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This »lay opens in the ante-room of an operating
theatre of a large city hospitadl., It is a small
bare room, fitted with lockers, At one end is
an enamel washing basin. A door at one sidec
leads out onto a corridor leading to the lawns.
A second entrance opens into the operating
theatroe.

The time is about half-past two on a Saturday
afternoon. A murse stands by the half-open
door, looking out across the lawns. On the
largest of these, an old-fashioned steam
merry-go-round has been erected, for this is
the childrens' gala day. The croaking, jerky
music and the delighted shouts of the young-
sters penetrate even to this small room. The
nmurse, watching, smiles,

At the other end of the room, rinsing his
hands under the tap, is a middle-aged doctor.,
His face is dark and worried and as he reaches
for the towel, he glances irritably at the
open door.

(Fede up subducd crowd noise outside.
Mixed with this comes the sound ol

a waltz tune, "Blue Danube", jerking
to_a closc. For a moment, there

is silonce. This is brokenm by thec
distant voice of tho merry-go-round
proprictor calliing in & hoarse,
raucous tone. vcCome on, who's for
another ride? ...That's a brave littlc
man ..«.50 you want o ride on the
White horse, eh? ... There you sre,
thonl ... Come on, 1ittle woman, don't
be afraid., Now, then ... tWo more
wanted ... thal’s tho ideas Now,

here we go ageind Hold tight,
overybpody eees’ )

(There comecs the shrill peep of the
steam whistle. The bloring music
gasps into action againe 1t starts
3 slowly, jerkily, then gradually
a5, gathers spced until 1t spins along
: much faster than The usual tempo,.
with a mechanical rhythm that never
variatess It continucs for a Iew
seconds at this whirling, racing
specde )

(Sharply) DNurse. (No enswer) Nurse! Nurse
Gray.r

Sorry. I was watching tho merry-go-round.
Cursed thing! You can scarcely hear yourself
speak above that infernsl racket. Shut thet
door. :

A1l right.
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(Click of door shutting., Immediately
the sound of the children and the
music 0f the merry-go-round are hushed
t0 a low ecao tkat is Just audible
between pauses in the dialogue)

Heaven alone knows what possessed the directors
to dump that screaming contraption in the
hospital grounds! It's an outragel

Seems to be giving the children a lot of fun.

Yes? ‘ell, what is fun to children is murder
to over-worked doctors! Just as if we hadn't
enough to worry us without that thing blaring
away in our ears all dayl!

I know that we're terribly short-handed.

It's scandalous! I was celled at tén-thirty
to assist in that spinal operation in number
three., I had just time to bolt down a cup of
tea when I had to go down to Ward Double-A
and stand by that young woman ... what's her
name?

The pretty, dark-eyed girl? That's Mrs.
Stanley? How is she?

Her child should be born any time now. I've
had to hand over to Dr. Williamson and get
down here, Holf-past two <. 2nd I haven't
had a bite of lunchl

Can I make you a cup of cocva?

Thanks - no. We haven't time., Me Kinley and
Stewart are coming down directly. We have to
get the patient under and make a start before
they arrive,

McKinley and Stewart? Must be & pretty serious
case.

Tumor of the paratoid. With malignant charac-
teristics. And to make matters worse, the
patient's an o0ld man. Close 6n sixty, I
believe. Fraser, his neme is. Used to be
fairly well off, it seems, until the depression
hit him. ' :

That's the case brought in late last night.
Taken ill suddenly while on a holiday, they
said,

Yes. His wife came with him. Little old-
faeshioned woman, very gentle in her manner.
Snow-white hair and a tired little face. Seem
to be a very devoted couple. She waited by
his side all night and she's still with him
now, Seems & shame that these things happen
to the nicest people.

(Quietly) There's not much hope?
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Vory 1little, I'm afraid. Malignant tumor at
sixty looks very bad. Still, McKinley and
Stowart are two of the finost men in the
hospital. We cen only hove for the best.

Does his wife know about this?

I think so. Naturally, we couldn't tell her
everything, but I'm sure she knows the truth.
She's going to wait during the operation.

(A tap comes to the door)

Who is it?
(Muffled)_The patient is ready, doctor.

Thank you. (Quieter, to NURSE) Help me on
with these gloves, nurse.

Yes. (Slight pamse) Tumor of the paratoid,
you said? ow 1s the o0ld chap standing the
pain?

Pairly well. However, I imagine he'll be
pretty thankful for the e6ther,

That's one great power that lies in our handSe..
to give these poor sufferers a temporary relief
from their pain. And who knows what great
happiness they may find in their brief

respite from agony?

Tie this gown at the back, nurse. Thanks.
(Slower) You know, talking .f that, my old
surgeon at Edinburgh had a rather queer theory.
Ho used to say that when certsin people were
given ether - - just at the point of unconsci-
ousness -- their minds travelled back over
their former lives. Auite sincerc, ho was.

Here's your mask. (Slower) Wasn't he getting
his ideas confused with drowning?

Possibly -~ because it sounds rather absurd. I
always looked upon it as a 1ot of nonsense ee.
o kind of all wives' tale. (Slight pause)
There, nowl Arc you ready?

Quito rcady.
Then we'd better go in. Come along.

(FPootstenss. Creak of door ovening

and closing, Immediatcly, the
acoustic chaonges to that of a larger
room. Onc senses air and loftincss
and light. Therc is the subducd sound

0i ligquid bubbling and the gentle
hiss of cscaping steam. Thc iaint
tinkle 61 stcel instruments on glass
18 hcard])
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He looks bad, poor feliow.

It's his heart I'm afraid of., After you've
given him the ether, you'd better keep & close
watch on his pulse.

(Quickly) Not too loud, doctor —- I think he
cen hear us.

Oh. (His voice changes to a brisk cheerfulness)
Well, old man -~ so you're John Fraser?
How are you feeling?

(His voice is that of an 0ld man, feeble and
tremulous)] 1I™m quite aIl right i1 I 1lie
8till, doctor.

Good! DNow, just relax. You must let us do the
worrying nowe.

(A short pause. The bubbling is heard
and the sharp tinkle of instruments)

Doctor.
Yes?
You're sure ee.es I'11 pull through all right?

0f course! Why, we're goi:g to mske a new
man of you.

(Simply) It isn't so much for me ... it's the
wile., We've been side by side for a long

time now. And this is the first time that we
have faced trouble without ... belng together.

I understande.

(With feeble cagerness) She is waiting outside,
doctor. As soon as - as it's all over, would
you tell her that everything is all right?
She'll be worrying about me evory minute.

{Gently) I promise that she'll be the first to
hear, Now, just lie quictly amd don't worry
about anything. Leave cverything to us.
(Aside) Nursc, you'd better stand ready.

Everything is rcady, doctor.

W IR S

Go ahcad. -About forty for z-start.

