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                                                    The Shelter
                                                           by Frank Reinhard
Characters:          Percy

                            Ben

                            A Lady

                            Nellie

                            Fred
                                                   Act I
An air raid shelter in London in 1941. Ben, Percy and a lady are entering the shelter. There’s a water bottle and glasses. Photograph of Winston Churchill on the wall; also signs reading:  CAUTION! THE ENEMY IS LISTENING!  -  LOOSE LIPS SINK SHIPS! – KEEP SMILING! – KEEP YOUR CHIN UP, LONDON!  Throughout the play aircraft and bombs are heard.  
Percy:            Haven’t I seen you before?
Ben:               Yes, you look familiar. 
                               Pause             
Percy:            I’m in 5-B.

Ben:               U-huh. I am in 4-F. 
                               Pause                   
Percy:            Lived here long?

Ben:               About a year. 

Percy :           Seems odd we never met. 
                               Pause          
Ben:               How long have you been living here?
Percy:            Since ’38. I moved here after my wife died. We used to live in Chelsea. Had a nice little 2-flat there. We had the upper floor and we let the lower. 

Ben:               I used to live in Golders Green. Nice quiet street, nice homes, flowers in the front yards. I loved it there. But after my wife died I didn’t feel like keeping up a house.         Pause

Percy:            Golders Green? I see.

Ben:               Yes. Golders Green.

                                              Pause

Percy:            One raid after another.
Ben:              Coming over every night now, it seems.

Percy:           Third time to-night. I heard they’re working on a super-bomb. God, when is this going to end?

Ben:              Not until the Yanks get into the war.

Percy:           Don’t hold your breath. They have other things to do. Nice and safe over there.

Ben                Sooner or later they’ll come.                              
                                   pause
Percy:            You have an accent. Where are you from?

Ben:               France. A small town. You wouldn’t have heard of it.

Percy:            How’d you get to England?

Ben:               My wife and I saw it coming. We took off just in time and went to the so-called Free France. That’s a joke. It’s anything but free. And then it got dangerous for us there too. 

Percy:            Dangerous? How do you mean? They’re not picking up ordinary French civilians. Or were you in the underground?

Ben:                No, I wasn’t. But they were picking us up.

Percy:             Us?  (he’s looking at Ben)
Ben:                Yes.                                                                           pause

Percy:              Lucky you made it over here. How did you manage?

Ben:                We were able to get across the Pyrenees, and from there to Portugal. We had friends in Lisbon. They arranged it. When we got here we rented the house in Golders Green. But my wife died soon after.   Pause.                                 
Percy:              Portugal. Lovely country. We used to take our holidays in Madeira. Ever been there? 

Ben:                 No. But I know the Madeira wine. We drank it sometimes on our holidays. I liked it better than the usual stuff.
Percy:             What holidays? 

Ben:                Pesach. Rosh Hashana.                                             pause

Percy:              I see.  (slight pause)   What do you do?

Ben:                I work in an office.
Percy:             Were you in the first war?

Ben:                Sure. I was a cryptographer. I was taught code deciphering in the French Army.
Percy:              Hey, that’s interesting. I went thru the same kind of training before the first war. And then I did decoding work during the war.
Ben:                 Yes? Where did you work before the war?
Percy:               MI-6.

Ben:                  Oh, MI-6? Our boys had contact with them during the war. 

Percy:               Could be. When was that?

Ben:                  Toward the end of the war. 1918. At Verdun.
Percy:               Say, I recall meeting some French decoders at Verdun. We traded techniques. They were pretty good.

Ben:                  You were at Verdun too? 

Percy:               Yeah. The Jerries were holding the town again, but then they fell back. That was early in ’18.Your chaps took the town back from them. We came in from the Northern flank. First time we came in contact with your fellows.

Ben:                   Did you meet any of our boys?

Percy:                Sure. I remember one chap real well. Like it was yesterday. Ben was his name. I never knew his last name. Nice fellow. He was one of your tribe.

Ben:                   My tribe?

Percy:                Sorry, no offense meant.                               pause
Ben:                   I was wounded by a grenade at Verdun. Shell shock. They put me in a hospital. At Sancerre. I had amnesia for years.

Percy:                 Sancerre, you said? Say, they put me in that hospital, too, but just for a few weeks. Shrapnel got me in the arm. Amnesia you said? What’s that like?

Ben:                     Miserable. You don’t know who you are. You don’t know your own name. You don’t know where you are from. You remember nothing. You keep wracking your brain, but nothing comes back.               

Percy:                  But what about your dog tag?

Ben:                     Gone. Torn off by the grenade.              pause 
Percy:                   I suppose I got off easy.                        pause  
Ben:                      Do you remember anything about that hospital?

Percy:                   Yeah, I remember a good-looking nurse – Marie was her name.

Ben:                       Marie? You said Marie?
Percy:                    Yes, Marie. Marie Duval. Great knockers.
Ben:                       Did you know her well?

Percy:                    Well, we weren’t in love, if that’s what you mean, but she and I had a lot of fun together. So did some of the other fellows. She slept around.                                                                              
Ben:                        I knew that Marie too. I liked her a lot. I actually wanted to marry her after the war.

Percy:                      Ah, French girls are not for marrying. 

Ben:                        You seem to forget that I am French too.

Percy:                      Oh, yes. I’m sorry.

Ben:                        Marie was from the same part of France that I’m from - the Dordogne.
Percy:                     What did you say your name was?

Ben:                        Ben. Benjamin Marais.

Percy:                     Hey, what a coincidence!  I remember you now! You are the Ben I met in the hospital!! That’s incredible! Here we meet again in London in an air raid shelter!! I’m Percy Brooking.

Ben:                         I guess I never knew your name. But you did look familiar. Yes, it really is incredible!   (they shake hands)                                                         

Warden:   (outside)   I heard an ‘All Clear’ somewhere, but it hasn’t sounded in our district yet. We’ll probably hear it soon here.
Percy:                       Well, I could do with some sleep. Goddamn them anyhow!
Warden: (outside)     Better wait a few more minutes. They may be coming back. No All Clear yet in this district.
Ben:                           No use climbing up those stairs for nothing.

Percy:                        OK, I’ll stay.
                                           Pause.  Bombing noise.                                      
Ben:                           We were talking about Marie Duval. 

Percy:                        Yeah, Marie. What did you think of her?

Ben :                           I  was in love with her. I told you, I wanted to marry her. But sometimes I had a funny feeling about her. 

