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Characters

CARRIE

CARRIE’S SON

NICK

MRS FAZACKERLY

ALBERT SANDWICH

BILLY

MR RHYS

MRS DAVIES

MR OWEN

HEPZIBAH GREEN

AUNTIE LOU

MR EVANS

MR JOHNNY

MRS GOTOBED

MAJOR CASS HARPER

FREDERICK

Setting

A multi-locational, multi-level set including a slope (Druid’s Grove) and staircase (in the Evans house). The present-day action takes place in Druid’s Grove and outside the house, Druid’s Bottom. Everything else happens in Carrie’s memory. All songs and radio voice-overs are suggestions, subject to copyright approval.







ACT ONE

DRUID’S GROVE

Darkness. The wind whistles through the trees in the grove. Train sound effects. Smoke, as if from a train. Loud train whistle – an unearthly shriek, ‘more like a volcano erupting than a steam engine blowing its top’. Mixed in with the whistling sound is a girl’s scream. The sound dies away.

Sounds of a summer’s day. Daytime, in a wooded, shady place where the light has had to make its way through layers of foliage. Near the top of the slope, ADULT CARRIE pushes through the trees, and enters with a suitcase. She is breathless, as if she has just run up a hill. She is wearing a long, flowing coat. She pauses on the brink and gazes downwards.

The unearthly whistle, not as loud as before – as if in CARRIE’s memory. CARRIE shudders, and sways on the brink of the slope. The sound dies away.

CARRIE’S SON enters through the trees, brushing off bits of leaf and twig. He is wearing jeans, etc – 1970s clothes with a strong contemporary feel.

SON: Mum?

CARRIE turns and looks at him blankly.

Mum! How much further?

CARRIE: No further. That’s it.

CARRIE points off into the distance, down the slope. Her son looks.

SON: That old ruin?

CARRIE: I forgot – I’ve been away a long time.

CARRIE wanders down the slope. Her SON sits down on his mum’s suitcase, and munches a chocolate bar.

SON: Looks like no one’s been here for hundreds of years.


CARRIE: No. No – it’s only – (With wonder.) Thirty years…

SON: Exactly.

CARRIE: We used to come here all the time, during the war. Me, and little Nick.

SON: Little Nick? What, fat Uncle Nick?

CARRIE: He wasn’t fat then. Actually, he looked a lot like you.

CARRIE’S SON offers his chocolate bar to his mum.

SON: D’you want the rest of this?

CARRIE shakes her head. She walks along the top of the bank.

CARRIE: Nick and I used to walk here from the town, along the side of the railway.

SON: What railway?

CARRIE: There used to be a railway. This is the exact spot where the train whistled when it came round the bend. Right by the slope down to Druid’s Bottom.

SON: Druid’s Bottom?

CARRIE: (Laughs.) That’s the name of the house. Druid’s Bottom. Because it’s at the bottom of Druid’s Grove.

SON: What’s Druid’s Grove?

CARRIE: This is. Thousands of years ago, this place was sacred to the Druids. The Old Religion. There’s a spring that’s supposed to have healing powers, and a stone circle – the remains of a temple. Well, it might be. Albert thought it went back to the Iron Age.

SON: Who’s Albert?

CARRIE: Albert Sandwich. He thought there might have been an Iron Age settlement here. He was interested in that sort of thing.

SON: Dad would have been.


CARRIE: Yes. Dad would have been interested, too. Albert and your dad were quite alike. In some ways.

Pause. The stage darkens as the sun passes behind a cloud. A faint, rumbling noise of ancient breathing.

Listen.

SON: What for?

CARRIE: Sometimes – I used to think – I could hear it breathing.

SON: What?

CARRIE: Something old, and huge – and nameless.

SON: (Unimpressed.) You mean like a ghost? A monster?

CARRIE: Nothing so simple. Albert said the druids used to make human sacrifices…

SON: You’re being weird, you do know that, don’t you?

CARRIE: I’m sorry. It’s this place…

SON: OK – well, let’s go down to the house –

CARRIE: No!

SON: Mum?

CARRIE: Sorry – sorry! I can’t. I just can’t.

SON: It’s all right.

CARRIE: No, it’s not all right! I dragged you all this way. I wanted to show you – We were so happy here – I thought – I hoped that would be all I’d remember.

The sound of breathing grows louder.

SON: Mum? What is it?

CARRIE: The last time I was here, I did a terrible thing. The worst thing I’ve ever done in my life…


SON: What did you do? (She looks at him, unable to speak.) How bad can it be? It’s not like you killed anyone, is it? (Beat.) Is it? (Beat.) Who did you kill? Mum!?

CARRIE: (Snaps out of it.) Oh, don’t be silly, I didn’t kill anyone! (Beat.) At least – I don’t think so. (Beat.) I’ve never told anyone about this… Not even Nick… Not even your Dad…

SON: Well – maybe you should?

Pause. The grove darkens around CARRIE.

MRS GOTOBED emerges from the trees, followed by HEPZIBAH, JOHNNY, ALBERT, MR EVANS and AUNTIE LOU. CARRIE’s SON doesn’t see them — but CARRIE does — they’re crowding into her memory...

CARRIE: You don’t change, you know, growing older. I thought I had — that I’d feel differently now — after all, everything’s changed — except me... Places change mor than people, perhaps. People...

CARRIE hesitates. YOUNG CARRIE (Dressed in a distinctive coat and hat with her back to the audience.) stands downstage, facing CARRIE. In one hand, YOUNG CARRIE has a suitcase; in the other, a gasmask. CARRIE stares at her younger self.

When she speaks again, CARRIE’s voice has a ghostly echo:

CARRIE: (V.O. AND LIVE.) ...People don’t change at all...

FX: The train whistle / scream. As the it dies away, we hear the sound of a steam train gathering speed.

CARRIE exits. Red, flame—like light.

The other characters all melt away, with the exception of YOUNG CARRIE, who remains onstage.

FX: Air raid sirens.


TRAIN PLATFORM

YOUNG CARRIE stands on the train platform (back to the audience).

Also on the train platform (But not with CARRIE.) ALBERT SANDWICH enters with his label, gas mask and suitcase. He sits on his suitcase, takes out a book and reads. Another EVACUEE (BILLY.) watches him.

CARRIE: (V.O.) We came here because of the war. The Government sent the children out of the cities, to escape the bombs. We were told to turn up at school with a packed lunch, a suitcase and a gas mask.

YOUNG CARRIE is joined by MRS FAZACKERLY, who gives her a label.

MRS FAZACKERLY: Caroline Willow...

MRS FACKERLY fills out a label for CARRIE during:

CARRIE: (V.O.) We were labelled like parcels — but without a destination. Not even the teachers knew where we were going. We weren’t encouraged to ask questions. After all, there was a war on. And we were expected to make the best of things.

MRS FAZACKERLY: (To CARRIE.) It’ll be such fun! Living in the country! You’ll love it, see if you don’t!

CARRIE: (V.O.) But the truth was, we were being sent away, to live with strangers. And nobody knew if we would ever come back...

MRS FAZACKERLY: (Handing CARRIE the label.) Put it round your neck, that’s right Carrie... and here’s one for your brother — (Looking around.) Where is Nick?

CARRIE is about to reply when a scuffle breaks out between BILLY and ALBERT. BILLY has stolen ALBERT’s book.

ALBERT: Give — that — back!


BILLY: (Jeering.) Come and get it!

MRS FAZACKERLY: Billy! Stop that at once! Billy!

MRS FAZACKERLY retrieves the book and hands it to ALBERT.

Whilst this is going on, YOUNG CARRIE goes off to look for NICK, taking the opportunity to swap places with CARRIE.

MRS FAZACKERLY: (To BILLY.) You should be ashamed of yourself! Don’t you know there’s a war on? (To ALBERT.) Come with me.

ALBERT and MRS FAZACKERLY go off. BILLY strolls off in a different direction, almost bumping into NICK, who runs in, wearing 1940s-style school uniform, with suitcase and gas mask.

NICK: Carrie!

NICK runs to CARRIE who turns round — we see that she’s the original CARRIE, dressed in school uniform.

CARRIE: There you are! Put this on.

NICK: Carrie, I don’t want to go.

CARRIE: Ssh. It’ll be all right.

NICK: How do you know? You don’t, do you? You’re just saying that.

FX: TRAIN WHISTLE.

CARRIE: Hurry up. We’ll miss the train.

FX: Sound of a train arriving.

CARRIE and NICK move into the train carriage.

TRAIN CARRIAGE

YOUNG CARRIE and NICK are dressed in 1940s-style school uniform. They are wearing labels, have gas masks in cardboard boxes and are sitting in a carriage with their luggage, waiting for the train to depart.


NICK: I don’t want to go I don’t want to go I don’t want to go.

CARRIE: Oh Nick, don’t be a baby.

NICK: (Whimpers.) I’m hungry.

CARRIE: Eat your packed lunch.

NICK: I’ve eaten it.

CARRIE: When?

NICK: When you were saying goodbye to Mum.

CARRIE: Nick!

NICK: I was hungry. (Beat.) Can I have some of yours?

CARRIE: No!

NICK curls up and feels sorry for himself. MRS FAZACKERLY enters the train compartment, with ALBERT SANDWICH. ALBERT is suffering from a nasty cough.

FAZACKERLY: Here we are! Plenty of room in here!

ALBERT sits down next to CARRIE, coughing. He opens an educational-looking book, and begins to read.

FAZACKERLY notices the miserable NICK.

Poor lamb! You’re going to miss your mummy, aren’t you?

NICK nods, pathetically.

CARRIE: He’s just making a fuss.

NICK: I’m hungry…

FAZACKERLY: Poor love. (To CARRIE.) Is there anything for him to eat?

