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Introduction


I was lucky enough to be born in 1948, and thus to be twenty (and in my second year at university) in 1968, the annus mirabilis of the worldwide student revolutionary Left. I’m not an autobiographical playwright, but the events and legacy of that momentous year have informed my writing ever since. In my 1983 play for the Royal Shakespeare Company, Maydays, I used my life story as the basis of a kind of counter-factual thought experiment about how that life might have turned out differently. Now, fifty years on from 1968, I’ve made a directly autobiographical solo show, in which I’m not only writing my life but playing it. At the same time, I’ve had the opportunity to revisit Maydays for a new production at the RSC.


Maydays arose out of my first play for the RSC, Destiny, which was a warning play about the rise of the neo-fascist National Front (a forerunner of the British National Party) in 1970s England. Turned down by theatres across the land (including my home theatre, the Birmingham Rep), the play was taken up by the RSC, and presented in its small Stratford studio theatre The Other Place (then a tin hut) in 1976, transferring to the company’s large London theatre, the Aldwych, the following year. The play got many things right (predicting the rise of a pseudo-respectable tendency on the neo-fascist right in the 2000s) but its big mistake was underestimating how an enfeebled Conservative Party was being rejuvenated under its new leader Margaret Thatcher. By the time Destiny was televised in 1978, the National Front was in terminal decline, and the Conservatives were constructing a potent ideological cocktail of economic liberalism and social conservatism, the latter a backlash against the sexual permissiveness, youth counter-culture and hostility to traditional authority which defined the late 1960s. This cocktail attracted a winning coalition of traditional Conservatives, free-market libertarians and working-class voters to bring Mrs Thatcher to power in May 1979.


By then I was halfway through a year-long trip to the United States, where a similar coalition was being forged, between traditional Republicans, socially conservative religious voters (increasingly organised into campaigning groups like the Moral Majority) and, overlapping, a significant proportion of white working-class voters. But the alliance which was to take Ronald Reagan to victory in 1980 included another, much more surprising component, which couldn’t be more different from the evangelical Christians of the Bible belt or the Redneck Republicans of the declining northern industrial states. This was a group of New York intellectuals, all of whom had been on the Left (some on the Communist or even Trotskyite Left) in their youths, but who had shifted dramatically to the right in middle age. Led by Irving Kristol (co-editor of the journal The Public Interest) these Neo-Conservatives defined themselves as ‘liberals mugged by reality’. They were charily supportive of the free market (one of Kristol’s essay compilations was titled Two Cheers for Capitalism) but defiantly hostile to the counter-culture of the 1960s. They provided a valuable intellectual endorsement to the Reagan campaign.


Returning to Thatcher’s Britain, it was obvious that she – too – had relied on political defectors to bring her to power. As the death agony of the 1974–79 Labour government unfolded, former socialists and Communists rushed to contribute to proto-Thatcherite tirades with titles like The Future that Doesn’t Work and An Escape from George Orwell’s 1984. In 1978, former left-wingers such as Kingsley Amis, Max Beloff, Reg Prentice, Paul Johnson and Alun Chalfont anthologised their apostasy in a book proudly titled Right Turn. Their conviction that the late 1960s had unleashed a multi-headed demon of indiscipline was confirmed during the wave of strikes which broke over Britain in the chilly winter of 1978–9. As Tara Martin López points out in her book on The Winter of Discontent, many of the private- and public-sector strikers were black or female, had grown up in the late 1960s, and were inspired by the general rebelliousness of the time.


The Conservative response to these events was summed up graphically by Thatcher guru Alfred Sherman, who, as a young Communist, had fought for the Republican side in the Spanish Civil War. ‘As for the lumpen proletariat, coloured people and the Irish,’ he declared, ‘the only way to hold them in check is to have enough well-armed and properly trained police.’ For Margaret Thatcher, who was to blame the urban riots of 1981 on the ‘fashionable theories and permissive claptrap’ of the 1960s, ‘we would never have defeated socialism if it hadn’t been for Sir Alfred’.


Thatcher and Reagan’s defectors were by no means the first generation of radicals to leapfrog the centre ground and vault directly from the far-left to the die-hard right, a tendency satirised by critic Edmund Wilson in his satirical couplet about the formerly left-wing novelist John Dos Passos: ‘On account of Soviet knavery / He favours restoring slavery.’ For former radical beat critic and later neo-Conservative Norman Podhoretz, homosexuality was a death wish and feminism a plague.


