Kneehigh

Adapted by Michael Morpurgo and Emma Rice
from The Amazing Story of Adolphus Tips




& People who understand everything get no stories %9




When | was 12, the same age as Lily in our story, our cat had kittens. Four of them. The mother
cat had been a fairly grumpy pet, prone to biting and that rabbit kicking thing that bad cats do,
but these kittens, these kittens... my! They were heaven sent! Funny, confident and affectionate;
that summer was one of the happiest | can remember. The snuggle of fur and the deep peace of
a sleeping feline on your lap. Three were eventually found homes, but one, Polly, stayed with us.
She was to the manor born, literally. Queen of the Castle, Top Dog and King Pin all in one.

She had an attitude and an intellect that wiped the floor with us mere mortals. We loved her with
a passion and she purred at the centre of our world.

Once she went missing and my Mum, usually the voice of reason, took to her bed, distraught.
It felt as if the heart had been ripped from us.

Needless to say, she re-appeared 3 days later, drenched, embarrassed, ravenous and defiant.

Polly went on to live to a decent age, but we have now been without her for over 20 years. | miss
her still and can picture her in astonishing detail as | write. And it is not just a generic comfort
and warmth that | miss. | miss her personality, her swagger and her joyous appetite for life and
pleasure. To this day, if we talk about her, my Mum, my sister and | feel the tears begin to bubble.

Such is the power of love for an animal. And this is something that Michael Morpurgo profoundly
understands. 946 allows us to remember the intense passions, senses and fears of being a

child, and through this deceptively simple lens a global, timeless and political vision appears.

This story is so full of heart and wonder that it bursts through the page, through the generations
and through the soul. With a lightness of touch that dances on our collective memory, it tells us of
innocence and loss, of love and prejudice.

It was my Mum who told me to read The Amazing Story of Adolphus Tips. She had been reading
it to my nieces and had decided it had everything a Kneehigh show needed.

And this time, my Mum was not just the voice of reason, but also the voices of instinct and
wisdom. She couldn’t have been more right.

| have loved every moment of bringing this story to theatrical life. | have stretched one hand back
to touch the hands of my Gran and Grandad who lived through the war but are now long gone.
The other reaches firmly forward to be placed in the hands of my Kneehigh friends, old and new.
Once again they have thrilled and moved me with their generosity, bravery and breathtaking talent.
And if only | had another hand, | would rest it now on the soft, warm back of my beloved Polly.

Emma Rice 2015




Kneehigh are a UK based theatre company Wi | and ir ational profile.
For over 3Q years we have created vigorous, pogulan,ﬁrp chailenging theatre, performing with
the Joyful anarchy that audiences have come to expect. -

We tell stories. Based in Cornwall in breath-taking barns on the south coast we create theatre

« of humanity on an epic and tiny scale, We work with an ever-changing ensemble of performers,
artists, technicians, administrators, makers and musicians and are passionate about our multi-
disciplined creative process.

In 2010 we launched the Asylum: a beautiful and flexible nomadic structure which means we
now have a venue to call home, as well as being one of the leading touring theatre companies
in the UK.

Alongside our national and international touring and Asylum seasons, we run the Kneehigh
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and adventure.

nwall and beyond through event
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The Asylum is our award-winning, long-awaited, much dreamed
about, jaw-dropping, spirit-lifting nomadic theatre space. A place of

fun, playfulness and sanctuary, the Asylum is a purpose built tent,
a home and a ‘place predisposed to magic’. With theatre, live music
and fine food and drink, the Asylum is a great night out.

Asylum Team

Front of House Manager ..................

Bar Manager

Box Office Assistant ........c.cccovvn.

Volunteer Co-ordinator
FOH Designers

FOH Design Assistants..............
Production Manager. ... .cesmimie

Technical Stage Manager

Electrical Infrastructure Design.........

Production Electricians
Carpenter
Asylum Crew

Security
Accommodation
Rambles at the Asylum

volLunteers

Boundless thanks to all our wonderful Asylum Volunteers:

Connor Baker
Sally Bristow
Jack Bristow
Meg Chaplin
Ariane Cole
Walter Crocker
Benedict Crosby
Connie Crosby
Rosa Dyer
Sophie Enever
Bryher Flanders
Gemma Gale
Clea Gibson
Gemma Goodman
Lydia Hansen
Katie Hawken

Jenny Beare
Raobert Luckay

.Louis King

Bethany Lyne

Alice King, John Voogd

, Mae Voogd

Louis King, Andy Taylor, Morgan Val Baker

David Harraway
Aled William Thomas
Mike Gunning

Chris Jordan and Alex Shenton-Parkin

Alex Crombie-Rodgers

Ollie Bailey, Martin Burr, Martin Dunning, Sam Gunning,
Michael Hart, Nathan Marshall, Al Shalliker, Paul Tregunna,
Jenny Tripp, Andrew Wilson

Stout Security

Sally and Mike Dyer at House by the Beach
Anna Maria Murphy, Louis King, Daryl Waller