CARRIE: Well, no – I mean, he –

FAZACKERLY: We did tell all the mothers, be sure to provide a nutritious packed lunch.

CARRIE: Here.


CARRIE gives NICK food from her lunch.

FAZACKERLY: There you are – you tuck into that. You’ll feel better soon. I’ll just check on the others. (Consulting a list.) Two Willows, one Sandwich – good.

NICK: (Mouth full.) It’s not a sandwich, it’s a sausage roll.

FAZACKERLY: (Tousles NICK’s hair.) Get on with you! Look after him, Carrie.

FAZACKERLY goes.

NICK: It’s a sausage roll.

CARRIE: I know!

ALBERT looks up. He speaks with a maturity beyond his years. Even whilst conversing, his eyes tend to flick down to his book. He is troubled by a persistent cough.

ALBERT: She means me. I’m Albert Sandwich. (Coughs.)

NICK: Albert Sandwich?

CARRIE: (Nudging NICK.) Nice to meet you, um – do your friends call you –

ALBERT: What? Jam? Spam? Fish paste? Peanut Butter?

CARRIE: I didn’t –

ALBERT: No. They don’t.

CARRIE: I was going to say, do they call you Al? Ally? Bert?

ALBERT: I don’t care for my name to be abbreviated.

The train whistle blows. Slamming of doors. The train is ready for departure. CARRIE goes to the window.

CARRIE: Come on Nick, wave to Mother! NICK!

NICK joins CARRIE at the window.

NICK: There’s too many people, I can’t see her.


CARRIE: There she is, over there. Smile!

CARRIE smiles bravely. NICK forces a pathetic smile. They wave. The train chugs out of the station. CARRIE looks at ALBERT, and makes room at the window for him.

Don’t you want to wave to your parents?

ALBERT: No point, really. They’re dead.

CARRIE: Oh.

CARRIE gives a final wave from the window and sits back down, next to ALBERT.

I’m Carrie / by the way –

ALBERT: Caroline Willow, yes, I know.

CARRIE: How?

He looks at her. She realises, and fiddles with her label.

Oh, yes… Honestly, I don’t see why we have to wear these things. I mean, I’m not luggage! I can remember who I am and where I live.

ALBERT: Not if you were killed. That’s why we’ve got them. So that if the train gets bombed, they can identify your body.

NICK: (Scared.) Carrie…

CARRIE: Oh, Nick – we won’t get bombed.

NICK: How do you know that?

CARRIE: Because – I – well…

NICK: (Very plaintive.) I want some chocolate.

CARRIE: You’ll be sick.

NICK: I don’t care.

CARRIE: All right then.

CARRIE gives NICK some chocolate.


(To ALBERT.) He’s just a little boy! You could have tried to be tactful!

ALBERT: I was. Actually, if a bomb hits this carriage, there won’t be much of our bodies left to identify.

NICK: I don’t feel well…

Lights down.

CHAMBERLAIN: (Voice off, as if on radio.) …This morning, the British Ambassador in Berlin handed the German Government a final note, stating that unless we heard from them by eleven o’clock that they were prepared at once to withdraw their troops from Poland, a state of war would exist between us. I have to tell you now that no such undertaking has been received, and that therefore, Britain is at war with Germany…

Lights up, dimly: a few hours later. Train sounds. FAZACKERLY enters.

FAZACKERLY: Wake up! We’re nearly there! Get your things together – don’t leave anything on the train!

NICK: (Groans, sick.)

FAZACKERLY: (Clucks.) Oh, dear…come here, love.

NICK goes over to FAZACKERLY, just as we hear the loud train whistle. NICK is sick down FAZACKERLY’s skirt.

CARRIE: I knew he’d be sick!

FAZACKERLY: (Dabbing at her skirt.) Well you might have warned me! (To NICK.) Come with me, I’ll try to get you cleaned up – (To CARRIE, as they go.) Don’t forget to bring his luggage when we stop.

CARRIE picks up NICK’s gas mask, coat etc. The train slows down.

ALBERT: I suppose this is what they call our ultimate destination.


ALBERT picks up CARRIE’s suitcase. Smiles for the first time. CARRIE smiles back as they make their way onto Welsh soil.

Song: Cwm Rhondda

CHOIR: Arglwydd, arwain trwy’r anialwch,
Fi, bererin gwael ei wedd,
Nad oes ynof nerth na bywyd
Fel yn gorwedd yn y bedd:
Hollalluog, Hollalluog
Ydyw’r Un a’m cwyd i’r lan.
Ydyw’r Un a’m cwyd i’r lan.

TOWN HALL

MR RHYS is ticking off names on a long list. The feeling of a crowded room — MR RHYS takes in the audience as if they’re a crowd of evacuees and hosts. BILLY is sitting on his suitcase, waiting.

ALBERT and CARRIE enter, carrying their suitcases and all NICK’S stuff. It’s quite a lot for them to manage.

ALBERT: Not much of a place, is it?

CARRIE: It’s bound to be dirty. it’s a coal mining town.

ALBERT: I don’t care about that... (Struggling with his cough.) ...But... it doesn’t look big enough to have... a decent... library...

FAZACKERLY bustles over, holding NICK by the hand. FAZACKERLY: There you are! (To NICK.) There she is, didn’t I tell you? (To CARRIE.) Don’t lose him again!

CARRIE: But —

FAZACKERLY bustles off. MR RHYS enters with a surly MRS DAVIES.

MR RHYS: (To MRS DAVIES.) Rhaid i bawb aberthu! Ma pawb ohonom ni yn y rhyfel hwn.


MRS DAVIES: (Grim-faced.) Dim rhyfel ni, yw hwn!

MR RHYS: Duw, duw! Rhyfel Prydain yw hwn, rhaid i bawb neud eu gorau!

CARRIE approaches MR RHYS.

CARRIE: Excuse me...

MR RHYS: Evacuees? Stand over there with the others. CARRIE: I’m sorry, I don’t —

MR RHYS: Just up from London, is it now?

CARRIE: Yes, what do we — ?

MR RHYS: Stand over there and wait for someone to choose you.

CARRIE: (To ALBERT.) What’s going on?

ALBERT: A sort of cattle market, it seems. (He puts his suitcase down, sits on it and gets a book out.) Or a slave auction.

MR RHYS brings MRS DAVIES over to look at CARRIE.

MR RHYS: Now, Mrs Davies — what do you think of this one?

MRS DAVIES: (Looks at CARRIE.) Has she brought her own underwear?

MR RHYS: Mrs Davies —

MRS DAVIES: ‘Cos I’ve heard, some of them, like savages they are —

CARRIE: We’ve brought everything on the list!

MR RHYS: Will that do, Mrs Davies?

MRS DAVIES: I suppose it’ll have to. (To CARRIE.) Come on then —

NICK: Carrie!

CARRIE: Wait! I can’t — not without my brother.


MRS DAVIES: I’m not having a boy.

MR RHYS: He’s only a young one —

MRS DAVIES: I’m not having a boy!

MRS RHYS: All right. We’ve plenty more girls. (To CARRIE.) Just you wait over there now.

MR RHYS and MRS DAVIES go off.

CARRIE makes a seat with the suitcases and coats. NICK sprawls over it.

NICK: (Pathetic.) Did she get all the sick off my mouth?

CARRIE: Not quite. Come here. (Wipes him with a handkerchief.) And try to cheer up! No-one will want us if you look like that!

MR RHYS comes past them.

MR RHYS: Mrs Jenkins is looking for a happy little boy...

He looks at the miserable NICK, and shakes his head.

BILLY grins hopefully at MR RHYS.

MR RHYS: Come with me, son.

MR RHYS takes BILLY off.

Lights fade down.

FX: A few bars of 1940s music.

Lights up again - some time later.

MR RHYS re-enters with MR OWEN.

MR OWEN: ...I want clean ones, mind. I can’t be doing with fleas.

MR RHYS: Of course, of course. (Looking around.) Two healthy boys to help on Mr Owen’s farm? (Seeing ALBERT and NICK.) Here we are. Two good... healthy... boys...?


ALBERT is racked with a coughing fit, and NICK still looks nauseous.

MR RHYS and MR OWEN look at each other — and swiftly move on.

Lights fade down.

Sad 1940s music.

Lights up. The MR RHYS comes in with HEPZIBAH.

CARRIE: (To NICK.) There’s hardly anyone left! Don’t blow it this time!

MR RHYS: One for Druid’s Bottom… Druid’s Bottom… You can’t manage two, can you? Are you sure you can’t fit two in Druid’s Bottom?

NICK begins to giggle. CARRIE puts her hand over his mouth.

CARRIE: Shut up Nick!

ALBERT has another coughing fit. HEPZIBAH looks at him.

HEPZIBAH: Nasty cough you’ve got there, love.

ALBERT: (Coughing.) How very perspicacious you are.

MR RHYS: Now son, we won’t stand for your London lip round here –

ALBERT: I was only saying –

MR RHYS: Let’s have a bit of respect now! Bit of gratitude. You come down here, expect decent people to take you in – not as if we get a choice in the matter –

ALBERT: And you think I did? (Coughs again.)

HEPZIBAH goes over to ALBERT. Puts her hand on his shoulder. He looks up at her. Stops coughing. HEPZIBAH looks at ALBERT’s label.

HEPZIBAH: (Reading.) Albert Sandwich. Do you want to stay with me?


MR RHYS: You’re serious? You’ll take this one? Thank you, Miss Green. Just sign for him here, would you? (Hands HEPZIBAH a billeting notice. Taps ALBERT on the shoulder.) Off you go, sonny. Mind you behave now.

HEPZIBAH: Come along, love. We’ll see what we can do about that cough…

ALBERT goes off with HEPZIBAH.

