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CAST

LONDON, SATCHWELL ROAD:
Crawford family:

Haynes family:

Gridley family:

Mr. Stan Crawford (bank clerk)
Mrs. Peggy Crawford

Patricia (12)

May (11)

Jerry (10)

Mickey (6)

Mr. Jack Haynes (bus driver)
Mrs. Vera Haynes

Barbara (11)

George (10)

Charlie (9)

Miss Gridley
Doreen (10-11)

Spedding family:

Mrs. Rita Spedding (barmaid)
Barry (11)
Brian (11)

Other London children:

Gordon Wright (11) friend of Jerry,

Joan Forsyth (10) friend of May and Barbara,

Maurice Keates (9) friend of George and Charlie,

Kay Tuffin (9) friend of Doreen,

Archie Tuffin (6) Kay's brother, friend of Charlie,

Other Evacuees- as needed; can double with village children.

Other London adults:

Mr. John Reed (teacher)

Mr. Bell (headmaster)

Mrs. Stoddart (WVS)

Railway Guard

Several more parents, enough for all evacuees at



departureB.B.C.: (all can double with other parts)
Announcer
Minister of Health
Princess Elizabeth
L.C.C. Chairman

NORFOLK, WHEATON SAINT MARTIN:

Reception Committee:
Colonel Glover
Rev. John Hammond (vicar)
Miss Leach (postmistress)

Village hosts:
Mrs. Crabtree (middle age widow)
Miss Ferguson (early thirties spinster)
Mr. Thompson (retired sea officer)
Miss Hicks (village school teacher)
Mrs. Sargent (farmer)
Several more hosts, three speaking, enough to take in all evacuees

Village children:
Ronnie Duckworth (Veronica, 11)
Joe Pearce(11)
Tom Sutton (10)
Freda Burrell (10)
Alf Sargent (9) son of Mrs. Sargent
Betty Sargent (8) sister of Alf
Other village children to make up number similar to evacuees.

Cast totals: (named parts only):

London children: 15 Village children 6
London adults: 10 B.B.C.. 4

Village adults: 8

Total named parts 43.



MUSIC CUES
No: Title / Writers: Publisher / Source:

1 Prelude: Oranges and Lemons
(Trad)

2 { Deutcschland Uber Alles
{ (Haydn)
{ Whistle While You Work
{ (Churchill / Morley) Bourne Music Ltd

3 There is a Happy Land, far, far away
('Indian Air' / Young) The English HymnalNo. 608

4 Oranges and LemongReprise]
(Trad)

5 Marching Along Together
(Steininger / Pola) P. Maurice Mus Co (c/o EMI)

6 Wish Me Luck
(Parr / Park) Chappell Music Ltd

7 In The Quarter Master's Stores
(Trad / Box / Co / Read) Cavendish Music Ltd

8 Goodnight Children Everywhere
(Rogers / Phillips) Cecil Lennox Ltd

9 There is a Happy Land, far, far away[reprise]

('Indian Air' / Young) The English HymnalNo. 608
10  Run Rabbit Run Noel Gay Music /

(Gay / Butler) Campbell Connelly & Co
11  Hey Little Hen Noel Gay Music /

(Gay / Butler) Campbell Connelly & C42All



13

14

15

16

17

18

19

20

21

22

23

things Bright and Beautiful
(Trad / Shaw / Alexander)

Why Has a Cow Got Four Legs?
(Ellis / Furber)

Let the People Sing
(Gay / Grant / Eyton)

Once in Royal David's City
(Gauntlett / Alexander)

O Little Town of Bethlehem
(Trad / Brooks)

Roll Out the Barrel
(Brown / Timm / Vejvoda)

Der Fuehrer's Face
Oliver Wallace

Kings of Orient
(Hopkins)

Away in a Manger
Trad.

{ Hark the Herald Angels Sing

{ (M-Bartholdy / Wesley & others)
{ There'll Always Be an England
{ (Parker / Charles)

Oranges and Lemons [Reprise]
(Trad)

Wish Me Luck [Reprise]
(Parr / Park)

Songs of Praise No. 444

Chappell Music Ltd.

Noel Gay Music

Songs of Praise No. 368

Songs of Praise No. 79

Keith Prowse Music Publishing

Southern Music Publishing Co.

Oxford Book of Carols No. 195

Novello & Co. Ltd.

Dash Music Co. Ltd.

Chappell Music Ltd



"SAY GOODBYE TO SATCHWELL ROAD"

by Peter Nixon

PART ONE

SCENE 1
Satchwell Road School Playground - Monday 28 August 1939, 9. 00O am.

MUSIC 1: PRELUDE
London Children playing gamesor standing and chatting. One group, which
includes MICKEY, are playin@ RANGES AND LEMONS

Children: .... Here comes a candle to light you to bed,
and here comes a chopper to chop off your head:
Chip, chop, chip, chop.... the last man's DEAD!

(MICKEY is caught. He screams. He is comfortedby MAY and her friends.
MAURICE, GEORGE, CHARLIE and ARCHIE are chatting).

George: We had a smashing time down at Eastbourne.

Maurice: We went to Clacton. It was terrific. The sun shone every day.

Charlie: My dad says its been the hottest summer ever.

Maurice: Then why've they dragged us back here a whole week early?

Archie: Not fair, it ain't.

Gordon: (comingover,with JERRY). | expectit's all that Schiklegruber'sault.
Hey, Jerry?

George: Schikle.... what? Who's he, then?

Gordon: Achtung! Silencefor theleaderof the Third Ricebag. Der one andonly
Foohrer of the Nasti party; Adolf Schiklegruber!

Jerry: SiegHeil mein Liebschens! Himmel und Blitzen! Schpitzund Fritz und
Pitz! Mein Kampf an' your Dampf an' his Stampf!

Gordon: Sieg Heil! Sieg Heil! Sieg Heil!

Brian: Oh no, not Jerry the blimmin' Jerry again. We had enough of that last term.

Barry: Put a sock in it, Jerry!

Jerry: Nein, nein! | amAdolf Schiklegruberze greatespainterin zevorld! You
vant your house painted? | painted all ze houses in Austria in one week.

Maurice: Is that why you marched into Czechoslovakia as well?

Jerry: ThosenaughtyCzechs! They insult me! They call me a voman!. HER
Schiklegruber, they go.



All: Her Schiklegruber! Her Schilkegruber!

Jerry: Hambag und Ricebag! Take care or | come und paint YOUR houses!

Maurice: You couldn't paint a sausage you old rice pudding!

Jerry: Swinehund! Just for that you back to school one veek early.

Charlie: Get lost you silly old Nasti!

George: Awful Adolf!

Maurice: Daft old Foohrer!

Archie: You're horrible, HER Hitler!

Jerry:  (mockhorror). You call me Her Hitler! Zis meansVAR! (He and
GORDON make mocksalutesand begin marchingto and fro singingthe
word 'Schiklegruber“to DEUTSCHLAND UBER ALLES. Everyoneelse
leaps around them jeering and singing).

MUSIC 2: [Unaccompanied]
DEUTSCHLAND UBER ALLES/ WHISTLE WHILE YOU WORK

All:  (sing one chorus) Whistle while you work,
Hitler is a twerp,
He's half barmy,
So's his army,
Whistle while you work.

(MR. REED entersand blowsa whistle. All freeze. On a secondwhistleall line
up).

Reed: Morning everyone. Welcomebackto SatchwellRoad. Gladto seeyou all
so bright andcheerfulon thefirst day of term. Now pay attention: Mr. Bell,
the Headmaster,has some important information for you. (The
HEADMASTER has entered).

Bell: Thank you, Mr. Reed. Good morning, school.

School: Good morning, sir.

Bell: You maybe seated.It is muchto be regrettedthatyou have beembligedto
returnto schoola weekearly, but the internationalsituationhasassumedn
aspectof the deepesgravity. As you will be aware,last week Russiaand
Germanysigneda mutual pactof non-aggressiorgsa consequencef which
His Majesty's Governmenthas initiated certain precautionarymeasures,
including the mobilisationof the armedforcesandthe imminentintroduction
of conscription. (He consultswith MR. REED, giving him a sheaf of
envelopes).

Barry: 'Ere, anyone know wot he's going on about?

Patricia: He's talking about the war.



Barry: Don'tbesoft, heain'tsaidthewordwaronce. (BARRY is shusheds MR.
BELL turns to speak again).

Bell: This morning,insteadof the normaltimetable we will be conductinga series
of air-raid practices,and tomorrow the local A.R.P. wardenwill be issuing
eachof you with a gasmask. (He pausesand stepscloser). | am afraid,
children, that when this war comes,it will affect everyonein the country,
evenus hereat SatchwellRoad. In fact you mustall be preparedfor the
possibility of evacuationjn connectiorwith which youwill eachtakea letter
hometo your parents,this afternoon. Now we will sing Hymn No. 608:
"There is a Happy Land, far, far away(CHILDREN rise and sing).

MUSIC 3: THERE IS A HAPPY LAND

All: There is a Happy Land, far, far away
Where Saints in glory stand, bright, bright as day,
Oh how they sweetly sing
"Worthy is our Saviour King,
Loud let his praises sing; praise, praise for aye."

Solo: There is a Happy Land, far, far away
Where you get bread and jam, three times a day.
Oh how the Angels yell
When they hear the dinner bell
They're fed so blimmin' well: far, far away.
(During the solo the CHILDREN line up to receivetheir envelopes. Thenthey
begin to disperse).

SCENE 2

Outside the School. 3.30 p.m. CHILDRENgoinghomecarrying letters. The
girls, PATRICIA, MAY, BARBARA, JOAN, DOREEN and KAY are
chatting. BRIAN and BARRY SPEDDING standto oneside,awayfrom
the girls.

Doreen: What's this letter all about, Kay? Got any ideas?

Kay: It's very important, Mr. Bell said so.

Joan: It's something to do with, "The possibility of.... um....Vacuation."

Doreen: What'sthat? | couldn'tunderstandvhat old Ding-Dongwas going on
about.



Joan: Evacuation...Thereweresomeotherlongwordsaswell. | don'tknow what
they mean: Conscription.... Mobilation....

Patricia: (lookingup from her book). Mobilization, Joan. It meanscalling up the
army to fight.

Joan: Sounds like the army doesn't it: MobilizaSHUN.... ConscripSHUN....

Patricia: Conscriptionis wherethey makepeoplejoin the armywhethertheywant
to or not.

Barbara: They force people?

Kay: Girls as well? (BARRY and BRIAN are wandering over).

Barry: Wouldn't needto force us, would they Bri? We'd go andhavea smashat
Hitler any day.

Patricia: Sorry to disappoint you but you do have to be over eighteen.

Brian: Corwhataswiz. I'd love to havea go at Heil Schiklegruber.FirstI'd stick
his feet in plasterof Paris;then|'d get a matchand singe the edgeof his
moustache; then I'd get a dirty great pair of pincers and....

Kay: (hands over her ears)Don't be horrible!

Doreen: Shut up, Brian Spedding, you bloodthirsty pig.

Barry: What'sthe matterwith you? You lot oughtto be gratefulfor us protecting
you. Don't you know Germans bomb women and girls specially?

Brian: It's to stop 'em having babies.

May: Don't talk utter rot. How can they tell if someone's a girl from right up there?

Barry: Oh, they've got special machines, ain't they Bri?

Brian: 'Sright. That's fer certain.

Kay: I'm going home.

May: Haven'tyou two got anythingbetterto do than go round frightening little
girls? You're cowardly bullies, the pair of you.

Brian: Did you hear wot she said, Barry?

Barry: Justsay that again.... (Theyadvanceon MAY. Enter MRS.RITA
SPEDDING).

Rita: Barry! Brian! What do you think you're doing?

Brian: Not now, mum, we're busy.

Rita: |told you two to be home by three o'clock. Now come on.

Barry: Oh, what for?

Rita: [I'll give you what for if you don't get over heresharpish. We're going to
Uncle Bert's. He's got some special gas mhsksan let us have cheap.

Brian: What, fell off the back of an A.R.P. lorry, did they?

Barry: Don't need 'em , mum, we're gonna get free ones at school tomorrow.

Rita: | shan'ttell you again. Barry. Brian. (Theyslink over, muchto the
amusement of the GIRLS. MRS. SPEDDING sees the envelopes).

Rita: And what's this, then?



Brian: From school. It's all about.... er.... what's it about?

