
  



Welcome to Bounce Theatre’s Things to Do in A Blackout Resource Pack.  
 
During WW2 crime rose by a reported 57%. Fraud, gang culture, looting, and robbery 
impacted on people’s everyday life. Along with poverty, hunger, illness, and exceptional 
pressure – what was home really like? 
 
This pack will guide you through a six-week devising process exploring how we create 
stories, characters, develop a structure and how to use research and artefacts as stimulus to 
develop your own project in relation to WWII. Each week, we will look at a different part of 
the devising process and explore in detail a year from the war. The packs are accompanied 
by work on the Bounce Theatre website where you will find radio plays, stories, online 
interactive installations and much more. 
 
Pack 4 Teacher Aims: To introduce your students to a range of dialogue, to encourage 
students to vary their output, to help students analyse their work.  
 
Pack 4 Student Outputs: Have identified a type of language which will enhance your play, to 
understand how we can use different types of language, understand how professional 
writers explore dialogue in their pieces.  
 
  



In Focus: 1942 
 
Background 
Germany invades the Soviet Union but is defeated, signalling a turning point for the War in 
Eastern Europe. America launches its first air raid attack on Japan and the allied forces 
invade French-held territories of Morocco and Algeria who had succumbed to the powers of 
the Nazis some years earlier.  
 
 
Key Events in the UK  
 
1942 - British Cathedral Cities were strategically targeted in bombing raids by the Luftwaffe 
(German Air Force).  
 
9th January 1942 – Betteshanger Miners’ Strike – colliery strikes in Kent due to heavily 
reduced wages.  

29th January 1942 – Radio programme Desert Island Discs is first broadcast by the BBC 
Forces Programme. It is still running to this day.  

7th February 1942 – Soap rationing is introduced. 

July 1942 – In Scotland, military scientists start testing anthrax as a possible agent of 
biological warfare. 
 
26th July 1942 - Sweets rationed. 

19th August 1942 – The Dieppe Raid – British and Canadian forces invade German-occupied 
Dieppe in northern France.  

8th November 1942 – Operation Torch sees British and American troops invade French 
North Africa.  
 
November 1942 – The Beveridge Report, which would go on to form the basis of the 1945 
Labour Party manifesto, is published arguing for a system of social insurance from ‘the 
cradle to the grave’.   
 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 



Games to get the juices flowing  
 
This set of warm-ups helps you to think about the words you use and how we can describe 
things.  
 
 
It’s Tough at The Top 
 
Sit in a circle with about a metre between each participant.  
 
The original version of this game uses names from a pack of cards to denote the highest to 
lowest position – counting from 2, through to Jack and up to Ace as the highest.  
 
In this version, we are going to use ranks from the British Army.  
 
Choose a random person to be at the top – they are named Colonel. The person to their left 
is the Lieutenant-Colonel, to their left is Major, and then the Captain.  
 
From this point, the rest of the circle are numbered. If there are another eight people in the 
circle, they would count down from eight to one. Make sure the lowest number is sat next 
to the Colonel.  
 
Now to the game! The aim of this game is to become the Colonel, if at any point you make a 
mistake, you move to the position of the lowest number and everybody else would move up 
one space. For example, the Colonel would begin by saying:  
 
“Colonel to Captain” 
 
The Captain would then say:  
 
“Captain to One” 
 
And One would say: 
 
“One to Three” 
 
“Three to Major”  
 
Any person can say any number or name they wish. This continues until somebody makes a 
mistake. Let’s imagine that the Major makes a mistake.  
 
The Major would move to the number One position of the circle and the rest of the 
company would move up one place; Captain would become Major, number Eight would 
become Captain, Seven would become Eight and so on.  
 
It’s Really Tough at The Top 



This bonus round can be played at any point in the game (it’s especially good if there’s not 
much movement in the upper ranks and you need to make it more challenging!).  
 
Using the people who are in the top four spots – Colonel, Lieutenant Colonel, Major, 
Captain – have a super speedy round until one person is out! Once somebody is out, they 
must move to position “One” and the rest of the company move up one space.  
 
TEACHER TIP: Be strict about getting people out. Once the group have got how the game 
works, you can keep the speed up by not allowing hesitation or “erm”s.  
 
 
Describe That Face!  
 
TEACHER TIP: To help this game along, print out pictures of famous people before the 
session begins, make sure there is enough for one per person.  
 
Split the company into two teams.  
 
Each person in both teams receives a picture of a famous person – they must keep their 
person a secret from the rest of their team.  
 
As a Company, give yourselves thirty seconds to write down a description of the face (keep 
the description secret, too!). The rule is that you are not allowed to describe the face using 
physical descriptors – you cannot say “they have brown eyes and curly hair” – instead use 
more poetic language “they’re eyes are like deep pools and they have hair which reminds 
me of cotton wool”.  
 
Here’s an example:  
 
Their face is soft and welcoming, like a warm fire on a cold night. Their eyes pierce right 
through you and but invite you in, as though they are endlessly interested in what you have 
to say.  
 
Can you guess who it is?  
 
Judi Dench, of course!  
 
Now to the game.  
 
Each team has one minute on the clock. One person stands up and describes their person 
whilst the rest of the team try to guess who it is. Once they have guessed correctly, the next 
person can go. Continue until the minute is up. Count how many correct answers they got; 
this is their score for Round 1.  
 
The next team then take their turn, getting through as many descriptions and guesses as 
they can in one minute.  
In the next round, each team has thirty seconds and in the final round just ten!  



 
At the end of the game, the team with the most correct descriptions is the winner!  
 
 
 
  



Research  
 
Desertion 
 
On 26th May 1939, Parliament passed the Military Training Act. This act introduced 
conscription for men aged 20 and 21 who were now required to undertake six months' 
military training. On the outbreak of the Second World War, Parliament passed The National 
Service (Armed Forces) Act, under which all men between 18 and 41 were made liable for 
conscription. It was also announced that single men were called up before married men. 
The registration of all men in each age group in turn began on 21st October 1939 for those 
aged 20 to 23. By May 1940, registration had extended only as far as men aged 27 and did 
not reach those aged 40 until June 1941. 
 
