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INTRODUCTION





Six of these eight plays for radio were directed by John Tydeman, whom I first met when he was a trainee producer. Now he has just retired from the position of the BBC’s Head of Radio Drama. This collection of all my work to date for ‘Portland Place’ is, therefore, a timely opportunity to pay my respects to a friend who has been a sympathetic and patient collaborator since Radio Three and Four were Third and Home.


The Dissolution of Dominic Boot and ‘M’ is for Moon Among Other Things – reduced to ‘Boot’ and ‘Moon’ in my affections – were written for Just Before Midnight, a series of fifteen-minute plays which went out in 1964. The peg for ‘Boot’ – a man riding around in a taxi trying to raise the money to pay the cabbie – was the first and last self-propelled idea I ever had, and I think I wrote the play in a day. ‘Moon’ started off as a short story which never got into print, and was commissioned, or perhaps only encouraged, on the strength of ‘Boot’.


If You’re Glad I’ll Be Frank (‘Glad/Frank’ ever after) came out of a conversation in a corridor at Portland Place with Richard Imison. John and Richard, Script Editor then and afterwards until his sadly early death last year, represented BBC Radio Drama to me for thirty years. Richard pounced on me Tigger-like with news of a series of short plays about people in imaginary jobs. There and then I proposed the Speaking Clock. I named her Gladys and gave her a propensity towards interior monologue in free verse, so she went out on the Third.


The next play – about a man painting the Forth Bridge solo – may have started life as another candidate for that series, but by this time I wanted to spread my wings and go solo myself; to write without regard to series or given lengths. Albert’s Bridge was my first more-or-less full-scale radio play, and Albert’s interior monologues were longer than Glad’s.


Where Are They Now? was written for Schools Radio. For the occasion I went against my principles, or at least my practice, and dropped a leaky bucket into the well of personal experience. Not that I was taught French by a Welsh sadist – au contraire, remembering kindly Miss Stokes who drove a pre-war Morris coupé – but no doubt many who have been at an English boarding school might suppose we were at the same one.


Artist Descending a Staircase, The Dog It Was That Died and In the Native State were separated by, roughly, ten-year intervals, a matter of circumstance rather than a conscious withdrawal from radio. Even so, ten years is an embarrassing gap for a writer who is enthusiastic for BBC Radio Drama and in debt to it. The existence of these three plays owed itself to John’s and Richard’s persistent letters and postcards. In each case the play grew from nothing other than the accumulating discomfort of failing to deliver.


John Tydeman was the director of ‘Moon’, ‘Glad/Frank’, Where Are They Now? (in its second production; the director for Schools was Dickon Reed), Artist Descending a Staircase, The Dog It Was That Died and In the Native State. ‘Boot’ was directed by Michael Bakewell, and Albert’s Bridge by Charles Lefeaux.


TOM STOPPARD


May 1994





POSTSCRIPT (2012). On ‘Dover Beach’ was written for the actor Alan Howard, one of a series of short plays written for him and broadcast on BBC Radio 4 in 2007.
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Fade in street—traffic.


VIVIAN: Well, thanks for the lunch—oh golly, it’s raining.


DOMINIC: Better run for it.


VIVIAN: Don’t be silly …. (Up) Hey, taxi!


DOMINIC: I say, Viv …


VIVIAN: Come on, you can drop me off. (To driver) Just round the corner, Derby Street Library.


(They get in—taxi drives.)


DOMINIC: Look, Vivian, I haven’t got …


VIVIAN: Dash it—that’s taken about ten shillings out of my two-guinea hairdo—honestly, I’m furious. Don’t you ever have an umbrella?


DOMINIC: Not when it’s raining.


VIVIAN: Didn’t I give you one for your birthday?


DOMINIC: No, it was your birthday.


VIVIAN: Why did I give it to you on my birthday?


DOMINIC: No, it was I who gave it to you on my birthday. Your birthday. Vivian, please stop talking about umbrellas. The thing is …


VIVIAN: If we’re going out tonight, I’ll have to have some repairs on my hair, it’s beginning to straggle. Another pound down the drain.


DOMINIC: I’m afraid I can’t tonight, Vivian, I promised to see my mother.


VIVIAN: What about?


DOMINIC: Um, about my father.


VIVIAN: What about him?


DOMINIC: Nothing. Just keeping her in touch.


VIVIAN: You never see your father.


DOMINIC: Well, we just sort of—talk about him.


VIVIAN: I thought you may be seeing her about us getting married.


DOMINIC: Oh, no.


VIVIAN: What do you mean by that?


DOMINIC: I mean, yes.


VIVIAN: Will we have enough by Christmas, or spring at the latest? After all, you’ve been saving now for months.


DOMINIC: Incidentally, Vivian …


VIVIAN: Oh, no! It’s half-past two—Dominic, we’ll have to start eating somewhere with quicker service. Anyway, I’m fed up with Italian. I don’t know why we always go to Marcello’s, do you?


DOMINIC: No. Only …


VIVIAN: (Up) Just there, next lamppost on the right. (Down) By the way, you’re on the black list—you’ve had those six books overdue for weeks—what do you do with them? (Up) Thank you. (Down) Well, I’ll see you tonight.


(Opens door.)


DOMINIC: I told you …


VIVIAN: Oh yes—tomorrow then, I’ll see you in Marcello’s. Goodbye darling. Oh no, not Marcello’s. Oh, I don’t know—phone me, will you?


DOMINIC: (Slightly desperate) Vivian—


(She’s gone.)


(Thinks:) One and ninepence. Extras sixpence.


(Coin counting:) Sixpence, shilling, one and a penny, one and two, three, threepence halfpenny … threepence halfpenny …


DRIVER: Waiting till the rain stops?


DOMINIC: No, um, the Metropolitan Bank, Blackfriars, please.


Cut. Bank.


DOMINIC: In ones, please.


GIRL CLERK: Oh, Mr Boot, would you mind stepping down to the end of the counter there …


DOMINIC: What for? Oh ah, righto. (Humming.)


(Walking.)


Hello, Mr Honeydew.


SHEPTON: I’m Mr Shepton.


DOMINIC: Oh really? I thought you were the manager.


SHEPTON: The manager is Mr Bartlett.


DOMINIC: Oh yes, I’m always getting it wrong.


SHEPTON: Well … yes, well, Mr Bartlett has asked me …


DOMINIC: Over the top, am I?


SHEPTON: You’re forty-three pounds beyond your limit, Mr Boot. I’m afraid that we have had to pass back two cheques received today from ah Marsello’s er Markello’s …


DOMINIC: Marchello’s, Mr Sheppard.