Patricia: (spelling it out). E-vac-u-ation.

Brian: Yeah. Evac ... Evac ... What she said.

Rita: Vacuation? You don't neednoneof that. You hadit all doneasa baby.
Barry's arm swelled up something shocking, didn't it Barry?

Barry: | don't know, mum.

Rita: Now comealongyou cheekymonkeysbeforel give the pair of you a good
hiding. (They hang back. MRS. SPEDDING grabs their ears).

Rita: March! (They protest as they go. The GIRLS laugh).

May: Serves them right.

Kay: Patricia. I'm sorry to be a nuisance,but pleasecan you tell me what
evacuation is?

Barbara: Why are we taking a letter home about it?

Patricia:  (looking it up in a dictionary). Better be quite preciseaboutthis.
(reads). "Evacuate - to throw out the contents of, to empty (stomach)."

Doreen: Stomach?

Barbara: That can't be right, surely?

Patricia: "Evacuation - to withdrawto a placeof greatersafetyfrom a placeof
danger." (Silence).

Barbara: Oh. (KAY begins to cry).

ANNOUNCEMENT A
Announcer: This is the B.B.C. Home Service. There follows an official
announcement by the Minister of Health.

Minister: Do you realise what evacuationmeans? It meansthat in time of
emergencyyour children must leavetheir homesand all that is familiar to
themin orderto be safeguardeffom the dangerof air attackon the big towns
and find greatermeasureof safety in the country. Of courseit means
heartachdo be separatedrom your children but you canbe quite surethat
they will be well lookedafter. The governmentwill pay their rail faresand
ensure that a weekly allowance is made for each child.

SCENE 3
Satchwell Road. Evening. The scene alternates between three families.

() Gridley's - DOREEN and MISS GRIDLEY, her aunt.



Aunt: That's that, then.

Doreen: What is, Aunt?

Aunt: You are, miss. You're off with the others.

Doreen: But | told you, | don't want to go. | want to stay here in London.

Aunt: I'm not passinghis oneup: freeticket andall found, by courtesyof H.M.G.
As far as I'm concerned it's an answer to a prayer.

Doreen: I'm stopping here, Aunt.

Aunt: You'll do asyou'retold, girl. I've donequite enoughfor you. | tookyouin,
fed andclothedyou whenmy blessedsisteruppedandwent. You'vewanted
for nothingall theseyears thoughit's preciousfew thanksl've hadfor all my
efforts. But my duty is done,my consciencas clear,andfrom now on you
can be someone else's burden.

Doreen: Well that's hard luck, ‘cos | ain't going.

Aunt: (looking at letter).Now, what's it say here.... ?

Doreen: | AIN'T GOING!

Aunt:  (ignoring her). "The stay may be for someconsiderablgime. If you
wish...."

(i) Crawford's:

STAN and PEGGY CRAWFORDthe parents,with their children. PATRICIA,
whois reading; MAY and JERRY who are playing spillikins. STAN is
readingthe evacuationetter, and hasseveralGovernmenpamphletsn front
of him.

Stan: ".... if you wish your child/childrento go pleasecompletethe accompanying
form andreturnit to schoolas soonas possible." (He picks up his pen.
PEGGY stops him).

Peggy: Have they got to go, Stanley?

Stan: No, dear,it sayshere: ".... the schemeis entirely voluntary, but clearly
children will be much safer and happier...."

Peggy: Oh, that's all right then. You don't have to go.

May: Mum, don't you think we'd be better out of the way?

Peggy: You don'tunderstandMay. Your dador | couldgetinjured andthenwhat
would happen to all of you? Especially poor Mickey?

May: We'd look after him, wouldn't we Pat? Pat?

Patricia: What's that, May?

May: I'd look after him, Mum, don't worry.

Peggy: That'snot the point. | think, if there'san emergencywe shouldall stay
together. | can't bear to think of the family being split up.
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Jerry: (over dramatic).And if we're gonna die, we'll all die together!

May: For heaven's sake, Jerry.

Jerry: Sorry! Only trying to brighten things up a bit.

May: Well don't.

Peggy: | mean...sendingyou all away....it's suchan awful risk. How do | know
you'd be properly caredfor; get regularcookedmeals,clean sheetswarm
clothes....

Stan: It sayshere, "Most of theinjuriesin a bombingraid arenot causedy direct
hits but by flying fragmentsof debris,for examplesharpbits of shell casing
or splinters of glass..."

Jerry: Thanks dad, that's just what we needed to know right now.

Peggy: Oh dear, | really don't know what to do for the best.

Patricia: (lookingup). Mum, whatif we DID stayhereandthengotKkilled in an
air raid. You'd never forgive yourself would you? (JERRYdrops the
spillikins. All look at PAT).

Peggy: You wantto go don'tyou. You wantto leaveus all alone,your dadand
me, to face the Germans(breaks down).

May: Oh Pat.

Jerry: Well done, fathead.

Patricia: | was only thinking....

Jerry: Stick to your books, there's a good girl.

(i) Haynes"

JACKand VERA HAYNESthe parentswith their children: BARBARA,GEORGE
and CHARLIE. VERAIs sortingthroughpilesof clothes. BARBARAeads
from the evacuation letter.

Jack: For goodnessake,Vera, stop bustlingaboutso. Thereisn't goingto be a
war and that's a fact.

Vera: Read what it says next, Barbara, please.

Barbara: "Besidesthe clotheswhich the child will be wearing the following
should also be carried; one petticoat, 2 prs stockings, 2 prs knickers...."

Charlie: Knickers!

George: That's for girls, stupid, isn't it Barbara?

Barbara: Yes, George,and for boys it says:"one vest, one shirt with collar,
and...oh.... 2 prs knickers...."

Charlie: There it is again. I'm not taking any knickers!

George: You got to. The list says so.



Charlie: Mummm.

Vera: Charlie,don'twhine. Knickersonly meansunderpantdike you've got on
now. What's next, Barbara?

Barbara: One spare pair trousers, one pullover or jersey...."

Vera: Oh dear,Georgeyou'veonly gotthe onepair of trousershaven'tyou? The
othersare all worn to shredsand there'sno winter onesin the shopsyet.
Well, it can'tbe helped,I'll sendmoneyfor a new pair justassoonas| know
where you're staying....

Jack: | tell you wherethey'll be staying. Right here. You mark my words. There
won't be no evacuation.

Vera: And you know all about it, | suppose?

Jack: Mister Chamberlairhastalkedto Hitler in personandhesaysit's "Peacédor
our time.... Peace with honour." And that's a fact.

Vera: Big friend of yoursthis Mister Chamberlainjs he? Well alot's happened
since he said that, and | shall look after my children the way | see best.

Jack: They're my children too, Vera, and | think you should leave things be.

Vera: That'swhatyou alwayssay,JackHaynes:"Do nothing." If | left everything
to youwe'dall bedeadin our bedsbeforeyou satup andtook notice. (JACK
begins to stomp off)And where do you think you're going?

Jack: Out.

Vera: No you'renot. You keepaway from that 'Roseand Crown'; cheapvulgar
place! (throwsa bundleof clothesat him). Here,makeyourselfusefulfor a
change. Fold that lot.

Jack: (muttering). Evacuating your own kids.... Never heard of such a thing.

Vera: Now, Barbara, what does it say about food for the journey?

Barbara: "Sandwichegeggor cheese)packetsof nutsor seedlessaisinsanddry
biscuits may be taken...."

Vera: And what to drink?

Barbara: Nothing,mum. It says:"Liquids have beemleliberatelyomitted. Bottles
must not be carried by children.”

Charlie: Why not?

George: Because the bottles might get broken.

Vera: More likely it's to stop someone wanting to go somewhere.

George: Oh yeah, like Charlie always does.

Charlie: | don't.

George: You do.

Charlie: 1 do not.... and that's a fact!

(iv) Crawford's.



Stan: ".... One of the main objectsis that children should not interrupt their
education. We will make it our first duty to carry on with their school
work...."

Jerry: Oh no, and | thought it would be one long and lovely holiday in the country.

Peggy: Thereyou are, Stan,whatdid | say? They WANT to go. (PATRICIA
looks up and smiles at JERRY. MAY sighs. JERRY looks embarrassed).

Stan: Listen,dear: "Due to the requisitionof all availablebuildings by the Civil
Defence, city schools will be closed for the duration of the emergency...."

Peggy: What, there won't be any schools open in London?

Stan: That's right. All the teachers are going with the evacuation.

Jerry: (whispering). Staying in London begins to sound like a good idea.

Peggy: (sighing). Then they'll have to go. We can't upset their education.

May: Yes,mum. Think of it asif you'vesentusto somenice boardingschoolin
the country.

Jerry: Oh, yah, what a wizard wheeze!

Peggy: All right children,l know you'll be saferout of London.It's just so hardfor
me to let you go.

May: We'll be all right, Mum. (pause). Honest we will.

(v) Gridley's.

Aunt: Hubh, if they think I'm sendingall that stuff then theycan think again.
Petticoat! 2 pairsstockings! Soap! They mustthink I'm madeof money.
(screwsup letter). That'squite enoughof that. Now getyour thingstogether,
girl. Come on, stir yourself!

Doreen: | said | ain't going, and you can't make me.

Aunt:  We'll soonseeaboutthat. (turns her round). Now do as you're told.
(shakes her).

Doreen: Leave off me, you old bag!

Aunt: Don'tyoutalk to melike that! (slapsherhard. DOREENfalls down). ['ll
haveyour gutsfor garters. You know your troubledon'tyou? You takeafter
your preciousmother;not an ounceof gratitudein eitherof you. You don't
imagine I've enjoyed having you round my neck all theseyearsdo you?
Propermillstone you've been;and nevera word of thanks. Well, it's good
riddanceto badrubbish,l say. And don'tthink you'll be coming back here
afterwards either, 'cos | won't be here.

Doreen: What am | going to do?



Aunt: Ask themthat. Themwhathasall the moneyto throw around. And getup
you snivelling brat, and get your stuff packed,or I'll really give you
something to holler about(grabs DOREEN and pushes her out).

ANNOUNCEMENT B:

Announcer: Hereis theeighto'clocknewsfrom theB.B.C. Germanyhasinvaded
Polandand bombsare falling on the capital, Warsaw. A statementfrom
Adolf Hitler declares;Fromnow on, bombwill beansweredy bomb." The
governmenhasorderedthe immediateevacuatiorof all schoolchildren. If
your children are registeredfor evacuation,please send them to their
assembly point at once.

SCENE 4
Satchwell Road School Playground. Friday 1st September 1939, 9.00a.m.

MUSIC 4: Haunting Refrain @RANGES AND LEMONS'.

Still picture of the EVACUEESstandingwith luggage, gas masksand wearing
labels. Whistle blown: the picture comesto life as MR. REED enters
accompaniedoy MRS. STODDART (W.V.S.), who carries a capacious
carpet bag.

Reed: Right,line upall of you, in heightorder,aswe practised.JoanForsyth take
the sign please and go to the front.

Gordon: What's that for, Joan?

Joan: Sir saysit's our schoolnumber. Tells the peopleat the stationwho we are,
S0 we get put on the right train.

Gordon: Then someone knows where we're going? Wish we did.

Reed: Now are we all assembled? All washed, brushed, luggaged and labelled?

Jerry: Just like human parcels, sir, all wrapped up ready for posting.

Reed: And are we all carrying our gasmasks? Carrying, not wearing, Barry
Spedding. Take it off.

Barry: (making a rude noise as he does dbwasn't me, sir.

Reed: Now I'd like to introduceMrs. Stoddartfrom the W.V.S., who'scomingto
keep us company on our travels.

Stoddart: Good morning everyone. I'm hereto help you, so if you are worried
aboutanythingpleasecomeandseeme. Now will you all checkyour labels
aretied on tight? Lovely. And if you just wait a tick, I'll comeroundand
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give you your new identity cards.

Reed: Your identity cardis very important. You mustkeepit with you atall times
and it must not get lost. What did | just say, Brian Spedding?

Brian: Get lost, sir.

Reed: Yes. | pity the poorunsuspectingamily that'sgoing to lumberedwith you
tonight.

Brian: So do I, sir. (BARBARAarrives out of breath, with GEORGE and
CHARLIE. CHARLIE has a teddy bear tied to his luggage).

Barbara: Sorry we'relate, Mr. Reed,sir, only we couldn'tfind our Charlie. He
was hiding in the cupboard under the stairs.

