
HIDE AND PEEP 

Characters in list of order of appearance: 
1. MC Ballerina         
2. Constance Wilde  
3. Emily Bronte  
4. Charlotte Bronte  
5. Jackie Collins         
6. Joan Collins  
             

Prelude – present day 

The audience is greeted by a beautiful ballerina in the cafe bar dressed 
in a light coloured leotard and tutu. The ballerina is wearing pale points 
on her feet and a tight bun upon the top of her head. The ballerina 
stands still holding first position. The Ballerina’s make up is indicative 
of Liza Minnelli in Cabaret esc with big eyes, rosy cheeks and red lips 
she is warm and welcoming. The ballerina’s demeanour should make the 
audience feel comfortable and relaxed. She stands to allow the audience 
to admire her, she is the optima of femininity. 

Ballerina MC – Good evening ladies and gentlemen. Tonight I shall 
accompany you, we will stand on the edge; look through into the lives of 
others; we may be surprised or even shocked by what we find.  Wishes will be 
made, enticing those involved to be hopeful of a better life. During this 
performance we ask that all sit comfortably and enjoy. (Smiles to audience) 
Please follow me. 

Scene one - 1880’s 

Constance walks down her aisle she sits on an ornate chair that the 
ballerina has placed up for her she begins reading ‘Shirley’ written by 
Charlotte Bronte beside her is a small semi-circular table with a 
jewellery box on top, a small rug is below her feet. The lighting is warm 
and bright, it is a beautiful summer’s morning. Constance is dressed in 
a Victorian wedding dress which clearly conveys the wealth of her 
situation and the warm weather outside. 



Constance Wilde: 

Voiceover 

If you think, from this prelude, that anything like romance is waiting for you, 
you were never more mistaken. Do you anticipate sentiment, and poetry and 
reverie? Do you expect passion, stimulus and melodrama? 

Constance gazes up at the audience. 

Today is my wedding day! Do you like this veil? It looks quite odd do you not 
agree? My husband to be designed it, no need to look so surprised he is an 
extremely artistic man, with a flair for fashion, one might say.  

What a creative man. (small chuckle to herself for being slightly sarcastic 
she turns a picks up the hand mirror that is on the small table beside, 
the lights change as the space is darkened and the mirror and 
Constance are lit from behind using a warm streaming glow.) I can see 
the faces of the congregation when I take the oath and am forever bound to 
Mr….Oscar….Wilde.  

I remember the first day I met Oscar. He was such a fascinating man, 
something stirred deep within me, a fluttering of butterflies in the stomach and 
goose bumps covering every inch of my body. He held my hand so gently and 
looked deep into my eyes with every passing moment, I felt so complete, so 
content. (Looking longingly at the audience as if she were picturing the 
scene in front of her)  

Oscar is so romantic, he often writes poetry for me and serenades me, he is a 
true gentleman, I look forward to spending the rest of my days with him. Every 
day I wish for a happy life, a life full of passion and fulfilment, a life where I 
feel complete. One manages to feel complete when one's heart is full of joy...I 
hope. (Said as an afterthought) 

I know he will support me and help me whatever I ask of him. I want to be a 
dutiful wife and a loving mother, but it is my earnest hope that I can also be a 
great writer. (Lighting change back to the same as opening scene, 
Constance faces the audience.)  

I know women are bound by the constraints of their sex, they would do well to 
remember their place is at home with the children, but I cannot idly sit by and 
ignore the creativity that is apart of me, I can have both, I shall have both. In 
the words of the great Charlotte Bronte “It is in vain to say human beings 
ought to be satisfied with tranquillity: they must have action; and they will 
make it if they cannot find it." Women are supposed to be calm generally: but 
women feel just as men feel; they need to exercise their faculties, and a field 
for their efforts, as much as their brothers do; they suffer from too rigid a 
restraint, too absolute a stagnation, precisely as men would suffer; and it is 
narrow minded in their more privileged fellow-creatures to say that they ought 



to confine themselves to making puddings…knitting stockings…playing the 
piano…it is thoughtless to condemn them, or laugh at them, if they seek to do 
more or learn more than custom has pronounced necessary for their sex. 

Oscar is such an eloquent and thought provoking writer; he astounds me with 
his wisdom.  

Oh my, I am to be married today; I will be Mrs Oscar Wilde. 

I hope he is pleased with how I look. Oscar is very particular on how I dress, 
he loves beautiful clothes.  

(Takes a locket out of a jewellery box that contains a dancing ballerina, 
opens it up to reveal a picture of Oscar. Soft music begins to play.) 

Look is he not the most attractive man you have seen? He is also clever, 
sensitive, witty and wonderful to boot!  