Provision was made in the legislation for people to object to military service on moral 
grounds. Of the first batch of men aged 20 to 23, an estimated 22 in every 1000 objected 
and went before local military tribunals. The tribunals varied greatly in their attitudes 
towards conscientious objection to military service and the proportions totally rejected 
ranged from 6 per cent to 41 per cent. 
 
By the end of 1939 over one and a half million men had been recruited into the armed 
forces. Of these, 1,128,000 joined the British Army and the remainder were equally divided 
between the Royal Navy and the Royal Air Force. 
 
The easiest way to avoid conscription was to ignore the summons to register for National 
Service. As a result of a shortage of people to enforce attendance, this method of avoiding 
the joining of the armed forces was highly effective. Another method was to hire a man who 
had already failed his medical, to impersonate you in front of the medical board. Jack Brack 
was rejected as unfit for service because of an enlarged heart. A few months later he was 
arrested and charged with impersonating eight different men at military medical boards. It 
was discovered in court that one man, a master tailor, had paid Brack £200 (£8,000 in 
today's money) for this work. 
 
There was also a good market in buying forged medical discharge certificates. In May 1940 
the police in London were investigating four gangs selling these certificates. Some doctors 
were willing to issue false medical certificates to friends and relatives. An investigation 
carried out by the General Medical Council resulted in several doctors being struck off for 
"infamous conduct". Others did it for profit. One doctor from London was found guilty of 
charging a man £367.10s. (£14,700) for his certificate. Dr. William St. John Sutton of Stepney 
developed a scheme of selling certificates exempting men from duty. When he was 
arrested, he was found with 700 forged certificates. 
 
Desertion from the armed forces was a common problem. At one stage in the war there 
were over 24,500 men who were wanted for desertion. At the end of 1941 the government 
ordered a "round-up" of deserters. When police raided a Plymouth funfair, they discovered 
that almost two-thirds of adult males checked did not have identity cards. However, before 
the men could be arrested someone let off a smoke bomb and they all escaped. 
 



Deserters often resorted to crime in order to survive without identity cards or ration books. 
One of the most shocking crimes committed be deserters during the war was looting from 
bombed houses. In the first eight weeks of the London Blitz a total of 390 cases of looting 
was reported to the police. 
The Lord Mayor of London suggested that notices should be posted throughout the city, 
reminding the population that looting was punishable by hanging or shooting. However, the 
courts continued to treat this crime leniently. When a gang of army deserters were 
convicted of looting in Kent the judge handed down sentences ranging from five years' 
penal servitude to eight years' hard labour. Some critics pointed out that Nazi 
Germany suffered less from this crime as looters were routinely executed for the offence. 
 
The problem of desertion continued after the war. On 29th March 1950 Emanuel Shinwell, 
the Minister of Defence, announced in the House of Commons that there were still 19,477 
absentees: 1,267 were from the Royal Navy, 13,884 from the British Army and 4,366 from 
the Royal Air Force. 
 
(https://spartacus-educational.com/2WWdesertion.htm, 2020) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Devising Process 
 
Creating text  
 
By this point in the devising process, you should have a good idea of your characters, your 
story and your environment. Now let’s have a look at how you can develop text in an 
imaginative way.  
 
Much of the dialogue we hear in plays is straightforward conversation – this works really 
well for naturalistic theatre and helps the audience follow the story. But what happens if 
you want a scene which is more surreal or dream-like, or you want to break out of the scene 
and address the audience directly? 
 
Let’s look at some examples from the play series by Sharon Kanolik for Things to Do in A 
Blackout to explore the text she uses.  
 
Dead End Kids – Poetic text  
 

Maureen: Patsie-cake, patsie-cake, baker's man, bake me a cake as fast as you can- 
 

Patsie: Maureen, get a bloody move on. Can’t you hear the siren? 
 

The sound of footsteps, people rushing to the underground station shelter. 
 

Maureen: Pat it and prick it, and mark it with B, put it in the oven for- 
 

Patsie: Quiet. Sit down there on the train tracks where I can see you. (A beat) ‘Scuse me, sir? 
Sir? I’m here to volunteer. 

 
Marshall: Name? 

 
Maureen: Pat-sie- cake- 

 
Patsie: Quiet, Mo. Patsie. Patsie Duggan.(Beat) Patsie Duggan. Designed and delivered in the 
East End. Lion of the streets, crocodile of the docks, made of cotton and petrol, Stepney and 

Wapping, oil and sulphur. Destined for greatness, soldier in the making, hero in waiting, 
weighed down by the potential of every invisible medal, by the ticking of the clock, every 

minute, every month, until the hands chime one and eight- 
 

 
 
 
 
This opening sets the style of text used throughout the play and highlights the childlike 
nature of the characters. Maureen begins with a popular children’s rhyme using her older 
brother’s name. After telling her to be quiet, Patsie himself begins to speak in a more 
mature version of rhyme.  



Questions to consider: 
 What effect could the rhymes have on the audience?  
 What do the rhymes tell us about the characters?  
 How do the rhymes hint at the story about to unfold?  

 
 
Aida and Alfie – Monologues  
 
Aida and Alfie tells the story of a couple who abuse their position in the fire service for their 
own ends.  
 

Aida: But imagine, I’m twenty two years old, living the prime of my life, not bad looking if I 
do say so myself, touch of rustic grimy charm about me and the gift of the gab, we’d been at 

war with them Germans two long bloody years and then I get the call to serve. In His 
Majesty’s fire service, nonetheless, they thought, rightly, time to get the girls in. My first day 
of training, I’m stood in front of the mirror in the front room, my helmet - weighs about the 

same as the crown bloody jewels - trousers, jacket, wellington boots. 
 

… 
 

Alfie: It was my first week too and I have to tell you, I wasn’t feeling too happy about it. 
Puking in the lav every morning at the prospect of going into fires. See, I managed to get 

injured in my first week of army service, accidentally shot me self in the shin in training, put 
me out for months and for some reason, they didn’t invite me back… 

 
Aida and Alfie uses monologues and direct address (speaking directly to the audience) to tell 
much of the story. The monologues are interspersed with dialogue from other characters 
and between the two protagonists to keep the form varied and allow for extra scenes.  
 
Questions to consider: 

 What are the benefits of using monologues and direct address?  
 How can you develop a monologue to keep the audience interested?  
 How can you incorporate other characters into a monologue? 

