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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the Mu si cal must give credit to the Au thor and Mu sic
Ar rangers of the Mu si cal in all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with
per for mances of the Musical and in all in stances in which the ti tle of the
Musical ap pears for pur poses of ad ver tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex -
ploit ing the Mu si cal and/or a pro duc tion. The name of the Au thor and
Mu sic Ar rangers must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no other
name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in size of
type not less than fifty per cent the size of the ti tle type. Bio graph i cal in -
for ma tion on the Au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may be used in all
pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY  of Woodstock, Il li nois”
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A MID NIGHT CRY: The Un der ground Rail road to
Free dom was orig i nally pro duced by First Stage Children’s 
The ater, Mil wau kee, Wis., on Jan u ary 24, 2003, un der the
di rec tion of Jeff Frank. Sce nic de signer, Sa rah L. Hunt-
Frank; cos tume de signer, Pam Rehberg; light ing de signer,
Ja son Fassl ; mu sic di rec tor and sound de signer, Josh
Schmidt; as sis tant mu sic di rec tor, Sheri Wil liams Pannell;
fight cho re og ra pher, Todd Den ning; pro duc tions stage
man ager, Bradley E. Bingheim. The orig i nal cast was as
fol lows:

Lida . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . DAWN LYN MILLER
Papa/Joshua/En sem ble . . . . . . . . . . . . . MI CHAEL A. TOREY
Mama/Mrs. Wil liams/Hannah/En sem ble . . SHERI WIL LIAMS

PANNELL
Un cle Eli/En sem ble . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . JO SEPH HEMPHILL
Jesup /Fitch/En sem ble . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . TODD DENNING
Halston/Rev. Nel son/En sem ble. . . . . . . . . MARK METCALF
Bullard/En sem ble. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . AARON OREAR
Keeley . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . TRIN ITY AL EX AN DRIA LIT TLE
Keeley. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . KEELEE ROGGENBUCK
Mu si cians:
   Gui tar and Banjo . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . JOHN NICHOL SON
   Per cus sion . . . . . . . . . . . . . JAHMES “TONY” FINLAYSON

The orig i nat ing the ater shall re ceive bill ing credit in all fu -
ture pro duc tions of the play and in all pro grams and pub li -
ca tions of the play in book or in mag a zine form sub stan -
tially as fol lows:

“Or i ginally pro duced by First Stage Children’s The ater”
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A MID NIGHT CRY
The Un der ground Rail road to Free dom

A Full-length Play
For 5m and 3 w.

CHAR AC TERS

MAMA
PAPA
LIDA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . their daugh ter
KEELEY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .Lida’s youn ger sis ter
ELI. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . an un cle
BULLARD . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . an over seer
JESUP . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . an over seer
PHILLIP HALSTON . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . the mas ter

Char ac ters to be played by the en sem ble:
Mr. Nel son (a min is ter and con duc tor on the URR); Mrs.
Wil liams (a church keeper); Joshua (for mer slave now free);
Hannah (his wife); Mr. Fitch (an at tor ney, Free dom Fighter);
var i ous help ers on the URR.

CAST NOTE:
The cast of 8 is ex pand able to 17 speak ing parts: 8m., 6w., 3
flex i ble. And as many en sem ble as de sired. En sem ble are
used as sing ers, live mu si cians if so de sired, and/or the var i -
ous other help ers on the Un der ground Rail road. They are all
a part of the play, not sep a rate from the ac tion. If an en sem -
ble is not used, the ac tors ful fill this func tion.
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DOU BLING POS SI BIL ITIES:
Papa/Joshua/En sem ble
Mama/Mrs. Wil liams/Hannah/En sem ble
Un cle Eli/En sem ble
Jesup/Mr. Fitch/Ensemble
Halston/Rev er end Nel son/En sem ble
Bullard/En sem ble
Keeley/En sem ble
Lida

SET NOTE:
Flex i ble set, sug ges tive of lo ca tion changes. The play was
con ceived as one of a pass ing down of oral his tory and it
moves very flu idly from scene to scene. The set pieces are
trans formed into what is needed by the way the ac tors use
them: a plank be comes a bridge; a crate pushed by an other
ac tor be comes a boat; wooden poles serve both as hoes for
the slaves work ing the fields as well as pad dles for the boat;
crates and or boxes ar ranged atop each other can be come the
wagon headed north; a quilt thrown over a box be comes a
bed. The way the crates, boxes and plat forms are stacked to -
gether or ar ranged in dif fer ent con fig u ra tions in the course of 
the play cre ate the lo ca tion changes re quired.

