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PREFACE

In this book I have endeavored to show both the student and
the interested layman what the standard practices of modern
broadcasting really are, and I have tried to make this as clear
as 1 could by illustrating the successive points of the text with
true samples of those problems and properties which are typical
of the industry today. I have no preachment to make.

Radio makes severe demands on all of those who work in
it, and if this were not so, it could not continue to interest the
many thousands who are actively engaged in the business of
broadcasting. In this respect it is in no way different from
other professions. Rewards are in proportion to effort.

As to the new writer, I wish him well and I hope he will
take the suggestion so often made throughout the pages ahead
—to read widely. I have never known a writer whose work or
whose thinking was damaged by the habit of wide reading; in
fact I have never known anyone who was other than enriched
by the practice. Good radio writing is difficult; all good writing
is difficult. And that is both its challenge and its appeal to the
intelligence. Over three centuries ago there was a fine philoso-
pher who said all this very simply in a short and compelling
sentence : “All things excellent are as difficult as they are rare.”

MW
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PART ONE
SCRIPT



CHAPTER I
GENERAL MISCONCEPTIONS

SERIOUS misconceptions exist regarding the profession of radio
writing. Most of these misconceptions are understandable and
many of them are inevitable. All of them, however, are unfor-
tunate. Radio writing has no more significant distinctions, no
more esoteric techniques, no more regulations and unvarying
practices than has, for example, playwriting or scenario writ-
ing. It is of course true that in many details a radio script
does not resemble a script which has been prepared for stage
performance. But these points of dissimilarity, while impor-
tant in themselves, are not important as writing problems, and
in fact do not present writing problems.

Throughout this book it will be frequently emphasized
that radio writing—thus far the orphan child of accepted lit-
erature—reacts as do its more fortunate cousins of the screen,
the stage, and the novel to the irresistible force of one argu-
ment alone: there is no substitute for good writing.

In the case of radio itself, the truth of this can be per-
ceived at once when one realizes that the finest broadcasts
which have been heard in this country since the inception of
the industry have been the work of the superior writer—and
I have deliberately avoided saying the superior “radio” writer.
Thus far the vast percentage of excellent broadcast material
in the dramatic field has been the work of reputable drama-
tists or scenarists or short-story writers or novelists or poets;
the work of men of shrewd and practical competence; in short,
the work of those men who can express the thought and emo-
tion of invented characters in a moving and convincing way.
Such is and always has been the source of the best radio
material.

Radio, of itself, has developed almost no writers. It has
appropriated almost all of them, at least all of those who
could tell a good story. The medium used for this storytelling
has been of secondary concern. If the elements are present in
the original and if these elements are properly recognized and
intelligently treated, a good radio adaptation will probably re-
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4 RADIO WRITING

sult. But this, in the artistic and creative sense, has not been
radio writing. It has been an effort in translation; it has been
a work of appropriation, an appropriation whose legitimacy
depends upon the skill of its treatment but whose real exist-
ence depends upon the work of some able craftsman who
quite likely never anticipated the electrical accident of the
microphone.

. Because adaptation represents a large part of radio’s most
effective shows, we shall in subsequent pages examine criti-
cally and, I hope, constructively, a quantity of adapted ma-
terial, some good, some bad. It will be helpful to the student,
however, in the course of these afalyses to remember that the
original piece—in whatever form it may have first appeared—
was done by a good writer and was published for that reason
and for no other. Good writers, wherever they come from,
will always be responsible for radio’s best programs.

It is not difficult to see why a filmy mysteriousness has
been thrown about radio writing. The writers for the most
part are either unpublicized or wholly anonymous. They work
in invisible offices. They prepare sketches and stories for a
battery of actors, directors, sound engineers and producers
who in their turn reintegrate all the separate components in a
rehearsal studio and who at an exact and pre-established sec-
ond, put a show on the air. Somewhere during the speed and
fury of all this work the writer becomes lost. He goes on
writing, but he goes on being invisible.

To the lay public—to the thousands of individuals who
have tried to imagine what this is like, and why and how it hap-
pens, and who have never had occasion to see—much is be-
lieved to be true which is false, much is thought to be impor-
tant which is unimportant.

Radio most certainly does have its special techniques, and
special requirements and observances in production. The re-
hearsal of any elaborate or difficult air show is more fre-
quently than not a scene of wild activity, excitement, noise, and
nervous tension. The routines of radio practice are what they
are purely through the progressive evolution of the industry.
To the writer, however, none of this is important. It is not
important to the writer because it is not a matter of artistic
preferences or necessities, but a matter of sheer technical inci-
dentalism.

The writer should feel himself apart from all this fuss.
In fact it is his privilege—if he so wishes—to feel superior



GENERAL MISCONCEPTIONS 5

to it inasmuch as what is going on in the studio is nothing
but an active and vocalized interpretation of what came out
of his typewriter; the animation of the'pictures he has al-
ready drawn, the physical expression of words he has already
written.

The writer, in this sense, is therefore the first and most
important director of his own work. Nothing whatever would
be happening, either in the studio or on the air, except for him.
The cast reads the lines he has prepared for them; Sound en-
gineers open the doors he indicates; the orchestra plays its
transitional bars as the script requires. The story the writer
has written is now being told. Substantially, then, what the
writer says is what goes. How well it goes is the responsibility
of the Production and Direction crew.

These remarks are in no way a disparagement of the uses
or the abilities of directors, engineers, or production staffs. On
the contrary, most of these men are proficient and many of
them amazingly skillful in the dispatch and prosecution of
their functions. All of them are indispensable. An expert di-
rector in charge of a good cast of radio actors can, and very
often does, convert an inferior script into an acceptable air
performance. He edits and he sometimes rearranges. He may
even transfer lines from one character to another, for the rea-
son that what may look right on paper may sound wrong in
rehearsal. The director determines the extent, duration, qual-
ity, and volume of Sound sequences. All matters of micro-
phone perspective, music, voice levels and Sound Effects are
his entire responsibility. Further, he controls the broadcast as
to its “playability’”’—shortening speeches which read too long,
removing lags by judicious cutting, accelerating or retarding
pace for the purpose of strengthening the value or the inten-
tion of any given scene. Figuratively speaking, he takes the
negative, which is the script, gives it its chemical bath, which is
the rehearsal, and produces the positive, which is the broad-
cast as it is finally heard on the air.

It is important to remember, though, that he has no func-
tion until he has a script ; to remember too that the precise pat-
tern of his directorial problems—as he works with them in the
studio—is set down for him at the moment the script comes
out of a typewriter. That is why I have said that the writer is
the first and most important director of his own work.

The script is the thing. The writer may be unaware of the
difference between the dead side of a velocity microphone and

e



6 RADIO WRITING

the diatonic range of a French horn and still do a very com-
mendable job. I have no doubt but what F. Scott Fitzgerald—
to pick a name at random—in his first radio effort, could and
would do a superb piece of work, and I am assuming that he
has no more authentic or special knowledge of the mechanical
and technical uses of radio than has any other intelligent lay-
man. He could put down a story that was a good story and
put it down in dialogue that was good dialogue. That is all any
writer needs to have in order to write good radio. I hasten to
add that this much is a good deal.

Are there rules for radio writing? Is there a special deca-
logue by the observance of whose every tenet and taboo a good
script is sure to follow ? Is there some magic filter that receives
ideas in its neck and discharges sketches at its outlet? I do not
believe that there is any such thing. One can no more tell the
uninitiated how the thing is done than he can tell him how
to build 'a swimming pool. It is necessary to know how many
people are planning to swim in it; whether they are to be swim-
mers and divers or just waders; what sort of drainage is to
be used; what sort of soil is to be removed; and how much is
to be spent. So—when the question is flatly put: “How do you
write a radio script ?’—it is not only sensible but necessary to
reply with a counterquestion: “How do you write what radio
script ?” Here we may be able to make some findings; here is
the burden of our further exploration.

ActuaL ForM oF A PROFESSIONAL PIECE oF Script

Probably the most persistent query, in the thousands of
letters which come annually to the Columbia Broadcasting
System, is this: “What does a radio script look like?” The
next few pages represent a fairly typical sample, and I suggest
that the reader go through the piece first for the interest of
the story episode itself and that he refrain from making men-
tal notes.

The ‘particular sequence which follows is a section taken
from a much longer broadcast, one which was produced on
Navy Day, October 27th, 1936. The Navy Day show is an
annual CBS presentation. Here is the sample piece:

THE VINH LONG EPISODE

1  NARRATOR.—One of the most startling stories in the navy’s
/ splendid peacetime history is briefly chronicled in the
*
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GENERAL MISCONCEPTIONS 7

Washington archives. It is the story of the U.S.S. Bain-
bridge—a destroyer. Some time before daylight on the
morning of December 16th, 1922, the Bainbridge, cross-
ing the Sea of Marmora in the Mediterranean, was steam-
ing east toward Constantinople. On her bridge was her
navigator and a seaman; below them stood the dogwatch
lookout. It -was a clear, quiet night, and the sky, un-
lighted as yet by the first glimmerings of the dawn, was
spotted with tropical stars. The seaman turned to the
officer of the bridge:

SEAMAN.—A ship to starboard, sir. Running a parallel
course, I should say.

NavicaTor.—Sure enough. What do you make her dis-
tance ?

SeEA.—'Bout five thousand yards.

Nav.—Can you make out the cut of her bow?

SEA.—Well, not hardly in the dark. I'd call her a transport
though by the looks of her funnel. There, you can see a
bit of the bow now, sir.

NAv.—Yes—yes, she’s a transport all right. Probably a
Frenchman.

SEA.—Shall I talk to her, sir? Morse code on the bridge
light?

Nav.—Sure, might as well. Probably as bored as we are.
See who she is.

Biz.—Dots and dashes . . . click not hum.

Nav.—She’s seen us. Here comes her answer. (Reading)
V-I-N-H L-O-N-G. Sure. The Vinh Long. A French-
man, here comes some more— (Spelling) Troops—Oil—
Ammunition—Hydrogen—Families.

SeEa.—That’s a tough cargo. What would they be doing with
hydrogen, sir?

Nav.—The French have a couple of dirigibles over the Dar-
danelles. Use ’em for reconnaissance. Been there since
the War,

SEA.—Well, I'm glad it’s none o’ my family on ’er. Don’t
believe in mixin’ wives and families with inflammables.
Nav.—Well, it’s a calm night and it’s cruise weather. Be-

sides, the French believe in economy.

Biz—Engines up slightly . . . eight bells sound . . . four
groups of two each.

BowEers (coming in).—Reporting for duty, sir.

Nav.—Oh, yes, Bowers. Well, get a little rest, Johnston.

Sea.—Yes, sir. Good night, sir.

Nav.—Good night.

Biz.—Remote boom of explosion.

BowEgrs.—What was that?
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Nav.—The Vinh Long.

JornsToN.—Look! Look! She’s afire!

Nav.—No. That was the hydrogen. A white flash. Tell the
quartermaster to put the helm over, and, Johnston, call the
Commander.

JorN.—Yes, sir.

Biz—Whistle . . . shrill . . . speaking tube whistle.

JorN.—It’s the engine room, sir.

Nav.—All right. Full speed. Forced draught. Enginemen
and firemen stand by controls.

JorN.—Yes, sir. (Into tube and muffle voice) Full speed
and forced draught. All enginemen and firemen to stand
by controls.

Nav.—The old man here yet?

BowEgrs.—No, sir.

Nav.—Well, stand by for a general alarm. And call Sparks.

Bowers.—Yes, sir.

Biz.—Three long, piercing one-tone whistles.

Epwarps.—What’s happened, Lieutenant? I felt the helm
go over.

Nav.—A transport, sir. The Vinh Long. Explosion. There
she is—half a mile.

Ebpwarps.—Doesn’t look very good. What orders have you
given?

Nav.—Full speed. To go alongside. General alarm. And I've
called the radio shack.

Epwarps.—Good. Look there! Her afterhatches. She’s afire
now. Call all hands. Give the signal for “Away Fire and
Rescue.”

Biz—Up and down . .. fast siren . .. four times . . .
men’s voices off.

Ebpwarps (commanding). —Uncover the boats. Put out
davits. Call the hospital and fire squad. Pumps, axes, pul-
motors.

Nav.—Yes, sir.

Epwarps.—Have you talked to the transport ?

Nav.—Not since her lights failed. It’s the Vinh Long.

VoIcE (off and calling) —Three-e-e-e thousand yards!

Epwarps.—A French transport. Yes, I know the ship.
What’s her cargo?

Nav.—She’s carrying every explosive that’s ever been in-
vented. Hydrogen, ammunition, gasoline—

Epwarps.—Any passengers ?

Nav.—Five hundred.

Epwarps.—That’s bad. Did you signal forced draught to the
engine room?

Nav.—Yes, sir.
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GENERAL MISCONCEPTIONS A 9
Biz—Signal bell . . . two dings.
Nav.—Bridge!

VoIcE (through tube) —Boats are out and ready away, sir.
Epwarns.—All right. Hold positions. Where’s Sparks?
Sparks (off ) —Here, sir.

Epwarps.—Raise the French hospital in Constantinople,
Sparks. They got some customers coming in.

Sparks.—Yes, sir. How many, sir?

Voice (off).—Two-0-0 thousand yards!

Epwarps.—All they can take. Tell them to prepare every
hospital in the city for emergency. Same orders to the
American and English consuls and the Red Cross. Clothes,
medicine, doctors.

Sparks.—Yes, Sir.

Nav.—We're less than two thousand yards, sir. Do you plan
to go alongside?

Epwarps.—We'll go alongside if she’s not too hot.

Nav.—And if she’s too hot?

Epwarps.—We'll go alongside anyhow. /We’re only along-
side. Think of the people on her!

Nav.—Yes, sir. Very good.

Epwarps.—Call the torpedo room. Order all percussion caps
removed, and rack torpedoes with extra chains.

Nav.—Yes, sir.

Biz—Two bells . . . not ship’s bells.

Epwarps (shouting as if through megaphone). —Hodges!
Hodges ! Get those searchlights on ’er! '

Hobces (off).—Yes, sir. Already assembled, sir.

Epwarps.—Put ’em on! Sweep her up and down!

Hopces (off).—Yes, sir. \

Nav.—She’s going bad now, sir. If we went alongside, she’d
burn every line we tossed her.

Epwarps.—Yes. Her boats are afire too. Everybody’s
swarmed into her bow.

Voick (off and shouting as before) —One thousand yards!

Nav.—I can begin to feel the heat.

Epwarps.—I'm afraid it’s going to get worse before it gets
better.

Biz.—Explosion. Closer than first and continue rumble.

Nav.-——There goes the ammunition !

Epwarps.—And most of her afterdeck.

Nav.—What do you think, sir? Alongside? She’s hotter'n
a furnace.

Epwarps.—We’ll go right in.

Nav.—It’ll be impossible to stand alongside ’er, sir.

EDdV;IARDS.—That’S right. She’d burn our boats off their

vits,
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Nav.—Then what?

Epwarps.—We’ll ram her! Get our nose into her. It's the
only chance they’ve got.

VoicE (off and shouting).—Five hundred yards!

Nav.—And let ’em come directly aboard us?

Epwarps.—Right! Lieutenant, general alarm to the ship.
Stand by to ram.

Nav.—Ves, sir.

Biz—Siren fast up and down as before—three.

Epwarps.—Here she comes! Hold the rail! All right! Here
it is!

Biz—Splintering crash . . . boom of steel snapping . . .
screams . . . hold sequence up for ten seconds . . . roar
of fire to continue through rest of scene.

Epwarps (shouting).—Keep those lights on the bow. Stand
by to receive! Lieutenant, put the boats over. Pick up sur-
vivors in the water. Hodges!

Hopges (off).—Yes, sir!

Epwarps.—Get one of those lights on the water . . . keep
it there and keep it moving!

HobgEs.—VYes, sir.

Nav.—Boats away, sir.

Epwarps.—Any damage to us?

Nav.—No water coming in. None so far.

Epwaros (shouting).—Keep those passengers moving aft.
Keep passengers moving aft!

Nav.—Commander Edwards!

Epwarps.—What is it?

Nav.—The Vinh Long. She’s beginning to settle by the
stern,

Epwarps.—Anybody aboard her still?

Nav.—About thirty or forty. They’re coming aboard us fast.

Epwarps.—Let me know just as soon as the last man is off.

Nav.—Yes, sir.

Epwarps.—Any of our boats back yet?

Nav.—Two boats are back. About seventy in them.

Epwarps.—Hoist ’em up and get ’em under the pulmotors
if they need it.

Nav.—Yes, sir.

Epwarps (off).—Anybody left on ’er? Can you pick up
anything with your lights?

Hopces.—Last ones just coming over the rail, sir.

Nav.—She’s settling fast now, sir. She’s raised our bow
three feet. We’re stuck pretty fast.

VoIcE (coming in).—Commander! Commander ! Here’s the
Second Officer of the Vinkh Long.
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2NpD OFF. (French accent) —Officier— Ze gasoline. She
blow up. Ze fire already at ze tanks. She blow up.

Voice (off shouting).—Last man aboard, sir. All boats up.

Epwarps.—Call the engine room, Lieutenant.. Full speed
astern.

Biz.—Four bells . . . engines turn over.

Voice—We’re not moving, We're stuck.

Epwarps.—Starboard rudder!

Biz.—Engines in hard.

Nav.—She’s still fast, sir.

Epwarps.—Port rudder! Throw the helm clear over. We'll
wiggle her out.

Biz.—Screeching of steel plates . . . race of water.

Epwarps.—There! She’s moving now. Keep her astern and
full speed. We’'ll back away before we turn.

‘Biz.—Engines up and hold . . . fade slightly . . . ex-
plosion off . . . roar of fire noise fading.

Nav.—There she goes. Broke her right in two.

Biz—Whistle . . . speaking-tube signal.

Nav.—Bridge!

Voice (through tube) —Commander there?

Nav.—Commander, it’s the torpedo room forward.

Epw arps.—Hello.

Voice (muffled).—Commander, this is Ryan. Reporting a
hole in the torpedo room.

Epwarps.—Below the water line?

VoIicE.—Yes, sir.

Epwaros.—How big is the hole?

Voice.—Not very big, sir.

Ebpwarps.—Well—stick your foot in it. We’ve got to make
Constantinople.

Voice.—Yes, sir.

Biz—Engines up ... fade . .. bring in peep-peep of
radio.

NarraToR.—Commander Edwards of the U.S.S. Bain-
bridge, in one of the most remarkable rescues ever accom-
plished in the Mediterranean Sea, took over seven hundred
survivors aboard his destroyer and rushed them to Con-
stantinople to shelters and hospitals waiting to receive
them.

This particular piece does not lend itself to much exten-

sive comment. It has been set down at this point to illustrate,
for the student, what has already been propounded in theory:
that the differences between radio writing and writing in any
other dramatic medium are almost negligible, or certainly of
very minor concern.



12 RADIO WRITING
I

Rapro Di1aLoGUE AND NARRATIVE CONVERSATION—
A CoMPARISON

Let us expand this illustration by re-examining the same
material minus the decorations and directions which have made
it radio material. Here it is now as a piece of narrative con-
versation ;

SEaAMAN.—A ship to starboard, sir. Running a parallel course,
I should say.

NavicaTor.—Sure enough. What do you make her distance?

SEA.—’Bout five thousand yards.

Nav.—Can you make out the cut of her bow?

SeEA.—Well, not hardly in the dark. I'd call her a transport though
by the looks of her funnel. There, you can see a bit of the bow
now, sir.

Nav.—Yes—yes, she’s a transport all right. Probably a French-
man,

SeEA.—Shall I talk to her, sir? Morse code on the bridge light?

Nav.—Sure, might as well. Probably as bored as we are. See who
she is.

Nav.—She’s seen us. Here comes her answer. V-I-N-H L-O-N-G.
Sure. The Vinh Long. A Frenchman, here comes some more—
Troops—Oil—Ammunition—Hydrogen—Families.

Sea.—That’s a tough cargo. What would they be doing with
hydrogen, sir?

Nav.—The French have a couple of dirigibles ower the Darda-
nelles. Use ’em for reconnaissance. Been there since the War.

SEA.—Well, I'm glad it’s none o’ my family on ’er. Don’t believe
in mixin’ wives and families with inflammables.

Nav.—Well, it’s a calm night and it’s cruise weather. Besides, the
French believe in economy.

Bowers.—Reporting for duty, sir.

Nav.—Oh, yes, Bowers. Well, get a little rest, Johnston.

SeEA.~—Yes, sir. Good night, sir.

Nav.—Good night.

Bowgrs.—What was that?

Nav.—The Vinh Long.

JoaNsToN.—Look! Look! She’s afire!

Nav.—No. That was the hydrogen. A white flash. Tell the quarter-
master to put the helm over, and, Johnston, call the Commander.

JorN.—Yes, sir. It’s the engine room, sir.

Nav.—All right. Full speed. Forced draught. Enginemen and fire-
men stand by controls.

JouN.—VYes, sir. Full speed and forced draught. All engine-
men and firemean to stand by controls.
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Nav.—The old man here yet?

Bowers.—No, sir.

Nav.—Well, stand by for a general alarm. And call Sparks.

BowEers.—Yes, sir.

EpwArps.—What’s happened, Lieutenant? I felt the helm go
over,
Nav.—A transport, sir. The Vinh Long. Explosion. There she is—
half a mile. :
Epwarps.—Doesn’t look very good. What orders have you given?
Nav.—Full speed. To go alongside. General alarm. And I've called
the radio shack. A

Epwarps.—Good. Look there! Her afterhatches. She’s afire now.
Call all hands. Give the signal for “Away Fire and Rescue.”

Epwarps.—Uncover the boats. Put out davits. Call the hospital
and fire squad. Pumps, axes, pulmotors.

Nav.—Yes, sir.

Epwarps.—Have you talked to the transport?

Nav.—Not since her lights failed. It’s the Vinh Long.

Voice—Three-e-e-e thousand yards!

Epwarps.—A French transport. Yes, I know the ship. What’s her
cargo?

Nav.—She’s carrying every explosive that’s ever been invented.
Hydrogen, ammunition, gasoline—

Epwarps.—Any passengers?

Nav.—Five hundred.

Ebwarps.—That’s bad. Did you signal forced draught to the
engine room?

Nav.—Yes, sir.

We have seen now that a section of dialogue, and a section
of the same dialogue fitted to the practices of radio—while
distinguishable one from the other—are not alarmingly differ-
ent as pieces of writing. The student and the prospective radio
writer must never forget this. Whatever the observed differ-
ences may have been, this much remains true: there have been
no' structural changes.

The structure of good radio plays is the structure of good
plays. It is as simple as this. I know of no single exception
which violates this characteristic.

THE SeECONDARY TRAITS OF THE RADIO SCRIPT

At the same time radio writing has secondary traits and
singularities which are important because they belong strictly
to the peculiar classification of radio drama and to no other.

Dramatic broadcasts for the most part are of shorter
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duration than either stage plays or movies. Their maximum
run is one hour. Their most common form is the half-hour
play, and the fifteen-minute episode—complete in one per-
formance—is by no means rare. No cognizance is being taken
at this time of the interminable fifteen-minute-a-day serial
which may still be chugging along merrily after five or six
Jears. But since a radio play is more often than not a short
play, inescapable restrictions and compressions are bound to
result.

This calls for an economy of writing. We cannot, for
example, assume the novelist’s privilege of poking around in
the dark places of the minds of all his characters. Character-"
ization in radio (enormously aided by good acting and as pain-
fully hurt by poor) must be established at once. So must
setting. So must situation. If the attention of the audience is
not captured in the first full minute of a radio production, the
play cannot escape a disastrous loss of listeners.

MEeTHODS FOR COMMANDING IMMEDIATE ATTENTION

Attention can be caught at the outset either by the swift
development of a situation, or by a strong promise of its de-
velopment, or by powerful atmosphere, or by an intriguing
and unfamiliar setting, or by an authentically familiar setting,
or by a striking characterization. I do not know of any other
ways to do it.

This necessity for arresting attention as soon as the pro-
gram starts (and we may as well call it “shock-value” since
that is what it really is) is not only an indispensability but
a perfectly sensible one as soon as one examines its cause: a
broadcast affords no visual appeal until it is well under way.
No other form of modern entertainment-—with the exception
of poetry readings on Victrola records—is so handicapped.

Authors of stage plays almost never get anything moving
for the first six or eight minutes of the first scene of the first
act. Audiences are given an opportunity to get comfortable in

- their seats, to look at the cast objectively, to get used to the
sets. No playwright could consider disclosing anything sig-
nificant in his first few minutes simply because such a dis-
closure would be lost to three-quarters of the house. No. The
audience is still whispering remarks to his neighbor, shoving
his coat further under his seat, rustling a program. Playwrights
know this, and although they naturally don’t like it, they re-
spect it sufficiently to wait for attention. Opening scenes of
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stage plays are devices to introduce characters and to give op-
portunity to the author to stretch his audience into that exact
tension of emotionally responsive elasticity which is to support
the full burden of what he has to say.

Motion pictures, in a very similar way, must dillydally for
many minutes before we are permitted to know who is likely
to be responsible for the trouble to come. We may first have a
long shot of a fleet of battleships; then a closer shot revealing
the distribution of the fleet into squadrons of cruisers, destroy-
ers, and submarines; then a quick shot of the foredeck of the
flagship with the ship’s company standing in severe lines of at-
tention while the band plays “Anchors Aweigh” ; then a close-up
of a couple of admirals (one of whom, as we are to learn later,
is the father of an adorable but mischievous young miss who
is terribly in love with a torpedo man with a tattooed chest
who is really not what he seems but a Yale man getting ma-
terial for his Ph.D. thesis on ballistics and whose tattoo—in-
delible ink really—will rub off at the proper time); then a
camera pan to the deck of the S-29, a submarine, where we see
some more sailors standing at attention; then a close-up of a
briny sea dog of fifty who bellows: “Company dismissed!”;
then a focus on a small group near the escape hatch at the bow,
who are heard to say something like this:

Burca.—Whaddya think of the new captain, Pinkie?

Pinkie.—Boy, he certainly looks tough, don’t he?

SLiM.—Boy, he sure does.

Gus.—Well, ya hadda be tough where he came from.

Pinkie.—Where was that, Gus?

Gus.—From the “O” boats.

BurcH—Yeah? Ya don’t say?

Gus.—Sure. That’s where. The “O” boats was so lousy they
couldn’t float by theirselves. The crew had to swim underneat’
their keels and surface ’em that way. (Laughter; pause.)

Burcu (looking thoughtfully at the now-darkening water).—
Well, maybe he’s tough, but if anything happened—anything
bad, I mean—I’d sure be glad he was aboard.

We may have been in the theater for fifteen minutes by this
time. And we haven’t been bored. One thing, and only one, has
prevented this: movement. We’ve been watching several billion
dollars’ worth of battleships in motion and it has indeed been
very pleasant. We finally get under way—though much less
punctually than the Navy—when Butch remarks that he is glad



i6 RADIO WRITING

that the new captain is aboard because, although tough, he’s a
good man in an emergency. This line, for our purposes, has
shock-value. Our imaginations have been seized. We have our
first suspicion of disaster, a suspicion which becomes rewarded
in the very next reel when, sure enough, down she goes.

Radio has no movement. At least it has no movement as
such. From a sensory point of view it is as static as a novel.
Like the novel it is forever committed to be one-dimensional.
Whatever action occurs is the result of illusion and this illu-
sion depends for its success, in the novel and the radio play
alike, on the skill of the writer and on nothing else.



- CHAPTER II
PACING

“ONE-DIMENSIONAL” has within the past two or three years
become a catch phrase in radio. The term is useful in describ-
ing radio’s physical restrictions, but beyond this its applicability
is debatable. If we were to adhere to this definition, I wonder
how we could explain the enthusiasm with which so many
novels and so many stories are turned into motion pictures or
adapted for stage presentation? Is there not something here
which would suggest that books and stories do have movement
and visuality? Were they not so endowed, how could they be
considered as properties capable of profitable conversion to the
eye? The answer is at hand: anything can be said to have
movement and visuality which invites the imagination to in-
vest it with these qualities. Movement, in radio, is something
which has to be teased into activity. And in radio, as in the
novel, it is just as necessary, and, further, it is achieved by
identical methods. We shall try to get at some of these methods
in the examination of our next play. -

As contrasted with the novel, however, there is an impor-
tant difference. I remember hearing Alexander Woollcott re-
mark at one time that he was willing to give any author thirty
pages. Mr. Woollcott is generous. No radio audience will do
this. No radio audience will ever give an author one-tenth of
this. If the program has not started something by page 3, there
will be very few hanging on at page 5. This is the initial line
of cleavage which separates radio writing from every other
known form. Even television, when it comes—and as closely
allied in its first phases to radio as it is bound to be—will have
the privilege of loitering. Radio can’t do this. It never has. It
never will.

There is an interesting one-act horror play from the library
of the Grand Guignol. It is called “Gardiens de Phare”—“The
Lighthouse Keepers,” and is the work of Paul Cloquemin. We
will make a rather comprehensive examination of a radio adap-
tation of this piece. It affords excellent opportunity to chart
some of the major channels which we must know. Despite the
fact that this is an unorthodox bit for radio~(a half-hour play
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with but two characters) it has many revealing elements, all
of which are easily got at : immediate interest, unbroken reality,
economy, superb pacing, exact balance, strong characterization,
and an authenticity of atmosphere that never blows false.

Here is the play in its radio form. Read it through. After

that we shall break it down and endeavor to find out—by turn-
ing over its several fragments—what it was that held it to-
gether.

1

OO b

10

II

THE LIGHTHOUSE KEEPERS *

SETTING.—The living quarters of the Maudit Lighthouse,
six miles off the west coast of Brittany. The room is circu-
lar and is located just below the lantern floor of the light-
house. It is a hundred and fifty feet above the sea. It is
roughly furnished. The walls are hung with rope coils,
life preservers, signal flags, and lanterns. On stage are two
couches, two chairs, a small oil stove, and a stool. Stage
right is a control box—the electric switches for turning
on and off the mechanism by which the light is revolved.
The light itself burns oil, but its revolutions are driven
by electric motors, and its flame is ignited by electric spark.
It is late afternoon in March. :

Cast.—Brehan, aged 55, the keeper. Yvon, aged 25, his son
and his assistant.

Biz—Of wmike, sound of high wind, muffled, as if being

heard from inside . . . door opens . . . wind comes up
strong . . . door slams hard ond wind down again as
before. '

BreraN.—Well, Yvon, you all finished down below ?

Yvon.—Yes, all finished. I filled both the reservoirs. Pumped
five hundred gallons into the reserve tank too,

BreraN.—You were quick. You must have hurried a bit.

Yvon.—I wanted to get through.

BreraN.—You never get through work on a lighthouse.

Yvon.—I don’t mind working around the tanks, or even
around the lenses—but Mon Dieu, going from one place
to another I could hardly get up the staircase. It’s two
hundred steps, you know.

BrenaN.—Two hundred and six, mon fils. I’'ve only kept
this light for twenty years. You ought to be glad they
didn’t build the thing any higher.

YvoN.—A hundred and fifty feet in the air is high enough
for me. The wind outside is so strong it nearly blew me
off the outside stairs.

* Copyrighted by the author through La Societé des Auteurs, This

may not be reprinted without the special permission of the author.
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BreaaN.—That’s nothing. Nowadays it isn’t so bad—keep-
ing a light. Nowadays electricity does most of the work,
When I first came out here I had to pump the oil up here
with a hand pump.

Yvon.—There’s still plenty of work all the same.

Breuan.—There’s enough. But it’s easier. I've trimmed all
the wicks and polished the reflectors and all I have to do
is push the electric button—so—

Biz—Electric motor hum . . . metallic grind of turntable
as light revolves.

BreuAN.—She’s on, One little click of a switch and every
wick burning and the whole mechanism running easy as a
clock.

Yvon.—Yes, it’s simple enough. But it takes a lot of tend-
ing— Isn’t it too early to put the light on? ™

BreaaN.—Yes. I was just giving it a test. That new bearing.
I always give her a test half an hour before lighting
time . . . if there’s been any change in the equipment.
T’ll turn it off now.

Biz—Switch clicks . . . motor out.

BrerAN.—You can never take a chance—not when other
people depend on you.

Yvon.—What's that? Oh, yes, I suppose so.

Biz—Wind up slightly . . . then down.

BrerAN.—What a night. And more wind to come too, if I
know anything.

Yvon.—You're right. It'll probably be a long night.
(Yawns) I’m tired. I'm awfully tired.

BrerAN.—Already? But we haven’t been out here more than
six hours— But then—a whole month ashore—it goes by
in a hurry. Makes one a little soft, too, n’est-ce pas?

Yvon (not hearing).—What? What did you say?

BreuAN.—I say life ashore—well, one has a good time and
the hard thing about coming back to the Maudit is getting
used to seeing no one, being alone, climbing stairs, and
being alone, absolutely alone.

Yvon.—Yes, that’s it. We’re so terribly alone. Cut off from
civilization by six miles of open sea. If we only had a tele-
phone even, or—

Biz—Wind up with sudden violence, obliterating last line of
Yvon'’s . . . Wind down.

BrenAN.—Listen to that. Screaming like a woman. Some-
times it sounds almost musical too. Have you noticed that ?

Yvon.—Musical. I'd give it another word. I don’t like it.

BrerAN.—Well, one has to call it something. One—one has
to talk. Sometimes when there isn’t anything to do, I talk
to the seagulls or I talk to the water. One must talk. In a
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lighthouse one talks to oneself or to the rope on the flag-
staff or maybe to the barometer. But that’s all right—
You are beginning to do it. It makes the loneliness—it
makes it less lonely.

Yvon.—I don’t talk to myself.

BreagaN.—Of course you do. I hear your conversations—
the pictures in your head that come out in words—

Yvon (grudging).—Well, maybe—but it’s silly—like women
in an old ladies’ home somewhere,

Breaan.—It isn’t silly. You mustn’t think about it as silly.

Biz.—Wind up, short screaming gust, then down as before.

Breman.—High wind and heavy rain.

Yvon.—It’s getting worse—seems to emphasize the loneli-
ness,

BrenaN.—That’s because you've just been ashore. By and
by your philosophies will grow to accommodate these
little—these phases.

Yvon.—I—I suppose they will. But it’s so wwild, it’s so ugly
here. Maudit is on a cruel crag all right.

BreuAN.—Of course it’s a cruel crag. That’s why there’s a
light on it.

Yvon.—And that’s why we’re on it.

BreraN.—Well, maybe. Maudit is on the wildest piece of
rock on the coast of Brittany. That’s what one of the in-
spectors told me and when those fellows say wild, they
mean it.

Biz.—Wind up and down suddenly.

BreaaN.—More wind—(pause)

Yvon.—Father—

BreaaAN.—H’m?

Yvon.—Father, you said it took about five years to be a
good lighthouse keeper. I—I suppose that in five years
you see about everything that could possibly happen in a
place like this.

BrerAN.—OQui. I have seen it. I’ve seen it all.

Yvon.—Everything ?

Breman.—Everything but the lighthouse topple into the
sea. I've seen wrecks and drownings, and men swimming
in the surf. I've seen the lights fail; seen a time when I had
to burn blankets and mattresses soaked in oil. Yes, I've
seen a good deal, mon enfant.

Yvon.—Have you ever been in a lighthouse when your part-
ner—when your assistant keeper—when he—I mean— )

Breaan.—When he what?

Yvon.—When he died?

BreraN.—Yvon. Don’t say such a thing.
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Yvon.—I—I didn’t mean anything by it. I just wondered
if— !

Breman.—That’s a frightful thing to think. To die without
a priest. It’s unthinkable. That’s no way for poor Chris-
tians to go (rebuke) and it is not anything to be talking
about either.

Yvon.—Well, I—I just said it. It just seemed to—sort of—
occur to me.

Breran.—Non, non, men fils, Don’t ever say such a thing.
Those things don’t happen. God knows we are here to

, protect others. Surely we can expect that much protection
in return.

Yvon.—Yes—I hope—I mean—(wvoice downm . . . signifi-
cant) But wouldn’t it be a dreadful thing?

BrEHAN (impatiently).—What'’s the matter with you any-
how? I haven’t seen you like this since we lost Pierre—

Yvon.—It doesn’t seem like three years. If only he could
have lived. .

BreuaN.—Yes. If only. That’s the way with life. Things
happen that hurt us, and the rest of us sit around and say,
if only they hadn’t happened. But they do happen—

Yvon.—Mother could never console herself over the loss of
Pierre. Just the other day I found her rereading the letter
she got from the master of Pierre’s ship.

BrerAN.—Yes, that letter. I practically know it by heart.
It went like this: “During a severe southeast blow, I
ordered a change in our course and a reefing of the fore-
tops’l. Your son was the first to spring into the rigging.
Halfway up the ratlines his foot slipped, and he fell,
immediately disappearing in the sea.”

Yvon.—Oh, well, maybe my lot would have been no better—
Even so, Pierre’s life was a free life—a life packed with
excitement, with limitless horizons, bright days and sudden
dangers. Nothing like it is here—all caged up in a stone
tower.

Brenan.—Danger, mon fils, is possibly a good thing. But
duty— Duty is the finest thing in the world. Don’t ever
forget that.

Yvon.—All the same it’s hard to be locked up this way.
(Sharply) A man’s nerves aren’t supposed to stand any-
thing like this.

BreuAN.—Nonsense. For thirty days out here we can be
proud of ourselves—what we do for commerce, what we
do for France—and what we are making out of ourselves.

Yvon.—TI’ve felt that sense of pride—many times. But since
our return to duty this time—I don’t know what’s hap-
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pened to me. (In and out of mike as if YvoN were moving
about)

Breman.—That’s nothing. Ca passe. It will go away soon.

Yvon.—Yes, it will pass. Maybe tomorrow, maybe next
week—

Biz—Wind up strong, hold, then take down.

Yvon.—Blowing harder than ever. It’s going to get real
ugly.

BREgHAN.—It has to be ugly some nights.

Yvon.—Why does it?

BreaanN.—So we’ll know how beautiful it is other nights.

Yvon.—I can’t accept that. It’s too grim to suit me.

BreraN.—Some day you'll accept it, and be more of a man
for doing so.

Yvon.—That’s only an opinion.

Brenan.—Everything is only an opinion—or state of mind.

Yvon.—No. Some things are actual.

Breman.—Perhaps.

Biz.—Off mike . . . shrill crying of sea gulls.

BremaN.—Listen to those sea gulls. What a racket they
make.

Yvon.—Yes. They feel the bad weather coming.

Breuan.—Don’t worry about the weather. And do stop
walking around so. Take it easy. Take it easy.

Yvon.—I can’t. I have to keep moving around like this.

BreraN.—It’s from being ashore—all those acres of open
country. You got a little case of nerves—a crazy sort of
thing for a lighthouse keeper.

Yvon.—But I can't help it, I tell you. I'm all on edge.

BreuanN.—Maybe I could guess your trouble.

Yvon.—I doubt it.

Breman.—You don’t think so? Well, how does this sound—
maybe you’re in love with Marie?

Yvon.—Yes. How did you know that? Marie and I are
going to get married. Did she say anything?

BreuaN (laughs) —Pardieu. Of course not. You told me
yourself—with everything you didn’t say. I am very glad,
mon fils. A splendid girl she is, and a wise girl, too.

Yvon.—Wise ?

BreaaN.—Wise to marry a lighthouse keeper. She’ll always
know where you are nights. (Laughs)

Yvon.—Don't joke about it, father. We are very, very much
in love.

BrReHAN.—I'm not joking, mon petit. I congratulate you. I
am very happy. Let me give you a kiss (kisses him twice).
There now, good luck and God bless you.

Yvon.—Thank you, father.
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BrReHAN (pleased). —Ah, yes. A fine thing to have an honest
wife. I hope you will have some strong sons, too. Some
day he will come out here and keep the Maudit light like
his father and grandfather, eh, Yvon? (Laughs)

Biz.—Sea gulls cry . . . and fly against glass of light tower
striking it with beaks.

BrerAN.—Listen to those gulls again. If they don’t stop
banging into the glass, they’ll break right through it. It
wouldn’t be the first time. It’s probably so thick outside,
they don’t know where they’re going. (Going off) Guess
I’ll take a little look around outside myself.

Yvon.—Father.

BREBAN (off mike).—What is it?

Yvon.—I wish youwd—

BrerAN (off).—What did you say?

Yvon.—1I said I wished—nothing—never mind.

Breran.—Well, I'll be back in a jiffy. Au’voir. '

Biz.—Door open . . . powerful wind up strong . . . take
down as door slawms.

YvoN (shouts after).—Father, father. Don’t leave me alone
in here. Father! Oh, my God, what has gone wrong with
me. My head is whirling around like a wheel. (Breaks
off and begins to sob . . . chokes this off.) Come out of
this, Yvon. Get hold of yourself. He’ll be coming back any
minute.

Biz—Doorknob rattles and door opens as if with difflculty

. ~wind up strong and door forced shut against wind . . .
wind down.

BrerAN.—Mon Dieu. What horrible weather. I'm soaking
wet. It’s been four years since we had a blow like this.
Good thing we’re on a pile of rocks. (Off) Guess I'll get
out of these oilskins—and maybe polish up a couple of
lanterns.

Biz—Rasp of heavy oilskin material as he climbs out of coat.

BreraN (off).—T'll begin with this one I guess. It seems
to need it most.

Biz—Sound of lantern being moved off hook, its bail bang-
ing against the chimney . . . then sound of chimney being
lifted by lever . . . removal of chimmey . . . then sound
of polishing the glass with paper . . . real kerosene lan-
tern necessary for this effect.

BrEHAN (continuing . . . not quite so far off mike . . .
lighter vein).—No, it’s not so bad, really, Yvon. Makes
me proud too, in weather like this—to think that but for
you and me—nobody would be safe on the coast of Brit-
tany. (Sounds of polishing continue and tinkle of lantern
and occasional banging of handle.) And the worse the




24

119
120

I21
122

123
124
125
126
127

128

129
130

131
132
133
134
135

136

137
138

{

RADIO WRITING

night, the more important we are. Maudit will be there.
Maudit will always be there, shooting her long beam for
fourteen miles into the darkness. Duty, mon fils. Duty, the
first thing and the last thing in every man’s life, n’est-ce
pas?

Yvon (not hearing).—I1 suppose so. (Pause)

Biz.—Polishing sounds continue quietly . . . no talk for five
seconds.

Yvon.—Father, what are you doing there anyhow?

BreaaN.—What am I doing? Why, you can see for your-
self. I’'m just polishing these lanterns. A good sailor is
always polishing something.

Yvon.—I wish you'd leave it alone.

BrerAN.—What do you mean? What for?

Yvon.—I don’t want to see it. It shines so much it hurts my
eyes. It seems to be burning a hole into me.

BreraN.—What the devil are you talking about ?

Yvon (woice rising . . . and bring BREHAN into same per-
spective as if they were standing together) —Gimme that
lantern, I tell you.

BREHAN (surprised and annoyed) —Pardieu. What are you
trying to do? Qu’avez-vous?

Yvon.—Give it to me, I tell you.

Biz.—Lantern snatched from BREHAN . . . bail banging
against chimmey . . . lantern flung . . . and it crashes,
the chimmey splintering . . . off mike.

Yvon.—There—now leave the others alone, too.

BreuaN.—You fool! What’s the matter with you? Have
you gone out of your head?

Yvon (frightened at the absurdity of his own act) —I—I
don’t know. I don’t know. I just couldn’t stand—oh, I'm
so terribly afraid of something—I can’t tell—

BRreHAN (scornful and angry).—Afraid.

Yvon (almost going to pieces)—I'm afraid. I'm afraid.
Something is stifling me. I can’t stand being alone this way
any more. I’ve had three years of it. I won’t stand any
more of it. I’ve got to get ashore. I tell you. I've got to get
ashore right away.

BREHAN (frying to comprehend . . . easier) —Yvon, please
try to be sensible. You're tired. You're letting this thing
excite you. It’s nerves. We all get them now and then. Tell
you what, I'll take the first watch tonight. A good sleep
will set you up.

Yvon.—Sieep! If I could only sleep. If I could sleep and
_then wake up and see it was all justa dream I was having—

Breran.—Don’t talk that way, mon petit. Of course you'll
be able to sleep. You can'’t afford to carry on like this,
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Yvon, Supposing we both went to pieces like this and a
ship broke up on the rocks below. No, no, Yvon. We can’t
afford to have these—these excesses. They lead to negli-
gence. I know, I've seen it.

Yvon (faint).—I know. I'm sorry. I should control myself
—no matter what. I think I’ll go out on the tower step.
Maybe if I got a little air—

BrenAN.—Good. That’s more like it. Hang on to the rail
now. The wind—it’s hurricane velocity by now.