The importance of defectors to the Conservative renewal of the 1980s led me to speculate about my own generation, radicalised not in the 1930s and 1940s, but in the era of Black Power, Women’s Liberation and Vietnam. Certainly, there were examples of left–right movement, notably in France (the so-called nouveaux philosophes) and among some notable former radicals – black and white – in America. It was surely only a matter of time before a significant cohort of British soixante-huitards took the same journey. To write Maydays, I asked myself how someone like me would move rightwards. I used to quip – not entirely unseriously – that I wrote a play about a public-school-educated 1968 leftist moving to the Conservative right in order to stop that happening to me.


As the fiftieth anniversary of 1968 approached, I asked the RSC to think about reviving the play they’d premiered in the early 1980s. Increasingly, it was clear that the story of the play was growing ever more apposite. First, there were an increasing number of people from my generation heading right. Most notably, the brothers Christopher and Peter Hitchens became spokesmen for defection. Both had been members of the Trotskyite International Socialists; Peter jumped first, and is now a virulently social-conservative columnist on the Daily Mail. Christopher’s desertion of the Left came to public prominence when he joined a number of formerly-Left belligerati in backing the 2003 invasion of Iraq, but his revealing 2010 memoir Hitch-22 shows that he had sympathised with Margaret Thatcher since 1979 (supporting, among other things, the Falklands War).


Then, in the 2010s, there was an upsurge of youth protest, the most sustained and effective since the late 1960s, echoing the movements of the late 1960s in style and substance. From Wages for Housework to MeToo, from Black Power to Black Lives Matter, from Yippies levitating the Pentagon to UK Uncut invading Fortnum and Mason, the form and content of late sixties protest saw itself renewed nearly fifty years later. At the same time, the 2010s have seen the rise of a populist right which – like the Reagan and Thatcher movements – sought to unravel the gains of the 1960s, most dramatically in their opposition to mass immigration, but also in demands to roll back social and sexual reforms. While, behind both phenomena, there lay an underlying and growing political generation gap. In the 1960s, radicals counselled young activists not to trust anyone over thirty. At the 2017 General Election, the age at which a Labour majority turned into a Conservative one was forty-seven.


The RSC generously organised a couple of invaluable workshops on Maydays, during which two groups of actors explored how to turn what had been a contemporary play in the early 1980s into a history play for now (reminded that 1968 is as far away from 2018 as it is from 1918). This involved the creation of a chorus of contemporary actors, to guide a 2018 audience through the background history of post-war Britain, as well as pointing up contemporary resonances. The process gave me the opportunity to sharpen and deepen the personal stories of the characters. I also restructured the play’s chronology, grouping together a series of scenes telling the story of a Soviet dissident, to point up the parallels and differences between Western and Eastern dissent. Finally, the chorus allowed us to reduce the massive 1983 Barbican Theatre cast to an Other-Place-manageable company of ten. The flexibility of The Other Place studio theatre allowed designer Simon Wells to create not one setting environment but three. I owe a huge amount to director Owen Horsley for an inspiring and inventive production, and to dramaturg Pippa Hill for deftly guiding the play on its journey from 1983 to now.


Revisiting a play that started with my biography obviously begged the question of what’s happened to me in the thirty-five years since Maydays was premiered. Happily, I had a unique opportunity to address it. Around the time I started talking to the RSC about Maydays, I was visiting the Warwick Arts Centre, and – over a drink in the bar – was asked by its director Alan Rivett about my plans. I blurted out that I’d always wanted to do a solo show and that, as the upcoming fiftieth anniversary of 1968 happened to be the seventieth anniversary of me, this might be a great time to fulfil that ambition. He asked me about its subject, I improvised the idea of a conversation between my seventy- and twenty-year-old selves, and he commissioned it on the spot.


The excellent China Plate theatre studio set up a process of workshopping and then making the show, the first with director Lu Kemp and the second with director Christopher Haydon. I am greatly indebted to them both. One of my first steps was to interview upwards of twenty-five people, most of them around my age, in order to ask two questions. One was why the generation liberated from the social and sexual restraints and narrow nationalism of the 1950s chose to vote substantially to turn its back on the open borders of the European Union. The second was what the veterans of 1968 had retained, in their political practice and their lives. Asking that question of them was, of course, a way of asking it of me. If Maydays posited a possible, negative answer, then Trying It On has the benefit of hindsight. I’m no longer a youthful revolutionary, but nor am I the crusty defector of proverbial age. In the argot of my youth, I hope I’m still hanging on in there.


