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Welcome to Bounce Theatre’s Things to Do in A Blackout Resource Pack.  
 
During WW2 crime rose by a reported 57%. Fraud, gang culture, looting, and robbery impacted on 
people’s everyday life. Along with poverty, hunger, illness, and exceptional pressure – what was 
home really like? 
 
This pack will guide you through a six-week devising process exploring how we create stories, 
characters, develop a structure, and how to use research and artefacts as stimulus to develop your 
own project in relation to WWII. Each week, we will look at a different part of the devising process 
and explore, in detail, a year from the war. The packs are accompanied by work on the Bounce 
Theatre website where you will find radio plays, stories, online interactive installations and much 
more. 
 
Pack 2 Teacher Aims: To develop your students’ improvisation skills to aid the devising process, and 
to play games which help develop story ideas.  
 
Pack 2 Student Outputs: By the end of this pack, you will: know the plot type you want to use, have 
developed main characters, have created scenes with high stakes. 
 
  



 
 

 
3 

 

IN FOCUS: 1940  
 
Background 
Many people say the 1940 is the year the war began in earnest. German troops invaded Norway, 
Denmark, the Netherlands, Belgium, Luxembourg, and then France. Air raids began over British 
skies. In September, night-time air raids begin which would continue until May the following year 
and become known as The Blitz.  
 
Key Events 
 
8th January 1940 – Food rationing introduced in the UK. 
 
10th May 1940 – Winston Churchill becomes Prime Minister, following Neville Chamberlain’s 
resignation. Churchill forms the Churchill War Ministry - a coalition of the Conservative, Labour, and 
Liberal Parties. 
 
26th May – 4th June 1940 - British Expeditionary Force evacuation of Dunkirk, Northern France. 
 
10th July 1940 – The Battle of Britain begins. 
 
7th September – 2nd November 1940 – London is bombed in the Blitz every night during this 
period. 13,500 tons of high-explosive bombs dropped in 57 raids. Over 15,000 people are killed. 
250,000 are made homeless. Important buildings such as St Paul's Cathedral, the House of 
Commons, and Buckingham Palace are also bombed. The King and Queen often visited suffering 
areas. 
 
14th November 1940 – Coventry bombed in the Blitz for the first time. In that one night, over 30,000 
incendiary bombs were dropped, 554 people were killed, and 50,000 houses were destroyed.  
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GAMES TO GET THE JUICES FLOWING  
 
This set of games uses the context of WW2 to bring characters and situations to life – see how far 
you can jump into these new worlds and what discoveries you make!  
 
Grandmother’s Footsteps – Grab and Dash  
 
A similar game to Grandmother’s Footsteps but with a teamwork twist. 
 
Set up the game as you would Grandmother’s Footsteps – one person at the front of the room, with 
their back to the group, the rest of the group at the back of the room, facing the Grandmother. Place 
an object by the Grandmother’s feet – this could be keys, a book, anything you have handy that can 
be easily disinfected to be Covid safe. 
 
Now, start to imagine: The Grandmother is actually a moody farmer; the group is actually a gang of 
hungry, mischievous evacuees.  
 
The evacuees’ aim is to collect the object (let’s pretend it’s a juicy red apple) by the farmer’s feet 
and get it back home to devour happily. The farmer may turn around at any point, so to avoid 
detection, the group must freeze.  
 
See how far you can go in this imaginary world; can you put on some theatre lights, and sneak up on 
the farmer like a mischievous child?  
 
All members of the group must return home to win. If the farmer catches anybody moving, the 
whole group need to start again!  
 
Quick Character Improv 
 
Select a character from the evacuation story from last week:  
 

 The mother saying goodbye to her children;  
 A child being evacuated from London; 
 A kind person who welcomes the evacuees into their home; 
 A bitter person who has been forced to have an evacuee; 
 The train driver who takes thousands of children to new homes;  
 A child who already lives in the area where evacuees are being sent to. 

 
Two people get up on stage, each one has a piece of ribbon hanging out of their pocket.  
 
The rest of the group give the improvisers a situation – they are in a shop getting their rations, they 
are in a busy train station filled with other families etc. 
 
The pair on stage have a maximum of 90 seconds to improvise a scene whilst trying to covertly take 
the other person’s ribbon. The winner is the person who takes it first without being noticed.  
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RESEARCH  
 
The Dead End Kids of the London Blitz by The History Press 
 
The below article was inspiration for the second script in Things to Do in A Blackout. Read the article 
and highlight the most interesting sections.  
 
In 1939 when the evacuation of London was in full flow, nobody stopped to consider that the 
children being sent away would quickly pine for the big city they knew and loved. Within weeks a 
handful returned to the capital. The handful quickly turned into a trickle that soon became a flood. 
 
And just before the Blitz actually started, evacuees, or to give them their proper title, ‘unattended 
children’, were returning to Liverpool Street Station at a rate of two and a half thousand every 
week. So many chose to come back to London because from September 1939 to September 1940 
whilst officially at war, it didn’t really feel like war. 
 
Then came 7 September 1940 and 600 enemy bombers were spotted heading straight for London. 
And the evacuees couldn’t leave now. When the bombers were directly overhead, thousands of 
children were in London who shouldn’t have been! 
 
