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*** NOTICE ***

The amateur and stock acting rights to this work are controlled exclu-
sively by THE DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COMPANY without whose
permission in writing no performance of it may be given. Royalty must
be paid every time a play is performed whether or not it is presented for
profit and whether or not admission is charged. A play is performed any
time it is acted before an audience. Current royalty rates, applications and
restrictions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be contacted by mail at: DRAMATIC PUBLISHING COM-
PANY, P.O. Box 129, Woodstock IL 60098.

COPYRIGHT LAW GIVES THE AUTHOR OR THE AUTHOR’S
AGENT THE EXCLUSIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro-
vides authors with a fair return for their creative efforts. Authors earn
their living from the royalties they receive from book sales and from the
performance of their work. Conscientious observance of copyright law is
not only ethical, it encourages authors to continue their creative work.
This work is fully protected by copyright. No alterations, deletions or
substitutions may be made in the work without the prior written consent
of the publisher. No part of this work may be reproduced or transmitted
in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photo-
copy, recording, videotape, film, or any information storage and retrieval
system, without permission in writing from the publisher. It may not be
performed either by professionals or amateurs without payment of roy-
alty. All rights, including, but not limited to, the professional, motion pic-
ture, radio, television, videotape, foreign language, tabloid, recitation, lec-
turing, publication and reading, are reserved.

For performance of any songs, music and recordings mentioned in this
play which are in copyright, the permission of the copyright owners
must be obtained or other songs and recordings in the public domain
substituted.
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CHARACTERS

BITTY, age 11 (played by a girl 11-13)

BILLY, age 16 (played by a boy 16-18)

BETH, 40 (played by a woman 35-45)

SETTING: An oak tree dominates the stage. It has a thick

trunk and roots deep into the ground. It looks embracing

and menacing at the same time. On the ground beneath

the tree is a rumpled sheet.

TIME: The early 1960s.
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Grown Up Tree

AT RISE: BITTY sits on the sheet rubbing her arm. She

catches a glimpse of a gold wedding band, grabs it and

holds it up to the light. BETH runs in from R, still look-

ing over her shoulder at someone offstage. She is

breathless and disheveled. BITTY quickly hides the ring

in her pocket and rubs her arm again.

BETH. Is it broken, Bitty? Let me see?

BITTY. It’s just sore. (BETH checks BITTY for broken

bones, BITTY eases away.) I’m all right, Mama.

BETH. Get off the sheet. (BETH pulls the sheet out from

under BITTY and bundles it up.) Why aren’t you in

school?

BITTY. Half day. (Pointing offstage R.) Who’s that,

Mama?

BETH. I’m calling the school so you’d better be telling the

truth. (BETH starts to exit. BITTY grabs her arm and

points offstage R.)

BITTY. Who’s that man running?

BETH. I ought to spank you for sitting up there.

BITTY. I like being up in my tree. Daddy promised to

make me a swing, but he didn’t.

BETH. Maybe he’ll make it when he gets better.

BITTY. Is he gonna die?
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BETH. Hush now, Bitty. Come in the house.

BITTY. The sky’s mad today.

BETH. It’s gonna rain.

BITTY. Who was that man?

BETH. Nobody.

BITTY. Mr. Nobody?

BETH. Look, Bitty… It was nothing. We were just talking.

(Starting to exit.) Now come on in. You’re just getting

over a cold.

BITTY. You kissed him.

BETH. No, honey, I…

BITTY. I saw you. You kissed him and then he… (BETH

puts her hand gently over BITTY’s mouth. Then she

smooths BITTY’s hair and hugs her.) If you hadn’t

screamed, I wouldn’t have fallen out of my tree.

BETH. I’m sorry. I was surprised to see a face in the

branches.

BITTY. I was surprised when you and Mr. Nobody found

my secret tree.

BETH. Let’s forget about it, okay? (BETH glances at her

left hand and jumps. She spreads out the sheet and

looks, then she searches the ground all around the tree.)

BITTY. What’s wrong?

BETH. Nothing. Go inside now.

BITTY. I love Daddy.

BETH. I know, honey.

BITTY. Do you love Daddy?

BETH (continues searching the ground). Yes.

BITTY. Then why did you kiss Mr. Nobody?

BETH. Mama can’t talk about this now, Bitty-baby.

BITTY. Don’t call me that! I’m not a baby!

BETH. I’m sorry. You’re Bitty-Big Girl, okay?
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BITTY (cries in frustration). I’ve got underarm hair, and

leg hair, and I got a boyfriend named Raymond Branch,

and he’s gonna marry me, and he kissed me too, nicer

than Mr. Nobody! (BETH, startled by the outburst,

hands BITTY a handkerchief.)

BETH. Bitty, please don’t cry. Blow your nose. I know

you’re upset. I’m sorry. Hush now. (She drops to her

hands and knees to search again.)

BITTY. What are you looking for?

BETH. Nothing.

BITTY. Maybe Mr. Nobody took your nothing. (BITTY

stretches out her arms and circles around the tree.

BETH searches the ground but occasionally glances at

BITTY.)

BETH. Have you seen my ring?

BITTY (chanting as she circles her tree).

What you doing?

I don’t know.

Ring around my tree I go.

Daddy says my tree has rings, and every ring tells you

what happened to my tree each year it was alive—if it

had too much rain, if it was thirsty, if it got hit by light-

ning. The rings tell me secrets. I’m making rings around

the rings. (BITTY makes circles around the tree as she

chants.)

Ring around my big oak tree

Who is going to marry me?

BETH. Help me look for my ring, Bitty. Please? (BITTY

joins BETH on her knees. BETH searches, BITTY talks.)

Promise not to say anything about what you saw.

BITTY. ’Cause you’ll get in trouble?

BETH. You don’t want to hurt Daddy, do you?
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