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CAST

Mrs Lovegrove The Posmigress

Moally Her niece Thetdegraphgirl
Marigdd Callis AFarmworker

Daisy Callis Her older sgter, workingin munitions
Vicky Carter Housemaid at the Hall

Jean Jackson A gypsy-ish mother of four children
Mrs Skee The Churchwarden's mother

Martha Comley Manag of the Home Farm
Dorothy Smythe A VAD. Gued at the Hall

Voicesoff: ThePogman
A small child
Young man's "Voiceove" [Optiond]

The st is quite Smple, with some shelves and baxes andtins of groceries. Newspapers are
soread out onthe courter.

Ideas for clothes may be oltained from costume bodks and contemparary sources. All are
dressed snmply for working (excest THEA).

Thereisscopefor deveopingthe endng, using further improvisation, andlighting effedsand
music. It shodd bekept very simple.

Theideafor this play came fromthevill age of Shere, in Surey, ill avery srall community,
bu a hamlet in 1916 which nevethdesshas 33 names on the War Memorial in its
church, many being fromthe same famili es.

Thetitle comesfrom Rupert Brockéspoem, " The Soldier" .






AN ENGLISH HEAVEN

by Claire Jones

The Seae is a General Sore and Pogt Office in a small Surey village. It sls
eveything andis open al hous. Itisnow 7.25am on 1g July 1916andthe
goreisopen for the morning papers.

(Mrs. Lovegrove the Pogtmidress is marking up the papers helped by her niece
MOLLY, whoalso actsastdegraphgirl. MOLLY isidlingove a magazne and
eating a toffee.

Mrs L: There - andthat's the Times and Morning Pogt for Abinger Hall. Did Vicky say
shed cdl into get them?

(No arsner).

MrsL: Moaly!

Mally: Sorry Aurtie.

Mrs L: I've told you before about puting sticky fingers on cusomers papers. And eding
swed suff beforebredfast. Youll ruinyour teeh.

Mally: Itwasonly orefdl ou of ajar.

Mrs L: After youd givenit apush, I'm sure. Did you hea what | said about Vicky cdling
in?

Moally: Exped shewill .

Mrs L: Shed better be quick then, or youll haveto takethemwith therest. What'sthetime?

Molly: Twenty-five past seven.

Mrs L: Thatlae? I'mal behindlikethe cow'stal thismorning.

Moally: Wevenealy finished. Anyway, Fred Comley'll be dongwith the cat soon We can
sendthe pgperswith him.

Mrs. L: Youd likethat, woudnt you? Lazy littl eca!

Moally: My fed ade every morning, Aurtie, walkingdl that way. Fred dorit mindtakingthe
papers.

Mrs L: Fred'stoo soft in the head to mind anything. If he takes them every day, hell sart
wantingwages.

Moally: Anyway, | dorit fed toogood Got asorethroat and| wasshiveringdl night.

MrsL: Ligentoher! Frs day of July, and shésshivering Youtel that to the Marines, my
girl! Goingto beanicesummer day.



(Enter MARGOLD andDAISY COLLIS.

Marigdd: That'sright, Mrs. Lovegrove. Goingto bered sunny;

Daisy: Therdsalak angngin Ewhud fidds.

Marigdd: ShameDalsy hasto spendit indoas.

Daisy: Goon Haveyou fun Youjud wait till Decanber, Marigdd Callis, when youre
draggngturnipsupinthefrogt - andl'll beindoas, filli ngnicewarm shell cases.

Marigdd: Anysgnof Fred, Mrs L? Hesga some day-old chicksfor me,

Daisy: I'm gettingalift with him today. Dorit want to belate - | can ean abit extra, if I'm
ealy.

Mrs L: No, | havent seen him yet, bu Martha never lets us down. Shell get Fred up and
daing shedoex't likethemilk to belate.

Marigdd: Anypost yet?

Mrs.L: No.

Marigdd: Mindif wewait?

Mrs L: No, niceto have company.

Daisy: Well have sometoff eewhilewewait, shdl we Mari?

Marigdd: Yes - quarter of treade, please.

(MOLLY weighsit out).

Daisy: I'vejus though - theré ssomethingmissng.

