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The Lit tle Mer maid

Adapted from the story by Hans Chris tian Andersen
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CHAR AC TERS

SEA WITCH
DAPHNE, a young hur ri cane
THE LIT TLE MER MAID, l5 years old
MER  SIS TERS (2 or more, also teen ag ers but older)
THE PRINCE
THE PRINCESS
EX TRAS (op tional, non-speak ing) may play OTHER MER

PEO PLE, SEA CREA TURES, MU SI CIANS and
COURT IERS

TIME: Dur ing the Mer King’s rule.

PLACE: Un der the sea, on its sur face and nearby. All lo ca-
tions may be in di cated by min i mum set pieces.

PLAYING TIME: about 45 min utes
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The Lit tle Mer maid

SCENE l

AT RISE: Gen tle mu sic is heard, a lilt ing theme for the
Lit tle Mer maid and her sis ters. Stretched across the
stage, two shim mer ing sheets bil low gently, rep re sent ing
a calm sea. Af ter a mo ment, a HOWLING be gins, fol -
lowed by THUN DER and LIGHT NING. MU SIC stops.
“Waves” snap and roll vi o lently. The stage grows
darker. DAPHNE en ters in front of “waves,” fol lowed
by the SEA WITCH. DAPHNE is howl ing and whirl ing
and fling ing her arms about wildly.

WITCH. Daphne! Daphne! Stop that howl ing and whirl ing
and fling ing your self about.

DAPHNE (still at it). But I’m a hur ri cane, Aunt Verma.
All hur ri canes howl and whirl and fling them selves about.

WITCH. You’re not a hur ri cane yet. You’re just a tiny
squall.

DAPHNE (calm ing down, and as she does, LIGHTS come
up and storm SOUNDS fade away. “Waves” go calm).
But I’m go ing to blow up to be a hur ri cane!

WITCH. And won’t you be some thing! But you still have a 
lot to learn. 

DAPHNE. Such as?
WITCH. Such as not to howl and whirl and fling your self

about when you are near the pal ace of the Mer King.
DAPHNE. The Mer King?
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WITCH. The Ruler of the Sea. He’s very pow er ful.
DAPHNE (with each of her fol low ing ex changes, she be -

comes more and more ag i tated, and this is re flected in
the LIGHTS and height ened ac tion of the “waves.”)
More pow er ful than you are, Aunt Verma?

WITCH (re luc tantly) . Well…ah…you know, Daphne,
some times these things—

DAPHNE. More pow er ful than my mother, the Witch of
the Sev enth Sea?

WITCH. Daphne, you’ve just got to re al ize that life is n’t
al ways—

DAPHNE. More pow er ful than my fa ther, the mighty thun -
der cloud?

WITCH. Yes, more pow er ful than—
DAPHNE. More pow er ful than I’ll be when I’m a

full-blown hur ri cane? (Her ag i ta tion at this point pro-
duces an other round of THUN DER and LIGHT NING.)

WITCH (awed by her niece’s power; speaks with some
sad ness). Yes, Daphne, even more pow er ful than you.

DAPHNE. I hate this Mer King! Where is he? Where are
his peo ple! I want to de stroy them all!

WITCH. Pa tience, Daphne, pa tience! (DAPHNE pulls her -
self to gether: LIGHTS brighten, “waves” calm.) Your
time may come. But if you strike too soon, you’re sure
to lose. You must be as clever as you are bold.

DAPHNE. What do they have, Aunt Verma—this Mer
King and his Mer peo ple? What makes them so pow er-
ful?

WITCH (eva sively). I have no idea.
DAPHNE (ril ing up the “waves” again). You have no

idea? You’ve lived in these wa ters five hun dred years
and you have no idea? 
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WITCH. Ooze of an oc to pus! What ever pos sessed your
mother to send you to me, any way?

DAPHNE. You know per fectly well why she sent me: to
learn the wis dom of the ocean floor. So you must n’t
keep any thing a se cret. Tell me the source of the Mer
King’s power! 

