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Author’s Note







Wonderland is a fiction based on a fact. An accurate and full account of the 1984–5 miners’ strike would require a trilogy of plays; of which this is just one. Many events from that year have not been included and I have often, in the interests of drama, been inaccurate with time frames. For the best account of the miners’ strike, I highly recommend Seumas Milne’s The Enemy Within.


The play was researched and written over an isolated two-and-a-half-year period. It involved voluminous reading, going underground, listening to people’s experiences above ground, and keeping faith that an ensemble play of its size from a little-known writer would find a home. That was two years ago now; since then more people have joined the play’s journey, all of them I would like to thank:


My father, without whom this play would not be this play. My mother, who arranged countless phone calls at odd hours for mining tutorials, who tirelessly noted down anything I’d find useful, and whose encouragement saw me through this. Amy, my first and most imaginative reader. Dave Douglass, whose insights on the strike were invaluable and for inviting me to Barnsley. David Godber, Ian Lavery and Paul Porthouse for sharing their experiences; special thanks to Paul for coming to London and sharing his knowledge and passion for mining with the cast. UK Coal and especially Derek Main for arranging unforgettable underground visits to both Welbeck and Thoresby Collieries. Ian Hunter and Colin Murray, for taking us underground. Jennie Miller, the most tenacious and energetic agent. Ian Rickson, a stranger who I begged to read the play when no one had, who did, and whose comments helped it into the world. James Grieve and Richard Twyman: champions of the play. William Mortimer, inspired literary manager. Scott Ambler and Ashley Martin Davis for their artistry, dedication, and for coming underground. Lin and Ken Craig for their generous support and excitement. Arts Council England for a much needed grant. Paul Mason. David Hare. All the staff at the Hampstead Theatre. All the production team. Special thanks to Greg Ripley-Duggan, undaunted producer, whose belief in this play and writer has seen him do everything to ensure the best production possible.


But most of all, Edward Hall, because without him, without his ambition, courage and theatrical imagination, this play would not have had a home, and his visionary production has made it more than worth the wait.


Finally, Rowan, for everything.


 


 


I write this at the end of the second week of rehearsal and already it is clear that the staging of the play will (and I believe always should) differ from what is described here. But I have decided to keep the original stage directions that includes the use of ‘above’ and ‘below’ rather than convey the more integrated staging by which it will be done, nor have I described the detailed work logic in the mine that underpins the staging for many of the early scenes. These imaginings, and more besides, are Edward Hall’s and it does not feel right to appropriate them as my own. The text itself, however, will barely differ from the play as performed.






















First Performance





Wonderland was first performed at Hampstead Theatre, London, on 20 June 2014. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:




Bobbo  Nigel Betts


Colonel  Paul Brennen


David Hart  Dugald Bruce-Lockhart


Spud  Gunnar Cauthery


Nicholas Ridley  Paul Cawley


Ian Macgregor  Michael Cochrane


Jimmy  Ben-Ryan Davies


Peter Walker  Andrew Havill


Malcom  David Moorst


Fanny  Paul Rattray


Milton Friedman / Chief of Police  Andrew Readman


Tilsley  Simon Slater





Additional parts played by members of the cast




Director  Edward Hall


Assistant Director  Tom Attenborough


Designer  Ashley Martin Davis


Lighting  Peter Mumford


Choreographer  Scott Ambler


Sound  Matt McKenzie


Composer  Simon Slater

























Characters







Tilsley


manager


Colonel


pitman


Bobbo


pitman


Fanny


pitman


Spud


pitman


Jimmy


apprentice


Malcom


apprentice


 


Peter Walker


Energy Secretary and a wet


Nicholas Ridley


Transport Secretary and a dry


Ian MacGregor


Chairman of the National Coal Board


David Hart


officially a reporter for The Times


Milton Friedman


Mr Bishop


Chief


of the Metropolitan Police


Special Branch


Operative


Head Set


Daniel Hargreaves


security guard





 


The Time


1983–1985


 


The Place


London and the Midlands



















Others have laboured, and ye are entered into their labours …


John 4:38






















WONDERLAND
























Prologue








A sharp light illuminates a very small man with large spectacles and a bow tie.




Milton (to us) Hello. I’m Milton Friedman. And I’m an economist. It has been said that there is nothing so powerful as an idea when its time has come. I say that time is a crisis, actual or perceived. When the crisis occurs the actions that are taken depends upon the ideas lying around. In the economic crisis of the late 1970s, when that long period of Western prosperity died and all attempts at reviving it came to nothing, the ideas lying around were mine. Ideas so radical they tore up the economic rulebook of forty years, paving the way for a truly free market. (Beat.) This then is the story of that idea. The story of a country in crisis. Britain, 1983.
























