
MARY: Oh, it was a wonderful wedding wasn’t it?
JOE: A good time had by all. 
MARY: Emma looked so beautiful. I’m so happy she found Larry. 

He’s such a good man to help raise children not his own. 
JOE: There’s only four of them. Now it would be different if it were 

me six feet under and some brave lad took on ten and counting. 
Give that man the Victoria Cross.

MARY: Don’t talk so morbid.
JOE: Oh don’t worry, you’re going to have a hard time gettin’ rid of 

me, Mother. Not now when things are looking so good for 
everyone. I tell you this war has done wonders.

MARY: Joe! How can you say such things? How many beers have you 
had?

JOE: Now, Mary, you know I don’t mean no disrespect. And I 
certainly don’t mean to speak light of all them lost boys—quite the 
opposite. I mean, look at this city! Have you ever seen it so alive? I 
always knew it had promise and look at it now! Hustlin’ and 
bustlin’, there’s plenty of work to go around, there’s money to pay 
the bills and put aside some savings. What I mean to say, Mary, is 
their sacrifices are not in vain. And none of us are taking it for 
granted. I know if I was over there fightin’ and dyin’ I would want 
to know that it made a difference. That in my death, others would 
live. And not just them capitalists on top, but the average man. For 
every dead Canadian boy, every family should have ten children 
and raise them in freedom and liberty. And that’s how we’ll spit in 
the Kaiser’s eye.

MARY: It’s kind of late but you want me to find you a soapbox?
JOE: I guess maybe I have had too many beers. But I’ll tell you 

something else, Mary. I don’t think we are long for this war. Ever 
since the Yanks threw their hat in, you can feel the difference it’s 
made. And you wait—when it’s over Halifax will be the New York 
of the North!

MARY: Joe, Vince said tonight he thinks it possible for the Germans to 
attack here. James didn’t think so, but what do you think? 

JOE: I’m more inclined to agree with James on that one. We may not 
have the shell reach, but we’ve got the Citadel. There’s a reason 
she’s never been attacked. That said, if you hear a loud bang, and 
I’m not home, I want you to take the kids and head straight for the 
cellar.

Beat.
MARY: You know, the Christmas party is only a few weeks away.
JOE: And...?
MARY: And Clara is getting excited...
JOE: Mmmm...
MARY: Do you know why she is getting excited?
JOE: Because it’s Christmas?
MARY: You know that Edmonds boy is keen on her.
JOE: Is he?
MARY: She’s expecting a ring, Joe.
JOE: Marriage? At her age?
MARY: Have you forgotten your oldest daughter is 19?
JOE: Already?
MARY: Well...?
JOE: Well what?
MARY: Joseph Hinch, I swear if you don’t—
JOE: Mary Jean Hinch—you swear?
MARY: Joe!
JOE: Now calm down, Mother. (Beat.) What do you think of a house? 

Do you think that might be a good wedding present?
MARY: Joe, you didn’t?
JOE: I spoke to your brothers this morning. I’m their first customer. 

But mum’s the word. I told them not to tell anyone. 
MARY: Oh, Joe...you’re not only the best dancer in Halifax, you’re the 

best husband and father.
JOE: I’m only trying to follow your example, Mary.

They kiss and start singing again.
JOE/MARY: Ohhhh, Casey would waltz with the strawberry blonde

While the band played on...