Marigdd: Yes you puse. Comeon - pay up

Daisy: (Doingsn). No, it'snat thet. It'sto dowith heaingthet lark. Yed That'sit! It'squet.
The gurs have stopped.

Mrs L: Sothey have

(Theygotothedoa andligen).

Mrs L: Therenow, wed gat so used to them, mutteringand grumblingaway dl thetime.
Marigdd: Funny, isntit? Usherein Engandheaingthegursin France Sort of ghcatly.

(Aslencefor aminue).
Daisy: (Shuddrs). Dont tdk about it.
(MICKY CARTERenters cheefully).

Vicky: Hey, wha'sthe matter with dl of you? Someonewak over your graves?
Mrs L: I'dpu it moretadfull y than thet, Vicky.
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Vicky: Sorry, but youough to seeyour faces Longasfiddes. What' ssthe meatter?
Daisy: Wedjus naticed that the gurs have sopped.
Vicky: Oh. Yes Quiet, isntit?

(Pause).
Vicky: Wonder whet they'redangout there?
(Anather pause).

MrsL: Wdl - thisworit get thework dore. Can youtake the papersupto theHall, Vicky?

Vicky: All right, givethem here.

Daisy: Busy upthere?

Vicky: Notredly. HisGraceisin Scotland, andwith the youngmen away a thefrort, there's
just Lady Vinneandafriendgaying Oh, and Mader Edward''sdown from schod.

Marigdd: Feceof cake, your joh.

Vicky: Wedill havetodea, just thesame. Any post?

Mrs L: Drivesyou med, it does Any pogt, any pog, dl day long | wish | had ashilli ngfor
evey ...

Daisy: Youd mekeaforturel Werewaitingtoo, Vicky.

Vicky: Though there might be somethingfor our Sarah. Getsso low just now.

Marigdd: Mugt do, with that old sourpussHenry Lodgeinthat puh

Daisy: Waersdown hisbee, they say.

Vicky: SinceGeorge went away, she says she can't goout of her roam without he givesher a
right old pair of fidtreyed It'sdl qutelegd, but for somereason hethinksit'sna quite
nicefor her to beseenin pudic!

Mrs L: Whenthebaby due?

Marigdd: Tendays istit?

Vicky: Mmm, any minute.

Marigdd: What atimeto haveababy.

Vicky: They werent to know Georged be cdled up. To hea hisfaher tak in the pulic ber,
youd think they'd planned it ddliberate.

Marigdd: No, bu youdthinkthet - well ....

Mrs. L: Youcan goptha, Maigdd Colli sright avay. Babiesare Godsgift they are.

Daisy: Notif what | hea from thegirlsinthefadory isright.

Mrs. L: Yougirlsnowadays, noreped for anything

Marigdd: Sorry Mrs L. | suppaeworkingonafarm makesyouleanalaot!

Vicky: It'sna avery femininejob, Mari. Seemsmoreaman'swork, if youask me.

Marigdd: Someongsga to doit.

Daisy: Shesbest with theanimads. Anddad woud gooff hishead withnohdp at dl.
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Marigdd: | misstheboys. Never redised how muchthey had to do. They ough to make us
girlsintoanarmy likethemen. TheFarm Army.

Daisy: Oh,goon

Marigdd: Why na? It'sajob, just like Daisy'sammo fadory.

Mrs L: Youmean - bepadfor wha youredangevery day?

Marigdd: I'd rather do that than those nasty shdlls. It's nat hedthy. D'you know, it makes
your skinyellow.

Vicky: Ugh - doesit redly?

Daisy: Couseit doesnt.

Marigdd: How do you knon? You havent been there long enoughyet. All those
chemicds. Youcangivemepigsany day.

Daisy: Thankyou

Vicky: Takingof animds, (perchingonthe shopcourter) | saw somethingthe other day. It
was Mader Edward. ' You know hesin his lagt term a schod, and hell be gang to
Francesoon | think he misss his brothers. Wdl - | was coming aaossthe Green
and| saw him. He had hisbladk marewith him

Marigdd: Briony. Sheésalikdy hurter.

Vicky: And Mr. David's Rowan, the ore he roce in the pant-to-pant & Chiddngfold. He
wastakingthem to the dation

Marigdd: Oh, surdy thearmy haan't taken them?