CARRIE: (To NICK.) Well, thanks to you, we’re the last.

NICK: Good. Maybe they’ll let us go home.

LOU, a Welsh woman with a very nervous manner, enters.

LOU: Mr Rhys… Mr Rhys?

MR RHYS: Ah, Miss Evans! You’re a bit late – only two left, I’m afraid! Now, which one would you like?

LOU: Oh, the girl. The girl, definitely.

NICK: Carrie! Don’t leave me.

CARRIE: Ssh! I won’t. (To LOU.) Can’t you take both of us, Miss Evans? Please?

LOU: Not a boy. Two girls, perhaps. No boys. I’ve only the one room, see…

CARRIE: I can share a room with Nick. We don’t mind.

LOU: I don’t know…my brother’s very particular…

CARRIE: Please? We’ll be no trouble. I promise.

Pause.

LOU: Well, maybe I can chance it.

CARRIE: Thank you. Oh, thank you.

MR RHYS: Good – that’s settled. (Crossing off his list.) And that’s the last, God be praised.


LOU: (Hesitant.) Don’t know what my brother will say, mind. Well, I suppose you’d better come home then.

She leads them off.

CHOIR: Hollalluog, Hollalluog
Ydyw’r Un a’m cwyd i’r lan.
Ydyw’r Un a’m cwyd i’r lan.

THE EVANS HOUSE

Auntie LOU leads CARRIE and NICK in.

LOU: (Nervous.) Samuel… Samuel?

NICK: (Calls, helpful.) Samuel!

LOU jumps.

CARRIE: Shut up, Nick!

LOU: (Relaxing.) It’s all right, he’s gone out to his Council meeting.

NICK: Who’s out? Samuel?

LOU: Mr Evans. Councillor Evans.

CARRIE: Your brother?

LOU: Yes… Oh, you will be good, won’t you? You look like good children.

CARRIE: We’ll try, Miss Evans.

LOU: (Smiles.) Call me Auntie. Auntie Louisa.

NICK: Auntie Lou.

LOU: Yes, if you like – but – you’d best call my brother Mr Evans. He is a Councillor, after all. And he’s very strong Chapel. So you’ll have to be especially good, Sundays. No games, or books –

CARRIE: No books?


LOU: Except the Bible, of course. Best to get these things straight from the start, isn’t it? Now, the bathroom’s upstairs to the right – hot and cold running water, and flush toilet.

CARRIE: (Polite.) Gosh.

NICK giggles and moves towards the stairs. LOU rushes to block his way.

LOU: Wait – before you go up, if you could just change into your slippers –

CARRIE: I’m afraid we haven’t brought any.

LOU: (Embarrassed.) Oh, I’m sorry, of course, why should you? Wait there now.

LOU goes off. CARRIE and NICK exchange glances.

CARRIE: (Calling after her.) Only because there wasn’t room in our cases –

LOU reappears with a long roll of white material. She starts to roll it up the stairs, on her hands and knees. CARRIE and NICK watch her as she rolls the carpet up to the landing.

LOU: It’s a new carpet, see. Mr Evans doesn’t want it trodden on.

NICK: So how are we supposed to get upstairs? Fly?

LOU: Well – of course, you can go upstairs sometimes. Just not too often. So if you could remember to bring down all the things you’ll want for the day, in the morning…

NICK: But the bathroom’s upstairs!

LOU: Yes, I know bach. But if you want to – go anywhere, there’s the one at the end of the yard.

NICK: Outside!


LOU: (Apologetic.) Yes… Mr Evans doesn’t use it of course, it wouldn’t be dignified, not for a Councillor, but I use it – it’s quite clean…

NICK looks horrified. CARRIE nudges him.

CARRIE: It’ll be fun. Like on that farm where we stayed last summer.

NICK: Spiders! There was spiders!

LOU: God’s creatures, spiders. Just like you and me. (Gesturing upstairs.) Dere m’lan –

NICK: Not like me! I don’t have hundreds of creepy-crawly legs and I don’t eat flies or spin sticky stuff out of my tummy…spiders is disgusting, yucky and disgusting…

A door slams, off. LOU freezes on the landing.

MR EVANS: (Off.) Lou! Lou! Ble yn y byd ti wedi mynd nawr?

LOU: I’m just coming, Samuel!

LOU scurries down the stairs and off. CARRIE and NICK pick up their bags and begin to creep up the stairs. They pause, halfway up the landing, and listen, as MR EVANS enters and talks to LOU downstairs.

MR EVANS: What are you doing up there? Messing and humbugging about! Wearing out the carpet –

LOU: I’m sorry, Samuel –

MR EVANS: Soon as my back’s turned – up and down, up and down – back and forth, in and out –

LOU: Samuel, it’s the evacuees –

MR EVANS: Evacuees! I thought we said one!

On the landing, CARRIE and NICK exchange worried glances.

LOU: It’s a brother and sister…


MR EVANS: A boy! What did I tell you! Can you do nothing right, woman?

LOU: O, paid a bod yn grac. Dwi wedi blino, Samuel.

MR EVANS: Iesu mawr! Wedesi un evacuee, a be sy dani? Dau evacuee!

NICK: (Scared.) He sounds like Hitler!

CARRIE: That’s Welsh, not German.

NICK: (To CARRIE.) It’s just as bad. I want to go home. I want Mum.

CARRIE: (Holds NICK.) You’ve got me. It’ll be all right.

NICK: It’s not all right! He’s a monster! A real life scary monster!

MR EVANS: Be ti’n meddwl bo ti’n neud fenyw! Bachgen, bachgen! Gofyn i ti neud un peth, un peth syml. A beth ti wedi neud? Cawlwch!

Sound of Hitler addressing the Nuremberg rally. CARRIE and NICK cling together, scared. Suddenly, the strange sound stops:

MR EVANS: Well, come down then – let’s have a look at you.

NICK: Us! He means us!

CARRIE: Come on. It’ll be all right.

CARRIE and NICK creep down the stairs, together, and face MR EVANS and LOU. NICK hides behind CARRIE. CARRIE gathers her courage and holds out her hand.

Good evening, Mr Evans. I’m Carrie Willow, and this is my brother Nick.

MR EVANS: Got a bit of manners, I see. That’s something! That’s a bit of sugar on the pill. (Inspects the children.) You’ve fallen on your feet in this house, let me tell you. You’ll get good food here. So no whining round Louisa for titbits when my back’s turned! (Sharply, to NICK.) Especially you,

boy. I know what boys are. Walking stomachs! (Indicates LOU.) I told her, fetch a girl now, there’s just the one room.

LOU: Samuel, the boy’s only a babby –

MR EVANS: Not too much of a babby, I hope. I won’t have wet beds in this house!

NICK: That’s a rude thing to mention.

MR EVANS: I don’t know what you’re used to, but this is a God-fearing house. No shouting, no running – and if I hear any Language, I’ll wash your mouth with soap.

NICK: We’re not allowed to talk? ’Cos I don’t know sign language –

LOU: He means, no bad language. No swearing, see.

NICK: We don’t swear. Even Dad doesn’t swear. And he’s a Captain in the Navy.

Beat.

MR EVANS: Then let’s hope he’s taught you how to behave. It’ll save me the trouble.

MR EVANS exits.

LOU: I know he seems – but his bark’s much worse than his bite.

NICK: That’s ’cos his false teeth are loose.

CARRIE: Nick –

NICK: They are! They click when he talks!

LOU: I mean, there’s no need to be afraid of him, bach.

NICK: I’m not scared of anyone whose teeth might fall out. I don’t know why you are.

CARRIE: Nick!


LOU: Oh, I’m not scared. Exactly. But I’ve always – minded him. He’s so much older, see, and – when I was young – younger than you are now – our Dad was killed down the pit – and Mammy died not long after –

NICK goes to LOU and hugs her.

CARRIE: (Embarrassed.) Nick, don’t.

LOU: (Reciprocating the hug.) I don’t mind!

NICK looks at CARRIE in triumph.

(To NICK.) Well, after that, Mr Evans and his wife looked after me, see. I’m not much older than their own son, Frederick… Fred’s in the army now, of course. Anyway. Mrs Evans died, God rest her soul, and then it was just the three of us. Mr Evans said we children should be brought up in the fear of the Lord. If Fred was naughty, he’d give him the strap, but me – he’d – He’d sit me on the mantelpiece. There I’d be for hours, my feet pins and needles, scared to death, looking down at the fire…like the flames of Hell it seemed to me…

NICK: That’s horrible!

LOU: Taught me to mind my manners, didn’t it! You might say he’s been more like a father to me than a brother.

NICK: Our dad never sat anyone on a mantelpiece. Or frightened anyone.

LOU: (Smiles.) Well, how about some supper, now then is it? There’s eggs, milk and bread – and let’s see if I can find a couple of biscuits.

LOU takes NICK’s hand and they exit together. CARRIE pauses for a moment to take in her new surroundings, before following them. Lights down. Music.

CARRIE: (Voiceover, stilted.) Dear Mother, Thank you for the sweets. And the socks. And the letter. I hope you will have a good Christmas in Glasgow. Driving the ambulance

sounds very exciting. We were so pleased to hear that you have seen Dad. Please give him our love next time his ship comes into port. You asked us to tell you more about the people we are staying with, well, we are staying with Mr and Miss Evans. Mr Evans is…a Councillor and runs a shop. He lets me help him in the shop. It is – quite interesting…

THE EVANS HOUSE

CARRIE is writing. NICK wanders in, eating a biscuit.

CARRIE: Where did you get that?

NICK: (His mouth full.) The shop.

CARRIE: He’ll kill you if he catches you!

NICK: (Swallows the biscuit.) Too late now. What are you doing?