Oscar bought me this locket. We had only been courting a matter of weeks, 
but he told me then I was the only woman he would ever love or ever want to 
be with. I believe him to be true. (Put the locket around her neck) 

I am ready now, my hair is pinned, my dress is fitted, and my face is 
powdered. 

My dearest father is to give me away today; he too is a great man. 

Oh my, it is but a half hour until I meet my Oscar at the altar. 

One can never be happy without another and I will be happy with Oscar. 

I hope for a strong and healthy marriage, hope will see me through. 

(At this point Constance sits back down on a hallway chair below the 
mirror and begins to sob) 

Oh for goodness sake Constance stop this incessant bubbling (becoming 
angry with herself) ‘Intoxicated madness’ he said and it only happened once, 
stop being so silly! Everything will be wonderful once we are married! (She 
wipes her eyes with a handkerchief that is initialled OW) 

My husband will love me and as I have said I know in my heart that I will be 
the only woman he will ever love, ever. Everything will be perfect. 

(Constance picks up the copy of 'Shirley' and reads a line, before 
reciting it to audience, lighting change the lights become brighter 
throughout the below to the point that it is unbearable to watch.) 



Do you expect passion, and stimulus, and melodrama? Calm your 
expectations; reduce them to lowly standard. Something real, cool and solid 
lies before you; something unromantic as a… 

(A male’s voice is heard from outside, lights return to normal.) 

Constance it’s time. 

(Gets up to go outside through the audience) 

Coming Father. 

I do love him… 

(Opens her locket and gazes down at the picture of Oscar) 

I just hope he really loves me. 

All lights go down except for a small warm spotlight on the jewellery 
box. Soft music is heard from the box that Constance has left on the 
small table next to the chair. A miniature ballerina dances slowly inside. 

The ballerina goes over to the opened jewellery box and shuts it over, 
silencing the music as she does so. 

Ballerina: For Constance her wish has been made, her hope remains 
constant.   

Scene two - 1830’s 

Emily and Charlotte Bronte: 

Two sisters Emily and Charlotte both in their twenties sit excitedly 
Charlotte on her chair but Emily sits on the edge of the platform leaving 
her chair empty for now, they are both pleasant but plain faced young 
women, both wear working clothes of the time. At the foot of Emily’s 
dress dirt can be seen. Emily gazes out of a ‘window’ at the distractions 
that lie below he  plays with a pocket watch, running her thumb over its 
smooth surface, she is on edge and slightly more distracted than 
Charlotte who glows a little pinkly. It is a warm summers evening and a 
soft natural light is shines on them. 

Emily: Charlotte today is the greatest day of my life. (She turns with 
passionate burning in her face.) 

Charlotte:  Our lives Emily…there were three of us that were published today. 
Although I am not sure Anne shares our enthusiasm, she seems to be more 
enthusiastic about helping father with his riveting sermons. (The sisters look 
at each other suggesting that helping father is a bit of a bore.) 



Emily: (mimicking the speech of a clergyman) the lord hath helped in your 
publishing, now you must serve the lord with your body and soul by assisting 
me with my sermons. (Both sisters laugh with affection.)  

Charlotte: It does feel wonderful to see our written work in print and I am sure 
the payment will be handsome too! (Charlotte stands and moves to see 
what Emily is watching from the ‘window’) I would despise being made to 
conform for the rest of my days to the only roles offered to our sex, such as 
that of a governess; it would neither suit my temperament nor disposition as a 
permanent occupation. 

Emily: I completely agree I would rather be Acton, Ellis and Currer Bell than 
governesses to young girls. 

Charlotte: Indeed. I see your attention is elsewhere however as you gaze out 
of the window. (Emily glances threateningly at Charlotte, they both peer 
curiously out of the ‘window’.) 

Emily: I just wish life was different Charlotte. (Moving to sit herself down on 
her chair, she is quiet and feverishly bubbling with a thought filled 
frustration.) We are so confined here…there is something in my soul that 
burns so intensely and whenever that handsome boy visits father, it intensifies 
my desires further. 

Charlotte: He is the blacksmith’s son Emily his face is not from round here; 
you are tormenting yourself with lust for some silly adolescent boy! (She 
takes Emily’s hand, which is red with the grip she has around the pocket 
watch) Publishers do not send gifts like these pocket watches without having 
great expectations and we will be a success Emily. Besides it is through 
turmoil and self doubt that creativity flourishes. Save this moment and how 
you feel and use it for your next great character. 

Emily: I live through my writing. My fantasies, my heart will be on paper and 
nobody will even know it was my hearts desires and mine alone that were 
written and not that of a man. How I hope to be recognised, to be seen as 
myself. However, this world we live in does not I fear provide me or us with 
that luxury, I do dearly hope sister that in the future it will. (Walks over to the 
‘window’) I can hear them, the ghosts on the moors, howling in rage, 
condemned in their everlasting sorrow. I feel as though part of me is out there 
fading into the darkness, losing myself in the pain that holds them there.  