WITCH (shud der ing). I don’t like talk ing about it.
DAPHNE. Why not?
WITCH. Be cause it dis gusts me!
DAPHNE. It sick ens you? You, who boil live eels in the

juice of crushed por poises? What in all the uni verse
could sicken you? (WITCH turns away.) Tell me, Aunt
Verma. What is it? (She be comes ag i tated again and the 
LIGHTS and “waves” re spond ac cord ingly.) Tell me!
Tell me! T-E-L-L-L-L M-E-E-E-E-E!

(SOUNDS of thun der; FLASHES of light ning.)

WITCH (her hands over her ears). Oh, can’t you hush up?
DAPHNE (abruptly calm and coy: SOUND and LIGHTS

re spond). If you tell me.
WITCH. All right, all right. (A pause.)
DAPHNE. I’m wait ing.
WITCH. Love.
DAPHNE. What?
WITCH. Love.  They have love.
DAPHNE. Are you jok ing with me? Are you mak ing this

up?
WITCH. No!
DAPHNE. “Love”? “Love”? I’ve never heard of such a

thing.
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WITCH. Of course you have n’t. Nei ther had I un til I met
them.

DAPHNE. What is it?
WITCH. I’m not sure. It’s kind of this…thing. It’s sort of

like…stuff. What ever it is, it gives them their power.
And it gives me the creeps.

DAPHNE. But what does it look like?
WITCH. I’ve never ac tu ally seen it. 
DAPHNE. Then how do you know they have it?
WITCH. I hear them talk ing about it. Oh, they talk about it 

all the time.
DAPHNE. Then I’ll spy on them and find out where they

keep it and de stroy it for ever. (LIGHTS dim and WIND
howls slightly; “waves” grow rougher again.) When I’m 
full-blown, I’ll rip and tear and smash it to bits!

WITCH (pleased and in spired). Per haps you will, Daphne!
Per haps you will.

DAPHNE. Do you re ally think so, Aunt Verma? You said
the Mer King was more pow er ful than I.

WITCH. Per haps we’ll do it to gether .
DAPHNE. To gether! (She howls and whirls, her ex cite ment

ech oed by SOUND, LIGHT and “waves.”)  Yes! Yes!
To gether!

WITCH (no tices some thing off stage L; to DAPHNE).
Hush! Hush!

DAPHNE (calms down; as do the stage ef fects). What is
it?

WITCH. The Mer King’s daugh ters. (In the quiet, the
THEME MU SIC is heard, ap proach ing.)  Come over
here! (Pulling DAPHNE R.) Let’s see what they’re up
to. Hush now, not a word out of you.
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(DAPHNE and WITCH hurry off R as MER SIS TERS
en ter L, push ing a throne. Their hair is long and sil ver.
Their clothes have a sim i lar shim mery, sil very ap pear-
ance. If a larger cast is used, SEC OND SIS TER’s di a -
logue may be di vided among OTHER SIS TERS, in which 
case FIRST SIS TER re mains the sen si ble leader while
OTHERS are all in a tizzy, each in her own way.)

SEC OND SIS TER. Oh, these birth day par ties get me into
such a tizzy!

FIRST SIS TER. I know…
SEC OND SIS TER. I hope we have n’t for got ten any thing. 
FIRST SIS TER. We have n’t.
SEC OND SIS TER (too fran tic to hear her). A mer maid’s

fif teenth birth day is so im por tant! Where should she sit?
(Pointing in op po site di rec tions.) Over here? Over there?

FIRST SIS TER. In the cen ter.

(SIS TERS move throne to C.)

SEC OND SIS TER. Of course! This is per fect. (Re con sid er-
ing:)  But you think we ought to move it—

FIRST SIS TER. No! Leave it there. And please calm
down!

SEC OND SIS TER. Do we have ev ery thing else? Dec o ra-
tions? Re fresh ments? The gifts?

FIRST SIS TER & SEC OND SIS TER (as FIRST SIS TER
points off L). The gifts!

(SIS TERS hurry off L. SEA WITCH and DAPHNE en ter
R.)
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WITCH. So! The lit tlest mer maid’s fif teenth birth day has
ar rived at last!

