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PAVED WITH GOLD
Adapted from Henry Mayhew's London Labour and the London Poor

Dramatised by Gerald Kelsey & Jean McConnell

ACT 1

(A court yard in the backstreetsof Victorian London. Entranceto Pub Right,
entranceto houselLeft. Entrancefrom streetsUpstageRight and Left and
DownstageRight and Left. HorsetroughUpstagelLeft. Pub table with two
stoolson it Centre. Two barrels by Pub door, onewith a beerjug and two
tankards on it. A hurdy-gurdy is heard passing Offstage.)

JIMMY SHAW the Publican,is sweepinghe yard andtaking an occasionakwig of
beer. He fetchesa pail of water from trough and throws somearound. He
sweeps behind a barrel, gives a yell and chases a 'rat' downstage.)

Shaw: Git out of it! Go on y' filthy beast. Go on!
(SHAW turns out front and addresses am imaginary 'GENTLEMAN")

Shaw: Watch out theresir! Don't let him run up the legof y' trousers...Ah, no
worry 'e's gorn dahnthe drain. You all right, sir? Don't expectto seea
gentlemarlike you 'eresoearly.....Me? Jimmy Shaw'sme namesir. I'm the
proprietorof this 'ereestablishment oneof the bestsportingpublic housesn
London. Why don't you have a seat, sir? I'll get you a reviver.

(He leadsthe 'GENT' to a table and putsthe stoolsdown. He getsthe jug and a
tankard and purs him a drink)

Shaw: 'Erey'aresir. (putsdowntankardand goeson with his work)
Yes, I'm celebratedor me weekly rat matches. I'm the oldestcatererin rat-
killing in themetropolis.....Eh?...... Oh|I beganasalad, sir, andl've keptat
it eversince. It's big business!| shouldthink | buy, in the courseof ayear,
from threehundredto sevenhundredratsa week. Taking five hundredasa
weekly averageit's a yearly purchaseof twenty-sixthousandive rats. Your
health,sir! (hedrainshistankard)
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Y' know somefirst classchapscomehereto try out their dogs. They'll say,
‘Jimmy, give the dog a hundred'. After he'spolishedthem off they'll say
'Hang it, give him another hundred'and that's a sight to see!.... Great
charactersthey are,sir, andliberal friends. Very liberal!.. What? Oh, that's
very kind sir..  (he sits Upstageof the table and refills his own tankard)

Yourself?....No?.... Wheredo they all comefrom? Oh, the poor peoplethat
supply me with rats are what you might call the barn-doorlabouring poor.
Huh! 1 tells you, they arethe mostignorantpeoplel evercamenear. Talk
aboutLatin and Greek,sir. Why Englishis Latin to them! Now whenthe
harvestis gotin, y' see,they go huntingfor themin the hedgesandditches.
Once,farmershadto paytuppencea head- nailedthemup againstthe wall -
but now therat-catchergangetthruppenceeachby bringingtheverminupto
town.

(BILLY, aroughlad, enterscarrying a sacktied at the neck. He hasa crippledleg
and a sly whine. He hovers Upstage)

Shaw: Whatsir? (heseeghelad andwaveshimaway) No, noBilly, | don'twant
none of them.

Billy: (approaching)Real fresh and lively, Mr Shaw.

Shaw: Huh! | know you, Billy. You've got sewer-rats there haven't you?

Billy: No, Mr Shaw. No, they're -

Shaw: (to 'GENT') Sewer-rats he's got. I'd bet a sovereign.

Billy: God's truth!

Shaw: Bad for dogs, sewer-rats. Their coatsis poisonousand their bite very
dangerous! Very dangerous indeed! Live of filth, you see.

Billy: They'sbarn-ratsMr Shaw. I've bin up Pitseato me aunt's. Got a baker's
dozenfor you. Only six shillin', Mr Shaw. (he holdsout the sack. SHAW
gives the sack a poke)

Shaw: Only six shillin Take 'em away!

Billy: Five shillin'?

Shaw: Barn-rats?

Billy: Yeah, yeah. Let you 'ave them cheap. Four and sixpence?

Shaw: Giveit here. Let'shaveabutcher's! (SHAWrises,putsthe sackonthetable
and unties it)

Shaw: (to 'GENT') Yer barn-rat,see,is a plump fellow. He lives on the bestof
everything. He'swell-off. Thereis asmuchdifferencebetweenthe barnand
sewer-ratasbetweena brewer'sorseandcostermonger's. (he takesa quick
look into the sack, snorts and quickly closes the neck again)

Shaw: (scornfully) Barn rats! Git 'em out of 'ere!
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Billy: Aw right, warehouse rats, Mr Shaw. You saw for yourself.

Shaw: (to 'GENT') He'sbeenpaidfor catchingthemin somewarehouse.Now he
wants to sell them to me. Make a good thing of it, these fellows.

Billy: Three bob?

Shaw: Done.

(SHAW takes coins from his pocketas BILLY reties the sack watching for the
money)

Shaw: (to 'GENT') What'sthatsir?....Well, let me see the largestquantity of rats
I've everhadfrom one manwasthirty-five dozenat thruppencea head,and
that'saloadfor an'orse! I've 'ad asmanyastwo thousandatsin this house
atonetime.......... Hungry? They'll scoff a sackof barley-meak week. And

Oh well yes, I will sir. Thankyou very much. Canl get anotherfor...?
...... The boy? Well, yes if you say so, sir.

(SHAW fills his tankard and pours beer into 'GENT's tankard and gives it to BILLY)
Shaw: Ah, you'renoticingmescarssir? (heshowshis wrists)

Now somepeoplewill say,rub y'self over with carawayand stuff, andrats
won't bite you. | give you my word of honour,sir, it's all nonsense.Bless
you, there's nothing a rat won't bite through.

(BILLY emerges from behind his tankard)

Billy: Nothing!

Shaw: I've seenmy ladsstandingn the pit with ratsrunningall aroundthem,andif
they haven'ttakenthe precautiorto tie their trousersoundwith bits of string
at the bottomsthey'dhaveasmanyasfive or six ratsrun up their legs. And
believe me, sir, a bite up the trouserleg can be very nasty! Very nasty
indeed,if y' takesmy meaning! (movesright and picksup sack)

Oh, no, no sir, there'ereare safein the sack. But would you believeit, my

ladsenjoyit? They'll deliberatelytakeoff their clothesandpick ‘emoutfrom

their shirts and breeches. Somepeople'samused;othersis 'orror-struck.....
Ah, | canseeas'ow you'reonewhao's'orror-struck! (hethrowssackoff stage
right) On you way then, Billy.

Billy: Three bob Mr Shaw(he holds out his hand. Two fingers are bound with rag)
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Shaw: (to 'GENT') Yer know a rat'sbite is very singular,sir. It's three-cornered,
like a leech's. 'Ere, show'im Billy. (he snatchesoff the rag and holds
BILLY's hand out for the 'GENT' to see, BILLY cries out in pain)

Shaw: It's deeperpf course andwill bleedfor eversuchatime. (hethrowsrag to
BILLY who wraps it round his fingers again, whimpering)

Shaw: My boyshavesometimesadtheir fingersgo dreadfullybadfrom rat-bites.
They'veturnedall black and putrid! Aye, as black as my 'orse-hairsofa!
Peopleassaidto me,'You oughtto sendthe ladto 'ospitalandhave'is finger
took off', yes, 'aveit took right off, they'vesaid. (turnsto BILLY) 'Ere,
Billy let me 'ave another squint at those fingers. Don't like the look of -

Billy: No! No! Never you mind it, Mr Shaw. It'll get right by and by.

(BILLY moves away)

Shaw: In caseyou everneedit, sir, the bestthing for rat-bitesis the thick bottoms
of porter-caskput on asa poultice. That'll actuallytakethornsout of 'orses
‘'oofs after steeple-chasing.Draws the poison,y' see. Sucksit out....... Oh,
you all right there,sir? Gonea little pale. Drop of brandyis whatyou need.
Billy!

(BILLY fetches a bottle and glass from the pub and pours it for the 'GENT")

Shaw: That'll put the colour backin y' cheekssir. Thingis, ratswanta greatdeal
of sorting. Y' can'tputyour sewerandyour barn-rattogether. It's like putting
a Rooshianand a Turk underthe sameroof. There'ssix or sevendifferent
kindsof ratsandif we don'tsortthemtheytearoneanotherto pieces.Whenl
havea numberof ratsin the house,I'm a lucky manif | don'tfind a dozen
deadwhenl goto themin themorning. Ohyes,I'd losemoneyon them,if it
wasn't for gentlemenlike yourself...... Oh, thank you very much, sir.
(SHAWpourshimselfa drink)

Onetime | bredrats but nowadaysl leavesthat fancy to me boys. I've as
muchasl| cando to servemy worthy patrons- andworthy | mean,sir. Bless
you, I've had noble andtitled ladiescomehereto seethe sport. (he leers)

Yes, ladies,ho, ho - on the quiet, y' know!.... Two or threeyearssince,my
boystook into their headsthe ideaof skinningthe ratsfor the fur.

(He goesUpstageto a barrel as he speaksandtakesout severalitems,finally
producinga dead rat)

They did aboutthreehundredof themandtheir skinswasvery promising....
'Ere,seefor y'self.

(he brings the deadrat to the table and holds it out for close inspection,
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strokingthefur)
My wife didn't like the notion, though,so | said 'Throw 'emaway.' But the
skinsare a beautifulgrey, and soft andwarm. Here,havea feel sir.
(He shrugsas the offer is refused. He rubs the rat gently againsthis chin,
frownsand sniffsit, thentossegsherat to BILLY)
Phew! Here Billy!

Billy: Phew!

Shaw: There'snothingturns so quickly asdeadrats. Chuckit away, Billy! And
here's your two bob.

(BILLY accepts the rat and the coin unenthusiaiicand exits)

(herises) Oh, off already,sir? Well, hopel seeyou someWednesday.Tell
you what, y'self a little dog, sir. We'll throw him in and give him a score.
Testhis mettle. Goodsport,sir, en? (he showsthe'GENT' Downstage)
An honour to talk to you, sir.

(OLD MARY, the crossingsweeperenters. Shewearsa straw bonnet,plaid cloak
andapronwith a pocket. Shehasa shadeoverherweakeyesand her headis
bandaged. She carries a besom and an old sack)

Shaw: Get alongwith you there,woman! Don't get underthe gentleman'deet!
(he shoosher away, thenturns Downstageto the 'GENT)
What'sthat, sir?....Her, sir?...0Oh, you don'twant anythingto do with her. |
can get you somethingfresher............ No, no, of coursenot, sir. If that's
your fancy.....What?...No, no. Justmy little joke, sir. No offencemeant.
(he calls) Mary! Gentleman ‘ere would like a word with you.

(SHAWbusieshimselfwith his work. MARY follows him anxiously. Shespeaks
with a slight Welsh accent)

Mary: | done nothing!

Shaw: (whispers to her)No, it's on the up and up. Might do y'self a bit of good.
Mary: What's he want to talk to me for?

Shaw: Nosey bugger(turns back to the 'GENT'No harm intended is there, sir?

(SHAW goes Upstage, MARY comes Downstage)



Mary: | don'tknow whereyou'refrom sir, butl swearl do asgoodajob asothers.
Herel amany dayof theweekbetweereightin the morningandsevenin the
evening. | boughtmy crossingherewith my own moneyand| keepit clean
as a pin for my people. Mr Shaw will tell you.

Shaw: No complaints, Mary.

