave his etreet in a hurry, he
won* ¢ mﬁ? try and think of himgelf outaﬂ.da
his Job, in another one. That s why 1 never
thought ot applying for Speciaglity Produets,
I've got my life already, you see, It wouldn's
~ _ change my 1ife., lWhat 19 my life? It's in the
« q front room at home, it's my wife sitting here,
' it's 4in o0ld Maw;hley Bay every yesr, in my num
. and dad, the canteen of a morning when we. go down
rcr n amoka. Hark’a not my life, ,Jou see,
T~ L4 ekepse—, Byt work's your 1iTe.
w&:&m It's underneath all the time, -
_ It's 4n your wind, working round all the tame, -
I can feel it while you're looking ot me, It's
1ike, a heart beating inside you, Thoughitge=-
that's your 1ife., But we'rs not like that.

We don't make our own lives, \fT-yoxase wiav i

{
!




nias=— We don't hake At with thoughts/ It's

.Just. therk £n' tho morning when you ge¥ up, and& — ~
you sort of fall into it every day. In that
senge we't\e fiot responsible, | We don't lrrﬁg"'&a» our
go along. ~We-don't look outside,

me for all the workers, ¥r Johngon,

lives as Wy
~-itVa.the sau ! ,

all the world over, 1 don't care what you say.
They've got \real responsibility. To the people
. they live wigh, - -
JOHNSONS And ‘what have
HEADOWS:  ° Troughts. - ‘Hahpindos- of your workers, bafpro
S . you've even ghaken hande with them,” That ¢

a thought: =-A hetfer-world:r that e another.
-thought, Bettek output. A worker doesn't

L

v go on 1ik'e Shaty ' e s ol

i

P A"‘l s v S\ . ¢
JORNSONs No, he leavés it ™t} mes ' -~ - L . 2,

MEADOWS: ThHat's right,.>-’-But \don't _you think you don't
heed him for all tha%. "Yo 46, You necdibim
1ike he is, too., Ddcause if he thought like
you, With all those iVioas, if his biain weht,
round, all the-time lile yours does, he wouldn't
40 the work, he wouldn!t let himself get numbed'
his old brain wouldn't\give him any peace, He'd
say the same a8 you, '1 ocan't imagine myselfl do=-

"~y ing/ not day after day)! But he doesn't think
' 1iko tha%., He doesn't|\ think of !day-after-day'.
It's Just now he thinks\of. The canteen, the
- wife at home, Friday night shopping night, a k
over the fire Rexmeady Shturday afternoon, It's
not day: after day. That s a thought. Ses what
1 mean? See what I mean, Julla?

-

JULIA: Yes, well, I'da. -sort oft
MEADOVS s There s a good girl, You\want a ewinm, don't
you, Qudék? i

JULLA: Hell, 1 wouild, yes!

MEADOVS: That's right! Sece what I mben, Mr Johnson?
Jou think you can change the\working man with
bigher wages and all that, you think you can get
that mind un-nunmbed, TYou can't! He's gon no
embitions, Good thing for you he haen' ¢!

He wouldn't do the work otherdisel So don't
try end get his mind un-mumbed| tco much, because
he'll lay down his tools!  Rukxdenk$xy But he
ian't a sorap less olever than\you are for that,
and he isn'€ less resppnsible, \ He doesn't have
ideas like you, That s the only difference.

He hasn't got these organising ideas,

JOHNSON:  If it's true that you've got no hmbitions, why 4o
you want to got into Speclallity Hreducta?

MEADOWS: 7o be under the scientists, It's\ Just a fad,
it isn't the money. It'g Just the fsel of AL,
Do you see what I mean? But then hgain, I'll
toll you something, ¥r Johnson, In aﬁ_r‘emnt.
Perhaps theay're all getting like me.\ Perhaps
we're all on $he movel But I'm one §f thoss
people the middle olasses are malde out\of!

JORNSON: At .
HEADOWS : I don't feel at home with the boya any mord,
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I'm lookitlg out all the time, That's. a bit
of ambition starting, I suppose, The frent
roonts atarted to feel atuffy to ne,

How do yoQ mean there, Jaok?

It's all right, Quok! I8's like waki
1t's a bad|world T'a waking up to, but  cantt
ut myself|baok to slesp agalin, 1% you see what
% mean, ‘m the gort that goea to Amerioa and
never thinlia of the old country again, I fall
for all the gadgets and the demoeratte polite=
neas and. the reenng L don't bhave to Souch m
oap to nyd ~ L know &t'a a 1@‘6 of x'os ut

Tou' ré very ¢l ear ~about yourself, aren't you?
Itve got %o
gan'tnga to isleep again. X‘ou‘ ve got

OuY,

And. suppose 121 the world lacked ambition,

be, As I Bay, onoe awakeﬁ y:gi i
0

_ including pepple like me?
16'a be all Pig

ht. Ve wouldn't have -s
aort of world, Buf life'd go on. 8
thinking, Hft|Johnaeon? . It's Just a epeok on
zm world! |We're jJust aglive, Ve haven't got
ppsh M: along all the time with our thoughts,
‘rhat 8 all atbitions are,---thoughts., It doean't
hta, you aea not %o get goling,
14ve' s already there. But that scares you a
bit, dosan't 137 Xou :uke $0 have it ¢slea.
You'don't want %o oclose your eyes and Just get
moved along. | You like to see where you'rsa

goidng.

Yes. I'm sohred of the Gavk. Men do wioked
things in the|dark, Ever notioed that?

Do they? You oan abolish the dark but they'll
do At in the Uight just the same, AL they're go-
Ang %06 do it 4t all,

Zou can talk liike that because your mother and
father réfused| o 1live in the dark any more,
They star ted protecting themselves against
people like my|father,

'i"h&'ﬁ 8 right..
And now their llives are cloar.

And the heart's gone out of 1%, You can changa
Barnley Ridge Ellectrie as wmuch gs you like, M
Johngon, you can give me aireconditioning amd
lovely lavatorlés and s recreation~-room and
holidays with pay, but that work'll never be quite
right, it'11 ne et bo quite right to sit down

in that assembly|room turning out @iIrty-rive
r0lays in a day,|I don't care what you say.
There'll alwpys he something wrong with it, .
g‘nat: t%ke the sclledule-~-clocking in and 0locke

Ve oan change thel schedule. VWe oan raduce the
hours of work, {e're trying t¢ all the time,

Why, Af the work's so oongenial? Vork's gbod
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ffar‘a man, vthey sayy There,s something wrong
with that’w k, yon%know it Bthpt‘s why you

want to ont \Lt down, And that s"what you

ean' & bear, Mr Johnson., You cagn't bear the
ides that nothing's going to solve the preblem,
gshort of rol up the whole thing., You can't
bear the tholght thuat it's all wrong, from top
to bottom, ocdn you? wm,gma.- thes e buildings,
and people wilth blg deskes, and miillions of mone
ey, how can all that be wrong? But why hot?
Why shouldn't|the whole world go wrong?

Where would 1t\ get us to.say so? Into a rathe
er lonely position, that s all.

Exactlyl Yoalﬁan"t like the ldea any more than
your father 4id! Because it's your world,

You say, Where pould the truth get us? You don%g
soem %o ocare if|it is the truth or not. I'nm
Bust saying what the truth is, And you have

tc agk all the time, WYhere will 1t get us?

Will it do us any good? And that's ambitilon,
That'¥s what I slean by ambition., 1t's behind
evoryone of your, thoughtd., You ocan't think
without 4t!  ItPs what you meen by thinking,

You moan thinking what to do. And I mean say-
ing the truth, |You can't ilet go of the world

and say, '1t's all roti' ' You've got yo have

your nose in 1% gll the time, organising, But

I can. It's a ¥ind of rellef. I say, it's

1tV s
a lot of rot, Uhen I ocan say, 411 right, I
want to live, I'31 sink o $

It meghs twisting
to by done,

No, nol  The work doesn' <touch pe, you see!
The work doesn't touch ust  That's where you're
wrong. YThere yog are again.  Ambitlon again,
You'd have to think to yourself,. ALl right, I'll
go rottent Therd'd always bave to be a ‘f.ﬁought
in your 1ife, alwiys somsthing. deliberate, you
gouldn't get away |from A%t ‘

Aa my work's rot,| too? "4 ‘

Wea, of coursel Hut you won't let yourself
see 18!  You oling to it. I don'st., I've
got my life. Hy wbhrk isn't ay life.

So we all become litile selves belieVing in
nothing, only how rdtten everything is outaside?

o! It's no gopéd being a 1ittle self,

Oh, p X : ‘ ,
- That s your world! |That s what I said just

now, peopie aren't Joined-together ifn your
wrld,  Youwre ali little individugls, Hot
in my world, ‘Hhen 1\ say ay l1life 1 mean the
other man 8 1ife, too) 4t's the game in my
worldl We'rs all joined together undernieath.
wg; vetgct She same heoeptee-the same thoughts,
BiN080,. ) : .

