





[image: The Shadow Factory]










Howard Brenton


THE SHADOW
FACTORY


[image: logo]


NICK HERN BOOKS


London


www.nickhernbooks.co.uk











The Shadow Factory was first performed at Nuffield Southampton Theatres on 7 February 2018, with the following cast:









	FRED/DOWDING
	David Birrell




	LIL/SYLVIA
	Catherine Cusack




	LADY COOPER/MA
	Anita Dobson




	JACKIE DIMMOCK
	Lorna Fitzgerald




	LORD BEAVERBROOK
	Hilton McRae




	POLLY
	Shala Nyx




	LEN GOOCH
	Daniel York






Community Ensemble: Nicky Azor, Josie Bailey, Ollie Bruce, Daisy Collins, Chloe Coombes, Steve Cox, Sue Dashper, Caroline Dopica, Tetiana Dushenkivska, Jonathan Fulcher, Helen Gard, Dawn Gatrell, Julia Gavin, Clare Gott, Al Guthrie, Beatrice John, Hiva Hallaveh, Alan Matlock, Sam Momber, Jen Powell-Keilloh, Georgina Pugh, Grace Tarr, Adam Woods









	Writer
	Howard Brenton




	Director
	Samuel Hodges




	Design Director
	Leo Warner




	Set Designer
	Jenny Melville




	Video Designer
	Akhila Krishnan




	Lighting Designer
	Matt Daw




	Costume Designer
	Molly Einchcomb




	Producer
	Ollie Hester




	Assistant Video Designer
	Hannah Fasching




	Assistant Set Designer
	Claudia Fragoso




	Animators
	Georgia Clegg
Emily Howells,
Lawrence Watson




	Design Team
	Dale Croft, Gareth Damian
Martin, Nicol Scott,
Matthew Taylor




	
Video Programmer

	Iain Syme




	Video System Designer
	Max Spielbichler




	Design Intern
	Felix Green




	Sound Designers and Composers
	Max and Ben Ringham




	Musical Director
	Candida Caldicot




	Movement Director
	Lucy Cullingford




	Casting Director
	Annelie Powell




	Associate Director
	Anthony Lau




	Assistant Director
	Gemma Aked-Priestley




	Assistant Musical Director
	Teddy Clements




	Dialect Coach
	Jacquie Crago















In memory of Michael Bogdanov











Foreword


Howard Brenton


This play is a love song to Southampton, written to celebrate a time of extreme danger and extreme human achievement in the town’s history.


Sam Hodges, the artistic director of Nuffield Southampton Theatres, emailed me two years ago: was I interested in writing a play to open a brand-new theatre in the middle of the town?


Was I interested in breathing? I knew immediately I was going to say ‘yes’. Back in 1976 I wrote the first new play to be performed in the National’s Lyttleton Theatre. It was a great experience. In some mysterious way shows change a theatre: characters become ghosts in the walls, the carpets begin to change colour with feet shuffled during arguments about a play and spilt interval drinks. Architecture doesn’t make a theatre, audiences and performances do. So, for both playwright and actors, there’s nothing to match the excitement of being the first to have scenes seen and lines heard in a new theatre.


I met Sam in London’s Old Vic coffee bar. We became very loud with enthusiasm! He told me of the bombing of the Woolston Spitfire factory by the German Luftwaffe in September 1940 and the shadow factories that replaced it.


I’d never heard the story. I was born in 1942, in my childhood I knew bomb sites – great places to play – but hardly anything of my parents’ wartime experiences. They were a secretive generation: for example, it was only when my mother was eighty-three, and my father was dead, that she told me the family ‘trekked’ during the Blitz. Trekking was leaving your home to avoid the night bombing. Hundreds in British towns did it, in Liverpool, Glasgow, Portsmouth, Belfast: in Southampton people spent nights on the Common, even going as far as the New Forest. In the morning they would go back into the town to see if their homes still existed – just think, for a moment, of the traumatic experience of doing that.