All around the Docks, in Whitechapel, Limehouse, Shadwell, Poplar, and Wapping, thousands of 
displaced evacuees waited, well aware they were surrounding the prize target. The Blitz began at 
four o’clock that afternoon. It may not have felt like war before, but it did now, and it would for the 
foreseeable future!  
 
The youngsters who only a few months before had been tucked away, in England’s green and 
pleasant and safe land, were as it turned out, brave way beyond their years, and they had a 
name. They were the ‘Dead End Kids’ and they were the brainchild of 17-year-old Patsie Duggan, son 
of a Poplar bin man. Soon a gang of scruffy urchins, including Patsie’s 13-year-old sister Maureen, 
and recruits as young as ten, had equipped themselves with an assortment of tools, buckets of sand, 
rope, and axes. Night after night, raid after raid, they were out there. Scouring the area for people in 
distress, hoping to perform the most daring rescue this time round. With no adults to supervise 
them, the game very quickly got seriously out of hand. 
 
During the Blitz they were responsible for a series of life saving missions. On one really bad night, as 
reported in the London Fire Journal, an eye-witness describes, 
‘They rushed up the stairs, ready, it seemed, to eat fires!’ The same witness then described them as 
‘emerging from the building, some of them with their tatty clothes smouldering.’ 
They became known as unofficial fire-fighters across the East End. But it was a dangerous game. 
 
During the Blitz children accounted for one in ten deaths, and unfortunately, or perhaps inevitably, 
two of Patsie’s group were killed on duty. Ronnie Ayres and Bert Eden died together on a night when 
Patsie himself was also badly injured. They were putting out incendiary bombs when, without 
warning, three heavy bombs came down the other side of a wall to where they were furiously 
working away. They died instantly, killed by the falling wall. Ronnie had wanted to join the RAF but 
had been too young. After his death, Frank Lewey, Mayor of Stepney, related two stories. One from 
an Italian who said the night before his death Ronnie had put out a fire started in his cafe by an 
incendiary. Then a local pensioner recalled Ronnie carrying her from her burning house all the way 
to the nearest shelter, still in her armchair. Some members specialized: Shamus O’Brien could climb 
at speed, Shamus was only ten. 
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On another night warehouses were blazing furiously on the docks. The kids disappeared en masse 
into the flames. The only public record of that evening says, ‘They did incredible things that night!’ 
On one particularly bad night Ronnie Ayres and his team were credited with saving 30 horses from a 
burning building. On another occasion a group of kids rescued 230 people from a damaged shelter 
and led them through the falling bombs, getting all 230 to safety. 
 
Before the Blitz was over, they came to the attention of the powers that be. However, whilst at 
Downing Street, one of the Kids ‘broke wind’ in front of the assembled dignitaries. On being 
reprimanded he responded loudly with ‘Why don’t you just shut your ears, Mister?’ Their public 
thanks were quietly but quickly shelved. The little press coverage they had begun to receive dried up 
and then stopped completely. They returned home and carried on saving lives just for the fun of it. 
 
(https://www.thehistorypress.co.uk/articles/the-dead-end-kids-of-the-london-blitz/, 2020) 
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THE DEVISING PROCESS 
 
Plot Types 
 
Last week you looked at research about a young evacuee’s experience of the war and answered the 
following questions:  
 

 Who are the key people in the research?  
 What are their relationships?  
 How do they feel about the situation?  
 What do they want from the situation?  
 How could they change over the course of your play?  
 Where is this research based?  

 
We are now going to use some of the answers to those questions to help you think of a basic 
structure that can help you in devising. Having a rough idea of a plot line can help you consider the 
next turn in your story and keep your audience interested.  
 
Here are some of the most popular plot types:  

1. Overcoming the Monster: Classic example – Star Wars - a hero ventures to the lair of a 
monster or villain which is threatening a way of life - the hero destroys the monster and 
often comes away with a treasure.  

2. Rags to Riches: Think Aladdin – a normal person finds within them the strength to do 
something amazing and have a greatly positive impact on those around them.  

3. The Quest: For example, Lord of the Rings - a hero goes on a journey to a faraway place to 
get some kind of prize or treasure.  

4. Voyage and Return: Think Alice in Wonderland or Midsummer Night’s Dream - A hero is 
attracted to a mystical world, but it turns out to be pretty nightmarish – they overcome 
some obstacles and finally return to the real world having learnt some very valuable lessons 
along the way!  

5. Tragedy: Let’s go straight to possibly the most famous tragedy – your example here is 
Romeo and Juliet - the protagonist goes from a happy life, faces some trials which are nearly 
overcome, but finally they don’t make it, they lose everything or even die (this is the story 
line made popular by Shakespeare and many Grecian writers).  

6. Rebirth: Think Christmas Carol - a hero is trapped against their will by a villain (real or 
metaphorical), they can only get out of this living nightmare through somebody else’s help – 
when they do, they find a new zest for life.  

7. Rebellion Against 'The One': Think the classic Thelma and Louise - a hero (or heroes) rebels 
against an all-powerful entity that controls the world – more often than not though, this 
ends in outward failure – they cannot beat the system.  

Decide which plot line you want to follow and mark it down on your group living research document 
– you can add extra research about the plot type as you go or you may choose to veer away from it if 
it’s not working for you!  
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Characters 
 
Discovering the characters who are going to tell your story is vital for the devising process -the 
quicker you find these characters and start developing them the better.  
 