Yea, 1t's funny, we ae

- to accept things more,

t 4t, Trust a woman,
People don't stick out
. But in your world

nvergation all the

%

There you are, She's
It's accepting things,
of themaelves in our wor
people have got %o meke
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time, havenit they? . They've got to bo soe-
igble, 1'yve mticea it. In our world it

Yot we make it as well., It'e
aren't thinking, That8s the di:.rt-

ANROUNCERF  Attentlon,,plesge, Just a remindere---on today“
meny there av‘roaaﬁ pork, baked potatoeg, a
exs o Spr Jm,ehoicxe of (Rpiibasa-aR-truaret—roronte: and apple
P J ~8auce; and for az‘ters there:'a prunes and cugte
ard, Now thore are 83i1l a lot of uncollected
tickets foy tonight's dinner-~-there'll dbe a
special sitting a% five-forty-five for those
lucky people who' ve booked for the Dreamboat.,
The Dreamsboat leaves South Pler ot Siffsmn
mixnken a quartsr to seven prompt, Will all
Hoonlight Dregmers please remombey to tzake
A woollies along, 1% gets chilly out at sea when
QU the gun goes down? The Droambost dodks agaln
r at 1.20. tomorrow morning, and. the Dreamers oan

p,c‘?" ~ dream in bed until nina-—t:fzi.rty Af they want to,

J T e’ 11 b6 ‘a epocial late sitting fop break-
2 D) .. tand unﬁl fen o elock, - Well, that @ about all,

" folke. e‘ca.t that's French for have a

- good b ow-ou . may I remind you that the

olearance bays ara open mll d&ay ror queries?
Thank you, everyhodyP

JULIA:. -  The Dreambost's Tevdas, Hr Fobnson:  You look
over the side, Ta—ike-Siiding A
"1 At, Jack?

hcare's glan demeam 5.n ona ottne uabs.ns,
ou can eee the fish Shrough,
1ovely supper.  Rmember, Jaok? R

HEADOWS ¢ 'gg faé’es i the wﬁeﬁ; ) L

A-‘..M.

JULIAL He—more varl e sbout the. nmamboa‘a e

h’ell I Johnson,
: to f:hink. abow: this

HBADOVS:.

JOHNSON:. Oh,-yui;—youlve dong m : ie'g partly why I
came, & expected it - - X

Tiken 863 17w~ -H6 tolls me
abou% myaelr shali we
.aa%?—'m: of ua?k tetts!

JULIA:

[ U
*

JONSON———It*5 5o Tate! T
MAS Dor on e bond s V‘*""‘ ‘31{," -
MEADOMS 3 /L’fa' 13. p;m you. 1unnh anﬁ show round Sea Be11s.

JOHNSON: Youwere-senrat?

MEADOWS: ___Oh, yagl

JOBHSON: Ittt Y5 A 88 1IIPS. Ssaring ceonla
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v JIORNSOR e 3 o v fa & £*1] strike .2 :,‘».‘ o\ ' ‘ S legsiic

SORRSGH 'y donet U IL Doch ToOnE oue with met

JULTA— Bus we couldn't, Ur Johnsen! The house is so
big, from what they sayl :

JOHNSON: %&,M'ﬁ' 4 new sxperience for you,

JULIA: And think of the nrnuble' Trr your wire!
' | hav-c
. JOHNSON: ) JHervental Youvoe;—he tons

e

JULI Az L've got ‘natfiing to wear!
Ehat's
JELIAT And Jack can't dress for dinner. He hasn't
got onel
JORNSONS He hardly ever Qress for dinner, unless the

0ld man oomes amm. Usee | owe D

JULIA: Bus,. Jack, 1 uougdn’t Know whieh kanife and fork

and that aox‘t of thing!
o wwde k 34M)

HEADOWS 2 Well_ here'»s your ehatwe ﬁo ‘1eam /fuu*a—ﬁrmk

. - Jom‘fﬁaﬁ!




HEADOY3:

JOHNSON:
HEADOWS

E= Soenid® 1 5 08 e i
el et el
_ierd

You' ve a W
Johngon?

fpect,

Heére dre your things, Jack., Let's go for a
syif, It feelp 8o funny.

i doch. v 2vi-¢Aq do ¢ L..?M -
oG * bt L. awhs -ttt T Pustspe
o K tessde ~ by e
Peeant, P W eao ofe
Attentidn, please, folks. Moy I remind you
to wear your number-badges af 2k times, pleasge?
They're etill turning up in the asand! Please
wear your badges at all times. For the benee
£it of neweomera may I repapt that your numbere.
badges will securs free entry to the cinena,
plerrot theatre, dining halls, beach-cabins,

and ball room.. Thank you, folks! Crstiie
' &u,\f ABRIT uUnd (‘,\.._;{ e,
osh Daeﬂ.v P IS Mla,c. .SﬂM

5 P O;;Jk, LS P E S ‘(.O-—Q
Cs=E N/ e .

‘ _ 6))" ,.,11,_0{ )d PO




b SCENE:. Toom IX [D6VItT—BrifE tte fotiowing ° |
MO (', ' |
_ PeNny

ERYer-HARGMER AND JULLAy are duidisy ofes. hus |

] JULIA: - You look over: the side, and you-can gee your
faces in the water, t's ever soi}ovely}:/f77*59

-~ * What ‘d6°you think-of.us being here< Mra—Johne

¢ s w v % o0

- ¢ ot s -

MERGARET: We lead different kinds of lives,” I'd Qay.i T
We don't really mix, It's another of my
husband's big ideas, Am I too frank?

FRRGARETT —— Do s4t-aown,
JULLA Ohve

L T w?
It's the men make the differences, If it was
left to the women there wouldn't be any,

) . lv‘db—cw N
MARGARET: Theretd Just pk naked power,
P

1t But

then ﬁhey say I've got a masculine turn of
mind, ,
JULIA: Have you got any ehildren, Mrs Johnaa
MARGARET: Mo,
JULIA: Why not?

1{" Riwvt thatsy < mpl IS
.MARGARE}\ They Just haven't come./
seem very keen, either,

JULIA: Why not? ('m— L Mo
¥ MARGARET: He sald to me once, Animals in ocaptivity don't
breed,
N JEEAT— Antnmls -
. .
JULIA: But you aren't xu—egptivzzy. Youtre—free,

look at this house,
k. MARG ARET: We could be free, So could we all.l I could

e ——
———




T
# .
-t
™ aa— . ]
e
i P
e e
!
|
\
¥ . . - .
. P—
A S, ™
A Tl A e
- B
i
o 3
— ———, ST
PIEN ]
-
» -
-~ . ) .
‘) h)
- Ve -
" .
N v
Poevy o,
i 2 e s e @
Il e S v ETheeT
T - -— —n p—
g — o ———— - -
.
: ' et
. . & i
BN
)
.
Y PN ey ""S
b Pl
&, -
g8
o~
. ..
- - . N oo .

: ,
S e
Y
«
o -
1 - .
. -
‘
De
. .
. T
T .
Al
-t
. .
. . M s
2t .
4
N i
JUSUDRP R S S e Y
. L ' - -
b F— e ————
R
, -
% - N
[ N

YAt gy




40

run of £ with Ted Lowell, He's in love with
me, But I don't,

> HARGRET——Oh;—yes,

JULIA:
JULIA:

MARGA{%ET:
JULIAs

MARGARET: .

'H)e really smellé of horses, doesn't he?

I must tell him that! He'd be proud!

1 mean in a nice way. Very outdoors,
Bu% it wouldn't do to let go, would it?

In what way?

Let men come it over you, They always will,
given the chanoce!

1 don't have any temmatione 1ike that because
2 ‘ver really got started with my husband,

u¢~ A8 | al
JULIA;. ; ca -
« ’ " ~\ Lot J‘;_‘;,:_, X L — ) ] YOII Ought tO
have seen him on ’che Dremnboat 1'53&::&@3117«7
And you're so prettyl
MARGARET; He says he's fed up with my hard .moral gore,.
I'm from one of those countpy families that run
rough-shod over their chifldren. Grew up
rough, S-» &', (-e.w—w bt Cheo 'ew,
. JU’IQIA':_: I've deen you at Barnley RIfge Electric.
You're always alone, It scems 8o sad, You
ought to comé and Join in with us,
. . i ' ..
T MARGARET: I'd make .;&mm. uncomt‘ortzable. ' .
JULI A He goﬁ Antereated m Jaok,v; it wae ehe poems.
" 1 nearly went shrough the floor
when I heard Casanova say over the blower--e f
MARGARET:  Whots casanoVa'{ M L
ty 1 ¢ t.“M e ul >
JULLA: ‘I“at Sea Bells. ,LHq‘-g—eraon e, 5%
We-l—l-,All of a suiden his ‘voice comes through
saying tha® Mr Johnson's walting for us at the
) gate! But it doesn't seem so atrange now,
(hodry ) THirmever—forget—this—house, - Faney having
a lake of your cwn! And that lovely dinner-
table, with pioturea -*d-the wall.
MARGARET: - IM4’ change o%with you.any day. _ . '
FUETAT— You wouldnt*ti C e e B e e - '_
i, i
. MARGAHET; ———Yem,—Fwoulds coe L e~ :
JULIA: Of course, I suppose you can't get very snug
. here, !ou can't twinkle your toes at the fire,
MARGARET: Oh' I've got a 1little sneak-hole upstairs.
It's so tiny you'd laugh,
JULIA: They won't be drunk, will they?

HARGRRETT—Vthot—
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MARGARETs
S
e
JULIA;

MARGARET:

JULIA:
MARGARKET:

JULIA:
MARGARET:

-JULIA:

MARGARET:
JULIA:
out |
MARGARET:
" JULIAY

MARGARET;
JULL A

EARGARET}
JULIA:

MARG ARETs
JULIA:

”mwwlﬁfu*
But what goares you?

I.don't knowt  It's just the idea of 1t COM-
ing/down theret’ It doesn't seem right; i€ fou

see what I mean!
?a.uu.a._ n._./t
B\b‘}:ere e‘.lae would it come out? .
Y, 14'S 81 ;

Oh, no! They only stay a moment,

e R (T )

uunn;ru:x--.nul'-'Au'—vs::.‘.‘r'"’.:-!'.l:.lu

It%s always been done here, The men like their
port and a. bit of manly talk, All except nmy
husband, He says it's congervative,

| Lsle,
But it doesn't seemn ri.ght/, /E/ending the women

aevay!

