
  



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 5 Teacher Aims: To encourage your students to reflect on their play so far and analyse 
its structure, to learn about “deserters” in WWII, to encourage your students to consider 
stories from different characters’ perspectives.  
 
Pack 5 Student Outputs: Ensure a solid understanding of your play and its structure, 
develop a “pre-show”, learn about the qualities of a good opening scene, develop creative 
transitions between scenes.  
 
  



In Focus: 1943 & ‘44 
 
Background 
On 2nd February 1943, after over five months of fighting the Soviets, German troops 
surrender in Stalingrad, having used all their ammunition and being unable to receive food. 
This marks the first major loss for Hitler. Months later, the fight for North Africa was won by 
the allied forces, with German and Italian troops surrendering. Between June and August of 
1944, the Battle of Normandy saw the allied forces turn the war around, liberating Western 
Europe from Nazi control.  
 
Key Events in the UK  
 
1943 - “By 1943, virtually every household item was either in short supply and had to be 
queued for, or was unobtainable.” (Charman, Imperial War Museum, Jan 2018) 

February 1943- A woman from near Newport, South Wales, is sentenced to six weeks' hard 
labour for passing love letters and having an affair with an Italian prisoner of war. The object 
of her affection had been seen leaving his working party for up to three hours to go to the 
married woman's house. Court officials call her conduct "abominable". 

July 1943- Actor, Derrick de Marney, auctions off a single banana (which had all but 
disappeared from wartime Britain at this point) which fetched for £5. (Charman, March 
2018) 
 
26th September 1943 – In Launceston, Cornwall, tensions rise between black American 
soldiers and white military police leading to shots being fired. 

September 1943 - Five million clothing coupons are stolen from a War Office depot in South 
West London. The Board of Trade is forced to cancel the entire issue of five-coupon 
vouchers while reassuring the public that the number stolen represents less than 1% of all 
coupons in circulation (Roodhouse, 2013: 88).  

1944 - Two boys break into a bombed-out house that had been converted into a munitions 
store and "stole enough anti-tank bombs to blow up themselves and their families", the 
Birmingham Mail reports. 

10th February 1944 – Pay As You Earn tax system introduced. 

10th March 1944 – Married women are allowed to teach for the first time. 

6th June 1944 – D-Day for Normandy landings, delayed from the 5th due to adverse 
weather. 

17th September 1944 – Blackout restrictions relaxed. 

22nd November 1944 – Laurence Olivier’s Henry V released – the first ever Shakespeare 
play to be filmed in colour. 

 



 

Games to get the juices flowing  
 
Sorry I’m Late  
 
COMPANY TIP: When creating your warm-up games, it’s often a good idea to take a game 
that you know and love, and tweak it to fit the theme that you are devising around. You can 
see this done in the game below!  
 
This game uses the classic “Sorry I’m Late” structure but we are going to play it with a World 
War II twist!  
 
In your company, choose one person to be the late worker and one person to be the boss – 
the rest of the company will form the workers. This game is usually played in an office 
setting, but as we are exploring WWII, this version will take place on a farm, with the 
Women’s Land Army.  
 
Send the late worker out of the room, or somewhere where they cannot hear what is being 
said. The rest of the company come up with an excuse for why the worker is late (you could 
use an excuse from the key events listed above, had they gone to see the new Laurence 
Olivier film?) 
 
When the company has decided on a suitable excuse, the boss calls the worker back in. The 
rest of the company must mime out the reason the worker is late to work – they cannot 
mouth anything or whisper!  
 
As the worker is trying to guess the excuse being mimed to them, the boss can turn around 
at any point to check the rest of their land army are indeed working the land! If the boss 
turns around and sees a company member miming an excuse rather than digging, planting 
or picking veg, they are fired!  
 
Give each worker a maximum of two minutes to guess the excuse, then once they have 
correctly guessed, choose a new boss and a new late worker!  
 
 
It’s All About Perspective  
 
Break into groups of three or four people and choose a famous story – this can be anything 
from The Lion King to The Great Escape (extra points for war-themed stories).  
 
In your groups decide on one of the key moments from the story. For instance, if it was The 
Lion King, you might choose the presentation ceremony of Simba.  
 
Now think about the characters involved in this scene – taking Simba’s presentation 
ceremony for example, we have Simba present, his mother and father, and all the other 



animals of the Kingdom. You are now going to create a freeze frame of that famous moment 
told from each perspective.  
 
First, create an image showing the scene from Simba’s perspective – you can add a line to 
help clarify this, such as “who are all these animals?” Create another image from the 
mother’s perspective, exhausted, proud, but slightly anxious that her baby might be 
dropped. The final one should take on another perspective still, the animals down below, 
perhaps their line could be “Bow or they’ll eat us!”.  
 
Once you have devised your three images, share them with the rest of the company and 
have them guess the story and scene!  
 
TEACHER TIP: To help your students understand how we can create brilliant freeze frames, 
which will in turn assist with staging, show them images of famous paintings and dissect 
how the space is used and how the painter throws focus onto their chosen subjects.   
 
 
  



 
Research 
 
Deserter: The Second World War’s untold story 
By Chitra Ramaswamy  
 
Warning: Contains descriptions some readers may find upsetting  

Steve Weiss is talking about the moment when he became a deserter from the Second 
World War. It was 1944 and the 19-year-old Jewish-American soldier had already seen 
battle in Italy – where he was posted after the Salerno and Anzio landings – and the south of 
France, where he arrived just after D-Day – both of them notoriously brutal and sustained 
campaigns. He had been separated from his company during a terrifying night attack and 
rescued from a farmer’s barn by the French Resistance, which he ended up joining for 
several weeks. He was physically ill, distressed, and depressed. And now he found himself 
hitching rides into the Vosges mountains of eastern France at the beginning of winter. He 
was on his way back to the front. 

“I was suffering from combat fatigue,” [now known as PTSD] he tells me in a rich and chewy 
Brooklyn accent. Now a charismatic 87-year-old veteran with the red rosette of the Légion 
d’honneur pinned to his lapel, Weiss has a memory as sharp as his suit. “I was young, 
inexperienced, and having bad dreams and déja vu experiences. My dearest friend had been 
killed while I was missing in action. I was told this quickly and cruelly when I returned. In 
fact, out of the men I had originally fought with, only two were left. I received no 
consideration or rest. I was asked to take over as squad leader of 11 men, which I turned 
down because I didn’t feel qualified. Also, I felt so distracted and strange. I couldn’t depend 
on myself, let alone let other men depend on me.” 