Try this activity to develop the backstory of a chosen character – for now you can simply make things 
up, and then go back and fact check them to make sure they fit in with the story you want to tell.  
 
TEACHER TIP: It’s a good idea to film your students’ development sessions so they don’t lose 
anything – so many excellent moments appear in the early stages but can be forgotten just as easily. 
Recording what they do allows students to review their work and keep all the best bits!  
 
Have the company stand in a large circle, with one person stood in the middle. The person stood in 
the middle should take on one of your chosen characters.  
 
Any person in the circle can start this activity, but from there, it should move in one direction until 
everybody has taken a turn.  
 
The first person to speak tells us about how the character came into the world. For example: “Patsie 
was born in 1923, the first son to a Poplar bin man. He was born kicking and screaming, ready to 
take on the world. His parents could barely stand the racket over his cries, and they knew that one 
day he would use those powerful lungs to change the world!”  
 
Two random people from the circle would then come out and act out the scene, “Patsie” can join in 
too, crying at the top of their lungs!  
 
Once the scene is over, the parents return to the circle. The next person in the circle then tells us 
another key moment from Patsie’s life, for example:  
 
“At five years old, Patsie discovered he could order the other kids about – in every game they 
played, Patsie was the boss and anybody within ear shot would have to submit to his playful 
demands.”  
 
Again, two or three people run into the middle of the circle to act the scene out.  
 
Keep this going until Patsie reaches the age we see them in the play.  
 
Write everything down – even the bits you weren’t that keen on as they may be of use later in the 
process! You can continue with this process to develop other characters or try one of the following 
exercises to develop other characters and their possible relationships.  
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Choices 
 
The most interesting stories revolve around some kind of conflict – these can be found in all the plot 
points above – this conflict leads to change, allowing the protagonist or a group of characters to 
change their lives – it is your choice as to whether the change is for better or worse.  
  
Let’s look at The Dead End Kids by Sharon Kanolik. A group of teenagers decide to do something 
reckless for a greater good. After having done it once, there is a choice to make and conflict between 
the characters:  
 
RONNIE:  What we doin’ here Patsie? I need to get back to the 

docks, help me Dad. 
 
BERT:  Me and Shamus are ‘sposed to be collecting scrap. 
 
MAUREEN:  Why’d you take us to the school? 
 
PATSIE:  Not a school now, is it Mo? 
 
SHAMUS:  It’s a fire station. 
 
PATSIE:  Exactly. Ten points to Shamus. 
 
MAUREEN:  Why do we need to see a fire station? 
 
PATSIE:  Just want you to have a look at what they’ve got here. 

The clothes the firemen wear. What they use to protect 
themselves. What they carry with them to kill flames. 

 
RONNIE:  Pats, I think last night was a one off. 
 
PATSIE:  What did we do last night? 
 
RONNIE:  Helped some women in a fire. 
 
PATSIE:  Rescued some women from a burning house. Saved their 

lives. 
 
BERT:  But we can’t do that every night. 
 
PATSIE:  Why not? I don’t have any plans tonight. (BEAT) What were 

you planning to do? Sleep on a train track while your 
house gets bombed. No thanks. (PAUSE) 

 
SHAMUS:  I’ll do it. 
 
RONNIE:  Shamus, you’re ten. Your mum would kill you. 
 
SHAMUS:  She don’t know what I do. Got her hands full with the 

baby. 
 
BERT:  You’re a baby. 
 
SHAMUS:  Shut up Bert, you’re only four years older than me. And 

you’re the baby if you’re too chicken to join in. 
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BERT:  Who are you calling a chicken? 
 
MAUREEN:  I want to come too. 
 
PATSIE:  Alright Mo. But you don’t come in the houses alright? You 

watch outside. 
 
MAUREEN:  Not fair. 
 
PATSIE:  You’re a girl, it’s too dangerous. 
 
MAUREEN:  Wasn’t too dangerous last night, was it? (PAUSE) 
 
PATSIE:  Alright. (PAUSE) Ronnie. Bert? (PAUSE) 
 
RONNIE:  How do we keep safe? 
 
 
At the start of this section, Bert, Shamus and Ronnie should all be somewhere else, doing what their 
parents have asked them to do. They could all get into trouble for not doing those things.  
 
 There is then conflict between Bert and Patsie, heightening the tension of the scene and leading to 
a decision everybody must take.  
 
Once the decision has been made, their lives will never be the same again.  
 
In your Company, explore the different things that your characters could do to:  
 
- Get into trouble  
- Have some kind of conflict (internal or between the group) 
- Make a life-altering decision 

 
Improvise different scenarios and see what decisions come up! 
 
TEACHER TIP: Help your students decide on a provocative or intriguing opening sentence to start the 
improv, for example, “why didn’t you tell me?” 
 
GCSE Extension 
 
The first exercise is taken from a workshop with The Wardrobe Ensemble 
(https://www.thewardrobeensemble.com/). In your devising log, make a note of the exercise, what 
was helpful about it, what was unhelpful and how you can use it going forwards. Did any nuggets of 
inspiration come from the exercise? Do you know how to approach other characters?  
 