CARRIE: What does it look like?

NICK grabs the letter from CARRIE and scans it quickly.

NICK: Aren’t you going to put about the spiders in the toilet?

CARRIE: No.

NICK: This is rubbish. Boring.

CARRIE: I just can’t think what to say –

NICK: You should put, Mr Evans is a mean old pig, and it’s freezing all the time ’cos he won’t ever put the gas on. And we never get meat, he keeps all our meat ration for himself and we just get his leftovers even though he gets money from the government and Mum and Dad – he DOES! – You told me. And he goes on and on about God and the Bible but he cheats his customers in the shop and he bullies Auntie Lou all the time and makes her cry. And he’s got stupid false teeth that don’t even fit. That’s what I’m going to put, when I write my letter in school.


CARRIE: All right, you write that. And you send it to Mum. And she’ll read it and worry and think about it when she’s driving her ambulance, and – Is that what you want? Is it?

NICK: But it’s true!

CARRIE: Yes, it is. So maybe she’ll come and take us away and Auntie Lou will ask why…and she’ll show her the letter, and Auntie Lou will cry, and Mr Evans will shout at her and she’ll cry again, and –

NICK puts the letter down.

NICK: I just want to go home for Christmas!

CARRIE: Ssh!

LOU has entered and heard NICK’s remark.

LOU: I understand, bach. I try my best, I do.

NICK: Oh, it’s not ’cos of you.

CARRIE: He just misses Mum and Dad, that’s all.

NICK: That’s not all.

CARRIE: Yes it is.

LOU: Well. We’ll have to try to make it a nice Christmas here. Mr Evans is going to get you a present, you know.

NICK: As long as it’s not a Bible.

CARRIE: Nick! (Politely, to LOU.) A Bible would be lovely.

NICK: I’d rather have a knife.

CARRIE: You’re lucky to get anything at all! (To LOU.) Ignore him.

NICK: (To LOU.) A penknife like the ones in the shop. In the card behind the door.

NICK cuddles up to LOU, wheedling. LOU bursts out laughing.

LOU: You are a case, Nick Willow!


NICK: I know. What are we having for Christmas dinner? Turkey?

LOU: Goose.

NICK: Goose?

LOU: We always have goose for Christmas dinner. They’re fine birds. We get them fresh from my sister’s farm.

CARRIE: I didn’t know you had a sister.

LOU: We don’t see her much. She’s not been well…

CARRIE: Where does she live?

LOU: Down at Druid’s Bottom.

NICK snorts.

CARRIE: Shut up, Nick.

LOU: Daft old name, isn’t it? It just means, the house at the bottom of Druid’s Grove.

CARRIE: (Intrigued.) Druid’s Grove?

The Druid’s Grove breathing sound, very faint.

LOU: The deep valley, with the yew trees, by the railway tunnel.

NICK: We picked blackberries there once. It was dark and spooky.

LOU: It’s the yew trees make it dark. Funny old place, the Grove. People say it’s still full of the old religion – white magic – or the other kind – anyway, it’s not a place to go to after dark. Not alone, anyway.

CARRIE: I’d like to go. I wouldn’t be afraid.

LOU: You can come with me tomorrow, when I go to fetch the goose. Maybe we’ll see Dilys…

CARRIE: Your sister?


LOU: Yes, poor soul, I think of her all the time…

CARRIE: So – why don’t you go and see her?

NICK: (Scoffs, to CARRIE.) Why do you think?

CARRIE: (To LOU.) Mr Evans?

LOU: He won’t have it. You see – (Lowers her voice.) She married Mr Gotobed, the mine owner’s son.

CARRIE: Gotobed. That’s a funny name.

MR EVANS enters.

MR EVANS: English! English name, of course. (To LOU.) Telling them about Dilys, is it now?

LOU: I was just –

MR EVANS: Have you told them what she did? Dancing on our father’s grave!

LOU: Samuel…

MR EVANS: (To CARRIE and NICK.) I watched my Dad die. Killed by a rock fall. Need never have happened, if the company had given a stuff about safety. But Mr Gotobed wouldn’t spend his precious profits protecting his workers. Always money it was, with that family. Money, money, first and last. Do you know how they made their fortune?

CARRIE and NICK shake their heads.

Slaves, that’s how. Sugar and slaves. Human souls meant nothing to them.

LOU: But Samuel…you can’t blame Dilys…

MR EVANS: Dilys knew what she was marrying into. Thought she was better than us though she’s never lifted a finger in her life. And look where it got her. Her husband died, she’s poor and ill – and she’ll be alone at the last.

CARRIE: Do you never go to see her?


MR EVANS: Not since she turned her back on her own people.

LOU: I go sometimes – (MR EVANS looks at her.) Only to collect the Christmas goose.

MR EVANS: Why don’t you send the children this year? Get them to earn their keep for a change.

LOU: They’ve got to go to school, Samuel.

MR EVANS: They can go after.

NICK: But it’ll be dark!

MR EVANS: There’s nothing to be afraid of, for those who trust in the Lord.

NICK: But –

MR EVANS: (Looking at LOU.) I hope nobody’s been putting superstitious ideas in your heads! No wicked pagan nonsense about witchcraft?

LOU looks guilty.

CARRIE: What ideas? Of course we’d love to go. We’re not scared of the dark. Are we, Nick?

NICK looks doubtful.

Lights down. The Druid’s Grove breathing sound, quietly at first then growing gradually louder.

DRUID’S GROVE

MR JOHNNY enters with a lantern. He looks around before disappearing into the trees.

CARRIE and NICK arrive at the top of the slope. They are carrying a large bag for the goose, between them. NICK stops, forcing CARRIE to stop too.

CARRIE: There’s the path down. (NICK hesitates.) Come on! What is there to be scared of? Just a few old trees!


NICK: I can hear something.

CARRIE: What?

NICK: Something breathing…

CARRIE: It’s just the wind in the trees.

NICK: It doesn’t sound like wind! (Scared.) Maybe it’s a Druid…

CARRIE: Oh, Nick! All that druids and ghosts stuff is just Auntie Lou being superstitious! You know what she’s like – she’s scared of her own shadow!

NICK: I’m going back.

CARRIE: All right, have it your own way.

CARRIE begins to move down the slope. NICK runs and grabs her.

NICK: Carrie! Don’t leave me!

CARRIE: I thought it was you leaving me! Come on…

CARRIE takes a couple of paces down. It grows darker. NICK clings to CARRIE and whimpers:

NICK: Don’t leave me!

The Druid’s Grove breathing sound grows louder.

CARRIE: Nick?

NICK: What?

CARRIE: I think I can hear it…

NICK: Don’t! Stop it, Carrie!

CARRIE: (Scared.) It sounds like you said… like breathing…

NICK: (Really panicking.) Shut up! Shut up! Shut up!

The breathing sound stops.


CARRIE: It’s all right, it’s gone. I mean – there was nothing there, really…

NICK: Yes there is…over there, in the trees…

A light shines from the trees. And a voice calls out to them – it’s MR JOHNNY, but because of his speech impediment, he’s incomprehensible. MR JOHNNY’s lines should be very unclear to the audience, so they are given in square brackets.

MR JOHNNY: (Offstage.) [Hello! Are you lost?]

NICK: What is it?

CARRIE: I don’t know. Who are you? Who’s there?

MR JOHNNY enters with a blackout-adapted torch or lamp. He shines the torch on his own face, creating a spooky effect as he tries to explain who he is.

MR JOHNNY: [I’m Johnny. Johnny!]

NICK: (Wails.) Carrie…

CARRIE: Come on!

CARRIE grabs the trembling NICK and marches him down the path.

MR JOHNNY: [No, not that way!]

MR JOHNNY cuts down the hill to cut CARRIE and NICK off. He blocks their way. Seeing him loom over them, apparently threatening, CARRIE screams loudly in his ear and runs down the slope with NICK. MR JOHNNY holds his ears and rocks to comfort himself. He goes off or hides in the foliage.

DRUID’S BOTTOM – YARD

At the bottom of the slope, HEPZIBAH enters with a lantern. Lights up slightly.

HEPZIBAH: Mr Johnny, is that you?


CARRIE: Help!

NICK: (Simultaneously.) Help!

HEPZIBAH: Who’s out there?

CARRIE and NICK run towards the friendly-sounding adult voice. NICK grabs on to HEPZIBAH.

NICK: Help!

CARRIE: Help! Help! Please help us.

ALBERT SANDWICH joins HEPZIBAH.

ALBERT: Carrie? Nick?

CARRIE: Albert Sandwich!

HEPZIBAH: (Calm.) Ah, you’re Lou’s evacuees. Come to collect the goose?

CARRIE: Never mind that now! We have to get inside. Something – (Forcing herself to calm down.) Something’s chasing us. It’s still out there, whatever it is.

ALBERT: It?

CARRIE: It – didn’t sound human…

ALBERT: Really? (Calls.) Mr Johnny! Mr Johnny, are you out there?

HEPZIBAH: Mr Johnny! You come down now!

MR JOHNNY emerges and moves down the slope towards them.

CARRIE: That’s it – him!

MR JOHNNY: [She did this.]

MR JOHNNY points at CARRIE and screams loudly, impersonating her.

HEPZIBAH: Yes, yes, I know. It’s all right now. Children, this is Mr Johnny Gotobed.


MR JOHNNY: [Hello, hello, how do you do?]

MR JOHNNY holds out his hand to CARRIE. His hand shakes. She can’t bring herself to take it.

NICK: Hello, Mr Johnny. I’m Nick. Nick Willow. And this is my sister, Carrie.

MR JOHNNY: [Hello Nick Willow and Carrie.]

MR JOHNNY moves towards CARRIE, but CARRIE isn’t ready to shake his hand. HEPZIBAH steps in.

