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SHELTER

by Walter J. Essex.

A Midlandstownin theautumnof 1940. Thescends setin the Andersorshelterin
the backgardenof the Coombedamily house. It hasbeenmadereasonably
comfortable: a table with an old cloth over it, some teacups,etc., a
comfortableold armchair, anothercouple of upright chairs, a set of bunks
D.S.L. A bare bulb hangsfrom the roof. An old paraffin heateris on the
floor. The entrance to the shelter is D.S.R.

At therear of the stageis a raisedarearepresentinghe outside. Onthe cyclorama
are seen barrage balloons.

Before and during the openingof the curtains, there is the soundof an air raid
siren, followed by the clank and flushing of water whenlavatory chainsare
pulled. Itis 8.00 p.m.

A figure is seendimly crossingthe rear stagefrom U.S.L. to U.S.R.,exiting and
then reappearing momentslater D.S.R. entering the shelter. It is MRS.
EDNABATES,in her late 40s, a widow of a soldier killed in W.W.l. She
immediatelysits in the only armchair and emitsa large sigh - as of relief.
Shehas broughtwith her a large basketcontainingsuchthings as knitting,
newspaperand a thermosflask,andalsoa birdcagewhichis coveredwith a
heavycloth. Shedepositsthe cage on the table which is besideher. She
peers under the cloth.

Edna: It's all right, Percy,you cango backto sleepagainnow. You'resafein here
with mother. (Smiling smugly)And I've got my nice chair.

(As shesettlesdown, taking her knitting from her basket,two figures can be seen
runningacrosstherear of thestage L. to R. - MRS.MARJORIECOOMBES
and her son, RAY, whois about13. GEORGECOOMBEShas followed
them,but remainsstandingU.S.L.,looking after them,buttoningup the tunic
of his ARP uniform).

George: Stay down till | come for you.

Marjorie: I'd rather get back to my bed when the all-clear sounds.

George: (Insistent).I've told you, wait for me!

Marjorie: Take care, love.



George: Hurry up and get inside

Ray: (Comingbacka fewsteps).Dad - remembeto saveme any decentbits of
shrapnel if you find any.

George: You get down there fast - and look after your mother.

Marjorie: (Calling from offstage).Ray!

Ray: Coming.

(RAY follows his MOTHER off U.S.R. GEORGEexits U.S.L. Momentslater
MARJORIEand RAY,who are carrying blankets,basketetc., enter shelter
D.S.R. MARJORIEseesEDNA and stops,obviouslycrossthat sheis in the
armchair).

Marjorie: | don't know how you do it.

Edna: (lookingup). Hellothere,Marjorie. YoungRay. (ToRAY). | don'twant
any of your nonsense down here tonight.

Ray: Nonsense....?

Edna: Not playing at Spitfire pilots like last night. Whizzing aroundherelike a
mad thing. Noise outside is bad enough.

Ray: (Annoyed).l like that! It's OUR shelter - OUR garden.

Marjorie: Ray! (MARJORIEmotionsher sontowardsthe bunkswith her eyes.
RAY sprawls on the bottom bunk, playing with a model aeroplane.
MARJORIEtakessomedarning out of her basketas shesettleson oneof the
upright chairs). Like | was saying, Edna - | don't know how you do it.

Edna: Do what?

Marjorie: Getin herefirst every night and look asthoughyou've beenherefor
hours by the time we get in. You must get a shift on.

Edna: | don't wastemy time getting to the lavatory. | make myself nice and
comfortablebeforethesirengoesoff. MY bowelsdon'treactto thefirst wail
of the siren like most do. MY nerves are strong, like the rest of me.

Ray: (In an undertone). She'dhold herselfall night so long asshegot the only
comfy chair down here.

Marjorie: (In aloud whisper).Ray!

Edna: (Unruffled). | heardhim, but it takesa lot morethancheekfrom the likes
of him to bother me.

(MARJORIE, bristling with the criticism of her son, as well as being crosswith
RAY, crosses over to the bunks).

Marjorie: Come on, my lad, give me a hand. | want you in that bed and asleep.

(Dialogue continuesas shebeginsto spreadblanketson the bunks,draping some
over the side of the top one so that the bottombunkis 'curtainedoff'. RAY
reluctantly helps her).

Ray: O, Mum, mustl? If it's anythinglike last night'snoise,there'sno chanceof
sleep.



Marjorie: Justdo asyou'retold. Here,tuckthatin. (Hands ROY a cornerof a
blanket).

Ray: Honestly,Mum, there'sno need. Old Biggsy'll let us havea sleepin school
tomorrow. He did today.

Edna: | thought school was for learning, not sleeping.

Marjorie: Sleeping at school?

Ray: Yes. Most of us lost so much sleepbecauseof last night's raid that old
Biggsy....

Marjorie: MISTER Biggs!

Ray: .... MISTER Biggs spreadthe gym matson the floor of the hall and the
classes took it in turn to have some sleep.

