SCENE ONE - The stage is pitch-black. There is a long amount of silence, until the familiar wail of air-raid sirens blares. The stage begins to lighten to a dim blue and a family run across the stage, all in their pyjamas from STAGE LEFT to RIGHT. They are running towards the start of an Anderson shelter leading off into the WINGS. MOTHER is carrying the youngest child, ANN who is a girl of about five. TOM, HARVEY and NANCY run behind her. TOM is about nine. HARVEY eleven. NANCY is the eldest child there, at about fourteen. She is running behind all the children to make sure they keep up. FATHER is the last in the line. By the accent it is clear the action is situated from somewhere in Kent.
MOTHER: [Ushering them with a free hand] Come on ‘urry up! Quick, quick!
NANCY: ‘Arvey pick your feet up!
HARVEY: I’m tryin’ aren’t oi?
TOM: I need a wee!
NANCY: Well you should’ve thought o’ that afore the Germans stared bombin’ shouldn’t you?
MOTHER: [Reaching the other side] Everyone in, quick!
They all duck down, going one by one into the shelter.
[Black]
SCENE TWO - The sound of the all clear signals for the stage to brighten. The set is of your typical country cottage kitchen during the wartime. There is a door to the RIGHT. Time has skipped. It’s day. MOTHER and the children are all bustling around the kitchen. NANCY is packing ration books and other things to go out shopping and MOTHER is putting her coat on. TOM is ready, whilst HARVEY is finding his wellies.
TOM: [Jumping up and down impatiently] Come on ‘Arvey I want to look for shells.
HARVEY: [Putting his wellies on] I’m comin’.
MOTHER: No you ain’t, you’re both goin’ shoppin’ with Nance.
BOTH: What! Why?
MOTHER: ‘Cause oi say so. [To NANCY] You got the ration books?
NANCY: Aye.
MOTHER: [To the boys] Off you go then.
They whine and slink after NANCY. As they exit another woman enters, also with a basket, but this one is filled with food she’s just bought.
MOTHER: [On a stool, putting her wellies on] Sorry Bet, don’t ‘ave time to chat. One o’ the ewes ‘as foot rot again.
BET: Don’t worry, won’t be long. Just popped round to warn you the post office is gone.
MOTHER: [Stunned] It never.
BET: Saw it with my own eyes. Been shelled to the ground.
MOTHER: [Dismayed] But ‘ow are we meant to get our post now?
BET: [Realising she’s made a mistake] Oh I’m sure they’ll find another way to get our letters to us… just thought I’d warn you is all… if you were thinking o’ goin’ into town… [Tentatively] You ‘eard from George recently?
MOTHER: [Shortly] Not as such. An’ not like to now am oi? …You ‘eard from William?
BET: [Silent, uncertain]
MOTHER: What?
BET: Well…
MOTHER: ‘Ave you?
BET: Might ‘ave ‘ad one the other day.
MOTHER: [Affected, but trying to look interested] An’?
BET: Few scrapes, but alls well an’ good. [Proudly] ‘E’s been in ever so many dogfights.
MOTHER: Sounds… nice.
[Pause]
BET: I’m sure George’ll write you soon.
FATHER enters through the door purposely. He sees Bet and stops.
FATHER: Oh Bet… ‘ello. Weren’t expectin’ you there.
BET: I was just leavin’. [To MOTHER] I’ll talk to you later. [She exits]
MOTHER: I know you don’t loike ‘er, but you needn’t look like she’d eat yer.
FATHER: [Fidgety] Can oi talk to you a moment?
MOTHER: [Warily] Why?
FATHER: [Gingerly] The camp wants… um, all the local farms to take workers… from the airmen.
MOTHER: [Stands, disgusted] Germans? In our ‘ouse?
FATHER: Not in our ‘ouse, no… but in our fields- an’-an’ in our barns, aye, they’ll be workin’-
MOTHER: -No oi won’t ‘ave ‘em ‘ere. Not while George is fightin’, I won’t ‘ave ‘em ‘ere.
FATHER: We ain’t got no choice. An’ we need more workers - land girls only go so far.
MOTHER: [Folds her arms, looking at him disapprovingly.]
FATHER: [Still trying to appease her] It might be only one?
MOTHER: Now you listen to me. Oi ain’t ‘avin’ them in this ‘ouse, oi ain’t ‘avin’ them on this farm, an’ oi ain’t ‘avin’ them anywhere near our lands at all. Is that clear to you?
FATHER: [Nodding fervently] Aye.