Weiss and his company moved up to a woodland clearing in the mountains. He knew almost 
no-one. One soldier had gone mute. The others were astonished that he had returned and 
told him he would be dead in a month. “Unit cohesion was falling apart in front of my eyes,” 
he continues. “And so was I. The constant shelling, machinegunning, freezing weather and 
high altitudes added to this terrible state. I could not get warm. The stress cannot be 
compared to anything in civilian life. There is no correlation whatsoever.” 
 
“I just walked away,” he says, still sounding surprised all these decades later. “I was so 
disillusioned. My feeling – and it remains as strong today as it was then – was that if they 
took me out and shot me, it would have been a relief. Imagine a teenager with his whole life 
ahead of him thinking like that … I should have had everything to live for…” A long pause, 
and then Weiss begins again. “I’m tearful now,” he admits and his voice cracks. “All I was 
seeking was some understanding, some rest, maybe some retraining or reassignment. But 
the army would not release me. They wanted me back but when I got there, they didn’t 
even recognise me. I felt more like a Fed-Ex package than a human being.” 
  
 
(https://www.scotsman.com/arts-and-culture/deserter-second-world-wars-untold-story-
1580957, 2020) 



 The Devising Process 
 
Structuring your piece  
 
Like any good song, plays should move along rhythmically; with pace, moments of high 
energy, and moments of stillness. As you move towards the end of your devising process, 
begin to consider your play’s structure and how effective it is in telling your story – are there 
peaks and troughs, does it allow the audience to think, does it provoke the questions “what 
happens next?” 
 
First, make sure you understand the flow of your play and the characters in it. This exercise 
is adapted from Dymphna Callery, playwright and lecturer in theatre, and will help you 
understand the shape of your play.  
 
You are going to map each scene, the characters in it, and their entrances and exits.  
 
For each scene, have the relevant character(s) enter the stage in the order that they appear 
– say your first line in the scene and also your intention (keep this to one simple line rather 
than a long explanation). Exit in the order you do in the scene. If nobody formally exits 
during the scene, simply say your last line and step back into the horseshoe formation. 
 
As you enter, do so with the energy that you bring into the scene, as you exit, leave with the 
appropriate energy too.  
 
Assign one person to note down the characters in each scene, their intentions and the 
layout of the scene.  
 
Once you have gone through the entire play, look at the number of characters in each scene 
and their intentions, asking yourself the following questions:  
 
- Is the stage always populated?  
- Are there any moments when nobody is onstage?  
- Do the intentions of the characters have an arc to them/change throughout the play?  
- Is a busy scene followed by a quiet scene and vice versa?  
- Which characters start and end each scene?  
- Are there particular characters who are onstage throughout the play?  

 
This will help you understand the structure of your play on multiple levels – is it too busy, do 
you need more times of stillness, is there an ebb and flow to the action of the play?  
 
If you are not happy with something, this is a great time to change it or reorder certain 
sections – would it be more beneficial to freeze a scene half-way through to have a 
character address the audience for their monologue rather than wait until the scene has 
finished? What happens if you move the final scene to the beginning to use flashback for 
the main story of the play?  
 



At first do this on paper, then get up and do it physically – if you need to run the full scene, 
or a number of scenes, do! Remember, you have complete control of this play and where it 
goes.  
 
The Pre-Show 
 
The start of any play is tricky thing to get right, and a lot of this is down to direction as much 
as text and setting. The audience must be drawn into the world that you have created and 
allow the outside world to slip away from them, or feel the weight of it become more 
relevant.  
 
First scenes can begin in any number of ways, let’s have a look at some famous examples to 
see how the experts do it:  
 
Macbeth by William Shakespeare (http://shakespeare.mit.edu/macbeth/full.html, 2020) 
 
Thunder and lightning. Enter three witches. 
 
First Witch 
When shall we three meet again 
In thunder, lightning, or in rain? 
Second Witch 
When the hurlyburly's done, 
When the battle's lost and won. 
Third Witch 
That will be ere the set of sun. 
First Witch 
Where the place? 
Second Witch 
Upon the heath. 
Third Witch 
There to meet with Macbeth. 
 
Blasted by Sarah Kane 
 
A very expensive hotel room in Leeds - the kind that is so expensive it could be anywhere in 
the world. 
 
There is a large double bed. 
A mini-bar and champagne on ice. 
A telephone. 
A large bouquet of flowers. 
Two doors - one is the entrance from the corridor, the other leads off to the bathroom. 
 
Two people enter - Ian and Cate 
 
Ian is 45, Welsh born but lived in Leeds much of his life and picked up the accent. 
 

The text begins with intrigue 
and supernatural characters – 
forecasting the power of the 
supernatural throughout the 
play. Pathetic fallacy tells us 

that trouble is on the horizon. 



Cate is 21, a lower-middle-class Southerner with a South London accent and a stutter 
when under stress. 
 
They enter. 
 
Cate stops at the door, amazed at the classiness of the room. 
 
Ian comes in, throws a small pile of newspapers on the bed, goes straight to the mini-bar 
and pours himself a large gin. 
He looks briefly out of the window at the street, then turns back to the room. 
 
Ian: I've shat in better places than this. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
What you choose to include in your opening scene is ultimately your decision, but it must 
relate well to the rest of the content and open up imaginations.  
 
Let’s examine the opening of Deserters by Sharon Kanolik for Things to Do in A Blackout:  
 
 

The sound of rain falling outside and the air raid siren. Inside Mrs Mendleson’s house we 
hear the sound of Rex, a budgie, tweeting, a cup rattling against a saucer. 

 
Iris: Rex, sometimes I think you’re the only person that understands me. 

 
The budgie tweets. 

 
You’re quite right, I know I shouldn’t refer to you as a person. (Pause) More seed, dear? 

 
A knock at the door. 

 
Goodness, who is this? Why won’t they just leave me alone? Keep quiet, Rex, pretend we’re 

not here. 
 

Rex tweets. Another knock. 
 

Firewatcher (From outside): Mrs Mendleson? 
 

The stage directions here suggest a slowness to 
this opening – the audience need to see the things 

that are listed. As Callery states in her book The 
Active Text, it is important to have quiet and 
stillness before the actors come onstage to 

contrast with the horror and high energy of the 
rest of the play.  



Iris: Well, you ruined that, didn’t you? Might as well have put an ad on the side of a double 
decker letting them know we’re in. Hang on. 

 
Firewatcher (From outside): Mrs Mendleson! Can you answer the door please? 

 

 

The scene begins with the sound of the rain falling and an air raid siren, inside the house we 
can hear a budgie and a cup rattling against its saucer. The playwright has created a simple 
yet effective soundscape for the audience – now let’s imagine how we could use this to 
draw the audience into the world of the play.  

