2

THE ' N.Z. RADIO’ RECORD

Friday, Séptember 25, 1931.

.Vanes are clamouring to finigh that set.
"Do you mind?

Beryl: All right, T'H go.
‘rotten form.

Mrs. . (shuddering) : What a voca-
‘bulary!. .' . . You don’t Play, Miss Nor-
~wood? o
. Marion (vaguely): No; 1 sprained
“roy wrist in that motor smash,

Mrs. A, : Shall we sit under. the trees
.and watch the game, Caroline? Wzll
you vcome, Marion?

" Marion: No, thank you,
glare, and my head’s aching.

Mzs. A. (fluttering round her) ; Poor

But I'm in

There’s a

ohi
-lpul-lm"’ No? Theh lie on the sofa
quietly, and close your eyes. Remem-
‘ber, Wilfrid i due at five o'clock.
»(They 90 out )

You look tired. A littie A

No need to worry
about Wilfrid’s coming. He must have
had my letter by now. (As she telks
she walks restlessly up end down, now
picking up en ornwment, again looking
et @ book.) What an afternoon! Why
on earth did the girls want to turn out
for tennis, to-day of all days? And
swhat an old horror that Mrs. Morton
is! How did Beryl ever manage to
produce such g mother—at least, that's

a’'bit ‘mixed, but I-can’t help it. My
head feels mixed to-day. .. If only I
could have slipped quietly out, as I had-
planned' Anyway, I've got to catch
my train, if drs. Morton, or the devil |
himgelf, is - calling! “(The telephone
rings shwrply ) Bother that tclephone.
I suppose 1 must- answer it.  (Takes
ciown receiver.) Mrs Ashmead’s house.

Marion (sedly):

Valves!
Hluminated Quick-Vision Dial!
Super-Heterodyne Circuit, giv-
ing needle-point Selectivity !
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o W iton

" bloeks and the cows. . .

.. Oh, don't be gilly. . .

What? You? But Wilfrid, haven’t you
had my letter? Ah, yes, I thought you
must have by now, Then what do you
want me for? What? A joke? Of course
it wasn’t a joke. . . I'm exactly what I
said—dan imposter. 1 haven't any
money or any rich relatives. It's all
been lies, lies! But it’s over. I cashed
my last pound to-day. .. What am I
going to do? I'm going home; of course,
. .+ Going to what? To marry you?
Nonsense, don't try to be funny. .. .
Goodness, Wilfrid, don’t roar my head
off. . . Not funny, then—chivalrous.
Oh, of course you're only doing what
a gentleman feels he must do. . . Oh!
- Wilfrid, how ecan you? {Aside.)
Gracious, I'd no idea he could swear
like that—the darling! (Sternly into
receiver) : Don’t be so eross, Wilfred!
No, it's po use; I'm not going to take

- advantage of your generosity and have

yon ashamed of me in six months,

- Why, I'm not even what Mrs. Morton

would call a lady. . . What’s that?
Damn’ Mrs, Morton. . . Oh, rather. . .
At least, T mean I'm surprised at you,

* Wilfrid Ashmead. . . Talking like this

is only making it worse. . ., I tell you,
I'm going home, home to the. back-
< What do I do
with them? Why, milk them, of
course. . . And—some day-—I'll marry
a farmer. . . What? You a farmer?
I mean 8 real
farmer-—the sort that milks cows and

* wears. & grey shirt and dungarees. . . .
" No, that’s the omnly kind I would ever
. Good:"

marry. . . Now do you see? . .
bye (She bangs on the 7'eaewer and
buries her fece in her hands as the
others enter.. Nora ia a modern girl
and charming.)

Mrs., A.: So glad yowr headache
seemns better, dear. Were you practis-
ing that recitation the Dean asked for?

Marion (quieily): Yes; “The Impos-
tor's Farewell,” Did it sound eonvinc-
ing?

Nora : Top-hole.

Beryl:
Marion.

Marion (bitterly): Almost to the
life. Ilere comes Sally with the tea.
(Sally enters with e tray and arranges
the tea table. Mrs. A. Pours out.
Marion helping as daughier of the
house.. All drink tea «s they telk.)
Have Joan and Val gone?

Beryl: Yes, they had to iy, They've
wot an aunt and unele coming flom the
couniry to-night.

