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For my family

Characters

Twm Elias


– The Father (45 – 50)

Brangwen Elias

– The Mother (40 – 45)

Sian Elias


- The Daughter (18 – 25)

Mary Dean


- Brangwens friend (30 – 45)

Samuel Etherington

- The Boyfriend (20 – 30)

Ludmilla Etherington

- Samuels Stepmother (35 – 45)

The play is to be performed as a cross between a film and a play with opening and closing credits a la film with the middle being the play. It is  entirely set in the parlour of a mid-terrace house of a coal miner and his family in South Wales on the 2nd & 3rd September 1939 and all but finishes at 11.15 AM with the announcement of the outbreak of the 2nd World War. The announcement is followed by a montage of WW2 pictures in chronological order set to a suitably moving track (perhaps Cat Stevens’ – How can I tell you I love you?). After the montage Twm returns from the war a ‘near to broken’ man.

It is suggested the opening credits are set to Calon Lan with the closing credits set to Hiraeth. As the writer I believe these pieces suit the plot beautifully.

The scenery is simple and roughly as plan:
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SCENE 1

(Twm sits in the armchair reading a paper. Brangwen stands at the hearth waiting for the ‘kettle’ to boil. Mary sits at the table inspecting the sandwiches. ‘The bumpy road to love’ is playing on the radio)
B
Tea Mary?

M
Ooh, yes please Brangwen. It’ll help soften these sandwiches.

B
Hmm. Dad?

T
Mmm?

B
Tea?

T
Mm

(Brangwen picks up cake on plate)
B
Mary?

M
Mm? Oh sponge cake. My ‘favorite’.

B
Dad?

T
Mmm?

B
Cake?

T
Mm.

B
I didn’t have time to make my own cake this morning, what with the step to do and the grate to clean out, so I popped down to Jones the Bread. Do you know his Dad was eighty last week. Eighty! He’s an octogenarian.

M
That’s disgusting. An Octogenarian? You’d think he’d know better at his age.

B
What? No..it means…never mind. He’s doing a special next week on his cottage loaves. Do you know he’s got a lovely way of kneading his…, Mary? Are you alright lovely?

M
(Coming out of a slightly teary daydream) Mm? Oh yes. I’m fine. It’s just this song see. It reminds me of Rhodri. (breaking down) Of the day…Aw Duw
T
Tut. Here we go.

B
Twm! (Turning off radio) 

Reminds you of what lovely? The day you met?

M
No

B
The day he proposed?

M
Nooo

B
the day you married?

M
No…it was playing on the radio one day when we were….well, you know….in our scullery……just before he had his heart attack.

B
You mean?

M
(Nods)

B
You were…?

M
Yes..

(Brangwen glances at Twm and moves to Mary)
B
In the scullery?

M
On the table

B
the table?

M
Second time that afternoon.

B
Afternoon? (moving back to cake cutting) How romantic.

M
Rhodri was like that see. Passion…stamina…and, well, you know 

B
(Glances at Twm again) No…not really. (she offers cake to Mary) Large piece?

M
I should say so. (She sighs)

B
A bit like Morgan the meat then (She sighs then, coming to) apparently.

T
(Head still in the paper) Always puzzled me that.

M
What did?

T
Well, why did they call Thomas Morgan ‘Morgan the meat’ when he was a grocer?

(Brangwen & Mary look at each other and sigh. Long pause.)
T
What happened to that tea?

(Brangwen pours the tea. They all sip it quietly)
T
Aaah. There’s nothing on the good lords green earth that satisfies quite like a nice cup of tea and a Welshcake.

M
(aside, as Brangwen takes cake to Twm) or Rhodri

B
or….. Duw!! Twm Elias! Can’t you smell you’re boots?

T
(Puzzled – looks at boots by side of chair then at Brangwen) Yes.

B
Well move them then. We’ve got guests in the house.

(She bends to pick his boots up)

T
Don’t touch my boots! There are two things in my life I don’t let anyone touch. One you know about..

B
And I never touch that..

T
No..and it is very much appreciated. And the other is my boots. You can tell a lot by a man’s boots. Boots are the window to a man’s soul. How they fit… how they shine….how soft the leather is. I’ve had my boots for fourteen years now.