Marjorie: And did you?

Ray: What?

Marjorie: Sleep!

Ray: Coursenot. We were enjoying missingMaths. Didn't want to wastethe
pleasure by sleeping.

Marjorie: (Triumphantly). In that case - bed! - NOW!

Edna: (Chuckling). Caught yourself out there, young Ray.

(RAY reluctantly pulls aside the draped blanketsand lies on the bottom bunk.
MARJORIE goes back to her chair).

Marjorie: (Calling out). Shoes!

(RAY'S shoes come clattering through the 'curtain’).

Marjorie: (Gettingup). How manytimeshavel told youto undothelaces? (She
picksup the shoesundoeshe laces,thenplacesthe shoesneatly nextto the
bunk). You'll breakthe backsof themandthenwhere'llyou be without shoes
on your feet? Can't afford to waste coupons, never mind the money.

Edna: Do someof theseyoungsterggoodto go without, thenthey'll know how to
look after things.

Marjorie: (Softening).They'll be going without enough before this war's over.

(First soundsof a distantbarrage can be heard. The WOMENSstop their knitting
and darningto look up, listeningexpectantly. RAY stickshis headout from
the bunk).

Ray: (Excitedly). Did you hear that?

Marjorie: Sshh! (All three continueto listen in frozenattitudes. MARJORIE
breaks the silence).

Marjorie: (To EDNA). Our turn again tonight?

Edna: (Almost cheerfully). Could be just passingover on their way to
Birmingham).



Marjorie: You make them sound like commercial travellers.

Edna: (drily). Dropping off a few visiting cards on the way.

Marjorie: (Smiling despite herselfNot a joking matter really, Edna.

(RAY has ducked back inside his bunk).

Edna: Coursenot, but there'sno point taking it all too seriouslyeither. Oh, |
supposeomepoorsouls'licopit tonight - mightevenbeus - butlife hasto
goon,doesn'it? At leastthat'swhatmy Horacealwaysusedto say. And he
put up with morethanus. He nevertalkedaboutthemtrenchesnuch,but he
told me enoughfor me to realisethey weren'tnice, knowing they could be
blown to bits any minuteof theday. (Pause - then,veryquietly). And he
was. Atthe Somme.

(Long pause. MARJORIEfiddles with her darning, looking a little embarrassed.
EDNA stares into space, a thin smile on her lips).

Edna: (Cheerfully - breakingthespell) And if HoraceBatescouldkeepcheerful
with all the Kaisercouldthrow at him, damnedf CharlieHitler's goingto get
me down.

Marjorie: (Relieved).Cup of tea, Edna?

Edna: Got my flask here somewherd EDNA rummages in her basket).

Marjorie: It's all right - I've got plenty here.

(MARJORIEbeginsto pour teafor herselfand Edna. Meanwhile,lights comeup
on rear stage. GEORGECOOMBESappearsU.S.L. Soundsof distant
bombing).

George: (Looking offstage)Come on, this way - Hurry!

(MRS.ETHEL THORNTON,a womanin her late 30s, enterswith her daughter
Beryl, aged about 14).

Mrs. Thornton: Are you sure it's all right?

George: Yes. Hurry up.

Mrs. T.: Thisis kind. Come on, Beryl, don't dawdle. Thank the kind gentleman.

Beryl: (Ungraciously). Thanks.

(All three exit U.S.R.and re-entera few momentdater D.S.R., GEORGEleading
the othertwo. MARJORIEand EDNA look up in surprise. At the soundof
his father's voice, RAY pokes his head through the blanket 'curtain’).

George: Comein - quickly - mustgetthis doorshut. (He ushersin ETHEL
THORNTONand BERYL. Both look a little uncomfortableand remain
standing just inside the door).

Marjorie: George - What's up?



George: It's all right, love. This is Mrs. Thornton....

Mrs. T.: Ethel Thornton.

George: .... old Mrs. Green'sdaughter - you know, number23. Got caught
outside, so | said she could come down here.

Marjorie: Oh -right. (MARJORIElooksat the numberof chairs, asif working
out how to accommodate her 'guests’).

Mrs. T.: | hope it's not troubling you.

Marjorie: Of course not.

Edna: (Muttering under her breath). No choiceit seems. (To GEORGE).
Checked her Identity Card have you, George?

Mrs. T.. Well, really!

George: (Cajoling). Come on. Edna.

Edna: (Lightly). Well, you can'tbetoo surethesedays,canyou? Supposedo be
spies about. (MRS. THORNTON, obviously ruffled, rummagesin her
handbag).

Mrs. T.: All right then,if it satisfiesyou - HERE! (MRS.THORNTONproduces
her Identity Card and Ration Book and holds them out to EDNA who
studiouslyignoresthem). ldentity Cardandclothing couponsandMY name
on them both.

Marjorie: It's all right, love, we don't need to see them.

George: Just Edna's joke.