Vicky: Yes, it looked likeit.

Marigdd: Oh, that'swicked. Heloved thoseharses Why didrit helet the groom take them?

Vicky: | think hewanted to doit himsalf.

Daisy: Youcoud havegiven himahand

Vicky: Nol coudnt. Hewascrying

(Pawse. A sympathetic Sgh).

Mrs L: Poa little scrap.
Marigdd: They tookour two best ploughharses But that's nat the same asanimdslikethat.

(Anather patse. MOLLY snives).

Mrs L: Useyou handkerchief, Molly.

Mally: (Inaudbly). ....poa harses....

Marigdd: Oh, they'll befing yousee Mall. Theamy looksafter themwell. Just the parting
huts, but they'll bedl right ...

Daisy: (Changngthe subed). What's dl this rublish, Vicky, abou letters for your Sarah?
Weknow what youre efter.

Marigdd: Cantseewhat sheseesin our Tom, mysdf.
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Vicky: (Blushing). Youmindyou own busness

Marigdd: Tisou busness istit Das?

Daisy: Ohyes Redonwerefusy whowe get for agger-in-law.

Vicky: Youknow it'snat cometo thet yet.

Mrs L: Oh, dorit tease the poa girl. Mindyou, | dorit seehow shetdlsthe two gpart. Sure
youvedwaysga theright one?

Vicky: Sure.

Daisy: Oh,it'seay. Tom'sdower than Stan, thet'sdl. But they're bath thick-headd

Marigdd: Mug betofancy Vicky!

Vicky: Oh, youarerude, Mari!

Mally: | likeyour Stan better mysdlf. Seehim onthefoatbdl fidd with hisdeeresrolled up
anddl hislegmuscles....

Mrs L: (Shaked). Madly, what have youbeen reading?

Mally: Nothing, Aurtie.

Mrs. L: | never headthelike. Stan Calli ssmusdesare nathingto dowithyou At your age!

Moally: Dontcae Isit redly truetha Brighton Foabdl Clubwroteto him, Marigdd?

Marigdd: Youknow qutewel they did - you probebly seaned it open.

Mrs L: Wevedorenosuchthing

Mally: Why didnt hejoin them?

Daisy: Dadwoudnit let him go. Hethinksfoatbal'saflighty way to makealiving.

Marigdd: There worit be much played this yea anyway. | courted it up - nealy al the
tean'sgore.

Vicky: Tomand Stan andyou Peter and our George.

Marigdd: Arthur Jadkson

Mally: Heésnat upto much.

Marigdd: Albert Sked ingaod. Here - remember the firgt time they played him, and Mrs.
SKed turned upin her Sunchy hat?

Daisy: (Imtating). Asthechuchwarden'sson....1 exped ....

Vicky: Andheletinfivegadd You Stan'slanguegel

Marigdd: Andremember when Viscourt Johnand Mr. David used to come dovn and kick
abdl around?

Vicky: AndViscourt Johnsad he never coud get the hang of it, ‘costhey dways played their
own sort of foatbal a Eton

Marigdd: The 'HddGamé.

Molly: Foabdl isafiddgame, isntit?

Mrs.L: Never mind Heenjoyedit. Godres him. (Pause)..

Daisy: (Falsdy cheeful). They're probebly playing Jary a five-a-gde.

Marigdd: (Srained). Yes....

Daisy: (Hadily). What'shddingFred up? I'll belate.

Mrs L: Hell be here, dorit fuss



Daisy: Itsdl very wel sayingthet, but you dorit know our forewoman. They ougtt to send
her to the front, shéd win the war Snge-handed. Looks qute a bit like the Kaiser -
withott the hdmet.

Moally: Kaser Bill'sga amousade

Daisy: So'sou forewoman. (Laugtter). Oh - | just though of something Mari and| were
just taking abot it, coming dong Coud we get a food box together to send to the
boys? Sort of tred them? Coud wedothat?

Mrs L: Blessyou of course. Donit knowv why nobodythough of it before. They send
parcdsfromtheHdl | know, bu they comefrom paosh placeslike Harrods.

Vicky: What agoodidea Fromthar ownshop Court mein.

Mrs L: Choaewha youwant, and!'ll let youhaveit whdesde.