Charlotte: (becoming a little concerned by her sister’s language and tone 
of voice goes to comfort her. Pray do not speak of such things sister, guard 
your tongue, lest these phantoms you speak of take shape and become our 
waking tormentors. You have great strength sister, you are no ghost, nor shall 
I allow you to fade into the shadows. 



Emily: (Turning away from her distracted state as she senses her sister’s 
unease due to the nature of her conversation.) You are right Charlotte, you 
are always right my loving sister. (Charlotte begins affectionately playing 
with Emily’s hair hoping to soothe her.) I feel a little tired; perhaps it is the 
heat of the day. (Turning to take her hand as if to stop Charlotte fixing her 
hair.) Would you think it awfully rude of me if I were to retire?  

Charlotte: I do hope you are not going to spend your time day dreaming about 
that boy Emily. 

Emily: He is the most beautiful man I have ever seen, he looks so strong and 
masculine when he is working. 

Charlotte: This sort of talk from an unmarried woman is not appropriate Emily, 
put him out of your mind.  

Emily: Oh Charlotte why do we always have to be so proper, why should I feel 
guilty for my lust. A woman should be allowed to have desires, I can imagine 
how his lips would feel on my neck…. 

Charlotte: Emily stop this at once, today is not a day about men but about us 
being published female authors.  

Emily: Charlotte we are not published female authors we are under the guise 
of being men, if they knew we were females we would never have been 
published at all! (Charlotte looking hurt by Emily's response.) I am sorry 
Charlotte, I am feeling exhausted and I must rest a little. 

Charlotte: (half smiling) I do not know how you can rest... I do not think I 
shall sleep again for weeks; our work has just been published for the first 
time! (She notices a jewellery box under one of the chairs she opens it to 
reveal a dancing ballerina inside she touches the box and smiles.) Oh 
Emily look, look it is mother’s jewellery box! Where did you find it? I thought 
that it had been lost after........... 

Emily: I would never have lost it! (Charlotte gazes into the box and smiles 
as the little ballerina pirouettes.) 

Charlotte: (As if by amazement) Mother’s wedding ring.   

Emily:  Can you imagine the life she would have hoped for when she first 
wore that ring? Now it lies lonely in that box a symbol of hope for all her 
spinster daughters. (Pause, wilfully yet wistfully.) Only the deepest 
passionate love could ever entice me into matrimony.  

Charlotte: (laughing) Emily marriage is a hard working partnership not the 
fantasy you make it out to be. Save these fantastical hopes (puts her hand 
on her heart) for your writing my dear, not your heart. 



Charlotte continues to toy with the ring she stares at the ring for a 
moment before gripping it into her fist; she slips the ring up her sleeve 
and closes the jewellery box swiftly causing the music to end abruptly 
as Emily is distracted. 

Charlotte: Rest now sister (kisses her on the forehead) you are quite 
flushed, I will come to you later, I best see how Anne is faring, father may be 
practicing yet another compelling sermon on her. You know how he likes to go 
on (pause) and on. 

Charlotte leaves the stage her hand still tight in a fist. 

Emily begins to loosen the neck of her dress. 

Emily: Her wild beast may live in the attic of her mind but mine plagues my 
every being daily. Perhaps my mind is wilder than freedom could ever be… 
Sometimes when I try to rest I close my eyes and all I can see are the lives I 
could have, stretching out in front of me, tempting me and I am unable to 
reach for them, despite my frantic struggle. I am always too far away. (Looks 
directly at the audience)  

I feel as though I am imprisoned, my soul locked behind vast metal bars. (She 
jumps quickly now to the ‘window’.) 

This token of thanks from our publishers I will keep safe, I shall hold it dear to 
me always. (She opens the box and lays the watch carefully inside. The 
music starts to play as Emily makes her wish) I hope that one day it shall 
be neither my name, nor my gender that will determine what I can or cannot 
do but my talent alone. A woman’s passion should not be her undoing instead 
it will be the making of her. 

Emily returns to her chair, lighting change, the ballerina pirouettes on 
stage and picks up the box.  

Ballerina: An Interesting thought. Hope is not a dream but a way of making 
dreams your reality. 



Scene three - 1950’s 
Jackie and Joan Collins: 

An aftermath of a party. The birthday girl in question is Jackie Collins 
who has just turned sweet 16. She appears rather dishevelled and 
provocatively dressed for a 16 year old. She wears a tight fitted 50’s 
dress that clings to her busty silhouette with emphasis. She wears flesh 
coloured stockings and extremely high heels for her age. Her hair is in a 
beehive fitting of the time, which has gone slightly dishevelled due to 
her partying. There is a strong smell of perfume which fills the air, 
perhaps Channel Number 5. The lighting should suggest a seedy quality 
while attempting to be sexy and risqué. There are a few small tables with 
half eaten party food and empty drink glasses. Projected on the back 
cloth are the faces of Joan Collins and Marlon Brando. A hit LP of the 
time has been playing, yet now it has run its course. Jackie is seen 
tidying the space with a black bag in one hand and a cigarette in the 
other. 

