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Books by James Reeves

THE WANDERING MOON
Illustrated by EVADNE ROWAN

Recognised as one of the best of the younger poets of today, Mr.
Reeves has now written his first book of verse for children.. In
these sparkling poems the normal and the unexpected, the gay
and the serious, fantasy and observation, alternate with the
rapidity of a child’s moods. This book will create a new interest
in poetry in the classroom. 6s. net.

THE POETS’ WORLD

This new senior anthology covers the whole range of English
poetry from Saxon times to the present day, including American
Poets from Whitman onwards. y

‘* A most successful collection. Mr. Reeves’ introduction is first
class, being friendly but not familiar, didactic but not pedantic.
This anthology was emphatically worth the making.”’—JoHN
GARRETT in The Spectator. 842 pages. 4s. 6d.

ORPHEUS

In these junior anthologies, all the poems are fresh, viﬁoroul and
entelrtaining; and, most important, all are of the highest poetic
quality.

" “ The general appearance of both the individual pages and the
whole book is most attractive . . . an original and courageous
attempt to provide material for a difficult age-range. It can be
strongly recommended.”’—SchoolsLibrarian.

Book ONE for 10-12 year olds. 3s. gd. (2. gd. limp cloth).
Book Two for 13-15 year olds, gs. 6d. cloth boards only.

DIALOGUE AND DRAMA

(With NorMAN CULPAN)
‘“ The aim of this book is to bridge the gap between specific
speech training exercises:and complete plays. In this it succeeds
admirably. Can be thoroughly recommended to teachers of senior
forms in grammar schools, to lecturers in training colleges, and
to leaders of drama groups.””—The Times Educational Supple-
ment. X E ; 5%
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By the same author:

THE WANDERING MOON

THE PoErs’ WoRLD

ORPHEUS, BOOK ONE

ORPHEUS, Book Two

DI1ALOGUE AND DRAMA

(With Norman Culpan)

For further details see end of book.
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PREFACE

These plays have been written especially for the
entertainment of young people between the ages of 10
and 15, as readers, as actors or as spectators. I have
tried to avoid the difficulties of adult plays and the
condescension only too common in children’s plays. No
situations are introduced which are beyond the acting
powers of young people. But the young like acting
adult parts, and adult emotions of simple kinds have
been represented. I have tried to make the situations
concrete, factual and dramatic, and to portray a wide
range of characters.

Most people nowadays have a certain degree of
sophistication unsuitable to the intention of these plays.
The modern atmosphere has therefore been avoided by
setting the plays in the past. Hence the * period”
flavour of the language, which may distress some adult
readers, but which young players may not find unattrac-
tive. There is no use of archaism for its own sake,
merely the adoption of a kind of speech which should
be easy to learn and to present in a formalised and
expressive way. No particular dialect has been suggested
and none is necessary, but any regional dialect, provided
it is not too obviously urban, would not be out of place.
Moreover, there is scope for playing in costume, so that
the wardrobe department will take an active share in
production.

Settings, costume, speech and gesture should alike be
simple, bold, suggestive rather than representational—in
short what is most truly theatrical will on the stage be
most effective. Stage-directions are given sparingly for the
most part, because invention and ingenuity on the part
of the producer and his assistants are the life blood" ofe
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8 PREFACE

dramatic activity. Intwo of the plays songs are included
and melodies suggested. If the songs or melodies dre
unacceptable to actors or producer, let others be adapted
or made up. The producer must take any liberties with
the text which he thinks warranted, according to the
capacities of his players and his scenic resources, pro-
vided he does his best to interpret the dramatic intention
of the plays. For instance, in the first play I have charac-
terised one of the rogues by giving him a slight stammer.
With some young players it may be thought desirable to
omit this.

Finally, although these plays are written for amateurs,
they will be best enjoyed if undertaken with professional
seriousness. A successful production depends on the
careful co-ordination of a mass of details. There is no
one in a dramatic production, however humble his
function, who cannot ruin the performance by some
small fault. The educational significance of this truth
is self-evident. These are apprentice plays, brief and
unassuming, but their presentation will involve most of
the problems encountered in much more ambitious
productions.
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A Play in Four Acts based on an Indian Story

CHARACTERS

Blockhead
Barebones }
Longlegs

A Labourer
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MULCASTER MARKET
ACT 1

[4 crossroads. A signpost in the centre of the
stage points to MULCASTER, MULBRIDGE,
and LONDON. The signpost stands in a hole in
the centre of a mound; it can be replaced by a tree
for Acts 2, 3 and 4. T his scenery can be dispensed
with, if necessary.