SHEPTON: Shepton.


Cut. Taxi moving.


DOMINIC: (Thinks:) Three and three … three and six …


DRIVER: The Irish Widows’ International Bank—is that on the left here?


DOMINIC: No, other side. Thanks. (Thinks:) Three and six, plus six, four bob …


Cut. Bank.


DOMINIC: In ones, please.


CLERK: Oh, good afternoon, Mr Boot. Would you have a word with Mr Honeydew?


Cut. DOMINIC slamming taxi door.


DOMINIC: Co-operative Wool and Synthetic Trust Bank in High Street, Ken, please.


DRIVER: You a bank robber, are you?


DOMINIC: In a modest way. Please hurry, I’ve got to cash a cheque before they close.


(Taxi starts moving.)


Cut to traffic.


DRIVER: I did my best.


DOMINIC: Dammit.


DRIVER: Six and nine.


DOMINIC: Ah, would you mind taking a cheque?





Cut. A door is flung open.


MISS BLIGH: (Very remote, quite detached) Good afternoon, Mr Boot. Mr Cartwright has been asking …


DOMINIC: In a minute—can you lend me ten bob—I’ve got a taxi …


MISS BLIGH: Oh Mr Boot, what a pity you didn’t come earlier. I’ve just spent it all on stamps—five pounds’ worth, Mr Boot.


DOMINIC: Hang on.


(Out door—cross pavement.)


I say, do you take stamps?


DRIVER: Yes, if you like. Green Stamps, are they?


DOMINIC: All colours. I mean they’re stamps. I don’t know what colour they are. Stamps!


DRIVER: Do you mean like for letters?


DOMINIC: That’s right, and parcels. Stamps.


DRIVER: Do me a favour.


(Back across pavement through door.)


DOMINIC: No good …


MISS BLIGH: Oh, what isn’t, Mr Boot? Oh, you’re terribly wet, is it raining?


(DOMINIC through another door.)


DOMINIC: I’m sorry to trouble you, Mr Cartwright…


CARTWRIGHT: I’ve been waiting forty-five minutes to trouble you, Mr Boot. Now look here, I’m going out for the rest of the afternoon, but I want to pick up the Lexington figures to take home, so please have them ready by six. Well, look to it.


DOMINIC: Mr Cartwright—could you lend me ten shillings…


Cut to taxi moving.


DRIVER: Nice area. What number are you?


DOMINIC: Forty-eight. On the left.


DRIVER: You use taxis a lot, don’t you?


DOMINIC: Yes, hardly ever. I mean no, I do …. (thinks:)


Fourteen shillings … and six …


(Taxi pulls up.)


Thanks, I’ll be out in a minute.


DOMINIC: (Panting, muttering) Fourteen and six, fourteen and six … property of the North Thames Gas Board … oh well … where’s that poker … wardrobe, wardrobe—ah!—North Thames, here goes, uh …


(Breaks open gas meter—coins.)


One, two four, five six seven, ten, ten and six, ten and six … oh no, damn … oh God ….


Cut. In taxi—moving.


DOMINIC: First left, second right. Oh, would you like ten bob to be going on with, here.


(Coins.)


DRIVER: You been robbing the gas meter?


DOMINIC: No, no, I just collect them. (Thinks:) Twenty-one and six—plus sixpence, minus ten bob I gave him, minus one and threepence halfpenny, that makes—twenty-two bob, plus sixpence, minus ten bob I gave him.


DRIVER: (Pulling up) Here we are, 73, Mansion Lane.


MOTHER: (On pavement) Taxi!


DOMINIC: Hello, Mother. I was just coming to see you.


MOTHER: Dominic! You always pick the wrong time. Never mind we can talk in the taxi. (To driver) Bond Street.


DOMINIC: Going shopping?


MOTHER: Hair-do. They always ruin it, but I don’t trust anyone else. I’m thinking of going blue. And piled on top. Well, what’s with Vivian?


DOMINIC: A bit straggly—the rain, you know.


MOTHER: What are you talking about? Why are you so wet? Don’t you use Vivian’s umbrella?


DOMINIC: No, why should I? She doesn’t even use the one I gave her.


MOTHER: I mean the one she told me she gave you, for Christmas.


DOMINIC: (Is everyone mad?) She–never–gave–me–an–umbrella!


MOTHER: I like that girl. Have you seen anything of your father?


DOMINIC: No.


MOTHER: I’m told he’s thinking of getting married again.


DOMINIC: Who’d have him?


MOTHER: God knows. I think you ought to go and see him. I think it’s quite wrong not to keep in touch with one’s father.


DOMINIC: Righto. (Thinks:) Twenty-four, minus ten, plus …


MOTHER: And if you find out anything about her, give me a ring at once. Why aren’t you at the office?


DOMINIC: Well, things are a bit slack, and I’m my own boss now really, so I thought I’d take an hour off and have tea with you.


MOTHER: Well, it seems to be the first job you’re any good at. I hope you’re being sensible about it. I bet you’re not saving.


DOMINIC: Oh, I am.


MOTHER: I was getting quite tired of you always coming to see me for money. Good God—twenty-five shillings—Dominic …


DOMINIC: (Trapped) It’s all right—it’s all on the office—I’ve been making some calls for them, you see, old Cartwright….


(Thinks) Oh God ….


Cut—DRIVER driving.


DRIVER: You know who used to cut my mum’s hair? My dad.


DOMINIC: He was a hairdresser, was he?


DRIVER: No, he was a grocer. Corner shop off the Angel.


DOMINIC: (Thinks:) Thirty-one minus ten plus …


DRIVER: And guess who cut his hair. My mum.


DOMINIC: (Thinks:) Thirty-nine, and sixpence for Vivian and sixpence for Mother, minus ten, plus, no minus …. (Up) Can you lend me four pennies?


Cut—DOMINIC dialling—phone.


DOMINIC: (On phone) Hello, Charlie. Dom. Dominic. Is that Charles Monkton? Well, it’s Dom. Dominic Boot. Yes—listen, Charles I’m in a bit of a fix—you know that two pounds I lent you? Yes, now. I’ll come over. Where’s your place? What? I’m not fcoming by train—I’m in a taxi. No, that’s why I’m broke, Charlie—what? All right. Past East Croydon station, first left, 18B. Right.


(Down phone.)





Cut.


DRIVER: You ever been to Croydon?


DOMINIC: No, Why?


DRIVER: It’s over the six-mile limit.