Yvon (going off).—Yes. I will. I'll hang on.

Biz—Door open . . . sudden wind squall . . . door closes
against wind . . . wind screams and fades down as door
shuts.

BrREHAN.—Poor boy. Poor boy. Now I’ll have to get a broom
and sweep up this mess.

Biz.—Sound of broom sweeping up glass. During next mono-
logue, speech is broken by sound of sweeping, banging of
dustpan, picking up lantern, and occasional grunts, as if
BREHAN were leaning over from time to time and picking
up things.

BrenAN.—What a thing for him to do. And him three years
with the light. Three for him. But twenty years for me.
Twenty years. I’'m almost an old man now—old Brehan.
(Chuckles) Just an old man who talks to himself when
he’s alone. Well, old folks can talk to themselves if they
want to. It’s better than not talking at all.

Biz—Off-mike shout, barely audible.

BreeaN~—Eh? What was that?

Biz—Wind up slightly.

BrenaN.—I thought that was somebody calling. I guess old
Brehan is beginning to stoop a little in his mind as well as
his back. Hearing things that don’t happen—

Biz—O ff-mike shout, more audible. \

BrenaN.—No. That was a shout. Am I getting the creeps
Eke Yvon. Mon Dieu! (Going off) What could that have

een ?

Biz—Door opens, wind up.

BrReHAN (shouting over noise of wind).—Yvon! Yvon! Are
you calling? (Voice down) Oh, here you are. I thought I
heard you shouting. Come in out of the wet.

Yvon.—Yes, I shouted. I guess I did, anyhow. I don’t know
why. I don’t seem to be— Oh—

Biz—Door closes . . . wind down again.

BreranN.—Well, never mind that now. Here, come inside and
take off your oilskin.

Biz—Rasp of heavy material of oilskin as it is removed.

BrerAN.—Why, you’re trembling all over.
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Yvon.—Am I7 I feel so hot. I feel like I was going to fall
down.

BremaN.—Maybe you've caught yourself a cold since we
came out.

Yvon.—Perhaps. I feel burning up—as if my lungs were on
fire, Every breath—I need a drink of water, father, I'm
terribly thirsty.

BreHAN.—Let me feel your head. (Pause) Hum, I thought
so. Got a bit of fever. No, you'd better leave water alone.
It'll just raise your temperature,

YvoN.—But I’'m dying with thirst, I tell you. Give me some
water. Just a little water.

Breran.—NO.

Yvon.—Please do. I beg you. Only the littlest bit.

Breran.—Don’t be a fool.

YvoN.—I'm sorry. I'm afraid—I'm afraid there’s something
awful the matter with me. I— I'm not at all myself. I feel
like I was someone else, someone I didn’t know. Some
force seems to be moving my arms and legs and I can
hardly hear what I'm saying— Please, please let me have
just a little bit of water. I feel I’ll faint—

BremaN.—All right, then. Just a little, and drink it very
slowly Just sip it.

Biz.—Water poured out of pitcher.

Brenan.—Here,

Yvon.—Oh, thank you— I— I— (Sudden alarm.) Father,
father—

BrerAN.—Comment ? '

Yvon/—What can it be? I'm so thirsty, but I— I can’t drink,
The‘sight of it, of the water in this cannister—horrifies - me.

BrRenAN.—Better leave it alone then, It’s fever. You’'ll be
able to drink later on.

Yvon.—Yes, perhaps. Later on. But the sight of it makes
me sick. Take it away.

Brenan.—That’s your fever— Here, Yvon, come over on
the couch and lie down awhile, And let me cover you up.

Yvon.—No, I don’t want to be covered. I'm too hot.

BrerAN.—You do what I say. There now. That’s better.
(Pause) Yvon. Why are you staring at me so?

Yvon.—Listen, father—I have to tell you something—I can’t
keep it to myself.

BreraN.—You tell me. Tell your father, mon enfant. What
is it?

Yvon.4-It’s about what we—what I—

Breran.—Go on. Don'’t be afraid to tell me.

Yvon.—The other day—over at Cousin Santec’s—
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BreaaN.—Yes, at Cousin Santec’s. I remember. What about
it? :

YvoNn.—Santec’s dog—that big hunter—

BreaaN.—Yes, I know. A fine animal. It was too bad they
had to kill him.

Yvon (starts).—Had to kill. So . . . They did have to kill
him. Had to kill him because he was mad!

BRreEAN.—But that was no fault of Santec’s. He was always
very kind to him.

YvoN (earnest . . . voice down).—Father, that dog—that
dog bit me. That’s what’s the matter. (P oice rising) That’s
why I’'m dying with thirst. That’s why my head is whirl-
ing. ’'m mad. I’'m mad! I’'m turning into a mad dog like
the hunter! (Sobs)

BreHAN (terrified and incredulous) —Lie down. Lie down.
It can’t be—mon fils—it’s impossible.

YvoN (woice dead).—It has already happened. Remember
Guirec, the butcher ? When he died ? He had this fever and
a thirst he couldn’t bear. He couldn’t drink either—not a
drop. (Voice beginning to rise) I was there. I saw him,
That means—it means that it’s all over—when you can’t

 drink. I'm mad. I feel the madness growing in my mouth—
my eyes staring— (Voice up suddenly) I'm going to die
like Guirec—howling and snarling like a mad dog. (Sobs)

BreraN.—No, no, for God’s sake!

Yvon—Yes, I am. It can’t be anything else. It’s been com-
ing on for two days. I’'ve been too terrified to say any-
thing—

BreeaN.—Yvon, Yvon, mon petit, mon cher.

YvoN.—Oh, father, I can’t die like this. Not alone. Not here.
I've got to get ashore. (Screams) I tell you I've got to get
ashore!

Breaan.—Yes, yes! I'll save you. Yvon, mon cher, mon
cher!

Yvon.—Oh, I want to live! More than anything! I must
live! I've got to live!

BremaN.—Yes, yes, Yvon! You’re going to live. You'll be
all right. This will pass. It's—it’s your fever climbing.

Yvon.—Do you think so?

BreraN.—Yes, yes, I think so. Mon Dieu. Of course I
think so. ’

YvoN (woice down).—Father, what would it be like—what
would you do (quick) if I did die? Would you throw
me into the sea?

BreuAN (startled).—Yvon, you mustn’t say that. It isn’t
true. It 1sn’t going to be true— You— .

Yvon (breaking in over)—That’s why I ran out on th
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tower step. That’'s why you heard me screaming! I—
I wanted to throw myself into the sea. I wanted to so you
wouldn’t have to.

Breaan.—My God, my God! Yvon. Have pity. You can’t
know what you’re saying.

Yvon (dead voice) —I1 know what I’m saying.

Breuan.—Yvon, I'll take care of you. I promise. (/dea sud-
denly) T’ launch the dory and row ashore and come back
here with a doctor!

Yvon.—You know you can’t do that—you can’t row six
miles in this weather. You could never get the boat in the
water |

BREHAN (going off mike).—All the same I’'m going. It’s the
the only thing.

Yvon.—No, no, no! Don’t do that! You'll never come back!
Don'’t leave me alone.

BRreHAN (coming back in slow).—All right. T’ll stay with
you then. (Trying to be soothing) Yvon, soyez tranquille.
You must be quiet now. (Going off mike again) 1 just
want you to be calm—just calm for a little while—while
I— I know what I will do—

Biz.—Short pause here . . . two seconds ... then sound
of rope being hauled through pulley . . . pulley squeak
way off mike.

Yvon.—What are you doing?

BRrREHAN (sound continues).—I'm hoisting the distress flag.
They’ll see it the first thing in the morning. They’ll send
out . . .

Yvon.—In this weather! No sailor alive could reach us. And
no boat either.,

BreumaN.—Perhaps the bad weather won’t hold. Perhaps
God will perform some miracle.

Yvon (sercastic) —God.

BreuaaNn.—Don’t blaspheme that way, Yvon. God is a ]ust
God.

Biz—Sound of pulley wheel out.

Breman.—There. It’s flying now— No, no, Yvon—God is
good. (Feeling that he has to remind God of this) He
must be! The ten years I spent in the Coast Guard! Risk-
ing my life a thousand times! He owes me this much that
you may live in exchange for the risks I have taken for
others! He must! He must! He will! I know he will \—
you wait and see—in the morning—yes, the first thing in
the morning.

Yvon (not impressed).—Yes, perhaps— How my head
swims! How hot I feel! Oh, God, I'm sick—I'm sick—
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I’'m sick—I feel something terrible—something coming—
coming soon. {Delirium) Maman!—Maman!

BremaN.—Mon pauvre—mon pauvre— Yvon, please, lie
still.

Yvon (menacing).—Keep away from me. Get away. I'm
going out of my head. I'm going mad! Going mad! (In-
hales sharply through his teeth)

BRfEHAN (frightened).—Mon Dieu! There’s foam on your

ace.

Yvon.—Get away, I tell ya. Get away. I can’t bear you near
me. If you don’t get away—I'l—I’ll— (T hreat rises)
Keep away! Keep away from me!

Breaan.—Yvon! Yvon!

Yvon (beginning to scream at him).—I tell you to get away !

Biz—YvoN begins to smarl . . . bring this in close . . .
BREHAN screams . . . sound of struggle.

BreaAN.—What are you doing! Yvon! Let go of me! Let
me go! (Smarls continue) I'll— T’'ll have to choke you,
Yvon! l

Biz.—Snarling suddenly gives way to choking and gasping
sound . . . strangulation continues but grows weaker and
weaker . . . BREHAN pants with exertion . . . choking
sounds out entirely . . . nothing is heard but BREHAN'S
breathing . . . then sound of body fall.

BREHAN. —My son! I've killed hlm' I'VE KILLED HIM!

Biz—BREHAN bursts into sobs. He weeps steadily for sev-
eral seconds . . . over the sound of his weeping is gradu-
olly superimposed sound of wind rising . . . this comes
up strong and obliterates weeping . . . wind rises to sud-
den shriek . . . then down slightly for:

BreuaN.—Curse you! Curse your weather and your wind.
Curse every black wave in your ocean’s body! You’ve done
this! You've taken my last son! Because I am here to
. snatch away your victims, that’s why you've taken revenge!
" T curse the pitch-black spittle in your evil mouth. I hate
you! I loathe you! I DESPISE YOU'!

Biz.—Breaks off quickly and falls into convulsive sobs . . .

these recede slowly . . . far off mike the whistle of a ship
is almost indistinguishable against the storm . . . sobbing
continues quietly . . . whistle is heard again . . . more
distinctly.

BReHAN (rousing . . . only half comprehending . . . in a

whisper) —What’s that! A ship! My light. I haven’t put
my light on!

" Bis. —Ship’s whistle closer.

BrerAN.—She’ll break up! She’ll strike and break up. (The
full significance of this begins to take hold of him . .

‘
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begins to laugh slightly) Let ’er smash. Let ’er rip ’er
bottom out. (Laughs hysterically) T'll never put this light
on. Never! Never! Never! Nobody ever came to help me.
(Laughs again) )

237 Biz.—Whistle closer. ‘

238 BREHAN (suddenly stops laughing . . . voice goes down
very tender) —No—nobody ever came. I'm going to stay
with Yvon. My little Yvon. Mon pauvre cher— (His ten-
derness becomes the enfeebled whimpering of an old man)

, Yes, Yvon—I'm going to stay with you, mon petit. Old

. Brehan is going to stay with you . . .

239 Biz—Whistle again . . . close by.

240 BREHAN (startled).—Mon Dieu! She’s almost on us! (Hesi-
tant . . . beginning to take courage) 1—I can’t do this!
I'm a lighthouse keeper!

241  Biz—Whistle very close in. .

242 BREHAN (the active man again).—All right! All right! I'm
coming ! Where’s the switch now ! Where is it, where is it ?
Here! Come on now! Light!

243 Biz—Click of switch . . . sound of mechanism . . . metal-
lic grind of turntable.

244 BremAN.—There it is! That did it! Yes, she sees it already.

" She’s veering away.

245 Biz.—Three short quick blasts of whistle . . . mot quite so
close as before.

246 BREHAN.—So—you salute me, eh? You say thank you. All
right. All right. Old Brehan says you'’re welcome. (Sighs)
I've done everything I could— (Pause) Now—I wonder
what I should do about Yvon. . . . (Pause . . . suddenly
startled) Mon Dieu—my arm! It’s bleeding! I wonder
. . . I wonder if Yvon has bitten me!

247 Biz—Slow rise of wind . . . up to peak of sound load . . .
sea gulls cry . . . slow fade . . . down and out on wind.

AN ANALYSIS OF THE PROBLEM OF GETTING STARTED

This play would have been an impossible task for the stu-
dent writer, even though he were given the key to the story.
One scene, two characters, no plot. It has one good wallop in
it and one equally good counterpunch and that is all the author
has given himself to work with. How then did he do it? What
kept it going?

First of all, the setting. It has a distinct flavor, a distinct
smell. In the opening announcement we are given a sharply
individual picture, a picture which to most listeners is sure to
be new but which is nonetheless sufficiently detailed to be con-
vincing. The fact that the room is ‘“circular,” that it is located
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below a “lantern floor,” that it is spattered with the gear of a-
particular profession; all of these contribute to the believability
of the setting—a rough and masculine and utilitarian one.

We know other things. We are a long way from the main-
land, and we are to pick up our characters and our action just
before dark. Further, we have an age contrast in our charac-
ters—this is to be a father-and-son story. In short, we know
where we are and we very definitely know what it looks like,
At this point we have been on the air less than forty seconds.

Now, examine cue 3, the first Sound cue. This instantly
superimposes another layer of atmosphere, intensifying and
particularizing the already established sense of aloofness, and
bringing in a first suspicion of dread. The Sound sequence is
planted early for this very purpose. It is useful in two other
ways as well: our two characters are brought together in the
course of this sequence and brought together in movement—
one coming in to meet the other. We do not pick them up chat-
ting quietly together. With Yvon entering from the wildness
outside, we do not need to have any introducing done for us.
They have to do it themselves. The Sound sequence is useful
in this second way: because the door opens and closes during
the sequence, the author has given himself an opportunity to
show—Dby quick changes in Sound volume—just how bad the
weather is.

What happens now that our two characters are “on stage” ?
They talk shop. What they say at the start is not important.
But the terms they talk in are most important: polishing, reser-
voirs, tanks, lenses, gallons, pumps, wicks, reflectors.

I shall speak of this item many times again in the pages
to come, and show its purpose and its effect in scripts of widely
contrasting color. For now it will be enough to remember that
a command of special terminologies is not only one of the most
useful skills in the business of writing fiction but is also one
which can be acquired without great effort.

The shop talk has acquainted us with the voices of our
characters and given us some suggestion of their duties. This
suggestion is turned into a functional reality with cue 15 when
the revolving mechanism is tried out. But our characters are
still indistinct as people, having said nothing to warrant any
speculation on our part as to what may be intended, and having
done nothing to arouse our dramatic expectations.

We do not have to wait very long for this. Very subtly
something comes into the conversational atmosphere in the



L

32 RADIO WRITING

short dialogue sequence between cues 19 and 27. It is not a
material entity. It is a thin and—we suppose—a meaningless
insinuation. Perhaps the perceptive reader has already picked it
up. The listening ear, if it were at all acute, would certainly
catch it. It is not that there is something wrong with Yvon. It
is rather that maybe something is wrong with Yvon. Maybe
he doesn’t like his father. Maybe he’s afraid of storms. Maybe,
of course, he just doesn’t care about lighthouses. But whatever
it is (and the listener, though subconsciously registering, is not
yet worried enough to give it much thought), we find Yvon a
preoccupied young man, more testy than his father, and less
responsive.

A slight emotional situation has crept in in that short strip
of talk between the cues mentioned. It would not take thirty
seconds to play these lines, yet twice in that time, Yvon has
not heard what his father is trying to tell him. This, we know,
is not a normal reaction. It is an abnormal one.

In cues 27 and 28 which come next we have a strengthen-
ing of the effect of uncertainty, a very effective bit of emphasis
through repetition. It has to do with their unreachable isolation,
Brehan’s line “. . . getting used to seeing no one, being alone,
climbing stairs and being alone, absolutely alone.” Brehan car-
ries his point all right and with four mentions of the thing he
ought to, but Yvon picks it right up and gives it a personal in-
terpretation that is freighted with a good deal more than the
casual irksomeness of solitude. He’s afraid now, and we know
it. And whether we like it or not, our nerves are going to jump
every time his do.

No single force, no single effect, no single trick of writ-
ing, can, by itself, account for the affective sum of the story up
to this point. Our sensation is the result of the combined im-
pacts of all of these devices, adroitly integrated, neatly syn-
thesized. If the radio writer can plant this much at the begin-
ning, he has done more to assure the success of his story than
any amount of subsequent plot development can possibly do.
If he has, this early, caught the mind and the imagination of
his audience and persuaded it to participate in the feelings and
the futures of his characters, he is safe. His audience has be-
come a seeing one.
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THE TrRUE FUuNCTION OF PACING AS IT Is APPLIED TO THE
Rapbro ScrieT

Next we shall investigate one of radio’s most troublesome
problems, troublesome because unapparent. It has'to do with
pacing. Pacing and timing are terms often used interchangeably
in radio. I have never been able to understand why. They have
nothing to do with each other. If they are related in any way,
they don’t look alike and don’t behave alike. Their functions
aren’t even associable. Pacing is the responsibility of the writer,
timing that of the director. Pacing is a change in quality, tim-
ing a shift in speed. Pacing has to do with thought and emo-
tion, timing with delivery. There are too many intangibles sur-
rounding and supporting the full meaning of pacing to permit
a memorizable definition, but I believe I can approach one and
will set it down: Pacing is the method by which the dramatist
advances his argument and moves the immediate focus of story
development either from one character to another or from one
tdea to another.

Pacing has a tonal value without which all drama would
be dull and insipid. Dullness is the one and the only unfergiv-
able sin in the writer’s code. Every other fault is a misde-
meanor. Good dramatists understand pacing by instinct. Bad
dramatists have to learn what it is.

Let us look at a few lines beginning with cue 30. We have
been on the air slightly over three minutes by now and have
discharged all our introductory obligations. We are a long way
from being ready to make gratifying revelations about Yvon,
however, and in fact have hardly started teasing our audience
with him. But we need some sort of change. We cannot afford
to lose what atmosphere we have built, yet we need to get on.
How is this done here? By introducing a new subject of con-
versation. It is as simple as this, and just as useful as it is sim-
ple. The instant we call attention to something not yet noted,
we have refreshed our audience. Something else usually hap-
pens too. There is new character reaction to this new, material.
In this case we have it quite definitely. The indistinctness which
has thus far blurred our image of Yvon—and of his father also
—is giving way rapidly to the crystallizing delineations of a
very particular person. He will soon be someone recognizable.

In the short section between cues 30 and 37 we make
much progress in the way of characterization by setting off the
father against the son. We have had a subconscious feeling
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about these two, suspecting the older man to be a warmer and
a more generous spirit. We now find this to be true. In Brehan
we find maturity, wisdom, experience, philosophy, and a pa-
thetic sort of inarticulate romanticism. What do Yvon’s re-
sponses reveal? That he is a young, realistic, apprehensive,
blunt, and complaining apprentice. Brehan is, or seems to be,
a liberal; Yvon an ill-tempered navvy with no more conversa-
tional aptitude than a snipe. He’s a biter and a denier, and if
we didn’t suspect that there was something wrong with him,
we’d be satisfied to leave him stranded on his rock. But we
don’t feel like doing this. For one reason, we're half afraid
that he may break out with a bad case of nerves at any 'moment
and we know if he does, we will. So when he snubs his father
or contradicts him directly, it does not destroy our sympathy
with Yvon as a person. We may even feel his chagrin at being
told he is falling a victim to the habit of talking to himself,
and if we do, we can certainly understand his headstrong objec-
tion to fraternizing with anything so senile.

We are talking about pacing. The sequence into which we
have just looked is in both objectiveness and attitude very dif-
ferent from the one which precedes it. It does not seem to be
very different until carefully scrutinized. The one which imme-
diately follows is also different, being in effect a return to the
opening atmosphere. Read swiftly, it all sounds like two men
talking to each other in a lighthouse. Reread, it begins to take
on the substance of careful dramatic prearrangement in which
every overtone and undertone is deliberately strung to intrigue
us and to do so without our being conscious of the tuning
process. The techniques here are well concealed but their psy-
chological effect is moving. This is the mark of the good
craftsman.

As we go forward, I suggest that the student mark this
book as frequently as he cares to. It will be a good idea now
if he makes a marginal bracket which will include the dialogue
between cues 29 and 37; another bracket from 38 through 46;
and a third from 47 through 61. Checking them off in this
manner will enable the reader to see these bits as separate sec-
tions and to see how they link themselves into their proper
places in the rest of the story. Is there anything in these three
sections of writing that calls for the resources of a superior
intellect ? Decidedly no. It is straight dialogue of the simplest
sort, requiring no skill other than a capacity to set down a
sequence of pertinent sentences. Remember too that the writer
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of this piece is completely untouched by anything corresponding
to plot complications. He is working with one single idea, an
idea which no doubt came to him out of nowhere and came to
him as naked as the simple question: “Wouldn’t it be terrible
if a man broke out with hydrophobia while on duty in some
remote lighthouse ?”

If we were to offer such a suggestion to our friends as a
casual subject of conversation, we would be told to take a brisk
walk. This would discourage the instinctive dramatist not at
all. Instantly the idea had seized his mind, he would begin to
fit it into a physical setup, pick out his lighthouse, put people
in it. From this most modest of’ germinal stages, he would
move into the core of the problem he has given himself: “How
am I going to make it important?’

PacinG As It ArpPLIES To CHARACTER DELINEATION

We have been looking at this very thing. The bracketed
sections are fairly good evidences of this technique at work.
We can have only a very mild sort of horror unless we are
made to care about the people to whom the horrible things are
to happen. Already we are forced into a rather reluctant re-
spect for the older Frenchman—a sort of Oxford Blue of the
geodetic survey. He’s disciplined, competent, and resourceful,
a good man for a lighthouse. Look again at cue 42: “Of course
it’s a cruel crag. That’s why there’s a light on it.” This is far
more revelatory than we had at first supposed. It is the expres-
sion of a practical man, a man who stands for no nonsense.
Brehan, we are afraid, is unimaginative. But these characteris-
tics do not divorce him from us. They do not because he has
engaged our respect. He’s kept the light burning for twenty
years, hasn’t he?

If Brehan has no use for rambling suppositions, Yvon
has much. It is Yvon who does all the imagining, and it is
through Yvon’s hesitancies, his broken and arrested lines, that
we are led to the climactic thrust. Yvon has been, first, queru-
lous and stubborn, then gruff, and finally in the illuminating
episode beginning with cue 47, intensely affecting. The fact
though that he has been both gruff and stubborn up to this cue
and that with this cue he begins a series of tentative and almost
tender advances, explains why these very advances gain signif-
icant pulling power. When he finally comes out with the
phrase : “When he died?” (55), we cannot avoid a strong feel-
ing of sympathy. Furthermore, we are startled. Why should it
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interest him so? Manifestly, Yvon is afraid for himself. We
don’t know at all why but we suspect he may have reason.
Definitely he wants and needs comfort, and knowing this we
excuse and understand his previous irascibility. He’s behaving
like a man who'’s scared stiff.

What has all this to do with writing and with radio writ-
ing ? Simply this, that an astute use of the immeasurable values
of pace change has converted a sleazy concept into a piece of
firm and enticing melodrama. I hope that it means something
more than that too, in the light of our own analysis—that good
pacing is an acquirable skill. Keeping people excited is the aim
of the good dramatist, excited about a person or a circumstance.
Pacing is the best club in the bag.

I see no good reason to go through the remainder of this
playlet, pointing out all the pace changes which occur. There
are about twenty more and the reader may work them out as
he sees and feels them. If they are marked off, bracketed, or
underlined, they will stand forth more vividly.

We have now seen how the lighthouse story got started;
how with a short spot of realistic talk and a single identifying
sound sequence, we were brought into an unusual locale and
made to feel, if not at home in it, certainly very much in it;
how with almost nothing to work with in the way of progres-
sive development, there was progressive development and that
it was created and sustained by constantly shifting the under-
current of feeling, foreboding, and uncertainty; how through
variations in the way our characters took things, and through
changes in the focus of their conversation, we have moved
forward.

If the reader has already noted the overhanging effect of
cue 61 (“But wouldn’t it be a dreadful thing?”’); if he appre-
ciates the dramatic irony in Brehan’s disposing of the whole
thing in his quick sentence (62) while we in the audience know
we can’t do any such thing; if he appreciates the distinction be-
tween the spot which cue 61 finishes, and the reminiscent di-
gression which follows this cue; if he sees that these are devices
calculated to keep things moving and keep them moving for-
ward, he has then made a finding which he can put to imme-
diate use.

With Yvon dead and the old man badly infected, we have
probably spent about enough time in their lighthouse. But be-
fore leaving these unhappy people, there are one or two items
not connected with the two subjects thus far explored—intro-
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ductions and pace changes—which the reader should look at
and remember.

/

THE PERSISTENT PROBLEM OF THE MONOLOGUE

In this play a very serious and continuing radio problem
has been expertly solved. The problem is that of the monologue.
Radio, still clumsy in the way it handles monologue, usually
handles it by leaving it alone. Leaving it alone is surely the
best way to handle it. Almost always the appearance of mono-
logue in a script gives away the author and shows him as hav-
ing stumbled into a quagmire that is the result of bad leakage
in his structural plan. The writer, in such cases, has backed his
play into a corner and must now back it out again. Such back-
ing in and out is a dreadful thing to watch on the stage and
even more distressing to a radio audience. The listener’s illu-
sion evaporates instantly.

But monologue is sometimes wise, sometimes even artful
It is really bad only if used when there isn ’t anything else to
do—that is to say, when it is unavoidable. It can be good when
the audience can be persuaded that it is inevitable. Here the
monologue must exactly suit the character who speaks it, and
its content must be both plausible and natural.

Without this character preparation, the only idea a mono-
logue in radio may safely convey must be limited to those
moods, reactions, or intentions manifested by interjections, or
interjectory sentences. Thus, with our radio stage empty save
for the lone actor, we may find that he is surprised, frightened,
annoyed, amused, or disappointed, and find it out by his swift
ejaculatory expression, his quick and spontaneous phrase. He
can do this much with safety because in so doing his responses
are as genuine as our own would be under the same conditions.

It is when our hero breaks out with a long and revealing
statement that trouble appears. He may suddenly and for no
reason—in the case of the inexpert monologue—begin wonder-
ing if he knows where the valuable papers are hidden and who
sent the mysterious telegram and whether the poison will dis-
able the engineer before the Midnight Flier strikes those boul-
ders in the Big Horn cut. As soon as this sort of nonsense is
well started, our audience begins to squirm and look sideways
at his neighbor. It is like seeing the face of an old friend turn
. suddenly into a pattern of polka dots{ This is the way we feel
when a monologue takes us by surprise. There has been no
character preparation for it.
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In the case of our characters in the lighthouse story we
find (a) that Brehan openly acknowledges the habit of talking
to himself; (b) that Yvon grudgingly acknowledges it; and
(c) that ‘ talkmg to oneself” is the normal result of being alone
in a familiar and tiresome confinement. Soit does not—it can-
not—come as any surprise when we discover Brehan in the
midst of his first monologue. He has practically told us to
watch out for it. He has certainly shown himself to be a good
one for puttering and muttering—a friendly old codger, in-
tellectually rambling, and loose-hung.

Yvon’s monologues are not so successful as his father’s
but the author still must be credited with having legitimatized
them. Further, it is of much greater importance dramatically
that we accept Brehan’s, for by the time Yvon is out of the
way, and the play still having a good four minutes to go, there
is no one to take charge save Brehan and the Sound crew.

The author, by early planning, has prepared us for exactly -
this. Had he not done so; had he tossed in Brehan’s final scene
without this previous preparation, we would have had a poor
play indeed, a jerky and bewildering tableau boxing its own
shadow without either sense or reality.




CHAPTER III
SOUND EFFECTS

THE layman is unshakably convinced that Sound effects are
the pulse of the radio bloodstream, and that if broadcasters
were denied this exciting accessory, they would be obliged to
retire to some lesser level of cultural usefulness. I doubt if this
is so. At the same time it is true that radio makes much use
of its Sound Department.

Sound effects tease the imagination into an acceptance of
illusions which could not otherwise be achieved. Sound effects
have a positive and constructive value in the building and ad-
vancement of most scenes dealing with atmosphere or move-
ment. But this value is both limited and measurable.

Sound is not an indispensable adjunct to radio. In a few
moments I shall endeavor to illustrate this by incorporating the
text of a thirty-minute script which contains no Sound cues at
all. The script is interesting for a second—if incidental—rea-
son. It is the work of a man I consider not only thoroughly
competent but one of the very few writers I know to have been
started, developed, and perfected (as a specialized workman)
by the radio industry.

TaE Basic RUuLE For THE Use oF SoUND

May I repeat that Sound is not imperative. If Sound does
not clarify a piece of stage business; if Sound does not em-
phasize or fix a spoken line; zf Sound does not intensify at-
mosphere, it does not belong in the script.

~ The tyro may disagree with this, defending his opinion
with the observation that all the broadcasts he has heard con-
tained Sound effects of many sorts and frequencies and that
they came at the rate of about one a minute. Unfortunately,
this is close enough to the average to be bothersome, and it is
unfortunate because it leads to trouble.

Here are some of the characteristic troubles: CBS each
month receives many hundreds of unsolicited scripts and a
large percentage of these scripts include Sound cues for such
implausible niceties as: “sound of old man dropping page of
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parchment on thick rug”; “sound of cow kicking over pail of
sour milk” ; “sound of Captain Bligh thumping twice on fo’c’sle
table to order bottle of wine he obviously has no time to drink.”

Sound engineers never see cues like these. It is good for
their sanity that they do not, but the Script Division sees them
every day. I do not know what would happen if the Sound de-
partment were confronted, by accident, with one of the quoted
directions, but I can imagine that the disturbance would be im-
pressive. And why shouldn’t it!

Such requirements raise questions, and here are the ques-
tions they raise: Does a young man—as contrasted with an old
man—make a different sound when he drops parchment on a
rug? a different sound when he drops parchment on a “thick”
rug? Does a cow make a different sound when kicking over a
pail of sweet milk as it makes when it kicks over a pail of sour?
If Captain Bligh thumps twice when he wants wine he hasn’t’
time for, are we to guess that he will thump but once when he
has all afternoon? And why the fo’c’sle? Why not the ship’s
store?

I know nothing about kicking over sour milk and little
about kicking over sweet, and while conscious that Sound en-
gineers are more inventive than I am, I can still sympathize
with their consternation when faced with a problem of such
whispering distinctions. We can take this nonsense to its final
absurdity by exploring the adverb ‘“obviously.” Let the reader
remember that all the Sound engineer can do is to give two
thumps. That is the actual extent of the direction. It’s quite
true that Sound can do much in the realm of thumping—loud
or soft, near or far, coarse or tender. Sound can thump on a
solid beam of mahogany one minute and on a hollow section
of quarter-sawed oak the next; on the skull of a missienary or
the bottom of a jug. Sound engineers have spent years with
thumps, but the thump that will describe Captain Bligh as hav-
ing thumped “on a table” which was the “fo’c’sle” table, that
the thump meant he wanted wine, that the thump further meant
that he couldn’t drink the wine because obviously he had no
time—this will take some thumping.

The sequence of the Bligh thumps—while more demand-
ing than most—is very characteristic of a whole column of
amateurish blunders. The “parchment” and the “sour milk”
sequences belong in this column too. These are not sound cues.
They are titles for pictures. They are straight prose for a
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reader. They are explanatory notes for an observer. They are
totally without relation to the listener or to the Sound crew.

\
SEcoNDARY SOoUND RULES

This very common error, one of the first symptoms of the
beginner’s work, can be avoided by the application of two sim-
ple rules:

1. Never use adjectives or adverbs in a Sound cue unless
those adjectives and adverbs qualify either perspective or vol-
ume.

2. Never use a Sound cue to indicate the physical action
or intention of a character unless the action is already under
way or the intention already known.

Our next problem is more respectable than the preceding
because it is more dangerous. And it is dangerous because usu-
ally it is the work of a literate writer, and very often a writer
of good intelligence. Here is the most horrible example I ever
saw:

1 Biz—Music . . . sharp, quick chord.

2 Dr. BurkiE.—OQogallalla and his tribe have just returned
from battle and the hunt. . . .

3 Biz.—Sounds of many heavy feet with grunts and groans and
gutturals . . . also tom-toms . . . clattering of wooden
mace on shield.

4 Dr. Burke.—They pile the day’s kill in a heap. . . .

5 Biz—Heavy bodies dropping with a thud . . . intermittent
tom-toms . . . somewhat disordered . . . scraping noises
. . . grunts.

6 Dr. BURKE—An antelope . . . a tiger-skin stripped from the
body of that ferocious man-eater Qogallalla killed a few
short hours ago . . . there are birds and other small game
. . . the women of the tribe prepare the fires . . .

Biz—Rough female cackle . . . cries of children . . . bark-
ing dogs . . . crackling of fire . . . flint on stone, etc.

Dr. BurkiE—The women tend the young ... and well
toward the center of the cave a wounded warrior rests upon
a couch of skins prepared upon a flat rock . . . the warrior
groans . . .

9 Biz—Groans of wounded warrior . . . barking of dogs . . .

sound of mingled gutturals . . . integrated chords of music
. atom-tomdirge . . . bigmusic . . . thunder . . . tom-
toms . . . fading . . . rising . . . fading.
10 Dr. Burke.—Hear those grunts,and groans . .. hear the
shrieks .
11 Biz. Sounds of music suited to the words.
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12. Dr. Burke.—They roll their eyes . . . they look towards the
angry heavens . . . someone flings an arrow . . . a mes-
senger to their gods. . . .

13 Biz—The ping of arrows . . . the whirr of bows . . . the
clash of clubs on rocks and spears on shields . . . shouts
and screams . . . barking dogs . . . crying children.

14 Dr. BurkE.—Another casts a stone . . . thunder rends the
sky . . . the rain pelts down . . . the skies grow black
. . . they all rush to the mouth of the cave and point as
forked lightning lights the world . . .

15 Biz—We hear all the sounds described in the foregoing co-
incident with the action and intermingled with suitable
music.

The mistake here is known as “overloading,” and I am
sure that even the most innocent novice has a working idea of
the trouble illustrated. Overloading is the result either of bad
judgment, overexcitement, or a visual instead of an aural per-
spective. Here it seems to be all three at once.

Reading the example, no one can doubt the literacy of its
author. Yet he has contrived, in this naive but vigorous rhap-
sody, to turn a few English sentences into a pestilence of un-
translatable awfulness.

The trouble begins at once. While no director nor Sound
engineer can object to “rising music,” nor to “rising music
with tom-toms,” nor even to rising music with tom-toms and
a scream or two, the groans and the grunts will begin to dis-
tress him. Should they all be run together or should they be
cued in sequence ? Does B prepare to groan as A’s scream over-
rides the tom-tom, while C stands by ready to grunt?

This astonishing organum is soon amplified with ‘“gut-
turals,” “many heavy feet,” and “the clattering of wooden
mace on shield.” Sound effects, theoretically, could introduce
at this point the gutturals, the heavy feet, and the clattering,
but if they could introduce a clatter so extraordinary as to in-
dicate the rataplan of a mace that was wooden and that was
rapping against a shield, then we are indeed living in an age
of engineering marvels.

Next we move through a crashing parade of barking dogs,
crying children, crackling fire, cackling females, integrated
chords, tom-toms and thunder, pinging arrows and whirring
bows, and stone flints, rocks, clubs and spears, and then on to
the orchestral pay-off in which the musicians are urged to be
“suitable.” Even a nonunion piccolo player would balk.
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The writer has here taken to himself a stereotyped con-
ception of the life and times of “Og, Son of Fire”—or a close
friend—and bejeweled it with every ornament he could think
of, which was more than enough. Further, he’s attempted to
make exciting reading out of his Sound cues. Granted that he
has almost succeeded in this effort.in that the directions are
hardly less thrilling than the text, the listener is still embar-
rassed: he hasn’t had time to hear anything because of the
noise.

In trying to find the cause for so much hysterical busi-
ness, we may have a clue in cue 7. Here we find that the fire is
blazing away nicely just before the flint is struck that sparks it
into combustion. The author is either very careless or very bad
at firelighting. I believe he is careless—careless and joyously
indiscriminate. I believe that when he had finished with his
whiz-banging orgy, he looked at his script and it looked good
to him. He didn’t have to listen to anything. In fact he hadn’t
heard anything when he wrote it. Everything in it is completely
visual. To him the assignment had been one in journalism. This
is the way he took it and this is the way it came out. This, also,
is the reason it went back where it came from. Though visual
to him, he had given no time at all to making it visual to his
audience. Quite obviously it had not entered his head that such
an effort would have been most acceptable to the entire studio
crew, as well as to those thousands of listeners who will now
never know what they missed.

Sound is important. This is not and cannot be disputed. I
have said, however, that this importance is a limited one, and
for the student it will be safer to think of Sound as something
to be used sparingly. Consider it, if you will, as vanilla in a
cake recipe. Measure it out with care. A little of it is enough.

It is another tool, another flavor, another voice which by judi- -

cious handling will serve its purpose in enhancing the whole.

1f the modern symphony orchestra has been improved by
the inclusion of a row of saxophones—and many claim this to
be true—it is also true that good symphonies were composed
long before saxophones were perpetrated upon us. Beethoven’s
scoring for the brass section of the orchestra of his time is con-
sidered pretty poor stuff today—his horns not yet having de-
veloped pistons—but his rating is still respectable and his music
will bring enjoyment to many millions for more years than
anyone can predict. Had the composer known of the existence
of anything which would do for his orchestra what Sound does

~
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for a script, it is probable that he would have used this thing
and used it well. But his not knowing about it seems, today, to
have deprived him of little. He wrote a good script in the first
place. Nothing can discredit this, not even saxophones. This
analogy explains what is to me the relation of Sound to script.

It may be of some help to those who are still fearful of
using Sound improperly if they were to put down boldly what
they think should be said and then examine what they now see
as if they were responsible for the reproduction in Sound of
what they have written in words. Imagine yourself standing
behind the Sound table with fifty pieces of equipment before
you and a half dozen turntables of recorded Sound at either
hand. Can these be ordered and blended to do what you have
asked them to do? With very little thought put to the matter
the average intelligence will see at once that the simpler opera-
tion is likely to be the more effective. It is likely to be more
effective because, from the engineering point of view, it is un-
der better control; and from the listening point of view there
is less risk of distraction and less risk of misunderstanding.

I remember a remarkable Sound sequence in a script which
came to CBS two or three years ago. It was a murder story,
somebody being stabbed in a belfry. The victim, as I recall, -
was the bellman. He was in the belfry ringing the bells. (We
can let this one go.) It was Christmas Eve, and very probably
midnight. The killer crept up the shaky stairs. We were to see
this, of course, by the heavy clumping and the heavier breath-
ing. The sound of clumping changed somehow to a sound in-
dicating that the killer had now reached the top of the last
flight of stairs and had begun mounting a ladder which led to
the belfry itself. A few pauses on the ladder. “The sound of a
knife being pulled from sheath and placed between teeth. An-
other pause. The bells. A lunge and a scream. Body falling
down. Silence. Only the bells.”

The author of this, though deficient in Christmas spirit,
had a certain pictorial sense. He had something else too which
appeared only after reading a note which he had attached to
the script. “In the final passage where the murderer approaches
his victim, the first pause denotes he is getting his wind back
and the second pause denotes he is studying how to strike his
victim. The ‘silence’ called for should be only for a second or
two denoting that the murderer immediately starts ringing the .
bells himself after he has killed the man, to avoid being caught
since the bells keep on ringing. No suspicions are aroused.”
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I like the idea of having the bells go right on, and although
the maneuver is a device-type, I have no doubt but that this one
was completely original with the author who sent it in. As to
the sequence, there is little need to say anything since we have
examined others even worse. But I have preserved the note just
quoted because by the persistent frequency with which this au-
thor’s mistake appears we must set it down now as rule three:

3. Never use the word “denote” in a Sound cue.

I think the reason is clear. If the sound, of itself, does not
denote what it is intended to denote, it is no good, and all the
denoting in the world can bring no more meaning to it.

These rules should help, but they will not solve every-
thing. Nothing will ; nothing save the application of sense. Self-
criticism is the readiest attack, and dispassionate re-reading the
best plan with which to start. Read your piece over not to see
how beautifully it flows but how badly it creaks. Especially re-
read the directions you have given the Sound engineers. When
the offending spots have been found, it is probable that the
cause also will soon appear.

Use “WuAaT” SounD?

Specifically what can a good Sound crew do? What is its
ultimate extension? This cannot be answered satisfactorily by a
word or two, but I believe it can be given an expression. Sound
can reproduce, in quality, pitch, and volume, everything which
the human ear can hear. Many of these sounds can be repro-
duced so accurately that even the most acute ear cannot dis-
tinguish the true from the manufactured.

The main reason the problem of Sound is permitted to be
a complicated problem is because too often Sound is asked to
do more than the ear itself can accommodate. If we look back
for a moment to the demands which were made on the Sound
Department in the cave-man script, we see what would have
happened had the microphones been bombarded with every-
thing called for: we would have heard just exactly what some
neolithic Marco Polo would have heard if he’d been listening
in on the hunting scene when it happened. He would have heard
a mighty clamor. He would not have heard an intricate and re-
sounding grouping of separable sound units, but the conver-
gence of all these units into a great funnel of noise. And he
would have covered his ears.
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I have mentioned some of the abuses of Sound, but it
would indeed be unfortunate if the student, as a result of too
much caution, were to become shy of the uses of Sound. By all
means use it. It belongs to radio and to the radio writer. Its
proper use, even if it won’t sell the script for him, will at least
mark the author as a noticing and thinking person.

Use what sounds? Any sounds with which you and your
audience are acquainted or any sounds which are naturally as-
sociated with the business of your characters. If you want the
unique friction squeak which comes from walking on dry snow
on a very cold night, don’t hesitate to use it. Sound Depart-
ments have it. There is no other sound in the world that is like
it and its perfect reproduction is unmistakable—even to the
quick succession of tiny crunches as the snow packs under your
heel. Household sounds of every sort are constantly asked for
and I know of no case in which the ingenuity of Sound en-
gineers has here failed. I have heard garbage dumped, even to
the suburban refinement of that back-porch operation in which
the sink strainer is banged on the rim of the garbage can. Pip-
ing hot water comes out of a faucet with a different sound
from cold water and this distinction (a little effete but some-
times wanted in hospital scripts) has been successfully accom-
plished. Sound effects can shake furnaces, pop corn, polish sil-
verware, wash dishes, fry eggs, percolate coffee, drip jelly, stir
batter, sweep, iron, and spin. Sound effects cannot knit, tat,
crochet, or embroider. Sound effects can sprinkle the front
yard, trim the hedge, spray fruit trees, paint the garage, roll
the tennis court, mow the lawn, shingle the roof, or burn the
house down entirely. But Sound effects cannot put a hand-
kerchief over the face of an old lady just expired. They can
do none of those things which you can only see. They can do
all of those things which you can hear.

Whatever you may sincerely and constructively ask for,
you may be sure in turn that a sincere and constructive effort
will be made to produce it. Nothing delights a good Sound
Department so much as a sensible challenge. In 1933 I saw the
department spend four days in perfecting an assignment which
required the turning of cream into butter with an old-fashioned
rocking-churn. They did it, too, with the slosh turning into a
stiffer slosh, and turning finally into no slosh at all, into noth-
ing but the ball of congealed butter fat flattening dully against
the ribs of the moving barrel.

This should be encouraging. It would be more encourag-




“Terror by Night’

Earl McGill, second from left, dircctor of the thriller series, checks a timing.
him, Ray Collins. Opposite (with furs) is Martha Scott, young star of Thornton Wilder's play "Our Town.” The cast is
approaching the climax of the famous Polish horror, *“The Bells.”

At extreme right is Orson Welles, and next to




The CBS Writing Staff at WABC, in New York
Left to right, Gilbert Godfrey, William Fineshriber, Robert Smith (in rear), Margaret Lewerth, John Hines, the author,
Lloyd Free. Nila Mack. Charles Jackson. (Note: before being appointed to the Staff, Godfrey, Smith and Hines were
members of the Columbia Apprentice group. Lloyd Free is a2 Rockefeller Fellow.)




