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  Giant was first performed at the Royal Court Jerwood Theatre Downstairs, London, on 20 September 2024. The cast was as follows:




  

    

      	

        ROALD DAHL


      



      	 



      	

        John Lithgow


      

    




    

      	

        TOM MASCHLER


      



      	 



      	

        Elliot Levey


      

    




    

      	

        FELICITY ‘LICCY’ CROSLAND


      



      	 



      	

        Rachael Stirling


      

    




    

      	

        HALLIE


      



      	 



      	

        Tessa Bonham Jones


      

    




    

      	

        JESSIE STONE


      



      	 



      	

        Romola Garai


      

    




    

      	

        WALLY SAUNDERS


      



      	 



      	

        Richard Hope


      

    




    

      	

        Director


      



      	 



      	

        Nicholas Hytner


      

    




    

      	

        Designer


      



      	 



      	

        Bob Crowley


      

    




    

      	

        Lighting Designer


      



      	 



      	

        Anna Watson


      

    




    

      	

        Sound Designer


      



      	 



      	

        Alexandra Faye Braithwaite


      

    




    

      	

        Casting Director
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        Associate Designer
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        Assistant Director


      



      	 



      	

        Bellaray Bertrand-Webb


      

    




    

      	

        Props Supervisor


      



      	 



      	

        Lily Mollgaard


      

    




    

      	

        Dialect


      



      	 



      	

        Hazel Holder


      

    




    

      	

        Hair, Wigs & Make-Up


      



      	 



      	

        Campbell Young Associates


      

    




    

      	

        Stage Manager


      



      	 



      	

        Laura Hammond


      

    




    

      	

        Deputy Stage Manager


      



      	 



      	

        Andrew McCarthy


      

    




    

      	

        Assistant Stage Manager


      



      	 



      	

        Zoë Gledhill


      

    




    

      	

        Sound Operator


      



      	 



      	

        Patrick O’Sullivan


      

    




    

      	

        Costume Alterations


      



      	 



      	

        Anna Barcock


      

    




    

      	

        Dresser


      



      	 



      	

        Adam Rainer


      

    


  




  Giant transferred to the Harold Pinter Theatre in London’s West End on 26 April 2025, produced by Brian and Dayna Lee, Stephanie Kramer, Nicole Kramer, Josh Fiedler, Robyn Goodman, and the Royal Court Theatre, with the following change to the cast:




  

    

      	

        JESSIE STONE


      



      	 



      	

        Aya Cash


      

    


  




  

    

  




  




  Author’s Note




  The summer of 1983 was a particularly challenging season to be (or be near) Roald Dahl. Newly divorced from his wife of thirty years, freshly engaged to his mistress of eleven, in physical agony, unsettled by the renovation of his family home, racing to ready his latest book for publication, and vilified in the press for a book review he himself deemed righteous and heroic. All the biographies, related books, articles, my own conversations with journalists who interviewed him that summer, paint the same picture – of a ferociously driven, capricious children’s author in a moment of great upheaval.




  My play Giant riffs on all this, blending these very real circumstances with a dramatic encounter I have entirely imagined. That, on one of those summer afternoons in 1983, Roald Dahl’s British and American publishers visited him at home to encourage him to make an apology and help restore his damaged reputation.




  If my research missed it, and something like this did happen in reality, it could never have played out as it does in Giant. For whilst Tom Maschler was indeed Roald’s UK publisher at this time, his US counterpart in the play never existed. Her employer – Farrar, Straus and Giroux – was Roald’s US publisher, but Jessie Stone is my invention alone and, as the old saying goes, any resemblance to any persons living or dead is entirely coincidental.




  Giant is a hybrid of the real and imagined, hopefully catching the spirit of a moment in time, but never striving to be documentary. There is one thing in Giant, however, which is purely Roald Dahl’s. When you hear his book review quoted, they are his actual words. And, later in the play, when he communicates further with the outside world, those are his words too, though I have reorganised and amalgamated them from several sources. In the midst of my conjuring of Dahl’s private world that summer, sit his unvarnished public utterances. They belong to the real Roald Dahl’s complex legacy.




  M.R.




