
To John 
by Dooney Chambers 

 

CAST   (2M, 3F) 

Mavis  70 – 80   John’s wife (also playing a Headmistress in 1939) 

Laura  50`s   John’s eldest daughter (also playing a young lady in 1950 and an Air 

Traffic  Controller) 

Gillian  50’s    John’s youngest daughter (also playing a young lady in 1950 and an 

Air Traffic Controller) 

Ron 50’s    Gillian’s husband (also playing a schoolteacher in 1939, a young lad 

and RAF Officer in 1950, and older John) 

Sam   20 - 30    John’s grandson (also playing young John in 1939, a young lad in 1950 

and an Aircraft Controller ) 

 

Setting – John’s funeral, 2014. 

Synopsis - This is the life story of a man called John. It charts his rise from a dislike of 

academia during his World War II schooldays, through the years of the Cold War, where, as a 

Vulcan Bomber Captain, he spearheaded our front line of defence, and finally on to his sad 

demise due to Alzheimer’s. In a light-hearted and often funny way, the play poignantly 

emphasises the values and traditions of his era, and the fortitude and resilience with which 

these were upheld. Each member of the cast takes on several roles as we journey with John 

through his life, revealing his courage in risking his own life to save colleagues and civilians, 

his uncanny ability to ‘make-do-and-mend’, and his inspirational family life. 

This is the true story of an amazing man. 

 

Estimated Running Time: 30/35 minutes. 
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Cast on stage. They stand downstage in two groups, Ron, Sam and Gillian stand together, 

Mavis and Laura stand together. They are dressed for a funeral. Heads bowed. 

The easel is showing 2014 and an image to represent this era. 

Opening music fades up – Elgar’s Nimrod. 

Few seconds then tabs open. 

Few seconds to - Lighting fades up on the cast as Music fades off. 

Sam (raises head and wineglass, looks up over audience,)  To John. Loving 

husband, father and grandfather. 

All  Raise heads and wine glasses, look up.  

   To John (give toast and drink) 

Cast put down glasses on tables and talk. Sound effect of people eating 

and drinking. 

Sam steps forward, searches his pockets and extracts some notes, 

straightens them and prepares to deliver a speech 

Sam   Ladies and gentlemen, if I could have everyone’s attention please. 

The sound effect fades off. 

Sam  First of all, I’d like to say a big thank you to Ron, for that reading of 

High Flight, by John Magee.  

Ron acknowledges this with a nod of his head. 

(Sam clears his throat and starts reading from his notes) My 

grandfather John was a pioneer. Born in 1930 into a military family, his 

childhood dream was to be a pilot. From fumbled learnings on old 

aircraft made from wood and string, he went on to tour the world as a 

display pilot, flying our country’s finest jets and bombers. He never 

liked formal learning...... 

Easel shows 1939 and image to represent that era (air raid shelter?)  

Sam dons schoolboy cap from props table to become young John and 

sits on middle table. He rest elbows on knees and chin in hands. 

Laura and Gillian don schoolgirl boaters from props table and sit 

either side of him, up straight and smart. 

Ron and Mavis don mortar-boards and stand either end of the tables, 
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slightly upstage. 

Laura  (bored schoolgirl monotone) A is for archer who shot at a frog 

  B is for butcher who had a large dog 

  C is for captain all covered in lace 

  D is for Drunkard who had a red face 

 

Gillian  (bored schoolgirl monotone) 1 x 2 = 2 

  2 x 2 = 4 

  3 x 2 = 6 

The square of the hypotenuse is equal to the sum of the squares on the 

other two sides. 

Ron (schoolmaster voice) If it takes four men twelve days to dig a hole, how 

long would it take six men? 

Sam, Laura and Gillian look sharply at him, pause, then hurriedly try 

to calculate the answer. Laura and Gillian use pen, paper and the 

fingers of one hand, Sam uses fingers on both hands. 

Sam Puts hand up. Please Sir, why didn’t they use a mechanical digger? 

Surely if the hole was that big it would have been much quicker to use 

the new dragline excavator? They’ve got these great, big, bucket things 

on the front Sir which are all tied up with rope and wires, AND they 

can be powered by either diesel or electric motors Sir, AND the 

heaviest ones weigh about------------- 

Mavis (Headmistress voice) School report 1939. (reading) John is not an 

academic. John is only interested in what John is interested in.  I doubt 

he’ll go far. Could do better. C-. 

(looking up, normal voice) But as Alan Turing, the man who cracked 

the Enigma Code, once said “Sometimes it is the people no one 

imagines anything of, who do the things no one can imagine.” 

Sam (stands) I’m making a plane out of old baked bean tins. It’s going to be 

radio controlled and have guns that fire. I’m going to fly it right over 

the pond. You know, the pond we’re not supposed to go near. Come on 

Jock (taps leg as if calling for a dog), good boy (strokes dog, stands) 

Let’s go and find a good place to build a runway. 
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Mavis and Ron return to props table. 

Gillian, Laura and Sam skip in a circle round the tables singing 

Boys and girls come out to play,  

The moon doth shine both night and day, 

Leave your supper and leave your sleep 

And come with your playfellows into the street. 

Air raid siren, air raid lighting during which Laura and Gillian pile the 

tables to make a shelter, then return upstage. 

Sam sits under the tables. 

Siren and raid lighting off. Low lighting on. 

Sam (reading a comic) I love this new comic Jock. Look! Desperate Dan’s 

being chased by the Sherriff.  

“Stop right there Desperate Dan or I’ll shoot you where you stand!”  