David Edgar
September 2018
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Maydays was first presented at the Barbican Theatre, London on 13 October 1985. This revised and updated version of the play was presented as part of the autumn 2018 Mischief Festival at The Other Place, Stratford-upon-Avon, on 27 September 2018. The cast was as follows:
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Characters


THE CHORUS


PART ONE:


England and America: 1945–1975


JEREMY CROWTHER


PAVEL LERMONTOV


MARTIN GLASS


JAMES GRAIN


PHIL


AMANDA


BRYONY


JUDY


PHYLLIS WEINER


POLICEMAN


DETECTIVE


PAPERSELLERS


TWO LIBERTARIANS


MRS GLASS


SMOKER


MOLLY


END OF PART ONE:


Glienicke Bridge: 1978


KGB OFFICER


AMBASSADOR


SVETLANA DANILOVA


MIKLOS PALOCZI


PART TWO:


The Eastern Bloc: 1956–1971


CLARA IVANOVNA


ERICA MOLNAR


OLD WOMAN


SOVIET SOLDIERS


SOVIET SERGEANT


YOUNG SOLDIER


HUNGARIAN PRISONERS


PUGACHEV


SKURATOV


GUARDS


KOROLENKO


PRISONER


OFFICER


DOCTOR


CHIEF OFFICER


PART THREE:


England: 1978–1984


REPORTERS


CAMERAMEN


OFFICIAL (HEATHROW)


SIR HUGH TRELAWNEY


WAITER


TANYA


Suggested Doubling


For a cast of ten:


JEREMY, PARTYGOER, SERGEANT, SKURATOV, OFFICER


MARTIN, YOUNG SOLDIER


JAMES, PALOCZI


AMANDA, ERICA


CLARA, JUDY, 6TH PAPERSELLER, LIBERTARIAN, SVETLANA


PHIL, 1ST PAPERSELLER, SMOKER, 1ST SOLDIER, KOROLENKO, WAITER


BRYONY, 4TH PAPERSELLER, LIBERTARIAN, MOLLY, 2ND SOLDIER, TANYA


PHYLLIS WEINER, 3RD PAPERSELLER, MRS GLASS, PARTYGOER, OLD WOMAN, KGB OFFICER, DOCTOR


LERMONTOV, 2ND PAPERSELLER


DETECTIVE, 5TH PAPERSELLER, PARTYGOER, AMBASSADOR, PUGACHEV, CHIEF OFFICER, TRELAWNEY


Languages


Although people speak in Russian and Hungarian, all languages are rendered in English. When Lermontov is speaking English, he does so with a Russian accent. Palozci speaks Russian well enough not to need an accent; his English is good too, but accented. When Lermontov and Paloczi speak to each other, without wishing others to hear, they speak in Russian, rendered as accentless English.


On a couple of occasions, Lermontov asks Paloczi for an English word. So, when he is groping for the word ‘novelty’, we assume that the phrase ‘new thing’ is, as it were, the Russian words for ‘novelty’.


Notation


A forward slash (/) indicates when the next speaker begins speaking.









May Days









	5 May 1818
	Karl Marx is born.




	15 May 1848
	A Communist rising in Paris is quickly overthrown.




	28 May 1871
	The Paris Commune falls after fifteen months in power.




	1 May 1886
	A Chicago strike for the eight-hour day leads to the founding of the international May Day workers’ festival.




	4 May 1919
	The Bavarian Soviet is defeated after two weeks in power.




	4 May 1926
	The nine-day British General Strike begins.




	3 May 1936
	A left-wing popular front government is elected in France.




	3 May 1937
	Communists suppress anarchist revolutionaries in Barcelona.




	2 May 1945
	Berlin falls to the Red Army.




	7 May 1954
	The French are defeated by Communist Vietnamese forces at Dien Bien Phu.




	10 May 1968
	The Parisian ‘Night of the Barricades’ leads to a general strike by ten million workers.




	1 May 1973
	Two million British workers strike against anti-union legislation.




	5 May 1982
	Attempts to evict the women’s peace camp at Greenham Common fail.













Part One


The thing that attracted me, even infatuated me, about the Communist movement was the feeling, however illusory, of being close to the helm of history… There was at the time, and with us youngsters in particular, an altogether idealist illusion that we were inaugurating a human era, an era where every man – every man – would be neither outside history nor under the heel of history, but would direct and create it himself…


Milan Kundera, The Joke, 1967


I allowed myself to be forced into the position of feeling guilty not only about my own indecisions, but about the very virtues of love and pity and a passion for personal freedom which had brought me close to Communism. The Communists told me that these feelings were ‘bourgeois’. The Communist, having joined the Party, has to castrate himself of the reasons which made him one.


