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Aunt Leaf — Drama. By Barbara Wiechmann. Cast: 3 actors, 
gender flexible. Expansion possible. It is 1910. Annabelle, a quiet 
11-year-old, and her depressed and lonely great-aunt Leaf develop 
a secret ritual of storytelling. Each night the old lady sends the 
child into the woods to look for the ghost of her dead husband. 
Each night the girl brings back stories—made-up “proof” of her 
uncle—to cheer up the old woman. Annabelle’s fibs grow into 
stories, and her stories grow into tall tales. As she wanders deeper 
into the forest each night, she soon comes to believe her own 
stories are true. The shared adventure, both dangerous and hope-
ful, serves as a dual passage for the child into adolescence and 
the old woman into a more peaceful death. A tale from the dark 
woods of the Hudson River Valley—and the darker woods of 
the imagination. “Spine-tingling … Wiechmann chooses to tell 
her story without traditional characters or scenes … [The actors] 
narrate the story, each taking turns portraying Annabelle, Aunt 
Leaf and the other family members. I wish as many [children] 
as possible could see Aunt Leaf, for then they would learn how a 
well-told tale and one’s own imagination are all that are required 
to chill the blood and fire the mind. That would truly be educa-
tional.” —Backstage. Single set. Approximate running time: 40 
minutes. Code: AF7.

“Very cerebral, very deliberately arty theatre, 
dressed in shades of sepia both literally and figura-
tively. The play is a fable, written in lovely image-

filled prose.” —nytheatre.com.
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*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu sively
by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY with out whose per mis sion
in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must be paid ev ery
time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for profit and whether 
or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any time it is acted be fore
an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and re stric tions may be found 
at our website: www.dramaticpublishing.com, or we may be con tacted by
mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St.,
Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S AGENT 
THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COP IES. This law pro vides au thors
with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn their liv ing from the
roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the per for mance of their
work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is not only eth i cal, it en -
cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work. This work is fully pro tected 
by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or sub sti tu tions may be made in the
work with out the prior writ ten con sent of the pub lisher. No part of this work
may be re pro duced or trans mit ted in any form or by any means, elec tronic or 
me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma -
tion stor age and re trieval sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the
pub lisher. It may not be per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with -
out pay ment of roy alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes -
sional, mo tion pic ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, 
rec i ta tion, lec tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers must 
be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main sub sti -
tuted.

©MMXII by
BARBARA WIECHMANN

Printed in the United States of Amer ica
All Rights Re served

(AUNT LEAF)

ISBN: 978-1-58342-779-8
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For my fam ily
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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 the au thor 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 name
of the au thor 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 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 LISH ING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”
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Aunt Leaf was pro duced in Jan u ary 2010 in New York City 
at HERE and orig i nally de vel oped as part of the HERE
Art ist Res i dency Pro gram HARP.

Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jeffrey Mousseau
Dramaturg. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jeffrey Mousseau
Pro jec tion pho tog ra pher / De signer . . . . . . . . Rob ert Flynt
Set De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sa rah Edkins
Light ing De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ayumo “Poe” Sargusa
Cos tume De signer . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Amelia Dombrowski
Sound De signer / Com poser . . . . . . . . . . . J. Hagenbuckle
Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Alison Carroll

It fea tured the fol low ing cast:

Voice 1 . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ra chel Richman
Voice 2 . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Pal Bernsein
Voice 3 . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Alan Benditt

Aunt Leaf was sub se quently pro duced in Hud son, New
York, De cem ber 2010 by the Hud son Op era House and
Stageworks/Hud son. It fea tured the same cast, crew and de -
sign ers as the orig i nal pro duc tion.
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A NOTE ABOUT CAST ING AND PER FORM ING

Aunt Leaf is a story about sto ry tell ing. Al though on the
page there are typ i cal char ac ters and scenes, I cre ated it to
be in per for mance an ex plo ra tion of sto ry tell ing rather than 
the act ing of a con ven tional play. It was never my in tent to 
have one ac tor play one role, and in the orig i nal pro duc -
tion, three per form ers “shared” the en tire script, shared the
story. These ac tors (two mid dle-aged men and a young
woman) played the roles of three ap pa ri tions haunt ing an
old house, each com pelled to tell the story of Aunt Leaf.
Each ac tor learned the whole script as if it were his/hers
alone to tell, and then, through an or ganic re hearsal pro cess 
of vo cal im pro vi sa tion, the three told the story to gether.
From these re hears als we marked the script in or der to
have a de fin i tive break down of who said what when.
Some times a mono logue was shared by all three per form -
ers—each tak ing a chunk or al ter nat ing lines—sometimes a 
sin gle line was bro ken into pieces, some times two peo ple
said the same line at once. There were of ten in ter rup tions
when one char ac ter felt com pelled to “take over” the story
and tell it his/her way. In any case, all per form ers played
all roles. This, to me, is one of the beau ti ful things about
storytelling—it is com pletely un bi ased as to gen der, race
and age. In a con ven tional play you prob a bly would not
cast a mid dle-aged man to play a young girl, but a sto ry -
teller can play any thing. Al though ad mit tedly it was chal -
leng ing for the ac tors to mem o rize a script this way, the re -
sult was a highly con nected and en er gized cham ber piece
for three mas ter ful ac tors. For me, this is a great way to
per form the script—my orig i nal in tent—and I en cour age
any who wish to at tempt it this way to do so. There is a
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sam ple scene at the end of this book from our orig i nal
stage man ag er’s script that notes the par tic u lar break downs 
we used. This should give you a better in di ca tion of how it 
worked. That be ing said, if you as a di rec tor or per former
en vi sion the play as a solo per for mance or a sto ry tell ing
play for 20, by all means give it a try. The only limit
should truly be your imag i na tion.
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AUNT LEAF