#IPRTRA

»

SOUND EFFECTS . 47

ing still if an individual not acquainted with the curiosities and
work habits of Sound engineers were permitted to spend a few
hours in their company. In addition to the 55,000 different
sounds which the CBS Sound Laboratory has devised and
which it can turn on for the listener without rehearsal, there is
still another aspect which brings something approaching no-
bility to this profession. Many of the sounds which it has cap-
tured are possible only after much invention, preparation, and
previous experience. In order that a new engineer may be able
to duplicate everything in the laboratory, a descriptive file of
the more complicated sounds is kept and augmented as new
effects are developed. These files make strange reading but
something of their content should be known. The student will
be comforted to find that the results of such able workmen are
at his disposal.

In this file Sounds are listed under types such as Crashes
" (with subheadings of Landslide, Car, Airplane, Plate Glass
Window, Shipwreck, Shipwreck in Ice, etc.); Human Body
Assaults (Hitting a Man on the Head, Stabbing a Man, Knock-
ing Man Down by Punching, etc.); Walking (on Hardwood
Floor, Lady ; on Hardwood Floor, Man; on Planks; on Ship’s
Deck; on Snowshoes; Ice; Mud; Sand; Hard Beach; Hard
Beach, Damp; Pebbles; Cement; etc.); Motors and Engines
(Ferryboat, Ferryboat Docking, Put-put, Sea-Sled, Ford
Model T, Ford V-8, Airplane, single motor; Airplane, two-
motor; Airplane, two-motor, one missing; etc.).

Surely these examples show an honest interest in the mat-
ter of Sound. And that laboratory findings will not be lost, but
instead made quickly available for studio use, full explanations
and directions are kept which describe in workable detail the
manner in which the effect can be achieved. We have noted the
classification “Human Body Assaults.” According to the CBS
Sound Division the human body can be assaulted in over thirty
ways. One of the most popular is listed under the subtitle:
“Hitting Man on Head.” The file card gives us two methods:
(a) “to hit a man on the head with a blunt instrument such
as a blackjack, use hammer handle on head of cabbage,” or
(b) “hit back of your hand with damp powder puff (large puff
as for dusting powder) and perform operation close to micro-
phone.” For “Stabbing a Man” the files recommend “sticking
dull bayonet into head of cabbage or into raw chicken. Effect
of flesh-tear if cabbage is used is realistic, since layers of cab-
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bage leaves are penetrated. Effect with chicken is better still
since flesh-tear is real.”

Walter R. Pierson, Chief Sound Engineer of the Co-
lumbia Broadcasting System, in an informal talk before the
Institute for Education by Radio at Ohio State University
made some interesting observations in the spring of 1937 re-
garding the development of his peculiar profession. Sound
engineers in radio, he said, had to start from scratch. They
preceded by five years the innovation of Sound in motion pic-
tures, so were unable to draw anything from this source. Turn-
ing to the theater they found that Sound effects, as conceived
by Broadway prop men, were few, inaccurate, and stylized, and
that the whole field was restricted to little more than wind
machines, rain machines, thunder sheets, klaxons, telephones,
clocks, and doorbells. '

Any perceptive playgoer knows this to be true and knows
further that the Sound effects he has heard in stage plays have
been most inadequate. Does the reader recall, for example, ever
hearing any variation in the way off-stage doors are slammed
in the theater ? It is almost as if there were one privately owned
portable door which moves around town from theater to
theater and waits ajar in the wings for somebody to come
along and slam it.

The past year has seen a marked improvement in Sound
effects on the stage, and some play programs have even gone
so far as to give special credit to this department, listing, along
with costumes, lighting effects, technical equipment, etc., such
a credit line as “Sound Effects by So-and-So,” or ‘“Animal
Noises by )’ as in the play “Of Mice and Men.” All this
is a direct result of the influence of radio and its highly per-
fected Sound equipment. People who have seen “Our Town”
and “Of Mice and Men” on the stage—to mention two ex-
amples—will recall the importance of Sound in both of these
plays, apart from the spoken dialogue. In the former play we
-hear the milk bottles rattling in their steel basket as the milk-
man makes his rounds with his imaginary props; we hear the
horse whinny, we hear the Boston train whistling far off in
the hills, and the school bell summoning the children to school
in the morning. Even more so does “Of Mice and Men” depend
on Sound effects for its atmosphere: the opening scene is full
of insect sounds, strange bird calls, and the cry of a coyote, to
make us feel at once the loneliness of the swamp on the edge of
the desert; and later we hear dogs howling, gun shots, horses
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champing in their stalls, and the iron clank of horseshoes strik-
ing the stake as the men pitch quoits off stage. These effects
heighten the authenticity of the atmosphere of the play (they
also help to cover up the sound of a murder) as they do of the
radio script; and it is safe to say that this department of the
theater has been developed and improved only because radio
has made the public conscious of the dramatic value of Sound.

In fairness to the theater, it must of course be admitted that
Sound on the stage does not require the same special attention
it does in radio. If we aren’t convinced by what we hear float-
ing in from the wings or up from below-stage, we can at least
make a good guess at the thing by watching its effect on the
people before us. In radio there is no such opportunity. If the
effect doesn’t speak for itself when it is let loose before a
microphone, the program will have to score a loss at that point.

To prevent this loss, Sound engineers have spent over
fifteen years putting together crazy combinations of cellophane
and peach baskets, cocoanut shells and razor blades, to create
an exact and positive illusion. They have experimented with
thousands of Sound recordings. These years have been at once
highly imaginative and coldly practical, and the line of think-
ing and of experiment can be grasped from a few sample ex-
cerpts from Mr. Pierson’s address at Ohio State.

In this speech he devoted one paragraph to doors. The
quotation is interesting for what it reveals in the way of sheer
conscientiousness of effort. ‘“There are numerous types of
house doors,” he says. ‘“Nearly twenty different models of
these have been built and tried out in our laboratory. For utility
studio purposes generally the best door we have found is a
standard panel door, 45 inches high by 30 inches wide, and one
and three-quarters inches thick. This is mounted in a heavy
frame of 2 by 6-inch kiln-dried oak. The frame is of dovetail
construction in order to avoid warping and to withstand rough
handling. Heavy hardware must be used if realistic Sound is to
be expected. On the side of the frame opposite the door-side,
an acoustical baffle of one-inch celotex is hung on hinges. By
opening or closing this baffle, the door may be livened or dead-
ened at will. The baffle may be removed and a screen door
inserted in its place, thus extending its usefulness. The whole
unit is mounted on rubber-wheeled casters for quiet porta-
bility.”

For water Sounds manufactured in the studio rather than
taken from recordings, he says: ‘““One of the most indispensable
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effects in radio is that of water splashes, swimming, lapping of
water on the sides of a boat, and the like. We have found that
the most satisfactory piece of equipment is a square metal tube
of heavy copper, 20 by 12 inches. Inside this a canvas lining is
fitted to keep the water from hitting the metal walls. This is
important. If the water splashes against the metal, we do not
get true unconfined water effects but the effect of water in a
dishpan. And if we want a dishpan, we may use either a dish-
pan or our copper tub with the lining removed.”

In their work with recorded Sound, the CBS laboratory
assisted in the development of an extremely useful gadget. It
is the record spotting device and makes it possible for a Sound
engineer to hit the desired spot of a record on cue. “By throw-
ing a switch the spotter can drop the pick-up arm to the record
so accurately that it will actually split a word into syllables. In
other words, the spotter not only spots to a particular groove
on the record but also spots to any selected spot on the circum-
ference of that groove.”

This device is so useful that it can be found in almost any
modern broadcasting studio which originates dramatic pro-
grams. But it is only one of many hundreds which today make
up the full battery of the Sound resources of the major net-
works.

Any servicing department whose record of exploration
covers questions of everything from cavity resonance in turn-
table consoles to signal time-lags in reverberation chambers is
entitled to confidence and respect. The radio writer may turn
over his* Sound problem to the good offices of this unique
fraternity without fear. If the writer can put it on a piece-of
paper, the engineer can put it into a microphone.

In bringing to a close our brief excursion into this strange
but lively department, there are two points to be remembered
and both of them have been made before: Sound can take care
of your problem if it is a Sound problem, but Sound won't
touch it if it is a problem in photography. The second point
to remember is this: that Sound is auxiliary and not requisite;
Sound is a technique but not an art, a creature of mechanics;
and in the vast fleet of radio’s dramatic realities, Sound’ will
always be a tugboat, pushing and puffing at the heavier cargo
of script.

Here, then, is the script written by Charles Tazewell,
which has no Sound effects, and it is being incorporated at this
time to put Sound in its place. This place is indeed a respectable
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one, and will continue to be so just as long as the writer recog-
nizes that the virtues of Sound are qualitative and not quanti-
tative.

J. SMITH AND WIFE

J. Smita.—Known to friends and relatives as ‘“‘Johnny—good
old Johnny” whom you can touch for ten dollars and know that
he'll not remind you of the debt for fear of hurting your
feelings. He is thirty-one years old, a bit shy, and while not
defeated by life, he has the resignation of thousands of his type.
He is mild, unassuming, and he believes in three things—God,
the printed bulletins issued at the Office, and the Ten Com-

. mandments.

AND WiIFE—“Mary”—just an ordinary girl who has become an
ordinary wife and mother in the ordinary way. She was called
“May” by the other girls behind the candy counter at the five-
and-ten before she married Johnny—but the name May didn’t
fit her. It had a “party-girl” sound that she couldn’t live up to.
She has been married to Johnny for ten years. She believes in
God, Johnny, and Johnny. .

Tue Keeper oF THE GATE.—A kindly old man—wearied of seeing
all the people who pass his way.

THE Voice.—A deep, kindly resonant voice. One that holds all
the kindness and compassion of all gods and all people. Not a
ministerial voice—but one that is of the earth and the dust of
the road.

There are no sound effects in this radio drama. There is no
striving for dramatic effect. Its success depends entirely on the
utter honesty and absolute simplicity of the players’ work.

Biz.—Chimes. . . .
ANNOUNCER.—The story begins.
Organ.—Light melody.
THE Voice—“Therefore speak I to them in parables;
Because seeing they see not,
And hearing they hear not,
Neither do they understand. . . .”
5  Music—Harp continues for a moment, then dims down and
out.

(The woices of MARY and JOENNY have an awed, hushed
note . . . two strangers who are not sure of themselves
nor at ease . . . but finding themselves face-to-face with
beauty they haven't the words to express.)

Mary.—Gee— Gee, it’s—it’s awful pretty, isn’t it, Johnny?

JorNNY.—Yeah— Yeah—it’s all right.

MARY.—Y’know what? It looks something like the gardens
in Central Park—only diff’rent somehow.
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JounNy.—Yeah— Yeah, it does, Mary.

Mary.—I— I wonder how you’d get in there.

Jounny.—Well—I guess there must be a gate somewhere.
People got to get in and out.

Marvy.—Yes— Yes, sure they do. (With forced gaiety)
They couldn’t go climbin’ over the fence, could they ?

Jounnvy.—No, I guess not. They'd look pretty funny.
Sure—there’s got to be a gate.

MArY.—Sure— Gee— D’you s’pose they’d let us go in there?

Jounny (with false assurance).—Sure—why not?

MARry.—That’d be—swell, wouldn’t it?

Jounny.—Yeah— Yeah, I guess it would. You could walk
around an’ look at the flowers. You always kinda liked
them.

MarY.—Yeah— Remember the time that friend of yours
took us out to Long Island?

Jounny.—Charlie Brown?

Marvy.—Yeah—that was him. We rode in the rumble seat—
an’ we brought back all the flowers—dogwood they said
it was.

JouNNY.—Sure—sure, we had a good time, didn’t we?

Mary.—Yeah— Gee—we had ’em around the apartment for
’most a week. I never saw flowers last so long.

JounNYy.—Yeah—y’kept ’em till they were all dried up.

Mary.—Yeah—I know. I just kinda hated to throw ’em
away. While they was around I could sort of look at ’em
and remember what a swell time we had.

JouNNY.—Sure—sure you could.

Mary.—The geraniums an’ things I raised out on the fire-
escape were pretty—the neighbors all spoke about how
pretty they were. Mrs. Cohen asked me how I brought
’em up so healthy and all—but somehow they weren’t like
the ones we got out on the Island. You could close your
eyes an’ smell ’em an’ think you was right out in the
woods.

JornnNY.—Yeah—I guess that was because they grew kinda
wildlike. Those flowers inside the fence are something like
em. If we could get inside—I—I don’t suppose they’d
let you pick any—but you could look at ’em.

MAry.—Sure—sure that’d be just as good.

JorNNY—Say—say, ain’t that a gate over there?

MAR;{d.—Yes—yes, I guess it is. It looks like it’s all gilt or
gold.

JorNNY.—It'd be gold. They wouldn’t have no call to use
nothing else.

Mary.—Yeah— Gee— It’s so bright it almost hurts your
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eyes, don’t it? It’s bright and shiny like my wedding ring
was when I first wore it.

JorNnNY.—Yeah— Yeah, you know, I wish I'd had a chance
to get you a good ring, Mary. I've been plannin’ to for a
long time—

Mary.—I know, Johnny—but don’t you think about it. I was
always happy an’ sort of proud wearin’ that ring.

JorNNY.—Yeah, but—but that was just a cheap one—only
gold-plated. I'd have liked to have got you a swell one—
you know—solid.

MARy.—Sure—but that one was just as good—an’ it meant
the same thing. Why—why, I wouldn’t have wanted a
better one—it’d just been ruined with my hands in dish-
water and washin’ out the baby’s diapers when he was
little. Sure it would. Why—why it'd just been a waste of
money.

JorNNny.—WEell, just the same I'd a liked to have got you a
better one. I didn’t have the money at the time—an’ then
later on—afterwards—it seemed like somethin’ always
came along to take the money—gas bills—rent—shoes for
Tommy—an’'—

MArRY.—Yes—yes, I know. (With reassuring earnesiness)
But don’t you never worry none about that ring, Johnny.
I was crazy about it. Sure I was—an’ I wouldn’t have
traded it for one with fifty diamonds in it that somebody
else’d give me. Gee—I guess not. Not for a hundred an’
fifty. It was a swell ring. Just—just swell.

JouNNv.—Yeah, but— Say, ain’t that a guy sitting there by
the gate?

Mary.—Yes. Do you s’pose he’s kind of a guard?

JounNv.—I guess so. They’d have to have somebody to
kinda take care of things.

MaRryY.—Sure—sure they would. (Timidly) Do you think
you might ask him if we could go in and just—just kinda
look around ? We could promise not to hurt anything—just
look—an’ that’s all.

JorNNY.—Sure—sure I'll ask him. (Trying to hide how he
hates to do it) Sure—there’s no harm in askin’. Lots of
guys used to stop me on the street an’ ask me how to get
places. Y’know, strangers in New York for the first time.
I don’t know why they did it—but with hundreds of
people on the street they used to pick me out to ask.

MArY (proudly).—Well—they could see that you was a
New Yorker—an’ knew your way around.

JouNNY (complacently).—Sure—I guess that was it. 1
could always tell ’em too—an’ how they could get there
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easiest—on a bus or subway. Gee—I betcha two or three
used to stop me every day.

Mary.—I always thought you oughta had that job in the
information booth down at Grand Central. Gee—I betcha
you'd have been swell there.

JounNY.—Yeah—yeah, maybe I would. I used to think
about that sometimes when I was standin’ there waitin’ for
you. Remember when we used to meet there before we
got married to go to lunch together?

Mary.—Gee, yes—you used to always get there first. As I
came down the steps I could see you standin’ there readin’
a timetable like you was a big businessman goin’ out to
Chicago or Toledo or Detroit.

JounNY.—Yeah—I betcha I've read every timetable they
had. The guy back of the desk musta thought I was a
world traveler or somethin’. He used to say “Hello” and
“Well—where are you goin’ today P’ I betcha he’d know
me right now if I walked in there. I guess that’s bein’
pretty well known. I betcha there ain’t nobody else in all
the thousands of people that go by there he’d recognize
right off like that.

Mary (with conviction).—No, I guess not . . . Gee. .
D’you remember the trips we used to plan out of those
timetables while we was eatin’ lunch at the one-arm place.

JounNy.—~Sure—for our honeymoon we was goin’ to
Washington, D, C. !

Mary.—Yeah. We decided on that instead of Niagara
Falls—it didn’t cost so much—an’—an’ it was more educa-
tional, too.

JounNY.—I’'m—I'm sorry we didn’t get to go.

Mary.—Well—well, I’'m not, Johnny. (Bmvely) It’s better
like it was. You—you get so dirty travelin’ an’—well, we
might have got sick or somethin’ eatin’ in hotels—an’
change of drinkin’ water. (Seizing on thought) There’s
somethin’ that’ll make you terrible sick. My aunt went out
to Jersey some place one time—an’ she wasn’t used to the
water an’ she was sick in bed all the time she was there.

Jounny.—Yeah—but—just the same I wish we could have
gone. But the furniture cost more’n I thought it would—
an’ then the first month’s rent on the apartment in advance.

MARy.—Sure—it costs a lot to set up housekeeping. It’s the
little things—the pots an’ pans an’ salt an’ sugar-—an’
stuff like that. Gee-—gee, wasn’t we broke when we moved
in?

Jounny.—TI’ll say we were—but the place looked swell, didn’t
it? Of course the elevated went right by the windows.

A
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Mary (quickly).—But I didn’t mind that. Why—it was sort
of company when I was alone there in the daytime.

Jounny.—Well, it wasn’t so much, I guess—but it was—
was home,

Mary.—Sure—why I brought some of the girls from the
store up there an’ they were as jealous as could be. Sure
they were. An’ I showed them that picture of you—the
one you had taken out at Coney Island in the airplane—
an’ they all thought you was handsome.

JouNNy.—They did?

MaARy. —Sure they did. Why, Maizie Greenbaum—she’s one
of the best girls they got down at the Forty-fourth Street
five-and-ten on the candy counter—whenever they got
stuck on a big shipment of toasted marshmallows an’
couldn’t get rid of ’em, they just put Maizie on ’em an’
they disappeared. Well, she’s a very valuable girl, an’
Maizie said you was handsome enough to be in movin
pitchers.

Jounny.—Yeah?—Well, gee. I—I always tried to keep
dressed up a little. That kinda makes a guy better lookin’
than he really is, y’know. I—I guess I was wearin’ that
coat with the belt around it when they took that pitcher.

Marv.—Yeah—1I always meant to have Maizie come up for -
dinner some night—

JounNY.—Sure—that would have been nice. Why didn’t
you?

Mary.—Oh, I don’t know. We just sorta lost track of each
other—you got so many things to think about after you
get married. I s’pect she went right on up to the top—
an’ maybe is the manager of some department now—
maybe cosmetics or jewelry.

JornNny.—Maybe not. Maybe she got married and gave up
her career like you did.

MaRry (modestly).—Ohhh. I didn’t give up anythmg

JornNNY.—Sure you did. Why—if you hadn’t married a mug
like me there’s no tellin’ where you’d have ended up.

Mary.—I’d have ended up just the way I started—in love
with you.

JornNy.—Gee— Gee—that’s swell. I always kinda won-
dered if you might not be sorry that—that—

Mary—Sorry? No ... No—I'm glad. . . . Have you
ever been sorry, Johrmy?

Joanny.—No!—Gee—I should say not! Gee—no. Why—
why, I don’t know what I'd done the last ten years with-
out you.

Mary.—Well—well, you'’d have got along all right.

JounNY.—No, I wouldn’t. Why—why how do you s’pose

b
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I’d ever worked my way up to be head shipping clerk at
M. Lapeedus an’ Sons if you hadn’t encouraged me?

Mary.—Gee. I never knew you felt that way about it before.
I thought sometimes you mighta felt the baby and me was
sorta holdin’ you back from gettin’ some place maybe.

JorNNY.—~Gosh—I don’t see what ever made you think a
thing like that. If you’d asked me I'd have told you. You
don’t wanta go ’round thinkin’ things like that. Gee—all
you had to do was say somethin’ an’ I'd have told you
how I felt.

Mary.—Sure—I know that. It doesn’t matter, Johnny—
nothing matters as long as you love me.

JorNNY.—Sure I do. ... Here, let me show you how.
much. (Second’s pause)

Mary.—Gee—gee—y’—y’better not do that, Johnny. The
old guy’s lookin’ at us. Maybe they don’t allow you to do
things like that here,

JounNvy.—Well, say—I don’t see why not. If a fellow can’t
kiss his own wife.

MARrRy —Well—he might not know we was married. There’s
no way he could tell just by lookin’ at us y’know. He
might think we was just bein’ mushy sort of. Y'—y’better
speak to him an’ ask him if we can go through the gate.

JorNNY.—Okay—sure I'll ask him. (Hesitantly) You—
you better come along over with me—an’—an’ then in
case it’s alright we can go right in.

MARryY.—Sure—sure I'll go with you. (Giggling nervously)
Gee—with those whiskers he looks somethin’ like the old
?e;l we used to see ridin’ on the Second Avenue El, don't

e?

JorNNY.—Yeah—yeah, he does—uh-uhhh. Excuse me,
Mister—

GATEKEEPER.—Welcome, my children.

JorNNY—Uh—well, thanks—

GATEKEEPER.—You have just arrived?

JorNNY.—Yeah—yeah, we just got here. We’ve been lookin’
around some. That’s—that’s a nice place you got inside
the gate there. Are you the—the watchman?

GATEKEEPER.—I am the Keeper of the Gate. Yes.

JorNNy.—It sure is a nice place. What do you call it ?

GaTEXEEPER.—The Elysian Fields.

JorNNy.—~Gee—gee, that’s a swell name. The Elysian
Fields—ain’t that a swell name, Mary?

Mary.—Yeah—yeah, it just sort of fits in, don’t it?

JorNNy.—It sure does. Yes, sir, it’s just sorta tailor-made.
I betcha a lot of apartment house owners would like to -
know about that name—it’s got class, you know, like

N
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Ravenfield Court an’ Towanda Terrace. Gee—I betcha
they wouldn’t have no trouble a-tall getting people to move
into a place called Elysian Estates—or Elysian Gardens.
No—no, sir—betcha they wouldn’t have a single vacancy.

96 Mary (low).—Johnny—]Johnny—ask him about us goin’
inside.

97 JomnNY (low)—Oh, yeah—sure. (Aloud) Uh—Mister—
my wife was just askin’ me if it would be all right if we
went in there an’ looked around a little. Y’see—she kinda
takes to flowers an’ outdoor things—you know how it is—
an’ we can promise you that we won’t hurt nothin’.

98 GATEKEEPER.—What is your name, please?

99 JorNNY.—Smith. J. Smith. This is my wife—Mary—].
Smith and wife I guess they’d have us down under.

100 GATEKEEPER.—I’ll see if your names are in my book.

101 JorNNY.—Gee, that’s—that’s sure nice of you. I don’t know
how we got here—or—or what we’re doin’ here. Y’see
we took the boy—Tommy, his name is—he’s eight years
old—on sort of an outin’ this mornin’—I think it was this
mornin’—and somethin’ happened—some kind of—of
accident—

102 Mary.—Accident? Oh, yes. Something—something hap-
pened to the boat—

103 GATEKEEPER.—Then you both died this afternoon?

104 JoHNNY (stunned).—DIED?

105 GATEKEEPER.—Yes, my SOm.

106 Mary.—No—no! That isn’t right. We’re not dead—we’re
alive!

107 GATEKEEPER.—It is only the dead who pass this way, my
dear.

108 Mary.—But we're alive! Sure—we’ve got to be alive be-
cause we’ve only lived such a little while.

109 JoENNY.—Mary—listen—

110 MarY.—Johnny—tell him—explain to him—Ilet him know
that we aren’t like he says!

111 JouNNy.—Well—well, I don’t know, Mary. Maybe some-
thing happened to us—in the accident—it’s all kinda like a
dream—but maybe he’s right.

112 Mary.—But he can’t be right, Johnny! We ain’t had a
chance to do all the things we planned to do!

113 JoENNY.—Yeah—I know—but—

114 MArYy.—Gee—don’t you see? Who'll take care of Tommy?
He’s just a baby—who’ll look after him?

115 JorNNY.—Well—well, he’ll be all right, Mary. Sure he will.
lI;Iis Granmaw—she’s crazy about him—she’ll look after

im.
116 MARy.—But don’t you see? That’s not me—it’s me he
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wants. Gee—who’ll see that he does his lessons—an’ that
he don’t fight with the boy in the tailor shop—

JouNNY.—Aw—aw gee, Mary. You mustn’t feel like that.
We’re here, an’—well, I guess there ain’t nothin’ we can
do about it. We—we just got to take what comes along
like we always have. Maybe—maybe we can get things
fixed up when we go inside.

GATEKEEPER.—You said the name was J. Smith and wife?

Jounny.—Yeah—yeah, that’s it, Mister.

GATEKEEPER.—I do not find such a name in my book.

Jounny.—~You—you don’t?

GATEKEEPER.—No.

JournNY.—But— Gee, it must—!

GATEKEEPER.—It is not here. I'm sorry.

JouNNY.—Oh— (Making a dismal failure of showing he
doesn’t care) Oh, well, it—well, it doesn’t matter, I guess.

Mary.—But, Johnny— '

GATEKEEPER.—I'm sorry—very sorry. I really am.

JouNNY.—Oh—oh, well, that’s all right— It’s not your
fault. There’s—there’s no cause for you to feel bad about
it.

Mary.—But—but couldn’t there be a mistake maybe—
y'know there’s so many Smiths. Gee—there was a couple
right in our block—and—

GATEKREEPER.—There is no mistake, Mary Smith.

JouNNY.—Gee—well, do you think maybe they might not
have got around to puttin’ our names down yet? Maybe
if we was to just wait around a little—

GATEKEEPER.—No, John Smith—it would be useless to
wait. You see—the names here recorded are of those who
have done some great unselfish deed during their lifetime.
Some noble act in which they forgot themselves and gave
all they had to comfort or to save another. They—and
they only—may pass through these gates.

JoHNNY.—Gee—gee, that’s pretty fine. But—but we never
done nothin’ like that, did we, Mary?

MAry.—No—no, we’re just kinda—ordinary.

JouNNY.—Yeah— But what becomes of ordinary people—
like us? Gee—isn’t there some place that—

GATEKEEPER—Of course—there is a place for you—just
beyond here. You'll be very happy there—because it has
beauty too—but a different kind of beauty. As far as your
eyes can see are golden streets.

JOHNNY (trying to cover his disappointment with false en-
thusiasm) —Oh—well, that’s—that’s pretty fine, isn’t it?
—Sure—sure, that’ll be great, won’t it, Mary?

Mary.—Yes—yes, just great, Johnny.
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JornNy.—Sure—why, I betcha—I betcha you never ex-
pected to see nothin’ like that, did you?

Mary.—No—I should say not. That’s pretty fine all right.

JourNNY.—Sure—golden streets.

GATEKEEPER.—Perhaps I’m wrong—but you don’t seem very
happy about it.

JornNy.—Oh, well—well, yeah—we’re happy, all right. At
least—I am. Mary’s a little—a little disappointed, maybe.

GATEKEEPER.—Disappointed ?

JorNNy.—Yeah—y’see she’s always had streets. Nothin’ but
streets—with buildin’s all around. Kinda crowded an’
dirty, if you know what I mean. She always wanted a
place outa town—commutin’ distance, y’know—not a big

house—just a little one—but with a yard an’ maybe a tree -

or two—a maple or maybe a poplar. I always intended to
try an’ get her somethin’ like that—but I—I just couldn’t
seem to make it.

Mary.—It wasn’t your fault, Johnny. It was the money.

JounNNy.—Sure—sure—but it was my business to get the
money, wasn’t it? Well—you can see how it is, Mister. I
don’t want you to think we’re tryin’ to push in or any-
thing like that—because we ain’t. It’s just that we saw
these—these Elysian Fields first and got the wrong idea,
that’s all. Y’see when you been walkin’ on streets all your
life, it’s kinda hard to get all excited about more streets—
even if they do happen to be made of gold.

GATEKEEPER.—] understand. And I'm sorry. But I can’t
alter the rules.

JorNNY.—No—no, sure you can’t. Gosh—we wouldn’t ask
you to do that. Gee, no—we wouldn’t want you to get in
trouble over us. Why, every place has got to have rules to
keep things runnin’ right. The place I worked at—M.
Lapeedus and Sons—got out a little book of rules—with
M. Lapeedus’ pitcher in front. A lot of people used to ask
me to do things that wasn’t allowed—y’know, personal
favors—but I never did it. If I felt myself weakenin’ I
just looked at Mr. Lapeedus’ pitcher an’ that sorta kept
me from yieldin’ to temptation. Sure—I’d say to my-
self—“Mr. Lapeedus wouldn’t make no exceptions for
nobody—that’s why he’s the big shot that he is.” I worked
for him for goin’ on twelve years an’ I never broke a rule.

Mary.—Yes, you did, Johnny. You broke a rule the time
that—

JorNNY.—Oh, yeah—yeah, I did. That was the day the baby
was born, Y’see there was a rule that no employee was
supposed to leave the building before five-thirty without
gettin’ permission from the head of the department. Well
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—they called me from the hospital about five—an’ told me
that everything was all right an’ it was a boy. Well. Gee—
I was so excited I felt like dancin’ a jig or somethin’. You
can understand maybe how a guy would feel in a spot like
that. I waited until five-twenty—an’ then I couldn’t stand
it any longer. I just got my hat an’ left without sayin’ a
word to Mr. Corcoran, who was my boss. Gosh, I guess I
was out of my head or somethin’—leavin’ ten minutes
early with Mr. Lapeedus payin’ me for a full day’s work.

Mary.—Mr. Lapeedus was nice about it, though, Johnny.

JorNNY.—Sure—he’s a swell guy—an’ just like he always
says at all the employees’ banquets—a sort of father to all
the people that work for him. Mr. Corcoran sent him up a
full report of what I did an’ why—an’ you know what he
did? Well—any guy who wasn’t as big an’ understandin’
as Mr. Lapeedus would have fired me—but he sent down
word that I was only to be docked half a day’s pay for
walkin’ out that way ten minutes ahead of time. Gee—
he’s a swell guy—I wish you could meet him, Mister.

GATEREEPER (with quiet meaning).—Yes . . . Yes—I'm
looking forward to meeting Mr. Lapeedus—if he ever
comes this way.

JorNNY.—Yeah—you’ll like him. I betcha he’ll get in those
Elysian Fields without no trouble at all. I betcha they’ll
reserve a whole page for his name in that book of yours.
Yes, sir—he’s a big shot. I—I guess you kinda had a quiet
laugh all to yourself when you thought of two people like
us tryin’ to get into a grand place that’s sort of reserved
for big guys like Mr. Lapeedus.

GATEKEEPER.—I didn’t laugh, Mr. Smith.

JorNNY.—Well, I—I guess we’d better be movin’ along an’
not take up no more of your time. Gee—I guess I been
talkin’ your arm off an’ keepin’ you from doin’ somethin’
important. =

GATEREEPER.—No. I was just about to leave when you
came along.

JorNNY.—Oh—you're closin’ up for the day?

GATEKEEPER.—Yes. There’ll be no more wanderers on this
road until tomorrow—I hope. Well—good night, my
friends.

JorNNY.—Good night.

Mary.—Good night, Mister.

GATEKEEPER (away).—The place you seek is just beyond.

JorNNY,—Thanks—thank you.

MARY (second’s pause).—Gee— Gee, it’s quiet—isn't it,
Johnny?
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JornNy.—Yeah—so quiet it kinda hurts your ears. Well—
I—I guess we better get along to the place he told us to

go. .

Mary.—Yeah—yeah, I guess we better. Only—

Jornny.—Only what, Mary?

Mary.—Nothing—only—well—I don’t suppose we'll ever
be back at this place again.

JorNNY.—No—no, I guess we won’t. Why?

Mary.—Well—do you think we could just look through the
gate before we go? Not open it, y’understand—just look
through. It’d be somethin’ to remember—somethin’ to
kinda think about—I don’t know just how t’tell you what
I mean—but somethin’ kinda like those flowers we brought
back to the apartment. Somethin’ that would kinda remind
us that there are swell things—beautiful things—even if
we can’t ever have ’em.

Jounny.—Yeah—yeah, I know what you mean. Gee, no—
I don’t think nobody’d care. That couldn’t do no harm—
just lookin’ through the bars. I don’t see how they’d have
any rule against that. Sure—you go ahead an’ look.

Mary.—Well—ain’t you comin’ with me?

JorNNY.—Yeah—yeah, sure—I’ll come along if you want
me to. (Second’s pause)

MaryY (breathlessly).—Gee—gee—it’s so pretty it sort of
takes your breath away—

JornNY.—Yeah, it’s—it’s all right.

Mary.—It makes you feel— Oh, come on, Johnny—let’s go
on to where we belong!

JorNNnY.—You don’t want to look at it no more?

Mary.—No! No—I'm all through lookin'—

JorNNY.—But—aw, gee—aw, gee, Mary—don’t do that!

Mary.—I’m all right—I’m all right, I tell you!

JounNy.—Please, Mary—please don’t cry—there ain’t
nothin’ that’s worth you cryin’—nothin’ anywhere!

Mary.—But I'm not cryin’, Johnny. Honest I ain’t. Besides
—even if I was, it wouldn’t mean anything. Don’t I always
cry when I’'m happy? Sure I do. All women do that, I
guess, Gee—a woman cryin’ don’t mean nothin’. Just
nothin’ at all. I'm just kinda—kinda tired. That’s all it is.

JouNNY (the disappointments of years overtaking him).—
Tired. Yeah—I'm tired, too. Awful tired. Tired of bein’
just ordinary—common—tired of bein’ made to feel we
don’t belong—that we don’t amount to nothin’—that we’re
just wash-outs!

Mary.—Johnny—Johnny—you mustn’t feel like that—

JorNNY.—But it’s the truth, ain’t it? Why go on kiddin’
myself ? All my life I’ve pretended I didn’t care—an’ I
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made up stories about how this one an’ that one thought
I was the works—but they didn’t—they didn’t even know
I was alive!

Mary.—Johnny—you mustn’t say things like that—they
ain't true!

JouNNy.—Sure it’s true! They didn’t even know I was
alive—an’ now—now they don’t even know I’'m dead . . .
P’m still nobody . . . an’ you’re a nobody too just because
you married me! That ain’t right. There ain’t no reason
for them to put you in my class just because you’re my
wife! There ain’t no sense in them makin’ you cry—I teil
you it ain’t right!

Mary.—But I'm not cryin’, Johnny—I told you— Gee—

JounNy.—We didn’t ask to come here, did we? He said we
died this afternoon. I thought when you died you died—
but, no—it’s just like it’s always been! Even here they got
a gate to keep people like us out!

Mary.—But, Johnny—don’t you see—the man said this
place was sort of special—for people that have done some-
thin’ swell—somethin’ big an’ unselfish—

JounNy.—But we never had a chance to do nothin’ like
that—

Mary.—No—I know we didnt, Johnny. But it doesn’t
matter—we don’t have to go in there. Why, we can be
terribly happy any place as long as we’re together. Sure
we can. (Trying to turn his attention) Why, don’t you re-
member how happy we were last night when we were
gettin’ ready for the trip? Gee—don’t you remember how
excited we were?

JouNNY.-—Yeah—yeah, I remember.

Mary (still trying).—An’ this mornin’—gee—little Tommy
was up before daylight, he was so afraid we’d miss the
boat! Y’know he’s goin’ to look just like you, Johnny,
when he grows up. I couldn’t help noticin’ when he went
down the steps this mornin’—he’s got the same way of
walkin’ an’ the same way of holdin’ his head.

JounNyY (yielding a little) —Do you—do you think so?

Mary.—Sure. An’ he talks like you, too. He’s got the same
habit of kinda smilin’ at the same time.

JounNy.—Yeah? . . . (With loyalty to her) But he’s got
your eyes. Say—he sure was excited about goin’ on the
boat, wasn’t he?

Mary.—He didn’t talk about nothin’ else for days!

JouNNY.—Yeah—remember how his eyes stuck out when I
came home and told him how I’d got Honorable Mention
in the limerick contest an’ they was givin’ us a boat trip
clear to Boston?



Dress Rehearsal of “The March of Time”
At extreme left is Hugh Conrad, “The Voice of Time”; center background with arms upraised is Howard Barlow, CBS
conductor, waiting for the next music cue; Sound Effects unit at right. (Note: explosion ball — actually a basker-ball
bladder — on the floor between the Sound tables.)
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. Surf Drum (containing dried peas) . Horse and wagon effex
. Till baskets for splintering wood . Water tank and paddle-wheel channel speakers

. Electrical thunder-screen . Horses on dirt road . Office sounds (addi
. Footsteps on stairs, gravel, stone slabs 8. Explosion bladder and audio-oscillator stamper, time-clock)

. Triple turn-table wit
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. Small iron gate
tters and dual 11. Combination house and screen door . Revolver shot and body fall (in gravel)
12. Freight car . Blowing ship’s whistle with compressed air
machine, date- 13. Telephone (bell-tone, busy signal, ringing 17. Clocks reconstructed for Sound (by trip-
cursent tone, dial clicks) ping the strike-control)




“Gang Busters” in Rehearsal

Typical Sound Effects set-up. In right foreground goose-neck microphone picks
up sound of gravel crunches. Center, carriage wheel; left, multiple turn-table.
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Mary.—Gee—d’you think I could ever forget it? You know
what he done? He showed your name in the magazine to
all the kids in the neighborhood !

JounNy (pleased but trying not to show it)—Did he do
that? Gee—I guess if he saves it he can prove to every-
body that his old man wasn’t a dumbbell, can’t he?

Mary.—Sure—I guess it ain’t everybody that gets his name
in a magazine that goes all over the country like that one.
It was in great big type, too.

Jounny.—J. Smith—Honorable Mention. That’s nearly as
good as bein’ on one of them rolls of honor, ain’t it? J.
Smith—Honorable Mention !

MARry.—That’s right. Gee—that’ll be somethin’ for him to
show people all right. An’ I betcha he’ll tell ’em how brave
you were when the boat caught on fire.

JouNnny.—When the boat?—Gee—ain’t that funny? I'd
almost forgot all about that—it seems so long ago.

Mary.—It was just last night—don’t you remember? We
was all asleep in the cabin—

JouNNY.—Yeah—yeah—an’ the smoke woke me up!

Mary.—Sure—an’ you opened the door an’ there was fire
everywhere.

JouNNyY.—Yeah—that’s right—somebody was yellin’ that
the boat was sinkin’—an’ to get in the lifeboats!

Mary.—But we couldn’t find any—they’d all gone away an’
left us!

JouNNY.—Yeah—yeah—I remember Tommy cryin’—he
was so scared!

Mary.—Then the fire came all around us—you couldn’t
breathe—

JoENNY.—An’ we jumped!

Mary.—Yeah—you had Tommy in your arms—

JouNNY.—And the water—it was terrible cold—

Mary.—Like ice! It made you numb all over!

JounNy—But we started to swim for the lights on the
shore—

Mary.—They were a terrible long way off—

JouNNy.—Yeah—too far, I guess. I used to be a good
swimmer—but I got kinda tired—

Mary.—You was holdin’ us both up, Johnny—me an’
Tommy. Gee—I don’t see how you even got as far as that
life preserver—

JouNnNY.—Gosh—gosh, I was glad to see that floatin’ on the
water. If it’d only been a boat or somethin’ we could have
all held onto it till somebody came along an’ picked us
u

MaAry.—Sure—but even I could see that one life preserver
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couldn’t hold up all three of us—they’re only made for
one. Gee——didn’t we have a time gettin’ Tommy into it an’
fixin’ it so’s it wouldn’t come off—!

Jounny.—Yeah. He didn’t want us to leave him, did he?

MaARy. —No—but he promised he wouldn’t cry when I asked
him not to an’ told him we were both goin’ for help. An’
he kissed me goodbye, Johnny (her voice breaking). He
kissed me right here on the forehead because the life pre-
server kept me from gettin’ close to him.

JorNNY (haltingly) —Gee— Gee—I didn’t mind dyin’, did
you?

Music.—Start harp very dimly in the distance.

Mary.—No—no—

JorNNY.—I wasn’t afraid—because I knew he’d be all right.

MARry.—Sure—that’s it.

JorNNY.—Nobody minds dyin’—for somebody they love.

Mary.—Sure they don’t— Besides—we aren’t dead, Johnny
—because Tommy’s still livin'—and he’s us—you an’ me
together—

JorNNY.—Sure—only he’s better’n us—he’ll grow up to be
as big as the love you an’ me have for each other—because
he was born from that love—

Mary.—Yeah—we were just ordinary—but fie’ll be the kind
that’ll do some wonderful thing like that gateman said—
somethin’ you an’ me never had a chance to do—some-
thin’ unselfish an’ fine. Why—maybe that’s why you an’
me died so he can do that, Johnny—

JorNNY.—Sure—maybe we did.

Music—Harp grows louder.

TrE Voice.—Oh, my children—come unto me—

Mary.—Listen—did you hear someone speak, Johnny—?

JorNNY.—No—no, I didn’t hear anything—

THE Voice.—Those who dwell here with me have given
much for my sake—but thou hast given more than any of
these—for thou hast given all of little.

Mary.-—Don’t you hear it, Johnny? It’s a voice I've heard
somewhere before—

THE Voice—Do ye not know that I smile on the foolish
things of the world that I might put to shame them that
are wise ; do ye not know I choose the weak things of the
world that I might put to shame the things that are
strong ?

JorNNY.—Yeah—yeah, I hear it, Mary. Only—only it
isn’t a voice—it’s more like music—

TraE VoicE.—See—*I will go before thee, and make the
rough places smooth; I will break in pieces the doors of
brass, and cut in sunder the bars of iron—"



.
SOUND EFFECTS 65

245 Mary (in awe).—Johnny—]Johnny—look. The gate’s
standin’ open—wide open, Johnny—

246 JoHNNY.—Yeah—yeah—

247 Mary.—I didn’t touch it, Johnny—honest I didn’t. I hope
nobody’ll think—

248 Tue Voice.—The gates never will be closed against such
as ye. Come unto me—and I shall wipe away every tear
from thine eyes, and death shall be no more; neither shall
there be mourning nor crying, nor pain any more. Can
ye not hear me? Come—

249 MAry.—]Johnny—the Voice—it’s speakin’ to us—didn’t you
hear ? It’s askin’ us to come on—to come in the gate—

250 JoHNNY.—Yeah—yeah, I heard—but—but we don’t belong
there. That’s not our place—

251 Marv.—Maybe not—maybe we ain’t never been nothin’—
Maybe we ain’t never done nothin’— But maybe some-
body wants us just the same— Maybe—maybe—they do,
Johnny— Let’s go see—

252 Music—Harp up for a few moments . . . dim down and
out. . . .

This half-hour script has been presented over the Columbia
Network five or six times since the year it was written (1934)
and each time presented as a result of accumulated letters re-
questing it. When performed over the air, it has a tremendous
effect. Even when read much of this effect can be felt. It has
that quality necessary to all good drama, the power to trans-
port. Of course it has a touch of hokum, but because this is
device and not content, it would be ungenerous to carp about it.

In its connection with our discussion of Sound, the inter-
esting and the instructive lesson which this play brings to us
is that although the script contains no Sound cues, no strain of
any sort has been put on the piece in order to avoid Sound.
Not only is there no strain, there is not even an unorthodox
leaning—in either action or development—in the entire play.
Yet by the most rigid definitions of what constitutes a radio
play, this certainly classifies as one. And it is not uneventful.
It may be said that we participate in little physical activity or
movement, and this is true. The eventfulness here, however,
is an emotional one, and it is considerable. Emotion is nobler
than action in all literary endeavor, and if action proceeds from
no given emotional source, the action has been so much waste
motion. Emotion is causative, action resultant.

Most new writers and most students of dramatic technique
(and 1 found this equally true among the adult studeats at
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New York University where the average age was forty) are
tempted to forget this ineluctable but stubborn verity. In their
playwriting they seem to want to get something started and to
get it started as impressively and quickly as possible. They
invent action in the hope that it will beget more action. In radio
this is almost always accompanied by Sound in greater amount
and heavier volume. The amateur’s theory in this regard seems
to be that a great show of noise will take the place of visible
excitements, that big collisions are better than little ones, that
to tip over the Chrysler Tower is better drama than dumping
the old lady’s apple cart. There is something praiseworthy here
no doubt, but something dangerous too.

In radio this danger is multiplied because of the simple
fact that Sound is the only resource left the writer. Instead of
using it charily, the new writer is more likely to plunge into his
last remaining reservoir feet-first and make as big a splash as
he can. Mr. Tazewell’s story about J. Smith and his wife Mary
is a fine refutation of the theory that noise is action, that
crashes constitute climaxes, that audible decorations are synon-
ymous with dramatic adroitness. His unconscious exposure of
all of these fallacies is the more telling when looked at in this
further way : the reader very probably would not have realized
that the script, as a radio script, was in any way lacking. He
would not have picked up the point that Sound was absent
throughout. There was nothing in the story to make its absence
noticeable. It wasn’t necessary so it wasn’t used; and it wasn’t
missed because it wasn’t necessary.



