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Introduction


    Rob Madge





    This version of Charley’s Aunt is celebratory, chaotic and queerer than ever before – unashamedly so!




    When I was approached to adapt this brilliant farce, the first question that came to mind was how do we tackle gender-bending being used as a comedic trope in this current age? I should like to think we have moved past the point in history where people dressing in a non-conforming way is seen as hysterical. The notion of ‘man wears dress, isn’t that funny?’ is rooted in transphobia and misogyny, and, ultimately, I believe comedy can be cleverer! That being said, Thomas has written a masterpiece of farce. Is that to say, then, that because one of its tropes might be outdated that the piece may never be revived? Must we dismiss brilliant works purely because we are afraid of a little renovation? Rather than throw these brilliant comic works in the bin, I opt instead to recycle! To repurpose! Indeed, if we do not, then that is where the danger lies. If we are not constantly challenging ourselves to evolve, theatre is at serious risk of growing stale. The grand piano can still work – the keys just need a little tuning!




    I admit there is fear attached to the notion of updating. At the time of this adaptation being published, an article reads ‘HIDDEN AGENDA IN FARCE REWRITE!’, as though we all ought to seek shelter till the hurricane has passed. My initial response is quite simple: it’s only a bloody play. It’s not that deep. However, I understand people like their classics the way they are – untouched, untainted by the big, scary world out there. We see this reﬂected whenever a remake or sequel to a beloved ﬁlm is announced – the outcries of despair! ‘How dare you destroy Lilo and Stitch!’ Let me be the ﬁrst to assure you, we have lost none of the sparkling wit of the original. We have subtracted nothing, merely added (Maths reference). If you loved Thomas’s play, this is still for you. We are simply opening the doors to even more audience members, including others as part of the party. Theatre is not an insular thing. It should never be exclusionary and we should never gatekeep. Simply consider this play a Charley’s Aunt expansion pack.




    Not unlike Brandon Thomas’s original dialogue, the comedy operates at a rapid pace. The lines should zip along, the word play should come thick and fast, almost to a disorienting level, enhancing the double-identity confusion. Crucially, I have not changed the period. Indeed, I have retained as much of the original language as possible, but modernised it here and there for comedic purposes, where necessary. We all known a Victorian English woman would never have really said, ‘one already has the ick’, a butler would not have referred to themself as ‘unclockable’, but in the words of Dame Julie Walters as Mrs Overall in the greatest musical of all time, Victoria Wood’s Acorn Antiques – ‘IT IS THEATRE. IT DOESN’T HAVE TO MAKE SENSE.’ A motto I live by. The juxtaposition of this period setting and a contemporary sensibility allows for great comic potential. This is also reﬂected in the music peppered throughout, the USP of Charley’s Aunt being that these songs will be queer anthems. Because I’ve written it. So tough.




    I had a number of fundamental goals when adapting the play: Firstly, I wanted it shorter. Secondary characters have been cut, several lengthy stage directions omitted, in favour of allowing more creative licence when it comes to staging the play. Secondly, I wanted the roles of Kitty and Amy to be far more active. In this version, it is their idea to disguise their friend as Donna Lucia, rather than the boys’. The idea of a trio of sisters (when Babbs is dressed as Donna Lucia) felt far stronger and less problematic than a trio of lads trying to trick their girlfriends. Originally, the women were passive, simply deceived. Now, they are actively deceiving, all the while doing it with buckets of boisterousness and mischief! Jack and Charley, meanwhile, being the privileged Oxford boys that they are, believe that they are the ones deceiving the girls. In reality, the one who holds all control, and unbeknownst to the others, is Babbs. Only Babbs is aware that both parties are attempting to trick the other. The opportunity for comedy with this dramatic irony felt all kinds of juicy! Moreover, the idea of Babbs being Spettigue’s butler and being the only truly smart one, despite being lowest in the hierarchy, felt correct (in this version I have merged the original role of Brassett the butler and Babbs the student). Ultimately, the one considered most powerful on that hierarchy, Spettigue, is the one so easily deceived, and the one least educated.