DOMINIC: Limit?


DRIVER: Yes. You see, if you stop me, then I’ve got to take you wherever you want, that’s the law. But if it’s over six miles the meter doesn’t count so I’m allowed to fix a price. That’s the system.


DOMINIC: That’s ridiculous.


DRIVER: Well, I lose on tips, you see. I can take you there, well in that time I can have four other fares and a tip on each. So I’m allowed to strike a bargain with you. Two pounds.


DOMINIC: A pound.


DRIVER: Right, you can pay me off now.


DOMINIC: Twenty-five bob.


DRIVER: Doesn’t pay.


DOMINIC: Thirty with tip.


DRIVER: Thirty-two and six.


DOMINIC: Done!


Cut. In taxi—stationary.


DOMINIC: (Thinks:) Seventy-one in all. Minus ten I gave him. Sixty-one. Three pounds one. One and threepence halfpenny in change. About three pounds, then. Minus two of Charlie’s. One pound. Minus, minus nothing. One pound, one pound. Who? Please God, who? Plus fourpence he lent me. One pound and fourpence. Who?


DRIVER: Well have you made up your mind? Can’t sit in Croydon for ever. There’s a fellow there who’s looking like mad for a taxi. Looks like a town fare. If you don’t want to go, say so quick.


(Door opens—DOMINIC in street.)


DOMINIC: Excuse me, you seem to be rather desperate for a taxi.


MAN: I am—I’ve got an important meeting … why?


DOMINIC: I think I can help you. Please take my taxi.


MAN: How very kind of you. Are you sure?


DOMINIC: Certainly. I’m in the business.


MAN: Business?


DOMINIC: I’m a taxi agent. That’ll be twenty-five shillings.


MAN: I’ll call a policeman.


DOMINIC: Very well, one pound and fourpence, and you pay the tip.


Cut—DRIVER driving.


DRIVER: What did that copper want?


DOMINIC: Little misunderstanding. (Thinks:) A hundred and eight, minus ten, minus two pounds … (Up) You must make a fortune.


DRIVER: Shilling a mile I have to give the company for this cab. And there’s my fuel. I’d never keep body and soul together without the shop.


DOMINIC: Grocer’s?


DRIVER: Clothes, furniture, stuff, second-hand. I’ve got a staff. My brother. He cuts my hair. Well, my mum and dad have passed on.


Cut.


DOMINIC: Father! Oh dear Father who art in Windsor …


FATHER: Good Lord, what brings you here?


DOMINIC: Well, I was missing you, Father.


FATHER: Don’t be absurd. Still, good to see you. How’s your mother?


DOMINIC: Very well, Father. Sends you her love.


FATHER: Nonsense. For goodness’ sake sit down. Whisky?


DOMINIC: Fine. Oh, Father, by the way—I’ve got a cab outside …


FATHER: Can’t you even walk ten minutes from the station? You people. (Up) Bates! Give this half crown to the taxi driver and bring us some whisky. Well now, Dominic, how’s the job?


Cut.


DRIVER: Who was that?


DOMINIC: My father.


DRIVER: He seemed angry about something.


DOMINIC: He’d just had some bad news. Derby Street Library, please.


Cut.


DOMINIC: (A desperate man) Vivian!


VIVIAN: Ssssh …. (Whispering) For goodness’ sake, what’s the matter?


DOMINIC: (A desperate man whispering) Oh sorry. I say Vivian …


VIVIAN: Have you brought the books at last?


DOMINIC: Books? Oh—look, Vivian, please help me, you get paid today don’t you? I’ve got to pay off that taxi, you see …


VIVIAN: Oh, Dominic—I’m very cross with you—we’re saving to get married and you keep taking taxis everywhere. It’s not fair, Dominic. Now you come running to me. Honestly.


DOMINIC: (The desperate man, cracked and yelling) OH, YOU STUPID COW, SHUT UP AND GIVE ME TEN POUNDS FOR THE LOVE OF GOD!


Cut. Interior.


DRIVER: Well, frankly, you couldn’t have paid much for it, could you?


DOMINIC: It’s a very fine engagement ring. Ten guineas.


DRIVER: See that? Scratched. Four pound ten.


DOMINIC: It’s a diamond. Six pounds.


DRIVER: Five and I’m taking a chance.


DOMINIC: Done. What about the rest of the stuff?


DRIVER: Well it’s a bit of a mess isn’t it? I don’t know how you can live like this, I don’t really. I mean, it’s really junk, isn’t it? I’ll give you ten bob for the desk, and another ten for the mirror. The bed’s had it really—I mean six books isn’t the same as a castor, is it? Thirty bob with the mattress. Now over here. Not a bad wardrobe—fifteen bob—gas stove—couple of pounds if you like. That’s about it, isn’t it? OK, Dom? Look, someone’s bust up your gas meter.


DOMINIC: What about the clothes? There’s some good stuff there.


DRIVER: Can’t move it, you see. I’ll give you ten bob to take it away, and that makes us square, doesn’t it?


(Doorbell.)


Oh, that’ll be my brother with the van.


DOMINIC: Mr Melon.


DRIVER: Lemon.


DOMINIC: Mr Lemon, I’ve got to get back to the office before six. You couldn’t throw that in, could you?


DRIVER: Can’t do it, Dom. Company checks the mileage, you see. That’s a seven and a tanner drive, that is. Tell you what, I’ll cut my throat and do it for the suit.


DOMINIC: What suit?


DRIVER: That one you got on.


DOMINIC: But that only leaves me with a pair of pyjamas and a raincoat. I can’t go to the office like that. Can I?—Can I?


Cut. Door flung open.


DOMINIC: Is he back yet?


MISS BLIGH: Hello, Mr Boot. Is it still raining? Oh, you are wet. I do like your pyjamas Mr Boot. What’s the matter Mr Boot, you seem awfully upset. Mr Cartwright seems upset too. 


(Door opens.)


CARTWRIGHT: Well, Mr Boot—Good God, man, what are you wearing? Have you gone mad?


DOMINIC: I don’t think so, Mr Cartwright.


CARTWRIGHT: Get out of here. I’m giving you a week’s notice. And stop crying.


DOMINIC: Yes, Mr Cartwright.


(Door slams.)


MISS BLIGH: (Always tender, soft, remote) Come on, Mr Boot. I think you ought to go home. Come on … I’m going your way, Mr Boot.


DOMINIC: (Weeping) Oh … oh …


(They go through door into street.)