Daisy: Ohthanks Mrs L., yourealove. Thingsintins coffeg pated med, sardines - the
twinslovethose....

Vicky: Intomaosauce....wdl, 0l head ....

Mrs L: Come with me, Dasy, and well make alid. Lend ahand Mally. Can you two
watch the sho?

Marigdd: Yes, of couse

(MRS L., DAISY andMOLLY goou).

Vicky: ComeonMari, St down.

Marigdd: | didnit meantotease, Vicky. | know how it iswith youandour Tom.

Vicky: That'sal right. Sameasyouand Peter.

Marigdd: Yes.

Vicky: Tom and | werejugt waking ou, bu youve ga aring ....(MARGOLD takesit out
fromroundher neck. What'reyouweaingit therefor? Doesn't your Dad gpprove?

Marigdd: Ohng, it'sna that. | left it onmy finger the other day, andit fell in the pig-swill .
(Theylaugh). Seemsoddthough havingit. Can't believemy luck.

Vicky: Peterisnice Fancy you,'Mrs. Schodmagter'.

Marigdd: Exped everyorewonderswha heseesinme.....

Vicky: Rubkbgh!

Marigdd: Jean Jakkson...

Vicky: Ohwdl, shesjust ajedousca.

Marigdd: We are an unlikdy coude though | never had much educdion - preferred the
openair.

Vicky: Butyouknow how helovesthe courtryside andteatingthe children to loveit too.

Marigdd: Yes....

Vicky: Thereyouarethen ....youreright for ead other, horestly. Anyore can seethat.

Marigdd: OhLord, Peter doesseem sofar avay.

Vicky: Hell be hame before you know it. Hed better be, that materid | bough for a
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bridesmad'sdresswill havefaded.
Marigdd: Bridesmad! Never mindthat, Vicky. Well makeit adoulde wedding evenif |
haveto put abod behind Tom!

(MRS LOVEGROVE, MOLLY andDAISY enter).

Daisy: Wevemadealid. All looksvery tagty. | woddnt mindit mysdf.
Marigdd: Shdl | takeit haneandshow it to Dad?
Voiceoff: Pogman!

(All moveto thedoq).

Mrs L: Thankyou, Mr. Northcote! Any registered?

Voice Noretocky.

Mrs L: Seeyounoonthen. (Skebringsinthe post).

Daisy: Better lookquick, Mari. Jean Jadksoriscomingdown thesree.

Marigdd: Ohlor! If therés ore from Peter, | dorit want to share it with the whde world.
Hurry up!

Mrs L: Only ga orepair of handsmy girl. ComeonMally, doyour share.

(Theysort, while MARGOLD andVICKY fidgget).
MrsL: Thereyouad MissMari-gdd Callis. Best handwriting
(Srehandstheletter over. MARGOLD takesit gently. DAISY watcheswith affedion).

Daisy: Tekeit ousde Mar, by yoursdf.
Marigdd: (Dashes for the doa:, calliding with JEAN who is comingin). Morning Jean.
Just gangtolookfor Fred Comley.

(Shegossour).

Jean: Frgtimel'veever head of anyore chesng Fred.

Mrs L: Shesexpedingsome chicksfromhim. What can| dofor you, Jean?

Jean: | made alig out somewhere. (Searchesin her bag then shous off). Harold! Stop
glashingyour sgter intheharsetrough Andleave off shakingthat pram.

Child'svoice (off) | waant.

Jean: Youwad Mind, I'mwatchingnow! Herésthelis Mrs. Lovegrove. I've ga aday's
cdeaningwork, o I'mtakingthemto their Gran's. They dorit likegangtothar Gran's

Daisy: No, wecan seethd.



Jean: Haold That's EI9€s dean pinafored Oh my, | worit hadf warm your badksdes for
youinaminue. Any post, Mrs. Lovegrove?

Mrs L: Jug sortingit out now, Jeanie.

Jean: Not that therell be anything for me. Arthur only writes when he wants something
Y ouwaitingfor aletter, Vicky?

Vicky: Might be

Jean: Youvega alot to say thismorning. Any newsof Sarah?

Vicky: Not yet.

Jean: (Meanindy). Ah, well, thelongger it goes, thelesspeope court.