HEPZIBAH: The goose is ready for you. But you’ll stop for tea first, won’t you, Carrie?

CARRIE: Oh – yes – Thank you… (Hesitant.) Mrs Gotobed?

HEPZIBAH: Bless you, child, I’m not Mrs Gotobed. I’m Hepzibah Green. I’m the housekeeper here.

CARRIE: Oh. Thank you –

HEPZIBAH: Hepzibah.

CARRIE: Hepzibah.

HEPZIBAH: Albert, take Carrie to fetch the goose while I set the table. We’ll see you in the kitchen.

HEPZIBAH goes off with NICK and MR JOHNNY. CARRIE stays with ALBERT.

ALBERT: So, you screamed in Mr Johnny’s face.

CARRIE: He frightened me.

ALBERT: Not as much as you frightened him.

CARRIE: Who is he, anyway?

ALBERT: Johnny Gotobed.

CARRIE: I thought Mr Gotobed was dead.

ALBERT: Mrs Gotobed’s husband is. Mr Johnny’s a distant cousin.


CARRIE: Is he – is he mad?

ALBERT: Mad? Mr Johnny?

CARRIE: Well, is he?

ALBERT: He’s saner than most people. Just a bit simpler than some. Innocent, is what Hepzibah says. She’s a witch, by the way.

CARRIE: (Taking a step away.) There’s no such thing –

ALBERT: (Grabs CARRIE’s arm.) Carrie, look out!

CARRIE: What? What is it?

ALBERT: You almost fell in the horse pond, that’s all. It’s quite dangerous in the blackout.

CARRIE: Why, how deep is it?

ALBERT: (Serious.) Bottomless. That’s what Hepzibah told me.

CARRIE: You’re just trying to scare me.

ALBERT: Oh, there’s really nothing to be afraid of here. Come on, I’ll show you the library.

CARRIE: The library?

ALBERT: You’ll like it. It’s where we keep the Screaming Skull.

ALBERT goes off. Left alone in the looming shadows, CARRIE hesitates and then follows. The Druid’s Grove breathing sound.

DRUID’S BOTTOM – LIBRARY

ALBERT shows CARRIE around the library. The screaming skull is on a shelf.

ALBERT: It’s a proper library – in a house! Marvellous, isn’t it?

CARRIE: Is this the – the Screaming Skull?

ALBERT: What do you think?


CARRIE: It’s horrible.

ALBERT: It’s only a skull. We’ve all got one.

CARRIE: Yes, inside our heads! Covered with eyes, and hair, and skin, and –

ALBERT: (Grins.) Touch it. Go on.

CARRIE reaches out to the skull, hesitantly.

CARRIE: It feels – warm… (Remembers and moves her hand away.) Why do you call it the Screaming Skull?

ALBERT: It’s an old story. You’d better ask Hepzibah – she tells it better than I can.

CARRIE: You said she was a witch…

ALBERT: Not what you’re thinking. Not black cats and broomsticks. She’s more of – a wise woman. You know, I was really ill when I first got here. The doctor thought I was going to die. But Hepzibah whipped up some medicine out of herbs and I got better quite quickly.

CARRIE: So that’s where you’ve been. Ill. In bed.

ALBERT: Why, were you looking for me?

CARRIE: No. (He looks at her.) No! And I’m only here because we’re supposed to be collecting the goose.

ALBERT: All right. I’ll go and get it.

ALBERT puts the skull down, takes the bag from CARRIE’s hand.

CARRIE: Albert –

ALBERT: Wait there.

ALBERT goes out. CARRIE waits in the dark library. The breathing sound from Druid’s Grove – very faint, this time. CARRIE moves slowly towards the skull. She picks it up. She looks

at it, as if imagining the person it used to be. CARRIE becomes aware of another sound.

MRS GOTOBED appears elsewhere in the house. She is wringing her hands. She cries – an even, despairing sob. The sound is quite quiet at first, then grows louder. Still holding the skull, CARRIE moves towards the sound, and jumps slightly as HEPZIBAH enters.

CARRIE: Hepzibah!

HEPZIBAH: I wondered where you’d got to.

CARRIE: I was – I was just – (Holding out the skull.) Albert showed me –

HEPZIBAH: The Screaming Skull. Did Albert tell you the story?

CARRIE: No, he – he said you might…

HEPZIBAH: I will – after tea. Come through to the kitchen, now. We’ve been waiting for you.

HEPZIBAH goes to exit. Holding the skull, CARRIE hesitates, goes to put it back.

CARRIE: I’ll just, er –

HEPZIBAH: Oh, bring it with you if you like.

CARRIE: Oh, no. I mean, I –

But HEPZIBAH’s gone. Again CARRIE is left alone, holding the skull. She contemplates it for a moment, shivers and goes after HEPZIBAH. Cheerful 1940s music.

DRUID’S BOTTOM – KITCHEN

A warm, safe, lighted place. ALBERT, CARRIE, MR JOHNNY, NICK and HEPZIBAH have finished eating tea. The skull is on the table, near CARRIE. The bag with the goose in it is also in the room. MR JOHNNY talks to NICK with expansive gestures.


MR JOHNNY: [Up in the mountains. They nest in the lake. It looks like a brown island. Then it moves. And you see, it’s made of hundreds of baby birds.]

NICK: I’d love to see that. Can we go and look?

MR JOHNNY: [In the spring. I’ll show you.]

NICK: I can’t wait!

MR JOHNNY: [Would you like to see my cow? I’ve got a cow.]

HEPZIBAH: Later, I think, Mr Johnny. (To CARRIE and NICK.) Have another mince pie now – I’m sure you can manage a bit more!

CARRIE: Oh no, we couldn’t eat another thing, thank you.

NICK: I could. I’m starving.

CARRIE: No you’re not.

NICK: I am! (Taking a mince pie.) This is the best tea ever. We never get anything like this from mean old Evans.

CARRIE: Nick, don’t be ungrateful!

MR JOHNNY: (Imitating CARRIE.) [Nick, don’t be ungrateful.]

NICK and MR JOHNNY laugh together. CARRIE fingers the skull.

HEPZIBAH: Now, Mr Johnny.

MR JOHNNY: (Indicating CARRIE.) [She’s cross.]

HEPZIBAH: If she is, I’m sure she’s got her reasons.

ALBERT: Hepzibah. You were going to tell Carrie that old tale about the skull, weren’t you?

MR JOHNNY: (To HEPZIBAH.) [Tell a story! Tell a story!]

HEPZIBAH: Are you sure you want to hear it?

CARRIE: Yes… I’d love to. Really.


HEPZIBAH picks up the skull, thoughtfully.

HEPZIBAH: It’s an old, old story. I heard it long before I came here, when I used to work for Mr Johnny’s parents in Norfolk. They used to tell me about their rich cousins in Wales, and the screaming skull, and the curse on the house. As the story goes, the skull belonged to a little African boy. He was stolen from his home and brought here when he was only ten.

NICK: Why?

HEPZIBAH: It was the fashion at that time, for rich people to have a little black page, dressed in silk and satin, riding on the top of their carriage. So they took this poor innocent, and brought him across the sea, to a strange land. And he cried, as any child would do, taken from his mother. He cried, and cried. The young ladies gave him sweets and toys and made a pet of him, but he just kept on crying. So in the end, they promised him that one day, they would take him home.

CARRIE: They lied to him!

HEPZIBAH: Who knows? Maybe they meant it. But when winter came, the little lad took ill of a fever. He knew he was dying, and it seemed to him that the promise was broken. And he cursed the family. He said, a house built on the bodies of slaves must be forever haunted. You wouldn’t let me leave, he said, and now I will stay here forever. According to his curse, if his skull ever leaves this house, the walls will crumble and fall.

CARRIE: Did anyone ever take the skull out?

HEPZIBAH: Oh, yes. Old Mr Gotobed’s grandmother once hid the skull in the stable – just to see what would happen…

NICK: What did happen?

HEPZIBAH: Nothing happened all day. But in the middle of the night…


NICK: What?

HEPZIBAH: There came a great scream and a crash. All the mirrors, glass and crockery in the house were smashed to pieces. Of course, she took the skull back in at once, and it’s been in the library from that day to this. And so, the Gotobed family can never forget that their fortune was made from slavery and death. That was the curse of the African boy. The curse of memory.

Pause as HEPZIBAH’s grim story sinks in.

ALBERT: I told you she’d tell it better than me.

CARRIE: It’s – a fascinating story…

ALBERT: Yes. It’s a lot of old nonsense, of course.

HEPZIBAH: (Aims a fake blow at ALBERT’s ear.) I’ll give you nonsense, my lad!

MR JOHNNY: [It’s not clever to make fun.]

HEPZIBAH: That’s right, Mr Johnny. Wise people don’t mock what they don’t understand.

ALBERT takes the skull and shows it to CARRIE.

ALBERT: But I do understand – look, it’s got wisdom teeth – you don’t get those till you’re eighteen at least. But it’s too small for an adult male so it must be a woman. I think it came from an iron age settlement at the top of the Grove. I’d like to take it to the British Museum one day and get them to test its age. What do you think?

CARRIE: I think…that would spoil the story.

MR JOHNNY: [Tell a story. Tell a story.]

HEPZIBAH: (Teasing.) Mr Johnny, you’ve got more sense in your little finger than he’s got in his clever young head.

ALBERT: (Smiles.) I’m sorry, Hepzibah. You do tell a wonderful story.


MR JOHNNY: [Tell a story.]

NICK: Tell us another one.

CARRIE: We can’t – I mean, we ought to go, really. It’s getting late and Auntie Lou will be worried.

NICK: I don’t want to go! I want to stay here, with you.