B
(Kicking them under his chair) I can tell….and just look at those socks!! They’ve got holes in them!

T
Only because you haven’t darned them. I mean, you should’ve noticed when you washed them, or rinsed them, or hung them over the grate.

M
Romance eh Brangwen. Nothing like it.

T
(Sitting forward) Oh, so it’s romance you’re after is it Mary Dean? Well let me tell you this. Romance is for courting couples and young lovers. I give Brangwen  £1. 18s. 6d a week in housekeeping plus a roof over her head. And in return she gives me..

B
Yes!??

T
(Uneasy) solid pleasantness.

M
Solid pleasantness!!??? This woman, tum

T
Twm

M
deserves more.

T
(a little aggrieved – turning back to paper) I think £1. 18s. 6d is ample.

M
I’m not talking about money. I’m talking about passion…respect…love.

B
You’re wasting your time Mary. To Twm passion is like a deckchair on the beach at Porthcawl. He knows what all the bits are for but he just can’t get it up.

(Brangwen & Mary laugh)
T
Funny. Very funny. So what about that night in 1918 then? Mmm? We wouldn’t have had Sian if I hadn’t known how to ‘put a deckchair’ up that night would we?

B
(Calming the situation down) You’re right Dad. Mary? More tea?

M
(Taking the hint) Please Brangwen.

(Uneasy silence again)
(Twm folds the top half of his paper down)
T
I just had a thought.

M
I thought I heard a thud.

B
(In mock admonishment) Mary!! Enough! Go on Dad.

T
(sulking) No. It doesn’t matter now.

B
(Cajoling) Oh come now. You’ve had a thought..all of your own…without anyone’s help….the least you can do is share it.

(He shrugs it off)
B
For me?

(He shrugs it off again)
B
Welshcake?

T
Oh alright then. (Sits up eagerly) I was thinking tomorrow, because it’s Sunday, we could take a walk up the mountain, after Chapel, and pick some Wimberries together……so you could make me a pie.

(Brangwen & Mary look at each other)
B
That would be lovely Dad….and perhaps we could take a blanket with us…you know…just in case.

T
In case what?

M
In case I can get you some deckchair instructions.

T 
Hmmm

S
(off stage) Mam

B
Yes lovely

S
Mam

B
What is it?

S
Mam!

B
(to Mary) I think Sian wants me. Back in a mo

(She exits – uncomfortable pause between Twm and Mary)
M
(Breaking silence) Your Sians a lovely girl

T
Hmmm

(Pause)
M
lovely features

T
Hmmm

(Pause)
M
Spit of her mother

T
Hmmm

(Pause)
M
Not a bit like you

T
Hmmm

(Pause)
M
green eyes and blond hair

(Pause)
M
Thomas Morgan has green eyes ……. And blond hair 

(Long pause)
T
I know, I’ve always known. Now do you still want to talk to me about passion, respect and love? ….. Do you Mary Dean?

(Enter Brangwen and Sian

Brangwen looks at Twm and Mary and notices the atmosphere)
B
What?

M
You have a good man there Brangwen Elias. You make the most of him. Men like him are few and far between …Well worth a wimberry pie now and again

(Brangwen looks pleasantly puzzled)
T
(To Sian) Hello lovely. How you going?

S
I’m fine thanks Dad (She looks at Brangwen) Daaad

T
Yes lovely

(Sian looks at Brangwen again)
B
Go on lovely. You’ll be alright

S
Dad…I’ve met a boy

T
(Clenching the newspaper) Boy! Did you say boy?

S
(nervously) Yes Dad. Mam 

B
Twm. Calm yourself. Sian wants to ask you something.

T
Well go on then. Out with it

S
Dad, he’s asked me to step out with him

T
(Clenching the newspaper tighter) Step out! Step out?

S
Yes Dad

T
Where to?

S
The picture house Dad. He wants to take me to a film show.

T
Oh a Film show is it!? Got money to burn has he? How can he afford to take you to a film show?

S
(seeking reassurance) Mam

B
Go on just tell him

S
He owns the picture house Dad, he doesn’t have to pay to get in.

T
(now interested) Oh I see. He owns it does he? Well why didn’t you say so. What’s his name then?