Yos. (Her voice becomes gently persuasive)
Now then, old chap, you musn't Iight against
this. Just 1lie still and broathe naturally.
Just as if you were going to slcep in your
ovn bed.
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How white your hands are, nurse. My Janet

had hands just like yours ; eee that was forty
years ago. 'le were on our honeymoon s

(Gently) Teke it easy. Deep, even breaths.
YouTII find yourself gettlng'sleeoler and
sleepicr ..o sliding right away ee.. right «..
8WaY eee

(His voice muffled and drowsy) Forty years

280 <ee Our honeymoon at Brighton ... there was
a merry-go-round. Janet's hair was golden as the
sand .ee and when we rode on the merry-go-

round ..o it flew out behind her. I wes riding
beside her ... my hand on hers ... I can
remomber it all so clearly ... Janet laughing
ses the music nlaying ... while we rode

round and round see TOUNd eee ANA oes TOUNE eee
(His voice trails sleepily sway. There is no
sound but his dcep regular breathing as ho sinks
deenper and deoper into The sleep of anaésthesia)

{Then, heard dimly as though miles
away in the pstient's drugged brain,
there is heard the sound oI the
merry-go-round, churning out 1ts
cndless mechanical music. The
whispers of the NURSL end the DOCTOR
arc heard over this beockground)

How is hec, nurse?

Almost under. Another half-mlnuto should do it.

N

(q £r2e7 f 4 ,»“ SVt sedlin £
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et ;" 4 z,:t(/ .
Hﬂuauuummwéﬁ—#e&od stowly out)

As his voice fades, the sound of the
nerry-go-round 1is hoard nearcr at
hand. IT scems to approach slowly
down sn endless tumnel o:i time,
brcaking through the mist® which cloud
Fraser’s brain., Closcr and closcr
comes the jerking, mechanical refrain
of the "Bluc Danubo", until it scoms
to 111l the wholc syace with 1Ts
cheerful melody.

Even as.wé listen, the music begins to
slow down, 7Thc ascoustic has changcd.
Now wo are out in the opcn alir,

The voices OFf JOHN SRASER and his
young wiic, JANAT ere the voices of
youth, happy, vibrant ond strong.

The merry-go-round tunc stumbles to

& close. )

Comec on, Janct. Off you get.
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JANET: Oh, John, help me. I™m quite giddy. Help

me dovwn,.
FRASER: There you are. ‘ell, darling, did you like it?
JANZT: I loved every minute of it. I'd like to ride

round and round and never stopl

FRASER: Fine sort of honeymoon that would be --
whizzing about on & merry-go-round! Why, we
haven't samdbled half the joys of Brighton yet.

JANET: I'm so happy I could sing. Is there anything
in the world as wonderful as to be twenty
years old, on your honeymoon and very much

in love?®
(The merry-go-round gives a gay little
toot)
FRASER: There. The last ride for tonight. Do you

want to go on again?

JANTT: ' No. Let's walk down to the beach. It's
quieter down there.

FRASER: As you say. Come along.

(On his last words, the jerking music
0T the merry-go-round starts close

at hande It gathers speed, but

Tados slowly as the couple move away
Trom 1t. This fs:hing should be
greduel bohind the following dialogue)

JANET: Don't go on the jetty. The crowds are terrible,
FRASER: The beach will probably be just as crowded.
JANBET: : W' But at least we'll seem more alone.
FRASER: &35 A ere we are., Now -~ mind those steps. Hold
up your skirt. I'll take your arm.
JANET; ‘ (Smiling) I'm afraid these dresses were never
meant Ior the beach.
(A pause. In the distance the merry-
) go-round can be heard)
FRASER: - Nowe We're right on the water's edge.
JANET; (Softly) Isn’t it still? Like a grest purple
mirror. Not a ripplé anywhere. More animatedly
And, Johnl -~ 1lookl Here's a 1little boatl
drawn up on the sand.
FRASER: Must be a row-boat belonging to one of the
fishermen.
JANET Johni
FRASTR: ) What now?

JANET; : Lot's go out on the water ... in that boat!
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But -~ derling, the boat doesn't belong to us.

HWe can pay the man when we come boack. Please,
John «.. it's such a heavenly evening and

the weter looks so wonderful. I'm sure it
would be quite an adventure.

All right. Come along. Jump in ond I'11 push
it off. Mind your skirt, now -- it's
trailing in the water.

{Laughing) I don't care. I'm so happy.
Hold tight - here we go! (There is a splash of

water) Don't rock it, dear -- s8It STIIll}
Wow = hand me those oars -- thanks.

(Creak of row-locks ond little
Splashes of water. The sound of the
merry-go-round 1is now g dim, far away
acho OT

(Softly) Oh, John ... it's wonderful. Look at
the Iights on the beach. And those crowds on
the jetty seem so funny from here. Why didn't
we think of this before? '

Ve're for enough out now. I'm going to let her
drift with the tide.

(Rowing sound stons. This Scsnc
should be played very quietly. There
is silence except for an occesional
scfl ripole of wafer beneath the
beat) .

(Juietly) Doesn't it mske you feel rather
queer. Just we two, alone in all this space,
watching that crowd over there. All this
quict sea see it's rather like a wall esee

a wall obout us shutting off theo rest of the
world.,

Yes., If only we could always go through life
like this. Just we two, shut away from the
world and its troubles, hap»y in our love for
cach other and wanting nothing else.

Wle couldn’t do that?

(Gently) I'm afraid not, Jenet. Lifa isn't all
8 goy whirl on a merry-go-round, There will
be children, God willing. They will bring
their own responsibilities. And life brings
other troubles. No one escapcs. Only some
face them more cheerfully, than others.

We'll faoce them together, Johm. Side by side,
through the years ... alwcys togother.

Remember thosoe words? "For bettoer, for worse,
for richer, for vpoorer, in sickness and in
health wmtil death do us vart"?
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JANET: Yes. They seem to have a new meaning ee..
a more wonderful meaning ... out here in the
silence. :
FRASER: You're not afraid?
JAVET No. If we keep true to our promise of those

words, nothing could make me afraid. And it
won't be all shadows, John.

FRASER: No. We'll have great times togcther. I've
got that senior accountancy in the bank now.
They gave it to me as a wedding present.
Some day, I'11 be manager of that bank. And
you'll have your household duticse.

JANET : ' (Softly) And my little family.

FRASER: e planmned for a boy apﬂ a girl. ,

JANET & ~ Yoes. A boy and a girl, God willing. I should
1 like to call her Violet, That was my mother's

namo.

FRAS 'R: - And the hoy?

JANET: Robert., After your father. »

FRASER: | (Softly) Robert ..« and Violct. Oh, my darling ..
| (A psusc)

JANET: ; (suddenly) John -- look! Thc lights on the

bcach are going out. It must be quite late.
e must go back.

FRASZR: ,f Yes. It wouldn't do to be locked out of our
: boarding housc.