 
 
 
A Tonic – Narration  
 
In A Tonic, we follow Dr Sutton who helps young men get out of going to war whilst also 
helping himself to some of their cash. 
 

Agnes: Doctor? Can you take a look at my daughter next? She’s gotten awful thin. 
 

William: Alright. (Pause) The little girl is rather skinny, the exact opposite of her mother, 
who’s haircut and stature reminds me of a rare breed of Highland Cattle I once saw on one 

of my pre-war explorations. How’s she’s managed to achieve that in war time, I do not 
know. (Beat) Let’s have a look at you, then, young lady. And what’s your name? 



 
Lucy: Lucy. 

 
William: Lucy, what does that mean, then? 

 
Lucy: Means light. 

 
William: Even in a Blackout? How charming. (Beat) I somehow magically block out the 

sounds of the hundreds of people sleeping and conversing on the tracks and the platform. 
 

The sound of a heartbeat. 
 

I concentrate solely on the rhythm of Lucy’s heart, the beat marches in and out of my 
stethoscope. Strong. 

 
In a lot of theatre, especially naturalism, a fourth wall is established at the beginning of the 
piece – if we imagine that a stage has three walls (one at the back and two at the side),  the 
audience become the “fourth wall” – this helps create the world of the piece and allows 
things to happen in that world which might not be able to happen in the real world. In A 
Tonic, the Doctor breaks this fourth wall by speaking directly to the audience and narrating 
the play.  
 
Questions to consider:  
 

 How can breaking the fourth wall help the audience create a connection with the 
Doctor?  

 What happens to the rest of the onstage world when the Doctor breaks the fourth 
wall?  

 How does breaking the fourth wall help the audience understand more about the 
world he lives in?  

 
Now it’s your turn!  
 
Choose one of the styles of dialogue and improvise a scene using it – you can keep coming 
back to this style to give your play continuity and a stylistic theme the audience can follow 
throughout. 
 
COMPANY TIP: Use a ball in the improv to keep the scene flowing – whoever has the ball 
has to speak, if you do not have the ball, your character has to keep quiet. This can work 
particularly well for creating poetic language. Each person can say two lines which rhyme 
before passing the ball to somebody else.  
 
Once you have developed a style you like that works for your performance, rehearse again. 
Make sure you film what you do so you can write it down to make a script. Once you have 
your script, take out your big red pen and EDIT – cut out the words that don’t help tell the 
story or give more detail about the characters.  
 



GCSE Extension 
 
In your logbook, it’s important to analyse the work you’re doing. Be specific about why you 
have chosen the style of text you did; saying that you liked it isn’t enough. Explain how it 
helps tell the story or sets the scene. For instance, in A Tonic, the fact that the Doctor is the 
only person to break the fourth wall emphasises how in control he is of his world.  
 
Have a look at this example:  
 
(See annotated example attached) 
 
 
The more you say what you’re doing, why you’re doing it and the effect it has, the better!  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



The Interview 
 
Things to Do in A Blackout is all about making sense of heritage; Stewart is a workshop 
facilitator for Bounce Theatre. 
 
How do you make sure heritage plays a key role in the writing sessions you led as part of 
Things to Do in A Blackout? 
 
In a way, Bounce Theatre has made it very easy for me as they have built up this huge 
archive of heritage materials – some of it shared or culled from the National Crime Archives, 
and some first-person interviews with elders who lived through the Second World War.  
 
To start with, before we started any writing sessions with the group, we had this huge bank 
of information to go through and inspire us. Within the sessions themselves, I was lucky to 
work with Henry Mendoza who has been actively involved in gathering the research, and we 
naturally fell into a double act in which I would offer some writing provocations, games, 
exercises to get us warmed up and get our imaginations working and then Henry would take 
the virtual Zoom floor and share some of his research. We picked things we felt talked to 
some of the experiences of the writers as young people living in 2020 during these months 
of lockdown, or we’d select something that would contrast with the conventional narrative 
of the Second World War which again spoke to the present day. Henry and I become very 
interested in the involvement of Black G.Is and Commonwealth soldiers from Africa, South-
Asia, and the Caribbean - we wanted to centre some of our workshops around those stories, 
and with the uprisings in America in the wake of the killing of George Floyd, we felt it was 
really important to offer them to the young writers if they felt that was useful.  
 
To return to your first question, we made sure heritage was included by dedicating a section 
of the workshop to it and also through the careful selection of reminiscences or events that 
might be new to the young writers or might speak to their experiences.   
 
When making work about the past, how do you approach your use of language – in terms of 
dialects, vernacular, language delivery, and melding that with modern-day vernaculars? 
 
This project has always had a foot in two camps; Louise [Pendry, the Artistic Director] has 
always wanted us to honour the experiences of the past but also discuss the writers’ 
present-day experiences to really create a dialogue between the past and the present. In 
that sense, we’ve used a lot of license in employing contemporary speech and melding it 
with colloquialisms of the past and being quite unashamed about doing that. I note that 
writers throughout history have always leaned on the way we communicate today, or their 
today, so I’ve not wanted to present a rule to our writers that’s different from theirs. We’ve 
taken a pretty expansionist, inclusive view of what language we could use, but saying that 
we’ve enjoyed leaning on the particularities of speech from the wartime years. We’ve 
offered the writers examples of direct speech from people interviewed at the time but also 
primary examples in the form of propaganda posters, contemporary slogans, even letters 
home, and like magpies, the young writers have taken the treasure from the present and 
the past.  
 



Looking at theatre and creative writing more generally, what do you look for in effective 
dialogue?  
 
I can make blanket pronouncements about dialogue having to be witty or economical - 
there are personal prejudices that I have that are really down to taste… but what I feel safer 
saying is that in theatre and other forms of writing there are two forms of dialogue really. 
There’s the dialogue between the characters, what is said, uttered or spoken in the play, but 
there’s also the dialogue that you want to happen after the play, between the audience 
members; the life of the play, the issues and problems posed should have a continuing life 
and the audience should have an active involvement in resolving some of those things.   
 