POW! BIFF  “You’ll have catch me first, Sherriff!” 

(puts down comic)  

(talking to Jock - thoughtfully) I wonder how Father’s doing. Do you 

think the Germans have dropped any bombs on his runway yet, Jock? 

He’ll be rather cross with them if they have. I wouldn’t like to face 

Father if I’d dropped bombs on his runway. The other day I heard one 

of the pilots say that Father was a very good Station Commander, but a 

little formidable at times. I wonder what formidable means. Father says 

that when the air raid warning sounds, they have to scramble the 

aircraft as fast as possible and get them off the ground so they don’t get 

hit by the bombs. I expect he has quite a lot to do when the warning 

sounds. I expect he’ll be late home for tea too. 

The all-clear sounds. Sam gets out from under the table and moves 

downstage centre. Lights fade up. 

Sam  (holding Father’s hand and looking up at him).Father, Mother says 

that the man in room 2 talks to himself in the middle of the night. Yes, 

I know this is a Bed and Breakfast and he’s our guest and we shouldn’t 

pry, but it is a bit odd. (resigned) Yes Father. Come on Jock, let’s go 

for a walk. 

Sam walks across the stage and back, scuffing shoes, kicking stones etc. 
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(Sam is agitated, he taps Father) Father, Mother says she can hear a 

tap-tapping coming from room 2 in the middle of the night. Yes, I 

know this is a Bed and Breakfast and he’s our guest and we shouldn’t 

pry, but it is a bit odd. (resigned) Yes Father. Come on Jock, let’s go 

for a walk. 

Sam wanders across to left of stage, then crouches down and appears 

to be watching something intently. He rushes back across the stage and 

tugs at Father’s jacket. 

(excitedly) Father!  Father! Jock and I have been following that man 

from room 2.   He puts notes under stones on the bridge when he thinks 

no one is looking. Another man in a big hat gets off the bus and 

collects them, and then gets back on the bus. AND I’ve heard the tap-

tapping at night too. It sounds just like when Humphrey Bogart did his 

tap-tapping in that film we saw last month. It’s really, truly, awfully 

odd Father.  You’re the Commanding Officer, couldn’t you just get one 

of your men to investigate? Yes father, I’ll go home now and wait with 

Mother like a good boy. 

He sits on one of the higher tables and whistles a few bars of “We’ll 

meet again.” He checks his watch and looks for Father. He ambles a 

circuit round the table giving one of them a kick, then sits sideways on 

the low table and does a ‘hands dogfight ’complete with sound effects. 

He checks his watch and looks for Father. He gets up and jumps on 

and off the low table several times. He checks his watch and looks for 

Father. He sees him and runs over. 

Father, you’re home! What’s happened? You’ve arrested the man from 

room 2 AND the man on the bus. They were German spies! Wow! And 

I’m going to get a special letter of thanks from the Group Captain? 

Double wow! Yes, I will be very careful in future, Father. No, I won’t 

go sneaking about down by the bridge again. Yes, I’ll go straight home 

now. Bye, Father. 

Sam waves goodbye and watches Father leave. 

(Singing) We caught a spy, we caught a spy. 

(to Jock) A real, live spy Jock. He was spying on Father’s airbase. He 

was sending Morse code signals to Germany at night and leaving coded 

messages about aircraft movements at the bridge. What smashing fun 

this is eh Jock? Better than any comic. Let’s go home via the woods 

and see if we can catch any more spies. Father didn’t say anything 

about not sneaking about in the woods. 
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Music – Rock around the clock – Bill Hayley and the Comets.   

“Party”lighting/effect. Easel shows 1950 and image. Sam moves 

upstage. Laura and Gillian, wearing 1950’s hats, and Ron, in a Fedora, 

move the tables as they dance forward, 

 

 

 

 

 

 Mavis joins them as they move centre stage and dance a ‘rock and 

roll’. Music stops. They move upstage. 

Sam, wearing an RAF Officer’s hat, marches forward to centre stage, 

he faces out to the audience, salutes and stands to attention.  

Sam   Yes sir! No sir!  

(he stands at ease)  

(muttering) Three bags full sir! 

Sam sits on the end of one of the tables and writes in notebook as if 

copying from a board.   

The pressure variations of flowing air is best represented by 

Bernoulli’s equation  P+1/2pv  = a constant.  So in any given flow, the 

density times the cross-sectional area of the flow, times the velocity, is 

constant. 

Big sigh. He stands up, yawns and stretches, and sits on the other table. 

(reading from book) The C1 and D1 scales give reciprocals. For folded 

scales use the CF, DF,CIF and DIF scales. If, after aligning the index 

of C with the first factor of D, the second factor of C is off scale, then 

find the second factor on CF and read the result on DF. 

(Sam moves the book to arms length, turns it upside down, studies it, 

turns it back, closes it and tosses it away.) He removes his hat and lays 

on the floor with his head under the upstage table and reaches up as if 

fixing the underside of a car. 
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Ron, wearing an RAF Officer’s hat, marches forward. 

Ron   (commanding voice) John! Come out from under the engine of that 

aircraft.  

Sam jumps up, puts his hat back on and salute Ron. 

You’re supposed to be doing your flying training not messing about 

with the mechanics of it. We all know how well you can fix the bloody 

things – what we want to know now is whether you can fly them too. 

Wipe that grease off your hands and get yourself up in that cockpit. 

Sam   (salutes Ron again) Sir! 

Ron marches back to the props table. 