(Rowing starts egain. It continues
Through fthe following dicloguc.
JOLN has poused. low hc speaks

half-Jostingly)
} You're very cuiet, swectheart. Ponny for
1§ your thoughts.
JANCT: 5l I was looking into thc futurc.
FRASER: } The futurce?
JINET: i Yes, twenty years hencce You know, John, I

often think of time as & rushing train that
- races down through tho ycars., And that train
3 had carricd me on to 1916« /¢ had our own home
4 and the children were almost grown-up. Ye
¢ werc both heppy and contented and I was sitting
N in the drawing room of my own home, waiting
Y for JOU e

(On her last words, we hecar the sound

Of o train. An Gcho at first, 10

comes noarer, shrilling exeitodly with
its whistle, tcaring z2long at trcemendous
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gneed and force. Its wild, mad

pace closer, filling all space as it
rocks and speeds around the bends and
across the endless DHlains oI time,

Then it begins to fade. Over its
Tushing rhythin, wWe hear musics A
gramophone is playing "L YoUu were
The Only Girl il the World." The
Muslic rises higher end higher, com-
pletely drowning out the noise Of the
train, Which hed Taded into the dim
distance. Again thé acaeustic

hog changed, Ve get the sense of

2 ro0me. Tne music continucs long
enough for us to rccoznisc the
mclody)

(Calling) Violet. Violet, my child -- where
arc you?

(She sounds rather »rococious) I'™m in the
drawing-room, mocvher. rlaying the gramophone.

(Sound of door oncning and shutting.
JANETTS voicc sounds closcr to The
microphonc)

How many times have I told you not to »lay that
dreadful rccord?

It's not a drcadful reccord. It's a song from
"The Bing Boys." Miss Violet Lorrainc sings
it.

Por a fiftcen year old chili, you kmow
morc than your mothor. Now, takc that
record off,

But —-- mother -—--

(Shoarply) Violetl You heard what I said.
Oh, 8ll right. (Thc music stops) Therc you
arc. But I don't know why you have to be so
beastly old-fashioncd. You scem to forget
that this is 1916.

(Quictly) It's not o casce of being old-
fashioncd. I want to address a lettor to
Robort while Nannic is getting dinnor. I
can't writc while you aro fox-trotting about
the room.

Oh, mother.s I won't be in to dinner.
Why not?

I'm going over to the Maynord'se. Jack Maynard
is taking me to the »ictures. There's = new
Theda Bora film I want to scc.

Onee and for all, Violet, I won't have you
going out with Jack Maynard. He is five years
older thon youe Why = he is home from the war
on leavel
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Mother. How absurd you arcl There's
nothing wrong in my going to the pictures with
Jacke Iillian's coming with us, too.

I thought you might like to stay home and write
to Robert tonight.

Bob doesn't want to hear from me. Anyhow, you
can tell him all the family gossip.

(Quietly) Aren't you being a little selfish,
Violet? Your brother has been away at the war
for almost a year now. And you haven't
written to him once,

But I can never think of anything to say.

(Sharply) If you'd only stop admiring yourself
in the mirror and filling your mind with -
pictures and dancing and ragtime muSic eee
perhaps you could think of something interest-
ingl

But, mother -- you don't understand. All
these things are necessary to me. I want to
be an actress ... like Mary Pickford.

An actress!

Yese I want to be beautiful -~ to be admiredl
I want to marry a rich man and have wonderful
clothes and motor-cars and servants. (With an
odd little firmness) And I'm going to do 1t%

You don't seem to realise how lucky you are,
my child. This terrible wu. had penalised
most peoplc, but so far, we've escaped. Your
father is manager of onc of the finest banks
in this tovm and one day, he'll be president.
You havc a good home, fine clothes, money

to shend --

(Interrupting) Yos, mother, I know. But
these Things aren't mipe. I want all thesc
things for mysolf, I want to got away from
this placC eee to travol ... to live glemor-
ously and havc lovers —-—

{Outraged) Violot!

(Stubbornly) Can't you scc that things have
moved on twenty yecars since you were a girl.
Look at brother Bob. At twonty, he's sceing
life =nd adventurc. He's a cavbtzin in the
army. Vhile I am missing -~

(i clock striking scven is heard and
she brooks off ahruptly)

Is that scven o'clock? I must fly! Goodbye,
num dcare.

(Calling) Scc that you're not homc late, Violct.
No morec of this coming home after midnight --

(A slzm of = door cuts through her words. She
halts, gives o sigh)] So thet's the modcrn gon-
oratione.
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(Sound of opening door)

(Choorfully) Jsnct. Uhy the long face?

(Smiling) John, door. ‘fhon did you get home?

Just this minute. Sorry to be late. But

I cemo

through town to get this narcel for

the boy.

I hone
biscui

they haven't forgottoen the chocolate
ts this time.

No. I made a vpoint of asking., They're
safe and sound,

711l you address the varcel while I seal
this letter., Write plainly, dear. I don't
want it to go astray.

There

Jou aree. “"Captain Robert Fraser.”

Aren't you proud of him?

Proud

isn't the word. I say that vhrase

"Cantain Robert Fraser” over and over to
myself, And it sounds more wonderful
each time,

Just wait until he comes home on leave!
Violet will be wild with excitemont showing
& brother in khaki round the town,

(Quietly) John. I'm rather worried about

Viole

Worried? ‘'hy?

She's

growing up too fast, I think. She's

out again tonight with that Jack Ifaynard.

That's

the third time this week,

I know. And sho has such advanced ideas. Just
before you came in, dear, she was saying

the strangest things. About wanting to be an
actress, and having fine clothes and money

and -- ?she hesitates over the word) and lovers -

(Doggedly) That's no way for a child of
i1toen to talk! She wants a2 taste of the

strav,

{Gently) You know that you've never lifted your

hans
But I

o0 the children since they were born.
do wish you'd telk to Violet. She far

too vretty, you know. And too keen on trashy
pictures and novels. She goses sbout with
pcople so much older than herself ... and I

think

they »ut wrong ideas into hor head.

It's this war -- it's turnecd everything upside

dovwn.

And Vi's just at the dangerous age.
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(‘lith a sigh) I'm just beginning to realise

what you meant when you said that children
brought their own responsibilities,

You remember that? Twenty years ago. Jove,
how the time flies!

0f course I remember it. That huge stretch
of water, so quiet amd so still, And two
youngsters »nlanning and building castles.
Remember how we plamnmned for Violet and Robert?

Yese Only they came'the other way sbout.

(Slowly) Sometimes .e. I almost wish they
hadn'@. I mean, I wish that Violet had come
first. Somehow, I feel much nearer to Robert.
I supoose it's because he was my first baby.
(Quickly) Not that there's anything wrong
with Violet, of course. She's just at the
trying age. (Slower) But I'm afraid Robert
will always be Iirst favorite with me.

(Subdued, the buzz of a door-bell
IS hoard)

Thc front door-bell. Wonder who that can be?®

Nennie will answer it -~ she's in the dining
room. (More slowl y) You seec, John, Robert
always seomcd dilfrieront from Violet. He was
more gentlc ee« hod nonc of her wild idcas.

You must remcmbor that Vi's grown up in an
entirely differont inviromment. The world's
changing fast and our girl hes been raisecd
among chaotic condition that - (The sound of
an opening door halts him)

Yos, Nannic?
This telcgram, ma'ame It just comoc. Urgent.