MISS BLIGH: It’s raining again. Haven’t you got an umbrella, Mr Boot? Don’t cry, Mr Boot. Your pyjamas are getting awfully wet … I should do up your front, Mr Boot, you’ll catch cold…. Pull your socks up, Mr Boot. (Up) 


Taxi! … come on, Mr Boot. Come on, you can drop me off….
























‘M’ IS FOR MOON AMONG OTHER THINGS
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Silence—a man grunts and shakes his paper—a woman flips over the pages of a book and sighs.


NB A married couple, ALFRED and CONSTANCE—middle class, childless, aged 45 and 42.


CONSTANCE: (Sighs—thinks:) Macbeth …


(Flip.)


Macedonia …


(Flip.) 


Machine-gun …


(Flip.) 


Magna Carta …


(Flip.)


Measles …


(Flip.)


Molluscs … molluscs …


ALFRED: (Grunts—thinks:) ‘… the girl, wearing a red skirt and black sweater, asked the court that her name should not be continued in column five, continued in column five …’


(Shakes paper.)


CONSTANCE: (Thinks:)… Invertebrate animal … discovered that marine varieties …


(Slams book shut.) 


I think enough for tonight—I wish the print wasn’t so small … Have you seen my pills anywhere?


ALFRED: Mmmm … (Thinks:) ‘… “anything like it in my thirty years on the Bench,” he added. “While young louts like you are roaming the streets no girl is safe from …”’ 


(Impatiently) Oh …


(Turns page.)


CONSTANCE: (Thinks:) February the fifth, March the fifth, April, May, June, July, August … six.





ALFRED: (Thinks:) ‘A Smooth-as-Silk Beauty as Fast as they Come!’


CONSTANCE: (Thinks:) The Friday before last must have been the twenty-seventh, that’s right, because the Gilberts came to dinner and that was a Friday because of Mrs Gilbert not eating the meat, and the Encyclopaedia always comes on the twenty-seventh, and it was just when the M to N came when I phoned Alfred at the office about what to give the Gilberts, so it must have been Friday the twenty-seventh. So last Sunday was the twenty-ninth, so today is twenty-nine plus seven makes thirty-six, so it must be the sixth, unless July has thirty-one, in which case it’s the seventh, no, the fifth. Thirty days hath April, June, is it? Wait a minute, the Friday before last was the twenty-seventh …


ALFRED: (Thinks:) ‘I found her to be a smooth-as-silk beauty with the classic lines of thrust of …’


CONSTANCE: Alfred, is it the fifth or the sixth?


ALFRED: Mmm? (Thinks:) ‘… surging to sixty mph in nine seconds …’


CONSTANCE: Fifth?


ALFRED: Fifth what?


CONSTANCE: What’s today?


ALFRED: Sunday … (Thinks:) ‘… the handbrake a touch stiff and I’d like to see an extra ashtray for the passenger but otherwise …’ (Up) Oh for goodness’ sake—you know I hate people looking over my shoulder.


(Turns page.)


CONSTANCE: (Thinks:) August the fifth, nineteen sixty-two. (Up) Alfred, in half an hour I’ll be exactly forty-two-and-a-half years old. That’s a thought, isn’t it?


ALFRED: Mmmm … (Thinks:) ‘Little old grey-haired Mrs Winifred Garters wept last night as …’


CONSTANCE: What time were you born, Alfred?


ALFRED: What?


CONSTANCE: I was born just as the clock struck half-past ten at night—what time were you born?


ALFRED: I can’t remember.


CONSTANCE: Didn’t anyone tell you?


ALFRED: That’s what I can’t remember.


(Hall clock chiming ten.)


Oh, what’s that?—ten? We haven’t had the news today. I think there’s one now, isn’t there? Turn on the box—hang on, where’s the Radio Times?—ah—is this this week’s?


CONSTANCE: Forty-two-and-a-half, and all I’ve got is a headache.


ALFRED: Is this the new one? ‘August five to twelve’—what’s today?


CONSTANCE: Sunday.


ALFRED: No–no–no—what’s—oh never mind—yes, this is it—News at five-past ten.


(Turns on TV.) 


‘Dial M for Murder’—oh, that might have been good.


CONSTANCE: It’s an awful thing, you know. When you start worrying about the halves. I mean there’s no purpose to make sense of it, is there? Every time it’s half-past ten, it’s another day older, and all I’ve done with it is to get up and stay up. Where’s it all going?


(Bring in finish of ‘Dial M for Murder’—hold it and fade it low.)


(Thinks:) They used to call me Millie … my


middle name was my favourite till I was—how old was I? 17? Happy Birthday Millie, it used to be … Then I went over to Constance, it sounded more grown-up. Seventeen from forty-two. Twenty-five. A quarter of a century, constant Constance…. (Up) If I had a choice, perhaps I’d choose what I’m doing now. I don’t care about that. But I want the choice. I don’t want the moon, Alfred, all I want is the possibility of an alternative, so that I know I’m doing this because I want to instead of because there’s nothing else.


ALFRED: Sshssh—hang on, Constance, let me hear the News …


(Bring in opening of tape (if there is one) of the 10.05 pm News—5 August 1962.)


NEWS: The News … Marilyn Monroe, the actress, was found dead in her Los Angeles home today …


(Fade out.)


ALFRED: (Fading in with ‘oh’s’ used as a sort of dirge—thinks:) Oh … oh … oh … oh … oh … poor Marilyn … poor poor thing … What have they done? … God, poor little thing … She must have been so unhappy. Oh Marilyn …


CONSTANCE: She seemed so full of life, didn’t she?


ALFRED: (Thinks:) Abandoned … no love … like a child …


CONSTANCE: Poor thing, it’s awful.


ALFRED: (Thinks:) Marilyn … you shouldn’t have trusted them, they’re all rotten …


CONSTANCE: Do you suppose she meant it? Oh, wasn’t she lovely, I mean a lovely person, she made you feel it. Doesn’t it go to show?


ALFRED: Oh, do shut up.


CONSTANCE: Alfred!


ALFRED: Oh, I’m sorry. I’m just tired … and upset.


CONSTANCE: It’s all right, Alfred.


ALFRED: Of course she meant it. By God, you’ve only got to use your imagination. It’s such a cold shallow world she was living in. No warmth or understanding—no one understood her, she was friendless.


CONSTANCE: Do you think so?


ALFRED: Of course. Hangers-on. People didn’t appreciate her. Just using her. A girl like that. It’s a crime …


CONSTANCE: Fate.


ALFRED: Fate! Don’t be absurd!


CONSTANCE: Please don’t shout, Alfred.