Mary: No, sir? You're sure sir?

Shaw: Very satisfied, Mary.

Mary: Thenl| expectyou'll be wantingto pay me my sixpencefor the last three
weeks?

Shaw: (paying her) And you can whisk around the yard, Mary.

(SHAW goes back to his work and in due course exits)

Mary: (pocketingcoins) There'snice for you. Half the rentin onego.... What's
that, sir? Shilling a weekrent| pays. | shareswith old Daisy. Sellstapes,
doesDaisy. Indeed,hereshecomesnow, sir. Ah poor woman,she hasa
hardtime of it. Listento hercoughing,will you. Keepsme awakeall night,
shedoes.....What,sir?...well, whereelsewould | gofor ashilling? It's what
we all come to, don't we?... Oh no, not you sir, of course not.

(MARYworksasshetalks, sweepingand pickingup oddmentsSomego in her sack.
Someshe pockets.DAISY enters.Shecarries a tray of bits of ribbon and
tapes,whichshesettlesasideto arrange. Shehasa coughingboutwhichshe
smothers in her apron.)

Mary: (to 'GENT') Seewhatl mean,sir? It'll carry heroff, it will, thatcough.....
What'sthat, sir? No I've not beenhereall my life. Oh no. WelshWalesis
wherel comefrom. My fatherwasa journeymanshoemakertHe waskilled,
butl can'tremembehow. | wastoo young.....Mother? | can'trecollecther
either,sir? | wasbroughtup by my uncleandaunt,| was, until | wasold
enoughto go into service. Daisy herewas in servicetoo, sir. Tell the
gentleman about when you were in service, Daisy. Go on!

(DAISY looks towards the 'GENT")

Daisy: That'sright, sir. | wasin service like Mary says....Whatagedid | startsir?
Oh,whenl wasaboutfive. | usedto mind the children,undera nurse. | was
in serviceuntil | got married. In a greatmanysituations,of course. | hadto
keepin a placebecausd had nowhereelseto go..... Blessyou, no, | was
neverin nobleman'damilies. Only tradespeople Servicewasvery hard,sir.
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Maid-of-all-work | was....My husband?He wasa seafaringman. But after
we married he startedselling memorandum-almanadiooksin the streets.
Did very badatit. Thenover-exertionwith wantof nourishmenbroughton

a paralytic stroke. He had his first fit abouttwo yearsbefore he had his

second. Thethird fit which washis lastwason the Sunday. No. | tell alie,

‘twas the Monday. And he died on the Wednesday....Children, sir? Two

still living. Thanks be.

(MARYcomesdownstagehavingspottedhalf an apple. Shepicksit up, wincingas
she bends)

Mary: What,sir? No | don'tmind telling you my age. I'm fifty-five andl've been
on the crossingfourteenyears. But just now it's very poorwork, it is. | have
no regular customersat all. The only one | had left usedto allow me

tuppencea week. But he wentmadand| don'tgetit now. Justlook at this
apple, Daisy. There's a wicked waste for you.

(MARY puts it in her pocket)

Mary: Thewinter time is best,sir, whenthe familiesis in town. Sowe geta few
more ha'pence...A shilling a day would be asmuchas| want, sir. But I've
stoodin the squareall dayfor a ha'penny. And I've stoodall dayfor nothing
at all.

(MARY plucks some loose twigs from her broom)

Mary: This is going home. | can wear out three broomsin a week. | gave
thruppencéha’'pennyfor this. You cangettupp'ny-ha'pennyprooms. But the
handles come out.

(MARY starts to sweep again. Then she turns to accept a coin from the 'GENT")

Mary: For me, sir? Oh, thank you sir.

(MARY spits on the coin and pockets it)

Daisy: This neighbourhood is not what it used to be. Is it Mary?
Mary: The good families are all gone, sir. By their own removal or God's.

(MARY crosses herself)



Mary: My religion, sir? | go to Trinity Churchin Gray'sinn Roadon Sunday
afternoonandevening. | can'tgo in the morning. | don'tgetawayfrom my
crossingin time....Oh no | neveromit adayin cominghereunlessI'm ill or
the snow is too heavy.

Daisy: | go to seemy childrenon Sundays. And afterthat| havea cup of teaand
go to bed about nine o'clock. I've got this chest, you see sir.

(DAISY accepts coins from the 'GENT")

Daisy: That's very kind of you, sir. I'll buy a drop of mixture, to relieve the
coughing. | haveto makea few calls now, to the houses. The maidservants
sometimes want some tapes. Or a pretty bit of ribbon for a bonnet.

(DAISY prepares to leave. MARY leans on her broom with a sigh)

Mary: It's very fatiguing, standingso many hours. It's my legs. Ache with pain
theydo. And swellso. Look, I'll showyou, sir....No? Very well. Butl was
oncein the MiddlesexHospitalsixteenweekswith my legs. Thenthere'smy
eyes. Havebeenweaksincel wasachild. And I've gotthis gatheringin my
head. This timetwelve month| hada feverandlaid sevenweeksin hospital.
| took diarrhoeaafter that and was for six weeksunderthe doctor'shand.
There's the crossing for you.

Daisy: Still, if you were at home all the time, Mary, what would you do with
yourself?

Mary: Get into mischief | shouldn't wonder!

(Thetwo womenlaugh. MARYacceptsanothercoin from the'GENT'. Thewomen
are about to exit when they here the running PATTERERSapproaching,
calling out the news)

Daisy: Oh what's that? What are they shouting about? '‘Murder' Oh Mary, come on!
Mary: Oo there's exciting for you!

(The PATTERER®Nter from Upstagecalling the news. Theycarry satchelsand
wave pamphlets. Theyboth gabbleat once,emphasisinghe emotivewords.
1STPATTERERcalls off Right. 2ND PATTERERcalls Left. Halfway they
cross to opposite sides still shouting.

1st Patterer. Readall aboutit!... Horrible murder! Welting in gore... Terrible
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shockto poor mother...Out of housefor provisions...Starvingchild!... Entry
of rogue and vagabond.. With evil intent... No one saw him... Committed
black murder!... Constable shocked by fearful crime... Full details...
Barbarous deed! Murder! Murder! Murder!

2nd Patterer: Mysteriousfigure! Seenleaving house. Young womanin great
distress.... Dreadful ordeal!... Man in black... Terrifying threats of death!

(1STPATTERERsellspamphletdo MARYand DAISY ,who hurry off, excitedly,to
read them)

2nd Patterer: Murder, Murder!... Vicious brute! Mercilessembrace!...Screams
for help! Further victims!... Murder!... Murder!... Murder!

(They both reach downstageCentre at the sametime. On final words the 1ST
PATTERER offers pamphlet to the 'GENT")

1st Patterer: 'Ere y'are sir. Read all about it.

2nd Patterer: Hangon. Hangon. He'soneof us. Seenyou down the printers,
haven't I, sir?... You don't want that! It's a 'cock’! Not a word of truth in it.

1st Patterer: Peopledon'tknow thedifference. Don'tcaresolong asthere'sa bit of
spice!

(Theybothlaugh. Theyhoisttheir bagsoff their shouldersand stretchthemselves.
In due course they pull stools to Centre and sit)

2nd Patterer: That'strue, sir. You can'tbeata good'cock’. Somewill out-sellyour
very latest hideous crime.

1st Patterer: 'Cept your Chigwell Row murder.

2nd Patterer: Oh yes, your Chigwell Row murder....

1st Patterer: Chigwell Row'sa trumpto the preseniday. Why I'd go out now, sir,
with a dozen Chigwell Rows and earn my supper in half an hour off them.

2nd Patterer: Saved me walking the streets all night many a time.

1stPatterer: Then there's the Scarborough Murder...

2nd Patterer: Don't s'pose you'll remember that, sir.

1st Patterer: It's about a rich and noble young naval officer seducinga poor
clergyman’'daughter. She'sconfinedin a ditch anddestroyshechild. She's
taken up for it, tried and executed.

2nd Patterer: Sells well round country places.

1st Patterer: Would sell now if we had it out.

2nd Patterer: It drawstearsto the women'seyesto think that poor clergyman's
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daughter who is remarkably beautiful....

1st Patterer: Remarkably beautiful!

2nd Patterer: .... shouldmurderherown child. It's very touchingto everyfeeling
heart.

1stPatterer: What about the Liverpool tragedy - that's very attractive.

2nd Patterer: Yes, that's a mother murdering her own son for his gold.

1st Patterer. He'd beenin the East Indies, see, and married a rich planter's
daughter. He camebackto Englandto seehis parentsafter an absenceof
thirty years.

2nd Patterer: They kept a lodging house for sailors in Liverpool.

1st Patterer: Thesonwentthereto lodgeandmeantto tell his parentsvho he was
in the morning. But his mothersawthe gold he hadin his boxes,andshecut
his throat. Severed his head from his body...

2nd Patterer: With the old man- upwardsof seventyyearsof age- holding the
candle!

1st Patterer: They'd put a wash-tub under the bed to catch his blood.

2nd Patterer: Blood!

1st Patterer: Themorningafterthe murdertheir daughtercallsandenquiredor the
young man. The old man deniesthat they've had anysuch personin the
house. Then - she reminds them that he had a mole on his arm.

2nd Patterer: In the shape of a strawberry.....

1st Patterer: Sotheold couplethengo upstairsto examinethe corpse. And thereit
is - the mole! They've murdered their own son!

2nd Patterer: They both put an end to their existence!

1stPatterer: It's a deeper tragedy than the Scarborough Murder.

(He takesbread out of his bag, cuts it and eats some,sharing it with the 2ND
PATTERER)

2nd Patterer: What'sthat, sir?....Oh, someof the '‘cocks'werein existencelong
beforel wasborn or thoughtof.... | commencedne careermwith 'Last Dying
Speechand Full Confessiorof William Corder',who did for that poor Maria
Marten. | worked that one down at Bury where he was executed. Got a
whole hatful of ha'pence.. Why, a servantcameout andwantedhalf a dozen
for the masterand a free onefor himself. Huh! | wouldn'tlet him haveno
such thing.

1st Patterer: After the Manningmurderl sold ten papersat onego to the railway
clerks at Norwich. Manning was a railway guard, you'll remember.

2nd Patterer: ThoseMannings! Fancya womanshootingher lover throughthe
head...
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1st Patterer: Then watching her husbandbash his brains out with a ripping
chisel....

2nd Patterer: Thengoing to rob his lodgingswhile her ol' manwas burying the
body under the kitchen floor....

1st Patterer: In quick lime.

2nd Patterer: Well, as Manning said in court, he never liked him very much!

1st Patterer: | did tremendousvith them down Bermondseywhereit happened.
Bermondsey! That's a splendid quarter for working. Plenty of feelings there.

2nd Patterer: Someplacesthey'veheartslike paving stones. Wouldn't havethe
papers if you give them to 'em.

1st Patterer: Specially when they know you.

(2ND PATTERER enjoys the joke)

2nd Patterer: Shouldhavedonebetterwith that Mrs Manning. Every day | was
looking for a confession. All | wantedwas for her to clear her conscience
aforesheleft this 'ereVVale of Tears. But whenl readin the papersthat her
last words on the brink of eternity was 'l have nothingto say to you, Mr
Rowe, except to thank you for your kindness' | gave her up entirely.

2nd Patterer: Greenacralidn't sell aswell asyou might haveexpectedor a man
who chopped up his fiancee.

1st Patterer: Came too close after Pegsworth.

2nd Patterer: Two murders together is never no good.

1st Patterer: To no one!