George: He thought Hitler was dropping bombs on us.

Reed: All right, Barbara. Will you get in line now?

Barbara: Oh, and mum saysl've got to go with Georgeand Charlie, 'cos we
mustn't be separated.

Reed: Yes,of course. Anyoneelsewith brothersandsistersshouldkeeptogether
as well. (The CHILDREN all change positions).

Reed: Come on, sort yourselves out.

Barry: (to MICKEY). Hey, kid, what you got there?

Brian: He's brought his bucket and spade.

Mickey: I'm going to make sandcastles.

Brian: He thinks he's going to the seaside.

Barry: He must be barmy. 'Ere kid, are you barmy?

May: You leave my little brother alone, Barry Spedding, or I'll thump you.

Barry: Lay off will yer.

Reed: Cheer up, Doreen, it's not as bad as all that.

Doreen: | don't want to go.

Reed: None of us do, Doreen. But you'll love the contryside, | promise you.

Stoddart: Poor little mouse. She looks half starved.

Reed: Will you keepa specialeyeon her, Mrs. Stoddart? Sheworriesme. (to
all). Now everyoneijt's time we setoff. Liverpool StreetStationnext stop,
andremembemhat we practisedcrossingBishopsgate.Got all your things?
Good. (Ashe picksup his own case,he turns andlooksround him). Make
sure you say goodbye to Satchwell Road as you go.

Kay: (crying). | want to go home.

Archie: Don't cry, Kay. I'll look after you.

Reed: Ohdear. Do try andcheerup everyone.You don'twantyour parentgo see
you looking quite so glum do you? Give us a smile. That'sright. Now,
quick march.... (Theymoveoff, in doublecolumn. A songstartshesitantly,
gradually gaining in strength as they proceed).
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MUSIC 5: MARCHING ALONG TOGETHER

All:  (sing one verse and chorus)
Offwego. ..
.. . side by side.
(Chorusis repeatedas the EVACUEEScross Bishopsgateand near the station.
PARENTS assemble as they arrive).

SCENE 5
Liverpool StreetStation. 10.30a.m. THE CHILDREN arrive in the Stationand
halt. Their PARENTS are waiting for them.

Guard: Liverpool Street Station! Liverpool Street Station!
Stan: Heretheycome. Givethemacheereveryone. (Theydo. CHILDRENrun
to see their parents. MRS. STODDART consults the GUARD).
Peggy: Patricia,May, Jerry,Mickey. We'reoverhere. Look afteryourselvesnow
won't you? Wrap up well, and alwayswearyour scarvesjt canbe awfully
coldin thecountry. (Shefussesovertheir clothing). Don'tlet themseparate
you whatevethappensanddo look afterMickey. He'ssolittle to begoingon
such a long journey.

May: We'll be all right, Mum, don't worry.

Peggy: Goodness Jerry, | do believe | forgot to pack your new underpants.

Jerry: Oh, Mum!

Stan: Betterbe carefulthen,son. Patricia,you've got the post-cardhaven'tyou?
Don't forget to send it off as soon as you know your new address.

Patricia: All right Dad. Goodbye now; Look after yourself and Mum.

Vera: George, just look, you've got breakfast all round your mouth.

Jack: Don't fuss, Vera.

Vera: | wantthemto arrive spickandspan. I'm not havinganyonethink we'renot
a clean family.

Jack: Better make sure you all wash behind your lugholes, then.

Vera: Jack,there'sno needfor that. Now mind you don't go mixing with those
rough Spedding boys, Barbara. I've heard their language.

George: 'S all right, Mum, we don't go anywhere near them if we can help it.

Charlie: They smell.

Vera: Good. Well all the bestthen. I'm goingto missyou, you know. (shegives
each a kiss).

Jack: Ta ta kids. (whispers).You'll all be home in no time, you'll see.

Guard: Will the childrenfrom schoolnumber L.C.C. 0437 pleaseassembleon
platform seven. L.C.C.0437to platform sevenplease. (MR. REED and
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MRS. STODDART assemble the CHILDREN).

Stoddart:. Comealongthendears. (to PEGGY). Would you leavethemto us
now, Ma'am?

Stan: Peg.... Let the children get to the train.

Stoddart: That'sright, they'll be quite safewith us. (to DOREEN). Comeon,
luv, we're over here. Hurry up everyone, the train's about to leave.

Mickey: Is Mummy crying 'cos she can't come on holiday too?

May: | expect so, Mickey.

Kay: | wantmy Mummy, | wantmy Mummy.... (MRS.RITASPEDDING dashes
in and calls loudly to her sons).

Rita: Oohoo! Barry! Brian! It's Mummy cometo say goodbyee! Look, I've
brought you some sweeties for the journgythrows them).

Brian: Cor; pear drops. Ta Mum.

Rita: Have a lovely time where you're going. Love and kisses.

Barry: Hey Mum. Come wiv' us!

Rita: Oohno, | couldn't. I don'tfancythe countrymyself; not whatI'm usedto at
all. And what would the boys down the 'Roseand Crown' do without me?
Hey, come on now, give your mummy a great big hug!

Guard: No parents past the barrier, Missus.

Rita: 'Erewhodoyouthink you'repushing?Outof my way. They'remy kids and
no-one'sgonnato stop me sayinggoodbyeto my own kids. Ruddycheek!
(Shebargesforward and embracegshe BOYS. Astheygo, sheblowskisses,
jumps up and down, waving),

Jack: Just look at that Rita Spedding. Ain't she a caution!

Vera: Commonasmuck,theway sheputsherselfabout. Justwho doesshethink
sheis, creatingscenesat a time like this? (RITA SPEDDING catches
JACK'S eye and waves at him. JACK waves back).

Vera: JackHaynes! (haulshim away). Shameles®aggage! (The CHILDREN
have boarded the train).

Stoddart: Settle down now, dears. Put your bits under the seats.

Barry: Oi, I'm having a window seat.

Brian: So'm . Out of the way you!

Stoddart: Carefulboys. Now you won'tleanout of thewindows,will you? (sees
DOREEN standingoutsidethe carriage). You comeand sit by me, dear,
over here. That's right.

Reed: Everyoneset? You've got a long journeyin front of you, so takeit easy.
And | don't want any trouble from you two, do you hear?

Brian: What us, sir?

Reed: You sir. I'll bein the next compartmentso watchit. Have a good trip
everyone.
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Guard: (comingalongthetrain). All aboardthe Skylark! Full upinside? Let's
have the door shut, if you pleaséHe closes the door and locks it).

Stoddart: What are you doing, Guard?

Guard: Got to lock you all in.

Stoddart: But there are no corridors on this train.

Guard: Regulations, ma'am. It's to stop accidents.

Stoddart: Well | only hope it's not the cause of any.

Guard: Excuseme, ma'am. All snuginside? And awaywe go! (He waveshis
flag and blows his whistle. PARENTS and CHILDREN wave. ALL sing).

MUSIC 6:WISH ME LUCK

All: (sing one chorus)
Wish me luck . . .
. . . wave me goodbye.
(Chorus repeated as the PARENTS gradually disperse. The song fades to silence).

SCENE 6

On the train. The scene alternates between two compartments.

(i) CompartmenA: - MR.REED, BARBARA,CHARLIE, GEORGE,MAURICE,
KAY and ARCHIE.

Charlie: How far is it now?

Barbara: Really, | don't know, Charlie.

Reed: None of us know till we get there, Charlie.

Maurice: But we are going to the country, aren't we sir?

Reed: Somewhere in East Anglia. | should think.

Barbara: Like Norwich?

Maurice: Or Clacton?

Archie: Or Brighton? (Everyone laughs - ARCHIE looks puzzled).
Charlie: I'm hungry.

George: You shouldn't have eaten everything as soon as we started.
Charlie: | didn't, | waited ages.

George: Well you're not having any of mine.

Charlie: Barbara, I'm really hungry. 1'm so hungry, I've got a pain in my tummy.
Barbara: Oh, all right. (She hands over one of her sandwiches).
George: You greedy pig. | hope it chokes you.
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(i) CompartmenB: - MRS.STODDART,DOREEN, JOAN, GORDON, JERRY,
BRIAN, BARRY, PATRICIA, MARY and MICKEY.

Joan: Gosh, I'm thirsty.

Stoddart: Thereisn'tanydrink I'm afraid,luv, but| cangive youanorange. (She
takes one out of her bag).

Joan: Thank you very much, Miss.

Stoddart: Enjoyit now,it'll probablybethelastyou'll getfor alongtime. Anyone
else want one? (She offers them round). Try not to squirt the juice
everywhere.Here,usethis. (takespapernapkinsfromthebag). Would you
like a sweetie, dearieIMICKEY nods). Barley sugar or glacier mint?

Mickey: Barley sugar, please.

Stoddart: (takes them from the bag)There you are, then.

May: Say thank you to the nice lady.

Mickey: Thank you.

May: Look Mickey, canyou seethe chickensin thefield? Oh, andlook, there'sa
big horse.

Mickey: (standingonthe seatlookingout of the window). Won'tthe horseeatthe
chickens?(TheSPEDDINGSare busybreathingon the windowsand writing
dubious messages).

Stoddart: You two boys by the window. What are your names?

Gordon: Barry and Brian Spedding, Miss. They're the two B's.

Brian: We ain't.

Jerry: Or not two B's...(with GORDON).That is the question!

Barry: Shut yer gobs.

Stoddart: Well, Barry and Brian Speddingwhy don't you havea look at these?
And the rest of you aswell. Help yourselves. (Sheproducesa heap of
comics).

All:  (variously). Wow, comics. Beano,Dandy, Knock-Out....Thanksmissus....
Smashing! Look it's Desperate Dan.... Lord Snooty.... Our Ernie.... etc.

Barry: Hey, Bri, What else do you think she's got in that bag of hers?

Brian: Dunno. I'm just waiting for her to pull out a rabbit.

(i) Compartment A.

Barbara: What'sgoingto happerwhenwe getthere,sir? Do we haveto go round
knocking on people's doors till someone lets us in?

Reed: | hope they'll be a bit more organised than that, Barbara.

Maurice: Sir, do you think there's going to be a war?
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Reed: I'm afraid it's very likely.

Charlie: My dad says there won't be no war and that's a fact.

Maurice: But Hitler's a dictator ain't he? Dictators always want wars.

Kay: | hate Hitler! He's a mean old pig.

Archie: But we'll win won't we? We're English, and the English always win.

Barbara: | wishwarshadneverbeeninvented. Whataretheyfor, anyway? They
only seem to make everyone unhappy.

(iv) Compartment B.

Mickey: | feel sick.

Barry: 'Ere, Mickey feels sicky.

Stoddart: Open the window, May, and help him....

Barry: (rushingup). We'll give you a hand,missus! (Theypick up MICKEY and
hold him out of the window).

Mickey: (screaming).No, put me down! Put me downfconfusion reigns).

May: Put him down at once. Barry! Brian!

Stoddart: Leavethechild alone! Dearme! (MR.REEDiIn the othercompartment,
gets up and looks out of his window).

Reed: Spedding! Stopthatatonce,do you hear? (Theypull MICKEY in andseat
him).

Barry: Thereyouare,he'sright asrainnow. (MRS.STODDARTandMAY tendto
MICKEY).

Patricia: Hey you two, that wasn't fair.

Jerry: You're a right couple of swines.

Brian: Glad to be of service.

May: (Goingoverto them). | told youto leavemy brotheralone. (Shehits both
the SPEDDINGS, hard).

Brian: Hey, that hurt!  (MAY looks furiously at both of them,then returns to
MICKEY).

Mickey: | want to go home.

Stoddart: Hushdearie. You'rea bit tired, | expect. Hereusethis andhavea little
sleep. (producesa pillow). Therenow. You'll feel muchbetteraftera bit of
arest. (Shehelps MICKEY to curl up ontheseat. Shegetsa toy rabbit out
of her bag to comfort him. The SPEDDINGS are open-mouthed.

Brian: She has pulled out a rabbi{!MICKEY goes to sleep).

16



(v) Compartment A: MR. REED is dozing.

Charlie: Barbara, | want to go....

Barbara: Charlie, you can't. There's no lavvys.

Charlie: But I'm desperate.

George: Me too, Barbara. (others join in).

Barbara: Oh dear. Sir! Sirl What shall we do?

Reed: (waking. Eh! What's the problem, Barbara?

All: ' We want to go to the lavvy, sir....