Ballerina: Happy Birthday to you, Happy Birthday to you Happy Birthday... 
(She places the jewellery box onto a chair close to Jackie which has 
wrapping paper underneath and exits resuming her position next to the 
audience.) 

Jackie: to meeeeeee. (A sly smile spreads across her face; she goes to 
the jewellery box and takes out a pair of earrings then places them on 
her ears.) What do you think of these bobby dazzlers? (Jackie stands, 
hands on hips, revealing her sparkly earrings) All well earned too I should 
say! (Jackie winks) 

I take it you’ve all come for an autograph (to the audience members) I’ll let 
you all come in as long as some of you help tidy up. (She cannot open the 
black bag in her hand due to her long nails and asks an audience 
member to assist her.) Daddy won't like this mess. (She does not sound 
upset at the prospect of upsetting daddy) Joanie will understand this little 
deal. (Jackie starts vigorously plumping up some cushions) 

Do I frighten you? (To audience) I frighten myself a little, I was sixteen 
yesterday, but I do not look like other sixteen year olds, I do not feel like other 
sixteen year olds and I certainly do not like to feel other 16 year olds. (Jackie 
takes time to speak previous line. During the following line laughs as if 
remembering something rather unpleasant.) There is something rather 
unappealing about teenage boys all those pimples and insecurities. I prefer 
men and what a man I have had (She boasts to female audience members 
while putting on lipstick, glancing at the image of Marlon Brando on the 
wall which is covered in lipstick kiss marks, she blows a kiss towards 
his face.) 

Strange to think, considering the first man I saw looking at me with desire as 
he visually devoured my chubby breasts and lingered on my visible thighs 



with drool apparent on his chin. I was twelve years old, (physically gestures 
to the bottom half of her body) half girl, top half woman. (Jackie continues 
to tidy during this visit down memory lane) He really was a toad like 
creature-shiny balding head, a squint actually possibly a glass eye, sweat 
marks, a plastic belt holding his trousers under a substantial hairy potbelly. It 
confused me at first the look in his eye, but it didn’t take me too long to work 
out that if (She demonstrates a backward tilt) I tilted my body just a little 
further back I could get from him whatever I wanted. The power was mine. 
They are simple creature’s men when presented with a 40-inch bust. (She 
turns back to Brando) you're all the same. (Winks at a male audience 
member.) 

I am no man's fool. (To a female audience member.) I saw baldy fumbling at 
the back of his 'luxury' (sarcastically delivered) B&B as exactly what they 
were. A one-minute, well actually twenty second explosion from a dirty old 
bugger (remembering a disgusting taste in her mouth) and my opportunity 
to get everything I wanted for my entire holiday. (Jackie picks up and 
inspects an unwrapped birthday present it is clearly not to taste) I 
wonder if people know me at all. 

Do you know that I am an entrepreneur? Not a typical sixteen year old me. 
(She places down the unsuitably teenaged gift.) So when we got back 
from our holiday I decided to spice up my diary entry just a tad, I am a writer 
you see. I could release its full exotic qualities - a B&B movie without pictures 
containing a succulent use of the English language and a theme based good 
old-fashion romp. (Jackie passes round a bowl of snacks from the table.) 

The silly little kids at school really were intrigued when they heard that my 
diary entry was for sale. (Jackie picks up a leftover drink and has a sniff 
then takes a swig recoiling in horror after tasting its strength) ‘Eugh how 
vulgar!’ a few of the Golders Green brigade shouted, (standing and walking 
to a poster of Joan which hangs on the wall.) But by a delicious twist of 
fate Joan got a catalogue job just the same week. I could double my charge… 
‘The famous Joan Collins sister tells all in a saucy diary entry.’ I can’t honestly 
say that I see it myself, what is all the fuss about? (Looks at the image of 
Joan ) looks fade, experience and talent grows - being beautiful is like being 
born rich and getting poorer.  
(Jackie swigs from another glass and then bins its contents.) 
Biological luck may have given me second place, but I use it to my advantage. 
It is strange to stand in a shadow so much smaller than your own. (Poses 
next to the image of Joan then pauses) Actresses are like puppets. A writer 
holds the power and that is what I desire. 

(Joan enters down her aisle, she is a young woman who knows how to 
make an entrance dressed in the up to the minute fashion while still 
remaining the ever-good girl.)  