HEPZIBAH: You can come back, love. Both of you, whenever you like.

CARRIE: (To NICK.) There we are. That’s something to look forward to, isn’t it?

NICK: I don’t want to look forward. I don’t want to go back to old Evans.

CARRIE: Well, we have to.

ALBERT: I’ll come with you if you like. As far as the railway.

HEPZIBAH: Not with your chest, you won’t.

ALBERT: I can’t exactly leave it behind.

HEPZIBAH: I mean, you shouldn’t go out in the night air, Mr Clever Clogs.

MR JOHNNY: [I’ll come with you. I’ll show you.]

HEPZIBAH: There you are, Mr Johnny will see you safe through the Grove.

CARRIE: Oh… Thank you, Mr Johnny.

CARRIE smiles and holds her hand out to MR JOHNNY. He puts his hands over his face and backs away.

NICK: Don’t look straight at him like that! He doesn’t like being stared at. Come on, Mr Johnny.

MR JOHNNY goes out with NICK.

CARRIE: (Awkward.) Goodbye, Hepzibah. Thank you for a lovely tea.


ALBERT helps CARRIE with the goose in the bag.

ALBERT: I’ll just see you to the front door.

HEPZIBAH: No further, mind. (Smiles at CARRIE.) You’ll be all right with Mr Johnny. No harm ever comes to the innocent.

CARRIE: Mr Evans says, no harm ever comes to those who trust in the Lord.

HEPZIBAH: Maybe that’s another way of saying the same thing.

CARRIE and ALBERT go out. 1940s Christmas music on radio.

THE EVANS HOUSE

CARRIE and NICK watch as LOU examines the goose.

LOU: My, it’s a fine bird. Hepzibah Green’s a rare hand with poultry. (Seeing MR EVANS enter.) Look, Samuel –

MR EVANS stamps in.

MR EVANS: Back at last, is it now? (To CARRIE.) Well? How’s my sister? That woman looking after her, is she?

CARRIE: Good evening, Mr Evans. I’m afraid we didn’t see your sister.

MR EVANS: Well, you stayed long enough. (Looks closely at

CARRIE.) Have a good time, did you?

CARRIE: It was all right, thank you for asking.

NICK: All right? It was smashing. The house was haunted, and we saw the Screaming Skull, and Hepzibah made us the best tea –

MR EVANS: Better than you get here, I suppose?

CARRIE: No –


NICK: (Simultaneously.) Yes –

Pause.

LOU: (Of the goose.) I’ll just pop this in the pantry.

She exits. CARRIE gives NICK a stern look.

NICK: (To CARRIE.) What?

MR EVANS: So Hepzibah Green fed you well.

NICK: We had pies, and eggs, and ham. Meat. Loads of meat.

MR EVANS: Easy to be generous, when you don’t foot the bill! Hepzibah Green’s onto a good thing. A mistress too ill to keep her eye on the books! Feathering her own nest, no doubt. Taking a little here and a little there, whenever she gets the chance –

NICK: Hepzibah isn’t a thief! She’s kind, and she never bullies anyone or goes on about the Bible and you can go upstairs as much as you like and there are no spiders and –

CARRIE: Nick!

MR EVANS: I suppose you’d rather be living there with her, would you?

NICK begins to reply, but CARRIE interrupts.

CARRIE: Well, Hepzibah’s quite nice. But the house is so old, and dark, and we were a bit scared of Mr Johnny!

NICK: (Shocked.) Carrie!

MR EVANS: So, you saw the idiot, did you?

CARRIE: I – er –

NICK: (Simultaneously.) Mr Johnny’s not an idiot, he’s not! You’re an idiot if you think that –

CARRIE: Nick! (To MR EVANS.) He doesn’t mean it. He’s just tired after the walk.


NICK: No I’m not!

MR EVANS: Too much rich food, that’s what it is. Boys shouldn’t have meat, it makes them boisterous.

NICK: You’re an idiot, and a mean old beast –

CARRIE: Nick, go to bed now!

NICK: Carrie Willow, you horrible, ugly cow.

NICK runs up the stairs.

CARRIE: (To MR EVANS.) I’m sorry. I’ll put him to bed.

NICK: I’m not a baby!

MR EVANS: You make sure you do, Carrie. No supper tonight, mind!

MR EVANS goes out. CARRIE follows NICK onto the stairs, where he’s fighting back tears.

CARRIE: Come on, Nick. Go up to bed…

NICK: I’m not speaking to you.

CARRIE: What did I do?

NICK: You’re worse than him. He hates everyone, but you’re nasty about people you like – just to suck up to him. Saying Hepzibah was quite nice!

CARRIE: We hardly know her!

NICK: I do! I love Hepzibah, and you just stood there and let Mr Evans call her a thief…

CARRIE: You know what Mr Evans is like! If he thinks we like Hepzibah, and Mr Johnny, he’ll never let us go there again. He hates to see anyone enjoying anything. It – makes him jealous.

NICK: Just like you, then.

CARRIE: That’s not fair.


NICK: Like you know about being fair. Traitor.

CARRIE: I think you’d better go to bed.

CARRIE tries to put her arm around NICK.

NICK: Don’t touch me. Don’t talk to me. Don’t even look at me. You filthy traitor.

CARRIE: Oh Nick, don’t be silly.

NICK: Listen to yourself! Why don’t you just go downstairs and suck up to your best friend Mr Evans?

NICK runs up to the bedroom and flings himself down on the bed. CARRIE sits on the stairs and thinks. The stage grows darker. LOU and MR EVANS enter downstairs, talking.

MR EVANS: All I’m saying is, it might be an idea to get her to go there sometimes, keep her eyes open.

LOU: Samuel, we can’t set the child spying –

MR EVANS: Spying! What sort of a word is that? Keep her eyes open, that’s all I said! It’s Dilys I’m thinking of – Dilys, our own flesh and blood.

LOU: That’s the first time I’ve heard you say it, in many a long year.

CARRIE, listening, makes her way down the stairs to the front room.

MR EVANS: Well. It was one thing, when she had her pride and strength. But that’s gone from her now – and it hurts me, to think of her, helpless in that woman’s power.

CARRIE: What woman’s power?

MR EVANS: What are you doing, girl? I thought you went to bed! Up and down, up and down, tramp, tramp on the carpet!

CARRIE: I walked on the paint!


MR EVANS: All right, all right, girl. Come here girl, sit down. I know you’ve got your head screwed on. I was saying to Lou, she’s a smart girl. Not one to be taken in by lies and soft, smarmy ways.

CARRIE: Are you talking about Hepzibah Green?

MR EVANS: There, I knew you’d see through her!

LOU: Samuel…

MR EVANS: Be quiet, Lou, I’m only asking the girl! When you were up at my sister’s house today, did you see or hear – anything suspicious? Or unusual?

CARRIE hesitates. In Druid’s Grove, we see MRS GOTOBED and HEAR the sound of her sobbing.

CARRIE: (Hesitates, then.) No. Nothing.

MR EVANS looks at CARRIE.

MR EVANS: Very good then. Just you let me know if you do.

CARRIE: Hepzibah said we could go to Druid’s Bottom as often as we liked…?

MR EVANS: There you are then. I knew you’d keep your eyes open for me.

CARRIE: Yes.

MR EVANS: You’re a good girl. Up you go now. Time for bed.

LOU: Nos da, cariad.

MR EVANS: Nos da.

CARRIE: Nos da.

CARRIE goes upstairs.

THE EVANS HOUSE

Night in the Evans house. Darkness.


Song: Ar Hyd Y Nos

During the song, NICK appears at the top of the stairs.

CHOIR: Holl amrantau’r sêr ddywedant
Ar hyd y nos.
Dyma’r ffordd i fro gogoniant
Ar hyd y nos.

NICK creeps down the stairs.

Golau arall yw tywyllwch,
I arddangos gwir brydferthwch,
Teulu’r nefoedd mewn tawelwch
Ar hyd y nos.

NICK reaches the bottom of the stairs and exits. CARRIE enters, wearing a dressing gown.

CARRIE: (Whispers.) Nick? Nick?

NICK re-enters, holding a tin behind his back.

NICK: (Whispers.) Carrie?

CARRIE: (Whispers.) What are you doing? You’re not running away are you?

NICK: (Whispers.) No.

CARRIE: (Whispers.) I’m sorry I upset you. I didn’t mean to.

NICK: (Whispers.) It doesn’t matter. Go back to bed.

CARRIE: What are you doing?

NICK moves towards CARRIE. Suddenly a light goes on, revealing MR EVANS at the top of the stairs. NICK drops the tin. MR EVANS bounds down the stairs, picks it up and yells in triumph.

MR EVANS: Thief! Thief! Caught red-handed now, aren’t you? How long has this been going on?

NICK ducks behind CARRIE.

NICK: Carrie…


A tired LOU appears at the top of the stairs.

LOU: Samuel? Carrie? What’s happening?

MR EVANS: What? I caught this boy stealing! That’s what!

CARRIE: Stealing?

MR EVANS: My best ginger biscuits! Oh, you’ll be sorry, my lad. You’ll pay. Asking for the strap, aren’t you? Ten of the best on your bare bottom!

NICK: (Hiding behind CARRIE.) Carrie!

CARRIE: Please, Mr Evans! I’m sure he didn’t think it was stealing.

MR EVANS: Then he’ll have to learn to think!

MR EVANS advances on NICK.

NICK: If you hit me, I’ll tell. I’ll tell my teachers, and the minister, and everyone in Chapel –

MR EVANS: What will you tell them? That you stole? Stole from the good people who took you in?

NICK: I’ll tell them I was hungry.

Pause. MR EVANS and NICK confront each other. Then:

MR EVANS: (To NICK.) Come here.