Reed: What, all of you?

All: Yes, sir....

Reed: | see. Well there'sonly onethingto doisn'tthere? Hangon tight everyone!
(He gets up and pulls the communication cord. The train jerks to a halt).

Barbara: Oh sir, you'vepulledthe cord. There'sa five poundfine for doingthat
unless it's an emergency.

Reed: Well, itis, isn'tit?

(vi) Both Compartments.

Gordon: What's going on? Why've we stopped so suddenly?

Jerry: Someone must have pulled the cord.

Gordon: They wouldn'tdo that, would they? Cor, what a bunchof kids! Not
even Barry or Brian would do that.

Brian: Yeswe would, wouldn'twe, Barry? (Theycrowd round the window to
look down the line).

Guard: (approaching). All right who stoppedhetrain? (arriving oppositeTHE
SPEDDINGS).Come on now, own up.

Reed: Guard. Thesechildrenare desperateo go to the lavatory. You'll haveto
open the door and let them out.

Guard: Can't do that. It's against regulations.

Reed: Well if you don't there'sgoing to be somevery nasty accidentsin here.
Come on open up, man.

Guard: Very well. ButI'll haveto makea reportto HeadOffice. (He reluctantly
opens the doors).

Reed: Do asyou like. Off you go everyone. Five minutes. (Cheersas the
CHILDREN dash away).

Reed: Er, sorry for the inconveniencelMR. REED slips him some money).

Guard: Oh, ta very much sir. Much obliged I'm sure. Er, perhapson second
thoughts Head Office have got enough to do without getting reports from me.
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Reed: I'm sure you're right.(The CHILDREN are returning).

Maurice: Hey, did you know it was sir who pulled the cord?

Gordon: Really? I'd never have believed it.

Maurice: Yeah, and what's more, | just seen him give the guard some money.

Jerry: Bribing a railway officiall Whatevernext! (The CHILDREN have
returned. The GUARDIocksup and blowsthe whistle. Quiet musicbegins
as the train starts. Evening descends).

Archie: It's getting dark.

Maurice: We must have been travelling all day.

Archie: Why don't they put on the lights?

Reed: It's the new blackoutregulations. Mustn't showany lights at night in case
enemy aircraft spot us.

Archie:  Well | only hopethe driver can seewhere he'sgoing. (Songbegins
quietly, to the tune ofN THE QUARTERMASTER'S STORES} -

MUSIC 7

All My eyes are dim | cannot see
I have not brought my specs with me
| have not brought my specs with me.

Solo 1: There was Kay, Kay, looking rather grey
On the train, on the train
There was Kay, Kay, looking rather grey
On the 'Vacuation train.

Solo 2: There was Jerry, Jerry, acting very merry....
Solo 3: There was Bri, Bri, sweet as apple pie....
Solo 4: There was May, May, always gets her way....

(Chorus repeated after each two verses. Music slows down: All seem asleep).

Guard: All change! All change! Everybodyoff thetrain. (Everyonebeginsto
wake up).

Barbara: We've arrived.

Charlie: Where are we?

George: Dunno. Can't see any signs.

Reed: (sleepy).Right, off we get and line up.

Stoddart: Collect your things, everyone. Don't forget anything.
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May: Mickey wake up. We're here.

Joan: (helpingto clearup). Hereareyourthings,Miss. Thankyou very muchfor
looking after us.

Stoddart: That'sall right, luv. | hopeyou find a goodhome. I've got to getback
to Londonnow, for the nextlot! Bye, bye. All thebest. (THE CHILDREN
sleepily line up. MRS. STODDART talks to MR. REED, then goes).

May: Hold my handnow, Mickey. Putyour bucketandspadein the otherone.
That's right.

Barbara: Gosh,look at all thosestars. Theremustbe hundredsf them. | never
knew the sky was so big.

Brian: I'm starving. | wonderwherethe chippyis? (MR. REED blows the
whistle).

Jerry: (sighing). And off we jolly well go again. (THE CHILDREN move off).

ANNOUNCEMENT C

Announcer:  Hereis the nine o'clock news. The evacuationof British children
has beengoing on smoothly and efficiently all day. Some eight hundred
thousandschool children are in the processof being re-housedand the
Ministry of Health reportsthat the Railways, the Teachersthe Voluntary
Workersand not leastthe Billeting Officers in the ReceptionAreasare all
playing their parts splendidly.

SCENE 7

School Hall, WheatonSt. Martin, Evening. The RECEPTIONCOMMITTEE:
COLONEL GLOVER, REV.HAMMOND, and MISS LEACH are seated
round a table on the School Hall stage. At the side, the teatable is
ministered by MRS. CRABTREE and MISS FERGUSON. The
EVACUEES enter wearily.

Colonel: Ah there you are at last. Come in, ladies.

Leach: Colonel, look!

Colonel: Good grief!

Leach: What on earth are we going to do?

Colonel: Calmdown,Miss Leach. Er....asyouwere....standeasya mo andwe'll
get you sorted out.

Leach: They'll have to go back.

Vicar: Impossible. Look at them, Miss Leach, they're utterly exhausted.

Colonel: WearyWillie andTired Tim, eh? Couldwhoeveris in chargecomeover
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here, please?

Reed: (going over). Hello, I'm John Reed, the children's teacher.

Colonel: (shakinghands). Glad to meetyou. I'm Colonel Glover; this is the
Vicar, Mr. Hammond; andthis is Miss Leach,our postmistress. We arethe
Reception Committee for the Evacuees.

Vicar: Colonel, | think I'd better see to the children.

Colonel: Goodthinking. Carryon, Vicar, while | explainour little problemto Mr.
Reed here.

Leach: It's a total disaster. We don't know what to do!

Colonel: | wouldn'tputit quite asstronglyasthat, but you seeMr. Reed.... (The
VICAR addresses the CHILDREN, who are all huddled together).
Vicar: Goodevening.children. I'd justlike to welcomeyou all to our little village,
which is called WheatonSaintMartin. Now | canseethatyou areall very
tired sowe won't keepyou waiting any longerthannecessaryi, hope. In the
meantimejf you'dlike to assembldy thetablethere,Mrs. CrabtreeandMiss
Fergusorwill poureachof you a nice hot cup of tea. (CHILDRENDbeginto

line up for tea).

Brian: Cup of tea? What's this then, a muvvers meeting?

Crabtree: Here you are, children. This'll put some cheer into you.

Ferguson: Poor things. They look dead on their feet.

Gordon: What's this place do you think?

Maurice: Looks like a school hall. Posh isn'tit?

Joan: Who's that big man talking to Mr. Reed, Pat?

Patricia: He's in charge of finding us our billets, | think.

Archie: What's billets?

Patricia: Where we're going to live. Our new homes.

Kay: | want to go home.(ARCHIE comforts her).

Ferguson: Your little brother looks a bit pale. Is he all right?

May: He'sOK atthe moment. But I'm worried aboutwhathe'll do if he wakesup
properly, and sees where he is.

Crabtree: What's your name, dear?

Barbara: Barbara. And these are my brothers, George and Charlie.

Crabtree: Well, if | maysayso,| think you all needa goodnight'ssleep,followed
by a heartybreakfastandlots of freshcountryair. Oh, mind he doesn'tspill
tea all down his front!

Barbara: (rescuing CHARLIE).Oh dear, | wish this was all over.

Reed: It's spelled SATCHWELL but pronounced Satchel.

Colonel: Very appropriate name for a school, eh? Ha, ha.

Leach: SoyouseeMr. Reed,t's all very awkward. | don'tknow whatthevillage
will say.
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Colonel: They'll toe the line, don't you worry about that.

Leach: We'veonly hadthreedaysto getready. I'm surewe'vedonethe bestwe
can, but it's not been easy. Some people weren't keen at all.

Reed: What do you mean?

Leach: About taking in Londoners. Off the street, as it were.

Vicar: Come, come now, Miss Leach. It wasn't as bad as that.

Leach: I'm only saying what | heard.

Colonel: Now don't fret, Mr. Reed, we'll soon get your kids sorted out.

Reed: | hope so, Colonel, they've had a very long day.

Colonel: Of course.Ah, andherecomethecavalrynow. Battlestationseveryone.
(TheVillage HOSTSenter. Theyseethe CHILDREN andreactin shocked
whispers).

Hosts: (Variously). Do you seethem?... They'rechildren....Well | never....But
thought they said.... I'm not taking in.... Poor kids, don't they look tired....

Colonel: (formally). LadiesandGentlemencould| haveyour attentionplease.
As you cansee, therehasbeenalastminutechangeof plan. In factl suspect
they'vehada bit of a cock-upat the otherend. Now | know we told you to
expecta party of pregnantmothersandinfants, (Thereis somereactionto
this) but, well, we'vegot this lovely groupof childreninstead: soI'm sure
we'll all muck in and do our bit won't we? Children, now will you fall in
overthereby thewall, andwe'll getyou all fixed up in two shakesf alamb's
tail. (MISS LEACH and MR. REED line the CHILDREN up).

Barbara: Oh dear, oh dear, what's happening now?

Patricia: I'd sayit's goingto bea crossbetweenra cattleauctionanda Romanslave
market.

Jerry: Yeah, or an "Everything-Must-Go" sale at Selfridges.

Leach: We're ready, Colonel. Now who's going to take first pick?

Barry: First pick! Justwho doesshe think we are? (VILLAGERShesitate,
discussing the matter amongst themselves).

Hosts: I'm not surel like thelook of any of them. Theydon'tlook very cleanto
me.... | couldn'tpossiblyhavemorethan one:nicelittle fair-hairedgirl....

If | take any, it must be clearly understood that the dogs come first....

Colonel: Comeon, everyonedon'tbe shy. You couldn'taskfor a nicer bunchof
kids.

Jerry: Roll up, roll up, everyone a bargain!

Barbara: Why don't they get on with it? This is awful, like picking teamsat

school.
Kay: It's horrible. | want my Mummy.
Crabtree: I'll start you off, Colonel. I'll take Barbara and her brothers.

Leach: Who's Barbara? Come forward, please.
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Barbara: Oh, oh, oh, George,Charlie,comeon quickly. Beforeshechangeser
mind.

May: Good luck, Barbara. See you tomorrow.

Crabtree: Now you call me "Auntie". (Theygo up onto the stageto signpapers
as all the others will do).

Leach: Thank you, Mrs. Crabtree. Who's next?

Farmer: I'll taketwo, if | may,Miss Leach. Two strong,healthyladsthatcanhelp
on the farm.

Leach: (bringingforward two boys). Hereyou are,Mr. Smithson just whatyou
need.

Jerry: (aside). Will youtakethemastheyare,Mr. Smithsonor would you prefer
them wrapped?

Leach: Now, how about someone for this little girl here?

May: (holding on to MICKEY). Pleasemiss,therearefour of us. We'reall
together.

Leach: Four? Whichfour? (PATRICIAand JERRYjoin them). Oh,| don'tthink
we can managethat, not four in one house. No one'shouseis big enough.
We're only a small village you know.

Thompson: (stepping forward). I'll take them, Miss Leach. | have the room.

Leach: Wouldyou, Mr. Thompson? Thatis arelief, thankyou. (MICKEY wakes
up and screams).

May: Mickey, stopit! Pleaseph, please. (MR. THOMPSONIooksat MICKEY,
takesa sweetolly from his pocketand offersit to him. MICKEY stops,Jooks
at MR. THOMPSONand takes the lolly). Say thank you to the kind
gentleman, Mickey.

Thompson: (waving his walking stick over his head). Follow me, shipmates!
(Most of the CHILDREN have now been chosen).

Kay: Nobodywantsme. Archie! Archie,whatarewe goingto do? Nobodywants
us.

Archie: (getsupandgoesoverto HOST). Hey, missus.!'ll give youathreepenny
bit if you take me and my sister.

Host: Goodnesgyraciousme! I'm very sorry, | can only take one. (ARCHIE
fetchesKAY who standsthere miserably). Oh, very well. (to KAY). But
you'll haveto helparoundthe house. (to ARCHIE). And you'll haveto give
a handwith the garden.

Kay: Please miss, my brother's only six. He doesn't know how to garden.

Host: Really, you Londonchildrenarecheeky. If | takeyou in | won't haveany
answering back.

Archie: (as KAY beginsto cry again). Sorry, missus. We'll be goodasgold.
Honestwe will.  (The HOST sighsand takesthemto the stage. Only the
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SPEDDINGSand DOREENremainto be chosen. DOREENSits dejectedly
on her bundle of clothes).