Sam wipes his hands and sits on the downstage table facing the upstage 

ones. He holds the yoke. 

Spitfire to control tower – preparing for solo take off. 

(reading to himself from a book, suitable actions) Check master switch 

is on. Check. Check fuel gauge.  Check. Check undercarriage selector 

lever is in the down position. Check. Check flaps switch is in the up 

position. Check. Look out of cockpit and call all clear. (shouts) ALL 

CLEAR! Call contact. (shouts) CONTACT! Press starter button. 

CHOCKS AWAY! 

He gets off the table and ‘ flies’ upstage. 

Laura and Gillian, still wearing their 1950’s hats, move downstage  

and become simpering girls. They talk out to the audience. 

Laura   Look at him in that uniform. Ohhhhhhh......He looks like something 

out of the movies. 

Gillian He’s gorgeous! What’s your name, handsome? John? (to Laura) 

Judging by the uniform, he’s a pilot in the RAF. And look at that car. 

Laura You restored that car yourself? It’s beautiful. It’s a what? An Austin 

Healey? I’ve always wanted a ride in an Austin Healy. 

Pause as if listening to John. 

Gillian  (to Laura) He’s mad! He said he rebuilt it using baked bean tins! 

Gillian and Laura return upstage as Ron and Sam move downstage 

and become a couple of ‘lads’. They are wearing 1950’s fedora style 
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hats. They talk out to the audience. One of them wolf whistles. 

Ron Look at her in that uniform. She looks like something out of the movies. 

Sam She’s gorgeous! What’s your name, love? Mavis?  (to Ron)  Judging by 

the uniform, she’s a nurse in the WRAF. And look at those legs! 

Ron Hey, sweetheart, I think I’m in need of a bed bath.  I’ve always wanted 

a bed bath! 

Pause as if listening to Mavis. 

Sam (to Ron) She’s mad. She said she’d have to first anaesthetise your 

swellings with a hypodermic . 

The men move upstage as we hear a few bars of Wagner’s Bridal 

Chorus. Mavis, Gillian and Laura move downstage, Laura and Gillian 

flank Mavis, slightly upstage of her. 

 

Mavis Steps Forward. I, Mavis, take thee, John, to be my lawful wedded 

husband. 

Mavis turns and holds out both hands to Laura who steps forward and 

takes them and moves up to Mavis. 

We name this child Laura. 

Mavis turns and holds out both hands to Gillian who steps forwards 

and takes them and moves up to Mavis. 

We name this child Gillian. 

She turns and faces front holding one each of the girls’ hands. 

Two beautiful girls. They have your eyes, John. 

Lights fade to low as we hear the sound of a not very healthy, old van 

engine turning over, coughing and then finally starting. Laura moves 

the small table into position, she and Gillian stand behind the large 

tables.  Mavis stands in front. The engine noise fades to low. 

 

 

 

(to audience) I’m sorry you had to sell the Austin Healey John, but we 
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just can’t afford it anymore. You’ve done a splendid job on this old 

butcher’s Morris Minor van though – even if it does still smell rather..... 

meaty. (to Laura and Gillian) Hop in, girls, and snuggle down under 

the blankets. It’s a long drive to Grandma’s, so try and get some sleep. 

Yes, I know it’s the middle of the night, but we need to go now as 

Daddy has to be back by the morning to go to work. 

Laura and Gillian sit on the back of the tables with their backs to the 

audience, lean on one anther and go to sleep 

  Come on then, John, let’s get out skates on, Mum’s expecting us.  

Mavis sits on the front of a table facing the audience and talks to John 

as if he’s sitting next to her in the driving seat 

It’s so good of her to offer to let the girls and me stay there for a while 

so I can go back out to work. It won’t be for long, dear. In a few 

months you’ll be 25, and then we can apply for a married quarter and 

the rent will be much lower. Now....let me check my purse. I’ve got 

nearly ten shillings here. I’ll give you nine now so you can get two 

gallons of petrol for the return journey..... and I’ll still have enough left 

over for a pint of milk in the morning for the girls. Wake me up when 

we’re half way there, dear, and I’ll put the kettle on the camping stove 

for tea. No milk for us I’m afraid. 

Mavis leans over and sleeps. The engine noise increases and holds   for 

a few seconds then stops. Mavis wakes. 

Oh....we’re stopping. Are we half way?  

She peers through the windscreen. 

Oh.....yes....it does look like he’s broken down, doesn’t it? Alright, dear, 

you go and help while I stay with the girls. 

Laura and Gillian wake, yawn and stretch. They turn to Mavis. 

Laura Are we nearly there yet? 

Mavis Not yet, dear, go back to sleep. 

Gillian I’m thirsty. 

Mavis Here, darling, have a drink of water. 

 Laura and Gillian go back to sleep. Mavis waits patiently, occasionally 

peering forward looking for John.   
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 Oh there you are, John dear. I see you got him going again. He gave 

you what? £5? Good heavens! (excited) Pull over at the first shop you 

see and we’ll get some milk for that tea. I may even treat us all to bread 

and jam for breakfast. (muses) £5....that’s more than you earn in five 

days. 

Ron Wearing a flying helmet, stands on the small table. 

.  (as John - shouts) Mayday! Mayday! Mayday!  

Alarm rings loud and furious. Red lights flash. Gillian and Laura run 

to the props table and don 1950’s headsets. Sam joins them and they 

run to the two tables and kneel behind the tables using them as desks. 

Sam is writing, Laura is watching a screen, Gillian is turning knobs 

and flicking switches. Mavis has moved upstage. The alarm volume 

lowers but is still audible. 