So much is not said, or lies forgotten, even about a time like the Second World War. It was a shock to me while researching the play, and may be to audiences, to realise how powerful the Government was. Your house, your business could be requisitioned at a moment’s notice under the Emergency Powers (Defence) Acts of 1939 and 1940. They made legal ‘the taking of possession or control of any property or undertaking’, requiring people ‘to place themselves, their services and their property at the disposal of His Majesty’. Refuse and you would be imprisoned. From 1940 until 1945 Britain was effectively an authoritarian state run by Churchill’s War Ministry in coalition with Atlee’s Labour Party. Hitler’s Government, fearing for their popularity, did not adopt measures similar to the Emergency Powers Acts until February 1943 when, in a notorious speech, Goebbels declared ‘Total War’. Churchill and his ministers practised ‘Total War’ from the start, they trusted the people.


But there was consequence for our rulers. I write history plays because I’m fascinated by moments of crisis that cause great, even revolutionary change: for example my play Anne Boleyn, seen at Shakespeare’s Globe, is about the English Reformation; two plays written for Hampstead Theatre, 55 Days and Drawing the Line, are about Oliver Cromwell’s decision to execute Charles II and Britain’s withdrawal from India in 1947. Ugly times, brutal times but, in the end, they were for the good. I see 1940 as one of those moments and not for the obvious reason that we avoided defeat. People survived the Luftwaffe and knuckled down under the orders of the draconian War Ministry. Despair was far more widespread than is acknowledged but also a spirit of ‘sod the lot of them’ began to grow, undetected by the Government. In the end there would be payback. In 1945 Churchill got the shock of his life when the Labour Party won a general election with a majority of 145, then set about the most radical change in our country since the seventeenth century.


How true can history plays be? Well, they are yarns, not documentaries. But, though despite my best efforts there may be gaffes in the script, the aim was to try to be accurate about what happened in Southampton in the autumn of 1940. Then I invented a family, the Dimmocks, owners of a laundry and into just about everything in the town, to imagine what it would be like living through that time. Shakespeare did it! In Part II of Henry IV the fictitious Falstaff wanders around a battlefield in a real war, peopled with real historical characters.


And when the play’s run is over, I hope Jackie Dimmock, her fictitious friend Polly, her mother and grandmother and her obstreperous, bloody-minded father Fred – along with my versions of the heroic Woolston Chief Engineer Len Gooch, the forceful Lord Beaverbrook and the brave, ill-treated Lady Cooper from Hursley House – are happy ghosts in Nuffield Southampton Theatres’ new NST City.


A postscript. You’ve still got to eat, even if you are making history. There are exchanges about wartime diet in the play: Jackie Dimmock’s grandmother makes an all but inedible carrot roll. The other day someone in the theatre asked if I had hosted a wartime dinner party, what would have been on my menu?


So here we go.


A rabbit stew – if I could shoot one, as Jackie does it the play. If not it would be a mock fish pie, made of boiled potatoes, boiled beans, a little lemon juice (much prized), two tablespoons of bloater paste, cayenne pepper and flour. Then a real treat: an upside-down apricot pudding, made with dried apricots which were difficult to get hold of. I’d probably have to have a word with Ma Dimmock about getting some ‘on the quiet’.











Characters











	TOWN

	
	BIG HOUSE





	JACQUELINE
‘JACKIE’ DIMMOCK

	
	




	POLLY STRIDE
Jackie’s friend

	
	




	LILIAN ‘LIL’ DIMMOCK
Jackie’s mother

	&

	SYLVIA MEINSTER
a member of Lady
Cooper’s staff





	ALFRED ‘FRED’
DIMMOCK
Jackie’s father

	&

	AIR CHIEF MARSHAL
SIR HUGH DOWDING





	MARY ‘MA’ DIMMOCK
Fred’s mother

	&

	LADY COOPER







BACK AND FORTH BETWEEN TOWN AND BIG HOUSE


LORD ‘MAX’ BEAVERBROOK


LEN GOOCH


There is a COMMUNITY CHORUS.


The action takes place in Southampton, the grounds and rooms of Hursley House, just outside the town, and in the Ministry for Aircraft Production, London.


Time: autumn of 1940.


This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.











ACT ONE


Scene One


JACKIE DIMMOCK (twenty-one years) and her friend POLLY STRIDE (twenty-four years). JACKIE has an air rifle, POLLY has a basket.


JACKIE (aside). A lovely day. September, 1940. You just want to reach out and – eat it!