Vicar: Well, that wasn't too bad was it?

Colonel: Only three to go now, Miss Leach.

Leach: But just look at them, Colonel, no one in their right mind is going to....

Ferguson: (approaching shyly)Colonel, may | have a word with you?

Colonel: Miss Fergusonpf course. Thankyou for supplyingsucharefreshingtea.
Don't know what we'd have done without it.

Brian: Hey, Barry, ever known what it feels like to be the last sausage in the shop*

Barry: | think we just been sold.

Colonel: Do you think you can manage, Miss Ferguson?

Ferguson: I'll do my best for you, Colonel.

Colonel:  You're a real Trojan, Miss F. (MISS FERGUSON beckons the
SPEDDINGS over).

Barry: Gawd,she'ssoftin the head. Comeon, Bri. (Music begins. DOREEN
sits alone, centre).

Colonel: And then there was one.

MUSIC 8: GOODNIGHT CHILDREN
All: Goodnight children. . .
. everywhere.

(Lights dim exceptfor spoton DOREEN. SOLOISTrepeatssongas EVACUEES
and HOSTS leave).

END OF PART ONE
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PART TWO

SCENE 8

Village Green, WheatonSt. Martin. TheLONDONCHILDRENare sitting round,
bored. The VILLAGE CHILDREN are eyeing them from a distance.
MICKEY is dragging his bucket and spade about. CHARLIE sings.

MUSIC 9: THERE IS A HAPPY LAND [REPRISE - unaccompanied]

Charlie: | know a rotten place, we have to stay
Where we get bread and jam, three times a day.
No sugar in our tea; egg and bacon never see
| think we're gradually, fading away....

George: Weeks and weeks and weeks....

Charlie: And weeks.

Archie: Days and days and days....

Maurice: Two weeks and three flippin' days, that's all.

Doreen: Evacuation stinks!

(Pause).

Gordon: (Sigh). What we gonna do then?

Brian: Do? Whatis thereto do? No pubs,no pictures,no dogs,no football. Just
fields, woods, hills and more fields.

Barry: Blimmin' great fields. They give me the willies.

Patricia: Hmm. | believe you're suffering from agraphobia, Barry.

Barry: Yer what?

Patricia: Agoraphobia. It's a fear of openspaces.Comesof living cooped-upall
your life.

May: | like the openspaces.It's lovely to be ableto walk aboutin the freshair
with the sun on your face.

Barbara: | just love the real peace and quiet.

Barry: Peace! It give me headaches.And | can'tgetto sleepat night for the
flippin' quiet.

May:  Count yourself lucky, Barry Spedding, I've got Mickey in my room,
sobbing away to himself for hours every night. | hardly sleep a wink.

Kay: | gethorrible nightmares.Lastnight | dreamedHitler was chasingafter me
in big black boots waving an axe.

Jerry: Hitler? Herr Schiklegruber, if you please!

Brian: Oh shut up.

Jerry: Hey everyonelistento this: Whatdid Hitler saywhenhe fell throughthe
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bed? Eh? AtlastI'min PolandHe laughs. Everyone else ignores him).

Brian: | said shut up.

May: Justlook at him now, draggingroundthatold bucketandspade. | think he's
going bats.

Patricia: He's better than he was, May.

May: He is?

Patricia: It's just taking him longer to settle down than the rest of us.

Doreen: Settledown? What do you mean,settledown? First chancel getI'm
going back home.

Joan: But surely we can't do that now the war has started, can we?

Doreen: Why not? Nothing'shappeningsit? Thereain'tbeenno bombsor gasor
anything. Sowhy arethey makingus stayin this horrible dump? Why are
we beingkepthere? That'swhat|l wantto know. Why? Why? (No-one
cananswer. The VILLAGE CHILDREN:- RONNIE[Veronica] and JOE
in front, TOM, FREDA, ALF, BETTY and othersbehindthem,are now
seen approaching, laughing as they come).

Jerry: Look out everyone, | think we're in for another visit from the peasants.

Gordon: | wonderwhat samplesof rustic wit they'regoing to regaleus with this
time!

Ronnie: (Halts andlistenswith her handto her ear). Hark, Joemy old pal, did
you hear that?

Joe: Hear what, Ronnie?

Ronnie: That'sa very raresoundin theseparts,if I'm not mistaken. | wouldn'tbe
surprised if it weren't some new kind of migrating species.

Joe: Yes, Ronnie, or perhaps some bird that's been blown off course.

Ronnie: Now I'd guessit was the call of the greater-crestedoffee-nosedcity-
slicker, wouldn't you, Joey?

Joe: | believe you're right, sounds awful posh to me.

Tom: Yes, Ronnie,too poshfor this place. | reckonit oughtto go backwhereit
came from.

Barry: Why don't you bumpkins just push off!

Ronnie: Ah, now that is quite a different sound.

Joe: Certainly is. Do you know that one too, Ronnie?

Ronnie: Let me see.... it's a much coarser note of course....

Freda: Much commoner too, I'd say, Ronnie.

Ronnie: You know, | may bewrong, but | fancy that'snoneotherthanthe smelly
little grey-necked ragamuffin.

Joe: Otherwise known as the ruddy cockney sparrah.

Tom: Or lousy stinking guttersnipe. (Theylaugh,andgatherin a groupin order
to prepare more insults).
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Jerry: Ohdear,ain'tit ashame.Justwhenwe wereenjoyinga lovely bit of peace
and quiet in the beautiful countryside,along comes a load of scruffy
squealing starlings.

Gordon: Yeah, swaggering about as if they owned the place.

Jerry: And making such disgusting messes absolutely everywhere! Ugh!

Brian: Barry, you know what we does with pesky starlings at home?

Barry: Sure do, Bri. Only way to be rid of ‘'em. Anyone care to join us?

Doreen: Yeah,me! Bettermind outyoulot. (DOREEN andthe SPEDDINGS
getup and beginto gatherstones. RONNIE and her gangturn to facethe
LONDONERS again).

Freda: Don't you think, Ronnie,that sincethey are so scarce we oughtto shoot
some and get 'em stuffed?

Brian: Get stuffed, yourselves. Right - skimmers! (they skim stonesat the
VILLAGE CHILDREN'S legs).

Tom: Hey, watch out! Ronnie they're chucking stones. Stop it!

Freda: Hasn't anyone told you that's dangerous?

Brian: Is it now? Fancy that!

Joe: Ow, that hurt.

Doreen: Did it? | am so sorry.

Joe: Ronnie, stop them.

Ronnie: Yes, pack it in you lot, or it'll be the worse for you.

Barry: Oh, I'm really scared. Bombsaway! (Theythrow in earnest. The
VILLAGERS back off).

Ronnie: They're stark staring bonkers! Comeon, let's get out of here! (The
VILLAGERS run off. The LONDONERS cheer).

All:  Victory to London! Satchwell Road wins again!

Barry: That'll learn 'em to mess wiv us.

Brian: Just look at ‘em scarperfThey mimic the VILLAGERS, and begin to sing).

MUSIC 10:RUN RABBIT RUN

All: (sing two choruses and one verse)
Run rabbit, . . .
.. . this little song:

(Repeat first chorus as they go).
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SCENE 9

Village SchoolClassroom. Youngel. ONDONCHILDREN: GEORGE CHARLIE,
MICKEY, MAURICE, ARCHIE, KAY, JOAN. TheVillage TEACHER,
MISS HICKS, has set up a blackboard.

Hicks: Goodmorning,girls andboys. My nameis Miss Hicks. | teachthevillage
children,but | amalsogoingto be teachingyou, until a replacementor Mr.
Reed can be found.

Maurice: Where's Mr. Reed gone then Miss?

Hicks: You will be pleasedo know that Mr. Reedhasjoined the army. He will
soon be fighting the Germans.

Archie: Well I hope he kills hundreds of 'em.

Charlie: Yeah, me too. Then we can go home.

Hicks: Quietplease. Sit up straight. Good. Now I'd like to beginby finding out
what you know aboutthe countryside. Putup your hands.... (severaldo
s0). Not yet, wait till I've askedthe question. Putup your handsif you had
beento the country before you were evacuated. (No handsgo up. All
remain still).

Hicks: You can put your hands up now. Oh, | see. What none of you?

Archie: I've been to the zoo, Missus.

Hicks: That's not quite the same, is it? What's your name, child?

Archie: Archie Tuffin, Missus.

Hicks: Well, Archie Tuffin, you address me as Miss Hicks.

Archie: Right, Missus.... Miss Hicks.

Hicks: Well done. Now you boy.(pointing at MAURICE).What's your name?

Maurice: Maurice, Miss Hicks.

Hicks: Will youcomehere,please Maurice. (He doesso,reluctantly). Canyou
tell me what this is you're wearing, Maurice?

Maurice: It's a jersey, Miss Hicks.

Hicks: Good, and what is it made of?

Maurice: (panicking). Don't know.

Hicks: It's madeof wool. Now cananyonetell me wherewool comesfrom? (All
are panicking now).

Joan: From Woollies, Miss Hicks?

Hicks: Woollies? What do you mean?

Joan: You know. Woollies. It's a shop in London.

George: It's short for Woolworths, Miss.

Hicks: | see. No, wool does not come from Woollies, as you call it.

Maurice: It does, Miss. My mum bought this jersey from Woollies.

Hicks: Ah yes, but wool actuallycomesfrom sheep. (stunnedsilence). Sheep
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are animals. They grow woolly coats. You must have seenthemin the
fields. Oh dear. Perhapswve'd betterlook at somepictures. (goesto the
board). Now whatis this? (Sherevealsa picture showing: a plate of egg
andbacon,with a glassanda bottle of milk besideit. Beloware a chicken,a
cow and a pig).

All: That's an egg.... bacon.... bottle of milk....

Hicks: Good,well done. All of thesethingscomefrom the countryside.Eggs,for
instance, come from this animal.

Joan: | think that's a chicken, Miss.

Hicks: It is indeed. You feedthe chickenwith corn here,andthe eggscomeout
here. Now what about milk. Milk comes from this animal.

Archie: That's a dog.

Charlie: No it ain't, it's a cow.

Archie: It's too big for a cow. It must be a dog.

Hicks: It isacow. Cowsareactuallybiggerthandogs. And haveyou everseena
dog with horns?

Archie: Suppose not.

Hicks: Onceagain,the cow eatsgrasshere,andthe milk comesout here. It's then
putinto bottlesfor you to drink. Now, thisis a hardone. Wheredoesbacon
come from?

Kay: From the other animal, Miss Hicks.

Hicks: Good girl. And what is the other animal?

Joan: Is it a pig, Miss Hicks?

Hicks: Well done. Now, how do we get the bacon from the pig?

Archie: | know, Miss, please, Miss, please, please.

Hicks: Very well, then. Comeandshowus. (ARCHIEcomesaupto theboardand
points).

Archie: You put grass in here and the bacon comes out here.

Hicks: Goodtry, but no. Baconis madeinside the pig. It doesn'tcome out
anywhere.

Kay: Then how do you get it out, Miss?

Hicks: Thepig is takento be slaughtered.Thenthe baconis cutout. (Thiscauses
consternation and horror).

Maurice: You mean bacon is dead pig?

Kay: Oh how horrid.

Joan: I'm never going to eat bacon again.

Mickey: Poor piggy.

Hicks: Yes,well | think we'vedonequite enoughfor today,sowe'll endour lesson
with a little song. I've written up the words. Justfollow me. (Shereveals
thewordson the backof theboard. MISSHICKS singsthe songto particular
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mimed movements).
MUSIC 11: HEY, LITTLE HEN

Hicks: (sing one chorus)
Hey, little hen! . . .
... formy tea?
(The CLASS repeat the song, with the movements).

ANNOUNCEMENT D

Announcer: Calling all evacuees! Calling all evacueeverywhere! Hereis a
personalmessageecordedespeciallyfor you by Her Royal Highnessthe
Princess Elizabeth.

Elizabeth: Thousand®f you in this countryhavehadto leaveyour homesandbe
separatedrom your fathersand mothers. My sister,MargaretRoseand |,
feel so muchfor you aswe know from experiencevhatit meansto be away
from thosewe love mostof all. To you living in newsurroundingsve senda
messagef true sympathyand at the sametime we would like to thankthe
kind people who have welcomed you to their homes in the country.