Joan: Darling how are you today? What a delightful party! I said to Henry you 
would have the sweetest of sixteenths and I think for the most part that was 



true. (Joan performs a slow draggy stare on Jackie) Oh Jackie I do wish 
you would consider keeping your hair a little neater. (Joan fixes Jackie's 
beehive while licking her hand to do so.) Did you hire staff darling? 
(Turning to the audience.) You know I could have got the studio to do that. 
(Joan whispers the following line to Jackie.) You must be careful whom 
you hire. I had the most ghastly experience with this little immi… (Jackie cuts 
Joan off.)  

Jackie: (Pointing to the audience looking quite smug.) No I found this little 
lot myself just some well-wishers really. By the way you were so kind letting 
me stay in your home you being a newlywed and all. (A small hint of 
sarcasm lingers in Jackie’s voice.)  

Joan: Glad to oblige, you seemed a success when you came out darling, you 
were (pause) quite (pause) well, you seemed rather obliging yourself. 
(Jackie rolling her eyes in response to Joan and almost out of habit 
clears a seat for Joan who takes out a compact and checks her 
reflection) LA is a small town really; more like Maida Vale than you would 
believe. It is I grant you, bigger in space and money, but smaller in reputation. 
(She closes her compact with a smack of her lips together.) 
Oh my I dare say my fingers were trembling last week darling when I heard 
some juicy gossip was going around and they would not let me in on it. (Joan 
in a slow and controlled fashion removes a pair of leather gloves) A little 
make up girl sniggered when I asked her about it. I found it tortuous to keep 
smiling. (She flashes Jackie a smile then glances at the Brando poster on 
the wall)  Jackie, I do hope you behaved! Your reputation is linked to my own 
and that is something I will not have tarnished! I do not wish to be associated 
with a family of loose women! I can only help you so much little sister (looks 
at her sister frowning as Jackie Is devouring the last of the nibbles) 
though do be careful you will not be little for much longer if you do not watch 
your intake… they have started weighing girls at the studio you know! (She 
takes the last plate of snacks out of Jackie's hand and throws it in the 
black bag that Jackie is holding). Daddy seems to believe that you may 
want to act too. Though I am not sure if you are well mannered enough. 

Jackie:  I will not need your help, I do not hope to act, I hope to be a writer 
and a successful one at that, therefore help is not required. I hope I will never 
need anybody’s help. I will be a successful writer on my own. 

Joan: Jackie everyone thinks they’re a writer. 

Jackie: Yes but I can write and take people places they cannot imagine on 
their own, I am a revolutionary writer just like a brilliant Bronte. She wrote 
‘Wuthering Heights’- I shall write ‘Wuthering Cocks’! 

Joan: Jackie! (Jackie not listening to Joan) 



Jackie: Poor little Bronte she wallowed in pain and suffering I shall be the one 
to celebrate titillation and scandal with just a splash of decadence in my 
writing.  

Joan: There sure are plenty of Heathcliffs in Hollywood. (Joan stands and 
fixes herself; Joan then turns to Jackie as If attempting to pull her into 
shape.) Jackie please do not fool yourself, take advantage of the situation 
you find yourself in and do not fill yourself with false hopes. If life gives you 
lemons make lemonade, if you’re given a sparkly ring, make wedding plans. 
You make things too difficult for yourself and I hate to say this Jackie but you 
think too much. I can help a little to get you established but really If you keep 
behaving like some kind of..Well I don't want to say it. I am going to speak 
with Daddy now. Please do clean this up and clean yourself up. Acting sluttish 
will not get you anywhere. (Joan exits via her aisle.) 

(Jackie watches her go off, aggressively she picks up an ashtray to 
empty it then pauses) I shall be the mirror to those select few who were told 
they were so special that the rules need not apply to them. (Furiously now 
she takes the last nearly empty glass and drinks its half finished 
content.) 

I was too busy writhing to consider lifting a pen last week, (Looks at 
Brando's image) but this week I have inspiration and a smile on my face 
these jewels  they are not about us they are to show us how powerful the men 
around us are. (Turning to where Joan has exited from.) I will not need 
your help Joan! I am sixteen and I am already playing my own role in this 
world…I shall pay for all this myself. In fact I shall buy you some earrings that 
will make these things look thoroughly tasteful!! (She opens the music box 
and starts to take the earrings off) I hope I will always be strong and I will 
not just be somebody’s sister for the rest of my life. I will be my own person 
and nobody will need to help me or buy me anything. (She takes the 
earrings off and places them in the box putting it beside a small pile of 
other gifts she turns to the record player to put a new record on. the 
ballerina examines the pile of gifts and then takes the music box.) 

Ballerina: When all else is forgotten or mislaid, Hope can remain constant. It 
can be felt singularly yet shared amongst all. Change takes time but it will 
hopefully come. 



