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Drama. By Y York. Adapted from the Newbery Honor Book 
by Audrey Couloumbis. Cast: 2m., 6w. Twelve-year-old Willa 
Jo Dean and 7-year-old Little Sister Dean are reeling from the 
death of their baby sister, Baby. Little Sister’s torment is so pro-
found that she has stopped talking. The girls have come to stay 
with Aunt Patty so that their mom can recover, but Aunt Patty 
is unused to the messy human ways of little girls and finds 
Little Sister’s silence intolerable. Aunt Patty’s rules and regula-
tions finally drive the sisters to the roof, where they hope to 
escape her laws while at the same time getting nearer to their 
departed baby sister. Area staging. Approximate running time: 
90 minutes. Code: GA6.
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“The right book-turned-play to help launch a searching 
child’s own journey and make it just a little less lonely.”
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IM POR TANT BILL ING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to Aud rey Couloumbis as the au -
thor of the book and Y York as the dramatizer of the play in all pro grams
dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in all in stances
in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver tis ing, pub li ciz ing
or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion. The names of Aud rey
Couloumbis and Y York 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 (50%) the size of the ti tle type. Bio graph i -
cal in for ma tion on Aud rey Couloumbis and Y York, 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 LISH ING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”

In ad di tion, all pro duc ers of the play must in clude the fol low ing ac knowl -
edg ment on the ti tle page of all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per -
for mances of the play and on all ad ver tis ing and pro mo tional ma te ri als:

“Get ting Near to Baby was first pro duced on March 27, 2008, at
Peo ple’s Light & Thea tre, Malvern, Pa. Ab i gail Ad ams,

Ar tis tic Di rec tor and Grace E. Grillet, Man ag ing Di rec tor.”
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Get ting Near to Baby was pre miered by Peo ple’s Light &
Thea tre Com pany, Malvern, Pa., March 27, 2008, Ab i gail
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Un cle Hob . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Chris to pher Pat rick Mullen
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Isaac Fin gers . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Nathaniel Brastow
Lucy Wain wright . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Su san McKey
Cynthia Wain wright . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Meg Rose
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Set De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jim Kronzer
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GET TING NEAR TO BABY 

CHAR AC TERS: 

WILLA JO . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 12 
LIT TLE SIS TER. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 7 
LIZ FIN GERS. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 13 
ISAAC FIN GERS . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 7 
CYNTHIA WAIN WRIGHT. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 12 
AUNT PATTY 
UN CLE HOB 
LUCY WAIN WRIGHT 

PLACE AND TIME: 

In a back yard, a cave and on a roof in a small town in 
North Carolina in 1967. 

PLAYWRIGHT’S NOTE: 

LIT TLE SIS TER does not speak, but she hears and re acts. 
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ACT ONE

PRO LOGUE

(Night. WILLA JO and LIT TLE SIS TER stand on the
roof of a small house. They are wear ing T-shirts and
shorts. LIT TLE SIS TER holds a rolled-up paint ing.)

WILLA JO. Care ful now, don’t fall… Look at them stars.
Look at all that sky, Lit tle Sis ter. I told you I’d find us
some sky. Is that enough sky for you?

(LIT TLE SIS TER raises her arms to ward the heav ens in 
an em brace.)

SCENE 1

(An un clut tered back yard and porch of a sim ple but
clean house float ing in a blue sea of a sky. There are
seven large dec o ra tive yard gnomes. PATTY en ters from 
the street with suit cases and shop ping bags.)

PATTY. Come on, girls, don’t daw dle. Hob! Hob, we’re
home.
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(HOB en ters.) 

HOB. I kinda thought you’d be home three hours ago.
PATTY. I had to feed them—then we stopped at May’s.

You can’t be lieve their clothes— (To off.) Willa Jo,
don’t let her go in the ditch— (She snaps her shorts in
a ges ture of frus tra tion.) I’m go ing to have half a heart
at tack be fore this is over. Oh, Hob, you can’t even
imag ine it. Noreen’s got ten worse even than she was.

HOB. You did n’t bring her? 
PATTY. …I did n’t even think of that. All I could think of

was get ting the girls away. Truth be told, they were
glad to leave.

HOB. What’s Noreen go ing to do all by her self?
PATTY. She’s go ing to get better is what she’s go ing to

do— Hush now. 

(WILLA JO and LIT TLE SIS TER en ter; they are wear -
ing clean but tat tered dresses. LIT TLE SIS TER clutches
the paint ing. Her shoes have got ten muddy.)

PATTY. Oh, Lit tle Sis ter, look at your shoes!
WILLA JO. Why do you have a ditch?
PATTY. We got new neigh bors. One of them’s loopy as a

bed bug—
HOB. Patty—
PATTY (over). Larry Fin gers dug that ditch in the mid dle

of the night. Says he’s go ing to fill it back up as soon
as the weather’s right, what ever that means. I bet you
end up do ing it, Hob.