The women ;,gume_, They—aren‘-%—am—aw-ay-.-
My mother always used to tell me that, They

leave to powder their noses and have a bit of
talk, ' My mother was an. independent

"woman with a clear, forceful mind, And X

know, nowadays, itfe better to stay with the
men s you ean ‘end drink their disgusting port
because the women aren't up to much,

'You ought to come to owr soclals ' Mrs Johnson.,

You'd have ever such a good time!l

1 wanted to ask you Just now, do gou have any
children?

Oh, . no!
But you will have?
”

I" ! d,
m 8 oared,

—~1t7

it's 8o sllly 1n a

thmk__ahmtt-it I tol& Jack,
think of having a baby!

And what did he say?

He eald 1f rate had a child in mina it wouldn't
ask my permission. Bue,I

ahoﬂ_'iﬂ_.—-"\....h.. art 4.& L b Sr a\\\w\«k.c..
' "\i\.
Is it the pain? \\\A\

Oh, no! @Mmm I tried to. éxplasn
1t’ to myself one day and I thought, It's llke \

I ead, 1 oouldn't

mixing up pleasure with, well 1ove1y 1ittle
babies! It doesn't seem rigﬁt' But it 4isn't
”2‘.“ exactly, either, I just can't think about
i

Why shédlan't babies come out of pieaaure?‘

Yes, but you have to look after them, don't
you and how are you going to do 1’6? And then



JOHNSON3

MEADOWS:
JOHNSON;

#2
G el + A

you get .all the doctors, and that laughling ges
they give you, A woman at Barnely told
me wheriever you feel a twilnge you.press the
button and held it over your mouth akd you g0
out like a light!

MARG ARET:. It is the paln, then?
JULIA: Na, it isn't) It's 1like having a lovely 1little
baﬁy down there--criticielng ne,
MARGARET:  Critleising?
JULIA: No, you don't see what.I mean, Nobody - could
who wasn't met  And Jack & a ‘man, .
MARGARET: What a funny world!
JULIA: 1 know you'il 1augh at me and th&nk me nothing!
MARGARET:  Not at all. L ; ‘ :
JULIA:: I’feel,like:erying; C N
MARGARET:  H » . _men. L .
ARGARET: ere are the men 9 u e ask o &
' ; TED LOWELL anﬁ:&ﬁﬂnsnﬂl
LOWELLs . Bat hard AN mout;x/ but he moves, Mr Mead-.
. wa! A .
MEADOWS ¢ Sounds a beauty to met ' Hear that,  Julia?
Mr Lowell's going to show us round the stables
tonight, = - :
JULIAS' Very nicel . ‘ o
JOHNSON3 (g & Kiee LA\ iae) |
:ﬂkﬁ It's horfible the wayvtheae ewo 1ike each other,
LOWELL: et 11 18amn,. Eweryone of them's an 1nd1vid-
ual, eh My Méadows?

MEADOWS Tbat s right, I‘ve aiways loved horsea."
LOBELL: What I always tell the' aquire here--they're tee
epthk&u+b.fwi:ﬁzllﬁfﬁzﬁﬁldﬁ only they run faster and eat

hay. )
JOBNSON: Noble sort or people, of courae? ,
LOWELL: - Of course’ He'a pulling my leg, Mrs Meadowa’
JOHNSON: And for God's sake don't call me ‘squire'} \t
can't stand it ZC e 2ACK) Mr ey i< (JY‘-‘a. .
BOVELL: He thinke it's old-tashloned. R

ank—Shriagt for the women, anyway they'll N
talk to me, “Well, I never though® Barnley
-Bidge Electric mix with the looal hunt! Tha%
1 could never have foreseen.

It's Just liking horses, that s all,

You've never been up on one!
8 el’f.

Ibu said 80 your-



~

MEADOWS: I just like hea'ri‘ng him talk,

JOHNSONS' Hear that meell? I don't believe you’ve ,
o heard thed said 1n this house before! - X

LOWELLy

JOHNSONs ‘I'here's somet:hing you've mwaya overlooked,
. old chap. beople are different from hors es

. there's no gettﬁ.ng away Lrom M:' i!ind you »»7
bﬂ,'w a noae-bag 6! 2 I-iteep _ :

LOWELL: Itts nke the equj.reuttnng Mr Meadows. Hs'

[ touchy about it, Xnow why? Because he's a
squire, - What 1 aslways téll him, He's got
tenants, he's got a farm, hg's got & mancr-
house and a steward, That 8 a gquire, But
he won"c have it.

JOHNSONy You a.lways eoma out with that hisforical survey
' when we'vé got guests, don't you? His conver-

satlon never changes, Meadowe. Tou see, the

3 _he. talka to arsn’ fmemwell, they' ré not
frightfu atereating, if you gee what I mean,

VoA 2O I ' 4 Irsald, lowell,
thedeé horsea aimply arenlt your level, 'They
aren't talkers, I sald, oW what he 84167
Johnson, he sald, don't be 4n intellectual
anob!
LOWELLs ! Horses are famous talkers, thaﬁ;’ 8 another thing,

JOHNSON) Z? -
LO¥ELLs /r\s_‘? -

JUHNBORE-  mtto know ,theu' ‘language!- Phatls-right——Now-

-

MARGARET:  It's true tHat he can talk to horses. I' ve'
seen him gwitoh a hoise in the miﬁdle of: ‘a‘ Jump

without movmg a muecle. S w
JOHNSON: Tricky fence, wes 11:? - e ql\\;- 3 3
. X \\\ )
MARGARET:  Yem, B o« Lot bk g %\&\
JOHNSON. Rataer]  Know how he d14 wz Talked throug)n
P his gresel  Whe ; A
a BNy e

‘ ._““’ ‘__ :f A T 4 " ot ‘P"g \\\‘\

(k Onlin) WiV’ | / o o '
mms;\ Hg:':sae;park &g_—gﬂjmi’:

MARGARET: Yes , they're a r:.bald fami ’

JOHNSON: 1Ti5%en <o Lowell‘s la s th hn
: horse-laugh, eh B e origtnal
\_,__.—l.



(valk « \ui\-a‘ou.«' Larle- wp)
nzanowsig Cards, the whole lott - ' .

MARGARET: My huebandeon' g0 near the st ables, Mrs -
; Meadowa,. only keeps them for mea

1 woll, of course,:

Well, I seriously believe he &u€s, sometimes,

~can't see animals suffer,
Margaret.. He n't got a penny to his name
have you, Lew€ll? Iives with his father in an
old bgne legst 1 can. do. ie to give him a ride}

0f course, X do!}

1 true enough!

But one thing you won't do, frey, and that's

play the,squireq eh?

JOHNSONs . Thaz'zﬁfiggz. | T,
MARGARET: It might moke everything fit toether. N
LOWELL: ¥hat beats me is why there can't be modern

squires, The land'e still got to be fermed,
there's atill got to be keepers, and 1 dare say
poachers, too. There's got to' be rarmere'
h&nﬂﬁ--‘ ) L \
, ) Ve T landa’ \ Rl )Ju....
JOHNSON: nh,_no-me#e fcr Ghnisz-s sake‘ We ggfh}t

LOWELL: 4-44—trust—Hrotradittonte-gone, 1tver
8ot yourva atall goc'to a1t Gownsiairs o'

Saturday morning and go through- the aécounts,
eh ‘Mag? ? e .

JOHNSON:  “That's ight, asw call her nEagrr  of abl - )
. abbreviated namea that's abont the worstlb* hanrd !

MARGARETt  Rhymes with 'bag' ‘-bag‘——'—s'ag‘— R, -] ]v/ij
JOHNSON: Now you've started. hegl?azing herself, sfa§§u
LOWELL: I@Eﬁ::ﬁa:t:in::aa%ﬁ%—- I've always sald’ 'Hagf“

MARG ARET: Godtrey dnnﬁntt[any sort or 1abel. : ) |
- bhe-hatos—te—hear Lsguirely, He Ae a squ:treé R\

but the name frightens hiu, Yo

H R i fi\ |
JOHNS CHs . I'na fake aquire. . Mine's a commercial ram1i§.

: It's been counting the shéckles for three or'
four génerations, When my graidfather came’
into this houase he 414 so because the squire's \\
Anitials were the same as his owa and the? were )
engraved all. over the church pews. That's
what I call a fake squire, He mede hils money
out. of sweated mill-labour, .

o _ , , ' '
LOWELLy He didn't inherit this place, that s true,
“ ] - "
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But you did,
) MARGARET: That's a—ounning—arguments eue !
JOHNSON: —m—l\ﬂy work's in the modern world, lLowell,

LOWELLs 80 are horses, More interest in horses now
than ever there was, eh, Mr Neadows? Riding

schools in all the new owna@_peep}e—hme—get
money-—Ain-their-pockets-—novadayse=

0% (\’ Sa—m)m.a. -l:;.,. H...p, r..'L..u . vlnu-lfnw’
Ve oR » = .

