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Introduction: About the Project 
 
Things to do in a Blackout began before Covid. We started at a time when Brexit was always in the news. 
Our aim was to explore heritage from a different perspective and draw upon the contemporary 
parallels. 
 
During WW2, crime rose by a reported 57%. Fraud, gang culture, looting, and robbery impacted on 
people’s everyday lives. Along with poverty, hunger, illness, and exceptional pressure – what was life 
like back home? What was our relationship with Europe like at that time? 
 
Prior to the first lockdown, we were working with 300 young people across different schools and in a 
military base in Kingston upon Thames. The intention was to create a youth takeover of the National 
Archives in May 2020. 
 
Then Covid hit. 
 
The project perhaps has found new parallels - toilet roll and dried pasta were disappearing from the 
shelves as we made the decision to cancel the project. Hand sanitiser prices rocketed, and people were 
hoarding. 
 
As we were unable to continue to work with the same young people, we took the decision to build a 
digital art project. This will go live in collaboration with the National Archives in May 2021 - marking 70 
years since the Festival of Britain. 
 
We are working with a small group of young people to develop contemporary writing in response to 
the heritage material. From December 2020 until May 2021, we will be releasing a range of resources 
and inviting people to write and record material to add to the website.  
 
The first of our resources are the scripts contained in this pack. We commissioned Sharon Kanolik to 
write six scripts. Imagining a fictional street in London during the Blitz, each script marks a year in the 
war. When you place them all together, they give you a timeline of how crime influenced everyday life 
during the war. 
 
Conceived as radio plays, they will adapt to live performance. They are free to use. You are also welcome 
to sign up to send us your recordings / excerpts of your work and we will include them in the digital art 
project. 
 
Further resources will include: 

- Devising for G.C.S.E Drama: A set of resources to take G.C.S.E students through the process 
of creating work in response to the scripts. 

- Creative Writing: An original set of resources inspired by our young writers project. They 
provide ideas for socially distanced workshops, devising, and cover a wide range of genres.  

- Devising Project: A set of resources to devise a project which uses the heritage material to 
think about recovery and the future. 

 
Want to find out more? 
For free resources around G.C.S.E devising, socially distanced drama making, creative writing. and using 
heritage to create contemporary drama please email Lauren@bouncetheatre.com to sign up to our 
mailing list 
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Making the Scripts:  
An Interview with Sharon Kanolik 

 
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.  
 



 
 

 
5 

 

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.  
 
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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PLAYSCRIPTS SYNOPSES and CAST Lists 
 

Script 1: Big Smoke 
Characters: 
ANNETTA PORDES (13): Female, Cockney 
MRS MCBRIDE (40s): Female, West Country 
PAT MCBRIDE (13): Female, West Country 
EDITH LOWE (13): Female, West Country 
BOBBY SUTCLIFF (14): Male, West Country 
VILLAGER (50s): Female, West Country 
MRS SHAW (30s): Female, West Country 
 

Synopsis: 
Annetta is an evacuee who finds herself in a 
new and unfamiliar rural setting. Her host family 
are far from welcoming and she has no one to 
turn to. How does she cope? Follow her story as 
she finds a friend and learns ways to adapt and 
survive her difficult circumstances. 

Script 2: The Dead End Kids 
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 
 

Synopsis: 
A dramatic and lively story, based on the true-
life events of ‘The Dead End Kids’, a group of 
young people who form an alternative gang and 
find a valiant purpose during the blitz. Their 
heroic exploits save countless lives, but they are 
literally playing with fire. 

Script 3: Alfie & Aida 
Characters: 
ALFIE PARKER (24): Male 
AIDA FROST (22): Female 
MRS FROST (48): Female 
ALFIE’S BOSS (50s): Male 
(ALL CHARACTERS HAVE EAST END ACCENTS) 
CASTING NOTE: Alfie and Aida can be played by 
two actors or multiple actors: two main 
narrators and then their younger selves for each 
flashback scene.  
 

Synopsis: 
Alfie and Aida become thrown together in their 
roles during the Blitz. Auxiliary fire-fighters 
officially, they become rather extra-curricular as 
they perform their civic duties – but where do 
they draw the line? It is a story told in their own 
words, full of character, charm, warmth, and 
humour.  

Script 4: A Tonic 
Characters: 
WILLIAM SUTTON (30s): Male, RP accent 
GRACE SUTTON (30): Female, RP accent 
PEGGY RYE (22): Female, Cockney 
TEDDY THORNE (18): Male, Cockney 
WALTER CASSIDY (39): Male, RP accent 
LARRY MADELY (28): Male, Cockney/RP accent 
LUCY EMBERTON (7): Female, Cockney 
AGNES EMBERTON (38): Female, Cockney 
FRANK EMBERTON (17): Male, Cockney 
MARY (20): Female, Cockney 

Synopsis: 
Full of vivid imagery, through real-time drama, 
internal monologue, and dream sequences, we 
delve into the life of a doctor during the Blitz. 
Dr. Sutton is a deeply charismatic man working 
in an East London community. Indulgent by 
nature, but suffering in grief, he treads a 
tightrope between kind charity and black-
market racketeering. 
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REBECCA KAMMERLING (30s): Female, German, 
Jewish 
 
Script 5: The Deserters 
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 
 

Synopsis: 
Iris is a recluse, badgered by the authorities for 
not adhering to wartime laws, she is suddenly 
imposed upon by her estranged grandson who 
has deserted his military duties and goes into 
hiding in her house. The experience changes 
both of them in more ways than they could 
have imagined. 

Script 6: The Rules 
Characters (Accents are optional): 
REBECCA KAMMERLING (30s): Female, German, 
Jewish 
JOSEPH KAMMERLING (30s): Male, German, 
Jewish 
ESTHER KAMMERLING (5-13): Female, German, 
Jewish 
WALTER KAMMERLING (7-15): Male, German, 
Jewish 
WILLIAM SUTTON (32): Male, British 
CONDUCTOR (40): Male, German 
POLICE OFFICER (40): Male, British, East London 
Accent  
BLACK MARKET DEALER (40): Male, British, East 
London Accent 
 

Synopsis: 
A tale of coping, precarious identity, and 
survival in the relative haven of the London 
Blitz. A German Jewish family experiences 
suspicion and internment. How will they survive 
in their adopted home through the war? How 
will they cope and make ends meet? By 
following “The Rules”. 
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SCRIPT 1 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

BIG SMOKE (Radio Play) 
 

Written by  
Sharon Kanolik 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Characters: 
 
ANNETTA PORDES (13): Female, Cockney 
 
MRS MCBRIDE (40s): Female, West Country 
 
PAT MCBRIDE (13): Female, West Country 
 
EDITH LOWE (13): Female, West Country 
 
BOBBY SUTCLIFF (14): Male, West Country 
 
VILLAGER (50s): Female, West Country 
 
MRS SHAW (30s): Female, West Country 
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(1) EXT: LONDON TRAIN STATION 

FX: SOUND OF A WHISTLE AND A STEAM TRAIN STARTING 

AND PULLING AWAY FROM A STATION.  

 

ANNETTA:  20th September, 1939. Dear Ma. I’m sorry it’s 

taken me so long to write. I’ve been thinking of 

you all the time. Is everything alright? I hope 

you’ve been sleeping better and you’ve managed 

to get hold of some fruit and vegetables. I’ve 

done what you asked me to do and I’ve been a good 

girl. 

 

FX: THE SOUND OF THE TRAIN PICKING UP SPEED. 

 

The journey here was fine, the train, seeing 

London disappear and the fields come up. I didn’t 

talk much to the others, I did what you said and 

kept my head down. 

 

FX: THE SOUND OF THE TRAIN SLOWING DOWN AND THE 

BREAKS STOPPING. 

 

(2) EXT: RURAL TRAIN STATION 

FX: THE SOUND OF THE TRAIN DOOR OPENING. 

 

VILLAGER:  Everybody off! 

 

MRS MCBRIDE: We’ll take that one then.  

 

VILLAGER:  The boy? 

 

MRS MCBRIDE: The skinny girl. What’s her name? 

 

VILLAGER:  Erm- 

 

ANNETTA:   My name is Annetta.  
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FX: THE SOUND OF BIRDSONG AND COWS, A RIVER 

FLOWING.  

 

ANNETTA(CONT): (TO AUDIENCE) Mrs McBride has been kind so far. 

 

(3) INT: KITCHEN 

FX: THE SOUND OF CUTLERY CLINKING AGAINST A 

PLATE. 

 

MRS MCBRIDE:  What you left those for, then?  

 

ANNETTA:  Erm. I’m sorry, Mrs McBride...what, what are 

they? 

 

MRS MCBRIDE: You jokin’? 

 

ANNETTA:   No. 

 

MRS MCBRIDE:  Never seen a leek before? 

 

ANNETTA:   No.  

 

MRS MCBRIDE: No wonder she’s skin and bones. Bloody Londoners.  

 

ANNETTA:  Her daughter, Pat, is thirteen too. She’s been 

very welcoming. 

 

PAT:   Why d’you talk like that? 

 

ANNETTA:   Like what?  

 

PAT:   Like a cockney street rat. 

 

ANNETTA:  (TO AUDIENCE) I think we’re going to be good 

friends. 
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(4) INT: BEDROOM 

FX: THE SOUND OF A LINE BEING CARVED ON A WOODEN 

FLOOR. 

 

PAT:  This is my side of the room. And that’s yours. 

And this is the line that separates us. You don’t 

go over here. And I don’t go over there. Got it? 

 

(5) EXT: FIELDS 

FX: THE SOUND OF WALKING THROUGH A FIELD. 

 

ANNETTA:  The farm is beautiful. Fields as far as you can 

see, all green and beige and bright yellow. Cows 

that stare at you when you walk by. Sometimes 

they follow me around. I’ve never seen so much 

space before. There’s a tree at the top of the 

hill where I come to sit sometimes and be quiet. 

And think about you.  

 

(6) INT: BEDROOM 

FX: THE SOUND OF A BELL RINGING FRANTICALLY. 

 

   What? What is it, what’s wrong? 

 

MRS MCBRIDE:  Six o’clock. Time to get up, skinny. 

 

ANNETTA:   For school? This early? 

 

MRS MCBRIDE:  Milking. 

 

ANNETTA:   (TO AUDIENCE) The days here are full. 

 

(7) EXT: BARN 

 

MRS MCBRIDE:  That’s it. Keep squeezing. Squeeze! More! 
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ANNETTA:   Ugh! Her tail just hit me- 

 

MRS MCBRIDE:  Happens all the time.  

 

FX: THE SOUND OF THE MILK HITTING THE SIDE OF THE 

TIN BUCKET. 

 

Well, we’ll make a farmer out of you after all. 

(BEAT) 

 

ANNETTA:   Can I pat her? 

 

MRS MCBRIDE:  If you like. 

 

ANNETTA:   What’s her name?  

 

MRS MCBRIDE:  This one’s Mabel. Don’t be too long now, school 

starts soon. 

 

FX: THE SOUND OF FOOTSTEPS WALKING AWAY. ANNETTA 

SIGHS.  

 

ANNETTA:  Mabel. I’m sorry I took your milk. (Beat) Do you 

think they’ll like me at school? 

 

FX: THE SOUND OF MABEL MOOING.  

 

Oh good. Glad to hear it. 

 

(8) INT: SCHOOL 

FX: THE SOUND OF A BELL RINGING, CHILDREN 

CHATTERING. 
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MRS SHAW:  And I’m sure you’ll all join me in welcoming our 

shiny new pupils from London. Yes, what is it 

now, Bobby? 

 

BOBBY:   Can they read miss? 

 

FX: THE SOUND OF LAUGHTER. 

 

MRS SHAW:  I’m not sure. Can you read? 

 

ANNETTA:   I- 

 

MRS SHAW:  Let’s hope so for all our sakes! 

 

FX: THE SOUND OF LAUGHTER. 

 

ANNETTA:  (TO AUDIENCE) Ma, school has been very. 

Educational. 

 

EDITH:   Is that your new sister, Pat? 

 

PAT:  She’s not my sister. She doesn’t even know what 

a vegetable is! 

 

EDITH:   What do they eat in London? 

 

PAT:  Baked rats. With ash sauce from the underground. 

 

ANNETTA:   (TO AUDIENCE) I’m learning a lot. 

 

(9) EXT: OUTSIDE SCHOOL 

FX: THE SOUND OF SOMETHING BEING THROWN. 

 

Ow! 

 

BOBBY:   Big Smoke! (PAUSE) Hey, Big Smoke.  
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ANNETTA:   Me?  

 

BOBBY:   Yeah you.  

 

ANNETTA:   That’s not my name. 

 

BOBBY:   What are you doing out here? Sat on your own?  

 

ANNETTA:   Nothing. Just thinking. Why don’t you go and- 

 

BOBBY:   I’m new here too.  

 

ANNETTA:   Oh yeah, very funny. 

 

BOBBY:   No, really. My town got evacuated too.  

 

ANNETTA:   What d’you mean?  

 

BOBBY:  It got turned into a decoy town. They turn the 

lights on every night and let the Germans bomb 

that instead of other towns. So now we live here. 

(BEAT) Our house has been gutted. (BEAT) 

 

ANNETTA:   I’m sorry. (BEAT) Do you like it here? (BEAT) 

 

BOBBY:   I’m hungry, are you hungry?  

 

ANNETTA:   Yeah. Why?  