Pam Horton
Robyn Hough
Sally Kerry
Anna Pattinson
Anna Phipps
Beth Preen
Carys Martin
Patrick Martin
Ros Martin
Georgia Murphy
Amy Kennedy
Anais Seager
Jane Spurr
Phillip Sundercombe
Sarah Tiley
Sheila Vanloo

Tiia Veneranta
Lynne Walker
Peter Walker
Georgia Wall
Zoe Waters
Guy Watson
Peter Weeks
Joe Willsher
Kate Wywver

And our brilliant Street Team:

Melody Boyce
Rossi Fiumefreddo
Beth Greaves
Alice Wordsworth




Heligan

Kneehigh have been performing at The Lost Gardens of Heligan ever since their rediscovery.
Some of our first productions were Ship of Fools (described by Mike Shepherd as ‘a fairy tale
meets Mexican Day of the Dead’), Windfall (which was one of the earlier versions of Gabriel Garcia
Marquez's short story that eventually led to our production of A Very Old Man with Enormous
Wings), and our Wild Walks which saw actors and story-tellers taking the audience on a magical
journey through the woods.

Since then we've been back with Tregeagle, Carmen, Arabian Nights, The Red Shoes, and lots
more. In 2010, we performed Hansel and Gretel in a dome tent. The sell-out run was a huge
success and was the pre-cursor to our very first Kneehigh Asylum season,

We're delighted to return for a second Asylum season this year and are indebted to them for
twenty years of support and the beautiful surroundings in which we perform.

Here’s to the next twenty years!

It's lovely to have the Asylum here once again. We were blown away by last year's performance,
Dead Dog in a Suitcase (and other love songs). If you didn't see it, it's now touring. Kneehigh
continue to go from strength to strength, growing their influence. We would all like to congratulate
Mike Shepherd on being awarded the Trelawny Plate and Emma Rice on her appointment at
Shakespeare’s Globe.

We've been looking forward to welcoming and seeing this year's Kneehigh production 946.
Enjoy the show and the summer.

Best wishes... George and the Heligan team.
photo: James Stephens




Michael
Morpurgo

| recall sitting in the pub in Slapton, a few years ago now, having a bite of lunch and a beer, before
attending the funeral of a dear friend in the church nearby. | happened to notice some black and
white photographs on the wall of the pub, and got up to take a closer look. Every one was similar.
In each of them there were American soldiers in World War Il uniforms. They were in the village,
with local people who were carrying furniture or loading up wagons. | asked at the bar what they
were doing in Slapton during the war. The man said | should read the local history book, and that
he happened to have them for sale. | bought one. Well, | had to, didn’t I? And | am very glad | did.

| read it as soon as | got home. It seems that in 1944, Slapton and 6 other nearby villages had
to be evacuated within 6 weeks, everything and everyone moved out, so that the Americans
could use the entire area for military purposes. The beach at Slapton and the countryside inland
was a perfect exercise ground for them to practise beach landings under fire, in preparation for
the liberation of Europe that was to come. The evacuation caused great disruption and upset,
but it was done. Everyone had to find somewhere else to live, the children had to be schooled
elsewhere, the farm animals dispersed. Churches were bagged up, and valuables removed from
the houses.

One little girl, a farmer’s daughter, had a cat she adored. This cat disappeared on the morning the
family were due to pack up the house and leave. They searched high and low, but in the end were
forced to leave without her. The perimeter wire was closed behind them as they left. Of course the
little girl was distraught. For ten months the Americans practised their landings, with live firing, to
simulate real battle conditions. Shells and bombs exploded all around the villages, in amongst the
houses and barns and churches.

There was, during these exercises, a terrible tragedy. During Operation Tiger, a huge landing
exercise, US troops were surprised and attacked in their ships by German E Boats out in the
Channel. 946 were killed. The tragedy was hushed up, because the losses were so appalling.

Then, on the 6th of June 1944 the invasion proper began, and the
Americans went off from Slapton to liberate France. Many died.

A few months later the villagers were allowed at last to return to
their homes, to get on with their lives, and repair the damage.
The little girl returned home to the farm with her family, to find it
battered and ruined. To her delight and their utter amazement the
lost cat came miaowing out of the house. She had survived all the
shelling, and kept herself alive, somehow. Her name, | promise
you, was Adolphus Tips!

Tell her story, | thought, tell that little girl’s story, the story of the
villagers and the American troops, how they managed, how

they got on together. Imagine how it must have been for the US
soldiers, far from home, knowing what lay ahead, what they were
exercising for. Imagine what the villagers and farmers felt about
these friendly invaders, who spoke and behaved so differently.
Imagine what the children must have thought when they saw their
first black American soldier.

That | did not have to imagine. | moved to London just after World
War Il, near Earl's Court, and remember so clearly the first black
person | had ever spoken to. He was a very tall American Gl. He
has stopped me in the street and asked me the way to Piccadilly
Circus. | was gobsmacked, couldn't utter a word, just stared and
pointed. “That way,” | said. He ruffled my hair; called me ‘good kid’
and went off. He's probably still looking for Piccadilly Circus!