Enter from opposite sides BAREBONES, a beggar
with a black patch over one eye, and BLOCKHEAD,
a tall, foolish beggar. He has an educated voice in
spite of his stammer. BAREBONES puts his bundle
down 'and sits with his back to the signpost, takes
out a clay pipe and lights it. BLOCKHEAD is singing
a song. As the song finishes, he sits down beside
BAREBONES. |

BLOCKHEAD :
The master steals the maiden’s heart,
The cuckoo steals the robin’s nest.
Come forth come forth, ye robbers all,
A beggar’s life is all the best.
A beggar’s life, a beggar’s life,
A beggar’s life is all the best!
I will sit down beside thee, Brother Barebones, so
that I may get a whiff of thy p-pipe, for I have no
tobacco of my own, and tobacco is hard to come by.

BareBoNES : Sit down and welcome, Brother Blockhead,
so long as you sing no more of your foolish song.

Brockueap : I ask p-pardon for my ill singing, but in
truth I think it is n-not such a foolish s-song.
13



14 MULCASTER MARKET

BareBONES : You are a beggar yourself, Brother Block-
head, so how can you sing that a beggar’s life is all
the best?

Brockueap: It is like your tobacco—not very good,
but there is no better to be had. Let me s-sit a little
nearer, that I may s-smell it more strongly. Ah!

BareBones : Tell me, Blockhead, were you always a
devotee of the vagabond’s trade? In other words,
were you always a beggar?

Brockueap: No. I have f-followed many trades. I
c-come of a very good family—a very old family. My
mother was a Windfall.

BareBONES : My mother was a thief, the best of her
trade, between Newcastle and Portsmouth. She taught
me no trade, but thieving, and an ill trade it is.

Brockueap: Tis not such a bad trade, Brother Bare-
bones. We wander where we will, we w-work for no
man, we listen to the birds in summer and watch the
b-buttercups in the water meadows. '

BareBoNEs: We can eat neither b-birds nor b-buttercups.
We need food like other men, and just mow my
stomach is in urgent need of sustenance—in other
words, I am hungry. Have you anything to eat,
brother? '

Brockueap : No. But I have two legs to carry me to
Mulcaster Market, and a voice to sing me a song on
the way. (He sings.) ,

A beggar’s life, a beggar’s life,
A beggar’s life—

BAREBONES : Pray you, do not sing. Your two legs,
though they be as'lean as a scarecrow’s, may be
strong; but your voice is like the rusty hinges of a
bagnyard door. *Twill scare the birds from the tree-
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‘tops and turn the buttercups blue. Moreover, you are
a foolish man, and your idle talk stops me thinking.

Brockueap: You may be w-wiser than I, Brother
Barebones, but you have had no more to eat this
seven days than I have. W-what are you thinking of ?

BareBONES : Food, brother. Food and drink. What else
is there to think of ?

BrockHEAD : Money, brother. Rich farmers that might
be coming this way from Mulcaster Market, with their
bellies full of beer and their b-bags full of silver.

BAREBONES :*Never a penny will they give you and me.
For nowadays they are all as mean and miserly as a
skeleton in Mulcaster graveyard. And it is in the
graveyard that all beggars will soon be lying, if they
have no more to eat than I have had this year. What
could I not give for a dish of fat ham and three fried
eggs and a quart of ale at the King’s Head by
Mulcaster gaol !

Brockreap : What hast thou to give, Brother Barebones,
but the black patch over thine eye and thy little
tobacco-pipe? But t-talk not to me of M-mulcaster
gaol, for I spent fourteen days there once, and it is a -
place I like the outside of better than the inside.

BareBoNEs : I tell you what, Brother. If Y had the
chance of robbing a fat farmer of two fat hens and
a string of pork sausages, I would spend a month in
Mulcaster gaol and live on dry bread and rusty water.
But here comes another of our trade.

Enter LoNGLEGS, a skinny old beggar with only
one leg and a pair of crutches. He hobbles in
excitedly. gy

LoncLEGs : News, brothers! :'-I: have news: 1 If your
ears be as hungry as your bellies, stop’ your idle
tongues and listen tome. ' o .