    Thirdly, and possibly most crucially, the play has been signiﬁcantly ‘queered up’ (as you’d expect, because I’ve written it). In our Charley’s Aunt, the comedy does not stem from a bloke’s discomfort at dressing as an old widow-lady. The comedy, rather, stems from someone’s joy at dressing as an old widow-lady and more so, how polite Victorian society reacts to such a thing. We are laughing with our gender-bending hero, relishing their love of the stockings, rather than admonishing them for it. We are instead admonishing those who refuse to get on board. In our version, Babbs wholeheartedly embraces this new ‘role’ and comes to learn that Donna Lucia suits them rather well. On that, the role should be played by somebody proudly gender ﬂuid – I have used they/them pronouns for Babbs in stage directions, but he/him when referred to by the characters. Indeed, given the period, Babbs would have gone by he/him – but for the sake of who Babbs truly is, under a modern microscope, it felt remiss to refer to them as anything but they/ them in stage directions.




    On that note, I wanted to go one step further and negate the notion that Babbs is in any way a ‘man’ dressing as a ‘woman’. They can’t ﬁnd the words for what they are. All they know is that they are different to the binaries surrounding them. Indeed, in this day and age, they would likely label themself as non-binary. Of course, the Victorians didn’t have such a concept. So, then, we are watching somebody in real-time discover who they are against a backdrop of prejudice. And these people would have existed. They simply didn’t have the label. We have always been here, spreading joy! I ultimately wanted to demystify the notion that a gender-neutral person might be ‘confusing’. Babbs becomes the audience’s conﬁdante. They become the one person we truly trust when, in fact, it is everybody else that is confusing! Babbs and their penchant for gender-bending turns out to be one of the most logical, sane things in the entire play! In short, through several farcical misunderstandings, Babbs comes to a great understanding of who they are. And it is joyous!




    The idea of gender expression and deception feels particularly potent now given societal views on transness – I wanted to be very sensitive about how we tackle that here. A lot of the comedy seemed to stem from the idea of Spettigue being ‘duped’. In our version, the comedy should instead come from Babbs having to remember their role, from miscommunication, from the tone-deaf privilege of the boys. In the original, the ﬁnal ‘reveal’ is the ultimate comedic act. ‘Shock horror! It’s been a bloke in a wig!’ In our version, however, the reveal is a rare, true moment of sincerity. The comedy dissipates and instead we see the cataclysmic, violent effects of internal prejudice, the end result of several ‘harmless jokes’. In Spettigue’s outburst, we ﬁnally see true colours emerge – fear, regret, redemption – and it should all be played with utter truth (‘truth’ being the key word for all performances – whilst these characters might appear bombastic, outlandish and the epitome of ridiculousness, they believe in their dilemmas wholeheartedly. When Jack admits he loves Kitty more than cricket, for him that is genuinely a massive deal. Only if we believe these characters are real will we root for them and, most importantly, ﬁnd them funny.




    Finally, I can’t stress enough how this piece will automatically be elevated if performed by a queer company. It should feel like the LGBTQIA+ community is putting on a play about how people view them, holding up a mirror. In playing those privileged twats, they are able to mock them at the same time. That’s where we’ll get the laughs in this day and age!


  




  

    

      

    




    
Characters


    (in order of appearance)




    JACK CHESNEY




    CHARLEY WYKEHAM




    KITTY VERDUN




    AMY SPETTIGUE




    BABBS




    SPETTIGUE




    DONNA LUCIA D’ALVADOREZ




    ELI DELAHAY




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


  




  

    

      

    




    




    

      
ACT ONE





      Interior of Jack Chesney’s rooms, St. Olde’s College, Oxford. Morning, sunlight streaming in through the window. Oak panelled walls. You know the sort.




      ‘The Eton Boating Song’ plays. Then swiftly segues into… ‘I Feel Love’ by Donna Summer.