My ideal model of dialogue leaves a lot of space for the audience – it gives them just enough 
of everything but also gives them space to either join the dots or make their own decisions – 
space to really engage with the matter of the story and hopefully stay with the characters 
and keep thinking about it years into the future. I still consider things I saw as a child: some 
of the best work, and actually some of the worst, really stays with you! Speaking personally 
now, I appreciate dialogue that’s got a crispness to it, a spikiness, but it depends play to play 
or story to story, what that particular plot or characters need. Even as I start talking about 
my personal tastes, I feel unsafe to generalise as I think I probably change my mind 
according to what I’m talking about! 
 
Do you have a favourite play which uses language in an interesting or unusual way? 
 
Two writers come to mind. The first is Edward Bond’s play Saved from the 1960s. In some 
respects, the world it depicts is changed, and in others, the problems that it grapples with 
are still with us. I think the thing that is very distinct about it is that it is set in South-East 
London, it follows the lives of one young man and one young woman and their extended 
family and friendship group. They have a fairly limited job and life prospects but are still 
trying to find positive and fulfilling ways of enjoying their life and engaging with the world, a 
world which seems stacked against them. What I find so bracing and exciting about the way 
this play is written is that the dialogue is placed phonetically on the page, so you’re 
confronted with a really lived-in, direct experience of South-East London slang, accents, 
turns of phrase, and rhythms of speech. It bypasses the head. Trying to make sense of it on 
the page… you have to speak it, to sit in it, to tune into the particularities of it. It’s quite 
parred back and stark, it has these hammering rhythms back and forth. It’s sometimes quite 
deliberately brutal on the ear. To me, all these things make it very powerful. Looking back to 
my own writing, I appreciate how he [Bond] wanted to place a working-class vernacular, not 
in the quotation marks of previous writers, but to really celebrate it, to place it centre stage.  
 
For similar reasons, a more contemporary writer that I really think about is debbie tucker 
green, who for similar reasons has committed to the speech of Black British and Afro-
Caribbean diaspora people and really tries to honour the rhythms, the language, the 
particularities of those communities. I return to her work again and again, I find it an infinite 
well of inspiration for me in thinking about how to do justice to characters or communities I 
might be writing about. Also thinking about the stories we want to tell and the people we 
choose to elevate by dint of putting them onstage. It’s been a real touchstone to me. I owe 
her an enormous debt of gratitude as a writer.  



APPENDIX 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A TONIC (Radio Play) 
 

Written by  
Sharon Kanolik 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Characters: 
 
WILLIAM SUTTON (30s): Male, RP accent 
 
GRACE SUTTON (30): Female, RP accent 
 
PEGGY RYE (22): Female, Cockney 
 
TEDDY THORNE (18): Male, Cockney 
 
WALTER CASSIDY (39): Male, RP accent 
 
LARRY MADELY (28): Male, Cockney/RP accent 
 
LUCY EMBERTON (7): Female, Cockney 
 
AGNES EMBERTON (38): Female, Cockney 
 
FRANK EMBERTON (17): Male, Cockney 
 
MARY (20): Female, Cockney 
 
REBECCA KAMMERLING (30s): Female, German, Jewish 



 
(1) INT: LONDON UNDERGROUND PLATFORM 

FX: THE SOUND OF JAZZ MUSIC AND LOTS OF PEOPLE. 
 
AGNES:  Doctor? Can you take a look at my daughter 

next? She’s gotten awful thin. 
 
WILLIAM:  Alright. (PAUSE)  

 
(TO AUDIENCE) The little girl is rather skinny, 
the exact opposite of her mother, who’s haircut 
and stature reminds me of a rare breed of 
Highland cattle I once saw on one of my pre-war 
explorations. How’s she’s managed to achieve 
that in wartime, I do not know. (BEAT) 
 
Let’s have a look at you, then, young lady. And 
what’s your name? 

 
LUCY:   Lucy.  
 
WILLIAM:   Lucy. What does that mean, then? 
 
LUCY:   Means light. 
 
WILLIAM:  Even in a Blackout? How charming. (BEAT)  
 

(TO AUDIENCE) I somehow magically block out the 
sounds of the hundreds of people sleeping and 
conversing on the tracks and the platform.  

 
FX: THE SOUND OF A HEARTBEAT. 

 
I concentrate solely on the rhythm of Lucy’s 
heart, the beat marches in and out of my 
stethoscope. (BEAT) 
 
Strong.   

 
AGNES:   That’s good, innit Luce? 
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) The child smiles obligingly. I 

notice a patch of dirt on her forehead, slender 
like a small island, the after-effects of her 
day. I take a cloth and remove the brown.  

 
I hope you don’t mind, Lucy, you won’t miss 
that, will you? 

 
LUCY:   (LAUGHS) Nah, mister.  



 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) I spray the child’s throat with 

some disinfectant.  
 
AGNES:   D’you think she’s alright? Not too skinny? 
 
WILLIAM:   One might say, small but mighty. She’s fine. 
 
AGNES:   Doctor, would you look at my son too? 
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) A slender lad has appeared by the 

woman’s side. His cap is lop-sided and he 
ruffles Lucy’s hair.  

 
Of course, how old are you? 

 
FRANK:   Seventeen, sir. 
 
WILLIAM:   A fine age. 
 
FRANK:   I’ll be called up soon. In the New Year. 
 
LUCY:   He's the man of the house. 
 
FRANK:   Lucy. 
 
WILLIAM:   At seventeen? (TO AUDIENCE) The boy swallows. 
 
AGNES:  They lost their father. And their brothers too. 

(BEAT) It’s been a hard winter.  
 

FX: THE SOUND OF A HEARTBEAT. 
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) Frank’s heartbeat dances and 

gallops underneath the stethoscope.  
 

Steady as a ship. That’s a strong heart too, 
young man.  

 
FRANK:   Thank you, sir. 
 
WILLIAM:   Just keep up with their fruit and veg. 
 
MOTHER:   Can’t get our hands on much of that. 
 
WILLIAM:  I suspect because you’re eating all of the 

food? 
 
MOTHER:   I beg your- 
 



WILLIAM:  Just a joke. Have these to start. (TO AUDIENCE) 
I take two apples from my pocket and place them 

WILLIAM  
(CONT): in the child’s grubby paws. Have a wonderful 

evening.  
 

(2) INT: HAMMERSMITH PALAIS DE DANSE, LONDON 

FX: THE SOUND OF A DRUM BEAT AND JAZZ MUSIC.  
 