VOCAL SE LEC TIONS

Up Above My Head . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mama, Lida, Chorus
My Soul Wants Somethin’ . . . . . . . . . . . Lida, Mama, Papa, Eli
Steal Away . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Papa, Mama, Eli, Lida
Deep River . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Papa, Mama, Eli
Go Ahead . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Chorus
Oh, Free dom . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Hannah
Did n’t My Lord De liver Dan iel . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Chorus
Up Above My Head (fi nale). . . . . . . . . . . . . . Lida, Cho rus, All
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A MID NIGHT CRY
The Un der ground Rail road to Free dom

(Wooden crates, boxes strewn about the stage, planks of
var i ous sizes, one or two large wooden bar rels. Quilts,
sheets, clothes are hang ing, strung, or draped across dif -
fer ent ar eas—able to be ma nip u lated by ac tors to cre ate
lo ca tion, walls, props, etc. Other props/stage dress ings
are min i mal. Ac tors po si tioned about the stage, dimly lit. 
Mu sic #1: Open ing (op tional), Mu sic #2: Mid night.
Sound of branches rus tling in the dis tance.)

MAMA. Hush! Quiet up, now! I say, hush!
PAPA. What is it, Mama?
MAMA. Dey here. Dey some one out dere. I hears it.
PAPA (to up stage). Shh! (Si lence.) You think i’s him? He

here?
MAMA. Dey some one out there.
PAPA. It ain’t the hour dey telled Eli. (Sound of branches

rus tling, closer now.)
MAMA. There! I heared it again. Stay here ’n watch for

the overseer.
PAPA. Make sure you ask where she livin’, Mama.
MAMA (ven tur ing forth. The fig ure re mains un seen or in

shadow) . Who be dere? Is that you, sir? I was told you
be at dis place. Told you have some thing of my lit tle
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girl’s. It’s me, I’m her mama. Her papa right back
dere—he be en fee bled, but he dere. I…we gots some
money. It’s all we able to— (A pack age is tossed on the
stage at MAMA’s feet.) Oh, Lord, sir, don’t leave! No!
No, please don’t leave yet! Can you tell me some thing
about my lit tle girl. Tell me where she …? Sir? (He is
gone. Un der score out.)

PAPA (ELI helps him over). What the man say, Mama?
MAMA. He gone. He say nuthin’. He jus’ gone. (PAPA

takes pack age. Looks around. Opens it.) Did n’t say no
word ’bout her.

PAPA. Dere’s nuthin’ here, Mama. Jus’  a book. Thi’s it!
Thi’s it, Eli!? I thought you said he—

MAMA. Give it Eli, Papa. He got the words. Maybe dere
somethin’ to it.

ELI (call ing back to the other ac tors still in dim light).
Youse keep an ear out. Watch the house. (They hud dle
around. Care ful. ELI opens it, flips through a few pages, 
try ing to make out the words.)

PAPA. What dey say, Eli?
MAMA. What’s it got to do with Lida, Eli?
ELI. I don’t know, it—wait, dere  a note here with it. (Af ter 

read ing.) Lord a’ mercy. I’s from Lida. These her
words. (ELI flips through the book.) They’s all her
words. Sis ter, this here book be hers. (MAMA and PAPA 
gather around. As they do, the ac tor play ing LIDA steps
for ward, off from the rest.) They her words! Lit tle Lida
done wrote her self a book! (ELI reads.) She say…she
say…dey a story fo’ you, Mama—the words—and fo’
you, Papa. They fo’ all o’ us. They fo’ the rememberin’.

MAMA. Dey’s my girl’s words? She make all them let ters
ha’self?
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ELI. I sees your name. And the mastah. And baby Keeley.
And me. Law, we all in it!

PAPA (softly, in a whis per. Hud dling around) . Read it. Do
the words, Eli.

ELI (read ing the cover) . “A…Mid…Mid night…Cry. A
Mid night Cry.”  Tha’s the name o’ the book—the story… 
“By…Lida An der son—” (Laughs.) —I know her name.
Tha’s easy. First thing I teached her. I teached her that!

PAPA. My baby wrote a book?
ELI. It say it right here, it say…“By…”
LIDA. “By Lida An der son…for mer slave.”
MAMA (to her self). She’s not a slave no more. She ain’t

no slave.
PAPA. I’s okay, Mama. I’s all good.
ELI. Here the story start now… “Not…long…a-af ter…”

(LIDA speaks the first few words si mul ta neously with
ELI, then fin ishes the sen tence her self. Mu sic #3: “Up
Above My Head.”)