      JACK CHESNEY and CHARLEY WYKEHAM burst through the doors, unlit pipe in JACK’s mouth, college ties adorned. They both go to Oxford. Rower-types. Enough said… No, we like them really. If anything, they’re endearing. Probably privileged, and to quite a dangerous degree. But for the purposes of this silly farce, we must like them. They stride to a writing desk, begin to compose a love letter.




      Music abruptly stops. We move to the quarters of Kitty Verdun and Amy Spettigue. KITTY VERDUN has been reading aloud the letter that the boys have been composing.




      AMY. One already has the ick.




      KITTY. But look, Amy! He’s addressed me thus as his ‘dear darling’.




      AMY. Far too keen. (Takes letter, reads.) ‘My dear darling Kitty – ’




      KITTY (fanning self) . Quite hot in here, isn’t it? (Takes letter back.) And look, the poor thing was scribbling. You can just about see the first draft. Initially, he says:




      JACK (writing – an attempt at a smoulder). Hello.




      He scribbles it out.




      KITTY. Then changes to –




      JACK. ‘Hello… my Dear – ’




      He’s proud of his work. It’s getting better. And then scribbles it out again with a disappointed grunt.




      KITTY. Thirdly, it’s –




      JACK. ‘My dear Miss – ’




      KITTY. Then –




      JACK. ‘My dear DAAARLING Miss’. (Woah. What a lothario.)




      KITTY. Then he finally lands on –




      JACK. ‘My dear darling Miss. Kitty. Ver. Dun’.




      Throws pen down, lights pipe, job done.




      Yeaahhh.




      AMY (unimpressed). Well thank heaven he workshopped it. What an aphrodisiac.




      KITTY. I take it you won’t want to see the letter that arrived for you also?




      AMY (interest piqued, her ears prick up). Letter?




      KITTY. Why, yes. Something of a love letter composed by a Mr. Charley Wykeham…




      AMY. You tease!




      KITTY (reading). ‘Dear Amy’.




      Beat.




      AMY (fanning self). Yes, it is rather hot in here.




      KITTY. I’M SWEATING.




      AMY. But we mustn’t get carried away, Kitty. Think about the bigger picture. Two rich lads both gone on us, right?




      KITTY. But we know these boys. They’re hardly serious.




      AMY. Well, wouldn’t hurt to put them to the test a bit, would it?




      KITTY. And how would we do that when we’re going to Scotland tomorrow?




      AMY. But if we have reason to stay…




      KITTY (cottoning on). We could escape your uncle…?




      AMY. Forever. These boys might just be the get-out-of-jail card we’ve been looking for.




      Charley and Jack’s rooms.




      CHARLEY (sobbing pathetically, pen in hand). I just can’t do it, Jack.




      JACK. Charley, it’s all right, I will teach you how to flirt.




      CHARLEY. It’s so haaaard.




      JACK. Breathe, Charley. Breathe.




      CHARLEY. It’s easy for you. Chic, suave, wealthy.




      JACK. Oh Charley! You’re… wealthy. Which, really, is more than can be said of me.




      CHARLEY. Jack?




      JACK. My family’s coming into considerable debt.




      CHARLEY (with seriousness). Jaaack.




      JACK. Only yesterday Father telegrammed to say we’re at risk of becoming poor.




      CHARLEY. No, Jack, you can’t be poor! You’re my only friend!




      JACK (calming CHARLEY). A poverty easily settled by a wealthy marriage.




      CHARLEY. Ah! Hence your writings to Miss Verdun.




      JACK. The heiress Miss Verdun.




      The boys share a knowing, unreasonably posh laugh. And then CHARLEY remembers…




      CHARLEY. But Jack! You know she’s ward to my Amy’s uncle.




      JACK. I know Lord Spettigue can be a tad irascible but it’s worth a go. They’re minted! Bound to reap rewards –




      CHARLEY. Oh, but Jack, I love Miss Spettigue. With every beat of my heart.