Thonks, Nannic. (Slight pwmse) It's for
you, Johne. Hcroc you arc,

Thanks.

You can scrve dinner in a fow minutes, Nennice
Miss Violet won't be homec. Only we two will
bc sitting down.

Very good, ma'am. (Sound of door shutting)

(Smiling) Poor Nannic must be getting tired of
1eTTing Mobol cook meals that are never ecton
whon -~ (She brozks off, her noxt words terrifipi
John! “‘hat's the mafter? Iro you 111%

(His voice is dry, husky) This .. this
tclogram. ILt's %rom The Wor Officc aes

Var Office?

It's Gee about hime About Robort ...
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(It is almost a cry) John!

(Every word a dvll, weighted load) He's ..
km LB ]

(Repeats dully) Killed! Robert ... killed.
(Realising) No, John «e. 10}

It's true, Janet.

I can't believe ite It's unjust ... wicked!}
It's too cruel. Hundreds of thousands of boys
out there -- yet our son -- (She is moaning
almost incoherently)

(ITith cluméy kindness) There, there, my dear.
S1T doWn e.. don't tremble so. 'Je'll have
to face it, Janet. '

He was my baby, John ... my little bsby. I
loved him so. He had his little fingers
twined about my heart. He was so tiny, so
defenceless and when he smiled, I could have
cried for joy. (Her voice rises) And now
they've taken him ITom M6 ese my OVB baby eos

Now - now, Janet. Don't upset yourself.

I feel that I've never needed you so much.
Hold me tightly, Johne Don't let me CTy see
I musn't cry.,

There nows.

(A nause. When JANEBT speaks again,
her voice is steedicr, buf she
£ives the imnression of holding
herself under rigid self-control)

I'm alright now. See ese I can stand up. It
was just .. the first shock. ‘

Is there anything I can do, dear?
Noe I - I think I'11 go to my room.
Will I come?

I'd rather you didn't. I'd like to be alone.
You understand?

0f course, dear.

(Pause. Sound of door opening and
shutting. Nannie's voice 1s heard)

Mr. Frasor, sir?
Yes, Nannic. What is it?

I just saw Mrs. Fraser go upstairs, sir,
Dinner's on the tablc and --

We won't be wanting dinner tonight, Nannie.

“Te've had bad news. Mr. Robert's bcen ... killecd
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Ch, sirl I am sorry. 2oo0r lir, Robert —-
and him so young!

I'm agfraid your dinner will be wasted tonight,
Nannie.

Yes sir, There's ~ there’s nothing I can 40 -=9
Thank you, ¥amnie -- no. That will be all.
{Subdued ) Yes, sir.

(Sound of door ovening. FRASER's
voice ig heard)

Oh - Nannie.
Yes, sir?

There is one thing you can do. (There is a
queer sick pain in his voice) This parcel --

1 don’% want Mrs, Fraser To see it.

Tould you teke it dovm to the recruiting office
and have it sent on.

Yes, sir. And - ond who will I send it to?

(Quietly) Tell thom to send it to anyone. It
doesn matter, Because we - wWo won't be
needing it now.

(Once again thet train is heard,

@ stant at rirst then opﬁroaching
ncerer.  On 1t TYaces, whnistlo
squealing, Whcels noundlng out a
Turious rumbling s 1T rushes on into
The Inlinitce. '137, asses and begins
10 IT2de WNCH eee e

Over the departing echo, there

comes the soit stroins of’ y Waltz
tine, "Thonderiul Cno", ‘Iﬁyéa by

& stfing orchésira. 1t grovis,
gothering Torce and pody unf'I

The melody is »le 2Inly rcécognisablc.
Ifixod Wi th 1T, wo hear The “Sound oF
many voices, thG subaued unintolligible
monotone O0f & crowdcd gethering. THG
acoustic i3 that of a fairly large
room. 7Thc mclody eand the crowd noisc
ITorms & background Tor thc Tollowing
dialogue)

Well, Janet. Thank goodncss this is glmost
over. These fashionable weddings and their
rcceptions sre raother trying to us
middle-aged folk.

Just look at it all. I can't help comtrasting
Violet's wedding with ours, John.

I'm rother tired of looking ot it. Let's go
into the drawing room. It will be guieter therec.

Yes, dcar,
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(Pootsteps. The crowd noise fades
and the music dies to an echo,
During this dialogue, the piece
jonderiul One" comes to an end)

(7ith & sigh of relaxation) That's better.
What a com%ort an oid armchair can bel

You musn't excite yourself too muche I'm
worried about that pain in your throat.

Oh - that? It's nothing. Just a sore throat.
You ought to see a doctor about it.

I've been too busmy seeing caterers and
musicians and decorators. Well, Violet
always said she’d marry a rich man and
she's certainly carried it out. Claude
Bassington is one of the richest men on the
Exchange.

I only hope she's done right, After all, she's
only twenty-five. Claude is over fifty.

(With fond grimness) Violet will be all right.
Trust our daughter for that!

She's loving every minute of it. Music,
lights, crowds, flowérs -- and Violet in the
front of the »nictures. With all the newspapers
carrying her photograph and »rinting stories
about her.

—I-knows

Look at this one - right on the front page.
Listen. (Reads)"The year 1926 opened with one
of the smartest weddings our c¢ity has seen

in many years, when Miss Violet Fraser, only
daugh*er of Mr. and Mrs. John Fraser, became
the wife of Mrs Claude Bassington, the prominent
city broker, Mr. John Praser, who holds the
position of president in the Westlake and
United Bank, gave his daughter away and the
reception, which was held at the brides home,

was one of the most elaborate --

(Interrupting) Yes - yes, I know it ell.
And T'm-s0 tiroed of it.

(Hurt) I'm sorry, John. I didn’t meon --

Forgive me, Janet. I must be getting old.
At fifty, I find all this cheap publicity
rather boring.

I know just how you feel, decar.

Pcrhaps I'm old-fashioned. But I feel that
all this show -- all these lights and musiec
and drinking ... well, it seems to chezpen
morriage. It's too theatrical and showy,.

The real meaning of tho marriage lines is lost
under 2ll this glitter and gaicty.

Ycse
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Remember our marriage? It -was—in-a-Registry
office sesand-two of the cleaners were
witnesses. There was none of this ... 10
flowers nor music ... no photographers or
news»gner rejorters. Je had nothing save
our love for each other.

And it has lasted, John. Lasted for thirty
years.

(Quietly) I wonder how long Violet's love
or her husbend will last? After the last
cocktail is drunk, after thé music is ended,
the lights dimmed and the withered flowers

thrown out -~ I wonder What will Temain?

Ybu musn't talk 1ike that. You frizhten me.

Sometlmes I think we were too good to Violet,
‘e spoilt her. Aftor Robert was killed, we
idolised her too much. She could do anything
with us -- ruled us altogether.,

(77ith a sigh) It's too late to think—-sbout
those things now. Violet is & woman - she's
merried and is rich and 1ndependent.
#
(A pause. Suddenly, the crowd noise
. in the adjoining room swells up)

e

What®s happening?