CHAR AC TERS

VOICE 1 (woman 20-35)

VOICE 2 (man 35-55)

VOICE 3 (man 50-65)
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AUNT LEAF

1.

(Black ness.

Slowly, sounds grow up out of the dark. [What is the
sound of a story grow ing?]

A voice speaks—as it speaks, pat terns of light/leaves
mul ti ply in the dark.)

VOICE.
Do you know this story?
Do you know this story?
Do you know the story of Aunt Leaf?

2.

VOICE. The story of Aunt Leaf is also the story of a lit tle
girl.

Annabelle Wood.

Annabelle lived ex actly one hun dred years ago in a
house sur rounded by trees on the banks of the Hud son
River. In those days the river was just as wide and glit -
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ter ing as it is to day but the for ests were thicker, wilder,
more dan ger ous and more mys te ri ous.

Annabelle did not worry about this. She was 11 years
old…she fished along the riv er bank, played in the rust
and rub ble of an old brickyard, climbed the branches of
a big tu lip tree and lived safe in side the house sur -
rounded by trees with her cheer ful and talk ative fam -
ily…

Annabelle’s mother had at ten tion-get ting red hair and
liked to talk about the good deeds she did for the neigh -
bors.
Annabelle’s fa ther ed ited a news pa per and liked to talk
about how they pulled lime stone from the lo cal cliffs to 
make ce ment.
Annabelle’s sis ters, Lucretia and Hortense, made ugly
nee dle point pil lows and liked to talk about the tiny
dresses they sewed for their dolls.
Annabelle’s rab bit Gid eon ate qui etly and only talked to 
other rab bits.
Annabelle rarely talked at all.

Annabelle’s si lence con cerned her fam ily.
They said things like:

FAM ILY (tak ing var i ous lines).
Do you think she finds us dull?
Have we given her a stim u lat ing enough en vi ron ment?
Re mem ber when we dropped her as a baby?
Re mem ber when Lucretia hit her with a ham mer?

12 AUNT LEAF
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VOICE. But Annabelle was Annabelle and 11 years
old—she did not want to talk about ce ment, and if she
no ticed their worry she never said so.

VOICE. One morn ing at break fast Annabelle’s fa ther made 
an un usual an nounce ment:

FA THER. My Great-Aunt Leaf has slipped on an acorn in
that crazy house of hers in the woods. It is n’t safe for
her to live alone any more! She’ll have to come live
with us.

MOTHER. Won’t that be fun!
VOICE. Annabelle’s mother said.

And so Aunt Leaf came.
By mid-morn ing Annabelle’s fa ther had mo tored out
deep into the coun try in his new au to mo bile. 
By eve ning Annabelle and her sis ters heard the sound
of the en gine and ran out to the dark en ing road to wait
for the re turn ing car.
Annabelle’s fa ther waved and stopped the mo tor.
He opened the pas sen ger-side door…
Slowly, slowly
Out came a gassy pile of blink ing black rags—

What could any one say?

Aunt Leaf could have been eight tril lion years old…
Her face was as wrin kled as the bark of an old log.
Gnarled hands with long grey fin gers stuck out of the
sleeves of her stiff dress like twigs on a win ter tree.
She smelled like a swamp.

What could any one say?

AUNT LEAF 13
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FAM ILY (ex cept for ANNABELLE, one at a time but in a
sud den rush and over lap ping).
Hello, Aunt Leaf!
You must be tired?
Are you hun gry?
Do you like pie?
Do you like dolls?
Do you know any rid dles?
Do you want to pet a rab bit?
Do you want to go swim ming?

AUNT LEAF. I want to go home!
VOICE. Said Aunt Leaf.
AUNT LEAF. Take me home! Take me home!

3.

(A de press ing in ter lude.)

VOICE. All that June, Annabelle’s mother tried her best to 
make Aunt Leaf happy:
She planned spon ta ne ous fam ily sing-a-longs
Stuffed Aunt Leaf in a ca noe and pad dled her down -
stream for a pic nic.
Made ex otic meals for Annabelle and her sis ters to take
up to her on dec o ra tive trays.

But Aunt Leaf did not want any of it.

What she wanted was to stay in her room star ing out
the win dow at the branches of the birch tree that
knocked softly against the glass.