LS

JOHNSON: Itis— A We—Jjust floated along-—ané

o~ -bend-wns-playing., Most of us were downstairs
in the cabin, sitting on benches along the side,
with oil-lampa swinging in the middle. You-~

44444

JUERSONr— It was the ladies' invitation waltx. [ She
came across and gave Meadows a look firat,

» Then she asked me, It wasn't touching or any-
thing Xikke of that kind, It was M&-
ordinarily simple and natural, It

Yo oern—eay¥s—>Bus 1t wasn't natural in our sensge,
eithere-=it wasn't relexed or what me call sponte
aneous., dhe was even a bit nervous, She was
strained, She bit her 1lip, I don't know why

me, 1 think, to put me at my ease,

o~ .
Ju-» g o She could see 3 n't a resident at Sea Bedls,
deows) '+ Perhaps she knew It was 50 wonders-
. Ccv > fm:l.y comradely---1 hate word, but &wender
R P ZPhere wasn't
st g , ,any gex or vanity in if,

She was Jjust natural and equal to me, end- I'\&
never felt anything quite 1a.ke that in my llfe,
uhne 2§ dancg_d;uﬁh_her. .. AYET A4 3dR 69

' x‘dmn'g say to myseif - ~
atimao%ive or nlce to know, She was thé uhole '
rggg__tc_t_lﬁ,_ue boat as it floated along,

the band stOpped\and\elzrybody talked in
ne

a kind of homely underto g 2 Af there wasn't

awy danger in the world
= . W il -gale _and snug

losfmal  hated Q,.r.g'a W,

JOHNSON: And I do believe they really aid talk to me
as an equal, the men a8 well, They diﬁn‘t Jump
when Meadows sald I was his boss, Tbgt 8 a

blg change of ®urse, from the 0ld man s world,
0008} 1 didn't have to"make an
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effort, It's true, Meadowe, one dogsn't

have to think in that wovld. There 6 a kind of

hum underneath everything, It's a kinder ﬂ-u.lw-
e -Lcu——" world,

KEADWS: Oh, At oan ba oruel, don't you worry, people <

3::3 their tongues w sometinege— .

JURNSORN: Yos, but—Emean-1t's kinder to the nerves,
One can't sée it from the outslide, from/their
faces, Af you Just see thom at t he worKs.
Headows gave me 1on§ épecches a Xankt¥ short
time ago about the 'borjoyXa', Loweld, and 1
didn't quite know what he meant.

LOWELL: Borjoys®

JOHNSO He means us, And I thought af theé time, It's
the old envious palk about a her c¢lase with
more money in it s pooket, /But that ien't
true, Really, he was talking asbout a different
state of 1fe-~-it's a different kind of ner-
vous system, almost, tha¥ we don't know any-
thing about,.

Just as they don't kpow anything. about your -
ife, elther, The don"c see what At is to
ﬂgke 1ife out of tHoughtsa.

JOHNSOR; That s anothar thing he says. Making life
with thoughts, / Their's just hums on, But
ve've got thig investigating quality., We're
searching 1if6 a1l the time, VWe think that's
how ev%wo@ lives, It-isn't., Partly, I

MEADOWS:

sce what he means, But I ean't alter myaelf‘.

MEADOWS 3 That's w

at L1 pay, you can't put the brain to

sleep n, after u 8 been woken up.,
LOWELL: Well,/to tell the truth, I've-never been much
of g/ brainee

elude you, our nind s been asleep for
generations back, basn't®it? You'reé a real °
squire, old chap.:\

J OHNSON: }iz/my -dear olﬁx\chay perhaps we shouldn't

HEADOWS: You(can see he)ian‘t a borjoy, not .a proper

one,

LOWELL: 1 always thought that 8 a dog.

JOHNBON: It's French, Means middle-class, old ohap!
LOWEAL: Oh, I see! |
MAHGARET; I wondered what it was!

%ﬁELL: Hell, they say we're all middle 1688 nowe

adaya don*t they?

JOHNSON: Well, as Mng as the horses don't change, my
dear’ fellow!

LOWELL: That's x:;ght' It'd be gwful Af the y got id
) well, wW

t

Entef HR JOHNSON,, cotwar i, n oWk
MEADOWS: Blimey!
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Sf¥ﬂ4 dzt S !
JQHNBON: Well, hullo, there father, how are youi .
| to=he- C Omm Y e Az b o ctece )
MR JOHNSON: L_Thank you, Thank you very much,l Nice to

be invited into mgyown house,  You always
had a genersous slde, Godtreydan. Like your
mothér, Your laugh's been echoing through
'tﬁf gnuse all day, lowell, Who the devil's
thise

JOHNSON: That's Mr Meadows, szr. You haven't metu
before, : '

MR JOHNSON: Oh, I'm used to not meeting people in my own
. .house, - I aigned the company over to you, lad,
but you haven't

JOHNSONs: Fat herw—e
MR JOHNSON: Don't interrupt! You've dapned-well interre

upted. since you were five years old, £'ve
never met such an incorrigible younge—e

Mm%ﬁt’: Guests, Harry}

MR JOHNSON: Oh, how do you do? Nice-looking young wWoe
man. Who is it%?

got the house yet!

JOHNSON: That's Mrs Meadows,

MR JOHNSON: I 4idn't aek you, I know you're always ready
A with an- answer, '

MEADOW3:

O, I saw you in the corridor, this o
and- L thought to myself, whosbe—d .
nother of Gbéfrey[ 8 Webkeend gurprises! 4

ou say this chap was?
One of your amp~0yeee, sir,

MR JOHNSON: One of my employees? Haven't got a companyl
Don't own a.bsan! ' Don't knsw what you're talke-
ing about, ‘II employees, he says! I thought
I signed the lo% over to yoéu, sir? Or did you
wriggle out of that one as well?

JOHNSON: Hé's one of ny employeea.

MR JOHN3ON: Oh one of yours, That different, That's
more 1lkely, Because ﬁ' 11 tell you something,
in my day, when I.was in oharge of Barnley RiZipe
ElectrigS and a dozen other companies as—well,
no employee of mine, I don't care what his name
wag,; or how beautiml his wife was, ever get
roofs in my house‘ ‘



MEADOWSs:
MR JOHNSON:
mnnnows.
MR JOHNSQN-

m:,woﬂs :
MR JGHN?@N:

MEADOWS S,
MR J OHNSON'
MEADOWS :

MR_anxgoné

MEADGWS 8

memma

HEADOKS:
MR JOENSON:

MARGARET'S

k¢ .
JOHNSON:

MR JOHNSON:

_a dozen or more.other things like thaﬁ. You

'give me another beatlng )

lgﬁ
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glm wenﬁ'.,qmes ’have chaegea since thenf S

AR PR

You can thank ‘Hin all right because you
didn't¢ do* anything to bring it &bont youn-
-selt‘. b

My tather aaa' e R
Who's your fathe"? . | .
_A.sol&er-man like. Inwas to start witht

Oh, | Felaow here says he's. gnt a fathersl
Remarkable, ism' it?

He was remarkable.

He carried nut a one-man revolution, d1a he?

W Ee nelped a nttle bit, Trade unlons
an& Hm.l th&to . - v

-Oh. I dan‘t mind trade unions, ‘Fz’r 2
! © They fought me zm:
faught ‘Bhem, end we both layed dirt;y T

‘ > Worker came to me
once and seid, You're the finest employer I'v
ever had, Baw meny others have you had, I
said, . None, IxxEf® he 3ald} . Not mueh of &-
compliment, wes it? Thought I was going to
tell you & nctle how-they-sll-lovad-me story,
didn't you? - Wrong, I could trip you up on”

can't make me out.

I aa.an't say vou weren't clever,

Xca, 3 Hd | You thought 1 was a damned old .
Tool, That s what my son thinks(<-, Beoamoe I
gave him the”best.schooling in the land and a
stebile of his own. OQught to e punished for
that, He and hic mum wouldn't speek té me,
Nsughty fellow, gave his son the best hé caul&
think of. Mustn't do that. ) ‘ :

‘ appreclates everything you eid rar hxm
don't you ?

o _yeg- ”d the beatings, t60 you i

nustn' t‘orget f: osel . The number of times I

lay in bed thinking 1:0 mysi:hf If only he'd .
%ﬁ:ﬂ:ﬁ:ﬂm

-nua--_—,:u —-anﬂnl-:nx—-u..--.._a_.-.--‘-----n. -n:--nv_ul_udl-l q
- -

dﬁﬁdﬁhﬁ#m%«JRnJﬁgvuAM/

Clever, 5,sn't: he? "Has to have his eay.
All right :.t‘ you're one of my employees’,

\

lro—s8 be comtne = [~
-\




which you are ip'view of the fact that 1

started Barnlsgy Rédge Electriesand sustained

it threough world wary] what are you exact-

The fellow who pourg the tea? ' They tell
8 a special Job nowadays. If another

fellov touches the pot they go on atrike, A

fellow asked for three lumps of dugar instead of

two once, and.the electrital industiry was parae

1ysed for a month! Olever, lan't At?

MEADOWS: It's marveuougjco hear you talk, Anybocy'd
wonder where ydur money came from to Xeep this
lace upl Not out of cups. of tes, ¥r Johnson,
? fe. 9t11l do an Lour or two's Work 6 day.
MR JGﬂNSON: That's good of you, VWear gloves, of courge?
MEADOWS: Sometimes, Goggies too., I seem to remember
& man in your works d1an't wear- gogrles once,
and he was blinded for 1ife, end then you weren' ¢
80.generous, were you?
mﬁ?& M =
, Vhat :xn:yau-talklng about?
. tve Loy . ek
MEADOWS ¢ Your father knows, -It's common krnowledge down-
‘ dn—the—-oeantoshv o “wwWh,

Qa?g

MEADOHS

-m@ﬁﬁ”m:

/7

§

What 8 common knowledge'

That there 5 a man blinded far 1life,
didn’t give® him a penny.

What 8 hie name?

And he

J y Y
MEADOWS{
JOHNSON:
(kS&
naaomm%

JOHNS ON:

MR JOHNSON:
NARGARET:

MR JOHNZON:
MEADOWS:
MR JOHNSON:
MEADCWS;

MR, JOHNSON:

JuLras
Mr Johnson:

.

Jook Murphy's his nanme,
Good—Loed, &s that the onoe-=?