S
Samuel.

T
Samuel you say. Good name Samuel. Strong name, biblical name. What part of the valley is he from?

S
(looks at Mam) London.

T
English!!

B
Twm calm yourself (to Sian) Go on lovely

T
I don’t think…

M
(cutting him off) No you don’t

S
His name’s Samuel Etherington. He moved here a few months ago and that’s when we first met. He says I’m wasted as an ice-cream seller and that with a bit of training I could be an usherette.

T
Nothing wrong with Ice-cream sellers. Squidgy Davis was and ice-cream seller. Everyday he’d ride over to the next valley, put his box on his bike and ride all the way back before his nut Sundaes melted. (Mary sniggers) He’s a good lad is Squidgy.

S
Dad…. Sam wants to meet you. He wants your permission to ask me out

M
What do you say Twm? Will you meet the boy?

(Dad is silent)
B
Well Dad?

T
I don’t know. I mean I know nothing about him; His family; His history;…..His intentions

M
And you never will unless you meet him.

T
Well what’s his Mam and Dad like?

S
He lost his Mam when he was eleven

T
A bit careless wasn’t it?

(All looked shocked)
B
Twm!!….He was only 11

S
No Mam. I mean she passed away. Then his Dad remarried when he was 14

T
Remarried at 14!?

S
No Dad, when Sam was 14

T
Oh I see.

S
Then, last year, his Dad passed away and Sam and his stepmother came to Wales just to get away from the city.

T
And is she Welsh. His stepmother I mean

S
(Nervously) Er…no Dad. She’s …Polish

T
Oh good god. It just gets better and better doesn’t it

S
Her name is Ludmilla. Ludmilla Dementieva-Etherington. I call her Ludo for short.

T
Ludo? You mean like the game?

B
Twm!

T
So you’ve met her have you?

S
Yes Dad, at the picture house. She works there too. She’s ever so nice Dad. Polite, quiet, ever so caring and interested in people and politics and….

T
Oh. Politics is it, another Emily Parkhurst I suppose.

M
Pankhurst

T
What?

M
Emily Pankhurst, You said Parkhurst

B
It wouldn’t do any harm to meet him Twm. Yes I know he’s English but you can’t help where you’re born.

M
Or who your family is (Dad looks at her)… Sorry

S
Well Dad?

T
Let me think

M
Just say yes Twm

B
Dad? Shall I get the China tea set out?

T
No. He can take us as he finds us.

S
(excited) Oh thank you Dad. I’ll go and tell him now.

T
No! I didn’t mean….

(She exits)
T
Well, I suppose I’d better go and get some more coal in for the fire before he gets here then hadn’t I.

(Enter Sian and Sam)
T
That was quick

S
He just happened to be standing by the front doorstep

B
He didn’t stand on it did he? I only washed it this morning.

S
Sam, this is my Mam. 

Sm
Good afternoon Mrs Elias. It’s a pleasure to meet you.

B
(Girlie. Taking on pinny and brushing hair) Oh please just call me Brangwen

Sm
Brangwen? A beautiful name.

S
And this is Mary, Mams friend

Sm
Mary, and do you have a second name?

M
(giggly) Oh yes (shakes his hand and holds on to it) 
Sm
And what is it may I ask?

M
Oh you may (pause) Dean… Mary Dean…Widow…for 14 months…5 days…and a couple of hours…Its been a while.

(He pulls his hand free)
Sm
You have a very firm grip there Mary. 

M
Practice dear boy, Practice.

S
Sam…This is my father, Twm Elias. Dad this is Sam.

Sm
(standing up straight) Sir, it is an honour to meet you. (offers handshake) 

T
(Ignoring hand shake) Yes I imagine it is

B
Tea Sam?

Sm
yes please Mrs Elias… Sorry… Brangwen.

B
And cake?

Sm
Yes. Thank you.

B
Big piece?

(Mary sniggers)
Sm
It’s a lovely home you have here Mrs…Brangwen. It is… er… reflective of you and yours. It is warm, welcoming, vibrant

S
Don’t you want to ask my Dad something Sam?

Sm
Pardon.

S
My Dad. Don’t you want to ask him a question?