Many theatre companies and playwrights like to draw the audience into the world of the 
play before any action begins. Playwright Howard Barker calls this the “exordium”, Frantic 
Assembly call it the “pre-show” – whatever you choose to name it, having action onstage 
before the play begins will get your audience’s attention and encourage them to let go of 
the outside world.  

Imagine that the audience are entering the space for a performance of Deserters, what kind 
of pre-show could you have? Here are some ideas:  

- Surround sound of rain falling  
- Sound from a specific area with an air raid siren 
- Actors running through the auditorium going to an air raid shelter 
- The auditorium could be a cooler temperature (achieved with hidden fans or air 

conditioning)  
- Occasional sounds of the bird tweeting as we come closer to the opening of the play to 

draw us into Iris’ house, disconnected from the outside world. 

 

This will have the effect of drawing the audience in and setting the scene before we meet 
Iris as well as setting up a strong juxtaposition between the indoor and outdoor worlds – 
inviting the audience to be part of both.  

Now think about the opening of your play – is there a specific energy you want to set? 
Frantic Assembly like to play loud music, making the audience speak louder and thus 
increasing the energy of the room. Can you go back to the images you created in your very 
first week and incorporate those as the audience enters? Or play a war-themed game, such 
as those you have been using to warm up?  

Experiment with your ideas until you find something that works well for your piece. 

 
 
 
 
 



GCSE Extension 
 
Transitions  
 
As GCSE students, you should always be pushing at what you can achieve with your play. 
Once you are happy with the story, you can begin to add extra layers of meaning to your 
play by experimenting with transitions.  
 
Transitions offer a world of wonder in theatre – within them holds the key to unlocking 
additional subtext, changing the energy, or ramping up the tension between characters, but 
they also have the power to drag down the energy or massively disrupt the flow of the play. 
 
When experimenting with transitions, ask yourself the following questions:  
 
- Why do you need an entrance?  
- Who’s entering?  
- What do you want to bring to the stage and to what extent do you want to manifest it?  
- Do you want to establish a grammar with your transitions and how can you develop it?  
- Do you want to promote ideas through transitions?  

  
 
Here are a few options for types of transition – try some of them out if you feel a scene 
change is dragging or affecting the energy of the piece:  
 
Energy change 
 
Once the scene has finished go into slow motion to move to your new position/leave the 
stage. Once you are ready to begin, have a loud sudden sound and snap lighting change to 
force a new energy into the scene.  
 
The Wash  
 
Similar to when we wash a stage with lights, have all the characters enter the stage, moving 
over it, leaving again with the next scene set up and only the necessary characters on stage.  
 
Layering 
 
This works well for when you need to get a lot of new characters onstage. Have each new 
character enter the stage one at a time as the characters from the previous scene exit. 
Make sure each character entering has something to whilst they are waiting for the rest of 
the required cast to enter. All actors whether entering or exiting should keep in character 
and carry the correct energy with them throughout.  
 
The Extra World 
 
This option allows for subtext between characters to be played out (if right for your play). As 
one character is leaving, have them to hold eye contact with the character entering – this 



can create a beautiful moment of tension which can be heightened with music and lighting. 
You may need some kind of snap to push the character back into the real world.  
 
 
The Visual Motif – Establishing a Grammar  
 
Take an image from the end of the play – a strong tableau or movement sequence works 
well – and show snippets of it to the audience between scenes. You may have a repeated 
track which you play or a certain lighting state to signal the relevance of the scene and its 
disconnectedness to the rest of the play.  
 
With the music you choose, you may wish to only play a few bars, or isolate certain notes, 
creating a soundscape which builds until the end of the play. We would then hear the full 
song and see the full movement sequence in the final scene of your play.  
 
 
 
 
 
  



The Interview 
 
Meet Henry Mendoza, spoken word artist, blogger and heritage enthusiast! We speak to 
Henry about why heritage is important to him and a bit about his work as a spoken word 
artist. Let’s remind ourselves why the work you’re creating is important and the possible 
impact it can have!  
 
You have written a blog for Bounce Theatre about heritage and hosted a talk live on 
Facebook called “Heritage with Henry” - what attracts you to researching our heritage?  
 
I've always been fascinated by and loved history - it was one of my favourite subjects at 
school, and this topic, of WWII, was always one of the ones I enjoyed learning the most - I 
think because it was so recent in the scheme of things. My grandparents were alive during 
WWII, and there are so many people for whom WWII is still just about within living memory. 
Plus so much of our national identity is built around the war of what came after - Churchill, 
the beginnings of the NHS and the welfare state, the ideas about us 'standing alone' - 
researching this heritage means looking for the truth behind the myths, and finding some of 
the hidden details. It gives an opportunity to find the human stories behind WWII - or any 
period in history, and dig deeper. I love researching in general too - being able to learn 
things for myself, and then being able to share that information with others in so many 
different forms. 
 
What place do you think heritage has in modern theatre?  
 
Heritage is about communities, values, people and traditions, so arguably, it's at the very 
heart of what theatre is, or should be! What is theatre if not a community exercise bringing 
people together, sharing stories, sharing traditions? 
Theatre itself is about storytelling, and when we're not telling stories that are mythical and 
full of magic and fantasy, our main area that we mine for stories and storytelling is history - 
even if it's just in choosing to tell a story set in a particular time period. Peter Pan, one of 
the most famous British fairy-tale stories, started as a piece of theatre! 
 
I think heritage and history fascinates us all as a species on some level - and the role of it in 
modern theatre is often to bring that heritage closer to us and make it easier for us to relate 
to people of a bygone era. One of the most successful theatre musicals in the world at the 
moment is Lin-Manuel Miranda's Hamilton, and though there's obviously been some artistic 
license in adapting the story and how it's told, people in America and all over the world 
know more about, and relate more closely to American heritage, because of that musical - 
so much so that it's been used as a teaching tool by many schools right across America in 
teaching about the American Revolution and the country's foundation. 
 
How do you incorporate your research into your work?  
 
It depends on what I'm doing, really! If I'm leading or co-leading a workshop then it's often 
simply retelling the story of a particular individual or group of people that I've researched 
simply and briefly, so that people in the workshop can take some of the themes or 
characters and run with them to create their own small devised or written piece around it. If 



I'm going to give a talk on the topic for a live video like Heritage with Henry, I try and write 
down all the details from my research but in the style of a conversation - going off on 
tangents to talk about how the people I'm talking about must have felt, or finding 
comparisons with their situation and today. I wanted those Facebook live videos to feel like 
a conversation rather than a lecture - like the viewers were sat at the table with me rather 
than in an audience while I spoke at them - it made the history feel less dry and more active. 
 
You are also a spoken word artist, can you tell us a bit about how you create your pieces? 
 
