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INTRODUCTION

There is virtually nothing in the referencebooks under the specific heading of
“Powder Monkeys”, thoughthereis a good deal aboutthe recruitmentof
boysinto the Navy throughthe Marine Societyand as commissionedffers
(Midshipmen). Thereis also plenty of material on the presenceon board
shipsof boys as servantsand cabin boys. Most of them found themselves
thereasvolunteersor as petty criminals. Occasionallythey were (illegally)
impressed. Often they were very young, but usually no youngerthan the
midshipmen under whom they served.

“A boywasallowedhalf the usualship’s allowanceof rum andwine. In actionhe
wasstationedat a gunwith ordersto supplythat gunwith cartridgesfrom the
magazine. In a hot engagemenhe was kept running to and fro, over the
bloody and splinter-scattered deck, carrying the cartridges from the
magazine. If hetried to bolt awayfrom the magazinanto the shelterof the
orlop-deck, the midshipman stationed at the hatchway promptly shot him.”

Sea Life in Nelson’s Time Masefield

The Press Gang

In theory it was only able-bodied, British-born seamenbetweenthe ages of
eighteenandfifty-five who wereliable to be pressed.But asthe demandfor
mengrew, noteventhosewho wereofficially andlegally exemptcouldfeel
safeany more. The gangsgrabbedtheir men and let the superiorofficers
argue about the law afterwards.

Hambledon Cricket Club

On June 18th 1777 HambledonXI beatan England Xl on BroadhalfpennyDown,
winning by an innings and 165 runs. The prize was 1000 guineas.

Oneof thoseplaying for Hambledonwasthe farmer, JohnSmall, the elder- “that
celebratedbatsmanwhoin 1778 madel36 (not out)againstSurreyand was
reputedthe bestjudge alive of a shortrun”. Small playedthe doublebass
and there was a time when, marching with his instrumentin handto a
musicalparty, hewasconfrontedoy a viciousbull and he owedhis life to the
soothing strains he played.

At Hambledon, musicwascricket’'sonly rival. Is it not recordedthat Tom Sueter,
thewicket-keeperhad ‘A sweetcounter-tenowoice’ andwashe not wontto
join GeorgelLear, the peerlesdong-stop, in a gleeat the ‘Bat and Ball’ on
Broadhalfpenny? The Young Cricketer’s Tutor,Nyren

Women’s Cricket



At theturn of the centurythe Ladiesof Hampshireplayedthe Ladiesof Surrey. At
threeo’clock the matchwaswon by the Hampshirelassies, who not being
willing to leavethe field at so early an hour and having only won by two
innings, they played a single in which they were also the victors.

Social History of Cricket

On Board
Althoughthe Captain officially lived in solitary stateat the after end of the main
deck, in facttherewasoftenlivestockat the forward end; the manger, right

in the bow, was the place for poultry, pigs and even cattle.
Life in Nelson’s Navy

Although many midshipmen were mere children they had “extraordinary
privileges” which they abusedextraordinarily. They wereofficers and
thereforewerepowerful. AboardHMS Revenge....therewasa midshipman
who would amusehimselfby climbing on the gun carriagesand calling to
him the finestand strongestof the sailors. He was an officer and to resent
this cruelty would be mutiny. Ibid



THE CAST

The Village Children

Tom Rowlands
Jack Fielding
Sam Baxter
Sally Fielding
Shorty Small
Adam Small
Nellie Mould
Jenny Mould
Daniel Grazier
Ben Hopkins
Betsy Lunn

The Village Adults

The Gentry

Mary Rowlands
William Bury,
John Small,
Mould,

George Peters
Noah Burt
Harry Bentley
Sarah Small

(Age 13)
(Age 14)
(Age 13)
(Age 12)
(Age 13)
(Age 11)
(Age 13)
(Age 11)
(Age 12)
(Age 11)
(Age 12)

Gamekeeper
Farmer
Publican
Blacksmith
Gardener’s boy
Stable lad

Sir Peter Blackford, MP
Lady Amelia Blackford

Fanny Blackford

(Age 14)

Catherine Blackford (Age 11)

Elizabeth Elliot
Emma Spicer

(Age 15)
(Age 14)

Captain Anthony Blackford

Dominic Blackford

Timothy Spicer
Ralph Jackson

(Age 15)
(Age 15)
(Age 15)



The Navy

THE CAST (continued)

The Powder Monkeys:

Donkin

Pilch

Charlie Clarke

Selsey BiIll

Pleggit
Johnny Johnson Drummer boy
Newman Adams Drummer boy
Lieutenant Matthews
Gunner Williams

Street Arabs, Sailors, Press-Gang, Citizens of Portsmouth,
Cricketers, Powder Monkeys

The action takes place variously in the Wood at Hambledon; The Drawing Room of
Hambledon Hall; The Committee Room at The Bat and Ball, Broadhalfpenny
Down; The Cricket Fields at Broadhalfpenny Down; On the Road to Portsmouth;
Outside The George Inn; Portsmouth Docks; on the Quarterdeck, in the Captain’s

Cabin, in the Boys’ Quarters and on the Upper Gun DeckMifS Ajax.

The time is August 1797.

The Powder Monkeygas commissioned by The Cambridge Festival Association
and was first performed at The Leys School, Cambridge, on 20th July 1984.



THE POWDER MONKEYS
ACT |

SCENE 1
MUSIC 1 - OPENING MUSIC

(Thelights comeup onthe dim imageof CAPTAINBLACKFORD’Scabinon board
HMS Ajax. Heis asleepin his‘cot’. His uniformcanbe seendrapedovera
stool. The sound of Marine drummers).

Chorus of Sailors: (offstage)  Away haul away.

We’'ll haul away together.
Away haul away.
Haul away Joe.

(As the music changes,the distant, dreamlike soundsof battle, voices shouting
orders, cannon-fireetc., can be heard. Scurryingfigures appearin the
gloom- thoseof children - powdermonkeys. Nearer cries can be heard of
“Powder. . . More powder.. . Stayby your guns.. . Tichandturn . . . Tich
and turn”).

Captain: (from his bed)Battle stations!There’sa war to befoughtandwe needyou
to fight it. . . Boy, getto your gun.. . “Do asyou areordered boy, or suffer
the consequences”. “Your duty is to your country”.

(The noises grow. There is a shot, followed by an instant blackout).

SCENE 2

(A woodlandgladenearHambledorHall in Hampshire. It is a fine summer’'sday,
Augustl796. Thestageis emptybut for a nastylooking gin-trap containing
a dead rabbit).

MUSIC 2 - THE EYNSHAM POACHING SONG

Tom: (offstage) Three Hampshire chaps went out one day,
To Lord Hambledon’s Manor they made their way.
They took their dogs to catch some game
And soon to Blackford’'s Wood they came.



(He appears) Laddiel O, laddie 1 O,
Fal di ral over a laddie | O.
(JACK FIELDING, SAM BAXTER and SALLY FIELDING appear, singing too).

All We had not long been beating there
Before a spaniel put up a hare.
Up she jump and away she ran,
At the very same time a pheasant sprang.
Laddie | O, etc.

(More local children appear and sing)
We had not beat the woods all through,
When Burt the keeper came in view,
And when we saw the old beggar look,
We made our way to Cassington brook.
Laddie | O, etc.

When we got there ‘twas full to the brim,
And you’d have laughed to see us swim.
Ten feet of water, if not more.

When we got out our dogs came o’er.
Laddie | O, etc.

Over hedges, ditches, gates and rails,
Our dogs followed over behind our heels.

Tom: And you can all say what you will.
We’'ll have our hares and pheasants still.
All: Laddie | O, laddie | O.

Fal di ral over a laddie | O.
(Most of them rush off leaving TOM, JACK, SAM and SALLY).

Tom: (examiningthe trappedrabbit) Lord love us!look at this. Jack,look at this.
Nasty piece of work.

Jack: Ooh, vicious. Poor old rabbit's dead as dead.

Tom: This thing could snap a horse’s leg, let alone a little rabbit.

Sam: Is that one of yours, Tom?

Tom: No, GeorgePetersdon’'t makethings as nastyasthis at HambledonForge
andl don’t know who roundheredoes. Probablymadein Portsmouth, this
one, or France.

Sally: Who'd want to set one of them? It's horrible.
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Jack: | dunnoSally, but Willy Burt might. That'sa game-keeper’'gb, to keepup
with things like that.

Tom: (With difficulty, he hasgot the rabbit out of the trap. He holdsit up) Here,
who wants a rabbit?

Sally: Ooh, | couldn’t. Not all mangled like that. It's really horrible.

Tom: (offering it round) Jack? Sam?

Sam: (with distaste) Not hungry.

Tom: Oh well, one man’s meatis anotherman’s poison. My mum’s good with
rabbits. | shall haveit for me supper. Build me musclesup for tomorrow’s
game.

Sally: Ooh,areyou playing crickettomorrowtoo, Tom? Jack’splaying, aren’tyou
Jack?

Jack: Tom’s the best fieldsman in Hambledon. Course he’s playing.

Sam: Wish | could play. They never picks me.

Tom: (kindly, seeing SAM is upseljere, Sam, you have the rabbit.

Sam: No. It's all right, Tom.

Sally: (cheerfully) Good bit of rabbit pie shouldhelp you wallop the ball all the
way to Droxford.

Tom: Nicer than scrapsfrom HambledonManor, anyway. Betsy smugglesbits
down to us after supper each day. Saves it from the pig-bin.

Jack: (smiling) Oh, 'Betsy Lunn, The Parlourmaid’.

Tom: (naively)Her and my mum are ‘like that'.

Sam: We heard it was you and her that was ‘like that'!

Tom: What?

Jack: What are you blushing for, Tom?

Tom: Oh, don't start that again. . .

(There is the sound of approaching chat and laughter).

Sam: (on the alert) Look out, who'’s that?

Sally: It's only the other lot coming back from Broadhalfpenny. You can tell
Shorty Small a mile off.

Sam: You can smell him a mile off too.

(SHORTYSMALL, ADAM SMALL, BENHOPKINS, DANIEL GRAZIER, JENNY
MOULD and NELLIE MOULD arrive. Theboyscarry scythesandsickles.
The girls have food baskets).

Shorty: (noisily) | neverwantsto seeanotherblade of grassever. JustcosI'm
small they thinks ‘tis easier for me to get down and cut it.

Adam: | don’t seewhy it's uswho hasto cut thebloominggrassup thereanyway.
It isn’'t asthoughWE’'RE playing crickettomorrow. What aboutthemlazy
blighters like Jack Fielding?

Jack: What about them, Adam?



Adam: (spinning round)Oh, hello Jack. Um . .. | was just saying. ..

Nellie: (with glee) He wasjust calling you alazy blighterandsaidyou oughtto be
cutting the cricket ground and not him.

Jack: (threatening) I'll thump him . . . later.

Jenny: (whois tuckinginto an enormousbun) You shouldhave beerwith me,
Adam, on the teas.

Nellie: (very jealous)Ooh, let's have some, Jen. Comeon. ..

Daniel: Honestly! Onementionof food andthere’sNellie andJennyMould sureas
buns is buns.

Ben: (sitting apart) It's lovely, thatbig tentwith theteain it. It makesinsideseem
all secret does a tent. | spent all day lying in there, eating grass.

Adam: Lazy, that's all you are, Ben Hopkins.

Ben: (smiling) | know.

Tom: (joining BEN) | know just what you mean, Ben. It's lovely inside a big
canvastent with that smell andthe yellow light and the breezeblowing the
canvas.

Ben: Must be like being at sea, all that canvas.

Sally: Oooh, lovely. The sea.

Jenny: All them sailors.

Tom: It's not as nice as that, Jenny.

Jack: I'd still like to go there . . .

Jenny: What, and fight with Nelson?

Sally: | can see him - fighting with Nelson!

Jack: I've often thought about running away to sea.

Sally: It'd be nice and peaceful at home!

Jack: Like Jimmy Ellwood.

Tom: Jimmy?

Jack: Haven't you heard?

Sally: He’s run away to join Nelson.

Sam: Never!

Sally: Didn’t you know?

Jack: Mrs Ellwood got a messagegesterdayfrom Portsmouth. It wasn’tthe Press
Gang after all. He volunteered.

Tom: Oh no.

Nellie: Poor old Jim.

Tom: Wasteof agoodcricketertoo. He would have beemplayingagainstDroxford
tomorrow. (A pause). | think | hate the sea.

Nellie: (hearingmusic) Hello, there’sthe Gentryup HambledorHall, singingand
dancing up there already.

Shorty: Why can’t they cut the blooming grass? It's their cricket match.
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Daniel: (casually) Oh, by theway, | don’t wantto worry the poachingparty, but |
saw our belovedfriend Dominic Blackford andtwo of his nastycroniesout
with the gunsa momentago. They were coming this way and| don’t think
they were looking for French men-of-war.

Sally: With their guns? Oh lor, I'm off home. See you all tomorrow up
Broadhalfpenny.

(Shescurriesoff with the restof them. All are chatteringnervously. TOM stopsin
his tracks and goes back to pick up the rabbit. Voices are heard off).

Dominic: Hello. What's going on over here?

Jackson: Tim - over here . . .

(TOM stoopsto pick up the rabbit and gets his trouser-legcaughtin the trap.
JACK reappears).

Jack: Come on, Tom. Hurry up . (He looks up and freezes).

Dominic: (still out of sight) Hello, ananimalin atrap! (Raucoudaughter). Tell
you what. Let’s put him out of his misery.

Tom: (terrified) Noo. . .!

(But his cry is silenced by a loud gunshot. BLACK OUT).

SCENE 3
(The Drawing Room at Hambledon Hall. There is an informal dance in progress).
MUSIC 3 - GAVOTTE

(CAPTAINBLACKFORD casuallydressedis dancingwith FANNYBLACKFORD,
CATHERINEBLACKFORD,EMMA SPICERand ELIZABETHELLIOT. SIR
PETER BLACKFORD, sipping sherry, is sitting watching, as is LADY
AMELIA BLACKFORD. BETSYLUNN, the Parlourmaid, is in attendance.
The dance ends. Ripples of applause).

Sir Peter: My word, Anthony, that’s a very fine step you cut there.

Captain: Thank you, Peter.