Ron  Mayday!  Mayday! Mayday! This is Canberra aircraft calling Mayday. 

I have a suspected hydraulic failure on the landing gear. We have one 

wheel up, one wheel down and one lodged half way. Request 

emergency landing. 

Sam (as Aircraft Controller) Control Tower to Canberra aircraft. Negative. 

A successful landing in these conditions is impossible. I say again – 

landing is impossible. Request denied. 

Laura (as Air Traffic Controller) Air Traffic Control to Canberra aircraft. 

Turn one seven four degrees onto heading zero nine eight degrees. 

Gillian (as Air Traffic Controller) Radar will track you out to sea. Ditch 

aircraft. Eject! Eject! 

Silence. All still. 

Ron My rear crew don’t have ejection seats. I’m coming in. Prepare for 

emergency landing. 

The alarm volume increases. Sound of fire engines. Sam, Laura and 

Gillian shout in panic over each other. 

Sam Will you clear the bloody runway! Someone get that goddam plane off 

the pan and into a hanger NOW! 

Laura  Get OC Ops up here now! And inform the Station Commander he  

 needs to so be in the tower NOW! 

Gillian  Get those fire trucks moved up here now and alert the medical crash 
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team. Hit the red button NOW! 

All three  Yes, NOW! 

Ron Canberra aircraft to Control Tower. For heaven’s sake, will you all shut 

up, sod off and leave me to do my job. 

Sam, Laura and Gillian stand. Alarm volume lowers but still audible.  

All three shield their eyes and track the aircraft’s descent from top left 

to bottom right.  Alarms off, red light off – silence - pause  

Sam  He did it! 

 Music – Let’s twist again.  Party mood. “Party” lighting/effect. Easel 

shows 1964 and image. 

Sam, Laura and Gillian return their headsets to the props table.  

Ron return his helmet to the props table. 

Gillian and Laura dance as they move the tables. 

 

 

 

 They then move centre stage and are joined by Ron and Sam. They 

dance the twist.  

   Music finishes. Party lighting off.  

Ron, Laura, Gillian and Sam move upstage. Mavis, moves downstage. 

She talks out to the audience. 

Mavis You’ve been posted to Cyprus? How lovely! But there’s a six month 

waiting list to get a married quarter? I have to stay here on my own? 

For six months?? I don’t think so!  Girls!  Pack your bags, we’re going 

to your Grandma’s. A long holiday in Yorkshire.  

Mavis moves upstage as Laura and Gillian, as girls, come downstage 

arms linked. 

Laura   Come on, let’s go up to the railway crossing and watch the trains. 

Gillian   I dare you to go and put a stone on the railway line for the train to hit. 

Laura   I’m not doing that – it’s dangerous.   
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Gillian   Cowardy custard! 

Laura   Alright then, you do it. I double dare you. 

Gillian   (Grinning) Oh.......OK. I’ll do it then. 

Gillian mimes putting a stone on the tracks. They watch the stone. 

Long pause. No movement. 

Laura (to Gillian) Well, that was a waste of time wasn’t it? The train just 

squashed it flat. 

Gillian   Mmmmmm.....I need a bigger stone. 

   Gillian starts searching for a bigger stone. 

Laura No! (Laura pulls Gillian back) No more stones. This is too dangerous 

Gillian. 

Gillian   I know! Let’s go and help with the potato picking. 

Laura   Dad said we’re not allowed to do that. 

Gillian    But Dad’s not here is he? Come on, let’s go! 

They move around the front singing 

We're down in't coyle 'oyle 

Where't muck slarts on't winders 

We've used all us coyle up 

And we're rait down't t'cinders, 

But if bum bailiff comes 

Ee'll nivver findus 

Cos we'll be down in't coyle 'oyle 

Where't muck slarts on't winders 

 

Mavis (turns and shouts to them) Will you two stop it with the Yorkshire 

accents! Go and pack your bags – we’re off to Cyprus tomorrow. 

Gillian   (groans) I hate packing. Maybe I could just stay here with Gran. 

Laura Well, I can’t wait to go. No more horrid school dinners. Potatoes in 

water and cold custard slices – yeuky yeuk yeuk! 

Gillian I rather like the custard. 

Laura Well you would. You eat anything. 
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Gillian No I don’t! 

Laura Yes you do! 

Gillian I don’t! 

Laura You do! 

Gillian Don’t! 

Laura Do! 

They move upstage continuing the don’t/dos as Mavis comes forward 

and surveys the tables. She looks displeased. 

Mavis John, this is a wooden shed. No John, this is NOT a married quarter – 

it is a wooden shed. Yes, I know Cyprus is a beautiful island and we’re 

lucky to get a tour out here, I just wasn’t expecting to live with 

termites. Oooh...and now you’re a qualified diving instructor, you’re 

going to teach scuba diving in your spare time. Mmmmmm........  Girls! 

Get your snorkels and flippers – you’re Dad’s going to teach you to 

dive.  

Laura and Gillian move down to her. They are wearing diving masks 

propped on their foreheads. 

Come on, girls, hurry it up. Off you go.  

Laura   Are you coming, Mum? 

Mavis Now don’t be silly, girls – of course I’m not coming with you. You 

know full well that when I’m swimming  I don’t like to get my face 

wet. Well, go on then. Shoo Shoo! 

Mavis shoes them off then returns to the props table. Laura and Gillian 

kneel in front of the tables. 

Teenage argument. 

Gillian   He’s getting mad at us. 