2nd Patterer: Now Daniel Goodwasfirst rate. Remembehim sir? Murderedhis
wife in a stable and got caught down in Tonbridge.

1st Patterer: Beenalot betterif it hadn'tbeenfor that MadamToosow. (He spits
in disgust)

2nd Patterer: Shewentandgive two poundfor the very clogshe woreto washhis
master'scarriage. So ‘course,when the harristocracycould go and seethe
very identicalclogsin 'er Chamberof 'Orrors- theyjust wouldn'tlook at our
authentic portraits of the fiend in human form. Madam Toosow!

(They both spit)

2nd Patterer: There'snothingbeatsa stuninggoodmurder. We lived off Rushfor
a month. Whenwe startedl wasfourteenshillingsin debtfor rent. In less
thanaweekl| astonishedhe Wise Men in the Eastby payingmy landlordall
| owed him.

1st Patterer: Onthe morningog the executionwe beatall the regularnewspapers
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outof thefield. We gotafull reportprinteddaysaforeit comeoff, see. Then
| goesandstandgeadywith it, right underthedrop. And blow me,if | wasn't
turning away customers afore it happened.

2nd Patterer: Calcraft, the hangman, was pretty tidy browns.

1st Patterer: He was! Up for starving his mother.

2nd Patterer: Well, what else could you expect of an 'angman?

1stPatterer: Me anda mateworkedhim down Essexwherehis motherlives. Even
sold HER one. A limping old body. | sawpeoplelooking at her and they
told me afterwho shewas. 'How much?'saysshe. 'A penny,Marm’, saysl.
And she says, 'Sarves him right!’

2nd Patterer: Yeah,thatwasagood'un. 'A Voice Fromthe Gaol- or TheHorrors
of the Condemned Cell'. Go on, give him a bit of the patter.

(1ST PATTERER rises)

1st Patterer: Yes. Listen, sir. You'll enjoy this. (declaiming) Let us look at
William Calcraft. Born of humble parentsin a little village in Essex,his
infant earsoften listenedto the children of the SundaySchoolsinging the
well-known words of the beautiful Wattshymn - When'erel take my walks
abroadhow many poor | see. But alas,the poor farmer'sboy neverhadthe
opportunityof going to that schoolto be taughthow to shunthe broadway
leadingto destruction. To seeka chancefortune he travelledup to London
where his ignoranceand forlorn condition enabledthe Fell Demon that
forever haunts the footsteps of the wretched to mark him for her own.

2nd Patterer: Isn't that stunning, sir? 'Mark him for her own"

1st Patterer: Here'smy favourite bit, sir. (declaiming) In vain he repents. His
nervoussystemis fast breakingdown, every day renderinghim lessable to
endurethe excrutiatingtormentshe is hourly suffering. He is hauntedby
remorsedheapediponremorse.Everyfreshvictim heis requiredto strangle
beingso muchadditionalfuel thrownuponthe mentalflamethatis scorching
him.

2nd Patterer: 'The mentalflame’,sir! And would you believeit, the authorof that
beautiful writing ain't evenin Parliament! Justthink of 'the mentalflame’,
sirl Oh dear!

(1ST PATTERER sits down again)
1st Patterer: 'Coursewe're doing very well with the Sloanessir. Couldn'thave
inventeda 'cock'to equalthemSloanes.Oh, you shouldhaveheardwhatthe

womensaidaboutHIM. Theywasmoresavageagainsthim thanagainsther.
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'Oh, that poor dear girl', says they. 'What she suffered!

2nd Patterer: They hadfifty deathsfor him. Rolledin a barrelfull of sharpnails
down Primrose Hill!

1st Patterer: Turned out to the women on Kennington Common!

2nd Patterer: Boiled in oil!

1st Patterer: Hung over a slow fire!

2nd Patterer: And things like that... can't be mentioned!

Patterers: (Together shockedand painedat the thought) Oooooh! (Theyrise and
gather up their bags)

1st Patterer: Troubleis, there'softentoo long a wait betweenthe murderandthe
trial. Unlessthe fiend in humanform keepswriting beautifullove lettersthe
excitement can't be kept up.

2nd Patterer: 'Coursewe canalwayswrite the love lettersfor the fiend in human
form ourselves.

1st Patterer: (nodding) Onetime we hada greatpull over the newspapein that
way. But Lord love you, those reporters gets more and more into our line.

2nd Patterer: They tread in our footsteps, sir. They follow our bright example.

(The hurdy-gurdy is heard in the distance)

1st Patterer: Well, we mustbid you goodday, sir. Gotto getrid of this lot afore
there's a new 'orrible murder to take the beauty off them.

(The PATTERERStart back Upstagerepeatingtheir openingpatter as they exit.
ThepassMEG whois entering. MEG's clothesare raggedand skimpy. She
hasa slight Somerseticcent. Sheis singing the songplayedby the hurdy-
gurdy. It fadesin the distancebut MEG goeson singingto herselfas she
strips off her blouseand washesat the trough. The CONVICT entersfrom
the pub. Heis grey-hairedand hasa tough,watchfulface. His coatis hung
over his shoulder. He is speaking to the 'GENT' as he comes)

Convict: Oh, I've no objectionto telling you me history, Sir, for what it's worth!
Not with that mob in there,though. We cantalk quiet herein the yard....
After whatl've beenthroughyou getsto valueyour privacy. (seesMEG) Oh
don't worry about her, sir. She don't count. Always on about going to
Australia, sheis. | couldn'twait to get back. (he crossesto MEG)
You're all right, ain't you Meg? Come on, give us a kiss.

(He grabs MEG and kisses her. She struggles free, splashing him.)
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Meg: You get off mel....Then to 'GENT?)... | could do well in Australia.
Convict: You'd do better at home.

(CONVICT sits down and rolls a cigarette)

Meg: (to the'GENT') Can'tgo home,sir. It's my step-mothersee. Shebeatme
eversincel wasalittle girl. Hot temperedshewas. Knockedme aboutlike
an' ol' rag doll. And my father - he wouldn't believe it when | tell him.

(She continues washing)

Convict: | hadgoodparents. I've no excusefor what!l did. Londonerstheywere.
Respectablegpeople. Gave me a good education. But | wantedto be a
waterman. Theywouldn'tlet me,sol ranoff. Joinedup with a gangof boys.
Always was a bit of a rover. Finished up on the other side of the world.

Meg: | envy you!

Convict: Shelivesin adream. Twelve | waswhenl| wentoff with the boys. Met
them at Bartlemy Fair. All got sentin chainsto Van Dieman'sLand, 'cept
one. He wentto Sydney. Mind you, we hada goodtime togetherfirst. Easy
money! Like picking dirt off the streets. Could makethreepoundsa week
just flaring handkerchiefs.

Meg: 'Til you got grabbed!(she dries herself on her shawl)

Convict: (To'GENT") I wasunlucky. Wasgoingfor a gent'spocketby St Paulson
Procession Day. Two months, that got me, in The Old Horse!

Meg: (To 'GENT', explaining)Bridewell.

Convict: Thena man| knew said, "You want to cut out that game of smatter
hauling....'

Meg: That's what they call the handkerchiefs.

Convict: ...and do a little soft.

Meg: Forged notes.

Convict: | usedto go out real stylishly dressedwith a gentleman'svatchin my
pocket. Made more moneythaneverbefore. Mind you, hada partnerthen.
Nice girl. Fondof her,l was. Neverwrongedmein anyway. Not like Meg.
‘ere. She's anyone's for tuppence.

(He pinches MEG teasingly. She pulls away offended)
Meg: | neversleptout of my father'shouse'til | wasfifteen - nor kept company
with anyyoungman! I'd haveneverleft home,but| couldn'tstandmy step-

motherno longer. | only tookfive shillingsi'd saved. Nothingelse! Justthe
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clothes | stood up in.
(she realises she is half naked and puts on her blouse again)

Convict: Well, time camewhenit wasgettingrisky with dudnotes. Theyhung'em
for it in thosedays,you'll remembergsir. | saw a good many hanged......
Whatsir? Oh, nothe gallowshadno terror for the peoplein my way of life.
Anyway, | got out of London. Startedworking the gaming tables with
anothermanandhis wife. Good-lookingwomanshewasso asto attractthe
men around us.

Meg: Didn't you take your woman?

Convict: We'd had words. Might not have gone at all if we hadn't.

(MEG moves away from him and combs her hair)

Convict: Wentall roundthe countryto racemeetingsthrowing dice for the prizes
marked on the table. But the dice were loaded so that no one could win.

Meg: What if folk wanted to look at them?

Convict: We hadgooddice ready. Don't keepbuttingin, Meg. I'm talking to the
Gentleman. Well, sir, my mateand his wife told me we'd madesixty five
poundsat Newmarket,but they rowedin the sameboat. | knew they got a
gooddealmorethanthat. And anywayl hadto maintainthe horseandcart
out of my third share!...... Betweenracemeetingssir?...Oh we'dgo out on
theroadsandif we metan old bloke we knockedhim down androbbedhim.
We did good stakes that way. Lived like gents we did.

(MEG opens her mouth to comment and thinks better of it)

Convict: But they didn't use me right, thosetwo, so at Braintreel paid a man
twenty five poundsfor his kit - horse harnesstilt cartandtableand! wentit
alone. Two goodfivers andthreebadones,| gavehim. Neverthrew away
anopportunity! But the mangot nailedpassinga badnoteandtold themwho
hegotit from.... Sol got pinchedandtried at the Old Bailey. 'Coursel told
them| didn't know the note had beenforgedor | shouldhave beerhanged.
Luckily it wasa favourablesessions.Thirty six were castfor deathbut only
onewastopped. | got sentencedo fourteenyearstransportation.Tenweeks
they kept me waiting to go in the Bellerophon hulk at Sheerness.

(MEG comes back and sits beside him sympathetically holdiong his arm)
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Meg: I've beento SheernessCameup to Londonin aboat.... (Tothe'GENT') Oh,
no sir, my homewasin Somerset. | ran awayto Bridgwatertown. | was
really shockedhatfirst nightin thelodginghouse. Men, womenandboysall
sleepingin the sameroom. Didn't like thatat all. But | couldn'thumble
myselfandgo backto thatstep-mother.Didn't sleepall night. Thenayoung
man wantedme to live with him, but he wasa beggar! He followed me to
Bristol, all thetime teasingmeto live with him but| wouldn't. | lived on my
moneyaslong asl couldthenl hadto sleepin aunion. Twasawful! Therats
run over my headwhile | slept. | usedto pray for daylight. (CONVICT
laughs) | usedto praythen! (Sadly) Don'tnow. At lastl gotto London,and
I metsomelrish folk who took me off to Watford, haymaking. The girls all
took up with a mateso| did too. In afew dayshe'druinedme. He told the
master| belongedto him but he never called me his wife. We went a-
hoppingtogetherin Kent. He waskind enoughbut we was passionate fire
againstfire - and sometimeswve fought. But he neverbeatme. Well, only
once- for contradictinghim. No, sir, hewasn'tjealous. He hadno reasorto
be. | would havegonethroughanytroublefor him but heranawayfrom me.
He couldn't have really loved me or he wouldn't have run away, would he sir?

(Shesnivels. TheCONVICToffersher his red spottedhandkerchief.Shelooksat it
then wipes her nose on her sleeve)

Meg: Sol comebackup to Londonwith the otherhoppersandlived on the fifteen
shillings I'd saved. | lodgedin the Dials and went drinking with the other
women. Gotaliking for thebeerandgin, | did. But whenall my moneywas
gone | had to look out for my living.... the other way.