14 AUNT LEAF
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Day by day she grew thin ner.
If she spoke at all it was to com plain

AUNT LEAF.
The room is too hot!!
The house has too many doors!
My skin is just a bruise!

VOICE. One morn ing she just screamed.

Lucretia and Hortense stopped bring ing up the trays.
Only Annabelle con tin ued to go.
Ev ery morn ing si lently up up up the stairs to Aunt
Leaf’s room
And ev ery eve ning down down again with the un -
touched tray.
It was the same ev ery day 
Ev ery day.
Just the same
Ev ery day.

Till one night
some thing dif fer ent hap pened.

4.

VOICE.
That night
Long af ter the moon was up
Long af ter the rest of the fam ily had fallen into deep
sleep
Annabelle lay awake in her bed think ing her prayers:

AUNT LEAF 15
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ANNABELLE (think ing).
God bless and keep my fam ily safe.
God bless Gid eon and make sure he’s happy.
And please, if pos si ble, I’d like not to be chased by
any thing this sum mer—

AUNT LEAF (call ing far off). Annabelle!
ANNABELLE (not quite sure she heard any thing). Bats or 

rac coons—
AUNT LEAF. Annabelle! 
ANNABELLE. Or a moose…
AUNT LEAF. ANNABELLE! 
ANNABELLE. —any thing with teeth
AUNT LEAF. ANNABELLE!
VOICE. And Annabelle at last hear ing her calls jumped

out of bed and ran to Aunt Leaf’s room. Aunt Leaf met
her at the door. Her twiggy fin gers pinched Annabelle’s 
wrist.

AUNT LEAF. Go! Quick Quick! Go—out side—see if you
see! See if you see! Quick! Quick!

VOICE. So Annabelle ran—down the hall, past her sis ters,
past her mother, past her fa ther, down the stairs, around 
the land ing, out the back door, and into the dark of the
lawn and the woods.

(ANNABELLE stands in the yard look ing around in the
dark. Night sounds come in. She stands a long time
look ing with out speak ing.)

What did she see? Out there in the night? Out there on
the silky grass?

16 AUNT LEAF
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AUNT LEAF. What do you see? What do you see?!

(ANNABELLE says noth ing.)

Any thing? Any thing!?

(ANNABELLE says noth ing.)

What did you see!!!

ANNABELLE. Noth ing.
VOICE. Aunt Leaf stared at Annabelle with her lamp-like

eyes.
AUNT LEAF. I heard my hus band. I heard your Great-un -

cle Green leaf whis tling on the lawn. Just the way he
used to. 

(ANNABELLE says noth ing but stares at AUNT LEAF.)

My hus band was out side on the lawn. Whis tling to his
dog. Did you hear? 

(ANNABELLE shakes her head.)

He might come back… He’ll come back. 

(ANNABELLE con tin ues to say noth ing but stares at
AUNT LEAF.)

AUNT LEAF. You’ll see him next time.

AUNT LEAF 17
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(ANNABELLE still says noth ing.)

If you move fast enough.

ANNABELLE. No.
AUNT LEAF. You’ll see him.
ANNABELLE. I don’t think so.
AUNT LEAF. You’ll see his green shirt!
ANNABELLE. Aunt Leaf—
AUNT LEAF. You’ll see the black dog!
ANNABELLE. I’ve been to the cem e tery—
AUNT LEAF. If you don’t waste any time—
ANNABELLE. Aunt Leaf, I’ve seen his grave!
AUNT LEAF (pause). Peo ple come back.
ANNABELLE. What?
AUNT LEAF. They can come back
ANNABELLE. That’s not real.
AUNT LEAF. They do come back.
ANNABELLE. That’s only in sto ries. 
AUNT LEAF. This is a story. (Beat.) Ev ery thing is a story.
ANNABELLE. This is n’t a story. 
AUNT LEAF. Yes yes yes, it is!

Spi ders, rocks, pine cones—liv ing things are made of
sto ries—filled with sto ries. How else would we know
they are alive?

ANNABELLE. Rocks aren’t ali—

AUNT LEAF. Don’t you know!!?
When you sink you’re toes in the mud you’re sink ing in 
sto ries.

18 AUNT LEAF
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When you lie breath ing in the dark you‘re breath ing
sto ries…

I heard my hus band last night.

ANNABELLE. I know.
AUNT LEAF. I heard him whis tling on the lawn. Did you

hear? Did you hear?
ANNABELLE (pause). No.
AUNT LEAF. And when you went out you saw—
ANNABELLE. Noth ing. I did n’t see any thing.
AUNT LEAF (pause). He might be back.
ANNABELLE. Aunt Leaf—
AUNT LEAF. If you run fast enough you might see him.

If you’re quicker…
ANNABELLE (pauses, looks at AUNT LEAF). I’ll be

quicker next time.

5.

VOICE. Later that night Annabelle lay in bed think ing and 
re think ing.

ANNABELLE. What could it hurt—
VOICE. She thought—
ANNABELLE. To tell one lit tle story. (Beat.) If it makes

some one happy…

What could it hurt to tell one tiny lie…
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