Laura That’s because we’re not taking it seriously. Stop making me laugh.  

How can I hold my breath for one minute when I’m laughing? And 

will you stop spitting into the mouthpiece. 

Gillian   I’m not spitting! 

Laura   You are so! 
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Gillian   Not! 

Laura Dad! I’m not buddy-breathing with Gillian, she keeps spitting in the 

mouthpiece. 

Gillian (looks up over the table) He’s signalling that we have to split up. I’ve 

got to go round this side of the pier and you have to go round the other 

side. 

They split up and go either side of the tables. Gillian walks back to the 

props table. Laura stays by the table. 

Laura (said slowly with suitable diving gestures) I’m OK, Dad (hand signals). 

Where’s Gillian? I don’t know Dad.(Big shrug) 

 I have to get out and stay on the pier? OK. (big sigh) 

She climbs onto the table and takes her mask off. 

Gillian comes skipping back to her. 

No wonder you’re in trouble, Gillian.  He said go round the other side 

of the pier, not swim off into the wide blue yonder. 

Gillian   I was fine. I was with George. 

Laura George is a fish. A Grouper. Well known for being friendly and playful, 

but not so well known for rescuing divers. 

Gillian   I didn’t need rescuing. 

Laura   You might have done. 

Gillian   But I didn’t! 

Laura But you might have done. Anyway, you’re relegated to staying on the 

surface as top cover now, I’m going with Dad to dive on the wreck of 

that cargo ship. We’re going to cut the propeller off and claim salvage. 

It’s a massive propeller – should be worth a ton of money. I do hope he 

lets me have a go with that new underwater cutting torch he’s designed. 

 Gillian  I want a go with the cutting torch. 

Lara   Well, you can’t have one now. 

Gillian   It’s not fair. 

Laura   Yes, it is. 
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Gillian   No, it isn’t. 

Laura   Is. 

Gillian   Isn’t. 

    They move upstage continuing the is/isn’t. 

    Mavis moves downstage. She is reading a newspaper. 

Mavis Girls! Girls! Come here.  

Laura and Gillian run down to her. 

Look, girls! Your Dad’s on the front page of the newspaper! (reading) 

“John Chambers beside the propeller he successfully retrieved from the 

shipwreck at Hospital Point.” 

Gillian (reading over her shoulder) And it’s worth........Good Lord, it’s worth 

a fortune! Don’t suppose we’ll see any of that money. 

Laura   Well. you certainly won’t. All you did was float around on the surface. 

Gillian   I was a valuable member of the team! 

Laura   You were not! 

Gillian   Was! 

Laura   Wasn’t! 

Gillian   Was! 

Laura   Wasn’t! 

Mavis Enough! (closes newspaper) Right, girls, I need you to listen. Your 

Dad’s tour in Cyprus finishes in a couple of weeks, so we have to go 

back to England. Now, his plan is this. We load up the trailer with the 

tent, all the camping gear and everything we might need and we  

Laura   We haven’t got a trailer. 

Mavis   Your Dad’s going to build us one. 

(The girls exchange glances) 

It’s alright – he’s promised not to use any baked bean tins. Then we 

drive all the way home. 

Gillian   (incredulously) We drive all the way from Cyprus to England? 
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Mavis  Yes. We’re going to take a whole month to drive through Greece, Italy, 

Switzerland and France. We’ll be stopping at all the places you’ve ever 

heard of – Athens, Rome, Naples, Venice. It will be a wonderful 

experience – I think. 

Laura   With a trailer and a tent? 

Gillian   Wow! What an adventure! Come on, Laura, let’s go and pack. 

Laura   (confused) We’re not going for ages. 

Gillian   Well, I’m packing now. 

The run off upstage. 

Mavis (to herself, warily A whole month in a tent. Mmmmmm.......No...No... 

It’s going to be a great adventure. I hope. Oh, John dear, is this another 

of your bright ideas I’m going to live to regret? 

Mavis moves upstage as Gillian and Laura move the tables, they sit in 

front of them. 

 

 

 

They are writing. 

Laura 3rd June 1968. Dear Diary, Rome is wonderful. Today we went to see 

the Colosseum. Unfortunately Dad had his pocket picked – on the steps 

of the Vatican! They took his wallet with his ID card in it and all our 

money. Dad had refused to leave any money in the tent in case it got 

stolen. Ha! Ha! Mum had said she should have had half the money in 

her handbag just in case, but Dad was adamant he’d be fine. Now 

we’re broke. And Mum’s more than a little miffed. I daren’t repeat 

what Dad said but he used the word’ bloody’ several times, so I know 

he’s mad. He’s got an appointment with the British Consulate in the 

morning to try and sort something out. He says that one day we’ll all 

have little cards that will go in machines so we can get money 

anywhere in the world. Mum says he’s delusional. At least Mum had 

all the passports in her handbag. (Thinks) I wonder what would happen 

if a pick-pocket stole your little card?  I don’t suppose it would be of 

much use to them. 

Gillian 7th June 1968. Dear Diary, We’re now in Venice at the Lido de Jesolo.  

Yesterday we went to the Murano glass factory. Dad managed to get 
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some money from the consulate in Rome, but Mum says we’re on a 

shoestring. Laura and I found that there are cockles in the sandbank 

just off the beach, so we’ve spent all day using our snorkels to dive 

down and collect them. Mum says she’s going to boil them up for tea 

and we can have them with bread and butter. It will make a nice 

change from beans. Sorry if my writing is a little wobbly today – I 

mistook a razor fish for a cockle and now I have two fingers stuck 

together with plasters. Good job Mum is a Nurse.  