What can you find out about The Wardrobe Ensemble? In your log, it would be great to show that 
you are delving into your devising process by exploring other companies that use devising as their 
main way of creating work. Try to look at their company structure – do they have a dedicated 
director, or do they take it in turns? Who designs for, is it in-house or do they outsource the work? 
Understanding how a professional theatre company works can help you decide who will do what in 
your own company.  
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THE INTERVIEW 
 
Sharon Kanolik is a theatre maker and writer who works for Bounce Theatre. Working closely with 
researchers and the Artistic Director, Sharon has created six scripts which have been turned into 
radio plays for Things to Do in A Blackout. We speak to her about her creative process and how she 
developed characters for the pieces.  
 
How did you approach making the stories for ‘Things to Do in A Blackout’?  
 
I read a lot about crime in World War 2 and I picked out what I thought were the most interesting 
elements that could make up six stories. For example, a doctor who was signing people off from 
having to go to war, looting etc. Once I knew the six ideas I wanted to explore, I thought about the 
types of characters that would be able to tell the story in the most interesting way possible.  
 
How much truth is there in the stories you created? 
 
For some of the stories, there was truth in them. The Dead End Kids, for example, I accidentally 
stumbled across that story when I was researching the kind of misdemeanours that young people 
got up to in WW2. I did further research which led me to the characters; Patsie, Ronnie, Shamus, 
Bert, Maureen, Patsie’s dad, they’re all real. I didn’t know much about them, but their names are 
real, and the causes of death were real. Patsie really was the son of a bin man and was working on 
the docks, although I wasn’t sure completely of his age when he founded the group (The Dead End 
Kids), so that I made up and added that he hadn’t been called up yet, something which played on his 
mind a lot. I like to base things on truth and do extra storytelling around those facts.  
 
I applied the same method for Doctor Sutton; there really was a doctor called Dr Sutton and what he 
was doing was real. I made up that he was a young man in grief. With things like the looting - this 
was informed by how much reading I did around the topic and how common looting was in WW2. I 
thought it would be nice to tell a love story around this, and to explore the role that women were 
playing during WW2. If we take the character of Aida, for example, and think about how women 
were suddenly being given jobs like being Auxiliary Fire Women and being able to drive cars.  
 
Did you find the research kept you on track in terms of story development or was it hindering?  
 
Sometimes there were things I wanted to do, but on researching further, I discovered that my idea 
would be completely inaccurate, so you can’t really do that. The research added an extra special 
element for me, at times it was freeing, at other times it gives me structure as I wanted my stories to 
be accurate and based on truth.  
 
Did you find any of the research to be surprising, or uncover things you weren’t expecting to find?  
 
A lot of the research I conducted showed the poverty that people lived in at the time - I tried to put 
that across in some of the stories, even if in a more subtle way with people like Aida having to share 
a bed with her sisters. I wanted to look at how that might have made people turn to crime. Some of 
the elements of the stories were influenced by my own family, who lived in Stepney - my 
grandmother was called Annetta and she was evacuated to the countryside, I think she loved being 
there and loved all the animals.  
 
I’m Jewish, and so the story in the 6th episode of the father who goes to an internment camp is 
based on my great grandfather who was Austrian. My grandmother told me about how one day he 
just left - the police came round for him and he just had to go. He was away for quite a while. 
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Reading my grandma’s diaries who was a young person during the war - after she returned from 
being evacuated, I think she had a really great time during the war. This informed some of the 
stories you see, such as William Sutton going to parties and drinking - I think there’s an 
understanding that people had a really terrible time during the war and that there was a lot of 
hardship and pain and misery, which is absolutely true, but also, people lived in a way like they were 
going to die tomorrow, so they had a lot of fun and found ways to enjoy themselves. I found a story 
about a dancehall, and people were dancing in there even though there was bombing going on 
around them - I think those things also informed what I ended up writing about. 
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APPENDIX 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE DEAD END KIDS (Radio Play) 
 

Written by 
Sharon Kanolik 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Characters: 
 
PATSIE DUGGAN (17): Male 
 
MAUREEN DUGGAN (13): Female 
 
RONNIE AYRES (18): Male 
 
BERT EDEN (14): Male 
 
SHAMUS O’BRIEN (10): Male 
 
ROSE (17): Female 
 
JOE DUGGAN (37): Male 
 
MARSHALL (40): Male or Female 
 
NEWSREADER (40): Male or Female, RP Accent 
 
GOVERNMENT OFFICIAL (40): Male, RP Accent 
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(1) EXT: LONDON STREET 
FX: THE SOUND OF A BLACKOUT SIREN AS MAUREEN 
SINGS. 

 
MAUREEN:  Patsie-cake, patsie-cake, baker's man, bake me 

a cake as fast as you can- 
 
PATSIE:  Maureen, get a bloody move on. Can’t you hear 

the siren? 
 

(2) INT: LONDON UNDERGROUND STATION 
FX: THE SOUND OF FOOTSTEPS, PEOPLE RUSHING TO 
THE UNDERGROUND STATION SHELTER. 

 
MAUREEN:  Pat it and prick it, and mark it with B, put it 

in the oven for- 
 
PATSIE:  Quiet. Sit down there on the train tracks where 

I can see you. (BEAT) ‘Scuse me, sir? Sir? I’m 
here to volunteer. 

 
MARSHALL:  Name? 
 