WRITING EXERCISES

I. Dramatize the “grindstone” scene from 4 Tdle of Two
Cities, including all the Sound suggestions which Dickens has
given. If possible, play this scene with a cast, using all the Sound
cues written for it, then rewrite the same sequence, confining all
the Sound requirements to the grindstone itself. From this dem-
onstration, the student can himself determine which is the better
piece of radio. After making this determination, dramatize the
rest of the chapter, confining Sound to the proportion found to be
most effective in the demonstration sequence.

2. Dramatize the courtroom scene of Les Misérables, using
all the Sound indicated in the original. Do the piece over again
with no Sound other than gavel raps.

3. Dramatize the final battle scene from Ipanhoe—the at-
tack on the castle—using every sound which Scott has written.
What single background sound can the adapter employ which
will create all the necessary impression of movement, violence,
and excitement?

4. What is the sum-total contribution which Sound can bring
to Poe’s story, “The Tell-Tale Heart”? Dramatize this story in a
half-hour show.

5. In Lord Dunsany’s one-act classic, “A Night at an Inn,”
how should the writer employ Sound in order to create the en-
trance of the idol? Because Dunsany has had the three priests of
Klesh murdered on-stage by three different ruses, what must the
radio adapter do with Sound in order to create the same impres-
sion? Without dramatizing the whole play, write each one of the
spots which will require Sound, assuming that Sound is here used
to create visible impressions.



CHAPTER 1V

TRANSITIONS

New York UNiversiTYy has a very active and very popular
division known as the Division of Adult Education. Of the
large number of evening courses being conducted by this divi-
sion, each semester finds three or four courses in various
branches of radio: engineering, production, script writing, and
the like. Five or six staff members or department heads from
the key stations of America’s networks have been prevailed
upon at one time or another to teach these courses. My own
experience in this connection was most illuminating. One of
the discoveries which I made at once was this: that the problem
of converting a general writing talent into a specialized radio
talent was fairly simple.

Another finding, just as quickly made, was the negative
side of this proposition ; that all the instruction in the world
could do nothing whatever for the individual who lacked the
primary writing instinct. But given this instinct, the problem
of teaching and of learning radio writing became almost a
mechanical one. This derived from the general fact that most
of the mistakes made by the student writers were of a type
which responded to treatment.

There was one difficulty, however, which did not yield so
easily, and because it is something which must be completely
mastered (and this in turn because it is everlastingly with the
radio writer), we shall spend some time with it now. It is the
problem of the transition.

THE PURPOSE OF THE TRANSITION

The purpose of the transition, of course, is to shift the
action from one scene to another in either time or location’or
both. Most transitions advance the story chronologically by
bringing us directly to what happens next. Transitions in radio
may also advance the story structurally by bringing antecedent
action to the members of the audience at the precise time it is
important for them to know what this action is. These are
known as transitions to flash-backs. They are as common in

68
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radio as they are in motion pictures, and serve the same pur-
pose in each, the only difference being that pictures do it by
dissolves, radio by Sound. But the mechanics of the transition
in both cases are identical and we may therefore think of the
transition as a device to get us from one place in our story te
another.

Most radio dramas, because of time restrictions, run
through their scenes in less elapsed time than do the scenes
in any other dramas. And because of the physical simplicity of
moving from scene to scene in radio, it is not unusual to find
as many as eight or ten separate scenes in a half-hour script.
We shall examine, in addition to some very good student work
and an excellent tour de force by a former staff member of
CBS, one of the most amazing curiosities I have ever seen in
radio. I have preserved this boisterous monstrosity (which, I
am glad to say, was not a student script) because in a semester
at New York University I found many writers, and many that
were really good, piling one scene on top of another without
any intervening explanations at all; scenes which jumped *or-
ward in time twenty years without a murmur, chasing immedi-
ately on the heels of scenes which brought the reader face to
face with total strangers, and did so without either apology,
clue, or introduction. This is a basic fault, instantly marking
the writer as dangerously amateurish, and even if the story is
a good one, such a piece makes such awkward reading that it
simply has no chance to sell. You must have transitions if your
play has more than one scene. If you ignore or neglect this
necessity, you will fail before you get started.

We shall look at several sections of a radio play whose
indifference to the matter of transitions is close to whimsical,
and I hope that it shocks the reader. If it does so, I will need
to say little more about why we must respect the humble pur-
pose of the transition. The piece is an original ‘which deals with
some involved love affairs, a golf match, a kidnaping, police,
gangsters, hotels, lawyers, automobiles, nervous disorders,
country clubs, and a jury trial. Its seventy-four scenes are
crammed into fifteen minutes of script and the whole business
is entirely innocent of transitions. Of the forty various char-
acters, we need to know only a dozen or so. The two principals
are young ladies of twenty who hate each other. The heroine is
Virginia. The villain is Peggy. We encounter the pair in the
midst of a golf match. Peggy is losing. This hurts her pride
and gets her to thinking. She decides it would be a good idea
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if somebody were to kidnap her opponent, so that she (Peg)
will automatically win by default. She turns to her caddy:

Precoy.—Get four men. Then come back here. They must be
husky men.

Cappy.—O.K. T’ll get those greens-keepers. They look like toughs.

Peccy.—That sounds good to me.

Cappy.—Here are those four tough guys.

There now follows some incidental golfing. Virginia bangs a
beauty to the green. Peggy plots with the four toughs. It seems
that they will need a room in which to hide Virginia once she
has been kidnaped.

First Touca.—We'll go on and get the room.

PeGgy.—Great.

Seconp ToucH.—We've got the car all set,

PeGcey.—Great.

First ToucH.—We’ll nab Virginia around the other side of the
green. .

PecGcy.—Great. Now it’s my shot. Wham! That did it. Two hun-
dred yards. Right up to hers.

SEcoND ToucuH.—We’'ll grab her when she putts, Ed. There she
goes! Virginia, come here! Give her the gag, Ed!

Ed now gives her the gag, and they spirit her away. Then:

Trrp Touca.—Bill, take the gag off Virginia. Give her the gas!
We've got to make the Mexican line.

BiL—First I’ll dash in the clubhouse and grab the phone. Police
station?

SerGeEaNT.—Hello, desk sergeant speaking.

Next we have three quick but confusing scenes, the major
result of which seems to be that Peg has been double-crossed
by the sheriff and the process server. A policeman arrives on
the scene. Singlehanded he surrounds the hotel where the her-
oine is being held. From the hotel lawns he looks up at the
various windows, and we come to this:

Cop.—TI'll take out my gun. These guys will do some shooting.
First ToucH.—Gang, grab your revolvers. The bulls are coming!
Cop.—Start shooting.

Seconp Toucu.—The jig’s up. Oh! You got me in the arm!

Other detectives arrive by the wagon load. Without warning
we are in the hotel lobby. An arresting officer starts the next
scene:
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OFFICER.—Is Peggy Washer around ?

Desk CLErk.—Not registered.

OFFIcER.—Oh, I see her over there in the dining room. Hello,
Miss Washer. You are under arrest.

But Peg Washer is no coward. She never bats an eye. Instead
she pulls out five thousand dollars and offers the money to the
an ‘‘to shut your trap.”

OFFICER.—A bribe! No! I think you’re mixed up in this. Any-
how, it’s time to finish that championship golf match.

Pecey.—How do you know?

OrFFicErR.—The boys are rolling the tenth green. Here’s your
driver. Give it a good one!

Through this remarkable piece of teleportation we find our-
selves right back where we started. The golf match resumes
at once and runs like this:

VIrGINIA.—I’'m dead beat. But let’s go on.

Pecgy.—No. I want time out. I want a cigarette.

Tim (Peg’s lover).—Good work, Peg.

WiLL (Virginia’s lover).—You're O.K., Virgie. Don’t let her
trim you.

VirG.—Don’t you worry. I've got her number.

WiLL.—Atta girl. Will you marry me? I've got some money
saved. I love you, dear.

VirG.—Yes, honey. Let me make this last putt. There. Now I’m
champion for another year. Let’s get a drink at the club. One
old-fashioned please, waiter.

It’s all over now but the trial. There is a long scene of cryptic
cross-examination with many people we haven’t yet met non-
chalantly piecing the plot together from the witness box. Sev-
eral objections are overruled, one is sustained, and then finally:

Jupce—The jury has heard the case. They will now retire to
deliberate.

CrLErk.—Five hours and the jury still deliberating. But there is a
knock at the door. The jury has reached a verdict.

Jupce.—TI will read the verdict: “We the jury have found Peggy
Washer guilty. She was the brains of the plot.”

VirG.—Good. But I pity her.

Jupce.—Peggy Washer, this astonishes me. I know your father.
I sentence you to twenty years.

Virc.—Let’s go home, Will.

WiLL.—No, dear. We are going to the parson’s.
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Virc.—I love you, Will. But please be careful with all these traffic
lights.

WiLL.—TI’ll be careful if you'll be my wife.

Virc.—There’s a red light. Kiss me, Will.

This extraordinary ant heap (it was called “She Got
Hers”) is the best plea I can advance in the interest of the
transition. The whole subject of the transition, like that of
Sound, is made far more difficult than it needs to be. Improper
comprehension of what the thing is and what it is supposed
to do is the source of the trouble here. If the writer when
putting down his directions for transitional routine would men-
tally change places with his radio audience, he would be safe
in most cases. All that is happening really is a shifting of props
or people.

AcruaL METHODS OF TRANSITION

In radio this shifting can be effected in five different ways:
it can be done atmospherically by music, or it can be done
expositionally by an announcer’s narration, or acoustically by
Sound effects, or dramatically by voice-fades, or directly by a
cued pause (dead air). Transitions can be effected also by vari-
ous combinations of any of these single devices and that is the
way they usually occur.

In the preparation of your own script, you may assume
that you will have the sort of music you want at your disposal,
since most stations which feed dramatic programs to any of
the four major networks are adequately equipped with house
orchestras. And you may also give full instructions as to what -
you want and how you want it. To the writer the advantage of
knowing something of orchestral uses and practices is so real
and so varied that the subject will be separately dealt with in a
later chapter.

In the case of narration, where continuity of action is
momentarily suspended in order to bring the listener to his next
scene by telling him about it in words, there are many marked
advantages. Much ground can be got over and got over quickly.
That is its primary virtue—a purely pragmatic one—and from
the utility point of view this device cannot be ignored. How-
ever, its single disadvantage is so disturbing that it makes a
very debatable issue of the whole thing. And here is the point
it raises: in a dramatic broadcast, any narration amounts to
interruption. Continuity of illusion has been dislocated. We
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have been taken out of our play. We must reundertake the job
of getting into it again. Naturally this is truer of the straight
dramatic script than it is of the educational script. But in any
script in which sustained illusion is at a premium, any fracture
to any part of it will be made at the expense of the whole.
And because I know of no broadcast play which was left un-
damaged by this device, I consider it risky and inadvisable. It is
better to do your narrating at the beginning and be done with it.

The third transitional method—the use of Sound—brings
this controversial department momentarily to an almost tri-
umphant stature. Sound has great use here. The important
thing to observe is this: in so far as possible use those Sound
materials which have already become fixed in the scene, or else
those Sound materials which will be familiar and recognizable
to the audience as natural properties of that scene. In other
words use the Sound surroundings of the locale in which you,
as the writer, have already placed your scene.

The fourth means of transition, the voice-fade, is very
common and I am afraid it will have to continue to be. The
voice-fade is a necessary evil. Radio writers use it constantly
and they usually use it in those scenes where there are no
possible Sound effects and no music. In other wotds they use
it when there is no other way out. In these cases the transition
opens itself to the same criticism which was made of the mono-
logue—that it is bad when it is unavoidable. There is some-
thing about both monologue and the voice-fade transition
which seems to be forced, and although the voice-fade has
become accepted by the radio audience because of long usage,
there are other serious objections to it which should be noted
for purposes of literary hygiene. One of these objections is the
fact that because a voice-fade is so simply executed, the new
writer will glut his script with them to the detriment of its
playing power :—two or three voice-fades in a row is a tire-
some thing to listen to. Worse than this, the discriminating
listener cannot digest a succession of voice-fades without sens-
ing their factitiousness, feeling their denial of reality.

In the experience of our own lives we do not hear people’s
voices fading into inaudibility except under two conditions:
when the speaker is moving farther and farther away, and
when the speaker’s voice is buried by other sounds. Why isn’t
it sensible then to restrict, or attempt to restrict, the voice-fade
in radio to those situations in which such a fade is natural ? Let
the actor whose voice is to be used for the fade-out be given a
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line which suggests his exit and given the line somewhere prior
to his departure from the scene. In this situation, when the
voice begins to trail off at the end of the scene, the listener is
undisturbed. The illusion has been accurately preserved. The
actor’s voice is fading out because he too is fading out. It is the
way voices sound when our friends leave our own homes. It is
the way a dog sounds when he runs off barking at a ground
hog on the other side of a field. Naturally we cannot always
have our dogs running off after ground hogs because many
scenes are physically static, and in these cases sudden injections
of motion will appear false. But we should re-create, wherever
possible, semblances of the familiar and the real.

The direct pause or cut-off, the fifth device, under a few
special conditions is a handy thing to know, handy not so much
for its technical usefulness to the writer as for its effect on
the listener. It gives the listener a very decisive jolt. Some-
thing has suddenly truncated the action of the play. Somebody
has flung a pan of ice water at the players. This jars the audi-
ence into the same sort of quickened attention they feel when a
program goes off the air because of line failure. Dead air is
unusual in radio programs. When the effect is artificially created
by the direct pause or cut-off, the radio writer knows that the
quotient of alertness among his listeners will go up. I person-
ally consider the frequent use of this device a spurious and
unhnecessary trick, but there are times when it works very well.
There are even times when it is indicated before anything else.

We shall see examples of some of these separate transition
methods, and of combinations of them, in our next script. The
piece is called “Cartwheel” and is the work of Vic Knight, a
very able radio writer formerly of the CBS Production Staff.
In a previous paragraph I alluded to this quarter-hour script
and called it a tour de force. This is what it is and what it was
intended for. The body of the story consists of over twenty
scenes, each one of which gives us another episodic flash in the
history of the cartwheel, or silver dollar, which we are follow-
ing. Further, there is a sturdy O. Henry snapper on the end
of it. That all of these twenty-odd scenes are packed into
thirteen minutes of air time, and that they are therein made
believable, is a triumph. The story, however, is not our curi-
osity at this point. Transitions are, and the Cartwheel script,
averaging about one transition a page, is a good study. Here is
the original script:
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CARTWHEEL

DEMPSEY (71 vyears old) (hideous scream . . . up then
muffled)—Le'me go! Le'me go, I tell ya! (Gasps)
Gimme my cartwheel—it’s MINE! Cartwheel—cartwheel—
CARTWHEEL! (Guttural) Cartwheel— (Gasps . . . sub-
siding into moans)

Doctor (calmly, but firmly).—Better get a strait jacket,
boys—and truss him up. I’ll be back in a moment. Don’t .
leave. .

Biz—Footsteps, gradually up . .'. door opens . . . closes

. moans fade, but are sustained in background after
door closes, occasionally intensifying.

Docrtor.—Don’t get excited—easy! (Slight pause) Are you
his son?

Son.—Yes, doctor—I—I am. I guess he’s—lost his mind—
hasn’t he?

Docror.—No ordinary case, this. What—uh—what can you
tell me about it? What’s this—“cartwheel” he speaks of ?

Son.—It’s a long story, doctor. It goes back more than—
fifty years. (Starts fading) Back to when Dad was just
a young fellow, working in the United States mint, down
in Philadelphia—

Biz—Simulation of coin edge-rolling machine, up five sec-
onds . . . fade on cue. Whistling of “Strolling through
the Park One Day” picks up off mike and approaches
gradually, timed synchronistically so that end of wmusic
comes simultaneously with placing of a large container of
coins on bench.

DEmMPSEY (20 years old).—There they are, chief-—cut,
blanched, and edge-rolled—as pretty a batch of cart-
wheels as you ever set eyes on! (Clink) Listen to it ring
—no sound just like a cartwheel ringin’, is there, chief?

ForEMAN (umimpressed).—Guess not. Get ’em cleaned up
in a hurry, Dempsey. Just got word the president’s bring-
ing a party through this afternoon.

DeMPSEY (startled).—President Arthur? You mean he’s
coming heref? To the mint?

ForeMAN.—That’s right. Garfield used to drop in pretty
often, but this is Arthur’s first visit.

DeEmpsEYy.—Gee! (With surprise) Say, chief—look at this—
LOOK !

ForEMAN.—What’s eatin’ ya? '

DeMpPsEy.—Why—the date on this (Quick embarrassed
laugh) Why, chief—only half of the eights was printed
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on this coin—just half of an eight and it looks like a
three—a 1384 silver dollar!

ForemAaN (desperately).—Good God, Dempsey—don’t tell
me that whole batch of dollars is—

DemPpseY (interrupting).—Oh, no, sir! Only these last few
—only—

Biz—Clink of coins, as if counting.

DEMPsEY.—Only three of them, sir.

ForemaN.—Phew! You like to scared me to death! Let me
see ‘em.

Biz.—Jingle of coins.

ForeMAN.—Sure enough—thirteen-eighty-four instead of
eighteen-eighty-four! Only half of one of the eights.
Well, I'll be—

DEmpsey.—What’ll I do, chief—toss ’em back into the
bullion? There’s only three of ’em an’—

ForemaN.—No, Dempsey. Don'’t do that! If we throw ’em
out, the run’ll be short—better just let ’em pass. Forget
it. And don’t say anything to anybody. Chances are no-
body’ll ever notice it anyway. (Laugh) Pretty slick—
(Clink of coin . . . begin fading . . . slow) a thirteen-
eighty-four cartwheel. (Laugh . . . fade)

BLAKE—Get closer to the phone, I can’t understand you.
(Pause) 1 can’t be wrong . . . there were only three of
those coins—I know, because I went to the mint person-
ally and talked to a young fellow named Dempsey, the
very chap who turned them out—now here’s the point—
you know enough about collectors to realize what this
means to me—what’s that? Precisely. With all three of
those freak cartwheels, I'd have, without question, the
finest collection of American coin in existence. Get me the
other one—I won’t be satisfied until I've found it. Hang
the expense! (Start fading) I'd pay $25,000 before I'd
see anybody else get that coin. (Hang up)

Biz—Cut dead . . . hold three seconds.

DempsEY (dejected).—They always told me, Martha, that
I’'d make a lot of money in the mint, but that I couldn’t
keep any of it. (Sigh) Gee, I never thought I'd lose my
job just because I told that coin collector about that cart-
wheel—just think, Martha—once it was in my hands—I
made it—and Jlost it— But I'll find another job—maybe
before the baby is born. And mark my words, Martha—
some day, I’'m gonna GET that cartwheel—yes, sir, I'm
gonna get it— (Start fading) It may pass through a mil-
lion hands, but some day I'm gonna get it.

Biz—Anvil ringing . . . then hammer laid on anvil.

SMita.—It’l] cost ye a dollar, Morton. Might seem like a
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heap o’ money for ya to pay, but if ya send off to that
place what I told ya about fer yer store-teeth, th’ hull
thing won’t run more’n five dollars. (A bit more severe)
Do ya wANT me t’yank out them teeth, er don’t ya,
Morton ?

Biz—Clink of silver dollar on anvil.

SmitH.—Set down then till I git m’pinchers, an’ don’t be
wastin’ my time, ’cause I got that bay mare an’ them three
other hosses t’shoe yet t’day, an’ I ain’t hankerin’ t’be
delayed !

Biz—Fade into horses’ hoofs lazily approaching on cobble-
stones . . . wagon wheels . . . a bell. . . .

AcGIE—Oh, you kiddo! There’s the hokey-pokey wagon.
You got money, Archie—why don’t ya buy some?

ArcHIE—Twenty-three skiddoo to you! I ain’t gonna waste
my silver dollar that way, Aggie— No, siree—I’'m gonna
hold onto it. Don’t fergit—th’ Floradora Sextette is
comin’ to the Casino nex’ Sa’rday.

Biz—Cut . . . fade in next speech.

Executive.—While it is true that he impressed me as a
very sincere and capable fellow, comma, Dempsey’s past
record shows that he was discharged from a job at the
United States mint, period. This (start fading) indicates
questionable character, comma, and I'd rather not have
him in our employ, period.

GamBLER—Unlucky at horses, lucky at blackjack! Twenty-
one the old army game. One seat open at blackjack, men,
one seat open—

Biz—Clink of silver dollar at table.

GamBLER.—Goin’ agin—blackjack, a dollar and up cards to
the gamblers— (Start fading) Unlucky at horses, lucky
at blackjack. Twenty-one the old army game—

Biz—Cut . . . take on cue.

CLERGYMAN (projected, on piano mike, as if from pulpit
into large cathedral).—O Lord, let us be worthy of these,
thy blessings, and let them be acceptable unto thee, for it
is more blessed to give than to receive.

CrowD.—AMEN.

Music—Offertory strains on organ . . . up four measures
. . . fade, sustain in background very lightly . . . four
separate clinks of money dropping in wicker basket . . .
each a bit heavier . . . last (fifth) sound of silver dollay
clinking in basket. Slight pause . . . organ up . . . fade-
out on cue.

ANNA (a ribald laugh).—Oh, Jacques—merci beaucoup!
Cela fera bien I'affair— Now ze ma’'mselle know why zey
say DOUGHBOY !
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Biz—More laughter from Anna . . . and man . . . blend-

ing intd combat, shells, shrieking planes . . . rockets
. . sustain for ten seconds . . . build to crescendo, fade
into gasp and groan of man.

Pat—No use, Larry. Don’t stick with me. (Breathless)
I'm a goner—here—if you make it back—give this medal
to Ma, will you—and better take these centimes—an’ this
cartwheel—I can’t buy nothin’ where I'm goin’ now—
(Gasp)

Biz—Three seconds dead silence.

DEMPSEY (55 years)—And when you get your pay, som,
don’t forget—ALL in silver dollars!

Son.—Aw, gee, Dad, you still expect to find that twenty-
five-thousand-dollar cartwheel, don’t you? .

DeMpsey.—Sure 1 do, son. (Start fading) It may pass
through a million hands, but—

BarkER—Biggest and most stupendous show along the gay
rialto! The one and only Rudolph Valentino. The perfect
screen lover, in “The Sheik of Araby,” sensational hit of
the silver-screen. Step right up, a few choice seats re-
maining—

Mary.—Two, please!

Biz.—Silver dollar clinking on glass . . . BARKER up . . .
cut dead.

BrLake.—Yes . . . I'd still meet the price because it’s worth
it. But something tells me my coin collection will never be
augmented by the third and last of those 1384 cartwheels.
(Wistfully) Wonder where it is? Maybe it doesn’t even
exist any more. Maybe it went down at sea or perhaps
some old granny is hoarding it in her attic chamber—or
maybe—for all we know—right this very minute, it’s in
the hands of a—

MorL—Thief! So that’s what I am, eh? A thief just be-
cause I’'m taking a dollar of your filthy money to buy
myself a bite to eat. Well, I'm fed up, see? Here’s your
dollar—stupid—take a good look at it—

Biz—Dollar breaking glass.

MoLL.—It’s the last one you'll ever see—you RraT!

Biz.—Pistol shot and groan . . . very shght pause.

Director.—Cut! That was putrid! Let’s shoot the whole
scene again, and for Pete’s sake, Barbara, let’s HEAR that
silver dollar hit the looking glass!

Biz—Traffic noises . . . build up . .. fade . . . sustain
... BG.

EvLsie.—It’s only a dollar, Jim. Let’s get one.

Jim.—But, Elsie—we don’t need it, I tell you.

Evsie—But we will need it soon, honey.
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Jim.—I know, but let’s wait, Elsie. I never was a plunger.
Evsie—No, Jim—please! Let’s get it now. I want it—Jim—
Jim.—But, honey, I—

ELste.—I’ve got a dollar, Jim—this old silver one. I’ve held
onto it for a long time—just for something like this—
please, Jim—

Jim (sighing).—Oh, all right! But I can’t see the sense of
buyin’ a baby buggy ’fore we’ve even got a baby!

, Biz—Traffic noises up briefly . . . blend into confusion of
voices.

SpieLEr—The Indians on the reservations gather these
precious herbs, barks and bitters, nature’s own ingredi-
ents for nature’s own panacea, Dr. Witherspoon’s Magic
Elixir. One dollar the bottle.

YoxeL.—1I’ll take one!

Biz.—Clink of dollar in tambourine . . . begin to fade,
shaking tambourine.

SpieLER—Thank you! Who else wants it? (Fade) Dr.

Witherspoon’s Magic Elixir, nature’s own remedy for all
man’s ailments.

Biz.—Knock on door . . . latch opens . . .

Boy.—Telegram, sir, for Mr. Hemmingway.

HeMM ~—Thanks.

Boy.—1It’s collect, sir—one dollar.

HemM.—Oh—I see— Uh—who sent it?

Bov.—No signature, sir.

Hemm.—Well, come, come, I can’t pay for something un-
less I know where it’s from. After all, I—

Bov.—It’s from Nevada, sir. Reno, Nevada.

HeEMM~—Reno, Nevada ? Here—here’s the dollar.

Bovy.—But this is only half a dollar, sir— Oh—I beg your
pardon, I see—it’s a cartwheel—thank you, sir.

Biz—Ripping open telegram.

HemM (sotto).—“HAVE CHANGED MY MIND STOP TAKING
MORNING PLANE HOME—RUTH.”

Biz—Crumpling of paper.

HemM.—Nuts!

Biz—Door slams . . . cut . .. hold dead three seconds
. . . fade in next speech.

SoN (40 years).—He’s been acting pretty strange, Ma, since
he went to that fortune teller.

MaArTHA (60 years).—Cartwheel—that’s all he ever thinks
about—that cartwheel. Wastin’ his time—'cause you know
he’ll never see it agin.

Biz—Cut . . . hold dead three seconds.

Spike.—Come on, glutton, divvy it up. What’s th’ haul ?

HyMie—T’ree or four C-notes, I guess, countin’ all dis
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chicken feed. Geeze, I didn’t even leave dat cashier enough
jack to keep a ladybug in hair nets.

Spike.—Nice goin’!

Hymie—Say, Spike—look at dis! A cartwheel! Must be
sort of an antique, too—th’ date’s 1384. Geeze, dat must
be way back in Buffalo Bill’s time.

SpIKE—Gimme it, ya dumb cluck. (Slight pause) Sure—
jist as I thought—it’s a phoney! ya ignorant—how could
there be a U. S. dollar in 1384 when Columbus didn’t
even find th’ place till 1776? Ain’t ya never read yer civies?

HywMmie—I never had much schoolin’.

Spixke.—WEell, here goes dis phoney cartwheel into da spit-
toon!

Biz—Clink of silver dollar on metal . . . cut dead.

Biz—Dice . . . shaking.

HicuprocKETs.—Snake eyes an’ lil Phoebe hide in de cane-
brake—talk, school dice, TaLK! *Nunciate out loud. (Dice
land) Hah! Seb’m done come!

Biz—Crowd reaction . . . surprise.

HicapockeTs.—Shoot de wucks! Who gonna fade me?
Dat all de cash money in dis gatherin’? Ain’t nobody got
no mo’ money?

Biz—Crowd reaction . . . ad libs . . . “dass all,” etc.

HicurrocKETs.—Sho nuff ? Den I rolls.

Biz.—Dice shaking . . . and landing.

Hicrrockers.—Hah! Seb'm she is! School dice, ya done
done it! De ruckus am completed an’ Highpockets say,
“Aw reservoir, genmums.”

Biz—Crowd reaction . . . resentment . . . gradually out.

Pee-WEee.—Highpockets, man, you is RicH! Yo’ mus’ make
yo'seff th’ee fo’ hund’ed dolla’s. .

Hicarockers.—Heah—take yo’seff dis heah cartwheel, son,

an’ go now an’ git yo’seff a bottle o’ gin, o’ sumpum else -

dat yo’ craves.

Pee-WEeE—No, Highpockets! Doan gimme dis carfwheel!
Gimme instead a dolla bill. Dis heah cartwheel is yo’
lucky pocket-piece, yo’ voodoo charm dat yo’ done start
wid befo’ yo’ win yo’seff all dat money.

Hicrrockers.—Hesh yo’ mouf, boy, an’ make tracks.
Highpockets kain’t be bothad wid money dat jingles—
oney de kind dat rustles—(Laugh)—go git yo’ gin, now,
an’ lee’ me by— (Start fading) 1 is sashayin’ fo’ de
bright lights—git goin’ now, an’ (project) doan spen’ yo’
cartwheel all in one place!

Biz—Street noises . . . traffic . . . up, then sustain in
B.G.
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BuM.—Say, would ya give a buddy a dime for a cup of
coffee?

Soak (hic) ~—Cup o’ coffee?

BuM.—Ye—yessir.

Soax.—A dime for a cup of coffee? (Hic) But why should
you charge me a dime when I know where I can get it for
a nickel ? S’outrageous!

BuM.—Aw, ya don’t git me, pal. I'm hungry—awful hun-
gry! I ain’t seen food fer—fer three days.

Soak.—Youw'd still reco’nize it. (Hic) Same old stuff.
(Laugh) Here—take this silver dollar—get TEN cups of
coffee . . . get TWENTY—get—(hic)—get goin’!

BuM.—Gee—thanks, buddy! (Shght pause . . . then . . .
sotto) Sucker! That’s 18 bucks so far tonight, an’ the
evenin’s young !

Biz—Build up traffic noises to peak-. . . slow fade-ous.

Nurse.—Shall I give him another hypo, doctor?

Docror.—Uh—I think not— In his condition, I hardiy
believe he feels any pain.

Nurse.—He cried out all through the night, doctor—mum-
bled something hardly intelligible, except for an occa-
sional mention of a—"cartwheel”’—

Docror.—Yes—I know. His son explained that to me last
night. (Stghs) Just stay with him, Miss Maxwell. He
doesn’t have much farther to go.

Biz.—Metronome, gradually up, then down and owi
under . . .

SoN (50 years).—I just wanted to thank you, Mr. Allison,
for your sympathetic handling of father’s funeral.

UnpErRT.—Not at all, Mr. Dempsey.

Son.—I've brought the insurance check with me to settle
the bill.

UnperT.—Oh, yes.

Son.—Mother has endorsed it. Two hundred dollars. That’s
just about right, isn’t it?

UnperT.—The amount is slightly less, I believe, Dempsey.
Yes—just a hundred and ninety-nine dollars, including
the extra limousine—you’ve got a dollar change coming,
Dempsey. Do you mind taking this—cartwheel ?

Biz.—Clink of silver dollar on desk.

AN ANALyYsiS oF TRaNsITIONAL DEVICES

The first scene, as the reader has observed, is over after

the first two speeches. Cue 3 introduces us to our next scene.
Look at the cue a moment and see how neatly it accomplished
its purpose. What the writer had to do here was to take us



&2 RADIO WRITING '

from the presence of a doctor and a crazy man, and then trans-
fer us to another room and to the presence of the doctor and
the crazy man’s son. This is a simple enough operation in itself
but it is_surprising how badly the amateur can bungle such a
maneuver. Vic Knight in his handling of this bit of scene-
shifting has not done anything brilliant. He has merely done
the thing right. He has used the only two effects that were
necessary, footsteps and a door. He has directed that the steps
be brought “up.” The reader can see what this does in the wa

of aural illusion. The doctor is approaching us. :

Next he opens the door and closes it, and in so doing he
partially closes out the sound of old Dempsey. Dempsey’s
moaning, however, is kept alive and this in turn not only helps
to bridge the two scenes but it also gives an additional fillip to
the contrasted scene which follows: worried relative waiting
for doctor’s verdict. This takes place in the direct foreground,
immediately on this side of the door. The listener has not had
to guess where the characters are because sound has told him;
and further, since he knows where the characters are, he also
knows where he is in relation to them, a valuable concomitant
to all good scenic illusion in radio.

The son’s voice starts to fade in cue 7. This voice-fade is
excusable because here the son has absorbed the functions of a
narrator. He is setting a scene (a flash-back) into which we
are about to be taken. The voice-fade now merges with cue 8.
1 doubt if many radio listeners would recognize the sound of a
“coin edge-rolling machine” and this direction would be a
violation of one of the sound rules we have already laid down
except for the fact that we have been told in so many words
that our next scene will open in the Philadelphia mint. Not
knowing what a good mint sound is, the audience accepts what
it hears when it has been asked to do so. In this case it does
not need to be a specialized sound because no use of the edge-
rolling machine, as such, is made. Most anything would do
here. We used recorded farm machinery in the actual air show
and it sounded all right.

The machine fades out, and our first character approaches
us whistling. Whistling is always a little risky because most of
it is done so badly. Here it cannot afford to be done badly
because it is important that the tune (by all those who know
it) be recognized. It is important because the song (“Strolling
through the Park One Day”) contains, and is intended to bring
to the audience, what is known as period sense; that is to say,
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identification of a year or a period by a song which is strongly
associated with that time. Most actors are bad whistlers and a
few seconds of tuneless piping at this point would rob the
transition of much of its purpose. The transition is completed
when the container of coins is set down close to the microphone
at the Sound table. It is not necessary to say that the Sound
engineer would set down his burden with sufficient force to
extract the metallic value the cue holds. We would hear some
of the coins jingle from the jar.

Cue 24 closes the scene between Dempsey and the mint
foreman. The actors retire to the clinking of the 1384 cart-
wheels and the laughter of the foreman. The transition here is
done by both voice-fade and Sound effects, and there is no
merging with the next scene. We bump right into Mr. Blake.
This is unusual. It is unusual because it is in no sense a transi-
tion. Continuity has been severed. There has been no prepara-
tion for this agitated coin collector, not even so much as the
psychological preparation of pause. But it is not bad radio. We
know in the first spoken line what the man is doing, and in the
second line we feel ourselves to be on perfectly safe ground:
Dempsey and his mint are pulled into the talk.

The effect which Mr. Blake’s opening statement so per-
emptorily injects, while more properly a collision than a transi-
tion, is interesting also for what it does to the pacing of the
show. The swift juxtaposition of this man’s excitement against
the more easygoing tone of what has preceded gives a spurt
to the movement here which would have been lost had the
author chosen to be orthodox in his transitional usage at this
moment. What keeps it from being bad radio—what makes it
good radio—is the instantaneousness with which Blake’s pur-
pose is brought forth. He’s on the phone shouting for the third
cartwheel. His scene ends with a receiver click.

This too is good simple radio because in the familiar and
recognizable sound of a receiver click there is finality and
conclusiveness. It is abrupt enough to permit the dead pause
which follows, and a dead pause is adequate for the tempo
and quality of the next scene, Dempsey’s dejection. Dempsey
leaves the picture as mournfully as he entered. I do not care
for the voice-fade here. It is probably good enough but it would
have been a simple thing to invent a reason which would retire
him physically from the scene, trotting off to hunt for a new
job, for example.

As it here stands, cue 28 (which introduces the black-
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smith who is about to pull Morton’s tooth) was not strong
enough to establish positively the interior of the blacksmith’s
shop. Positive establishment of this was necessary because the
scene was to be played for what comedy it had and this comedy
depended upon the listener’s recognition of the incongruity
presented. The Sound sequence was repaired by additions, real
horseshoes and a few hammer strokes. Cue 32 was also weak.
It was fixed up in the studio rehearsal before air time and
played smoothly in performance. Can the reader determine, by
looking at this cue as it here appears, what confusion it caused
when it was executed in this form? Here was the trouble: we
have just left a scene in a blacksmith shop in which we heard
a horse being shod, and we now enter another scene which
introduces itself to us by the clopping of another horse. How
can the listener tell it is another horse? Obviously he can’t tell.
For several seconds he presumes he is still with the same horse.
He has not been forcefully divorced from the bay mare in the
shop. This is the sort of mistake a good writer very frequently
makes. It is not dangerous because it is sure to come out in
rehearsal.

Let us glance at cue 37 for a moment. This introduces us
to the gambling spot and does so without any transition at all.
I feel that here the scene would have been livelier had it been
given the Sound it seems to deserve. Millions of Americans are
familiar with this county-fair, pumpkin-show itinerant, fa-
miliar with the flutter of his beautiful card-shuffling, with the
emphasis that marks the slapping down of the dealt cards, the
quick ripple when he thumbs the deck. This sort of Sound
accompaniment is the only thing radio has to approximate
“business”” on the stage. Here we do not see the gambler in
actual motion. His spiel (plus the inevitable cartwheel) carries
the entire scene. The take-out for the scene, another voice-fade,
is in my judgment the best voice-fade in the script. It is good
here because we know we are listening to a spieler and we
know how repetitious they are. We also have a feeling of
temporariness in our visit to his midway, as though we were
passing on down to see the fat lady. The spieler sounds right.
That is all that is necessary in radio.

Next we have a short pause of two or three seconds
before going into the offertory scene. This is fairly easy and
has here been expertly done. The fact that we open the scene
with the intonations of a clergyman is a help because we already
are in the habit of associating a quasi-theatrical quality to the
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ritual anyhow. The fact that his voice has been given a certain
ecclesiastical resonance by the neat artifice of an approximated
echo (by placing the microphone face down in one of the sound
holes of a grand piano) is a further help. All those who re-
member the eerie, outer-space effect which characterized the
opening of the venerable Buck Rogers programs will appreciate
exactly what that quality was. It was here achieved in the same
way, and in the case of the clergyman, while no outer-space
feeling was required, we still have something equally suitable—
an austere and booming religiosity. We are in church. We
know this not only because of what the minister is saying but
by the way he is saying it. The organ music is of course
inevitable and altogether proper. It might very well have started
before the offertory prayer. This is a matter of individual
preference and is not the main point. The main point is that
the music continues with complete naturalness during the actual
offering (in which the offering plus the cartwheel is taken up)
and that with equal naturalness the music is still alive to
terminate the action and retire the scene with dignity.

Cue 44 brings in Anna’s laughter. Then we have a short
exchange with the doughboy, and a fade-out on the laughter
which opened the scene. Cue 46 merges the two scenes while
yet retaining one of the characters of the first. Only this time
Pat is in a contrasted situation, and here sound has adequately
planted the contrast. Pat’s death-rattle is good enough to close
his scene, but between his death and the reintroduction of
Dempsey we lack sufficient identifying material. True, we will
probably reorient ourselves before the scene is spent, but we
have to depend strongly on the voice of Dempsey to do this for
us. We cannot depend too much on what his son says because,
despite the very first scene of the play, we are no longer ad-
justed to the setup. Either we have forgotten by now the
father-and-son beginning, or we do not link them up in their
proper relationship. I feel that the transition here, barren of
any connective, has been deficient. A reference to the mint
would have fixed it at once. The entrance of the son, bringing
Dempsey’s pay in silver dollars, would likewise have made the
scene clear. It is disputable and it would not be given this
attention except that in all cases of doubt the safest thing in
radio is to err on the side of clearness.

With cue 51 the barker repeats exactly the transitional
method used for the gambler (37) and the effect works well
because the same conditions obtain in both cases. Similarly,
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Blake returns to us and identifies himself by what he says in
his first speech.

The baby-carriage scene is set between identical sound
cues for traffic noises, and although we do not know quite
where we are, we do have a comforting sense of being enclosed
in plausible parentheses.

The medicine-show scene, blending from traffic confusion
to voice confusion, is good and it should be remembered. It
exemplifies a point of common radio practice which will be
most useful to the student. The single voice which comes out
dominantly and understandably from a background of inarticu-
late crowd noise is more effective than the single voice which
fades in gradually by itself and which achieves articulateness
by unsupported but increasing audibility.

Cue 74, which introduces us to a brisk bit of dialogue,
opens its scene simply. Door knocks automatically suggest en-
trances, and door slams (like receiver clicks, previously noted)
suggest exits. Both of these were used to bracket the telegram
scene and the transitional device which follows the door slam
was excellent in this instance because the scene was in every
sense a black-out.

We open cold on the scene between Spike and Hymie.
This is acceptable because of the contrast it affords the scene
we have just left. Cue 99 also is right. It agrees with the im-
pulsiveness of the action it visualizes—brutally quick and final.

Highpockets rolls in noisily shaking dice, a sound which
craps and parchesi have made ubiquitously familiar. His exit
introduces transitional street noises which we are prepared for
(“I is sashayin’ fo’ de bright lights”) and these in turn are
the sound surroundings in which we properly find our next
character, the panhandler. He too is left where he should be,
in a melee of honking and gear shifts. A slow and positive
fade-out on this cue conclusively ends what has here engaged
us, and the suspense line which opens the hospital scene is
strong enough to carry us through to the metronome.

The metronome, ticking off the seconds and ticking out
old Dempsey’s life, has become by usage a symbol of fate, and
here its connotation is immediately perceivable. Mechanical
though the thing may be, the effect on the listener is the effect
of doom and falling action, a graceful, if lugubrious, coda to
our story and fitting preparation for the final scene.

The undertaker sequence, because of what we have ex-
perienced with the suggested passing of Dempsey, would be
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tantamount to an afterpiece except for the shock of the final
smash. The curtain line with its simultaneous coin clink was
very artistic indeed.

“Cartwheel” has most of the qualifications of good radio,
and if criticism has been directed at a few of its transitions,
the criticism is offered only as a caution to the new writer—
offered purely to show him how good transitions are accom-
plished, how misleading ones are avoided. The fact that we
had in the “Cartwheel” story a handful of disputable transi-
tions and still retained a“high standard of workmanship (in
other words a good show) should emphasize once more the
major point of this entire work on the subject of radio writing :
the script is the thing. What do your characters say, what do
your characters do? This is your paramount duty, the only
“must’” in the business.

Transitions do have great value. We have seen some of
them. Good transitions assist, poor ones detract, but the most
startling transition that has ever been heard over a transmitter
is not equal in dramatic value to one brilliant characterizing
line of dialogue. Transitions erase the blackboard and clean it
for the next problem. That is their entire purpose. In this re-
spect their virtues are just as noble, and by the same token just
as restricted, as the virtues of Sound. Technically both have
stature, dramatically both are miniatures. They are not themes
but grace notes.
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1. Read “The Legend of the Enchanted Soldier” from Wash-
ington Irving’s The Alhambra. Write the transition which will
take Don Vicente from-the seminary square after he has found
the ring, and start him off on his adventure. What very handy im-
plement has the author himself given us for this?

2. From James Gould Cozzens exciting story “S.S. San
Pedro” prepare the transition which will take us from Chapter III
into Chapter IV.

3. In The Swiss Family Robinson Chapter IX ends with
the happy family having supper. Chapter X starts off with break-
fast. How can the adapter, in this transition, indicate by Sound
that the night has passed? Where should he start his next spot
in order to indicate that the family is up and about and already
breakfasted ?

4. Tom Sawyer, in a desperate attempt to show Becky
Thatcher how athletic he was, merely succeeded in making a fool
out of himself. This is the unhappy moment which ends Chapter
XII In Chapter XIII we find that Tom has decided to lead a
life of crime, and this resolution brings down so much self-pity
that he begins to blubber. The scene also introduces his friend
Joe Harper again. What sort of transition shall the writer em-
ploy to carry Tom’s humiliation from the scene of Becky into the
scene with Joe Harper?

5. In Scene Two, Act Four of Peer Gynt, the stage direc-
tions read as follows: “Another part of the coast. Moonlight and
passing clouds. Out at sea the yacht is seen steaming at full speed.
Peer Gynt is running along the shore, now pinching himself in the
arm, now staring out to sea.” The scene belongs entirely to Peer
Gynt. There are no other characters. Does this fact legitimatize
the use of transitional narration here? What use of music can be
made ? Write the transition and start the scene.

6. In john Bennett’s book Master Skylark Nick and the
master-player are talking as they walk through the valley of the
Avon. This is in Chapter VI. In Chapter VII they become hun-
gry and Nick, instead of drinking his companion’s wine, goes
down to the spring. What use can the adapter make of the fact
that both these people are musicians when it is necessary to change
their microphone perspectives? For practice purposes, let Nick
disappear from the physical scene here but keep him alive aurally.
Prepare the transition that will effect this.
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'

7. From Alice in Wonderland write a single transition that
will take Alice down the rabbit hole.

8. In The Last Days of Pompeii Chapter III ends when
Glaucus comes suddenly face to face with Ione again. Chapter IV
re-introduces the Egyptian. In preparing the transition between
these two chapters, determine first exactly where the Egyptian
should be picked up, and by whom he should be surrounded when
he starts to speak.

9. In Hawthorne’s story “The Maypole of Merry Mount”
how many different transitional possibilities present themselves
which could be used to characterize the attitude of the Puritans
toward the Maypole worshipers?