Vicky: What doyoumean by thet, Mrs. Jadksorn?

Jean: | mean, it'scommonknonledge.....

Vicky: Tdk about the pat cdlingthekettlebladk ...

Mrs L: Ladies pleassd Sorry Vicky, nahingfor youtoday.

Vicky: Ohwdl, tomorrow then. Goodbyedl!

(General resporse).

Mrs L: Haveacougdeof toffeesfor theway, my dea.
Vicky: Thanks Mrs L.

(Shegoesandisheard outside callinggoodlyeto MARGOLD).

Mrs L: Jean, please dosomethingabolt your boy. | swept that yard dready today.

Jean: (Ineffedudly). Come here, Harold!

Child'sVoice No!

Jean: Oh, you are a naughty boy. I'm sorry, Mrs. Lovegrove, but they've run wild a that
schod latdy withthe new teader. It'sna been the same snceMr. Goughwent. Least
they treded him with resped.

Daisy: Heliked children.

Jean: Never coud sesewhy hewanted tojoinup.

Daisy: Hed havebeancdled up, d<e.

Jean: Coudhavega ou of it.

Daisy: Likeyour Arthur tried to da?

Jean: Hewent to dohishit, did Arthur. One of thefew goodthings he ever did, getting out of
my hair. Predouslittle money now, but at least | get somethingout of hispay.

Mrs L: Gotnopride, Jeanie.

Jean: They'rewecometo him. But Peter Goughmay be gangto marry your Sgter, but hel's
toogoodfor roundhere.

Daisy: Theeal offered to get him acommisson, but he didnit want it. Anyway, what Peter
doesisnoreof your afar. Haven't youga nothougtt for your courtry?
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Jean: Why shodd |? What'sit ever dorefor me?

Daisy: Nothing, if that'syour atitude.

Mally: | remember the day they went. All together, like they wanted. Sittingonthe hay cat.
Waving, anduswavingbadk. All of them.

Daisy: JohnComley drovethe cat, and someone had put aUnion Jadk onthe harses badk.

Moally: | wasproud | wont forget it.

Daisy: (Hadily). Whereisthat Fred? He must bedongsoon

(DAISY goss).

Jean: Wont make nodifferenceto me. Leastways| get some peacewith Arthur gore. Bad
enoughwith thekidsgrowingup and....

Mrs L: Thereésyour lig, Jeanie. Colled thethingsonyour way hame, if youlike. That'll be
ax shilli ngs and tuppencehdfpenny atogether.

Jean: Er ....canl haveaword, Mrs. Lovegrove...?

Mrs L: (Thishashappened before). Mally! Finishthat post quickly now!

Mally: | wes

Mrs L: Wdl, takeit ou the badk.

(MOLLIE goes).

MrsL: Yes Jeaie?

Jean: Coud| owethisweek, only ....

MrsL: I'vetoldyoubefore....

Jean: Only, I've nat dore much work thisweek - nat been feding too good and Arthur's
money it throughyet.

Mrs L: It'sfor you own good youknow. Youll runupsuch ahill, youll never pay it off.
Anyway, what's the matter with you? 'Y ouve been looking peky for daysnow. Seen
adoctor?

Jean: Yes

MrsL: Wdl?

(Embarr assd palse).
Mrs.L: Therenow, yourena inthefamily way agan?
(JEAN nodb).

Mrs L: Il say thisfor your Arthur, hepickshismoments.
Jean: Night before hewent away ....came hamedrunkasusud ....Horest, Mrs Lovegrove,
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I'mat my wit'send, with anather ontheway.

Mrs L: All right, Il knock something off the bill thistime - but mind, I've ga my own
livingto make.

Jean: Oh, thankyou

Mrs L: Dontsay nomore, or I'll changemy mind

(Enter MRS SKEET, the Churchwarden's mother [ Ste knowsit!]).

Mrs L: MomingMrs Sked. Werejug sortingthepost. Mally!

Moally: (Comingin). Not finished yet, Aurtie.

Mrs Sked: | did na come for pogt, thank you Mrs. Lovegrove. It isna Albert's day for a
letter. Reguar in hishabits - unike some | coud name. | wanted aword with Mrs.
Jackson, if youll excuseme.