(GEORGEgiveseDNA a balefullook. EDNA shrugsher shouldersand carries on
knitting. Discomfited, MRS.THORNTONreplaceshecardsin her handbag.
BERYL has stayed very close to her mother all the while).

George: There'sa coupleof deckchairsunderthe bunks,love. Hey, Ray,getthe
deck chairs out.

Marjorie: (To RAY).And then back into bed.

Ray: (Whining). Oh, Mum.

George: Do asyour mothersays. (To MARJORIE). I'd betterbe gettingbackon
top. It's not good tonight.

Marjorie: Our turn again is it?

George: Seems like it. I'm going to be busy. Must go.

Marjorie: Take care.

George: (Leaving). Remember - stay until | come for you.

(GEORGEexitsD.S.R. Momentdater heis seencrossingtherear stage R.to L.
andexits U.S.L. Meanwhile,RAYhasbeenassemblinghe deckchairswith
bad grace. EDNA has ignored the newcomerswho still stand around
awkwardly).

Marjorie: Haven't you got those chairs up yet?

Ray: (In obviousdifficulty). Whoeverinventedthesemust have had a warped
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mind!

Beryl: (Takingthe initiative). Here,let me. (BERYLtakesone of the chairs,
erects it in one single movement and grins in triumph at RAY).

Beryl: Mum. (Sheindicatesthe chair to her mother,who sitsdownin it D.S.C.
RAY still struggles with the other chair, furious with himself).

Beryl: Shall I do it for you?

Ray: NO!

Marjorie: Don't be rude, Ray!(RAY finally erects the chair).

Ray: There!

(BERYL gives him a contemptuoushalf-smile and sits, as regally as she can
summorup, in the seconddeck-chair. RAY ,thoroughlydeflated,returnsto
his bunk behind the blanket curtaining. EDNA watchesRAY get into his
bunk).

Edna: What's up with him? He didn't have to be told again!

Marjorie: (Ignoring EDNA). What are you doing around here, Mrs. Thornton?

Mrs.T.: Looking for my mother.

Marjorie: Ohyes - Mrs. Green at number 23 - George said.

Mrs. T.. | cameup from Gloucesterthis morning - broughtBeryl with me.
Couldn'tleaveheron herown. Took ushours. I've beenhangingaroundthe
neighbourhoodalmostaslong, waiting for herto comehome. | can'tthink
where she can be.

Edna: (Still intent on her knitting).You'll be waiting a long time.

Mrs. T.. Beg pardon?

Edna: | said you'll be waiting a long time.

Mrs. T.: What do you mean?

Edna: | mean she's gone away.

Mrs. T.: Gone away? - Where?

Edna: To herdaughter'sn thecountry. Leastwaysthat'swhatDoris Jonegold me
in the butcher'sthis morning - whenshe'dfinishedtrying to sell herselfto
Mr. Fletcher for some scrag ends of shin beef - WITHOUT coupons.

Marjorie: But YOU'RE her daughter.

Mrs. T.: If it'strue,it'll beto my sisters's- nearSoutham. (Suddenhangry). Oh,
what a wasteof a day. I've beenworried sick aboutmy motherbeing here
with all theseraidsgoingon. I've beentrying to persuadéerfor agesto go
to our Molly's. Whenshelastwrote shesaidshewouldn'tbudge. And now,
havingcomeall this way, draggingBeryl with me, | find it's beena wasteof
time. She might have let me know.

Marjorie: (Placating). At leastyou know she'llbe safe,andthatwill takeaworry
off your mind.

Beryl: (Petulant). Oh, SHE"LL beall right, but we'vegot ourselvescaughtup in
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this tonight.

Marjorie: Don't you worry yourself, love, you'll be as safe as houses in here.

Edna: (Muttering). Depends where the houses are.

Marjorie: (Aside to EDNA).Edna! Don't go upsetting the child.

(EDNA gives MARJORIE an unsmiling look of nonchalance,turns to look at
BERYL, and then returns to her knitting).

Edna: (Still muttering). | think I'd almost prefer young Ray's aeroplane noises.

Mrs. T.. (Angrily). | hope someone shoots those planes out of the sky.

Marjorie: (Pensively).Yes. (RAY shoots his head out from behiind ‘curtain’).

Ray: There's Bofors guns down the park. Not sure if they've ever scored though.

Marjorie: My son's in a bomber crew.

Mrs. T.. Well | hope he gives Herr Hitler as much as we're getting.

Marjorie: And there'll be many a German hoping THEY'LL be shot out of the sky.

Mrs. T.. Oh.... sorry.... | didn't mean....

Marjorie: It'sall right. It's justwar. Getsa bit confusing,doesn'it? (Pause)....
Cup of tea, Mrs. Thornton?

Mrs. T.. If you can spare it.

Marjorie: Beryl?

Beryl: (Testily). No thanks!

(MARJORIEpourstea, offersMrs. Thorntonsomemagazinesandthewomensettle
down in silence. Meanwhile,RAY,still peeringthroughthe 'curtain’, talks
to BERYL, whose deck chair is directly next to him).