10. From Jules Verne’s book Around the World in Eighty
Days make use of the opportunity which the newspapers offer in
Chapter V. Invent headlines and the like for purposes of a fast
series of very short transitional scenes, the sum-total effect being
one to speed Phileas Fogg on his way.



CHAPTER V

PROFESSIONAL QUALITY: EVIDENCE
IN THE BEGINNER

WHAT kind of scripts do radio stations buy ? Out of the thou-
sands which flood the script departments there are discourag-
ingly few which survive a first reading, fewer still which finally
achieve a production. Those which are ultimately bought and
performed do not share common attributes any more than
novels or stage plays do. They have all been written by differ-
ent people of different ages and experiences, and their stories
are on a thousand different subjects. Hence there cannot very
well be any namable set of common attributes. Each script has
its own special virtues.

At the same time it is my observation that there is a qual-
ity which is common to most of the material purchased for
broadcasting. It is an elusive quality but any editor is instantly
aware of it wherever it appears. I cannot put a label on it but
I can describe it and explain its source. This quality is a com-
bination of three factors: direction, purpose, and familiarity.
If the writer can saturate his work with these, his script will
be given speedy and sympathetic attention, regardless of his
theme. For these mark the man who knows his own intention
and knows how he is going to handle it. This command of sub-

ject has an immediate result: it makes the reader believe what -

the writer says.

The script I have selected to illustrate this quality is a
short piece called “One Special for Doc.” It is the work of
Milton E. M. Geiger, a young man from Cleveland, Ohio, and
a druggist by profession. The personal story of this writer is
interesting and deserves a brief statement because it reveals
much as to what happens when a good property comes to us
from an unknown. When Mr. Geiger’s first play was submitted
to the CBS offices in 1935, nobody in the Writing Division
knew who the man was. The play was a longer piece than his
“One Special for Doc.” It was an original half-hour drama. I
read it after it had been given a favorable first reading by a
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member of my staff. It was good work. We bought it and pro-
duced it on the Columbia Workshop series. A subsequent note
from the author disclosed the fact that this was not only his
first radio play but his first attempt at any sort of dramatic
writing. He was encouraged to do more.

He has gone far since then, a full-length stage play, nu-
merous originals for the Rudy Vallée program, two serials,
eight half-hour dramas, and a children’s program. His talent
is a firm one. He is a “find” and the only one in my own per-
sonal experience. What does he have which sets him apart from
those of lesser skill? What does he share in common with the
few who are truly creative? Let the student determine for him-
self as much of this as he can. After reading the short play
“One Special for Doc” we may then examine a few of its parts
and come to a finer and a more useful understanding of the
quality which is common to good work.

ONE SPECIAL FOR DOC*

CHARACTERS :
The Young Man (Allen).
Doc Harshaw, a shrewd, middle-aged druggist, kindly, helpful,
cleverly humane.
Julie, Allen’s sweetheart.
Hank, owner of Hank’s Barbecue; a Greek.
SounD PRrOPs:
Rumble of thunder
Rushing wind
Door of drugstore (open and close) ; door has latch, not knob
Rattling of bottles in drawer
Cash register
Silver coins
Dishes being slammed on lunch counter
Drive and patter of rain
Footsteps in wet gravel
Ticking of large clock )
SeTTING: There 1s a rush of wind and a loud beat of thunder as
the Young Man enters Doc Harshaw’s drugstore. Door slams
shut. There is a pause. Then Harshaw clears his throat tenta-
tively and speaks. His voice betrays the curiosity in his mind.
It is peculiar that this boy should be out in such weather.

* Produced for the first time on the Royal Desserts Hour, November
12, 1936, with Henry Hull. March 10, 1938, the play was produced on the
Chase & Sanborn Hour, starring Walter Huston and Don Ameche. All
rights are reserved by the author, Milton Geiger, through Dorothy English,
407 Public Square Building, Cleveland, Ohio.

!
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Harsaaw.—Er . . . Good evening.

Younc MAN (after short pause).—Huh? Oh—oh—yes.
Good evening. (Then after seeming to reflect a moment)
Nor Mmucu! (There is an unexpected bitterness in his
words. Clearly, he is much upset about something.)

Harsaaw.—H’'m. Well, it 1s a bit spongy out. But I like
it. Keeps the world at bay for a while.

Youneg MaN (with short nervous laugh).—Oh—if I'm in-
truding—

Harsaaw.—Oh—no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no— Nice to
have you, I'm sure.

Younc MaNn (briskly)—Well—I originally intended this
to be a business call of sorts. So here goes— Fact of the
matter is, I've cut myself. See—1I attempted to bandage it
up. Nasty cut!

HarssAW (with a note of gentle mockery).—Oh, now
that’s t00-0-0-0-0-0 bad!

Young MAN (deaf to wrony).—Oh, not that bad! But—
well—those things can develop into something serious,
T’ve been told. Infection, you know.

Harsaaw.—By all means. Infection.

Youneg MaN.—Er—so I'd like a bottle of those—what-do-
you-call-’'ems— They’re blue tablets. You know? In a
crinkly blue bottle?

Harsaaw.—Oh, yes. One moment, please.

Biz.—Clatters in drawer full of bottles. Clears throas.

Harsgaw.—Er—er—these?

Younc Man (with greatly increased agitation).—Yes—
yes—that—that’s what I mean. Er—how much are they,
please?

Harsaaw.—Enough, I assure you. But first I'll have to
register this sale. Have to register all sales of—(He
pauses, and places added emphasis on his last words)—
of —deadly poisons.

Youne MAN (as though to himself).—Deadly—poisons!
(Then sharply) Why must you register it? I'm not going
to murder my aunt, you know!

Harsuaw (brusquely).—Matter of fact, young feller, I
don’t know anything of the sort. That’s quite beside the
point, It’s the law that I register the sale of a dangerous
poison, and the law is operating strictly in your interest.
It’s for your own protection. Now—name, please?

Youne MAaN (hesitates).—Well—all right. Er—Peter
Jones. -

Harsuaw (dubiously).—Jones, eh? Very well. (Spells
slowly as he writes) p-E-T-E-R J-0-N-E-S. Address?

Young Man.—That too? 2236 Forest Grove.
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HARSHAW.—2-2-3-6 F-0-R-E-S-T G-R-0-V-E. Purpose of deadly
poison?

YouNc Man.—Antiseptic for wound. .

HarsHaw.—Uh-huh. Twenty-five seven-and-a-half grain
tablets. And then I sign my own proud name and fill in
the date and hour of purchase, and that’s that! That didn’t
hurt one bit now, did it? You'll be mighty careful with
this stuff, won’t you? Ever use it before?

Younc Man.—Certainly. I—I’ve just gone through the last
of one bottle and so I had to run out for more. I was
sharpening my pencil with a rusty blade and it slipped.

HarsHAW (amiably informative, chatty).—It isn’t the rust
that does the damage. It’s the germs under the rust scales.
Uh—that’s a mighty pretty gold and onyx ring you’re
wearing under that bandage. Class ring?

Youne MAaN (irritably).—Yes. High school. Can’t get it
off. I guess I’ve sort of grown into it. My—my girl gave
it to me. Wouldn’t let me buy my own. (Suddenly impa-
tient) I’'m in a hurry, Doc. How much will that come to?

Biz—A rumble of thunder and a greater burst of rain
against the windows.

HarsHAW.—Won’t you be wanting some bandage and adhe-
sive tape? What's the rush? It’s raining the Amazon
River out there. Stick around a little. (His wvoice sud-
denly confidential, inviting confidences.) Stick around,
boy. We ought to talk.

Younc MAN.—Wh—what do you mean?

HarsHAW (chatty again).—You know, sometimes people
get sore because I ask all these questions when they buy
poisons for their own good and legitimate reasons. “Do
you think I’'m going to murder my aunt?’ they ask me.
Or—

Younc MAN (apologetic, sheepzlah).—Oh—I didn’t mean
to—

HarsHAW.—Or they want to know do I think they’re con-
sidering suicide. It’s no affair of mine if they ARE. They
can if they like. They can dissolve the lining right out of
their stomachs if it suits them. I've the law to comply
with. Look—suppose your wife—

Youne MAN (savagely).—I'm not married!

HarsHAW (taken aback).—All right, all right. Mere man-
ner of speaking. Suppose then the—er—police should find
you moaning in your bathroom. They’d come to me as one
of the town’s druggists. They’d say, “Mr. Harshaw, did
a young feller with a grey slouch hat and a tan topcoat
and worried brown eyes and a gold and onyx class ring
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buy any poison here lately?” And I'd tell them, “Why,
yes. He got some blue antiseptic tablets. Why?’ And
they’d say, “Okay, Doc. That’s all we want to know.
Thanks.” By that time though there wouldn’t be much
they could do for you.

YouNG Man (unguardedly) —Wouldn’t there ?

Harsuaw (gravely).—No. The stuff’s purgatory! It—it’s
the worst thing a fellow can take. Horrible! (Intensely,
with a climactic rising of his voice as he proceeds) It’s like
white-hot coals burning and eating and searing your in-
nards. Your stomach’s afire! The membranes burn and
wither away and you scream and squirm and pray you'll
die. I—I can’t describe the agony of it! Weeks—months,
maybe, of torture—eating—tearing you apart—burning.
The narcotics the doctors give you don’t help much. It’s

__corrosive—like acid, you know.

YounGg MAN (shaken).—No. I—I didn’t know that—

HaArsuaw.—Yes, if you die, so much the better for you,
Because the nervous shock will wreck you for life. And
your stomach’s so badly burned that you spend the rest of
your days on a diet of gruel and buttered toast and warm
milk. Buttered toast and warm milk! When all the time
your starving body cries out for a thick, juicy steak and
strong bread!

Youne MaN.—You—you’re hurting my shoulder !

Harsuaw (laughs shortly).—Oh, I didn’t know. Sorry.
(Slaps boy's shoulder in camaraderie)

YounGg MaN.—Thatl-that was some lecture! I guess you
know though. It’s your business.

HArsHAW (significantly).—Sure. It’s my business. Other
things are my business, too.

YounGg MAN.—~What do you mean— Other things too?

Harsuaw (gently).—Listen, boy—you didn’t cut yourself.
Now did you? (Long moment of silence. We hear the
Young Maw's labored breathing.)

Biz.—Roll of thunder.

Youne MaN (defiantly) —Well—all right! So I didn’t cut
myself!| What about it? Here—I'll take off the bandage.
There! Not a scratch! Feel better now, Sherlock Holmes?

HarsuAw (without triumph).—I knew it. Don’t you know
you can’t dip a gold ring into a solution of this stuff with-
out the gold’s turning to silver? Forms an amalgam,.
Where’s your high school chemistry, boy?

Youne MAN (in distraction).—I don’t know—I don’t know !
I wanted to—oh—I don’t know anything, now! Please
don’t ask me any more questions. Maybe I’d better go.

Harsaaw.—No. Tell you what. I'm closing up now, and it’s
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raining too heavily. We’ll walk it off and talk it over. And
maybe we’ll stop at Hank’s Barbecue for a snack. Talk it
over, see? What do you say, kid?

Young Man.—All right. All right, I guess.

Harsgaw.—Good boy! You read a magazine or something
and I'll start counting up—

Biz—Cash register rings . . . clink and jingle of coins.
Fade down and out. Fade-in footsteps of HARsHAW and
Youncg MaN walking on wet gravel; rain and remote
thunder.

HarsgaAw.—Minute you came in I knew something was

. wrong. It’s bad stuff lettin’ yourself go that way. You
have a lot to live for.

Young Man.—I must have been crazy, Doc.

Harsaaw.—You looked fairly prosperous for a youngster.
And you looked healthy. So I figured it couldn’t be that.
That leaves one other thing—especially when the princi-
pal—or principals—are young and foolish. (Pauses) Is
she pretty?

Younc MAN (choking up) —She’s—beautiful !

Harsuaw.—Well—if you’d like to talk—go ahead. Maybe
you’ll feel better about it all.

Younc Man.—I want to talk. And I'm glad it’s you I have
to talk to. (Pauses) It seems so—so trivial, now. But I
can’t go back to her! I can’t!

Harsaaw.—It’s not that bad. .

Younc Man.—I don’t know. Julie and I have been sweet-
hearts ever since we were kids in school. In high school
we were inseparable. We always said we . . . we'd get
married. We meant everything to each other. It’s been a
long time, Doc—waiting. But I couldn’t ever seem to make
enough money at any of my jobs—

Harszaw.—You're young—

Younc Man.—Tonight—tonight I came down to see her. '
I—I never saw her looking so lovely. Something in silver
and black that made her look whiter and more beautiful
than I’d ever seen her. She was waiting for someone—and
I knew she wasn’t expecting ME. . . .

Biz—Fade YounGg MAN’s woice. Silence. Then YouNG
MAN’s woice speaking a little tensely, resentfully. . . .
Younc MAN.—You're beautiful tonight, Julie. I’ve never

seen you so—so—radiant and—all.

JuLiE (subdued and tense).—Thank you, Allen.

ALLEN.—That’s—a—a mighty sweet dress you’re wearing.
I never saw it, Julie.

JULIE (trying to be gay).—Yes—yes—I just had it made.

’
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Isn’t it a terrible night! (Pause in which we feel Allen’s
slow burming resentment and suspicion. At last—)

ALLEN.—Yes, Julie. Terrible.

JuLie—Allen! Don’t look at me so—so" strangely. As

though I'd done something terribly wrong.

70 ALLEN.—Nothing wrong. Unless it’s just a little bit wrong
to throw over the fellow that’s been crazy about you ever
since he was a kid in velvet pants.

71 JuLiE.—Oh, Allen! Don’t think wrong of me. I've fought
with myself. I don’t want to lose you. But Pearson has
been such a good friend to us. Mother and me. We were
going to the theater.

72 ALLEN.—The theater. Harmless enough. The theater. But
there’ll be another in a week and another after that, and
another. And a string of them makes a courtship. And an
expensive one that I can’t afford yet—or maybe ever. I'm
only an engineer. All right. Take Pearson! He’s platinum-
plated enough. Take him! (Laughs) And I thought I was
tops! Sweet little school romance blossoming into cactus!

73 JuLie—Allen! What are you saying—

74 ALLEN.—You've said it yourself. “Allen, not yet. We've got
to save. We want to start right, Allen. We mustn’t start
the voyage with a light sail and an empty hold.” Very
prettily put! But a mockery. The runaround, if you please’!
Well, I'm through waiting for Pearson to take you from
under my nose. I'm through, I tell you! I'm through!

75 Biz.—Voice fades out hysterically. Flush Allen’s voice again,
talking to HARSHAW in the rain.

76 ALLEN.—So that was that. And here we are.

77 HarsHAw.—You're young. I was young too.

78 Biz—Moment of silence. Thunder rolls distantly.

79 Harsaaw.—Well, here’s Hank’s place.

80 Biz.—Door opens and closes.

81 Harsmaw.—Hey, Hank, I've brought customers. Do I get
ten per cent? Five? I'll settle for doughnuts. )

82 Hank.—Hi, Doc. You shure beeg kidder. Ho, ho! (Busi=
ness-like) What'll gonna be? Bum night, hah? What'll
gonna be?

83 Harsmaw.—What’ll gonna be, kid? Unquote.

84 ALLEN.—I don’t know. That hamburger with grilled onion
on rye sounds pretty good. And coffee.

85 HANK.—Shure. What’ll gonna be for you, Boss?

86 HarsaAw.—Er—I’ll have my special. The regular thing.

87 HANK (puzzled) —Hah?

88 HarsmAw.—My special. Would you mind bending a little

" closer, Hank?
89 Hank.—Shure. Hukkay. (Unintelligible whispering)

&
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Hank.—Oh, shure, Boss! (Shouts) Wan Hambur-r-r-r-r-r-k
Wit’ Greeled Hunnion Hon Rye! Wan Spashul for Doc!
Make Queek!

Voice (distant). —Commink hupp!

Hank.—I be right out, Boss.

Harsaaw.—All right, Hank. No rush. (Slight pause. HAR-
SHAW whistles softly.)

Harsaaw.—Well, kid, this isn’t much but it’s a lot better
than St. Luke’s or Emergency Clinic, eh?

ALLEN.—Stop it, Doc. I've been a fool.

Harsaaw.—I was coming around to that. But I was going
to call it something else. Extreme youth, or something like
that. It’s a condition we all go through between the ages
of say, eighteen and thirty-five. Roughly, that.

ALLEN (laughing a little) —Roughly is right.

Biz—Tucking of large clock grows louder as silence con-
tinues . . . ticking monotonously.

AI.].JLEN.?—Maybe I ought to go back. I wonder, should I go

ack?

Harsaaw.—I don’t know. Some get over the disease quickly,
and seldom have relapses. Up to the individual.

Hank.—Here komm! Hamburk wit’ greeled hunnion!

Biz.—Dishes slam down on counter.

Haxk.—Anda wan spashul for Doc! Haw, haw, haw. . . .

Biz.—Slide of dishes . . . and fade out on HANK laughing.

Harsuaw (with strange melancholy, slowly). —One special
for Doc. Days without end. One special for Doc.

ALLEN (with downing amazement and comprehension) —
One—special—for—Doc! You! Warm milk—and buttered
toast. Warm milk—

Harsuaaw (in same sad voice).—You see? Do you under-
stand now? .

ALLEN (dazed).—I—I see! For life. Warm milk—and
buttered toast.

Harsaaw.—And gruel. Don’t forget the gruel.

ALLEN (agitated).—I—1I don’t think—I want my sandwich.
I’'m going, Doc. I’ve got to go. Sorry—Doc—

Harsuaw.—Yes, boy. Go. Go back to her—to Julie— She
needs you and wants you as badly as you need and want
her. Wait for her if you must. She’ll wait too. But go back.

ALLEN—I'm going. You bet I am! So long. I’ll be seeing
you.

Harsaaw (softly).—Good night.

ALLEN (hesitating).—Thanks. And—I'm sorry about—you
know. Awful sorry.

Harsuaw.—It’s all right, kid. Good night.

ALLEN.—Good night. And thanks.
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117 Harsuaw (calling after him) —And give her my love!

118 Biz.—Door slams hard. HARSHAW sighs.

119 Harssaw.—H’mmmmmmmmmm. Crazy kids. Lucky he
came to me. I guess I handled THAT perscription all right!
(Chuckles softly, then shouts) Hey, Hank!

120 Hank (off mike). —Commink, Boss!

121 HarsaAwW (shouting).—Hank! Let’s see some food. I'll
have a steak an inch thick, with mushrooms and fried
potatoes. And a gallon of tough coffee. And for heaven’s
sakes, take this awful-looking stuff out of my sight, will
ya!

This story, as I have said, is not Mr. Geiger’s maiden
effort. It was written a year and a half after the acceptance
of his first play, a half-hour original called “Case History.”
We shall look at ‘“Case History” later on. “One Special for
Doc” is interesting to us now because it contains those reveal-
ing elements which will serve to explain the meaning of qual-
ity, that quality previously referred to as a combination of
direction, purpose, and familiarity.

A DEFINITION OF THE FACTORS OF PROFESSIONAL QUALITY

By direction I mean the immediate and unfaltering execu-
tion of a preconceived dramatic plan. The value of this factor
of direction is a psychological value and only secondarily a
dramatic one. It conveys to the listener the feeling that he is
not only on a true bearing but that he knows his exact point on
that bearing.

The second factor, purpose, lends legitimacy to the effort
and gives it point. It gives the effort intellectual and literary
respectability. It marks it as something which will achieve an
objective of worth and interest.

The last of the trilogy, familiarity, is the most necessary
of all for upon it will depend, in direct ratio, the reality of the
story you tell.

These three factors, then—direction, purpose, and famil-
iarity—when found together, constitute that distinguishing
quality which marks the good workman and the good work.
Mr. Geiger’s piece shows this unmistakably. At no time can
there be any doubt but that the author knows exactly where
he will ultimately take us, and knows just as exactly where he
will immediately take us. There is no stalling, no fumbling, and
no temporizing. Our two characters are true people as soon as
they start to talk, and the more they talk, the more revealed

\
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and the more interesting they become, not only to us but to
themselves.

Harshaw is interesting to the Young Man because he rep-
resents an obstruction to be got around. The Young Man is in-
teresting to Harshaw because he represents a puzzle to be
solved. Both the characters interest the listener because be-
tween them there is a promise of clash.

Before we have been on the air thirty seconds we suspect
that Harshaw has spotted the Young Man as a walking lie, a
disturbed nature on the verge of heedless needless violence. It
is the sparring he does to knock down the boy’s guard which
fascinates us. His attack is resourceful, and although not un-
kind, relentless ; and the boy’s dodges have enough of the resili-
ence of youth and enough of its blundering arrogance to make
him, for the moment, a good adversary, and at the same time
an eventual and pitiable setup. We can see it coming. We know
that Harshaw, once he finds the range, will fire. And this is the
first moment in the play for which we are waiting. When it
comes, when he drives the frightened lover to his final recourse
of open defiance, we know the boy is through, and we know
that new revelations will follow. Nothing final has yet been ac-
complished. It has all been a preliminary necessity to lead us
to our next development, the constructive sequence which be-
gins with cue 49.

Mr. Geiger has been more skillful than most radio writers
in advancing his story by a series of minute but telling dis-
closures. He has done this very well and he has at the same
time preserved his best story elements for later use. He has
complete dramatic control of his action at all times. He has
reasons for the revelations we are permitted, and he has rea-
sons for the early reticences we encounter. The first revelations
satisfy certain suspicions we have caught and serve to increase
our interest in his characters; the reticences keep us reminded
that we have greater dramatic findings yet to make.

This evidence of dramatic control is possible only through
direction. It means that the author is at all times sure, during
the actual labor of composition, of just where he is going and
of just how fast he proposes to take us there. Usually it means
something more than this too—the preparation of a careful
plan on paper, a diagram with notes, a blueprint of the entire
structure before the play has any dialogue existence whatever. .

The making of an outline or diagram of your radio play
is the simplest and the most useful method there is to escape
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the bad spills of amateurism. If a student recognizes that he
has a bad spot to get through and proposes to write his play
up to that point and then to take charge of what he finds when
he gets there, he is making his first mistake. All of his struc-
tural problems must be resolved before he starts. This will not
necessarily result in a fine piece of broadcasting material but
it will wipe out the danger of cloudy thinking and thereby in-
sure constant plausibility. It is premeditated, itemized, plotted
graphing, and its result in any play is direction.

What do we mean by purpose? Certainly not plot and as
certainly nothing so imposing as philosophical justification. We
do mean, however, justification of some sort. Naturally we will
have the beginnings of a play if one character wants very much
to do something and another character wants just as much to
prevent it. We may simplify this further by postulating the
existence of only two kinds of people in this world: those who
control circumstance and those who are controlled by it. Most
people we know in our own lives fall roughly into one or the
other of these classifications, and a combination of such charac-
ters, in any of their graduated and multifarious forms, will
also afford you the beginnings of a play.

This is not purpose. But it is the predecessor of purpose
and purpose itself stems from here in the intention you fix to
your conflict. You are trying to prove something. You are try-
ing to persuade an audience to believe exactly what you believe
regarding the particular world to which you have invited it.
You may wind up by returning to your opening situation after
proving that other roads were blind, abortive, or impossible,
and still have purpose. You may have the broad thematic pur-
pose of showing that evil goes unpunished or that virtue is its
own reward or that sin is its own penalty or that love conquers
all, and you may do this by arriving at a conclusion opposite
to the circumstance you first introduced. Or you may have the
short-story character purpose which we have seen in Mr. Gei-
ger’s play, a purpose we may as well call “character-in-action.”

The purpose here is primarily character interest. The story
is more sentimental than romantic, more tender than coura-
geous, but it gives us a lively situation and the story’s purpose
is implicit in that situation. The writer has challenged himself
here with a problem of human salvage work and has justified
this challenge by bringing in the problem’s answer through the
resourcefulness of Harshaw. Circumstance controlled the
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Young Man. Harshaw perceived this and resolved the play by
controlling circumstance.

Writers must determine their own purposes, and these
purposes will depend in each case upon the personality of the
man who is doing the writing. The purpose of his work will
be governed in a general way by the factors which make him
and his brain what they are: his intellectual comprehension, his
social perceptiveness, his experience in life, his catholicity or
his provincialism, his education, his moral attitude, his preju-
dices. Whatever the upspringing force may be, however in-
timately it may be of the writer himself, his dramatic work
will approach professional stature in proportion to the skill
with which he can transfer his theories and his feelings to the
mouths and the motions of the people he creates. And this
brings us to the last of those three factors which embody the
meaning of quality.

The writer may supply himself with point and plot; he
may have prepared an intelligent structure and conceived a
half-dozen neat turning points; he may have direction and pur-
pose and thirty pages of well-paced dialogue; he may have all
these and still find he has a mechanism that won’t tick. Famil-
iarity makes it tick. Your characters make it tick and your
characters cannot become people until you know all about them.
Speculations and theories are all very good in their place but
indecision on any question involving character is disastrous.
Your characters are people you must know thoroughly. You
must know them so well that you can tell at once (whether or
not you use the information in your script) what time they
get up in the morning, how much they pay for neckties, what
they would do if their house were struck by lightning, how
often they entertain the Methodist minister, why they hate the
librarian, how recently they have read any poetry, and whether
they use pea coal, buckwheat, or soft. You must know them in
and out of your story. You must know them this well to give
them their own lines and not yours.

This is not any easy thing to learn, and despite the enor-
mous interest in writing throughout this country and the con-
stantly increasing interest in radio writing, I do not find a cor-
respondingly increasing improvement among amateurs. Im-
provement in the matter of character familiarity seems par-
ticularly absent, at least in the branch of writing in which I
work. Out of the thousands of scripts my staff examines every
year there are pitifully few which read as if the author had
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really been there when the thing happened. In a dish of brown
beans one hunts despairingly for the bean with the spotted coat.
All the characters-sound like all the other characters, use the
same phrases, react uniformly to the same circumstances. This
shows a deficiency in observation and in memory and no writer
can survive without the former and only journalists without
the latter.

WHERE SHALL THE NEwW WRITER GET His MATERIAL?

Possibly the influence of motion pictures explains much
of this. Every day in every town in America there are exhibited
photographs of a great number of people who as people are not
only foreign to most of the watchmg audience, but whose ac-
tions and predicaments are almost efually forelgn And usually
these unfamiliar predicaments of these unfamiliar people are
presented in regions utterly alien to the beholder: coal mines,
airports, ocean liners, jails, Paris, Tibet, or the guardroom of
some West African cavalry regiment. This does not mean at
all that these pictures are not frequently very good nor does it
mean that the actors in them are not behaving logically under
.the conditions given them. But it does mean that the new writer
will do better to set up his story on the banks of the Scioto
River if that is the river he knows. It means that he will do
better to stay out of the Everglades if he has never been south
of New Haven. And it means particularly that he will do better
to populate his story with the people he knows rather than with
people he doesn’t know now and is unlikely ever to see. Motion
pictures have enticed innumerable young men and women to
attempt the composition of virile and exciting romances in com-
pletely unheard-of neighborhoods. I see evidences of this every
day in the work that passes over my desk. People living in
Regina, Saskatchewan—intelligent people with definite ability
—are writing about smuggling in the Florida Keys; people in
the Bronx are writing about ski slopes or the Orient; young
ladies in the Middle West are writing about the neglected but
beautiful young thing in Delaware, Ohio (and their opening
episode here is usually good), who comes to New York, gets
a job as a hat-check girl, gets into gangster trouble, then gets
into the Metropolitan Opera, and finally into the hearts of her
countrymen in thirteen episodes.

One of the favorite amateur stories is an involved music
drama (with violin soloist) about seventeenth-century Italian
violinmakers. This story, in all its variations, fails, and it al-
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ways fails for the same reason: the writer does not know the
difference between the scroll and the tailpiece of a fiddle and
consequently cannot make his characters talk intelligently or
convincingly about putting a good instrument together. He
seems willing to waive those very things which alone will bring
reality and vividness to what his characters are saying. Perhaps
his thinking runs something like this: “I will write a piece
about a seventeenth-century Italian violinmaker. It will be ro-
mantic. It can’t miss because violins are romantic, Italians are
romantic, and the seventeenth century is romantic.”

These scripts go back where they came from, and although
the disappointment to the individual writer is not a tragic thing,
the increasing tendency toward this sort of writing is tragic.
Richly regional appeal is disappearing. The writer, especially
the young writer who is still struggling with the craft, cannot
afford to write about anything which is unfamiliar to him as a
person. The result is sure to be as painful as it is profitless. It
is not, and cannot be even imitatively good. Since all dialogue
is to some degree imitative in that it seeks to reproduce some-
thing in real life, an effort at reproducing an inspiration or a
setting caught in a motion picture can only end in that most
pitiful of literary cripples—an imitation of an imitation.

The new writer can therefore do himself a great service—
and the editors of the nation’s networks a great favor—by
writing in the vernacular he hears or uses, by placing his story
in a town whose flavor he understands, and by populating his
story with his own friends and enemies and next-door neigh-
bors. These are not encumbrances he has to juggle. These are
ready-made fixtures he can install. Thomas Hardy wrote a
score of novels without ever leaving his own county. Gals-
worthy, even more restricted, wrote almost as prolifically and
almost without leaving his own set, and his rare excursions
into the violence he knew of only through hearsay sounded like
hearsay when he wrote of it.

True there are the vagabond writers, at home anywhere.
But they are themselves vagabonds, at home anywhere. There
will be time enough for the writer to write about people and
places he has not explored but that time will come only when
he can construct them from the evidential resources of experi-
ence. And he can never achieve this without first appropriating
the places and the people which now surround him. Familiarity
with his own characters comes from his use of his own knowl-
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edge of people. His own knowledge of people comes from those
with whose lives his own is bound. With such materials his
work will not be cosmopolitan, it will be regional. Yet few
writers wish to undertake this. Judging from their scripts they
seem to suspect that some sort of stigma attaches to regional-
ism, that their own lives are too uneventful, too drab and flac-
cid, to yield the full-blown excitements they seek. This is a
profound misbelief. Never reject what you know for what you
prefer to suppose. To reject what you know is to reject what
you are.



CHAPTER VI

PROFESSIONAL QUALITY: EVIDENCE
IN THE RADIO VETERAN

THE TRUE PROFESSIONAL AT WORK

WaAT kind of scripts do radio stations buy? We have seen
something of this now and we have discussed at length what
these scripts should have. Geiger’s work had it, and we are
going to see the work of another man, the professional quality
of whose script is almost immediately evident. This script
came to my desk just like any other script—by materializing
magically while I was out to lunch—and it lay there like the
rest, waiting its turn. Its turn finally came and brought its sur-
prise. It was a good script, a very good one. It was a Western;
it was about cows and horses, and it was by a westerner who
knew his cattle. Also it had a story to tell. At least the first
episode seemed to show that the author had a notion or two
for the second. We bought the series (the author said he had
rigged the story for twenty-six weeks) on the strength of what
he had done with the first, and it became one of the most suc-
cessful series we had had in years. It was called “Six-Gun Jus-
tice”—a terrible title, exactly right for a Western. When the
series ended after six months, there was such a howl from our
audience that we had to prolong the show another thirteen
weeks by getting the author to do a flock of “one-shots”—in-
dividual episodes complete in one program. In this way we
finally managed to taper off with grace.

Wilbur Hall wrote this series. Since then he has written
others—for CBS and for other networks—and all his work is
authentic. He knows one subject thoroughly—cows and cow-
boys; and he knows only one region—cow country. When I
read his script, I did not know that he was himself a ranch-
man but this fact was no surprise when in the course of our
correspondence it came out. In his series everything but the
heroine smelled like leather.

There isn’t any reason to go through this half-hour script
and point out its virtues one by one. It is enough to say that

the marks of professional work are on it and that they are
105
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stamped there very plainly. Wilbur Hall is deficient in none of
the three main factors, and he is, furthermore, a born dialogue
writer. Westerns have to be rip-roaring, and for some reason
unknown to me cowboys have to say ‘“Yipee-ee-ee” every so
often. Hall throws this together nicely, and the show roars or
yips as the action calls for. All the whiskey is raw, all the food
is pork, all the guns are loaded. This goes for the talk too—
rough, salty, and ready for trouble. Stock props if you will, but
a Western is a Western, and this is Wilbur Hall’'s—the high
cattle country of California.

SIX-GUN JUSTICE *

Biz.—Hoofs and shot.

ANNOUNCER.—“Six-Gun Justice.”

Biz—Musical theme.

ANNouNceErR—The Columbia Network presents a new radio
feature: SIX-GUN JUSTICE, a story of the high cattle
country, full of the drama, humor, and action of the real
cow range, fresh, vivid, thrilling! We find ourselves at the
opening of the first episode in the little cow-country rail-
road town of Pascoe, on a branch of the Colorado and
Western, the exact location being the loading corrals near
the C & W depot. Six stock cars have been spotted there:
five of them are loaded and the last of the white-faced
steers are being harried up the chute by half a dozen per-
spiring cowboys and roustabouts. The tally is being kept
by two men at the chute mouth: and as they count, a tall,
easy-moving youth is climbing out of a battered old auto-
mobile to which is attached a trailer carrying a bay pinto
horse.

Biz.—Background with bawling steers . . . voices . . .
“Hi hi” . .. “Yip,” etc.

JiM.—There you are, ridin’ horse! Hundred and sixty miles
in a little over four hours. (Laughs) I told you this’d be
better’'n walkin’. (Horse nickers . . . paws) No, you
don’t! You and me have got down to our last four dollars,
and we don’t eat or drink till we find where the next is
comin’ from. . . . Wait a minute! (Laughs) Hark from
the tombs a doleful sound! Here’s something we got to
look into, before it gets any worse!

Biz.—Speech interrupted . . . off . . . by dolorous sounds
from concertina . . . “Cowboy’s Lament” preferred.

JiM (feding).—Sounds a lot like a human bein’ in mortal

w W N M
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* Reprinted by special permission of Wilbur Hall.
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agony—but mebbe it’s some new kind of pleasure! Hi,
there! Howdy, stranger!

Jones (music stops).—Eh? (Pause) Oh! Howdy yerself!

Jim.—Ain’t anything a man can do for you, by any chance,
is there?

JonEs.—No. Jest heave a tear or two and pass by on the
other side!

Jim~—Is it as bad as all that? Mind if I climb up on this
corral fence alongside—or’d you rather be left to your
grief?

JonEs.—Don’t matter, either way. (Sighs) I ain’t scassly
wuth botherin’ about!

Jim (laughs) —You know, stranger, I never happened to
cut the trail of more’n about half a dozen men that was!
(Puff . . . grunt) There! My name’s Jim Dance. I kin
ride a hoss when he’s gentled, and I can rope a calf if
he’ll stand still long enough. I'm new here, and I'm lookin’
for a job. Now, you shoot !

Jones.—Pleased to meet you, Dance. Call you Jim, if you
don’t mind!

Jim—It’s what I'm mostly called. You ain’t by any chance
low in your mind, are you?

JonEs.—Can’t you see for yourself?

JiMm.—Well, I've run across cheerfuller people.

JonEs.—Never seen anything yet to be cheerful about.
(Concertina)

Jim  (laughs).—Say, if I HAD five dollars, would you take
it to fold up that instrument of torture of yours and stick
it in your vest?

Jones.—Don’t like it, eh ?—All right. My name’s Jones!

JimM.—]Jones. Oh, yes. Any relation to Pat, up in the Gallatin
Valley, or the school teacher at Sun River? Or maybe
you’re in the family that runs that livery stable in Cochise
County, down south of here!

JonEs.—Ain’t got any kin. Never did have!

Jim.—Oh, that’s tough—for them! What’s your other name,
Jonesy?

JonEs.—Horace.

JiM.—Not Horace?

JoneEs.—Horace. But I don’t use it much.

JiMm—No. I wouldn’t. What are you called mostly—outside
of Clarence?

Jones.—Horace.

JiM.—I mean Horace.

JonEs.—Well, mostly the boys call me Desolation!

JiM  (laughs) —Desolation— Hm-m-m. Don’t see why
should— But it’s all right over my way. You don’t know
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where I could get a bunkroom, a string to ride, aﬁd, say,
forty a month and salt pork three times a day, do you,
Desolation ?

JonEes.—Not any place I'd recommend. (Concertina)

Jim.—Excuse me, but haven’t you forgot something ?

Jones.—Me? No —Oh. You poN’t favor the concertina, do

ou?

JII?;.—WCH, I’d rather have it than boils! But I couLb
manage to get along without too much of it— About that
job, now.

JonEs.—Which job?

JimM.—That one you wouldn’t recommend.

JonEs.—See them fellers loading steers?

JiM.—I see them. Nice beef they handle.

JonEs.—More’n you can say for them! (Concertina) Oh,
that’s right! You don’t like music.

Jim.—I love it. About that job, now.

j'ONEs.—!You’d be a dang fool to take it—even if you could
get it

Jim.—T’ve been a dang fool so often, Desolation, it comes
kind of second nature. Who gives out this job you’re talk-
ing about?

JonEs.—See the two fellows tallying?

JiM.—One of them looks like a cattle buyer to me—the one
with the white hat—and from this distance I'd say he
could stand watching!

Jones.—I like you better all the time—what did you say the
name was?

Jim.—Dance. James Worthington Fremont Dance. Jim for
short !

Jones.—You've called the turn on the cattle buyer, Jim!

JiM.—And the other one— Hm-m-m! Straw boss for the
outfit that’s selling the steers-—that right?

Jones.—Foreman. Name of Ownsley. (Pause) You got any
gold teeth?

JiM.—One. Got it in ’twenty-eight in Cheyenne when I'd
won the bull-dogging contest and was flush!

Jones.—If you go over there to ask Ownsley for a job, leave
that thar good tooth with me.

Jim (laughs).—Oh. So that’s Ownsley, is it?

Jones.—That’s him, boot-heels to top-knot!

Jim.—What’s his outfit?

JonEes.—Sash Brand Ranch. Old-timer name of Tom Cath-
cart owns it.

JiM.—TI’ve heard of him. Fergus knew him, on the Diamond-
T, up in Wyoming.
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Jones.—Gone to seed, Tom Cathcart has. And this Ownsley’s
waitin’ for threshin’ time. .

JiM—Hm-m-m. (Slow) You mean, he’d like to own the
Sash Brand. That it?

Jones.—Will, too. (Lower) You want to join a outfit in
this Basin—honest?

Jim (laughs) —Desolation, I've got that tin-tobacco-can out
there in the road, the trailer and the hoss that’s in it, and
four dollars, not countin’ a Canadian dime a waitress give
me for luck up in Pocatello once. And this far, all the
twenty-six or odd years I've been in this vale of tears,
I've craved three meals a day and a straw tick at night.
Now do you believe me, Desolation ?

JonEs.—W-well, mebbe. Sounds crazy to me, but go ahead.

JiM.—Go where?

JonEs.—Go and make medicine with this fellow Ownsley.
While you're doing it, cast an eye on the brands that you
can see from where you stand.

JiM.—The brands?

Jonges.—Sash Brands. You know—a square with cross lines
—Ilike a window sash.

Jim.—TI’ve heard of that brand. But what am I to look for?

Jones (low).—I'm telling you nothing. Ownsley fired me
today—said I couldn’t rope. Well, I can’t, but that ain’t
why he fired me. It was for knowing what I ain’t going
to tell you.

JiM.—Oh! That’s it, is it?

Jones.—That’s it—down to date. Mebbe I'm wrong, but I
got a perverse pre-jew-dice against a tattle-tale.

Jim.—T’ll look at the brands—from where I stand. And do
me one favor while I'm gone.

JoneEs.—As I said before, for some reason I can’t name, I
like you. What’s your favor?

JiM.—Promise me not to get crying down that concertina of
yours. I think she’s already warped. (Laugh . . . fading)
I’ll be seeing you! Keep the tail of one eye on my twelve
cylinder wheelbarrow while I'm gone, will you?

Biz—Fade in loading chute sounds . . . bawling . . . feet
on chute boards . . . creak of fence . . . voices . . .
FirsT.—Git along, cows! Git yourselves loaded!

Seconp.—Hi, hi! You cross-grained son of a ring-tailed
milk cow!

TaIrD.—That’s right—git sidewise in the chute!

OwnsLEY.—Tally fifty-two.

SamMUELsoN.—Fifty-two.

OwnsLEY.—Hundred and fifty-three!

SaM.~And fifty-three!
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OwnsLey.—Fifty-four—and—

Sam.—Fifty-four. )

OwnsLEY.—Tally a hundred and fifty-five.

Sam.—Fifty-five.

OwNSLEY (up).—Twist his tail! What’s the matter with
you, Spider?

"First (off).—Blamed fool won’t head in!

OwNSLEY (savagely).—You HEAD HIM IN! What do you
think I brought you over here for!

Vorces.—Hi! Hi! Yippeee! Git along! Kick his hocks,
Chavez!

Biz—Steer bellows . . . great clatter of hoofs and sounds
of horns on car sides . . . heavy rolling door rolled to
. . . men panting.

SeEconD.—Fasten that hasp, ’fore the blamed fool backs
through into the pens again!

Tuirp.—Reach me that pin!

FirsT.—All loaded, Mr. Ownsley !

OwNSLEY (calls).—All right. You boys meet me at the
Silver Dollar!

Voices—You bet! Whoopee! (Laughter and leg slapping)

SEcoND.—I’m so dry you could hear a drink sizzle down!

Trairp.—Let’s roll!

First.—Here we come, hosses!

OWNSLEY (shouts).—Get this, you sheep-herders!

First (off).—Shut up, you! Ownsley’s yelling!

OwnNsLEY.—The man that gets so pie-eyed he can’t ride
home tonight, stays in Pascoe. Do you hear that?

Seconp (off . . . low).—Oh, hell!

First (dejected). —All right, Boss. Come on, boys!

Biz—V oices lowered . . . horses snort . . . hooves off at
run . . . as they get farther away they begin to yell again

/v .. gun shots . .. laughter . . . and off.

OwNSsLEY (curtly).—Now, Samuelson, I want a check for
Cathcart.

SaM.—Why, sure! Of course. A hundred and fifty-five head,
at—

OwNSLEY.—A hundred and thirty head.

SaM.—And thirty ? But the tally—

OwNSsLEY.—Are you buying steers or teaching arithmetic,
Samuelson?

SaM.—Umm-m! I see. Twenty-five head to your account?

OwnsLEY (lower).—You don’t need to tell the whole of
Mesquite County. And I want mine in cAsH!

SaM.—Cash? But thunderation, Mr. Ownsley, I don’t carry
seven hundred dollars in cash—not in this— .

OwnsLEY.—That’s your worry! You can get it.



11§
116
117
118

119

I20

121

122

123

124

125
126

127
128

129
130
131
132
133
134
135
136

137

PROFESSIONAL QUALITY I11

SaM.—Why—why-—sure. Yes, I'll get it. I'll bring it to you
at the Silver Dollar—

OWwNsLEY (low).—Wait a shake! (Up) You looking for
something, cowboy?

JiM (as innocent as a babe).—Just castin’ an envious and
admirin’ eye on your shipment, Mister. Hope you don’t—

OwnsLEY.—They’re sold—and you don’t look to me like a
man that would know a good steer when you saw one
anyway. Come on away from those cars.

JiM (easy . . . guileless).—But where I come from there
ain’t any law against a man—

OwnsLEy.—There’s one here—and this is it! (Shot . . .
pause) And the next one won’t come so close—it’ll come
closer!

Jim (not quite so guileless) —I'm a stranger in these parts,
but mostly where I’ve been, nobody shoots at an unarmed
man.

OwnsLEY.—If you weren’t a stranger in these parts, you'd
know that Jeff Ownsley doesn’t tell a cowpuncher the
same thing twice! Come up here and speak your piece—
or put down your ears and fade!

Jiv.—Sort of looks to me like you had the best of the argu-
ment, THIS ONCE, Mister. My name’s Jim Dance. I'll be
meeting you again, likely,

OwnsLEY.—The more I see of you, M1sTER Dance, the less
I like you. Do you want some good advice?

JimM.—TI’d like it left so I could take it or leave it!

OwnNsLEY.—Ask around—and you'll decide to take it. Keep
moving!

JiM.~—That’s your advice?

OwnsLEY.—That’s my advice. It’s free. But next time, it’ll
cost you money.

JiM.—For what?

OwNsLEY.—A coffin! :

JiM (laughs)—Oh, is that all? I'm awful young to die,
Ownsley.

OwnsLEY.—And you’re a little too nosey to live—around
these parts!

Jim.—I guess I’'m slow in the head, but I take it you don’t
want to sign me on to punch cows for your outfit!

OwnsLEY.—I don’t see how you guessed it!

JiMm.—T’d like to ask you one question, Ownsley.

OwNSLEY.—I’m wasting a lot of time on you. But make it
one!