Sir Peter: Can’t think how a brother of mine comesto be sucha fancy dancer.
Batsman?es.Gavottes?No - unlessof coursejt’s the hornpipe.You naval
chaps are great hornpipers, isn’t that right?

Lady Amelia: Oh really, Peter. You've always been jealous of Anthony’s
dancing.

Sir Peter: (laughing) Here, have a glass of this stuff.

Captain: You weren't a bad danceryourself, Peter,until you gave yourself that

5



gout. And your daughters dance very prettily too, | must say.

Catherine: I'm the best, aren’t | Uncle?

Sir Peter: Oh for heavenssake don’t start complimentingthem. They become
insufferable.

Captain: For a politician, you speak your mind remarkable honestly, Peter.

Sir Peter: Well, my daughtersdon’t needflattery from me. Though| must say
that’sa very pretty exhibitionyou gavethere,youngEmma.Your father, the
Admiral, would be mightily proud of you. What do you think?

Emma: (archly) I think the whole thing’s totally boring.

Captain: (comingto therescue)Well, you mustall comedownto the nextSummer
Ball in Portsmouth. You won'’t getboredthere; all thosefine youngNaval
officers dancing in attendance on you. | shall send you all an invitation.

Catherine: Even me?

Lady Amelia: No, Catherine, of course not.

Captain: Oh, we might get young Catherine to the ball somehow.

Catherine: Oh good. I'll get a new dress.

Emma: (icily) What time are we dining?

Sir Peter: Aha, still bored,eh? Well thoseboyswill be backsoon; that'll bring a
sparkle back to your pretty little eyes, I'm sure.

Lady Amelia: Sir Peter, please.

Sir Peter: Oh, for pity’s sake Amelia, they’reyoungladiesnow, notchildrenany
more.

Catherine: (precociously)I'm only eleven, Papa,and you shouldn’t be using
language like that in front of me.

Lady Amelia: Catherine, please! Do stop showing off.

(Another awkward pause).

Captain: Are those boys back from shooting yet?

Sir Peter: Betsy will know. She’s an eye for the young men, eh, Betsy? (He
pinches her cheek. She blushes).

Betsy: Don’t know, I'm sure, Sir Peter, but Master Dominic isn’t back yet.

Elizabeth: Let's go and find them.

Lady Amelia: Comenow, Elizabeth; they areout shootingandyoungladieshave
no place amongst such pursuits.

Sir Peter: But the ladieshavetakento the cricketfield now, | hear. Lots of good
young lady players in Kent. Think I'll move there!

Lady Amelia: Well, with the speedthat all the youngmenarebeingstolenoff to
sea, it’s hardly surprising.

Elizabeth: Well, maybewe shouldall goto sea! (Shelaughsinanely). Would you
have us on board your boat, Captain Blackford?

Captain: What, as midshipmen?



Catherine: Midshipladies, rather!(Another inane laugh from ELIZABETH)

Captain: No, | think not, ladies.You know what your fatherthinks aboutthe way
we use young children at sea. | think, perhaps, we should change the subjec

Sir Peter: Very wise, Anthony.

(Another slightly awkward pause).

Emma: (coldly) Well, this IS fun, Fanny.

Captain: | think we shouldhavea song. Somethingsweetfrom oneof the girls to
sendme backto seatomorrowwith a happymemoryof my stayhere. Who's
it to be?

(All look to EMMA).

Emma: Not ME, thank you.

Lady Amelia: | think YOU should sing to US, Anthony. You've a fine voice.

(There is general and enthusiastic consent).

Captain: (smiling) Well, | supposd askedfor thatone! Very well, this one will
bring a tearto your eyes.It's a songabouta lovely daughter. . . (the girls
giggle). . . who comes to a bad endThe girls shush each other).

MUSIC 4 - ALLAN WATER

Captain: On the banks of Allan Water,
When the sweet springtime did fall,
Was the Miller’s lovely daughter,
Fairest of them all.
For his bride a soldier sought her,
And a winning tongue had he:
On the banks of Allan Water,
None so gay as she.
(There is a sudden distant explosion, as of a shot-gun. All jump).
Fanny: Oh, what was that?
Sir Peter: Sounded like a gun-shot.
Lady Amelia: It's only the boys. Carry on, Anthony. What a shame they
interrupted you.
Captain: On the banks of Allan Water
When brown Autumn spread its store,
There | saw the Miller’s daughter,
But she smiled no more.
For the Summer grief had brought her,
And the soldier false was he.
On the banks of Allan Water,
None so sad as she.



On the banks of Allan Water,
When the Winter snow fell fast,

Still was seen the Miller's daughter,
Chilling blew the blast.

But the Miller’s lovely daughter
Both from cold and care was free.
On the banks of Allan Water,
There, a corpse lay she.

(Thereis a respectfulpause,then genuineapplause. None of them have noticed
DOMINIC, RALPH and TIMOTHY arrive. Theyhavelistenedto the last
part of the song. DOMINIC applauds loudly and crudely).

Dominic: Bravo, Uncle. Bravo. What's next? A rousing chorus of Rule Britannia?

Lady Amelia: Dominic! How dare you talk to your Uncle like that?

Captain: Oh,I cangive you Rule Britanniaif you really wantit. It's atuneyou’ll
be dancingto soon,youngman. | can’t say| approveof its sentimentsut
they do sayit's goodfor the moralein the more simple-mindednembersof
the Navy. Did you shoot anything worth shooting?

Dominic: Well, I shot something; but it's questionablewhetherit was worth
expending a musket ball on(His cronies laugh raucously).

Sir Peter: | don’t much like the sound of that laughter. What did you shoot?

Dominic: Oh, only some nasty little boy from the village.

Lady Amelia: What?

Dominic: He was scurrying around in the copse at the bottom of the lawns.

Ralph: He looked as though he was poaching.

Timothy: You only winged him, though.

Ralph: It was still a damned good shot.

Sir Peter: Now just a moment. What is this? You shot someone?

Dominic: Yes.

Sir Peter: Good God.

Lady Amelia: Who?

Dominic: Oh mother . . .

Captain: You shot at a child?

Dominic: He was trespassing.

Sir Peter: Where is he?

Ralph: We left him there, just down beyond the lawn.

Fanny: Oh, comealongElizabeth. . . (Sherushesout, followedby the othersall
chattering) Emma, we must do something . . .

Lady Amelia: (following them out) Bring him straight up here . . .

(DOMINIC stands defiantly).



Sir Peter: Now, let me understand this, Dominic . . .

Dominic: Now listen,father. | cameacrosssomesnotty-nosedittle rattrespassing
on our property and taught him a simple lesson. That's all.

Sir Peter: ‘That’s all'? What do you mean, ‘That’s all'? Who was this child?

Dominic: Oh, how shouldl know? It looked like thatdreadfulchild who lazes
around at the blacksmith’s. Rowlands or whatever.

Sir Peter: Tom Rowlands? . .Ohmy . .. (He holdshis heartandsits. BETSY,
who has been waiting in attendance, gasps and rushes out).

Captain: (realising his brotherisn’t well) It would be bestif you left us, young
man.

Dominic: But what on earth . ..

Captain: Dismiss!

Dominic: (recognisingthe naval tone, smilesslightly, and salutes). Aye aye, Sir.
Come on chaps . .(He leaves with RALPH and TIMOTHY).

Captain: (turning to SIR PETERAre you all right, Peter?

Sir Peter: (with a glassof sherry) Yes,yes. | shallbeall right. God, he’ll bethe
death of me one day. The arrogant young devil.

Captain: Well he certainly is headstrong! Good Midshipman material.

Sir Peter: (surprised) You think so? You'll still have him with you on the Ajax?

Captain: Why ever not?

Sir Peter: Well, do Midshipmenin His Majesty’s Navy wanderaroundshooting
people at will?

Captain: Sometimes they have to. Not at will, of course, but if duty calls.

Sir Peter: Duty? It's a pretty misplacedsenseof duty thathasyou taking pot-shots
at the local children.

Captain: It'll takeno morethana few daysto knock youngDominic into shape,
despitehis hot head. Don’t withdraw him now for heaven’ssake. The Navy
is short enough of good men as it is.

Sir Peter: (after a thoughtful pauseBut not of boys.

Captain: What?

Sir Peter: Children.

Captain: (confused)What of them?

Sir Peter: How many ship’s boys are there on the Ajax?

Captain: We need at least seventy four.

Sir Peter: Seventy four! And where are you going to get them from?

Captain: Heaven knows!

Sir Peter: Heavenmay not, but| do andso do you. You'll getthem off the
streets,from the Courtsof Law andfrom all thelies andfalsehoodghatyour
recruiting . . .

Captain: Lies and falsehoods?



Sir Peter: Hell's teeth, I've seenall thoseridiculousposters, glorifying thelife at
sea and tempting those who know no better with promisesof treasures,
wealthandglory; to saynothingof your fiendish press-gangsvho terrorise
everywhere they go. It's despicable.

Captain: But. . .thesearefor the men. . . the PressGangis for layabouts. . .
volunteers.

Sir Peter: I'm not talking aboutthe men. Anthony, only lastweeka boy, James
Ellwood, the only sonof one of my constituentshere,ran off, we learnto
sea;seducedyy your damnabldies. And areyou trying to tell me thatyour
Press Gang confines itself only to men?

Captain: Peter, there’s a war to be fought and we need men to fight it.

Sir Peter: Well go and fight it, but not using innocent and ignorant children.

(They are interrupted by the noise of the girls arriving with TOM).

Fanny: Here, bring himin here . ..

Elizabeth: Oh, do mind the shot bit . . .

(Theyappear,guiding TOM roughly. His left armis coveredin blood. Theyhurry
him over to the chaise and sit him on it).

Catherine: Here he is, Papa, all bloody.

Fanny: Be careful of hisarm . ..

Emma: Be careful of my dress.

Fanny: Betsy - a rug or a blanket. Where is that girl?

Catherine: Here, I've fetched ong(They put the blanket under him).

Fanny: Down here. Oh do get out of the way, Emma.

Lady Amelia: (entering)Who is it, Fanny? Do we know him?

Fanny: It's that boy from the blacksmith’s.

Lady Amelia: What?

Tom: It's Tom, my Lady. Tom Rowlands.

Lady Amelia: Good heavens! Mary’s boy. Peter - it's Tom Rowlands.

Sir Peter: Yes. | know itis, dear.

Catherine: (rushing in again)Here. A bandage.

Elizabeth: Oh, he’s all bloody.

Emma: | think | shall be sick.

Fanny: Give me the bandage, Catherine.

Catherine: No. | want to.

Fanny: Give itto me . .. (They start struggling and squabbling).

Captain: (taking over) Right. That’'s enough,ladies. Now leavehim alone. He
needs air to breathe and some peace and quiet.

Tom: (a bit bewildered by all this)’'m all right, Sir. It don’t hurt much.

Fanny: But the bleeding. . .

Captain: The bleedinghas stopped. It's only a small flesh wound. Thereis
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nothing to get alarmed about. Now kindly leave the room.

Lady Amelia: Your Uncle knowsbest. Now comealong, girls, and preparefor
dinner.

Fanny: (going) I do think Dominic’s horrid.

Catherine: | think Uncle Anthony’s horrid. | wanted to stay and watch . . .

(They all squabble their way out leaving TOM and the two men in the room).

Sir Peter: Peace! (He turns to look at TOM).Now, how are you feeling?

Tom: Bit dizzy, Sir. Half scared me to death, that gun, Sir.

Sir Peter: I'm hardly surprised. Here,wrap yourselfup well. We mustgetyou
home and have that wound cleaned up.

Tom: Thank you, Sir. I'm sorry, Sir.

Sir Peter: Sorry? For what?

Tom: | think | shall be all right for tomorrow, Sir. Me right arm’s me good one.

Sir Peter: Tomorrow?

Tom: The cricket match, Sir. | catch with me right hand.

Sir Peter: (suddenlyalarmed) GoodGod, thecricketmatch. I'd cleanforgotten.
He’s one of my prize fielders.

Tom: Please let me play, Sir.

Sir Peter: | could brain that son of mine.

Captain: Ha! Well it's a rum old world.

Sir Peter: What the devil’s so funny?

Captain: It makesa bit of a mockery of all our heart searchingabout pitting
childrenagainstthe might of Napoleon’sforceswhena village cricket team
hasits own memberspoppingeachother off with shot-gunsthe day before
the big local derby.

Sir Peter: Oh, for heaven’s sake, Anthony . ..

Captain: Now don’t betoo seriousaboutit all. Theboy s fine. He’'ll be playing
for England before he’ll be fighting for her if | read him right, eh boy?

Tom: (bewildered)Beg pardon, Sir?

(Thereis a suddenrumpusout in the hall. MARYROWLANDSourstsin followed
by the rest of the household).

Mary: Where is he? Where’s my son?

Lady Amelia: Now Mary, calm down, do...

Mary: (rushes straight to TOMYom! you all right?

(TOMnods. MARYlooksaroundandcomesyeto eyewith SIRPETER. Thereis a
tense silence).

Sir Peter: (eventually) He’s all right, Mary, perfectlyall right. It's just a flesh
wound. (MARY s silent. The CAPTAINmovestowards MARY). Anthony,
this is Mary Rowlands. Shewas Governesserefor a while whenDominic
was born.
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Captain: How do you do, Mrs. Rowlands.

Mary: (interested only in TOM’s armWorried, Captain Blackford. That's how | do.

Sir Peter: (getting slightly tetchyMary, you needn’t worry.

Mary: Wouldn't you be if your son had been shot?

Sir Peter: Of course | would.

Mary: Just as I'd be worried if my son went around shooting people.

Dominic: He shouldn’t have been trespassing on our land.

Mary: (outraged) Trespassing?He was practically broughtup in that woodland.
What was he doing?

Ralph: Poaching.

Tom: No | weren't.

Mary: (she spins on himJYom!

Tom: ...wasn'.

Mary: My child is notalaw-breaker,MasterDominic, norwould hedo anyoneor
any creature harm, | know that. You had no need to shoot at him.

Fanny: He was caughtin a trap, Father. A dreadful looking thing.

Sir Peter: Thank you, Fanny.

Mary: (appalled) He was trapped - and you shot him?

Dominic: He shouldn’t have been there.

Mary: For pity’s sake, have you no feelings?

Dominic: | don’t know what you mean.