W,
)ﬁﬁisa,b@eter change the subjeect,

I ﬁhgpg’t he dldn't move properly. |

Mind Af I epeak?

it's past your bed-time, Harry,

A man was blinded in my worka?

That & right,

And,I didn’t pay compensation? -
That's right. “

You'll prove that t0 me, young man, By
God, Xf1) bring the slander-laws againsgt

voulpa o v vy NN
There, dJack, you've-done 1t now!

I've paid compensation for every industrial
accldent in every concern of mine, And I'1l



MEADOWS

MR JOHNSON:

JULIA:
MR JOHNSON:

MEADOWS:

MR JOHNSON:

be in that office of yours within a week from
now to prove it! Meanwhile, we'll keep our
mouths shut, Ladies present. look at the
wife, She doesn't like it when you talk 1ike
that. She's flattered to be here, aren't you,
meghT “y deas?

Bot by you!

052§Aon't you be too sure! I may be 19 and
but they like a bit of gruff autprity.

Men ayen't got any punch nowadays, You like
this house, don't you, my dear? .

Well, I think it's lovely, yes!

Know how much it costs me to keep At up? That
lake out there. It's artifioial, VWasn't there
in my dad's time, look at all these windows,
Takes nearly a week to clean the lot, Think
wurself lucky to have three rooms and a kitchen,
my dear, and a husband who pours out tea for the'
masses all day.

Wetre called by our names now, That 8 the big
change, VWe're considered people, -~

Oh, yes, I forgot! ‘'The people'! They vote
in’elections and put the conservatives in, don't

yt—I-vwonder—why they do that? 1t11 tell
you, Mr Tea-pot, It's eople like ma
and my dad before me worked 8 to the

bone while all you were doing was claiming higher
wages and new lavatory=pans, I couldn't afford
to go home at five in the evening and take two
weeks holl with pay every year, Too much
work to do/ Barnley Ridge Electric’and five
other mmpanies besides would have gone to pot.
First time I sat down and looked at this lake X%
was when I Tetired, So you can put that in
your pipe and smoke it, My wife used to have
week-end guests, Never saw them, Never saw
my own son, Too much work!

MEADOWS
MR JOHNSON:

Two weeks holiday with pay every year., That's
two weeks for doing nothing, Very nice! And
it got you more money than yop deserve, Penslon,
latrines, lLook at your wife s dress, you

dian't piok that up in the Old Kent Road, diad
you, Mr Tea-pot? Tell you another thing,

Know why I'm keeping up this house?

NO‘. /LJ waLL.‘,.LﬁLA;/-e_V C—'&:‘

: for that fellow sltting over there, Corre
idors) too long. Mustn't do
that,” Cruel, The stables are nanghty too,
they make the horses run, Mustn't do that.

So who am I doing it for?

]
Not for me, that s all I know,

Youl re wrong, Tea-pot. That' s Just who I am

doing it for. I'm keeping up a monument,
Nothing I 4 like better than hree rooms and

a kitchen, and a little wife to fluff the Aust
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rounds in the mérning, Electric light bill

s comes to ebout twice your wag 't get
ecrvants any more, When you do; y have to -
¢all -them gir, If I sold this place up $'d be

N a rich man, Tea-pot., But then your wife'd come
along and say Oh, don't do that, Mr Johnson,
what'1ll happan to the old eountry if all the’
big hougses go? And I'1l tpll you the answer to
that one, The old country d-go to pot., There
wouldn't be an old ocounfry,~ And we must -have
an o0ld country, mustn't we, Teappot, for hikes
and trade-union ‘outings?.

off!  Takes mé fomrteen minuted to ggge the

(]

MEADOWS 2 Oh, I agree there,
JOHNSON: What, with everythmg he said? |
MEADOUS: More or less. ) : : ’

MR JOHNSON: So in go the conservazzvea. No wonder the poor.
0ld liberal party got dished, So you glve -in, o
do you, Tea-pot? 4o

. MEADOWS 3 EZ, lld-never—give—tn—toyou,— What I/say 1
- now you've maﬂe a mess of our world, let @ try
and save something from before you mad o the mess,
. - © like this house, for instance, .

MR JOHNSON: Listen, tole;

__ ....

I made a mess did x?

"bought thils éstate from a seedy old squire who
needed ‘the money -to drink himeelf to death,
The country squires
were after

money. And we were making 1t. Your 1ife's
~ based on that money, my lad, This country ' -

became the richest ﬁraﬁing country 1n the'wor1d
through people- llke '

MEADOWS: Well, to ea 3 a mess of 1t doesn't mean
the oth . 1 befbre you the squires as

we're all messers. End 6t argument.
not such a damned fool, after all, am %;
.%r‘Teappot? You haven't. got Lt all 1n your\

ata-box, bave you? 3 - B

| MEADOWS: Oh, you've got an argument. I sald that.<‘\&§
NN

MR JOHNSON: ﬂvon't take it too hard, tim®,  Bon't waat | -

your hend to get unsdeady for Monday morning N

\D
k A

MR JOHNSON: Th

\

1 t €&,
| : |
? JOHNSON: I think I was right to show you my world
‘ Meadowa. S
. MR JOHNSON: What 8 thax? It your world, 19 18?7 Must

tell®the etnward that. He! 11 come to you with
the accounts instead of ne,

MARGARET: You rknow you hate him to touch the accounts,
o Harry, Shall I give you your whigky?

MR JOHNSON: No, I'11 have. 1t upstaAra. Nobody gives a
. damn for me down here, ’




JOHNSON;
s MR JOHNSON:

" JULIA:
MR JOHNSON:

MEADOWS s
JULIA:

i MR JOHNSON:
LOWELL:

MEADOWS:
. JOBNSOR:

MARGARET:
. JOHNSONs.

MEADOWS
JOHNSON:

R
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Now, for God's sake, father, don't get maudlin,
Just what your mother used to eayl T'm going

to bed, Well, good nigbt my* dear, you've got
a pretty 1i% tle face.

Good night, slr.

As for you, wé'll dee more of you in“the
alander-courts. The old fool ds forget
you know!

He rorgot<Murphy.
Jackl
l no ge.
And, meanwhlile, go to hell, the lot of you!

Good night Louell. Hauven 8 paved with
OIS O ‘-”"':"‘ ' =l v - e} W A/Loov_

| 'I‘hut _8 right, sirt Good n-xgnt'.

Exlt MR JOHNSON,
F&noy having a dad like that' QPL¢15/

We'll go into that Murphy-caaé on Monduy
morning, I'll sece you at the office, Meadows,
Xou can tell fle all you know,

Itts-quite poseible thate--

And meanwhile we'll say no more about lt. N

Of'course"ne 5 only showing off. AlWays ..

‘does in front of visitors,

ﬁa*U-gutfsomethtug~tn-htMr—-/@ﬁke a mabhine
thxs. moves him along, - Yo feet—4t: CoA
-

I'11 say this, . He wan one of the finest men
in the elotrical trade at one time,

[ ] LY AR

JOHNSON3

MEADONS;

LOWELL: »\_}

MARGARET:
JOHNSON:
MEADOWS:

’ JOHNSON3

"v'.'." 3 - » a ® .:\_lw
~ N ~ ] « N v s \iz
\"S

\

He loves it, Ybu can aluays sdee a little )
glint in his eyes.
|

The emell of battle,"

But‘you'can~dea1 wlth him, canft youﬂvﬁpg? \ _
I tireat him like a child, RS
Thet's because he didn't bring you up, "

My dad never touched me with a strap or anye
thing like that. Only once with the back of
his hand, )

1

I didn't mind the beatings so much, no® real%i:;:>

JomNoN— o1l T +—

MARGARET:

'He had the habit of not notiecing your mother
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for a week at a time,

Do-yoarknawﬂkfeheeé—%o—be frightened of

workem

Go on! ‘ U

g@km;mene iike ogres for me, Thereg“ gtill

a kind of gory fascination for me in, orking
at Barnley Ridge Electrics T i—to ;
n all my worat nightmares. };—haﬂ-uqe-uﬁce

dreamed Wthw house was .tn a termble storm
and the trees were bending right over, and the
hills were like waves, I saw hundreda and
thousands of workers pouring towards me in a
single file and I was hitting them over the head
like cattle and their bodles were taken off in
a kind of chute, the hall was streaming with

" bloodysbut the speoial horror was that my father
had bdilt a fmm draln in the hall-floor like
you seeé in alaughxeruyardqf and the blood was
_8treaming down it, Then 1 notlioced that all the

uae~%uraimg;ta_nlgggﬁxgith waves mounte
fhig'up 'in huge, congealed, outs, and

‘the house was rooking to and fro, the
remainder of the file of workers floundered and

. drowned, thelr faces redxand their hair matted,
,ﬂ&ih:hinnﬂ;~ Aﬂ:i:saxa woke up screaming,
“and my mother was standing over me. I remember

she had sad eyes.

: . . e

MARGARET:  You'Rs never Gold me th&[

JOHNSON;: Perhaps you're not the kind one tells things to.

LOWELL: | That's a bitter thing to say, old chap.

ME ADOWS 3 They aren't Ogres. lheyic pavwoe ak wild, dd 'y,

e bewo. B v w‘k‘%f‘ o wid .

JOHNSON: I've seen them fight, ~ And I used to hear
stories about the old daye, what they used to
do to blackleg labour, N

(kaHAB J

MEADOW%L i can remember thoae lines now, K
'Qur faces in the water, TN
They shake in the wind; s N
Our faces oclose together B X v
They show we must have ainned. oo

JOHNSON: I-patd—theyld-come—aidntt—E? ' The other day,
Meadows, I got a letter firom a friend of mine
in Kenya. Important letter from your point
of Vleih

MEADOWS3 Hide?