Jim.—I gather your brand is the Sash. What other brand
around this country could be made INTo a sash with a
running iron and a little lye and tar?
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OwNsLEY (suddenly furious . . . squalling) —You half-
baked puppy, GET MOVING BEFORE I COUNT THREE! ONE!

SaM. (scared).—Jeff! Ownsley! This kid’s got no gun—

OwnNsLEY.—You keep out of this, Samuelson! TWO!

Jim (quiet . . . cool).—Better make that count thirty-three,
Ownsley!

OwnNsLEY.—You walk or I'll drill you!

Jim (sharply) —Oh, no, you won’t!

Biz—Confusion . . . boot on steel . . . OWNSLEY cries out
. . . gun shot. .

Sam.—Well, by thunderation—! Kicked him—!

Jim (quietly) —Sorry to have to do that, Ownsley. It’s a
French Canuck trick I learned in Montana. And there’s
your gun, with one shot shook out of it when it hit a
rock . . . I’ll be drifting now—but NOT OUT OF THIS
BAsIN! So long! (Fades)

Sam. (low) —Never saw anything like THAT! Kicked your
gun right up into your face!

OwNSsLEY (muffled voice) —My jaw feels like it’s broke .

I should’ve bored him the first time! But I can wait!
Dang you, Samuelson, don’t stand there gapping. Go get
my cash and bring it to the Silver Dollar. Lead my horse
over here, and—(groans)—Dance was his name, eh?
He’ll dance before I get through with him! (Fades out
with groan)

Biz—Concertina fades in . . . lugubrious voice of JoNEs’s
singing to it.

JiM (in laughing) —Still crowding woe out of that sofa
cushion, ain’t you?

Jones.—Durn it, I never AM appreciated! You got back, I
see!

JiM.—Oh, sure. I can get back when I can’t get any place
else!

Jones (dry chuckle).—Natice you had a sort of run-in with
Ownsley.

Jim.—Nothing to mention.

Jones.—Do you happen to carry any insurance, Jim?

Jim.—I carry it—but I didn’t have it with me. It’'s over
under my seat cushion—or was when I left Salt Lake.

Jones.—Um-m-m! (Chuckle) What kind of a policy is it?

Jim.—It’s a thirty-eight in a forty-five frame, with a cut-
down barrel, and a hammer I had made to order.

Jones.—I guess there ain’t any use arguing with you. Did
you get your job?

Jim—Yep.

JoNEs (as sitting up). —YEs? You don’t mean—

Jim.—I got a job sticking around this Basin here till I find




163
164

166
167
168

170
171
172
173

174
175
176
177
178
179
180
181
182
183
184
185

186
187

PROFESSIONAL QUALITY ‘ I13

out more about what it was you knew that you wouldn’t
tell me.

Jones.—Hm-m-m! So you noticed those brands, did you?

JiM.—From where I stood—yes—alongside the cars. (Pause

. slow) A rustler’s running iron always makes too
narrow a burn. You'd think they’d learn. '

JonEs.—Ownsley’s so high-handed here he don’t think he
HAS to learn!

JiMm—Look here, Desolation, what other brands are there
in this neck of the woods?

JonEs.—You're so durned smart I’ll be telling you every-
thing in a minute.

JiM.—TI'm asking you a straight question. If you don’t want
to answer I can look ’em up in the Recorder’s office in the
county seat—if this place HAs a county seat!

Jones.—I give up. . . . There’s the Teapot. Belongs to Mrs.
Pete. ’

Jim.—Mrs. Pete?

JonEs.—Name of Mulgardt. Relict of the late Pete.

Jim (laugh).—Good cowman, is she?

JonEes.—Any way you take Mrs. Pete, she’s as good a man
as ever lived!

JiM.—Even a better brand-blotter than this man Ownsley
couldn’t turn a teapot into a Sash Brand. So Mrs. Pete is
out. Who else?

Jones.—Well, there’s a little outfit up in the Nusquallies
with a Hip-roof, and there’s the Dutchers, but they brand
with' a Circle D.

JiM.—Come on.

JonEs.—Durn blast it, you gettin’ me mighty near to cor-
nered, son! ‘

JiM.—I’'m aiming to, Desolation.

Jones.—All right. There’s Holt Irving’s ranch—the H.I.

JiM—H-I— Um-m-m! Keno!

JoneEs.—You're so suspicious by nature you'd buy a bank
before you’d put money into it.

JiMm.—I'm so suspicious by nature, Desolation, that I'm
going to get me a job tomorrow.

JoNEs.—A job? (Pause) Oh! . . . I see. .

JiM.—Maybe you've forgot that this man Ownsley pulled a
gun on me twice when the only deadly weapon I had on
me was a nickel matchbox with the hinge broke.

Jones.—I don’t blame you, son! Not a mite. You’re goin’ to
try the H-I outfit. But there’s Jernigan to figure in.

Jim.—I thought you said his name was Irving.

Jones.—He’s the owner. Jernigan is his foreman. He does
the hiring on the H-I.
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Jim.—Some foreman! Let’s a blunder-headed calf-thief like
Ownsley drive twenty-five head of good baldfaces out
from under the eaves, blotch their brands with two lines
made with a running iron—and turn them into a Sash—
and then sell them at a siding corral in broad daylight.

Jones.—It’s a wicked world, son, and full of depravity and
original sin,

Jim.—T’ll let all that stand except the ORIGINAL part.

JonEs (dry chuckle) —You like your words to be laid awful
close to the line, don’t you, Dance?

Jim.—I like words to. mean what they say. This man Jerni-
gan is a hard foreman to hook up with, then?

Jones—I only know what I hear—and I've heard plenty
last two years in this basin,

Jim.—How far is it to the H-I ranch?

Jones.—Bout thirty-six miles, by the road.

Jim.—I’ll probably use the road— Hm-m-m. (Sharp) See
here, Desolation, how come this Mr. Irving to use a brand
that could be turned into something else so easy?

Jones.—I only know what I've heard, as I say, and what
I've heard is that Irving and Tom Cathcart—Sash brand,
you understand—used to be friends. No reason their
brands should get mixed up. But they had a row about
some thing—years back. Turned into a sort of feud. Died
down the last few years—but some little misunderstanding
might set it blazin’ again.

Jim (yawns).—I’'m much obliged for everything, Desolation
—I'm going to waste some of my substance on ham and
eggs. Will you side me?

Jones.—Ham and eggs? Where have I heard them two
words before?

Jim.—It’s three, including the ham. Come on.

JoneEs—Wait a shake. Listen!

Biz.—Distant train whistle.

Jim (laughs).~Train coming? You weren’t thinking of
staying to see it pull in, were you?

JonEs.—Pull in, your foot! It goes through here loose at
both ends! It’s the Overland.

Jim.—Well, you can stay here and hold on to your hat if
you want to. I'm going to eat.

JoneEs.—Wait, can’t you? Let a feller see a train go by,
can’t you? Give a unhappy critter a moment’s pleasure,
can’t you?

JiM.—Well, rate that Limited is coming, it won’t take long.
But I better stand down by my trailer. That pinto of mine
isn’t used to these modern inventions like smooth-shank
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spurs and steam engines. (Fading) And after you've got
your eye full of grit—sav!

Biz—Trajn nearer . . . locomotive whistles for brakes . . .
two longs.

JiM.—She isn’t coIiNG By!

JonEs.—You don’t know her. She’ll go through here so fast
—I jacks, mebbe you’re right!

JiM.—Sure. She whistled for brakes. Look at the sparks fly.

JoNEs.—Why, there ain’t anybody got off the Overland at
Pascoe since Matt Bridger was running for Congress! I’'m
dinged—this 1s what you’d call a epic-making e-vent!

JiM (laughs).—Funny what a little thing it takes to break up
the monotony, ain’t it, Desolation ?

Biz—Train roaring drowns conversation . . . train stops
... bel L. et

JonEs.—Say, jumping Jee-rusalem. Do—do you see what I
see, Jim Dance?

Jim.—Now, Desolation, you'’re older than I am—and from
sounds you make, I think you've got a leaky heart-valve—
Mr. Jones, the sun has come up!

JoNEs (whistles).—Ain’t she a PIPPIN?

JiMm.—Calm down, now! Know her, Desolation?

JonEs (indignantly).—If I did do you think I'd be sitting
here on this corral rail with you? Look a-here, is my cow-
lick standing up?

Jim.—Well, there she is!—Left flat and forty miles from
water.

Biz—Train . . . bell . . . whistle . . . pulls out . . . pass-
ing with roar. '

JoNEs.—Hm-m-m! Not a soul in sight, either way!

Jim.—You watch my automobile, Jones. I won’t be long.
(Fading)

Jones (up).—Hi! Come back here! Mean to call yourself
a friend. (Down . . . chuckle) Funny—how life is! Sit
here on a fence three hundred days in the year and never
git anything but a splinter in your pants—and today along
comes this kid cowhand and kicks Jeff Ownsley’s shooting
materials up into his teeth—and then the Overland stops
and spreads Ro-mance all over the durned countryside.
I wonder will I get those ham and eggs there was so much
talk about a few minutes back—

Biz—Fades . . . concertina . . . mowrnful . . . fades.
Jim.—Excuse me, lady, can you think of anything I could
do to make myself look like a Reception Committee? *

MAUREEN (wery cool).—I beg your pardon!

Jim.—Oh, don’t shoot—don’t shoot! I’m harmless.

-~

P
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MAUREEN.—No doubt. You MAY tell me where I can get a
taxi.

Jim.—A—come again, please!

MAUREEN.—A taxicab! Or a rent car.

Jim.—Oh, one of those things? Nearest one, I reckon, is
likely Salt Lake, or maybe Prescott.

MAUREEN.—Are you the humorist of this—er—city?

Jim.—I don’t even belong to it. I'm & stranger here myself.
But I wouldn’t let it be said that Jim Dance left anybody
afoot and with his rope trailing. Maybe I could roust up
your friends—or whoever should be here to meet you.

MAUREEN.—I—I'm afraid— (Laughs) Well, Mr.—

Jim.—Not Mister. Jim Dance.

MAUREEN (a little easier).—I'm afraid, Jim Dance, that I've
been silly. I hate to admit it.

Jim.—A fellow usually does. What brand of foolishness is
your favorite?

MAUReEN.—I—ought to have known better. I came to visit
my uncle—and thought I'd surprise him.

Jim (chuckles).—Well, I'd say you’d surprise him, all right.
If he’s old enough he’ll probably spank you and put you
to bed.

MaureeN.—He’s old enough. And I think I'll suggest it to
him, if he doesn’t think of it himself. His name is Tom
Cathcart. Do you happen to know where—

Jim.—Cathcart? '

MaurReeN.—Why, yes! This is Pascoe, isn't it?

Jim.—This is Pascoe. You’re on the right trail, all right. But
it’s quite a piece out to his place.

MAUREEN.—Oh! (Pause) What do you mean by “quite a
piece”?

Jim.—TI'd judge from what I've heard that it’s too far to
walk.

MaureeN.—With these bags two city blocks would be too
far. (Discouraged) Oh, what a little fool I was! I—I
really thought there’d be—a car—or a bus line—some-
thing— (She’s going to break down if she doesn’t watch
her step)

JiM.—Oh, Lord, lady, there’s plenty of cars. Mine, for in-
stance.

MauRreeN.—Thank you. But no! I'm sure I can find—

Jim.—I don’t mean we’re starting now. We've got to eat
first.

MaureeN.—But if you’re such a stranger here, could you
find the Cathcart ranch?

Jim.—Pshaw, lady, out this way places are all pretty much
alike. Somebody stands on a corner and jerks his thumb
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over his shoulder, and you put in two gallons of gas and_
follow the main traveled road till you get to where you’re
going.

MaureeN.—If we ate first, as you call it, where do we do it,
Mr.—that is, Jim Dance?

JiM.—Thanks, lady. Well, from the looks of the flies settling
on the screen, I'd say we WOULDN’T eat at the Star Restau-
rant and Café. But down the street, now— Hello, Desola-
tion! Move on in and settle an argument, will you?

JoneEs.—Howdy, young lady? If this young whippersnapper
is bothering you any—

MAUReeN (laughs) —Thanks. He isn’t—vET.

Jim.—There, now! You can go back to your corral rail,
Desolation, after you tell us—

MAaureeN.—I wonder if you’ll introduce me, Jim Dance?

Jim.—Oh, that’s right! Miss, this is Clarence Jones—

Jones.—Horace!

Jim.—Horace! This is Horace Jones, known hereabouts, as
I get it, as Desolation.

MAUREEN.—I'm Maureen Cathcart.

Jones (squawks) —You're WHAT?

Jim (aside).—You blamed old fool! (Up) It’s all right,
lady. Clarence has just swallowed his chew!

JoneEs.—HoracE, drat ye! And I don’t use—

MavureeN (laughs).—We're all being ridiculous. And I've
just found out that I’m starved!

Jones.—You’re lucky. I've been starved for six months, and
knew it all the time. You see, when I was riding for—
ahem !—well, anyway, if you want the best eating place in
Pascoe, try Johnny’s! Reasonable, too!

MAUREEN (7ather fussed) —I’m afraid I'm throwing every-
body out. And I don’t like being a burden to—

JoNeEs—Say, lady, when you hear anybody yelling about
you being a burden, drop me a postal. I’'m sixty or fifty or
eighty-two or something, but—

Jim.—You're a hundred and eight—but not as melancholy
as you were! Johnny’s Place, did you say? If you don’t
mind, we’ll walk around by my car. I want to unload my

life insurance we were talking about, Desolation. (Fade

. .. girl laugh . . . voices . . . maybe concerting)
‘Bsz—Transition . . . perhaps fade into tinny piano playing
in Johmny's Place . . . woices . . . dishes, etc.

First CowBoy.—You say this stranger Kickep Ownsley’s
gun out of his hand? '

SaM. (low).—You don’t need to yell about it. But that’s
what I said—

horse and drink him—and I want to get—(laugh)—that .

)
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Seconp Cowsoy.—What I can’t see is—where was Ownsley
all that time? He can throw lead pretty fast, when he gets
drawed—!

OwnNsLEY (curt).—What you getting confidential about,
Samuelson ? It’s your turn to buy!

Sam.—That’s right. (Up) Waiter! Name your potions,

ents!

WiITER (coming in).—Yes, sir—just a minute. Mr. Owns-
ley, Gage is looking for you—Gage, the station agent. Hij,
Gage!

OwnsLEY.—Thought you were ’tending to the bill-of-lading,
Samuelson. What’s up, Gage?

GAGE (in . . . low)—I thought you might like to know,
Mr. Ownsley—Tom Cathcart’s niece came in on the
Overland just now.

OwNSLEY (low . . . curt)—What in blazes you been drink-
ing ? Cathcart’s NIECE!

GaGE.—Desolation Jones picked her up—he and a stranger
—looks like a cowman. They were talking by my.wicket
and I heard her say—

OwNSsLEY.—If you’ve got any more bad news, mail it to the
ranch! Thanks, just the same, Gage. That’s all. (Low)
Cathcart’s niece—

Sam. (low).—What’s the calamity, Ownsley ?

OwnsLEY (low).—Shut up a minute, can’t you? (Aside) I
might have known she’d show up, sooner or later. (Up)
Spider! Chavez!

Borua.—That’s me, boss . . . Si, sefior!

OwnsLEY (low) —That kicking kid from Montana has
picked up a girl at the depot—girl I'd just as soon took
the next Overland back where she came from . . . I want
you two to go out and find this Dance. When you find
him—start something ! And make it good enough—

Sam. (low).—Ownsley. Look—coming in!

OwNSLEY (steady . . . cold) . —All right. That’s them, boys!
Chavez, you take a little pasear along this wall to flank
him. Spider, go up to the bar and buy yourself a beer.
Watch him—not me! Il make this play—now he’s here.
Savvy!

TocETHER.—You bet! Muy bien, Hownsley!

Biz.—Chairs scrape . . . voices in place . . . music up a
Litle . . . laughter . . . dishes.

Jim (coming in).—WEell, I’ll be shot in the foot! It’s a regu-
lar café!

MAUREEN (a little nervous).—I'm glad I've plenty of escorts.
There aren’t many women here!
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JonEs.—Scarcity of themall through ‘these parts, worse luck—
(Low) Dance! .

Jim (up) —Now what is it, Desolation? (Low) You mean
Ownsley and his men?

JonEs.—Yes. That’s Chavez, coming along by the wall—and
two or three more of them—

]IM.T—}’ve got them. (Up) How about this seat, Miss Cath-
cart?

MAureeN.—Couldn’t we sit farther out—

JiM (easy).—Why, I'll tell you how that is, Maureen.
There’s a sort of DRAFT out there—and in this altitude
you have to watch out for drafts— There! Now, what’s it
going to be—up to four dollars’ worth?

MavureeN.—Four dollars! Oh, but really, Jim Dance, this is
m .

JIM.y—We’ll maybe shake for it. You can have ham and eggs,
or eggs and ham, or you can have eggs, or maybe a small
piece of ham. Just name it.

MAuRreeN.—Thanks. Isn’t there a menu card or—

Jones.—Johnny had a bill-of-fare when he opened—but that
was four—five years ago. The boys are still talking about
it.

MAUREEN (as looking around).—It’s funny, but everyone
here seems to be—well, waiting for something! What
makes me feel that— .

JiM (laugh).—They ARE waiting for something—what they
ordered probably half an hour ago. (Low) Desolation!

Jones (low).—I can see it!

JiM.—When it comes, crowd the girl back in the corner. Get
her low if you have to knock her down—T’ll take the play!

JoNEs.—You'll have to. I never did pack a gun!

MAUREEN (laughs).—Are you two whispering about me. I
know I'm silly, but I’ve seen movies that were like this,
some—

OwNSLEY (very loud and clear in a sudden pause) —Yes,
the way I got it, this girl came out here to Pascoe from
the East some place, and got herself associated with a
tramp. So when the shooting started the tramp used her
for a shield and she got herself shot—dead !

SaM. (shaky).—You don’t say!

OwNsLEY.—Yes. Yes, they shipped her home. And T always
say— .

JiM (loud and distinct . . . slow).—You got the story
wrong, one way, Ownsley! The way it was, it was THE
TraMp that got himself drilled—and it was for making a
talk he couldn’t back up!
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313 OWNSLEY (furious).—Dance! I gave you your chance—
once! You don’t get two—not in this man’s town!

314 JmM (sharp)—I don’t want two, Ownsley. (Up) Keep
your hands where they are, Ownsley!

315 MAUREEN (screams).—Look out, Jim Dance! That man—

316 Jim.—You're slow, cowboy! (Shot)

317 JoneEs.—Watch the Mexican!

318 JiM.—I’m watching him. Cuidado, paisano!

319 Biz. Table tipped over . . . shouts . . . scream of girl . . .
two shots . . . one shot . .. pause.

320 First Cownov.—He got Spider Gates!

321 Seconp Cowsov.—Somebody lift that Mexican up. His face
is smashed in!

322 MAUREEN.—]Jim Dance! Are you hurt?

323 JmM (laughs . . . down).—A mosquito must’ve bit me!
(Up) I'll take your gun, Ownsley. And see you later.
Now, Miss Cathcart, is it going to be ham and eggs, or
do you want the eggs and have the ham on the side?

324 Biz—Theme.

325 ANNOUNCER—You have been listening to the first episode
of a new Columbia feature—sIX-GUN JUSTICE.

THE IMPORTANCE OF SPECIAL TERMINOLOGIES

This is the script which started the series. Subsequent epi-
sodes went where they should and the talk never left the vocab-
ularies of California cowboys. In a later section of this thriller
there was an amusing spot that had to do with saddle-swapping
and no one in the listening audience could have doubted but
that these men knew all there was to know about saddles. Sprin-
kled through the dialogue were these words: “cheek straps,”
“headstalls,” “skirts,” “trees,” “hanging flaps,” “snaffle bits,”
“withers,” “nosebands,” “martingales,” ‘“‘cantles,” and ‘“bri-
doons.”

~ Before me is a script on the industry of glass blowing, a
very improbable radio subject as one would suppose. But the
script (as prepared for the educational series “Americans at
Work”) will make a good broadcast. One of the elements that
will help is the presence of the terms and the argot of this
strange profession : “carry-boy,” “snapping-up boy,” “shutting-
mold boy”—these for the apprentices, the printers’ devils of
the glass-blowing business; and a handful of unique words
which glass blowers seem to own outright: “cullet,” “pot-fur-
nace,” “shop,” “snaps,” “Lehr,” “cross-head,” “hard-carbon,”
“marver,” “lip,” “plunger,” and “‘gathering head.”



PROFESSIONAL QUALITY 121

It is not important that the listener comprehend the exact
meaning of all of these words and phrases. In the loading scene
of “Six-Gun Justice” there were probably many people who
did not see the picture carried in the line: “Kick his hocks,
Chavez,” but there were few who did not get a lively impres-
sion. We are working in impressions. We are working for
effects. The most vivid impressions we can receive are those
which come from seeing and hearing. In radio they must come
entirely from hearing.



‘ CHAPTER VII
CHARACTERISTIC BLUNDERS OF THE
BEGINNER

By now it should be apparent that radio stations buy those
shows which seem to know where they are going. As a con-
trast to “Six-Gun Justice” we are going to look at an episode
of a show which is in every way the finest illustration I ever
saw as to how radio should not be written. It is called “On to
Hollywood” and its failure is caused by the flat reason that ex-
plains almost all failures in radio writing: it was written by a
nonwriting writer. I believe it is cruel and dishonest to give
encouragement to any amateur whose work is utterly devoid of
talent. I gave none to the man who wrote “On to Hollywood”
and in some detail I told him what was the matter with his
work. He countered this in a most unusual way; by giving me
permission to include him as radio’s most horrible example, a
piece of generosity and good sportsmanship I have never seen
equaled. Here is his first episode:

ON TO HOLLYWOOD

This radio script is the fictionized account of the trip of Shir-
ley Jean Williams, the child radio star, with her brother Charles,
her mother, and grandmother, from their home, Schenectady, New
York, to Hollywood, California, in quest of fame in the movies
for Shirley Jean. It all comes about in the following way.

The scene opens in the home of Joe Mylzinoff, famed Holly-
wood director. Mylzinoff and his wife and-daughter (Joe, Lots,
and Letty) are having after-dinner coffee on the terrace. Joe is in
a philosophical good humor as he speaks to his wife. . . .

Direcror.—Well, Lois, darling, we’d never be having our coffee
outside at this time of the year back East. This California
weather is even better than the folders used to tell us it was.
Remember—we didn’t believe them till we came out here our-
selves three years ago. Boy, oh, boy, oh, boy—

Lois.—Summer’s the one thing I can stand twelve months a year.

DirecTor,—Yes, there are a lot of compensations for giving up
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our old friends in the East. But I hate to lose track of that
Schenectady bunch. After all, we’ve had some swell times with
the old gang.

Lois.—Don’t worry, dear—you’ll find a bowling club, and another
gang that gathers on alternate Friday nights. It won’t be long
before you’ve surrounded yourself with all the things that used
to make you (chidingly) such a bad husband.

DirecTor.—Hang it—it isn’t the same though—TI don’t know what
it is—

Lois.—You mean yow’re not the same, Joe. (Butler enters with
file of papers, several newspapers included)

Director (rustling papers).—Imagine, Lois, here’s the Schenec-
tady Times-Union.

Lois.—Well—isn’t that something ? Now you can shed a few tears
into your demi-tasse after all.

DirecTorR (ignoring her).—Listen to this! Looks as if old Bill
Cullum—you remember, Lois, dear—the director of Station
WGY—has sure gotten in with the newspaper boys since I left.

Lois.—Radio is news nowadays, Joe.

Director (laughing) —And in my day you couldn’t get a stick of
type if you had Mickey Mouse broadcasting “Hamlet !”’

Lois.—What’s the break Bill got, dear?

DirecTor.—A full page AND pictures on the big children’s show
that’s going on Christmas week, featuring the kids from WGY.

Lois.—That paper’s four days old. They must be opening tonight.
Is it being broadcast? What does it say the time is for it to go
on?

DirecTOR.—It says here that the Orphan’s Christmas Tree Asso-
ciation is sponsoring a coast-to-coast program of children’s
shows in various cities. WGY goes on at seven-thirty.

Lois.—Why—it’s nearly eight now. That program must be almost
finished. I hate children’s programs anyway, so it’s all right with
me. I want to listen to Bing Crosby.

DirecTor.—But this is business, honey, and if there’s any decent
talent on this program I owe it to myself to find out and listen
to it. You know radio’s a swell place to uncover new talent.

Lois (slyly).—And easy on the feet, too!

Director.—All right . . . all right! But I'm going to tune it in
right now, if only to see what kind of a show Bill can put on
these days. (Sound of turming on radio, whistling, rumbling as
JoE tunes in. Then distantly—suddenly louder and clear—“This
s Station WGY, Schenectady,” etc.)

WGY ANNouNcER.—AnNd now, folks, little Shirley Jean Williams,
our guest star of the evening who gave us such a wonderful
rendition a few minutes ago at the beginning of the program,
will appropriately end the WGY Children’s program with her
own inimitable version of “6666666666666666.” (Four minutes
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dllowed for Shirley Jean's song and applause. After song and
applause musical cut back to Hollywood and Mylzinoff’s home.
No closing announcement, as JOE cuts off program right after
Shirley’'s song, since it was the last number on the program.
Applause still going as he shuts off program and . . .

DirecTor.—Sa-ay—that Shirley Jean Williams sounded like the
real stuff to me! What do you think—?

Lois.—]Joe, dear, it’s hard to say. If she looks as swell as her sing-
ing sounds, then maybe you have something. But she may look
like a rag doll. You know how those things are.

Director.—That’s true, honey, but I need a kid with a delivery
like that so badly to compete with Luxor’s Mary Ann McGee!
You know I can’t sell that script I want to do until I show A. J.
someone who can really put it over.

Lois.—You’ve got a lot of important things to do to take time
out to gamble with anything so flimsy, Joe.

Director.—Yes—I know—but I want to find out. And it’ll be fun
to talk to Bill anyway— I'm going to call him right now!
(Sound of putting through call to Bil Cullum. Much repetition
of “Hollywood calling Schenectady” . .. “Are they ready,
Schenectady?” . . . “Ready, Hollywood!” “O.K., Chicago .
clear the wire . . . Hollywood calling Schenectady, N. Y.”)

Direcror.—Hello, Bill? Well—you old shark, you! This is Joe
Mylzinoff calling from the coast. How are you anyway, y'ole
buzzard ?

BiLL (heard remotely).—We all thought Hollywood had swal-
lowed you up.

Director.—No, no, Bill—not at all. As the American Tel. & Tel.
would have you believe, it’s a small world! Ha-ha. Say, Bill,
here’s what I called about. I just caught your Children’s pro-
gram—that is—the last end of it where Shirley Jean Williams
sang her number. She seems to have a lot on the ball. Now tell
me—what kind of a pan has she got on her?

BiLL.—She’s just about the cutest thing that ever came out of this
neck of the woods, Joe. And you'’re right, Joe—that kid’s got
everything. If only she’s handled properly she’ll go a long way.

Director.—O.K., Bill— The thing is, I need someone like the
Williams girl, but I haven’t enough dough to gamble blind. Do
you think she could get out here?

Birr.—I don’t think so, Joe. She and her mother are pretty broke.

Director.—Well, that’s the way it is, Bill. You tell them that if
they’ll take a chance on getting out here I’ll give them every
break I can. IF SHIRLEY JEAN IS AS GOOD AS SHE SOUNDS.

BriLL.—All right, Joe. And how about stopping in when you’re
coming East next time. The old gang would like to cast the
eagle eye over you and Lois.

DirecTor.—I will—I will. And keep up the good work, Bill. So
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long. So long. (Musical cut to the Williams home. Sound of
door opening and closing once.)

MotHER (surprised).—Why, Bill—what are you doing here? I
thought you were too busy to come out tonight, what with
putting the finishing touches on all the arrangements down at
the theater. And you're all out of breath. What’s the matter?
Nothing wrong, I hope, Bill>—We just got here ourselves. If
we’d known you were coming we could have waited and all
come out together.

SuirLEYy.—I hope nothing I did wrong on the air brought you out,
Mr. Cullum?

BiLr.—Bless you, no, Shirley Jean! It’s something you did weLL
that brought me out. You were terrific! So terrific that Joe
Mylzinoff called me all the way from Hollywood to find out
about you.

SHIRLEY.—You mean the Joe Mylzinoff, the famous director ?

BiLr.—Sure. He used to be at WGY only about four years ago,
directing programs.

CuARLES (precociously) —So what. . . .

MotHER (gleefully) —I knew you could do it, Shirley Jean. (To
BiLr) What did he want, Bill?

GranDpMA.—Yes, Shirley Jean—I can see you inherit some of your
mother’s mother’s talent, my dear—

BirL.—He wants Shirley Jean to come to Hollywood, but she’ll
have to get there on her own initiative. He’ll give her every
break once she’s there, but she’ll have to figure How to get there
HERSELF— (Al groan hopelessly.)

CuArLes.—But I don’t want to go to Hollywood.

BiLL.—Why not, Charles—it’s thte one big chance we’ve all been
hoping for for your sister— 0

CuARLEs.—Because I’m going to be on the Terrible Tigers base-
ball team in the Spring, and this is the first year I've been able
to make it.

SHIRLEY.—But, Charles—think of traveling all the way across the
continent. Think of the DANGER—

CHARLEs (doubtfully).—Would there be INDIANS?

GranDMA.—There were in My day, child, but they’ve all bit the
dust by now. Probably because there was so much of it.

CuARLES (sulkily) —I want to play baseball. . . .

MotHER (inspired).—I hear that the boys in “Our Gang” have a
team all their own.

CuARLEs.—And they might need a substitute when Skippy’s .
mother wouldn’t let him come out? On, Boy! That’d be loads
better than the Terrible Tigers! But I bet the Tigers could beat
’em. Let’s start right now!

MotHER (dryly).—I thought you’d see the great opportunity for
Shirley Jean.



126 RADIO WRITING

GranNDMA.—To think that at my age I've got to push across that
“No Man’s Land” again! What are we going to use for money ?
OTHER.—Yes, Bill—WHAT can we po?

BiLL.—Well, Mrs. Williams—there’s not much I can do. I wish
there were—

SHIRLEY.—But I MUsT go! I’m so sure, you see, that I can be a
star. I xNow it!

BiLL.—The only thing I can do is to write letters for you that’ll
get you into all the radio stations along the way. And possibly
Shirley Jean can make enough to carry you all.

GRANDMA (philosophically).—I might brush up on a few of my
old cowboy ballads. . . .

CuARLEs.—T’ll sell my bike, and all my marbles, and my stamp
collection. Or if I don’t sell my bike I could ride on ahead of
you and sell newspapers, or hold out a tin cup and pretend I’m
a beggar—

MotHuER.—You're half asleep, Charles. You’d better go to bed.

GraNDMA.—Well, I’'m all for leaving for California P.D.Q.; they
take in the sidewalks too early for me around here!

MotaER.—Oh, Bill—I’m sure we’ll make it, thanks to your letters
and encouragement ! 4

BiL.—So am I, Mrs. Williams. I'll be rooting for you every
minute, too—you can bet on that!

SHIRLEY.—Hurray! Hurray! I'll dance and sing my way from
COAST TO COAST. ON TO HOLLYWOOD !

ANNOUNCER.—But what difficulties beset these brave travelers! It’s
a long way between radio stations sometimes. And will Charles
fulfill his threat to sell newspapers? CaN Shirley Jean sing and
dance her way to Hollywood ? That remains to be seen. Qur
listeners will hear the whole thrilling story if they listen in at
this time every week to the Candy-Bran Hour. Munch a piece
of Candy-Bran . . . the candy cake that tastes so grand!

In this first script what are the marks which give away
the beginner? First, the piece is completely unreal, and unreal-
ity begins page one, line one, voice one. Joe Mylzinoff, pre-
sumably a Russian and programed as a “famed Hollywood
director,” is in every way completely un-Hollywood and un-
professional—a perfect Rotarian prototype from Schenectady.
Although Joe is a famed Hollywood director (which would
mean supposedly that he had a good salary and many acquaint-
ances), neither Joe nor his wife have anything much to do, no-
where to go, and spend the afternoon over their after-dinner
coffee missing the old gang back East. What makes us posi-
tively certain that the writer is unsure of his own material is
the fact that we are never permitted to meet Letty (the daugh-
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ter) after being told in the opening that she is “on-stage.” She
doesn’t have so much as a single line. After about forty seconds
of talk we run into our first marginal direction: “Butler enters
with file of papers, several newspapers included.” But our but-
ler is not introduced and is not given anything to say. Neither
Joe nor Mrs. Joe see, recognize or acknowledge him, and there
is no way of telling us what his mission is.

The next few pages bring in their own share of additional
troubles, one of the worst of which is the amateurish overuse
of coincidence. Here we have Mr. Mylzinoff in search of juve-
nile talent, tuning in on Station WGY (which is taboo because
it is an identified station) and not only picking up WGY and
the broadcast which he wants, but the split-second announce-
ment that introduces our petite heroine. Then Shirley Jean
(another taboo, her name being too close to Shirley Temple)
goes into her production number and of course has them in the
aisles right away. Very convenient for Joe, very hard for the
audience. It’s just too much to believe.

We run into two or three awkward transitions and then
collide with a dead giveaway for the writer. Our famed direc-
tor, casually telephoning across the continent to get information
on what he hopes will turn into a million-dollar juvenile prop-
erty, hasn’t enough money to buy the girl’s transportation to
the West coast. By this time any critical reader is willing to
quit. Not so the writer. He takes us at once to another error,
that which is known as identification failure. We have a musi-
cal cut and a Sound cue for a door closing, and then: MOTHER
(surprised) : “Why, Bill—what are you doing here? I thought
you were too busy to come out tonight, what with putting the
finishing touches on all the arrangements down at the theater.
And you are all out of breath. What is the matter? Nothing
wrong, I hope, Bill. We just got here ourselves. If we had -
known you were coming, we could have waited and all come
out together.” All that the radio audience can possibly grasp
from this splutter is that an unnamed woman is talking to a
fellow named Bill. As to where we are, we do not even have a
good suspicion.

In subsequent episodes with which I will not plague the
reader, we find violent character inconsistencies: Shirley, the
curly-headed sweetheart, after outwitting an inferior competi-
tor (Charles had her quarantined for smallpox), suddenly
turns into a vindictive, revenge-is-sweet little harpy, torments
her rival in a most unladylike way, and does so when the girl
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is already beaten. Charles, who was naive enough, as we saw
in the script, to inquire whether Indians would be one of their
transcontinental dangers, suddenly climbs up on the bandstand
and leads an orchestra. Grandma, who is peppy enough to give
us the only approach to lively talk in the whole show, is at the
same time old enough to remember going West in a covered
wagon.

“On to Hollywood” got as far as Cincinnati. Many road
shows have stranded there I am sure, and we may as well let
this one, too.

How TtHE NEw WRITER CAN IMPROVE HIMSELF

Reading plays and attending the theater are the most bene-
ficial and instructive exercises the radio writer can have. They
will certainly help him to avoid such errors as those we have
just seen. Techniques of writing can be, if not acquired, at least
understood, by a thorough knowledge of the work of other
writers, notably that of playwrights, who depend on the spoken
word to set the scene, explain the characters, and start the ac-
tion moving. Last year I assigned a radio dramatization to a
writer, now a member of my staff, who had never written a
play or radio script before. The finished product, his first, was
so accurate in all the essentials of radio writing that I could
only ask him how he came by this skill. The answer was inter-
esting and illuminating. He read Shakespeare almost exclu-
sively; and Shakespeare, he said, faced the same problems that
the radio writer must face. More than most playwrights, he
depended on dialogue for his exposition: there are no stage
directions to speak of in his plays, and there is no character
description apart from the dialogue. Unlike any other play-
wright, Shakespeare begins his play straight off, almost
abruptly. At once he sets something going to amaze, startle,
interest, arouse the listener—exactly as the radio writer must
do—and the whole substance of the play and what is to follow,
particularly the atmosphere of the story and the kind of charac-
ters who are to inhabit it, are to be discovered in the opening
few lines. He indicates in his opening scenes who the charac-
ters are and their relation to one another, he lets the audience
know what time it is and where the scene is laid, he explains
what the situation is as the curtain goes up—all in the dialogue.
Like Shakespeare, the radio writer has no printed program to
explain these things to his audience, and he is playing, so to
speak, upon a bare stage without scenery, exactly as Shake-
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speare did in the old Globe Theatre. Hence his dramatization
problems are the same and they must be solved in much the
same way. Moreover, when Shakespeare wanted to change his
scene and continue his play with a different sequence, he could
not lower the curtain and raise it again on a different setting
whose visual properties would explain the change to the au-
dience, as it does in the modern theater. The old Globe had no
curtain, no stage scenery. He indicates the end of his scene
usually by a rhymed couplet, which the audience knew meant
a change of scene, and this rhymed couplet is comparable to
the “music bridge” which effects the transition from scene to
scene in radio writing, and serves the same purpose.

ExAMPLE oF SUPERIOR FIRST SCRIPT

Without any further comment on the subject of profes-
sional quality I am going to let Milton Geiger summarize for
me what I have been trying to say on this subject. Here is his
script “Case History,” the first script he ever wrote:

CASE HISTORY *

Biz.—Fade in series of code v's . . . up full . . . down behind.

Narrator.—Ladies and gentlemen, tonight the Columbia Work-
shop presents the fifth program of its experimental series dedi-
cated to you and the magic of radio. In line with its policy of
introducing the work of new authors, the Workshop is pleased
this evening to offer an unusual drama dealing with the dark
recesses of the subconscious mind. We present “Case History”
by Milton M. E. Geiger.

Biz—Fade in on hiss of sterilizer.

Dr. Marks.—I think it’s pretty hopeless, Doctor—he’s too far
gone—

DRr. ViviaAN.—No—there’s still a spark left—about one chance in
a hundred if we work fast—When did they find him?

Dr. MARrks.—Our ambulance picked him up about 20 minutes
ago—crumpled on the sidewalk in front of a drugstore on 6th
and Main.

Dr. ViviAN.—Nurse! Tourniquet for intravenous injection—
syringe—50 cc.’s of methylene blue—get ready for gastric lavage
and artificial respiration—

Nurse.—Yes, Doctor.

Dr. ViviaN.—Strip his right arm, Doctor Marks—while T get
these gloves on—

* Reprinted by special permission of E. I. duPont de Nemours & Com-
pany, Inc.
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Dr. Marks.—Right— (Ripping of cloth)

Dgr. Vivian.—Alcohol, please— (Few slaps against arm) Cotton—
iodine—all right, Doctor—tighten the tourniquet—little more,
please—syringe, please— (Pause) Thank you—there— (7o
doctor) Consciousness and reflexes are restored sometimes
before the entire injection of the methylene— (To nurse) Stand
ready with the respirator if he starts coming round—

Nurse.—All ready, Doctor— :

Biz—First faintly . . . a groan and heavy sigh . . . it continues
.« . a little heavier.

Dr. MarRks.—He’s coming out of the coma—

Dr. ViviaAN.—Quick—start the respirator— (Hiss of respirator
starting) All right, Doctor—put the mask on his face— (The
groans get muffled as the mask is placed on River's face) Nurse
—get another 5o cc.’s of methylene ready in case of lapses—

Biz—Metallic click of respirator counter close to mike . . . the
breathing mask close too . . . through it we hear the labored
breathing of patient . . . he mumbles . . . groans . . . lapses

into steady deep inhalations against the beat of the inhalator
counter and hiss of apparatus.

Dr. ViviaN (in subcontrol room) —He’s slipping again—hypo-
dermic, please,

Biz—The organ sustains the lowest octave it can reach . . . it
starts low in background . . . as it builds slowly . . . we hear
a repeat of:

Dr. Vivian (on first filter) —He's slipping again—hypodermic,
please— (The organ up more)

DRr. ViviAN (on highest filter).—He’s slipping again—hypoder-
mic, please— (The organ higher)

Dr. VIVIAN (steps way back from filtered mike and shouts so that
voice sounds way off in distance) —He’s slipping again—hypo-
dermic, please—

Biz—The organ builds full up—dissolves into roar of airplane
engine in studio—full up, then down for:

RivEr—What am I doing up here? Wonder what time it is—
Not in these hills— Snooze you go!—And wham!—Eighty-
five hundred feet— No good either— Fellow can scrape his
landing gear off on a tree or smack into some mountain, like
Girard out of Cleveland. Found Girard almost three weeks after
he came down in the Alleghenies— Girard could fly too— A
good job, flying—the mail!—Checks coming in regularly—
Fellow could be pretty certain of his coffee and rolls as long
as he kept his end up—that would be one cinch for River Daw-
son— If only Western Continent Airways hadn’t folded— I'd
still have my job . . . Number One Pilot and no troubles with
Janet— No troubles with Janet—

Biz—The engine whines and labors . . . the sighing wind rises.
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River.—Whoa, there ! —Whoa !—Never can tell about this moun-
tain flying— Get caught in a down draft and you lose altitude
like a winged Mallard— Level, there, Beulah— I don’t know
where we're flying, but keep your nose up—that’s it—upsy,
Beulah— (RI1vER is silent for a second . . . the engine roars on
. . . the wind whines in gear and rigging) Wonder what Janet
is doing now—sipping cocktails—dancing with some mug—
someone else’s arms around her—all right—I'm just a dumb
pilot out of a job—can’t blame the kid—what was it she said—

Biz.—Airplane engine alone for a second.

JANET (board fade in) —Why can’t you give it up, River? (Plead-
ing) Now that Western Continent is out of business, give up
flying—get yourself another job—it gets them all. It comes to
everyone they all say at the field. It'll come to you, and where’ll
I be, River?

RivEr.—TI’ll be all right— Some of the boys have been in it since
the Wright boys flew at Kitty Hawk.

JANET.—Yes! And their legs are broken in a dozen spots, and
crooked, and shiny where they’re scarred. And they talk of
their miraculous escapes. And then one day they don’t escape.
Every week one of the boys who’ve been in it since the Wright
brothers flew at Kitty Hawk comes to the end of his string. Give
it up, River.

RiveEr.—I can’t. I'll get a job and we’ll get married and every-
thing’ll be hunky!

JANET (coldly).—No, River, it won’t.

River.—It won't?

JaNET.—No. I won’t share you with the wind and the scent of
gas and the beat of engines and the threat of death. I want my
man for myself, and not for the service of—of—machines.

RivEr—You're wrought up. I'll call you tomorrow.

JaNET.—No. I won’t be home to you. I'm sorry, River. I’'ve made
a decision. I'm asking you to make one. Buf think!

River (stolidly).—I don’t have to think. I can’t do anything but
fly. It’s in my blood. There’s no decision to make when there’s
only one—course.

JANET.—I—D'm sorry, River. Terribly sorry.

River (bitterly angry ail at once) —Sorry i—Yes, you’re sorry—
Maybe you’d like me to be a ribbon clerk or a dandy in evening
pumps. Well, I’'m not— It ain’t my speed— I stick to the stick l~—
I’ll be seeing you! . ,

Biz—The drum of the airplane engine up full for a second . . .
then down behind. *

River.—So that’s the end of that— Humph— Why is it so cold P—
and DARK !—Like the bottom of a pitch lake—ouch! (He cries
out suddenly) Funny— There’s that pain in the right arm again—
Tight and cramped— And I wonder what’s wrong with the
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old lungs— Can’t—seem—to—get—my—breath. Kinda—chokes
me— Awful cold—wonder—why-—can’t be lost— Who—me ?—
River Dawson?—don’t make me—me laugh— There’s a light
in—the east— Funny—gas gauge—must be stuck—flew all—
this—distance— Didn’t use up any gas—stuck—remember—
have—it fixed—remember— (Breathes gaspingly) There goes
my breath again—got to hold tight—can’t crack up here—bad
spot—never find me— (Build plane) Better set all controls
in neutral—slipping—cold—dark—slipping—Janet—Janet—slip-

ping— (The airplane engine wup full . . . dissolve into low
drone of organ . . . fade out entirely and into hiss of respi-
rator)

Dr. Vivian.—He’s slipping again—hypodermic, please—

Nurse.—Yes, Doctor.

Dr. Marks.—His respiration’s more labored—he’s slipping back
into a coma again—

Dr. ViviaN.—Yes—looks bad—the syringe, please—quick, Nurse!

Nurse.—Yes, Doctor. .

Dr. VIvIAN (in subcontrol) —We'll give him fifty cc.’s more—
Tourniquet again, Doctor—tight on the right arm— (The organ
starts low background)

Dr. ViviaN (first filter)—Tight on the right arm. (The organ
up a bit)

Dr. VIvIAN (extreme filtration) —Tight on the right arm!