Mary: (bitterly) No, you wouldn't.

Lady Amelia: Now come along, let’s stop all this. It's not getting us anywhere.

(The rest of the children wander off, led by DOMINIC).

Sir Peter: Absolutely. Let’'s get him home.

Lady Amelia: I'll get one of the servants to help you.

Mary: The servants?

Tom: It's all right, Mother, | can walk.

Betsy: I'll get him back home, Mrs. Rowlands. You get on back and get ready.

Mary: Thank you, Betsy.

Captain: Justcleanthewoundwith warmwaterandbandaget well. He'll befine
for the game tomorrow; come on, Peter.

Mary: Thank you, Captain. Be careful with him, Betsy.

(TOM and BETSY watch as they all leave).

Tom: (looking around) Quite a place this, Betsy.

Betsy: Look, | got some vinegalShe starts to bathe his arm).

Tom: Mother was angry.

Betsy: What WERE you doing down there, Tom?

Tom: Nothing, honest. | got me leg caught in one of them gin-traps.

Betsy: And they just shot you?
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Tom: Dominic did - and he laughed while he was doing it.

Betsy: He's really nasty sometimes.

Tom: Ow!

Betsy: Sorry. Anyway, he’s off to sea next week, Master Dominic.

Tom: Well heaven help anyone who ends up under his command, that’s all | can say.

Betsy: Captain Blackford should soon sort him out.

Tom: ThemMidshipmenlook afterthe shipboysat sea. Getpaidfor it too. Fifty
shillings a month.

Betsy: What about the boys? Do they get paid?

Tom: Six and eightpence and half grog rations.

Betsy: Can’t be bad.

Tom: Don’t you believe it. It's a dog’s life.

Betsy: I'd like to go to sea. Be one of them Powder Monkeys.

Tom: (laughing) They don’t have girls.

Betsy: Why not?

Tom: ‘Betsy Lunn, Powder Monkey’ - don’t sound right.

Betsy: | think it sounds good.

MUSIC 5 - SING MY LADS YO HO! [THE BATTLE OF ABU QUIR BAY]

Betsy: | knew a boy who volunteered
To join the King's navee.
He loved the sport and always fought
With fire and braveree.

His name was Bill, he'd drink his fill

Of brandy, gin and beer.

When that young dog had drunk his grog,
He’d raise his voice so clear.

Soon we’ll be in London Town.

Sing my lads yo ho.

We'll see the King in his golden crown.
Sing my lads yo ho.

Yo ho, heave ho and away we go.
Sing my lads, yo ho.
Who's afraid to face the foe?
Sing my lads yo ho.
(She gives TOM the sherry decanter. He has a swig - and smiles).
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One day the Froggies sailed so near,
Bill made a clever plan.

He jumped into the briney,

And up to their ship he swam.

The cannon roared. he climbed aboard,
Unnoticed in the din.

Went straight down to the magazine
And soaked it all with gin.

Both: Soon we’ll be in London Town.
Sing my lads yo ho,
We'll see the King in his golden crown.
Sing my lads yo ho.

Yo ho, heave ho, and away we go.
Sing my lads yo ho.

Who'’s afraid to face the foe?

Sing my lads yo ho.

REPEAT
(Happy with each other’'s company, they leave the room).

SCENE 4

(The CommitteeRoomat The Bat and Ball Public House,BroadhalfpennyDown.
The HambledonCricket Club are meeting. SARAHSMALL is taking the
minutes. WILLIAM BURT, MOULD, JOHN SMALL, NOAH BURT,
GEORGE PETERS and HARRY BENTLEY are there).

W. Burt: (at the table) Well, in the absenceof the Chairman,we’d betterget
going gentlemen. It's a long way backdown the hill to Hambledonandwe
don’t want to be too late back with the big game tomorrow. What's first?

Sarah: Apologies for absence.

W. Burt: Ohyes. Well . . . worst newsfirst, | suppose.Doeseveryoneknow
we’ve lost John Wilson?

Peters: Lost him?

Mould: Notill is he? Never known John ill before a cricket match.

W. Burt: You haven't heard?
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Small: He was pressed yesterday in Portsmouth.

Peters: Never!

W. Burt: Him andthree otherswere drinking in the King’s Head. The swines
slippedthe King’s coin into his tankardandthereyougo - ‘in the pay of the
King'.

Mould: The devils. There’ll be no-one left on dry land soon, man nor boy.

Bentley: | don't think Admiral Nelsonlikes cricket - stealingaway JohnWilson
and little Ellwood both in a week.

Mould: Well certainly it's been the ruining of HambledonCricket Club and
whatever people says, that's England’s loss.

W. Burt: Still, this isn’t going to help us beat Droxford tomorrow, so let's be
getting on.

(At which point SIRPETERBLACKFORDarriveswith DOMINIC. He’sin a black
mood).

Sir Peter: The bestmanin Hampshireat turning shorthits into accountandwe’ve
lost him. It's all getting too much. Good evening gentlemen.

All:  Evening, Squire.

Sir Peter: Sorry we're delayed. It's been a long and difficult day.

W. Burt: You've heard about John Wilson, then?

Sir Peter: ThosecursedFroggiesare out solely to ruin cricket you know, I'm
convincedof it. You know we weretakingateamout therein eighty-nineto
teachthemthe blessedyame? The trip wasall fixed up andwhat happens?
They organise their damned revolution - solely to ruin the tour, I'm
convincedof it. Mould, I'll havea tankardof your bestif | may. Oh, and
one for my son here. You all know Dominic, |take it?

Noah: Maybe we should have Sir Francis Drake on Hambledon’s team.

Bentley: Sir Francis Drake?

Noah: (laughing) He were a good naval bowler, weren’t h&eneral laughter).

Sir Peter: Well done, lad. Well dongTo BURT) Who's that?

W. Burt: That's my boy, Noah, Squire. Here’s tomorrow’s team, Sarah.

(SARAH hands SIR PETER the list).

Sarah: There we are, Sir Peter, such as itis.

Sir Peter: Hmm. Bit shortof batting. Dominic, you'll haveto prove yourself.
He’s scored a few runs for Winchester this year.

Peters: Let’s hopehe’sasaccuratewith the bataswith the barrel, Sir Peter. (An
awkward silence)

Sir Peter: Dominic, you know George Peters, do you? The blacksmith?

Dominic: He was trespassing, Mr. Peters.

Peters: What ever you say.

Sir Peter: Anyway,theboy’sall right, George. It wasonly a slight wound. He’'ll
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beableto pull hisweightatthe Forge- andl know for afactthathe cancatch
as well with one hand as he can with two.

Small: How many boys in the side are there?

W. Burt: Three or four here - about the same as Droxford.

Small: Fair enough.

Sir Peter: John Small! Good to see you. Can you play?

Small: Just this once, Squire. She’s given permission.

Sarah: Oh, go on with you, John. 1don’t lock him up, Squire.

Small: Well, not often you don’t!

Sir Peter: Well, you'll putthefearof Godinto Droxford - oh, notyou, Mrs. Small;
your husband. The greatJohn Small backin action. Splendid. So - (he
reads) Burt, Small, Peters, Mould, Dominic, Young Rowlands, Jack
Fielding, Daniel Grazier, Harry Bentley and one sad gap left by poor Wilson.

W. Burt: Well, that's why Noah'’s here, Squire.

Sir Peter: Noah? Noah who? Sounds like another damned sailor!

Noah: Noah Burt, Sir.

W. Burt: My eldest. Works in your gardens.

Sir Peter: Ah, splendid. Good at cricket are you lad?

Noah: (grinning) No, Squire.

W. Burt: Oh, he’ll stop a good square cut as well as the best.

Noah: | sings good, Squire.

Sir Peter: Sing, can you? Good. Well, that’'s very useful.

Noah: Assist All Ye Muses | knows best, Hambledon Cricket Song.

W. Burt: Learnt it in his cradle and sings it like a nightingale.

Sir Peter: Good lad, Noah. We’'ll hear it tomorrow.

(But NOAH is off, oblivious. The rest soon join in).

MUSIC 6 - HAMBLEDON CRICKET SONG

Noah: Assist all ye muses and join to rehearse
An old English sport never praised yet in verse.
‘Tis cricket | sing, of illustrious fame.
No nation e’er boasted so noble a game.

All: Derry down down, down derry down.

Solo: What boasting of Castor and Pollux his brother?
The one famed for riding, for boxing the other.
Compared with our heroes, they’ll not shine at all.
What were Castor and Pollux to Nyren and Small?
All: Derry down down, down derry down.
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All: Then fill up your glass. He’s the best that drinks most.
Here’s the Hambledon club - who refuses the toast?
Let's join in the praise of the bat and the wicket
And sing in full chorus the patrons of cricket.
Derry down down, down derry down.

Solo: When we've played our last game and our fate shall draw nigh,
(For the heroes of cricket, like others must die),
Our bats we’ll resign, neither troubled nor vexed,
And give up our wickets to those that come next.

All: Derry down down, down derry down.

SCENE 5
(The scene changes to the woodland beside the cricket ground).

(TOM, his arm bandagedis bouncinga cricketball on his bat while singingquietly
to himself. He doesn’t notice JACK FIELDING creeping up on him).

Tom: (singing) Derry down down, down derry down . ..

Jack: (seizing him)Aha! pressed for service in the King’s Navy and don't resist.

Tom: Ow! Let go my arm. Ooh, that hurt, Jack.

Jack: Sorry, |forgot you'd been shot. How did you know it was me?

Tom: | smelt you.

Jack: I don’'t smell. This is me clean shirt.

Tom: Right - andit’s for cricket, not for rushingaroundplaying silly games;and
anyway | can do without any more nasty shockswith peoplecreepingup
behind me, thanks. | didn’t sleep a wink last night.

Jack: I'm not surprised. | thought he’d killed you.

Tom: Is that why you didn’t bother to come back and help me?

(A slightly awkwardpause interruptedby the arrival of ADAM who hasjust been
‘captured’ by DANIEL. NELLIE, JENNY and SALLY are in tow).

Adam: Get off, Dan. Get off.

Daniel: Ahaargh!Here’sone,captain. A bit of afeeblesprattbut he’ll makegood
cannon fodder.

Jack: Ah, well done able seaman. A volunteer?

(None of them have noticed DOMINIC, RALPH and TIMOTHY appear).

Dominic: Quite why we’re fielding cripples like Rowlands, | can’timagine.

Tim: Well, we don’t want to win too easily. It wouldn’t be cricket.

Ralph: Rowlands is our handicap(The GIRLS appear).
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Tim: Ah, there’s Miss Elliot, Ralph, with Dominic’s delicious sister.

Ralph: Come on, men.

Dominic: (faceto facewith TOM) If you drop a catchwith thatarm of yoursand
useit asan excuseRowlands|'ll makedamnedsurethe otherone goesthe
same way.Ah, my dear Miss Elliot, allow me to escort you to the field of play.

(As he approachedher, the scenechangesnstantlyto The Cricket Field, at which
point all the local childrenand adultsarrive wheretheyare receivedby The
Gentry. At the same time they all sing:-)

MUSIC 7 - THE SKYLARK SWEETLY SINGING

Locals: One day a cheerful country boy
Was a-poaching by the Hamble,
When lo a maiden fair and coy,
Into his path did ramble.
And as he gladly did her will,
They heard a sound so musically trill,
And he showed her all his poaching skill
With the Skylark sweetly singing.

Gentry: A noble Prince came riding by,
All full of grace and favour.
A sad young Princess caught his eye
And he resolved to save her.
He kissed her cheek, he calmed her fears,
He gently wiped away her tears,
And a sound came softly to their ears,
All: ‘Twas the Skylark sweetly singing.

All: Now all you lovers take good cheer
While wedding bells are ringing,
For every doe must have her deer
While the Skylark still is singing.
The Prince will have his Princess still,
He always has and we pray he always will,
For every Jack must have his Jill,
While the Skylark still is sweetly singing.
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SCENE 6

(Thereis a burst of applauseand cheering. The team are encouragingJOHN
SMALLandNOAHBURTwho are batting, out of our sight. SARAHSMALL
is scoring).

MUSIC 8 - HAMBLEDON CRICKET SONQ(Reprise]
[Instrumental - under dialogue]

(Cries of ‘Well struck, John. Tich and turn. Tich and turn.”).
Sir Peter: (in the thick of it) How many is that now, Mrs. Small?
Sarah: One hundred and twenty seven, Sir Peter.

Sir Peter: And one ball to go(Shouts) One ball to go, John.

W. Burt: On your toes, Noah.

(All watch. There is a great cheer as JOHN SMALL evidently wallops the ball).

Sir Peter: Goodhit, John. Go hard. Go hard. (Applause). Well done. Three
morenotcheghere,Mrs. Small. Onehundredandthirty altogetherWell done
Hambledon.

(JOHN SMALLand NOAH appearwith their cricketbats. Theteamgroup up and
all sing).
All: Then fill up your glass. He's the best that drinks most.
Here’s the Hambledon club. Who refuses the toast?
Let’s join in the praise of the bat and the wicket,
And sing in full chorus the patrons of cricket.
Derry down down, down derry down.

(More applauseas the spectatorsdisperse. SIR PETER addresseghe team as
BETSY and SARAH arrive with trays of beer).

Sir Peter: Well done, my boys. One hundred and thirty should be enough.

Sarah: Here we are lads. Well batted my John.

All:  Hear, hear.

Sir Peter: Well done, ladies. A spotof lubrication. Good for the old vocal
chords. Good health. Now then, what's it to be?

Bentley: You give us a verseor two of Charlie Sayer, Squire. (All agree.To
NOAH) Makes me laugh when | sees him sifliyOAH roars with laughter).

W. Burt: Noah. Shut up.

Noah: (instantly) Right.

W. Burt: Sorry Squire. Off you go.
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MUSIC 9 - GLEE: CHARLIE SAYER

Sir Peter & team: Charlie Sayer, quite a player,
Was a-walking one day,
When Miss Nancy, Charlie’s fancy,
Came a-strolling in his way.
She was wealthy, he was stealthy.
He was under her spell.
But when he asked her if she’d marry him,
She bade him farewell.

Charlie Sayer, quite a player,
Was a-cricketing one day,

When Miss Nancy, still his fancy,
Was a-passing that way.