MAUREEN:   Pat-sie- cake- 
 
PATSIE:  Quiet, Mo. Patsie. Patsie Duggan. (BEAT) Patsie 

Duggan. Designed and delivered in the East End. 
Lion of the streets, crocodile of the docks, 
made of cotton and petrol, Stepney and Wapping, 
oil and sulphur. Destined for greatness, 
soldier in the making, hero in waiting, weighed 
down by the potential of every invisible medal, 
by the ticking of the clock, every minute, 
every month, until the hands chime one and 
eight- 

 
MARSHALL:  How old are you? 
 
PATSIE:   I’m. Seventeen. 
 
MARSHALL:  Oh. Too young.  
 
PATSIE:   Old enough.  
 
MARSHALL:  Make sure there’s a clear pathway on the 

platform so people can find a space to sleep 
in.  

 
PATSIE:   Alright.  
 
MAUREEN:   Patsie, when can we go home?  
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PATSIE:  Not until morning. Just try and get some sleep, 

Maureen. (BEAT) Could you? Could you please 
move out of the way please sir, people need to 
get through there. Sorry sir, no, you can’t 
sleep there, move forwards.  

 
MAUREEN:   Where’s Mum? I don’t want to die. 
 
PATSIE:  She’s coming. No one’s going to die. Sir, could 

you please- 
 
ROSE:   Patsie? Thought that was you. 
 
PATSIE:   (BEAT) Rose. What you? What are you doing here? 
 
ROSE:  I thought it was a good idea to avoid being 

bombed.  
 
PATSIE:   Oh, yes. 
 
ROSE:  Yes, that old chestnut. You not been called up 

yet? 
 
PATSIE:   Next year.  
 
ROSE:   Oh, funny, I thought you was- 
 
PATSIE:   Not yet. (PAUSE) 
 
ROSE:   Well, plenty of other boys out there serving.  
 
MAUREEN:   Patsie! 
 
PATSIE:  In a minute Mo. (BEAT) Would you like to? Maybe 

one day we could? 
 
ROSE:   I’ll see you around Patsie. (PAUSE) 
 
PATSIE:  (TO AUDIENCE) Patsie. Patsie Duggan. Winner of 

hearts, keeper of the peace, saviour of the 
streets, king of the underground. Dockworker by 
day, valiant marshall by night- 

 
(3) INT: THE DUGGAN’S HOME 

FX: THE AIR RAID SIREN GOES OFF AGAIN 
 
JOE:   Pats. Oi. Pats. 
 
PATSIE:   Sorry, Pa. (EVER THE DUTIFUL SON).  
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JOE:   Take your sister to the shelter again.  
 
PATSIE:   Can’t you do it? 
 
JOE:   Now. 
 
PATSIE:   Alright. Come on, Maureen. Hurry.  
 

(4) EXT: LONDON STREET 
FX: THE SOUND OF THE FRONT DOOR SHUTTING. 

 
RONNIE:  Patsie. You going to the shelter? Can we come 

with? 
 
PATSIE:   Alright, Ronnie. Course. Quick now. 
 
RONNIE:  You know Bert and Shamus? From Stepney Way. 

This is Patsie, works on the docks. His Dad’s 
the bin man- 

 
PATSIE:   I’m a marshall at the shelter too- 
 
MAUREEN:   Volunteer marshall- 
 
PATSIE:   Don’t listen to my sister. 
 
BERT:   Evenin’. 
 
SHAMUS:   Hello.  
 
PATSIE:   Nice to meet ya. Run then. 
 

FX: THE SOUND OF RUNNING AND BREATHING SPEEDING 
UP AMPLIFIES. 

 
(TO AUDIENCE) He sprints through the streets 
like a big cat, the others following in his 
trails, he knows each road like the back of his 
hand, in an instant he’ll guide them all to 
safety, effortlessly, this is all preparation 
for the moment of- 

 
FX: THE SOUND OF A BOMB EXPLODING AND PATSIE 
FALLING ON TO THE GROUND, HITTING HIS HEAD. 
PATSIE’S BREATHING IS HEAVY.  

 
(TO AUDIENCE) Dust, all around us. A wooshing 
sound, swirling and carrying me, sirens still 
blaring in the background, glass flying and 
catching the light. Black and red and orange, 
heat fluttering in front of me. I turn onto my  
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PATSIE (CONT): back. I’m alive, I can still move, the ground 
below is warm. Maureen. Where is Maureen?  

 
MAUREEN:   Pats, my arm hurts. 
 
PATSIE:   (SIGH OF RELIEF) 
 
MAUREEN:   The Pordes’ house.  
 
PATSIE:  (TO AUDIENCE) The Pordes house is burning and 

parts of it are all over the street. My ears 
are ringing. I sit up and pull Maureen up 
beside me. Something springs up from the corner 
of my eye. The boy...Shamus is running down the 
street. Straight to the burning house. I get up 
and stagger after him, still dizzy.  

 
RONNIE:   Shamus! Shamus! 
 
PATSIE:  (TO AUDIENCE) Ronnie and Bert are beside me, 

Maureen too. Shamus stands in front of the 
house. What you doing boy? We need to get to 
the shelter. 

 
SHAMUS:  There’s people in there. I saw them at the 

window.  
 
PATSIE:   But what if we- 
 
SHAMUS:   We gotta try and get ’em out.  
 
PATSIE:   (PAUSE)  
 
RONNIE:   We need to get in the door. 
 
PATSIE:  Hang on. (TO AUDIENCE) I give the front door a 

kick. Two more. It comes down.  
 