Ray: (Sarcastically).Chair comfy?

Beryl: (Off-hand). It'll do.

Ray: Got any souvenirs?

Beryl: Souvenirs?

Ray: Yes, you know - shrapnel, bullet cases....

(BERYLturns her headawaywith a contemptuousigh. At that momenthereis a
soundof a stick of bombsfalling in the neardistance. RAYlistenswith an air
of excitement. EDNA and MARJORIE look up in expectancy. MRS.
THORNTONand BERYLexchangdrightenedglances. BERYL leapsip and
buries her head in her mother's lap. As the sound fades, RAY speaks).

Ray: (Sneering).lt's all right. It's not near enough to worry about.

Marjorie: Ray!

(In an angry movement, BERYL gets up and faces RAY).

Beryl: (Burstingout). You beltup, you snivellingpup! It's all wonderfulfor you
isn'tit? Full of excitement, isn't it?....

Ray: (Taken aback)Hey....

Beryl:  (Overriding him). How big's the collectionthen? How many piecesof
shrapnel? What'sthe biggestpieceyou've got? How many bullets? Got a



propeller off a Messerschmidt, have you? A tailpiece from a Heinkel?....

Beryl: You makeme sick. Nextthing you'll havein your collectionis a soldier's
blown-off leg - or a Spitfire pilot's helmet, blown off half-a-mile up!
(MRS.THORNTONeapsup and slapsher daughter'sface. BERYLsinksinto her
mother's arms sobbing uncontrollably. = MARJORIE and EDNA have
observedn stunnedsilence. MRS.THORNTONturnsto them,tearsin her

eyes).

Mrs. T.. Sorryaboutthis. It's herfatheryou see...Dunkirk....can'tgetit outof her
mind.

(EDNA gets up from her chair and crossesto the bunks. Shethrows up the
blankets).

Edna: (To RAY).Out you!

(EDNAlooksat MARJORIEasif daring her to interfere.RAYsheepishlcrossedo
his mother, bewildered.The bombardmenbutsidecontinuesintermittently.
EDNA crossedo BERYL,gentlyprisesher from her mother'sclasp. BERYL
allows herself to be led to the bottom bunk).

Edna: (To BERYL).Have a lie down, my love. It'll do you the world of good.

(BERYLlIies onthe bunk. EDNA tucksa blanketaroundher, thenlets downthe
blanket ‘curtain’).

Edna: (Totheothers). She'llbebetterfor arest. (Settlingdownagain). Shallwe
have some more tea? I've plenty in my flask.

Marjorie: (To RAY - notunkindly)Ray - top bunk.

Ray: (Submissively)Yes, Mum.

(RAYclimbsontothe top bunkas EDNA poursteafrom her flask. Lightson front
stagedim. During a pausein the action, thereare soundsof the screaming
down and explosion of bombs).

kkhkkkkkkkkk*k

Lights comeup rear stage. JACK COOMBESIn his RAF uniform, runs on from
U.S.L. He standsfor a fewmomentsandlooksabouthim, a worried look on
his face. He looksup at the sky,which appearsred, the result of manyfires
startedby theair-raid. Aftera moment'sndecisionherunsoff againtheway
hecame.

Lights on the front stagerevealthe occupantsf the shelterto be asleep all
exceptfor RAY, who is lying on the top bunk playing with his model
aeroplane. On rear stage,JACK entersoncemore,looking rather agitated.
He is startled by a voice calling from offstage.



George: (Offstage).Hey! Whao's there? - Who's there?

Jack: (Calling). Hullo! (GEORGE enters U.S.L.).

George: Whothe hell'sthat? (Recognisesis son). Jack! Good God, son,what
are you doing here? Weren't expecting you till next week.

Jack: All changed. My week's leave is cancelled so I've got two days now.

George: Some damn time you've chosen to come.

Jack: What's CHOICE got to do with it?

George: (Smiling). Hey, it's good to see you, lad. Your mother'll be pleased.

Jack: Still worrying about me?

George: What do YOU think? - We both do. Young Ray'll be glad to see his idol.

Jack: (With an embarrassed grinsome idol!

George: If it was up to him he'd be up there flying beside you.

Jack: No thanks! I'd endup fighting HIM, ratherthanJerry! Anyway if we do
our job properly, HE'LL never have to fight.

George: Here,you'dbettergetdownthe shelterandl'd bettergetbackto my post.
It's one hell of a night to be out.

Jack: I'll come with you.

George: Noyoudon't. You doyour sharein otherways. Your mother'llbe glad of
your company. Go on.

(JACK is aboutto go to the shelterwhenANOTHERMAN runson U.S.L. It is
REG BATEMAN, a railway worker in his mid-20s. He sees GEORGE).

Reg: Mr. Coombes! Thank God I've found someone. Have you seen our Elsie?

George: Sorry, Reg, I've not seen her - not likely tonight!