He was batting like a champion,
Hit the ball half a mile.

As it passed pretty Nancy Dawson,
She looked up and smiled.

Neither tarried, they were married

One Sunday in June.

‘Twas a fair day, ‘twas a rare day
When the choir sang in tune.

Now he pitches while she stitches:
Together they dream

Of playing out their days in Hambledon,
With two in their team.

(The team and the audiencewhich has gathered applaud. SIR PETER then
assembles the team and addresses them).

Sir Peter: Right now, downto businessWe've got to get GeorgeMinchin out as
soonas possible,so, aslong as we catchand throw like demonsand pitch
good and straight, we’ll have the beatingof them. Now here are the field
placings:William Burt, wicket-keepemandcaptainon thefield. Listento him
out there,boys, he knowswhat he’s doing. JackFielding, point of the bat.
Staywell up onthis pitch for the slow bowling and aboutsevenpacesback
and behind the popping crease for the fast. Yes?

Jack: Yes, Sir Peter.

Sir Peter. Daniel Grazier,long field, straightoff - savethe two runs- and Abel
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Small, long field, straighton - sameapplies. Long field to the hip, John
Small of course. Shortslip, Noahhere; well battedNoah. Long slip, Harry
BentleyandMouldy at middle wicket. Dominic, you takethe long field and
keepawake;and, in the helmsman’sposition, Tom Rowlandsat long-stop.
Sorry you didn’t get an innings my boy, but you can earnyour Hambledon
velvet-cap in the field. How's the arm?

Tom: Fine, Sir Peter.

Sir Peter: Good. Now watch out for that devil Minchin. He’s the bestshort
runnerleft. Oh, you’ll be gladto hearthe Umpireshavefifty guineasapiece
on us to win. Must be a good sign! Off you go, boys, and good luck.

(The players disperseon to the field. FANNY BLACKFORD and the girls are
hovering. DOMINIC is preparing to take the field).

Elizabeth: Don’t drop any catches, Dominic.

Dominic: Don’t you worry, Miss Elliot. Just keep your eyes on me.

Mary: (straightening TOM'’s outfit)\Good luck, Tom. Do your best.

Tom: Thanks, Mother.

Betsy: (who is with them)Good luck Master Tom.

(TOM grins, turns and runs straight into DOMINIC, winding him).

Dominic: Look out will you? (He sees who it is).Oh, it's you.

Tom: Sorry, Master Dominic.

Dominic: Clumsy little oaf. Why don’tyou . ..

Mary: (who’s watching)Dominic! Off you go, Tom. Good luck.

(DOMINIC bites his lip. The GIRLS giggle).

Fanny: Team spirit, Dominic, team spirit.

Dominic: Oh shut up.

Jackson: Blackford, the bully of the fifth(DOMINIC grimaces).

Elizabeth: (laughing) Oh what a funny face. Do look at him, Emma.

Emma: (bored) | see very little that’s funny.

W. Burt: (shouting from the fieldMaster Blackford! On the field please.

Spicer: Oh, get on with it, Blackford.

Dominic: Oh, damnation(He runs off, furious).

MUSIC 10 - MUSIC UNDER CRICKET MATCHbn tape]

Sir Peter: (appearingwith LADY AMELIA) Go on, boy, run. Now then girls,
Fanny, Catherine, a stroll around the ground with your Mother.

Fanny: Oh must we, Papa?

Lady Amelia: Fanny!

Sir Peter: You'll do as you're told, girl.

Lady Amelia: It's your social duty.
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Catherine: And it's goodthat we're seentalking to the villagers every now and
then.

(There is applause from the field).

Elizabeth: Oh look, Dominic has stopped the ball.

Sir Peter: Well done. Well thrown, Dominic.

(There is a groan from the field).

Jackson: Oh dear. Overthrows.

Spicer: Typical Wykhamist.

Jackson: Well I'm sure Eton are no better.

Emma: (still bored) Ennui, ennui, ennui . .(and they stroll off).

Lady Amelia: (with her daughtersHow are you Mrs Small? Everything tallying up?

Sarah: Ohyes, my Lady. Right as rain.

Lady Amelia: Good, good. | do admirea womanwho can understanctricket.
The whole thing quite defeats me.

Catherine: (condescendinglyfbhe can read and write too. Well done Mrs Small.

Lady Amelia: Comealong,Catherine.(Theystroll off pastMARY, whois sewing,
and BETSY, who is sitting with herNot too much chatting, Betsy.

Mary: Look atthem,condescendintp talk to the natives. “We mustgo andtalk
to thevillagers”. But theydon’t takeinto accountwhetherthe villagerswant
to talk to them.

Betsy: Oh, I thinkit's nicethattheydo. It's nicethattheylay on adaylike today.
Therearen’tmanysquiresroundherewho lay on cricketmatcheswith all the
free tea and beer and things for the village.

Mary: Yes, butdon’t be too takenin by it all. I'm not sayingit isn’t kind of Sir
Peter, but thereareothermotives. Theyaren'talwaysquite asexemplaryas
they appear, the gentry.

Betsy: They aren’t as what?

Mary: Exemplary. Perfect and blameless.

Betsy: Well I've got a lot to thank Sir Peter for, | can tell you.

Mary: (with a touch of bitternessyYes, we all have.

Betsy: Oh andyou, of course. I've got lots to thankyou for, too. Otherwisel
could still be in Petersfield Workhouse instead of working at the Manor.

Mary: I'm pleased that you're happy there.

Betsy: | wish you was still up there, though. Why did you leave?

Mary: Ah, well, Tom came along you see. It’s all his fault. Well mostly his fault.

(There is another cheer from the field).

Sir Peter. Oh,well stoppedyoungRowlands. . . (anda gaspand moreapplause)
Well thrown! By George whata fieldsman. Did you seethat, Mary? He'sa
fine boy is young Tom. A wonderful run out. (CAPTAINBLACKFORD
appearsreadyfor travelling. SIRPETERseeshim). Ah, Anthony. Cometo
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support the village? We've got five of the devils out.

Captain: No, | mustbeoff, Peter.We're sailingthedayaftertomorrowsol really
must get to Portsmouth. If you'd thank Amelia for me, [I'll just slip off.

Sir Peter: We'll bring Dominic down tomorrow. He’s like a peacockin his
uniform. The girls adore it.

Captain: I'll meet you outside The George; two o’clock.

Sir Peter: The George?

Captain: The recruiting rendezvous. Clearly signed.

Sir Peter: ‘Recruitingrendezvous’eh? That'sarespectabl@amefor the hauntof
The Press Gang, | suppose.

Captain: Oh, Peter,let’s not get backon to that hobbyhorseagain. I'll seeyou
tomorrow. (He turns to go).

Sir Peter: Anthony. (He stops) I'm a Memberof Parliament. | havea public
duty to performand, evenif my brotherwereFirst Lord of the Admiralty, |
wouldn’t shirk from doingit. No more, | am sure, thanyou would shirk
from doing your duty at sea. | shallbe speakingon the subjectin the House
next week.

Captain: (afterathoughtfulpause) I'll seeyoutomorrow. (He turnsandstartsto
move off when there is a huge groan from the field).

Sir Peter. Oh get down, Dominic, you ass. Oh, what I'd give to be rid of this
blastedgout andget out theremyself. That'sit. Now wakeup, boy. Wake
up for heaven’s sake.

(He moves to the rail. The CAPTAIN turns to see MARY and BETSY).

Mary: You off then, Captain Blackford?

Captain: Mrs Rowlands! | didn’t see you sitting down there.

Mary: It's best to keep in the background, I've found.

Captain: Oh, there’s no need for that I'm sure. How iser. ..

Mary: Tom? Fine. As you saidyourselftherewasn’'ttoo muchdamage only to
his pride. But of course that's of no consequence to a village boy.
Captain: Oh, come now, Mrs Rowlands,you’re being provocative.All human
beings deserverespect; high-born or low-born; adult or child; squire or

villager . . .

Mary: Captain or Cabin boy?

Captain: Indeed,Captainor cabinboy . . . Well, | mustbe on my way. If you'll
excuse me, ladies.

Betsy: Back to sea, is it, Captain Blackford?

Captain: Backto sea, Miss Betsy, andperhapdo war. Time will tell. Goodday
to you both. (He leaves as there is applause on the field).

Sir Peter: Well bowled, George. What's that, Mrs Small, eight or nine?

Sarah: Nine down Sir Peter - and they only got eighty two.
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Sir Peter: But George Minchin’s still there.

(The GIRLS have re-entered).

Elizabeth: Is that Captain Blackford over there?

Fanny: He’s leaving!

Catherine: And he didn’t even say goodbye.

Emma: Perhaps cricket bores him too.

Fanny: Still, we’ll be seeinghim againtomorrowwhenwe go to Portsmouthfor
Dominic to join his ship.

(There is a gasp from the field. All heads look up as the ball sails up into the air).

Sir Peter: What a shot! Look out, girls, it's coming this way.

(They all back backas TOM appears, getting into position under the now
descending ball. He pulls off a brilliant one handed catch).

Sir Peter: (after a stunned silenceh catch. He’s caught George Minchin!

Mary: (delighted) Well done, Tom.

Sir Peter: And well done Hambledon. We've won!

(Terrific applause and congratulations for TOM. The band strike up-yvith

MUSIC 11 - TOM BOWLING

(The players paradein and pose,one by one, in a tableau. TOM is last. SIR
PETERshakeshim by the hand and presentshim with the cricketball. The
musicfinishesandthe teamdisperse. DOMINIC passesTOM, sneering, and
moves to the pavilion. TOM is left on stage alone with BETSY).

Betsy: Well done, Tom.

Tom: | feel like one of them Olympian heroes getting his laurel wreath.

Betsy: Everyone’s talking about you.

Tom: They’'ll soon find something more interesting.

Betsy: No, you'rethe heroof theday. There’sapicnictomorrow. We gotawhole
afternoon off. Master’s going to Portsmouth. You coming?

Tom: | can’t. I'm goingto Portsmouthoo tomorrow. Georgeandl gotto takethe
cartto the dock-yard. We got a lot of chandlery,chains,potsand pansand
thingswe’ve beenmakingfor the boats. They’re sailing Monday so we got
to go tomorrow.

Betsy: Oh.

Tom: Back at sunset.

Betsy: Oh.

Tom: See you Monday then.

Betsy: See you Monday.

(He’s wandering off when DOMINIC emerges from the pavilion).

Dominic: Oh,well caughtRowlands. Quitealittle heroaren’twe? (TOM biteshis
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lip andis silent. BETSYwatches). Pardon? . . You spoke?. . .| said“well-
caught”.

Tom: Well | wouldn’t try and drop it, would I?

(SIR PETER and MARY have simultaneously appeared. They watch).

Dominic: We've beencatchinga lot of thingsrecently, haven'twe? What's next,
| wonder? The Pox?

Tom: You filthy bastard . .(TOM, whois holdinga cricketbat, grips it nervously
and angrily).

Dominic: Go on, hitme. Justyoutry. ..

Sir Peter & Mary: (simultaneously)Dominic!

Sir Peter: Damnation, I'll have you rememberyour good breeding, Sir. I'm
damnedf | knowwhat’sgotinto yourecently, butby God, | shallbegladto
see the back of you tomorrow.

Dominic: Yes, father.

Mary: Why he can’t leave an innocent boy alone. Tom.. ..

(Shemovesto embraceTOM, but he rushesoff. DOMINIC turnsandleaves. SIR
PETER approaches MARY).

Sir Peter: Mary, we must talk. . .

Mary: (looking at Betsy who is still watchingNo, Sir Peter. We can't talk now.

Sir Peter: (sees BETSYPpamnation.(He leaves. MARY is clearly upset).

MUSIC 12 - HEAR ME SING OF A MAID

Betsy: What ever’s happening, Mary? What was all that?
Mary: Nothing. Tom will be all right. Don’t you worry.
Betsy: Tom? But | don’t understand. . .

Mary: Hear me sing of a maid from a time long ago.
‘Tis a tale full of sadness: a tale of woe.
She was wooed by a knight when her world was full of springtime,
But she found she had entered a world unknown:
For she soon was to learn he’d a heart that was cruel.
‘Twas a heart full of darkness. A heart of stone.

Betsy: Why sing of a time long ago?
Why sing of fear and woe?
We should sing of Joy today.
Sing and laugh while we may.
For | know you've a heart that is full of joy,
Lightness and love that is yours alone.
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Mary: For she soon was to learn he’d a heart that was cruel.
‘Twas a heart full of darkness. A heart of stone.
The poor maid was abandoned, deceived and betrayed.
All alone she would weep. All alone she prayed
"Til her child on her smiled and her weeping turned to laughter,
And he grew straight and true as her joy and her pride.
And today, come what may, though the past be not forgotten
All her joy is her boy standing by her side.

(For a brief moment, the two of them are silent on the stage. The music changes).
MUSIC 13 - THE TRAVELLING SONG (SWANSEA TOWN)

(TOM appearspulling the cart. GEORGEPETERSollowswith his baggagewhich
heputsonthecart. Thelocal childrenappearcarrying boxesof goodswhich
they load on the cart).

(They sing as TOM and GEORGE set off:-)

Children: Come along with a song on the road to Portsmouth.

To the breeze of the seas, take the road to Portsmouth.

Come along with a song on the road to Portsmouth.

To the breeze of the seas, take the road to Portsmouth.

To Portsmouth, to Portsmouth, to Portsmouth, to Portsmouth.

(TOM, GEORGEandthe cart havegone. The BLACKFORDFAMILY appearin
their coach and four. They travel across the stage, singing:-)
Blackfords: Gather speed as we leave on the road to Portsmouth.
Come and ride with the tide on the road to Portsmouth.
Gather speed as we leave on the road to Portsmouth.
Come and ride with the tide on the road to Portsmouth.
To Portsmouth, to Portsmouth, to Portsmouth, to Portsmouth.

(The coachdisappearsTOM and the cart re-appear,still travelling, with BETSY
following at a distance.Thechildrenappearin tableau.Thescenechangedo
Portsmouth).

Betsy: Follow on with a song on the road to Portsmouth.

Giving chase in the race on the road to Portsmouth.

Follow on with a song on the road to Portsmouth.

Giving chase in the race on the road to Portsmouth.