(5) INT: THE PORDE’S BURNING HOUSE 
 
(TO AUDIENCE) The smoke comes out and takes us 
in, elbows to mouths, I claw through, find an 
arm, a woman, coughing and crying. Mrs Pordes. 
I push her to Ronnie and Bert. The smoke has 
got inside me and I can’t see shapes anymore. 
Something meets my foot and I realise there’s 
someone on the floor, a body. 

 
SHAMUS:   It’s Annetta. 
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PATSIE:  (TO AUDIENCE) Shamus has been in front of me 
this whole time. 

 
SHAMUS:   Quick.  
 
PATSIE:  (TO AUDIENCE) I pick her up, she’s limp like a 

doll. Shamus pulls me out with her.  
 

(6) EXT: OUTSIDE THE PORDE’S BURNING HOUSE 
 

(TO AUDIENCE) Outside the sirens still roaring 
and the air is colder, my clothes are shaking 
and smouldering, like a moving ember. I’m 
walking with Annetta in my arms, I’m not sure 
where I’m going or what I’m supposed to do but 
I can’t stop. Until. 

 
FX: THE SOUND OF COUGHING AND GASPING. 

 
(TO AUDIENCE) She opens her eyes and I think I 
might start crying, but that’s for girls so I 
don’t- 

 
MAUREEN:   She’s alive. 
 
PATSIE:  (TO AUDIENCE) Maureen and Ronnie and Bert and 

Shamus. All gathered around me. Adults running 
towards us. 

 
SHAMUS:   We saved them. 
 

(7) EXT: BY THE RIVER THAMES 
FX: THE SOUND OF BIRDS, THE RIVER THAMES 
LAPPING.  

 
PATSIE:  (TO AUDIENCE) Patsie, Patsie Duggan. Rescuer of 

the vulnerable, leader of the next generation.  
 
ROSE:   Patsie?  
 
PATSIE:   Hello Rose.  
 
ROSE:  Heard a rumour about you savin’ some ladies in 

a fire. That true? 
 
PATSIE:   Might be. 
 
ROSE:   What a hero.  
 
PATSIE:   Do what I can. 
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ROSE:   See you at the station tonight?  
 
PATSIE:   Might do. If I’m not rescuing someone.  
 
ROSE:   Oh I see. (BEAT) 
 
RONNIE:  What we doin’ here Patsie? I need to get back 

to the docks, help me Dad.  
 
BERT:  Me and Shamus are ‘sposed to be collecting 

scrap.  
 
MAUREEN:   Why’d you take us to the school? 
 
PATSIE:   Not a school now, is it Mo?  
 
SHAMUS:   It’s a fire station. 
 
PATSIE:   Exactly. Ten points to Shamus. 
 
MAUREEN:   Why do we need to see a fire station? 
 
PATSIE:  Just want you to have a look at what they’ve 

got here. The clothes the firemen wear. What 
they use to protect themselves. What they carry 
with them to kill flames. 

 
RONNIE:   Pats, I think last night was a one off. 
 
PATSIE:   What did we do last night? 
 
RONNIE:   Helped some women in a fire. 
 
PATSIE:  Rescued some women from a burning house. Saved 

their lives. 
 
BERT:   But we can’t do that every night. 
 
PATSIE:  Why not? I don’t have any plans tonight. (BEAT) 

What were you planning to do? Sleep on a train 
track while your house gets bombed. No thanks. 
(PAUSE) 

 
SHAMUS:   I’ll do it.  
 
RONNIE:   Shamus, you’re ten. Your mum would kill you.  
 
SHAMUS:  She don’t know what I do. Got her hands full 

with the baby.  
 
BERT:   You’re a baby. 
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SHAMUS:  Shut up Bert, you’re only four years older than 

me. And you’re the baby if you’re too chicken 
to join in. 

 
BERT:   Who are you calling a chicken?  
 
MAUREEN:   I want to come too. 
 
PATSIE:  Alright Mo. But you don’t come in the houses 

alright? You watch outside. 
 
MAUREEN:   Not fair. 
 
PATSIE:   You’re a girl, it’s too dangerous. 
 
MAUREEN:  Wasn’t too dangerous last night, was it? 

(PAUSE) 
 
PATSIE:   Alright. (PAUSE) Ronnie. Bert? (PAUSE) 
 
RONNIE:   How do we keep safe?  
 
PATSIE:  You see everything they got here. We find our 

own versions of ‘em. Helmets, water buckets, 
axes, spades.  

 
RONNIE:   Where we gonna find those? 
 
PATSIE:   Got the whole city to choose from. (BEAT) 
 
RONNIE:   So, what, are we firefighters now? 
 
PATSIE:  Nah, not firefighters. We’re our own gang. The 

Dead End Kids. 
 

(8) INT: FANTASY NEWSROOM 
FX: THE SOUND OF A THEME TUNE FOR A NEWS 
BROADCAST.  

 
NEWSCASTER:  And now to London’s East End where a plucky 

gang of youths have swiftly become unlikely 
heroes. Led by local hearthrob and pin up, 
Patsie Duggan, the young people sweep the 
streets each night rescuing innocent people 
from enemy fires. Duggan, who many have 
compared to Hollywood star Cary Grant. No hang 
on, James Stewart. Humphrey Bogart? In any 
case, ladies all over the city have been- 

 
PATSIE:   Swooning in my wake.  
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NEWCASTER:  Donning tin hats and kitted out with scavenged 

buckets of sand, ropes, spades and axes, the 
Dead End Kids seem as if they can eat fires. 
They have already saved one hundred. Sorry, one 
thousand. One million-billion people from all 
over East London… 

 
PATSIE:   With no room for exaggeration.  
 