[Black]
SCENE THREE – A stables or a barn of some kind. The entrance is to the RIGHT whilst there are stalls to the LEFT, the entrances which are facing off to the RIGHT. There are a group of men in there, including FATHER, two uniformed officers and GERMAN. They are all talking to one and other, pointing around the place and showing him his duties. The children are all poking their heads in around the corner of the entrance.
HARVEY: Law, ‘e’s tall!
NANCY: Watch it or they’ll ‘ear us - nitwit. Bit funny lookin’ ain’t ‘e?
TOM: ‘Course ‘e is. ‘E’s German.
ANN: Do you think he likes tea parties?
NANCY: No, and come over ‘ere afore you makes trouble.
As ANN is made to move nearer to NANCY, the adults begin to leave. The children quickly run back into the WINGS and the adults follow. GERMAN picks up a rake resting by the stalls and starts to mime tossing hey in the stalls. The children sneak back in. Ann is holding a teddy bear with a big green bow around its neck. They stare at GERMAN for a bit. Then TOM clears his throat.
GERMAN: Ah! [He spins round] You startled me. [Smiles, good-humouredly] Hello.
TOM: Are you a Nazi?
NANCY: Thomas-‘Enry!
TOM: What? Oi was only askin’.
GERMAN: [Confused] I’m sorry? I did not catch zat. I don’t always understand ze accent.
NANCY: [Seeming offended] Accent? Oi don’t ‘ave an’ accent.
GERMAN: [Gently] That may be as vell, but you do to me.
NANCY: [Mumbling to herself] You ‘ave an accent.
TOM: Are-you-a-Nazi?
GERMAN: [Understanding] Ah… [Goes back to his work, saddened somewhat] No, I am not a Nazi… just German.
NANCY: ‘Ow come you can speak English?
GERMAN: [Not sure what to say] Uh, because I learnt it.
TOM: Do you come from the prisoner of war camp?
GERMAN: Uh [thinking about what he just said] Uh, yah, I do.
NANCY: So you were shot down?
GERMAN: I was.
HARVEY: Is it nice at the camp?
GERMAN: Better zan Germany. [He stops his work and faces them again. Nervous] Do you find it… um… nice here?
NANCY: Aye, ‘till the bombin’.
GERMAN: [Awkwardly] Ah… yah... same with vhere I come from.
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GERMAN: [Confused] Germany…?
NANCY: We know thaat, don’t we? Where in Germany?
GERMAN: A little village outside Munich.
TOM: What village?
GERMAN: [Chuckling gently] You vould not know it.
HARVEY: [Matter-of-factly, trying to act grown-up] My brother’s fightin’ Germans.
GERMAN: [Smile vanishes] I see. Und, is he brave?
NANCY: Und?
GERMAN: Uh, like… apples und pears… or… England und Germany.
NANCY: [Still lost]
HARVEY: [Whispering to her] And.
NANCY: [Angrily] I know.
GERMAN: So, is your brother brave?
HARVEY: I ‘ope so.
GERMAN: [Chuckles again, absently raking little bits of hey on the floor] I am not so brave.
HARVEY: Why?
GERMAN: Because I surrendered.
NANCY and HARVEY: Why?
TOM: ‘Cause ‘e’s a coward.
GERMAN: [Smiling sadly] Yah.
There is a pause, as the elder children don’t seem to know what other questions to probe him with next.
ANN: Do you like teddy bears?
GERMAN: Who doesn’t? [He props his rake up against the stall and squats down to her level] Vhat is his name?
ANN: Teddy.
GERMAN: Ah. [Laughing] Sensible. [Looking up at the other children] You forgot one question on your list.
TOM: What’s that then?
GERMAN: You forgot to ask me vhat my name vas.
HARVEY: What is your name?
MOTHER comes into the barn holding a little parcel in one hand. GERMAN immediately gets back up.
MOTHER: What you all doin’ in ‘ere? Out!
TOM and HARVEY: But Ma-
MOTHER: Out! [To NANCY] An’ you should know better.
The children exit.
GERMAN: [Anxiously] Ze vere only asking questions.
MOTHER: [Livid] Don’t you speak to my children – in fact don’t you speak to anyone. You do work an’ that’s it. Understood?
GERMAN: [Softly] Yah. Of course.
MOTHER: [Shoving the parcel to him] An’ that’s your lunch, else you be faintin’ on us an’ oi ain’t ‘avin’ that. [She storms back out]
GERMAN: [Calls] Danke- I mean, thank you.
He gets back to work, much more deflated than before. The children, slowly, poke their heads around the door of the barn to watch him again.
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