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  We are going to emancipate ourselves from mental slavery, for though others may free the body, none but ourselves can free the mind.




  Marcus Garvey




  

    

  




  




  Characters




  ANNIE, fifty years old. Mixed race, Jamaican




  CERYS, twenty-five years old. Dark skinned, Black, Jamaican. Six months pregnant




  ELISABETH MORGAN, late forties. White, Welsh




  TOMMY FLYNN, twenties. White, Irish




  SIMON TAYLOR, thirties. White, Scottish-Jamaican. He speaks with a ‘uptown’ Jamaican accent




  MR AINSWORTH, fifties. White, English




  Notes




  A dash ( – ) at the end of a line indicates an interruption or unfinished thought.




  One actor can play all the male parts.




  




  This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  

    

  




  




  ACT ONE




  Day one.




  Llanrumney plantation. Saint Mary Parish, Jamaica. 1765.




  The dining room of the Great House. The room is luxuriously furnished, a portrait of Captain Henry Morgan hangs on the wall. In the centre of the room is a mahogany dinner table and chairs.




  ANNIE is roughly buttoning CERYS into her dress.




  ANNIE. Can’t nobody say Llanrumney niggers not the best-dressed niggers inna the whole parish, mistress nah skimp when it comes to dressing her slaves.




  CERYS. House slaves. Field hand lucky fi get old rag.




  ANNIE. Finest muslin and the prettiest lace, everybody know a Llanrumney nigger that.




  ANNIE steps back from CERYS.




  You’re ready.




  ANNIE kisses her teeth and shakes her head.




  Ready as you’ll ever be. How you feel?




  CERYS tugs at her dress uncomfortably.




  CERYS. How me supposed to feel?




  ANNIE. Ready!




  CERYS nods, unenthusiastically.




  CERYS. Me ready.




  ANNIE. Proud. Honoured. That’s how you should feel.




  CERYS. Honoured? Fi wha?




  ANNIE. For. What.




  CERYS (exaggerated enunciation). For. What?




  ANNIE. For the privilege to work in the Great House of the esteemed Llanrumney Estate. For the prestigious opportunity to work in such close proximity to our generous mistress. You should be proud, honoured and grateful that you’re not out in the field cutting cane.




  Again, ANNIE kisses her teeth.




  We’ll be a damn laughing stock. A field hand into a lady’s maid? And one as dark as you.




  ANNIE shakes her head.




  It’s unheard of.




  CERYS. Yet here me stand.




  ANNIE. Not if I had my way, believe me, not if I had my way.




  CERYS. You didn’t send fi me?




  ANNIE. No. I had no choice in the matter, there’s no one else. No one. Every girl me train up, she sell off. She’s sold everyone.




  Long beat.




  You remember everything me teach you?




  CERYS. Yes.




  ANNIE. Then stan’ up straight.




  CERYS fixes her posture.




  CERYS. Stan’ straight, arms to the side or clasp together at the front, but never cross. Don’t look her in she eye, don’t speak.




  ANNIE. Unless?




  CERYS. Unless she speak to me. Serve drinks from di right, food from di left. Me remember, everything.




  ANNIE. You learn fast. Good.




  CERYS. A smart field hand, that shock you?




  ANNIE ignores this question.




  None are smarter.




  ANNIE laughs.




  ANNIE. Please.




  CERYS wanders around the room taking in all the grandeur.




  CERYS. All my life me never once step foot inna dis place. Overseer whip di life out of you if you just look pon di Great House.




  ANNIE. As he should! Them Coromantee field niggers are nothing but trouble with their wild African ways. All them do is plot ’bout rebellion and cause nothing but trouble. Fear of the slave driver’s lash is the only thing that keeps them savages in line.




  CERYS. Dem don’t fear the lash.




  Beat.




  ANNIE. So what dem fear?




  CERYS ignores this question and continues to look around the room.




  CERYS. You ever work di fields a day in your life?




  ANNIE. Me?




  ANNIE laughs heartily.