Convict: She means the streets, sir.

Meg: Well, what elsecan| do? Many a night | neverget a farthing. Out there
perishing! But | never picked pockets like the other girls.

Convict: You'll never make yer fortune, girl.

Meg: (Bridling) | oncehada sovereignn my pocket! But | likes treatingthe other
womenso it weren'ttherea day. | knowsI'm nothingmuch. The common
fellows in the streetare alwaysjeering at me for my lack of clothes,but |
don'tcareaboutthem! And the missionariesarealwayson at me, but| tells
‘em - "You mind yourselfandI'll mind myself. What'sit to you wherel go
when | die?' | don't steal and | won't beg. But | do swear. | swear truly hard.

Convict: She ought to go into the Magdalen. They'd take care of her there,
wouldn't they sir? Look at her... Beat out!

Meg: I'd like bestto go to Australiawhereno onewould know me. | couldbehave
myself there. There'sno hope for me here. Everyonewho knows me
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despisesne. In Sydneyl couldtakeservice. | couldgetrid of my swearing
andl'd give upthedrink. No girl cancarryonthelife | do without drink, sir.
No girl's feelingswould let her. (Shesniffstearfully) Oh, I'm sick of thisidle
life. | haven'ta friend in the world. Australiais the bestwish | have. I'm
young and healthy. | could take a hard place with country work in Australia!

(She goes into a reverie)

Convict: Australia! I'll tell you aboutAustralia. | hatethe place! HobartTown is
wherel landedup. Sixty of uslay four daysin an old church. Thenthe
settlerscamefrom all partsto pick their men. | gotavery badmaster.He put
meto harvestwork I'd neverevenseendonebefore. And | hadcareof pigs
thatwaslike wild boars. At lasthe sentme backto Launceston.l workedin
potatofields andcharcoalworks. Thenin wateringboatstaking government
officersto GeorgeTown. Thatwashard! Reallyhard! Outall nightwith the
boats. No beds. And no clotheshalf the time. That'swherel got my first
flogging.

Meg: Flogging?

Convict: (quietly) Twenty-five lashesfor picking up a capful of flour whena bag
burst. Thenl gotfifty for taking a hatin ajoke whenl'd hadafew. There
was a soldierin the hospitalwho'd had threehundredlashessamemorning.
When he saw my back he said I'd had it twice as bad as he had. But the
doctortold him, "Tentimesasbad! He'sbeenflogged. You've only hada
child'swhipping!..... Yes,you'vegotit, sir. Thecat! Takealook! (hepulls
down his shirt to show the weals on his back)

Meg: (Fearfully) The cat o' nine tails!

(MEG toucheghe scarstenderly. Thesoundof intermittentflogging startsOffstage
and continues throughout the scene. MEG reacts at each lash)

Convict: | hadhalf minutelashes. A quick lashingwould have beerertaindeath.
Oneconvicthadseventyfive lashes.| wasmusteredhereandsawit all. The
military surgeonkapt on saying,'Go on, do your duty." Whenthe manwas
takendown from the triangle, they askedhim if he'dlike sometea. But he
was dead!

Meg: | don't know how you could bear it.

Convict: You boreit. You boreit like a stone. The otherconvictsalwaysask,'Did
he sing?' But | wasa pebble! | knewif I'd showedpainthey'dhavedoped
me out and given me a crackon the headthat would havelaid me straight...
That first flogging made me ripe. | said to myself, 'l cantake it like a

17



bullock!" But | tell you, sir, whenyou'retied to thattriangleyou could gladly
take the flogger'slife.... Eight hundredand seventyfive lashesl hadin all.

Usedto boastof it! | usedto say,'l cantakeit! | cantakeit 'til they seeme
backbone.'And theyoftencould! Afterwardsl'd rub my backagainsta wall

just to showthem! It squeezedhe congealedlood out of it, see. Oncel

wouldn'tlet themdressmy back. Forthatl got anothertwentyfive lashes....
Well, asyou might expect,sir, in theend| bolted. Took to the bush......Oh

yes, | got caught,but the Magistratel was up before had beena convict
himself - from the Irish rebellion- so he only orderedme fifty andsentme
back to Launceston. Therel was up before the benchand they gave me
another hundred.... Still want to go to Australia, Meg?

(MEG burstsinto tearsand goesUpstagefor her shawl. Offstagesoundof flogging
stops)

Convict: Severesir? You could say that without a lie. A manthoughtlittle of
giving someonea knock on the headwith an axeto get himself hangedand
out of it all.

(He risesand pulls up his shirt. UpstageBOB the PICKPOCKETenters. He is a
raggedbut perkylad. He takesa drink from the trough. Thenhe spotsthe
CONVICT's coat and saunters towards it)

Convict: Well, that'sme strory, sir. I'm forty threeandgladto be backin England.
| neverwantto seeAustraliaagain! But I've still got a bit of life left in me.
I'll be all right now I'm back home. Yes, indeed | will.

(CONVICTturns and seesBOB fingering his coat. BOB immediatelyhelpshim on
with it, smiling ingratiatingly as he steals his spotted handkerchief)

Bob: Spare a farthing for a poor boy, mister?
Convict: Get off with you!
Bob: No offence mister.

(BOB starts off. CONVICT grabs him and retrieveshis handkerchiefand knocks
BOBto the ground. CONVICTexits. MEG, who hasnot seenthe theft, runs
to the aid of the boy who begins to moan piteously)

Meg: You all right? What 'e do that for?
Bob: 'e's broke me bones.
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Meg: Which ones?
Bob: All over.
Meg: | 'spect it's just bruises.

(MEG feelsin her pocketand takesout her purse. BOB groanslouder. Shegives
him a coin)

Meg: Here you are. Cheer up now!
Bob: Oh, thank you, missis. You're a gem. You're a real peatrl.

(BOB kisses her hand gratefully)
Meg: You take care of yourself

(MEG exits. As soon as she has gone BOB comesDownstagecheerfully with
MEG's pursein his hand. He opensit to countthe contents,then starts
guiltily as he realises the 'GENT' is watching him)

Bob: You'reonly guessingsir. You didn't seemenick it! Shedidn't seeme nick
it!  And shedidn't feel me nick it! So you're only guessing..Anyways,
what'sa boy like me to do to keephis headabovewater?.....Eh?....0h, |
startedout all right. | wasa climbing boy.....No, no onedidn't makeme. |
wantedto be a sweep. | saw the boys with lots of money a tossin'and
gamblingandl wantedmoneytoo. See\yergottuppenceor thruppence day
for sweepingchimneysandsometimesixpencerom the peopleof the house.
Mind you there'ssomebadmasterswho'dlight strawunderyer feetto make
yer climb faster...What'sit like up a chimney? (calling) Alfie! Comeout
‘ere and tell the gentleman what it's like up a chimney.

(ALFIE, a chimneysweep entersfrom the pub. He is a slight boy and his clothes
and face are sooty.)

Alfie: What yer say?

Bob: Up a chimney. Tell 'im, Alfie. You can't see 'cos yer eyes is full of soot.

Alfie: And yer can't breathe 'cos yer nose is full of soot.

Bob: And if youopensyer mouthto yell whenyer bashyer 'eadyer getsa mouthful
of soot. Ain't that right, Alfie?

Alfie: But it ain't as bad as people would ‘ave yer believe.

Bob: ..... What's that, sir? Gentleman says did you ever get stuck, Alfie.

Alfie: Stuck? 'Coursel beenstuck. Hundredsof times. Once,|l wassurethey'd
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take me out dead,like someboys| knew. Died of fright. Not me though!
Worsetime | got stuckit wasme own fault. It wasanine inchflue, see. The
mastertakesonelook andhe says'You'll nevergetup there'. Sowe goeson
the roof andtakesthe chimneyoff. It wasa bit wider thenand| thoughtl
could getdown. 'You'll 'aveto buff it Alfie' he tells me....'"Sposeyou knoe
what that means,sir? But | kept me trouserson. Next thing I'm halfway
downwith metrousersall ruckedup andl can'tmovenoways,up nor down.
Sotherel wastight asa bungin abottle. | heardthe mastertell the peopleof
the house,My boy'sstuck!" And theyall getsterribly fretted. 'Justleaveit to
me.'he says. 'Don't saya word, goodor bad." Then'e locksthe door, strips
off andbuffsit. Inch by inch he forceshis way up thatflue 'til he getshis
handundermefoot sohe canprize melooseout of thetop. Well then,asyou
canguesssir, hewasstuckhimself! | could hearhim swearingandgroaning.
Thennothing! All quietandstill. Not anounceof sootfalling on the hearth.
| keptshoutingbut he didn'tanswer. | thoughthe wasa gonner,| really did.
But hewasonly restingandpuzzlingout which way to turn, see. After about
an hour, he strugglesout, with the skin all torn off his back and armsand
legs. Looking like he'dbeennearflayedto death. | waslucky, no mistake.
If it hadbeenanothemaster'd neverhavecomeout of thatflue alive. Good
master. Couldn't treat me better if | was his own son.

(ALFIE picks up pebbles and plays ‘fivestones’)

Bob: My trouble was | growedtoo stout for the climbing. | wentto work in a
pottery in Lambeth. Wasn't there long though. | broke three bottles.
Accident it was. But the foremansays'l shan'twant you no more,'so |
thoughtl wasdischarged.Foundout later he didn't meanthat, but it wastoo
latethen. But | waswell off. Hadtwo shilling anda suit of clothessol goes
off to Smithfield Fair. Hadaright old time. Thenl fell asleepn oneof the
sheeppensand hadme shoesstolenoff mefeet! A fellow called Gyp found
me crying, and said if | give him me stockingsto sell, he's find me
somewherdo sleep. Sol did. And he took me with him to SaintOlave's
Workhouse. Next day he saidhe'dgot a job sweepingout the pens. Couldn't
doit without a shirt, soheborrowedmine. He wentinto a pubfor abeer,and
out the backdoor. | neversawhim afterthatfor six months. Neverdid see
me shirt again.

Alfie: Well, that's how yer gets treated 'til you learns a trick or two.

Bob: Oh, | don't get done no more. Not me.

Alfie: Onetime, | fell in with someboys who taught me how to steal fish in
BillingsgateMarket. Thenl'd sellit to themfor a pennyandthey'dsell it to
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costermongers for thruppence. Might go back to it, if | grows bigger.

Bob: (to ALFIE) Well, yer not goingto grow smaller,areyer? Nobodydoes. (to
'GENT') What, sir? How did | getinto me presentgame? Well, | metthis
very uncommonclever pickpocketand he tells me I've got the right sort of
long fingers,so peoplewon't feel, see? Well, we went off roundthe country
through Footscrayand soon| could do as well as he done. | flared two
handkerchiefan Maidstone. | wore one round me neck and the lodging
housekeeperpawnedthe otheronefor me. But | wasnailed next morning
and got three months.

(ALFIE spots a coin down a grating)

Alfie: 'Ere, Bob, | can see a joey down there.
Bob: Where?(Seeing it too)Oh yeah!

(ALFIE finds a stick and pokes around to reach the coin)

Bob: What, sir? No, | didn't mind prison. Bin in a lot sincethen. Yer gets
hardenedo it, don'tyer.......... Me bestpickings? Purses.But | don'tgetthat
many. Not dressedvell enoughto getnearladies. 'Tush,tush!,'they say. '
Go awayraggedboy.' But I'd ratherrob themthanthe poor. They missest
less.... ThatwomancalledMeg, sir? Well, yes,shewaspoorbut...No! I'm
notsorry| took herpurse,l gotto look after meself...Begging? No | would
not. Nor would Alfie, would you Alfie?