SCENE 10
The Billets, Wheaton Saint Martin. The scene alternates between three billets.

() Sargent's: DOREEN is scrubbing the floor. ALF and BETTY enter.

Alf:  Ugh, Betty, can you smell something?

Betty: What, sort of like sheep-dip. Alf?

Alf: That's it. A strong smell of disinfectant.

Betty: Yes | can, and | think it's coming from over there.

Alf: I wonder what it is?

Doreen: (looking up). Clear off, can't you see I'm washing this floor?
Betty: Lummie! Keep away, Alf, we don't want to catch anything nasty.
Alf: We don't want her diseases....

Betty: All those crawly things in her hair....

Alf: You're disgusting. Mum says so.

Doreen: Look shut up will yer.

Both: Lousy, lousy vaccie! Mummy sent you packing!

Doreen: I've had enough of this!(gets up threatening).
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Both: Ah, she'safterus. Can'tcatchus! Mummy! Daddy! Help, she'safter us!
(Mrs. SARGENT comes in).

Sargent: Stopit atonce,all of you. Now, doyou hear? You, girl: getin thatyard
and clean out the pigs.

Doreen: What for? 1 ain't done nothing.

Sargent: You do asl tell you. (pushesherout). Goon. As for youtwo, | heard
you getting at her, so don't comerunning to me if she belts you, because
you'll getno sympathy Now go onin. (watchegshemgo, thenturns).Doreen,
what's this | hear about you throwing stongs®mps off after DOREEN).

(i) Mrs. Crabtree's. Teatable set MRS.CRABTREE,BARBARA, GEORGE,
and CHARLIE are having tea.

Crabtree: Charles, cut up your food before eating it.

Charlie: | don't know what knife to use.

Barbara: It's that one, Charlie. Here, let me do it.

Crabtree: Barbara, he's quite old enough to cut up his own food.

Barbara: Sorry, Auntie, only | didn't want him to make a messof your lovely
table.

George: Yes,you canseeyour facein it, it's so polished. (He breatheson it and
rubs it).

Crabtree: Don't do that, you'll spoil the patina.

George: Sorry, Auntie, only it's the best table I've ever seen.

Charlie: Yes, me too....

Crabtree: Charlesdon't speakwith your mouthfull. Take your elbowsoff the
tableandsit up straight. That'sright. Now I'll go andseeaboutsomemore
bread and butter(She takes a plate and goes out).

Charlie: Cor, ain't she narky!

Barbara: Quiet, Charlie, she'll hear you.

Charlie: Don't care. The way she carrieson, you'd think it was Buckingham
Palace in here.

Barbara: She'sonly trying to improve your table manners,and they could
certainly do with it.

George: (sighingashepicksup a pieceof bread). Why do we haveto havebread
and butter with everything?

Barbara: | expect because it's good for us, George.

Charlie: It isn't. It's all dry and horrible, like her. She'salways getting at us.
Honestly it's worse than being at school round here.
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(i)  Mr. Thompson'sPlates of fresh green salad on a table set for dinner.
PATRICIA,MAY, MICKEY, JERRYsitting at table. MICKEY hashis bucket
and spade with him.

May: Eat up your dinner, Mickey.

Mickey: No.... Don't want it.

May: Come on, there's a good boy.

Mickey: No. Don'tlike this greenstuff. (He startsto shovelhis food into the
bucket, using the spade).

May: (stoppinghim). Putyour bucketand spadedown, pick up your knife and
fork, and eat. You must eat something.

Mickey: (whining) Noooo....

Patricia: What'sthe matterwith it, Mickey? It's beautifulfood: freshtomatoes,
carrots lettuce,cucumberall from Mr. Thompson'gjarden. You couldn'tget
better food anywhere

Jerry: Look at me, Mickey, I'm loving it. Yum, yum. Aren'tyou loving it too,
May?

May: Forgoodnessake. Mickey I'm telling youto eat. If youdon'tl'll giveyoua
smack bottom. | mean it.

Mickey: No, no, no, no!(MR. THOMPSON comes in).

Thompson: Now, now, what is all the fuss about?

Patricia: Mickey won't eat his food again, Mr. Thompson.

Thompson: Off hisrations,is he? Comeon,lad,youwantto grow up a big strong
soldier,don'tyou? (MICKEY shakedishead. MR. THOMPSONputssome
food on to a fork).

Thompson: Look, here'sa British submarine - Oh help, it's being chasedby a
Nazi U-boat - it's racingfor home - will it getthereontime?- The Nazis
aregettingcloser - quick openthe harbourdoors - Openthedoorsor it's a
gonner- (MICKEY openshis mouthandthefoodis poppedn). Justin time,
it's home! (MICKEY eats. MR. THOMPSON repeatsthe procedure). Now
here's another submarine coming the same way ....

Mickey: (hitting the food all over MAY).The Nazis sunk it! (giggles).

May: Mickey! You little brat! You spoiledlittle beast! You're....you'rémpossible!

(She looks at them all, then dashes out. PATRICIA gets up to go after her).

Thompson: No, leaveher, Patricia. Let her calm down. She'sa bit worked up,
that'sall. It's not easybeinga motherwhenyou'restill a child. Don'tworry,
she'll be all right in a bit.

Mickey: (bouncing up and down, open-mouthelMore .... more submarine!

Thompson: All right then, here it comes ....
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(iv) Mrs. Crabtree's: Thetable is being cleared. Mrs. Crabtree has broughtin
writing materials.

Crabtree: Now children,it's time for you to write your lettershome. Spreadthe
paperover the table please Barbara. Here'syour pen andnk. You will be
careful won't you?

Barbara: Yes, Auntie, thank you.

Crabtree: Here are your pencils, boys. Don't press too hard or you'll break them.

Both: No, Auntie.

Crabtree: Onesideeachplease,n your bestwriting. Now I've got to go to the
reception committee meeting, so I'm leaving you in charge, Barbara.

Barabara: Yes, Auntie.

Crabtree: When you've finished, leave the letters here and I'll put them in an
envelope and send them to your mother. Well, goodnight then, children.

All:  Good night, Auntie. (She goes).

George: (mimicking). "Leavethelettershereand!'ll putthemin anenvelope."|
bet she flippin' well reads them too.

Charlie: Yeah, to make sure we don't say anything about HER. She's a spy.

Barbara: Charlie, that's not a very nice thing to say.

Charlie: Well it's not a very nice thing to do, is it?

George: You know what I'm going to do? I'm going to write a secretletter to
mum, and post it to her myself, secretly.

Charlie: Yeah,thenwe cantell herall aboutMrs. Crabtree: how shemakesusgo
to church every week ....

George: How she'salwaysmakingus cleanour teeth.... How shemakesus go to
bed at seven o'clock every day ....

Charlie: And I'll tell mum how narky she is.

Barbara: You will do no such thing.

Charlie: 1will. You can't stop me.

Barbara: You will not, CharlieHaynes,nor will you George.You'd worry Mum
sickif youdid, andshe'sgot enoughto worry aboutasit is, whatwith thewar
andHitler andthat. | know herlastletterwasall bright andcheerful,but you
cantell she'sreally missingus, andyou know shecan'tcomeand seeustill
she gets those special tickets she's sent for.

Charlie: But Barbara ....

Barbara: Don'twhine, Charlie. Troublewith you is you don'tknow whenyou're
well off. Mrs. Crabtreemay be strict but at leastshelooks after us properly,
which is morethancanbe saidfor someof the kids here. Soyou geton with
those letters, write them neatly and don't say anything, exceptthat we're
really happy.
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Both: Oh, all right.

Barbara: And whenyou'vedoneyou cango straightupstairsandcleanyour teeth
andgetinto bed. It's nearlyseveno'clocknow. (Bothsigh,look despairingly
at each other and write).

(v) Sargent's: DOREEN enters with bucket and brush.

Doreen: That'senoughof that! Washup; scrubfloors; fetch water;cleanout
pigs: if you want any more done, get yer own kids to do itt (MRS.
SARGENT enters).

Sargent: Hey where do you think you're going?

Doreen: | got homework to do.

Sargent: Just you hold on there a minute, my girl.

Doreen: Well, what?

Sargent: Tell me, who was it who took you in when nobody else would?
Diseased,dirty and infested with lice? Who was it had to burn those
disgusting clothes and buy you new ones? All out of our own pocket too.

Doreen: Wasn't my fault.

Sargent: We feedyou, give you a cleanbed,which you treatwith scantrespect|
may say.

Doreen: | wash the sheets, don't I?

Sargent: And what do we get in return?

Doreen: You get your money's worth, | know that.

Sargent: Insolenceandfilth. That'swhatwe get. You know whatthe troublewith
your sort is, you've got no gratitude....

Doreen: Gratitude! That'sall I've everheard. Gratitude! First her,now you. No
oneaskedmeif | wantedto cometo this hole. No oneaskedmeif | wanted
all my clothesburned. Why should| have gratitudewhen I'm treatedno
better'na slave? | tell you: | hatethis stinkin' village, I hate your stinkin'
farm, and| ain't goingto be your stinkin' skivvwy no more! (Shethrowsthe
brush into the bucket and storms off. MRS. SARGENT is astonished).

SCENE 11
Reception Committee Meeting. COLONEL, VICAR, MISS LEACH and MRS.
CRABTREE - acting as secretary - at a table.

Vicar: | amafraid, Colonel,that someof the childrenarefinding it quite difficult
to settle down.
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Leach: | just can'tget out of my mind thosesorry little notesKay Tuffin keeps
puttingunderstoneseverywhere. "Pleasecomeandgetme, I'll do anything,
just come and get me," they say.

Colonel: Yes indeed. Er, how about your lot, Mrs. Crabtree?

Crabtree: Oh my GeorgeandCharliearefine, I'm gladto say. But | don'tflatter
myself it's much of my doing. I'm surethey think I'm quite a fearful old
dragon.

Colonel: Oh come now, Mrs. Crabtree.

Crabtree: No, it's their sister,Barbara. She'sthe onethat'sdoneit. She'squite
astonishing.

Vicar: Poor girl. Some of them have had to grow up very quickly.

Colonel: Quite so. Now what's next, Miss Leach?

Leach: Mrs. Pearcehaswritten complainingthatthe evacueeshrew stonesat her
boy, Joe.

Colonel: If 1 know anythingaboutit, her boy Joe was half the trouble himself.
And | wouldn'tbe surprisedf that VeronicaDuckworthhadn'tsomethingto
do with it too.

Leach: Yes, Mrs. Duckworth has also written.

Vicar: If | maysayso, Colonel,this isn't the first incidentof the kind to cometo
our notice. I'm afraid the evacueesand our children aren'tgetting on very
well together.

Colonel: It's to be expected, while they shake down.

Vicar: It's morethanthat. There'sa greatdeal of resentmenamongour children
that is not going to go away, unless we do something positive about it.

Leach: | agree with the Vicar.

Vicar: It's ourjob to try andhelp the childrenunderstandachotherbetter. That
way they may be at leasta bit moretolerant. Otherwisethis is goingto be a
very unhappy war for all of them.

Colonel: Wars generally are. But point taken, Vicar. Any ideas?

Vicar: | think | have. Let me considerthe mattera bit longer,then['ll let you
know.

Colonel: Keepuspostedthen. Now, Miss Leach, if there'sno morebusiness...
(MISSFERGUSONsteamsin, propelling the SPEDDINGSbeforeher. She
throws their luggage on the floor).

Ferguson: ColonelGlover. I'll put up with manythingsto help my country,and
you know I'd do anything to oblige you ....

Colonel: Miss Ferguson! What can be the matter?

Ferguson: I'll put up with my wallpaperbeingtorn off in strips; I'll put up with
initials carvedon my sideboard; I'll put up with food being eatenoff my
carpet; with slicesof breadstuckdown the toilet; evenwith half my china
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smashed to pieces; let alone the cheek, the insults and the foul language ....

Colonel: What can you be meaning, Miss Ferguson?

Ferguson: Butthereis onething | will not putup with andthatis deliberatecruelty
to animals. Therel drawtheline. Puttingthe cat'spawsin the mincerl will
not put up with, not even for you, Colonel.

Colonel: | should say not, Miss Ferguson.

Ferguson: Thesearethe culprits,andherearetheir things. If you haveany other
childrenthat needa home,l am surel shouldbe happyto oblige, but please
ensure that in future they are CHILDREN, not monsters. (She goes.
Awkward silence as the COLONEL approaches the SPEDDINGS).