Percy:                         What do you mean?

Ben:                            Well, one day when I was able to get up I was looking for her, and I found her in the laundry. I thought I heard her talk to some one, but there was no one else there. Sounded like she was on a telephone or something like that. She was startled when she saw me. Came up to me quickly and gave me a big hug. But I had an uneasy feeling. That was a long time ago, but I remember that very well, and it bothers me often………..

Percy:                          Uh-huh.
Ben:                             She was alone in the laundry. I didn’t know what to make of it.

Percy:                          What did you do?

Ben:                             Nothing. You know, sometimes people talk to themselves. I put it out of my mind. I lost sight of her after I was discharged. But I wondered about her. Who knows what became of her.
Percy:                           You want to know what became of her? Well, I can tell you that. I spent a holiday in your country after the war and went back to Sancerre. Wanted to see that town again. The hospital was still there. And some people who knew about Marie.

Ben:                              What did they tell you?

Percy:                            They told me that she was a spy. The Germans had spies even in some of the hospitals. You should have reported her when you heard her talking in the laundry. She probably had a radio transmitter and was passing information on to the Germans. The Resistance arrested her after the war.
Ben:                              What did they do to her? 

Percy:                            She was executed. Put up against a wall. 
Ben:                               Marie shot?         (Pause).       You are right, I should have reported her then and there. Love is blind, I guess. Well, that’s more then twenty years ago. 

Percy:                            Now you know.

Ben:                               Yes, now I know.  (he gets up and gets drink of water)
                                                    Pause

Percy:                            So where do we go from here?

Ben:                               We wait till the war is over. What else?

Percy:                             Yeah, one war after another. Just twenty years between wars. The twenty years were just a breather between wars. We’re fighting the same people again. And why? Because of the people who are always behind wars.

Ben:                                 Who do you mean…. people who are always behind wars?

Percy:                              Well, who do you think is behind it?

Ben:                                  I don’t follow you.
Percy:                               Well, certain people, of course, that’s as clear as chicken broth.

Ben:                                  What do you mean?
Percy:                               You don’t get it?  They are always behind wars, financing them, making a huge profits and letting others die!  

Ben:                                   I don’t know who you are talking about.   
Percy:                                If it wasn’t for those people we wouldn’t be sitting here getting bombed. I tell you, though, I like that Mosley fellow. He’s right on the button.
Ben:                                    Mosley? That son-of-bitch? The British Nazi. I am glad he is in prison! His whole party ought to be. Do you know that he got married in Joseph Goebbels’ home and that Hitler himself was present at the wedding? 

Percy:                                 No, that I didn’t know. Wonder if the Queen knew it when she knighted him!

Ben:                                    The Queen. Yeah. Well, never mind.
Percy:                                  I’m sorry about what I said before. Nothing personal.  No offense meant.  

Ben turns away from Harry. Bombing noise is heard again.  After a long pause Nelly, pretty, about 39, rushes in and sits down.
Percy:                                  Hello there. Come right in. There’s just the two of us. And the lady over there.  

Ben:                                     Make yourself at home, Miss. As much as that’s possible.
Percy:                                  Haven’t I seen you before?

Nelly:                                   I don’t think so. I usually remember the blokes I meet. 

Percy:                                  It’s dangerous for you to be outside.
Nelly:                                   I suppose so. 

Percy:                                  What were you doing?

Nelly:                                   What do you think? Walking around.
Percy:                                   During a raid? You must be mad.

Nelly:                                   Got to make a living.

Percy:                                   Oh. Yeah.

Ben:                                      There’s no one else out there now, I suppose.

Nelly:                                    No. But I figured some business might come along. Then the bombs were getting too close for comfort, so I nipped in here.
Percy:                                   Hell of a way to make a living!

Nelly:                                   Ah, it ain’t all that bad.

Percy:                                   How’s business in war-time?

Nelly:                                   OK. Holding up.  I can always turn a trick or two.

Ben:                                      During raids? You’re joking.

Nelly:                                    No, I’m not.

Ben:  (aghast)                       What do you mean….where do you.........?

Nelly:                                    Doorways. And I’ve got a cot in the cellar.

Percy: (laughing loud)          Doorways. During an air raid. And a cot in the cellar. Did you hear that, Ben? That’s priceless!
Nelly: (defiantly)                  So what? The chaps got to have some fun. Life’s hard enough. Only fun some of ‘em get.  Some are scared of the bombs. Some of ‘em are more scared of their wives!  (she laughs)  And I’ve got to make a living.
Ben:   (softly)                        I think you should keep your voice down.  There’s a lady over there.           

Nelly:                                    Ain’t gonna hurt her to hear. OK, I’ll shut up.
Percy:                                    I don’t think she even heard. 

Lady: (indignant)                  I certainly did. Make that filthy woman be quiet or leave!

Ben:                                       Leave? Madam, nobody can leave during a raid.
Lady:                                      She’s a piece of trash. A streetwalker. It’s quiet now. She can go.
Percy: (loud)                          Lady, that ain’t no way to talk. She’s human too. Why don’t you shut up.

Ben:                                        All right now, let’s all be civil. 

Nellie:                                    You two fellows are nice. Want a free ride?
Percy:    (laughs)                    Not right now, sweetheart.

Lady:                                       I don’t think you ought to be talking to that woman at all!

Percy:                                       Lady, it’s a free country. I’ll talk to who I want to talk to.

Nellie:  (to Percy)                    I think you and I could be good friends.

Lady: (contemptuously)           “Friends”, she calls them! 

Nellie:                                       What’re you surprised about? I have many gentlemen-friends.

Lady:                                         They are not gentlemen in my book.

Nellie:                                        Oh, yeah? There was this lawyer the other day, and he was a real gentleman. He was very nice to me. Tipped me two quid.

Lady:                                          Just be quiet and don’t talk. I don’t mind if you stay.

Nellie:                                        That’s real big of your ladyship. It ain’t up to you to tell anybody to stay or go!
                                             pause
Percy: (to Ben)                              Want to talk some more? I’m sorry about what I said before.

Ben: (irritable)                              Forget it already. It’s a crazy thing that we’re sitting here with bombs coming down on us and you talk this kind of rubbish. 

     Pause. Loud crash is heard outside. Fred comes running into the shelter.
Fred:                                             Wow, this one was darned close. I just made it!

Ben:                                               Is there a lot of damage out there?