Stephen Spender, The God that Failed, 1950


We shall not enter the kingdom of socialism in white gloves on a polished floor.


Leon Trotsky, December 1917


Scene One


May Day 1945. England. Enter a young man, JEREMY CROWTHER, from the Midlands. He has a soapbox and a red flag. He climbs on the soapbox.


The CHORUS consists of actors in the present day.


CHORUS. May Day.


The traditional spring festival.


The universal distress call.


The International Workers’ Day.


Leicester, 1945.


JEREMY. Friends. This May Day of all May Days we celebrate the achievements of the international working class.


CHORUS. Jeremy.


Seventeen.


JEREMY. Fascism has been defeated! The war is won!


CHORUS. The next day, the victorious Soviet Army will raise the Red Flag over the Reichstag in Berlin.


JEREMY. At last we face a future of peace and progress!


CHORUS. Three months later, the Labour Party will win a landslide victory in the British General Election.


JEREMY. An end to colonialism!


CHORUS. Two years later, India will win independence from Britain.


JEREMY. No return to the poverty and misery of the 1930s!


CHORUS. In 1948, the British National Health Service will be created.


The Welfare State.


An end to squalor,


ignorance,


idleness,


disease,


and want.


JEREMY. We Communists have been asked a thousand times what we mean by socialism. We answer: look at the heroic achievements of the Soviet state and people. As throughout the world the toiling masses rise to liberate themselves from tyranny, we can at last say: this is what we meant.


JEREMY gets down from his soapbox.


CHORUS. But by 1949, both the Americans and Soviets will possess the atom bomb, and the Cold War has begun.


The nuclear arms race.


Balance of terror.


In the early 1950s, ruling Communist parties in eastern Europe…


Czechoslovakia,


East Germany,


Poland,


Hungary…


…will establish a Soviet-style apparatus of secret police, show trials, purges and labour camps.


On 4 November 1956, the Soviet Union will invade Hungary, to suppress a democratic uprising against the Communist regime.


We see a Soviet army officer, who we will later meet as PAVEL LERMONTOV. Enter MARTIN GLASS, a schoolboy in Cadet Force uniform. He marches round the stage. We see he is wearing the badge of the Campaign for Nuclear Disarmament.


Two years later, the British Campaign for Nuclear Disarmament will be founded.


And, in November 1962, the crisis over Soviet nuclear missiles in Communist Cuba will threaten nuclear catastrophe.


1962.


The parade ground of a minor public school in Wiltshire.


Martin.


Seventeen.


MARTIN stops and stands still.


Scene Two


Spring, 1962. The parade ground of a minor public school. It is pouring with rain. MARTIN is dripping wet. He’s been out here for some considerable time.


A schoolmaster cycles on to the stage. It’s JEREMY, now thirty-three, wearing a black plastic mac and a black Sou’wester. He cycles to MARTIN, stops, and dismounts. MARTIN comes to attention.


JEREMY. Uh – Glass, isn’t it?


MARTIN. Glass, Martin B, yes, sir.


Slight pause.


JEREMY. It’s – pretty wet out here, Glass.


MARTIN. Yes, it is that, sir.


Slight pause.


JEREMY. Now, you’re in St Augustine, am I right?


MARTIN. No, sir. Sir Thomas More.


JEREMY. I see.


Slight pause.


Well, um, whatever, shouldn’t you be there? I mean, parade fell out, what, best part of two hours ago.


Slight pause.


Glass, what are you doing here?


MARTIN. I was ordered to stay here, sir. After fall-out, sir. By Mr Sands. The adjutant.


JEREMY. Yes. Why?


MARTIN. Gross disrespect for the Queen’s uniform, sir.


JEREMY is forced to acknowledge MARTIN’s badge.


JEREMY. Oh, yes. Of course. Did Mr Sands give any indication of how long…


MARTIN. Till further notice, sir.


JEREMY. I see.


Pause. JEREMY looks up to the sky.


You know, the badge, it’s interesting… The shape, I mean the actual construction of the symbol…


MARTIN. Is it, sir?


JEREMY. Yes. It’s very clever, the, uh, two arms at the bottom, are the semaphore for N, nuclear, the top bit is the semaphore for D, disarmament, the middle as a whole’s the broken cross, symbolic of the death of man, while the circle, you see, represents the unborn child… Look, this is madness, you’ll catch your death, I think you must come in.