Colonel: Who are they, Mrs. Crabtree?

Crabtree: Barry and Brian Spedding, Colonel.

Colonel: | remember you two.

Vicar: | believe they are generally known as the "two B's".

Colonel: Very appropriate,I'm sure. Well, what have you got to say for
yourselves?

Barry: We never done it.

Brian: She's an old cow.

Colonel: | ought to knock your blocks off.

Barry: She fancies you, don't she?

Brian: Old Ma Ferguson. That's fer certain.

Leach: Ohdear,whatcanwe do with them? | don'tthink we could pay anyoneto
take them.

Vicar: People would be more likely to pay not to take them!

Colonel: Indeed, what are we going to do with you?

Barry: Search me, mister.

Brian: That's your problem, ain't it?

Colonel: My problem? Righty ho, then! Pick up your kit. | said,pick up your kit!
Fall inl Tenshun! (grabsthemby the collars). TENSHUN! Left turn!
Quick march! At thedouble! One..Two.. One..Two.... (Hemarcheghem
out, much to the amusement of the others).

SCENE 12
SchoolHall. MISSHICKS and the SchoolGovernors- sameas the Reception
Committee - are on the plaform. CHILDREN singing.

MUSIC 12 ALL THINGS BRIGHT AND BEAUTIFUL
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All All things bright and beautiful
All creatures great and small
All things wise and wonderful
The Lord God made them all.

Each little flower that opens

Each little bird that sings

He made their glowing colours

He made their tiny wings.
(Chorus repeated -- ALL sit).

Hicks: Good morning, School.

All:  Good morning, Miss Hicks.

Hicks: You maysit. I'm very pleasedto welcomethe School Governorsto our
assemblythis morning. They havecomeespeciallyto seehow our London
visitors are settling into their new school. But first Mr. Hammondhas an
important announcement to make. Vicar?

Vicar: Thankyou, Miss Hicks. As you know, Christmags fastapproachingandl
don't needto remindthe local childrenthat one of our traditional Christmas
eventsis the Nativity play which you put on for useachyearbeforethe party.
Now this yearwe wantto give everyonea very specialChristmas. Therewill
be anextraspecialChristmasparty, and|l am surethat you village children
will wantto join mein inviting our Londonvisitorsto comeandtake partin
an even bigger and better Christmas pléiurmurs from the CHILDREN).

Hicks: Thankyou Vicar. Isn'tthatexciting news? | believethe first rehearsals
today isn't it?

Vicar: That'sright. Fouro'clock herein the schoolhall. You don'thaveto be a
brilliant actor, just come along and join in the fun.

Barry: (aside). What fun?

Colonel: Now, Miss Hicks, we would like to hearwhat someof our visitors have
been learning at school.

Hicks: Yesof courseColonel. Theyhave beetearningall aboutthe countryside,
andl haveaskedthemto bring someof their work alongwith them. | wonder
if thereis anyonewho would like to read somethingout? (Embarrassed
silence). Come on, there's no need to be shy.

Doreen: (hesitantly).l'll read my homework, if you like, Miss Hicks.

Hicks: Oh, Doreen.... Of course. What is it about?

Doreen: Cows, Miss.

Hicks: I'm sure that will be very interesting. Please come up here and read it ....

Doreen: (readingfrom her workbook,haltingly). "The cow hassix sides: right,
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left, upperandbelow. The cow doesnot eatmuchbut whatit eats,it eats
twice sothatit getsenough. Underthe cow hangsthe milk. Whenpeople
milk, the milk comesandthereis neveranendto the supply. How the cow
doesit, | do not know, but it makesmore and more. The cow hasa good
sensenf smell,you cansmellit far away. Thisis thereasorfor thefreshair
in the country...." (Laughterand jeering hasspreadamongstthe VILLAGE
CHILDREN,aswell asthreatsfrom the EVACUEES.DOREENthrowsdown
her book and runs out. The VICAR goes after her).

Hicks: Bequiet. Quiet,|l say. Childrenof WheatonSt. Martin, | amashameaf
you. Getoutontheplayground. | shallspeakto you later. (Theybeginto
go). Colonel,| do apologisefor their disgracefulbehaviour. | just can't
understand what has got into them lately ....

(Lights follow the VILLAGE CHILDREN).

SCENE 13
SchoolPlayground. VILLAGE CHILDREN singing and caperingin aggressive
mood.

MUSIC 13:WHY HAS A COW GOT FOUR LEGS7unaccompanied]

All: Why has a cow got four legs?
| must find out somehow.
You don't know, and | don't know
And neither does the cow.
Joe: And neither does smelly Doreen.
Freda: And they have the cheek to call US thick country yokels.
Alf:  She don't only smell, she wets her bed too.
Freda: Ugh! that's disgusting!
Betty: She doesn't care. Just swears at everyone....
Alf:  And gets Betty and me into trouble.
Joe: Yeah, and now she's got us all into trouble.
Tom: Blimmin' vakkies They comehere,get pettedand pamperedand treated
like blimmin' royalty, and all we get is a kick in the pants.
Joe: It's not fair. This is our village.
Freda: This is our home.
Joe: I've hadjust aboutenoughof themlousy kids. | wish they'd pushoff back
where they come from, and get bombed to bits, the lot of ‘em.
Ronnie: Oh Joe,surelyyou can'tmeanthat. Putyourselfin their shoes: they're
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suchalong longway from home,andwithout their mummiesanddaddiesto
wipe their noses and sit them on the lavatory.

Tom: Yeah, half of 'em don't know how to use one.

Ronnie: They can'thelpit, poor little mites. Let's be nice to them. Let's cheer
themup with a specialChristmasparty andshowthemwhat goodfriendswe
are by inviting themall to takepartin our Christmasplay. Don't you think
that would be a lovely ideaTAll protest loudly).

Freda: No it wouldn't, it's our play. They'd just ruin it.

Alf: Just as they've spoiled everything since they've been here.

Betty: Everything's rotten now.

Ronnie: Oh butthey'resolonesomeandsadand sufferingandsoft andstupidand
spoilt and smelly and scabbyand stinking, sewerrats. And we are going to
show'em just whatwe think of ‘em. (Protestshaveturnedto cheers. All
suddenly stop as they hear MICKEY - singing as he enters).

Mickey: "Ten greenbottleshangingon thewall.... Ten greenbottleshangingon
the wall...." (He repeats the first line again and again).

Ronnie: I've got anidea. Listen. (Theyhuddletogether, thenturn and face
MICKEY). Hey, little kid, comeoverhere. (MICKEY shakeshis head).
Come on, we only want to play a game. Don't you want to play a game?

Mickey: What game?

Ronnie: It's called "Submarines".

Mickey: Submarines! | like submarines.

Ronnie: Want to play?

Mickey: Don't know.

Ronnie: It's a really good game, isn't it, Joe?

Joe: It's smashing, you'll love it.

Mickey: All right.

Ronnie: Terrific. Now, you be the submarine. Take off your coatandlie down
here.

Mickey: No.

Ronnie: Oh comeon, it's all partif thegame. (MICKEY doesso). We put your
coat over you like this.

Tom: And this (holding up his sleeve)is your periscope so you can seewhat's
going on, on the surface(RONNIE signals JOE to go off).

Ronnie: Raiseperiscope! Lower periscope! (TOM raisesandlowersthe sleeve).
Can you see up your periscope?

Mickey: Yes. This is good.

Ronnie: Just keep looking up then. The rest of you, be the crew.

Freda: Aye ayecaptain. (Theypositionthemselvesound MICKEY and act the
parts of a submarine crew).
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Freda: Ding! Ding! Ding!

Ronnie: Captain to bridge. Report please.

Freda: Proceeding at 25 knots, depth of 50 feet, sir.

Ronnie: Prepare to surface.

Freda: Surfacing, sir. Just below surface, sir. Standing by.

Ronnie: Raise periscope.

Tom: (raising the sleeve)Periscope raised, captain.

Ronnie: Situation report, please.

Tom: All clear. (JOE is seenreturningcarrying a bottle of water). No - wait -
enemy torpedo boat approaching 200 degrees east, sir.

Ronnie: Action stations! Sound the alarm(ALL sound the alarm).

Tom: It's spotted us, sir. It's fired a torpedo at us.

Ronnie: Take evasive action. Hold tight everyone!

Freda: (holding MICKEY firmly). Holding tight, sir.

Tom: Too late it's going to hit us!

All:  Boom!!

Tom: We're hit!

Ronnie: (noddingto JOE). We'resinking! (JOE pourswaterdownthesleeve.
MICKEY screams. Everyonejumpsaway from him, laughing. MICKEY
sitsandhowls. MAY comesushingin followedby BARRYBRIAN,JERRY,
GORDON and the rest.

May: Mickey, what's the matter? You're all wet. What's happened?

Mickey: (points, howling).It was them ....

May: What? Why you rotten swines .(she goes for RONNIE).

Barry: (pitching in). Take it out on a little kid would yer.

Brian: You've bin asking for this.

Jerry: Miserable cowards. Come on, Gordon.

Gordon: SatchwellRoadinto battle! (Big punchup. Thosenot fighting watch
and shout. The VICAR enters with DOREEN).

Vicar: (marchingamongstthem). Stopfighting. At once. Stopit | say. (He
pulls MAY off RONNIE. All subside, smouldering).

Vicar: What on earth do you think you're up to?

May: They ganged up on little Mickey, the bullies.

Joe: They started it. They threw stones at &rgument flares up).

Vicar: Bequiet. Reallythisis apretty poorshow. Don'tyouknow there'sawar
on? We aresupposed tte fighting the Germansnot eachother. Wouldn't
Hitler be pleased if he could see you now. And what would your parents say”

Barry: It's not our fault. We didn't ask to come here.

Ronnie: We didn't want you either.

Vicar: No. Butyouareherenow. And quite likely to be herefor months. If not
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years.

Doreen: Oh no.

Vicar: Ohyes. Soyou'regoingto haveto learnto getontogethemwhetheryou like
it or not. And you can start this afternoonby all coming to the play
rehearsal.

Evacuees: (variously). Oh no, not us.... etc.

Brian: We don't want to be in no sopplativity play.

Joe: We don't want you, either.

Vicar: Ohyesyou do, you needthem. You needeachother,becausave areall
going to write this play together,andit will be full of peaceand goodwill.
And it will not be soppybecause/ou will makesureit isn't. (ALL beginto
protestagain). No argument.Fouro'clockthis afternoonwithoutfail. Now
go. (He watches them slowly depart, eyeing each other balefully).

Vicar: (briskly). Now, Doreen,comealongwith meandwe'll getyou sortedout.
(They go).

ANNOUNCEMENT E:

Announcer: This is the B.B.C. Home Service. We are now broadcastinga
message from the Chairman of the London County Council.

Chairman: With the approachof Christmasthe kind peopleof the evacuation
receptionareasare planningfestivitieswhich we hopethe evacuateahildren
and the children of the countrysidewill enjoy together. Although this
Christmasmay be cloudedfor grown-ups,we want the childrento havea
happytime and anythingwhich contributesto this resultwill encouragehe
parentsto leavetheir childrenin thosesafercountry areas. The London
County Council is making special arrangementgor parentsto visit their
children for the festivities and we know that you will want to join us in
wishing them all a very happy Christmas 1939.

SCENE 14

SchoolHall. Christmasweek. TheSchoolHall stageis set. Londonparentsand
village adultsare audience. MISS FERGUSON and MISS LEACH ( or
whichever Village adults have the best voices) are on the stage, singing.

MUSIC 14:LET THE PEOPLE SING

Both: If | were king . . .
... let the people sing!
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Ferguson: (or whoeveris leadingthe singing) Comeon now everybody, onelast
time:
(Chorus is repeated by everyone. The VICAR enters during the applause).

Vicar: Thankyou very muchMiss FergusorandMiss Leach. (or whoeversang
thesong) Therewill now be a shortbreakwhile we get thestagereadyfor
the Nativity play. Thankyou. (JACKandVERAHAYNESand STANand
PEGGY CRAWFORD rise and come forward).

Jack: Nativity play? George told me it was all about the war.

Stan: Rum sort of do in that case, then.

Vera: All our children and all the village children are in it.

Peggy: I'm soglad. Isn'tit arelief to know they aremakingsomanyfriends? I'm
ashamedo admitit now, but whenl steppedon the train this morningl was
quite determinedto bring mine back with me. | miss them terribly and
Christmas just won't be the same without them.