LOU gasps and CARRIE is on tenterhooks as NICK approaches MR EVANS, who grabs him by the arm and pulls him down so they’re both kneeling alongside each other. MR EVANS takes NICK’s hands, and puts them into a praying position. Then MR EVANS begins to pray:

MR EVANS: O Lord, look down upon this sinful child in his wickedness and lead him from his evil ways into righteousness. If he is tempted again, remind him of the pains of Thy Hell, the torment and burning, so that he may quiver in his wretched flesh and repent in his immortal soul…


During MR EVANS’ prayer, CARRIE and LOU look on anxiously. NICK, at first, keeps his eyes closed – then peeps as MR EVANS continues to pray with his eyes shut. NICK turns around to LOU and CARRIE and winks / gives them a thumbs up.

Lights fade down.

CHOIR: Golau arall yw tywyllwch,
I arddangos gwir brydferthwch,
Teulu’r nefoedd mewn tawelwch
Ar hyd y nos.

THE EVANS HOUSE – CARRIE AND NICK’S ROOM

CARRIE: I know you weren’t hungry. You were just greedy for biscuits.

NICK: Got away with it, didn’t I?

CARRIE: He must have prayed for half an hour. I think I’d rather have had the strap.

NICK: I hate him, Carrie. I’ve never hated anyone so much in my life.

CARRIE: If you really hate it here, we should tell someone.

NICK: Oh, I don’t hate being here. I just hate him, that’s all. But I like Auntie Lou, and Hepzibah, and Mr Johnny – if he ever lets us see them again –

CARRIE: I spoke to him. We can go to Druid’s Bottom as often as we like.

NICK: What did you have to do to make him say that?

CARRIE: Nothing. Go to sleep.

NICK: Carrie?

CARRIE: What?

NICK: Sorry about before.


CARRIE: I’m sorry, too. ’Night.

NICK: Carrie?

CARRIE: What now?

NICK: Thanks for trying to stop him.

CARRIE: That’s all right. Just don’t do it again.

NICK: Carrie?

CARRIE: What?

NICK: (Reaches into his pocket.) Do you want a biscuit?

CARRIE sits up, takes the biscuit and bites into it. NICK grins.

CARRIE: (Voiceover, narrates.) Dear Mother, I hope you had a good Christmas. We had a pretty good time in the end. Mr Evans and Auntie Lou were kind enough to give us presents. Nick was given a knife. He was thrilled. I got a Bible, which was very generous of Mr Evans, as I expect when he was young he would have been pleased to get a Bible…

DRUID’S BOTTOM – FARMYARD

CARRIE: (Voiceover.) …You’ll be pleased to hear that we’re getting lots of fresh country air. We spent most of our Christmas holidays at a local farm, where we’ve been helping out with the milking and collecting eggs…

During CARRIE’s narration, lights gradually up on ALBERT, CARRIE, MR JOHNNY and NICK in the farmyard.

MR JOHNNY indicates to NICK to look under some straw.

MR JOHNNY: [Look under there.]

NICK discovers some eggs with a noise of elation.

CARRIE: (To NICK.) What is it?


NICK: Eggs! (To MR JOHNNY.) How did you know they’d be there?

MR JOHNNY: [The white hen with the black feathers on her tail. That’s her nest.]

NICK: (Examining the eggs.) Oh, I see.

ALBERT: (To CARRIE.) He knows where all the hens nest, and what time they lay their eggs. Hepzibah says, give him a feather, and he’ll tell you what bird it came from.

MR JOHNNY: [The pond’s frozen over. I’ll show you where you can slide on the ice.]

NICK: Come on!

The gang run off.

CARRIE: (Voiceover.) We’ve made some good friends here, now; Mr Johnny, and Hepzibah, and Albert Sandwich – and of course Mr Evans and Auntie Lou have been very kind. I think we’ve settled in quite well. In fact, it almost seems as if we’ve been here for ever…

DRUID’S BOTTOM – KITCHEN

HEPZIBAH is arranging tea-things on a tray. CARRIE and NICK are watching.

HEPZIBAH: How are those chillblains, Nick?

NICK: They’re all better now. That ointment you gave me was like magic.

HEPZIBAH: Not magic. Just herbs, and spring water from the Grove.

NICK: (To CARRIE.) Auntie Lou says the Grove is magic. Doesn’t she?

CARRIE: She doesn’t say magic, she says the old religion. It’s completely different.


HEPZIBAH: Is it?

MR JOHNNY runs in.

MR JOHNNY: (To NICK.) [Johnny’s cow’s having a baby!]

NICK: Really? Now?

MR JOHNNY: [Yes! Come and see.]

NICK runs out of the kitchen with MR JOHNNY.

CARRIE: (To HEPZIBAH.) What’s going on?

HEPZIBAH: The cow’s calving. I expect Mr Johnny thought Nick would like to watch.

CARRIE: Shouldn’t we – don’t you need to get a vet or something?

HEPZIBAH laughs heartily.

HEPZIBAH: Leave it to Mr Johnny. He’s good with animals.

CARRIE: (To HEPZIBAH.) Where’s Albert?

HEPZIBAH: Having lessons with the Minister. He’ll be finished soon.

CARRIE: Will he?

HEPZIBAH: You can help me if you like.

CARRIE: What are you doing?

HEPZIBAH: Making tea for Mrs Gotobed.

CARRIE: Oh… How is she?

HEPZIBAH: As well as can be expected.

CARRIE: Hepzibah…when I first came here… I heard someone crying. Was it her?

HEPZIBAH: Yes. That would have been her.

CARRIE: Why?


HEPZIBAH: I should think she was unhappy. That’s usually why people cry.

CARRIE: Maybe she’s lonely. All alone, upstairs…

HEPZIBAH: Maybe… I’ll tell you what. I’ll put another cup on the tray and you can go and keep her company.

CARRIE: Me?

HEPZIBAH: Why not? You can tell Mr Evans all about it.

Beat.

CARRIE: Let me help you with the tray.

CARRIE takes the tea tray. HEPZIBAH carries a teapot. They go out. Old-fashioned dance music – MRS GOTOBED’s favourite dance tune.

DRUID’S BOTTOM – MRS GOTOBED’S SITTING-ROOM

MRS GOTOBED is sitting up, dressed in a ballgown. She has another ballgown on her lap – grey silk with pink feather trim. She holds and strokes it like a pet. She wears a small garnet ring.

CARRIE and HEPZIBAH enter with the tea tray.

HEPZIBAH: Mrs Gotobed, this is Carrie Willow. Carrie, Mrs Gotobed.

CARRIE: Pleased to meet you.

HEPZIBAH sets the tray down. CARRIE hangs back.

MRS GOTOBED: Come over here, pretty child. Let me look at your eyes. Albert says they’re like emeralds.

CARRIE: Does he?

HEPZIBAH: Handsome is as handsome does.

HEPZIBAH exits.


MRS GOTOBED: (To CARRIE.) Hepzibah thinks looks don’t matter but they do, you know. Bring me my jewel box. Table, over there. (CARRIE does so.) Open it. Can you find my emerald necklace? I think I’ll wear it today. In honour of you, Miss Emerald Eyes.

CARRIE opens the box and hunts through it. There is an envelope in the box, which she takes out and sets aside.

CARRIE: Is this it?

MRS GOTOBED: That’s right. Help me put it on. (CARRIE hesitates.) Come on! I don’t bite, you know!

CARRIE takes the necklace and puts it around MRS GOTOBED’s neck.

CARRIE: Are they real emeralds?

MRS GOTOBED: They would have been, once. But they still look the part. That’s what’s important. Sit down here, child. Do you like my dress?

CARRIE: It’s – lovely.

MRS GOTOBED: Yes, it is. My husband gave it to me just after we were married. He loved to buy me clothes. Do you know how many ball gowns I have?

CARRIE: Um –

MRS GOTOBED: Twenty-nine. One for each year of our marriage. There’s a green chiffon with pearls around the neck, a red silk, a blue brocade…and I plan to wear every single one, once more, before I die.

CARRIE: Before you die?

MRS GOTOBED: Oh, yes, I’m dying, you see. Pour the tea, child. Did Hepzibah not tell you? (CARRIE shakes her head.) Well, I am. Just a little milk for me, and half a slice of bread, folded over.

CARRIE: Would – you like some jam?


MRS GOTOBED: No, child. No jam. (Sips at her tea.) So, you’re my brother’s evacuee. God help you! What do you think of him?

CARRIE: I – like him.

MRS GOTOBED: Then you’re the only one that does. Cold, hard, mean man, my brother. (She nibbles at her bread and butter. Hasn’t much appetite. Sets it aside.) How d’you get on with my baby sister Louisa?

CARRIE: Oh, Auntie Lou’s nice.

MRS GOTOBED: Nice, but a fool. Louisa should have got out long ago. But no, she’ll lie down and let him walk all over her till the end of her days. Don’t you think?

CARRIE: I don’t know.

MRS GOTOBED: What about you? Does he walk all over you?

CARRIE: I’m not afraid of him.

MRS GOTOBED: Really? Well, in that case, you can tell him something from me. When I die. (Looks at CARRIE.) When I die, tell him that I hadn’t forgotten him. That I remember that he’s my own flesh and blood, but sometimes you owe more to strangers. Tell him that I’ve done what I’ve done because it seemed right – not because I wanted to spite him. Do you understand, child?

CARRIE: I think so.

MRS GOTOBED: Good. Only wait till I’m safely dead first! Or he’ll be round here, stamping and yelling, and I haven’t the strength for it. Remember – wait till I’m dead.

CARRIE: Yes.