      JACK. Well, I wouldn’t tell her that for a start.




      CHARLEY. Why not?




      JACK. Far too keen. Look, the girls are off to Scotland tomorrow. We need to see them at once to know if there’s any hope and it’s now or never. Do I diagnose the case correctly?




      CHARLEY. Doctor Jack, that you?




      JACK. That’s me. So breathe and simply say –




      AMY. Look, mine has scribbled out his work too!




      JACK. – Say something along the lines of –




      AMY (reading). ‘Dear Kitty’…?




      CHARLEY (correcting). Amy.




      AMY & JACK. AMY.




      AMY. ‘I love you sooooo – ’




      JACK. Underline that bit.




      AMY. – ‘OOOO deeply.’




      KITTY. Good Lord!




      CHARLEY. No, I can’t, Jack! (He scribbles it out.)




      JACK. Charley, boy! What’s got you so nervous and naggy?




      CHARLEY. It’s the guilt, Jack.




      JACK. Have you another?




      CHARLEY. It’s my aunt.




      JACK. Your aunt? No, Charley. Think of the scandal. We go to Oxford!




      CHARLEY. I’m not in love with my aunt, you fool. I just feel I ought to tell her first before I engage in an act of such carnal flirtation.




      Beat.




      JACK. You’ve written ‘Dear Amy’.




      CHARLEY. It’s so racy.




      JACK. But why drag your aunt into the business, Charley? She’s hasn’t interfered in your prior affairs.




      CHARLEY. Except to have me sent to Eton, and then to Oxford…




      JACK. You have had it rough.




      CHARLEY. I know. And now my guardian writes to me that she’s coming here to take luncheon with me today. I’ve never even met the woman!




      JACK. Never met her?!




      CHARLEY. No. She went out to Brazil before I was born. Look, I’ve just seen this.




      CHARLEY gives JACK a paper. He curls up in a stroppy ball and cries, his desperate sobs punctuating JACK’s reading of the paper.




      JACK. ‘Madam – or rather Donna Lucia d’Alvadorez, the Brazilian millionaire, is an Englishwoman and a financial genius. Indeed, it was her capacity in this direction that earned her the undying gratitude of her late husband, and led to a romantic deathbed marriage.’ (To CHARLEY.) Well, I don’t see much in that!




      CHARLEY. Read the next.




      JACK (reading). ‘Her only relation – is a nephew at Oxford.’




      CHARLEY points pathetically at himself, mid sob.




      You say you’re expecting her today?




      CHARLEY. Any moment. I’ve met all the trains up to now.




      JACK (looks at clock). Just in time for lunch…




      CHARLEY (whining). I mean, why couldn’t she have come some other day?




      JACK (eureka!). Charley, I’ve got a clinking good idea!




      CHARLEY (quickly cheering up, pushing JACK towards writing-table). Oh good! Write it down, I’ll copy it out.




      JACK (stopping him). No, not for you – for me – for us both. You’re gone on Amy – I’m in love with Kitty.




      CHARLEY. In lo–?! Oh, come off it, Jack! You yourself admitted your attraction is solely due to her being an heiress.




      JACK. A FIT heiress.




      CHARLEY. Oh fair play.




      JACK. Yeah! Genuinely obsessed. It’s worse than anything I ever took up – even cricket!




      CHARLEY. Whoa.




      JACK. I know.




      CHARLEY. And this ‘idea’?




      JACK. We shall give a little luncheon party for your aunt with tea afterwards in the garden.




      CHARLEY. In the garden?




      JACK. I’ll get leave.




      CHARLEY. But my rooms are so small!




      JACK. Well, we’ll have it here. Now, come on! We’ll ask the girls.




      CHARLEY. Ask the girls?




      JACK. To meet your aunt.




      CHARLEY. Ohhh I see. (Wink wink.) But what about Lord Spettigue? Didn’t you say he was irascible?
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