Fred:  (collapsing on chair)          You can say that again. Barclays Bank is down! Collapsed right down to the vaults. Must have been a real big one. Windows shattered everywhere. And two buildings next block are on fire. They’re dropping explosives and fire bombs tonight. Wow, I am thirsty. (helps himself to water).
Percy:                                             We’re bombing them. They’re bombing us. What kind of sense does all this make?

Fred:  (upset)                                  Hey, who started bombing the cities? They did. Remember Coventry? So we hit back. And they’re hitting us back. But, remember, we didn’t start it! They did!

Ben:                                                You are quite right. But this gentleman                                                                                                                                       

(pointing at Percy) seems to see it differently.

Percy:                                              I see it they way it is. England declared war on Germany. Not the other way around. What did we have to do that for? For Poland? That’s a bad joke.

Fred:                                                Look here, pal, you’re talking rubbish. You got it ass backwards. You’re making the Germans look like they had nothing to do with it. What’s the matter with you anyhow?

Percy:                                              Oh, leave me alone, both of you.

                      (He is miffed, moves away)
Fred:   (to Ben)                                What’s wrong with this bloke? There’s no use talking to him, is there? Glad I have something to read with me.

Ben:                                               What are you reading?

Fred:                                              Spengler. “The Decline of the West”.

Ben:                                               Sounds like good reading matter for the times we live in. Maybe the title should be “The Collapse of the West”.

Fred:                                              Oh, let’s not be pessimistic.

Ben:                                               Can’t help it sometimes.

Fred:                                              Yes, I suppose so. What do you do for a living?

Ben:                                                Health Department. How about you?

Fred:                                               I’m a dentist.

Percy:                                             A dentist? Is anybody having his teeth fixed now?

Fred:                                               Why not? When you have a toothache you have a toothache. You have to do something about it. That’s where I come in.

Percy:                                             What happens if the sirens go off while you’re working on somebody?

Fred:                                               That’s happened. Had a lady in the chair the other day. I was about to pull her tooth when a big one came down nearby. Bang! The tooth popped out by itself.  (laughs heartily) Easiest job I ever had!

Percy:                                             You’re quite a joker, aren’t you?

Fred:                                               We can all do with a bit of humor these days.
Percy:                                             My teeth are the least of my worries.

Fed:                                                Wait till they hurt. Then you’ll see. (laughs) Or better come and see me before they hurt. (laughs again).
Percy: (laughs too)                          OK, OK. Maybe I will.

                                              Pause    
Percy:                                              Want to hear a joke?

Ben:                                                 If we must.

Percy:                                              OK, here goes. Teacher asks the kids: ‘Who was the greatest man ever lived? The child that can name him will get this shiny new shilling.’ Little Amy steps forward and says: ‘Shakespeare’. Very good, says the teacher, but that’s not whom I meant. Little William pipes up ‘The Bishop of Canterbury’. ‘Well, William, that’s very nice but that’s not the one either’, says the teacher. ‘So what do you think, Isaac?’ Isaac comes forward and says without hesitating: ‘Jesus Christ’. ‘Yes, says the teacher, that is the right answer, but I thought you would have said Moses.’ Answers Isaac: ‘ Oh, I really do think Moses was the greatest man on earth, but -- business is business’.

                         Fred laughs politely. The others are silent.

Percy:                                             Well, I’m going to try and doze a little.

                                                Pause

Lady:                                              I couldn’t help overhearing what you said, Sir. You hold strange views.

Percy:                                              What do you mean, Ma’am?

Lady:                                                Well, technically, you are right that England declared war on Germany. But Hitler wanted this war. He prepared for it. He made a pact with the Russians and a month later he invaded Poland. He has been building up his armies for years. These are facts!

Percy:                            Yeah, well, I don’t see it that way, Ma’am.

Fred:                              And another thing. The Germans have been the aggressors  all thru history. 1870 – 1914. It’s in their blood. When they re-militarized the Rhineland we should have realized what was happening.

Percy:                             I still don’t see why this should be our business. England is England. We are not part of Europe.

Fred:                               How on earth can you say that? Of course, we are part of Europe, and if we don’t fight back we’ll be part of a Nazi Europe. I am shocked that an Englishman would have views such as yours.

Lady:                              Maybe some day it will all be different. Maybe some day we’ll have a United Europe.

Ben:                                       I won’t hold my breath.e preparted for
                                              Long pause. Bombing is heard.
Percy:  (to Ben):                   What are you going to do when the war is over?

Ben:                                       Go back to France.

Percy:                                     Don’t you like England?

Ben:                                        Of course I do. But France is my country. I was born there. I spend most of my life there. I’ve got family over there.

Percy:                                     I suppose. Although, I think once a person comes to England he ought to….. well, never mind. What kind of work did you do in France?

Ben:                                        I had a dry goods business. What do you do?

Percy:                                     Used cars. What do you do here in England?

Ben:                                        As I mentioned before, I work in an office. The Health Department.

Percy:                                     Doing what?

Ben:                                        Paper work. Applications. Permits. Stuff like that.

Percy:                                     Uh-huh.

Ben:                                        How’s the used car business?

Percy:                                      Lousy.

Ben:                                         It’ll pick up when the war is over.

Percy:                                      Yeah, but when is that going to be? Herr Hitler has us on the run. They say he’s got a secret weapon. Well, all I can say is I hope we have one too. But those German scientists are smarter than ours.

                                           Pause
Ben:                                               You got children?

Percy:                                             One son. In the RAF.

Ben:                                                Pilot?

Percy:                                             Gunner.

Ben:                                                Where’s he stationed?

Percy:                                             Northumberland. His squadron takes off every night. I worry about him all the time.

Ben:                                               Of course. I am sure you do. We all worry about the boys.

Percy:                                             This damned war was so unnecessary. Chamberlain’s fault. And Eden’s. Silly old fools. Got themselves hoodwinked by Hitler. But that still didn’t have to get us involved. So what if we guaranteed Poland? Why the hell should we care about a bunch of Polacks?

Ben:                                                We talked about that before. Let’s drop the subject. You have your opinions, I have mine. We don’t seem to have much in common.

Percy:                                             That’s for sure. We come from different worlds, and that’s a fact.

Ben:                                                 Maybe that’s true. But how can you think about that when there’s a war on. Don’t you see that we’re fighting a common enemy. We are all in the same boat. So why should our backgrounds matter?