 

(10) INT: VILLAGE SHOP 

FX: THE SOUND OF A SHOP DOOR OPENING, A BELL 

RINGING.  

 

ANNETTA: (TO AUDIENCE) I’m really getting to know the 

locals in the town.  
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VILLAGER:  What I can do for you two then?  

 

ANNETTA:  Oh, sorry, I’m lost, I’m looking for Barton Farm. 

 

VILLAGER:  Right my love, go left to the crossroads and then 

you’ll see it up ahead. 

 

ANNETTA CLEARS HER THROAT. 

 

ANNETTA:   Sorry, where d’you mean? Can you point for me? 

 

VILLAGER:  (SIGHS) Left down there and then it’s just up 

ahead. 

 

ANNETTA:   Thank you missus.  

 

FX: SOUND OF THE SHOP DOOR OPENING AND CLOSING, 

OUTSIDE. ANNETTA AND BOBBY LAUGH. 

 

BOBBY:   Run! 

 

(11) EXT: VILLAGE ROAD 

FX: THE SOUND OF THEIR RUNNING DOWN STREETS STILL 

LAUGHING. THEY STOP AND CATCH THEIR BREATH. 

 

ANNETTA:   What d’you get?  

 

BOBBY:   Two loaves. Want some now? 

 

FX: THE SOUND OF THEM EATING THE BREAD.  

 

BOBBY(CONT): What’s London like? 

 

ANNETTA:   Noisy. And big.  
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BOBBY:   Is it full of poor people? That’s what I heard.  

 

ANNETTA:   No.  

 

BOBBY:   Are you poor? 

 

ANNETTA:  No. (BEAT) There’s nothing wrong with being poor.  

 

BOBBY:   Do you think your parents are missing you? 

 

ANNETTA:   Course they are. (BEAT) All the time.  

 

FX: THE SOUND OF HEAVY RAIN FALLING. 

 

(TO AUDIENCE) 20th December, 1939. Dear Ma. 

Everything is fine here. I still haven’t heard 

from you. I’m worried, are you taking care of 

yourself? Did you find a job? Christmas is coming 

and there’s excitement here, even with the war. 

I miss you, I’ll be thinking of you on Christmas 

day.  

 

(12) INT: KITCHEN 

FX: THE SOUND OF A PLATE BEING PUT DOWN ON A TABLE.  

 

   Erm. Mrs McBride?  

 

MRS MCBRIDE:  What? 

 

ANNETTA:   Is there any more?  

 

MRS MCBRIDE:  You’ll have what you're given. 

 

ANNETTA:   (BEAT) But. There’s not very much. 

 

MRS MCBRIDE:  I beg your pardon.  
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ANNETTA:   (BEAT) It’s just that. Pat’s got a full plate- 

 

MRS MCBRIDE:  And? (BEAT) You will have. What you, are given.  

 

FX: THE SOUND OF A CHAIR MOVING. 

 

No, no. You don’t eat with us anymore. Sick of 

seeing your scrawny little mouth chewing round 

and round. You sit over there.  

  

(13) INT: VILLAGE SHOP 

FX: THE SOUND OF A SHOP DOOR OPENING AND A SHOP 

DOOR BELL.  

 

BOBBY:   (WHISPERS) Go! 

 

FX: THE SOUND OF THE DOOR OPENING, BOBBY AND 

ANNETTA RUNNING AND THEN LAUGHING. 

 

(14) EXT: OUTSIDE THE VILLAGE 

THE SOUND OF THEIR FOOTSTEPS THROUGH A FIELD.  

 

ANNETTA:   Give me another bite. 

 

BOBBY:  Slow down, aren’t they feeding you at the 

McBrides’? 

 

ANNETTA:  (WITH A MOUTHFUL OF BREAD) Not really. Another 

bite. 

 

BOBBY:   Just have the whole thing.  

 

ANNETTA:   Did you bring the apples?  

 

BOBBY:   Here.  
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ANNETTA:   And the pie? 

 

BOBBY:  Hang on. There you go. You’re gonna make yourself 

sick at that rate.  

 

FX: THE SOUND OF A LETTER BEING UNFOLDED. 

 

What’s this?  

 

ANNETTA:   It’s nothing. Give it here- 

 

BOBBY:  Dear Ma. Why haven’t you written to me yet? Did 

your letter get lost in the post? 

 

ANNETTA:   Give it to me.  

 

BOBBY:   Your Mum forgotten about you?  

 

ANNETTA:   No.  

 

BOBBY:   I’m missing you a lot, please write back. 

 

ANNETTA:  She’s just been busy, she’s doing a lot of 

important things. I know she’ll write soon. 

 

BOBBY:   You can tell me if- 

 

ANNETTA:   Nothing to tell you. Let’s just keep walking.  

 

FX: THE SOUND OF TREES RUSTLING, GENTLE RAIN. A 

DOOR OPENING.  

(16) INT: EMPTY HOUSE 

FX: FOOTSTEPS. 

 

What is this place? 
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BOBBY:  Used to be a house. An old lady lived here. But 

it got bombed.  

 

ANNETTA:   I don’t think we should be in here. 

 

BOBBY:   Army uses it now. Storage. 

 

ANNETTA:   Should go home, it’s getting late. 

 

BOBBY:   Nah, come on. Let’s explore. 

 

FX: THE SOUND OF FOOTSTEPS, FLOORS CREAKING.  

 

ANNETTA:  It smells weird. Smells like gas. Oh my gosh…what 

are those?  

 

BOBBY:   Bullets.  

 

ANNETTA:   And those are- 

 

BOBBY:  Rifles! This is terrific! This must be where the 

army keeps all their ammunition.  

 

ANNETTA:   Bobby don’t touch that.  

 

BOBBY:  Wanna hold it? (BEAT) Have you ever held a rifle 

before?  

 

ANNETTA:   It feels heavy.  

 

BOBBY:  Put your other hand here. That’s it. (PAUSE) 

You’re a soldier now.  

 

ANNETTA:  Well. You hold one too. That one! (BEAT) It’s so 

big for you. 
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BOBBY:   No it’s not!  

 

ANNETTA:  March up and down. Go on! Left, left, right left. 

Left, right left.  

 

BOBBY:   Do I look like a Major?  

 

ANNETTA:   You look like a German.  

 

BOBBY:   Nonsense! 

 

ANNETTA:   Bloody German!  

 

FX: THE SOUND OF THEIR LAUGHTER. 

 

(TO AUDIENCE) Ma. Sometimes I’ve felt lonely.  

 

BOBBY:  Bet you can’t find me, Big Smoke. I’m giving you 

twenty seconds. Nineteen! 

 

ANNETTA:   (TO AUDIENCE) But now I don’t. 

 

BOBBY:   Eighteen! 

 

ANNETTA:  (TO AUDIENCE) In the countryside when the 

Blackout blinds go up and it’s dark outside- 

 

BOBBY:   Twelve! 

 

ANNETTA:  (TO AUDIENCE) You can see the stars so brightly.  

 

BOBBY:   Seven! 

 

ANNETTA:  (TO AUDIENCE) I wonder if you can see them too 

Ma, in Stepney. If you miss me. 
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BOBBY:   Three! 

 

ANNETTA:   (TO AUDIENCE) If you think about me at all. 

 

BOBBY:   One!  

 

ANNETTA:   (TO AUDIENCE) And why you never write back. 

 

(17) INT: BEDROOM 

FX: THE SOUND OF ANNETTA SLEEPING HEAVILY. 

 

  20th February, 1940. Dear Ma. Everything is fine 

here.  

 

MRS MCBRIDE:  What are you doing girl?  

 

ANNETTA:   What? 

 

MRS MCBRIDE:  It’s eight. You’ve overslept.  

 

ANNETTA:  I. I didn’t. I’m sorry. I have to get to school- 

 

MRS MCBRIDE:  Not until you’ve milked Mabel.  

 

ANNETTA:   But. I’ll be in trouble- 

 

MRS MCBRIDE:  You’re already in trouble here. Mabel will be in 

discomfort.  

 

ANNETTA:   But could you- 

 

MRS MCBRIDE:  Could I? 

 

FX: THE SOUND OF ANNETTA RUNNING IN THE HOUSE. 

SHE’S A BIT BREATHLESS. 
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ANNETTA:  (BEAT) Pat? Pat, could you milk Mabel for me? I 

didn’t mean to oversleep. 

 

PAT:  I’m not really feeling in much of a milking mood.  

 

ANNETTA:   Or could you tell Mrs Shaw I’ve not been well? 

 

PAT:   You’re asking me to lie for you?  

 

ANNETTA:   (BEAT) No, of course not, I just- 

 

PAT:  I’ll see you at school. Enjoy your milking, 

street rat. 

 

(18) INT: SCHOOL 

FX: THE SOUND OF ANNETTA RUNNING AND PANTING. THE 

SCHOOL DOOR OPENING. 

 

ANNETTA:  (TO AUDIENCE) Ma, I’m doing well, I think you’d 

be proud of me. 

 

MRS SHAW:  Why are you late, Annetta? 

 

ANNETTA:   I’m sorry, Mrs Shaw, I just-  

 

MRS SHAW:  Yes? 

 

ANNETTA:   It’s. It’s my fault. (BEAT) 

 

MRS SHAW:  I don’t know how it works in London, Annetta. And 

I don’t care to. But down here, we respect 

education and children are on time.  

 

ANNETTA:   Yes, Mrs Shaw. 
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MRS SHAW:  Put your wrists out.  

 

ANNETTA:   Please, Mrs Shaw, I won’t do it again. 

 

MRS SHAW:  I said, put your wrists out. 

 

FX: ANNETTA BREATHES IN. THE SOUND OF A CANE 

SWOOSHING THROUGH THE AIR.  

 

ANNETTA:  (TO AUDIENCE) I’ve been doing what you told me 

to do, I’ve been making good choices.  

 

(19) INT: EMPTY HOUSE 

 

BILLY:  (IMPERSONATING A MELODRAMATIC MIDDLE-CLASS 

AMERICAN WOMAN, AS IN IN A 1930S GANGSTER MOVIE) 

Why, young lady what are you doing with that 

rifle? 

 

ANNETTA:  (IMPERSONATING A NEW YORK GANGSTER) Missus, I 

ain’t no lady. This is stick up. Put ya hands in 

the air and gimme your wallet, or ya dead. 

 

BILLY:  I’m being threatened by a juvenile delinquent. 

Help! 

 

ANNETTA:  Shout all you like. Nobody gonna hear you, lady.  

 

FX: BILLY STARTS LAUGHING, THEY RETURN TO THEIR 

NORMAL VOICES. 

 

BILLY:   Where did you learn to talk like that? 

 

ANNETTA:  From seeing them gangster films at the pictures. 

They’re the best! 
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BILLY:   Do your wrists still hurt? 

 

ANNETTA:   No.  

 

BILLY:   We could hear you screaming down the corridor. 

 

ANNETTA:   I was puttin’ it on. 

 

FX: THE SOUND OF A FLOOR CREAKING. 

 

D’you hear something? 

 

FX: THE SOUND OF THE DOOR OPENING. 

 

PAT:  What on earth are you doing here? (BEAT) Playing 

with guns? You’re gonna be in so much trouble. 

Just wait ‘til I tell Mum. And Mrs Shaw! And the 

police! Get your wrists ready, street rat. 

 

ANNETTA:   You tell anyone, and I’ll kill you. I promise. 

 

PAT:   Put that gun down, who do you think you are- 

 

FX: THE SOUND OF THE BOLT ON THE RIFLE BEING 

PULLED BACK. 

 

ANNETTA:   I promise. Don’t make me pull the trigger.  

 

BILLY:   Annetta, put the gun down-  

 

ANNETTA:   I know where you sleep at night. 

 

BILLY:  Look Pat, this isn’t Annetta’s fault. It was all 

my idea, Annetta just did what I said.  

 

ANNETTA:   No, it wasn’t.  
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BOBBY:   Annetta. 

 

ANNETTA:  It wasn’t. I was in on it too. (BEAT) Swear not 

to tell or I’ll paint this shed with your guts. 

 

PAT:   I won’t tell anyone. 

 

BOBBY:   Annetta, put the gun down.  

 

ANNETTA:   My name is not Annetta. It’s Big Smoke.  

 

(20) INT: BEDROOM 

FX: THE SOUND OF THE MORNING BELL RINGING  

 

(TO AUDIENCE) 20th April 1940. Dear Ma, Spring 

has come, and everything is wonderful here. The 

countryside is blossoming and the McBrides have 

been so kind. 

 

MRS MCBRIDE:  Skinny, time to get up! 

 

ANNETTA:  (TO AUDIENCE) I’m really seeing eye-to-eye with 

Pat now.  

 

PAT:   Just a minute. 

 

ANNETTA:  Them cows ain’t gonna milk themselves, Patricia. 

 

PAT:   I’m going.  

 

FX: THE SOUND OF PAT GETTING OUT OF BED. 

 

ANNETTA:  (TO AUDIENCE) Pat was so generous and offered to 

swap beds with me. She gives me some extra treats 

as well.  
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PAT:   But they’re my favourite. 

 

ANNETTA:   Hand ‘em over. Now.  

 

FX: THE SOUND OF ANNETTA EATING TREATS. 

 

Mmmm, tasty! (BEAT) She really is like a sister. 

 

(21) EXT: SCHOOL 

FX: THE SOUND OF SCHOOL, CHILDREN CHATTING AND 

PLAYING IN THE PLAYGROUND. 