(9) EXT: OUTSIDE A BURNING BARN 
 
RONNIE:  Bert and I will take the side entrance with the 

boys, you and Shamus and the rest of ’em go the 
back way.  

 
PATSIE:   Alright. Then we meet…? 
 
RONNIE:   By the river. 
 
MAUREEN:   I’ll get the ropes out. 
 
PATSIE:  (TO AUDIENCE) I’m used to the heat now. The way 

the smoke claws your eyes when you first hit a 
room, Shamus climbing like a lizard up a wall, 
nothing ever frightens him. We tie ropes round 
bombs like presents, drop them like gifts into 
the Thames. Our clothes are in pieces, but we 
don’t care.  

 
SHAMUS:   Kick the door! 
 
PATSIE:  (TO AUDIENCE)I run at the door, three, four 

times until my shoulder is numb and it flies 
open.  

 
(10) INT: INSIDE A BURNING BARN 

 
Through the smoke I see the horses waiting, the 
panic in their eyes, pacing back and forth in 
their pens. I stroke one for a second, run my 
hands through its brown mane and stare deep 
into its eyes. 

 
FX: SOUND OF HORSES TROTTING. 

 
SHAMUS:   Patsie get up! 
 
PATSIE:  It kicks me with its back legs and pegs it 

through the door with the others, running to 
freedom.  
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(11) EXT: OUTSIDE A BURNING BARN 

 
STABLE OWNER:  Can’t thank you enough boys, you saved thirty 

of my horses.  
 
PATSIE:   It’s nothing.  
 

FX: SOUND OF THE AIR RAID SIRENS, BOMBS 
DROPPING, PEOPLE SHOUTING. 

 
(TO AUDIENCE) A week later the Shelter at 
Wapping gets hit. The roof sags and people are 
screaming and shouting. Shamus takes two 
mothers  by the arms and leads them down the 
road, not sure where his own Mum is, Ronnie 
carries a broad with a bun in the oven, Bert, a 
Grandma fragile like China, Maureen’s leading 
30 kids and me a small army of everyone else. 
Bombs dropping in front, behind us, we get them 
to the station, one lot, then sprint back for 
another, and another, and another, a hundred 
souls then a hundred more.  

 
(12) EXT: BY THE RIVER THAMES 

FX: SOUND OF THE RIVER, THE WATER LAPPING.  
 
SHAMUS:   I’m tired tonight. 
 
RONNIE:  You looked like a monkey climbing up them 

stairs. You an ape Shamus? 
 
SHAMUS:   Nah, but your Mum is. 
 
RONNIE:   You little - 
 
BERT:  Wish my teacher could see me now. ‘Albert, 

you’ll never amount to anything young man’. 
Saved two hundred people’s lives, how’s that 
for you Missus O’Connell?  

 
RONNIE:   You tell her, Bertie.  
 
Maureen:  I got everyone more rope, it’s in the 

clubhouse. 
 
BERT:   Mo, you’re a hero. 
 
PATSIE:  (TO AUDIENCE) Afterwards we meet by the river 

and talk about the night. The water listens and 
the day comes in, solid and calming in the  
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PATSIE (CONT): light. I sleep for an hour. Maybe two. In my 
bed it catches up with me. Smoke and ash, 
broken buildings and faces. When your heart 
beats faster and your chest gets so tight that 
all you can do is run. Moments replay in dreams 
and I live the night over and over again. But 
when I wake up I’m still alive. Feel like I 
could live forever. (PAUSE) 

 
(13) EXT: LONDON STREET 

 
ROSE:   Did I hear you’re hobnobbing with Winnie? 
 
PATSIE:  Might be. We’ve been invited for tea at number 

ten. 
 
ROSE:   Well I never. 
 
PATSIE:  He said we was ‘Heroes with grimy faces’. Me Ma 

says I have to scrub my cheeks three days in 
advance.  

 
ROSE:  Well if you need a hand, you know where to find 

me. 
 
PATSIE:   I’ll remember that. I’d better go, Rose. 
 
ROSE:  A group of us are going to the pictures on 

Saturday. You should come. 
 
PATSIE:   Sorry... 
 
ROSE:   Playing cards with the King, are ya? 
 
PATSIE:   Bit busy these days.  
 

(14) INT: DOWNING STREET 
 
GOV OFFICIAL: Please sit there, young man. And please refrain 

from touching the furniture. 
 
PATSIE:  (TO AUDIENCE) Downing Street smells clean, the 

carpets are so soft it feels like I’m bouncing 
and all the people on the walls are kings and 
queens and past big wigs - they’re staring down 
at me, ‘Patsie Duggan, what you doin’ in our 
gaff you pleb?’ 

 
BERT:  (WHISPERING) Can I take a plate home for my 

Nan? 
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PATSIE:   No. 
 
GOV OFFICIAL:  Introducing the Prime Minister’s chief of - 
 

FX: THE SOUND OF A FART GOING OFF. THE DEAD END 
KIDS LAUGH.  