                                                    Pause

Percy:                                             Like I said, we didn’t have to get involved. I’ll say it again, I don’t have anything against you people as individuals. You are a nice enough chap, Ben. But as a race…….Didn’t somebody once suggest you people should go and settle somewhere else, like Madagascar or South America, or some such place? Seems like a good idea to me. That way you’d have your own country.

Ben:   (heatedly)                             Neither you nor any one else is going to tell us that we should leave or where we should settle. And for your information, if we go anywhere it’ll be Palestine. Certainly that’s where I’ll be going when the time comes. But not because the likes of you are telling me to.

Percy:                                             Palestine? That’s British, ain’t it? 

Ben:                                               Yes. For the moment. Until the war is over.

Percy:                                              What the hell are you talking about? You people think you can just go and take it from us after the war?

Ben:                                                England didn’t want it in the first place. The British are there to keep the peace. It’s just a burden for the crown. They would rather get rid of it.

Percy:                                             I don’t like your opinions.

Ben:                                                I can’t say I care for yours. 

Fred (to Percy):                             Why don’t you lay off that man? I’ve listened to enough garbage. Every time you open your mouth some garbage comes out! Don’t we have enough trouble?

                                     Long pause.  More bombing noise.
Ben:  (listening)                              They must be coming over again. Sounds like it’s coming from over Heathrow now.

Percy:                                              I think I’m going to stick my head out. I need fresh air. Can’t breathe in here.

Ben:                                                 Don’t be a fool. It’s not safe yet.

Percy:                                              I don’t care. I just can’t breathe in here.

Fred:                                                Let him go if he wants. What do we care? Maybe he’ll get himself killed. I couldn’t care less.                                               

Percy walks out.  After a few moments a scream is heard. Ben rushes out. He is heard saying:” For God’s sake, I  told you to stay inside. Are you hurt?” He comes back supporting Percy who is holding his left shoulder.

Percy: (holding his left shoulder)   Goddamned brick came down on me. Oh, fuck it, this hurts like hell.    (he moans)
Ben:  (examining Percy’s shoulder): Nothing broken, I think. Just a bad bruise. You’ll have to have it looked at. 

Percy:  (moaning)          Are you a doctor?

Ben:                                No, I’m not. But I know an injured shoulder when I see it. From the first war.

Percy: (moaning)           Why the fuckin’ hell didn’t I stay inside? But I was suffocating in here.

Ben:                               I really don’t think it is serious. It’ll be OK in a couple of weeks.

Nellie:                           Wait, I have some aspirins. (fumbles in her purse). 

Here. Just bite down on this and chew it. Works faster than taking it with water. It’ll help. Sometimes when I get pains in my leg after a long night’s work,  -  well  -  you know what I mean  – ah, never mind. Just get the aspirin down. (Percy is chewing an aspirin).

Fred:                              You’re a nice kid, Nell. I’m really beginning to like you.

Nellie:                            Good. Remind me to give you my address.

                                                  Fred laughs

                                                      Pause

Nellie (to Lady):           I get the feeling I’ve seen you some place. Don’t we know each other from somewheres?

Lady:                             Hardly.

Nellie:                            Wait – let me think. Hammersmith? Did you live in Hammersmith?

Lady:                              If I ever did I certainly wouldn’t have had anything to do with the likes of you!

Nellie: (reflecting)          Wait a minute – it’s coming back to me. St. Boniface Ladies’ School in Hammersmith. Pretty long time ago. Might your name be Lizzie by chance? (Lady doesn’t answer).  Yeah, that’s it! You’re the Lizzie that played on the St. Boniface Volley Ball team, aren’t you?

Lady:                              I don’t know what you are talking about. And I am not talking with you!

Nellie:                             I bet you don’t! You don’t want to be reminded of them old stories, huh?

Lady:                              You’re out of your mind!

Nellie:                             I’m pretty sound in mind and body, Lizzie dear, just ask my customers.

Lady:                               Don’t you call me Lizzie! My name is Angela.

Percy: (getting interested)         Hey, what’s that all about?

Ben:                                 Sounds like something personal between those two. I am not interested. You’re in an air raid shelter, ladies! You have to get along with each other.

Percy:                              I am interested in what Nellie has to say. Helps pass the time. May be it’ll help me forget the pain in my shoulder. Tell us –you’re your name is Nellie, isn’t it?

Nellie:                              Yeah, I’m Nellie. How’d you know?

Percy:                               I just guessed. Maybe I saw you before. 

Nellie:                              Yeah? Could be. Though I never forget a face.

Percy:                               Never mind, Nell. Tell the story. What’s it about?

Fred:                                 Yes. I want to hear it too.

      They are keeping their voices down during ensuing conversation.
Nellie:                                It’s about Lady High-and-Mighty over there. I’m pretty sure her name is Lizzie.
Ben:                                    In the first place, if you’re not sure you shouldn’t talk about it. And secondly it’s really nobody’s business

Percy:                                  But this sounds like a good story. I wanna hear it.

                   The lady gets up and sits somewhere else by herself.
Nellie:                                 Well, I’m not one-hundred percent sure. Anyway, this Lizzie I’m talking about went to St. Boniface. I went to St. Augustine. Not too far from Boniface. They had a volley ball team there and we had one too, and we played them. That’s where I think I saw her several times. 

Fred:                                  Well, so?

Nellie:                                Wait, let me think. Yes, now I remember. This is what it was. I kept in touch with some of the girls, and later they told me that Lizzie was a bad kid. She stole. And she was expelled.

Percy:                                  What did she steal?

Nellie:                                  I know it ain’t nice to tell you. Maybe I shouldn’t repeat it. But her ladyship over there is getting my goat. (louder) What can’t she leave a girl alone? I am an honest girl in my way, and she’s got no call jumping at me.

Percy:                                  OK, OK, Nellie, keep it down. Give us the whole story!

                                  Bombing and anti-aircraft fire is heard 
Lady: (getting up, very upset, to Nellie) You are a slut and a liar. I am leaving!

Ben: (holding her back):      Ma’am, you can’t leave now. It’s getting closer again. There’s just the five of us here, so for God’s sake let’s keep peace. We’re all in the same boat. (Lady sits down again, away from the others)
Nellie:  (softly      )               Like I said, I’m not a hundred percent sure. But I don’t forget a face so easily. Of course, this was ‘bout twenty years ago. Like I said before, I never forget the faces of my gentleman-friends, either, especially the good tippers. No, I don’t, and they don’t forget me either, just ask any of them.