JOHNSON3 We wére in the army together. I call him
Bull*s Eye, He wanted to know Af I had a good
man to send out to him, a married man, Decent
salary, Native gervants., Det ached house,
Free travel, Take your wife, Christmas
bonus, that sort of thing,

MEADOWS: He? | cavee Mase's.

JOHNSON: 1 thought of you, yes, Bux %‘

ﬁfg' LTS lﬂLv&‘Lﬁ, s .
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MEADQWS? You're talking rot!

v JORNSON: Think about it. -

JULIA: D14 you kpow, Mrs Johnson?

MARGARET: Oe ‘

JOENSON:  Youlre afraid of what's in you? You might
shout\ at an African--2find out you're not as
lfberal\gfhyéu thought-qpﬁ?mething 1ike that?

MEADOWS? No. I'mhqt afrald of that.

JOHNSON;  You eaid yestenday morning we should float "

‘ through all the rot of modern 1ire, let it

. : pass over us, WHY not do it in Kenya?

JULIA; - °  He never could, He co\u_].dxif‘t leave the boys.

MEADOWS 1 I could leave the boys anx time I liked, don't '

: you worry about that, - . L
_ JULIAS ‘He couldn't, Mr Johnson. He's got to have
N ' somebody to smile with, v S

JORNSON:  Bull'e Eye smiles, = Quite s lots

JULIA: e there A Wer I s handle
Servmts. W’ - -~ ¢ ) :;‘ ' L' - »

: L de " 7

MARGARET: You'd hendle them better than I oan.. .

. %i[ Iim > o ' _, 23l » ! s '0

MEADOWS;  What e 1ife that’ % ;ﬁéh?' a;ﬁark skins :-51‘1»6

. round you, the sant By Godl /> 7. 7. 56
. ‘ : o you, “he 81l ¥y 8 ﬁ\ 179‘ .
"’i"'ri' OO hRat mean .! '= chinm o . - \ ? "\
" 56Ny ——tean?—1tls.a cha o
Lo - ARS8y ‘ } ’
JOHNSONY 14,
o, 3
l"“ ne W s -
JOBENSO 0
' a—a—aye.  That'e Why-
, Alﬂayg;;muxhe—?a:k;f- _ ) Lo

MEADOWS: What d¢ you mean by '0ld' Barnley Ridge Elan;;z

, ic, Julia? Barnley Ridge Electric's st an
1dea, - The idea was reallsed in | form of
eighteen sheds and an asphalt y&rd a hundred

get by seventy-two., Weld7 1 don't like 1llve
, all my days 1ns%gﬁ/5% iéaa. I'11 tell you
R ' stralg off, this-Kenya-thing appeals to me,
JULIA: You'll do wias,.s best for you., But what about
| the ol ’ : b
JOHNSON: pdf11 get an advance,
MARGARET; -~ It sounds like an experiment,
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JOHNSON?: No, 1t 1sh't! There & noc need to try and’
turn me into some sch@ming bloody rascasl like
you always dol ' There's no experiment attdohed
to it. 014 Bull's Eye just put the questlion,
as you well know, because yoit read the létter
yourself,

i

MARGARETS I only said it sounds llke an experiment,

MEADOWS:  \ That's all right, Mre Jobnson. ItYs in him
om hiz father, fiddling ebout with other
goplegs lives, It excitea thon I could see
is eyes. But it's all right., It's
tc me to fight a vway througkh
JOHNSON:, You've discovered a very. soundl prineiple
Megadows, whioch my wife has bgen slow-toriearn,
that there s no power where /thers isn't sube
mission, ° : ’ ‘
MEADOWS: Yes, 1ths right, I onhly/make you powerful if
I submit ' ‘
LOWELLS . The tickllsh thing ie, Ao you submit by going or
staying? \ - : ‘
MEADOWS: That'e what\I'd like/o know.
JULIA: . He'1l Bever do it! ‘What, get on an asroplane

and all that,\Mrs Johnson? I'm frightened!

. MARGARETS Perhaps you're\bgtter cut of 511 thiss You
could start a fgmily.

%

JULIA: But what about/the vaudeville? and Sea Bells?
~ and dad's back? \ . -
MEADOWS:  Dad'e what?

JUL&A:| Back,

IOWELL:

MARG SET: Itte fynny, Godfrey, you'ré full of suggestions
fher people. I always secem to be listening
to thlem, Why oan't oudr own 1lives have a 1ittle
bt megle as well? \We always seem to be -
sending people off, AnQ we're left with the
files end graphs snd account-books,

srsonal side, don't they?,

JOHNSON:

don't know what you mea
MARGARET:  /I'4 1ike.a child, for one thing,
JOHNSON: Oh, for Ghristié eéﬁe, not in public, Margaret!
MARGARE?? Why not? We're all very frahg with each other,
aren't we? Mrez Meadows told me she was fright-

ened of having a ohild.
MEADOW: She always has been, haven't you, duck?

MARGAHET:: I'm not., Yet I can't have one, \And if you're
go miserable athevil"s'Brig;why cap't we leave?
Why can't we leave Barnley Ridge Eldeotrie? Why
do you send people off to their freedom and ieave
us prisoners? Even riding s forbiddhe;

JOHNSON: . You do enough of if, don't you? =
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MARGARET:
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MARGARETs
JOHNSON:

MEADOWS'S

E

' JOHNSON:
HEADOWS

.feel gullty!

I mean you forbid &t to yourself, And -
these people think we live so grandly!
Stables servants, fifteen bedrooms! They

you oan't bear a little colour it'd make you

I've got to atone all the time, tHat s true,
Qfone for what? You haven'd done anything,

hes, Ce

But\ he was the same as youl . He 1ed your mother
the\same 1ife!  Bexaus he didn't have a eense
of colour inside him, b6 didn't know what magloc
mean®, he didn't know fhat your mother was talke
ing & out when she 6xid she wanted a ballroom
here and the servanys lining up on Christmas
day! ﬁf though$ t was all p&fflem

So 1% wa , ‘ : .

Eaactly‘%\\ibu don't mee know what this frail

need 1s, whicy most of us have!‘ You don't seem

to need magigl '
. JWIT wou,

Az Yegdnns Aald uhere 8 no power unless you

submit to At, . i

I want te aubmif' But you never shout or’fon-

4

It might not last Yong, Meadows, but it s worth
the gxperience, an you might nove on 9 some=
thing else,

its a borjoy test, ¢ 't 8 all. It's the one
eNery borjoy of the £irat generation has to takes
put 4t's sed, It's sad\to think of what.my
children'1l grow up into,\ They won't have that
substance behind them like ‘pe,

They'1l grow u§ 1ike me, No\ 'magio’!

I've noticed you‘re troubled a%l the tinme,
All bor joys are. " Have my dildren got to be
like that? Well, I'm not golng {o sey yes to
that job, I'm going to think a it

It might be nice out there,  All thqt sun,
One of the women on the socolal committee spid
she was out there with heér hushand and \ it e
s1lly to mention it, but she only had things

out on the, line for a minute and they wer dry'
Well, tnat 8 a.rel € e

"Do you know ﬁhaﬁnipﬁeiy ‘Schubert song, 'Gretochen

at the Spinning Wheel'? when she's yearning for
Faust? You hear the.spinning wheel turning in
the plano part, diddlﬂ-di-daddle-diodiddle, like
a torture wheei but lovely, %ulet hag gone,’
she says, 'my héart is dark, I shall never find
peace as long as L live,! That s the farat
verse, Then 'Whenever I look ofit of the winde
ow it's only for him, and when I leave the house
1 leave only for him, His graclous step
wonderful presence, his smile, the streggﬁh of
his gaze, the magtcal flow of his s speech, the
touch ofrnis hand, .then---oh, his kiss!' Firgt
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verse again, 'My quiet has gonej my heart- is
dark, 1 shail ﬁever,find pesce [se long a8 1
. - live,* Well, that' s bhow I fe¢l, chrrimdt-tfw

Couldn't put it in my own wordf. I don't know

who I'm looking for. .I don'tf know who touched

o, — me, . Somebody &1d, once, If's the megic Pewg\
anzaret talks ebout, I'm glways looking for

| ‘ it.  But the peracn s gone.. Meanwhile there's

Q, Wbt e

: 1—«>,4|i XY vka._.‘..d’_rn% .

o4
ot o e ‘ { . - .';One.
LOWELLA Are we ready, then, Mr Meadows? Shall we go %o
o the stables? o ‘ A S
MEADOWS$ Yes, letBel Coming, Julia?
; ‘ JULIA: . All-wight,
. LArenm Lo
saseeh?
1ant{
Pt . re8 ) N
o / ‘
- .CURTALIN
. T\.s r'M . '
He ’}"-5 -~ o ke JCw § SAM.
Rowd ol o T hansd «
L@(,)MV»:—& CV t, haaa s/ b
R s lhé-(v-c. s N, AT T
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What about outaiders?

| Tl a Mt A K,
JULIA: Why couldn't we have Casanova%? Held-meke o

-

MARGARET: Bus %u, sald he was horrible,

JULIA: . = He is, But ha:s, guch a lark!
MARGARET: We don't really need an M.C.

JULTA: Oh we do! For the floor!
MARGARET: He won‘ t expect to be paid, will he?
JULIA: '

13 o 3 ab ' ¥ , '-a ‘ 3 3. asanoy s giv-
mg me he slad eya wnna he? hom the microph-
one, and his evening dress tw&nkl?"'