Alfie: The boys all laugh at you if you go a-begging. Call you a cadger.

Bob: You got yer character to think of, haven't you Alfie?

(BOB takes the stick from ALFIE and tries to get the coin)

Alfie: (to 'GENT') Goto sea,sir? You meansailors? Me andBob? But what if
you gets a bad captain? He can do what he likes with you at sea, can't he?
Bob: No no, sir, we'll make our way.

(BOB gets the coin out of the grating)

Alfie: See, | told yer!

Bob: (pocketingcoin) Now I'm alright. Shan'twasteit on drink. No, spendit on
pudding. Fill up onpuddingthat'swhatl likesto do.....Wheredo live, sir?
In alodging house. Don'tlike it much. Peopleall in together. But | haveto
say I've learnt a few good tricks there.
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Alfie: I'll tell you this, sir, if aninnocentboy getsinto a lodging househe'll not be
inncoentfor long. (To BOB) Whathappenedo thatlittle boy yousaidcome
in last night, Bob? The one that had run away?

Bob: Couldn't find 'im this morning. I'll look out for 'im.

Alfie: Get 'im back home afore it's too late.

Bob: Yeah, | will. Maybe.

Alfie: Well, I'm orf. Watch yer step, Bob.

(ALFIE exits. BOB starts to follow then turns back)

Bob: (to 'GENT").... What will becomeof me? Oh, transportation. | 'spectthat's
what it'll cometo in the end. Don't care! Still might managea few more
years,'cosl'm goodat the pockets. Very good. As you canseefor yourself!
Only the very best silk for you, sir, eh?

(Grinning broadly he wavesa colouredhandkerchiefit the'GENT'. Thenskipsoff
triumphantly Upstage.

END OF ACT ONE

ACT 2

(Offstagethe hurdy-gurdypasses. DownstageNELLIE, a flower girl, is kneeling
with her basket. Shedividesthe flowersinto bunchesand ties them with
rushes. She looks up, sees 'GENT' and accepts a coin from him.)

Nellie: Flowers,sir? | can makeup a bunchin a minute. Justgot them from
CoventGarden,see? ... Oh yes, this is my living. Ever sincemotherdied.
Look at theseviolets, sir. Pretty ain't they? And sweet. Sells bestwhen
they'resweet. Wallflowers andstovksandroses... Whendid motherdie? It
wasGuy FawkesDay whenl| waseightyearsold. My My sisterandbrother
areyoungerthanme so | hadto take charge.... Father? Oh no. We'reall
mother'schildren, sir. Look, I've got pinks and carnationsand lilies of the
valley. (Smellsthem) Mm. Lovely! Gentlemenare the bestcustomers.
They but themto give to their ladies.... Whatsir? Oh no. EversinceGod
took Mother I've got my sisterand brothera bit of bread. And | put them

22



both to the ragged school. Here's sister now, sir. Sit down here, Peg.
(PEG enters, also carrying some flowers. She joins NELLIE)

Nellie: Yes,we all of uscanread. And brothercanwrite too. And | prayto God
he'll do well with it.

(PEG takes a book from her pocket)

Peg:(To'GENT") I've gotabookcalled'The Gardenof Heaven'.I'll readyou a bit
if you like. Will you let me read to you?

Nellie: You help me here first, Peg.

Peg:All right, Nellie.

Nellie: (To'GENT') Mossrosesis the best. Young mossroses. We do bestof all
on them.

Peg: Primrosesare good, too. 'cos people say 'Well, here'ssrping againto a
certainty'. We sell themfor a pennya bunch,but there'sbeenladieswho've
saidto me 'Here poor girl, take three-ha'penceOr evengive me tuppence.
Peoplearenice. I've neverhadarudeword in my life. ... We live up the
alley, sir, don't we Nellie? Me and brotherand Nellie sleepin a big bed
together. Our landladysleepswith her husbandn the otherbed, behindthe
curtain.... Oh yes, it's a big room.

Nellie: (To 'GENT') We pay two shillings a week and shedoesour washingand
mendingfor us. We'vebeenwith her four years. She'smovedthreetimes,
but we just followed her. She'sgoodto us but she'svery poor. Still noneof
us have ever troubled the parish and that's a fact.

(NELLIE risies and takessomeflowersup to the trough and dipsthemin it. PEG
goes on tying bunches, and talking to the 'GENT")

Peg: We getsthe rushto tie thesefor nothing. We put their own leavesroundthe
violets. The paperfor a dozencostslessthana penny. We doesn'tmakeless
thansixpenceadayunlessit's veryill luck. But Nellie saysGodwill support
us andwe mustn'tcomplain. We do betterwith Orangesn March or April.
Canevenmakea shilling a day on oranges.Wish theywerein all theyeatr,|
do.

(PEG rises and takes a bunch of flowers to the trough. NELLIE returns.)

Nellie: (To'GENT) Yes,sir, | alwayskeepa shilling stockmoneyif | can. But if
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it's bad weather,so bad that we can't sell flowers at all, and we've had to
spendour stockmoneyfor a bit of bread,thenlandladylendsus a shilling if
she hane. And if shehasn'tsheborrowsone off a neighbour. And if the
neighbourhasn'tgot one,thensheborrowsat the dollyshop.... Oh no, no,sir,
that'snot a pawnshop. None of us haveever had anythinggood enoughto
pawn! No, thedollyshopwill justtakein therug off ourbed. Butisit's hard
weatherwe musttakeit out againat night or we'd be starvedwith cold. It
sometimedasto be put backagainnext morning. Thenthere'stuppenceo
pay for it for the day. We haveto pay tuppencea weekfor a shilling at the
dolly... lllegal, sir? Isit? Well don't you go telling, sir. Or what'll we do?

(PEG returns)

Nellie: Mostly we make enoughfor living and our rent. And sisterand me are
always indoors by six.

Peg: Brother works fro a costermonger. They give him his mealssometimesas
well as two shillings a week.

Nellie: But we're all indoors by six. | see to that!

Peg: There'ssomeflowergirls round hereas stay out very late. Like poor Aggie.
Her parentsdon'tgive her no supperunlessshebringshomemoneyenough.
She went to prison last winter for selling combs ‘cos there weren't no flowers.

Nellie: Aggie, sir? About thirteen,sir. Two weeksshewasin prison. And the
night shecamehome, her father senther straightout again. Sheusedto be
out everso late getting money. | don't know how shesold flowers so late.
But shedidn't bring moneyenoughand her fatherturnedher out. | haven't
seen her lately.

Peg: She heaveda shoeat the Lord Mayor, so as she could get a comfortable
lodging in prison,shesaid. 'Cosshewastired of beingin the streets. Poor
Aggie.

Nellie: Said she was sick and tired of life. Poor Aggie.

(The girls have finished their bunches and now rise)

Peg:(holding out a bunchjrhere, sir, ain't they nice.
Nellie: We must go and sit on the corner now.

(PEG takes a coin from the 'GENT")

Peg:Oh, thank you sir!
Nellie: Thank you sir.
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(The FLOWERGIRLSexit, calling their wares'Vi'lets! SweetVi'lets! Pennya
bunch! Nice carnation for your buttinhole, sir! Lovely roses, lady!")

(The PHOTOGRAPHER enters carrying camera, tripod and his bag of
photographicplates and specimenphotographs. He setsthem down then
fetchesa stool and carefully positionsit measuringa distanceto his camera.
He throws a black cloth over the cameraand ducksunderneathto focus.
After a moment he comes out and brightens as he sees the 'GENT)

Photographer: Excuseme beingso bold,sir. Canl interestyou in a Wonderful
PhotographicPortrait?..... Only sixpenceor a shilling large size. By the
miracle os sciencea genuinecorrectlikenessof your handsome...Oh no!
Now | comesto look at you, sir | canseeyou'd be one for the half guinea
portraitsin oneof the poshshopsup the WestEnd... What?... Ohnothisis a
very good camera,sir.... Cost me five guineasat Gordon Flemming'sin
Oxford Street......Savedup for it! A shilling aweek,| did!.... Ah well, you
see sir, when photographyfirst came up | could seeit would turn into
something....No, | didn't know nothing aboutit. | wasa busker! Worked
with my mate,Sam. Both blackedup, singinganddancing;me with a banjo,
him with a tambo. But | alwayshada hankling after science.... How did |
learnto takeportraits?.....Ah ha! You might well ask!- I'd hadsomecards
printedand put themin the window andblow meif | didn't havea customer
beforel'd eventried the cameraout. Sol triedit outon him.... (laughs) Just
asyou'dexpectsir. Blackasabag! Thatfirst Sundayl took onepoundfive
shilling and sixpence. Customerscamepouringin!  The pictures?.... Black
andspottybut| told 'emthey'dbe all right whentheydried. Nextweekthey
broughtthem all back! Troublewas,y' seesir, when| boughtthe camera
they took a portrait of me to show me how to useit. But it was a dull
afternoon. Took him ninety secondgo producethe picturesol thoughtl had
to dothe same. And hangmeif | didn't, rain or shine. Thenl noticedasthe
eveninggrewdarkerthey cameout betterandl formedanideathatl'd madea
miscalculation. So | investedin a sixpennybook of instructionsand, of
course sawmy mistake. Now | cantakea tidy picture.... Ohyes,it's better
than busking. More professional. | tell you, some Sundaysl've taken
eighty!.. Roundhere Sunday'she bestday 'cos people'sgot their wagesin
their pocketsand| reckonthey getsa fair sixpennyworth. The glass costsis
tu'ppencea dozenand you haveto give two with every picture; then the
chemicalswill costquite a ha'pennyandvarnishand andrameandfittings.
Thenthere'sthe advertsand my partnerto pay. (beckonsRight) Oi Sam!
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Comehere. (Thento 'GENT') He'sbeenoff trying to drum up tradein the
tavern, sir.

(SAM enters from Pub)

Photographer: Justtelling the gentlemanthere'spreciousdlittle profit in this game,
is there, Sam?

Sam: That's true, sir, we...

Photographer: We haveto getup to all sortsof dodgeso makesixpennyportraits
pay. What d'you reckon's our best dodge, Sam?

Sam: Well, I'd say...

Photographer: Our AmericanAir-Preservelis best,sir. As amatterof fact, I'm the
original inventor of the PatentAmericanAir-Preserver. | usedto call them
London Air-Preservers but they've gone better since they've been
American!.... What are they sir?

(SAM opens his mouth to speak)

Photographer: No, Samthat'swhatwe callsatradesecret. Oh but sinceyou'renot
gonner be a customer... Go on, you can tell him, Sam.

Sam: It's nothing more than a bit of card; old benefittickets, brown paper,soap
wrappings, anything we can get hold of, just varnished on one side.

Photographer: When a party comesinto our shopfor a portrait, | enquirewhich
they'll havea shilling or a sixpennyone. If they prefera sixpennyonel take
it andthenl showthemthe Air-Preservers.| tell theml makenothingout of
them. Only tu'ppence, and costs us that much. That always makes them bite.

Sam: We've actually had folk cometo us to have our Preserversut on other
people's portraits, saying they've been everywhere and can't get them.

Photographer: Thenwe chargethemthru'ppence.You'd scarcelybelieveit sir, but
we've had other photographerscome to us to buy our American Air-
Preservers. 'Course we always tell them it's a secret process!

Sam: Peoplewon't usetheir eyes! Remembemwhenyou cut up an old band-box
andvarnishedit anddriedit on the hobright in front of a customerandshe
still fancied it came from America!

