Side 4 – Archie

(Archie is lost in a wonderful memory of Lily)

Mary:  Are you my Uncle Archibald?

Archie:  Who’s that?

Mary:  It’s Mary Lennox, sir.  Are you my Uncle Archibald?

Archie:  Yes, I am.  Good morning child.

Mary:  Are you going to be my father now?

Archie:  I am your guardian.  Though I am a poor one for any child.  I offer you…

(Mary pulls out a photo of Lily)

Mary:  Is this my Aunt Lily?

Archie:  Yes, it is (taking it). Your mother and my Lily…

(Mary grabs it back)

Archie:  Please excuse me.  Enjoy the gardens (he starts to leave)

Mary:  But I want to know what happens to dead people.

Archie:  Yes.  Well.  Quite natural that you should wonder that.  We bury them.  We put their things away, we remember things they said.  We…talk to them, sometimes…in our minds, of course…

Mary:  Can they hear us?

Archie:  And then one morning, when we think we’re over them at last, we find ourselves in the ballroom, knowing full well we have been here all night, and we draw the painful conclusion that we have been dancing with them again.

Mary:  I don’t understand.

Archie:  Nor will you ever.  They’re not gone, you see.  Just dead.