Laura and Gillian shuffle back under the tables. 

Laura 28
th

 June 1968. Dear Diary, I’m sitting in a hedge.  The trailer decided 

to part company with the car and jack-knifed into a field. Luckily Dad 

kept control of the car, so no one was hurt. We’re only three miles 

from home, so Mum and Dad are ferrying all our stuff up to the house 

whilst Gillian and I stay here with the trailer so no one pinches 

anything.  Mum is more than a little miffed - again. (Pause) PS. It’s 

raining. 

 Gillian returns upstage, Laura moves behind the tables. Mavis, 

wearing an apron, joins her. They are cooking. Laura is rolling pastry, 

Mavis is stirring pans and chopping. 

Laura Mum, now that Dad’s changed squadrons and is flying the Vulcan 

Bomber does that mean he carries nuclear bombs? 

Mavis  Yes, dear, he does. What’s made you ask? 

Laura   We’re doing World War Two at school. Hiroshima. 

Mavis  Ah, yes, of course. 

Laura So, Mum, does that mean that those bunkers on the other side of the 

airfield are full of atomic weapons? 

Mavis Quite possibly, dear. 

Laura So.... I’m living next to a pile of bombs like the ones dropped at 

Hiroshima?  

Mavis Well.....yes, dear, if you put it like that, I suppose you are. But don’t 

worry, I don’t expect they’re ready to explode. 

Laura gives Mavis a look. 

Laura Mum, what would you do if Dad came home and said he had to go and 

drop some bombs on people? 
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 Mavis stops stirring and faces Laura. Pause. 

Mavis I expect I’d make him a nice steak and kidney pie for dinner.  

Laura Mum! Seriously. 

Mavis I am being serious, dear. If your Dad gets called, then he goes. It’s his 

job. There’s nothing you or I can do about it. Who knows, maybe one 

day you’ll become a politician and then you CAN do something, but 

for now you have to learn to live with it and not dwell on it, otherwise 

you’ll go doolally. Speaking of which, your Gran would go doolally if 

she could see the way you’re handling that pastry. Pop it in the pie dish, 

dear, the apples are ready for the filling.  

She looks up towards the audience and sees John. 

Hello, John dear, you’re home early. 

She wipes her hands on a cloth and moves downstage. 

Laura moves upstage. 

Mavis (to audience) You’re going where, John? Round the world? As a 

military ambassador and display pilot for the Vulcan aircraft. For four 

months? Yes, well, you can call it work if you want to, but I can think 

of other things I could call it. Girls! Pack your bags – we’re going to 

your Gandma’s. 

Laura and Gillian  Not again! 

   They start singing. 

   We’re down int coyle ‘ole where’t muck slarts------------ 

Mavis   That’s enough, thank you, girls. 

Mavis walks to the tables and picks up some postcards and sorts 

through them as she moves forwards again. 

Looks like you’re having a fine time, John. Postcards from the Near 

East, the Middle East, the Far East...... Australia, the United States. 

(Reading) “Treated as VIPs when we landed at Omaha in Nebraska. 

Marching bands and cucumber sandwiches. Although standing around 

in over 100 degrees in our flying kit was not what we needed after a 

long flight. Stood there with sweat dripping onto the cucumber.” 

Mmmmm...... 

. Ron, in flying helmet, moves forward and stands on the small table. 
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Ron (as John) Mayday! Mayday! Mayday!  

Alarm rings loud and furious. Red lights flash. Laura, Gillian and Sam, 

in headsets, rush forward and use the two tables as desks again.  

Mavis returns upstage. 

The alarm volume lowers. 

Mayday! Mayday! Mayday! This is Vulcan Bomber calling Mayday. 

Bomb doors open, but bomb refusing to release. Bomb is unarmed. 

Repeat – bomb is unarmed. Request emergency landing. 

Sam (as Aircraft Controller) Control Tower to Vulcan Bomber. Negative. 

The impact on landing could cause the bomb to be released which 

would prove fatal to you and your crew. Attempting a landing is too 

risky. I say again – landing is too risky. Request denied. 

Laura (as Air Traffic Controller) Air Traffic Control to Vulcan Bomber. Turn 

zero six five degrees onto heading one four niner. 

Gillian (as Air Traffic Controller) Radar will track you out to sea. Ditch 

aircraft. Eject! Eject! 

Silence. 

Ron If there are any civilian ships out there then your idea will prove pretty 

fatal to them!  I’m coming in. Prepare for emergency landing. 

Alarm volume rises. Sound of fire engines. Laura, Gillian and Sam 

shout in panic over each other. 

Sam (as Aircraft Controller)Will you clear the bloody runway! Someone 

get that goddam plane off the pan and into a hanger NOW! 

Laura (as Air Traffic Controller) Get OC Ops up here now! And inform the 

Station Commander he needs to be in the tower NOW! 

Gillian (as Air Traffic Controller) Get those fire trucks moved up here now 

and alert the medical crash team. Hit the red button NOW! 

All three  Yes, NOW! 

Ron Vulcan Bomber to Control tower. For heaven’s sake, will you all shut 

up, sod off and leave me to do my job. 

 Sam, Laura and Gillian stand. Alarm volume lowers.  

All three shield their eyes and track the aircraft’s descent from top 
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right to bottom left.  Alarm and lights off – silence - Pause.  

Sam   He did it!  

Music – A Swinging Safari by Bert Kaempfert.  “Party” lighting/effect.  