MARTIN. Is that an order, sir?


JEREMY. Well, if you like.


MARTIN. It’s not really a question of what I like.


JEREMY. All right, then. It’s an order.


MARTIN (to attention). Sir!


Then MARTIN breaks attention and makes to go.


JEREMY. Look, Glass… Sir Thomas More is miles away. My cottage is just over there. I think you ought to get something hot to drink.


MARTIN turns back to him


MARTIN. Yes, sir. Fucking right.


MARTIN leaves. JEREMY comes downstage and starts to take off his waterproofs, as a table and three chairs – on one of which hangs the jacket of MARTIN’s sodden uniform – are set up. JEREMY calls offstage.


JEREMY. So what did he say then?


MARTIN (offstage). Who, sir?


JEREMY. Mr Sands.


MARTIN (offstage). Well, in summary: Loyalty to Queen and Country. Better dead than Red. Send all the darkies home. And if you don’t agree with that it’s because your people are too la-di-dah.


Enter MARTIN, rubbing his hair with a towel.


JEREMY. And are they?


MARTIN. My pa’s a vicar. They can hardly pay the fees.


JEREMY. Do you want some Horlicks?


MARTIN. You bet. Thanks.


He sits and sips a mug of Horlicks at the table.


JEREMY. Why do they keep you here, then?


MARTIN. Oh, I think… some sad, pathetic concept of propriety. My mother’s concept, that is. Military stock. She’s a very proper woman.


JEREMY laughs.


I mean, like the vicarage is next door to a US Air Force base, bang in the fucking firing line, so she supports the annihilation of the species as a simple point of social etiquette. You know.


JEREMY laughs again.


I mean they’ve got a 1957 Morris Oxford. And when they come to Speech Day, she insists they park it half a mile away and walk. So as not to Show Me Up. As if I cared.


JEREMY. You sound as if you care.


MARTIN. Well, it makes me angry. As if it mattered, where I came from.


JEREMY (with a gesture to the badge on MARTIN’s tunic). And that? That makes you angry too?


MARTIN. Not in the same way, no, sir. That is because it’s right. As I imagine you think too.


JEREMY. Well, as it happens, I have sat down in my time.


During this speech, MARTIN takes out ten cigarettes, and a box of matches. He takes out a cigarette and opens the matches. They are sodden.


MARTIN. Then I imagine you’d resent as much as I do the idea you only want to ban the bomb because of who your people are. That you don’t think what you think, and you don’t feel what you feel.


JEREMY is looking on in some panic.


Look, sir. I’m sorry, but it has been quite a day. Do you have a light?


JEREMY. A light?


MARTIN rattles the damp matches.


Look, Glass, strictly speaking…


As he finds a box of matches and gives them to MARTIN, lamely:


They’re terribly bad for you.


MARTIN (lighting up). I’m always keen to see, sir, how far people are prepared to go.


JEREMY. Well, are you now.


MARTIN. And in your case, sir, it’s particularly interesting to me, how you end up teaching here at all.


JEREMY. Why’s that?


MARTIN. Being a Communist, and so on.


Pause.


JEREMY. Um, what makes you –


MARTIN. Wavish, Roger P, in Sir Isaac Newton, has this pa who was a Red at Trinity. Trinity, Cambridge? And for a birthday present, he gave me a copy of the Daily Worker for the day that I was born. May the second, 1945.


Slight pause.


I assume that you’re the same JH Crowther, sir? Speaking to an enthusiastic crowd in Leicester? ‘Throughout the world, the toiling masses rise’?


JEREMY. Well…


MARTIN. I mean, a ban-the-bomber, you could just be a Methodist or a nudist or a vegetarian. But actually a Communist. Actually in The Party. Wavish and I view that as really cool.


Pause.


JEREMY. Well, I’m afraid I’m not in it any more.


MARTIN. Why not, sir?


JEREMY. Because I left it over Hungary. Hungary?


MARTIN. The Soviet Invasion. 1956. Suppressing democratic reform.


JEREMY. Which the Party decided it approved of. The invasion, that is. Not the reform.


MARTIN. Why?


Slight pause.


JEREMY. All right. They sent this apparatchik up from London, to explain the Party line. Accusing those brave, wild revolutionaries in the streets of Budapest of being – ‘objectively’ – the agents of American imperialism. And I’d joined the Party to liberate the oppressed, and here it was, telling me I have to back people doing the oppressing. And I thought – oh, come on, do you really want this man to run the country? And I left.


MARTIN. But surely, sir, you’re still a socialist.