Scene four 1970’s 

Joan Collins: 

Joan enters in a frenzied rush down her aisle as if attempting to escape 
an event that has upset her. The date is 1974 she is dressed in 
accordance with the era – a baker boy cap covers her hair with just a 
small amount of her dark hair poking through. She is wearing small 
hoops in her ears; a tight blouse with a 70’s influenced pattern, light 
coloured flares and platforms on her feet. Despite being indoors Joan is 
still wearing her large sunglasses, she appears upset and tired as she 
sits down on the chair. The light is stark and quite severe. The ballerina 
places the jewellery box on the chair next to her and kisses her forehead 
before leaving the scene to take up her position beside the audience. 

Joan takes a small plastic baby bracelet out of her pocket and softly 
twiddles it between her fingers. She fingers the jewellery box before 
gently placing it onto her lap before opening it with great care; the 
music begins to play once more, she places it back down on the chair. 
She begins to sob removing her sunglasses she reveals her dishevelled 
make-up and puffy eyes. She takes out a compact mirror from her 
handbag and a clean tissue; she opens up the mirror and begins to 
clean her eyes with the tissue that she has moistened in her mouth.) 

Joan: You never believe it is going to happen to your child do you? (The 
music from the jewellery box is silenced as the lid is closed over.) We 
had always taken Katy on our travels, but this one time we left her behind. 
She stayed with a girlfriend in the Berkshire countryside while Ron and my 
eldest daughter, Tara, and I took a flight to Paris, where I had to look at some 
costumes. At about 5 p.m. on the Saturday evening Katy ran into a road and 
was hit.  

Nobody in England could find us. They had lost the name of our hotel and our 
phone number. They finally reached us at 2 a.m. Sunday.  

She was alone for all that time. 

Hospitals never tell you very much. When I heard the word "critical" I got 
hysterical, I couldn't stop sobbing. There are no flights out of Paris at 2am; we 
called everybody we knew with a private plane, but no luck. 

Finally we raised an English friend who flew over and picked us up at Paris' 
Le Bourget Airport at 5:30 a.m. 

You cannot imagine what it's like to see your child lying in a coma in an 
intensive care ward, (Joan gazes down her aisle and then back to face the 
audience) her small head shaved, all her long brown hair gone, tubes coming 
out of everywhere, eyes closed, not moving at all and one arm bent way back 



because of a contracted muscle. It was such a shock. She looked like an 
object. (As she delivers the next piece of text she softly strokes her own 
face mimicking what she had done to her daughter.) I pressed my hand 
onto my daughters beautiful soft face and whispered,' Katy, if you can hear 
me, squeeze my hand.' She squeezed back, and I knew she knew I was 
there. I just knew! (A massive smile is expressed through Joan's face.) 

"What are her chances?" I asked the doctor. His eyes began to fill with tears, 
and he said a sixty to forty percent chance that's when Ron and I broke down. 
We sort of fell on each other and cried, and then we said, "Katy's not going to 
die. She's not. She's absolutely not!" My hope is strong and she will be fine, 
she will be fine. 

The doctors had originally wanted to do exploratory "brain boring"—what a 
term! (Shaking her head) Dr Illingworth thought that if she survived the first 
48 hours, she would hopefully recover. But he also said Katy could be in a 
coma for six weeks. An eternity! (A long pause and she considers the 
Implications of losing her daughter, changing positions on her chair 
before re-telling her story once more.) 

I kept expecting her to wake up suddenly to say (In a small child's voice) 'hi, 
Mommy, hi, Daddy, where am I?' (Voice returns to normal) You know like 
you see on TV in those soap operas. But we soon realised it's a fine line 
between being in a coma—the closest thing to death—and recovering. 
(Pause as Joan stands up and gazes out of the ‘window’; she then turns 
to the audience a new sense of power has taken over her.)  
We acted on instinct. Ron and I borrowed a mobile home and parked it on the 
hospital grounds so we would always be near Katy. We decided we would 
constantly talk to her, touch her, turn her and play music for her, and each of 
us took bedside shifts from morning to night. We chattered on incessantly and 
played all kinds of recordings, from the sound track of Grease to Peter and 
the Wolf.  

We made more noise than a big brass band, anything to get our Katy to come 
back to us. (Joan goes back down to her chair and sits down; she 
removes the small plastic bracelet from her pocket and stares down at it 
smiling.)  

She was the most beautiful baby. I know all mothers say that, but honestly 
she was. Every evening since this happened I would go back to our mobile 
home and stare down at this small piece of plastic that had been wrapped 
around the wrist of my beautiful daughter on the day that I brought her into 
this world and hope and hope that this was not the day that I would witness 



her leaving this world. Look how small it is? (Showing the audience while 
smiling, pause) 

On the fourth day after the accident Katy was at risk of infection and had to be 
taken off the life-support machine. A Doctor stood by in case a tracheotomy 
was needed. Others were sceptical but Dr Illingworth believed she could 
breathe on her own. When the respirator was removed, Katy started heaving
—and breathing. People said it was the first time in 14 years they had seen 
Illingworth smile. (Soft tears run down her cheeks reflecting her joy 
during this moment.) 