Easel shows 1972 and image. Sam, Laura and Gillian return their 

headsets. Ron joins them and they move centre stage and dance.   

Music finishes. Party lights off. Ron, Laura, Gillian and Sam move 

upstage as Mavis moves downstage. 

Mavis (to audience) I think the time has come for you to consider retirement 

John, don’t you? OK then – semi-retirement. OK, you can still fly, but 

nothing dangerous anymore. Can’t you just potter around up there 

doing......something? Towing targets for the Navy? And what does that 

mean?  You tow a target behind you and the ship fires guns at it? But 

couldn’t they hit you?  Oh....I see...they fire blanks....and the target’s a 

long way behind the aircraft.  Well I suppose that’s better than flying 

around with a nuclear bomb attached to you. Target towing it is then.  

 Laura and Gillian join Mavis. 

Laura (to audience) Hi Dad!  Guess what? I’ve passed my driving test. I 

brought Gillian home with me. 

Gillian  (to audience) Hello, Dad. How was the drive? Well.....it was fine..... 

until the last few inches. But it’s OK, Laura says she’ll pay to have the 

bumper put back on your car.  

Laura  (to audience) Hey Dad, maybe you could fix it back on with a baked 

bean tin? 

Laughter. 

Gillian Mum, why have you always fed Dad so many beans? And why do you 

always do him beans on toast before you go out to a dinner party? 

Mavis Some days it was we could afford dear, and he has beans on toast 

before we go out so he won’t eat so much when we get there. His 

eternal appetite constantly embarrasses me.  

 Mavis moves upstage as Laura and Gillian break away to either side 

of stage. 

Laura (to audience) Oh, Daddy, I’m so nervous. Does my veil look alright?  

I’ll take your arm now, Daddy, and you can lead me up the aisle. Don’t 
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go too fast – you know how you stride out. 

Gillian (to audience) Oh, Daddy, I’m so nervous. Does my veil look alright? 

I’ll take your arm now, Daddy, and you can lead me up the aisle. Don’t 

go too fast – you know how you stride out. 

Sam comes running to centre front 

Sam (to audience, as a little boy lifting his arms up to John, then other 

suitable actions to reflect dialogue ) Hi, Grandpa! Grandpa, will you 

carry me? Grandpa, will you throw me up in the air again.  Promise I 

won’t be sick. Grandpa, will you fix this? Grandpa, will you take me 

with you? Grandpa, will you help me make this model – it’s a 

Canberra! Grandpa, if it takes four men twelve days to dig a hole, how 

long would it take six men? 

Ron, in flying helmet, stands on small table. 

Ron   (as John - angrily) Mayday! Mayday! Mayday!  

Alarm sounds loud and furious. Red light flashes. Laura, Gillian and 

Sam return upstage. Alarm volume lowers. 

Mayday! Mayday! Mayday! The buggers have bloody well hit me! 

They’ve gone and put two rounds through the aircraft. Tell them I 

think bleep bleep bleep about their aim. (Resigned tone) And prepare 

for emergency landing. 

Alarm and lights off. Mavis moves up to Ron 

Mavis (to Ron) I think the time has come to consider retirement, don’t you , 

John dear?  

Ron steps down, removes his helmet and places it on the table, and 

offers Mavis his hand. They move forward, move into hold and dance a 

foxtrot to  

Music – Nat King Cole – When I fall in Love. Gentle lighting.  

Laura, Gillian and Sam walk slowly, hand in hand, downstage turn 

and sit down. They lean on each other with their backs to the audience 

watching Ron and Mavis. Ron and Mavis dance back to the props table 

as the music fades and the lights come up 

   Gillian and Sam move upstage. 

Sam collects the helmet on his way past and returns it to the props 
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table.  

   Laura turns to the audience. 

Laura  (to audience) Dad, what on earth are you up to now? A rowing 

machine? Yes I can see it’s a rowing machine! But why have you 

bought one? You need to get fit because you’re getting out of breath 

when you play with Monty? Yes...well...Dad, you ARE in your 60’s 

and Monty IS a Great Dane. Mu-um ! Will you please tell Dad to get 

down to the doctor’s if he’s not feeling well. 

 Laura starts to move upstage as Gillian places the cardboard box on a 

table and sits next to it. They are on the phone to each other. 

Gillian  (excited and fast)) Hi, sis. How’s things? We’ve arrived safely and 

I’m now standing in a sea of cardboard boxes all waiting to be 

unpacked. Who’d have thought that one day I’d be back in Cyprus – 

only this time as a wife and mother? Our married quarter is one of the 

new stone ones round the corner from the wooden box we had before. 

Do you remember watching them build these? Phew! It’s jolly hot over 

here! How’s everyone?   

Laura Gillian, slow down, slow down. I’ve some bad news I’m afraid. Dad 

has to go to the Heart Hospital in London for a triple bypass. 

Gillian What was that? (to Sam )Sam, hush please. 

Gillian is trying to hush Sam as Laura speaks. 

Laura Dad was getting breathless when he was playing with Monty so the 

silly man got on a rowing machine. 

Gillian (down phone) What? Monty was on a rowing machine? (to Sam) Sam, 

will you please be quiet, I can’t hear a thing your Auntie’s saying.   

Laura No - DAD was on the rowing machine! Trying to get fit, which 

obviously didn’t work, so eventually Mum took him down to the 

Doctor’s, and the net result is he needs a triple bypass. 