JEREMY. Well, I / suppose –


MARTIN. I mean, you haven’t left the Left.


JEREMY. Look. I’m not Wavish Senior. I wasn’t a Red at Trinity. In fact, I was born in Mansfield. And I went to grammar school and I had a lady teacher whose husband had died fighting for the Republicans in Spain. When I was nine. And the reason why he’d gone was his unshakable belief that once the world was liberated from the shackles of the capitalist system, every worker could become an Aristotle or a Michelangelo.


MARTIN. Well, crumbs.


JEREMY. And then, when I was seventeen –


MARTIN acknowledges.


– we won the war and got our Labour government. Which set about to free the masses from the poverty and misery which I’d seen around me in the thirties. And indeed the workers got their national assistance and their council houses and the National Health Service, but also unthinkable material prosperity. All those television sets and Hoover Automatics, even Mini Coopers…


MARTIN. But?


JEREMY. But I have to say, I wondered – I still wonder – if all that was really what we meant, at all?


A glance at his watch:


Now, look, Glass, it’s nearly curfew –


MARTIN. You mean, as opposed to, every brickie being Aristotle.


JEREMY. Well, perhaps that was a silly way of putting it…


MARTIN. Oh, do you think so, sir?


MARTIN takes off the dressing gown and puts on the jacket of his uniform.


Because it seems to me, sir, there’s a danger, you can see the mass of people just as victims. Of the poverty and misery. Passive and inert. But just because the Labour Party hasn’t built the New Jerusalem, and the Communists have let the revolution down – let you down – does that mean we have to give up on the whole idea?


JEREMY. Well, of course, I haven’t –


MARTIN. Because, mightn’t there be other ways of building socialism, and other people who might build it? Young people? Black people? People who we haven’t thought of? And if those people really cracked the shackles of the system for themselves – who knows how many Michelangelos could bloom?


I’m sorry, sir.


JEREMY. No, no.


MARTIN. But I’m with you. I’m with the brave wild revolutionaries in Hungary. And I’m sure, if I was you, I’d want to be a Red – at Trinity or anywhere – who’d been to Spain.


He looks at his watch. He should be back at his house.


Thanks for the Horlicks, sir. Goodnight.


He goes. JEREMY, alone, picks up the Horlicks mug.


JEREMY. Glass. Go to America.


He picks up the ashtray.


Scene Three


MARTIN changes from a schoolboy to a backpacker, travelling across America, in the summer of 1967.


CHORUS. 1962. Bob Dylan records ‘Blowin’ in the Wind’.


MARTIN. And fifty-nine young Americans met in Port Huron, Michigan, to draw up a manifesto for a body called Students for a Democratic Society. It asserted that ‘men are infinitely precious, and possessed of unfulfilled capacities for reason, freedom and love’. A New Left, freed from loyalty to the USSR, dedicated to the liberation of all humankind from exploitation and oppression. Starting now.


CHORUS. August 1963: Martin Luther King delivers his ‘I have a dream’ speech in Washington.


MARTIN. I’ve seen young men and women, some the children of former Communists, many Jewish, marching, riding, fighting and sometimes dying alongside negro activists, to desegregate the south.


CHORUS. A year later. Three civil rights workers are murdered in Mississippi.


And civil rights marchers are attacked by police on a bridge in Selma, Alabama.


MARTIN. I’ve met students: insisting on their right to campaign for civil rights, on campus. Working to organise the black and white poor in the northern cities. Fighting the drafting of students into the army. Stopping the war machine, by any means necessary.


CHORUS. In 1966, the Americans drafted three hundred and eighty-two thousand young men into the military, to fight the so-called Viet Cong in Vietnam.


But. 1967: The Summer of Love in San Francisco.


Flower power.


MARTIN. But. Draft-card burning. Blocking troop trains.


CHORUS. ‘Hell no, we won’t go.’


Draft evader: Muhammad Ali.


Draft evader: Donald Trump.


MARTIN. Seeing the future of the revolution with the marginalised and the excluded. The colonised peoples in the US and beyond its borders. The liberation armies of the third world and the first. The children of the enemy, prefiguring the New Jerusalem. Breaking down the gates, from Saigon to Washington. Bringing down a President.


Audio or footage:


LYNDON JOHNSON. I shall not seek, and will not accept, the nomination of my party for another term as your president.


MARTIN. Becoming a new person. Never going home.


Scene Four


A meeting hall in a students union in the Midlands, May 1968. JAMES GRAIN is thirty-five.
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