HOB. It’s not that bad.
PATTY. Say hi to your Uncle Hob.
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WILLA JO. Hi, Un cle Hob.
HOB. Willa Jo. Hey, Lit tle Sis ter. You musta grown a

foot. (Brief awk ward pause.)
WILLA JO. We saw you two weeks ago. She couldn’ta

grown a foot since then.
PATTY. …You girls go on in— Put on your new lit tle

out fits. (Hands them the shop ping bags.) Give me that
pic ture, Lit tle Sis ter—I’ll take care of it—

(LIT TLE SIS TER clutches the paint ing.)

PATTY. Okay, then, how’s about I get a frame for it?
Won’t that be nice? 

(LIT TLE SIS TER does not re ply.)

PATTY. Go in side and put on your new san dals. Your
sneak ers are filthy.

(The girls head for the porch.)

PATTY. Hey—hey. What do you think you’re do ing?
WILLA JO. We’re go ing in the house like you said to.
PATTY. Go ’round through the ga rage.
HOB. New car pet. Your aunt’s try ing to keep it nice.
PATTY. You can’t keep a car pet nice when you got chil -

dren traips ing in and out all day long.
WILLA JO. We won’t traipse. Nei ther one of us will

traipse, will we, Lit tle Sis ter?

(LIT TLE SIS TER touches the gnomes as she passes.)
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PATTY. Care ful there with my gar den gnomes.
WILLA JO. She don’t mean no harm. (To LIT TLE SIS -

TER.) Come on, I’ll help you take off your shoes.

(WILLA JO and LIT TLE SIS TER exit.)

HOB (brief pause). Wow…
PATTY. Yeah. Not a word out of her.
HOB. Why did n’t you bring Noreen, Patty?
PATTY. She’d hate liv ing with me. It would never oc cur

to her to put some thing back where it be longs, and I’d
just be at her ev ery sin gle second—she’d never get
well… Oh, Hob, did I do wrong?

HOB. Don’t worry. We can al ways go back and get her if
we need to. Has she heard from Joe?

PATTY. Not a word. And she makes all these ex cuses to
the girls—“Oh, your fa ther loves you, he just can’t call
be cause he’s work ing so hard.” The girls know. They’re 
chil dren, but they are not stu pid.

HOB. She’s do ing her best.
PATTY. It was aw ful. If I had n’t gone back the welfare

would have taken the girls away. They had n’t bathed
since the fu neral—dishes piled up—when they need a
plate they use a dirty one. How can peo ple live like
that?

HOB. They’re suf fer ing in their grief, that’s how.
PATTY. You can wash a dish no mat ter how sad you are.

By the time I left, she would n’t even look at me. All
she does is paint. And not for the greet ing card com -
pany, just enor mous pic tures she won’t let any body
see—Lit tle Sis ter won’t let me see it ei ther. Noreen’s
go ing to lose her job she don’t shape up. 
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HOB. Did you tell her to call us if she needs money?
PATTY. She knows that.
HOB. Still, it’s nice to hear it.

(WILLA JO and LIT TLE SIS TER en ter from the ga rage; 
LIT TLE SIS TER with the paint ing.)

PATTY. Well, is n’t that better? A sight more com fort able
than those dresses. Don’t they look as cute as but tons,
Hob?

HOB. Well. They look fa mil iar.
PATTY. Of course they look fa mil iar. They’re kin.
WILLA JO. I think Un cle Hob means we’re dressed like

you. 
PATTY. Don’t sass. 
WILLA JO. I did n’t mean to—

(LIT TLE SIS TER has been pok ing a fin ger into her
shoes.)

PATTY. Lit tle Sis ter, quit pick ing at your new shoes. 
WILLA JO. They hurt.
PATTY. How do you know that? Did she say some thing?
WILLA JO. No, ma’am. She did n’t say some thing. I know

it be cause mine hurt.
PATTY. They do not hurt. They’re very ex pen sive. What

did you do with your dirty clothes?
WILLA JO. We left them in the bath room.
PATTY. Did you put them in the ham per?
WILLA JO. I did n’t know to.
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PATTY. Well, of course that’s what you do with clothes
when you take them off. I’ll do it. I’m go ing to wash all 
your things any way.

WILLA JO. They’re not dirty.
PATTY. They’re dusty. Then we’ll repack ev ery thing and

put the suit cases in the at tic, and when the fall co mes
we’ll open them up, and it’ll be like Christ mas.

WILLA JO (small panic). Christ mas? We won’t still be
here at Christ mas?

PATTY. Well, of course you won’t. I’m just say ing… Lit -
tle Sis ter, you want to give me that pic ture now?

(LIT TLE SIS TER clutches the paint ing.)