  Never! A slave of my breeding, my pedigree does not work in no cane field. My father was the master of Llanrumney –




  CERYS. And your muma, who was she?




  ANNIE. His father and grandfather before that.




  CERYS looks up at the portrait of Captain Henry Morgan.




  CERYS. That him, your father?




  ANNIE. That is the late great Captain Henry Morgan. The founder of Llanrumney Estate and Lieutenant Governor of Jamaica, three times over.




  A founding father, fearless conquer and mighty buccaneer. He defeated the Spanish and helped create the British colony of Jamaica. A great man and an ancestor of mine.




  CERYS. So a ancestor of mine?




  ANNIE ignores this and begins to lay the table.




  ANNIE. Teaspoon, breakfast knife, breakfast fork, napkin.




  CERYS. Your ancestor be my ancestor –




  ANNIE. Teaspoon –




  CERYS. Right?




  ANNIE. Breakfast knife –




  CERYS. Breakfast fork, napkin, me remember. Everything. Never forget nothing. I remember you.




  Long awkward silence.




  Me remember everything she tell me about you. Miss Dilys.




  ANNIE. I don’t know no Dilys.




  CERYS. Yes you do. Old Miss Dilys. The field nurse. Blind in one eye. The woman you dumped me with.




  ANNIE continues to lay the table.




  ANNIE. Drinking chocolate is the fashion of the day –




  CERYS. I remember what she told me about you, stoosh Annie inna di Great House.




  ANNIE. But the mistress insists on coffee.




  CERYS. You want me fi act like me forget?




  A bell rings, ANNIE rushes to the door.




  You want me fi pretend like me nah know your my mother?




  ANNIE exits.




  Left alone, CERYS stares at the portrait of Captain Morgan. ANNIE enters pushing a mahogany serving trolly laden with food.




  I said, you want me fi act like I don’t know?




  ANNIE says nothing. Long beat.




  All’a dis food fi one person?




  ANNIE. Yes. Food is how these planters flex them wealth, this is nothing. I’ve seen tables crammed so full they buckle under the weight.




  ANNIE begins to lay the food on the table.




  The mistress likes her first breakfast –




  CERYS shakes her head in disgust, unseen by ANNIE.




  CERYS (repulsed). First.




  ANNIE turns to CERYS.




  ANNIE. Remember, we have first breakfast, second breakfast, luncheon, dinner, tea, supper.




  CERYS. This the only thing them do, eat?




  ANNIE. And drink. Lord can they drink.




  CERYS helps ANNIE lay the food on the table.




  Miss Elisabeth don’t like breakfast Creole-style, so she spares no expense importing fine things from home. A Welsh breakfast she wants, a Welsh breakfast she gets.




  CERYS. Welsh her home?




  ANNIE. Wales, yes.




  CERYS. Near England?




  ANNIE. It is England but… it’s not. It’s Wales. She say it’s a different country and cuss out anybody that says otherwise but… them have the same King… so. I don’t really understand it too tough, all I know is here, be them Welsh, Irish, Scotch or Englishman, on this island, they’re all the same.




  CERYS. Backra.




  ANNIE shoots CERYS a disapproving look.




  She your kin?




  ANNIE. Yes.




  CERYS. You have the same father?




  ANNIE. No, my father had no immediate heirs. When he died he left Llanrumney to some second cousins in Monmouthshire, Elisabeth and her brother Elis. Elis travelled to Jamaica to manage the estate but yellow fever lick him down the second him stepped foot off the ship, dead within days. So, Miss Elisabeth followed in his wake and she has been here ever since. Twenty years.




  CERYS. She never marry?




  ANNIE. Never. Though she has had many a suitor and more than her fair share of proposals. But she’s smart, she always says no, she knows they’re only after her land. Marry her and Llanrumney is theirs. No. It’s just been she and I all these years. Through thick and thin, me one, I alone have been there.




  CERYS rolls her eyes.




  Through thick and thin. I nursed her when she was sick, comforted her when she was scared. Laughed with her, cried with her. Her one true friend and confidant.
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