
28 	 GOODNIGHT MISTER TOM 

(He looks round as a bird flies in and lands on the 
hedgerow bordering the graveyard. It chirps merrily. 
SAMMY goes to chase it.) 

Stay, Sammy. (To WILLIAM) Shh! See? 

WILLIAM. What is it? 

TOM. Hedge-sparrow. 

(The bird hops along the hedgerow, pecking.) 

See its beak. Very dainty. 

WILLIAM. Yeh. (He steps forward. ) 

(The bird flies off.) 

TOM. And shy. Now William, 'ave a wander round the 
graveyard and write your postcard home. Don't be 
scared of the dead. Least they can't drop an ole bomb 
on yer head. 

WILLIAM. No, Mister Tom. 

TOM. Come on, Sammy. 

(TOM goes in the cottage. SAMMY follows. WILLIAM 

walks to the visible corner of the graveyard. He sits on 
a flat gravestone and stares bemused at his postcard. 
Suddenly a squirrel scampers over the hedgerow and 
climbs up onto a standing gravestone. It nibbles a nut.) 

(WILLIAM sees it and freezes, then slides along the 
gravestone nervously.) 

(MR and MRS HARTRIDGE appear. He is in uniform. 
They see WILLIAM.) 

MRS HARTRMGE. (quietly) It won't hurt you. 

MR HARTRIDGE. It's only a squirrel. 

(WILLIAM nods.) 

MRS HARTRIDGE. Never seen one before? 

(WILLIAM shakes his head. The squirrel scampers off.) 

MR HARTRIDGE. Hal There he goes! Up the tree back to 
his nest. 
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MRS HARTRIDGE. See? It's called a drey. (Smiling) You must 
be from London. 

(WILLIAM stands up.) 

WILLIAM. Yes, miss. 

MR HARTRIDGE. You're a regular wild bunch, so I've heard! 

MRS HARTRIDGE. What's your name? 

WILLIAM. William Beech, miss. 

MRS HARTRIDGE. I'm Mrs, not miss. Mrs... 

BOTH. Hartridge! 

(MRS HARTRIDGE beams at her husband, who puts his 
arm round her. They are `love's young dream'.) 

WILLIAM. You a soldier, mister? 

MR HARTRIDGE. Soldier? (With a smile) Royal Air Force. 

MRS HARTRIDGE. (proudly) He's just qualified to be a pilot. 

WILLIAM. Wot, flyin' planes? 

MR HARTRIDGE. (nodding) Hurricanes, hopefully. Chasing 
off the Jerries, maybe. I'm David. Welcome to Little 
Weirwold, William. 

MRS HARTRIDGE. See you on Monday at school, William. 
I expect yqu'll be in my class. Bye. 

WILLIAM. Bye miss, Mrs. Bye, mister. 

MR HARTRIDGE. Bye, William. 

(They leave.) 

(WILLIAM sits and looks at his postcard.) 

(TOM and SAMMY come out of the cottage. TOM has his 
stick, wears a scarf and carries a haversack. They find 
WILLIAM.) 

TOM. How you gettin' on? 

(WILLIAM reluctantly shows TOM the postcard.) 

Where's the message? 

(WILLIAM shrugs.) 

Can't think what to say? 
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