(TO AUDIENCE) The band at the Palais are 
playing jazz from across the pond quite 
competently for once. I swig on a scotch at the 
bar and scan the room. (BEAT) No. No. No. An 
elegant looking blonde standing by the door 
with a friend who resembles a scarecrow.  

 
PEGGY:   What, can I do for you, then? 
 
WILLIAM:  I suspect that you’re bored by your friend’s 

limited conversation and most of the chaps in 
this room.  

 
PEGGY:   That’s a bit rude, innit? 
 
WILLIAM:  But correct? In any case, I’ve come to offer 

you a dance.  
 
PEGGY:   Erm. I’m not sure- 
 
WILLIAM:  Put simply, there’s nothing for you to lose and 

everything for you to gain. Shall we? (PAUSE)  
 

(TO AUDIENCE) Luckily as well as being the most 
attractive woman in the room, she’s also a good 
mover. Like most of the others, she sings along 
to the songs, which is rather jarring. 

 
PEGGY:   Don’t you like singing?  
 
WILLIAM:  No. (TO AUDIENCE) I spin her halfway across the 

room hoping for a change in the conversation.  
 
PEGGY:   Are you a soldier? 
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) They always like soldiers. I play 

along.  
 

Yes, I am. I’m a Major, back on leave at the 
moment. Who knows where I’ll be next. 

 



PEGGY:   Oh gosh. Have you ever killed a man? 
 
WILLIAM:  Hundreds of them. It was agonising. But of 

course, I did it for our country.  
 

(3) INT/EXT: WILLIAM’S DREAM 

FX: THE JAZZ MUSIC ENDS. THE TICKING OF A 
CLOCK. 

 
GRACE:  I never understand why you don’t tell them who 

you really are. 
 
WILLIAM:   Why would I do that?  
 
GRACE:   No one will get to know the real you. 
 
WILLIAM:   You know the real me.  
 
GRACE:   But I’m not really here. 
 
WILLIAM:  Yes you are. (BEAT) (TO AUDIENCE) In tonight’s 

dream Grace is wearing her wedding dress and 
we’re back on our village green.  

 
GRACE:   You’re stirring.  
 
WILLIAM:   (TO AUDIENCE) I try to walk to her.  

 
Hang on. I miss you.  

 
GRACE:   I’ll be back soon. 
 
WILLIAM:   Hang on.  
 

(4) INT: WILLIAM’S BEDROOM 

FX: THE SOUND OF AN ALARM CLOCK RINGING. 
 

(TO AUDIENCE) Grace fades and when I open my 
eyes I realise I’m in my own bed. I smell of 
last night and my head is buzzing. Besides my 
bed my medical bag is staring up at me, the 
scars on the wall still angry from when the 
house was hit. Time to begin. 
 

(5) INT: WILLIAM’S OFFICE 

 
WALTER:   I’m Walter, Walter Cassidy. 
  
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) The boy is turned out like an 

adolescent bank manager in a hat and suit, 



spots on his cheeks like tiny craters giving 
his age away. He holds out a hand and shakes 
mine firmly. 

  
WALTER:   Thank you for seeing me, Doctor. 
  
WILLIAM:   And you’re based in. Hampstead? 
  
WALTER:   Yes. 
  
WILLIAM:   What brings you to the East End? 
  
WALTER:  Well, Dr Sutton, you came so highly. 

Recommended. 
  
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) I smile and take a sip of 

cordial.  
 

Goodness, talk like that will make me blush. 
(BEAT) And how can I help you today Mr Cassidy? 

  
WALTER:  Well Doctor, I seem to be having a problem with 

my right knee. 
  
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) I cast my mind back three minutes 

ago when this young whippersnapper sprung into 
my office. (BEAT)  

 
What seems to be the issue? 

  
WALTER:  It’s an intense pain, sometimes I can feel it 

from my hip all the way down my leg. It’s been 
with me for some time now, it’s stopping me 
from doing so many things. I can’t even play 
cricket anymore. 

  
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) The boy holds his knee and looks 

up at me like a wounded cocker spaniel. I 
decide to have a little fun. (BEAT)  

 
I’m so sorry to hear that Mr Cassidy, you must 
be greatly. Distressed. How about I investigate 
that knee, let’s take a look. 

  
WALTER:   Erm. Yes sure.  
 
WILLIAM:   Why don’t you stand up here for me? 
 
WALTER:   You mean- 
  

FX: THE SOUND OF A KNOCK AND A DOOR OPENING. 



 
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) A knock and before I’ve had the 

chance to answer, another suited man strides 
in, a silver haired shinier version of Walter 
with an even firmer handshake. 

  
ANTHONY:  My apologies Doctor Sutton, I intended to 

arrive earlier but had some urgent business to 
attend to. Anthony Cassidy. 

  
WALTER:   My father. 
 
ANTHONY:  Thank you so much for looking at Walter’s poor 

flailing knee. 
  
WILLIAM:  You’re quite welcome. (BEAT) (TO AUDIENCE) 

There’s something so familiar about this chap.  
 
ANTHONY:   Are you a parent, Dr Sutton? 
 
WILLIAM:   Not as yet, sir. 
 
ANTHONY:  Oh, well then you have all of this to look 

forward to. The fun, the pride. But also the 
concern, whether it’s about academia, jobs, bad 
knees. (BEAT) It really is a problem. Having 
such a weakness. 

  
WILLIAM:   (TO AUDIENCE) Have I met him somewhere before? 
  
ANTHONY:  And really such a weakness could derail 

Walter’s entire life. 
  
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) Or seen his face in a newspaper? 

The Times maybe. 
  
ANTHONY:  As a concerned parent, I of course don’t want 

to put any additional pressure on that knee. 
  
WILLIAM:   (TO AUDIENCE) Surrounded by other men in suits. 
 
ANTHONY:  With any extra activities. Sports, leisure 

walks, gardening. I don’t even think he should 
be participating in those. 

  
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) In parliament. I’ve seen him in a 

picture in parliament. 
  



ANTHONY:  Let alone anything more extreme. And with his 
eighteenth birthday approaching, naturally I 
want to manage everyone’s expectations of what 

ANTHONY  
(CONT): Walter can achieve. Even during this very. 

Challenging time, for our country. (PAUSE) 
  
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) I sit back in my chair and smile.  
 