To Portsmouth, to Portsmouth, to Portsmouth, to Portsmouth.
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All: Oh now the journey’s over, fair Portsmouth town’s in view.
To all who sail upon the sea, fair Portsmouth welcomes you
Fair Portsmouth welcomes you, fine boys:
Go fight for England fair.
We trust that you'll return again.
May heaven here our prayer.

SCENE 7
(The PRESS GANG appear. We are outside The George, the recruitment rendezvou:
MUSIC 14 - THE PRESS GANG SONG

Press Gang: Come all you fellows who cherish your country.
Come prove yourselves braver than clergy or gentry.
For the honour and the glory adventure lies before ye
Be a bold man, be a King’s man, seek your fortune in the Navy.

(The PRESSGANG, led by LIEUTENANT MATTHEWS have set up their table
decoratedwith recruiting posters. GUNNERWILLIAMSis keepingthe book.
Therest of the sailors have cudgels.Theyseea seamanwith his luggage,
leaving The George. He stops in fear when he sees the Press Gang).

Seaman 1:There’s one, Sir.

Matthews: Where?

Seaman 2: Over there.

Matthews: Take him.

Man: (triesto escape)No! (But heis easilycaught.Therabble who are watching
cheer and laugh. Street urchins rifle through his luggage etc.).

Seaman 1: Hold there, Sir.

Matthews: And where might you be going, Sir?

Man: Home. I'm going home.

Matthews: A seaman, Sir?

Man: I've a protection here - look - from the masterof The Mary Louise,
merchantman, justin from Africa.

Seaman 2: A seaman, Sir.

(MATTHEWS takes the proffered paper and looks callously at it).

Man: Look, | haven’'tseenmy wife andsonfor eight months. I'm going home.
That'smy ticket of leave. . . (Hetrails to silencewhenhe seesMATTHEWS
tearing it up).
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Williams: Take him,
Man: (weeping) No! You can’'t. My Liberty Ticket . .. please . ..
Matthews: (yelling as he is dragged offjve sail in the morning.
All Come all you young fellows who cherish your country.
Come prove yourselves braver than clergy and or gentry.
For the honour and the glory, adventure lies before ye
Be a bold man, be a King’s man, seek your fortune in the Navy.

(Anothermanhurtlesout of the pub, closelyfollowedby a pewtertankard. His wife
follows him, screaming).
Wife: What kind of a husbandis one who spendsall night whoring in some
backstreet brothel while his wife and five children starve to death at home?
Husband: Oh, shut your caterwauling,woman, and get back home where you
belong.
(The rabble enjoy this).
Wife: .. .andtheBailiff hasmenoutlookingfor you. They’'vealreadytakenevery
stick of furniture . . .
Husband: Just run away and take your clacking tongue with you, you witch.
Wife: You’'ll hang for this.
(He turns and comesface to face with the PRESSGANG and the smiling face of
LIEUTENANT MATTHEWS).
Matthews: Better to swing in a hammock than on the gallows.
Husband: (after a pause)When do you sail?
Williams: Six bells tomorrow, Monday.
Matthews: And there’s five guineas in the King’s coin for all who volunteer.
Wife: Five bloody guineas for that rotten heap of . . .
Husband: (swingingat her) Shutyour noise. (He turnsto the GUNNER). Where
do | sign?(He signs as his wife protests and is bundled off).
All: Come all you young fellows who cherish your country.
Come prove yourselves braver than clergy and or gentry.
For the honour and the glory, adventure lies before ye
Be a bold man, be a King’s man, seek your fortune inNaay.

Matthews: (addressingherabble) Now hearmeall you stoutladsandboyswho
incline to go onboardHis Majesty’sship, The Ajax, asservantsyith aview
to learn the duty of a seaman, shall be handsomely clothed and provided for...

(But he grinds to a halt whenhe seesthat all the menand boys havedrifted off
leaving only a few ragged girls).

Williams: You'll never make a fairground barker, Lieutenant.

Matthews: And we don’'t makemuchof a PressGang, Mr. Williams. Whathave
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we caught today?Four men, two of them halfwits anda crippledboy who
volunteered. (CAPTAIN BLACKFORD, in uniform and on business,
appears). Good day, Captain.

Captain: (brusquely) Well, Lieutenant,have you earnedyour promotion? (He
takes the recruitment book and looks at it).

Matthews: I'm afraid we’'ve seen very little here at The George, Captain . ..

Captain: Four seamen and a boy? Is that all you can find?

Matthews: It's all we've seen, Captain, apart from old men and urchins.

Captain: And why are they not on the list?

Matthews: Well, they hardly. . .

Captain: If it can walk and see, it'll do, man. To hell with age.

Matthews: But the law states that we . . .

Captain: And to hell with the law, Lieutenant. In wartimethe only law is that of
necessity. | needsix more menand four more boysand| don’t carewhere
they comefrom. If theydon’t volunteerimmediately, seizethemandenter.
Those are my orders. Your duty, Sir, is to carry them out. Carry on,
Lieutenant.

Matthews: (through his teeth)Aye, aye, Sir. Follow me, gentlemen . ..

(And he movesoff, followed by the rest of the menwith the equipment. As they
leave, SIR PETER BLACKFORD appears with the rest of the family.
DOMINIC is in full uniform, carrying his baggage).

Sir Peter: Ah, Anthony, herewe are,smackon time, all shipshapendreadyto
go. And here’s Dominic, trussed up like a peacock and all set for action.

Captain: Very good.

Lady Amelia: Well, what do we do now, Anthony?

Catherine: Can we meet some officers, Uncle?

Captain: Well, perhaps, when we go on board.

Fanny: We can go on board?. . .

Captain: Well Dominic hasto meetthe Purserto sign his forms andreceivethe
first part of his commission.

Catherine: What's a commission?

Dominic: Pay, Catherine, dear.

Fanny: They pay you? Oh, Dominic!

Dominic: Well, it's better than working.

(A nasty silence).

Sir Peter: | don’t think that was quite as witty as you perhapsthink it was,
Dominic.

Captain: | can assure you it wasn't.

Catherine: Which is Dominic’s boat, Uncle? Is it that big one?

Captain: No, Catherinethat’stheVictory, Admiral Nelson’sflagship.Oursis next
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to her, there, the Ajax, and we should be gettingon. ..

Sir Peter: Indeed,we shouldbe off, too. | wantto getbackto Hambledorbefore
sunset.

Captain: Say your farewells, young man.

Dominic: Goodbye, Mother.

Lady Amelia: And you will write, won’t you?

(DOMINIC is too embarrassed to reply).

Fanny: (embracing him)Bye, bye. Do come back safely.

Catherine: And kill lots of Frenchmen.

Sir Peter: (shakinghim by thehand) Goodluck, my boy. And remember,Boney
and his Froggiearmy are very muchdifferent from GeorgeMinchin andthe
Droxford team. Just keep awake this time!

Dominic: Yes, father. Goodbye.

(LIEUTENANT MATTHEWS marches on).

Matthews: Band ready, Sir.

Captain: Carry on, Lieutenant.

Matthews: Aye, aye, Sir.

MUSIC 15 - HEART OF OAK

(The populace appear and sing, patriotically).
All Come cheer up my lads, ‘tis to glory we steer,
To add something more to this wonderful year.
To honour we call you, not press you like slaves.
For who are so free as the sons of the waves?
Heart of oak are our ships. Heart of oak are our men.
We are always ready. Steady, boys, steady.
We'll fight and we’ll conquer again and again.

(The final farewells are taken as the PRESS GANG move forward and sing).
Press Gang: Come cheer up, my lads, raise your voice to the King.

Of scurvy and scabies and pox do we sing.

Oh the taste of the weevil, the sting of the cat,

The bite of the chain and the teeth of the rat.

Food for guns are our boys, fit for death are our men

For cannon and powder, louder, sing louder.

For Nelson and England you die to defend.

(During thelast song,BETSYhasappearedalone. Sheis left aloneon the stageas
thepeopleandthe PRESSSANGIeave. Sheseessomeone&omingand hides.
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GEORGE PETERS enters, followed by TOM who is pulling the cart).

George: Comeon. Tom, mercy’s sake,stop gawping,can’t you? You look like
someone from the madhouse.

Tom: ‘Tis a big place this, George.

George: (spottingthe pub sign) Here,you stay herea moment. | haveto meet
them in here, The George. I'll bring you a glass.

(He goesin leaving TOM. TOM is looking round wide-eyedat the ships. He
doesn’tnoticetwo street-arabs,DONKIN and PILCH, appear. Theyseethe
cart and go and sit on it. TOM eventually turns and sees them).

Donkin: Nice cart.

Tom: (staring) What?

Pilch: Nick it, did ya?

Tom: What?

Donkin: Sounds like a ruddy jackdaw, don’t he? Wha . . wha . . wha!

Tom: (nervously) What do you want?

Donkin: Nuthink.

Pilch: Anything we can find. What you got?

Tom: | haven’t got anything for you . . .

Donkin: (picking up a bag from the cartello! What about this?. . .

Tom: (going for it) Hey, get off.

(Thereis a scuffleanda lot of shouting. Thecart is tippedover. Theynoneof them
see the PRESS GANG arrive. Eventually they spot them and freeze).

Matthews: Mr Williams.

Williams: Ah, what have we here?

Seaman 1: Young seamen, | think. Volunteers, too.

Tom: Itwasn’'t me, Sir. Itwasthem. ..

Matthews: Take them. Take them all . ..

(Theymakea run for it butare easilycaught. AsTOMis seized,BETS Yhalf comes
forward to help, but keepsawayin the end. TOM is the last to be dragged
off).

(BETSY is left standing, forlornly).

MUSIC 16 - NOW FATE HAS OVERTAKEN YOU

Betsy: Now fate has overtaken you:
Mother Fortune forsaken you,
Where’er they may direct you,
My prayers will protect you.
Though fortune may abandon you,
| know she’ll reach a helping hand to you.
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I'll find a way to stay beside you,

Whatever may betide you.

Though fate has abandoned you. . .
Whatever fortune may have planned for you
| promise | shall pray for you.

Yes | swear | shall stay by you. . .

GEORGEappearsfrom The George.He hastwo mugsin his hand.He stopswhen
he seesthe abandonedcart. Realising what has happenedhe rushes off
calling desperately for TOM.

Though fate has overtaken you:
Mother Fortune forsaken you:
Where’er she may direct you,

| pray my prayers protect you.

The lights fade to blackness.

END OF ACT |
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ACT I
SCENE 1
MUSIC 17 - TOLL FOR THE BRAVE and YAW YAW YAW

(The Quarterdeck.Darkness,then the lights comeup first on the drummerboys,
thenon thedrapedbodyof a deadseamanthenon the stageby degreesThe
Ship’s Company is in attendance).

Captain: (reciting a prayer) We thereforecommit his body to the deepto be
turnedinto corruption,looking for the resurrectiorof the body whenthe sea
shall give up her deadand the life of the world to come,throughour Lord
JesugChrist,who at his comingshallchangeour vile bodythatit may belike
His glorious body according tothe mighty working wherebyHe is able to
subdue all things to himself. Amen.

Men & boys: Amen.

(The body is releasedover the side and disappearswith a muffled splash. The
music grows and concludes).

Captain: Thank you, Mr Matthews. Return the men to their duties.

Matthews: Aye, aye,Sir. Ship’sCompanywill returnto duties. At thedouble. . .
dismiss.

(The musiccontinues.The chatteringof the clarinets being echoedby the Powder
Monkeys. Ropes are stowed, cannons moved).

Captain: Hard to larboard Mr Matthews.

Matthews: (shouts)Hard to larboard.

Captain: Steady as she goes.

Men: Away haul away.

We’'ll haul away together.
Away haul away.
Haul away Joe.

(Themendisperse.The boysremain, as they sing and fool about. MIDSHIPMEN

BLACKFORD,SPICERand JACKSONappearandstart playingcardson the

upper deck).
Donkin: Mein vader vos ein Dutchman,
Chorus: Mit mein yaw yaw yaw.
Donkin: Mein vader vos ein Dutchman,
Chorus: Mit mein yaw yaw yaw.
Donkin: Mein vader vos ein Dutchman

And mein mutter vos ein Prussian.
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Chorus: Mit mein yaw yaw yaw.

Solo: Und | spoke ein hotch potch lingo,

Chorus: Mit mein yaw yaw yaw

Solo: Und | spoke ein hotch potch lingo,

Chorus: Mit mein yaw yaw yaw,

Solo: Und | spoke ein hotch potch lingo
Gott for domney und by yingo

Chorus: Mit mein yaw yaw yaw.

Solo: Oh ven | was a sailor

Chorus: Mit mein yaw yaw yaw

Oh ven | was ein sailor,

Mit mein yaw yaw yaw

We drink up all der whiskey

Und it make us feel damn frisky. . .

Pilch: (interrupting) Hey, who was that, anyway?

Donkin: Who was what?

Pilch: Who was that they shoved over the side just now? Who was it?

Charlie: Who cares? Could be you next week.

Tom: It was that boy from Bristol, wasn't it? That’s four in the last five days.

Pilch: No. He’s still limping around here somewhere.

Johnson: It wasoneof them. (He meanghe MIDSHIPMEN). They usuallyhave
four playing cards.

Newman: Yeah, it was Midshipman Harrison. Nice fellow.

Pilch: Pity it couldn’t have been Blackford.

Donkin: They’d never have wasted an ‘ammock on him!

Charlie: (simply) I'm hungry.

Pilch: You're stupid.

Charlie: | can’t eatthemship’sbiscuits. Me teethkeepsfalling out. I'm running
out of cogs.

Pleggit: Hey, | had some fresh meat this morning.

Charlie: (disbelieving) Where?

Pleggit: Big fat maggot - and one little one.

Pilch: The white ones are best.

Charlie: 1 feel sick.

(There is an enormous sneeze off. BILL enters, carrying a bucket).

Pilch: Gawd bless you.

Bill: Makes me sneeze, that stuff.

Donkin: Gawd, what's that stink?

(Everyone groans and wafts away BILL'S pong).
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Bill: 1 thought I'd run away to sea to get away from pig mucking.

Donkin: Phew! You been swimming in the stuff?

Bill:  Six ruddy pigstheygot up therein the Forra’dhold. Theygot betterquarters
than we have - except that they live knee-deep in it.