Dr. Vivian (still filtered . . . moves back from mike and shouts
for distant effect as before) —Tight on the right arm.

Biz—The organ surges up to cover him . . . gradually dissolves
into plane engine again. . . . Up full, then down for:

River.—What happened—must’'ve passed out—that’s funny—
River Dawson passing out—lucky I didn’t smack into a moun-
tain—better have a look around—it’s light now—foggy but
light—well, if that ain’t the luckiest!—An airport—just where
I was headin’ too—is that flyin’ or is that flyin’—just kind of
instinct I guess—usin’ the old flyin’ head— We better get down,
Beulah, and see about that gas gauge— (Motor whines a bit)
That's it, Beulah, around and into the wind—nasty fog—lucky

it’s a nice long fieldl— (Motor cuts . . . plane starts descent
. . whine of wind) Easy, Beulah—easy does it. (The motor
stops . . . plane lands) She’s down—nice work, Beulah—

(Ring on cymbal light) Well, where is everybody—not even a
ship on the field—I better do a little investigating—ought to be
someone stirring in the administration building—there’s a bunch
on the rail—that’s a relief—I was beginning to feel creepy
around this morgue—and this fog—brrr—thick as Turkish
coffee— (Footsteps on concrete) Funny lookin’ bunch—old
Horseface there—sadder than sad—bony lookin’ guy—I oughta
feed ’im an apple— (Footsteps stop)

-
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RiverR.—Er— Hello, boys— (There is no answer) Hello—
(Pause) Say, are you guys deaf?

Horserace (Slowly—tolerantly—kindly) —Howdy.

RivErR.—Where’s the boss of this outfit?

Horserace—Inside. You better wait, though. You better.

RivEr.—A tough baby, the boss, eh? (To himself) Funny cuss,
old Horseface—put his face together in a hurry—nice eyes
though—kind of soft like—patient—

HorseErace.—He’s all right—

River—I guess I'll go in anyway—it’s formal to report— (Starts
off) T’ll see you, boys—

HorseracE.—No. Don’t go in—I wouldn’t.

RIVER (curiously).—Say, the boss must be poison.

Horserace.—Oh, I don’t know. Pretty regular when you get to
know him. (Meaningly) 1f you get to know him—

River.—If T get to know him—an aristocrat, eh? In this forsaken
burg?

Horserace.—I wouldn’t say that. I wouldn’t know about it.

River.—All right—all right. Can I get a stuck gas gauge adjusted ?
And how about a little gas and 0il? Gauge says I'm full up but
that couldn’t be—I’ve been flyin’ all night.

Horserace.—That’ll be all right. ’

River.—Will it now? All by itself it’ll be all right. It’s the climate,
I bet! What T want to know is, do I get a gas gauge unstuck?

Horserace~It'll be all right, I said.

Biz.~Before the senseless talk can continue, someone else, heavy-
toned and surly, breaks in.

Voice—Nice day.

HorseFAcE.—Yup. (Silence)

Voice.—Nice day yesterday, too.

HorseFacE.—Yup. And it'll be nice tomorrow and the next day
and the next. Always was. Always ought to be, by the records.

River.—I want a gas gauge fixed and I want gas and oil and if
you boys aren’t talking, your boss is. So, one side, boys.

HorserACE (pleasantly disarming).—Where you from? (His
mildness takes RIVER off guard)

River—Huh? Oh, Los Angeles. San Diego, really, but I took off
from Angel.

Voice.—Nice trip? (Insinuatingly, with the suggestion of a leer
in his voice)

R1vER (guardedly).—Oh, sure. All right.

ANOTHER VOICE (sharp, bird-like, chirps up).—Er, you ever been
around these parts before? Don’t quite remember seeing you,
stranger, I don’t think.

HorserFacE—You shet up, Chet. This man’s a guest, see. He ain’t
stayirlllg, sO you treat him like a guest, see? You got such a big
mouth,
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River.—I been around. Maybe You haven’t. But I’ve done plenty
flying. Plenty. Think I’ll have a look around until the Big Shot
can see me and check me in and out.

Horserace.—Mind if I go with you?

River (pleased).—No, I don’t mind. Thanks.

HorseFACE (to the group).—Be good, boys.

Biz—Footsteps of RIVER and HORSEFACE ring on the concrete as
they walk in silence.

River (suddenly).—Say, what about this place? Don’t it do any
business? I don’t see a ship and I don’t hear a single engine.

Horserace.—No. Nothing much doing lately.

River.—Well, I’'m sorry to report that I don’t like this place.

Horserace.—We belong ; you don’t. Let it go at that.

RIvER (after a pause . . . thoughtfully) —You're all right!

Horserace (gently).—Thanks, kid. (They clump on . . . then
footsteps halt) Well, thiis is number one hangar. (4 faint clink-
ing of hammers comes to them, muffled as by fog)

RivEr—Well! A ship, as I snore in my sleep! And a beauty! I
never would have thought it of the old burg. A real beaut. Look
at those lines—long and sleek and slick and—she’s a honey,
what I mean—

HorseracE.—Mercury Airlines. Cruising speed 180 miles per
hour.

River.—Well, she’ll do all right. Man! That’s what I like to see
in a— (Stops short . . . a note of shrewdness and deep sus-
picion suddenly enters his voice) Say, when did that ship come
in?

Horserace.—Last night.

RiveEr—Where’s the luggage? And the passengers? .

HorserFAcE—About somewhere. I ain’t exactly the local nurse-
maid.

RIvER (thoughtfully).—You know, I wouldn’t say this to anyone
but you. You look on the level, and if you ain’t, it’s my funeral,
not yours. But is that bunch stealing planes?

HorsErFACE (gently mocking).—Stranger, you grieve me!
River—All right, don’t talk then. I'm not looking for trouble.
Unless you get gay with my job out there. Then watch out.

Horserace.—Don’t worry, kid. )

River—All right. I was just serving notice, you might say. I've
heard of plane smuggling to two-by-four powers that’ll buy up
anything that’ll hop fifty feet. Revolutionaries and that sort of
thing. But let it pass. Only hands off my ship.

Biz—They have been walking during this dialogue . . . suddenly
RIVER cries out.

River—Look! That man on that oil drum . . . reading out of
that little leather book. I know him.

Horserace.—Honest ?



#

3

CHARACTERISTIC BLUNDERS OF THE BEGINNER 135.

River—Sure . . . Brad Young used to sit like a jack-knife like
that and read and read. Hey— Oh—oh—oh, no. It can’t be.
No. That’s impossible. (His voice is broken and sad)

Horserace—We—people look different in a fog, don’t they?

River.—Yeh. Guess they do. Only it sure gave me a start, at first.

Horserace.—1 bet it did. You grabbed my arm so it’ll be black
and blue, I bet. o

River.—I thought sure it was old Brad Young. He looked up at
us so sad and expectant-like. I thought I recognized him, and
then I didn’t and then I did again. But it’s impossible. I tell
you, I never did see such a bunch of melancholy mutts—if you
don’t mind my Spanish—I never did see such a bunch in all my
days—

HORg,EFACE.—SO would it be all right if I just kind of inquire
where you’re headed for?

River—Me? Oh, East, I guess.

HorseFAcE.—You don’t seem very particular about your destina-
tion. Er—feeling a bit low, kid?

River.—No. Why, no, I’'m okay. Well—yes.

HorserAce.—Shoot, kid. That is, if you feel like it. I'm always
glad to listen to a man’s troubles, if it’ll help any.

River.—Don’t see where it makes any difference if I tell you.
Girl trouble,

Horserace.—That’s nothing. Don’t be foolish.

River—Lost my place with Western Continent when it folded,
too.

Horserace.—That’s nothing. Nothing to shout about but nothing
to get you down either. Don’t be foolish. I wouldn’t do any-
thing rash, ya know. What’s this I hear about a Trans-Pacific
line? There ought to be jobs for the right men, Trans-Pacific!
That sounds great to me! Trans-Pacific. Trans-Pacific. If only
I was— :

RiveEr—What? If only you was what?

Horserace.—Never mind.

River.—All right again. But to me you sounded like a guy in the
trenches that’s just heard about Broadway or Main Street or
Platt’s Junction. That’s all.

HorseraceE.—Trans-Pacific! That’s mighty fine. (There’s another
silence . . . then HoRSEFACE clears his throat noisily) Er, you
left Los Angeles last night?

River—That’s right. Had a battle with the girl friend. It’s all
washed up, too, if you want to know. So I checked out of my
room and tore down to the field and here I am.

HoRrsEFACE (remotely).—And here you are. You came straight
out to the field? No stops? Think. Think very hard. It’'s—it’s
important, kid. Think—think—think. (There is something

~
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urgent, almost pleading in Horseface’s tone. River’s hesitancy of
speech suggests heavy frowms, struggle with faulty memory)

River.—Sure—straight out. No, no, not quite, I guess. Say—cut
it out—my arm hurts—sharp—cut the questions—cut it, I say—
(His voice rises hysterically) Cut it, do you hear? I’m on the
level and this place isn’t, I tell you! So cut it, see! And my
arm aches— (Start to fade out) What makes my arm ache—
what makes my arm ache— (Groans and out)

Biz.—The organ starts low . . . builds to maximum and then on
cue doctor on high filter, shouting so that it cuts from distance.

DRr. Vivian (in subcontrol) —Tight on the right arm!

Dr. Marks (clear) . —Right, Doctor— (Moans from River) He’s
coming to again—

DRr. ViviaN (clear) —Syringe! Hold his left arm, Doctor, he’s
reaching for the tourniquet— (T he monotonous beat of the
respirator counter is heard throughout) If this methylene brings
him around again, I think he’ll be all right.

Biz—Close-up on heavy breathing through respirator mask . . .
the organ starts low . . . as the tempo of the breathing in-
creases . . . the counter beat increases and the organ volume
builds against it . . . through it we cut three times the doctor’s
voice as before.

Dr. VivIAN (first filter).—I think he’ll be all right— (Organ and
breathing up)

Dr. ViviaN (high pass filter) —I think he’ll be all right— (More
organ and breathing)

Dr. ViviaN (high pass filter . . . calling from way off ).—I think
he’ll be all right—

Biz.—The organ surges wp full . . . breathing drops . . . then
fade organ into abstract effect for fog . . . then:

HorserFAcE.—You’ll be all right, kid—just think—it’s important—
think—

River—Think what?

Horserace—Did you stop any place between the time you left the
airport and came here?

River.—I don’t know—and the back of my neck hurts—I can't
think—I can’t! It was raining—yes—it was coming down heavy
and it was late and there was a light on the corner and it said
drugs—I—I got some cigarettes—that’s right—cigarettes—

HorseFacE.—That all? Nothing else? Think— (almost pleading)
—think—

River—That’s all—no—I don’t know. I-can’t think, I tell you,
my arm aches and my neck—he wrote in a book, yeah—the
druggist—he had a face like a prune. I thought, “He’s got a face
like a prune,” and a head like a shiny bowling ball. He bent
over to write in a red book; he wanted to know my name—

HorsErFacE—For cigarettes ? :
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RivEr.—Sure—yeah, for cigarettes—he asked what is your
name—and I said, “Hector Higgins”—wasn’t that a scream,
Hector Higgins? (Laughs hysterically then stops suddenly) It
was raining and I got cigarettes and I was in a plane—and—
and—what do you care, you old scarecrow. What’s it to you?
You with your goofy horseface. What’s it to you? Let me go—
I've got to be going—TI'll be seeing you— Got to go—get gas
and go— That’s it— I won’t stand this place another minute—
(His voice lowers and he babbles incoherently)

HorseracE.—Take it easy, kid—I think you can go back—it’s
hard—but you can do it—easy does it, kid.

RivEr.—That man—that man on the oil drum again. That man—
(His wvoice starts climbing again unsteadily) 1 know now—it—
it 1s Brad Young. It 1s, I tell you! Look, he’s walking away
from me. But it’s Brad— (Shouts) Brad—Brad Young—Brad,
wait— Don’t you know me—Brad— (Lower, awed) He—he’s
turning—he heard me! It’s Brad! See—he recognizes me—he’s
smiling at me— (Sobbingly) Brad—talk to me (a pregnant
silence . . . then a new woice, low, sad, gentle)

Brap.—Hello, River—sure is great to see you again.

RivEr.—No! No! (Disbelief fills his struggling tones) It can’t—
it can’t! Don’t lie to me— You can’t be Brad Young. Stop nod-
ding at me like that; stop grinning, I tell you— (Screaming)
You can’t be Brad Young—you— (Slower now with deadly em-
phasis and realization) You—crashed in Arizona four years
ago! Burnt to a crisp!

Brap.—Yes, River.

River—Yes, River, he says. Yes, River—it—it can’t be. It can’t!
(Suddenly struck by another idea) The liner! The Mercury
ship I saw in the hangar—what—what about her?

HoRrsEFACE (sadly).—Too bad. She crashed last night in the
Sierras. Smashed to kindling. All hands killed. Too bad.

RivEr—Smashed! All! (Gibbering in horror) I've got to go!
Let me out of here! My ship—where’s my ship? Got to get to
my plane. (Gasps) That light! That awful glaring light. (The
organ comes in with a high-pitched eerie ring low in back-
ground)—From the building—and there’s someone standing in
the doorway—someone—someone—someone— My plane! I
can’t find it—this fog. You, you Brad! Stop that grinning and
nodding— Stop it! Stop it! You—you—thing (His voice trails
off into this distance on the filter setup as the organ chord rises
to a crescendo) Stop—stop—stop—stop! (It is lost in the organ
build . . . then everything cuts . .. complete silence . . .
after a few seconds . . . low in the background the fog effect
and a light eerie wind)

Horserace (softly).—So long, kid. Go back. Back to Broadway
and Platt’s Corners and the Trans-Pacific—so long, kid—
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BR.{\D (wistfully).—So long, River. Go back.

HorseracE (fade this into the wind rising).—Back—go back—
(Wind wp . .. fades . .. a long pause, then footsteps in a
corridor . . . door opens)

Nurse (quietly).—Good morning, Doctor. He’s rested quite well.
He’s awake now.

Docror (footsteps).—Hello—well, you're looking better. I didn’t
think there was much hope when they brought you in last night.

River (weakly).—Hello—

DocTor.—That was a terrific shot of cyanide you took. Enough to
kill a squad of ordinary men . . .

RIyER.—Yeah——don’t know what got into me—to make me do
it ...

Docror.—Let’s forget about it—I've brought you a morning
paper—

River.—Thanks, Doc—what’s the top news?

Docror.—Bad air crash—headlines—look—

RivER (reading) —“NINE DIE AS MERCURY LINER
CRASHES INTO MOUNTAIN”— (His voice seems strained
as though he gropes in his memory for something that eludes
him) as Mercury liner crashes into mountain—as Mercury
liner— (Sighs and gives up)

Docror.—Did you know about it ?

River.—No—no. It just sounded as if I heard it some place—
too bad—too bad—

Docror.—Well, I'll leave you now—there’s a young lady waiting
to see you—think you'’re strong enough—

River (ecstatically) . —Sure—sure—

Biz—Music take-out.




WRITING EXERCISES

1. Prepare a fifteen-minute dialogue adaptation of Browning’s
poem, “My Last Duchess,” using the overtones in this poem to
reconstruct, from your own imagination, a scene which might have
taken place between the duke and duchess shortly before he rid
himself of her.

2. Write a half-hour show from Dickens’s story, “The Signal
Man.” The great usefulness of the sound effect of railroad trains
will be evident to the reader. How much may one use this effect
without wearing it out?

3. As a severe assignment in compression, prepare a one-hour
drama which will tell the whole story of Cooper’s The Pilot with-
out omitting an important episode.

4. Write a detailed synopsis for thirteen half-hour broadcasts
to be adapted from Parkman’s The Oregon Trail and prepare any
one of these as a broadcast for children whose maximum age is
fifteen.

5. In two consecutive half-hour broadcasts reproduce in dia-
logue Humphrey Cobb’s war book, Paths of Glory.

6. From Damon Runyon’s collection of stories entitled Guys
and Dolls write a fifteen-minute adaptation of “Butch Minds the
Baby” and avoid killing any of the police.

7. As an effort in atmospheric writing, adapt Hawthorne’s
story, “Rappaccini’s Daughter,” for a half-hour broadcast.

8. In a series of six fifteen-minute shows, reproduce Doyle’s
tale of terror, The Hound of the Baskervilles.

9. In a one-minute spot of opening narration, explain the cir-
cumstances of the first two-thirds of Evelyn Waugh’s book, 4
Handful of Dust. Then dramatize, in a forty-five-minute adapta-
tion, the entire South American adventure, picking up your charac-
ters during the voyage to Brazil.

10. From Gone with the Wind write a half-hour adaptation of
the scene of Scarlett’s flight from Atlanta, her abandonment by
Rhett, and the party’s eventual arrival at Tara.
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CHAPTER VIII

ANALYSIS OF STUDENT WORK: THE
IMPORTANCE OF SIMPLICITY

I HAVE taught writing in three different universities, two in
this country and one in the Orient, and I have found that one
of the most persistent anxieties among students everywhere is
the fear that their ideas are not sufficiently involved or robust
or worldly wise to warrant extensive treatment. They are very
often right. On the other hand they are just as often unaware
of the expansible dimension in what they have. Great dramas
and great books and great stories, when one looks at the gen-
eral field, are not involved. Their basic ideas are astonishingly
simple. Nothing could be simpler, for example, than the basic
idea of Lord Jim. It could be completely expressed in one sen-
tence. So could the basic idea of Green Mansions. So could the
basic idea of “Outward Bound,” to mention a play, and “Boule
de Suif,” to mention a story.

In the radio plays we have already seen this continues to
be true. “Gardiens de Phare” derived from a concept as simple
as that of two men in a lighthouse, one of whom developed
rabies. The story we.have already read, “One Special ‘for Doc,”
was little more than a yarn about two men in a drugstore, one
of whom was about to kill himself because his romance had
collapsed. “J. Smith and Wife”” was the story of an ordinary
mother and father who found their eternal reward by being
unable to be anything but themselves and who, in so being, re-
vealed themselves as heroes.

In the pages to come we shall see a broadcast I consider
most satisfyingly charming and beautiful, called “Mr. Syca-
more.” Its basic idea is the very essence of simplicity: a weary
postman wants to become a tree and does so. We shall see an-
other piece based on a simple-minded Yorkshireman who, while
visiting in America, discovered that he could fly. And we shall
see still another—more grisly than the fantasies—in which a
sailor in command of an overcrowded lifeboat killed ten of his
passengers in order to give the rest a chance to survive. Basic

concepts of this sort do not require intellectual profundity, and
140
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their conversion to full-length portraits is a matter of practice.
A few summers ago CBS produced an ambitious and suc-
cessful series of one-hour programs called “America’s Hour.”
In substance these programs were dramatized histories of
America’s heavy industries, chronicles of her major contribu-
tions to the world’s progress, prosperity, and comfort. The
story of coal was presented in the course of this series and all
of the writing had to be done from original research. Nobody
in the organization knew anything about coal except its color,
and everyone in the program division who could be spared was
sent out to make discoveries. Someoné came in with the follow-
ing sentence: “John Drake of Sussex was tried and hanged
for burning sea-coa! in 1254.” This slender extraction was
made from Bradley’s History of Natural Resources, a very big,
very scholarly, and very dull book. The item salvaged, how-
ever, was interesting and it showed the proper instinct in the
person who brought it back. It was the earliest reference to
coal which we found, and was our sole source of fact for the
opening scene. Here is the original 'scene as performed:

Vorce.—How long has the world been aware of the great useful-
ness of coal?

ANNOUNCER.—Not until comparatively recent times. Coal for
many thousands of years was an industrial and social outcast.
Nobody could get it to burn properly, and it created a severe
smoke nuisance. In the year 1254—in a civil court in London—

CRIER (comes in ringing bell) —Oyez, oyez! All persons having
business before the Court of the Lord High Sheriff will now
stand forth!

Biz—Crowd murmur.

Jupce—Will the prisoner be led forth and placed within the cage.

Crier.—If it please milord, the prisoner hath no witness in his
behalf.

Jupce.—Then he shall speak on his own behalf. Lock the prisoner
in the cage.

CrIER.—Yes, milord.

Biz—Clang of metal door and lock.

Jupce.—Rise for the court, Prisoner, and pronounce thy name.

DrakE.—I am known in my guild as John Drake, milord.

Jupce.—Married ?

DrakE.—A widower, milord, the plague having taken my good
wife but a twelve-month ago.

JunGe—It is of no consequence to the court. Read the charge
against the prisoner.

CLErk.—“That the artisan, John Drake, maketh a nuisance within
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the bailiwick of Westminster by befouling the air day and night
with vapors; that these vapors issue from a furnace which
burneth sea-coal; that they are blown into the atmospheres of
this community by a bellows ; that this foulness hath a force so
contaminating as to afflict with nausea, with megrims, and with
sudden rushings of blood to the head all those living in proxim-
ity to the furnace ; that small children cry in the night-time they
are stifled ; that these presentments are true and testified to by
members of this bailiwick. Therefore a petition is submitted
that John Drake be apprehended by the law and obliged to
attend at a hearing before the Lord High Sheriff.”

Jupce.—Are any of these petitioners in the court?

CLerk.—They are all assembled, milord.

Jupce.—Call the first witness.

CLErk.—Richard Barth!

BarTH.—Present in the court.

JunGe.—Stand forth against the prisoner and bring the first
charge.

BartH.—Milord, this young man hath a furnace, an evil-smelling
manufactory that belches a mighty smoke upon us all.

Jupce.—Prisoner, is this acceptable to you?

Drake—It is indeed a smelly furnace, milord, but not an evil
smell.

Biz—Crowd murmur.

BarTH.—It is a vile, horrific stench, milord, with billows of black
vapor. A poisonous compound, a hot fog of tar and soot.

Drake.—Milord, if it pleases, it is my livelihood. I am a smith,
and the fire from the sea-coal is such a hottish fire that it makes
me the best iron monger in London.

Jupce.—What manner of iron make ye?

Drake.—Iron to bind the wheels of drays, to put on the feet of
horses, and for nails in joining His Majesty’s ships.

Jupce.—Call the next witness.

CLErk.—Josephine Cockthorn!

Jose—Present, milord.

Jupce—Stand forth against the prisoner.

Jose.—The man Drake hath caused my laundry to be soiled and
my laundryman hath now left my employ.

Jupce.—Is this the truth, Drake?

Drake—Milord, I do not know the lady nor her laundryman. It
is the truth that the smoke settleth and leaveth dirt.

Jupce.—Call the third witness.

CLErRK.—Peg Searly.

Pec.—Present, milord.

JupGe—Any further charges against the prisoner, John Drake?

Pec.—Please, milord, the furnace is next nearest my house by the
rear side. The stench hath effectually killed a greenish parrot
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my father brought back from the Crusade. And my child hath
a heavy croup in the lungs.

JupGE—Enough!

Biz—Gavel rap.

JupGe.—It is the opinion of this court that John Drake is guilty
of compounding a misery upon his neighbors ; that the burning
of sea-coal is poisonous; that maintaining a smithy of the sort
described endangers the health of tax-payers, children, and
household animals. Will the prisoner stand for sentence,
(Pause) John Drake—I find you guilty. You are sentenced by
this court to be hanged by the neck until you are dead! And
may God have mercy on your soul!

Biz—Music up and down.

There is nothing remarkable in the scene of John Drake’s
trial. It called for little more than logical dramatic visualization
and a mild feeling for early English, Historically the court
procedure is probably all wrong, but this does not matter here.
The fragment carried its point. It established coal as a pariah.
That was all that mattered.

This type of assignment is elementary in radio writing.
The people in radio who carry the burden of the dialogue work

'are every day obliged to make constructions of this sort, and
to the born dramatist or to the good artisan or even to the good
hack, a dramatic fiction of the type here included is not hard.
It is a natural dramatic extension, a thirty-two-bar variation on
a four-bar theme.

Students have a fear of these figments. They seem to feel
that there is something faintly unethical in representing a scene
as true which they know to be imaginary. They balk at being
positive. They flinch at being specific. Don’t do this. You must
see the people of your play in your mind first and then you
must name them off as they pass. Ideas beget ideas, and those
which are the derivatives of the mother source are just as legit-
imate as the source itself. Let your imagination take you visit-
ing from one of these ideas to another, then stay with the one
you can work best and get acquainted with it. 1f it is at first

* fictile and amorphous, the constant return of your mind to it
will finally give it solidity and shape. Then it is just as much
yours as a memory of your past life is yours. It has, in fact,
become a memory, a memory which can be recaptured in detail
at any time. And this is the imaginative substance from which
your writing should be done.

There are ways to achieve this. In my class work at New
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York University I found that students responded most quickly
and most completely to an idea which I would supply rather
than to an idea extracted from them as their own. Probably
novelty had something to do with this; not that my ideas were
novel, but rather that they presented, as far as any specific
writing assignment was concerned, items for free association
and development. I decided to give them, in the barest possible
outline, the elements of a few favorite coincidences of mine
and to have these expanded freely into actual radio material.

This worked. Everyone likes a good coincidence. Every-
one likes to talk about them. Most people have experienced one
or two worth recounting. The dramatized version which we
shall look at is a very promising student effort. It was the first
attempt of a young man who had never before seen a radi6
script. The story it tells is completely uncomplicated. The illu-
minating side of the man’s work is its unmistakable evidence
of a capacity for visualization.

The information given went something like this: A young
American boy of Italian extraction ran away from an orphan-
age in which he had lived for some ten years past. He had re-
ceived word from some source that his father had died many
years before, and although he lacked any knowledge of his
mother, he was convinced that she was alive and that he could
find her. He hitchhiked his way out of New England and
headed for New York. He spent a night in a hayloft on a
Dutchess County farm and was caught there by the hired man
the next morning. The hired man felt sorry for the young
fellow and tried to spirit him away from the premises before
he could be apprehended by the she-devil who owned the prop-
erty, one Mrs. Peel. But she found him all right and called up
the sheriff. She always turned in vagrants, seeming to think it
was what they were for. But she had some talk with the boy '
before the sheriff got there and something impressed her
enough to send the sheriff away after he arrived. She asked
the boy his name, which he told her, then asked him his father’s
name, which he also knew. Mrs. Peel, it turned out, was really
Margherita Peel, mother of our hero, and there was some fine
Italian emotion when the thing was finally made clear to every-
body. The New York papers gave the story good lineage at the
time and took several pictures of Margherita and Tony, and
one which included the hired man who wound up everything
properly by being “hornswoggled.”

This is a fairly standard coincidence but it offers any stu-
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dent a good opportunity to envisage his own conception of a
basic and workable story idea. The student whose work we
shall now see did this assignment remarkably well. He caught
the essential spirit of the story itself, furnished it with its
proper characters, kept them in their proper loci, introduced
and removed them at their proper times, and with a sustained
precision rare in any beginner, kept them in their own person-
alities and in their own attitudes. He put together no literary
diadem, but his piece evinces that imaginative adaptability
which we may as well call the capacity to inhabit the regions
which generate fiction. Here is what he did with the coincidence
of Tony and Mrs. Peel:

REUNION

I Biz—Shrieking and clucking of hens in barnyard rising to
crescendo of excitement quickly . . . followed by clatter-
ing of falling objects . . . after which crescendo of
shrieking and clucking increases in excitement.

2. GABE (surprised, shouting above din). —Heya-a-a-ah! Je—

ho—so—phat! What’s agoin’ on there?

Biz—Shrieking, etc., subsides for short interval . . . fades
out on GABE's next speech.

GaBe.—Woull, Ill be hornsw— Another hobo. (Loud) Hey!
You! Come down outa there! Watcha doin’ here?

ToNy (off mike . . . his woice gets nearer as he speaks).—
All right, Mister, all right! I’'m comin’— Please don’t
hurt me. I'm comin—I'm comin’. I ain’t done no harm.
Please don’t hit me.

6 GaBe—Aw, I ain’t gonna hurt you. (Appraisingly)
Hummph! Some’at young for a hobo. Startin’ early,
ain’tcha? (Authoritatively) Whatcha mean trespassing in
our loft?

7 Tonv.—Aw, gee, Mister. I didn’t mean no harm—honest,
I didn’t—only fell asleep—I hadda find some place to sleep !
Y’see—

8 Gase—Waull, y’sure picked yessef a fine place— Don’t you
know we got a vagrancy law in this state? Ain’t you seen
the signs? That ’ere sleep might stand you thirty days in
jail, young feller,

9 ToNy (frightened).—Oh, 1 didn't know that, Mister.
Honest I didn’t—I didn’t mean to break no law. Was
dark—and cold— Hadda get some place to sleep. Look,
how’ll it be if I work it off for you—I ain’t got no money
—but I'm strong—honest I am—I’ll do anything you ask
me,

[3; SR . M)
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GaBe—Heck, no! I can’t do that. This ain’'t my place. I'm
only the hired man.

Tony.—Then maybe I c¢n see your boss. Gee, Mister,
honest—I’ll give him a good day’s work—doin’ any-
thing—

GaBe—My boss? Y’mean Missus Peel? (Disparagingly)
Her?—Nah! You wouldn’t wanna see her. Why, she’s
worse’n the sheriff.

Tony.—But maybe if—

GaBe.—Nah! That ornery Jezebel’d jump at the chance of
turnin’ you in—Ilocked three fellers up last week-—just for
askin’ a bite to eat—and one of ’em was lame, too. Nah,
she’s bad— Harder’n stone. But don’t you worry none, 1
ain’t gonna turn you in.

Tony.—Jeese, Mister, thank you, thank you—I'll—

GaBe.—That’s all right, young feller— Only you’d better
scat out of here afore she smells you out—and calls the
sheriff.

Tony (with catch in his voice) —]eese—]Jeese—you're
swell, Mister— I won’t forget— (Swniffles) Can I—can I
get a drink—and maybe—wash-—

GaBe.—Sure—sure, help yourself—right by the well there.
(Quick afterthought) Hold on! Maybe you’d better not.
She might see you—from the house. You stay here—
better—behind the barn. I’ll go fetch it—in a pail.

Tony.—Thanks, Mister, thanks.

Biz.—Footsteps on gravel receding.

Tony (whistles falteringly for a short interval to keep up
his courage . . . on through and almost to end of mext
sound cue).

Biz—Rhythmic sound of pump squeaking and slosh of
water . . . far off mike . . . footsteps on gravel . . .
starting off mike and approaching . . . when these are
quite near, Tony’s whistling subsides.

GABE (cheerfully) —There y’are— Brought you some bread
’n cheese— Thought you might be hungry— Go ahead,
he’p y’self.

Tony (overcome) —Thanks—M’mister— (Sniffles)

GABE (soothingly) —That’s all right, kid. That’s all right—
Yup— Thought I'd tell you. You can’t go yet— Old
lady’s in the attic— ’Tain’t safe—yet. She might see you.—
Better stay here a spell—behind that stall. 'l do the
milking—and keep an eye on the house— I’ll tell you
when to go.

Biz—Scraping of wood on wood, followed by slosh slosh of
milk into pail.

Tony.—Jeese, Mister, T’thanks— *
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Biz.—Slosh slosh.
ToNy (through mouthfuls).—I ain’t eaten for two days— °
Biz—Slosh slosh.

GABE.—Yeh, it’s tough.

Biz—Slosh slosh . . . followed by thud.

GAEE (aloud to cow) —Whoah, Boss!

Biz—Slosh slosh. !

Gaee.—Kinda young to be bummin’, ain’t you?

Biz—Slosh slosh.

GaBe.—How old’re you?

Biz.—Slosh slosh.

ToNny.—Seventeen.

Biz—Slosh slosh . . . slosh slosh.

GaBe—Don’t look it.

Biz—Slosh . . . slosh . . . slosh slosh.

GaBe.—Whatcha doin’ (slosh slosh) runnin’ ’way from
home? (Slosh slosh)

Tony.—No. (Slosh slosh) Ain’t got no home. (Slosh slosh

. . slosh slosh)

Gape.—Folks dead? (Slosh slosh)

ToNy.—Dunno! (Slosh slosh) Lived with my father—till
last year.

GABE (slosh slosh . . . slosh slosh).—Take my advice ’'n
go back.

Tony.—Can’t. (Slosh slosh . . . with bitterness) He's
hard—used to beat me—hit me with a poker—see right
over here. Broke my leg once too—

GABE (indignation).—Gosh! (Slosh slosh . . . slosh slosh
. . . rather faster in tempo) Oughta be horsewhipped!
(Slosh slosh . . . slosh slosh) Mother livin’? (Slosh
slosh)

ToNy.—Dunno— She run away from him when I was a
baby— Guess my ole man beat her too.

GABE (slosh slosh).—Gosh— And you don’t know where
she is?

ToNy.—No— Never heard from her— And we moved
around a lot. Heard she went to New York—years ago—
That’s where I’'m heading.

GABE.—Wheew! That’s a big place—New York— How’r
you gonna find her. (Slosh slosh) Got a picture or some-
thin’—

ToNy.—No—nothin’— Guess pop musta tore them— He'd
do that. (With resolution) But I'll get there—and I'll find
her—if it takes all my life. (Slosh slosh . . . slosh slosh)

GaBE (doubtfully).—M-m-nh! Like lookin’ for a needle in
that ’ere hayloft. (More hopefully) Remember what she
looks like?
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Tonv.—No. Can’t remember— But funny thing— I had a
dream last night sleepin’ in that hayloft. Dreamt I saw
her. Only it was dark—couldn’t make out the features.
But I could feel her. I know I’ll find her.

Gase (still doubtfully)—M-mmmmh! Not much stock in.
dreams— How ya gonna do it?

Tony.—Dunno— Guess I'll find a job in New York—save
my pennies—put advertisements in the papers—every day
—maybe she’ll read it—TItalian papers.

GaBE.—Oh, are you Eyetalian— Thought you looked kinda
like a furriner. (Slosh slosh) Yup— Saw an Eyetalian
round here ’bout three years ago— A peddler. (Slosh
slosh) Gosh! Y’oughter seen Mrs. Peel order him off the
place. (Chuckles) Said something to her in Eyetalian.
(Slosh slosh) Y’oughter seen her lace it into him—half
in English and half in his own lingo.

Tony (interested). —Why, is she Italian?

GaBe—Guess not— Don’t look it. Don’t know what she is.
Keeps pretty close-mouthed ’bout herself. Came here
bout ten years ago—firom North somewhere's. (Slosh
slosh) Guess maybe she’s a little furrin— Looks like it.
(Slosh slosh . . . slosh slosh)

Tonv.—No. She wouldn’t be Italian. We got some bad
people— But mostly my people got something in them—
warm—good—makes ’em wanna cry when they see a guy
in trouble— You know—like—like you.

GABE (shyly) —Aw, now— You don’t wanna say that—
(Slosh slosh) Nope! Guess Mrs. Peel wouldn’t be Eye-
talian. (Slosh slosh) She’s too mean, I reckon. (Slosh
slosh) Though once in a while she’d do something (slosh
slosh) foolish (slosh slosh) like buyin’ clothes for the kids
in the county orphanage. (Slosh slosh) Wanted to take a
kid out—adopt him. (Slosh slosh) But the overseers
wouldn’t let her. (Slosh slosh) Afraid she might work
him too hard. Besides she ain’t got a husband.

Tony.—Oh, is she a widow?

Gase.—Don’ know. Says she’s a widow— But who knows—
Never saw a picture of a husband— You'd think she’d
have one in the house— Nah! She’s a hard one—

Biz.—Footsteps on gravel close by . .. drawing nearer
. sudden furious tempo of “slosh slosh” wmilking
sounds . . . both as background.

GABE (whispering excitedly abdve sounds).—Duck—boy—
duck—it’s her—

Biz—Footsteps on gravel change to step on board . . . all
sounds out, '

Mrs. PeeL (authoritatively).—Stay where you are! (Sar-
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castically) That’s fine— Just fine— Humph! Who’s that?

GABE.—Er—er— Oh, that?—Oh, he’s a—a—a friend of
mine.

Mgrs. PEeL.—Oh, a friend of yours, eh? (All in one breath
and shrewish) So what’s his name—where’s he from—
You can’t answer, eh?

GABE—Er—er—

Mrs. PEEL—Seems to me you don’t like your job—

Tony (pleading).—Oh, I'm sorry, lady— It was my fault—
I just stopped by— I'll be going now— (Voice a little off
mike) So long—er—er, Gabe.

Mrs. PeeL.—Don’t move!—Stay where you are!—Won’t
do you any good to try to run away.—I phoned the sheriff
and he’s on his way.

GaBeE.—But here now, Mrs. Peel— |

Mgrs. PeeL.—Shut your mouth, Gabe —Trying to fool me,
eh—I watched you all along!—You'll go to jail for this,
Mister Hobo. Trespassing on my land—sleeping in my
barn—and stealing my food.

GaABE.—Aw, now, Mrs. Peel, he didn’t steal it— I brought it
out to him.

Mgs. PEeL—Oho! So that’s what I pay you for?—Sixty
a month and board—to feed hobos. Listen you, Gabe—
That food will cost you exactly five dollars out of your
pay—and if you don’t like it I'll have you locked up for
stealing—and—

Gase.—I don’t give a hoot-in-tarnation what you try to do
to me. But, gee, Mrs. Peel, ain’t you got no heart?—
Can’t you see he’s only a kid—a-huntin’ for his mother,
he is— What do you wanna put him in jail for?

Biz.—Automobile engine—a rather rattly ome—off mike
approaching as a background.

Tony.—Oh, please, missus— I’ll work it off for you— Il
do anything, anything you say—

MRrs. PEeL (bite cue . . . firmly).—No!

Tony (bite cue).—I know I done wrong— But please,
please—give me another chance—I'll go ’way, if you want
me—and—

Mgs. PeeL (bite cue . . . firmly).—No— Good! That’s the
sheriff’s car!

Tony (bite cue . . . frantically).—Please! Please!

GABE (bite cue).—Heck! It’s no use— She’s hard— Hard,
I tell you!

Biz—Automobile racket out . .. laboring chug-chug of
wmotor idling . . . off mike, and as background.

SHERIFF (off mike . . . calling from car).—Mornin’, Mrs.
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Peel— Mornin’, Gabe— Well, I see this one didn’t get
away— . .

GABE (aside . . . bite cue).—And she wanted a kid from
the orphanage!

SHERIFF (off mike).—All right, young feller, come along
with me.

GABE (bite cue . . . aside).—~Wouldn’t know what to do
with a kid— (Voice up) Looka here, sheriff—
Mrs. PeeL (interrupting . . . voice down).—Shut your

mouth, Gabe. (Voice up) Whatcha talkin’ about, sheriff ?

SHERIFF (off mike).—The tramp. Wife says y’phoned ’bout
a prowler round your place— Ain’t that him?

Mgrs. PeeL.—Oh, him—no, he’s a—a friend—a friend of
Gabe’s. Ain’t that so, Gabe?

GABE (woice low).—Je—ho—so— (Voice up . . . eagerly)
Yeh! Yeh, he’s a friend of mine. '
Mgrs. PeeL (woice up).~~Yeah, a friend— Name's—er—
er—Tony!—Tony Smith! Meet Sheriff Perkins, Mr.

Smith.

Tony (weakly) —Pleased to meet you. c

SHERIFF (off mike).—Hiah!—But what ’bout the prowler.

Mgs. PEeL (woice up). —Oh, that one—er—er— Oh, he got
away. (Back to her own wvitriolic self once more) 'Tsa
wonder you wouldn’t come on time—we could all have
been murdered.

SHERIFF (off mike).—But I only got your message—ten
minutes ago— What’d he look like—where’d he go—
Mgrs. PeeL (voice up).—How sh’d T know— Up ithe road

I suppose— I didn’t think to ask him.

GABE (voice up).—Yeh—up the road, sheriff—

SHERIFF (off mike).—What'd he look like.

Mgrs. PEEL (woice up).—Big—that big—bigger'n you—
Strappin’ fellow— Brown derby—with sideburns.

GABE (woice). —Yeh, brown derby (aside . . . chuckles),
sideburns. (Chuckles)

SHERIFF (off mike).—Yeh, I see— Guess I'll go back for
my deputy—

Biz—Grinding gears . . . motor up from idling.

SHERIFF.—S’long.

Biz.—Pulsing of motor receding from mike.

GABE (relieved):—Whe-e-w ! T’ll be hornswoggled.

ToNy (sincerely).—Thanks—Mrs. Peel.

Mgrs. PeeL (woice low . . . somewhat regretting the soft-
ness she displayed) —Oh, that’s all right— Y’can work
here for a spell—help Gabe—twenty-five a month and
board—probably not worth it—but—
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Tony (eagerly).—Oh, I'll work hard. Y’ll see! I'll work
my fingers to the bone— Thank you, lady, thank—

MRs. PEEL.—Fergit it— Don’t thank me!—It’s a dream I
had last night— Probably losing my senses— (Authorita-
tive again) Come on, what're we idlin’ for! There’s plenty
work to be done. Get a move on, Gabe— Get the bed
down from the attic—to your room—he’ll stay with you—
and—

Tony (wery simply).—Pardon, ma’am— But how’d you
guess my name?

Mgs. PEEL.—Oh, did I— Why, what'd I call you?

GaBE.—Tony Smith-—you called him—you told the sheriff.

Mgs. PeeL.—Oh, is that your name >—Smith?

Tony.—No—not the Smith part—but why did you say
“Tony,’?

Mgs. PEEL—Oh, that?>—I don’t know— (Dazed) I don't
know what I'm doing today—must be the dream I had—
(Wistfully) Yeh, I used to know—long back—a little
boy—Tony. (Back to herself again) What're you hangin’
around for, Gabe— Get goin’!—and take Tony with you.
Oh—what’s your full name, Tony?

Tony.—Pelletti—Tony Pelletti, ma’am.

MgRs. PEeL (intake of breath).

GABE.—Why, what’s the matter—Mrs. Peel, you look—

Mgs. PEEL (softly).—Say—that—again—boy.

Tony.—Tony Pelletti—

Mrs. PeeL.—Come here—Tony—let me look at you—take
off your cap— (Pause . . . aside) Yes—the same eyes—
(Voice up a little) How-—old—are you?

Tony.—Seventeen, ma’am.

Mgs. PEeL (aside).—That would be right. (Voice up)
Where’re you from?

Tony.—Catalina, California.

Mgs. PeeL (despairing a little) —Ah—no! (Groping a little
for hope) Were you born there?

ToNy.——No—I was born in Frisco—

Mrs. PEeL (excited).—Frisco—San Francisco—that’s
right— (Excitement rises . . . she speaks fast) And your
father’s name is—

Tony (also excited).—Joseph—

Mgs. PEEL.—]Joseph—Giuseppe—and—

Tony.—My mother—

MRs. PEEL.—Ran away when you were a baby—

Tony (owed).—Yeah—she was called—

Mgs. PEEL.—Margherita—

i
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Tony (still awed) —Margherita Pell— Margherita Peel—
Then you— Mrs. Peel.

Mgs. PEEL (gentle sobbing) —Y-e-s.
Biz—Footsteps receding on gravel—gentle suggestion of

sobbing.
GABE.—WULL—I'LL—BE—HORN—SWOGGLED !



CHAPTER IX

ANALYSIS OF STUDENT WORK: LOSS
OF CHARACTERIZATION

ONE of the students, a young woman with a good reputation
in a New York publicity firm, spurned the coincidence sugges-
tion and wrote a voluntary piece on the familiar mix-up be-
tween Benedict Arnold and Major André. In this fine old tale
of a traitor and a go-between there is every sort of dramatic
shove, and the author’s control of the best part of this was
more than acceptable. It showed the true dramatic instinct for
picking the right incidents from a mass of historical fact. All
of her scenes with Peggy Shippen were lively and convincing,
and her treatment of Peggy’s dilemma was accurately and feel-
ingly stated. The male leads, too, were well presented whenever
their actions or their thoughts concerned the accomplished
Peggy. But when the men went about their evil business by
themselves, when they became men among bad men; when, in
other words, they got tough and desperate and conspxratonal
the author lost track of them. She had never seen men when
they were tough and desperate and conspiratorial and thus
could not project any further what she had been working from
up to this time. She had no power to reconstruct scenes which
she, as a woman, could neither feel nor see.

Thus when the luckless André was making his way back
to the British lines and was caught by American sentries, the
script suffered ‘a marked falling-off of characterization. The
writer had no knowledge of the way soldiers talked in such un-
tidy circumstances. Fear, vindictiveness, bluff, excitement,
greed, and merciless matter-of-factness were the historical in-
gredients of this midnight contretemps, a choked moment when
the hair horripilates and the nerve terminals of human feeling
puncture the skin from inside. Even for the best of writers this
scene is a hard one to do and the two most widely known stage
plays on this same theme are evidence of the excruciating and
swift exactness called for. I want the student to see exactly
what is meant here so that he will be able to remove the leprous
member from his own show at the first sign of infection.
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We pick up André as he gallops through the darkness to-
ward his own lines, somewhere on the opposite side of the Hud-
son from West Point and a few miles south of it. He’s nerv-
ous. He’s riding another’s horse. He is within enemy territory
and wearing his own uniform under a Yankee tunic. In his left
boot are the fortification plans of West Point. His only chance
for safety, if cornered, is the military pass he has from Bene-
dict Arnold. Here he comes now, fast, furtive, flinching at the
shadows, his eyes stinging in their determination to see through
the night.