ALFRED: (Wearily) Oh damn them, dammit … Oh, let’s go to bed. I’m tired.


CONSTANCE: Yes. I’m worn out—hope I’ll be able to sleep.


ALFRED: I can never stay awake, and you can never get to sleep—what’s the matter with you?


CONSTANCE: I don’t know—can’t sleep with this headache.


ALFRED: You know, you read too much, you’re always complaining of eye strain and headaches, well it’s no wonder.


CONSTANCE: The print’s too small, really.


(Flip flip flip of pages:)


ALFRED: The Universal Treasury of People, Places and Things: Illustrated. M to N … A lot of useless knowledge.


CONSTANCE: I’ve got as far as Molluscs, but I’m skipping madly.


ALFRED: You forget it all anyway.





CONSTANCE: No I don’t, not all of it.


ALFRED: Well, you forgot about Catholics, didn’t you? There must have been something about them under C.


CONSTANCE: (Unhappy, offensive-defensive, a little desperate) Oh Alfred, please—not now again …


ALFRED: Catholics! Catholics-don’t-eat-meat-on-Fridays. Or under M—Meat!, what-Catholics-don’t eat-on-a-Friday. Or F—Friday!, the-day-Catholics-don’t-eat-meat-on. Oh my God, you could probably have found it under G—Mrs Gilbert!, wife to Alfred’s boss Mr Gilbert and a staunch Catholic who does not eat meat on a Friday! (Pause.) D is for Débâcle—that which occurs when Mrs Gilbert is offered meat by her husband’s chief accountant’s wife on a Friday!


CONSTANCE: (Crying) Well, I wouldn’t have forgotten if you hadn’t been so awful on the phone—I phoned you to ask you what to get for dinner and you wouldn’t give me a chance—Alfred—you were—you behaved …


ALFRED: Oh, don’t cry—I couldn’t talk to you then … You had to call up just as Mr Gilbert, Anglican, was hovering round my neck with my monthly report … Oh, what does it matter anyway …


(Pages turned.)


M is for Money … Universal Treasury all right … Two guineas a volume, a guinea per letter of the alphabet. How can you get a guinea’s worth out of X? Or Z?


CONSTANCE: It was a lovely birthday present.


ALFRED: Well, I’m sorry I haven’t got as much money as your rich brother Stanley.


CONSTANCE: Oh, you know I didn’t mean that. But it’s lovely to know that every month there’s another volume coming. That’s the seventh, counting the A to B I got on the actual day. It’s O to P this month. Oranges and Orang-utans. I don’t know—it’s just that the time isn’t all a waste, somehow, do you know what I mean?


ALFRED: What’s the capital of Mongolia?


CONSTANCE: The point isn’t to know the capital of Mongolia, Alfred—the point is to … Alfred, at half-past ten I’ll be forty-two-and-a-half years old and it’s all slipping by.





ALFRED: Well, I’m blessed—do you know they haven’t even got her in here.


CONSTANCE: Who?


ALFRED: ‘Monroe Doctrine … Monroe, James, President of the United States …’ Universal ruddy Treasury.


CONSTANCE: Well, they can’t have everything. I remember my first ABC book—everything was so simple then. I thought that each letter only stood for the one word they gave, you know? A is for Apple, B is for Baby, C is for Cat … M was for Moon. It was ages before I knew that M was for anything else … like Millie … She was 36, he said, didn’t he?


ALFRED: Did he? Poor dear … What I meant was that it needn’t have happened. That’s why you can’t call it fate.


CONSTANCE: It’s all right, I wasn’t thinking.


ALFRED: It was just that she had no one to recognize her needs, you see. No one to turn to, I mean. No wonder the poor girl got desperate. Those actors—people like that—they’ve got no humanity, no understanding—self, self, it’s such a selfish society. A girl like that, dying with a telephone in her hand—who did she have to call who would have done her any good? No one. Perhaps that’s fate.


CONSTANCE: Yes, I suppose so.


ALFRED: Well, let’s go up. I’ll lock up—you have the bathroom first.


CONSTANCE: I wonder who she was trying to phone, though …


(Fade out—sound of CONSTANCE getting into bed—or near offer.)


Oooooh, bed. I feel quite worn out.


ALFRED: You got up too early again.


CONSTANCE: I couldn’t drop off once I woke up. It’s getting very tiresome.


ALFRED: Don’t those pills work?


CONSTANCE: I suppose they must help. I think I’ll take an extra one tonight.


ALFRED: Yes, I should.


CONSTANCE: Oh—Alfred—I forgot my glass of water. Do you mind, while you’re still up.


ALFRED: Oh, gosh, where is it?





CONSTANCE: On the wash-stand. (Thinks:) Oh God, if I’d been in her place I would have eaten the bloody meat and gone to confession … Bitch … I shouldn’t have phoned Alfred at the office, though …


ALFRED: Here you are. Got the pills?


(Clock chiming half-past ten—ALFRED getting into bed.)


CONSTANCE: (Thinks:) Half-past ten, August the fifth, nineteen sixty-two. Well—Cheers! (Gulps pill and drink.) Happy anniversary, Millie.


(Puts glass down.)


ALFRED: Should I turn the light off?


CONSTANCE: Yes.


(Click.)


(Thinks:) Maple tree, Mozambique … Mandragora …


Marzipan … Mother … Moon … Melon … Menopause … Mongolia …


ALFRED: (Thinks:) Marilyn … don’t worry, I’m glad you phoned, … Don’t be unhappy, love, tell me all about it and I’m sure I’ll think of something … Do you feel better already?—Well, it’s nice to have someone you know you can count on any time, isn’t it? … Don’t cry, don’t cry any more … I’ll make it all right … (Up—sigh) Poor old thing …


CONSTANCE: Oh, you mustn’t worry about me, Alfred, I’ll be all right … (Thinks:) Marshmallow … Mickey Mouse … Marriage … Moravia … Mule … Market … Mumps …
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From her first words it is apparent that GLADYS is the ‘TIM’* girl, and always has been.


As such, she has two columns to herself.


The right-hand column is for the Speaking Clock, and as such it is ostensibly continuous. But of course we hear her voice direct, not through a telephone unless otherwise indicated.


The left-hand column is for her unspoken thoughts, and of course this one has the dominant value.


It should be obvious in the script when her ‘TIM’ voice is needed in the background as counterpoint, and when it should be drowned altogether by the rising dominance of her thoughts.