 
PATSIE:   (WHISPERING) Bert! 
 
GOV OFFICIAL:  Young man, I don’t know what it’s like where 

you come from, but we don’t appreciate that 
kind of behaviour here.  

 
BERT:   Why don’t you just shut your ears, mister? 
 

FX: MORE LAUGHTER FROM THE DEAD END KIDS. 
 

PATSIE:   (TO AUDIENCE) We were never invited back. 
 

(15) EXT: LONDON STREET 
 
RONNIE:  The look on their faces when Bert let Mary out 

of prison- (RONNIE LAUGHS)  
 
PATSIE:   It’s not funny Ronnie. 
 
RONNIE:  Course it is. Where’s your sense of humour, 

Pats? 
 
PATSIE:  That was our chance to be in the papers, we’ve 

ruined it now. 
 
RONNIE:  I ain’t out there jumping into fires every 

night to get my name in the Evening Standard.  
 
PATSIE:   Why you doin’ it then? 
 
RONNIE:   I wanna save people… 
 
PATSIE:  Nah. You don’t wanna lie on your back looking 

at the ceiling of Bethnal Green Station all 
night knowing you could be out here. (BEAT) 
It’s exciting. It’s alright if you find it 
exciting. (BEAT) It’s alright if you want 
people to know about it. 

 
RONNIE:  Just wanna be the Tyrone Power of Stepney don’t 

you, Pats? 
 
PATSIE:   Henry Fonda mate, that’s who I am. 
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(THEY LAUGH) 
 
RONNIE:  Look, I’d been meaning to say. Just never get a 

minute, me and you. What it is, is I got some 
news. My letter came last week, Pats. Been 
accepted into the RAF.  

 
PATSIE:   Oh. (PAUSE) 
 
RONNIE:  Didn’t wanna mention I’d applied in case they 

didn’t want me. But they do. (PAUSE) It’s been 
my dream to fly planes… (PAUSE) 

 
PATSIE:   Congratulations, Ronnie.  
 
RONNIE:   Really?  
 
PATSIE:  Course. It’s the best news. (PAUSE) But you’ll 

still be in the gang eh? Before you go? 
 
RONNIE:   Try stopping me, boy.  
 

(16) EXT: LONDON STREET 
 
PATSIE:  (TO AUDIENCE) Two nights later Ronnie dies in a 

bomb attack. Bert too. They were trying to put 
out a fire, when three of them hit. Instantly 
killed by a falling wall. (PAUSE) The night 
before, Ronnie saved the Italian caf on Ernest 
Street. Mrs Mendleson’s house got hit a few 
hours later. Ron carried the old bat from her 
house all the way to Bethnal Green shelter, 
still sat in her armchair like the Queen of 
East London. He’d said it was no bother. 
(PAUSE)  
 
(TO SHAMUS) What do we do now? 

 
SHAMUS:   Gotta carry on Pats. People need us. (PAUSE) 
 
PATSIE:  (TO AUDIENCE) The next month Shamus dies in a 

fire in a warehouse. I injure my leg and need 
crutches for months. By the river on my breaks 
I replay the pictures in my mind, Shamus 
scaling a wall like a lizard, cackling with 
laughter, running with a comic strip. (PAUSE) 

 
(17) EXT: BY THE RIVER THAMES 

FX: THE SOUND OF THE RIVER.  
 

(TO ROSE) I thought he was invincible. 
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ROSE:  No-one’s invincible, Patsie. Not even you. 

(PAUSE) I think it might be time to give up. 
 
PATSIE:   No, we can’t.  
 
ROSE:   Why can’t you?  
 
PATSIE:   People need us. 
 
ROSE:  You do know there’s a proper fire service out 

there, Patsie. With trained firemen. 
 
PATSIE:   They don’t do enough. 
 
ROSE:   They do a lot.  
 
PATSIE:  The Dead End Kids, our gang, we’re different, 

we’re young. We’re ain’t shackled by the 
government, the fire brigade, our parents. None 
of ’em. It’s the young people that need to 
fight, we’re fighting for the future. 

 
ROSE:  Not gonna have much of a future if you’re dead, 

are you?  
 
PATSIE:   I’m not gonna die. 
 
ROSE:  Three of your mates just did, just like that. 

(PAUSE) 
 
PATSIE:  There’s nothing to lose (PAUSE) 
 
ROSE:  I know you can’t imagine it. But one day this 

war is gonna be over and the world is gonna be 
different. I want you to see what it looks 
like, Patsie. And Ronnie, Bert, Shamus. They’d 
want that too. (PAUSE) 

 
PATSIE:  (TO AUDIENCE) The Blitz ended in May 1941. By 

then many people had lost their lives, their 
homes. The Dead End Kids quietly faded. I got 
the letter from the army on my eighteenth 
birthday but by then it didn’t feel so 
important. I served, did my time. After the war 
I watched the repair of all the streets we’d 
run down. New bricks, new doors, new windows. I 
campaigned for The Dead End Kids to be 
recognised as heroes. Maybe if we’d been a bit 
cleaner, a bit richer, a bit softer round the 
edges we would’ve been. Bert, Ronnie, Shamus,  
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PATSIE (CONT): Maureen. I wanted people to know who they were, 
what we did. (BEAT) And now you do. (BEAT) So 
do us a favour, yeah? Spread the word. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  