Jack: (Doubling back).What's up?

Reg: Hello, Jack. It's Elsie. | don't know where she is.

Jack: Down a shelter probably.

Reg: That'sjustit. She'snotin the Jones'shelterlike sheusuallyis. And Mrs.
Jones hasn't seen her.

George: Not in the house?

Reg: | wenttherefirst. | shouldhavefinished my shift hoursago, but with this
going on | had to stay on.

George: What's it like down the station?

Reg: Linesblockedin both directions - there'll be no trainsthroughtherefor a
while. Anyway, Mr. Watkinssaidl couldcomeandcheckon Elsieif | could
get through.

Jack: She'll be all right, surely.

Reg: But the baby's due in a couple of weeks.

George: Was there no note at home?

Reg: None that | could see.

George: Look, I've gotto getback. You getdown our shelterwith Jack. If | hear
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anything I'll let you know.

Reg: No, | can'tgo downthere,notwhile | don'tknow whereElsieis. Canl come
with you?

George: (Reluctantly).All right, if youmust,butl don'tknow whatit'll do. Come
on. 'Bye Jack. I'll chat to you later.

(GEORGEexitshurriedly U.S.L.,followedby REG. JACK standsand looksafter
them thenhurries off U.S.R Lightsfadeonrear stage. Lightscomeup front
stage. JACK enters the shelter D.S.R.).

Jack: (Quietly calling). Hello.

Ray: (Startingup). Who'sthat? (Recognisesis brother). Jack! (RAYleaps
off the bunk naisily, rousing the othersas he doesso. He rushesup to his
brother). Hey, Jack. Thought you weren't home till next week.

Marjorie: Jack! (MARJORIE gets up from her chair and hugs JACK).

Jack: Hello, Mum. Sooner than you thought, eh?

Marjorie: It's neversoonenough. (MARJORIEholds JACK at arm's length).
Well, let's look at you. Well, you're looking better than | expected.

Edna: Evening, Jack.... or is it morning now?

Jack: Hello, Mrs. Bates. (He looks at his watch).And it's one o'clock nearly.

Marjorie: What a time to arrive!

Jack: Not been easy getting through.... a lot of dodging about.

Mrs. T.: Is it still bad?

Edna: You've got ears, haven't you?

Jack: (Ignoring EDNA). It's a bad night. Centre of town's copping it pretty badly.

Marjorie:  Oh, Jack, this is Mrs. Thornton, Mrs. Green's daughter....from
Gloucester. HER daughter's asleep over there.

Beryl: (Grumpily from behind the 'curtain’No, she's not.

Marjorie: They got caught out as the raid started.

Jack: (To MARJORIE).I'm glad you've given up the kitchen table anyway.

Mrs. T.: Kitchen table?

Jack: Yes. The daywar wasdeclared Mum insistedwe all spentthe night under
the kitchen table.

Ray: For a whole bloomin' week!

Jack: Well, four nights. Anyway, you're better off in here tonight.

Ray: You got leave, Jack?

Jack: Just a couple of days - and one of them's gone now.

Marjorie: (Disappointed).l thought you had a week.

Jack: All changed)'m afraid. As from the day aftertomorrowI'm captainof my
own bomber crew.

Marjorie: (Quietly). Oh no. (MARJORIE sits down quietly).

Ray: (Excitedly). Great! A Wellington?
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Jack: Yes.

Ray: Great! Wait till | tell JohnnyBeavertomorrow. His cousin'sonly a rear-
gunner.

Jack: (Suddenlyangry). Scoringpointsareyou? Well, a rear gunner'sgot as
much guts as anyone up there - or as little.

Ray: (Taken aback)l only....

Jack: You don't know what it's like, Ray, and | hope you never will.

(Somewhat cowed, RAY walks over to his MOTHER).

Edna: (Defusingthesituation). Sorrythere'sno tealeft, Jack. But I've got allittle
somethinghereyou might like. (EDNAtakesa smallbottle of whiskeyfrom
her basket and offers it to JACK. JACK accepts the offer).

Jack: Thanks, Mrs. Bates, | could do with i{tJACK examines the cups).

Edna: Oh, don't bother with a cup. Swigitasitis.

Jack: (Smiling). Thanks. (JACK takesa large swig from the bottle and then
handsit back. As the conversationcontinuesEDNA takesa swig herself
before returning the bottle to her basket).

Jack: Sorry,Ray,it's notbeenagoodday. (Takesin everybody).Rottenjourney
here and then to be met with this.

Mrs. T.. Do these raids always go on so long?

(At the soundof her mother'svoice, BERYLputs her headthrough the 'curtain’.
RAY walks across to the bunks, picks up his plane and begins to admire it).

Edna: This is the longest yet.

Marjorie: | hope George is all right.

Jack: | met Dad as | came in. He's all right.

Marjorie: God knows how he'll get into work tomorrow with no sleep.