Often I'll need a bit of stimulus - like the heritage and history I've been researching! Most 
recently I wrote a piece about propaganda, and how it was used during WWII and how it's 
used today - propaganda is a great source for spoken word poetry because the posters 
often come with quite strong imagery or striking language, and memorable slogans. 'Keep 
Calm and Carry On', 'Stay At Home, Protect The NHS, Save Lives', 'Reduce, Reuse, Recycle', 
'Careless Talk Costs Lives' - all of these slogans are short, punchy, memorable, and most 
people have heard them before and know what they mean or what they relate to. 
Propaganda messages need to be short, sharp and simple to lodge in people's minds, and 
they often have a great sense of rhythm to them, because they need to be repeated so 
often - they roll off the tongue, which make them ideal for a form of writing and poetry 
that's designed to be performed and said out loud. 
 
Beyond heritage, anything that I feel passionate about is a good source, really, as it gets me 
fired up and brings an energy to the poem. I'll often write a line or two, and try and link it up 
with a similar idea and another rhyming word - sometimes those words will come to me 
straight away, and sometimes I cheat and use rhymezone.com - yes, even artists and 
songwriters use rhyming dictionaries(!) 
 
I try not to be too strict with myself about how I write the spoken words, too. The great 
thing about spoken word poetry is that you decide what the rules are, really - the only real 
rule is that you have to be able to say it! I'll sometimes change the emphasis of certain parts 
of a word to make it rhyme better, as long as the word is still recognisable. I'll try to use 
puns and contemporary references when I can to make people laugh or relate it to their 
everyday lives. 
 
Any that you’re particularly proud of? 
 
I wrote a spoken word poem a few years ago called 'Diversity', which was about my own life, 
multiculturalism and the state of the world. It was really from the heart and was about 
education and learning in and out of school, and it made reference to people like the poet, 
Suli Breaks, and the ideas of the late Sir Ken Robinson. But it also had a great mix of puns, 
writing techniques and rhymes that I'm especially proud of - I found a rhyme for the German 
word Weimar '(signs are'!), I had a line about going 'from class-to-class, it's 'slow-not-fast', 
which I enjoyed as the rhyme is about moving slowly but the rhythm of it feels fast, and 
finally, I had a line about 'not reaching for a Club of 7s, marked S' - which might not sound 
like it makes a lot of sense, but it's a pun on the song 'Reach' by S Club 7, and I always sing 
that line to the tune of the song! It's very recognisable to anyone who knows the song and is 
about my age or older(!) 



 
So 'Diversity' is a piece I'm particularly proud of, because it really expressed my thoughts 
and feelings about the state of the world at the time and how important education in and 
out of school was and is, but also felt fun because of all the puns, rhymes, and 
contemporary and historical references! 
 
  



APPENDIX 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE DESERTERS (Radio Play) 
 

Written by 
Sharon Kanolik 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Characters: 
 
IRIS MENDLESON (65): Female, Cockney 
 
HENRY MENDLESON (21): Male, Cockney 
 
DOCTOR WILLIAM SUTTON (32): Male, RP accent 
 
FIRE MARSHALL (25): Female, Cockney 
 
OFFICER CHARLTON (40s): Male, Cockney 
 
OFFICER CROOKSHANK (40s): Male, RP accent 
  



(1) INT: IRIS’S HOME 

FX: THE SOUND OF RAIN FALLING OUTSIDE AND THE 
AIR RAID SIREN. INSIDE MRS MENDLESON’S HOUSE WE 
HEAR THE SOUND OF REX, A BUDGIE, TWEETING, A 
CUP RATTLING AGAINST A SAUCER. 

 
IRIS:  Rex, sometimes I think you’re the only person 

that understands me. 
 

FX: THE BUDGIE TWEETS. 
 

You’re quite right, I know I shouldn’t refer to 
you as a person. (PAUSE) More seed, dear? 

 
FX: A KNOCK AT THE DOOR. 

 
Goodness, who is this? Why won’t they just 
leave me alone? Keep quiet, Rex, pretend we’re 
not here. 

 
FX: REX TWEETS. ANOTHER KNOCK. 

 
FIREWATCHER:  (FROM OUTSIDE) Mrs Mendleson? 
  
IRIS:  Well, you ruined that, didn’t you? Might as 

well have put an ad on the side of a double 
decker letting them know we’re in. Hang on. 

 
FIREWATCHER:  (FROM OUTSIDE) Mrs Mendleson! Can you answer 

the door please? 
 

FX: THE SOUND OF FOOTSTEPS AND THE DOOR 
OPENING. 

  
IRIS:   What? 
  
FIREWATCHER:  Good evening, Mrs Mendleson. Again. 
  
IRIS:   I’m busy, goodbye- 
  
FIREWATCHER:  Don’t close. The door! 
  
IRIS:   I’m in the privacy of my own home. 
 
FIREWATCHER:  As I told you last time. And the time before 

that. And the time before that. Your light 
being on could risk the entire area being 
targeted. So, you know what to do. 

  



IRIS:  This really is a huge inconvenience. When are 
you planning to finish this ridiculous war? 
It’s been putting me out for years. Why are we 
fighting for Poland? And I’ve never even been 
to France. We’re an island, we’ll be fine, we 
should just mind our own business and keep to 
ourselves. 

  
FIREWATCHER:  Can you please just turn your lights off? 
  
IRIS:  All you red tape scare mongering jobsworth 

dictators, I’ll be composing another letter of 
complaint, you can count on that. 

  
FIREWATCHER:  I look forward to it. (PAUSE) If you don’t do 

it now, I’ll do it for you. 
  
IRIS:   Don’t you dare. 
 
FIREWATCHER:  Mrs Mendleson, we need to do something about 

the damage to your house. It’s a liability. 
 
IRIS:   I’ve already told you, I don’t care. 
  
FIREWATCHER:  But Mrs Mendleson… 
 
IRIS:  Go and hide before you get shattered by an 

incendiary. 
 
FIREWATCHER:  Shall I escort you to the shelter, Mrs 

Mendleson? 
  
IRIS:   Absolutely not. 
 

FX: SOUND OF THE DOOR CLOSING. REX TWEETS 
AGAIN. 

  
Well, here we are, Rex. Back in the dark. Let's 
just sit here and sip on our tea. 

  
FX: REX TWEETS. 

 
Of course. If you’re not afraid, then neither 
am I. 

  
FX: THE SOUND OF KNOCKING ON THE DOOR AGAIN. 

 
Why do they keep bothering me? I turned the 
lights out. 

 
  



FX: THE KNOCKING CONTINUES. 
  
IRIS (CONT): We’re going to write that letter tonight, Rex, 

you mark my words. 
 