MARGARET: Wz«-&’ﬁmkleaf : 23 N
JULIA: He wears it in his. lapels like diamonds, 4_3&_

1,7 enys—5t flashes and catohés the eye.
oo, h » '?11 w"“--w b—- '*‘7

HAREs

JULIA: \mﬂf- ou.ahau;é—-be oneé d%—he—-m teey

MARGARET:

_- Sy AT " 3¢ In T yov - —a oy
\;é;’ et ! 3-45',—» el heaadds ’lW““’:‘}m“




Moﬂ—ihmma' A
> /mm@ Why can't we ohoose a Judge at random from all
mﬂ:‘

the t1 cket-buyers‘?

r JULIA: %Fa% But There wouldn't be sh-a magni f-

' icence egbout 1t, would there? Think of Spece
1a11ty Products with his lovely accent reading
out the winner!  And Production puffing at his
fat ocigar!

MARGARET:  We'll 1let (&Afrey decide, then. I think I know
every man and woman in the works now, You're
wrong., They'd be good judges, Becter, per-

haps,
JULIA: - A1l right % m 11 make it demooratict
MARGARET:: You mean 4ull, den¢—you, deEur?
JULIAs: Well, you can'% ataéve' p'eoial'e";s hearte: Hrg

Johngonh, I don't pare what you say! You called
me 'dear*, That s nice, Eid—itite—younext
door— Bm: it won'¢ last,

MARGARET:  What won't 1last?
. ‘CG"' L f]‘u l:k_. h—uo
. JULIA: Our WA%WWO

- =

MARGARETs Why not?

JULIAS It's too like a dream, Fii-never—forget—that
. ' mﬁw : 3

’

MARGARET: .

B um—cammg—-en 1 love your' 13.%!:155 z‘?‘ont roon
- where you gave me tea. Xea—see—hs@—s%#&&ge—amh
are?— Irwhexfa-t-glnwmg like fairy-tale .

‘-'!

/'he way the trams cx-eak in
the morning The rick walle, eyen,, , And now
I’ve learned to loveiBarnley még%y oi'1l see,
he' 11 snateh the work away from m 4—)

tlng he g=dwe cold on it, m 1 always Sesiey
% love too late, It's 1ike never cafching upg
n—p—vares

T

g4 B e P — ‘sé@y $614 me this
i ning that old Mr—Johngonys on one of his
tours, like he uged to' odl take my Jack o oxt
to the slande:\-oourts?m_lghnse&' He—mroniced
he—uoude It does fx‘igmen me 8ol

(el -
~

'vv'

» MARGARET} He'd nevar/_de 11:. Begldes~—it™ s there it

f _ Ao d ppaect " -
. : s r
'Y SO L 2ep e ares 2 il N =

Yy
+ Y
v

—
JULIA: {%; you A}_@Ve-*ﬂr lowell?
Vemmy stime, b bat cftutlon
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’wwvm. —-)'rmlg / — lau s . 1
HMARGARET: No,—Hhyz.
JULIA: Mo Q woman should always have a little
fancy , don't you think so? You'll have him
at the Soclal, won't you?

nmammk‘ oh, nol

8ULIA: ¥hy not? P
MARGARED: — Eticknk

e ol A<=
MARGARETT  In front of the workera, AL Jasp G "

JULILA: But he—eagh%-ze—u-pvea&%— Mr Lowell's auoh-
-:-:L ’N/\ k.‘, )

FRat was coming, VWhen T gos up
A kind of sensation,

mornl.
MARGMRET hands her a letter,
Are you glad?

I can't tell! VWell, would you believg 1t?

. MARG ARET?
JULIA:
MARGARET: Wh ’c;a your husband going to aay?
JULIA: I don\$ know, He's never mentlongd it again,
He put\{t out of sight, And you'say he &8 got

a agt fase and horn-rimmed apectécles don't
you

MARGARET: 'l‘hat 8 right, /
JULIA: Oh, I couldn't bear that! /
MARGARET: But he's good-lookiqg!

‘ \ - N
JULIA: It's the way you sald\it, No, é wouldn't be

- right for us, I oan feel it! (Reading) 'Folle
owing reoeppt of signed on'craet'r_ﬂigl eredit
\dge Electric works

your acoount at Barnley

with a month's advance salyry, and send air-
passage for youx'self and yo wu‘e. I said
we'd nover see Pevil's Brig againt

HMARGARET: But you want to go.
JURIA: The trouble is, Af I knew how to behave!.

I'm sure they' 11 pick holes in me, \ And guppose
they didn't 1like the look of us? be

2

strofided out there! \
MARGARET: Vplen you get over there, try not to look for=
: 4ard to their company. You'd better ¢ ny
advice, I learned the bitter way. Seen not
to neef then, It doesn't matter how lonel
you are., Then they'll be drawn towarda you)
It'a terribly hard, doing it. You've got sudh

end sometimes. That interests them, You

a 8ottt heart! Z'ry and be silent for minutes on .

B
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JORNSON:

MARGARET:
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MARG ARET:
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MARGARET: - -
JOHNSON:

MARGARET:

JOHNSON:

HARGARET:

JOHNSON:

should remember what I've sald, Don't - fore
ggg\ij from the moment you land,

We'll nker gol It's for Jack to deoide, and
he's got mere .sensel i mean I've got no

genge when you say aatt-hearted don't
you? .
€. : ) nea

if you Belng soft=hearted meana that,

They sound horrible, Mras Johneon!
Oh, no I,didn't mean that'

They're ordinary

Enter GODEBE! JOHNSON,

?he old man 8 prowling round the wonks 11ke &
Ox. ~ .

I'd better go!

Hullo, Mrs Meadows!  Your husband's on his
way up. Broken the news?

Yes.

w hat do you say, Mrs Meadows ?
erful chance, 1en't ittt

Well, we'll have to walt for Jack,
have fallen through the floor!

Can't we get those files out o6f the way?

What's the méﬁtar?
it secems to me, 0

It's a wond-

I could.

You're prowling round,

He's finding fault with everything. VWon't

look at the achievements,---canteens and that
sort of thing. Says X Sould cut ny labour down
by five or ten percent, Well, so 1 could,
Accounts departament, for instance, I could
mechanise that lot and give forty percent of

the staff their ocards,

What does 1t matter what he says? - -
Nothing.
I hope he isn't swearing at people.

Oh, he's cleverer than that, He standa in
front of them 1like a stone column asking them
questlons, Shen when he s finlshed he turne
avay without a word!

It 1an't bhie plant, to do that,

He's got it all in his head, It's marvellous,

Be knowg every wire and aeaembly-l&ne in the
place!

Only it gets me worked up,

You reapect bhim, then, That 8 different.
Then you should’run the place~as he used to,

That'a exactly the kind of help I get from you,

’Well uye Megdows, we're still bickering, as you
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JULIA:
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MARGARET
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JULIA

HARGARET:
JORNSON:
MARGARET:

JOHNSON:
M ARGARET:

JULIA:
JORNSON: :

ﬁAﬁGﬂiEﬁtr

JOHNSCON:

MARG SRET:

JULIA:
JORNSON:

JOHNSON:
JULIAS

MEADOWS

FULLIA:

MEADOWS ¢
JULIA:

I think it's nice, in a way! -

If there s any trouble out thereuwrite to me,
I know old Bull'a Eye like the back of my hand,

You're very good, wﬁat you've done Hr us,

For me u"»e a step forward,

For thenm, yéu mean,

No, for me,

And what about them?

I'11 tell you aomething eiaa, Mrs “eadows.
It all happens at once, Your husband wes
called up by the Personnel section this morne
ing, He's been offered a job in Spedlality
Products, ‘

No!

Did you arrange that?

Ro.

little wonder the men are turning him a cold
shoulder! . ‘

Who aai&‘tbej are? |
Ien't that true, Mrs Meadowa?:
Oh, I don't think they'd ever hate Jack!
And in that. cese, what have you been doing,
walkling through the works with his wife?
Po you think that improves his situation?

! ¢ ‘
She”a on the catering commitsee,
She's in with you, And he's been offered.a
Job o6n Bpeclality Products, no doubt, because
he s in with me, But I aldn't go anything.
Yol'1l bave to accept, Margaret, that the world
is made in a certain way. It len't all oy will,

You have a way of pushing fate aiongn-,nging
it a little shove, s

Some people are nicer and some people aren’t.

And for God' 8 sake don't depress the girl
before she starts! . ‘

Enter JACK MEADOWS: -
A, good. The old man vants you up here,
Oh, no!

1 sgw.him downstairs. - He emiled, Funny cove,
isn't he? ‘ -

[ ]
Well, it s come through, Jack$
What s come through?
The job out there!
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MEADOWS 3

JULIA: :
MEADOWS
JULIA:

" MEADCWS 3

JORNSO N3

MEADOWS:

MARGARET:
EEADWS:’

63

Just as 1 thought, I thought, they've calded
me upstairs to sign on the dotted line, Well,
would you bellieve it? .

Show him the letter, ‘
MARGARET gives him the letter,
It's Just 1ike a dream, Jaok!

I expeot 1 seem ungrateful, FHot jumping fer
Joy. “ ‘ .

No, (Good nows doesn't come iike that,

I was called np"by Pargonnel.

Yes, he told me,

Was that your doing?

No, I've Just anawered that question,

He ofrere:s me a job in Speciality Products.

Well, let s take it, Jack! I've been thinking®
You'd betler stay here,

You de_"n'? want me to. For weeks you've been
dreaming%auay to yourself, quietly, like a
woman, haven't you---about me chasing the flies
off my knees with one of those horse-hair fly-
whiske? knxeEm, clapping my hands for tiffin,

eh? ur bed 8 been tropical for weeks, I

1

nearly got a sunburn,
It's mll very well to pull legs!
It's the truth, you damned-well know it 1is!