Percy:                                  I am sure of it, Nellie, but you can tell us about that some other time. Right now we want to hear the volley ball story.

Nellie:                                  It ain’t about volley ball at all. It’s about theft.

Fred :                                    And here I was hoping it would be a fun story. Sexy.

Nellie:                                  Oh, no. It ain’t that. 

Percy:                                  Oh, for pity’s sake, Nellie, tell it already. Is it entertaining?

Nellie:                                  Not what I’d call funny. Lizzie stole the headmistress’s watch. A gold wrist watch. And then she got scared and put it in another girl’s room under her bed. I think that girl’s name was Ann. Lizzie hated Ann because they were sweet on the same boy, but he liked Ann better. Lizzie told Headmistress that she saw Ann take the watch. And Ann said, no, she didn’t take it, and then they looked under her bed, and there it was in a box! Poor Ann was in bad trouble. And she hadn’t done anything! I had a good friend at St. Boniface who told me the whole thing. It was pretty awful. Ann’s parents had to come to the school, and Headmistress told them Ann would have to leave St. Boniface. 

Percy and Fred: (together)  And then what happened?

Nellie:                                 Well, luckily, there was another girl who had seen Lizzie hang around Ann’s room one night when everybody else was at evensong, and she watched her, and saw her go into the room with the box. And she told Headmistress about it. And then they called Lizzie in and Lizzie started crying, and it all came out. Lizzie’s parents were rich, but it didn’t do them no good. Lizzie had to leave the school. Served her right. That’s what it was.

Ben:                                     Did you ever hear about her again?      

Nellie:                                  Somebody I know says she married rich.

Percy:                                  Yeah, rich people always land on their feet.

                                                Bombing noise. Pause.
Lady: ( getting up, loud)     I won’t be in one room with that person!

Ben:                                    Come on, Ma’am, that’s no way to talk. None of us can get out right now. Look what that gentleman got for it (pointing at Percy who is holding his shoulder).
Nellie ((to Lady)                 What do you want from me anyhow?

Lady:                                   You’re no good. Why don’t you get an honest job?

Nellie:                                  Listen to her! For your information, this is an honest job, as honest as the day is long, and the night too, by the way. I don’t do nothing dishonest.

Lady:                                    Just hold your tongue. Don’t you speak to me.

Nellie:                                  Who started this conversation again? Do you think I enjoy talking to you? I was talking to these two gentlemen. It was you started talking to me again. Who are you to be so high and mighty? What do you do?

Lady:                                   Not that it’s any of your business, I work in an office. And I have a family that I love and take care of.

Nellie:                                 Well! For your information, I have two little boys that I love and bring up.

Lady:                                  Love? You don’t love anybody!

Nellie (laughing):               Oh, yeah? You are very wrong, my dear. I love anybody pays me five quid  -  ten for special services, ha-ha-ha!

Lady:                                   You are disgusting.

Nellie:                                  Maybe you think I don’t do nothing for the war effort? Just ask the boys I take care of. I keep them happy and in shape!

Lady:                                    I don’t know why I am talking to you at all.

Nellie:                                  Well, you don’t have to. I’m going to the loo.                (exits)

                                                         Pause

Percy:                                    We were fools to be drawn into this mess.

Ben:                                       Again on that subject? I don’t want to talk about it any more. Whose fault do you really think this war is? You couldn’t have been serious about what you said before.

Percy:                                     Dead serious I was, yes, dead serious. Hitler wasn’t such a bad fellow before we got under his skin. Look what he’s done for his people! They were down and out after the first war. Look at them now. Prosperous. Stronger than ever.

Ben:                                      We got under his skin – are you crazy? First he marches into Austria, then he takes the Sudetenland, then Czechoslovakia, then Poland – what next? You don’t think he was going to stop there? France and England couldn’t let him get away with it. He would take all of Europe, maybe more, if he could.

Percy:                                     I want to tell you something: I don’t give a devil’s fart about the others. We have England! We will always have England. (sings) ‘Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the waves, and Britons never, never, never shall be slaves’!
Ben:                                       Nice song, my friend. But singing won’t beat the Germans! Don’t be so sure about England, the way things are going. Look at France, Belgium, Holland, Norway. And before long he’ll take on Russia!

Percy:                                   Those bloody commies? Red scum! I couldn’t care less about them. He’ll beat the hell out of them too. The commies are as much our enemies as the Germans.

Ben:                                      I’m beginning to feel you admire the bastard.

Percy:                                    Yeah, maybe I do. In a way I suppose I do. You can’t deny that the man is a leader. No way getting around that. Oswald Mosley knows that. I wish we had someone like that at 10 Downing. Wouldn’t hurt England one bit to get a bit of discipline.

Ben: (irritated)                     That’s a hell of a thing to say! I am sick and tired of listening to you.

Percy:                                   Oswald Mosley is a good man and now he is sitting in jail. That’s like a bad joke. He was the best man we ever had in the House of Commons.

Ben: (very annoyed)             Just shut up or I’ll lose my patience! Each and everyone of the Mosley party ought to be in jail. Maybe you are a member too?  

Percy:                                    No, I ain’t. But I’d join now if they weren’t dissolved. 

Ben: (more and more irritated):        I can’t believe all this!  We are being bombed by the Nazis and you are praising Hitler and Mosley! You know what you would be called in France? A traitor!

Percy:                                   Don’t you call me a traitor! I am British! I don’t let anyone call me a traitor. Least of all you! You take that back right now, or else -         (jumps up and pulls gun).

Fred: (rising)                       Drop that gun you, you bloody ass!

Ben: (disdainfully and challengingly)               Why don’t you pull the trigger?  The Gestapo didn’t get me, the bombs haven’t got me yet – why don’t you try? Go ahead, shoot. Your friend Mosley will be proud of you!

At this Nellie rushes out of the toilet and knocks gun out of Percy’s hand. The lady shrieks.

Nellie: (very loud)              You fuckin’ idiot! Are you crazy pointing a gun at this man? I heard thru the door what you said to him. You’re ignorant and stupid, that’s what you are. I wouldn’t want you for a customer if you paid me a hundred quid! Don’t come around my way or I’ll kick you where you won’t enjoy it. Better keep those ideas to yourself. You ought to be reported. Maybe you’re a goddamned Nazi spy!

Ben:                                   Oh, he’s no spy, Nellie. He’s not smart enough. I knew he wouldn’t pull the trigger.

                             Percy sits down gloomily in a corner.