And how might I assist you with that, Mr 
Cassidy?  

  
ANTHONY:  A note from someone as highly regarded as 

yourself would be essential. In protecting 
Walter’s knees. (BEAT) 

  
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) He produces an envelope and 

places it on my desk. 
  
ANTHONY:  We know how hard you doctors are working during 

this time. This is just a token of our 
appreciation. For everything that you do. 

  
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) I look inside the envelope and 

count its contents. (BEAT)  
 

Mr Cassidy, I understand your concern for your 
son, you’re doing what any caring father would 
do. And I’m flattered by your gratitude, it’s 
so. Kind of you. As you mention, medics are 
extremely stretched these days. So in order to 
do my job well, I would just need a little 
more… Gratitude… from you, on this occasion. 
(Beat)  
 
(TO AUDIENCE) I smile again and enjoy the 
silence lounging in the air. (PAUSE) Cassidy 
clears his throat, produces another envelope 
from his pocket and slips it beside the first 
one. I look inside and smile again.  
 
Mr Cassidy, I am once again taken aback by your 
generosity. And I’m feeling almost ready to put 
pen to paper. (BEAT) There’s just one other 
thing. Mr Cassidy. It’s always a pleasure to 
meet one of our representatives in parliament 
and one that takes his duty as a parent so 
seriously. And I know that, as a public figure, 
managing your worry for your son will require a 
little more delicacy than the average chap. A 
little more discretion on my part, so to speak, 



as a medical professional. And with the strain 
on my workload, I would just require some added 
assistance from you. A little sprinkling of 
additional gratitude, to help me do my job. 
(BEAT)  
 
(TO AUDIENCE) I take a sip of cordial and smile 
again at the Cassidys. 

  
WALTER:   Why, you- 
  
ANTHONY:   Walter. (PAUSE) 
  
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) He takes a wodge of notes from 

his waistcoat pocket and places it on my desk. 
(PAUSE)  

 
Oh, Mr Cassidy. (BEAT) This really is so 
generous. 

  
(6) EXT: WILLIAM’S STREET, LONDON 

 
(TO AUDIENCE) I step out of the house, the 
envelope containing every pound of Mr Cassidy’s 
thanks, snug as a bug in my side pocket. I 
watch the sky soften and pink as the sun begins 
to set, silhouettes of Stepney rooftops 
standing tall. Grace and I only intended to 
come here for a year, now it has been ten. Two 
without her. I knock on the door of the 
Kammerling house. 

  
REBECCA  
KAMMERLING:  What d’you want? 
  
WILLIAM:  Scotch and cigarettes. (BEAT) (TO AUDIENCE) I 

hand over the money. The black of the evening 
is creeping in and I hope tonight will be a 
peaceful one. (BEAT) 

 
Give me some fruit please. Apples. Whatever you 
have. 
 

(7) EXT: LONDON UNDERGROUND STATION 

 
(TO AUDIENCE) I find myself back at the 
entrance at Bethnal Green. Well, it’s on the 
way to the Palais.  
 

(8) INT: LONDON UNDERGROUND STATION 



 
WILLIAM  
(CONT): (TO AUDIENCE) I take out my stethoscope and 

disinfectant spray and start to do the rounds. 
I keep looking for them and eventually find 
Lucy, Frank and their bovine mother sleeping on 
the platform. There’s another patch of dirt on 
the top of Lucy’s head. I place some apples at 
her feet. (PAUSE)  

  
GRACE:   You’re a good person.  
 

(9) INT/EXT: WILLIAM’S DREAM 

 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) In tonight’s dream Grace stands 

in an apple orchard. (BEAT)  
 

It’s not about being good or bad. (BEAT)  
 
(TO AUDIENCE) She throws golden deliciouses my 
way. 

 
GRACE:   You pretend to be one when you’re the other. 
 
WILLIAM:  I can be both. Everyone can be. (BEAT) (TO 

AUDIENCE) I struggle to catch each apple, and 
as they drop to the ground I see I’m standing 
on a carpet of fruit. (BEAT)  

 
(TO AUDIENCE) Grace, why is all of the fruit on 
the floor? 

 
GRACE:   A hurricane came and blew everything away.  
 
WILLIAM:   (TO AUDIENCE) I hear the sound of an explosion. 
 
GRACE:   Here it comes again. 
 

(10) INT: LONDON UNDERGROUND STATION 

 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) When I wake up I am in a shelter 

I don’t recognise, a bottle of scotch by my 
side with people I don’t know. I reach for my 
medial bag, pick myself off the floor.  

 
(11) INT: WILLIAM’S OFFICE 

FX: THE SOUND OF A DOOR OPENING AND THE TICKING 
OF A CLOCK. 

 
 



WILLIAM 
(CONT):  Mr Larry Madely? 
 
LARRY:   Thank you, doc. 
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) The chap trundles into my office, 

colliding with the door and nearly hurdling 
over the chair. Is he drunk? Or just an idiot? 
Perhaps both? (BEAT)  

 
Is everything alright, Mr Madely? 

 
LARRY:   Oh gosh doc, no it ain’t. 
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) I glance at Mr Madely’s notes. A 

38-year-old male from Stepney. I glance at the 
chap in front of me. Skin the colour of spam 
and hair like a domestic mop, this man isn’t a 
day over 25. What seems to be the problem? 

 
LARRY:   It’s my sight, doc. It’s going. 
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) He looks at my shoulder as he 

speaks.  
 

Oh goodness, that must be so difficult.  
 
LARRY:  It’s terrible, doc. I got pain, headaches, 

sometimes nausea.  
 
WILLIAM:  I see. (TO AUDIENCE) I take out my pen.  
 

And how long has this been going on for, Mr 
Madely? 

 
LARRY:   Weeks, sir. 
 
WILLIAM:   Only weeks? 
 
LARRY:   I mean months, doctor. Months.  
 
WILLIAM:   Right. (BEAT)  
 
LARRY:  Although, when I really think about it. It’s 

probably been years.  
 
WILLIAM:  Years. What a travesty. And from looking at 

your file, I see that your age is?  
 
 

(PAUSE) WILLIAM CLEARS HIS THROAT. 



 
LARRY:   Thirty. Eight. 
 