Act One
























APPRENTICES








Welbeck Colliery, lamp room.


The lamp room is on the pit top, a cramped space with rows of head lamps and a cage at the back. The men are jostling for their lamps. The cage is opened, they pile in, and two lads, sixteen and shitting themselves, remain and watch it plunge.




Malcom   Hey-up.


Jimmy   Hey-up.




Pause.





Malcom   You been down before?




Jimmy shakes his head.





I’ve been down before.


Jimmy   How was it?


Malcom   I don’t remember. It was a school trip.


Jimmy   And you can’t remember owt?


Malcom   I passed out.


Jimmy   What you doing at pit then?


Malcom   (shrugs) It’s a job, int it? (Pause.) You reckon we’ll be going down today?


Jimmy   I reckon so.


Malcom   I thought they’d show us around first.


Jimmy   What’s to see – except for what’s down there? 


Malcom   We’ve got all pit top to look at.


Jimmy   That’s true.


Malcom   They’ll start us off with a tour, won’t they?


Jimmy   We need to know our way around I suppose.


Malcom   That’s what I’m thinking.




They settle into a quiet reassurance, until …





Jimmy   Why were we told to wait here then, in lamp room?


Malcom   Could just be a meeting point?


Jimmy   Why were we given these hats if we’re not going underground?


Malcom   You can’t walk around pit top without a hat.


Jimmy   That’s true. We’ll no doubt have to run through some procedures as well.


Malcom   After the tour?


Jimmy   If we’ve got time, yeah.


Malcom   If not we can always do that tomorrow.


Colonel   (offstage) Right then, you little shits, get your knickers on!




Jimmy and Malcom look at each other and sling their hard hats on.


Enter the Colonel. He looks at the lads before him.





(Depressed sigh.) We’ll start with the paperwork.




He lifts his hard hat, produces a scrap of paper, and a small pen from his ear.





Name?


Malcom   Malcom. 


Colonel   And the rest, youth.


Malcom   Malcom Mervin Blenkinsop.


Colonel   Any chance you’re related to Frank Herbert Blenkinsop?


Malcom   He’s my brother.


Colonel   I gave him his induction when he started – how’s he getting on?


Malcom   He’s left the pit.


Colonel   Thank fuck for that. What is that bright star doing?


Malcom   Nowt. He got a job over at tinning factory then they all got made redundant.


Colonel   And don’t tell me, now he’s thinking of coming back to pit.


Malcom   Aye, if he can.


Colonel   Then I shall personally see to it that he fucking can’t. Name?


Jimmy   Jimmy Warren.


Malcom   Are we going underground today?


Colonel   How old are you?


Malcom   Sixteen.


Colonel   You?


Jimmy   Same.


Colonel   You shoulda been down there two year ago! Where the fuck have you lads been?


Jimmy   We’ve been at school, haven’t we?


Colonel   What for – did you pass owt? 


Jimmy   No.


Malcom   I did. I got two!


Colonel   What you need to be a miner is a healthy attitude to work, which you must already be in possession of, ’cause if you dint like back-breaking graft you wouldn’t have to come to pit. The other thing is common sense. Which you will not be in possession of. But will learn from me during your apprenticeship. That is of course unless you quit. There’s always them that quits. Why is that, youth?


Malcom   Er … they don’t like it?


Colonel   They can’t hack it. That’s why. Your brother dint tell you that, did he? No doubt he told you that he dint want to be miner after all. That he’d rather be an electrician, a mechanic, come to think of it … a rock star. That he’s his own man. That at the grand old age of seventeen he don’t need to stand there taking bollockings from a handsome fucker like me. Do you thrive on a good bollocking?


Malcom   I think so.


Colonel   Then we shall get along.




Colonel pulls two lamps off the rack and hands them to the lads.





Every miner’s got his own lamp with his check number stamped on it and on the rack where he keeps it. If there’s an incident, a gas leak, we’ll know you’re still underground if your lamp’s not on rack.




Colonel produces small tokens, motties, and hands them out.





These are your motties. One goes to pay office and you keep other one with you at all times. If there’s a disaster, an explosion, then rescue team use it to identify you. 




Colonel points to a small metal box attached to the belts around their waists.





This is your self-rescuer for an underground fire. It’s got a mask inside it with twenty minutes’ worth of oxygen and it’s a complete waste of time. Same as being on a plane, if you have to wear one of these you know you’re fucked. Where we’re working is three miles in, if there is a fire we’re dead. Any questions? That’s that then.