When her ‘TIM’ voice intrudes again I have indicated this not by the actual words she uses, because the actual time she announces should be related to the number of minutes or seconds that have passed (i.e. depending on the pace of the broadcast) but by suggesting the space of time that her speaking voice should take up, and this appears in the script in this form: (3–4 seconds).


GLADYS operates the pips too, and these are indicated thus: (PIP PIP PIP).


Some of GLADYS’s sustained passages fall into something half way between prose and verse, and I have gone some way to indicate the rhythms by line-endings, but of course the effect should not be declamatory.








SCENE 1




FRANK, who turns out to be a bus driver, is heard dialling ‘TIM’.


 


GLADYS (through phone): At the third stroke it will be eight fifty-nine precisely.


 


FRANK (amazed disbelief): It can’t be….


(PIP PIP PIP.)


… At the third stroke it


will be eight fifty-nine and


ten seconds….


(PIP PIP PIP.)


(Fearful hope): It’s not…?


… At the third stroke it


will be eight fifty-nine and


twenty seconds….


(PIP PIP PIP.)


(Joy.) It is! … Gladys!


It’s my Gladys!


(Fade.)





SCENE 2


Exterior mid traffic. Big Ben begins its nine a.m. routine. Cut to interior: no traffic. Big Ben fainter.




PORTER (murmurs): Nine o’clock. Here we go.


(What happens is this: MYRTLE, MORTIMER,  COURTNAY-SMITH, SIR JOHN and the FIRST LORD OF THE POST OFFICE (LORD COOT) enter from the street on the first, third, fifth, seventh and ninth strokes of Big Ben respectively (the second, fourth, sixth and eighth strokes being heard through the closed door.) Each opening of the door lets in traffic sound momentarily and amplifies Big Ben.)


(Street door.)


PORTER: Morning, Mrs. Trelawney.


MYRTLE (gay): Hello, Tommy.


(And out through door.)


(Street door.)


PORTER: Morning, Mr. Mortimer.


MORTIMER (tired): Good morning, Tom. 


(And out through door.) 


(Street door.)


PORTER: Good morning, Mr. Courtenay-Smith.


C.-SMITH (vague): Morning, Mr. Thompson. 


(And out through door.)


(Street door.)


PORTER: Good morning, Sir John.


SIR JOHN (aloof): Ah, Thompson….


(And out through door.) 


(Street door.)


PORTER: Good morning, my Lord.


1ST LORD: Morning, Tommy. (Conspiratorial.) Anything to report?


PORTER: All on schedule, my Lord.


1ST LORD: Jolly good.


(Through door.)


MYRTLE: Good morning, your Lordship.


1ST LORD: Good morning, Mrs. Trelawney. 


(Through door.)


MORTIMER: Good morning, my Lord.


1ST LORD: Good morning, ah, Mortimer.


(Through door.)


C.-SMITH: Good morning, Lord Coot.


1ST LORD: Good morning, Mr. Courtenay-Smith. 


(Through door.)


SIR JOHN: What ho, Cooty.


1ST LORD: Morning, Jack.


(Through door.)


BERYL: Good morning, sir.


1ST LORD (startled): Who are you?


BERYL: I’m new.


(Pause.)


1ST LORD: I thought I couldn’t account for you…. New what?


BERYL: New secretary, sir … Miss Bligh. They sent me over from Directory Enquiries last night.


1ST LORD: I see. What happened to my old—to Miss—er——


BERYL: Apparently she cracked, sir, at 1.53 a.m. I came at once.


1ST LORD: That’s the ticket. The Post Office never sleeps. Do you know the form round here?


BERYL: Well….


1ST LORD: Quite simple. I’m the First Lord of the Post Office, of course. I’m responsible for the lot, with special attention to the Telephone Services, which are as follows—write them down—


UMP—dial-the-Test-score.


SUN—dial-the-weather.


POP—dial-a-pop.


BET—dial-the-racing-results.


GOD—dial-the-Bible-reading.


EAT—dial-a-recipe.


And so on, with many others, including the most popular and important of them all—TIM, dial-the-speaking-clock. We can’t afford to lose track of time, or we’d be lost. Now, you see, we must keep a continuous check on all of them, because if you don’t keep an eye on them they slide back. The strain is appalling, and the staffing problems monumental.


Shall we start checking, then? To begin with, synchronize our watches, and then check with TIM—ready? I make it just coming up to nine two and forty seconds….








SCENE 3


Follows straight on with the Time signal (PIP PIP PIP).


Heard direct, i.e. not through phone, as is GLADYS now.




GLADYS:









… At the third stroke it


will be nine two and fifty seconds….


(PIP PIP PIP.)


… At the third stroke it


will be nine three precisely.


(PIP PIP PIP.)


Or to put it another way,


three minutes past nine,


precisely, though which


nine in particular, I don’t


say, so what’s precise


about that? …


… nine three and ten seconds….


(PIP PIP PIP.)


The point is beginning to be lost on me.


Or rather it is becoming a different point.


Or rather I am beginning to see through it.


Because they think that time is something they invented,


for their own convenience,


and divided up into ticks and tocks


and sixties and twelves


and twenty-fours …


so that they’d know when the Olympic record has been broken





and when to stop serving dinner in second-class hotels,


when the season opens and the betting closes,


when to retire;


when to leave the station,


renew their applications


when their subscriptions have expired;


when time has run out.


So that they’d know how long they lasted,


and pretend that it matters,


and how long they’ve got,


as if it mattered,


so that they’d know that we know that they know.


That we know, that is.


That they know, of course.







And so on.


(Faint time clock, 2–3 seconds.)


Ad infinitum.







I used to say ad nauseum


but it goes on long after you feel sick.


And I feel sick.


When you look down from a great height


you become dizzy. Such depth, such distance,


such disappearing tininess so far away,


rushing away,





reducing the life-size to nothing—


it upsets the scale you live by.


Your eyes go first, followed by the head,


and if you can’t look away you feel sick.


And that’s my view of time;


and I can’t look away.


Dizziness spirals up between my stomach and my head


corkscrewing out the stopper.


But I’m empty anyway.


I was emptied long ago.







Because it goes on,


this endless dividing up into equal parts,


this keeping track—


because time viewed from such distance


etcetera


rushing away


reducing the lifespan to nothing


and so on—


(Pause.)


The spirit goes first, followed by the mind.


And if you can’t look away you go mad.


(Time clock, 2–3 seconds.)











SCENE 4




FRANK dialling; excited, intense. Ringing tone breaks off.


OPERATOR is heard through phone.


 


OPERATOR: Number please.


FRANK: Listen, do all you people work in the same building?