WILLIAM:  Thirty-eight. Gosh, you are blessed with 

youthful looks, Mr Madely. 
 
LARRY:   Thank you. Doctor. (BEAT) It runs in my family. 
 
WILLIAM:   Does it? 
 
LARRY:  Yes. My mother. Is sixty. Doesn’t look a day 

over fifty. 
 
WILLIAM:   How extraordinary. 
 
LARRY:   She is. It is.  
 
WILLIAM:  And I see from your file, Mr Madely, that 

you’re born in August. How lovely, a summer 
month. And that would make your star sign a? 

 
LARRY:   I’m a. Libra. Doctor.  
 
WILLIAM:  Oh, but of course, a Libra. Although a Libra 

falls in the October month.  
 
LARRY:  Yes, because I am actually, a Leo. Me brain’s 

gone today, Doc, you know how it is. 
 
WILLIAM:   As well as your eyesight? 
 
LARRY:   Yes both.  
 
WILLIAM:  What a palava, Mr Madely! I’ve always been so 

fascinated by astrology, tell me, do you share 
the common characteristics of those born under 
the Leo sign? 

 
LARRY:   Yes, I do. I’m very. (BEAT) Stable.  
 
WILLIAM:   What an admirable trait.  
 
LARRY:   Doc, about this eye. 
 
WILLIAM:   Yes.  
 
LARRY:   I’m a Bevan Boy. 
 
WILLIAM:   You’ve been called up for coal mining? 
 



LARRY:  Yes sir. Well, with me sight like this. I won’t 
be any good in the dark underground. 

 
WILLIAM:   Or could it be the best place for you? 
 
LARRY:   Sorry, sir? 
 
WILLIAM:  With no pun intended, I see your conundrum, Mr 

Madely.  
 
LARRY:  That’s terrific, doc, if you’d be able to write 

me a letter. For the government.  
 
William:  I’m sure I could, Mr Madely. I would just need 

a little added incentive. Given that, you are 
in fact. Not Mr Madely. (PAUSE)  

 
LARRY:   I… 
 
WILLIAM:  I know that you’re about to attempt to convince 

me otherwise. But I think we’d both save some 
precious time and energy without going through 
that ordeal, Mr. Sorry, what should I call you? 
(PAUSE) (TO AUDIENCE) The chap brushes his hand 
through his mop hair and has a good look around 
the room before finally making eye contact with 
me for the first time. 

 
(LARRY NOW SWITCHES TO AN RP ACCENT.) 

 
LARRY:   Liddikar. Stanley Liddikar.  
 
WILLIAM:  A charming name, nice to meet you, Mr Liddikar. 

Are you a professional actor, or is this 
something of a hobby? 

 
LARRY:  I trained for three years at the Central School 

of Speech Training and Dramatic Art.  
 
WILLIAM:  How wonderful, I do love the theatre. And what 

a performance from you this morning, Mr 
Liddikar, so much there as a foundation. And so 
much to. Expand on.  

 
LARRY:  Look Doctor, I’m being paid to do this. I have 

to give Madely his note.  
 
WILLIAM:  And rightly so. We all must do what we can for 

each other during this time. Including myself.  
(BEAT) But given what I now know, I will need 



some extra incentive for my assistance with 
this. 

 
LARRY:   Right. (PAUSE) 
 
WILLIAM:  I smile and take a sip of cordial. Did you 

mention you’re being paid a fee, Mr Liddikar?  
 

(12) INT: HAMMERSMITH PALAIS DE DANSE, LONDON 

FX: THE SOUND OF A CHRISTMAS TUNE BEING PLAYED 
BY A JAZZ BAND  

 
PEGGY:  I’m very complicated, you see, I’ve got one of 

them, enquiring minds. 
 
WILLIAM:  No doubt you do. (TO AUDIENCE) I’m standing at 

the bar of the Palais and a blonde who’s name I 
can’t remember is telling me her life story. It 
already feels like it’s lasted a lifetime and 
we’re still in the early years. I knock back my 
sixth scotch and light up a cigarette when I 
see her from across the room. The same dark 
curls, eyes and height.  

 
Excuse me.  
 
(TO AUDIENCE) My heart accelerates and I 
clamber across the dancefloor, her back is 
turned and I tap on her shoulder. (BEAT)  
 
Grace? (TO AUDIENCE) She’s in conversation, and 
I turn her towards me.  
 
Grace?! 

 
MARY:   Excuse me? Do I know you?  
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) Her eyes are the wrong shape and 

from the bar I couldn’t see that her hair is a 
reddish shade.  

 
MARY:   Are you alright? 
 
WILLIAM:  I’m sorry. I thought you were. I thought. 

(PAUSE) 
 
MARY:   Please don’t cry. 
 
WILLIAM:   I. I’m not. (PAUSE) Merry Christmas.  
 



 
FX: THE SOUND OF THE JAZZ BAND INCREASES AND 
THEN FADES.  
 

(13) INT/EXT: WILLIAM’S DREAM 

FX: THE SOUND OF AN APPLE BEING BITTEN INTO. 
 
GRACE:   How does it taste? 
 
WILLIAM:   Delicious. Sweet and tangy. 
 
GRACE:   Let’s have a bite. 
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) I pass the apple to her. We are 

back in the orchard, Grace wearing her wedding 
dress again. We sit for a while, sharing the 
apple, bite by bite, the breeze on our skin. 
(BEAT)  

 
What happened to the apples on the ground? The 
ones blown over by the hurricane? 

 
GRACE:   Swept up. Remember, you gave them away.  
 
WILLIAM:  So I did. (PAUSE) (TO AUDIENCE) Grace smiles 

and I realise we’ve finished the apple. (PAUSE)  
 
GRACE:   It’s nearly time to go. 
 
WILLIAM:   No. No, don’t leave.  
 
GRACE:  There are so many things you have left to do. 

My love. 
 
WILLIAM:  I can’t without you. (PAUSE) (TO AUDIENCE) The 

trees in the orchard are blooming, full of 
apples, red, green and yellow. Grace picks a 
green one and holds it in her palm.  

 
GRACE:   Yes you can.  
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) She puts her hand up to throw me 

the apple.  
 
GRACE:   Ready. Catch. 
 