Jack: (Quietly). From what I've seenout there,there'll be a lot who'll haveno
work to go to.

Mrs. T.: What do you mean?

Jack: | meanthoseJerrybombershave beemoinga goodjob. Thewhole of the
town centre seems to be on fire, and there's fires everywhere you look.

Mrs. T.: Why here? Why us?

Jack: Legitimate target.

Mrs. T.: Legitimate!

Jack: All the factories.

Mrs. T.: So?

Jack: Aeroplanes - parts,assembly! What peoplelike merely on - whatwe
ALL rely on.

Edna: (Sarcastically)."Careless talk costs lives".

Jack: (Smiling). It's hardly a secret!

Ray: You can give 'em as good back, Jack!
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Jack: (Quietly). Yes....perhaps. (JACK wandersover to the bunks,where
BERYL is still peering out)Hello. Who are you?

Beryl: (Shyly). Beryl.

(BERYL gets out of the bunk and wanders over to her mother).

Beryl: When can we go home, Mum?

Mrs. T.: It'll be a while yet, love.

Marjorie: Whenwe hearthe all-clearyou mustcomeinto the houseandgetsome
proper rest before you start travelling anywhere.

Mrs. T.: That will be kind, thanks.

(BERYLputsher arm around her motherand leansagainsther. JACK takesthe
plane from RAY).

Jack: Spitfire, eh?

Ray: Yes. | wantto makea Wellingtonlike youfly, butI'm nothandyenoughand
Dad hasn't got much time to help.

Jack: If | get a decent leave, I'll give you a hand.

Ray: (Excited). Will you?

Jack: (Smiling and ruffling RAY'S hair)Course.

(EDNA and MARJORIE have returned to their knitting and darning. MRS.
THORNTONand BERYLjust cling to eachother. Thebarrageis continuing
in the distance. JACK leaps up onto the top bunk next to RAY).

Jack: (To RAY).Been to the flicks recently?

Ray: Yes, | wentwith JohnnieBeaver to see"Dark Eyesof London". Bella
Lugosi as Doctor Orlof - really gruesome.

Jack: How do you mean, gruesome?

Ray: Well, this Doctor Orlof runs a homefor the blind and he getsa deafand
dumb giant to bump off the inmates so's he can get their money and....

Marjorie: How did YOU get to see a film like that?

Ray: (Caughtout). Oh, well.... Johnnie'suncle works at the Astoriaand....well,
he got us in.... and....

Marjorie. When?

Ray: (Sheepishly)Last Tuesday.

Marjorie: And you told me you went to see "Old Mother Riley" at the Rex.

Ray: Yes.... well, Johnnie said that....

Marjorie: You wait till | tell your father. He'll not be pleased. Lying as well!

Mrs. T.: Can't think why they want to make films like that.

Jack: (Laughing)."Old Mother Riley"?

Mrs. T.: (Peeved).No - theotherthing. Thereareenoughnastythingsin this
world without going to be entertainedoy them. What was that lovely film
WE saw the other week, Beryl?

Beryl: "One Hundred Men and a Girl".
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Mrs. T.: That'stheone - DeannaDurbin. Lovely music,andshe'sgot sucha
sweet voice. You enjoyed it, didn't you, Beryl?

Beryl: (Unconvincingly).l suppose so.

Mrs. T.. Well, you said you did.

Beryl: | preferred "Heidi".

Marjorie: Ohyes - Shirley Temple. | had a good cry at that one.

Edna: | prefera goodlaughmyself. What'sthatlatestGeorgeFormbyone? Oh
yes, "Let GeorgeDo It", with that pretty Phyllis Calvert. Funny it was.
Georgeplaying his ukeleleand mistakenfor a spy, andit wasthe bandleader
all the time. Oh, | did laugh.

Marjorie: Haveyou seenRobertDonatin "Mr. Chips"? - | hadalovely cry over
that one too.

Edna: Might go down to the Rex on Saturday.

Jack: | doubt it.

Edna: What d'you mean?

Jack: It's gone.

Marjorie: } Gone?

Edna: } What!

Ray: } The Rex?

Jack: | told youit wasbadin thetown centre. | dodgedthroughit to gethere. The
Rex is just a pile of rubble.

Marjorie: Butitwas new - just last year!

Edna: (Drily). | suppose it was tempting fate to show "Gone With The Wind".

(RAY laughs,but stopsas he realisesno-oneelseis. Thereis a strangequiet -
then the screaming of descending bombs is heard. JACK reacts).

Jack: Everyone lie down!

(Theyall throw themselvedlat, exceptEDNA, who squeezesinderthe table. The
bombs explode very close and the lights go out. BERYL screams).
Beryl: Mum! (Shecontinuesscreaming. JACK hasto makehimselfheardabove

the screaming).

Jack: It's all right. Just keep still. I'll find a light.

Marjorie: There's a candle on the table - and some matches somewhere.

Jack: I've got matches.(Angrily). Shut that girl up!