LIDA. “Not long af ter the day I be gins to live, I be gins to
work…”

(BULLARD whacks a stick. A bell rings, sig nal ing work. 
The ac tors now step into the story that LIDA has writ -
ten. In stru men tal sound un der scores.)

BULLARD.  Break it up! Break it up now!
JESUP. Back to work and be quick about it!
ALL OTHERS. Yes, sir. We doin’ that work, sir.
BULLARD & JESUP. You all better walk the chalk!
ALL. We walk ing that chalk, sir. 
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BULLARD.  Don’t let me catch you readin’. 
ALL. We knows dat, sir.
JESUP. Or writin’.
ALL. None o’ dat, sir.
BULLARD.  No prayin’.
JESUP. No playin’!
KEELEY. I’ze walk ing that chalk, Master Sir!
BULLARD.  I tell you when to work.
JESUP. When to eat.
BULLARD.  When to sleep.
JESUP. When to think. 
BULLARD.  When to re lieve yo’self.
JESUP. I tell you when to breathe.
BULLARD & JESUP. That is the chalk walkin’ we’re talk -

ing about!
ALL. Gettin’ that money worth, Mas ter Sir.
BULLARD.  Any thing I do not tell you to do, you are not

al lowed to do.
LIDA. We was n’t even al lowed to re mem ber. ( BULLARD

strikes his stick.)
ALL. But we all did. (Bell.)

MAMA (sing ing).
Up above my head,

LIDA. Can’t no one stop a body from rememberin’. 
PAPA. That they can’t.

MAMA.
I hear music in the air.

LIDA. I keeps the mem o ries. 
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ELI. Keepin’ ’em, Miss Lida.
LIDA. Stores ’em away.

MAMA.
Up above my head

BULLARD.  Move it, boy!
LIDA. I been wit ness to hor ri ble sufferin’ in my time.

MAMA.
I hear music in the air.

LIDA. Hu man bein’s treated worse than cat tle. 
BULLARD.  I said move your lazy hide! 

MAMA.
Up above my head

LIDA. I ’mem ber things past tellin’, and got the words to
match.

MAMA.
I hear music in the air.

LIDA. And I’m gonna use ’em.

MAMA.
And I really do believe

ALL. Lest we for get.
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MAMA.
There’s a heaven somewhere.

(Sec ond verse: call and re sponse as ac tion of field work
be gins.)

             MAMA.                             CHO RUS.
Up above my head,
                                                Up above my head,
I hear prayin’ in the air
                                                I hear prayin’ in the air
Up above my head,
                                                Up above my head,
I hear prayin’ in the air
                                                I hear prayin’ in the air
Up above my head,
                                                Up above my head
I hear prayin’ in the air
                                                I hear prayin’ in the air
And I re ally do be lieve,
                                                And I re ally do be lieve
There’s a heaven some where.
                                                There’s a heaven some where

(Un der score con tin ues.)

PAPA. We dere prop erty.
MAMA. Same as a mule or dog. 
LIDA. They say da’s the way things s’posed to be. 
ELI. The preach ers tell us: “Ser vants, obey yo’ mas ters.”
KEELEY. Since the time we old enough to hear.
LIDA. We thought it was just a part o’ livin’.
MAMA. They say it’s in the Bible plain and clear. 
ELI. Did n’t know there was no other way to be. 
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PAPA. Jus’ like a fish don’t think o’ climbin’ trees—he
don’t even know there is trees.

ELI. But that was be fore things started to work up here.
(Ges tures to her head.) 

LIDA. And we be gins to think.
PAPA. And to know.
MAMA. And to ask. 
LIDA. And a new idea come a driftin’ in.
ALL (whis pered loudly). Free dom!

           CHO RUS.                         LIDA.
Up above my head,
                                              Up above my head
I see free dom in the air
                                              I see free dom in the air
Up above my head,
                                              Up above my head,
I see free dom in the air
                                               I see free dom in the air
Up above my head,
                                               Up above my head,
I see free dom in the air
                                               I see free dom in the air
And I re ally do be lieve,
                                               And I re ally do be lieve,
There’s a heaven some where.
                                               There’s a heaven some where.

(Here, as through out the play, the tran si tions from mu -
sic/sing ing to spo ken word are seam less and un in ter -
rupted. There should never be the feel ing of a mu si cal
num ber fin ish ing and then a scene be gin ning. The sung
words or mu sic tran si tion di rectly into the next scene,

The Un der ground Rail road to Freedom 13

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



some times fad ing un der the first few words, or stop ping
abruptly, or over lap ping.

Eve ning. ELI teach ing LIDA.)