 Gillian Oh....Dad was on the rowing machine. A triple bypass? Good Lord! Ok 

Sis, I’ll be on the next flight out. The cardboard boxes will just have to 

wait their turn. (to Sam) Sam! Put that baked bean tin back in the 

rubbish bin. Yes, I know it’s squashed....No it does not look like an 

alien....(turns head sideways to look) well, yes....I suppose it could do 

if you hold it that way up.... (on phone) What is it with this boy and 

baked bean tins? I’m on my way Sis – I’ll meet you at the hospital. 
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 Laura and Gillian move upstage as Mavis, with the whistle, moves 

downstage. 

Mavis (to audience) John, no more rowing machines.  I mean it. I know the 

operation went really well, but the hospital have said you need to take 

things easy for a while. No....I don’t think they would classify 

rebuilding the wall as taking it easy....and no! you can not go up the 

ladder to re-point the chimney. Can’t you just go and potter in the 

garage or something? 

 Laura moves down to Mavis. 

Laura     Hi Mum! How’s Dad doing? 

Mavis He’s doing really well. Back to his old self.   

Laura Where’s everyone? 

Mavis Gillian’s popped into town for an hour and your Dad’s babysitting Sam. 

He’s out in the garage. I’ll call him.  

She blows the whistle. 

Laura   Mum, he’s not a dog! 

Mavis    More’s the pity. If he was I’d have had him trained by now. 

Laura    What’s he doing out there anyway? 

Mavis I’m not entirely sure. Probably showing Sam how to build a car from 

baked bean tins. 

Laura shows panic and rushes across the front of the stage and speaks 

out to audience. She speaks down to Sam and up to Dad. Mavis moves 

to the tables. 

Laura Sam! You put that soldering iron down right this minute! Dad, Sam’s 

too young to be soldering on his own. Sam, I don’t care how many 

baked bean tin lids you’ve soldered together, put the iron down. Yes, 

you’ve made a very nice caterpillar with them, now please put the iron 

down. Thank you. 

She turns and starts to walk back upstage, then turns back and points 

her finger. 

Sam! Take that welding mask off! Mu-um! 

She moves upstage. 
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Mavis (to audience, gently) This retirement lark is not so bad after all, is it, 

John?  Now we both get to send postcards from Singapore, China, 

India, Australia, Canada, the United States......... 

 Mavis moves upstage. Gillian and Laura gradually move downstage 

and together as they talk out to the audience. 

Gillian   What are you looking for, Dad? 

Laura   We did that yesterday, Dad. 

Gillian   You need to turn right here, Dad. 

Laura   Rose died a long time ago, Dad. 

Gillian   You don’t have the Austin Healey any more, Dad. 

They look at each other. 

Together  They say it’s Alzheimer’s.  

They turn back to the audience. 

Laura gets slightly irritated as she repeats her line, Gillian talks as if 

to a child. 

Laura   What are you looking for, Dad? 

Gillian   You need to put water in the kettle before you switch it on. 

Laura   What are you looking for, Dad? 

Gillian   No, that’s your pyjama top not a shirt. 

Laura   What are you looking for, Dad? 

Gillian The Doctor says you can’t drive any more so we have to take the car 

away. I’m sorry. 

Laura   What are you looking for, Dad? 

Gillian   That’s a toothbrush. You clean your teeth with it. 

Laura   What are you looking for, Dad? 

Gillian Most people wear clothes. I think it might be better if you let the carer 

help you put some on. 

Laura   What are you looking for, Dad?  
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(sudden realisation, said gently) I think you’re looking for yourself. 

Gillian  (shows photos) This is you. In this photo. You did an emergency 

landing in a Canberra. Remember? 

Laura (shows photos) This is you. In this photo. You gave me away on my 

wedding day. Remember? 

Gillian   This is you. With Mum at the Taj Mahal. Remember? 

Laura   This is you. With your grandchildren.  Remember?
i
 

Pause as they move forward and closer together. They hold hands. 

Gillian   Hi Dad. I’m your daughter Gillian. Remember? 

Laura   Hi Dad. I’m your daughter Laura. Remember?  

Gillian   Take our arms, Dad, and we’ll lead you up the corridor.  

Laura We’ll try not to walk too fast, we know we stride out. We take after 

you for doing that.  

 Laura and Gillian escort John back upstage and stand in the same 

position they were in at the start of the play,  

Elgar’s Nimrod plays as Ron and Sam ceremoniously drape a Union 

Flag over the two tables and place an RAF Officer’s hat in the centre. 

Mavis stands in her start position. Sam moves to his start position. Ron 

stands slightly apart and downstage. 

Ron    (reading) 

High Flight by John Magee. 

Oh! I have slipped the surly bonds of earth, 

And danced the skies on laughter-silvered wings; 

Sunward I've climbed, and joined the tumbling mirth 

Of sun-split clouds, --and done a hundred things 

You have not dreamed of --Wheeled and soared and swung 

High in the sunlit silence. Hov'ring there 

I've chased the shouting wind along, and flung 

My eager craft through footless halls of air... 
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Up, up the long, delirious, burning blue 

I've topped the wind-swept heights with easy grace 

Where never lark or even eagle flew -- 

And, while with silent lifting mind I've trod 

The high untrespassed sanctity of space, 

Put out my hand, and touched the face of God. 

Ron moves back to his start position. 

Sam My Grandfather John was a pioneer. (Raises a glass, looks up over 

audience) To John. 

All   (Raise glasses) To John. (All  toast and drink, then bow heads) 

The lights dim slightly as The Last Post Sounds. The easel shows an 

image of John. 

    Blackout. 
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