BRANWELL AND HIS SISTERS
1. Ext. Country Field – Day

CHARLOTTE, ANNE AND EMILY BRONTE SIT UNDER A TREE DISCUSSING THE ARTS.
Emily

Oh it’s just spiffing being Brontes isn’t it? Charlotte I think you might be the most talented of us all.

Charlotte

Oh no. I think Anne is the really talented one.

Anne

Nonsense Emily’s work is wonderful. We’re all gifted.

Bronte Sisters

Yes!

Branwell

Ho girls, you want to see the picture I’ve painted of us all.

Charlotte

Oh here’s our brother Branwell.

Emily

Oh okay Branwell.

Branwell

There you see it! No bad eh? No bad!
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Charlotte

Have you painted yourself out?

Branwell

Aye. I put me in it. Then I just thought nah get me out of it. It’s seamless eh? It’s no bad. No bad eh? I’ll sell it to you for some opium. Or money to buy opium.

Anne

Oh no Branwell. You must get off those drugs and pursue your art full time.

Branwell

Aw pish, did I tell you about the dog I saw in the street? Naw? It was brilliant. Whiskers, fluffy tail the lot. I’m a bit pished. What youse aw up to?

Anne

Well Emily was just telling us about the novel she has just completed, Wuthering Heights.

Charlotte

Anne was reading to us from Agnes Grey. It’s quite marvellous.
Emily

And Charlotte read a very fine section of Jayne Eyre.

Charlotte

Oh I don’t know I think it could still do with some polishing.

Branwell

I think I’ve got a chambermaid up the duff. You never know the minute eh? Come on buy this cracking picture off me for drug money.
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Emily

Branwell please! The Brontes are a family of artists!

Charlotte

You must cease this behaviour and resume your poetry career.

Branwell

Aye, aye I’ve written a poem. Youse wanting to hear it?

Bronte Sisters

Oh yes!

Branwell

For drug money?

Emily

Just read us the poem.

Branwell

Nae bother. Here it is.

An eye which saw, far off, a tender form

Beaten, unsheltered, by affliction's storm -

An arm - a lip - that trembled to embrace

Now I need cash to get out my face.
Bronte Sisters

Branwell!

Branwell

Come on! I’ve no’ got that fancy way wi’ words like aw you lot. I can paint a bit. (Looks to picture) that’s obvious. But I can’t be bothered with all that flowery talk. Not when there’s skirt to chase and opiates to neck.
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Emily

We simply insist you cease your debauched behaviour and work on your poetry. We’re sick and tired of looking after you. Why only yesterday Anne and I had to rescue you after you set fire to your bed.

Branwell

Fair enough girls. Fair enough. Let’s talk about culture and the arts and that then.

HE JOINS THEM ROUND THE TREE.

Charlotte

That’s the spirit Branwell. Anne why don’t you read us some more from Agnes Grey?

Anne

Oh yes, I’ve been wanting to read you all this passage that I think transcends…

Branwell

Naw fuck this. I’m away to get pished and ride a chambermaid. If any of youse come across any narcotics give me a shout.

(ENDS)  