Jean: Yes? Wha doyouwant then?

Mrs S Youwill kindy SFEAK toyour son

Jean: What's he suppased to have dore?

Mrs S My poa littl e Samud came home yesterday from schod inteas. You sonhasbeen
cdling him names and pushinghim about. Pushed right inthemuda Marsh Hollow -
filthy he was, when he came in. | had to put dl his dothes in the wash. Covered in
mudright dowvnto hisved.

Jean: Perhapshefdl in Marsh Hollow, Mrs Sked. After dl, heésaBIG lad for hisage, anda
bit clumsy, | daresay.

Mrs S Samud isna dumsy, hésaddicaechild. Hesaysyour sonpushed him.

Jean: Sohesys

Mrs S Heisavey truthful child. Albert and | have dways raised him as a God-feaing
Chrigian. Hes had ahard enoughtime without amother, poa mite, but he's never lied
tous Tdl thetruth and shamethedevil, that' sstherulein our house.

Jean: (Ominowdy). | see

Mrs S My Albert was promoted Corpard, becaise he was the right man for the job, s0 |
dorit ssewhy my grandsonshoud suffer becaise othersarejedous.

Jean: Meaningmy Arthur, | suppese?

Mrs S If thecgofits dea ....

Jean: You can shu you mouth then. I'm the only person what's dl owed to run our Arthur
down, and dorit you forget it! And as for that runny-ncsed grandson of yours, he
desrves dl he gets the gred bladder of lard!  Coming in here, preating & me
Jumped-up madam!

Mrs L: Jean....bah of you, that'ssenough

Mrs S Oh, dorit spek up for me, Mrs. Lovegrove. It's no more than I'd exped from her
sort. Youre adisgrace Jean Jadkson - no better than ore of those gypsies 1'd be
ashamed to be seen aroundlike you and thase children - dressed in rags, and with
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THINGSIinther hair ....
Jean: What did yousay?
Mrs. S If your Harold ever bulli esmy Samud again, hélll fed theend of abroam handée!

(Skegornsou, collidingwith THEA, whoisjust comingthroughthe doa).

Jean: (Yeling). Youwalt, youjug wait, thet'sal!

Mrs. L: Cdmdown, Jeanie, it'sbad for you

Jean: I'mgangtowriteto my Arthur. Youwait till he comesonleare. Albert Sked isgang
towish hewere somewheredsg, | cantdl you

Thea: Am| interrupting?

Mrs L: Oh,noMiss A littl elocd disturbance that'sal. Go on, Jeanie, do.

(Thereisaloudydl fromouside).

Daisy: (Rushingin). Jeanie, youd better come. The Vica's foundHarold picking his best
roses andfloatingthemin theharsetrough
Jean: I'mcoming Yousee Mrs Lovegrove, my Arthur will hea of this

(Shegoes).

Daisy: Thinkof Albert and Arthur inthesametrench! O, hello!' (To THEA).

Thea: Hdlo.

MrsL: Youreupandabou ealy.

Thea: | though I'd haveawak before bredfag.

MrsL: Youdbesayingwith Lady Vinnea theHal?

Thea: Yes

Daisy: Areyouanuse, likeher?

Thea: Wdl ....aVAD.

Daisy: Red excitingthat mugt be, looking after al the suffering men. Andthelittl e hospitds
over there.....romantic ...

Thea: Oh, | haven't been to France or Begium yet. I'm based a Aldersha - just havinga
hdiday at the moment.

Mrs. L: Therenow, they'll sendyouover soon | daresay. Lady Vinniewasin the other day,
bubhbingover with sories Sheésacad, that ored Oh, nodisresped mind, but I've seen
her snceshewasatodder in her littl e pinafores ...

Thea: 1t must belovdy to live somewherelikethis, where everybodyknowsyou

Daisy: (Wryly). Mo of thetime......

Thea: Actudly, | cdled into seeif the past hed arrived. | wondered if there was anything for
me? Smythe. Dorathy Smythe.
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Mrs L: Maly! Havent youfinished yet?

Moally: I'd beabit quicker if persons didnt kego snatching them out of my hand and turning
them over.

Mrs L: Dontbesocheeky! Let'shavetheonesfortheHdl. That dl?