 

(TO AUDIENCE) People at school are very. 

Respectful now. (BEAT) What d’you want? 

 

EDITH:   I’ll trade you the eggs for this pie.  

 

ANNETTA:   I’ll think about it. 

 

EDITH:  Alright, alright. I’ll give you the bread as 

well. As an extra. 

 

ANNETTA:   Bobby, sort her out.  

 

BOBBY:   Yes, Big Smoke.  

 

ANNETTA:   And hurry up. Ain’t got all day. 

 

BOBBY:   Sorry. 

 

ANNETTA:  (TO AUDIENCE) You could say, I’ve been very 

entrepreneurial.  

 

FX: THE SOUND OF RUNNING OUT OF A DOOR. 

(22) EXT: COUNTRYSIDE 
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FX: THE SOUND OF RUNNING THROUGH A FOREST. 

 

ANNETTA(CONT): (TO AUDIENCE) The sunsets in the countryside are 

like nothing else I’ve ever seen. The sky goes 

orange and it pops down under the hill but then 

even afterwards, everything still glows. 

Sometimes, now the weather’s getting better, I 

run through the fields. I think of all the 

streets in Stepney and remember how they connect 

together and where they lead to. I can get lost 

here. (BEAT) I’m sorry that it took me so long 

to reply to your letter. I’ve been busy, just 

like you. And thanks for the offer for me to come 

back home, Ma. I think, actually, I'll stay here 

a bit longer. Seems like you can take care of 

yourself. (BEAT) Well, so can I.  
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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 
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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.  



 
 

 
37 

 

 
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. 
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SCRIPT 3 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

AIDA AND ALFIE (Radio Play) 
 

Written by 
Sharon Kanolik 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Characters: 
 
ALFIE PARKER (24): Male 

 
AIDA FROST (22): Female 

 
MRS FROST (48): Female 

 
ALFIE’S BOSS (50s): Male 

 
(ALL CHARACTERS HAVE EAST END ACCENTS) 
 
SCENES NOTE: THE STORY IS TOLD IN AIDA AND ALFIE’S OWN WORDS 
FROM THE COMFORT OF THEIR HOME. THERE IS DIRECTORIAL CHOICE 
AND FLEXIBILITY FOR USING FLASHBACKS ON LOCATION OR ACTING THE 
WHOLE SCENE JUST FROM ONE ROOM. 
 
CASTING NOTE: ALFIE AND AIDA CAN BE PLAYED BY TWO ACTORS OR 
MULTIPLE ACTORS: TWO MAIN NARRATORS AND THEN THEIR YOUNGER 
SELVES FOR EACH FLASHBACK SCENE.  
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AIDA:  My Alfie, he likes to say it was love at first 
sight, and it was, he saw me and fell head over 
heels in an instant. Took me a little while 
cause I was used to having a little bit more. 
Action, as it were.   

 
ALFIE:   What it was, was Aida had a bit of reputation- 

 
AIDA:   I was popular.  
 
ALFIE:   Not a bad one- 
 
AIDA:   I was just- 
 
ALFIE:   Well known. 
 
AIDA:  But imagine, I’m twenty two years old, living 

the prime of my life, not bad looking if I do 
say so myself, touch of rustic grimy charm 
about me and the gift of the gab, we’d been at 
war with them Germans two long bloody years and 
then I get the call to serve. In His Majesty’s 
fire service, nonetheless, they thought, 
rightly, time to get the girls in. My first day 
of training, I’m stood in front of the mirror 
in the front room, my helmet- weighs about the 
same as the crown bloody jewels- trousers, 
jacket, wellington boots.  

 
MRS FROST:  Dunno what you look like, girl, not very 

ladylike is it? How you gonna find a fella 
wearing that?  

AIDA:  As always, Ma’s a pillar of hope and strength. 
‘Not tryin’ to find a fella am I, I’m helpin’ 
with the war effort'. (BEAT) Blimey. When I was 
fourteen I realised I’d be a tremendous driver 
so I nagged my old man senseless, hour after 
hour. I wore him right down and he let me have 
a go on the hackney carriage. Course I was a 
bloody natural, never been more comfortable 
than behind that steering wheel, Dad said it 
was astonishing for a woman to pick it up so 
quick. Anyway, the old geezer at the 
Firestation watches me take their cart for a 
trot round Bow, obviously he’s overwhelmed by 
my skill, so they make me chief driver. Next 
night The Germans start chucking bombs over 
Wapping, they send me out in the car with a 
load of hoses and buckets and guess who’s next 
to me in the passenger seat? My Alfie Parker. 
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ALFIE:  It was my first week too and I have to tell 
you, I wasn’t feeling too happy about it. 
Puking in the lav every morning at the prospect 
of going into fires. See I managed to get 
injured in my first week of army service, 
accidentally shot me self in the shin in 
training, put me out for months and for some 
reason, they didn’t invite me back. 

  
AIDA:   But we don’t dwell on it. 
  
ALFIE:  We don’t dwell on it! As I say, I was feeling a 

bit peculiar about bein’ a fireman. I didn't 
feel like I’d lived enough yet, kept thinking 
of the worst that could happen. But then I got 
into that car and saw Aida behind the wheel. 
She looked like a cross between Katherine 
Hepburn. And my Aunt Pearl. I was speechless. 

  
AIDA:  Evening. (BEAT) Well? Got anything to say for 

yourself? 
  
ALFIE:   I didn’t think it would be a woman driving. 
  
AIDA:   Yep, buckle up love. 
  

FX: THE SOUND OF A CAR PULLING AWAY AT SPEED. 
 
ALFIE:   Blimey you drive quick.  
  
AIDA:  Gotta get to the fire. (PAUSE) First time being 

driven by a woman? 
 
ALFIE:   That’s right.  
 
AIDA:   Well, get used to it.   
 
ALFIE:   I don’t care.  
 
AIDA:   Don’tcha?  
 
ALFIE:  Nah. Never liked driving much myself. (BEAT) 

Always happy to catch a ride.  
 
AIDA:   Is that right. 
 
 

FX: SOUND OF THE CAR STOPPING AND A CAR DOOR 
OPENING.  

 



 
 

 
47 

 

AIDA (CONT): Well, here we are. Can smell the smoke. (BEAT) 
He just sits there, Alfie does, his face, white 
as a sheet. Gonna get out then sweetheart? 
(PAUSE) 

 
ALFIE:   I. I can’t. 
 
AIDA:  Well you have to. I can’t put a fire out. 

(PAUSE) What’s the problem? 
 
ALFIE:   I. I don’t wanna die. 
 
AIDA:  We’re all gonna die at some point sweetheart. 

Probably not tonight though. Well, maybe, but. 
Here, let me come with you. 

 
ALFIE:  So she gets me out of the car, next thing I 

know, there we both are, dropping buckets of 
sand in some poor fella’s front room. But we 
got the fire out. 

 
AIDA:   Alright, then?  
 
ALFIE:  Yeah. (PAUSE) In truth I’d not felt that right 

since before I popped a bullet in my left shin.  
 
AIDA:  See. Told ya, we wasn’t gonna die tonight. 

(PAUSE) Now, it wasn’t that I didn’t think of 
him in the intervening weeks.  

 
ALFIE:   She was just busy. 
 
AIDA:  I was busy. Had me volunteering, that kept me 

on the straight and narrow, and then my 
gallivanting- 

 
ALFIE:   Courting and the like- 
 
AIDA:   Well, that didn’t. But we don’t dwell on that. 
 
ALFIE:   We don’t dwell on it. 
 
AIDA:  But he did cross my mind when I went for my 

shifts, those wide eyes, nervous smile, the way 
he giggled after we put the flames out. I 
thought about him, back at me Mum’s telling her 
and me Dad to put a sock in it, driving down 
Bow Road taking equipment. So much so, I 
accidentally crashed the cart into a lamppost 
in Poplar. 
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ALFIE:   Could’ve happened to anyone. 
 
AIDA:  Very common mistake. So they told me I couldn’t 

drive any more. Bit uptight I thought. 
 
ALFIE:   Very uptight. 
 
AIDA:  They told me I’d have to stick to firewatching. 

Sent me to a factory in Stepney with all me 
gear. I was not happy. 

 
ALFIE:   Had a face on her like a slapped arse- 
 
AIDA:  But I still looked exceptional, slammed me 

bucket down and when I looked up, who else was 
there? My Alfie Parker! 

 
ALFIE:   Didn’t think I’d see you again. 
 
AIDA:   Here I am.  
 
ALFIE:   Got something you might like.  
 
AIDA:  He takes a small packet out of his pocket and 

unwraps it. (BEAT) Where d’you get this? I 
ain’t seen chocolate in two years? 

 
ALFIE:   Fell off the back of a truck.  
 
AIDA:  He drops the last square in the centre of my 

palm and I worry I’ll melt it with the heat of 
my hand. The taste feels new and familiar all 
at once, suddenly I’m back in 1938 at Christmas 
time swiping whisky when my Dad’s turned his 
back, my tenth birthday in 1930 annoying my 
sisters, the sweetness of those times. 

 
ALFIE:   Try and make it last. 
 
AIDA:   Gone now.  
 
ALFIE:  In a blackout you see blurs and shapes, I look 

out at my neighbourhood and reinvent what it 
looks like in my mind. 

 
AIDA:   Like a jigsaw with the pieces rearranged.  
 
ALFIE:  That night the incendiaries hit a house down 

the street from us. I saw the sizzling of the 
flames from the corner of my eye.  
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AIDA:  The other firewatchers were already there, 
pouring sand.  

 
ALFIE:   We finished the job off and checked for bodies.  
 
AIDA:  Luckily we didn’t find none. I saw a glint on a 

shelf as we began to leave and wrapped my hand 
around it, a bottle of port. Thirsty? 

 
ALFIE:   Where d’you get this from? 
 
AIDA:  Inside. It’s our reward. (Pause) Well? I’ll 

drink on my own if you ain’t havin’ any?  
 
ALFIE:  I gulped down a big mouthful of the booze and 

coughed like an adolescent.  
 

(AIDA LAUGHS) 
 

I remember her wiping the corner of my mouth, 
taking the bottle back and having a gigantic 
swig.  

 
FX: PAUSE. THE SOUND OF THE AIR RAID SIRENS AND 
FIRE.  

 
AIDA:  The next week we go to a fire at a rum 

warehouse, barrels popping like bombs and 
blazing liquid pouring from the double doors. 
Lots of us are there, we help other 
firewatchers with their hoses, calm the flames 
down. We start the clear up, including moving 
the bodies. 

 
ALFIE:  I turn over a man. His eyes are fixed and 

staring way into the distance. I realise he 
must be a similar age to me and close his eyes 
shut. I want him to be at peace. He’s wearing 
overalls and around his neck, a chain with a St 
Christopher’s Cross on it. I’m not sure why but 
I undo the chain and put it around my own neck. 
There’s a wallet leaning out of his pocket and 
I take it. I look up and Aida’s watching me.  

 
AIDA:  Now, don’t get me wrong, I ain’t no saint, 

you’ve probably guessed that by now. But taking 
things from the dead. (BEAT) I’d never imagined 
that.  

 
ALFIE:  We get out of the warehouse and head back to 

our post. She don’t speak for a long time, 
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ALFIE (CONT):  usually can’t shut her up. (PAUSE) I know what 
you’re thinking. (PAUSE) I don’t have much. 
Nothing really. He’s dead. He’s gone. What’s 
he’s gonna do with the money? Or a necklace? It 
should go to the living. 

 
AIDA:   What about his family? 
 
ALFIE:  If it’s not me taking it then someone else 

will. Guaranteed. (PAUSE) 
 
AIDA:  I take a look inside the wallet. The outside of 

it is charred, but inside the money’s all fine. 
The coins sit in my palm, I let them rest 
there. (PAUSE) D’you like salt beef? (BEAT) 

 
ALFIE:  Aida takes me to a house near the river and 

knocks on the door. A fella comes out and she 
hands him some money. We wait a while. He comes 
back again holding two salt beef sandwiches. I 
can still remember the taste of it, the 
tenderness of the beef and the thickness of the 
bread. We make it last as long as we can. I’m 
nearly late to start my shift at the docks. 

 
AIDA:   Hang on a second. 
 
ALFIE:  Aida grabs my collar and kisses me on the 

mouth.  
 
AIDA:  That’ll keep you going for the rest of the day. 

(PAUSE) I share a room, bed, and clothes with 
my sisters, Ethel and Enid, three peas in a 
pod. There’s not much room to move but one 
thing I do have is a drawer and everything in 
it is all mine. I put all the things we’ve 
taken in there.  

 
ALFIE:   We stop saying taken… 
 
AIDA:  And start saying borrowed. Aida and Alfie are 

borrowers. We borrowed The Saint Christopher 
from the man in the Warehouse, the night that 
Alfie first kissed me. The contents of a safe 
from a caf in Bethnal Green that paid for our 
trip to the cinema. A watch from an old lady in 
Limehouse. A wallet from a fella who didn’t 
make it in a factory in Poplar that brought us 
three packs of cigarettes. 
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ALFIE:  We smoked half a pack in a night watching 
warehouses. Aida told me her life story- 

 
AIDA:   It was scintillating.  
 
ALFIE:   And I told her mine. 
 
AIDA:   It was brief.   
 
ALFIE:   We talked about our plans for the future. 
 