Photographer: But you haveto remembersir, it really is a usefulthing. It does
preserve the picture.

(The two men confer)

Sam: There's the brightening solution. That's a splendid dodge.
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Photographer: Aqua distilled. Pure water. That's the brightening solution.

Sam: Tell him how we work it.

Photographer: Well, like this, sir. Whenwe takesa portrait Samhollersto me,’ls
it a bona?'

Sam:That's - is it a good 'un?

Photographer: When it is, | yell 'Say'.

Sam: That means 'Yes'.

Photographer: If not, | shout, 'Nanti!" Even so, Sam dries it and puts it in a frame.

Sam: Thenl wrapit in alargepieceof paper,soasit will takesometime to unroll
it. And | cry out, 'Take sixpence from the lady if you please.’

Photographer: Sometimessheasksto seeit but | alwaysanswersMoney first, if
you pleaseMa'amthenyou cando whatyou like with it.".... If sheopensit
and seesit's a black one | tell her,'Don't fret. Itll cometo your natural
complexionwhenit dries off." If shestill grumbles,l say shecan haveit
passed through the brightening solution.

Sam: Then we dip it in the water!

Photographer: | tell you, sir, the dodgeswe haveto getup to to makean honest
living!

Sam: Can't let business escape us, can we?

Photographer: We'd be fools to ourselves! Evenwhena party comesin whenit's
too dark we go throughthe processof taking the photo, but we don't put a
platein the camerasee? Thenwe tell 'emwe'll haveto keepit all nightin a
chemical bath to bring it out nice and clear.

Sam: We take their money as a deposit, of course.

Photographer: Of course! Thenwhenthey comefor it we getthemto sit again.
Tell them it hasn't done justice to their features.

Sam: Getsa bit awkwardif they sendsomeoneelseto collectit! But we saythe
bath was too strong and ate the picture away.

Photographer: Or too weak and didn't bring it out properly.

Sam: Or he blows me up and pretendsl upsetthe bath and ruined the picture.
Sacks me on the spot.

(They laugh)

Photographer: If they complainthe eyescan'tbe seenproperlywe takea pin and
dot them. That brings them out a treat. They like that.

Sam: The hair too. If it's blurry you canusea pin to scratchthemin a beautiful
headof hair. (indicatesPHOTOGRAPHER)He'sa real artist with the hair.
Should have been a barber.

Photographer: We hadan old womanwho wantedto be takenwith her favourite

27



henon herlap. But it turnedout a very bad picture, whenshesaw it she
asked,Where'sthe bird?' Sol took a pin andscratchedn the eye,andsaid,
‘There it is, Ma'am - that's its eye just coming out!

Sam: He made a line for the comb on its head, too, and she kept saying,
‘Wonderful! Wonderful!l Wonderful!'

Photographer: When we're not busy we take specemingor the window, so if
anyone comes in and won't give us enough time Sam gets out one of those.

Sam: First one that comes to hand.

Photographer: Mind you, we've made some queer mistakes - like the widow, Sam.

Sam: Oh the widow! Oh dear me!

Photographer: Young lady camein andcouldn'twait long so he grabbeda picture
from the window. But asluck would haveit is wasa picture of a widow in
her cap. Trouble was she insisted on opening the wrapping.

Sam: Whenshesawit shesays, This isn't me, it's got a widow's capand| never
was marriedin all my life." 'Why miss',| says,'it's a beautiful pictureanda
correct likeness'. And so it was, and no lie.

Photographer & Sam: (in unison) But it wasn't other

Photographer: You'd havehadto laughsir if you'dseenhim trying to humbugher.
'Why thatisn't a capit's the shadowof your hair,' he says. Shehadringlets,
you see. And shetook it away positively believingthat wasthe case. Even
promised to send us other customers!

Sam: And she did!

(They are in tears of laughter)

Photgrapher: You're surprisedwe can get away with it, sir? The fact is, people
don'tknow their own faces. mostof themhaveneverlookedin a glasshalf a
dozentimesin their life. Directly they seea pair of eyesand a nose,they
fancy they are their own and they're as happy as a pig in clover.

Sam: Especially when it's someone better looking!

Photographer: The only time we got caughtwas by an old womanwho camein
late in the day andcaughtus on the hop. We'd only one specimerieft, see,
andthat was of a sailor man. We wrappedit up quick but sheinsistedon
seeingit thereandthen. Sheputson her spectaclesandsays,'Eh?'... | said,
'Did you speak,Ma'am?' and she cries, 'Why this is a man! Here'sthe
whiskers.'

Sam:| said, 'lt's you, Ma'am. And a very excellent likeness | can assure you.'

Photographer: | couldn't stay there. | was bursting with laughter.

Sam: She kept on saying, 'Nonsense, | ain't a man!" And she just wouldn't have it.

Sam:Yes, you're right sir. That was a bit too strong.
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Sam: But mostly our customerss well satisfiedasyou'dfind out yourselfif... Oh
you've already asked him. We've other sidelines, sir.

(They regard the 'GENT' hopefully)

Photographer: | removewarts. Touchthemwith nitric acid,| do. My priceis a
pennyawart or a shilling for handsthat'ssmotheredvith them. No? | dye
hair, too...

Sam: Whiskers and moustaches for a shilling..... No?

Photographer: Troubleis, that nitrate of silver blacksthe skin. One fellow with
carroty hair camein and| was a bit clumsyandgot it all over his cheeks.
Next day he camebackto haveit all removed. | madehim pay thru'ppence
extra for that. | took it off with cyanide. That cleaned him up all right.

Sam: But he screamed blue murder!

Photographer: Still he paid good money.

Sam: Oh yeah.

Photographer: Cometo think of it, the only bad moneywe evertook wasfrom a
Methodistclergyman. He gaveus a badsixpence. Still, | got my own back.
Passed it off on a Rabbi who wanted portraits of his wife and three children.

Sam:We're gonner have to go now. I've got this fellow in the tavern waiting.

Photographer: Been a pleasure to talk to you, sir.

(Both men raise their hats, collect their equipmentand start off. LIZZIE and
DOTTIE, two prostitutesenter. SAM turns to the PHOTOGRAPHERand
points to the girls)

Photographer: No, Sam, they're not customers. They're hoping we are.

(Theyexit into the pub, chuckling. LIZZIE and DOTTIE stroll to the Centre. They
are dressedin gaudy outfits and their facesare heavily painted. Upstage
OLD STOCKandPOLL, two old womenin tawdry finery, enterand hoverin
the background,watchingthe girls. LIZZIE spotsthe 'GENT' and nudges
DOTTIE, who moves Upstage. LIZZIE approaches the 'GENT")

Lizzie: Hello, sir. Fancya bit of company? (shesnorts) Well, no needto glareat
me like that! What are you hangingabouthereif you're not looking for...
Hold on, you a dodger? Or oneof themmissionariecometo savemy soul?
'‘Cosif you are,you can... Oh, you'renot. ThankGod. | can'tstandthat
canting lot.
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(she eases her boot, flirtatiously displaying her ankle)
Lizzie: Oh look, sir. I've worn 'ole in my stocking.
(LIZZIE accepts defeat and starts to go. Then turns back.)

Lizzie: What'sthat?... How did | cometo be what| am?... Huh, there'sa cheek!
You'reaninquisitiveold party,aren‘tyou! Look, if | employmy time talking
to you, you'll haveto pay mefor my trouble. Time is money. Can'tafford to
loseone,or the otherjust talking..... Oh, well thankyou, sir. Thankyou. |
don't really care to recall my past, but... oh well...

(LIZZIE takesa coin from the 'GENT, furtively glancestowardsOLD STOCKthen
settles to tell her tale.)

Lizzie: It may surprise you to know that I'm the daughterof a curate....
Gloucestershiresir. A curatemakesa poor living andmy parentscouldill
afford to keepme at home,so | obtaineda situationas a governesdo the
daughtersof a family in town. | wasvery pretty and hadmany admirers.
One of themthe son of the house. Ah yes, my life would have beervery
differentif thatunfortunateattachmento me hadnot sprungup in the young
man. And it was,| regret,reciprocated.He promisedto marryme,andin an
evil houragreedo it. Therewasevena marriageceremony. But afterwards
| discoveredhevicar wasonly his footman,dressedip. He took lodgingsin
GowerStreetandwe lived togetherasmanandwife. Thenhetookmeonthe
Continent. To Baden-Baden. We were staying at Baden-Baderwhen he
heard his father died. He didn't even go home for the funeral. He had
estrangechimself from the family, you understandby going off with me.
Then he heardhe was no longer to receivehis allowanceof five hundred
poundsa year. All he'dbeenleft wassmall sumof moneyto buy himselfa
commissionn thearmy. Well, asyou mightimagine,sir, hewastransported
with rage,andwrote off immediatelyfor hislegacy. ... Ohyes,it did arrive,
sir. But do you know what? He wentthat samenight to the gamingtables
andlost everyfarthing of it! Every farthing he hadin the world. The next
morningthey found his corpse. He hadblown his brainsout. With a pistol!
He left a farewell letter with our landlady,to be deliveredto mein the event
of his not returning in the morning! | was heartbroken. 1 truly loved him.

(LIZZIE weeps. DOTTIE comforts her. LIZZIE wipes her nose, then goes on.)
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Lizzie: But atlong last| realisedmy desolatgoosition. | soldthe betterpartof my
wardrobeto pay my bills andreturnedto England. If only | hadgonehome
then,| might have beerorgive. Or | could haveappealedo my husband's
motherwho surelywould havefelt somesympathyfor me. But severalof my
husband'sriendscameto consoleme.... And it waswith oneof themthat|
took my secondfatal step.... Yes. After thatit wastoo late to go homeand
sol wasdrivento alife of prostitution. Not becausé hada liking for it, sir,
but as a means of getting money to live on!

(LIZZIE sighs. She notices OLD STOCK beckoning her.)
Lizzie: I must go now, sir, or I'll get into trouble.
(OLD STOCK waylays LIZZIE. They converse quickly, standing very close)

Old Stock: What did 'e give you?

Lizzie: Didn't want me, did he?

Old Stock: He gave you something. | saw!
Lizzie: Prove it, then!

Old Stock: I'll take it off you!

Lizzie: You try!

Old Stock: Get on your way!

Lizzie: I'll go when I'm ready!

(OLD STOCKgrabsat LIZZIE and givesher a viciouspinch. LIZZIE yelpsin pain
andhurriesoff. OLD STOCKcomesDownstagesmilingatthe'GENT'. She
is a decrepit old body in her dirty finery.)

Old Stock: (to 'GENT') Missedyour chancethere,sir. Shouldn'thave let my
Lizzie go. Givesthe gentlemana very goodtime. | could call her back, if
you..... No? Ratherhavemewould you? (shecackles) Nothinglike a bit of
old stock. That'swhattheycall me. 'Old Stock'. Makesthemlaugh,don'tit?
Bastardsall of them! What'sthat Lizzie beentelling you? Sadstory of her
life? Shegotit outof a pennydreadful. Foundon arubbishheapwasLizzie.
And | shouldknow! (shelooksaround) Where'sshegot to know? Daren't
let them out of your sight.

