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but not limited to, the professional, motion picture, radio, television, videotape,
foreign language, tabloid, recitation, lecturing, publication and reading, are
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IMPORTANT BILLING AND CREDIT REQUIREMENTS

All producers of the play must give credit to the author of the play in all programs
distributed in connection with performances of the play and in all instances in
which the title of the play appears for purposes of advertising, publicizing or
otherwise exploiting the play and/or a production. The name of the author must
also appear on a separate line, on which no other name appears, immediately
following the title, and must appear in size of type not less than fifty percent (50%)
the size of the title type. Biographical information on the author, if included in the
playbook, may be used in all programs. In all programs this notice must appear:

“Produced by special arrangement with
FAMILY PLAYS of Woodstock, Illinois.”
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This adaputéon of
THE SECRET GARDEN

is dedicated to

RAY and SHANNON
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“‘The Secret Garden” won the Seattle Junior Theatre Playwriting
Contest in July 1983, and its premicre was given a series of performances
thete the following November. '

In March 1985 its first production on the East Coast was staged at
Adventure Theatre, Glen Echo, Maryland, where its adapter, Helen Avery,
has been associated in many capacities since the theatre’s beginnings in 1951,

Adventure Theaue is one of the earliest adult theatres for young
people to be developed in this country. For 17 years it has had its own
auditorium at Glen Echo, Md., which it built in cooperation with the
National Park Service. The 195 seat theawe is ideally situated for patents
and children to come from Maryland, Virginia or the District of Columbia.
The plays run for four performances a weekend for six successive weeks
to accommodate its audiences.

Adventute Theatte has been giving children solid, caring productions
for more years than the Kennedy Center has been doing shows for adults,
Is program of plays continues throughout the year, and there are also
extensive classes offered in drama for both children and adules. It is the
only theatre for the young in the Washington aica with an unbroken
tecord of performances for 37 years.

About "'The Sccret Garden'” one Washington atea reviewer wrote:
_ *'This lovely plot touches the deepest part of ourselves . . . and makes
“us think and feel more than we did before we went into the theatre.™
The enduring classic by Frances Hodgson Butnert was first published in

1911. Her books were enjoyed by young and old, and '“The Seeret Garden”
has never been out of print and continues its popularity.

This adaptation was directed at Adventure Theatre by Elizabeth
Goodwyn, assisted by jill Mctzger, and produced by Priscilla Wimpress,
with music 2nd choreography by Sonya Lawson.

Adventure Theaera's Cast

Frances Hodgson Burnett. . ............. Irene Elliote / Jill Metzger
Maetha. ... Ann Maric Holmes
D SIS, . oo e Tom Bakry
Mrs. Medlock............... e ese i Charlotte Maas
Mary. . e Katryna Nields
Benn Weatherstaff. ... ..... .. ... .. . o Bob Appleton
Dickonm.... ... oot e Will Johnson
[ R T TN Mike McGarvey
ColinCraven .................cooiiiiiiiinnnn., Ethan Malasky
Tapedvoices. ..................... Marlie Griffin, Omar Pancoast
Mitter. ... Simon, pet of Sonya Jarmuth
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CAST OF CHARACTERS

(in order of appesrance)
MARTHA ... e a young Yorkshire housemaid
DR.STURGES . .................. the family Doctor, Mr. Craven’s nephew
MRS.MEDIOCK................. the housekeeper at Misselthwaite Manor
MARYLENNOX...............coooiinin, e a girl about rwelve
BEN WEATHERSTAFF. ............ ... en.t. a gatdener, in his scventics
DICKON............cc00s a Yorkshire lad about fifteen, brother of Martha
MR.CRAVEN. ... ... ... ..o the mastet of the Manor
COLIN. ..ot e his son, aged ten
SCENES

Voices from India; then
ACT1. JSceme!. Mary's bedroom at Misselthwzite Manor in Yorkshire,
View of gatden and wall SR,
Scene 2.  The same, morning, and the cortidor (font of curtains)
Sceme 3. Mary's bedroom again. Three days laver,

ACTII. Scenel. Mrc, Craven's study (froms of curvaing)
Scene 2. Colin's bedroom
Jeene 3. Colin's bedroom. Motning, 2 week later
Scene 4. On the Moor and on the Garden Walk, a short time
larer (froms of curtain)
Scene 5. The Sectet Garden. Three months later.