ELI. Straight line down…tha’s right…den a big belly like
the mastah got—no, the other way. Dere you go. Now
wha’s next? C’mon, child, you know. Make the sound.

LIDA (sound ing out her name). Lida. Lid…uh.
ELI. What sound like uh? Go through yo’ let ters.
LIDA. A, B, C, D—
ELI. You passed it.
LIDA. I did n’t say no uh .
ELI. The “A.” The “A”s the uh. 
LIDA. “A” sound like “A,” it don’t sound like uh.
ELI. We’ll here it sound like uh. 
LIDA. Well, why that? 
ELI. I don’t know, child, tha’s jus’ the way it be. 
LIDA (writ ing). “A” sound like “A,” ah, ’n uh. What kind

o’ sense that be?
ELI. Somes they make sense, somes they don’t; tha’s the

way things is. Try ag’in. “My name is Lida An der son.”
LIDA (writes with dif fi culty) . How ever you learn all this,

Un cle Eli?
ELI. The white chillun teach me. I takes ’em to da school

ever’day. On the way dere ’n back, they shows me what
they learnin’—the “m” got two humps, child…dere you
go.

LIDA. A “e” go next here?
ELI. What you think, girl? Figger it out yo’self. Das how

you learn. Das what they afraid of—you thinkin’ fo’
yo’self. 
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LIDA. Who afraid?
ELI. The mastah—ever’body. Afraid o’ us learnin’. ’ Fraid

we gonna get ideas in our heads. Tha’s why we got to
teach our selves. I teach you, den you teach an other. Let
me see, now. (She gives him her work.) “My name is
Lida An der son.” Ev ery bitty let ter dere right, Miss Lida. 
Look at that, makin’ yo’ own words! Why you a reg u -
lar— (The OVER SEERS pass by on pa trol.)  —git down! 
We best get back, the sun’s comin’ up. Here, take this
with you ’n work on yo’ readin’. Sound out the let ters
like I show you.

LIDA. Where’d you git a book?
ELI. Mastah’s lib’ary. He don’t read nuthin’ anyhows. You 

hide that book good when you done. (LIDA en grossed in 
book.) Lida, you hear me? 

LIDA. Yes, sir. I will.

(Mu sic #4: In stru men tal be gins of “My Soul Wants
Somethin’.”)

LIDA (shift). I ’mem bers the first time I read a word. So
scared my fin gers barely hold the book ’cause the
mastah al ways be tellin’ us learnin’ jus’  ’bout the worst
sin in the world. The first word, jus’ a tiny word, but the 
fear in me was a yellin’ that if I go ’n say it out loud the 
ground jus’  might open up ’n swal low me whole; or the
lightnin’ goin’ to strike me down and dere be nuthin’
left o’ po’ lit tle Lida An der son but a itty-bitty  spot o’
ash. But, I tell you, my mind run fur ther away by say ing 
that one word then my body ever did. (Sound ing out the
word.) “The.” (Sound ing out let ters.) T-H-E. “The.”
Tha’s right. Tha’s all it was. Be better if it was a bit mo’ 
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interestin’ word. Like the first word I ever read was
free dom, o ’ faith , o’ hope. That make fo’ some fine
readin’  maybe. But I did n’t read those words. I read
“the.” But I read it. I read it ma’self . ’N the ground did -
n’t swal low me up, ’n lightin’  did n’t stike, ’n those three 
lit tle do-nuthin’ let ters had more hope, faith, ’n free dom
in ’em than anythin’ I ever known. They teach me that
things jus’ been kept away from me. And once a body
learn that there’s things that be long to ev ery one, but
only some peo ples have ’em and somes don’t—why,
then the world ain’t never be the same fo’ you. Free dom 
like that. Free dom a thing some peo ples have and somes 
don’t, but it be long to ev ery one. It like the air. Ain’t no -
body own the air. A thing can’t be mo’ wrong than that.

(KEELEY en ters. Mu sic #5: Keeley Underscore #1. She
sneaks up on LIDA.)

LIDA. And I seen all that in that one lit tle word I read, that 
nuthin’  of a word that no one even no tice no more; it
jus’  there to serve up the other words. Jus’  there to
work. Jus’ like me. ( KEELEY snatches the book out of
LIDA’s hands, play ing keep away. LIDA chases her.
KEELEY not re al iz ing the dan ger.) Keeley, give me that 
back!

KEELEY. What you gonna do with it?
LIDA. Keeley, this ain’t no game—give it here! (Misses

her.)
KEELEY. Why? You ain’t got the words, what you gonna

do with a book?
LIDA. I do got the words—some of ’em. 
KEELEY. Show me.
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