He makes towards the cage.





Malcom   That’s it?


Colonel   Got a question there, youth?


Malcom   That’s all the procedures?


Colonel   Aye.




They stare at the open cage. Then pile on in and make their descent …


Pit bottom: jet black, ghostly atmosphere, a rattling wind.


Out of the cage they step, head lamps blinking on, they stand in silence.





Jimmy   Where’s all coal?


Colonel   Did they not tell you you had to work for it?


Malcom   I still can’t see owt.


Colonel   You’ve not got your lamp on. There’s only coal on face.


Jimmy   It’s like another world.


Colonel   It is. It’s our world.




They walk down the shaft until they arrive at two carts, like sledges but with wheels, a stretch of rope attached to each and set on top of what looks like train tracks.








Colonel   This is the haulage. Materials are loaded on to your cart at the beginning of the shift. You then pull the cart to the coaling face, that’s just shy of a mile, and unload it. Then you load the empty cart with any scrap from the coaling face and bring it back here. You’ll not be doing more than one trip a shift. First, there’s about three times your body weight in there. Second, the further you get into the pit the hotter she gets. Any questions? That’s that then. (Smiles.) Your job for next six months.




The lads look at each other and at the stretch of tracks before them.
























HARD GRAFT








Underground: off the coaling face.


Fanny and Spud appear. They wear Y-fronts, pit boots and hats only; lathered in sweat, they are like run-out racehorses. Spud is a wiry slip of a thing. Fanny is built like a loaf of soggy bread.




Spud   Christ. I’m thirsty.


Fanny   I’ve got a tongue as dry as Gandhi’s flip-flop.


Spud   Give us your flask then.




He looks at Fanny, sees he has no flask.





Fanny   I thought you’d brought yours.


Spud   Do I look like I’m carrying a flask?


Fanny   I left mine in lamp room.


Spud   What’s it doing there?


Fanny   (shrugs sheepishly) Lorraine said I’d lose my balls if they weren’t in a bag.


Spud   Alright, let’s have a minute.




They sit, stretch out their legs; take snuff.





I wonder what weather’s doing.


Fanny   Supposed to be sunny.


Spud   I hope we get some.


Fanny   We going for a pint?


Spud   I’m meeting Christina.


Fanny   She still married?


Spud   Her husband’s away on ‘business’.


Fanny   Guess so then.


Spud   I’m going over to their house.


Fanny   You’re not gonna give her one there, are you?


Spud   Course not, I’m giving her three at least. Bounce her until her eyes cross.


Fanny   I don’t agree with that: taking the jam out of another man’s sandwich.


Spud   I’ll tell you something else, she’s got a waterbed.


Fanny   A waterbed?


Spud   She told me all about it on phone.


Fanny   I don’t think I’d fancy that.


Spud   Open your mind to the possibilities. I’m gonna get her doing some breast stroke.


Fanny   I think I’d feel seasick.


Spud   It’s not going to be like being on a ship, is it?


Fanny   What’s it gonna be like then?


Spud   Like being on a lily-pad.


Fanny   Could be quite relaxing actually.


Spud   Relaxation comes after … in the jacuzzi.


Fanny   She’s got a jacuzzi?


Spud   Christina’s a posh piece of skirt.


Fanny   If she’s so posh then what she want with you?


Spud   Some slack up her crack and coal in her hole.




Spud and Fanny jump to their feet as the Colonel and Bobbo appear.





Colonel   What are you twos doing?


Spud   Now?


Colonel   Now.


Fanny   Right now?


Spud   Right fucking –


Fanny   Nothing.


Spud   Having a break.


Fanny   I wouldn’t call it a break.


Spud   A few moments to rehydrate as instructed by Nurse McKenzie.


Colonel   Since when do you take orders from her?


Spud   Not an order, just a suggestion from a concerned practitioner.


Colonel   She’s not even a proper fucking nurse.


Fanny   That’s no way to talk about Nurse McKenzie.


Spud   (dreamily) I’d eat her whole damn child just to taste what it came out of. And I’ll tell you somert else, she’s got the hots for me. 


Bobbo   Give yer head a shake.


Colonel   She’s just got engaged to Greenie.


Spud   Yeah, but he’s an ugly cunt.


Fanny   And his cock’s a funny shape.


Spud   What there is of it.


Fanny   Looks like a walnut whip.


Spud   Nurse McKenzie deserves more out of life than a walnut whip! I’m telling you now, she may well be engaged but I’ve not written off the well-rehearsed sick-room scenario.