(OLD STOCKAhurries off after LIZZIE. POLL pushesDOTTIE downtowardsthe
'GENT".)
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Dottie: Poor Lizzie had a hard time, sir. But it's easyfor a young girl to get
deceivedwhenshemeetsa nice gentlemarandthinks she'dlike to love him.
Me?... Ohyes,sir, | metanarmy officer who | thoughtwould marryme. He
askedme to live with him and he madethe prospectso fascinatingthat |
yielded. He declaredhe would have marriedme with pleasureput thenhe
would haveto forfeit a large sum of money,that he would inherit in a few
yearsif he remainedsingle. And it would be folly not to wait until then.
Naturally, | told him we mustwait. Sol lived with him happily until that
fateful day when his regimentwas sentto Limerick. There,| fear, he must
have met someoneelse for he wrote to me saying a separationmust take
place. For reasonshe was not of liberty to appriseme of. He encloseda
chequefor fifty pounds. But whenit wasgonel could seeno way but to
resortto this way of life.... No sir, | haveno family thatl amawareof that's
living.

(DOTTIE accepts a coin from the 'GENT'. POLL comes Downstage.)

Poll: Onyourway, now, Dottie. Go andstandwith Lizzie. And don'twanderoff
wherel can'tseeyou. (to 'GENT') You see,sir, that lovely frock and hat
she'sweraingbelongsto the bloke asrunsthe bawdy-houseave works from.
Justa dress-lodgers Dottie. I've gotto seeshedon'trun awayor wasteher
time drinking in public bars. Or take gentlemernto someotherbawdy-house
wherethe keeperchargesher less. More thanmy life's worth to let her get
away. | tell yer, onegirl | waswatchingdisappearedor two minutesand
pawnedeverything. When| caughther shewaswearingher own rags. No
gentlemarwould havelookedat her.Him askeepsour bawdy-housgaveher
a terrible beating. Me too! Black andblue | was.... No no, he don't often
knock us about. Can'tcomplain. He givesme megrubin returnfor which |
looks after the house. | sweepsanddoesthe placeup andall that... Excuse
me, sir, | must go and look out now for that girl Dottie.

(OLD STOCK re-enters)

Old Stock: It's all right, Poll, she'sdown the alley with Lizzie. Got a couple of
swells nearly hooked! | needs a sip to warm me up.

(POLL goesoff to watchthe girls. OLD STOCKbrings a bottle from her pocket
and takes a swig. She comes Downstage and talks to the '"GENT".)

Old Stock: Theydo sayl'm a bit cracky,but that'sall my eye. I'm a drunkenold
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bitch if you like nothingworserthanthat. |1 was oncethe swellestwoman
abouttown. You canbelieveit! But I've comedownawful. And yetit ain't
soawful. If I did think it awful | shouldn'tbe herenow. The fact s life's
sweet,andl don'tcarehow youlive. It's assweetto the whoreasit is to the
hempress.And maybeit's assweetto measit is to you, sir.... Ohyes,| was
oncethe swellestwomanin town. Well-known yearsago. | ain't got bad
looks now, if it wasn'tfor the wrinkleson me skin. But that'sall alongof the
drink. | getsnothingin moneyfor following Lizzie around,barringa shilling

or sofor theliqguor. Ohyes,| getsabedtoo. Time waswhenl| hada house
of my own. And servants.And mensighinganddying for me. 'Coursel was
afool notto makeprovisionfor myself. You don'tthink aboutit whenyou're
young. Oughtto havesetup asa bawdy-hous&eepemyself. Wishto God|

had! But | don'tcarenow. I'm pastthateverso long. And if you'll give me
half-crown,or five bob, you'll makemejolly for aweek.... 'Old on, I've lost
sight of my Lizzie.

(OLD STOCK takes a look offstage)

Old Stock: No, | canstill seeher. Yes,time waswhenl'd takenothingbut paper.
Always tissue. Nothing undera flimsy. Ah, us womenseesomechanges.
Wonderfulupsand downs. | cantell you. Lizzie and me'sbeenout three
hours,and what do you think we've done? We've takenthree men home.
And Lizzie, who's a clever little devil, got two pound five out of them.
Which ain't badat all. Mind you, we ain't alwaysso lucky. Lizzie paintsa
bit too muchfor decentyoungfellows who've got lots of money. But they
ain't our little game. We go in more for tradesmenshopboys, commercial
travellersandthatsort. And men whaarealittle screwy. And er (shelowers
her voice) we hooksa white chokernow andthen!... That'sright, a parson
on the loose from Exeter Hall.

(POLL re-enters)

Old Stock: Justtelling the gentaboutour customerspPoll. About the parsonsand
that sort!

(The two old women chuckle. Then OLD STOCK exits.)

Poll: Like to hearanoutDottie, sir? Medical studentsarethe oneswho'resweeton
Dottie. But we ain'tin muchfavourwith thebar..... What'sthat,sir? Ohyes,
we cantell what a manis directly he openshis mouth. Knew right away

33



you'reagentleman.Aristocracy,l shouldn'twonder. But themmedicalsain't
good for much. They're larky young blokes, fond of dollymopping, but
they'venevermuchmoney.... | tell you though,lawyersarethe fellows for
dollymopping. Thosechamberin the Inns of Court have beerthe ruins of
manya girl! And they'reso convenientfor bilking! Thereain'ta womanin
Londonwho'dgo with a manto the Temple. Not one! You sayyou'regoing
to take herto the Temple,repectablehoughthey might seem,andshe'llcry
off directly.

(OLD STOCK re-enters)
Old Stock: Poll, I think Dottie's got a bite.

(POLL hurries Offstage. OLD STOCKcomesdown and holds out her hand to
'GENT")

Old Stock: You were going to give me a little something,sir.... Oh, five bob.
Thank you! [I'll spendit well, sir. Drinking your health. That Lizzie's
hookedthe otherfellow. Goodfor a guineathatone,if 1 know anything. I'll
haveto go, sir. But | canseeashow you'reagentlemaraslikesto hearabout
youngwomenbeingseduceandruined. 'Tweenyou andme,| couldtell you
alot of veryrich stories,if you follows medrift. 1'm aroundheremostnights.
Ask anyone. They all know Old Stock!

(OLD STOCK starts off. She spots people coming.)

Old Stock: Oh, look who's coming! Strolling players, sir. Huh! Dregs of
humanity.

(OLD STOCKexits. The SHOWMAN,actor BARNEYand actressSARAHenter.
Other playersenterin duecourse. All wear flashy,thoughshabby clothes.
During the following scene they erect a simple acting booth.)

Showman: Herewe arethen! Allez! Allez! Let'swastenotime. Geton with the
fit-up, everybody. Setthe boothright here. Or perhapst might be better...
er... (he stopsdeadas he seesthe 'GENT' and hissesto BARNEY) Good
Lord protect us, Barney, Look who's here!

(The SHOWMAN moves down to speak to the 'GENT".)
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Showman: Ah, gooddayto you, sir. Wantto seeour licence,dowe? No trouble,
sir. Gotit hereon our person,we have. Right here... or maybehere. No
here.

(SHOWMANSsearcheshis pockets. The companymelt away in alarm, except
BARNEYwho helpsthe SHOWMANsearch. SHOWMAN(finds licenceand
flourishes it at 'GENT".)

Showman: There,sir. You'll find it all in order..... What?... Oh you'renot hereto
seeour licence? Phew! That'sarelief. Took yearsoff my life, thatdid....
Well, you see,sir, we neverknow but what the Clergy or somejumpedup
Jack-in-officeis going to make trouble for us. Even when we've got the
Mayor's own permission to perform.

(The SHOWMANgoesUpstageand finds the rest of the companyand setsthemto
go on with the booth. Meantime, BARNEY talks to the 'GENT".)

Barney: We'vea right to be cautious,sir, after last month'sturnabout. As | think
you'dagreesir. Clappedn jail we all were,for doingno morethantrying to
earnanhonestliving.... You'reright, sir. It wasa shamefulinjustice!... Beg
pardon,sir?... Well, we'd beenacting in Locks Field in Walworth. The
'‘GoldenFarmerthe play wascalled. It wasour versionof 'Oliver Twist', that
was making such a succesdn other theatres. Only insteadof the Artful
Dodgerwe called our characteldimmy Twitcher. And insteadof... What's
that, sir?

Showman:All right, thank you Barney! I'll explain to the gentleman.

(BARNEY moves Upstage and helps others working on the booth.)

Showman: ...What'sthat, sir? Robbery,you say? Oh, no no, pleasedon't call it
that,sir. Robbery,ndeed! It wasanimitation,that'sall. And imitationis the
sincerestform of flattery. Right, sir?... Yes, well, we'd beenplaying in
Locks Field for months and were doing very well. We'd treated the
policeman shilling a night andplenty of porteron top. You seewe'dall got
this nasty inkling somethingwould happen. And it did! We're half-way
through our secondperformancewhen we saw severalpolice, in private
clothes,rise up from the front seatsand cometowardsthe stage. Thenthey
openedthe side door and let in aboutforty more of them! The Inspector
addressetheaudienceasif it washis benefitnight! 'LadiesandGentlemen’,
he says. 'l forbid any of youto move,as| arrestthesepeoplefor performing
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without a licence." Would you believeit! Threepolicementook me like a
commonrogue,one on eacharm and oneby the scruff of the neck. They
wouldn't even let us changeour costumes. (To BARNEY) Would they
Barney? Barney will tell you it's a fact.

(BARNEY rejoins the SHOWMAN)

Barney: No, theywouldn'tthat! | wasdressedn a white swallow-tail coatwith a
chintz wasitcoat...

Showman: And | waswearinga Quakershatanda big bushywig and... What, sir?
Oh yes, lucky we weren't playing 'Henry the Fifth' in a suit of armour.

Barney: Or 'Julius Caesar' in a sheet!

Showman: They marchedus down to the MagistratesCourt with all the people
looking out of their windowsandlaughing. The police got pelted,! tell you.
And | accidentlycaughta severeblow on the headfrom a turnip! Took my
wife too, they did. Thoughshewasso far gonein her pregnancythe doctor
ordered her pillows to sleep on.

Barney: We wereall in anawful fright atbeingputin thecells. Somesaidwe'dget
twelve months! All we could wonderwaswhat would our poor womenand
children do?

Showman: Well, in the morning the audiencewere fined one shilling a heador
sevendays. And we all got twenty shillings or fourteendays. We couldn't
raise twenty shillings so we had to servethe time. All the while in our
theatrical costume. Iniquitious!

Barney: They'dneverhavetreatedDavid Garrick like that! Justbreadandwater
and a bit of gruel we had.

Showman: They had me picking oakumbut they soonsaw| was a decentsort of
fellow andmademe a deputywardsman.Still | waspretty cut up, thinking of
my wife sonearhertime. Believeme,sir, it washardin prison. A nail in my
coffin! In fact, one of our players did die...

Barney: He did that. An old manof a delicateconstitutionhe was. And the cold
laid hold of him.

Showman: It wasdreadfulseverdor fellows of our life andanimationto be shutup
like thatandnot allowedto utteraword. But thankGodit's in the pastnow.
Right! Back to work, Barney.

(BARNEY goes back Upstage)

Showman:(To'GENT") | trustyou'll excusemy accostingyou, sir, andl'll bid you
goodday.... | begpardonsir?... You wantto watch? But we'reonly aPenny
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Gaff, sir. Not what a gentlemanlike you'd be usedto. And it's just a
rehearsal.Of courseif you'reinterestedyou'revery welcome. You wouldn't
careto readin for oneof the players?He'soff beingbledand... No? Justas
you wish, sir.

(The SHOWMANgoesto superviseoperations. A YOUNGMAN enterscarrying a
large bundle. He hesitates a moment, then approaches SHOWMAN.)