(A loud smackis heard - the screamingstops. JACK strikesa matchand lights a
candleon thetable. In thedim light, BERYLis seenon thefloor in a frozen
attitude,a handto her cheek]Jookingshocked.Her motherhasan arm round
her).

Mrs. T.: I'm sorry, love, | had to do it.

(BERYL falls weeping into her mothers's arms).
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The picture inside the shelteris held as the lights comeup rear stage. GEORGE
appears U.S.L. dragging REG BATEMAN, who is resisting and shouting.

Reg: No! No! Leave me.

George: (Strongly). Do asyou'redamnwell told. You'reno goodto metheway
you are.

Reg: But Elsie....

George: WE'LL deal with Elsie. You get down our shelter!

Reg: | must get back!

George: (Pushinghim). NO! Do | haveto thumpyou? I've told you, you'reno
help the way you are. Geton. (GEORGE,meetingwith lessresistance,
pushesREG off U.S.R. Theyre-appeara few momentdater in the shelter
D.S.R.).

George: Get in and stay there.

Reg: | must find her.

Marjorie: George! What's up? What's going on up there?

George: Just keep Reg down here. He's a liability the way he is.

(REG beginsto cry - he throws himselfinto MARJORIE'Svacatedchair and
burieshis facein his armson the table. EDNA takesout her whiskeybottle
once more).

Edna: Someoneelseneedsa sip of this | think. (EDNA holds out the bottle to
REG, gently shakeshis shoulder,but getsno response. EDNA shrugsher
shouldersand takesa swig herselfbeforereturning the bottle to her basket.
JACK joins MARJORIE and GEORGE at the entrance to the shelter).

Jack: What's wrong?

George: He found out whereElsie was. She'dbeenout seeingMrs. Fletcher,it
seems, when the alert went.

Jack: Fletcher?

Marjorie: Butcher's - corner of Jesmond Road.o GEORGE).Go on.

George: Bert Fletchercalledin at the A.R.P. Postand he told us he'dleft them
there. Theyweregoingunderthe stairs. Well, Regjustflew. | followed him
as he was in a right panic by then.

Marjorie: Well, the baby's nearly due.

George: We'djustturnedinto thetop endof JesmondRoadwhena stick of bombs
camedown at the otherend. We jumpedbehinda gardenwall. Whenwe
could seeagain - well, the end of the road had gone. Next thing is Reg
racingdowntheroad,screamingat thetop of his voice,thentearingat anybit
of rubblethat cameto hand. We hadto pull him off. He could havecaused
the rubble to shift the way he was going on - and there might be survivors.

Jack: (Very quietly).Is there any chance, Dad?

George: (Shaking his head)Not likely.
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Jack: Want a hand up there?

George: Thanks Jack - | was going to ask if you'd mind.

Marjorie: Be careful!

George: Worst's probably over.

Marjorie: Even so....

(MARJORIEwatchesthemgo. Theyare briefly seencrossingthe rear stagefrom
R.to L. Lights go downrear stage. MARJORIEgoesacrossto REG,
whose weeping has subsided, and places a hand on his shoulder).

Marjorie: Reg. (No answer).Reg. (REG slowly turns and looks at her).

Marjorie: (Gently). They'll do the best they can, you know.

Reg: It's my fault. | should have got home sooner.

Marjorie: It's nobody's fault on a night like this.

Reg: (Bursting out). God! How | hate those Germans!

Ray: (Angrily). Don't worry, Jack'll get our own back on some of them.

Marjorie: Ray!

Ray: Well, he will.

Beryl: Well I hope he gets the ones that killed my Dad!

(MRS. THORNTON comforts BERYL).

Edna: (Loudly,firmly, yetgently). | think we could all do with calmingdown a
little.

Reg: (Blazingup). Calmdown! You stupidcow! Calmdown,shesays,andmy
Elsie crushed under that house.... and the baby....

(EDNA shows no reaction).

Marjorie: (Comforting). Ssh.... | know.

Reg: Elsiewantedaboy, for me,butl told herl didn'tmind. A girl asprettyasher
motherwould be fine. (REG breaksdown again. After a brief pause,he
leaps to his feet and dives for the door. MARJORIE goes after him).

Reg: I'm sorry, Mrs. Coombes,| can't stay. (He rushes offstage D.S.R.
MARJORIE slowly returns to her chair).

Edna: (Calmly and gently). | DO understandyou know. I've beena widow a
long time now, but | don't forget.

Lights fade to BLACK OUT.

*kkkkkkkkkk

It is four hourslater. All is quiet; the bombardmenhas stopped. MARJORIE
strikesa match and lights a candle. RAY is asleepon the top bunk, the
blanketsthat draped the bottom bunk thrown over him. BERYLand MRS.
THORNTONare onthebottombunk. EDNAIs asleepin her chair. Thelight
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wakens EDNA. She rubs her eyes and looks around.

Edna: What time is it?

Marjorie: |1 don't know. | fell asleep.