PATTY. Right. (Head ing in.) Hob?
HOB. I’ll be right there. (PATTY ex its.) Did you see how I

fixed up your room?
WILLA JO. It looks real nice.

(LIT TLE SIS TER reaches into her pocket and shows a
piece of candy.)

HOB. Well, now, we don’t have to let your aunt see
that—I don’t think I re mem bered to get her a piece is
why. Just keep it in your pocket. And be sure to brush
your teeth af ter you eat it.

WILLA JO. Thanks for the choc o late, Un cle Hob. 
HOB. You’re wel come, I’m sure. I’m go ing to go help

your aunt. (He ex its into the ga rage tak ing the rest of
the suit cases.)

WILLA JO (fiercely). Let me see the pic ture.
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(LIT TLE SIS TER hugs it closer.)

WILLA JO. Did Mom say you could take it? (No re ply.)
Which one is it?

(LIT TLE SIS TER looks up at the sky.)

WILLA JO. What are you look ing at—? I don’t see any -
thing… Are you ever go ing to talk?… Lis ten to me, it
was n’t your fault—it was n’t my fault—it was n’t any -
body’s fault—

(LIT TLE SIS TER walks away. WILLA JO takes the
candy from her pocket. Be gins to un wrap it in a sol emn
rit ual.) 

WILLA JO. Do this.

(LIT TLE SIS TER mim ics WILLA JO’s ac tions. They un -
fold and flat ten the pa per, place the candy on the pa per
on the ground.)

WILLA JO. I’m go ing to eat this choc o late, and when it
dis solves into my mouth juices, I am go ing to re mem ber 
some thing won der ful.

(WILLA JO puts the candy in her mouth; LIT TLE SIS -
TER does, too.)

WILLA JO. Mmmm. I’m re mem ber ing some thing won der -
ful. Are you re mem ber ing some thing won der ful?
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(LIT TLE SIS TER nods.)

WILLA JO. You gonna tell me?

(LIT TLE SIS TER looks away.)

WILLA JO. …I’m re mem ber ing catch ing light ning bugs in 
a jar. I’m re mem ber ing open ing the lid and light ning
bugs fly ing away into the night.

(LIT TLE SIS TER counts on her fin gers to eight.)

WILLA JO. That’s right! There were eight bugs in that jar. 
I caught eight light ning bugs. 

(In dig nant, LIT TLE SIS TER ges tures that she caught
them.) 

WILLA JO. I don’t think you caught them. I think I caught 
them. 

(LIT TLE SIS TER stamps her foot fiercely. WILLA JO
laughs.)

WILLA JO. All right, all right—you caught them.

(LIZ and ISAAC en ter and stop at the edge of the yard.)

LIZ. I’m Liz Fin gers. I live across the street.
ISAAC. I’m Isaac Fin gers. I live across the street. I’m

seven. We saw you play ing in the ditch. Look, Liz, yard 
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fair ies. (He speaks to the gnomes.) Hi, hi there, how
you do ing? What’s your name?

WILLA JO. I don’t know his name— (Point edly.) He be -
longs to my Aunt Patty.

LIZ (catch ing WILLA JO’s mean ing). Leave it be, Isaac.
WILLA JO. I’m Willa Jo, and this is Lit tle Sis ter. We’re

vis it ing my aunt and un cle for a while. 

(LIT TLE SIS TER holds up seven fin gers. A very slight
pause as LIZ re al izes the lit tle girl is n’t go ing to speak.)

WILLA JO. She’s seven, too.
ISAAC (holds up seven fin gers). To gether we are four teen. 

Four teen fin gers, Liz!
LIZ. Yep, just like how many in the Fin gerses fam ily

house hold if you count all the un cles.
WILLA JO. There’s four teen of you?
ISAAC. In the house across the street. (To LIT TLE SIS -

TER.) Do you want to see my cave?

(LIT TLE SIS TER nods.)

ISAAC (to LIZ). Can we?
LIZ. Okay, but be sure to take the flash light.
WILLA JO. Wait—I mean—where is it?
LIZ. In the lit tle rise be hind our house. The en trance is all

shored up with tim bers.
ISAAC. It’s ir re sist ible.
WILLA JO. Is it safe? 
LIZ. It’s per fectly safe. My Un cle Larry made it.
WILLA JO. Is he the same per son dug the ditch? 
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LIZ. Yes, but he did n’t get to fin ish that—Miss Patty made 
him stop.

ISAAC. Stop talk ing, and let’s go to the cave.
WILLA JO. We have to stay here.
LIZ. Oh… Okay. (Brief pause. Try ing again.) How long is

your visit? I hope it’s all sum mer. I have to stay nearby
so I can help Mama and there’s no other kids ex cept the 
ones I’m re lated to. I’m the old est of five, and one on
the way.