DAPHNE. What does that mean, Aunt Verma?
WITCH. It means our chance may be here sooner than we

think. She’s a dreamer, that lit tle one. And per haps a bit
of a fool.

DAPHNE. Then she’s no match for us, is she?
WITCH. Don’t get over con fi dent, Daphne. That one has

more “love” than all of the rest of them put to gether.
DAPHNE. Aunt Verma! Maybe that’s where they hide it!
WITCH. What are you talk ing about?
DAPHNE. Their “love.” Maybe they keep it in side the lit -

tlest mer maid.
WITCH. Hair of a sea horse! You may be right!
DAPHNE. Then let’s get her first!
WITCH. Not so fast! There are ways and there are ways,

and a witch’s ways are al ways wily.
DAPHNE (gig gling). And wicked!

(SIS TERS en ter L, car ry ing pack ages and unaware of
WITCH and DAPHNE.)

SEC OND SIS TER. Don’t drop any thing. They’re very
frag ile. All sun beams and morn ing dew!

WITCH (to DAPHNE) . Get back! Hurry!
FIRST SIS TER. Don’t worry. I’ve got them. (SEA WITCH

and DAPHNE exit R as SIS TERS be gin ar rang ing pack -
ages around the throne.) Let’s put them here, around the 
throne.

SEC OND SIS TER. Oh, this is so ex cit ing! (As they fin ish
ar rang ing pack ages.) She’s com ing! Oh, hurry! Here
she is!
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(LIT TLE MER MAID en ters. She may be fol lowed by
OTHER MER PEO PLE, who ad lib greet ings to SIS-
TERS and ad mire throne and pack ages. SIS TERS rush to 
em brace LIT TLE MER MAID. Again, SEC OND SIS-
TER’s lines may be di vided among OTHER SIS TERS.)

FIRST SIS TER. Happy birth day, lit tle one!
SEC OND SIS TER. Happy fif teenth birth day!
MER MAID. Thank you! I re ally am fif teen at last, aren’t

I? I can hardly be lieve it. It seems as if I’ve been wait -
ing for ever for this day to ar rive.

SEC OND SIS TER. Come, sit on your throne—and open
your gifts.

MER MAID (sits; ALL ar range them selves to watch her.
FIRST SIS TER hands her a pack age. She tries to open
it, but can’t). Oh, I’m so ex cited, I’m shak ing. Maybe
I’d better save my pres ents un til af ter .

SEC OND SIS TER. Af ter what?
MER MAID. Oh, you know! (SIS TERS ex change a puz zled

glance, then look back at MER MAID ques tion ingly.) My 
first trip from the ocean floor to the top of the waves.
My first chance to see the world of hu man be ings!

FIRST SIS TER (with out en thu si asm) . Oh, that.
MER MAID. Yes, that!
FIRST SIS TER. I would n’t get too ex cited about that, if I

were you.
MER MAID. Why not?
SEC OND SIS TER (tears apart a pack age and holds up a

comb). Look! A new comb for your hair!

(FIRST SIS TER—and OTHERS, if used—ooh and aah in 
ap pre ci a tion.)
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MER MAID. It’s very nice, thank you. (Sets it aside and re -
turns to her point:) It is beau ti ful up there, is n’t it? At
the top of the waves?

SEC OND SIS TER (hes i tantly). Yes.
FIRST SIS TER. It’s more beau ti ful down here.
MER MAID. I know. But it’s also strange and won der ful up 

there, and dif fer ent from any thing I’ve ever known, is n’t
it?

FIRST SIS TER (hes i tantly). Yes.
SEC OND SIS TER ( tears open an other pack age and holds

up a neck lace of sea shells). Look! A neck lace of sea -
shells!

(FIRST SIS TER—and OTHERS, if used—ooh and aah.)

MER MAID (ac cepts the neck lace po litely). It’s lovely,
thank you. (Putting neck lace aside.) Why should n’t I be
ex cited about the great est ad ven ture of my en tire life?