AIDA:  I want to own my own car and I just wanna 

drive. All over England, Europe, the world. 
When there’s peace. I’m proper fed up of all 
these countries and borders. I don’t want a 
home, don’t want to settle in one place. Just 
wanna drive.  

 
ALFIE:  I want a home. One that’s not rubble, with a 

little garden and a drive for your car. And 
room for kids. Lots of ’em.  

 
AIDA:   Won’t get those from me.  
 
ALFIE:   You don’t want kids? 
 
AIDA:  Nah. Got other things to do. (PAUSE) Will that 

be a problem? (PAUSE) 
 
ALFIE:   Course not. I was only joking really- 
 
AIDA:   Was you? (PAUSE) 
 
ALFIE:   I just. I want what you want. (PAUSE) 
 
AIDA:  Sometimes we borrow other things. Photos and 

trinkets. We make it a point to remember each 
person. To savour each cigarette, each 
collective breath. (PAUSE) 

 
ALFIE:  One night we spot flames in a house on Smithey 

Street. We carry an old couple out, still in 
their dressing gowns, lungs full of smoke.  

 
AIDA:  When the ambulance has taken them, we head back 

to our post.  
 
ALFIE:  Thank God they’re alive. Think they’ll be 

alright? 
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AIDA:  Course they will. Strong as old boots them two. 
Like you and me. 

 
ALFIE:  What you got there? Aida takes out a load of 

things from her pocket. China, boxes and gold 
rings, shiny even in the dark.  

 
AIDA:   I borrowed 'em. (BEAT) 
 
ALFIE:   But they didn’t die. 
 
AIDA:  Well they will do. Sooner than I will. What’s 

that look for? 
 
ALFIE:  I thought we agreed, it’s only if they’re dead. 

Then it’s alright. 
 
AIDA:  Look, it’s the older generation’s fault we’re 

in this mess. All these wars and problems. 
Nothing to do with me, I’m just an innocent 
bystander- 

 
ALFIE:   Innocent? 
 
AIDA:  So this is some payback. They need to take 

responsibility.  
 
ALFIE:   It’s all our responsibility. 
 
AIDA:  Not mine. (PAUSE) Oh, have you found your moral 

compass now? Funny how you mislaid it so long. 
 
ALFIE:   Aida- 
 
AIDA:  We don’t live in a world that’s equal. You 

think those people in them fancy town houses in 
West London are three to a bed like me and my 
family? I’m not just a borrower, I’m an 
equaliser. We just need to do what we can to 
get through this. 

 
ALFIE:  But those old dears. They’re not rich. They 

don’t deserve this.  
 
AIDA:  Where, you going? Hang on! All of this was your 

idea anyway! (PAUSE) 
 
ALFIE:  Not this way. (PAUSE) I’ll see you tomorrow. 

(PAUSE) 
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AIDA:  You’ll never do better than me, Alfie, never! I 
promise you that! (PAUSE) Well, I have to say, 
even though obviously I carry the ‘higher 
status in the complex dynamics’ between Alfie 
and myself… 

 
ALFIE:   Eh?  
 
AIDA:  …that day I weren’t feelin’ too hot. I pop home 

and try and sleep but I’m so restless Ethel and 
Enid kick me outta the bed. I nip to the shop 
and try and hustle some extra veg but I’ve lost 
me magic charm and only leave with one carrot. 
Kids are playing soldiers in the streets in all 
the rubble. Funny how you get used to it, 
little nippers pretending to be bombers, all 
the houses with their faces blown off. I have a 
chat with myself and came up with a solution. 
Then I find myself at the docks, where I know 
Alfie will be.  

 
ALFIE:  What you doing here Aida? I’m sposed to be 

working.  
 
ALFIE’S BOSS:  You can take a break, Parker, been bloody 

useless all morning.  
 
ALFIE:  We sit by the river. Aida’s wearing a serious 

frown. 
 
AIDA:  Now, Alfie, I’ve given what you have said a bit 

of thought. Considerable thought, that is. See 
it really is only once in a bluest moon that 
I’m wrong- 

 
ALFIE:   Really? 
 
AIDA:  And last night I might have been. Wrong, that 

is. (PAUSE) 
 
ALFIE:   I see. 
 
AIDA:  And I wondered. What if we make some rules? For 

how we wanna do things? Put a bit of a plan in? 
 
ALFIE:   I do like a plan. 
 
AIDA:   So we only rob off the dead ones.  
 
ALFIE:   Yep. 
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AIDA:   Unless the live ones don’t seem right. (Pause) 
 
ALFIE:   Alright. 
 
AIDA:  And the money. Well, some of it we give away. 

To needy folks. Know who I mean?  
 
ALFIE:   Like Robin Hood?  
 
AIDA:  Yeah. We’ll be like the Robin Hoods of the East 

End. But we’ll keep a little bit as well, for 
some booze and fags and a salt beef sarnie. I’d 
be partial to a new dress as well. (Pause) What 
d’you think?  

 
ALFIE:   Yeah. That sounds alright.  
 
AIDA:  I knew it would. (PAUSE) There’s just one other 

thing. I got something for you, Alf. I take the 
ring I swiped from the old dear’s house and 
clumsily put it on Alfie’s ring finger. 

 
ALFIE:   Where’s this from? 
 
AIDA:  I’m just borrowing it! (PAUSE) See, I don’t 

reckon you should be with anyone else, Alfie. 
Only me. For life. 

 
ALFIE:   Like a prison sentence? 
 
AIDA:   Alfie! (PAUSE) Well, then?  
 
ALFIE:   I’m the one who’s sposed to ask you, Aida! 
 
AIDA:  Don’t you dare. I am asking you. (PAUSE) You 

gonna marry me, then, Alfie? Make me an honest 
woman? 

 
ALFIE:   You? Honest? 
 

(THEY BOTH LAUGH) 
 
AIDA:  Course, he said yes. We got married in 1943 and 

celebrated with a proper knees-up. 
 
ALFIE:   Everybody was talking about it.  
 
AIDA:  We carried on borrowing and giving, all the way 

til the end of the War.  
 
ALFIE:   We like to think of it as our version of- 
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AIDA:  Community service. I got my first car in 1953. 

I drove Alfie everywhere. 
 
ALFIE:   Mostly up the wall. 
 
AIDA:   Even made it all the way to the Grand Canyon.  
 
ALFIE:   Which is a hell of a long way from Stepney. 
 
AIDA:  It was the finest Morris Minor you’ll ever see. 

And we nicknamed it. Well, Morris. It was 
Alfie’s idea. 

 
ALFIE:  Well, it makes sense, don’t it, the car’s 

already called Morris.  
 
AIDA:  A nickname ain’t a nickname if it’s the same as 

the actual name, dear. He’s knows I’m right. 
 
ALFIE:   I know she’s right. 
 
AIDA:   And that’s, why we’re equal. 
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SCRIPT 4 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A TONIC (Radio Play) 
 

Written by  
Sharon Kanolik 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Characters: 
 
WILLIAM SUTTON (30s): Male, RP accent 
 
GRACE SUTTON (30): Female, RP accent 
 
PEGGY RYE (22): Female, Cockney 
 
TEDDY THORNE (18): Male, Cockney 
 
WALTER CASSIDY (39): Male, RP accent 
 
LARRY MADELY (28): Male, Cockney/RP accent 
 
LUCY EMBERTON (7): Female, Cockney 
 
AGNES EMBERTON (38): Female, Cockney 
 
FRANK EMBERTON (17): Male, Cockney 
 
MARY (20): Female, Cockney 
 
REBECCA KAMMERLING (30s): Female, German, Jewish 
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(1) INT: LONDON UNDERGROUND PLATFORM 

FX: THE SOUND OF JAZZ MUSIC AND LOTS OF PEOPLE. 
 
AGNES:  Doctor? Can you take a look at my daughter 

next? She’s gotten awful thin. 
 
WILLIAM:  Alright. (PAUSE)  

 
(TO AUDIENCE) The little girl is rather skinny, 
the exact opposite of her mother, who’s haircut 
and stature reminds me of a rare breed of 
Highland cattle I once saw on one of my pre-war 
explorations. How’s she’s managed to achieve 
that in wartime, I do not know. (BEAT) 
 
Let’s have a look at you, then, young lady. And 
what’s your name? 

 
LUCY:   Lucy.  
 
WILLIAM:   Lucy. What does that mean, then? 
 
LUCY:   Means light. 
 
WILLIAM:  Even in a Blackout? How charming. (BEAT)  
 

(TO AUDIENCE) I somehow magically block out the 
sounds of the hundreds of people sleeping and 
conversing on the tracks and the platform.  

 
FX: THE SOUND OF A HEARTBEAT. 

 
I concentrate solely on the rhythm of Lucy’s 
heart, the beat marches in and out of my 
stethoscope. (BEAT) 
 
Strong.   

 
AGNES:   That’s good, innit Luce? 
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) The child smiles obligingly. I 

notice a patch of dirt on her forehead, slender 
like a small island, the after-effects of her 
day. I take a cloth and remove the brown.  

 
I hope you don’t mind, Lucy, you won’t miss 
that, will you? 

 
LUCY:   (LAUGHS) Nah, mister.  
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WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) I spray the child’s throat with 

some disinfectant.  
 
AGNES:   D’you think she’s alright? Not too skinny? 
 
WILLIAM:   One might say, small but mighty. She’s fine. 
 
AGNES:   Doctor, would you look at my son too? 
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) A slender lad has appeared by the 

woman’s side. His cap is lop-sided and he 
ruffles Lucy’s hair.  

 
Of course, how old are you? 

 
FRANK:   Seventeen, sir. 
 
WILLIAM:   A fine age. 
 
FRANK:   I’ll be called up soon. In the New Year. 
 
LUCY:   He's the man of the house. 
 
FRANK:   Lucy. 
 
WILLIAM:   At seventeen? (TO AUDIENCE) The boy swallows. 
 
AGNES:  They lost their father. And their brothers too. 

(BEAT) It’s been a hard winter.  
 

FX: THE SOUND OF A HEARTBEAT. 
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) Frank’s heartbeat dances and 

gallops underneath the stethoscope.  
 

Steady as a ship. That’s a strong heart too, 
young man.  

 
FRANK:   Thank you, sir. 
 
WILLIAM:   Just keep up with their fruit and veg. 
 
MOTHER:   Can’t get our hands on much of that. 
 
WILLIAM:  I suspect because you’re eating all of the 

food? 
 
MOTHER:   I beg your- 
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WILLIAM:  Just a joke. Have these to start. (TO AUDIENCE) 
I take two apples from my pocket and place them 

WILLIAM  
(CONT): in the child’s grubby paws. Have a wonderful 

evening.  
 

(2) INT: HAMMERSMITH PALAIS DE DANSE, LONDON 

FX: THE SOUND OF A DRUM BEAT AND JAZZ MUSIC.  
 

(TO AUDIENCE) The band at the Palais are 
playing jazz from across the pond quite 
competently for once. I swig on a scotch at the 
bar and scan the room. (BEAT) No. No. No. An 
elegant looking blonde standing by the door 
with a friend who resembles a scarecrow.  

 
PEGGY:   What, can I do for you, then? 
 
WILLIAM:  I suspect that you’re bored by your friend’s 

limited conversation and most of the chaps in 
this room.  

 
PEGGY:   That’s a bit rude, innit? 
 
WILLIAM:  But correct? In any case, I’ve come to offer 

you a dance.  
 
PEGGY:   Erm. I’m not sure- 
 
WILLIAM:  Put simply, there’s nothing for you to lose and 

everything for you to gain. Shall we? (PAUSE)  
 

(TO AUDIENCE) Luckily as well as being the most 
attractive woman in the room, she’s also a good 
mover. Like most of the others, she sings along 
to the songs, which is rather jarring. 

 
PEGGY:   Don’t you like singing?  
 
WILLIAM:  No. (TO AUDIENCE) I spin her halfway across the 

room hoping for a change in the conversation.  
 
PEGGY:   Are you a soldier? 
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) They always like soldiers. I play 

along.  
 

Yes, I am. I’m a Major, back on leave at the 
moment. Who knows where I’ll be next. 
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PEGGY:   Oh gosh. Have you ever killed a man? 
 
WILLIAM:  Hundreds of them. It was agonising. But of 

course, I did it for our country.  
 

(3) INT/EXT: WILLIAM’S DREAM 

FX: THE JAZZ MUSIC ENDS. THE TICKING OF A 
CLOCK. 

 
GRACE:  I never understand why you don’t tell them who 

you really are. 
 
WILLIAM:   Why would I do that?  
 
GRACE:   No one will get to know the real you. 
 
WILLIAM:   You know the real me.  
 
GRACE:   But I’m not really here. 
 
WILLIAM:  Yes you are. (BEAT) (TO AUDIENCE) In tonight’s 

dream Grace is wearing her wedding dress and 
we’re back on our village green.  

 
GRACE:   You’re stirring.  
 
WILLIAM:   (TO AUDIENCE) I try to walk to her.  

 
Hang on. I miss you.  

 
GRACE:   I’ll be back soon. 
 
WILLIAM:   Hang on.  
 

(4) INT: WILLIAM’S BEDROOM 

FX: THE SOUND OF AN ALARM CLOCK RINGING. 
 

(TO AUDIENCE) Grace fades and when I open my 
eyes I realise I’m in my own bed. I smell of 
last night and my head is buzzing. Besides my 
bed my medical bag is staring up at me, the 
scars on the wall still angry from when the 
house was hit. Time to begin. 
 