Nellie (picks up the gun and tries to shoot it in the air):   You were trying to shoot him with this thing? You’ve got to be kidding. This don’t even fire!

Percy: (gloomy):                Picked it up second-hand. In case I run into a German paratrooper.

Nelly:   (Laughing):           Sure. A lot of good it’ll do you. You’re full of shit. I hope I don’t have to run into you again. (throws gun into a corner). Anyway, I hope they’ll sound the All Clear soon so I can get out of here.

Ben:                                    And then what, Nellie?  Back to work?                               
Nellie:                                 No, I don’t think so. I’m bushed.  I’ll go home. – But you know what - you are OK, Ben. I like you. Want my address? (she pulls out a card, but Ben doesn’t take it)
Fred: (eager)                       Let me have it, Nell. (Nellie gives him the card). Say, Nell, you’re OK. Your heart’s in the right place.

Nellie:                                 And the rest of me too! Come and see me and find out for yourself.
Nellie:  (to Ben)                  I really like you, Ben.             
Ben: (smiling)                     Is that why you stood up for me just now? 

Nellie: (smiling)                  No, that wasn’t the reason. You’re sure you don’t want my card? I’d like to see you again. Maybe just sit around and talk?

Ben:                                   Some other time, Nellie.

Nellie:                               Any time, Ben. I’ll be around.

Ben:                                   So tell me the real reason why you stood up for me, Nellie.

Nellie:                               Don’t you know? A girl’s got to make a living. Business is business!

                       They all laugh – except the lady.  All Clear siren sounds.
(Warden’s voice)              All clear, ladies and gentlemen.

Ben:                                  OK, over for tonight, we hope. Let’s get some sleep.

                                                 Act II
                                          Three Years Later

                                                June 1944.

At the beginning of this act an air raid siren is heard. During this act the sound of V-1 rockets ( called “Doodlebugs” or “Buzz Bombs”) is heard occasionally. 

Percy:                Hello, you’re Ben, aren’t you? Here we meet again. Three years later. Hardly an airplane in the skies any more, but those damned doodlebugs keep coming over.

Ben:                  Yes, and they make one hell of a big hole.

Percy:                I haven’t seen you in years. Did you move away?

Ben:                  Yes, I’ve been staying with an aunt down near Lands End.

Percy:                You’re lucky to have family down there. Nice part of the country. Warmer too. I heard there are palm trees down there.

Ben:                   Yes, some.

Percy:                 Now you live here again?

Ben:                    Yes. 

Percy:                 Why did you come back? 

Ben:                    I have a job with MI-5.

Percy:                 MI-5? What do you know! Remember I told you, when we first met, that I was with MI-6 in the first war, and you said you had been a decoder in the French army?

Ben:                   Yes. I remember. In fact I remember that night very well.

Percy:                 Yeah, so do I, and I’m sorry about all that. Hope you don’t hold it against me any more.

Ben:                    I don’t. Wrote it off to experience.      

Percy:                 I knew some of the MI-5 boys. We had some contact with them. But sometimes our boys complained that MI-5 didn’t communicate with us very well. They said the same about us

Ben:                    That happens a lot. The left hand doesn’t know what the right hand is doing. MI-5 is not supposed to get involved in external matters. That’s for MI-6.

Percy:                 Right. That was our bailiwick.

                                      Pause

Ben:                     I wonder what happened to Nellie.

Percy:                  Nellie? I don’t know. Maybe she’s not working this district any more.

Ben:                      So you haven’t seen her again?

Percy:                   No, but sooner or later we’re bound to run into her. 

                                               pause

Ben:                      So what do think of your friend Mosley now?

Percy:                    I’ve changed my mind about a lot of things.

Ben:                       Oh, yes?    Pause.
           (Percy says the following hesitantly, in a subdued voice)
Percy:                     Yes. I came to realize a lot.

Ben:                       How do you mean?

Percy:                     Well, it’s a long story. See, on my father’s side my family had always been staunch Church of England for generations. Some of them were clergymen. My dad was a stern disciplinarian. Prayers at every meal, church on Sundays. He hit us kids when we were bad. That’s how I was brought up. Didn’t know anything else. (pause).
Ben:                       Yes, go on.
Percy:                    My mother died when I was ten. I remember her though. She was very loving, not like my father. I never knew much about her. Father dominated us all. I had a brother. He went to Australia just to get away from dad.  (pause).

Ben:                       Was your mother Church of England too?

Percy:                     Well, yes, and no. You see, this is what happened. One day, a couple of years ago, I went thru some old family documents and I found my parents’ certificate of marriage of 1895.

Ben:                        They were married in England?

Percy:                      Yes. You know, with the “bans”, the way it was done in those days. But that wasn’t what caught my eye. My father’s religion was shown on the certificate as “Church of England”.

Ben:                          And your mother’s?

Percy:                        Israelite.

Ben: (taken aback)    Israelite? 

Percy:                       That’s right. My mother was Jewish. She converted after she got married.

Ben:                          That must have been quite a surprise!

Percy:                       You bet it was. And then I saw her maiden name. Brody. I started a search, and then I found that her family came from Russia. I could hardly believe my eyes. You knew my opinions about the Jews, I am sorry to say. 

Ben:                          What else did you find out?

Percy:                        Not much else about her family. But I felt I had to know more about my mother’s people. So I began to read about the Jews. About all the persecutions. What they had suffered throughout history. And I began to realize something:  people are people, Jews, Christians whatever. Didn’t come to me quickly but as I continued reading about it. And there was so much to read. I am still reading about it.

Ben:                           Yes, we have a long history.

Percy:                         And it hit me like a bolt of lightning  - about Hitler and the Nazis. The concentration camps. The atrocities. And I started to hate them. The Nazis.

Ben:                            I see. I understand.

Percy:                          I’m glad. You’ve got to believe me, Ben, I’m different today. I’m sorry for what happened three years ago. When I look back I can’t understand any more why I felt and acted the way I did.

Ben:                             Let’s forget it. (they shake hands)
Percy:                          Thanks.

                                    Pause. V-1 noise is heard. 

Ben:                             There goes another one.
Percy:                          Looks now like the Nazis are getting the hell beaten out of them by the Russians.

Ben:                            That’s for sure.

Percy:                         You think the invasion will start soon?

Ben:                            I hope so. Now that the Yanks are here.

Percy:                         Yes, they are here alright. Overpaid, oversexed and over here.

Ben:                            Good thing they’re here. Finally.