Well, it's exciting---think of flying in an
aeroplane and golng in the sun, and u wooden
house with great big whirring Zans! But it
mgkas'me tremble. I do and I don't, sort of
thing? . :

It's funny, The Personnel menager gave me a
@lass of sherry, He's a nice man, And do

you know what I thought? I thought, He shouldn't
be nice, He ought to be nasty, like I imagined
him, I} mede me feel let-down, The old
intimgoy 8 gone. My hande don't feel right,

on the work,

\ .
That s freedon, .%X I tell you what, I'11
make"you free-er still, I oan give you an
assurance, in writing 1f you 1ike, that if
things get too hot out there, say you don't
settle down, this Job in Speciality Products
'11 be ‘waming for you,

So I'm caught both ways., Cunning, isn't it?
I've got to be a borjey now, if I go or stay.

You're afraid 1t's in you, to be one.
"rh‘ac,;s right, 1 am, now; I'm caught, yet I'm

supposed to be free; I don't feel free, but
I've got freedom. 1 oan make 1ife with ny own
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MR JOHNSON:

MARGARET:

MR JOHNSON:

MARG ARET:

MR JOHN3ON:

is, Before, I used to watch life, sort
of thing, It vwas like a procession with
ecolours and lighta, I no more thought of

me or Julia belng in it than L£lying in the
alrt It Just wen¥ rolling by while we had

a cup of teal And now 1 can go up and inter-
fere with 1%, Get up on one of the big gold-
en lions, Do you see what I mean? I can
make bits of it with my own hands, And it
doesn'’ t feel right, ‘

hands,

Do you want to sit in a cocoon all your life,
then?

Yes and no, That's vhere the borjoy starts.
Phe processlont® gone anyway, so life's made
up ite mind for me, I'm a Dorjoy now. You
say you've been looklng for something all your
life, Mr Johneon: 1t s the processlion you've
been after, 1It's marvellous when you see 1%,
Do you remember the girl at the spinning wheel,
'My quiet has gone, my heart ie dark, I shall
never have peace as long as I live?'

You've got a wonderful memory.

Ve're in the same boat now, you and me, But

suppose the procession goes for everybody?

Suppose theregs no fairground any more? |
. l

You mean, suppose, averybody'e free?

That's right, . Buppose? |

No more ware, A sound roof over everybody's

hegad,

That's right. 'Heaven on earthi Only no
angels going,by. . ;

Or a clear sky without any sunshine.
Notice we don't do our turns any more, Julla?
There hasn't been time, duck!

Wes thet 'duck' you salid®
loveena! ' :

Vhye-=!If you ocan
I con't, Jack!

~e=='on 014 bsboon llke me, it mMust bBee~=!
You'll make me cry!

'Yes, it must He---because we' re-—-!

Enter MR JOBNSON,

Tea-pot singing?

You'll sing another tune
by and by, lad. .

Did nurae come, t60?

H

What do I want with a bDlasted nurse all the
tine? , _ |

81t down, then, .
How o you do, my dear?
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How do you o, air?

My son tells me you'll be aerv1n§ tea to the
Africans soon, Mr Tea-pot, You're wasting
ten percent of the plant, Godfrey Johnson, do
you hear that? I could cut your overheads by
& quarter in two years, I'll tell yo some=,
thing, You're running this firm from the
Industrial Relations Pepartment, and it should
be run from here, '

1 keep a general eye on things,

Not good enoughi  Get round the plant!
Bhanklin s Pony!  Good for your corns. ,
Bea 'em touching their ceps to me this morn-
ing, down in ‘roduction? He's still got the
old touoh, eh, Mr Tea-pot? ,

That's right.

Servant called me 'sir' this morning, Mr Tea-
pot. Have to sack him, Mustn't call me
'gir', What the devil are those?

Pergonnel files.

That damned word !personnel's been ringing in
my ears cver since you tepk this place overd
xc'axproduction, not personnel, you're gfterees
and 1 oan tell from your work-sheeots that the
stuff's not coming off the mssemblyelines gs

it should, Too much entertaining, Too much
tea-potting, You've got a man in overalls
sitting in your office like Lord Muck with his
wife in the middle of the morning., Now that
sort of thing wouldn't have happened in ay day,
and it's never happened in nearly a hundred and
fArty years of Yohndon firms, and I'll tell you
something, it doesn't bode welll

I wich you wouldn't excite yourself like this,
Harry! ~

And I'11 tell you something, Mr Tea-pot. You're
on the pay-roll of this establishment, and your
Job's downstairs on the mssembly-lines, not
here, And until you've been given your cards
you're a worker and a subordinate, and you

touch your cap to me, do you understand?

1 apked him up here.

Oh, that's the way the wind blows, is 1t?
Well, Just have a look at this, Mr Johnson.

He goes across and eigns the contract.
Jack! You've done it!
Free mant |

Good lord, Mr Teg-pot 4id something., Boys
downstairs¥ll go on atrike, (Give it to me
here., {(MARGARET ds him the contract) It's
a contract, tool y God, you get 1t buttered -
on both sides nowadays, don't you, and along the
edges, too! - Iwo motibhs this,” six mofiths that,
a couple of air tickets---where Qoes thw work
come in? I can tell you something, Tea-pot,
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you're a damned sight better ofr'than.l was
in my young days!

What made you do it?
It was ’touph.yOur-cap'!

That's how the first Johnson ste ted.
Wouldn't buckle under, Signed a contract,
lost all his frionds, Richest man in the
country in five yeara. Never wanted to do
it. Rum, isn't 1t? Your wife'll push you
further in the sludge. B8ee 4t in her faco.

Let me take you home, Harry,

Oh, no, ot to face a tridunal first, eh,
Go&rrey Johngon? Iwo Jjudges, no witnesees.
I'm here to answer a charge, directed at me
firat by Mr Tea~pot and tben.eupported by ny
own son, that 1 don't pay compensation for inde
ustrial accldents, Defenoce: I always pay
adequats compensation for industrial acuzdants,
alwaye have done, always will, Those are the
rules of Barnley Ridge Electric Company Ltd,,
inception 1§02, Now give me evidence, at once

- 1o 3he cantral'y. ;

Where”a that file? = :
I don't know, |

I sald, where's that file?

I think yoﬁr father oiught to go home,

¢ down a file) This is your personal file,
1 thls 1s what it says about Jook Murphy,
 § spoke to Murphy and he wes willing not to
reglaster the accident Af I could assure hinm a
position here for the rest of his worklng days,
and a pension, I put hip on the telephones
at the main door,! That 8 where Murphy is
now,

Bignature?

Signed. by you,

Show 1% here,

Show it to my father, Margaret.

She dceé 80,

MR JOENSON (after ma&i% it) Call the fellow up here,
Don'¢% remember, '

JOHNSON (at_the telephone) Send up Mr Murphy at once,
T maln door,

MR JOHNSON:
JOHNSON:

MR JOHNSON:
JOHNSON:.
MARGARET:

This genuine? i

Do you Think I'd fake your s1gnature?
Wouldn't put it past you., Rascal.
This man was'blinded for 1ife, | . ’
All right, Godfrey, : : =
|
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Private arrangenent, probably, Gave him
money and didn't write it down, Often did
that., Couple of hundred guid out of my own
po cket--~forget about 1%, old chap, we'll
call it quites, Probagbly did that.

You didn't make any ayrangement, private or
otheryise, And that s the meaning of this
word 'personnel'., 'Personnel' means I'm not
bhaving that kind of thing happening again,
And that s the difference between my company
and yours, I've got to repalr your damsge:
You'll never do that. Factorles won't ever
be nptural and you'll never make them so.
That & the trouble with your c¢lass, refusing
toﬁreaiiee that, afrald of not being up to
date.

Hepr what he saye? You're in At as well ms

1 am, Godfrey Jdohnson, MNr Tea-pot wants to

33 nat?ﬁal. Wants a tiger-skin and do war-
ances!

You never registered any perscnal accidents at
all, including the personal ones to my mother,
a1a’you? ,

Nhy yOouw-=!

Please, Mr Johnson'

You oan't stop then,

She had such a Qelightful, chattery way of
talking! You uged to geﬁ up and walk out
sometimes when she vwas in the middle of a atory,
You killed her with your hard will; didn't .
you?

Bhe didn't give me sex!

He's cryingl '

I swesar I loved hert! But she d1dn' fe=e!
Havem' t you sald enough, Godfrey?

She neverse=!

Look out!

Mr Johnson stumbles,

Get the doctor quiskl

We shouldn't have 4done 1it!

the 'thga)i Send the dodtor up at onoe.

Ve ahouldﬁ'ﬁ have got mixed up!

Get a cushion for his head, Here, rest your
h&&d, Mr Johnson, . :

You'll be lucky if you haven't killed hxmg
Brandy in my desl, quick! ?
Enter JOCK NURPHY,



MURPRY:
JOHNSON:
MURPHY: .

MEADOWS:

EARGAREF:§°
MURPHYs
MARGARET:
JOHNSON:
MEADOWS?

MURPHY:
JULIA:
JOBNSONS

Who the devil's that?

Gocd morning, sir!

1

How are you, sir? You sound the aame as ever!
I heard.you were making the rounﬁa. It's been
nearly ten years, I think!

| What are youbtalking about Jook? It's young

¥y Johnaon. /
He a.a blinal We wQ"‘k\ oot bee ee Y"‘ H:VO e

‘I could have sworn that was his rather!

Hy husband'll gee you tonmorrow,

1 didn't mean it

It's funny, He made me sign that., The old
man, - K

Is that Mr Meadowe?

We shouldn't have got mixed up!

I've killed him, I think I've killed him!

"CURTAIN