(5) INT: WILLIAM’S OFFICE 

 
WALTER:   I’m Walter, Walter Cassidy. 
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WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) The boy is turned out like an 
adolescent bank manager in a hat and suit, 
spots on his cheeks like tiny craters giving 
his age away. He holds out a hand and shakes 
mine firmly. 

  
WALTER:   Thank you for seeing me, Doctor. 
  
WILLIAM:   And you’re based in. Hampstead? 
  
WALTER:   Yes. 
  
WILLIAM:   What brings you to the East End? 
  
WALTER:  Well, Dr Sutton, you came so highly. 

Recommended. 
  
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) I smile and take a sip of 

cordial.  
 

Goodness, talk like that will make me blush. 
(BEAT) And how can I help you today Mr Cassidy? 

  
WALTER:  Well Doctor, I seem to be having a problem with 

my right knee. 
  
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) I cast my mind back three minutes 

ago when this young whippersnapper sprung into 
my office. (BEAT)  

 
What seems to be the issue? 

  
WALTER:  It’s an intense pain, sometimes I can feel it 

from my hip all the way down my leg. It’s been 
with me for some time now, it’s stopping me 
from doing so many things. I can’t even play 
cricket anymore. 

  
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) The boy holds his knee and looks 

up at me like a wounded cocker spaniel. I 
decide to have a little fun. (BEAT)  

 
I’m so sorry to hear that Mr Cassidy, you must 
be greatly. Distressed. How about I investigate 
that knee, let’s take a look. 

  
WALTER:   Erm. Yes sure.  
 
WILLIAM:   Why don’t you stand up here for me? 
 
WALTER:   You mean- 
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FX: THE SOUND OF A KNOCK AND A DOOR OPENING. 

 
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) A knock and before I’ve had the 

chance to answer, another suited man strides 
in, a silver haired shinier version of Walter 
with an even firmer handshake. 

  
ANTHONY:  My apologies Doctor Sutton, I intended to 

arrive earlier but had some urgent business to 
attend to. Anthony Cassidy. 

  
WALTER:   My father. 
 
ANTHONY:  Thank you so much for looking at Walter’s poor 

flailing knee. 
  
WILLIAM:  You’re quite welcome. (BEAT) (TO AUDIENCE) 

There’s something so familiar about this chap.  
 
ANTHONY:   Are you a parent, Dr Sutton? 
 
WILLIAM:   Not as yet, sir. 
 
ANTHONY:  Oh, well then you have all of this to look 

forward to. The fun, the pride. But also the 
concern, whether it’s about academia, jobs, bad 
knees. (BEAT) It really is a problem. Having 
such a weakness. 

  
WILLIAM:   (TO AUDIENCE) Have I met him somewhere before? 
  
ANTHONY:  And really such a weakness could derail 

Walter’s entire life. 
  
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) Or seen his face in a newspaper? 

The Times maybe. 
  
ANTHONY:  As a concerned parent, I of course don’t want 

to put any additional pressure on that knee. 
  
WILLIAM:   (TO AUDIENCE) Surrounded by other men in suits. 
 
ANTHONY:  With any extra activities. Sports, leisure 

walks, gardening. I don’t even think he should 
be participating in those. 

  
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) In parliament. I’ve seen him in a 

picture in parliament. 
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ANTHONY:  Let alone anything more extreme. And with his 
eighteenth birthday approaching, naturally I 
want to manage everyone’s expectations of what 

ANTHONY  
(CONT): Walter can achieve. Even during this very. 

Challenging time, for our country. (PAUSE) 
  
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) I sit back in my chair and smile.  
 

And how might I assist you with that, Mr 
Cassidy?  

  
ANTHONY:  A note from someone as highly regarded as 

yourself would be essential. In protecting 
Walter’s knees. (BEAT) 

  
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) He produces an envelope and 

places it on my desk. 
  
ANTHONY:  We know how hard you doctors are working during 

this time. This is just a token of our 
appreciation. For everything that you do. 

  
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) I look inside the envelope and 

count its contents. (BEAT)  
 

Mr Cassidy, I understand your concern for your 
son, you’re doing what any caring father would 
do. And I’m flattered by your gratitude, it’s 
so. Kind of you. As you mention, medics are 
extremely stretched these days. So in order to 
do my job well, I would just need a little 
more… Gratitude… from you, on this occasion. 
(Beat)  
 
(TO AUDIENCE) I smile again and enjoy the 
silence lounging in the air. (PAUSE) Cassidy 
clears his throat, produces another envelope 
from his pocket and slips it beside the first 
one. I look inside and smile again.  
 
Mr Cassidy, I am once again taken aback by your 
generosity. And I’m feeling almost ready to put 
pen to paper. (BEAT) There’s just one other 
thing. Mr Cassidy. It’s always a pleasure to 
meet one of our representatives in parliament 
and one that takes his duty as a parent so 
seriously. And I know that, as a public figure, 
managing your worry for your son will require a 
little more delicacy than the average chap. A 
little more discretion on my part, so to speak, 
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as a medical professional. And with the strain 
on my workload, I would just require some added 
assistance from you. A little sprinkling of 
additional gratitude, to help me do my job. 
(BEAT)  
 
(TO AUDIENCE) I take a sip of cordial and smile 
again at the Cassidys. 

  
WALTER:   Why, you- 
  
ANTHONY:   Walter. (PAUSE) 
  
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) He takes a wodge of notes from 

his waistcoat pocket and places it on my desk. 
(PAUSE)  

 
Oh, Mr Cassidy. (BEAT) This really is so 
generous. 

  
(6) EXT: WILLIAM’S STREET, LONDON 

 
(TO AUDIENCE) I step out of the house, the 
envelope containing every pound of Mr Cassidy’s 
thanks, snug as a bug in my side pocket. I 
watch the sky soften and pink as the sun begins 
to set, silhouettes of Stepney rooftops 
standing tall. Grace and I only intended to 
come here for a year, now it has been ten. Two 
without her. I knock on the door of the 
Kammerling house. 

  
REBECCA  
KAMMERLING:  What d’you want? 
  
WILLIAM:  Scotch and cigarettes. (BEAT) (TO AUDIENCE) I 

hand over the money. The black of the evening 
is creeping in and I hope tonight will be a 
peaceful one. (BEAT) 

 
Give me some fruit please. Apples. Whatever you 
have. 
 

(7) EXT: LONDON UNDERGROUND STATION 

 
(TO AUDIENCE) I find myself back at the 
entrance at Bethnal Green. Well, it’s on the 
way to the Palais.  
 

(8) INT: LONDON UNDERGROUND STATION 
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WILLIAM  
(CONT): (TO AUDIENCE) I take out my stethoscope and 

disinfectant spray and start to do the rounds. 
I keep looking for them and eventually find 
Lucy, Frank and their bovine mother sleeping on 
the platform. There’s another patch of dirt on 
the top of Lucy’s head. I place some apples at 
her feet. (PAUSE)  

  
GRACE:   You’re a good person.  
 

(9) INT/EXT: WILLIAM’S DREAM 

 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) In tonight’s dream Grace stands 

in an apple orchard. (BEAT)  
 

It’s not about being good or bad. (BEAT)  
 
(TO AUDIENCE) She throws golden deliciouses my 
way. 

 
GRACE:   You pretend to be one when you’re the other. 
 
WILLIAM:  I can be both. Everyone can be. (BEAT) (TO 

AUDIENCE) I struggle to catch each apple, and 
as they drop to the ground I see I’m standing 
on a carpet of fruit. (BEAT)  

 
(TO AUDIENCE) Grace, why is all of the fruit on 
the floor? 

 
GRACE:   A hurricane came and blew everything away.  
 
WILLIAM:   (TO AUDIENCE) I hear the sound of an explosion. 
 
GRACE:   Here it comes again. 
 

(10) INT: LONDON UNDERGROUND STATION 

 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) When I wake up I am in a shelter 

I don’t recognise, a bottle of scotch by my 
side with people I don’t know. I reach for my 
medial bag, pick myself off the floor.  

 
(11) INT: WILLIAM’S OFFICE 

FX: THE SOUND OF A DOOR OPENING AND THE TICKING 
OF A CLOCK. 
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WILLIAM 
(CONT):  Mr Larry Madely? 
 
LARRY:   Thank you, doc. 
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) The chap trundles into my office, 

colliding with the door and nearly hurdling 
over the chair. Is he drunk? Or just an idiot? 
Perhaps both? (BEAT)  

 
Is everything alright, Mr Madely? 

 
LARRY:   Oh gosh doc, no it ain’t. 
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) I glance at Mr Madely’s notes. A 

38-year-old male from Stepney. I glance at the 
chap in front of me. Skin the colour of spam 
and hair like a domestic mop, this man isn’t a 
day over 25. What seems to be the problem? 

 
LARRY:   It’s my sight, doc. It’s going. 
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) He looks at my shoulder as he 

speaks.  
 

Oh goodness, that must be so difficult.  
 
LARRY:  It’s terrible, doc. I got pain, headaches, 

sometimes nausea.  
 
WILLIAM:  I see. (TO AUDIENCE) I take out my pen.  
 

And how long has this been going on for, Mr 
Madely? 

 
LARRY:   Weeks, sir. 
 
WILLIAM:   Only weeks? 
 
LARRY:   I mean months, doctor. Months.  
 
WILLIAM:   Right. (BEAT)  
 
LARRY:  Although, when I really think about it. It’s 

probably been years.  
 
WILLIAM:  Years. What a travesty. And from looking at 

your file, I see that your age is?  
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(PAUSE) WILLIAM CLEARS HIS THROAT. 
 
LARRY:   Thirty. Eight. 
 
WILLIAM:  Thirty-eight. Gosh, you are blessed with 

youthful looks, Mr Madely. 
 
LARRY:   Thank you. Doctor. (BEAT) It runs in my family. 
 
WILLIAM:   Does it? 
 
LARRY:  Yes. My mother. Is sixty. Doesn’t look a day 

over fifty. 
 
WILLIAM:   How extraordinary. 
 
LARRY:   She is. It is.  
 
WILLIAM:  And I see from your file, Mr Madely, that 

you’re born in August. How lovely, a summer 
month. And that would make your star sign a? 

 
LARRY:   I’m a. Libra. Doctor.  
 
WILLIAM:  Oh, but of course, a Libra. Although a Libra 

falls in the October month.  
 
LARRY:  Yes, because I am actually, a Leo. Me brain’s 

gone today, Doc, you know how it is. 
 
WILLIAM:   As well as your eyesight? 
 
LARRY:   Yes both.  
 
WILLIAM:  What a palava, Mr Madely! I’ve always been so 

fascinated by astrology, tell me, do you share 
the common characteristics of those born under 
the Leo sign? 

 
LARRY:   Yes, I do. I’m very. (BEAT) Stable.  
 
WILLIAM:   What an admirable trait.  
 
LARRY:   Doc, about this eye. 
 
WILLIAM:   Yes.  
 
LARRY:   I’m a Bevan Boy. 
 
WILLIAM:   You’ve been called up for coal mining? 
 



 
 

 
68 

 

LARRY:  Yes sir. Well, with me sight like this. I won’t 
be any good in the dark underground. 

 
WILLIAM:   Or could it be the best place for you? 
 
LARRY:   Sorry, sir? 
 
WILLIAM:  With no pun intended, I see your conundrum, Mr 

Madely.  
 
LARRY:  That’s terrific, doc, if you’d be able to write 

me a letter. For the government.  
 
William:  I’m sure I could, Mr Madely. I would just need 

a little added incentive. Given that, you are 
in fact. Not Mr Madely. (PAUSE)  

 
LARRY:   I… 
 
WILLIAM:  I know that you’re about to attempt to convince 

me otherwise. But I think we’d both save some 
precious time and energy without going through 
that ordeal, Mr. Sorry, what should I call you? 
(PAUSE) (TO AUDIENCE) The chap brushes his hand 
through his mop hair and has a good look around 
the room before finally making eye contact with 
me for the first time. 

 
(LARRY NOW SWITCHES TO AN RP ACCENT.) 

 
LARRY:   Liddikar. Stanley Liddikar.  
 
WILLIAM:  A charming name, nice to meet you, Mr Liddikar. 

Are you a professional actor, or is this 
something of a hobby? 

 
LARRY:  I trained for three years at the Central School 

of Speech Training and Dramatic Art.  
 
WILLIAM:  How wonderful, I do love the theatre. And what 

a performance from you this morning, Mr 
Liddikar, so much there as a foundation. And so 
much to. Expand on.  

 
LARRY:  Look Doctor, I’m being paid to do this. I have 

to give Madely his note.  
 
WILLIAM:  And rightly so. We all must do what we can for 

each other during this time. Including myself.  
(BEAT) But given what I now know, I will need 
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some extra incentive for my assistance with 
this. 

 
LARRY:   Right. (PAUSE) 
 
WILLIAM:  I smile and take a sip of cordial. Did you 

mention you’re being paid a fee, Mr Liddikar?  
 

(12) INT: HAMMERSMITH PALAIS DE DANSE, LONDON 

FX: THE SOUND OF A CHRISTMAS TUNE BEING PLAYED 
BY A JAZZ BAND  

 
PEGGY:  I’m very complicated, you see, I’ve got one of 

them, enquiring minds. 
 