(The two WOMEN remain still, heads tilted, listening intently).

Edna: It's quiet.

Marjorie: Has the all-clear gone?

Edna: | haven't heard it, but | was asleep like you.

Marjorie: It musthavedone,andwe'veall sleptthroughit. (Stretches).Lord, |
ache. (MARJORIE goes over to the bunks and looks at the occupants).

Marjorie: Shall | wake them?

Edna: No point really.

Marjorie: We'll be more comfortable in the house.

Ray: (Waking). Mm? Eh? Oh, Mum. Is it over?

Marjorie: Think so. Comeon, let's getto our beds. (Shegently shakesMrs.
Thornton).

Marjorie: Mrs. Thornton.... Mrs. Thornton.

MrsT.. (Waking up).Yes? What is it? (Realises where she isph.

Marjorie: | can make you more comfortable in the house.

Mrs. T.. (Getting up). It's a shame to wake Beryl.

Beryl: I'm not asleep. (Sitting up).| haven't been asleep.

Mrs. T.: Is it safe?

Edna: I'm not budging till I've heard the all-clear.

Marjorie: |told you, we must have slept through it.

Beryl: 1 didn't hear it, and I've been awake.

Edna: (To MARJORIE).See.

Marjorie: After whatcamedown,it's probablyout of action. (ToBERYL)You've
heard no more planes or bombs have you?

Beryl: Not for hours.

Marjorie: There you are then. Come on - a nice cup of tea and then a warm bed.

Ray: You sure, Mum? Dad said we were to stay until he came for us.

Marjorie: He'sprobablybeentoo busyto come. (Pause). | wonderif he found
Elsie.... Poor Reg.

Edna: There'llbe afew more"poor Reges"l reckonafterlastnight - and"poor
Elsies".

Marjorie: Elsie might be all right.

(EDNA gives MARJORIE a meaningful look).

Marjorie: Well - WE'RE all O.K. Come on, let's go up.

(MARJORIEhas beengathering her things into her basket. RAY retrieveshis
plane from his bunk. MRS. THORNTON brushes down BERYL'S clothes).

Beryl: Don't fuss, Mum - please.

16



Edna: I'm staying put a while yet just to make sure.

Marjorie: Edna....

Edna: It's all right, you go ahead. Percy'll keep me company.

Marjorie: Oh well, please yourself.

Edna: (Firmly). | do.

(Except for EDNA they all begin to leave D.S.R.).

Mrs. T.. (To EDNA).Goodbye - thanks.

Edna: Safe journey home, love.

(Theyall leave - andcanbeseena fewmomentdater crossingtherear stageR. to
L. and exiting U.S.L.).

Marjorie: (Offstage). Oh Lord! The roof's gone! Come on - quick!

(EDNApicksup thebird-cage,placesit nextto her onthetable and peersunderthe
cover).

Edna: You all right, Percy? Justyou andme in herenow. We'll go homesoon.
Bettersafethansorry,eh? (EDNAtakesout her knitting and beginsto hum
tunelessly - then pauses, chucklingizone with the Wind" - good one that.

(Lights comeup rear stage. JACKand REGenterU.S.L., JACK'Sarm on REG'S
shoulder. Both are dishevelled).

Jack: I'm sorry, Reg. Everyone did what they could.

Reg:. (Dazed). Why Elsie? - and the baby?

Jack: Why anyone? (Bitterly). It's war.

Reg: What's Elsie done to that loony Hitler?

Jack: (In an undertone).No more than the people | bomb over there.

Reg: What?

Jack: Nothing. Comeon, let'sgo down andfind Mum. Maybeshecanfix usa
cuppa. (GEORGE rushes in U.S.L.).

George: Jack! Jack! We've got to get them out fast!

Jack: What?

George: There'sa delayedactionbombright in the middle of the roadin front of
the house. Could go off any time.

Jack: Wouldn't they be safer down there?

George: Can't tell the size of it. Better get them out and through the back.

Jack: You sure?

George: For God's sake, just move!

(The three MEN run off U.S.R. and re-emerge in the shelter D.S.R.).

George: Marjorie!
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Edna: Gone.

George: Gone? - Where?

Edna: Back inside.

Jack: Oh, God!

George: But | told her to wait for me.

Jack: Come on, Dad. Reg, get Mrs. Bates out of here - through the back.

(REGis too dazedstill to takethis in. JACK and GEORGEhurriedly exit D.S.R.,
re-emerge U.S.R. and rush off U.S.L.).

George: (Calling offstage).Marjorie! Marjorie!

Jack: (Calling) Mum!

Edna: What's up, Reg? Why've we got to get out?

Reg: (Looking at his dirty hands) Elsie's gone, Mrs. Bates.

Edna: (Crossing to REG - comforting)She wouldn't have felt a thing....

(A loud explosioncutsher off. EDNA and REG fall to theground. Simultaneous

BLACK OUT and quick curtain).

THE END
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