  

    

  




  




  To A, L & R




  And to all the playwrights I’ve worked with and admired for showing me what a play can be




  

    

  




  




  Characters




  ROALD DAHL, sixty-seven, famous children’s author




  FELICITY ‘LICCY’ CROSLAND, forty-five, Roald’s fiancée, a successful interior designer




  TOM MASCHLER, forty-nine, managing director of Jonathan Cape, Roald’s British publisher




  JESSIE STONE, mid-thirties, sales director at Farrar, Straus and Giroux, Roald’s American publisher




  HALLIE, twenty-six, Gipsy House’s New Zealander cook and housekeeper




  WALLY SAUNDERS, seventy-four, Roald’s handyman, builder and all-round ancient retainer




  The voice of MIKE COREN, twenties, New Statesman reporter




  Note on Text




  / means overlapping dialogue. Occasional.




  … means a trailing thought or fading intention.




  ‘–’ is a cut-off, interrupted speech.




  Note on Play




  The action of the play takes place in (almost) real time across an afternoon in the early summer of 1983 at Gipsy House, Roald Dahl’s long-standing family home in Great Missenden, Buckinghamshire, England.




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




  

    

  




  




  ACT ONE




  The sitting room at Gipsy House, Great Missenden, Roald Dahl’s long-time family home. The house is having a major refurbishment and, despite a creeping infestation of dust sheets and floor protectors, this room is the last sanctuary from dust and works. Roald’s art has been boxed and stacked against skirting boards, blending into a larger pile of storage boxes, each carefully labelled and piled against one wall. Some furniture is dust-sheeted, whilst other pieces – the odd chair, a side-table with a telephone on it – are still in use. A doorway leads to the hall, another to the kitchen, whilst the French windows leading to the garden have been removed, replaced by polythene builders’ sheets. If we could see into the garden, we’d see an expanse of rich green, a cottage garden, a tunnel of lime trees leading to Roald’s writing shed, a large gypsy caravan beyond it, then fields and hedgerows.




  It’s the summer of 1983. One of those hot, stifling, hazy days. ROALD DAHL (sixty-seven years old and 6-foot-4) sits in the middle of the room, at a table half-set for lunch, proofing a document. When he speaks, there’s something un-English that offsets his posh voice. When he moves, it’s through a cacophony of pain. With him is TOM MASCHLER, forty-nine, a dark-haired, olive-skinned, Jewish man, a mix, on appearance, of Ashkenazi and Sephardi heritage, primed for a game of tennis. When he speaks, he’s loud, certain, not posh, hard to place.




  They’re inspecting a book. ROALD stares at it intently, as if at a glistening diamond.




  ROALD. Yes, yes.




  TOM. Yes?




  ROALD. Yes.




  Pause.




  He’s finally cracked them.




  TOM. Good.




  ROALD. Much nastier. Blistering scalps, clawed fingers, good. And her in the middle. Relishing the bloodlust to come. Good boy, Quentin.




  ROALD turns through the pages, utterly lost in the proof, occasionally leaning in. Eventually:




  TOM. I’ve got a terrific idea about the other thing – bit of a silver bullet –




  ROALD laughs at something in the proof.




  ROALD. That’s very good. Pencil?




  TOM. Oh.




  TOM reaches into his pocket, hands him one.




  (Tries again.) ’Cause we should do something –




  ROALD. No no no no!




  TOM. What?




  ROALD. Why’s she there? The eye pulls to it before the boy talks about the tree.




  TOM. Mark it, we’ll deal with it.




  ROALD. If the bloody witch is there before he’s said it there’s simply no surprise!




  TOM. Mark it.




  ROALD. But I don’t want to just mark it and then wait until it’s done before I see it again. Do you understand? I know you –




  TOM. What?




  ROALD. – you’ll move it a tiddly bit in as a sop to me and then it’ll be too late for anything more. What pencil is this? It’s like writing with an ice cream. I want it to move there, to the bottom or even the next page – (He flips to the next page and back again, reconsiders.) no, to the bottom here. Then bump this up, yes? Otherwise it’s for nothing. All the work. May as well just be a bloody picture book by Quentin Blake –




  TOM. We’ll bike you the adjustments.




  ROALD. With additional text by an angry Norwegian. How much is Quentin on again?




  TOM. We – no, no –




  ROALD. I want to hear you say it.




  TOM. – this is done, Roald.




  ROALD. So I know I’m not going mad.




  TOM. The madness is not / this.




  ROALD. I do all this conjuring –




  TOM. It’s all fair and proper –




  ROALD. – plot and jokes –




  TOM. – legally binding –




  ROALD. – hunched over in that –




  TOM. – thank god.