Moally: (Suky). Yes

MrsL: Le'sseethen. HereyouareMiss - thereissomethinghere. Your lucky day.

Thea: Oh, thanks I'll taketherest bad with me, if youlike.

Mrs L: Itisntofficd.

(MOLLY pleads sl ently).
Mrs L: ButI'msureit'sdl right thistime. ThankyouMiss Hereyouare.
(THEApusthe past in her pack).

Mrs L: Niceto hea from you youngmean, | exped.
Moally: Aurtie....

Thea: Jug afriend....

MrsL: Wdl ....niceanyway.

(THEA, whoisdyingto open her |etter, movesaway, andreads. MOLLY pulsat MRS L.).

MrsL: Whatever'sthe metter?

Mally: (Whisperingfiercdy). 1t'sMr. David.
MrsL: Whatis?

Moally: That letter. It'sfromhim. | know thewriting.
MrsL: (Shaked). Madly, keg you mouth shut!
Moally That'shislady friend

Mrs L: Mally!

(THEAlodks up).

Mrs L: NothingMiss sorry.
(THEAgoesonreadng).

Mrs L: Now beqguet andmindyour own business

Molly: Butit'sso romantic.
Mrs L: Notanaher word. I'l giveyouromantic!
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(MARTHA COMLEY comesin huriedly, followed by MARGOLD).

Martha: Morningeveryore. Sorry were late, but therewas aheary mig - hed usup, and
Fred hasasummer cold.

Marigdd: DidFred bringthe chicks?

Martha: Yes they'reousdefor you Oneof our best hens. They'reahedthy burch.

Marigdd: Ohthankyou I'll pay Fred.

(SkeandDAISY goou).

Thea: Oh, goodmarning Y oure MissComley fromthe hamefam?

Martha: (Suprised). Thet'sright.

Thea: | waked down there the other day, with Lady Lavinia We saw ....your brother, was
it?

Martha: Yes Fred and| managetogether. I'm sorry to have missed you

Thea: Forgivemy asking....areyoucopngdone?

Martha: Yes

Thea: However doyoumanage?

Martha: | ask mysdf that sometimes. We jus get dongasbest wecan. It'sDad, see The
Army woudrit take Fred - onac®urt hesna very bright - and Dad took a temper
andsad that someone from thefamily shodd go, soit'd haveto behim.

Thea: How brave of him.

Martha: Nothingof the sort, if youll excuseme. Flain subban, | cdl it. Blamed proudold
fod! Thinks hesthe Duke of Wellingon Thisisayoungman'swar. Weve had a
red jobto manage, | cantel you Fredsal right if you explain what's to be dore, but
you haveto think for him.

Thea: Dothey know upat theHal?

Martha: They know Dad'sgoreto France - but wearen't taking no charity, thank you.

Thea: Therdsnoguestionof that. Look, I've gat aletter herefrom Mr. David Montague, and
hes wondering how thingsare a hame. I'm sure it would worry him to think you had
any prodems

Moally: (Whohasbeanligening). See Aurtie....l toldyou....

Mrs.L: (Inanawful voice. Moally! Fetchinthemilk!

Martha: Wdl, thank youMiss Mr. David used to come andseeusalot. It'sgoodof himto
write, but therés nonead to concern yoursdif.

Thea: Oh, I'm sureyouthink I'm interfering, but woud youlike meto have aword with Lady
Lavinia? Youcoud a least use some hdp with the harves.

Martha: Itskindof youtotekethetroulde....

Thea: Goodmorningthen.
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(Shegossou toacharusof 'GoodMorningg).

Martha: (Flabkergasted). Wel | never! Did you hea tha? What's gat the gentry 0
interested?

Mrs L: Maybega aninteres we dorit know about, Martha

Martha: Youmean ....Mr. David?

Mrs L: Mudn'tgossp.

Martha: Therés obvowdy thingsgangonupa the Hal! Wel - | can't deny some help
woud bewecome. Dad doesn't write much, as you know, but when he does, hes full
of thefarm andwhat's hgppening. Dothis - do tha - oh hesaright worrit.

Mrs L: Itsonly naurd.

