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ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Maureen Peters, the Caernarfon born novelist, had her first musical 'Maid of Judah' with music by Colin Sell premiered at the Gulbenkian Theatre, Canterbury in December I998.  She followed this success with 'The Genii' in I999, writing and adapting to the needs of the cast throughout rehearsals. Previously after reading English at Bangor, N. Wales, over I50 novels as well as numerous short stories of hers were published.  Her work has been translated into a dozen languages and sells all over the world.  Winner of the Bronté Poetry Prize I999, she is currently writing a quartet of books on the Brontés and is due to give a series of talks to the Bronté Society in Yorkshire.

THE PLAY'S STRUCTURE

The play begins in April I855 and shifts back in time to June I826.  It then moves forward swiftly in linear time, changes in time being indicated by the whispering voices, the poetry, the lighting and the maturing of the behaviour of the characters.  The four Bronté children are played by adults, as this is in part a memory play.  Mr Bronté and Tabitha Ackroyd are its pivotal characters, particularly Tabby, who is on stage for a major part of the play.

SETTING

The play is set in the dining room of the Brontés Parsonage, though this is not a strictly representational setting but a place where the children talk and write and Tabitha knits.  A large table with chairs set round it dominates the room, and another chair and side table set upstage is for Tabitha.  The overall impression should be brooding and heavy with the feel of a tomb or gravestones.  There should be at least two entrances for the actors with the floor painted to resemble cobblestones, and the lighting should resemble candlelight with shadows.  The original music used which was both atmospheric and appropriate was 'Perfect Day' sung by Miriam Stockley, and the whispering voices were pre-recorded, but any appropriate music in a minor key could be played at the beginning and end of the play.

We Four
When I return I shall be beautiful

So beautiful that men will

Desire me passing by.

I will sink at night flesh

Dissolved in flesh

And sit in my own room writing

Happy books from memory

When I come again.

When I return I shall be very tall

So tall that no woman will

Disdain my company.

I will smoke hash and make

Daring remarks





And be cock robin in his pride 






Having no sad Maria 






When I come again.





When I return I shall always speak clear 






So fluently that none will 






Doubt my opinions. 






I will bear pretty babes 






Daughters and sons

Housing my heart in content

When I come again.

I never left.

Scene...

The dining room at Haworth Parsonage.

Time...

April, I855



(Mr Bronté enters in mourning clothes and goes to a chair.  A bell tolls.  Tabby enters carrying candle.) 

Tabby: 

Well, that's funeral over. I daresay tha's feeling a bit strange right now, Mr Bronté.  Best just sit quietly.

Mr Bronté:
The day has been a strain, Tabby.  I'll not deny that.  She was the last of my dear children.  All gone now.  Six of them.  All gone.

Tabby:

They'll be happy where they are now, Mr Bronté.  All together again.  With their mother.  

Mr Bronté:
I was mother and father to them both, Mrs Ackroyd.  They had no need for anybody else.  

Tabby:

You used to play games with them when they were young?  You remember?  Down in't cellar?  The mask?

Mr Bronté: 
Each child wore the mask in turn, so they could answer me without fear.  Their answers impressed me.

Tabby:

Maria were that clever and that good.  She were about ten and Anne were nearly four. 



(The children's whispering voices answer Mr Bronté's questions.)

Mr Bronté: 
Maria, what is the best way of spending one's time?

Maria: 

I lay out all my days in preparation for a happy eternity.

Mr Bronté: 
Elizabeth, what lessons best befit a good girl?

Elizabeth:
Those that teach her to rule her house well.

Mr Bronté: 
Charlotte, name your favourite book.

Charlotte:
First the Bible, then the Book of Nature.

Tabby:
That wasn't true! She always liked love stories best.

Branwell:
My turn next!  My turn!

Mr Bronté:
Don't push your sister!  Emily, what must I do when Branwell is a naughty boy?

Emily: 

First reason with him, then when he won't listen to reason whip him!

Mr Bronté: 
Branwell, what difference is there between the minds of men and women?

Branwell:
     Let us first consider the differences in their bodies.

Mr Bronté:
     Anne, what does a child of four most desire?

Anne:
     Age and experience.

Tabby:             Aye well! That were then and this is now.  I’d best get these sorted.


    (Picks up box) 

Mr Bronté:      What have you there?

Tabby:
   Just some old toys. Nowt for thee to bother about.

Mr Bronté:
   Let me see.

Tabby:
   They're likely broke.

Mr Bronté:       Let me take a look. (Takes box and opens it)

Tabby:

 Wooden soldiers, sir.  Now don't go upsetting yourself!