FX: THE SOUND OF FOOTSTEPS AND A DOOR OPENING. 
PAUSE. 

  
Who? Who are you? Do I know you? 

 
HENRY:    Mrs Mendleson, I’m- 
 
IRIS:   Henry? You are Henry, aren’t you? 
  
HENRY:   Yes. (PAUSE) 
  
IRIS:  You’re white as a ghost. (BEAT) Why are you 

here? 
  
HENRY:  Can I come in? I just need somewhere to stay 

for a night. 
 
IRIS:   Go to your Mother’s. You’re her responsibility. 
 
HENRY:  She won’t have me. (PAUSE) Please. There’s 

nowhere else I can go. 
  

FX: THE SOUND OF THE DOOR CLOSING AND THEN THE 
SIRENS AND RAIN OUTSIDE. PAUSE.  

 
(2) INT: IRIS’S HOME 

(THE NEXT AFTERNOON. QUIET) 
FX: THE SOUND OF REX TWEETING. 

 
IRIS:  Henry’s my Grandson. I know I don’t mention him 

much, Rex. It’s not that I’ve been keeping 
secrets from you. It’s just I only hear about 
him once a year when his Mother sends me a 
birthday letter. She told me the army had 
assumed him dead in Normandy. I didn’t write 
back. I don’t. I know I didn’t mention that 
either and I’m sorry. Family is a foreign 
country to me. (PAUSE) I know what you’re 
thinking Rex. Why would I let Henry stay when 
we’re so tranquil here, the two of us together 
with the radio on and our cups of tea and bowls 
of seed? And you know I wouldn’t usually. He 
looked like he’d had half the life sucked out 
of him. He slunk in like a twisted frame 
sliding onto the spare bed, which swallowed him 



IRIS (CONT): in a flash. No food and a smattering of speech. 
Even slept through the bombing. He’s been out 
for fourteen hours.  

 
FX: REX TWEETS. 

 
Yes of course, I’ll wake him soon, I’ll get him 
to leave. 
 
FX: A KNOCK ON THE DOOR. 

 
Why are they bothering me now? I’ve just a mind 
to turn even more lights on. 

 
FX: THE SOUND OF THE FRONT DOOR OPENING.  
 

OFFICER  
CHARLTON:  Mrs Iris Mendleson? 
 
IRIS:   Yes? 
 
OFFICER  
CHARLTON:  My name is Officer Charlton. I’m from the 

Military Police. 
 
IRIS:   Congratulations. (BEAT) Is that all?  
 
OFFICER  
CHARLTON:  Thank you. May I come in? 
 
IRIS:   No. (BEAT) 
 
OFFICER  
CHARLTON:  I’m sorry? 
 
IRIS:   I don’t want you to come in.  
 
OFFICER  
CHARLTON:  I see the house looks a bit untidy, don’t be 

concerned. 
 
IRIS:  Untidy? I’m not the least in the least 

concerned about what you think. I’m extremely 
busy and Rex and I are about to have afternoon 
tea, you’ve interrupted us. 

 
OFFICER  
CHARLTON:  I. Apologise.  
 
IRIS:  It really is the least can you. Why are you 

here? 



 
OFFICER  
CHARLTON:  We’re looking for your Grandson, Henry.  
 
IRIS:   Henry’s dead. He was killed in France. 
 
OFFICER  
CHARLTON:  We have reason to believe he’s alive.  
 
IRIS:   If he were alive he’d still be in France.  
 
OFFICER  
CHARLTON:  I’m sorry Mrs Mendleson, but we have reason to 

believe your Grandson deserted the army. And 
that he might now be in London. We thought he 
might come here. 

 
IRIS:  He wouldn’t. I don’t speak to him, or his 

mother. I’ve never even met him.  
 
OFFICER  
CHARLTON:  Why not? 
 
IRIS:  Absolutely none of your business, what you’re 

saying is extremely hurtful and insensitive and 
you’ve ruined my afternoon tea.  

 
OFFICER  
CHARLTON:  Once again, I apologise, Mrs Mendleson.  
 
IRIS:  I will be writing a strongly worded letter to 

your superiors; you can guarantee it. 
 
OFFICER  
CHARLTON:  Alright. (PAUSE) Look, this is how you can 

reach me. If he shows up. These are our 
offices. (BEAT) Contacting us would be the only 
right thing to do.  

 
IRIS:  You’ve absolutely ruined my day and I hope you 

have an appalling evening. (BEAT) 
 
OFFICER  
CHARLTON:  Thank you Mrs Mendleson.  
 

FX: THE SOUND OF A DOOR SLAMMING AND THEN REX 
SINGING. 

 
IRIS:   Oh Rex. What has he done?  
 

 



(3) INT: IRIS’S HOME, BEDROOM 

FX: THE SOUND OF HENRY HAVING A NIGHTMARE. 
MUMBLED SPEECH. 

 
HENRY:   Please. Don’t. I don’t want to-  
 

FX: THE SOUND OF MORE MUMBLED SPEECH AND THEN A 
DOOR OPENING. 

 
IRIS:   Henry? 
 
HENRY:   Ummm. 
 
IRIS:   Time to get up now. (PAUSE) Now. 
 
HENRY:   I can’t. 
 
IRIS:   It’s been two days. You need to go now. 
 
HENRY:   Just a while longer. (PAUSE) 
 
IRIS:   Well, you leave me no choice then.  
 

FX: SHE TAKES A BREATH OUT. THE SOUND OF A 
BUCKET OF WATER BEING THROWN, HENRY YELLS 

 
Ah. I’m glad that got your attention. Shall we 
have some lunch before you head off? 

 
(4) INT: IRIS’S HOME 

FX: THE SOUND OF A PLATE BEING PUT DOWN AND OF 
HENRY FRANTICALLY EATING 

 
Well, Rex. He’s still here. And he hasn’t 
stopped eating. I’ll need extra coupons at this 
rate, he’s a bottomless pit. (BEAT) Do you want 
more? 
 

HENRY:   Yes, please.  
 
IRIS:  A man visited a few nights ago. An officer from 

the Military Police. He was asking for you. 
 

FX: THE SOUND OF HENRY’S CUTLERY BEING PUT 
DOWN.  

 
HENRY:   What did you tell him? 
 
IRIS:   To sling his hook. (PAUSE) 
 



HENRY:   Thank you. Thank you.  
 
IRIS:  I did it for me, not you, I don’t want trouble. 

Does your mother know?  
 
HENRY:   No.  
 
IRIS:  She should be looking after you, you’re her 

responsibility not mine. You need to tell her.  
 
HENRY:   No. She’ll make me go back. I can’t. 
 