SEC OND SIS TER (blurts it out). Be cause it does n’t al-
ways work out well for us Mer Peo ple.

MER MAID. What do you mean?
FIRST SIS TER (re luc tantly) . As each of us has reached

her fif teenth birth day and made her first trip to the top
of the waves—

MER MAID. To sit on the rocks and see the lights of the
town and great ships and green woods and fishes that fly 
through the trees—

FIRST SIS TER. Yes, yes, all of that—
MER MAID. And more!
FIRST SIS TER. Even so, we’ve each found that we’re hap -

pier here at home with sea crea tures we know and un -
der stand.
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SEC OND SIS TER. It’s so much safer for us down here.
MER MAID. But I’m not afraid! I want to know what’s up

there. I want to know all about ev ery thing in the whole
wide world. Tell me again about the things you see
when you float on the waves and sit on the rocks. Tell
me about the very first time you went up, on your fif -
teenth birth days.

SEC OND SIS TER. Oh, we’ve told you all about that a
hun dred times—

MER MAID. But I love to hear it! Please?
FIRST SIS TER. Why? You’ll be go ing up at mid night—
MER MAID. I want to imag ine it all one more time be fore

I see it for my self.
SEC OND SIS TER (still re luc tant). Oh, dear.
MER MAID. It’s my birth day, re mem ber. You re ally must

do as I say!
FIRST SIS TER (af fec tion ately). Oh, all right. The very

first time?
MER MAID. The very first.

(The fol low ing may be sung to the tune of “Frère
Jacques” or set to an orig i nal mel ody, if pre ferred. The
lines may be divided up among OTHER SIS TERS, with
OTHER MER PEO PLE chim ing in as de sired, with
“You’ll see sun rise,” etc.)

FIRST SIS TER.
I saw sunrise, I saw sunrise,
Fire and light, fire and light.
Humming birds and flowers,
Trees and sky and showers,
Stars at night, stars at night.
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MER MAID (and/or OTHERS).
I’ll see sunrise, I’ll see sunrise,
Fire and light, fire and light.
Humming birds and flowers,
Trees and sky and showers,
Stars at night, stars at night.

SEC OND SIS TER.
I saw wild swans, I saw wild swans,
White as a cloud, white as a cloud.
Children gaily dancing,
Soldiers’ horses prancing,
Strong and proud, strong and proud.

MER MAID (and/or OTHERS).
I’ll see wild swans, I’ll see wild swans,
White as a cloud, white as a cloud.
Children gaily dancing,
Soldiers’ horses prancing,
Strong and proud, strong and proud.

FIRST SIS TER (or an other SIS TER) .
I heard thunder, I heard thunder,
Shake the sky, shake the sky.
Bolts of lightning flashing,
Stormy waves all crashing
Ten feet high, ten feet high.

MER MAID (and/or OTHERS).
I’ll hear thunder, I’ll hear thunder,
Shake the sky, shake the sky.
Bolts of lightning flashing,
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Stormy waves all crashing
Ten feet high, ten feet high.

SEC OND SIS TER (or an other SIS TER).
I heard music, I heard music
From the town, from the town:
Drums and church bells ringing,
Trumpet calls and singing
All around, all around.

MER MAID (and/or OTHERS).
I’ll hear music, I’ll hear music
From the town, from the town:
Drums and church bells ringing,
Trumpet calls and singing
All around, all around.

(MER MAID and SIS  TERS—and OTHERS, if de -
sired—sing all of the above verses through again as a
round. SIS TERS sing each of their verses twice to equal
MER MAID’s four. As SONG FADES away, ALL stand
qui etly for a mo ment, then:)

MER MAID (in awe). It’s time, is n’t it?
FIRST SIS TER. Yes, lit tle one. It’s time.

(BELL be gins to chime mid night. ALL ex cept MER MAID 
turn their backs to au di ence and wave their arms in
slow mo tion, like sea plants, as they slowly move up-
stage. MER MAID, arms wav ing grace fully, moves
downstage to where the “waves” are be gin ning to rise.)
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