WILLA JO. I’m the old est of two.
LIZ. Any on the way?

(LIT TLE SIS TER turns to WILLA JO.)

WILLA JO. …No. None on the way.
ISAAC (to LIT TLE SIS TER). Can I see your pic ture?
WILLA JO. She— She does n’t want you to.

(PATTY co mes to the door.)

PATTY. Well. What have we here?
LIZ. Hi, Miss Patty. We were just in tro duc ing our selves.
ISAAC. Can we come in side?
PATTY. Won’t your mother worry if you go into a

stranger’s house?
ISAAC. You’re not a stranger— You’re our across-the-

street neigh bor.
PATTY. I think your mother might worry. Come on, girls.

Time for din ner.
WILLA JO. We just ate—.
PATTY. Your Un cle Hob did n’t eat. We have to go in side

now.
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LIZ (re al iz ing they are not wanted) Come on, Isaac. Time
to go home.

ISAAC. Why?
LIZ. ’Cause I say so… Come on, we’ll go to the cave. 
ISAAC. Yip pee.

(LIZ and ISAAC exit. PATTY co mes down the stoop.)

WILLA JO. How come you get to use the porch door and
we don’t?

PATTY. Be cause I can come out as long as I go back in
through the ga rage. Were they here for hand outs?

WILLA JO. They came to play.
PATTY. There’s other chil dren in town more suit able.

(LIT TLE SIS TER ges tures to ward the FIN GERSES; she
likes them.)

WILLA JO. But… (ten ta tively) I think they’re suit able.
PATTY. It’s not suit able when doz ens of peo ple live in

one house.
WILLA JO. There’s only four teen.

(LIT TLE SIS TER ges tures the num ber four teen re peat -
edly.)

PATTY (over). Four teen peo ple! They’re go ing to turn the
street into a junk yard. What’s she do ing?

WILLA JO. That’s the num ber four teen. This means ten,
plus four fin gers equals four teen.

PATTY. …Go ’round to your un cle, Lit tle Sis ter. 
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(LIT TLE SIS TER ex its. PATTY at tempts to be calm.)

PATTY. Now, if you en cour age her to be si lent, she’ll
never talk.

WILLA JO. I don’t en cour age her. 
PATTY. When you go out of your way to un der stand her

hand sig nals, you en cour age her. 
WILLA JO. I don’t mean to en cour age, but I can’t leave

her alone in her si lence. She would get lone some.
PATTY. Willa Jo. …Do you know why she stopped talk -

ing? (Brief pause.) If you know you have to tell.
WILLA JO (ly ing). She’s just sad, that’s all.
PATTY. I’m sad, too. We’re all plenty sad. I think it’s

high time she started talk ing again.
WILLA JO. She can’t.
PATTY. She’s will ful like your mother. 
WILLA JO. Mom’s not—
PATTY. Don’t tell me about Noreen, I’ve known her a

sight lon ger than you have. Have you tried to make her
talk?

WILLA JO. I try ev ery day.
PATTY. You should just pinch her.
WILLA JO. We’re not al lowed to pinch.
PATTY. Or hold her up side down.
WILLA JO. For how long?!
PATTY. Un til she gives up. She’s do ing it to get at ten tion.
WILLA JO. Qui et ness don’t get at ten tion. I don’t even

know when she stopped talk ing that’s how much at ten -
tion she did n’t get. You and Un cle Hob were there—
you did n’t no tice—

PATTY. Your un cle and I were very busy tak ing care of
other things.
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vE .saw ydob yre vE .OJ ALLIW  ehs dna ysub saw ydob yre  
,klat ot das oot s’ehS .noit net ta rof toN .teiuq tog tsuj  
 pu reh sdloh ydob on epoh I dnA .hturt eht s’taht dna - 

side down. 
eh dloh ot gni og s’ydob on ,oJ alliW ,thgir llA .YTTAP r 
-suov ren os s’tI .klat ot reh tnaw tsuj I .nwod edis pu  

m .klat t’nod ehs nehw gni ka  
WILLA JO. I want her to talk. Mom wants her to talk. She 

can’t talk. When she can talk, she will. 
PATTY (brief pause) tsrif enif a neeb siht t’n sah ,lleW .  

day. 
WILLA JO. I think it’s been a hard first day. 

.cit sac ras gni eb saw I .YTTAP  
.cit sac ras eb ot dewol la ton er’eW .OJ ALLIW  

.ret sis ruoy ot eeS .ni no oG .dewol la era stludA .YTTAP  

.egar ag hguorht sti xe OJ ALLIW(  PATTY snaps her 
).rood hcrop eht snepo BOH .noit art surf ni strohs  

PATTY. Don’t come out that door, Hob. 
?thgir lla uoY ?yenoH .ot gni og ton m’I .BOH  

PATTY. Oh, Hob. They hate me. They just hate me. 
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