WILLIAM:  No doubt you do. (TO AUDIENCE) I’m standing at 

the bar of the Palais and a blonde who’s name I 
can’t remember is telling me her life story. It 
already feels like it’s lasted a lifetime and 
we’re still in the early years. I knock back my 
sixth scotch and light up a cigarette when I 
see her from across the room. The same dark 
curls, eyes and height.  

 
Excuse me.  
 
(TO AUDIENCE) My heart accelerates and I 
clamber across the dancefloor, her back is 
turned and I tap on her shoulder. (BEAT)  
 
Grace? (TO AUDIENCE) She’s in conversation, and 
I turn her towards me.  
 
Grace?! 

 
MARY:   Excuse me? Do I know you?  
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) Her eyes are the wrong shape and 

from the bar I couldn’t see that her hair is a 
reddish shade.  

 
MARY:   Are you alright? 
 
WILLIAM:  I’m sorry. I thought you were. I thought. 

(PAUSE) 
 
MARY:   Please don’t cry. 
 
WILLIAM:   I. I’m not. (PAUSE) Merry Christmas.  
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FX: THE SOUND OF THE JAZZ BAND INCREASES AND 
THEN FADES.  
 

(13) INT/EXT: WILLIAM’S DREAM 

FX: THE SOUND OF AN APPLE BEING BITTEN INTO. 
 
GRACE:   How does it taste? 
 
WILLIAM:   Delicious. Sweet and tangy. 
 
GRACE:   Let’s have a bite. 
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) I pass the apple to her. We are 

back in the orchard, Grace wearing her wedding 
dress again. We sit for a while, sharing the 
apple, bite by bite, the breeze on our skin. 
(BEAT)  

 
What happened to the apples on the ground? The 
ones blown over by the hurricane? 

 
GRACE:   Swept up. Remember, you gave them away.  
 
WILLIAM:  So I did. (PAUSE) (TO AUDIENCE) Grace smiles 

and I realise we’ve finished the apple. (PAUSE)  
 
GRACE:   It’s nearly time to go. 
 
WILLIAM:   No. No, don’t leave.  
 
GRACE:  There are so many things you have left to do. 

My love. 
 
WILLIAM:  I can’t without you. (PAUSE) (TO AUDIENCE) The 

trees in the orchard are blooming, full of 
apples, red, green and yellow. Grace picks a 
green one and holds it in her palm.  

 
GRACE:   Yes you can.  
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) She puts her hand up to throw me 

the apple.  
 
GRACE:   Ready. Catch. 
 

(14) INT: WILLIAM’S BEDROOM 

 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) When I wake up I’m home again. I 

lie on my back, awake and rubbing my eyes. I  
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WILLIAM 
(CONT):  look to the scars on the wall. Get up and grab 

my overcoat.  
 

(15) EXT: KAMMERLING HOUSE 

 
(TO AUDIENCE) Find myself back at the 
Kammerling house, knock on the door.  

 
REBECCA  
KAMMERLING:  It’s Christmas. What d’you want? 
 
WILLIAM:  Apples. All of your apples. Whatever fruit 

you’ve got. (BEAT) (TO AUDIENCE) I go to 
another house, and the basement of a pub, an 
alley, another house, and another, and another. 
The next night when I head to Bethnal Green 
station my pockets are weighed down. I walk up 
and down the tracks and the platform, quietly 
laying apples at sleeping children’s feet.  

 
(16) INT: WILLIAM’S OFFICE 

 
FX: THE SOUND OF A DOOR OPENING.  

 
TEDDY:   I’m Ted, Teddy Thorne. Edward. 
 
WILLIAM:  I’m pleased to meet you, Teddy. (BEAT) (TO 

AUDIENCE) The boy is pale, his eyes deep wells, 
shadows circling beneath them. (BEAT)  

 
How are you? 

 
TEDDY:   I heard you might be able to help me, sir.  
 
WILLIAM:   Did you now? 
 
TEDDY:   I’ve just had my birthday. 
 
WILLIAM:   Is that your eighteenth? 
 
TEDDY:   Yes. 
 
WILLIAM:   Happy Birthday. 
 

(TEDDY LAUGHS.) 
 

TEDDY:   I got my letter last week. 
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WILLIAM:  I see. (PAUSE) (TO AUDIENCE) I hear a tap tap 
tapping and realise that Teddy’s feet are 
shuddering against the floor. (BEAT)  

 
I trust the letter wasn’t warmly received? 
(PAUSE) 

 
TEDDY:  My father served in the Great War. He can’t 

speak out about what he experienced. (PAUSE) 
Since the letter came, now he’s not eating or 
sleeping. And neither am I. (PAUSE) I know I 
should be braver. But… (PAUSE) 

 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) I take a glass, pour the boy some 

cordial. (BEAT)  
 

It’s lemon-flavoured. 
 
TEDDY:   Thank you.  
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) I punch into my typewriter whilst 

the boy drinks until the letter is finished. I 
sign the bottom, place it in an envelope and 
hand it to him. (PAUSE) His shoulders deflate. 

 
TEDDY:   Thank you.  
 
WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) He hands me an envelope from his 

pocket and I gently brush it away. (BEAT)  
 

Spend it on something else. For your future. 
(PAUSE) (TO AUDIENCE) After he’s gone I sit at 
my desk, watching the light leave the day from 
my window. In a few more days it will be New 
Year. 1943. I pour myself another glass of 
cordial, savouring the taste, the sweetness and 
the sourness of lemon. The sweetness and the 
sourness of another orbit around the sun. I 
start typing again.   

 
(17) INT: LONDON UNDERGROUND STATION 

FX: THE SOUND OF AN AIR RAID SIREN, PEOPLE. 
 
WILLIAM 
(CONT): (TO AUDIENCE) I find them on the platform at 

Bethnal Green Station, the bovine mother, Frank 
and Lucy, all playing cards. I can tell they 
are surprised when I head over to them, but 
they still make a space for me. 
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LUCY:   It’s the Doctor. 
 
AGNES:   Doctor Sutton. 
 
FRANK:   Hello, Sir. 
 
WILLIAM:  Good evening. (BEAT) (TO AUDIENCE) I loiter for 

a moment not wanting to dirty my suit, after 
all, it was handmade in the West End. 

 
AGNES:   Gonna sit down then, Doc? 
 
WILLIAM:   Thank you.  
 
LUCY:   Will you play cards with us? 
 
AGNES:  The doctor doesn’t have time for that, he’s 

busy. 
 
WILLIAM:  Forgive me if this is unwelcome. I turn to the 

boy. But I understand you’re about to turn 
eighteen? 

 
FRANK:   How d’you know? 
 
WILLIAM:  You told me some time ago. I have an excellent 

memory, it’s partly why I’m so intelligent, 
although I do have a range of other 
contributing skills. Anyway. (BEAT) I’ve taken 
the liberty of scribing you a letter. (BEAT) 
(TO AUDIENCE) I hand it to the mother. (BEAT)  

 
Should you decide that you might want to. 
Pursue other avenues, separate from military 
service. (BEAT) As we all know, the risks that 
come with serving in the line of duty, can be 
life altering. Or can even cost one's life.  

 
FRANK:   But, I want to serve. Every man has to.  
 
WILLIAM:  Believe me, they don’t. (PAUSE) (TO AUDIENCE) I 

pivot to the mother, she turns the letter over 
in her hands. (BEAT)  

 
FRANK:   It’s my duty.  
 
WILLIAM:  Absolutely. Just give it some thought. Your 

sister told me you’re the man of the house. 
When somebody dies, it has a profound effect. 
It is an immense loss, for those of us left 
behind. That can’t be replaced. (PAUSE) That’s 
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WILLIAM  
(CONT): all I’ll say now, I’ll leave that for you to 

consider. 

AGNES:   Thank you, doctor. (PAUSE)  

WILLIAM:  Well, I’ll leave you to it. (TO AUDIENCE) I 
start to get up, Lucy tugs at my overcoat. 

LUCY:  D’you wanna play cards, mister? Could do with a 
fourth.  

AGNES:  Lucy. I’m sure the doctor’s got somewhere 
important to be. 

LUCY:   Oh, please. 

WILLIAM:  Well, er. I suppose I am rather a dab hand at a 
game of Rummy. Do you know that one? 

FRANK:   We can play Rummy.  

WILLIAM:  (TO AUDIENCE) I find myself gravitating, back 
down. 

FRANK:   Here doc, want some tea? 

WILLIAM:   Thank you.  

LUCY:   I’ll deal the cards. 

WILLIAM:   And how do I know you won’t cheat? 

LUCY:  You, don’t mister. All you can do is hope for 
the best. (BEAT) 

WILLIAM:  Well, yes. I suppose you’re quite right. 
(PAUSE) (TO AUDIENCE) Lucy shuffles the deck. 

LUCY:   Ready?  
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SCRIPT 5 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

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 
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(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. 
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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. 
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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 
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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? 
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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?  
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(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) 
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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. 
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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? 
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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. 
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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) 
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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.  
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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? 
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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.  
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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. 
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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.  
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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. 
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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.  
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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? 
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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. 
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(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. 
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SCRIPT 6 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE RULES (Radio Play) 
 

Written by 
Sharon Kanolik 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Characters (Accents are optional): 
 
REBECCA KAMMERLING (30s): Female, German, Jewish 
 
JOSEPH KAMMERLING (30s): Male, German, Jewish 
 
ESTHER KAMMERLING (5-13): Female, German, Jewish 
 
WALTER KAMMERLING (7-15): Male, German, Jewish 
 
WILLIAM SUTTON (32): Male, British 
 
CONDUCTOR (40): Male, German 
 
POLICE OFFICER (40): Male, British, East London Accent  
 
BLACK MARKET DEALER (40): Male, British, East London Accent 
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(1) INT: KAMMERLING FAMILY HOME, BERLIN, 1937. 
FX: THE SOUND OF 1940S FILM MUSIC THAT MIGHT BE 
USED IN AN ADVENTURE FILM. 

 
 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) Berlin, 1937. My name is Esther 

Yohanna Kammerling, I’m five years old, and 
these are the rules.  

 
FX: THE SOUND OF A SUITCASE OPENING AND ITEMS 
BEING PACKED IN IT. 

 
(TO AUDIENCE) We are off on a mystery 
adventure, Mama just told me last night. I 
asked where we were going but she couldn’t tell 
me. 

  
REBECCA:   That would ruin the surprise.  
 
ESTHER:   The rules for the adventure are… 
 
REBECCA:  You can pack two dolls, three dresses and one 

thing for drawing. 
 
ESTHER:   Can I take my paints and my chalks? 
 
REBECCA:   You can only choose one. 
 
JOSEPH:  And if anyone asks, what do you tell them, 

Esther?  
 
ESTHER:   We’re visiting Grandma. 
 
WALTER:  But Papa, Grandma lives in Berlin too. Why 

would we need to pack a suitcase to go and see 
her? 

 
REBECCA:   Well. I- 
 
JOSEPH:  A good question Walter. But I can’t tell you 

the answer. It’s all part of the surprise!  
 
WALTER:   But what about school? 
 
JOSEPH:  Well the great news is, from today, we’re on a 

school holiday! 
 
WALTER:   Really? 
 
ESTHER:   Yay!  
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FX: THE SOUND OF CHALK DRAWING ON A PIECE OF 
PAPER.  

 
ESTHER (CONT): (TO AUDIENCE) Walter starts packing, he chooses 

his binoculars and a comic book. Chalks are my 
favourite this week, I’m using as many colours 
as I can. I draw a picture of Mama and Papa and 
their suitcase. They whisper to each other, 
even though they both know that it’s rude to 
whisper, but they told me they’re allowed to… 

 
JOSEPH:   (TO AUDIENCE) Because we’re grown-ups.  
 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) They’ve been whispering a lot, 

ever since Papa took a holiday from his job at 
the law firm.  

 
FX: THE SOUND OF A CAT PURRING. 

 
(TO AUDIENCE) He picks up Moritz and brings him 
over to me, Moritz tries to wriggle away, 
purring and rubbing his face on me.  

 
JOSEPH:  Moritz is going to stay with Mrs Sirpinski 

while we go on our mystery adventure.  
 
ESTHER:   But. Isn’t he coming with us? 
 
WALTER:   Papa, we can’t go without Moritz. 
 
JOSEPH:  We’re going to be doing some very… exciting 

things that could be tricky for a cat. Even one 
like Moritz. But don’t worry, he’ll be happy 
with Mrs Sirpinski. 

 
WALTER:  We won’t be away for long will we? When are we 

coming back? 
 
REBECCA:  Soon, very soon. But say goodbye for now, give 

Moritz a kiss. 
 
ESTHER:  On the mystery adventure, the rules are that 

sometimes we’ll get up early. And sometimes 
we’ll go to bed late.  

 
REBECCA:   It can be anything we like it to be! 
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(2) INT: TRAIN CARRIAGE, BERLIN, 1937. 
FX: THE SOUND OF A STEAM TRAIN PULLING INTO A 
STATION.  
 

ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) The next morning we get up before 
it’s light and go to Hauptbahnhof to get the 
train. We sit in the carriage and watch the sun 
come up over Berlin, the sky is pink and I try 
to guess where our apartment is in the 
distance.  

 
(TO MAMA) Is it that way? Or that way? 

 
REBECCA:   No, not there sweetheart? 
 
WALTER:   I think it’s there. 
 
JOSEPH:   Can you just make them quiet? 
 
REBECCA:   Children, settle down please. 
 