Two weeks ago. I returned from an errand to find a note from Ron: "Come 
quick, she's opened her eyes!" (Massive smile) It was like Christmas and 
birthdays all at once, I had gotten what I had hoped for, finally there was 
progress. I rushed to the intensive care ward, and her eyes were indeed open
—but completely blank. (Looks to the audience) they weren't following me.  

Katy has now been moved here into the children's ward, although progress 
was to begin with scarcely visible. Despite intravenous feeding she had lost 
20 of her 70 pounds. She was so weak and pale initially that some of our 
friend’s who visited would go off and just sit in their car and cry for an hour. I 
cried every day myself, though never in front of Katy.  

I refused to allow anybody to be negative around her, everyone had to be 
hopeful. Shortly after she was moved here I was talking to Katy myself when 
an intern interrupted, "You've got to stop this. You're making yourself sick. 
She's not going to get any better." I took him out of the ward and hissed, (As 
If looking into the eyes of this disgusting creature.)' Please don't speak in 
front of my daughter like that. She can hear." Then I fled to our van and had 
screaming hysterics for ten minutes. I punched the wall so hard (pretending 
to punch the wall the Intensity and effort of the action must be truthful.) I 
sprained my wrist and had to have it taped up, it’s still quite bruised (She 
reveals her bruised wrist.) 

We got a lot of letters from friends and strangers many of them prayed for 
Katy. I'm half Jewish could you not guess? (Shows the audience her profile 
pointing at her nose) I've never been religious, and I hadn't realised how 
many of my friends are believe. One Catholic lady came to the hospital and 
announced that Katy's "going to recover" and urged me to please God by 
giving up some cherished bad habit. I gave up chocolate, an addiction of 
mine. I couldn't give up cigarettes or wine—they kept me going for goodness 
sake. 

Katy's coma gradually lightened and last week, we brought her home for a 
brief visit. Although she didn't speak, she was propped up in a chair, and we 



fed her mashed food. When it was time to come back here, Ron carried her 
down the stairs. Katy screwed up her face as though she wanted to cry, but 
she couldn't. (A deep sigh as saying the following text) No tears would 
come. 

However, today we've just been told that Katy can come home; the doctors 
believe that it might speed up her recovery. After all this time I can now take 
my beautiful girl home. (Massive smile)  

(Looking down to the jewellery box and presenting it to the audience, 
she takes out a letter from her handbag.) 

My sister Jackie bought her this; it’s beautiful isn't it? Jackie hasn't seen Katy 
yet, (looking at the letter) she writes that she has been very busy finishing 
off her latest book and publicising it, but she has promised she will be over in 
the next couple of weeks. After something like this happens to you, you really 
do realise how important family is. Over the last few years Jackie and I 
haven't been very close she's became a very successful writer. Who would 
have thought It? Joan Collins's little sister the star of the family. (Pause, slight 
smile, she places the letter Into her handbag and checks her face In her 
small compact mirror once more before tidying up her things Joan exits 
the space through the main door at the top of the corridor.) 

Jackie bloody Collins what are you like! (Laughing as she goes.) 

Ballerina - Wait Joan you forgot… (Handing over the jewellery box to her, 
but Joan has gone.) 



Scene five 1850's 

Charlotte Bronte: 

Ballerina places jewellery box on top of writing desk in Emily’s room and 
exits the space. 

(Charlotte is sitting on a small chair the room is mostly dark with a small 
clear light falling on Charlotte; the room is the same as scene two. 
However, it has been moved on 20 years in time. On the floor is a large 
pile of written papers that she is engrossed in, she begins to weep and 
holds her stomach. Her appearance is dark and drawn. She looks 
exhausted and her dress reflects mourning, she looks awkward and 
uncomfortable.) 

I am (Pause) with child, but alas I am far from happy. 
I have spent my life writing about the concerns of other women – unveiling 
their hopes, dreams and darkest desires and have in doing so quite forgotten 
my own beloved sister. 

I am married (Pause) you would approve. He is a great man a man who will 
always care for me and love me deeply yet I cannot nor will not shed the pain 
and sadness I feel from losing you. 

I remain the last of the five daughters. 

I have a confession to make (look around the space) in this darkness, in this 
place that holds your last breath.  

I have done you a great wrong my dear sister I have done such wrong by all 
of you; I took away from you, your own gift to this god-forsaken world, using 
your last prose as my own. I am a devilish fiend; yes, your sister who was 
plagued with such jealousy and resentment for the talent that you possessed. 
I have tried, I have tried in vain to be a continued success to live up to my 
‘Jane Eyre’ but alas the taste of failure as always left a bitter sweet taste on 
my mouth, (Pause) it is not an excuse loving sister I know. Please 
understand. 