Sm
Oh yes (nervous) Sir, I’m er, that is to say, would you…. I mean….could you….I’d like to

T
Yes I bet you would.

Sm
Mr Elias

T
Spit it out boy!

Sm
Could I ….use your toilet?

S
(frustrated and disappointed) Sam! 

B
Straight out of the scullery door Sam and about 20 steps down the path on your right. You can’t miss it, its right opposite the Rhubarb and goosegogs

Sm
You mean…Its outside? How quaint. My step mother had ours put inside before we first moved here

M
Inside? Isn’t that a bit unhygienic?

B
(Whispered to Mary) No more so than bonking on the scullery table.

Sm
I believe indoor WC’s are the next big thing (pause) Back in a mo

(He goes to exit)
T
Sam! 

Sm
Yes sir

T
Paper?

Sm
Oh no thank you sir. I don’t feel the need to read whilst I…. Well you know

S
It’s not for reading Sam

Sm
Oh I see. Thank you sir

(Dad tears off a short, thin strip of paper and hands it to Sam

Sam goes to exit again)
T
Sam !

Sm
Yes sir

T
Tuck what’s left into the string on the back of the door

Sm
Yes sir

(Sam goes to exit again)
T
And Sam

Sm
Sir?

T
Don’t frighten the chickens

Sm
Yes sir….. I mean…. No sir. (he exits)
M
Twm Elias! You just can’t help yourself can you? You are the biggest tease, you really are.

B
You shouldn’t worry the boy like that.

T
Well how should I worry him then?

S
What do you think Mam? Isn’t he lovely?

B
He’s very nice lovely.

M
Mmm. Veeery nice.

B
A little nervous..thanks to your Dad…but very nice.

M
He’s strong, he’s handsome..he’s

T
English

S
Oh Dad. What does it matter where you are born? I mean Mam’s Mam was born in Newcastle and Bamps was born in Ireland. Nationality, social standing…it, it means nothing. It’s ‘who’ you are that counts; not ‘what’ you are.

T
I know all that. I’m not daft you know. But what’s wrong with a nice Welsh boy? A local boy? A village boy?

S
Like who?

T
Well, there’s….or….or perhaps…

S
Well?

T
Give me a minute will you? I’m not used to thinking about what boys I’d like to take out!….What about Dewi from the Stewt? 

S
Dewi? But he’s

T
He’s a nice boy. Good looking, steady job, good Rugby player

M
But Twm, he’s

B
No Mary. Let him speak.

T
Thank you Mother. Now, where was I?

B
You were just saying that you thought Dewi Phillips was a nice boy.

T
Oh yes. Well he is; and strong too. I mean, I remember when we played that fun match against Blynau New Boys last year during the summer fete. He played in the scrum; right behind me he was. Strong grip in the bind. I noticed that….strong grip.

S
Dad…Dewi Phillips is…how can I put this? Mam

B
Twm. What Sian is trying to say is that Dewi Phillips is…you know..

T
(Smiling curiously) What? Mm? What is he?

M
Oh for goodness sake. Twm. He wouldn’t fancy Sian if she were the last girl in the village. He’d be more interested in you than Sian!

(Silence while Twm works it out)
T
You mean?

All
Yes?

T
You mean?

All
Yes.

T
He’s…

All
Yes

T
But he binds (mimes binding grip)…and he…from behind

All
Yes….he does

T
Oh good god.

S
See Dad. Sam’s not like that. He’s caring, he’s gentle, he’s funny, he’s

B
Coming back. Don’t say a word about Dewi Twm

T
No

M
You just keep your ‘Dewi memories’ to yourself Twm.

T
Yes… I mean No.

(Sam enters)
B
More tea Sam? Only yours has gone cold.

Sm
Oh yes please Brangwen

B
and cake?

Sm
Er yes, thank you

(Sam looks at Sian and she eggs him on)
Sm
(confidently) Mr Elias. I have something to ask you.

T
Is it raining?

Sm
(a little confused) I beg your pardon?

T
Is it raining?

Sm
(bemused – he looks at Sian) Er, no sir.

T
Then how come your shoes are wet?

(Sam looks down and wipes shoes up and down the back of his calves)
Sm
Oh.. yes…Your neighbour was..uhm…watering his sprouts. He must have ‘splashed’.