MRS GOTOBED: Now, to important matters. Let me show you my very best dress. (Holds up the grey silk dress.) This is silk. Take it, child. Feel it. Stroke it. Real silk – and ostrich feathers. (CARRIE takes the dress and feels it, obediently. MRS GOTOBED is increasingly sleepy as she continues.) You know…it

was my husband’s favourite, you know. He used to say… I looked…like a Queen in it. So I’m saving this one… (She trails off.)

CARRIE: Saving it? For what?

MRS GOTOBED: (Sleepy.) Saving it till the last…

MRS GOTOBED nods, sleepily. Her eyes close.

CARRIE: Mrs Gotobed?

MRS GOTOBED’s head slumps.

Mrs Gotobed?… Mrs Gotobed!

CARRIE runs to the door.

Hepzibah! Hepzibah!

ALBERT enters.

ALBERT: Carrie?

He goes over to MRS GOTOBED.

CARRIE: (Gestures.) Mrs Gotobed! She’s – she’s –

MRS GOTOBED snores.

ALBERT: She’s asleep.

CARRIE: I thought…

ALBERT: You thought she was dead?

CARRIE: She told me she was dying.

ALBERT: Oh, she is. Well, we all are, of course, eventually. But she’s really dying. She’s got a few months to live, at most –

CARRIE: Albert, don’t!

ALBERT: Don’t what?

CARRIE: Don’t talk about it! You’re as bad as her. Going on and on about dying –


ALBERT: Maybe she thinks it’s important?

MRS GOTOBED: (Mutters in her sleep.) Blue brocade tonight I think, with sapphires...

CARRIE: It’s horrible. Spooky. Dressing up in all these grand clothes…

ALBERT: That was my idea.

CARRIE: Oh... Why?

ALBERT: It was her life, you see. Parties and ballgowns. When I first came here, she was so miserable. Crying all the time! One evening, she showed me her dresses and cried because she’d never wear them again. I said, why not —

MRS GOTOBED suddenly stirs, and joins the conversation — making CARRIE jump again.

MRS GOTOBED: — And I said, because there’s no point. When there’s nobody to see.

ALBERT: And I said, there’s me. I’d like to see them.

MRS GOTOBED: And so, whenever I fell well enough, I put on one of my gowns, and tell Albert all about the times I wore it before.

ALBERT: It’s quite interesing, actually.

CARRIE looks at the odd couple.

CARRIE: You are funny, Albert Sandwich. I mean — not ordinary

ALBERT: I would hate to be ordinary.

MRS GOTOBED: Wouldn’t you?

CARRIE: I — don’t know...

Lights fade down. CARRIE leaves. MRS GOTOBED and ALBERT stay together, listening to the radio during:


RADIO ANNOUNCER: (Voiceover.) From the White House in Washington DC, Ladies and gentlemen, the President of the United States.

ROOSEVELT: (Voiceover.) My fellow Americans, it is nearly five months since we were attacked at Pearl Harbor. Since then, we have dispatched strong forces of our army and navy, several hundred thousand of them, to bases and battlefronts thousands of miles from home…

OUTSIDE MR EVANS’ SHOP

A brief burst of American band music, e.g. Bugle Call Rag.

MAJOR CASS HARPER looks around, getting his bearings in the unfamiliar town. He sees NICK go past with his school satchel, and calls him over.

MAJOR HARPER: Hey fella! Can you do me a favour, and tell me –

NICK: (Interrupts, delighted.) You’re an American soldier, aren’t you?

MAJOR HARPER: Now, whatever could have given you that impression?

NICK: Got any sweets?

MAJOR HARPER is puzzled.

You know, ‘candy’. Or chocolate, or gum? Come on, you’re American, you must have something!

MR EVANS comes out of the shop.

MR EVANS: Nicholas! What on earth do you think you’re doing?

NICK: Talking to this American soldier.

MAJOR HARPER: (Holds out his hand.) Major Cass Harper. Pleased to meet you.

MR EVANS: Samuel Isaac Evans. Councillor.


Beat.

MAJOR HARPER: OK. You know where I can get a beer, Mr Evans?

MR EVANS: You want me to tell you where you can find a tavern?

MAJOR HARPER: Yeah, is that a problem?

MR EVANS: Let me tell you –

NICK: (Points.) The Dog and Duck on the High Street.

MAJOR HARPER: (Grins at NICK.) Anywhere I can get a beer that’s not warm and flat?

MR EVANS looks at him.

MR EVANS: Try America. Good day. (To NICK.) Come along, boy!

MR EVANS goes in. As NICK follows, MAJOR CASS HARPER throws him a bar of chocolate. NICK catches it.

American band music, e.g. Bugle Call Rag, as before.

THE EVANS HOUSE

LOU helps CARRIE try on a dress which is short and somewhat tight.

LOU: I could take down the hem, but still – and it’ll need letting out around – around the, the –

CARRIE: Bust.

LOU: Kind of your mother, though. A nice thought. Lovely colour.

CARRIE: Yes.

LOU: Tell you what, bach, if I stitch a bit of cloth into the back, here –

CARRIE: I don’t want to put you to any trouble –


LOU: Oh, it’s no trouble. You never are, the pair of you. Always down at my sister’s place… I hardly see you. Wouldn’t know you were meant to be living here, half the time.

CARRIE: Oh, Auntie Lou. It’s not because of you.

LOU: I understand, bach. Not much of a home, is it?

CARRIE: Then why do you stay?

LOU: I… Nobody’s ever asked me that before. (Beat.) I suppose that’s the problem, isn’t it? Nobody ever asked me. Well, Dilys got the looks in our family –

CARRIE: Oh, no! You’re much prettier than her.

LOU: (Surprised.) You’ve seen her, then?

CARRIE: (Reluctant.) Once. I saw her once.

LOU: How is she?

CARRIE: She’s…got some beautiful dresses…

LOU: They say she’s not at all well, poor Dilys.

CARRIE: She’s… She told me she was dying.

LOU: I see. Thank you for telling me, cariad. (Pause.) Was there any – Did she mention me at all?

CARRIE: She said… Yes. She did.

LOU: What did she say?

CARRIE: She’s worried that – She thinks you’ll lie down and let him walk all over you till the end of your days. She said you should have got out years ago.

LOU: I see.

MR EVANS enters. They both jump, guilty.

MR EVANS: What’s this? Whispering, is it, now? Keeping secrets from me – in my own house?


MR EVANS: What’s going on, then?

CARRIE: I was just – telling Auntie Lou something Mrs Gotobed said.

MR EVANS: Mrs Gotobed? Dilys? You’ve seen her, then?

CARRIE: Yes…

MR EVANS: You’ve seen her and you never told me?

CARRIE: Only once…

MR EVANS: And she gave you a message for Louisa?

CARRIE: Sort of…

MR EVANS: What about me? Her only brother? Was there a message for me?

CARRIE: I – She just… I’m not supposed to –

MR EVANS: Come on, girl! What did she say? What did she say?

LOU: (Suddenly.) Samuel, I’ve had an invitation.

MR EVANS: Invitation? Invitation to what?

LOU: A dance.

MR EVANS: (Dangerous.) Dance?

LOU: At the Camp. The American Base, down the valley.

MR EVANS: American soldiers…?

CARRIE: What’s wrong with American soldiers?

MR EVANS: You know what they say. Overpaid, overfed, over…here. It’s a life of luxury in that camp. Everything laid on for them, handed out on a plate. Food, films, dancing – now women. Our women.


LOU: It’s all right, Samuel. It’s all done through the Chapel. The Red Cross asked them to find some nice girls –

MR EVANS: Nice girls don’t go to dances at American bases!

CARRIE: What’s wrong with American bases?

MR EVANS: They’re full of American soldiers, that’s what!

CARRIE: But isn’t it a good thing the Americans are here? To help us fight Hitler?

MR EVANS: You be quiet, and go to your room, girl! I have a few things to say to my sister.

CARRIE hesitates, wanting to be out of it but worried for LOU.

LOU: (To CARRIE.) Go on, cariad.

MR EVANS: (To LOU.) Sit down. Cau’r drws. Steddu lawr.

CARRIE runs up the stairs. CARRIE and NICK listen as MR EVANS shouts at LOU, downstairs.
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MR EVANS: Granda nawr!

CARRIE: She must be mad to ask if she can go to a dance. She knows what he’s like.

NICK: You are thick. She only did it to stop him bullying you!

CARRIE: Oh, no…

MR EVANS: Dawnsio! Dawnsio!

LOU: Dim ond am un noson, Samuel!

CARRIE: How long will he go on, do you think?

NICK: Just till she cries.

MR EVANS: Byth, byth! Tra bod t’in byw gyda fi!


LOU: (In tears.) Pam os rhaid i ti sbwlio popeth?

NICK: There we are. Now he’ll make her wash her face, and we’ll have tea. Just like usual.

MR EVANS: Cer i olchi dy wyneb.

CARRIE: You’ve really got used to this, haven’t you?

NICK: Getting used to things doesn’t make them any better. He’s a horrible, disgusting, yucky hog-swine. What was he on at you about? What did he want you to tell him?

CARRIE: I don’t know.

NICK: Yes you do. I can tell. So could he.

CARRIE: I…think he wants me to tell him something nasty about Hepzibah.

NICK: Like what?

CARRIE: Like she’s cruel to his sister. But that’s only part of it… I won’t spy for him! I won’t! I won’t tell him anything!

NICK: Keep your hair on! You don’t have to – I mean, he can’t make you! Can he?

CARRIE: I don’t know. I just don’t know.

Music.

End of Act One.






End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/pub.gif





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 
   
    
		 
    
     
		 
		 
    
     
		 
    
     
		 
		 
    
     
		 
    
     
		 
		 
    
     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    
  
   
     
  




OEBPS/images/Carrie's_War_ebook_cover.jpg
OUNG PEOPLE