It's Violet smd Clsude - they've just come in.
They must be rcady to go. Violet's changed -
she's in the sweetest travelling frock. The
crowd arc saying goodbye. Violet and Clgude
are trying to brenk through. (A pausc -
quickly) They'rc coming in hocrc.

(Her voice is heard some distance off) Mother
.ese (Her voice approachces] Oh, there you areid

Ycs, dear. You're lcaving now?

Yes. Isn't it wonderful? I'm so cxcited I
can hardly brozthe.

You'r:c & lucky woman, Vi. Nect every wife gets
2 honcymoon in Euronc.

I know, Dad. I have Claudc to thank for that.
You'll tske good carc of ow daughter, Claude?

Of coursc I will. I recalisc what 2 lucky man
I am.

You'll write to us, Violet, whilc you're away?
0f course, mother. ™e'll let you know cvery-
thing, And you'll writec to us -- you have

the sddross.

Of coursc we will.
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(4 motor-horn is heard outside.
1T has a very modern nove ~ Llow,
high, low, high, 1ike a bugle call)

That's our car, dear.

We must hurry! Are you coming down to see
us off?

We'd rather not, dear. All those crowds,
you know ... ‘7e'd rather just sey goodbye here
-~ alone with you.

I understand. (At rifle awkwardly) Well ...
goodbye, mother,

(Unsteadily) Goodbye, my dear. I wish you all
the happiness in the world.

Why, mother - you're crying. You poor sweet.,
You'll make your nose all red.

I don't care.

You musn't worry about me. It's not as though
we Were going away forever. 'Je'll be back
within six months. And then we'll see each
other every day.

Goodbye, Claude., I know you'll make Violet
a good husbsnd.

There's my hand on it, Fraser. (Slight pnause)
And, by the way ... (He hesitatesT

Yas?

You've made me & very happy man. If there is
ever anything I can do for you in return --
anything at all, don't hesitate to call on
me, Kemember, I'm onc of the family now.

That's all right. Goodbye, Violet. Comec and
kiss your old Dad.

Goodbyc, father. You've been a wonderful old
sport ...

{The motor-horn is heard again. ILow,
high, low, high)

We must fly! Come along, Claude. Goodbye,
mother. Goodbyc, Ded.

(There are murmured ad 1ib goodbycs.
The crowd noise swells up again

and continucs in high, excited pitch.
Above this, thc motor-horn is

hocard aogeaine Crowd noise dics
slowly. Then, alftcr a pause, far
away in the distance, the motor-horn
18 hcard for the lect time. It

dics aw-y. There 1s a hush, con-
tresting with the noise that »roccded
it., The following sccne should bo
played in absolutc silencc)

iR L




JANZT: (Juietly) They've gons.

FRASTR: Yes.

JANET: How still the house scems. How quiet.
FRASTR: Just like it used to be ... before they came.
JANST: Yec.

PRASTR: It's almost as though time hss slipved back.

There's only you and me now, just as we started
out. (Pause) Why, Janct - you're erying. You
musn't.

JANSET: It scems so unfair. ‘/e bring our children into
this world; we love them and we struggle for
them -- and the world takes them away. Just
as it took Robert. And now, Violet. Takes
them away when ve nced tnem most.

FRASER: It's the way things happen, Janet. Ivery
parent goes through it, sometimo.

JANET: But is it worth while? Are the few brief
years of childhood cnough to compcnsate for
this®?

FRASER: That's a questlon cvery mother must have

asked herself since the world began. You
must find your own answer, my dcar.

JANET: (Slowly) I scem to realisc only onc thing --
that somaehow, we've lost Vlolct. Lost her as
surcly as vwe lost Robert.

“RAS P& If we lost cverything, Janct, wec shouvld still '
have each other. And we'd still be rich.
Isn't that comoensation enough -~ to know
that we can always be togcther, side by side,
through the years to come eee.

(His voico fades. Again we hear the
train, Ifaint and Tar-ofi, It
eontinucs, but remains in the dim
backeground.  Then e hear voiccs.
They Seem a long distance away,
yet _they ere clear end penefrating.
: Thcse voiceS are Low, curt and
F , tonsc with anxiety]
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It's useless, doctor! He's too weak -- he'll
never null throughl

That's my responsibilityl Do as you're told.
(The voice, which has been curt and emotion-

less, rises suddenly Wicklys Dr. McKinley
- qulck doctor -— quick!

(Up comes the sound of the train,
rushing nearer an owning out the
doctor’'s frenzied tones. As beirre,
it approaches and vpasses. AS it
faﬁes we hear another voice, a

deen, husky contiralto. 1T is
sinhing "Taenfictﬁ Century Blues".
The song should be heard long

gnough to be recognised, then it
should be fadecd down for the dialoguc)

Will I turn off the wireless, Mrs., Fraser?

No thenk you, Namnie. I'm waiting for tho
news session. It should come on after this
song.

Mr. Pragser just ceme in, me'am.

How is hc?

Very tired, ho looked, ma'am. Just washcd out,
1ike. Al13 thls trouble at the Bank isn't
doing him any good.

I know. And the terrible vart is that we
cqn't do anything.

(4 nause., The song comes to an cnd.
The smooth, disintercsted voics oF
the announcer flows into the room]

-me«mwww."me are about to commence the evening news

session for Priday, tho 81xteenth of June, 1931.
The time ig just scven o'clock.

FOllOWlng a rumoyr that the Westlake and United
Benk was to close 1t§ door |on 3ccount_0Lrthe

the Pr031dunt Mr. John ”racer.; TReT—tes
onvo the people his versonal
ussurance that every nemny owing to dcoositors
would be paid out.i It is said that the Banks
financosg -—-- = ~ ¥ / A

(Bresking in, almost wildly) Turn it off,
Nannici Turn it off7

Yes, ma'am. - (A élic&. ‘The announcer's voice
is cut off) /There now, ma'am. Don't takc om
S0, Evarjfhlng will bo all r¥dht,
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JANDT: I hope so, Fannie., I hove s0.
NANNIE: I'11 tell lir. Praser,ma'am, that you're

waiting in the drawing room.
JANZT: Thank you, Nannie,

(Click of door and a pause. The
door is heard again)

FRASER: Hello, dear.

JANDT: John! ‘7hat is wrong? That cut on your head --
what's happened?

TRASER: (His voice sounds infinitely weary and old)
As 1 Was coming out of the bank Tonight, Some
of the crowd were still there. Someone threw
a stone ...

JANET : Oh, my dear. Come, sit down. Now, I'1l get
Namnie to bring some hot water to bathe --
FRASER: (Interruptin wearily) No -- don't trouble.
I orgotlen about the cut. I've worse
troubles than that to think about.
JANET . I know, dear. 1If only I could do something «..
FRASER: There's nothing any of us can do, except wait.
JANET: Did you meet Sir Authur Conway?
PRASER: Yes. Sir Arthur, Miles Grecnaway and lMr.