ESTHER:   But we’re going on a mystery adventure. 
 
REBECCA:  Yes, that’s true, but let’s use our quiet 

voices.  
 
CONDUCTOR:  Tickets please.  
 
JOSEPH:   Good morning. 
 
CONDUCTOR:  Your tickets. 
 
JOSEPH:   Yes, here they are.  
 
CONDUCTOR:  Going to Mannheim. And then on to Paris? 
 
JOSEPH:   Yes.  
 
ESTHER:   We’re visiting Grandma. 
 
WALTER:   But Grandma lives- 
 
JOSEPH:   Thank you children. Kids. Always so excited.  
 
CONDUCTOR:  I see. Mine are the same. Your tickets. 
 
JOSEPH:   Thank you. Thank you. 
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(3) INT: KAMMERLING FAMILY HOME, STEPNEY, LONDON, 1937. 
 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) London, 1937, my name is still 

Esther Yohanna Kammerling and now I am a world 
travelling mystery explorer. And I’m also a 
Londoner, that’s what you call people that live 
in London. We live in Stepney, but Mama says 
there’s no such thing as a Stepney-er. She says 
we’re going to stay here for some time to get 
ready for the next adventure. She told me 
Moritz might come out here too, I ask her about 
it every day and wonder if we should book him a 
ticket for the trains and boat, they might have 
a special offer for cats as they take up less 
space, but Mama can never tell me when he’s 
coming. I draw pictures of Moritz in Charcoal, 
that’s my favourite this week, and put them up 
in my room so I feel like he’s looking over me. 
(BEAT) The rules in Stepney are: we have to 
like it here, even if we don’t. London feels 
big and I don’t know where I’m going. Our house 
is fine, but I miss our apartment in Berlin and 
of course, Moritz. Walter complains about the 
food. 

 
WALTER:   It’s rank! 
 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) We ate something called Jellied 

Eels, they felt squishy and cold.  
 

(TO JOSEPH) I don’t like them.  
 
JOSEPH:   I don’t care, you have to eat them. 
 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) Another rule is that we have to 

learn English as soon as possible.  
 
WALTER:   But the sentences are all in a funny order! 
 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) I don’t mind it as much as Walter 

but sometimes the words do feel a bit soft and 
mushy in my mouth. We don’t talk about Papa’s 
English being bad. 

 
JOSEPH:  Joseph is my name and I am meeting you please. 

Pleased to meet you. Please.  
 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) The other rule is that we’re not 

allowed to talk about being Jewish.  
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REBECCA:  Because we’re here on a mystery adventure, we 
can’t reveal too much about our identity.  

 
ESTHER:  Alright Mama. But why would anyone mind if we 

were Jewish? 
 
REBECCA:  They wouldn’t mind. In fact Jews are so special 

here in London that everyone would like us to 
be their friend. So let’s keep it a secret for 
now, otherwise we’ll be the talk of the town.  

 
ESTHER:   Alright Mama. 
 
 

(4) INT: KAMMERLING FAMILY HOME, STEPNEY, LONDON, 1939. 
 

(TO AUDIENCE) Number 45 Darling Row, Stepney. 
I’m seven years old and I sound like a proper 
Londoner now. Papa is almost happy. Most of the 
time. 

 
JOSEPH:  Stop dropping your consonants, you sound 

common.  
 
ESTHER:   What’s a continent? 
 
JOSEPH:   Never mind. 
 

FX: RADIO CLIP: TAKEN FROM THE DECLARATION OF 
WAR ANNOUNCEMENT BY NEVILLE CHAMBERLAIN.  
(CAN BE FOUND ON YOUTUBE: 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=FQcaFI6m6DQ) 
 
RADIO  
ANNOUNCER:  THIS IS LONDON. YOU WILL NOW 

HEAR A STATEMENT BY THE PRIME 
MINISTER. 

NEVILLE  
CHAMBERLAIN: I AM SPEAKING TO YOU FROM THE 

CABINET ROOM OF 10, DOWNING 
STREET. THIS MORNING THE BRITISH 
AMBASSADOR IN BERLIN HANDED THE 
GERMAN GOVERNMENT A FINAL NOTE 
STATING THAT UNLESS WE HEARD 
FROM THEM BY 11 O'CLOCK THAT 
THEY WERE PREPARED AT ONCE TO 
WITHDRAW THEIR TROOPS FROM 
POLAND, A STATE OF WAR WOULD 
EXIST BETWEEN US. I HAVE TO TELL 
YOU NOW THAT NO SUCH UNDERTAKING 
HAS BEEN RECEIVED, AND THAT 
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CONSEQUENTLY THIS COUNTRY IS AT 
WAR WITH GERMANY. 

 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) England is going on a war with 

Germany. Mama says it’s because Germany is 
being a bit silly at the moment and lots of 
other countries think so too. 

 
REBECCA:  It’s just like when you play with your friends 

and one friend wants to take everyone’s toys 
even though they shouldn’t. They should just 
play with their own toys. 

 
ESTHER:  So we don’t want Germany to win? Even though 

we’re German.  
 
REBECCA:   No my sweet. 
 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) The rules have changed again. 

We’re not allowed to talk Yiddish or German 
when we’re out in public, even though Papa’s 
English is still terrible. 

 
JOSEPH:   Hey! 
 
ESTHER:   It’s true.  
 
JOSEPH:   From now on we don’t talk about Germany. 
 
REBECCA:  Joseph, that’s a bit much to ask. We are 

German. 
 
JOSEPH:  We’re English now. We need to focus on the 

future. 
 
ESTHER:  But sometimes when I’m alone I paint pictures 

of Berlin, of our apartment. Moritz sunbathing 
in the window seat. 

 
REBECCA:   We don’t talk about Papa’s old job. 
 
ESTHER:   But I thought being a lawyer was good? 
 
REBECCA:   It is.  
 
ESTHER:   Why doesn’t Papa be a lawyer in England too? 
 
REBECCA:  Because Papa’s a carpenter in England, so let’s 

talk about that instead.  
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ESTHER:  Alright. (BEAT) We’re only allowed to play with 
the children that Papa says are polite and 
‘English’ enough. 

 
JOSEPH:  No fraternising with those rough kids down the 

street. 
 
ESTHER:  And the four of us go to the police station 

every week and say hello.  
 
REBECCA:   Because we’re good neighbours.  
 
ESTHER:  But we don’t do anything neighbourly like take 

them some cake or cups of tea, everyone in 
England drinks tea, we just tell them that 
we’re here.  

 
FX: BBC NEWS ANNOUNCEMENT, 1939 
(CAN BE FOUND ON YOUTUBE: 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dkvgUH2V8-E) 
RADIO  
ANNOUNCER: THE EVACUATION OF BRITISH 

CHILDREN IS GOING ON SMOOTHLY 
AND EFFICIENTLY. THE MINISTRY OF 
HEALTH SAYS THAT GREAT PROGRESS 
HAS BEEN MADE WITH THE FIRST 
PART OF THE GOVERNMENT’S 
ARRANGEMENT. RAILWAYS AND ROAD 
TRANSPORT ORGANISATIONS TO LOCAL 
AUTHORITIES AND TEACHERS, 
VOLUNTARY WORKERS AND NOT LEAST 
THE HOUSEHOLDERS IN THE 
RECEPTION AREAS ARE ALL PLAYING 
THEIR PART SPLENDIDLY.  

 
REBECCA:  I don’t know if it will be safe in London. 

Neither do you. 
 
JOSEPH:  I’m not having them go to strangers I don’t 

know in the countryside. 
 
REBECCA:   But thousands of children are going. 
 
JOSEPH:  You know what we said in Berlin, we stick 

together.  
 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) I hear Mama and Papa whispering 

at night, even though it’s still very rude. 
Mama told me that because of the silly war 
they’re not letting cats on trains and Moritz 
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has to stay with Mrs Sirpinski. I cried for 
days, but then something wonderful happened. 

 
REBECCA:   This is Neville.  
 
WALTER:   He’s named after the Prime Minister. 
 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) Neville is our new cat. He’s got 

ginger fur, he’s quite fat and he likes to 
sleep on my feet. I still miss Moritz but I can 
tell Neville and I are going to be the best of 
friends. 

 
(5) INT: KAMMERLING FAMILY HOME, STEPNEY, LONDON, 1940. 

 
(TO AUDIENCE) June, 1940. I’m eight years 
old and today my Papa went away. He was in 
the garden sanding a table when two 
policemen knocked on the door.  

 
POLICE OFFICER:  Mr Kammerling, as an alien civilian we’ll 

need you to come with us.  
 
JOSEPH:    Alright. When? 
 
POLICE OFFICER:  Please pack a bag immediately. 
 
ESTHER:    Where is Papa going? 
 
JOSEPH:  Now Esther, I’m going to go with these 

nice men to help them fight the war. It’s 
important, I’m going to be very helpful.  

 
POLICE OFFICER:  Alright, let’s get going then. 
 
JOSEPH:  Just a minute. (BEAT) I need you to be 

extra well behaved for Mama and Walter. Do 
you think you can do that for me? 

 
ESTHER:    Alright. 
 
JOSEPH:    That’s a new rule.  
 
ESTHER:    When will you be back? 
 
JOSEPH:  I’ll be back before you know it. Tell your 

Mama I said that. 
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(6) INT: KAMMERLING FAMILY HOME, STEPNEY, LONDON, 1940. 
 
ESTHER: Papa said he’ll be back before you know it. 

He’s helping with the war. It’s important. 
 
REBECCA:   Oh. 
 
WALTER:  So does that mean I’m the man of the house now? 

Mama? 
 
REBECCA:   Just give me a moment to think, Walter. 
 
ESTHER:   Papa said we need to be extra well behaved.  
 
WALTER:   I am always well behaved.  
 
ESTHER:   No, you’re not, you’re a nuisance. 
 
WALTER:   Do you want to say that again? To my fist? 
 
REBECCA:  Stop it, the two of you. Enough! I’m the man of 

the house now. 
 
WALTER:  But that doesn’t make sense, Mama, you’re a 

girl. 
 
REBECCA:   I’m in charge! And that’s a rule! 
 

(7) INT: KAMMERLING FAMILY HOME, STEPNEY, LONDON, 1940. 
 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) August 1940. I paint pictures of 

Papa in the few colours I have. Paint is my 
favourite now because I’m not allowed anything 
else. Papa has been gone for two months and we 
don’t know when he’ll be back. The rules are 
that we try to still be cheerful because Papa 
is helping with the silly war, so I have taken 
it upon myself to sing as often as possible. I 
am not sure if it is helping but I still carry 
on. Neville helps out too when he’s not out 
eating mice and meeting other neighbourhood 
cats. Mama is the man of the house, except that 
she’s not a man so she is actually the woman of 
the house, but she’s in charge. Walter is her 
deputy, I’m in charge of art. And also singing. 
I just added that one. I don’t think they’ll 
mind.  

 
REBECCA:  We’re doing a spring clean today, all part of 

the adventure.  
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WALTER:   What’s that Mama? 
 
REBECCA:  We’re going to sell all of the things we don’t 

need anymore. Clothes, books. Get them from 
your room. 

 
WALTER:   But I like my clothes and books. 
 
REBECCA:  You don’t need them all, we’ll feel so much 

better with less clutter.  
 

(8) INT: HATTON GARDEN JEWELLERS, LONDON, 1940. 
 
 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) We go with Mama to Hatton Garden 

to sell her jewellery. I see a tear fall onto 
the counter in the shop when she parts with a 
broach from Grandma. I still don’t really 
understand why we’re doing this, but I hold 
Mama’s hand. She doesn’t speak much on the way 
home.  

 
WALTER:  Don’t ask for anything new, not even paint. And 

that’s a rule.  
 

(9) INT: KAMMERLING FAMILY HOME, STEPNEY, LONDON, 1940. 
 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) Another rule is that we ask Mr 

Hart at the Butchers shop for bones for 
Neville. And then we use the bones to make soup 
which Neville doesn’t eat because he doesn’t 
like soup, he prefers a tasty mouse or bird. 
Luckily, we don’t have to eat those jellied 
eels anymore. 

 
WALTER:   (TO AUDIENCE) They’re rank. 
 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) When I wake up in the morning, 

often Mama’s already in the kitchen. Sometimes 
I’m not even sure if she’s been to sleep and 
she doesn’t eat much these days. One day, our 
neighbour Dr Sutton comes to visit, he talks a 
bit like the King and gives me an apple to eat 
while I paint a picture in the kitchen.  

 
WILLIAM:  What an extraordinary painting, I’m sure I’ve 

seen something similar in the National Gallery. 
 
REBECCA:   You’re very kind. Esther likes to draw. 
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WILLIAM:  Well, she’s quite the talent. I hope you don’t 
mind, I’ve taken the liberty of bringing some 
cordial with me too, always chills the tongue 
in the height of summer. 

 
REBECCA:   Of course, I’ll get you a glass. 
 

FX: THE SOUND OF CORDIAL BEING POURED INTO A 
GLASS. 

 
WILLIAM:  Now, where is it that that delightful accent 

comes from. 
 
REBECCA:  Berlin. Well, actually I’m from Frankfurt 

originally.  
 
WILLIAM:   I see. (BEAT) 
 
REBECCA:   We’re Jewish though. 
 
WILLIAM:   Yes, I heard. (BEAT) 
 
REBECCA:   Do they talk? 
 
WILLIAM:  About you? As much as anyone, yes. (BEAT) And 

your husband? 
 