IRIS:   She’ll want to know you’re alive.  
 
HENRY:  She’ll be angry I left. Probably rather I’d 

died.  
 
IRIS:  Bit melodramatic, aren’t you? (BEAT) So you 

think it’s alright to turn up here and bother 
an old lady you’ve never met.  

 
HENRY:   I had nowhere else to go. (PAUSE) 
 
IRIS:   How did you even know where I live?  
 
HENRY:  Mum used to bring me here when I was younger. 

We used to walk by your house. Mum wanted to 
check you were alright. (PAUSE) Sometimes we 
followed you to the river and watched you feed 
the birds. I always wanted to feed them with 
you. 

 
IRIS:  Alright, that’s enough of this. You need to get 

going. 
 
HENRY:  Just give me a few more days. Then I’ll be 

gone.  
 
IRIS:   I don’t like children. 
 
HENRY:   I’m twenty-one.  
 
IRIS:   Precisely. (PAUSE)  
 
HENRY:  What if I could do some jobs? Around the house? 

I notice there’s some disrepair.  
 
IRIS:  The house is absolutely fine, never been 

better. 
 



HENRY:  Your roof is practically caving in and the 
garden’s like a jungle. I’m sure that cough you 
have has got something to do with all of this 
(PAUSE) I can just add a few tweaks, make the 
place safer. (PAUSE) 

 
IRIS:  Alright. I suppose you could do that. You don’t 

seem very competent. 
 
HENRY:   Er… 
  
IRIS:  But you might as well try. (BEAT) You fix the 

things and then you go. 
 
 

(5) INT: IRIS’S HOME 

(A FEW DAYS LATER.) 
FX: THE SOUND OF HAMMERING AND A KETTLE 
BOILING, TEA BEING POURED. REX TWEETS.  

 
I know, Rex, I’m sorry. He’ll stop with that 
hammering soon, I’m sure. (BEAT) Well, a set of 
new shelves never killed anyone did they? Or 
maybe they have done during this ridiculous 
war.  

 
FX: HENRY KNOCKS ON THE LIVING ROOM DOOR. 

 
HENRY:   Mrs. Granny? 
 
IRIS:   Iris will suffice.  
 
HENRY:   The shelves are finished.  
 
IRIS:   Already? 
 
HENRY:   Yes. 
 
IRIS:  Well. That was very fast. I would say well 

done. But. I won’t.  
 
HENRY:   Thanks very much. 
 

FX: THE SOUND OF THE AIR RAID SIREN.  
 

That’s the siren. 
 

IRIS:   Yes, so it is 
 
HENRY:   Shouldn’t we move? 



 
IRIS:  I don’t tend to. Don’t worry, Rex, it will 

pass.  
 

(HENRY’S BREATHING BECOMES QUICKER AND MORE 
LABOURED, HE IS HAVING A PANIC ATTACK. THE 
SOUND OF CHAIRS BEING MOVED.) 

 
What are you doing? Why are you moving the 
chairs?  
 

HENRY:  I’ll just. Go under. This. This table. In case. 
In case. 

 
IRIS:   Alright.  
 
HENRY:   I need to move it all. 
 
IRIS:  Stop. You stop! There’s no need to throw 

things. You’ll be out on the street if you do 
that again. 

 
HENRY:  I’m sorry. (PAUSE) Would you? Could you come 

here with me?  
 
IRIS:  I don’t want to get underneath that table. The 

floor’s not been cleaned since 1941. 
 
HENRY:   Please. (BEAT) Please. (BEAT) 
 
IRIS:   Alright.  
 

FX: THE SOUND OF HER MOVING UNDERNEATH THE 
TABLE. 

 
HENRY:   Could you come just a bit closer? 
 
IRIS:   No. I’ll stay here.  
 
HENRY:   I- 
 
IRIS:   Stay there. (PAUSE) It will pass. It will pass.  
 
 

(6) INT: IRIS’S HOME 

(THE NEXT DAY. THE SIRENS HAVE STOPPED.) 
FX: THE SOUND OF REX’S TWEETS. THE SOUND OF 
HAMMERING. 

 



IRIS:  You’re quite right, Rex. I don’t think it’s 
necessary to put the pictures up either, but he 
wore me down. The younger generation, they’re 
incessant. (BEAT) Yes of course he’ll be 
leaving soon. I know we haven’t spoken as much 
as usual, I actually wondered if you’d value 
the space. 

 
FX: REX TWEETS 

 
Absolutely. We all need our thinking time, Rex, 
even budgies. (BEAT) Oh, sorry, I didn’t mean 
to condescend. You are your own bird. 
 

HENRY:  Iris, I’ve finished those repairs to the roof 
and all of the nails are in now for the 
pictures. And I’ve put the water on for your 
afternoon cup. 

 
IRIS:   Oh. How did you… 
 
HENRY:   I noticed you like a cup around three?  
 
IRIS:   I do. (PAUSE) Well, thank you. 
 
HENRY:  You just need to choose what goes on the wall 

now. You’ve got so many pictures.  
 
IRIS:  I suppose I can have a look. (PAUSE) Well, 

perhaps this one. (BEAT) 
 
HENRY:   Who is that? Is that your father? 
 
IRIS:   Yes, it is. He’s by his shop in Poplar here. 
 
HENRY:   What did it sell? 
 
IRIS:  Fur coats. High end it was too, the best in 

East London.  
 
HENRY:   He looks very stern. Maybe it’s the beard. 
 
IRIS:  Oh, he was renowned for his beard. And stern on 

the outside. People were scared of him, because 
he was a big fella too. But on the inside. His 
heart would melt like a snowflake in your hand.  

 
HENRY:  I tried to grow a beard once, but I couldn’t. 

I’ve always wanted one. 
 
IRIS:   You should. It’s in your heritage. (BEAT) 



 
HENRY:  And is that my Grandfather? Was this your 

wedding? 
 
IRIS:  That’s right, that was my husband, Alfred. We 

got married at Poplar Town Hall.  
 
HENRY:   Did you have a party? 
 
IRIS:   We had a meal cooked by your Great Grandmother. 
 
HENRY:   That’s wonderful. 
 
IRIS:  It was terrible. The woman couldn’t cook, all 

of us had to do lavatory time afterwards.  
 

(HENRY LAUGHS.) 
 

It’s not funny, young man. Some of us were on 
the pot for days. 
 

HENRY:   Sorry. (BEAT) 
 
IRIS:  Ah. This is a picture of me and the ladies from 

church. We used to organise so many things for 
the children. And the old people too. 

 
HENRY:   You don’t go any more? (PAUSE) 
 
IRIS:   It’s not for me now. 
 