Newland waited on me this afternoon. But it
Was useless. They couldn't lend anywhere
near the amount we want.

JANET; But wouldn't that help —=- 9

FRASER:

s ]

It wouldn't be a drov in the bucket! 'e'd
pay their sum out in a few hours. (eorily)

s . OByt ROFNIOT - WEFTIE O oughybub<bhoy  Just-—
s corldn't raise the money. This demmed de-
e, pression has impoverished cverybody! L
T W, s -
JANET: Bﬁfﬁ%hgyggnk must re-open tomqg%ggﬁﬂﬁﬁ6u gave
your Word . X ﬁﬂ%ﬁ%ﬁw
FRASER: e can't re-open wPPheyt additional funds. And
there isn't emotigh-in th&™waylts to psy = quar-
ter of:4H denositors. Once tHew.found we
e €0ULAN' £-PBY Out -- it would meen fﬁﬁ%&‘ip
S of the Bank, 2nd my reoutation as vresid e,
FRASER: (Grimly) We've only one hove loft. Bassington.
JANET: You are going to ask Claude to help us?
FRASER: Yos. He's done pretty woll lately. Rcemember

1ast month ho told us that he was planning a
round~the-~world trip for Violct and himself?
He's oven bought Violet the boat. They aroc
leaving within 2 few woeks,



JANET:
FRASER

FRASR:

NANNIE:
FRASTR:

VIOLET:

JANTZT:
VIOLET:

JANBT-
TRASER:

VIOBET:

BASSINGTON:

FRASER:

BLSSINGTON:

Yes. But will he do it®

I think so. Bassington's not =z bad sort of
chap; I've never forgotten how, on the
afternoon of his wedding, he-told us to call
on him if we ever needad-his helpes. We need it
nowl-=-=_urgently. I rang his office this
afternoon and exolained everything to him.
He's coming around tonight with Violet, Said

they'd be here about seven o'clock.

It's oast seven now. (A door-bell buzzes)

And here they are!

(Duietly) John. Just in case we can't get
zﬁis help from Claude -- what will we do,
hen?

There's only one other altornative. But I'm
not going to think about that. After all, why
shouldn't Claude help us. I can dromige

him a high rate of interest once we get on

our feet -~ (He breaks off as the door opens)

Mr. and Mrs. Bassington.
Come in, Claude, Hello, Violet. How are you?
(She soundsvery much the grande dame)

Charming, thank you, father. Hello, mother
dear.

(quietly) Hellg,Violet.

I'1l have a cigarette, Clauls, pleasce I leit
mine in the car. You don't mind if I smoke
in hore, mothor?

Not at 211, dear.

Have a ecigar, Claudc. Violet - take off your
coat a2nd sit down.

I'm afraid we con't stay very long, father.

Y@ hove the car waiting outside. 'le're going
to the Courtenay's for dinner and a theatre and
we're rather late as it is.

(iwkwerdly) I told Vi sbout tonight - but she'd
alrcndy modo this engegement and didn't want

to brezk it. So we thought we'd drop in on
our way.

{Quietly) I sco. Well, we won't beat about
the hush since you cen't stay. I explained the
situction to you this =2fternoon. You're &
rich mon, Claude. 'ihat can you do to help us?

{Hesitantly) Well -- you sece, Frascr, it's
1ike this. I have madc somc money l-tely, but
it's == well -- sort of -- well, »romiscd.
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FRASIR: Promised? But I can give you a higher
rete of interest than any other --

BASSINGTON: (Breaking in) Well, promised is hardly the
word. iHortgaged, as it were. You see, I've
Just bought this new voat for Vi -- and that
ran me into a mint of money. Then there's all
the expense of this world tour. e're doing
it in rather grand style. Vi isn't satisficd vilih.
anything seccond-rate.

VIOLET: et oalnly) I cortainly am not. § et my nee:
' em%l’-pu?% : Bvery day_ror. the~pest-fivo
years, I've dres Yot T it. fe couldn't

“How

affor@wk$ ﬁ@fbre.. *W@m&au*gl mean to

" DroPeriy. — ””‘*‘“"Wﬂwﬂ” -
TRASER: (ﬂuletly) I seo. Then you can't heln me.
BASSINGTON: I'm - I'm afraid not. @Frightfully sorry -

but funds arc absolutely tied up. Unless -
Wwell - unless Vi would be willing to put off
her trip for another couple of years.

VIOLET: (Slowly) I beg your pardon, Claudc?
BASSINGTON: You sce how metters stznd? Our lending you

any moncy just at the moment scems rather
out of thc quecstion.

-

PRASEH: I supoosc it would be too much to ask Violet
to wait another two ycars for her trip?

VIOL

p!
=3

e

It cortainly would! You don't undcrstend,
father. Dverybody in our sociel cirele would
wondcer whatcver had hevpencdl The newsnaners
have carrizd storics qﬁf%ur trinp for weoks now.
Our »hotographs have becen in 211 the magezinos.
e have written to friondsm, telling thom to
cxpeet us. “hy, if we cencelled the tour

novi, we would bo the loughing stock of the
whole townl

t

FRASER: I supodosc you would rather see your own
percnts made a laughing stock!

VIOLCT: (Coldly) I don't understand what you mcan.

FRASER: Liston, Violet. You know what's hapnoned 2t
the 3ank., Pcoole have put their monecy therc
beceuse they had faith in the namc of Frascr.
Now they can't get that money. That mcens
somc of them may storve! ‘“Torkmen v th
wives and childron, storving! “/hile you ride
about in motor- c*rs and go to theotres and
on world trins.

VIOLZET: Don't be so vulgrrly meclodramatic, fathor.
Nobody starves nowadays. If thesc vcople
have lost their moncy, it's just too bad.
They'll hove to work and get morc -- just the
geme 28 1f Clauwde lost his monoy.

FRASR: (Horshly) Work! They can't get work! Don't
you know there's o dcpression on, girl? Hove
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you smoked so many of those expensive
cigerettes thet the smoke's blinded your eyes
to even that fact?

{Coldly) Is there any need to shout like
a Whari-laborer? I imust remind you that you're
not talking to a servant.

(Bitterly) hat a fool I am to talk at alll
I might have known that you'd turn out this
way -- with your fancy ideas and selfish
desires.,

So one has to come back to one's own home to
be insulted? How dare you speak to me like
thatl

It's the truth, isn't it?
(With cold finality) If that is 21l you have

to say, I sece no reason why I should stay
here and listen to you. Come, Claude?

Just a minute! (His tone becomes gentle,

pleading) Violet, you're our daughter -- our owr

esh and blood. ‘e brought you into this
world; we Tfed you and clothed you and protocted
you when you neceded it. e did so because we
thought, as all parents think, that the day
when we wented your help, we could come tao you.
Doesn't this mean anything to you -- the
fact of what we did for you as & child?