Martha: Itd be aload off my mindif | can write and tel him about the harvest. When he
knowstha'ssafe, he can get onwith thewar. Evenif it'sthanksto agirl younever seen
before. Funnytimeswelivein.

Mrs L: They aethat.

(MARGOLD, DAISYandMOLLY comein).

Moally: Milk'sunioaded, Aurtie.

Daisy: Eight odock, Matha Y oucoming?
Martha: Yes I'mready. Get yousdf aboard.
MrsL: Let'sseethem off, Mally.

(Skegoestothedoa, asMARTHA andDAISY goou).

MrsL: Ohmy,lookatthat sun It'sgangtobealovely day.
Daisy: ByeMari. Youll wea that |etter out. Ishewell?
Marigdd: Yes, they'redl ingoodspirits (Smply). | domisshim.
Daisy: Chee up, | must go. Show metonight. Dont work too hard!
Marigdd: Youtoo. Godbless

(Theymight hug DAISY goes MARGOLD comesto the centre, andreads her [authentic]
letter out. Thelightsdim There coud bea marisvoicehere, takingover fromher).

Marigdd: ....Daling, | can't bea youto be unheppyabou me. Think of what weredang -
for Endand, dways and dl thetime. Theindvidud courts as nathing, the common
cause everything, 0 have fath my dea, and then you will nat be unheppy, even if |
never returntoyou ....1 am here, and | shdl survive or na survive. Inthe meantime, |
have never beentruly heppier ....

BLACKOUT
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(A few days later. The Pog Office is diller and queter than we lagt saw it. MRS
LOVEGROVE andMOLLIE loadngthe mail).

MrsL: Tha'sthelot.

Molie (Steisvayupset). Therdsso many.

Mrs L: Jugttry natothink abou it. Readytogo.

Moally: Dol haveto?

Mrs L: It'syou job, girl. Got to grow up sometime. They'd rather seeyou, chocse how,
than someone they dorit know. (She hands MOLLIE a burch of ydlow envdopes).
Takeyou time. Andwhatever youdo, try to keego cdmtill you get badk here. | dorit
want you brougtt badk in hysterics. Beabravegirl, now.

Mally: Aurtie....

Mrs L. Goon Got you blak band or? (Sheingpeds MOLLY - theyare bath wearing
black arm bands). That'sright. Off yougo. (She almost pushes MOLLY ou, then
leansonthe courter). Oh, Godhelp us, whet'sto becme of us?

(MRS XKEET enters to the Pogt Officebench andsts. The other lades follow her in, with
ther tdegrams. MRS KEET reads names, andenters themin her ledger).
[NOTE - Thisscanemay bevaried, or improvisationsadcked].

Mrs Sked: In the absence of the churchwarden, the Vicar has asked me to enter the
following names onthe Rall of Honour of thisparish: July 1¢ 1916 Killedin adion
2ndLieutenant The Hon David Mortague, semndsonof the Earl of Abinger.

Thea: David wasin charge of the men, when they went over thetopat 7.30that morning

Mrs Sked: Sergeait Peter Gough Schodmeder.

Marigdd: They looked over ralling famland and head larks Sngng  Peter woud have
liked thet.

Mrs Sked: Corpard Stanley Colli s, Private Thamas Calli sof Ewhurst Farm.

Daisy: Asthey advancad, thetwinskicked their favourite foatbal stowardsthe enemy.

Mrs. Sked: Corpad Albet Sked, churchwarden of this parish.

(Pause).

Mrs Sked: Private Arthur Jadkson
Jean: Never gat my |etter.

(Shestsdoan by MRS SKEET to comrfort her).

Mrs. Sked: Private John Comley, Tenant farmer of Abinger Home Farm. Private George
Lodge. Sonof the Landord of the Royd Oak.
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Vicky: July 2nd1916 to Sarah, wife of George, ason
Mrs L: They wakedinto hel. Therewasnoreturn. By eght ocock, they weredl gore.
Martha: Eight odock - remember? Wed just unloaded the milk, and the sunwas drealy
highin the sky.
Mrs Sked: Privae.... Privae.... (She continuesto read names).
Thea: Thirty threeof them. All the men of thevill age.
Vicky: July 1¢. Thefirgt day of the Somme.
Marigdd: Some corner of aforeignfidd
That isforever Engand

THE END
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