Mr Bronté: 
(Taking out a wooden soldier) I remember these. I brought them home for the children to play with  nearly thirty years back,

Tabby:

Aye, Maria and Elizabeth were gone by then and it was Branwell's birthday.

Mr Bronté.  
His ninth birthday …  




Children, I have purchased a box of wooden soldiers for Branwell's birthday.   Ask him nicely and he will share them with you. (As he puts the soldier down, Branwell enters and takes it) A happy day, Tabby.  A happy day! (Exit Mr Bronté.)



(Tabby goes to her chair as light strengthens around table and we hear three children calling for Branwell offstage before they enter and grab for the soldiers)

Charlotte:
May we share them, Branwell?

Branwell:
Very well - but they're mine really. They shall be the Young Men.  Mine shall be called?

Emily:
Percy Benjamin Wiggins?

Branwell:
The Duke of Northangerland!

Charlotte:
Mine shall be the Duke of - Zamorna!  Emily, yours is called Gravey.

Anne:
What's mine?

Branwell:
Waiting Boy, because he never gets to go anywhere!

Emily:
That's not fair!

Branwell:
Oh, very well!  They shall all go somewhere.

Charlotte:
Where?

Branwell:
They will explore the globe, sail the wide seas, found new kingdoms in strange lands!

Anne:
All by themselves?

Branwell:
Don't be silly, Anne!  They will go where we send them.

Charlotte:
Who are we then, Branni?

Branwell:
We are the Genii!  We rule the Young Men.

Charlotte:
Chief Genius Tallii!

Branwell:
Chief Genius Brannii!

Emily:
Chief Genius Emmii!

Anne:
Chief Genius Annii!

Branwell:
We are the Genii!  We dwell - where do we dwell?

Charlotte:
In the place beneath!  We send the Young Men to discover a new land.

Branwell:
In Africa!

Charlotte:
They'll overcome the Ashanti tribes!

Branwell:
They'll build a great city called Angria!

Emily:
Then they'll sail to the Pacific.

Branwell:
You and Anne can send your soldiers to the Pacific.  They won't find anything!

Emily:

Yes they will!  They'll find another new land!

Anne:

What shall we call it, Emmii?

Emily:
Gondal.  We'll call it Gondal.

Branwell:
That's a silly name.  My soldiers won't bother going there.

Emily:

Nobody asked them!

Anne:

Genii don't quarrel.  What are we like, Branni?

Branwell:
We are omnipotent!  We fly on the wings of power!

Charlotte:
We make alive again.

Emily:

We keep the keys of the torture chambers beneath the Palace.

Anne:
They put Mama and Maria and Elizabeth down in the crypt.

Emily:

Their fingers tap on the cellar walls.  

Branwell: 
Nothing can overcome us.  We are ten miles high!

Charlotte:
Ten miles high!

Anne:

Ten miles high!

Emily:
I'm not.  I'm only four miles high.

Branwell:
Trust you to want to be different!

Charlotte:
We rule the universe!



(Enter Mr Bronté)

Mr Bronté:    
Children, your aunt wishes me to remind you that it is already two minutes past the hour and you girls are not yet at the sewing.  Branwell, come to the parlour for your Latin.

Chorus:        
Yes, Papa.


       

(Exit Mr Bronté)

Charlotte:
Put the Young Men away.

Branwell:
Lock up the place beneath,

Anne:
Where?

Emily:

Inside ourselves, silly! (Children exit)

Tabby:

Allus playacting all of 'em!  Pretending to be other folk in lands I never heard of! I couldn't keep pace with 'em! (Takes a glass of wine and sips it) Well, Master hasn't stinted on the funeral wine! I like a drop of ale better myself.  Eeh, that were a day - when Miss Emily went in't cellar and got at the ale, And it were such a peaceful day too!




(As she speaks Charlotte, Anne and then Branwell emerge.  Tabby becomes brisker in manner) Tabby.  Don't go touching those cakes I've put out in't kitchen.  They're too hot yet. 




(Enter Emily)

Branwell:
Emily, where've you been?

Emily.
In the cellar.

Tabby:
Tha knows tha mustn't go down there without asking!  The dinner won't cook itself!  Tha'd do better to help me peel some apples instead of pitterpottering
there!

Charlotte:

You look ever so funny, Emily.  What were you doing in the cellar?

Branwell:

You smell funny too! You've been at the ale!

Emily:

I'm bleeding.

Charlotte:
What?  Where?



(Emily indicates)

Tabby:

Means that's getting to be a woman, child.  Nowt to fret about!

Charlotte:
She's too young.  She's only twelve!