T
Mmm

Sm
Sir. I crave your attention. I wish to ask your daughter to step out with me.

T
Well ask her then.

S
What?

T
Look. Despite what others may think, I am not half soaked as ninepence! Nor am I totally oblivious to the changing ways in this world. All this going on in Europe makes a man think. Times are changing Sam. All I care about is my Wife and MY Daughter. You may ask her out and, if she says yes, you may take her out. But I will need to know where, when and for how long. Make her happy and I’m happy. Make her unhappy.. and I’ll cut off your balls.

Sm
(excited) Well sir. That’s quite an incentive. Here, shake my hand sir and we’ll seal the deal. (they shake hands) My sir, that’s a very strong grip you have there.

T
No it’s not!!

Sm
How about 7.15 tonight? We’ll go and see ‘Gone with the Wind’ at the picture house and then back here straight afterwards.

T
Er no! No…you should be asking Sian not me. I’m not…you know

M
Of course she’ll go with you Sam. And if she won’t, I will.

B
‘Gone with the Wind’ Mary. That’s meant to be a beautiful film. Clarke Gable…now there’s a man for you.

Sm
You’re quite right Brangwen. Clarke Gable and Vivian Leigh.

M
She’s a bit like you Brangwen.

B
Who?

M
Vivienne Leigh

B
How so?

M
Makes her own clothes out of old curtains.

B
You’re a cheeky mare at times Mary Dean, you really are.

M
You know me Brangwen

T
Half the town knows you.

M
Monogamy ….Monotony….need I say more?

Sm
Ah…I see. Well then… Mary, Brangwen…Mr Elias…..may I call you Twm?

T
No!

Sm
No….of course. Mr Elias it is then. Till tonight …7.15…bye for now. (He goes to exit)
T
Mr Etherington!

Sm
Yes Tom….Twm…er sir…Mr Elias?

T
Good day

Sm
Yes sir….I’m sure it will be.

(He exits with Sian)
B
Twm Elias! You are the most stubborn, pig headed,

T
Any more tea?

END OF SCENE 1

SCENE 2

(Twm still in chair – still reading paper – Brangwen at table with mixing bowl)
T
I saw Twitty Whitcombe yesterday

B
Who?

T
Twitty Whitcombe. He used to play football with Ron Burgess over in Ebbw Vale.

B
Ron who?

T
Ron Burgess… good player Ron Burgess…for a footballer. Mind you, it’s not proper football is it?

B
No

T
Rugby football is proper football.

B
Yes dear (aside) a real mans game.

T
A real mans game. (Brangwen lip syncs with Twm) I played Rugby you know…number 10…outside half.

B
You were good

T
Oooh I was good.

B
Were you fast?

T
Fast? I was the fastest in our team…….except for Thomas Morgan (Brangwen looks at him)…He was always quicker off the mark than me (she looks uncomfortable) I’ve never seen anyone as quick as him (he puts down paper and looks at Brangwen) He’d see an opportunity and go for it….he wasn’t a team player mind you… he lacked stamina you see….couldn’t go the distance….(back to paper) Yes, I was quick alright…but not as quick as him….or Rhodri…..or Joseph Terrance…..but apart from them I was the quickest in our team. (pause) I love you Brangwen Elias. Always have, always will. (long pause) Where’s our Sian?

B
(Teary) Our Sian’s upstairs…getting ready to go out.

T
(Brightening) Already? But it’s only 4 o’clock. What’s she getting ready now for?

B
She asked Samuel to come round for tea. She thought it would be nice for you to get to know him some more. You know, before they go out tonight.

T
She seems smitten.

B
She is. It’s in her eyes. And he’s the same…smitten. But he’s doing right by her…not rushing things…taking his time…no hurry. Romance…I mean, it’s not a sprint is it? (he glances at her) Love….and marriage, well, it’s hard work isn’t it. It’s not all party and passion; it’s more than that isn’t it.

T
Isn’t it.

B
I love you Twm Elias. Always have, always will. (she gives him a welshcake on a plate)

T
Welshcake. Oh Brangwen Elias you really know the way to a mans heart.

B
I’m getting there. Now pass me those socks.

End of scene 2
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