REBECCA:  He’s been away since June. We don’t know when 

he’ll return. 
 
WILLIAM:   Interned. 
 
REBECCA:  Yes. Look, I’ve tried every job I can think of. 

But the accent puts them off. I heard you might 
be able to connect me with… Other channels.  

 
WILLIAM:  Hmmm. Well it’s true, I am very well networked. 

And what are your… Skills? 
 
REBECCA:   In Germany I taught music. The flute. 
 
WILLIAM:  Oh, how glorious, I do love a wind instrument. 

But utterly useless in our current situation. 
 
REBECCA:   Alright. Well, I’m good with children. 
 
WILLIAM:   How lovely, but again, useless. 
 

FX: THE SOUND OF A GLASS BREAKING ON THE FLOOR. 
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REBECCA:   What was that?! 
 
ESTHER:   I’m sorry Mama. 
 
REBECCA:  Esther, I’ve asked you time and time again to 

be more careful. 
 
ESTHER:   I’ll clear it up. 
 
REBECCA:   Just stay there. 
 
WILLIAM:   Allow me. Pass me that brush. 
 

FX: THE SOUND OF A BRUSH AGAINST THE FLOOR.  
 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) The doctor sweeps up the broken 

glass and peers at my painting on the table. 
 
WILLIAM:  What a remarkable talent. (BEAT) I wonder. 

Esther, is it? 
 
ESTHER:   Yes. 
 
WILLIAM:  Do you think you might be able to copy this 

little book I’ve got?  
 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) The doctor takes out a beige 

paper book with printed words on it.  
 

(TO WILLIAM) It’s a ration book for clothes? 
 
WILLIAM:  Exactly right, what a clever little creature. 

Do you think you can draw the letters so they 
look just like mine? 

 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) I take a look at the book. Easy 

peasy as the English say. I nod at the doctor 
and take out my inks. He pours me a glass of 
cordial and I start drawing. When I finish, I 
blow on the ink to make it dry and then pass 
the paper to him. He looks it up and down.  

 
WILLIAM:  Well I say. Mrs Kammerling, I think we’ve found 

your skill.  
 
REBECCA:   Really? 
 
WILLIAM:  How would you feel about setting up a little 

school? An art school? 
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(10) INT: KAMMERLING FAMILY HOME, STEPNEY, LONDON, 1940. 
FX: THE SOUND OF PENCIL OVER PAPER. 

 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) The new rule is we do Art School 

every day. The Doctor’s friend with the funny 
moustache brings us paper, ink and rulers after 
dark and I draw for hours and hours. Walter 
takes a ruler and makes sure everything is 
straight. Mama says we’re helping more people 
to get clothes which I’m happy about. Sometimes 
it’s boring drawing the same ration books, but 
Mama says I don’t have to do maths anymore 
which is the most boring thing in the world 
ever. And she told me this way we don’t have to 
ask the butcher for bones anymore.  

 
(11) INT: CINEMA, LONDON, 1940. 

FX: THE SOUND OF FILM MUSIC AND CREDITS. 
 

(TO AUDIENCE) Mama takes us to the pictures to 
celebrate, it’s fun to sit in the cinema with 
all of the other people. I think about Papa. I 
know he’s helping with the war and I wonder if 
he ever gets to go to the cinema. Probably. But 
when will he get to go with us again?  

 
(12) INT: KAMMERLING FAMILY HOME, STEPNEY, LONDON, 1941. 

 
(TO AUDIENCE) It’s February 1941 and now I’m 
nine years old. Germany is still being silly so 
we’re still having the war. Daddy is still away 
helping but he sends us letters every week and 
says he’ll be back with us soon. We do art 
school every day, we’re helping so many people 
to get clothes, with every book I copy I think 
about another child like me being able to have 
a new pair of socks or a jumper. Mum pays for a 
man to build us our own shelter in our back 
garden. 

 
FX: THE SOUND OF BOMBS.  

 
(TO AUDIENCE) The rule is that we pretend the 
bombs are thunder, I imagine lightning too and 
a tropical rainstorm spraying warm water all 
over London, so warm you could swim in it!  

 
FX: THE SOUND OF SOFT RAIN. 

 
(TO AUDIENCE) One day Walter comes home with a 
big bag of fish.  
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ESTHER (CONT): Where d’you get that from?  
 
WALTER:   Found it near the docks. 
 
ESTHER:   Where? 
 
WALTER:   In a warehouse. (BEAT) 
 
ESTHER:   You stole it? 
 
WALTER:   They left the door open. 
 
ESTHER:  You’re not allowed to steal, Walter. It’s the 

rules; Papa said we have to be good.  
 
WALTER:   People think we’re stealing already. 
 
ESTHER:   Why would they think that? 
 
WALTER:   You really don’t know? 
 
ESTHER:   No. (BEAT) 
 
WALTER:  Because we’re Jews. Nobody likes Jews, they 

think we’re thieves and liars. 
 
ESTHER:  That’s not true, Mama said people think Jews 

are special.  
 
WALTER:  Mama’s been lying to you. Why do you think we 

left Berlin? 
 
ESTHER:   To go on an adventure. 
 
WALTER:   We had to leave because they hate Jews.  
 

FX: THE SOUND OF REBECCA ENTERING THE ROOM.  
 
REBECCA:   That’s enough Walter. (BEAT)  
 
WALTER:   I’m just telling her the truth. 
 
ESTHER:  Is it true, Mama? (BEAT) Why would they hate 

Jews? 
 
REBECCA:  I’m sorry my love. It doesn’t make sense to me 

either. But sometimes, people don’t like others 
who are different from them. They blame them 
when things aren’t going right.  

 
ESTHER:   You said everyone is equal. 
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REBECCA:   And it’s true.  
 
ESTHER:   Is that why we’re having the silly war? 
 
REBECCA:  It’s one of the reasons, yes. Your Papa is in a 

camp for people who are German. The government 
is worried that because he’s German he might be 
a spy or fight against the British.  

 
ESTHER:   But he loves being British. 
 
REBECCA:   I know. (BEAT)  
 
ESTHER:   Is that why we don’t talk about being Jewish? 
 
REBECCA:  Yes, it is. (BEAT) Look, why don’t we change 

the rules? Everyone is equal, so are we. Let’s 
be proud of it, let’s talk about being Jewish 
again. 

 
ESTHER:   Really? 
 
REBECCA:  Why not. Starting tonight. We’ve got some 

potatoes, let’s make Latkes. 
 
ESTHER:   Yay. 
 
REBECCA:   Also, what is that smell? 
 
WALTER:   I found some fish.  
 
REBECCA:   You found it? 
 
WALTER:   The warehouse door was left open.  
 
REBECCA:   Walter, you shouldn’t have done that.  
 
WALTER:  I thought we could swap it for flour. I know we 

need it. We can use it for latkes. (BEAT) 
 
REBECCA:   Well. We are running low.  
 

(13) INT: KAMMERLING FAMILY HOME, STEPNEY, LONDON, 1941. 
FX: THE SOUND OF PEELING A POTATO, CHOPPING IT 
AND FRYING. 

 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) The rule is that now sometimes 

people we don’t know come over and they give us 
things to swap. Food, alcohol, clothes. And 
then we give those to someone else to swap. Our 
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house is very busy. One day a man comes by and 
gives us bananas, he swaps them for coupon 
books. It’s the first time I’ve seen a banana 
in years and I’m so excited.  

 
BLACK MARKET  
DEALER:  Enjoy that young lady, you won’t get many of 

those round here. See ya later.  
 

FX: THE SOUND OF THE DOOR CLOSING. (BEAT.) A 
KNOCK ON THE DOOR. 

 
REBECCA:   What does he want now?  
 
WALTER:   What if it’s the police? 
 
REBECCA:   Just stay here, I’ll go. 
 

FX: THE SOUND OF THE DOOR OPENING. 
 

Joseph! 
 
JOSEPH:  Who was that man I saw leaving? What on earth 

is going on here? 
 
FX: THE SOUND OF A DOOR SLAMMING, MUFFLED 
ARGUING FROM JOSEPH AND REBECCA. 

 
(14) INT: KAMMERLING FAMILY HOME, STEPNEY, LONDON, 1941. 

 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) The rule is that we leave the 

house whilst Mama and Papa argue. It’s very 
difficult during the airstrikes. Papa is happy 
to be back but not happy that Mama told us why 
he went to the camp. He said it was alright 
there, they made the best of it. 

 
JOSEPH:  We tried to teach each other things, make up 

plays and songs. But I missed you every day.  
 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) Papa says art school needs to 

stop.  
 
JOSEPH:  Immediately! (WHISPERING) It’s criminal 

activity. 
 
REBECCA:   We didn’t have any money. 
 
JOSEPH:  Well that’s going to change now. No more 

counterfeiting, no more people coming over for 
food or booze, we’re English and we act in the  
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JOSEPH (CONT): best way possible. Starting today, I’m going to 
the yard, I’ll get my old job back, you’ll see. 

 
FX: THE SOUND OF THE FRONT DOOR CLOSING. 

 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) Papa puts on his suit and leaves 

the house. As soon as he’s gone Mama takes out 
the rulers, stamps and paper.  

 
REBECCA:   Time for art school children! 
 
ESTHER:  Papa leaves the house every day in his suit and 

tie. When he returns the tie has been removed 
and he takes Neville out into the garden, 
holding him underneath the apple tree whilst it 
gets dark. One day he arrives back early. He 
comes into the kitchen and sees the inks and 
piles. Art school.  

 
JOSEPH:   You said you would stop. 
 
REBECCA:   No, you said I would stop. 
 
JOSEPH:  We can’t keep doing this, we must be above the 

law if we’re going to fit in here. 
 
REBECCA:   No, we tried that and it didn’t work.  
 
JOSEPH:   But- 
 
REBECCA:  I’ve been looking after this family on my own 

for months without you. We need to survive. We 
will do whatever it takes. And that’s a rule.  

 
(15) INT: KAMMERLING FAMILY HOME, STEPNEY, LONDON, 1945. 

 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) May, 1945. My name is Esther 

Yohanna Kammerling. I’m 13 years old now, which 
makes me officially a teenager. Neville is six 
which is middle aged in cat years, Walter is 
15, which makes him officially even more 
annoying. The rules are that art school is our 
official family business. Every morning we have 
breakfast together and then we get to work, 
Papa and Walter on goods and trading, Mama and 
I on making more ration books. We break for 
lunch and play with Neville. Papa says it’s- 

 
JOSEPH:   Quality time.  
 
ESTHER:   The rules are- 
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REBECCA:  That we’re still Jewish and a bit German. And a 

bit English. We’re just us, people in the 
world. 

 
JOSEPH:  And we speak Yiddish at home. Sometimes German 

too. 
 
ESTHER:   Whatever floats into our minds.  
 

(16) INT: KAMMERLING FAMILY HOME, STEPNEY, LONDON, 1945. 
FX: THE SOUND OF WINSTON CHURCHILL'S VE DAY 
RADIO ANNOUNCEMENT, BIG BEN STRIKING THREE. 

 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) One day, we hear an announcement 

on the radio. 
 

RADIO ANNOUNCER:  THIS IS LONDON. THE PRIME 
MINISTER, THE RIGHT 
HONOURABLE WINSTON 
CHURCHILL. 

WINSTON CHURCHILL:  SPEAKING FROM LONDON I ASK 
YOU TO JOIN WITH ME IN THAT 
ACT OF THANKSGIVING. 
GERMANY, THE ENEMY WHO 
DROVE ALL EUROPE INTO WAR, 
HAS BEEN FINALLY OVERCOME. 

 
REBECCA:   It’s over. 
 
JOSEPH:   Yes. 
 
ESTHER:   The war is over? 
 
JOSEPH:   Yes that’s right. 
 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) The four of us sit in silence for 

a while. Neville climbs on top of my lap and I 
stroke his fur. I think of Moritz in Berlin. 
The war is over for him too. For all of Europe 
now. 

 
FX: THE SOUND OF CHEERING COMING FROM OUTSIDE. 

 
(TO AUDIENCE) We hear the sounds of our 
neighbours celebrating outside and a knock on 
the door. Dr Sutton takes off his hat when I 
answer the door. 

 
WILLIAM:  Oh, who should I be greeted by Stepney’s own 

young art prodigy.  
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ESTHER:   Hello Dr Sutton. 
 
WILLIAM:  Something of a street party seems to be forming 

down here, will you all come and join us? 
 
ESTHER:  (TO AUDIENCE) Papa shrugs and Mama nudges us 

out into the street.  
 

(17) EXT: STREET IN STEPNEY, LONDON, 1945. 
 

(TO AUDIENCE) Outside our neighbours are 
already celebrating. Annetta from a few doors 
down grabs my hand and before I know it, I’m in 
a circle of people dancing. I look round. 
Walter, Mama, Papa are all part of it, moving 
in the circle with us. I worry that they’re not 
enjoying it but then I see Mama’s head leant 
back in laughter, Papa beaming and loosening 
his tie. Relaxed. There’s a lot to celebrate.  

 
FX: THE SOUND OF CHEERING, MUSIC PLAYING. 

 
(TO AUDIENCE) I find myself in the middle of 
the circle, looking at all of my neighbours. 
Maybe the rules have changed forever now. The 
rules are that they can change at any time. 
That we’re proud of who we are no matter what 
place we find ourselves in. We just do what we 
need to do. To survive. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