OPERATOR: This is the operator—can I help you?


FRANK: I want to speak to Gladys Jenkins.


OPERATOR: What’s the number, please?


FRANK: She works there—she’s in the telephones, you see.


OPERATOR: Hello, sir—operator here——


FRANK: I want to be transferred to Mrs. Jenkins—this is her husband.


OPERATOR: Mrs. Jenkins?


FRANK: Speaking clock.


OPERATOR: Do you want to know the time?


FRANK: No—I want my Gladys! What’s her number?


OPERATOR: Speaking clock?


FRANK: Yes.


OPERATOR: TIM.


FRANK: Her number.


OPERATOR: T-I-M.


FRANK: I demand to speak to your superior——


OPERATOR: Just a moment, sir, putting you through.


GLADYS (through the phone):… At the third stroke it will be nine twelve and forty seconds….


FRANK: It’s all right, Glad—it’s me again—Frank!


(GLADY’s timespeak continues underneath.)


Can you hear me now, Glad?—I’ve had a time of it I can tell you—I must say, you gave me a turn! So that’s where you got to—Gladys? Give over a minute, love—it’s Frank——Can you hear me, Gladys? Give me a sign?


(Pause; timeclock.)


I know your voice—it’s you, isn’t it, Gladys—are they holding you?—I’ll get you out of there, Gladys—I’ll speak to the top man—I’ll get the wheels turning, Gladys! I’ll pull the strings, don’t you worry, love——But I’ve got to dash now, love—I’m calling from the terminus and we’re due out——


(IVY, a bus conductress breaks in.)


IVY: Frank Jenkins! The passengers are looking at their watches!


FRANK (to IVY): Just coming. (To GLADYS.) That was Ivy, my conductress—you don’t know Ivy—I’m on a new route now, the 52 to Acton——Keep your chin up, Glad—you can hear me, can’t you? I’ll be giving you another ring later——Good-bye, Gladys—oh, Gladys—what’s the time now?


GLADYS: Nine fourteen precisely——


FRANK: Thanks, Glad—oh, thank you, Gladys! (He rings off.)


IVY (off): Frank—it’s nine fourteen—remember the schedule!


FRANK (going): Hey, Ivy—I’ve found her—I’ve found my Gladys!





SCENE 5




GLADYS (direct voice now):









… At the third stroke it


will be nine fourteen and


twenty seconds….


(PIP PIP PIP.)


… At the third stroke …


I don’t think I’ll bother, I


don’t think there’s any point.


Let sleeping dogs and so on.


Because I wouldn’t shake it off


by going back, I’d only be in


the middle of it,


with an inkling of infinity,


the only one who has seen both ends


rushing away from the middle.


You can’t keep your balance after that.


Because they don’t know what time is.


They haven’t experienced the silence


in which it passes


impartial disinterested


godlike.


Because they didn’t invent it at all.


They only invented the clock.


And it doesn’t go tick


and it doesn’t go tock


and it doesn’t go pip.


It doesn’t go anything.


And it doesn’t go anything for ever


It just goes,


before them, after them, without them,


above all without them,


and their dialling fingers,


their routine-checking, schedule-setting time-keeping clockwork—


luminous, anti-magnetic,


fifteen-jewelled self-winding,


grandfather, cuckoo, electric


shock-, dust-and waterproofed, chiming;


it counts for nothing against the scale of time,


and makes them tiny, bound and gagged to the minute-hand


as though across a railway line—


struggling without hope, eyes busy with silent-screen distress


as the hour approaches—the express


swings round the curve towards them


(and the Golden Labrador who might have saved them


never turns up on time).


(2–3 seconds.)


And they count for nothing measured against


the moment in which a glacier forms and melts.


Which does not stop them from trying


to compete;


they synchronize their watches, count the beats,


to get the most out of the little they’ve got,


clocking in, and out,


and speeding up,


keeping up with their time-tables,


and adjusting their tables to keep up with their speed,


and check one against the other


and congratulate each other—


a minute saved to make another minute possible somewhere else


to be spent another time.


Enough to soft-boil a third of an egg:


hard-boil a fifth.


Precisely….      


(PIP PIP PIP.)     


(3–4 seconds.)


Of course, it’s a service if you like.


They dial for twenty seconds’ worth of time


and hurry off contained within it


until the next correction,


with no sense of its enormity, none,





no sense of their scurrying insignificance;


only the authority of my voice,


the voice of the sun itself,


more accurate than Switzerland—


definitive


divine.


(2–3 seconds, very faint.)


If it made a difference


I could refuse to play,


sabotage the whole illusion


a little every day if it made a difference,


as if it would, if I coughed or jumped a minute


(they’d correct their watches by my falter).


And if I stopped to explain


At the third stroke it will be


  At the third stroke it   


   will be…. (Continues 


3– 4 seconds.)             


too late to catch up, far


far too late, gentlemen….


they’d complain, to the Post Office.


And if stopped altogether,


just stopped, gave up the pretence,


it would make no difference.


Silence is the sound of time passing.


(1–2 seconds, faint.)


Don’t ask when the pendulum began to swing.


Because there is no pendulum.


It’s only the clock that goes tick tock


and never the time that chimes.


It’s never the time that stops.


(1–2 seconds, quick fade.)











SCENE 6




VOICE THROUGH PHONE: … thirty minutes in a Regulo 5 oven until it is a honey coloured brown…. Serves six.


1ST LORD (ringing off): Well, that’s that one. Next.


BERYL: That was the last one, sir.


1ST LORD: Then start again at the beginning—continuous attention, you see. You’ll have to take over this afternoon—I have a board meeting.


BERYL: Very good, sir.


1ST LORD: You don’t have to call me sir. Call me my Lord.


BERYL: Very good, my Lord.


(Phone rings.)


Hello?


FRANK (through phone): This is Frank Jenkins.


BERYL: Yes?


FRANK: It’s about my wife.


BERYL: Yes?


FRANK: Is she there?


BERYL: This is the First Lord’s office.


FRANK: I want the top man in speaking clocks.


BERYL: What name please?


FRANK: Jenkins—it’s about my wife, Gladys. She’s the speaking clock.


BERYL: Hold on, please. 


My Lord, it’s a Mr. Jenkins—he says his wife is the speaking clock.


1ST LORD: How extraordinary. Tell him we don’t know what he’s talking about.





 SCENE 7




GLADYS (direct):












… At the third


stroke it will be eleven


thirty precisely….


(PIP PIP PIP.)


Old Frank….


Yes, we met dancing, I liked him from the first.