Young Man: Excuse me, sir.

Showman:Yes yes? What is it?

Young Man: Might you be in need of a player, sir?

Showman:What can you do?

Young Man: In truth, I've not trod the boards as yet sir, but....

Showman: Sing?

Young Man: A fair turn, sir.

Showman: You'd be called to sing two songs at each performance. Three
performances a night and a sketch. Dance?

Young Man: Dance, sir?

Showman: About half adozenquadrillesin the courseof theday. Threetimesthat
at fairs.

Young Man: Yes, sir. Butit's the acting, sir -

Showman: Oh, yes. Yes of course. (To 'GENT with a sigh) Of course! (To
YOUNGMAN) D'you know 'The FloatingBeacon'or 'The Wierd Womanof
the Wreck'? It's just a mumming piece.

Young Man: No sir.

Showman: (Regardingthe YOUNG MAN thoughtfully) Hmm. You might play
Frederick,a Midshipman. It's the juvenile part. | shallbe playingJackJunk-
that'sthelow comedyrole. (He assumeshe characterof JackJunk,a British
Seamang¢hewingtobacco. He quoteshis favouritelines) 'What! Givethelie
to an Englishsailor! I've hadthis quid for the last fourteendaysand now |
scudit with afull sail right into your lubberlyeye.' (He spitsdramaticallyat
the YOUNG MAN, who is startled but impressed)

Young Man: Er - very good, sir.

Showman: Now here'sthe plot. You, Frederick,are in love with a girl called
Evaline. Sarah! Come here and be Evaline.

(The actress SARAH joins them, and drapes herself around the YOUNG MAN)

Showman:That's right, Sarah. You know the business.
Sarah: (Declaiming) What! To partthus! Alas! Alas! Neverto thismomenthave
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| confessed | love you!

Showman: Yes, yes, all right. (To the YOUNG MAN) Now old Winslade,her
father,is very fond of you. And veryold. (To BARNEY) Give usWinslade,
Barney, will you?

(BARNEY pbentlike and ancient,approachegshe YOUNGMAN and warmly pumps
his hand with affectionate mutterings)

Showman: Now you, Frederick,getinto the boatto row to your ship. But on the
way you get wrecked. That's when you climb onto the Floating Beacon.

(The SHOWMAN mimes all this. The YOUNG MAN copies as best he can)
Showman:You are very faint. And stagger about. And do a back fall.

(The YOUNG MAN looks worried as the SHOWMANdemonstrates. He copies,
falling awkwardly)

Showman: That'swhenyou are picked up by the Wierd Woman,and havesome
dialogue with her. Sarah! Give us the Wierd Woman.

(SARAHat oncebecomes croneand helpsthe YOUNGMAN to his feetgibbering
at him, kindly)

Showman: The Wierd Womantakesyou to her caveand putsyou to bed. Then
Frederick has a scenewith the two smugglers,Ormaloff and Augerstoff.
Barney!

(The SHOWMANand BARNEYtake on the charactersof the smugglers,very
wicked and threatening)

Showman: (To YOUNGMAN) Now while you'reasleepfFrederick- Go on, you're
asleep. Sleep!

(The YOUNG MAN lies down with his hands under his cheek)

Showman: While you are sleeping,you understandthe smugglersare planningto
stab you.

(The 'Smugglers' creep towards the YOUNG MAN brandishing knives)
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Showman:But just as they are about to kill you the Wierd Woman screams.
(SARAH screams)

Showman:No, no, no! Louder!

Sarah: Well, whatis my part?

Showman: (Takesher asideand describest, fast) You're kept a prisoneraboard
the Beaconwhere your husbandhasbeenmurdered. You haverefusedto
becomethe wife of Ormaloff. Your child hasbeenthrown overboard. You
discover him in Frederick. And when they are about to stab him, you scream.

(SARAH screams loudly now)
Showman:And also as he's about to drink from the poison cup.
(SARAH screams again. The SHOWMAN nods his approval)

Showman: Make as much of it as you can, please,and don't stint the screams.
Never stint the screams.

(SARAHNods. SHOWMANTturns back to the YOUNG MAN. SARAHscreams
again)

Showman: (Wincing) Yes, yes, very good. Now Frederick,after you awaken,
Ormaloff pretends to be your friend and you begin drinking.

(BARNEY and the YOUNG MAN squat down together drinking and clinking
tankards and making friendly noises)

Showman:You're very merry together.
(BARNEY and the YOUNG MAN carouse more noisily)

Showman: That'sright. But Ormaloff haspoisonedyour cup. Now you seethis
and change cups. But Ormaloff spots it.

(BARNEYand the YOUNGMAN go throughthe businesof changingcupsoneto
the other. Thenjust asthe YOUNGMAN is accidentallyaboutto drink the
poisoned tankard, SARAH screams and points to it)
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Showman:Then there's more dialogue and you tackle Ormaloff.

(BARNEYand the YOUNG MAN fight. The YOUNG MAN aims a weakblow at
ORMALOFF who receives it as if it were a knock-out and staggers aside)

Showman:Then you discover your mother, and embrace.
(SARAH flings her arms around the YOUNG MAN, encouraging him to respond)

Showman: Now JackJunk comessearchingfor you. And Ormaloff tells me you
arenot aboard. But | know he givesthe lie. That'swhenl cry: 'What! A
dastardlylie to anEnglishsailor! I've hadthis quid for the lastfourteendays
and now | scud it with a full sail into your lubberly eye!'

(He spitsvigorouslyat BARNEYwho ducks. SHOWMANand BARNEYexchange
blows and 'ORMALOFF' staggers away mortally injured)

Showman:Jolly Jack Junk has saved the day!

(TheSHOWMANSstrikesa heroicattitude. SARAHandthe YOUNGMAN shakehis
hand gratefully)

Showman: Thenyou join with all the otherplayerswith JackJunkoveryou, centre,
to form a picture.

Young Man: A picture?

Showman:A picture! A picture!

(At his cry all the playersrun to poseasif for a 'Curtain’ pushingthe YOUNGMAN
into position. Theyhold it a momentand then disperseback to their tasks
while the SHOWMAN regards the YOUNG MAN, shaking his head sadly)

Young Man: What about the words, sir?

Showman: Words? I've givenyou your part. You've gotto putit togetheranddo
the talk. Go on, try the piece where you declare your love for Evaline.

Young Man: (Declaiming badly)Ha! Evaline I love you. | love you, Evaline.

Showman:Try the part where you find your long lost mother.

Young Man: Er - Ha! Mother, | love you. | love you, Mother.

(SHOWMAN casts a desparing look towards the 'GENT")
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Showman: And what about the encounter with Ormaloff?
Young Man: (Adoptinga pugilistic stance) Ha! Hormaloff| defy thee! Haha! |
smite thee!

(He lunges at the SHOWMAN who ripostes, sending the YOUNG MAN reeling)

Showman: Young man,| suspectyou havenot the gift of the gab,andwithout the
gift of the gab you are no good at the booth.

Young Man: But sir, ...

Showman:Nor a memory for the plot.

Young Man: But sir, -

(The SHOWMANwaveshim away. The YOUNGMAN gathersup his belongings
dejectedly watchingthe otherswith longing. The SHOWMANturns to the
'GENT")

Showman: That'sthetrouble,sir, thelines. I've had oneactor- didn'tknow aword
of his part - seizeme by the throatand cry, 'Caitifft Dog! Be surethou
provestmy wife unfaithful to me'. 'Oh, my Lord', | reply, playing along.
"You wrong your wife andtortureme!" 'Give methe proof or thou hadstbest
ne'erbeenborn,’ sayshe. 'My Lord, havepity!" | plead. 'Forwardarrant
liar!," he criesand he rushesme off the stage! But we were supposed tde
playing 'Hamlet'.

(SHOWMAN turns back to the YOUNG MAN)

Showman:| doubt Frederick is for you, laddie. But tell Sarah where you lodge.
Young Man: May | watch a while, sir?

(The SHOWMAN nods and turns back to the 'GENT?)

Showman: As you see sir, the stageis a magnetto the youngmen. But thenaren't
we the flashest, most independent race a-going?

Barney: And the poorest!

Showman: Payhim no heed gsir...... Whatsir?... Our rewardis the adulationof the
crowd. The plaudits! We are not fishmongers! We are the spinnersof
dreams. The tellers of tales.

Barney: That's true enough.

Showman: What can comparewith an audiencestill as deathwith tearsin their
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eyes. As | spokemy lines as Calcraft the Hangmanin 'Groansfrom the
Gallows' you could hear no sound but the bell tolling for Knightly, the
prisoner. (Re-enactinghe play)....... 'Have you any last requestto make?'
'None'hesays. "Yet somethingheretells mel oughtnotto hangthis man. He
is innocentandl knowit. | cannotandl will nottakehislife!" At thatpointa
pardonarrivesfor Knightly. Thenl say,'Knightly, you arefree! Live andbe
happyandl am...' But herethe Sherrifadds, Doomedto the galleysfor life!"

Becausd refusedto kill the prisoner,you see. Thenl exclaim:'Sobeit! |

shallbe happy,knowingl havenottakenthis man'slife! And bethusenabled
to give up the office of executioneandits mosthorrid paraphernalia! Then
there'sa greatdealof blue fire andthat'sthe endof the piece. | madea great
hit in that part. The boys ran after me in the streetscalling out 'Calcraft!
Calcraft!’

(He is brought back to earth by a call from the YOUNG MAN)

Young Man: Sirl... Sir!

Showman:What now?.... | tell you there is no...
Young Man: | have a fine costume.
Showman:What? Let me see!

(Everyoneapproachesas the YOUNG MAN opensthe bundle and brings forth a
broad-rimmed featheredhat, rich cloak, colourful velvetdoubletand other
items of costume. The SHOWMANcommandeershe hat while the others
ransack the bundle with cries of delight)

Showman: Ah yes. Yes,indeed! (He drawsthe YOUNGMAN aside) Now, do
you think you couldfind yourselfrussetboots,a setof fleshings,a balletshirt
and a wig or two?

Young Man: Yes, sir.

Showman: Perhapd wasa little hastyjust now. Yes,| believeyou may join us.
Sarah can educate you. This hat will suit very well your part... or somebody.

(The SHOWMANputs the hat on his own headwearing it with a swagger. The
YOUNG MAN puts it on and looks ridiculous but delightedlyhe joins the
other players)

Showman: (To 'GENT') Well, sir, costumesare more difficult to come by than
actors. That'll do well for Fair Rosamondand...... Whatsaysir?.... Oh Lord
blessyou, as long asit's good and showy it doesn'tmattera jot aboutit
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correspondingwith the piece. Last spring we played Maria Marten in
Cavelier costume. The audience didn't know the difference.

(The SHOWMAN gives the 'GENT' a bow and turns to the players)

Showman:Now! Are we all met? By your leave kind sir, we mustnow beginthe
properdrama. Stayandwatchif you sodesire. You'll seewe do nearlythe
whole play with just the difficult partscut out. We go asfar asmemorywill
allow, but we're neverlost for words, sir, not in the least. | begyou now
excuse me. | must take my place upon the stage.

(TheSHOWMANgoesbehindthe booth. A fewsadphrasesare playedupona pipe.
The SHOWMANnNow appearson the stage. He is wearing the YOUNG
MAN's hat and cloak. He takes centre stage one shoulder hunched)

Showman:'Now is the winter of our discontentmadeglorioussummerby this son
of York. And all the clouds that lour'd upon our house....."

(He continues the 'Richard the Third' speech as the Curtain falls)
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