(Her voice tensc with anger) Vhot of it? I
didn't ask to be brought Into this world! I
didn't ask you to hclp me as a2 child! You
brought me slive of your own free will and it
was your rcesponsibility as parents to care

for me. As soon a2s I was a2ble, I struck out
for myself - made myself rich and independent!
I planmed ny lifo as I wented it, without
agsistancc from onybody. You geve mc nothing
cxecpt uscless advicel

Oh, Violct! My chiladl

(Furiously) I'm not = child! But you scom to
think at I am -« thot's the whole troublc.
That -- and the fact that you'rc jealous --

Jcolous!

Yes -~ joalous! Jcalous of thc fact that
I've run my 1lifc on more successful lines than
yours!

(Slowly) Heartless nnd sclfish you were as 2
chI1d == and s heartless and selfish you've
grown to o womane 1 only hone that I ncver
sc¢t cyos on you azain.

John «« nol

Don't distress yourself! This is tho 1l-st
ch~nee you'll cver have of insulting mc. I'11
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never set foot inside the house apain until
you apologise. Come on, Claudel! I'm goingi

(1 door slems violently. There is
a »nause)

I -- I say¢ I'm sorry sbout all this., AQueer
girl, Vi. ILikes her own way, you Know ...
and ... (His voice trails off) Wall, I'aA
better get along, Too.

That's all right. Goodbye, Clsude.
Goodbyce. Goodbye, lobhor.
(Unsteadily) Goodbye, Claude.

(Footstens. Sound of door shutting)

(He_draws a long dcep breath) Wcll -- now
we Know just where we stand.

(Dully) I wan't belicve e I can't thinki
our daughter --1

(Grimly ) Just block it right out of your mind -
just as if it had never happened. Try to
forget 2ll about it. 'Je have enough to think
about as it is.

The only alternative eee?
Yes.

You mean -- wWe'll have to raisc the moncy
ourseclves®

It will mcan a terrific sacrifice, Janct.
But we must do it.

ything you say, Joan.

But don't you realise? It will mecan sclling
everything -~ this-house, the land it stands
on, your own jewellery, the motor-cars.
Everythingl '/c may even-have to let Namnic
20+ Bven thon it won't cover the emount wo
wante But it will show “¢ople that -we did
our bQStl

And we'll be right back where wo started. Just
you and me. 'With nothing in the world but our
two seclves.,

(With slow wonder) Janct ... you'rc smiling.
You don't mind this scerifice?

No, John. I rather think I'11l enjoy it. Be-
cause 211 this other -- it didn't bring the
happincss we oxvpected, did it? VYe've ncver
boen rcally =as hoppy as on that night whon
we rode on the merry-go-round.

Horc than thirty ycars ago. Yot I remombor
28 if it worc yoestordoy.
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Tlo-never forget our hapniest timos, I'3Y
always-remember that night. ' had a few
shillings inm-our pockets and we-thought we
could buy the world. I wanbt to be like that
again, John. And pray-@6d that we may find
heppiness—-es Wonderful and as-lasting as on

that night.

(Agein the trein. Avnroaches, passes
and dies eways AS 1t fades, we
hear once again the music oT Tho

MOrTy-go -round , nlaying in jerky,
mechanical rhythm the uc Danube,"
It growd Iouder,?then is fa%gg down
to a background for the Iollowing

dicloguc. +Thc acoustic is the free,
0Dden, OChOlGeSS space O0f the beach)

Have another samdwich, John?

Yo, thenks, deare I've hcd enough. Those
beach »picnics certzinly give one an appctite.

You must cat, youn know. That's why Dr.
FPorsythe ordcred you to the scaside. You must
get your strength baock agein.

(Fondlz) 'y deer Janet - don't worry about mc.
I'm quite 11 right,

You're not. I'm wrried about that nasty

lump in your throat. I can't help feeling
that it's somcthing to do with those »ains
you uscd to havce Why didn't ;ou take Dr.
Porsythe's advice sbout an operction.

(Stolidly) I don't belicve in operations.
Nafurc didn't intond our bodics to be cut about.

Dr. Forsythc thinks it might bc a growth.
And thet it is sapoing your strength.

Nonsensel 1iy health is natur~lly woakened after
2ll that trouble at thoe Bonk. I carriced on for
almost four yoors, fighting overy day. It
st-nds to recaoson th-t such & struggle must be
pcid for in some way. Conscquently, my

he-lth hos broken down. This rest should

put me on my foct againe

It wes = struggle -- but we pulled through.
%o saved the Benk and our own good nemc.

(Slowly) Four ycars agol It scems impossible.
ast night we sow Violet --

O

Don't tolk cbout it, John. Poor Violot. Sho
veid decarly for her seliishness.

Yes. (Pousc) Therc is a certain grim irony in
the faoct that hor hoat foundored in 2 storm a
week out of »oxrt. /ith only threcc of the crew
saved .

Ycs,
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FRASZR: . Poor Bassington. He wasn't 2 bad sort. He
spoilt Violet, even more than we did.
She ruled him «- body and soul.

JANIT: She's dead, John. Surely you can forgive her
Nnow.
FRASER: Yese 1 c2N eee NOW,

{1 pause, The merry-go-round is
hésrd in the distance)

JE BT: John.,
PRASER: Yes®?
JANZT: Isn't it o coincidence that when Dr. Torsythe

ordered you to the beach, we shovld come here -
to Brighton?

FRASER: (Smiling) It wasn't a co-incidence.
JANET: S0 you »lomned it that way?
PRAGR: (Gentl ) Of course. We spent the happiest time

our lives here. Isn't it natura2l that we
should went to come back againa

JANET: Remember the night when we took the bhoat out
on the water? 'e've come a long, long
way since then.

e e g . - _—
SR e A S R SRES ST

' e RSk
PRASTR .\ Yeos.
\\\ '
JANTT: "Xx (Softly) e've roised a little family -- and D 5
"% they wore tﬂken from us. e made a fortune ~

_ and lost it. Ye have had heart-aches, discoufo-
%, eoments, sct-backs. If wo know then what w6 know
. N0V eee. would we have had that some ilpg

ﬁggm LEC?
FRASTR: 5 ?ﬁ%n

J.NET: Life is%

strenge. ‘e sot Qﬁ% bravgly like
vonquer1ng aﬂﬁcw lond. Ve struggle

2nd flght ORi7ard ¢.e¢ and at the end of tho jour~
ney, we fln&' Lrseivos right back wherc we
Stthd. N

R.8IR: And it is 'ﬁly\a' the end of the trail thet wo

gclisc gs h“VG)% gn trcading a booten track --
one tgfy-countléss millions of people have
been ¢ “*dlng/before’,s. Round =and round,
11?%3% squirrel in o c&gc.

J.NIT: ¥§t it doesn’t scem honalégs. There have beon
§ so many wonderful momunts‘ %

'L

és

FRASTR: ff (Slowlz I think that's the Whélo soceret.
, isn't the big things of life “that count so
& K much as the littlc, insignificent “goments.
;fﬂf’ Tolks by the firc-side. The scent a§ honey-
F i sucklc at night. Tho first smile of“g baby.
& The hend-clasp of o friend. And cbove“gll,
&/ love and comoﬂnlonshlv. The rcalis: tionxof
Y somconc by your sidc, sharing the blttonﬂcﬁs
as well -8 tho swootS. And thot's ... Mfox
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(A peuse, The merry-go-round music is
heard o trifle louder, Very gay
and lilting) '

Johy, listen.
What?