Stan: It's quite safe too. There won't be any air raids for months yet.

Peggy: Stan's joined the A.R.P., and he knows all the latest news about the war.

Jack: A.R.P.? What's that stand for, then. "'Anging Round Pubs?"

Vera: Jack!

Jack: | don'tneedno A.R.P.to tell me this war'sall a put-up job. Nothing's
happened@ndnothing's goingto happen, anthat'safact. We mightaswell
take the kids back, that's what | say.

Vera: | won'thaveit, Jack. Justlook at the goodit's doingthem. Charlie'sput on
ten pounds at least, and Barbara - well - she's become so grown up.

Peggy: Indeed, hardlyrecognisedny Mickey he'sgot suchlovely plump cheeks.
(MRS. RITA SPEDDING approaches. VERA turns away). Oh, good
afternoon,Mrs. Spedding. | was just sayingto Mrs. Hayneshow well the
children look.

Rita: Speakfor yourself, Mrs. Crawford. It takesmore than a few blooming
cheeks to fool me. I'm taking my two back to Satchwell Road tonight.

Peggy: But surely they're safer here, Mrs. Spedding?

Rita: Safer! With thatmadold Colonel! Do you know he lockedmy Barry in a
broomcupboardor two hours,just becausdne pincheda bit of cakefrom the
larder.

Stan: Really? Have you talked to the Colonel about it?

Rita: I've talkedto him all right, and| don't mind telling you, I've given him a
piece of my mind. Make no mistake about that.

Stan: What happened then, Mrs. Spedding?

Rita: Themanoughtto belockedup. You know whathe saidto me - andthese
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arehis actualwords - hesaid: "Justa spotof JankersMrs. Speddingdo the
lad somegood,build up his character."What'sthatsupposed tonean,l'd like
to know? I'll Jankers him!

Peggy: Well | don'tknow I'm sure. | am pleasedvith whathedid for poorDoreen
Gridley. Shehada dreadfultime to beginwith, my May told me, but now
she's stopping with the Vicar's family, she's a different person.

Rita: Typical! Butter up the bossesandyou'rein clover. Well my boys know
betterthanto try anythinglike that. 1'd tantheir behindsif | caughtthemso
muchasthinking it. Which they won't 'costhey'recoming homewith me.
(She stomps away).

Vera: Good riddance to them too, and to her the brazen hussy!

Stan: I'm sure the village will heave a sigh of relief.

Jack: She's quite a firebrand, isn't she!

Vera: She'san odious minx. And you should be ashamedof yourself, Jack
Haynes.

Jack: Her kids too. They'll go far.

Stan: All thewayto WormwoodScrubs] expect. (VERAtells JACKoff. PEGGY
seeks to cover up the embarrassment. She sees MR. REED in army uniform).

Peggy: Er, Stan dear, isn't that the children's teacher from London?

Stan: Why yes, it's Mr. Reed, and he's in uniform.

Reed: (comingup). Goodafternoonto you. Mr. & Mrs. Crawford. Mr. andMrs.
Haynes. How do you do?

Stan: So you're in khaki, then?

Reed: Yes, off to fight for king and country tomorrow.

Jack: Where are you going?

Reed: Now | can't tell you that, can I? "Careless talk costs lives."

Stan: "Be like dad, keep mum." Eh?

Reed: | wasgivenforty-eighthoursembarkatioieavesol thoughtl'd seehow my
children are doing. They seem fine don't they?

Peggy: Oh yes, we're very pleased really.

Reed: Looking forwardto the showtoo. (Lightsbeginto dim). Ah, | thinkit's
time to take our seats

Vera: Will you sit with us, Mr. Reed?

Reed: | should be delighted, Mrs. Haynes.

Jack: That's the ticket.

Vera: Quiet, Jack, it's going to start(Lights are down. Spotlight on the stage).

SCENE 15
"Nativity '39."
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Characters are played as equally as possible by EVACUEESand VILLAGE
CHILDREN at the discretion of the Director. The following suggestions,
however, are made for some of the key characters:

EVANGELIST: RONNIE.

MARY: DOREEN.
HEROD: JERRY.
GOBBLE: GORDON.
JESUS: MICKEY.

(Enter the EVANGELIST).

Evang: Ladies and Gentlemen we are proud to present
A Christmas entertainment written for our time.
We aim to be light-hearted, so please don't take offence
When we call our celebration: NATIVITY '39.

MUSIC 15: ONCE IN ROYAL DAVID'S CITY
(Opening Lines)

(Enter MARY and the ANGEL).

Evang: In Nazareth where war had long been feared
The Angel Chamberlain one day appeared.
‘Twas long ago, in nought B.C. or less
He spoke to Mary on the Wireless.

(THE ANGEL stands on the Wireless and speaks).
Angel: Expectant mothers and your families hear
The Roman army now is very near
And as they may invade us any day
Precautions we must take without delay.
The time has come to pack your bags and flee
The countryside is dangerous, you see,
So make your way to Bethlehem to hide
It's safer there because it's fortifiefTHE ANGEL leaves).

Evang: On hearing this, well Mary was concerned

She hurried to tell Joseph what she'd learned.
(Enter JOSEPH).
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Mary:

Joseph;

The Angel Chamberlain says we must go

But how we're going to manage, | don't know.

Now calm down, Mary, don't you get upset

Your little baby isn't due just yet.

We'll get our things and set off straight away

And look for somewhere nice and quiet to stéhey go).

MUSIC 16: O LITTLE TOWN OF BETHLEHEM.
(Opening Lines)

(THE EVACUEES enter carrying luggage, gas masks and wearing labels).

Evang:

From far and wide to Bethlehem they came

The old, the young, the sick, the halt, the lame;

The trains were packed, the roads and buses crammed
With coats and cases, parcels, bags and prams

(Enter MARY and JOSEPH also carrying luggage etc.).

Evang:

All:

Evang:

Mary:

Joseph:

Poor Mary and her Joseph in despair
Just couldn't find a single room to spare.

Please give us shelter!

Everybody screamed
But Bethlehem was bursting at the seams.

Oh Joseph | must stop, | can't go on.
I've got to rest, my strength is all but gone.

A few more steps now Mary; there, that's right.
And look! A tiny inn tucked out of sight.

(Loud singing from CUSTOMERS at the Inn).

MUSIC 17:ROLL OUT THE BARREL

All:  (sing one chorus)

Roll out the barrel, . . .
... for the gang's all here.

(The LANDLORD sees MARY and JOSEPH).
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Landlord: What's this, not more of 'em, there's no room here.
We don't want your sort spoiling our good cheer.
You filthy country yokels full of fleas:
Just push off home, you foul EVACUEES!

Joseph: Oh sir, have pity on us, don't be wild,
My poor wife here is due to have a child.
(LANDLORD'S Wife comes forward).

Wife: Expecting are you? Well ain't that a shame.
(to husband).You know the local council man who came
Told us we ought to take in folk like that?

Landlord: We're full up, wife, can't take no more, that's fl@tle stomps off).
Wife: There is an air-raid shelter down the garden,

It's full of pigs, but if you'll beg my pardon,
| 'spect you're used to that, so you'll not mind.

Joseph: Oh thank you ma'am, you are so very kind.
(They move off, slowly).
Evang: The Andersen indeed was nice and snug

And Joseph tucked up Mary in a rug.
But, do you know, before he could drop off
She'd had her son: and laid him in the trough.

(Loudmarchmusic. EnterROMANSOLDIERSvhoformupin line. Enter KING
HEROD).

Herod: Halt! Sieg Heil, mine little liebschens, King Herod | am called,
Und mit my Roman soldiers, I'm going to rule the vorld.
They all call me der Fuehrer, and that cannot be wrong
They LOVE their Fuehrer baby: come on let's sing our song!
(Roman Soldiers goose step in time to song).

MUSIC 18:DER FUEHRER'S FACE

All: Ven der Fuehrer . . .
.. . der Fuehrer's face. Heill
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(Enter GOBBLE).

Gobble:

Herod:

Gobble:

Herod:

(Enter Kings:

Kings:

Soldier:

Herod:

Pilot:

Herod:

Sailor:

Herod:

Gobble:

Heil Herod! Guden aben mein Fuehrer!

Ah it's my liddle sidekick, Herr Gobble, friend of mine.

You can call me 'Schiklegruber’, and I'll call you 'Sunshine'.
Herr Herod, vot an honour, but | have come to say

That there are three Kings waiting to see you now, O.K.?

Three Kings! They are admirers who come to vorship me
And | who am so modest: come in on bended knee!

a SOLDIER, a SAILOR, a PILOT).

MUSIC 19:KINGS OF ORIENT
We three kings of Orient are
| am a pilot, | am a tar,
| am a soldier, pack on my shoulder
Following yonder star.

| say, old chap, can you tell us the way
To find the King who has been born this day?

A King? Vot's this you talk about? There is no King but me!
Mein Gobble, there is trouble here, and we must careful be.

We had the star right in our sights, you know,
And then we went and lost it, dashed poor show!

A star? 'Tis me who iss the Star, what fools these monarchs be,
Mein friends, | know of no such King. For what do you want he?

From wicked men we must protect the child.
For we've been told one day he'll save the world.

He save the vorld? That liddle babe? Ah, Gobble, he must die!
Well gentlemens, we sorry are we know not where he lie.
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Ve hope you find dis vunderkind. Search now with life and limb,
And ven you've got him bring him here and we'll take care of him.
(KINGS bow and go. HEROD and GOBBLE chuckle nastily).

Herod: Mein chum ve tricked the swinehund kings.
Now after them ve chase,
Ve kill that brat and show the Vorld;
VE ARE THE MASTER RACE!

(Repeat of theisong as they march off. Music changes as final tableau set up).

MUSIC 20:AWAY IN A MANGER

Solo: Away in a pig-trough
No crib for a bed
The little Lord Jesus laid down his sweet head,
And all the pink piggies looked down where he lay
And oink oinked at Jesus asleep on the hay.

(Tableau: MARY, JOSEPHand JESUSN the shelterattendedoy PIGGIES. The
ANGEL carrying the STAR is behind them. Enter THE KINGS).

Kings: Lady be warned:

Your son is in great danger if he's found.

But fear you not:

These gifts we bring will keep him safe and sound.
(They present their gifts).

Soldier: The army gives you this armour-shielded tank.
Sailor: Here's a Naval boat that can't be sank.

Pilot: This Spitfire is the Air Force gift to you.

Kings: And never may so much be owed so few.

(Enter HEROD and the ROMANS, through the AUDIENCE).

Herod: There they are! Now kill that child. Fill him full of lead!
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(Theyattack. THE KINGSprotectJESUSwith thegifts. ROMANSGOBBLE and
HEROD fall dramatically).

Herod: (hamming it up like crazy).
The Master Race is all vashed up!
Mummy, | die! I'm dead! Deeaaad! Dead!

(He dies. EVANGELIST comes forward).

Evang: So all such tyrants perish must,
When good folk are united.
And if we live like Jesus mild:
Evacuee and village child;
Town and Country; Rich and Poor;
Work together! Fight no more!
Then Evil shall be blighted!

MUSIC 21: HARK THE HERALD ANGELS SING
becomes
THERE'LL ALWAYS BE AN ENGLAND.
(JESUS rises wearing a sash saying 'FREEDOM' and waving a Union Jack).
All Hark, the Herald Angels sing,
Glory to the newborn King,
Hark, the Herald Angels sing:

There'll always be . . .
. nothing can break.

(ALL rise and join in. The VICAR enters and stands with the cast).

All: There'll always be an England, and England shall be free,
If England means as much to you as England means to me!

(Asthisends: Soundsf sirens, aircraft, bombsfalling, gunsfiring etc. Flames
and smokeseemto engulfthe wholestage. EVERYONEstands,Jookingup
and outwards, wonderingly. The sounds fade as a trumpet plays:

MUSIC 22: ORANGES AND LEMONS
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(as if it wereTHE LAST POST).

Ronnie: | have a feeling that we are only at the beginning.
Doreen: And it's going to be a long, long war.

(ALL beginto sing,whisperingat first, thenastheymoveinto their final positions,
strongly and positively).

MUSIC 23: WISH ME LUCK [REPRISE]

All (sing one chorus)
Wish me luck . . .
. as you wave me goodbye.

(They stand and wave as the lights fade).

THE END
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