POLLY (aside). Sneaked up here after work. Her idea.


JACKIE (aside). Grounds of Lady Cooper’s stately home. Hursley House.


POLLY (aside). Dark green, yellowy.


JACKIE (aside). Woods and fields. And money.


POLLY (aside). Really pretty.


JACKIE. There’s one!


She fires the rifle. Misses.


Oh sod it!


POLLY. Do you think we really ought to do this?


JACKIE. Come off it, Poll, they say the old girl’s got a Mercedes Benz, a Panhard Dynamic and three Rolls-Royces. She’s loaded! I don’t think she counts her rabbits.


POLLY. Jackie, it’s poaching.


JACKIE. Great, in’t it. Course, if I had a real gun, not this pea-shooting air thing, I could bag one of Lady Da-di-da’s deers.


POLLY. I think you say ‘deer’, not deers.


JACKIE. Ooh, pisscake, Polly the Precise!


POLLY. Deer is a collective noun, that’s all.


JACKIE. Yeah yeah, Miss Clever Clogs.


POLLY. Let’s have our picnic.




JACKIE. And our beer.


They sit. POLLY takes out a rug from the basket and they lay it down. They sit on the rug. POLLY takes two bottles of beer out of the basket and a bottle opener. She opens the bottles of beer, hands one to JACKIE. They chink bottles and drink. They relax.


POLLY takes out a sketchpad.


Think they’ll come today?


POLLY. If not it’ll be tomorrow.


A pause. JACKIE drinking beer, POLLY drawing.


JACKIE. I know a man who’s got a Lee-Enfield.


POLLY. An army gun? Who?


JACKIE. That’d kill a deer. Blow its head right off!


POLLY. But if you did, really did, shoot a deer, what would you do with it?


JACKIE. Eddy Rose the butcher would hang it for us and we’d sell it on the – (Touches her nose.) Eddy’s a friend of my dad’s. You know – trouser legs.


POLLY. Trouser what?


JACKIE (low, quick). Masons.


POLLY. Your family and its fiddles –


JACKIE. It’s the war! You find yourself doing things you never – I mean, look at you. Only woman in the Woolston factory office and twenty-four years old, designing Spitfires?


POLLY. I’m not designing them!


JACKIE. What you doing then?


POLLY. You know I can’t say.


JACKIE. Is it the wings? I imagine you doing the wings.


POLLY. Stop it, you know it’s secret.


JACKIE. Secret, secret, I dunno why they don’t keep the whole war secret. Not let people know why they’re getting bombed at all. Bang! Oh, who bombed my house? Was it Germans in a Junkers 88? Not allowed to say, it’s a secret.


POLLY. Jackie, sometimes you are very silly.


JACKIE. Yeah, in’t I.


JACKIE drinks. She is restless, POLLY is content, drawing.


POLLY. Anyway, who is this man with an army gun?


JACKIE. Oh he’s nothing much.


POLLY. But he’s in the army.


JACKIE. Actually he’s with the machine-gun post on the roof at Woolston.


POLLY. Not – Not Billy Lewis.


JACKIE (a shrug). Maybe.


POLLY. You’re going out with Billy Lewis!


JACKIE. Oh, we’re well past ‘going out’.


POLLY. I see. I hope you know what you’re doing.


JACKIE. Course I do. (A beat.) Can I tell you a secret?


POLLY. Must you?


JACKIE. I’m going to marry him.


POLLY is stunned.


POLLY. But he’s –


JACKIE. Yes I give in, yes he is gorgeous.


POLLY. He is gorgeous, very. But I mean, Jackie – he’s from Portsmouth.


JACKIE. So?


POLLY. So what does your dad say about you marrying a Pompeyite?


JACKIE. I haven’t told him yet.


POLLY. Rather you than me.




JACKIE. Rabbits!


JACKIE springs up with the air gun and fires.


Did I get one?


POLLY. Don’t know, I –


JACKIE. Did, I did, I got one!


She runs off as –


LADY COOPER (seventy-one years) and SYLVIA MEINSTER (fifty-two years) enter. LADY COOPER has American in her voice, tempered by years in England. SYLVIA speaks English cut-glass.
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