Listen! (Pguse) Hear it. The merry-go-round.
Do you remember it?

0f course.

John! TLet us go for a ride -~ now!

(Smiling) Janet. ™Will you ever grow up. Two
oId Togies of nearly sixty, riding on a
merry-go-round: ‘‘hy, we're much too o0ld -~
No. %e're not. Come on. It will be good

to ride again, round and round.,with that
music in our ears. Oh, John, do come

along, pleass.

All righte 1If you wish it.

(The music of the merry-go-round gets
closer during the Tollowing dialogue]

(Excitedly) Look -- look, John! I declare
iT must be the same one.' See - there are the
two white horses that we rode upon before!

It couldn't possibly be ours, could it.
Porty years is a long time. Aind yet -- listen
to that music. It's the same piece!

A very well-known piece of music, dear.

(Pirmly) Even if it isn't the same one, I'm
going to make believe it is. Hurry, John -
it's stopping.

(The merry-go-round music is very
ciose now, It is slowing and in the
nause, as we listen, it gives a
Tinal gasp and is silont)

We'lro just in time for the next ride. I've
got the tickets. Comc now. 1711 1ift you on.

YITe must ride on the white horses.

(He givos a sudden choking moan) I - I don't
thlnk so. Lol's jJust sit ... in the carriage.

(duickly) John - what's wrong? You've gone
pelel 1Is anything the matter?

(Vith an cffort) No - nothing. It was just
hurrying, T think. I felt queer for a moment.
I'm all right now. Get on.

You're ill. I don't want to go now. You're
not w --
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Quickly, Janet. People are staring at us.
Get on. They'll be starting in a moment.

(The merry-go-round whistle gives an
impatient littie tootl)

In this carriage, then. Now. Let me hold
your hand. You're sure you are quite all right.

0f course., Now, hold tight. Here we gol

(on_his word, the jerking music leaps
into Iife. 1T gasps and pents into

a slov start, gradually playing faster
and faster until it is spinning around.
The music_should not be loud

enough to drown out the Tollowing

dialogue )
Isn't it wonderful! Doesn't it bring back
memories?

(In agony) Jenet eeel I == Oh =—-

John - 3it up. You're fzllingl Johni

(Her voice rises in high vsnic above the throb
ol tThe music] BStopl Ny husband's 1il:

StOP se o }_Dlease e please ses STORS

(With & sudden surge, the mechanical
Wallz tune rises high above her
Trenzied appeals. 1t churns on

and on, gerishly trivmphant, filling
The whole space with 1ts remorseless
Thythm, even as Life itself rushes
on, regerdless of the individual.
Then gredually, the rusic bogins to
Tade, aronping 1o en echo and then
To comolete silonce. Jar away, in
This hush, we hear a familiar sound.
It 18 the subdued bubbling oOf
1iquid and the faint hiss of escaping
stcam. Over this comes the tinkle
of stocl instruments on glass.

The acoustic is that of a fairly
largo roomd

A long pause, broken only the
bubbling end hissing. ~Then the curt,

‘;hﬁf' g A emotionliess tones oi the doctor and

nurse ere hezrd )

A tfff

(e~ (Voarily Miurn off the oxygon, muss. It's
~~ usele
e iﬂ.‘_;,sw 4,! {i.'f/ szl ¢ %

" o p
3 § b £ ¥
Ree Lo TN / PIR S X MR

oor chap. /7 A 2

Pi 76t time HeEinlcey ond-StewsT
patient in-yeers.

S

2 %

~hewo Yost a

It wosn't an casy case. The growth extended
right back behind the carotids.

i\/{; was adherent in onc placc, too. Did .you
notice? il

$ &R
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NURSE:
DOCTOR:

NURSZ
DOCTOR:

MURSE:
DOCTOR:

NURSE:

DOCTOR:

NURSE:

DOCTOR:

NURSE:
DOCTOR:
TURSE:

TILLIAMSON:

DOCTOR:
WILLIANSON:
DOCTOR:

YTILLI ‘3}ISON:

f*safyf} he'd come to us Tiawm
W

2%
Yes. Leit too long, I suppose?

pugeans sooncy, there
might have been a good chanpe.Kf7“j,/ & 4@;,

I'11 call the assistants to take Him aWay.

Yes. Help me off with these gloves first.
Thanks.

By the way, someone will have to tell his
wifc. She's waiting omtside, you know,

I supsose I'1ll have to do it. I'm not
actually looking forward to that job.

Cheer up. It mightn'd be so hard. Aifter all,
it can't be so bud to lose anyonc at thot

agee. It isn't as though they werc ncwly-
married or had =11 their lives before theme
Tho old chap seid something about being
marricd nearly forty ycorse.

A1l the same - death's dcath.
dashecd finall

And it's s0

Oh, wcll. It's 211 in a day's work to us.
I'11 c¢211 those assistonts.

{Pootstops and sound of ovponing
0or. JImmedistcly, tho music oL
The merry-go-round on the loawm

fTows_into_ the TOOMe )

I wish pcodlc wouldn't laave
That hidcous janglc gcts on my

(To himsclf)
doors ovnene.

nerves. GSspecially after an unsuccossful
opcrotions Oh, well -~ we'rc not miracle-work-
TS,

(Returning) Oh, doctor.

That is it?

Doctor “illicmson's looking for yous I saw
him coming down tho corridor from Yard Double-A
and - (She brozks off) Hoere he is now.

Jell, well. I thought I'd find you heroc, Got

somc finc nows for you. That boby's arrived --
a bouncing boy, ninc pounds to the ouncc.

Little Mrs. Stanley is ns plensed es Punchi

Good! Sorry my ncws isn't so cheorful.

Bh «os+? “That hopoponed?

Potiont dicd under the anacsthetic. "Heert,

I think. Still, hc was on old men eee gctting
ncar sixtye. Did you sce his wifc sitting out
there in the corridor?

Little groy-hoired woman? Yes, sho's still
therc.
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Well 80 that's how it goes. So Mrs. Stanley
is the mother of a nine pound baby boy, eh?
Yell done. The new generatlon and the old.

i

H&ll and farewelll! V.. .

Yes, it is queer. The more I sece of life, the -
more I realise what a cragy merry—go-round it is.
One drops off and another come along to take
his place. And so it goes on, year aifter,,
year, round and round and round ...._.3 ‘s
(His voice trails away. Outside,

the merry-go-round frives an import-
ant 11tT1o Toot of its whistlc. The
Jerky, mechanical music sftarts again
gathors spced and goes racln

and on, T iTling al% space 7E§
Whlrllng tempo. Graduell

begins to fade and dics s oh y to

an occho as

THE PLAY ENDS.