A few months ago, ten years or so after my book was published,
| found myself standing on Slapton Sands with Emma Rice and
Mike Shepherd, and all the good folk from the wonderful Cornish
Kneehigh, and our great callaboration began. Now they have
made a play, and like the story, it is about war, and loss, and race,
and friendship between strangers, and memory and love, about
then and now, all done their own inimitable way, the Kneehigh
way. And | have played a little part in the making of it, which has
been a sheer joy and delight.

Michael Morpurgo 2015







Sunday
Lunch

1940’s Wadebridge. So there was a sight in this town. Gls.

It has to be said, they were better dancers than the local boys, Who stood on the edge of the
dance floor like stiff posts.

They weren't shy in coming forward those Gls: They could jitterbug and lindy-hop and jive and
sweep a girl off her feet. Not trip you up like St. Issey boys, or step on your toes like St. Kew lads.
And they called you ‘Ma'am’ and ‘Sik-and ‘Miss’ with due respect.

| think they missed their sweet-hearts and home cooking.
And oh, they loved the movies those Americans.

You may not believe this, and I'm ashamed to tell it, but the black Gls were not allowed in the
Regal by their Sergeant the same night as the white soldiers.

Rene Polglaze walked out with one of those: Black GlsﬁReggle Crosby was his name. They cut a«
dash on a Saturday morning down Molesworth Sireet it has to be said. He gave her silk stocklngs_
and was as handsome as the river on full moon. -*-'\i-" : '

When that Sergeant found out; Sergeant Mean- Ass, as we named him, he made sure that
Corporal Crosby was on duty every Saturday aﬂer that, Rene's only day off.

One Sunday, near Christmas it was, the town were to invite the American visitors to a proper roast
in their houses. It was all arranged. Who would go where, what puddmgs would be made, which
china would be put-out. . _f

That Sergeant Mean-Ass made sure all those Black Gls went on a manoeuvre up Goss.Moor that
day - in the bitter cold - and on a Sunday too. *

So my Dad invited them for pasties. The whole lot of them We crimped till our fingers was sore.
; F’.ene made hers for Reggie. Filled with love 'she said, and'tatties.

Mother, she laid our table as ifdt was royalty who was commgfor tea.

When they left the town for ever, Rene went jnto decline. She never married, but kept those silk
stockings and wore theﬂw\fery Saturday till they were nothlng but a thread

3 AnnaManaMurphy 2013




Creative :
Team

he company play everything from villagers to soldiers, evacuees to chickens; selected highlights are...

veiiinnei... Nandi Bhebhe Giles King
crreeeenene.Adebayo Bolaji Patrycja Kujawska
Andrew Durand Pat Moran
Ncuti Gatwa
v Kyla Goodey
Craig Johnson seersesnneen. Mike Shepherd

George & the whole team at the Lost Gardens of Heligan; Terry Lobb, lan Lobb & Richard Lobb;
Hewaswater Engineering; Mihaela Hedger & Ruth Shepherd for their brilliant Barns support;

Rogue Theatre; Mark Seward of Seward Racing, Trethurgy; Steve, Amy & Terry from Skinner's
Brewery; Lin Potter at Wrightsure; Dave Cork at PRS; Robin Hunkin & Mevagissey Feast Week for
the festoon lighting; Deborah Hinton; Ding & Derek at Event Cuisine; Mike & Sally Dyer at House by
the Beach (housebythebeach.co.uk); Experience Wine; Bosue Vineyard; Helen & everyone at Archie
Browns; The Cornish Food Box Company; Watergate Bay Hotel; Peran Odgers; Lee Coverley at CCS
Consulting Ltd.; Dan, Ross & the team at Lite Structures; 1zzy & the team at The Dome Company
(thedomecompany.co.uk); Alice King, Mae Voogd & Louis King; Jane Feaver, Audrey Brisson & Tristan
Sturrock; Maureen Rice (Emma’s mum).

AdlapIers s el i

Director
GOMPOBAI i i bhiiasshstnsiesss
Designer

Lighting Designer

Sound Designer...........co.creee..
Associate Director

Music Director

Associate Sound Designer....
Choreographers

Puppet Consultant

Producer

Production Manager
Company Stage Manager
Technical Stage Manager
Deputy Stage Manager
Assistant Stage Manager
Sound & Production LX
Lighting Programmer
Costume Supervisor

Emma Rice & Michael Morpurgo
Emma Rice

Stu Barker

Lez Brotherston

Malcolm Rippeth

Simon Baker

Simon Harvey

lan Ross

Jay Jones

Emma Rice & Etta Murfitt
Sarah Wright

Paul Crewes

David Harraway Prop Buyer

Steph Curtis Puppet Makers.........
Aled William Thomas

Kate Foster
Molly Crewes

Alex Shenton-Parkin
liastration q. s e

Lyndie & Sarah Wright
Birmingham Rep
Sam Jones CDG

Kym Bartlett

Philippa Perry

Set Construction






