Tabby:
Comes to some sooner than others.

Branwell:
What's it like - being a woman?

Tabby:           
None of your business, Master Branwell!  Now who's going to help me peel the apples? (Gives Emily a knife)

Emily:
I won't be a woman! I won't!

Tabby:
That's silly talk.  Comes to us all!

Anne:
Will you wear corsets and get married now?

Emily:
Terrible things happen to women. I won't be one! I won't!

Tabby:
Now, Emily, behave thyself. Come and help with the apples.

Emily:
I won't be a woman! I'd rather cut my throat.

Tabby:
Now give that here!

Emily:

I'll cut my throat and scream like a stuck pig! I will!

Tabby:
Child, what's gotten into thee?

Emily:

Ugly things happen to women! I won't be one -

Branwell:
Emala's a gurt, bellaring bull!  She swilled and swilled and drank her


fill! 


(Emily screams and throws the knife to the floor.)


Then she rolled abaht wi'a scream and shout


And out of her pocket a knife did pull!

Tabby:
Miss Emily, tha should be ashamed of thyself!  Thank the Lord Master's at a church meeting!


Anne, come and help me make some black coffee. (Exit Tabby and Anne.)

Branwell:
Emala's a gurt, bellaring bull!  


She swilled and swilled and drank her fill!  


Then she rolled abaht wi'a scream and shout



And out of her pocket a knife did pull!  

Charlotte: 
Branwell, shut up!  You're making her worse!

Branwell:
What's it like to be drunk?

Emily:
I'm shivering all the daytime and shining all the night -

Branwell:
Why?  Can't you say?

Emily:
I hate not my father, my noble father's arm



To guard me from all wickedness and save me from all harm.

Charlotte:
Emily, get up!

Emily:
I'm shivering all the daytime and shining all the night.

Branwell:
What do you mean Em?

Emily:
I don't remember.

Branwell:
Yes you do!  You do, don't you?  When Papa sent the four of you to Cowan Bridge School -

Emily:
There was a big bed in a red room.

Branwell:
Maria got sick and died.

Emily:
And Elizabeth.  My Ellis.

Branwell:
What happened at Cowan Bridge?  Why can't you tell?

Charlotte:
Nothing happened.  Maria and Elizabeth got sick and died and Papa brought Emily and me home.

Emily:
You never went into the red room.  Only the pretty girls got taken to the red room.

 Charlotte:
It was just a nightmare you had!  Like when you scream in your sleep!

Emily:

The red room wasn't in the secret world.  It wasn't!

Branwell:
What happened there?

Emily:
(Suddenly sly and evasive)  There are bones whitening there in the summer's heat


But it is not for that and none can tell 


None but one can the secret repeat

Branwell:
Who?  What?

Emily:

Why I hate that lone green dell. 



(Exit)

Branwell:
Charlotte?

Charlotte:
She's being silly.  Showing off!  Come and show me how you can write with both hands at once.  

Branwell:
In Latin and Greek! (Exit Charlotte and Branwell) 


(Enter Tabby with a letter in her hand)

Tabby:

Looks like a bill.  You'd think they'd've waited for the mourning to be over. (sits) I must say that Master didn't stint on't funeral.  It weren't easy for him bringing up those four, trying to make a penny stretch to a shilling.



(Enter Mr Bronté and Charlotte)

Charlotte:
Papa, now that I am nineteen.

Mr Bronté:
Yes.

Charlotte:
I was wondering it - if you might see fit to give me an allowance.

Mr Bronté: 
A - what?

Charlotte:
I would like a little money to call my own.  

Mr Bronté: 
My dear girl, what would you do with money?

Charlotte:
I could - well, shoes wear out and when my friend Ellen Nussey sends me a birthday gift I like to be able to reciprocate.  Even a shilling a week 

Mr Bronté: 
My dear Charlotte!

Charlotte:
A penny?

Mr Bronté: 
Have I ever neglected to have your shoes mended or grudged your sending a little gift to your friend?  Though my means are modest have you ever gone short of food or clothes?

Charlotte:
That isn't the point, Papa. I would feel more independent.

Mr Bronté: 
Females are not designed by Nature to be independent.  It is my duty to provide you with a secure environment until - you may marry, my dear.  There are men of worth who prefer character to beauty.  It's possible such a man might visit the parsonage one day.  Now where did I put my pipe?

Charlotte:
A man like Zamorna, Duke of Angria. I see him, tall and noble, his cloak flung back over his shoulder.  His lip curls with scorn as he beholds the assembled company.  And then his eye lights upon Mary Percy, daughter of his archrival.  As their glances lock her breasts heave -
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