Betsy: (naively) In what?

Bill: The old tatfer.

Charlie: Tatfer?

Bill: Yeah. Tatfer tit. . .

(They all work out the rhyming slang and laugh).

Charlie: (laughing) Tatfer tit! Good that.

(There is a sudden burst of violent arguing from the MIDSHIPMEN).

Dominic: Jackson, you swine. If you've been cheating . ..

Jackson: Always the good loser, weren’t you, Blackford?

Spicer: Double or quits was the bargain, gentlemen. Pass the bot{[Ehey. play on).

Donkin: (looking at them) Can’t think why they needto bring pigs on board.
There’s three perfectly good ones up there.

Pilch: Last ship | was on had a goat on board. | had to milk her for the officers.

Donkin: Yeah,betyou enjoyedthat Pilch, getting your podgy little mitts around
those . ..

Betsy: Keep it clean, Donkin.

Pilch: (ignoring her) Poorold Nanny. Shegot blown to bitsin anactionone day.
Bits of goat all over the rafters.

Donkin: (sings) Mit her udders on the sea-link . . .

All: Mit mein yaw yaw yaw.

(The sound of Four Bells strikes as GUNNER WILLIAMS enters).

Williams: Right. Ship’s boys to gunnery lessons. Look lively.

Bill: Gunnery lessons?

Williams: You heard. Gunnery lessons. There’s a war on, you know.

Charlie: You can’t teach me nuthink.

Williams: That | don’t doubt, but ordersis ordersand Four Bells is gunnery
lessonsandif I'm caughtnot giving you bleedersbleedinggunnerylessons,
then it's the cat for me and Mr Midshipman Blackford, your beloved Mr
Midshipman Blackford what'’s in charge of you lot, will have your guts . . .

Donkin:  Mr Midshipman Blackford, Gawd rot him, is up there playing Gin
Rummywith therestof his pock-facedorigsandl don’t think he couldgive a
powder monkeyswhat we're up to or not up to while he’s on a winning
streak.

Pilch: (who hasjust picked WILLIAM’S pocket) Plug, anyone? (He holdsup a
plug of tobacco).

Charlie: Ooh, ta..(CHARLIE goes to take it as WILLIAMS recognises it).
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Williams: Hey, where d’you get that, you thieving rat? That’s my baccy.

Pilch: (with a grin) There you are, Mr Williams. No charge!

(He getsa cheerfulclip round the ear as WILLIAMS movestowardsthe barrel on
which TOM is sitting. TOM movesaway to makeroom for him to sit. He
inadvertently leaves his cricket ball behind).

Pleggit: He’s the best pickpocket in the King’s Navee is Pilch.

Bill: He’s been at it for twenty-three years.

(Laughter as WILLIAMS sits - then jumps up again).

Williams: Hey! What's this? . . (He holds up the cricket ball)

Tom: (alarmed) That's my cricket ball.

Williams: Cricket ball? Not much good here,son. Cannon-ballsyes. Cricket
balls - no. (He tossest to TOM who catchesit deftly. Noneof themhave
noticed the arrival of LIEUTENANT MATTHEWS).

Matthews: Mr Williams, is thistheway to conductalessonin gunnery?Whichis
the Midshipman of the day?

Pilch: Mr Blackford, Sir.

Donkin: He’s up there.

(MATTHEWS looks up at the card school. A pause).

Matthews: Proceed with your lesson, Mr Williams.

Williams: Aye, aye, Sir.

Matthews: (calling up) Mr Blackford. A word . ..

Dominic: (playing) A six and a four to follow.

Matthews: (shouting) Mr Blackford!

Dominic: Don't bloody interrupt. How many more times . . .

Matthews: (yelling) Mr Blackford! A word if you please . . .

(He stormsout. DOMINIC throws down his cards and movesdown amongstthe
boys. They all look at him silently).

Dominic: (angrily) Shouldn’t you be having a gunnery lesson?

Donkin: Yes, Mr Blackford.

Pilch: We should.

Matthews: (returning, screamsMr Blackford . . .

(DOMINIC, biting his lip, leaves. Eventuallythe boyscan containthemselveso
longer and burst out laughing. GUNNER WILLIAMS takes over).
Williams: Rightnow, asLieutenantMatthewssays, we'll geton with our gunnery

lesson.

Donkin: Do we have to?

Williams: Now listen, you, useyour common- if you've got any. You may not
wantto be here,but you are, like it or not, andyou can’tjust getoff andgo
home. Within a weekit's more thanlikely you could be fighting for your
King andcountry, andthatwould meanthatyou’ve a goodfifty-fifty chance
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of havingyour headblown off. Failing that, you'll be fighting to saveyour
life - and mine for that matter - so shut your noise, lad, and listen. Right?

Donkin: (suitably humbled)Right.

Williams: Good,‘cos eventhoughyour mouthmay be biggerthanMr Bonaparte’s,
| know which one speaks more sense. Here, hold this . ..

(While talking, he has beenpreparing for the lessonby getting things out of a
woodenchesthe broughtin with him. He hastakenout a cannonball which
he handslightly to DONKIN. DONKIN takesit. It is four timesheavierthan
he expects. He drops it - on his foot).

Donkin: Ow . .. (He dances back to his seat and sits, humiliated).

Williams: (continuing- having madehis point) Now listen. As you've already
discoveredthere’sno lack of work to do onthis ship. WhenMr Midshipman
Blackford hasfinished with you abovedecks,you comeinto my little area
down herebelowandwhenwe’re in actionyou areworking for meandl am
notsonicethen, my dearlittle boys, asl amnow. If we do seeaction,andif
you believein God,| shouldprayto Him thatyou neverdo, your job is to run
the powder from the magazinetwo decksbelow up hereto the gundeck.
Gunpowdels dangeroustuff, soyou haveto be carefulandnimble. Nimble
asa monkey. Now then,I've gotto tell you this sothatit doesn’tcomeasa
surpriseto you whenit happens.We don’t want you dying of shockbefore
you die of fighting for the King, do we now? The worstthing is the blood.
Slipperystuff. You haveto be carefulon your feet. You, laddie,haveyou
ever had a nose bleed?

Bill: Yes, Sir.

Williams: Well, it's like an elephant’s nose bleed down here once it gets started.

Pilch: Trunk-bleed! (laughter).

Williams: That's it, laddie, keepjoking, only don’t think you can use your big
mouthto talk a cannonball out of knockingyour big headoff. Bloodis nota
pretty thing, but you soongetusedto it. It's the noise.. . (He wallops his
boxwith his stick, makingeveryondeap out of their skins). . .whichis nota
pretty sound- but you'll soonget usedto that. What is difficult, my little
children,is seeingthe headblown off your bestfriend. Thathurts. But there
must,of course be no helpingthe woundedwhile in battle. Thatis not your
job.

Betsy: (appalled) You can’t help a wounded man?

Williams: Your job is to fight, sir. Thereis no roomfor compassiorin the heatof
battle. Anyone seen desertingtheir post - and that includes helping a
wounded man, whoever he is, evenif it's your own brother - and the
Midshipmenhaveordersto shootthem- andl've seenit done. (Thereis a
nastypause). Now then,when| joined up asa boy manyyearsago, HMS
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Noah'sArk it was,we hada Gunner,Welsh bastardhe was, neverstopped
singing. Ruddyawful noise! Somuchsothatl’'ve neverforgottenit. He had
alittle rhymewhat he taughtus boysto remembethe bits andpiecesaround
thegun. There’san extrahalf-grogrationto thefirst of you who remembers
it off pat. Listen.

(As he sings, he demonstrates the cartridge, the flintlock, the grapeshot, etc.)

MUSIC 18 - THE BOSUN'S ALPHABET

Williams: A is for the Apron to keep the vent dry.
B is for the Boy who maintains the supply.
C is for the Cartridge with powder to kill.
And D is for the Duty you have to fulfil.

So merrily, so merrily, so merrily sail we.

There’s no mortal on earth like a sailor at sea.

Blow high or blow low as the ship rolls along.

Give a sailor his grog and there’s nothing goes wrong.

(The BOYS repeat the chorus, encouraged by the GUNNER).

Williams: E is for the Effort you have to put in.
F is for the Flintlock where the spark will begin.
Oh G is for the Grapeshot by which you may die.
H is for the Hornpipe to keep the spirits high.

All: So merrily, so merrily, etc.
(Asthe boyssing the repeatedchorus, theyalso do a mockhornpipe. Theyclear
the stage as they sing and dance off).

SCENE 2

(The scenechangesto The Captain’s Cabin where CAPTAIN BLACKFORD is
working on some papers at his table. There is a knock).

Captain: Yes?

(DOMINIC enters, comes to attention and salutes).

Dominic: You sent for me, Sir.

Captain: (coldly) I'll comestraightto the point. Your behavioutowardsthe ships
boys is hardly exemplary. . .
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Dominic: (relieved) Oh, is that all? | thoughtit was going to be something
serious!

Captain: (angrily) It IS serious, Sir. I'll have you know that from the start.

Dominic: (abashed)res Sir.

Captain: | aminformedthatyou have beerabusingyour rank, and,incidentally,
the name that we share, by unfairly treating the boys. Is that true?
Dominic: Well, if you meanbeatingthemto getany work out of them,thenyes,

it's true.

Captain: Is that how you imagine an officer should go about his duties?

Dominic: They’re only ship’s boys, Sir.

Captain: Is that what you think of them?

Dominic: | don’t know what| think of them. Not very much| am sureof that.
They do what they have to do, | suppose.

Captain: There,Sir, you haveit. They do whatthey haveto do. As we all do.
Every single personon this ship hashis duty to do from the highestto the
lowest. Everyone, young man, must implicity obey orders without
attemptingto form any opinion of his own respectingtheir propriety. That
goesfor you justasmuchasa ship’sboy. They areboysbut they areon a
man’sship andfighting men’sbattles. For thatthey deserverespectandfor
that they beara heavyresponsibilityfor our success. They havethe same
senseof duty. They are underthe samediscipline and they will havethe
same punishment if they digress. Is that clearly understood?

Dominic: (another defiant pauselt is.

Captain: Now go. Let us waste no more time.

(The lights fade aMUSIC 19 - THE RACE [DROPS OF BRANDY¥irikes up).

SCENE 3

(TheLower Gundeck. A relay race s in progress. JOHNSONand NEWMANare
drumming, the rest are divided into the two teams with the GUNNER
presiding. TOM'’s teamis doing very muchbetterthan BETSY’s. The boys
are running along the deck,jumpingover various obstaclesfilling powder
hornswith sand,running back and emptyingtheminto the GUNNER’sbox,
in relay. TOM's teamwins. Astheycheer,BETSYstaggersin, exhausted,
and sits down on a barrel, defeated).

Williams: Team A wins by a nautical mile.

Donkin: (Team B) They cheated.

Williams: Donkin, my boy, if the Froggieshadanythingto dowith you, you'd be

39



half way to heaven by now.

Charlie: (Team A)I'm flogged.

Pilch: (Team B)So’s Lunn.

Williams: (packingup) Well, Gawdhelpanygunthatgetsyou lot, that'sall | can
say. We’'ll dothe sametomorrow. Now clearthis lot away,you’ve got five
minutesbefore hammocks. (He movesoff pastthe drummerboyswho are
packing up toa) Well played you lads. It's coming on.

Boys: Thank you, Mr Williams.

(GUNNER WILLIAMS leaves. The boys start clearing up. TOM seesBETSY
exhausted).

Tom: You all right?

Donkin: What's the matter with you, Lunn? You run like a flippin’ girl.

Pilch: Looks like one too.

Tom: Oh leave it you two.

Betsy: | can’t help it. I've never done anything like this before.

Tom: (kindly) Don’t worry. Nor have I.

Donkin: (slinging his hammockWhere you from, Lunn? A dancing school?

Bill: Well, atleast he’s not from prison, Donkin.

Donkin: Now listen, you. | was recommended to this job.

Bill: Oh yeah?

Donkin: “I recommend the prisoner to the naval service” - the Judge said!

(Laughter as everyone carries on with preparing for sleep).

Charlie: (with NEWMAN’'sdrumin his hand) Hey, canl play yourdrum? I'd like
to play the drum.

Bill: Not in battle you wouldn’t. You're not allowedto stop- ‘til somethingelse
stops you, that is.

Pilch: What, like a Midshipman’sbullet? Remembeithey canshootyou if they
want.

Charlie: Not that Blackford thing?

Pilch: | don’t think I'd find it too difficult to shoot him.

Newman: | don’t think | could do that. Shoot someone.

Pilch: You may have to, Adams.

Donkin: “It's your duty”.

Charlie: You shoot me, Adams, and I'll thump you one.

(There is a distant cry of “Sling hammocks. All to quarters”).

Johnson: Come on Adams. Kip time.

(Astheygo to leave,DONKIN, who has got a marionettepuppetin his hammock,
lowers it ceremoniouslydown simultaneouslyblowing a hideousdin on a
bosun’s whistle).

Donkin: All on deck for the Admiral.
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(All look. The puppet is NELSON. They cheer and sit down to watch).

Nelson: Gentlemen, wherepray is ship’s boy, Donkin? | havecometo pay him
therespectof the King andto awardhim the HonourableOrderof the Public
Bath for his great bravery and brilliance in the field of picking pockets.
(Jeersand catcallsfrom the pit) | alsoannouncdhat he hasbeenpre-moted
to the position of PowderMonkey Supremeon board His Majesty’s Ship,
(DONKIN'’s head appears) . . .

Donkin: What ship are we on?

Charlie: The Ajax, you idiot.

Nelson: His Majesty’s Ship, The Ajax. Well doneMr Donkin. Gawd savethe
King and Gawd help the Chief Magistrat@pplause).

Pilch: What about me? I'm a bigger crook than he is.

Pleggit: Make Pilch Prime Minister.

Nelson: Nextonmy list is ship’sboy Rowlands. Rowlands, standforward. (TOM
gets shoved forward).

Tom: (saluting) Your highness?

Nelson: Boy, | heard you fought at the Battle of The Nile. Is that right?

Tom: No.

Nelson: Well done. Brave fellow. The Battle of Abu Quir Bay, was it not?

Tom: (to JOHNSON)Oh, | know a song about thattoo. . .