Percy:                         Sure is, but  -  you know, all the girls are sticking to them like flies to a flytrap. My girlfriend was three years with me, and suddenly she’s got an American boyfriend.

Ben: (laughing)         Well, you can always go and look for Nellie. If she’ll have you. By the way, what about that dentist?  I can’t remember his name.

Percy:                        You mean Fred?  Fred Higgins. Imagine -  he’s become my dentist. I started getting a toothache right after that night. Darned good dentist, he is, too.

Ben:                           And that lady who was with us that night?

Percy:                        Oh, Madam Straight-Laced? No idea. Never saw her again.

                                   Sound of V-1 rocket. Nellie bursts into shelter

Percy:                         Why, of all people! It’s you, Nell, we were just talking about you! Isn’t that something!

Ben:                            I haven’t seen you in years, Nellie. How are you?

Nellie:                         Oh, hello! Yes, I remember you guys. I nipped into this shelter some years ago, didn’t I? How are you – Ben? It’s Ben, isn’t it? I haven’t seen you since that time.

Ben:                             Yes, I remember you very well, Nellie. Never forgot that night.

Nellie:  (to Percy)        Say, aren’t you the fellow that pulled a gun on Ben?

Percy:                           I’d like to forget that. I don’t know what got into me. I must have been kind of crazy.

Nellie:                          Yeah, you sure were. Lucky I heard thru the door what was going on.  I remember I was in the loo and heard you.

Ben:                             You’re quite a girl, Nellie, the way you knocked the gun out of his hand. I admired your presence of mind.

Nellie:                           Oh, hell, that gun was no good anyway!

Ben:                              But it could have been.

Percy:                           It wasn’t even loaded. Anyway, I was just saying to Ben that I was an ignorant, prejudiced fool.

Nellie:                          Amen to that!

Ben:                             So, what have you been doing, Nellie?

Nellie:                              What do you think? Same old thing. You know what I do. And I’m good at it.

Ben:                                  Not getting any easier, I imagine. Buzz bombs and all that.

Nellie:                               True enough. But I keep smiling. This has got to end soon. Now that the Yanks are here.

Ben:                                   So business has picked up?

Nellie:                                Yeah. A lot more fellows around. And the Yanks got dough. They keep me in clover.

Percy:                                 Good for you, Nell.

Nellie:                                Hey, I just heard a good joke from one of the girls. You fellows wanna hear it?

Ben:                                   Sure. Go ahead, Nellie.

Nellie:                                Well, there was this dinner party at the Ritz. A lot of people around the table, and this lady bends over, and her you-know-what drops out of her bra. The waiter rushes over, takes two spoons, and carefully puts it back in. Within a second the headwaiter appears and says to the waiter: ‘Well done, my boy, but at the Ritz we always warm the spoons.’

                                   Ben and Percy break up laughing.

Percy:                                  Ah, Nell, it’s such fun seeing you again. Any more jokes?

Nellie:                                  Sure, plenty, but they’ll cost you threepence each. This one was just to whet your appetite.

Percy:                                   How about twopence?

Nellie:                                  Oh, no! I always says  ‘No discounts and no bargaining’!

                                            All three laugh again.

Ben:                                      Really nice to see you again, Nellie.

Percy:                                   Ever see Fred again, Nell? The dentist?

Nellie:                                  Can’t say I have. Never came to see me.

                                   Sound of V-1 rocket. Fred rushes in.

Nellie:                                   Well, talk about the devil!

Percy:                                    Why, hello, doc! What are you doing in this neighborhood? My teeth hurt as soon as I see you! Have I missed an appointment?

Fred:   (laughing)                  You here too? Ah yes, now I remember, you live right here in this building.   (to Ben) And I remember you too – you and that fellow there had quite a row. Must have been about three years ago. (noticing Nellie) And, my goodness, Nell is here too! Hello, Nell, my dear!

Nellie:                                    Hello, there.

Ben:                                        Let’s forget about that old argument with Percy. We have no more reason to argue. 

Fred:                                       I’m glad to hear that. Otherwise he wouldn’t enjoy it when he gets his root canal treatment from me!  (all laugh. Turning to Nellie):  Still walking around looking for business, Nell?

Nellie:                                     What else? Hey, Fred, you promised to look me up, remember? Never heard from you again. Unreliable, I call it.

Fred:                                        I lost my nerve.

Nellie:                                     Oh, boy, with the likes of you for customers I’d starve.

Ben:     (laughing)                    You’ll never starve, Nellie. You’re too good-looking.  

Nellie:                                       Thank you, kind sir. But I wish you and I could get together some time. Just for a talk, I mean. Remember I said I wanted to see you again? You said you might come by some time. 

Ben:                                           Sure I remember, Nellie. But then I went south to Cornwall. But how’d you happen to duck again into this shelter?

Nellie:                                       If truth be told, I was walking by and saw you, and so I dumped the fellow I was with and came in. Can I talk to you some time?

Ben:                                          Of course you can, Nellie. By the way, I remember you said you have two boys. How old are they?

Nellie:                                       They are five and six now.

Fred:     (laughs)                       Time for their first visit to the dentist.

                                        All are laughing

Nellie:   (to Ben)                       You went south?

Ben:                                           Yes. I have an aunt in Cornwall. I came back only a week ago.
                                        Sound of V-1 rocket.

Fred:                                           There goes another one. Nasty things.
Percy:                                          Say, Ben, what’s today’s date?

Ben:                                             June 5, I think. Why? 

Percy:                                          My son’s coming home on furlough day after tomorrow.

Ben:                                             How’s your son?

Percy:                                           He’s OK, thank God. He’s been flying bomber escort. But he’s OK.

Fred:                                             Those are night flights, I suppose?

Percy:                                           Of course. The Yanks do the day raids and they have their own escorts.

Fred:                                             Now that we’re four we can have a hand of bridge. Anybody got a deck of cards?

Percy:                                           Yes, I do. I’ll go look for it.

Ben:                                              I don’t know how to play bridge. 

Nellie:                                           We’ll teach you, Ben.

Ben:                                               I’m a slow learner. Cards have never been my thing.

Percy:                                            For the first hand we’ll set it up so you can be the dummy and watch.

Ben:                                               I’ll be what?

Fred:                                              The dummy. The dummy is out of the game after the bidding, and then the game is played by only three people.

                                Prolonged sound of V-1 rocket.

Ben:                                              Sounds pretty bad out there.

Nellie:                                           Let’s hold the game till it’s quiet.