He said, ‘If you’re Glad


I’ll be Frank….’


There was time to laugh then


but while I laughed a bumblebee


fluttered its wings a million times.


How can one compete?


His bus passed my window twice a day,


on the route he had then,


every day, with a toot and a wave and was gone.


toot toot toot


everything the same


if only you didn’t know,


which I didn’t


which I do.


He took his timetable seriously, Frank.


You could set your clock by him.


But not time—it flies by


unrepeatable


and the moment after next the passengers are dead


and the bus scrap and the scrap dust,


caught by the wind, blown into the crevasse


as the earth splits and scatters


at the speed of bees wings.


Old Frank. He had all the time


in the world for me,


such as it was.


(PIP PIP PIP.)











SCENE 8


In the street FRANK’s bus comes to a rather abrupt halt, the door of his cab opens, slams shut as he runs across the pavement and through a door. He is breathless and in a frantic hurry.




FRANK: Hey, you—who’s in charge here?


PORTER: I am. Is that your bus?


FRANK: Who’s the top man—quick!


PORTER: You can’t park there after seven if the month’s got an R in it or before nine if it hasn’t except on Christmas and the Chairman’s birthday should it fall in Lent.


FRANK: I have an appointment with the chairman.


PORTER (to the sound of horns): Seems to be a bit of a traffic jam out there.


FRANK: What floor’s he on?


PORTER: He’s not on the floor this early. Is this your conductress?


(As the door flies open.)


IVY: Frank—what are you doing!


FRANK: All right, all right! (To PORTER.) Listen—I’ll be passing your door again at one-fourteen. Tell him to be ready——


CONDUCTRESS: Frank—we’ll get behind time!


FRANK (leaving hurriedly): It’s all right, I got ninety seconds ahead going round the park….


(And out; and break.)





SCENE 9


In the street FRANK’s bus draws up once more; same slam, same feet, same door, same frenzy.




FRANK: Where is he? I’ve got ninety-five seconds.


2ND PORTER: Who?


FRANK: Who are you?


2ND PORTER: What do you want?


FRANK: Where’s the other porter?


2ND PORTER: Gone to lunch—it’s one-fourteen.


FRANK: Never mind him—where’s the chairman?


2ND PORTER: They eat together.


(Door crashes open.)


CONDUCTRESS: Frank Jenkins!


2ND PORTER: Like brothers.


CONDUCTRESS: What about the schedule!?


FRANK (to PORTER): Listen—I’ll be back here at two forty-seven——


CONDUCTRESS (almost in tears): I ask you to remember the schedule!


2ND PORTER (as the horns sound): Hello—is that your bus out there?


FRANK (leaving hurriedly): Two forty-seven!—tell him it’s about Gladys Jenkins!





SCENE 10




GLADYS (through phone): … three fourteen and twenty seconds….


(PIP PIP PIP.)


1ST LORD (ringing off): Precisely! Next!


BERYL: God, my Lord.


GOD (through phone): In the beginning was the Heaven and the Earth….


(Fade.)







SCENE 11




GLADYS (direct):


… At the third


stroke it will be three


fourteen and fifty


seconds…


Check, check, check….


One day I’ll give him something


to check up for …


tick tock


tick tock


check check


chick chock


tick you can check


your click clock


by my pip pip pip                          (PIP PIP PIP.)


I never waver,


I’m reliable,


lord, lord,


I’m your servant,


trained,


precisely.                                         … precisely.


(With a click FRANK is on the line.)


(We hear him, as GLADYS does, through the phone.)


FRANK: Hello, Gladys—it’s Frank. I bet you wondered where I’d got to…. Well, I’ve had a bit of trouble getting hold of the right man, you see, but don’t you worry because the next trip will give me the time—I’ll be bang outside his door slap in the middle of the rush hour so I’ll have a good four minutes—can you hear me, Gladys? …


(Breaks a little.)


Oh, Gladys—talk to me—I want you back, I’ll let you do anything you like if you come back—I’ll let you be a nun, if that’s what you really want … Gladys? I love you, Gladys——


Hold on, love, hold on a bit, and I’ll have you out of there….


Got to go now, Gladys, Ivy’s calling me, we’re due out. Bye bye … bye bye….(Rings off.)


GLADYS:


I can hear them all


though they do not know enough to


speak to me.


I can hear them breathe,


pause, listen,


sometimes the frogsong of clockwindings


and the muttered repetition to the


nearest minute …


but never a question of a question,


never spoken,


it remains open, permanent,


demanding a different answer


every ten seconds.





Until Frank.


Oh, Frank, you knew my voice,


but how can I reply?


I’d bring the whole thing down with a cough,


stun them with a sigh….


(Sobbing a little.)


I was going to be a nun, but they wouldn’t have me because I didn’t believe, I didn’t believe enough, that is; most of it I believed all right, or was willing to believe, but not enough for their purposes, not about him being the son of God, for instance, that’s the part that put paid to my ambition, that’s where we didn’t see eye to eye. No, that’s one of the main points, she said, without that you might as well believe in a pair of old socks for all the good you are to us, or words to that effect. I asked her to stretch a point but she wasn’t having any of it. I asked her to let me stay inside without being a proper nun, it made no difference to me, it was the serenity I was after, that and the clean linen, but she wasn’t having any of that.


(Almost a wail.)


But it’s not the same thing at all!


I thought it would be—peace!


Oh, Frank—tell them—


I shan’t go on, I’ll let go


and sneeze the fear of God into


their alarm-setting, egg-timing,


train-catching, coffee-breaking faith in


an uncomprehended clockwork—





yes, if I let go,


lost track


changed the beat, went off the rails—


cracked——


… At the third stroke


it will be three eighteen


and ten seconds….


(PIP PIP PIP.)


At the third stroke


it will be


three eighteen and


twenty seconds….


(PIP PIP PIP.)


At the third stroke


it will be


three eighteen and


twenty seconds….


And so what?


At the third stroke


it will be


too late to do any good,


gentlemen——


At the third stroke


it will be


three eighteen and thirty


seconds….


(PIP PIP PIP.)


At the third stroke….


At the third stroke


Manchester City 2,


Whores of Lancashire 43 for


seven declared


At the third stroke


Sheffield Wednesday will be cloudy


and so will Finisterre….


(The Queen.) So a Merry Christmas


and God Bless you everywhere….


And now the Prime Minister!:


Gentlemen, the jig is up—I have


given you tears….


And now the First Lord!—


Don’t lose your heads while all


about you on the burning deck….


Oh—Frank! Help me! …
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