Biz.—Horse galloping.

ANDRE (muttering . . . whispers to horse).—You're a nice
horse— I don’t like this trip—at all, old boy—do you? Ye gods
—that’s a camp-fire ahead!

Voice—Hey, you! Halt there!

Biz—Galloping continues.

ANDRE (to his horse).—Don’t stop, old fellow!

Seconp Voice.—Hey! Stop—or we'll fire!

AnprE (low woice, to his horse).—Is that fellow wearing a Brit-
ish redcoat? (Aloud) What do you want?

THIRD VoicE.—Stop—do you hear!

ANDRE (low).—Whoa!

Biz.—Running footsteps as the three gather round him.

ANDRE—Well! Three of you. Gentlemen, I hope you belong to
our party!

First Voice (Paulding).—~What party?

ANDRE.—The lower party.

Caorus.—We do.

ANDRE (completely off guard).—Well. That’s fine. Gentlemen, I
am glad to be among friends of the British. Can I enlist your
aid to get me to the British lines? I'll pay you, of course.

SEconp Voice (Williams).—Sa-ay, fellows, did you hear that, a
Britisher! Paulding, grab his bridle. Hi, Van Wort, help me
get him down off this horse.

THIRD Voice (Van Wort).—All right, Williams. Let’s search
him. Get down there, you— Ha, ha, ha!

WiLLiams.—Get down! You heard, didn’t you?

ANDRE.—Yes. Yes, all right. Men, what’s this about?
PauLpinG.—About? You missed your cues, Britisher. We're
Americans. Continental soldiers. We’re going to search you!
ANDRE.—But wait—you don’t understand. I am an American, on
Army business. I have a pass from General Arnold at West
Point. I must get to the British lines, but I have lost my way.

WiLLiaMs.—That may be, that may be—but we’re searching you
just the same—here, fellows, let’s do a thorough job.
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Biz—They search him . . . scuffling . . . curses . . . etc.

PauLpiNG.—My God, men, look what I found in his stocking.
Plans! Plans of something! The man’s a spy!

VaN Wort.—That's what they are—plans! Come on, let’s take
him to the army post at New Castle.

ANDRE.—Wait, you men! Just what do you want? Money? I can
pay you well. It can’t profit you to make me a prisoner. A thou-
sand pounds if you hurry me to the British lines!

WirLiams.—Whew! A thousand pounds! He must be important!
Get along, there!

AnprE—But stop this, I tell you. I can see you're poor. I’ll let
you have my horse—I have a watch, too—

Pavrpinc.—Come on, come on. Quiet down, Britisher, and move!

ANpDRE.—I have plenty of money—

WiLLiamMs.—We need the money all right. But you're going to
meet Colonel Jameson at New Castle. You young fool—I've
just been a prisoner of your Britishers for six months. They
took everything I had, even my good clothes—gave me this rag
of a redcoat in exchange.

Van Wort.—We'll take everything you've got all right! But we’ll
turn you over to Colonel Jameson just the same.

PaurLpinc.—We meant at first to rob you—now we mean to do
that and turn you in as well!

WiLLiaAMs.—Nothing like being a patriot and getting the money,
too! Ha, ha—

Biz.—All three laugh . . . music.

Of course it is just possible that this re-enactment is ex-
actly the way the thing happened in 1780. I do not believe it
is but if so, it is not of the slightest importance. The only point
that is important is that no one believes what the author has
given us. It has failed utterly to convince because it has failed
utterly to record basic probability. The first specific failure is
a speech failure, the second is a tactical one,

The speech failures begin as soon as the scene opens and
through the run of the episode there is hardly one line which
corresponds to the action before us. André not only becomes
naive, he turns into a complete fool. First of all he acknowl-
edges his own colors before determining those of his chal-
lengers, and he is trapped into this by a dodge that could not
have deceived a schoolboy. Next he offers to pay what he be-
lieves are his own sentinels for permission to enter his own lines.
It is this crowning idiocy which finally interests the not very
bright Americans. They are curious to know more and ask the
redcoat to get off his horse. Why shouldn’t they? Where was
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the man’s authority? Where was the man’s arrogance? Why
didn’t he, the most brilliant officer in England’s colonial army,
" try to shrug his way past a couple of upstate yokels? And most
of all, why didn’t he produce Benedict Arnold’s pass? He never
manages to get this paper before his questioners. If he had
flashed this contemptuously in their faces as his first gesture,
and then either tried to pass on with a good British bluff or
with good British rashness tried to ride for it, he at least would
have avoided the role of a bumbling fugitive, and thereby,
when subsequently caught (perhaps for inadvertently exposing
part of his uniform), he could have retained the quiet watch-
fulness of the resourceful man awaiting his desperate chance,
and at the same time retained the respect and the belief and the
sympathy of his audience.

None of this was given to the major. Instead he was
plagued with a mouthful of idle remonstrance, girlish plead-
ings, and feeble efforts to bargain. Could anything be more
unsoldierly for an officer whose country’s destiny was in the
toss? And for a budding imperialist with a baronetcy at stake,
could anything be more unmanly? He did and said nearly
everything possible that was wrong. It destroyed the integrity
of our illusion and turned a good man into a saphead. And it
was unfortunate that the writer chose this scene in which to
refuse the hurdle. It was the climax scene and it broke the back
of the broadcast.

Before coming to any conclusion about how this perennial
trouble is to be stopped, I wish to give another example of the
same thing. The few lines we shall see occurred in a student’s
adaptation of the story of Alexander’s Persian campaign. For
twenty pages the script moved ahead with sense and spirit. We
became acquainted with the principals and became very fond of
Clitus, who was one of Alexander’s ablest generals and his
best friend. Our predilection for Clitus was intentional, for
Alexander in a fit of drunken anger was soon to run him
through with a spear, and the author wanted this scene to
count.

.In this case, as in the previous one, the scene was the big
dramatic moment of the show, marking the beginnings of
Alexander’s swift disintegration. When we encounter the fatal
moment, the armies are resting between fights and Alexander,
usually abstemious, is having a high old time. He has already
adapted Persian dress as a permanent thing and we find him
railing around the banquet hall in his bright clothes, very un-
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steady and contentious. He is about to burn down a few build-
ings just to celebrate and is hollering for a torch. Clitus re-
bukes him. Then he accuses him of being false to his Mace-
donian ideals, and tops this off by taunting him with an apt
and stinging wisecrack of the times, a quip unfortunately lost
to us. Alexander goes after him, knocking down several inter-
fering friends. Then he snatches a spear from one of the
guards and drives it through Clitus as he springs for safety
behind curtains at the head of the table. Here is the scene:

ALEXANDER—Ha, ha. Another bonfire—a tremendous one! Bring
me a torch!

THAIs.—A torch! A torch for the king!

Crrtus—King Alexander! This is no celebration. It is a crime.
That palace is one of the most beautiful in India.

ALEXANDER—Get out of my way, Clitus. I am tired of you and
your complaints.

Critus.—Alexander, come to your senses. I have been watching
you since the Persian conquest. You are losing your head, soft-
ening. .

ArLexaNDEr.—How dare you! I am the son of Jupiter!

CrrTus.—Jupiter will not favor even a son in Oriental dress, loll-
ing on silken cushions. Losing his fighting strength, his very
brains, in soft living !

ArLexaNDER.—Here, soldier, give me your sword !

Biz.—Sound of sword being drawn from scabbard.

ALEXANDER.—On guard, Clitus! I'll show you who has fighting
strength, you fool!

THAIs (screams).—Sire! It went straight through his heart. Oh,
the handsome young man—he’s dead !

WRITERS' INHIBITIONS

I do not need to point out that this is no way to kill your
best friend, even in a radio show. There was no transporting
power. The same is true of the scene describing André’s cap-
ture. We have not been taken to these places. The student may
well ask, then: “How can I take a listener to a place I have
never seen myself ? How can I describe action which I see but
dimly myself?” The answer of course is that you cannot.

In the case of André and of Alexander alike it is interest-
ing to note that both scenes were written by women. I have no
wish to start a controversy regarding the respective merits of
men over women as writers because I have never seen grounds
for such controversy. What I have seen though—and I have
seen it over and over again—is a general deficiency among
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women to write scenes in which all characters are male, and a
particular deficiency among them to write scenes in which the
action is sheer masculine violence. Women do not seem to un-
derstand the chemistry of violence; they do not seem to think
about violence or to like it. Men are more successful here but
they have their own set of literary inhibitions. They frequently
fall down in their treatment of scenes of domestic entangle-
ment. In scenes in which the players are mixed up as to age
and sex, the male writer will often fail to point out logically
the real trouble and fail to convince us of the true motivation
of the real troublemaker. Here the male writer is lacking in
that shrewdness of penetration which is instinct with most
women, writers and nonwriters alike.

That there are certain scenes and atmospheres—certain
“climates,” shall we say P—in which women writers are more
at home than men, may be instantly appreciated by even a
casual glance at a list of some of the great stories by women.
I have no wish to pose as a literary critic, but I am sure it is
safe to assume that such a story as Katherine Mansfield’s
“Bliss,” for instance, could not have been written by a man,
however sensitive his temperament. Nor could Invitation to the
Waltz by Rosamond Lehmann, or the same author’s Dusty
Answer. These are examples (and there are hundreds) where
women are writing what they know most about, what indeed
they alone are capable of feeling; they are on safe ground be-
cause it is feminine and native to their temperaments. These
subjects are their province, their “specialty,” so to speak. And
the same goes for men writers too, of course, who have certain
atmospheres in which they function best and in which they are
most alive and at home. No woman could have described the
Caporetto retreat in 4 Farewell to Arms, to choose an obvious
example, in a way to make us feel it and participate in it our-
selves, nor could a woman have written What Price Glory? in
anything like the way it is written. The mere idea is ridiculous,
The reasons for this are of course plain. Women cannot iden~
tify themselves with such an atmosphere, any more than a man
can place himself in the peculiar position of the wife in “Bliss.”
On the other hand, there are a few superior writers (Tolstoy
is one, and, to name a woman, Willa Cather) who are at home
in scenes both masculine and feminine. Their imagination and
their affinity with mankind are strong enough to enable them
to project themselves into whatever situation or character they
are describing; but until (or rather, unless) we are able to do
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so ourselves, we would do well to stick to those scenes'and
stories which lend themselves sympathetically to the tempera-
ment and understanding of our sex.

A capacity to handle violence violently and realistically—
the bold stroke; a capacity to filter the subtle meaning from
the conversational overtone—the light stroke; both of these
are indispensable to any writer, and the most successful radio’
dramas are those in which the writer has shown this dual com-
mand.

I believe that both are acquirable and I believe that they
can be most rapidly acquired by reading.



CHAPTER X N

ANALYSIS OF STUDENT WORK: THE
PRACTICAL APPLICATION OF READ-
ING KNOWLEDGE

For those women writers who are not at home in barracks,
wind tunnels, and cabooses; for the men who are fidgety and
unseeing at bridge-club meetings and who have come merely
to play cards, let these people read the true correlatives which
are everywhere available to them in plays and novels. The ana-
Iytical reading and retention of the best work of the best work-
men is the most instructive exercise the student ¢an give him-
self. The worst thing he can do is to read a book or a play and
then put it out of his mind in order to read.another one. For
what has this added to his memory? What has it given him to
use? What more has he learned? Reading for entertainment
alone, reading to pass the time of day, confounds the prospec-
tive writer by infecting him, when he sits down to write for
himself, with the vagueness of literary amnesia. No. He must
participate in the narrative, he must participate in the dialogue.
He must remember throughout his life the experiences he met
in his reading, and remember them not only for sustenance and
allusion but for clarification too.

No man can have a full life. No man can inhabit all re-
gions and all ages. No man can be all kinds of persons at once.
No man can know everything. All of us have our restrictions,
physical, temperamental, geographical, financial; and all of us
have our own limitations of opportunity and of activity. But
the restrictions of intellect are the least hampered of all, for no
man is denied the power to acquire greater capacity. The sum
of experience from which any writer writes is multiplied by
his power to make what he has read a part of his own mind
and his own memory.

I will say categorically that a timorous woman can learn to
write of violence by reading of violence if she has the makings
of a writer. I have seen this transformation take place. And I

have seen the most extravert males in the world, both young
160
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and old, become convincingly dainty and mincing by appropri-
ating a technique for daintiness which they found in some
other and perfected in themselves. No writer can subsist with-
out reading, and his literary subsistence level is in terms of the
yield of his experience. And reading is the fullest experience
afforded most of us in our lifetime. Most of us are imprisoned
by our city, our century, and our job. We must write from
where we are sitting. For those who cannot leave the atmos-
phere of these associations, there is much, as we have seen,
which is important to record, or which can be made so. For
those who wish to move on or move back or move aside to
things other than those which are immediate and present, there
is always the freedom of an intellect which will finally learn to
go where it is sent.

One of my students in New York University was a social
worker who understood her profession from a practical aspect
and who respected it from a historical one. She selected the
person of Robert Owen, one of the greatest industrial reform-
ers of all time, as a subject for a half-hour broadcast. It
sounded like a tedious assignment to me but I was persuaded
to let her go ahead after listening to the lady talk about Owen.
It wasn’t that she knew who the man was. She knew the man.
She might have been talking about a friend of her own family.
She was talking about a man who had been revealed to her
entirely through books. But here is the illuminating thing: he
had been entirely revealed to her through books.

Her half-hour story won her a scholarship, and the script
was performed on a coast-to-coast network by the Columbia
Workshop. I had lectured to the class on the lines I have set
down in these past few pages. I had tried to show that reading
was as valid a source of information as was personal experi-
ence. I had tried to show too that it was the only source open
to the writer who was to work on subjects outside the present
in time and outside the scope of personal experience in regional
setting. I believe that Miss Helen Jean Burns, the student in
question, caught the meaning of this, and her script is to me
good evidence of a practical application of this idea being put
to productive use. Here is her story of Robert Owen :

ROBERT OWEN

1 Sound.—Fade in low-pitched factory whistle . . . bring up
full . . . a high-pitched whistle joins it . . . then another
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. at different pitch and lower intensity . . . others
come in at different intensities and tones until the whole
group of whistles is wailing in chorus . . . fade down
behind . . . clattering footsteps of hundreds of children
in steel-shod shoes approaching . . . up full for a second
. . . then down behind.

OweN.—D’ye hear it, Andrew? It’s the call of the mill.
Dale’s cotton mill. If you could see the faces of these
mites clatterin’ to work, it would break your heart.

ANDREW.—Why bother about them? They were born to
work at the looms, and they’ll spend the rest of their lives
doing it. Close the window, Robert, and get back into your
bed. It’s only five o’clock.

Biz—Window being closed . . . whistles and clattering way
down, gradually fading out completely.

OweN.—Aye, and they’ll work till eight tonight and longer.
And they’ll be working for me.

AnDREW.—For you? What are you talking about, man? The
New Lanark Mills aren’t yours, are they? They’re the big-
gest in Scotland—they’re worth a fortune.

OwEeN.—Aye, and I've a mind to buy them.

ANDREW.—Are you off your head, Robert? You don’t have
the money. Not by a long sight.

OweN.—I can get it, Andrew. I know cotton. I can get men
to back me.

ANDREW.—It’s easy to say. But canny Scotsmen won’t turn
their brass over to you until you can grow a forty years’
beard of dependability.

OweN.—T'll grow the beard spending their money for ’em.
And they’ll like it. You'll see.

ANDREw.—Well, if you can do it with talking, I'll grant you
a fair chance of success. I havna a doubt ye could talk the
River Clyde into running backwards if you set your mind
to it.

OweN.—Aye, and if it suited my purpose, I’d try it. Any-
how, I’m going to Glasgow today to see Mr. Dale. I have
some very important matters to discuss wi’ him.

Music—Up full . . . then down and out behind . . . piano
playing a simple Scottish air . . . it comes to a natural
fimish.

CaroLINE.—There, Robert. I'll not play it again. Not if you
were Bonnie Prince Charlie himself. Four times is enough.

OweN.—Ye'll play it often when we’re married?

CaroLINE.—Well, don’t you fancy yourself, Robert Owen!
Who ever said anything aboot marrying?

OweN.—I'm going to see your father aboot one thing, I
might as well see him aboot the other.
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CaroLINE.—Well, you may see him about the mill, and if
you get as far in your talk about marryin’ me as you do
aboot the mill, ye’ll be lookin’ for another bride.

OweN.—And if I get the mill, Caroline?

CaroLINE.—It’s not at all likely.

OweN.—But if I get it? . ,

CaroLINE.—T’ll bow to you as the cleverest young man in
Scotland.

OweN.—And would ye marry the cleverest young man in
Scotland ?

CAROLINE.—I'm not saying “yes” and I’'m not saying “no.”
Ye'll have to see father.

OwEN.—I’m going to see him now. (Footsteps . . . a pace
or two to the inner door) An’ I'll hold ye to your promise,
Caroline.

CaroLINE.—I didna give any.

OweN.—Well, I can take a hint.

Biz—Knock on door.

DALE (inside) —Come in.

Biz.—Door opens . . . footsteps in.

DALE—Come in. Come in. Shut the door, young man.

Biz.—Door closes.

OweN.—Good evening, Mr. Dale.

DarLE.—Good evenin’ to ye. Sit down.

OweN.—UD’ll stand if you don’t mind, sir. I haven’t the wish
to keep you long.

DaLE—It doesn’t matter. I'm old enough to suit myself
aboot time. What can I do for ye?

Owen.—You can sell me your mill.

DALE.—Sell you the mill, eh? Well, that’s a small matter.
It can be arranged soon enough. After that, I suppose ye
have in mind buyin’ Glasgow, and Aberdeen, and the
Orkney Islands to round oot your property ?

OWEN.—I’'m serious, Mr. Dale.

DaLE.—The devil you are! And I suppose ye have the sixty
thousand pounds in your pocket to pay for it.

Owen.—I have.

DALE.—Ye have!

OWwEN.—Or rather I have credentials and guarantees as good
as the amount—and better.

DaLe—Listen, young man. I'll tell ye something. First sit
doon.

OwEN.—I’d rather—

DaLE—Yes, I know, you’d rather stand. But sit doon. I
canna talk as if I was lookin’ up a bean pole. Sit doon.

Owen.—Very well.

DaLE—Ye know, I suppose, that my mills in New Lanark
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are the finest and largest in Scotland—aye, and anywhere
else in the British Isles for that matter?

OweN.—Yes, I know it.

DALE.—I’ve watched that mill grow since I started it fifteen
years ago. I’ve been building it bigger all the time. Taking
on new hands all the time. I started off a fair jump ahead
of my competitors and I've left them more than a jump
behind. And do you know what’s done it?

OweN.—I can make a good guess.

DALE.—Machinery. It revolutionized the industry. And I
knew it would when I got rid of all my hand weavers.

OweN.—The cloth’s not as good.

DaLE—But the profit’s better. You can’t buy all these
stuffed sofas and things for twopence halfpenny. Look
at that picture over there. I paid six hundred pounds for it.
Just a bit of paint.

OweN.—Will you take fifty thousand for the mill?

DaLE.—That I will not. And where are those credentials and
guarantees you spoke of ?

Ovt:'EN.—Here they are. (Rustle of papers) There are none

etter.

DALE—~Do you know how many hands I use at the mill?

Owen.—How many, sir?

DaLE.—Two thousand. That’s an idea of the business we do.
What do you think would happen to John Dale’s reputa-
tion as a man o’ business if I sold the mill for the ridicu-

" lous price you’re offering?

OweN.—These two thousand “hands” you speak of—

DaLe—Two thousand and more—men, women, and children.

OweN.—Children?

DaLE.—Yes. Hard-working little brats—over three hundred
of them. It would be silly to pay grown men to tend looms
that children can look after just as easy.

OweN.—Ye have no bones aboot employing the poor mites,
have ye, Mr. Dale?

DALE—Why, man, I haven’t time to think aboot it. I look
after them as well as the next fellow—better perhaps. But
it’s business and I don’t concern myself with the details
of operation.

OweN.—What aboot my price?

DaLe.—Hm! Well, these papers seem to be all right.

OweN.—These three men mentioned will become partners
with me. I'll run the mill, my way.

DaLE—You will! I must say, that for a man so young,
you've a lot of confidence in your own abilities.

OWwEN.—I'm no stranger to cotton, sir. I've earned my own
living in and oot of mills since I was ten years old. I'm
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twenty-eight now, and I think it’s time a man was thinking
of making his way in the world.

DALE.~The mills are for sale, But I won't budge on my
price.

OWwEN.—I am empowered to offer you up to fifty-five thou-
sand pounds. No more. But first, I'd like to look over the
mill, .

DALE—Ye can look over the mill all ye want. I'll give ye a
letter to the foreman. But ye’ll have to tell your partners
they haven’t given you brass enough.

OwenN.—It’s a good price, Mr. Dale. Think about it. I’ll
look over the mill tomorrow. Good day to ye, sir.

DaLe.—Good day, Mr. Owen.

OwEeN.—There’s just one other thing. Your daughter—

DaALE.—Aye? What aboot her?

OwEN.—She’s a bonnie girl.

DALE.—Aye, she is. What aboot her?

OwEeN.—I'm thinkin’ of makin’ her my wife.

DaALE—You're thinkin’—! You’re thinkin’ o’ makin’ her
your wife. Well, in all my days, I never heard the beat
of that for cheek.

Owen.—It’s not cheek, Mr. Dale. I don’t beat aboot the
bush.

DaLE.—TI've noticed that.

OweN.—I can offer her everything she’s been used to. Or
will be able to in a while. And she’s—she’s verra fond of

me.

DALE.—Oh, she is, eh?

OwEeN.—I havna a doot she is.

DALE.—Perhaps I’ll have something to say aboot that. °

Owen.—That’s why I’'m askin’ you.

DALE—Well, you can’t have her. No. Not by a long shot.
You come in here and try to steal my mill from under
my nose and then you have the impudence to ask for my
daughter into the bargain. Good day, sir.,

Owen.—I thought I'd give you notice about Caroline, to
make it a bit formal like,

DALE—Well, I’'m grateful to you, Mr. Owen. If you marry
my daughter ye’ll have no need to buy my mill—

OwEen.—That has nothing to do with it, sir.

Biz—Footsteps to the door.

DALeE.—Maybe not. (Door opens) But here’s the door, Mr.
Owen. I have me doubts whether you'll get either,

OweEN.—We shall see. Good day, Mr. Dale.

DaLE.—Aye, good day, indeed.

OwenN.—Good day to ye, too, Caroline,

CaroLINE.—Good day, Robert.

v
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DALE (calling).—Ye forgot your papers. '
OweN (off ).—I'll thank ye to look them over again, sir.
DALE—Well, I never!

Biz—Door closes, off.

CAROLINE (coming in).—Father, you didn’t sell him the mill.

DaLe—Never you fear, lass. I certainly did not.

CAROLINE.—You mean he’s not coming back?

DALE—Why should he?

CAROLINE.—I don’t know—you’re not going to sell the mill
to someone else?

DaLe—1I doubt it.

CAroLINE—Then what—?

DaLe—Don't fret, child. I shouldna be surprised if he gets
it after all.

Biz—Music up full . . . then down and out behind . . .
whirr and clatter of machinery in large cotton mill . . .
wmachinery up full for a second . . . then down behind.

OweN.—It’s terribly hot in here. Have you no means of
ventilation ?

Foreman.—Well, you see, Mr. Owen, it would be dangerous
to open any windows. The cotton is very sensitive. We
must keep the air hot and moist.

OweN.—What about these children tending the looms? ? Must
they be kept hot and moist, too?

ForemMaN.—Oh, they get used to it. You don’t hear them
complaining.

OwEeN.—No, poor little mites, They don’t open their mouths
at all. It wouldna be much use, Mr. Foreman, would it?

ForEMAN.—What do they have to complain about? Would
they be any better off in the poorhouse?

OwEN.—The poorhouse?

ForemMaN.—Yes, they’re all paupers. We hire them from
the workhouse when we can’t get them from the mill
hands’ own families.

OweN.—But look at this youngster, here, for instance. She
can’t be much above five years old.

ForEMAN.—About that. We get them from five to about
twelve. They’re glad enough to get rid of them at the
workhouse. Reduces the taxes. We board all those from
the workhouse.

OweN.—Board ’em. Where?

- ForREMAN.—TI'll show the dormitory in a minute, Mr. Owen.

They work in double shifts. Half of them sleep while the
other half works. And then they change about.
Owen.—How often?
ForeMAN.—Every twelve hours. They have it easy here,
Mr. Owen. Other mills work ’em fifteen and longer.
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o,

OweN.—Aren’t you afraid they’ll get soft?

ForeMAN.—Yes, Mr. Dale’s too easy on them. If I had my
way, I'd keep ’em at it all the time. It costs a lot of money
to let ’em sleep good time away.

OweN.—Yes, I imagine it does. But then they last longer,
don’t they?

Foreman.—If they stick at it, they have a good chance to
make something of themselves. They can become regular
loom hands.

OwEeN.—I hope they appreciate their chances.

ForEMAN.—Between you and me, Mr. Owen, I think most
of them are stupid. They deserve what they get.

Biz.—Child screams off.

OweN.—What'’s that?

ForeMAN.—Probably one of the brats getting a little disci-
pline. Now in the shed are the carding machines. We keep
them running—

OweN.—Why’s he beating her ! He’s beating that little child.
I’ll soon stop that.

ForemAN.—Take no notice— (Calling) Here, Mr. Owen,
this way.

Biz.—The screams grow louder.

OweN (slightly oﬁ mike . . . then back) —Here you. What
do you think you're domg? Do you want to kﬂl the child?

Biz.—Screams subside into a faint whimpering.

OVERSEER.—Who are you?

ForEMAN.—I’'m showing Mr. Owen around the mill, Tom.
Mr. Dale’s instructions.

OvEerseeR.—Oh. Well, we have to keep them on their toes,
sir. You’ll understand the need for that.

ForemMaN.—What did she do, Tom?

OvVERSEER.—Asleep at the loom. First thing you know they’ll
be sprawling all over the place. Got to make an example
of ’em when we catch ’em. Come here, you.

Biz—Child starts to scream again.

OwEN.—Give me that. (Panting) Give it to me.

Biz.—lIron rod clatters to the floor . . . child stops scream-
ng.

OweN.—I’d never have believed it possible. Using an iron
rod on a human being.

Foreman.—Look here, Mr. Owen. I'll trouble you to mind
your own business. I'm foreman of this mill. I won’t stand
for any interference by outsiders, Mr. Dale or no Mr.
Dale.

OvERSEER.—Better get him out of here, sir, before I give
him a taste of it.

Owen.—Hold your tongue.

&
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OvERSEER—Why, who do you think you're talking—

ForeMAaNn.—I think you’ve seen all there is to see, Mr. Owen.
You’re going too far meddling with the system—

OWEN (in a rage).—Meddling, eh? Meddling because I don’t
want to see this poor little thing almost beaten to death
before my eyes by this—this pig, here? I’'ve a mind to
send you both packing this instant—

ForemMAN.—What do you mean, sir ? I'm sure we were doing
our duty—

Owen.—Your duty, eh? Well, in the future, you'll do your
duty to me. This is my mill, d’ye understand ? I'm buying
it. If I didn’t want it before, I want it now, if only to help
these poor children. And I'm going to give you a chance
to help them, too.

ForEMAN (meek) —I'm sorry that you saw this, sir. I didn’t
know who you were. I'm sure you’ll realize we had the
interests of the mill—

Owen.—All right. All right. Send this man away.

ForeMAN.—Go over to the other looms, Tom.

OVERSEER.—Yes, sir.

Owen.—Look at that poor child. Here, come here, little girl.
Come on—

ForeMaN.—You're being spoken to—

OweN.—TI'll handle this. Poor thing. She’s terrified. Come
on. I won’t hurt you. What’s your name ?

CHILD (sobbing softly) —Mabel.

OweN.—Well, come along, Mabel. We’ll let you have a nice
long rest.

Cairp.—No. No. They’ll beat me—

OwEN.—No, they won’t. Not any more. Here, let me carry
you. Where’s this child’s bed, er—

Foreman.—Harkins, sir. The bunks for all the workhouse
children are across this courtyard. This way, sir.

Biz—The child starts to cough . . . machinery down and
gradually out . . . footsteps on cobblestones.

OWwEN.—Why does she cough like this?

ForeMAN.—It’s the cotton floss in the air, sir. It can’t be
helped. It gets into their lungs. When they come into the
open air it’s hard to breathe at first.

OwEN.—I've been in small mills, Harkins, where conditions
were bad, but it takes a big one to show us the worst.

ForemMan.—Yes, sir.

Biz.—Door opens.

Foreman.—Through this door, sir.

OweN.—Right.

Biz.—Door opens and closes.

ForemManN.—Watch your step, sir.
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OweNn.—Heavens, what a place! It might be the hold of a
ship. Don’t you ever let any light or air in?

Foreman.—Nobody’s ever spoken about it before, sir. As
long as they lie down for a while—

OweN.—Where is this child’s bed? Or is this one big bed
you have for the lot of them?

ForeMaN.—We’ve got to wedge the beds close together, sir,
to get them all in,

Biz.—Footsteps of the two men on wooden floor.

ForemaN.—Here, sir. We can wedge her in between these
two.

OweN.—Yes, she’s lucky. We can “wedge her in.” Poor
thing, she’s asleep already. There we are.

ForemaN.—She’ll be all right.

OwEN.—I dinna doot she will, That child there seems to be
hardly living.

ForeMaN.—It’s the light that deceives you, sir. They all look
sickly. No vigor.

OweN.—That boy has red blotches on his face. Is he dis-
eased ?

ForeMAN.—I imagine so, sir. Many of ’em have something
wrong with ’em. They’re always spittin’ blood.

OwEeN.—This must be changed. There’s pestilence here—

ForemMaN.—It can’t be helped, sir. There’s always some new
disease breaking out. Sometimes the children get it from
the imbeciles— :

OwEN.—Imbeciles ? What imbeciles ?

ForEMAN.—We get them from the workhouse with the
paupers. They have a rule we must take so many imbeciles
to so many paupers. They’re not really dangerous, but we
chain them to the machines for safety.

Owen.—I don’t believe it.

ForeMaN.—Do you want to see them, sir?

OwenN.—No. I don’t want to see any more. It’s all like a
nightmare. Wait a minute—that little boy there. It looks
as if—isn’t he?

ForEMAN.—Who, him? Yes, he’s dead. They must have
forgot to pick him up when they made the rounds. It’s not
our fault, Mr. Owen—

OwEN.—No, it’s not your fault. I can see that. It’s the fault
of the owners. It’s the fault of the government that can
let such monstrous conditions exist. I would never have
believed that such horrors were possible, but I'll change
‘things, Harkins. I’ll rip this mill up from top to bottom.
I’ll expose these inhuman practices. These things must be
ended completely. I'll devote my money and my life to the
job.

‘
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Biz—Music up full . . . fade into factory whistles as at
openming . . . clatter of clogs . . . wp full . . . then down
behind . . . mellow clock chimes . . . eight strokes.

Owen.—Here come my children, Caroline. It’s early enough
to get them to work, but eight o’clock is better than five.

CAROLINE (coming in).—I must see them, Robert. Will you
open the window.

OwEeN.—Certainly, dear.

Biz—Window being opened . . . clattering up.

CaroLINE.—I'm glad you're doing everything you can for
these little ones. I had no idea conditions were so bad at
father’s mill.

OweN.—Nor did I before that day six months ago when I
saw things for myself. But you mustn’t worry about it
too much, Caroline. I knew what you were like before I
married you—and I haven’t changed my opinion since.

CAroLINE.—Thank you, Robert. I want to help you with
your work.

OwEeN.—You shall, dear. You shall. Look at that little tot
over there. She’s my special favorite. Her name’s Mabel.
Now she laughs sometimes. You should have seen her the
day I first saw her.

CAroLINE.—You've done wonders, Robert. But I think the
evil is too deep-rooted for one man to dig it out.

Owen.—We'll try, Caroline. We’ll set an example.

CaroLINE.—How do the hands take to your new ideas?

OweN.—They are getting used to them, but I must admit,
it’s enough to try a man’s patience at times. However, 1
have a new manager. Humphries is his name. He’s English
and very tactful—that is, as tactful as an Englishman can
be among Scotsmen— (Chuckles)

CARoLINE—WHhen did you get him?

OweN.—Last week. I let him poke around a bit. I'm going
to have a talk with him today. Would you care to come
along? N

CAroLINE.—Yes, Robert, I would.

OweN.—Well, I'll call for you this evening, when the mill
shuts down for the day. I'm going to show him my pet
innovations.

Biz—Music up full . . . then down and out behind. Shouts
and jeers from crowd of men, women and children . .
off mike.

WomaN.—A pound of margarine and a loaf of bread. That’s
all.

SHOPKEEPER.—Yes, Mrs. McClaren. Don’t you want any
eggs today ?

WomaN.—Gracious, no.
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223 SHOPKEEPER.—They’s only a penny each. You might try
some,

‘224 WoMAN.—A penny each? Aren’t you mistaken ?

225 SHOPKEEPER.—No, indeed. Everything here at wholesale
prices. Mr. Owen’s order.

226 WoMmaN.—I can’t believe it. Sometimes eggs was as much
as a shilling before. I could never afford to buy ’em.

227 SHOPKEEPER—Well, you take half a dozen. They’re very
good for you.

228 oMAN.—Thank you. Thank you. And God bless Mr.
Owen. God bless 'im, I say.

229 Biz.—Tinkle of shop doorbell as door opens and closes.

230 Owen.—There, Humphries. At least one person appreciatés
what I’m trying to do.

231 HumpHRIES.—Well, for one that does, Robert, there are ten
that don’t. Listen to that crowd outside. '

232 CaroLINE—Why do they hate Robert so, Mr. Humphries ?
He has only their interests at heart.

233 OWEeN.—MTr. Bragg, you're a shopkeeper. Perhaps you know
the answer.

234 SHOPKEEPER.—I dunno rightly, Mr. Owen. Unless it’s be-
cause you've closed up all the pubs. A man that’s been
used to ’is ale and gin ain’t likely to take kindly to one oo
deprives ’im of it.

235 HuwmpHRIES.—They don’t seem to have much trouble getting
it, Mr. Bragg, even so.

236 SHOPKEEPER.—No, Mr. 'Umphries, that they don’t. There
ain’t no man living can stop a man from getting ’is beer
if ’e wants it badly enough.

237 OweN.—You have nothing against me, have you, Mr.
Bragg?

238 SHOPKEEPER.—Bless yer ’eart, no, Mr. Owen. I’mall for you.
So’s everyone that can see beyond the glow of ’is nose, and
some of ’em is fair beacons. But you don’t take into
account ’ow much they likes dirt.

239 CAROLINE.—Dirt?

240 SHOPKEEPER.—Yes'm. Some of ’em don’f feel comfortable
if they don’t ’ave a rubbish tip right under their noses.
Gives ’em a nice ‘omey feelin’,

241 OweN.—What about the disease that goes with it ?

242 SHOPKEEPER—I wouldn’t be able to say about that, sir.
Depends on what you've been used to, I suppose. I ’ad
an aunt, now, oo was sent to a special 'ome—like they -
'ave for old ladies. Well, she got so miserable coz she ’ad
no scratchin’ to do—

243 OweN.—Your point’s well taken, Mr. Bragg.

244 SHOPKEEPER.—Don’t think I'm not with you, sir—
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Sound.—Crowd outside grows louder . . . jeers and cat-
calls.

OweN.—They’re getting rowdy——

SHOPKEEPER.—Take no notice of ’em, sir. The commotion’s
being stirred up mostly by a parcel of ’ooligans— Look
out!

Biz—Brick crashes through window . . . CAROLINE gives
a faint scream . . . crowd jeers up louder.

HuMmpaRIES.—Why, the blackguards—Robert, you're cut.

OwEeN.—It’s nothing at all, Humphries. A splinter of glass.

CAROLINE.—Let me look at it, dear.

SHOPKEEPER.—I’d ’ave ’em all flogged.

HumpHRIES.—You see what we’re facing, Robert ? It’s hope-
less. You build them shops where they can get food ridicu-
lously cheap and they throw bricks through the window.

OweN.—I have an idea that Mr. Bragg here is right. The
ringleaders aren’t our people. They’re hooligans paid to
stir up trouble—

CaroLINE.—I think Robert’s right, Mr. Humphries. People
can’t be so blind to their own interests.

HumpHRIES.—Perhaps so, Mrs. Owen. But we have a job
before us. And what a ]ob'

OweN.—I've raised their wages. There’s not so much steal-
ing. Some of them have even begun to take a pride in their
work. The next thing is education.

HumpaRIES.—Education?

OwEeN.—The hope of the working classes lies in education.
We must build up their character and self-respect.

HuwmpHRIES.—It’s a tall order, Robert.

CaroLINE.—He’s had tall orders before, Mr. Humphries.

SHOPKEEPER.—Think I’ll patch up me winder.

OwEeN.—Yes, Mr. Bragg. And we have a window that needs
patching too. And when we’ve done it, it’ll be as clear as
any in Scotland.

Biz—Music up full, then down and out behind . . . factory
machinery . . . up full . . . then it slows down gradually
and stops . . . hum of crowd of people talking.

OWEN (shouting) —Men and women—and children. I want
you all to come closer so that I can talk to you.

Biz—Shuffling of feet . hum of conversation.

OwEN.—As you know I have worked for you for six years
now—and you have worked for me. We have had good
times and bad. This is one of the bad, and I know what
bad times are for the poor. I am forced to close down my
mills, because there is an embargo on raw cotton in Amer-
ica and I cannot buy enough of it to operate my mill
profitably. But I promise you that you shall not suffer.

/
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Every man, woman, and child at New Lanark Mills will
be paid full wages every week until the embargo is lifted
and we get back to work. That is all. God bless every one
of you.

268 Biz.—Murmur of crowd mounting gradually until they burst

into spontaneous cheers . . . build up full . . . coverwith
wmusic . . . up full . . . down and out behind.

269 NarraToR—Owen worked ceaselessly for the good of his

270
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employees. The embargo was lifted and the mill ran again.
Owen then built schools, hospitals, His partners saw their
dividends cut to nothing. They planned to oust him, but
he ousted them and continued with new partners. The
fame of Robert Owen spread throughout the world, and
people came flocking to New Lanark to witness his achieve-
ments,

The little Scottish town was the beginning. The next
thing was to spread these humanitarian plans over the
whole United Kingdom and rally all mill workers to his
cause.

It is the year 1815. The Napoleonic Wars have
ushered in an era of unemployment and misery for the
poor. The time seems ripe. Owen drafts a factory bill,
and goes to London to find supporters. In the lobby of
the House of Commons, he encounters Sir Robert Peel.

Biz—Big Ben . . . off mike.
OwEeN.—Sir Robert, you're a factory owner yourself. You'd

be the last person I'd accuse of self-interest, but why have
you not come to the support of my Factory Bill these past
four sessions?

PeeL.—My dear Owen, the House is almost entirely against

you. What can I do? You’d be astonished at the number
of enemies you have. Why, even your own people sent a
delegation to the Secretary of State.

OwrN.—I saw them. Greed and hatred of me on every face.

They blackened my reputation. They brought out every
vile accusation they could think of. Fortunately the Secre-
tary of State didn’t listen to them.

PeeL.—I am glad. You're an honest man, Owen. I can’t help

liking you. ‘

OwEN.—At heart you must think as I do, Sir Robert. Will

you not plead my cause for me in Parliament?

PeeL.—1I've thought a great deal about the matter. I'll see

what I can do.

OwEN.—I knew I could count on ye— [
PeeL.—Don’t count on me too much, Owen. The bill will

have to be modified, I’m sure of that. It’ll never pass as it
is. But trust me. I’ll see the thing through or be damned!
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Biz—Fade in boos and cat calls in the Commons . . . the
noise subsides gradually.

PeEL.—I’ve not finished. You can shut your eyes to condi-
tions, but doing so cures nothing. We pride ourselves on
being the greatest manufacturing nation in the world, but
its a poor pride, gentlemen, that builds itself on the broken
bodies of tiny children. It’s a poor pride that rises un-
concerned over agonized cries of our children slaving in
misery when they should be playing in the sunshine. I
have seen things in these mills, gentlemen, that you would _
never believe possible in a civilized country. I have seen
things that today make me ashamed of being an English-
man.

Biz—Uproar from the members . . . rap of gavel . . .
uproar subsides.

SPEAKER.—The Member from Manchester.

Pramrips.—I must ask your indulgence for a moment, gen-
tlemen, while I wipe my eyes. Sir Robert Peel has told so
touching a story that I regret my coming out this morning
with only one pocket handkerchief. (Laughter) Sir Robert,
of course, is a visionary. What would happen to this manu-
facturing supremacy of ours, I wonder, if these humani-
tarian zealots had their way and deprived our children of
the privilege of working for their birthright?

MemBErs.—Hear ! Hear !

PEEL (shouting).—I’'m sanguine enough to believe, sir, that
England would not lose much of her Empire, but a great
many manufacturers would lose their paunches.

MEewmBERs.—How dare he! What right, sir? Must we listen
to insults—? Stick to the point —He’s going too far—!
Unfair ! —Infernal impudence!, etc. (General uproar)

Biz—Gavel . . . uproar subsides. .

SPEAKER.—The member from Westminster. Lord Lascelles.

LAsceLLEs.—I have nothing to gain by seeing this bill
through other than the satisfaction of eradicating a
wretched practice. I am not a manufacturer, but if I were,
I’'m sure a blind greed for profits would not influence—

MEmBERs.—Unfair !—Sit down—etc.

Biz—Commotion grows . . . builds up full . . . then out
behind.

NarraTor.—Robert Owen’s Factory Act was passed in 1819,
but it was so mutilated that Owen himself repudiated it

. as useless. He set to work another way. He founded co-
operative societies. He toured America and started a settle-
ment in Indiana. Unfortunately it failed. In 1829, almost
sixty years old, poor and broken in health, he returned to
England. But the seeds he had sown at so great a cost
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were beginning to sprout. Working people were organiz-
ing, crusading for the right to vote. Owen eagerly plunged
back into the work he had begun. Quickly his friends
rallied around him. And his enemies raged against him.
One night, driving to a meeting hall—
Biz—Shouts of angry mob . .. up full . .. fade down
behind.
First MAN.—There comes his carriage. Let’s rush the old
fool. Let’s tip him into the mud.
Biz—Carriage wheels approaching . . . up full.
First WomaN.—Drag him out. Drag him out.
SecoND MAN.—Tar and feather him!
TaHIRD MAN.—Let me get a whack at him.
SeconD WomaN.—Meddlesome bag of wind.
Frienp.—Stand back, you fools. He’s your friend. He’s
working for you,
First MAN.—Shut your mouth,
Frienp.—I appeal to your sense of fair play— Ow! (He
gives a cry as he is punched in the mouth)
SeconD MaN.—That’ll teach you. Come on. Get the old man.
First WomaN.—Kill him. (They take up the cry “kill him’”)
First MaN.—They’re sneaking him inside. After him.
Stconp WomaN.—Don’t let ’im speak. Break down the
doors.
Biz—The crowd builds wp full . . . then fades.
Frienp.—Well, it’s a miracle we got through. Are you hurt,
Robert ? There’s blood on your face.
OWEN (breathless) —A scratch.
FriEND.—Are you sure. Let me examine—
OwEN.—No, no. No fuss, please.
Frienp.—Well, we're safe from the crowd outside. But what
about your audience? You’d better not speak tonight.
OwEN.—Not speak ? Of course I’ll speak. Let’s go in.
Frienp.—I warn you, Robert. They’re in an ugly mood.
OweN.—Aye. But we’ll face ’em.
Frienp.—Well, you've got pluck. Let me wipe the blood
from your cheek—
OwEN.—It doesn’t matter. Let’s go out to the platform.
Biz—Footsteps . . . audience starts to jeer and boo.
OWEN (shouting above them)—My friends and fellow
workers— (Audience continues to jeer . . . down behind)
First WoMaN.—Well, they can say what they like about
’im, but I think ’e’s right brave.
First MaN.—Yes. Lot o’ spunk in ’im for an old gaffer.
Seconp MAN.—'E’s bleedin’, too. Let’s give ’im a chance to
speak.
First WomaN.—Aye, it’d be fair.
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