Nelson: Stayin characterpoy, or I'll haveyou keelhauledwhippedthroughthe
fleet, flogged with the cat and sentencedo sharea hammockwith Mr
midshipmanBlackford for one week . . . (The rest writhe and groan in
agony) A song,you say? Singit this instantor | shall chopbits of you off
and feed them to the crocodiles . . .

MUSIC 20 - SING MY LADS YO HO! THE BATTLE
OF ABU QUIR BAYReprise]

Tom: ‘Twas on the twenty second we fought in Abu Quir Bay.
We fought away like devils, from night 'til break of day.
The gallant flagship Orient, was blown away sky high.
With the Admiral and all his crew, it served him right say I.

All: Soon we’ll be in London Town. Sing my lads, yo ho.
We’'ll see the King in his golden crown. Sing my lads, yo ho.
Yo ho heave ho and away we go. Sing my lads, yo ho.
Who'’s afraid to face the foe? Sing my lads, yo ho.

(The puppet does a mock Knighting ceremony with a drumstick. TOM kneels).
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Nelson: Arise, Sir Thomas Rowlands of Widecombe. Gawd save the King.

(Unseen, DOMINIC and his friends have entered).

All Soon we’ll be in London Town, Sing my lads, yoho. ..

Dominic: (yelling) Canyouimbecilesnot understangimpleorderswhenyou hear
them? Sling hammocksvasgivenfive minutesago. Unlessyou wantthis. . .
(he brandisheshis cane). . . acrossyour backs- MOVE!!! (He smashest
downon to a crate near TOM who jumpsand in doing so, drops his cricket
ball. He quickly retrievesit, but not before DOMINIC has spottedit).
What's that, Rowlands?

Charlie: It's a cricket ball.

Dominic: | wasn’'taskingyou. Cricketballs,Rowlandsarenot,to my knowledge,
regulation issue in His Majesty’s Navy. Hand it over.

Tom: No.

Dominic: You heard.

Tom: It's mine. Theygaveit to me. It's the onel caughtGeorgeMinchin with.
You were there.

Dominic: That was last week, Rowlands. Your little act of heroismwason dry
land. We’re not in Hambledon now. In case you hadn’t noticed, we’re at sea.

Spicer: Oh come on, Blackford.

Jackson: You're not at Winchester now.

Dominic: (snaps) Shut up.

Spicer: Oh, lay off, Dominic. (He goesto pull DOMINIC away. DOMINIC
shrugs him off, violently).

Dominic: You realise disobeying an officer is a punishable offence, Rowlands?

Tom: (defiantly) So is jealousy in the eyes of God.

Dominic: (threateningly) How dare you . . .

Jackson: (leaving) Oh, come on, Tim. (SPICER follows. DOMINIC doesn’t
notice).

Dominic: Give me that cricket ball.

Tom: No.

Pilch: (whispering) Give it to him, Tom.

Dominic: Silence, boy.(To TOM) | won't ask you again, Rowlands.

Tom: You're not having it.

Dominic: Very well. (As he raises his cane, TOM bravely holds his ground).

Donkin: Oh, here comes Lieutenant Matthews.

Dominic: What? (Scared- quickly) Rowlands, I'll dealwith you in the morning.
Comeon Jackson. . . (He turns to go, seesthe rest have already left and
gropeshis own way off. Thereis a long tensepauseas theywatchhim go,
then DONKIN lets out a coarse laugh).

Donkin: Thanksvery much, Mr Matthews! (Thereis laughterandrelief all round
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as theyrealise it was all a bluff. There’sa crescendoof nervouschatter.
TOM is very shaken. He sits).

Pilch: | thought you were for it there, Rowlands.

Tom: Thanks, Donkin. I'll pay you back.

Donkin: Oh shutup. (The rest have now gone. PILCH movesoff, TOM and
BETSY are left).

Pilch: Donkin, what have you done with Lord Nelson?

Donkin: He’s in here with me.

Pilch: Disgusting . ..

Donkin: Oh, knock it off . . .

(AndPILCH leaves. TOM sitsalone. BETSYis hovering,toyingwith her bundleof
clothes. A sailor crosses the stage, extinguishing the lamps as he passes).

MUSIC 21 - LOWLANDS

Sailor: | dreamed a dream the other night.
Lowlands. Lowlands away my John.
| dreamed a dream the other night.
Lowlands away.

Betsy: (looking at TOM) Aren’t you tired?

Tom: Exhausted.

Sailor: | dreamed my love came in my sleep.
Chorus (off):  Lowlands. Lowlands away my John.
Sailor: Her cheeks were wet: her eyes did weep.

Chorus (off):  Lowlands away.

(The SAILOR moves off, still singing).

Sailor & Chorus: She came to me as my best bride.
Lowlands. Lowlands away my John.
All dressed in white like some fair bride.
Lowlands away.

She made no sound. No word she said.
Lowlands. Lowlands away my John.
And then | knew my love was dead.
Lowlands away.

| bound the weeper round my head.
Lowlands. Lowlands away my John.
For now | knew my love was dead.
Lowlands away.
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(BETSY has come to sit beside TOM).

Betsy: You're not going to sleep?

Tom: I'm too tired. What about you?

Betsy: That stupid race nearly did for me.

Tom: It was tough.

Betsy: | let everyone down.

Tom: You tried hard.

Betsy: | nearlyknockedmyself out going down thoseropeladders. | got a bump
on my head big as a duck egg.

Tom: Yes. My arm hurts too. Throb. Throb. Throb.

Betsy: (After a slight pause, she takes the plundgdust be that shotgun wound.

Tom: | think it is. It's worsewhenI’'m tired. It mustbe. . . (He stopsin his
tracks) What shotgun wound?

Betsy: Eh?

Tom: | thoughtyou ...

Betsy: Oh...the oneinyourleftarm. ..

Tom: (lost) How do you know about that?

Betsy: (another pause, then:) helped to dress it.

Tom: What? (BETSYremoveser hat, revealingherlong hair, TOMis astounded).
Betsy! (He leaps up and backs away).

Betsy: Ssshhh.

Donkin: (from his hammock)You two going to rabbit on all night down there?

Tom: (whispering, frantic)Betsy, what are you doing here?

Betsy: Tom! Sshh.

Tom: Does my mother know you'’re here?

Betsy: Of course not.

Tom: What are you doing? Why are you here?

Betsy: | had to follow you.

Tom: But | was press-ganged.

Betsy: And | volunteered.

Tom: But you're a girl.

Betsy: I was ... well, Istillam, but...well, I've survived so far.

Tom: But | still don’t understand why you'’re here.

Betsy: (gravely) | have something to tell you, Tom.

Tom: They’ll be worried aboutyou backhome. My motherwill be worried about
you.

Betsy: They’ll be worried about you too.

Tom: I've sent a message. A letter. Mr Williams fixed it.

Betsy: Tom, | haveto tell you somethingbefore. . . It's somethingmportantthat
you should know before . . . something happens.
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Tom: What could happen?

Betsy: Well - a musket ball. Anything . ..

Tom: Well, what is it?

Betsy: (at last) | know who your father is.

(A pause).

Tom: | don’t have a father.

Betsy: Yes you do. Everyone has a father.

Tom: Well?

Betsy: Well . . .yourmother. . .you know sheworkedup at HambledorHall for a
while?

Tom: (bitterly) Looking after Dominic Blackford.

Betsy: (meaningfully) Working for Sir Peter . . .

Tom: Well?. ..

Betsy: (urging him to understandWVell . . .

Tom: (the light slowly then suddenly dawnin§)r Peter . . .?

Betsy: (with great difficulty) That’s right.

Tom: Ohno...

Betsy: Tom. ..

Tom: (suddenly angry)How dare you say that? Who told you? . ..

Betsy: (firmly) Tom! Your mother told me.

Tom: My mother? Told you? . ..

Betsy: Well, she had to tell someone. You have to tell someone your secrets . . .

Tom: So the Squire is my father? Him and mother?

Betsy: Tom, you had to know.

Tom: (suddenly, the awful realisatiorhnd Dominic is my brother.

Betsy: (who was ready for this)¥Your HALF brother, Tom.

MUSIC 22 - LOWLANDS[Reprise]

Tom: (suddenly breaking downph God . . .
Betsy: (putting her arm round himNow stay calm, Tom . . . stay calm.
Tom: Oh God, please take me home . . .take me home . .. take me home. ..
Betsy: (singing, comfortingly) | dreamed a dream the other night
Lowlands away. . .
(Her voice echoes as she sings and the lights fade as TOM’s dream takes over).
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SCENE 4

(Hambledon.The Cricket Field and it's environs. All the girls, exceptLADY
AMELIA andMARYappearin a tableau. Theyare dressedor cricket. Some
hold bats).

Girls: An old English sport never praised yet in verse,

‘Tis cricket | sing of illustrious fame.
No nation e’er boasted so noble a name.
Derry down down, down derry down.

Jenny: (breaking from the tableauCome on. Who's batting first?

(JENNY, SALLY,NELLIE and MRS SMALL go off to organisethe game. The
BLACKFORDSand friends stroll after them leaving MARY and LADY
AMELIA either side of the stage. They are both reading letters).

Lady Amelia: Letters are a great blessing.

Mary: And they can be ratherpainful too. They tell you how they are, but you
know thatthe letterwaswritten weeksago andanythingcould havehappened
in the meantime.

Lady Amelia: (affectionately) Justlistento him! “I am sureyou are missingme
dear mother” - presumptuous boy! “The Ajax is a splendid ship” . . .

Mary: | can'ttell from this what ship Tomis on. His writing’s a terrible scrawl
and | taught him so carefully. Oh, “Dear Mother” spelt with a ‘u’.

Lady Amelia: “Mother” spelt with a ‘u’?

Mary: No. “Dear” speltwith a ‘u’. “Mother” speltwith two ‘vs’. “I'm well but
on a sadshiptheygrabbedmel still havemy cricketball God savethe King,
Pilch wrote that bit. . . "(She starts to cry quietly)

Sir Peter: (emergingwith his notesin his hand. He is rehearsinghis speechor
the House) | neednot remind the House. . . No, the House needsno
reminding . . .1t will notbe necessaryor meto remindthe Housethat,asa
result of the mutiny at Spithead,the treatmentof men and boys in His
Majesty’s Navy . . .

Lady Amelia: Peter, not now.

Sir Peter: Ah, Amelia, I've promisedFanny I'll take her with me to Town
tomorrow. Shewantsto comeand seethe Commonsat work. Can’t think
why.

Lady Amelia: Perhaps she wants to hear you speak.

Sir Peter: Hmm, well, she may be unlucky. I'm beginning to have second
thoughts.

Lady Amelia: Second thoughts?

Mary: (strongly)No, Sir Peter. You give that speech. You MUST give it.

Sir Peter: (who hadn’t seen MARYHBello, what brought that on?
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Lady Amelia: Mary has received a letter today - from sea. As we have.

Sir Peter: What,from Dominic? You meanthe youngscoundrehascondescended
to write at last? (He takesthe proffered letter and reads). Ha! “I am a
reformedcharacter, leadingthe ship’s boysin their prayersand doing all |
canto helpthem. Uncle Anthony hasnothingbut praisefor me.” Well, well,
there’ssomegood in the ladyet! You hearthis, Mary? Good news from
Dominic.

Lady Amelia: (quickly) Mary hashadsomenewstoo - from Tom. Not sogood,
I’'m afraid.

Sir Peter: Oh dear. Where is he? Does he tell you?

Mary: He’s beenpressednto aship. Which onehedoesn’tsay. At leastl know
he’s alive, though. Or at least he was when he wrote, but | do fear for him...

(Shestartsto breakdownagain. SIRPETERhalf movesto her, but stopshimself.
Instead, his anger takes over).

Sir Peter: How cantheydoit? How canthey? A helplesstwelve yearold boy.
It's barbaric. Oh, I'll give thatspeechMary. You seeif | don’t. I'll giveit
for Tom. (He startsto stride off) You seeif we don’t getsomereform. Just
wait . . .(and he’s gone).

(MARYand LADY AMELIA leaveas FANNY,CATHERINEand ELIZABETHrush
on, pursued by a cricket ball).

Fanny: (yells) Look out, Catherine. It's coming to you.

(The ball arrives. CATHERINE squawks and jumps on it. She picks it up).

Catherine: What do | do with it?

Elizabeth: You throw it to the wicket-keeper.

Catherine: What's a wicket-keeper?

Fanny: (pointing off) Over there.

(CATHERINE underarms the ball off. There’s a squawk as it hits someone).

Elizabeth: That's not the wicket-keeper.

Catherine: (impatiently) Well, | don’t know, do I?

Fanny: Ohsilly ... Oh, it's no fun, this game, without the men.

Elizabeth: And no audience to watch us or cheer us on.

Fanny: Where’'s Emma?

Elizabeth: Oh, languishing somewhere, pining for Ralph Jackson.

Catherine: How futile. (She’sconcentratingon the game,waiting for the ball to
come to her again).She should come and play the game. We need her.

Fanny: Well, with you in the side we certainly do, Catherine.

(There is the sound of a cricket ball being struck and cries of “Well hit, Jenny”).

Elizabeth: Fanny! Look out!

(Theball zoomson, hitting FANNYwhois, by now, sitting down. FANNYscreams.
CATHERINE laughs).
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Fanny: Oww! It's not funny, Catherine.

Catherine: That'll teach you to make fun of me.

Fanny: Oh, I'm hurt. (She’s hopping aboutyVho hit that?

Elizabeth: Oh, one of those dreadful village girls with hairy arms.

Fanny: I'll bloody kill her.

(NELLIE MOULD puffs her way on).

Nellie: Mrs Smallsayswould you mind throwing the ball back. The battershave
run eleven already.

Fanny: They can run as much as they like as far as I’'m concerned.

Nellie: But you're supposed to be fielding . . .

Fanny: Oh, take the stupid ball yourself and throw it wherever you like.

(NELLIE takes the ball and lumbers off).

Nellie: Yes, Miss Blackford.

Elizabeth: (sarcastically) Now, there’sno needto be rude, Fanny. Cricketis a
gentleman’s game.

Fanny: Well the gentlemen can keep it.

(SARAHSMALL strideson, with NELLIE heavilyin pursuitagain. Sheconfronts
FANNY who is taken aback).