HENRY:   Who’s this little girl? Is that my mum? 
 
IRIS:   Yes. Yes it is. (PAUSE) 
 
HENRY:   She misses you. (PAUSE)  
 
IRIS:   It’s been a long time. (PAUSE) 
 
HENRY:   Why don’t you write to her?  
 
IRIS:  Would you look at the clock? Of course, it’s 

time for tea, forgive me, Rex. 
 
HENRY:   I know she’d want to hear from you. 
 
IRIS:   Alright, be patient, I’ll heat up the pot now. 
 
HENRY:   Who are you talking to?  
 
IRIS:   I am talking to Rex.  



 
HENRY:   The bird? In the cage? 
 
IRIS:  He’s not just a bird. And this is his house 

too. Isn’t it, Rex? Let’s get that pot on. 
 
HENRY:  I’m trying to talk to you. About my Mum. Your 

daughter. 
 
IRIS:  Rex and I have had enough talk today, boy. We 

need peace.  
 

FX: THE SOUND OF A DOOR SHUTTING.  
 
OFFICER  
CHARLTON:  (FROM OUTSIDE) Mrs Mendleson? 
 

FX: THE SOUND OF KNOCKING AT THE DOOR. 
 

Mrs Mendleson, could you please answer the 
door. 
 

IRIS:   Alright, alright, I’m coming.  
 

FX: THE SOUND OF FOOTSTEPS AND THE DOOR 
OPENING. 

 
Oh, not you again. And who’s this you’ve 
brought with you?  
 

OFFICER  
CHARLTON:  Mrs Mendleson, this is my colleague, Officer 

Crookshank.  
 
OFFICER  
CROOKSHANK:  Good evening, Mrs Mendleson, you won’t mind if 

we come in. 
 
IRIS:   Actually I. Hey! Hey, get out. Get out! 
 
OFFICER  
CROOKSHANK:  Charlton, have a look around while Mrs 

Mendleson and I have a nice chat. Sit down, 
please, Mrs Mendleson. 

 
IRIS:   I’ll do no such thing. 
 
OFFICER  
CROOKSHANK:  Unless you’d rather have this conversation at 

the police station? 
 



IRIS:   (BEAT) Very well. (BEAT) 
 
OFFICER  
CROOKSHANK:  Officer Charlton enjoyed visiting you a few 

weeks ago, I understand. 
 
IRIS:   I would say endured rather than enjoyed.  
 
OFFICER  
CROOKSHANK:  And I need to ask you once more, have you seen 

or been in contact with your Grandson, Henry 
Mendleson? 

 
IRIS:  As I told your colleague, Henry is dead and 

even if he were alive, he would not come here. 
I don’t speak to him, or his mother.  

 
OFFICER  
CROOKSHANK:  I’m afraid that’s not going to wash, Mrs 

Mendleson. We received a tip off from one of 
your neighbours, that a young man has been seen 
entering your house. (PAUSE) Mrs Mendleson?  

 
IRIS:  Who told you that? That imbecile woman from 

next door whose husband went to the internment 
camp? She’s telling you lies. 

 
FX: THE SOUND OF OFFICER CHARLTON ENTERING THE 
ROOM.  

 
OFFICER  
CHARLTON:  Nothing upstairs boss. 
 
OFFICER  
CROOKSHANK:  Thank you, Charlton.  
 
IRIS:   So you’ll be going now?  
 
OFFICER  
CROOKSHANK:  Mrs Mendleson. We may not have the evidence - 

yet - but we know that you’ve been hiding your 
grandson. And we will find that evidence, 
please don’t doubt it. And the longer it takes, 
the longer the sentence. For both of you. 
(PAUSE) 

 
OFFICER  
CHARLTON:  I see there have been some changes around the 

house, Mrs Mendleson? 
 
IRIS:   Yes.  



 
OFFICER  
CHARLTON:  I’ve heard about you, Mrs Mendleson. My ma 

knows you from church. Or knew you, should I 
say. She said you were a pillar of the 
community. That true? (BEAT) Mrs Mendleson? 

 
IRIS:   Your mother is very generous. 
 
OFFICER  
CHARLTON:  You see these deserters, Mrs Mendleson. Not 

their fault, but they’re funny in the head some 
of those boys. Their minds are shot. They can 
be dangerous, volatile. We’d hate for anything 
bad to happen to an upstanding member of the 
community like you, Mrs Mendleson. (PAUSE)  

 
OFFICER  
CROOKSHANK:  Mrs Mendleson, where is your Grandson?  
 
IRIS:   No idea. (PAUSE) 
 
OFFICER  
CROOKSHANK:  That’s disappointing to hear. Very 

disappointing. But obviously we’ll be back 
again before you know it. You can count on it.  

 
IRIS:   I- 
 
OFFICER  
CROOKSHANK:  Don’t worry, Mrs Mendleson, we’ll show 

ourselves out. See you soon.  
 

FX: THE SOUND OF THE MEN’S FOOTSTEPS, THE DOOR 
CLOSING. PAUSE. REX TWEETS.  

 
IRIS:   You can come out now. 
 

FX: THE SOUND OF FOOTSTEPS, HENRY EMERGING. HIS 
BREATHING IS FAST AND LABOURED AGAIN.  

 
HENRY:  I’m. I’m sorry. (PAUSE) I can’t. I can’t 

breathe. 
  
IRIS:  Just stay there. It will pass. It will pass. 

(PAUSE) I need to think. (PAUSE) We need to 
make a plan.  

 
HENRY:  I’ll be more discreet. No one will know I’m 

here. 
 



IRIS:   You won’t be here, that’s the plan.  
 
HENRY:   But I can’t- 
 
IRIS:  Neither one of us is going to prison. You can’t 

take budgies there, it’s not going to work for 
me. 

 
FX: REX TWEETS.  

 
I do apologise Rex, you understand the 
sentiment though. 
 

HENRY:   Where are you going?  
 
IRIS:   To make some arrangements. 
 

FX: THE SOUND OF THE FRONT DOOR SLAMMING.  
 

(7) INT: IRIS’S HOME 

(EVENING, A FEW DAYS LATER.) 
FX: REX TWEETS. 

 
WILLIAM:   And what is the name of this alluring creature? 
 
IRIS:   His name is Rex.  
 
WILLIAM:   Is he? Some kind of. Parrot? 
 
IRIS:   He’s a budgerigar.  
 
WILLIAM:   How exotic, and on the very street I live on.  
 

FX: THE SOUND OF HENRY’S FOOTSTEPS. 
 
IRIS:   Henry, this is Doctor Sutton. 
 
HENRY:   Hello. 
 
