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All the pieces in this book were performed by Guy Jones in Nottingham between  2023 and 2025

––––––––
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Guy is the 'writer in residence' for Hothouse Theatre, a community theatre project in Nottingham. 

He has written several fringe style plays and short films for Hothouse.

He is also the editor of Oh My Nottz, an online magazine which  promotes creative events in and around Nottingham.  Oh My Nottz includes Writer’s Block, an online magazine supporting, and promoting written work from Nottinghamshire and beyond.

Guy also runs projects that focus for the creativity of young people.

All proceed go to Hothouse Theatre a charity in Nottingham, England engaging people of all abilities in the creative process.
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In The Beginning
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In an armchair, by an open coal fire, a man draws on a Woodbine and stares into a flat half of Guinness. Upstairs, a woman, young and handsome, like Jamie never knew her, holds Great Aunt Ethel’s hand, and endures a pain she has only know since in echoes in her knees and her back.

There is a slap.

A long, hurtful cry panics its way down the stairs to the dark glass, and another woodbine lights.

The woman holds the baby. In an uneasy cuddle, she begins the journey from young woman to inadequate parent. 

The midwife gives some long-forgotten good advice, then looks at her watch. She pops her head in downstairs. “I’ll see myself out”. Then, an afterthought, “It’s a boy”.

Jamie's Granddad, closing the door behind her, takes his cap from the stand. Looking up from the foot of the stairs, he hears the sisters talking, puts on his coat, and goes out to the grey carolling street to join the hobnailed stream of fatherhood heading off to the pub.
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Early Warning
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Aircraftman Frank Barrow arrived at Bawdsey Radar Station, fresh from basic training, on 21st Dec 1953. It was Monday. The day the Christmas Rota was handed out.

“Which brings us the problematic slot on the rota,” Wing Commander Ashcroft said. “Christmas Eve. As you will be aware, from an operational standpoint, Christmas Eve is just like any other day of the year. Ivan gave up Christmas with the revolution of 1917, don't you know. So the base needs to remain fully operational.

“As is the case every year, everyone will have to stay on site. Off duty but very much on call, don't you know. In case our Soviet Friends decide to pay us a visit. Consequently, the NAAFI will be holding its traditional low-key festive event.

“Now, I do not expect to see any of you having too much of the Christmas spirit. If I see any of you on the wrong side of capable, I will have no choice but to invite the offending party to spend the rest of the evening in the Glass House; your feet won't touch. Do I make myself quite clear?

“Good.

“This, of course, brings us to the operational question of who is going to actually man the equipment.

“I have randomly selected a volunteer for this, most important of tasks.”

All eyes turned to Frank.

“Leading Aircraftsman Fitzpatrick, I think you need to start getting Aircraftsman Barrow here up to speed in time for Thursday Evening. The safety of the Western World may depend upon it.

“Any Questions?

“Dismissed.”

Fitzpatrick unlocked the second of the outer doors to the concrete bunker, opened it, and invited Frank to step inside. Then, following him, pulled the door shut and locked it again.

Beyond that, the blast corridor turned right and then left, and there was another steel door, and beyond that a large room. The room was square with another short corridor at the far end marked toilet. The room was full of electronic equipment. There was a soft, just audible electrical hum and a general feeling of concentration. Three men sat at different desks. Fitzpatrick gave the introductions.

“That is Awall, Flight Control, and that is Insideout, Plotting, and that there is the man you need to talk to, Puddles, RADAR Operator.”

Puddles sat in front of a desk, starring at a cathode ray oscilloscope. A line of light was moving clockwise around the circular screen.

“Hay up, Misterbit. You brought the latest victim?” Puddles said without looking up from the screen.

“Barrow, meet Puddles. Don't take no ablutions from him.”

Puddles swivelled round in his chair, looked Frank up and down, then jumped out of his seat, stood to attention and saluted.

“Welcome to the asylum, Aircraftsman Barrow. He not got a Nick Name yet?”

“Not been here more than 5 minutes. He's not made a fool of his sen yet. Give it time.”

Puddles held out his hand. “Congratulations on procuring the Christmas Eve Shift. It is, as I'm sure you are aware, a great honour. For one 12-hour shift, there will be nothing but you between this great nation and the evil of the Soviet War Machine.” Frank felt a little small. “I suppose we need to show you the ropes.”

Puddles motioned for Frank to take his seat in front of the RADAR and pulled up another swivel chair. Frank stared at the cathode screen. The line was moving steadily around the screen. “You will know from your basic that this is the business end of the system. That line is the sweep of the radar beam. If it sees anything, you get a blip.” The sweep caught 2 objects in the top right of the circle.

“There. What timing! Two objects North East. Each of those squares is a mile. The sweep takes 60 seconds. There. They have moved 5 squares. They are moving, together, at a cruising speed of 300 mph. Heading, by the looks of it, to RAF Leeming.

“I'd hazard a guess that what we have here are two friendly Gloster Meteors, returning from a training sortie over the North Sea.”

“How can you tell that from those blips?”

Puddles looked at Frank, wondering how much to tease the new recruit. Then, as if giving up a golden opportunity to have a bloody good laugh, his face fell into a serious mode. “You can't. That's usually Flight Control's job. Awall told me they were coming.

“But in case Flight ain't there, which will most definitely be the case on Christmas Eve, cos he'll be getting slowly off his face down the NAAFI, we file all sorties in the flight plan, which is that large folder on your left. If you see a blip and Flight ain't there, check the flight plan.

“And the other thing you need to know is that big red telephone on your right. A direct line to the Wing Commander. You see a blip that ain't on the flight plan, travelling from the East faster than 3 squares a minute, pick up the phone and raise bloody hell!

“Of course it will be Christmas Eve, so there shouldn't be anyone out there, so unless you hear the sound of sleigh bells, anything you see is either geese, or incoming bandits loaded with the kind of pressies no one wants to wake up to on Christmas morning.”

“Sleigh bells?” Frank enquired.

Puddles looked at Misterbit. Misterbit looked at Insideout. Insideout looked at Awall. Then they all laughed.

“You hear sleigh bells, then you call me, cos you've got someone I'd very much like to meet on the RADAR!

“Well, that's all you need to know.”

“Aren't you missing something?” Awall called out from the other side of the room. He swivelled round in his chair, with a deathly look on his face. Everyone turned towards him.

“It's haunted. Wouldn't catch me here at night all alone an all.”

A chill fell on the room. All thought of joking and pratting about ceased in an instant.

“It was Christmas Eve 1943. This place was one of the first RADAR stations plotting the Nazi Bombing raids. Some dosey pratt labelled an incoming as friendly.
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