Mrs, A. (fo Mre. 3L): 1 uuderstamcl
that the: mother’s people are not-not
quite—you understand me?

Mrs. A, (Iindly) : Oh, hardly that,
Caroline. These relations live in the
Wa yback as the novelists call it. Such
a romantic life, I always think!

Mrs. M.: Romantic fiddlesticks, wmy
dear! Don’t talk to me about the Way-
back! I know all abont it. My hus-
band onece took me to visit an old ser-
vant, a former gardener, who had
bought a dairy farm in the backblocks.
I cannot think what induced me to go,
¥ shall certainly never forget it.

Beryl (liyhﬂy) Poor Mother! They
got stuck in-the mud and had to stay
all mgl\t' ’

Marion . (aside) : ‘Poor dairy-farmer!
(To Mrs. M.): What was it like, Mrs,
Morton?, ‘

Mrs., M. (wzm conviction) : Terrible!
Mud—IX could unever have believed it
possible that such roads existed, As I
remarked to Percival, the people who
choose to live in such places must be

Real sob stufl.
You are a ripping actor,

. half-wits,

Not necessarily.

El

Marion (quietlzl)

_to want some fun, while you're young?

Many good brains ha.ve come from thN
Wayback., :

Nora (loughing): Of ecourse they
have. Why, the backblocks farmer is
the backbone of the country. At least
I'm sure I read that somewhere.

Mrs. M. (crushingly): If so, they
should remain invisible, as backbones,
despite a recent fashion in evening
dresses, were intende. to do. . . Most
repulsive people!

Marion : Why exactly repulsive, Mrs.
Morton?

Mrs, M.: My dear Miss Norwood,
they milked cows. Jsn’t that enough?
They lived in & five-roomed cottage
built of corrugated iron; isn't that
enough? The men wore curious gar-
ments, known, I believe, as dungarees,
and the women wore guin-boots and
aprons. Surely‘that is'enough?

Marion: And wag that all that 1)was
wrong with them?

Mrs, M.: You speak, Miss Norwqbd
with the charming ignorance of the
well-to-do and sheltered. Why, it was
incredible! 'There was mud every-
where; and, where there was no mud,
there. was bush; and, where there was
neither mud nor bush there were cows.
An appalling prospect! )

Beryl: Well, I think they're rather

‘ripping, the pioneers.

Marion: ‘they
are ripping.

Mrs, M.: ’i‘hxs ridicitlous slang ! They
were in no sense ripping. They lived
hard, narrow, low lives, and they were
hard and narrow and low.

Marion: Their lives are hard, cer-
tamly, and perhaps narrow; but there
is nothing: low about either theu- hves
or themselves, \

Mrs. A, (plgoidly) ¢ Dear child, what
can you possibly know about it? Yollr
talk just like those amusing Socialist’
that go to the Park on Sundays,

Marion (unheeding) : It takes cour-
age to live in ‘the backbloeks-—and
vision.

Mrs. M. Poasmly It is the modern
custom to endow all the most un-
pleasant people with- “vision”—what-
ever that may mniean. Personally, T
have no wish to know them—or their
vigions.

Marion: And vet, 1s it such a poor
thing—this vision of theirs? Yeu
humour and appldud the artist who
creates. The pioneer creates, too—it is

You're right, Beryl,

-no small achievement to make a farm

from a forest, to wring out ap honour-
able living from the soil. . . ., Often the
pioneer dies before his dream is ful-
(illed, but his <hildren carry it on.
(All are watching her in surprise ut
the quiet eqrrestness of her tone.)

Mrs. M. (acidly): From what one
hears of the éreaturey, the sons uzu}ﬂlv
despise their fathers and their faMns,
and the daughters rush to the towns
and try to forget that they ever saw a
CoOw.

Marion (Rit by this): I'm ’afraid
some of them do, Mrs. Morton, and it is
very mean of them:. But I don’t think
they do it because they are ashamed
of their people. . "L‘hev do it bhecause
they are hungrv tot tife, lmngn for
pleasure,

Nora: And small blame to them !

Marvion : - Surely it’s natural enough

"Y

—But to be ashamed of your people—
why, that would ‘be horrible! (Wih
sudden resolve.} T'm so glad you talk-
ed as you did, Mrs. Morton; if you
hadn’t, I should have gone without a
word, and yow’d all have thought it was
because I was asbarned, too.
(Continued *on page 29.)