Sarah: Miss Blackford. Are you playing cricket for the Manor or aren’t you?

Fanny: (trying to exert some authorityyrs Small, | really think you . . .

Sarah: Good. In which casewould you pleaseconcentrate little more. Chattera
little less. Give me the ball and move to long-slip. Thank you.

(Speechlessi-ANNY indicatesthat NELLIE is holding out the ball behind her.
SARAH turns round, takes it and storms off).

Fanny: Well, I've never beenso. ..

Emma: (whohaswanderedazily on during all this andwatchedwith a smile) To
long-slip, Fanny. Come along, hurry up!

Fanny: Long-slip? Where’s long-slip?

Emma: (pointing) Over there.

Elizabeth: No, that’s long hip.

Emma: No, that’s long hop.

Catherine: You mean long stop. That’s me.

Sarah: (re-appearing) Come along, PLEASE Miss Blackford.

(She disappears again. FANNY rushes off in a temper).

Elizabeth: (seeingEMMA sitting lazily) Where haveyou been,Emma,you sly
thing?

Emma: Oh, just dozing

Catherine: She’s been reading a letter. | saw her.

Emma: Oh do be quiet, Catherine.

Elizabeth: Sweet nothings from Ralph Jackson?
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Emma: Ohdon't befutile, Elizabeth. You're worsethanthelocal womenwhenit
comes to gossip.

Catherine: Elizabeth got a letter from Dominic.

Elizabeth: No I didn't.

Emma: What did it say?

Elizabeth: I'm not telling you.

Emma: Did it arrive in a bottle, floating down the Hamble?

Elizabeth: Oh don't be futile.

Catherine: RalphJacksorwould have beenlisappointedat you missingthatcatch
earlier on, Emma.

Emma: What Ralph Jackson thinks of me is immaterial . . .

(Thereis a hugecheerfrom the cricketfield, applauseandthe playersappearwith
SARAH SMALL).

Nellie: Well batted, Jenny. They’ll have a real job to beat seventy four.

Sarah: Well done the Moulds. Batting like champions.

(CATHERINE goes off with SARAH excitedly holding the bat).

Fanny: (re-appearing, limping with exaggeration) Oh I'm so angry. I'm in
absoluteagony,| think | shalldie. | shallhaveto cancelmy dancinglesson
now.

Jenny: (who is sitting on the grass with the otherépu all right, Miss Blackford?

Fanny: Did you hit the ball?

Jenny: Yes | did. Sorry if | hurt you.

Fanny: It cameat me like a cannonball. Stupid oaf. Look at her. Built like
Boadicea. Come on, Elizabeth .(She stalks/limps off).

Jenny: Built like a what?

Nellie: | don’t think she likes you.

Sally: She’sjealous,that’sall, Jen. | think you playedterrific. You'll be playing
for England next.

Jenny: (flattered) Do you think so?

Nellie: Well, they're so short of men they’ll pick anyone who can hold a bat.

Jenny: (disappointed)Oh!

Sally: No chancefor me,then. | can’t understandany of it. Don’t know oneend
of a bat from t'other.

Nellie: Hold it in the middle. Then you can use either efithey laugh).

Sally: WE could do with Betsy here. She was good.

Jenny: | wonder where she is?

Sally: They've found out where Tom is. He’s been took by the Press.

Jenny: Poor old Tom.

Nellie: 1 wonder if Betsy’s with him?

Jenny: Well, Tom’ll look after her . . .
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(They sink into a reverie as MARY and AMELIA appear).

Mary: | think | should talk to you about Tom . ..

Lady Amelia: Your Tom?

Mary: And Sir Peter.

Lady Amelia: My Sir Peter?

Mary: And mine in some respects . . .

Lady Amelia: Whatever do you mean?

(SIR PETER appears).

Sir Peter: These children are silenced by their innocence . . .

Lady Amelia: YOUR Sir Peter? . . .

Sir Peter: Outcast, orphaned and bewildered.

Nellie: He was a proper gentleman, was Tom.. ..

Sir Peter: Food for cannons . . .

Mary: I've done my best for him . ..

Sally: Lovely eyes. ..

Nellie: Almost like a gentleman . . .

Jenny: Looks a bit like Master Dominic, | always thought . . .

(The ladies fade as SIR PETERmovesforward onto the podiumat The Houseof
Commons. He is in full flight).

Sir Peter: | neednot remind the Housethat, as a result of the mutiny in the
ChannelFleetat Spitheadn ninety seven.athoroughlyfrightenedAdmiralty
hasagreedo the chief demandby the menfor arisein payto oneshilling a
day. The demandwas certainly just and not particularly generousvhenone
reflectsthat their last rise was over one hundredyearsago in the reign of
CharlesThe Second What surprisesame, Mr Speakerjs what the mutineers
did NOT askfor. No mentionof the cessatiorof flogging. No mentionof
theappallingquality of thefood. Factswhich only serveto remindusof how
dutiful and uncomplainingthe majority of His Majesty’s Navy are. The
mutiny at Spitheachasjustly beenre-namechota Tempestput a breeze.But
what the SpitheadBreezehasnot blown away is the outrageousnisuseof
children on board ships. Of course,THEY have no one to speakup for
THEM. They are silencedby their innocence. They are forcedinto duties
and they don’t even understand the meaning of the word . . .

(Criesfrom the back-benchesf “Time theydid” - “No timefor sympathy”- “Tell
that to Boney”. The noise builds until it is silencedby the voice of the
Speaker calling for ‘Order’ and three loud hammerings on his desk).
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The Scene has changed to the Captain’s Cabin.
SCENE 5

(Thethreeknocksare echoedby threetapson thedoor. The CAPTAINIs asleepat
his desk. He doesn't stir. Three more knocks, louder).

Captain: Huh?What?.. . Goaway. Not now. Go away. (Butthe door opensand
TOM enters, cautiously)Dammit. Who's there?

Tom: (nervously)It's Tom Rowlands, Sir.

Captain: Who?

Tom: Ship’s boy, Sir. With Gunner Williams, Sir.

Captain: What the devil are you doing here?

Tom: My duty, Sir.

Captain: What do you mean?

Tom: Isitright, Sir, that women aren’t allowed?

Captain: Aren't allowed what? Where?

Tom: Allowed on board ship, Sir.

Captain: Whatever are you talking about?

Tom: There’s a girl here on board, Sir. Disguised as a boy.

Captain: Nonsense.

Tom: It's true.

Captain: That's impossible.

Tom: It's Betsy, Sir.

Captain: Betsy? What Betsy?

Tom: Betsy Lunn, Sir. You met her last week up at Hambledon Hall.

Captain: Hambledon Hall? . .. Oh, good heavens. You're the boy who was shot?

Tom: Tom Rowlands, Sir. From down the village.

Captain: You're at sea now, boy, on board the Ajax. Now pull yourself together.

Tom: I'm sorry, Sir.

Captain: Now this is notime to be comingto me telling fairy-stories. We could
well be seeing action tomorrow. You need your sleep.

Tom: But it's true, Sir. Betsy’s here, disguised as a boy.

Captain: | can see you mean it.

Tom: No one else knows, Sir.

Captain: Well, it wouldn’t be for the first time.

Tom: She volunteered.

Captain: How do you know?

Tom: She just told me, Sir. We been talking, Sir, and | want to go back home.

Captain: (a bit embarrassed nowiNow, you're very tired.

Tom: She told me about Sir Peter, Sir, and I'm frightened.
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Captain: Sir Peter?. . . Now comealong. You're very tired. Getbackto your
guarters.This is no time for this kind of talk. We’ll dealwith it tomorrow.
(He noticesthat TOM is holding on to his cricketball). What'sthatin your
hand? (He reaches to take it. TOM evades his hand).

Tom: (protectively) My cricket ball.

Captain: (thrown at first) A cricket ball? . . (then he realisesAh!

Tom: | won it, Sir.

Captain: Tom, have you ever heard of Richard Nyren?

Tom: The cricketer, Sir?

Captain: That’s right.

Tom: Of course, Sir. The best England’s ever had.

Captain: You know, | think evenhe might havefoundthingsdifficult sometimes.
Wantedto give up andgo home. Evencried becausédne wasa bit frightened.
Everyonefeels that way sometime - that they can’t go on. But they do.
Theymust. (He guidesTOM towardsthe door). Now go backandgetsome
sleep- andcountyourselflucky thatyou’re not swimmingaroundout therein
the ocean. Forgetaboutyour troublesbackon dry land anddo you duty here

at sea. That'’s all that matters,Rowlands. Duty, boy, duty . . . (His voice
echoesaway and becomeghat of SIR PETERwho is now concluding his
speech).

SCENE 6

(The House of Commons).

Sir Peter: . . .Theyareforcedinto dutiesanddon’t evenunderstandhe meaning
of the word. Children, whose eyeshave just openedon the beautyof our
world areencouragedandsometimesvenpressedillegally, into the duty of
servicingthe cannonson our ships. Theseinnocentvictims of our corrupt
society are sometimescalled ‘Powder Monkeys'. In sucha position, their
poor lives are constantlyin gravedanger. Their hearinglastsno more than
one firing and their moral sense,gentlemen,is put greatly at risk by the
companythey areforcedto keepbelow decks. It's despicable! You know,
gentlementhat | am no Jacobin. | am not by temperamenbr heredity a
‘revolutionnaire’. But | do havemorethananounceof feelingfor the plight
of someof our country’schildrenwhosehammocksavebecomecoffins and
whoseonly semblanceof a family are a group of swearing,drunken,brutal
seamen.(Thereare murmuringsof support) | appealto the Houseto force
the Admiralty’s hand to bring about much needed reform. . .
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(Thereare cheersand jeersof support, which are ‘Shushed’as the lights comeup
on a tableau of the Lady Cricketers centred around CATHERINE
BLACKFORDwho is standing,with the bat, ready to receivea ball. All
watch).

(Thereis a drum roll (MUSIC 238). Shedrives drivesat the (imaginary) ball.
Thereis a gasp from the watchers.The soundof a cricket ball, whistling
through the air, can be heard).

BLACKOUT.

(Thesoundchangedo that of a cannonball. It culminatesn a deafeningcrashas
it splintersthroughthe sideof HMS Ajax. Simultaneouslyhe lights comeup
on the Gundeckin full battle order. Smokeis everywhere. GUNNER
WILLIAMS is at his gunBoys rush everywhere with powder).

MUSIC 23b - THE BATTLE[Instrumental]
(The musical cues are shown in detail in the printed score).

SCENE 7

The Battle.

(A sailor has been mortally woundedby the cannonball. A secondsailor is
standingoverthe body. TheMarine Drummersare at their posts,drumming.
The Midshipmen are on duty with rifles loaded).

Jackson: (through his megaphondjire!

Williams: Fire! (He fires his cannon with a deafening roar).

Matthews: You are throwing away your shot, Mr Williams. Lower. Aim lower.

Jackson: Stay by your guns.

Williams: (busy at the cannonPowder. More powder. Where’s that bloody boy?

(The dead sailor has now been picked up by his colleague).

Jackson: Throw him overboard and look lively.

(TOM rushesin with his powder.He comesface to face with the deadbody. He
stares at it in horror).

Spicer: Tell that boy to move or he’ll be whipped.

Sailor: Go on, boy. On with your job.

Pilch: (rushingpast,seesTOM) Comeon, Tom. Justkeepmoving. That's the
best way to stop being frightene@And he rushes off again).

(There is a violent explosion further up the deck and cries of pain).
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Dominic: (rushingin) Mr Jackson.Mr Spicer. Up Forra’d. There’sbeena bad
hit. I'll stay here.

Spicer: (as he leaves)see you tomorrow - | hope.

Williams: (asTOM arrives) Now comealongmy boys. We mustkeepfighting as
hardaswe can. Loadup. More powder, Tom. Off you go. You're doing
grand.

(TOM turns and comes face to face with DOMINIC. He stops).
Dominic: Look lively, Rowlands. We shoot slackers in the Navy.

(BETSY rushes past).

Betsy: Come on, Tom.

(As theyrush off, anotherbig hit crashesthroughthe deck. DOMINIC movesto
look at it whena secondsmashesn near him. He is felled. He falls to the
floor with a scream holding his leg).

Dominic: My leg. God. My leg.

Williams: Powder.

Dominic: Help me in God’s name. My leg. ..

Matthews: (rushing in) Double your shot. They’re on the run.

(There is a loud cheer as the message echoes around. MATTHEWS looks down and
sees DOMINIC).

Dominic: Mr Matthews, please . .(MATTHEWS leaves).

Williams: Where's that powder?

(TOM rushes in again and sees DOMINIC. He stops and stares).

Dominic: Rowlands.Here. Help me. You must. I'm donefor else.(He’s frozen).
For mercy’s sake. A bandage. A tourniquet. I'm bleeding to death.

(CAPTAIN BLACKFORD appears above as TOM stoops to help DOMINIC).
Captain: Well done, lads. They’re on the rufHe sees TOM and DOMINIC).
Sailor: Where's that boy?

Williams: Powder, for God’s sake.

Captain: Boy, get to your gun. Leave him and get to your gun.

Tom: (matter of fact)No. He’s bleeding badly. Been shot.

Captain: To your post, damn you.

(A terrible pause, as TOM realises his predicament. Then:)

Tom: No. I'm helping him. I’'m helping my brother.
Captain: Do as you are ordered, boy, or suffer the consequences.
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(The rest of the battle action fades. All watch in silence).
Tom: (defiantly) My duty is to my brother.
Captain: Rowlands, your duty is to your country.

(Another agonisingpause, then TOM kneelsand busieshimselfwith bandaging
DOMINIC. TheCAPTAINpausesthenreachesout his hand. A Midshipman
hands him his musket. The CAPTAIN raises it at TOM. There is a Blackout)

There is a shot.
SCENE 8

MUSIC 24 - RULE BRITANNIA
(The lights come up on The Captain’s Cabin).

(He is in his bed. The chair with his uniform drapedover it is there. Theentire
company assemble).

Men: When Britain first at Heaven’s command
Arose arose arose from out the azure main.

Ladies: This was the charter, the charter of our land.

Boys: And guardian angels sing this strain:

All: Rule Britannia. Britannia rules the waves.

Britons never shall be slaves.

(Pause. Tableau. Blackout).

THE END
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