                                        The Lady comes in

Percy:                                            Why, I’ll be…….here comes someone else we know! Look who’s here!
Lady:  (breathless sits down)         I was on my way to Oxford Street. When

I heard the alarm I ran as fast as I could and just barely made it in

here. One of those doodlebugs just came over.

Ben:                                                Welcome, Ma’am! It’s good to see

you again. This is quite a coincidence. 

Percy:                                             Here we are, all five of us again in the

same shelter! Just like three years ago.

Fred:                                                I’ve heard of people running into each

other again in shelters, but usually they live in the same neighborhood.

Nellie: (laughs)                               I get around. All the neighborhoods are 
my beat. - -(to the lady, softly) I’m glad to see you again too, Ma’am. And 
I’m sorry about that story I told. I shouldn’t have shot my mouth off. 
I realized later that it wasn’t you after all. And even if it was I shouldn’t have talked.
           During the next scene the men are engaged in an inaudible conversation while the two women talk to each other.
Lady:                                             Well, actually, it was me. I want to 

tell you about it, so you know: The girls at St. Boniface had been making fun 

of me. My father had done jail time. The girls found out about it and they called me all kinds of names. “Jail bird” they said about my dad. Ann was the worst of them. She used to dance around me yelling “Jailbird Kid, Jailbird Kid”, and she’d egg on the others. So I swore I’d get even with her. And I did this thing with the watch. It had nothing to do with that boy. But it I knew it was a terrible thing to do.

Nellie:                                         Oh, my. You did have a rough time.

Lady:                                           My dad was innocent. They found the

man who did it, and they let my dad out. But the damage was done. To my 
dad and to me. As you know, I was expelled.

Nellie:                                         I’m really sorry, Ma’am. Still, I shouldn’t 

blabbed about something I heard.

Lady:                                          That’s OK. Let’s forget it.

Nellie:                                        Thank you. I am glad you’re not bearing me

a grudge.

Percy:                                         Where do you live, Ma’am?

Lady:                                          Actually, not too far from here. Off

Regent Street.  I’m terribly thirsty. Is there anything to drink?

Ben:   ( gets her a glass of water)    Here’ some water. Do you still work at

the hospital? 
Lady:  (drinking)                        Thank you, that feels good. Oh, yes, I 

work at the hospital. I tell you it’s so awful to see all the people that are

brought in with injuries. Especially now with the V-1s coming over. A

couple of nights ago one of those terrible things came down and 

leveled two houses near Piccadilly. There’s nothing left but rubble.

Ben:                                            Piccadilly? Is that near where

you live?

Lady:                                         Yes, it sure is. We used to live in the

Bayswater Road but we got bombed out there. Now we have a flat in Jermyn

Street.

Ben:                                           I wish they’d re-name that street.

Percy:                                        Ah, people know that’s got nothing to

do with the Jerries. Spelled differently anyway.

Fred:                                         What does your husband do, Ma’am?

Lady:                                         He’s a doctor at the hospital where I 

work. In the emergency section.   
Fred:                                          Do you have children?

Lady:                                       Yes.  A boy and a girl. We sent them out to the countryside where they’re safer. It’s a small place near Cambridge.  

Some very lovely people take care of them. Would you like to see their pictures? I have some here. But they’re from last year.

She takes photos from purse and shows them to the others who duly admire

them.

Percy:                                      You’re  lucky you had a place to send

them to.

Lady:                                        Oh, don’t I know it! But this war can’t go

on forever.                                  

Percy:                                       We just have to ride this out. I can’t

help feeling we’re getting to the end of it. Before you know it

we’ll be over on the continent beating the hell out of them!  And the 
Russians are right on their tails in the east.  (He bangs on nearby radio set). 
Damn it, this thing is not working again! I shouldn’t have paid the bloke. 
Wish we could get the news. The BBC I mean, not Lord Haw-Haw!

Ben:                                          Is that character still broadcasting from

Berlin?

Percy:                                       I suppose so. But nobody I know would listen to his piffle.

Ben:                                          I hope they shoot him after the war.
                                             pause
Fred:                                         Right now it’s quiet out there. I’ll

venture out for a second.

Ben:                                         Careful, my friend!  Remember what

happened to Percy three years ago!

Fred:                                        I won’t go far. Just up to the corner.

                                  Prolonged sound of V-1 rocket.

                           Fred comes rushing back in, very excited.

                                                Listen, listen! The invasion has started!! A fellow just told me. It came over the BBC!

Ben, Percy, Nellie:                  When??  – where??

Fred:                                        Normandy. Three or four different beaches. I don’t know exactly. British, Americans, and French troops, too, I think.

Ben:                                         This could be the beginning of the end.

Percy:                                       It’s got to be. It’s just got to be. Didn’t I tell you just now we are getting close to the end?

Fred:                                         The Russians are pushing from the east, and with this landing in Normandy – this is it!

Ben: ( a little skeptical)            Hold on, it isn’t over until it’s over.

Fred:                                         They can’t hold out much longer.

Percy:                                        Righto. They’ve had it. This calls for a toast.

Nellie:                                       But what do we do for spirits?

Percy:                                        You can always depend on Percy for that. I’ve got some stashed away here some place.

Nellie:                                       Yeah, let’s all have a drink. Time to celebrate.

Ben: (a little skeptical))            Or almost time.

                  Percy brings out a bottle from a box and pours drinks for all.

Percy:                                        To England, to the Allies, and to the King! 

                               All raise their glasses.                             

Fred, Ben, and Percy:                  To victory! And the King! 
All sing:                         God save our gracious King,

                                       Long live our noble King,

                                       God save the King!

                                       Send him victorious

                                       Happy and glorious,

                                       Long to reign over us,

                                       God save the King!                                    

Nellie:                                          Godspeed and good luck to all the boys! And may they come home soon!

Lady:                                            And an end to all this killing!

Ben:                                              This is what we’ve all been waiting for!

Percy:                                           May Hitler rot in hell!

Fred:                                             Now we’ll beat the hell out of them! On to Berlin!

Percy:                                           What’s today’s date again, Ben?

Ben:                                              June 6th. 

Percy:                                           June 6th, 1944. A day to remember.

Nellie:                                          Listen, you guys, I won’t do any more business tonight! But how about free rides for all?  (all laugh loud including the lady).

                                All Clear sounds.  Music: “Blue Birds”.

                                               C  U  R  T  A  I  N

‘

                                      .                                      