WILLIAM:  How pleasant to meet you, Henry. Your 

Grandmother’s told me. Well, really, a very 
minimal amount about you, in her charming sweet 
way. 

 
IRIS:   It’s not really any of your- 
 
WILLIAM:  Shall we proceed since time is of the essence? 

Henry, I have here your passport to freedom, 
meet your new self, Mr Basil Melton.  

 



HENRY:   Is this a birth certificate?  
 
WILLIAM:  What a clever young mind, yes. And passport and 

Identity card too. But really, the creme de la 
creme, the icing on the cake if you will, a 
letter signed by myself, the honourable Doctor 
William Sutton, excusing Mr Basil Melton from 
any military service. Do memorise the 
information, it will make everything a little 
more credible should anyone care to ask. 
(PAUSE) I’ll hand these over to you, then.  

 
HENRY:  I don’t know what to say. How can I repay you, 

Doctor? 
 
WILLIAM:  Don’t worry, your delightful Grandmother 

explained your story and has given me a little 
extra pocket money, all taken care of.  

 
HENRY:   Thank you so much. 
 
WILLIAM:  I’ll be on my way, I have a rendezvous with a 

red head with terrible taste in men, it could 
be a successful evening. Mrs Mendleson, always 
a pleasure. What a lovely parrot. 

 
IRIS:   He’s a budgerigar. 
 
WILLIAM:   So he is, good evening.  
 

FX: THE SOUND OF THE FRONT DOOR SHUTTING AFTER 
WILLIAM. 

 
HENRY:   Thank you. For all of this. (PAUSE) 
 
IRIS:   You need to go. Tonight.  
 
HENRY:   But it’s the evening. I don’t have anywhere. 
 
IRIS:   If you don’t leave, we'll both be arrested.  
 
HENRY:  But. There’s more I need to fix here. The roof, 

the garden. 
 
IRIS:   I told you, nothing needs fixing. 
 
HENRY:   But- 
 
IRIS:  Just get your things! I can’t give you anymore. 

I gave you weeks, wasn’t that enough? You need 
to contact your mother. 



 
HENRY:   You contact my mother!  
 
IRIS:  I don’t want to talk about her. I’ve told you, 

it was a long time ago. This is your problem, 
you left, you’re the deserter.  

 
HENRY:  No, you’re the deserter! You left her when she 

needed you the most, you drove her away.  
 
IRIS:   You need to stop now, you’re upsetting Rex. 
 
HENRY:  Rex is a bird! I’m upsetting you, because deep 

down you care enough about this. I know you do. 
 
IRIS:  I don’t, I want you out and I want peace, just 

me and Rex, that is all I’m asking for! 
 

FX: THE AIR RAID SIREN STARTS. HENRY’S 
BREATHING STARTS TO QUICKEN AND BECOME 
SHALLOWER. 

 
Look, boy, why don’t you… 
 

HENRY:   It’s. It’s alright, I'm going. 
 
IRIS:   Hang on.  
 
HENRY:   I can- 
 
IRIS:   You don’t have to go. Just keep breathing. 
 
HENRY:   I can’t. 
 
IRIS:  It will pass. (BEAT) It will pass. (PAUSE) I 

hate it in there, but we should probably move 
to the shelter. 

 
HENRY:   I’ll just. Sit here. 
 
IRIS:   We’ll be safer in the shelter. 
 
HENRY:   I didn't. Think you bothered with shelters. 
 
IRIS:   Come on, let’s go. Take my hand, hurry up. 
 

FX: THE SOUND OF A BOMB FALLING, MOVEMENT AND 
THE BACK DOOR BEING OPENED. 

 
Oh, bother. I’ve forgotten Rex.  
 



HENRY:   Just leave him. 
 
IRIS:   I can’t. 
 

(8) INT: BOMB SHELTER 

FX: THE SOUND OF THE SHELTER DOOR CLOSING, 
REX’S TWEETS.  

 
Keep breathing. Fill your lungs.  

 
FX: REX TWEETS.  

 
Yes I know, Rex, I don’t like it here much 
either. 

 
HENRY:   Rex doesn’t like it?  
 
IRIS:   Of course not. He’s a sensible bird.  
 

FX: REX TWEETS.  
 

Exactly, Rex. (BEAT) Well, that breathing’s 
calmed nicely now. 
 

HENRY:   Yes. (PAUSE)  
 
IRIS:   Come on Rex, let’s get you out for a bit. 
 

FX: THE SOUND OF REX’S CAGE OPENING. 
 

Do you want to hold him? 
 
HENRY:   Can I? 
 
IRIS:  Hold out your hand. (PAUSE) Closer. Okay Rex. 

Don’t worry, his hand will stop shaking when 
you stand in it. Come on, out you go.  

 
HENRY:   (LAUGHS) I can see his heart beating. 
 
IRIS:   He’s a force.  
 

FX: REX TWEETS.  
 
HENRY:   They were right about me. I’m broken. (PAUSE) 
 
IRIS:   You’re fine. (PAUSE) 
  
HENRY:   How long have you had Rex? 
 



IRIS:   Five years now. He’s my fourth budgie.  
 
HENRY:   What were the others called? 
 
IRIS:   Rex.  
 
HENRY:   All of them? 
 
IRIS:  I couldn’t be bothered to think of a new name. 

(PAUSE) I thought about letting them all go, 
you know. Taking the cage out, setting them 
free. 

 
HENRY:   Why didn’t you? 
 
IRIS:  I lost my nerve. One came after the other and 

after the other. (BEAT) I got the first one 
after your mother left. (PAUSE) She’d forgive 
you, you know. 

 
HENRY:   She doesn’t understand, she’d make me go back. 
 
IRIS:  Not if she knew. She’s soft on the inside like 

your Grandfather. Heart like a snowflake. 
(PAUSE) 

 
HENRY:   She’d forgive you too. (PAUSE)  
 
IRIS:  I cared so much about what people thought. 

About being seen to be right. Couldn’t do the 
right thing by her. (PAUSE) Been at war with 
myself for half a lifetime. (PAUSE) 

 
HENRY:   We could go and see her. Together.  
 
IRIS:  I don’t leave these walls, Henry. Not these 

streets. (PAUSE) 
 
HENRY:   If I can, then you can, too.  
 
IRIS:   Is that right? 
 
HENRY:   Of course.  
 

FX: REX TWEETS.  
 

Rex agrees. 
 
IRIS:   Oh, don’t you start. He can’t talk you know.  
 
HENRY:   You don’t say. 



 
(THEY LAUGH. PAUSE.) 

 
IRIS:  Steady that hand. That’s it. (BEAT) Well done, 

boy. 
  
HENRY:   See. If I’m not broken. Then neither are you. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