Spud and Fanny role play as Nurse McKenzie (Scots) and Mr Winters.





Fanny   Oooh, hellooo, Mr Winters.


Spud   Hello, Nurse McKenzie.


Fanny   What can I do for you tayday?


Spud   I’m not feeling very well, Nurse.


Fanny   What are you doing at work then, when you should be tucked up in bed?


Spud   The Colonel said I had to, Nurse.


Fanny   (aghast) Oooh, that harsh man.


Spud   Well, I wouldn’t like to criticise the Colonel …


Fanny   No, no, you’re a very loyal worker. But I’ve had enough run-ins with that man myself to know he has an ego the size of Scotland and a heart just as cold.




He puts his hand on Spud’s forehead.





You, however, have a wee temperature.


Spud   And a sore throat. 


Fanny   Sit tight now while I make some notes.




They snap out of role play back to Spud and Fanny.





But beneath the professional concern –


Spud   I begin to detect something akin to desire.


Fanny   A platonic hand on the shoulder –


Spud   Left too long.


Fanny   A prolonged glance –


Spud   One too many. Enough to suggest …




Snap into role play of Mr Winters and Nurse McKenzie.





Fanny   Does it hurt anywhere?




Spud nods slowly.





Where does it hurt?


Spud   Well … (Sheepishly.) Several places really.


Fanny   I’m going tay have tay do a full examination. Please remove your trooosers!




Spud drops his Y-fronts as Fanny drops to his knees.





Colonel   Get these two goons back to work before they start resuscitating each other’s cocks.


Fanny   I want a word with you first. Last night at Working Men’s Club.


Colonel   What about it?


Fanny   A new performer was on. Now we all like a bit of fun but this was below the belt.


Colonel   Why, what happened?


Fanny   I will not pay good money to sit there listening to swearing. 


Spud   Swearing?


Bobbo   (disgusted) I don’t agree with that.


Fanny   If they can’t get up there and do a nice clean routine then what’s it coming to?


Bobbo   And they call themselves artists.


Fanny   Filth it was.


Spud   No need for it, is there?


Fanny   I might as well have come to pit.


Colonel   I bet you left, dint you?


Fanny   Course I did. I’m not sitting through that with our Lorraine next to me.


Bobbo   There’s two things the wife’s never heard me do in all our years and that’s fart and swear. I feel very fucking strongly about both.




Malcom and Jimmy, both bollocksed, appear with their carts.





Colonel   Youth, I’ll speak to committee, see that you’re refunded. What’s a matter with youse?


Malcom   It’s hot.


Fanny   Hot?!


Spud   Did he just say hot?


Colonel   (wipes his brow, shows it) That’s what sweat looks like, youth.


Spud   You want to come on to coaling face.


Fanny   Ninety degrees.


Spud   And that’s just on a Monday.


Fanny   Come Friday, machinery running all week, it’s touching a hundred. 


Jimmy   We want to come on to face.


Bobbo   They want to come on microwave mile.


Jimmy   It’s what we signed up for, int it? To be miners, not pit ponies. I don’t see why you got rid of ’em, I don’t.


Colonel   (sarcastically) Well, it was cruel, wasn’t it?


Bobbo   What’s wrong with yers? You’re doing a man’s work there.


Spud   You’re lucky to have any work at all.


Bobbo   Bloody right. Plenty of lads out there with none in sight.


Fanny   Everybody starts on haulage, youths.


Malcom   But do we really have to do it for six months?


Colonel   You’ll be doing it permanently in a minute.


Bobbo   Don’t rush to get on face, kid, it’s hard graft.


Jimmy   Just don’t want to do a shit job, that’s all.


Fanny   There are no shit jobs at pit.


Colonel   Every man and every job is important.


Spud   That’s right.


Bobbo   It makes men a’ men and the women’ll be glad of yer.


Jimmy   Glad of us?




Collier Lad







I can hew, girls, I can hack it out


I can hew the coal, I can dance and shout


I can hew, girls, coal so black and fine


I’m a collier lad, working down the mine 







It’s St Monday’s day, and well I do admire


To sit snug at home by my own coal fire


Then it’s down to the pub for a pint or two


For to work on Monday would never do







Chorus.







Now my son’s fourteen he’s a strapping lad


He’ll go down the mine just like his dad


And Friday comes we’ll pick up our pay


And we’ll drink together to round out the day







Chorus.







And it’s when I’m dead, oh I know full well


I’ll not go to heaven, I’m bound for hell


And my pick and my shovel old Nick he will admire


And he’ll set me to hewing coal for his own hellfire
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