(14) INT: WILLIAM’S BEDROOM 

 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) When I wake up I’m home again. I 

lie on my back, awake and rubbing my eyes. I  



WILLIAM 
(CONT):  look to the scars on the wall. Get up and grab 

my overcoat.  
 

(15) EXT: KAMMERLING HOUSE 

 
(TO AUDIENCE) Find myself back at the 
Kammerling house, knock on the door.  

 
REBECCA  
KAMMERLING:  It’s Christmas. What d’you want? 
 
WILLIAM:  Apples. All of your apples. Whatever fruit 

you’ve got. (BEAT) (TO AUDIENCE) I go to 
another house, and the basement of a pub, an 
alley, another house, and another, and another. 
The next night when I head to Bethnal Green 
station my pockets are weighed down. I walk up 
and down the tracks and the platform, quietly 
laying apples at sleeping children’s feet.  

 
(16) INT: WILLIAM’S OFFICE 

 
FX: THE SOUND OF A DOOR OPENING.  

 
TEDDY:   I’m Ted, Teddy Thorne. Edward. 
 
WILLIAM:  I’m pleased to meet you, Teddy. (BEAT) (TO 

AUDIENCE) The boy is pale, his eyes deep wells, 
shadows circling beneath them. (BEAT)  

 
How are you? 

 
TEDDY:   I heard you might be able to help me, sir.  
 
WILLIAM:   Did you now? 
 
TEDDY:   I’ve just had my birthday. 
 
WILLIAM:   Is that your eighteenth? 
 
TEDDY:   Yes. 
 
WILLIAM:   Happy Birthday. 
 

(TEDDY LAUGHS.) 
 

TEDDY:   I got my letter last week. 
 



WILLIAM:  I see. (PAUSE) (TO AUDIENCE) I hear a tap tap 
tapping and realise that Teddy’s feet are 
shuddering against the floor. (BEAT)  

 
I trust the letter wasn’t warmly received? 
(PAUSE) 

 
TEDDY:  My father served in the Great War. He can’t 

speak out about what he experienced. (PAUSE) 
Since the letter came, now he’s not eating or 
sleeping. And neither am I. (PAUSE) I know I 
should be braver. But… (PAUSE) 

 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) I take a glass, pour the boy some 

cordial. (BEAT)  
 

It’s lemon-flavoured. 
 
TEDDY:   Thank you.  
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) I punch into my typewriter whilst 

the boy drinks until the letter is finished. I 
sign the bottom, place it in an envelope and 
hand it to him. (PAUSE) His shoulders deflate. 

 
TEDDY:   Thank you.  
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) He hands me an envelope from his 

pocket and I gently brush it away. (BEAT)  
 

Spend it on something else. For your future. 
(PAUSE) (TO AUDIENCE) After he’s gone I sit at 
my desk, watching the light leave the day from 
my window. In a few more days it will be New 
Year. 1943. I pour myself another glass of 
cordial, savouring the taste, the sweetness and 
the sourness of lemon. The sweetness and the 
sourness of another orbit around the sun. I 
start typing again.   

 
(17) INT: LONDON UNDERGROUND STATION 

FX: THE SOUND OF AN AIR RAID SIREN, PEOPLE. 
 
WILLIAM 
(CONT): (TO AUDIENCE) I find them on the platform at 

Bethnal Green Station, the bovine mother, Frank 
and Lucy, all playing cards. I can tell they 
are surprised when I head over to them, but 
they still make a space for me. 

 



LUCY:   It’s the Doctor. 
 
AGNES:   Doctor Sutton. 
 
FRANK:   Hello, Sir. 
 
WILLIAM:  Good evening. (BEAT) (TO AUDIENCE) I loiter for 

a moment not wanting to dirty my suit, after 
all, it was handmade in the West End. 

 
AGNES:   Gonna sit down then, Doc? 
 
WILLIAM:   Thank you.  
 
LUCY:   Will you play cards with us? 
 
AGNES:  The doctor doesn’t have time for that, he’s 

busy. 
 
WILLIAM:  Forgive me if this is unwelcome. I turn to the 

boy. But I understand you’re about to turn 
eighteen? 

 
FRANK:   How d’you know? 
 
WILLIAM:  You told me some time ago. I have an excellent 

memory, it’s partly why I’m so intelligent, 
although I do have a range of other 
contributing skills. Anyway. (BEAT) I’ve taken 
the liberty of scribing you a letter. (BEAT) 
(TO AUDIENCE) I hand it to the mother. (BEAT)  

 
Should you decide that you might want to. 
Pursue other avenues, separate from military 
service. (BEAT) As we all know, the risks that 
come with serving in the line of duty, can be 
life altering. Or can even cost one's life.  

 
FRANK:   But, I want to serve. Every man has to.  
 
WILLIAM:  Believe me, they don’t. (PAUSE) (TO AUDIENCE) I 

pivot to the mother, she turns the letter over 
in her hands. (BEAT)  

 
FRANK:   It’s my duty.  
 
WILLIAM:  Absolutely. Just give it some thought. Your 

sister told me you’re the man of the house. 
When somebody dies, it has a profound effect. 
It is an immense loss, for those of us left 
behind. That can’t be replaced. (PAUSE) That’s 



WILLIAM  
(CONT): all I’ll say now, I’ll leave that for you to 

consider. 

AGNES:   Thank you, doctor. (PAUSE)  

WILLIAM:  Well, I’ll leave you to it. (TO AUDIENCE) I 
start to get up, Lucy tugs at my overcoat. 

LUCY:  D’you wanna play cards, mister? Could do with a 
fourth.  

AGNES:  Lucy. I’m sure the doctor’s got somewhere 
important to be. 

LUCY:   Oh, please. 

WILLIAM:  Well, er. I suppose I am rather a dab hand at a 
game of Rummy. Do you know that one? 

FRANK:   We can play Rummy.  

WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) I find myself gravitating, back 
down. 

FRANK:   Here doc, want some tea? 

WILLIAM:   Thank you.  

LUCY:   I’ll deal the cards. 

WILLIAM:   And how do I know you won’t cheat? 

LUCY:  You, don’t mister. All you can do is hope for 
the best. (BEAT) 

WILLIAM:  Well, yes. I suppose you’re quite right. 
(PAUSE) (TO AUDIENCE) Lucy shuffles the deck. 

LUCY:   Ready?  

 
 
 