  ROALD. – bloody shed, pulling it out my arse, seven days a week, for an entire year. And then in flutters the Sidcup Cherub and swoops off with half my royalties.




  TOM. Not half.




  ROALD. For a few misplaced drawings.




  TOM (warning). Roald. Every illustrator shares royalties –




  ROALD. But half?




  TOM. Not half.




  ROALD. Then how much?




  Suddenly a bang from upstairs. It goes straight through ROALD’s upper body.




  Christ!




  TOM. Alright?




  More bangs. ROALD flinches.




  ROALD. It’s like they’re scaling my fucking spine.




  TOM. Why not rent somewhere till it’s done?




  ROALD. Little demons with little ice picks.




  TOM. I saw cottages to rent in the next village.




  ROALD. I don’t fit in cottages.




  TOM. You do know you’re not actually a giant.




  ROALD. I’m not not one either.




  LICCY comes in from upstairs carrying a large box and stacks it on the pile against the wall. ROALD winces again, stretches.




  What’s happening up there?




  LICCY. Test punch-through.




  ROALD. They must be careful.




  LICCY. Always. They’ll stop as soon as the American arrives.




  ROALD. Why can’t they stop when I arrive?




  LICCY. Are you going to be like this all day?




  ROALD. What? Sentient?




  LICCY. Bill’s got an hour now, then he’s on my Fulham job till next week. Here, let me…




  LICCY comes over, rubs his shoulders; he half-resists, then, groaning at her touch, succumbs.




  She spies the proofs.




  Ooh, they look horrid. Quent’s so very clever, isn’t he?




  ROALD. He’s single, Lis, move in with him.




  … and LICCY leans across, peers in at the proof, then laughs.




  LICCY. Living with someone nice, what a fun idea. (Of the page.) I love her nasty itchy head. Ooh.




  ROALD. How old did this American sound?




  LICCY. I don’t know. Rushed call, busy station.




  ROALD (tart). A hundred?




  LICCY. Late twenties, thirties, possibly.




  ROALD. A child. They always send me children.




  TOM. Young, old, shows Roger cares.




  ROALD. It’s true!




  TOM. Did she give any sense of timings? Because I can’t hang about.




  ROALD. Just because I write about them doesn’t mean I have to be managed by them. Last week, little chap turned up – remember him, Lis? – must have been about ten. Sweet boy. I was about to look for his football in the garden when he said he’d come to interview me for the BBC.




  TOM laughs.




  Bet they don’t send Kingsley Amis children. Bet Kingsley is sent the sage and the wise. Bet Sir Kingsley gets the bloody prime minister. (To LICCY, wanting her gone.) Please, darling Lis.




  LICCY. Right, sorry.




  She takes a step back. ROALD tries to re-engage with the proof but her presence impedes. Flicks back at her.




  What?




  ROALD. Shoo.




  LICCY. Don’t shoo me. Can I not just… hover?




  ROALD. No.




  LICCY. You won’t notice me.




  ROALD. But I very much am. And I have to get this done.




  LICCY. Look, I’m slender and invisible. It’s like having a fairy in the room. A lovely, slightly humiliated fairy.




  ROALD stares at her. LICCY, embarrassed, rearranges her pride. She pours a glass of lemonade from the jug.




  Right, well I’ll go and refresh Constable Dunn then. Go where I’m appreciated.




  TOM. How long will he be there? Outside?




  ROALD. Worried about getting your throat slit?




  LICCY. Until the calls stop. Or they catch the bastard.




  TOM (to ROALD). We have to take you out the phone book.




  ROALD. Never!




  TOM. Liccy, tell him.




  LICCY. He doesn’t want my help.




  And she’s gone out into the hall. A beat.




  TOM. Roald, it’s madness. Let my office deal with your fan mail.




  ROALD. No no no. I need them to write to me. Here.




  TOM. But they will.




  ROALD. They won’t if it’s care-of snory-bory London office.




  TOM. Half Cape’s authors are care-of.




  ROALD. The children won’t write to a publishing house, Tom. And I can’t risk it. And this madman isn’t going to ruin that.




  TOM. Just for six months?




  ROALD. End of memo.




  He settles back into the proof. TOM gets up, takes a little foray round the room, looks at the boxes. To loosen up, he mimes a swing of a tennis racket – a dynamic backhand.
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