Please understand. You Emily, were the talented one, my talent led to just a 
single work. It was just a singular biographical idea spread over 700 pages of 
parchment. My own work bears no significance compared to your own; I had 
hoped my gift would return; now I am sure it never will. I have another role to 
contend with sister a role that I am doubtful I shall be competent in.  

I fear that in your grave you will be thinking ill of me, contorted with a rage that 
I so deservedly should feel.  

I hope, I pray, I wish you could understand - I could no longer be Currer Bell I 
needed (Pause) I need to be Charlotte Bronte -prolific novelist. Please forgive 



me sister. (Holding the gaze of the audience then falters and eyes turn to 
the ground out of shame.) 

Can you believe it? You are to be an Aunt, we found out on Monday, it is 
peculiar because it only feels like yesterday that we all laughed and chatted 
about our future, about our children. I remember that your greatest wish was 
to have a son and call him George. You said you would create stories 
together. I am the only one who will have a child, less than nine months and 
pray to god I will deliver him safely into this world. 

Why did you all have to die and leave me alone? 

Do you remember those summers spent around the moors in Lancashire?  
That terrible school at Cowan Bridge that made me so sickly with its poor 
conditions. You my dear sister, Maria, Elisabeth and I use to create these 
fantastical worlds where we were able to escape into the characters we had 
imagined, ferocious knights, gallant princes, austere Queens and sprightly 
fairies. We wished to live in one of our great adventures to experience our 
great loves.  

Arthur is a good man Emily, I know that he loves me dearly and I know that I 
will always love him faithfully. I can no longer think only of myself I no longer 
believe that my own solitude can keep me sustained. I believe dear sister that 
I respect myself now more than ever before (pause) Arthur has taught me to 
do that – he has given me such hope, hope in myself and hope that the life of 
my unborn child will be fruitful and fulfilling. 

But I miss you sister. (Tears begin to fall down her checks as she stands 
up and gazes out of the ‘window’.) 

(Charlotte takes off a wedding band from her right hand and places it 
into a jewellery box, which is sitting on Emily’s chair playing soft music 
while a ballerina spins around slowly within.) 

I am sure you will recognise this even though you may have not seen it in a 
while. It was our mothers. Now that I am wiser and older in my years I 
understand that it was not for me alone it was for all of us, that is why my 
dearest Emily it shall remain here. (Places ring back into jewellery box.) 

I miss you my sister. 

I hope to see you again and in that time we will have much to talk about 
But not until my time is spent in this world 

There is now joy in my life that fills every part of me 
Yet massive terror looms from within the darkness. 

(Charlotte curls up on the floor  and clasps her stomach, she begins to 
lightly sob.) 



I wish, I wish, I wish you were here! 

The music from the jewellery box begins to become louder as we see 
the small ballerina turning inside this should be projected onto the 
backcloth. Two profile spots focus on Charlotte and the ballerina - the 
lights should increase in intensity just as the music does to the point 
that it is unbearable to look or listen, snap to blackout and silence. 

Projected onto the backcloth is a stunning ballet routine danced by the 
ballerina, she looks the optima of female perfection.  Suddenly the lights 
snap up onto the raised circular platform, the lights are incredibly stark 
and unflattering. Standing on the circular platform is the ballerina naked 
she appears much older than before. Her body is painfully slim, she has 
bruising on her legs that look painful, her feet are still bound, she 
begins to unbind them slowly revealing her bloody feet, she begins to 
take her make up off with wipes and drops them at her feet, she then 
takes her hair down from her bun as she does her hair comes out in 
clumps in her hands - now at her feet lies a pile of dirty binding, face 
wipes, hair and kirby grips. The video of the beautiful ballerina stops 
and the ballerina picks up a small camera and films her body from the 
feet up magnifying the devastating effects that her short lived career has 
had on her body - she is physically broken. The camera is then placed 
down, the ballerina puts on a plain robe. 

Ballerina: Despite all the evil and turmoil in this world hope we believe 
remains constant and everlasting. Thank you for being such a wonderful 
audience. (She smiles a warmly.) 

It is time for you all to leave this place now we hope you will remember us if all 
else fails. 

Goodnight. 



Notes on staging  

The audience are led into the theatre where they are asked to sit on chairs 
around a raised circular platform that revolves symbolising placing women on 
a pedestal and replicating the raised platform in the jewellery box that the 
‘ballerina’ stands on. Individual chairs representing each woman in the play 
are placed around the platform they are positioned at the end of an aisle, in 
total there are six aisles, again one for each of the characters, these are their 
walkways and are decorated accordingly. The ballerina remains on stage on 
another raised platform. 
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