The time is eatly spring around 1910.
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THE SECRET GARDEN

ACT 1, Scene 1. After the lights go down, but before the curtain goes
up, votces are heard:

MAN'S VOICE: (tound of door opeming}: There's no one here apparently.
WOMAN'S VOICE: What desolatien!

MAN'S VOICE: That pretsy woman, dead so suddenly. The child too,
1 suppose. | heard there was a chitd.

MARY’S VOICE: Where is my Ayah—my nurse? Send her to me at oace!
WOMAN'S VOICE: What is that?

MAN'S VOICE: {sound of opeming door) 1 say, wait a mioute.
Thete it a child here.

WOMAN'S VOICE: In a place like-this? Mercy on ust Who are you, child?

MARY'S VOICE: | am Mary Lennox. 1 felt asleep when it was so quiet
last night. Why docs nobody come?

MAN'S VOICE: It's the child!

WOMAN'S VOICE: She's actually been forgotten.

MARY'S VOICE: Why have 1 been forgotten? Why does nobedy come?
MAN'S VOICE: Poor littlc kid!

WOMAN'S VOICE: There is nobody to come.

MARY S VOICE: But where are my parents, and my Ayah?

WOMAN'S VOICE: Your Mother and Father cannot come. Nor your nurse.

You must go to your relatives in England. . .You must leave India,
my child, and go to England. . .

-
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(The curtain opens om Mary's bedroom at Misselthwaite Manor,
SR beyond an imaginary wall with French windows there is & garden
and high brick wall with 2 door bidden by drooping ivy. At the opentng
of the sceme the gardem is in darkness. The bedroom contains a bed,
chair, a smoll table, @ smaoll washstand and a fireplace with grate. There
it an entrance SL. The sound of bigh wind it heard. Martha ir scen
placing a wool nightgown on the bed. Then she turns down the bedelothes.
As she is burriedly arranging some sprigs of hroom in a small vase on
the mantelpicce, & watling sound, like someone crying, is heard through
the blowing of the wind. Martha claps her hands over ber ears.)

MARTHA: Obh, Lorry! The child will be heatin’ o' that sound for sure,
It's na Christian to bring her to this house! (She shakes ber head
and is abour vo exit when Dr. Siurghs enters SL. He &5 dressed in
black, walks rather furtively, and carries a small black Doctor's bag.)

DR. STURGIS: Martha, you are needed—ah—dowa the corridor.

MARTHA: (with a bobbing curtiey) Aye, Dr. Sturgis. I'll go at once,
1 have finished with Miss Mary’s room.

DR. STURGIS: Oh, this is where the child is to be kept, is it?

MARTHA: (ber back up} Kept? It's not like she’s in a prison, Sit. When
the weather clears, she can play in the gatdens,

DR. STURGIS: Yes, Martha. But she fmust not roam about the corridots of
the Maner. You undersiand chat?

MARTHA: {with snother bob) Yes, Doctor.

DR, STURGIS: It's unforrunate that Mt. Craven wanted her to come here

at all. She has somc distant cousins in London. She should have gone
to them.

MARTHA: But Mr. Craven is her Uncle and her guardian.

DOCTOR: Yes, ! know. But he does not want children here. You may go
now, Martha.

MARTHA: Yes, Sit. ($She bobs again and exitr SL. Dr. Sturgts gives the
room & bncf, raher disdainful inspection, muttering o0 bimself,
“We dor’t want little noses poking about, That we don't."" Then be
exits SL. There is o moment when the stage is emply, but the wind
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bowls loudly. Enter Mri. Medlock imperiously—a large woman drersed
in purple with a flowered bonnet and florid cheeks—followed by Mary
Lennox in black coat and bat, from which straggie lank strands of
straight hair.)

MRS. MEDLOCK: This is your room, child. (She moves toward 3R.}

And out there is the pgarden where you ¢an play tomottow if the
storm clears,

MARY: (vehemently, after looking siowly around) 1 don't like it here!
I want to go back to India.

MRS. MED.: You know you can’t go back. There's nothing to go back
to, with your parents gone.

MARY: It's cold here—and gloomy. I bate it! (The wind hbowhs.)

MRS. MED.: You'll just jolly well have to like it. It's vety good of
Mr, Craven to take you in, even though he is your guardian,
He aever invites people here to Misselthwaite Manor, He likes to stay
by himself.

MARY: He sounds hotrid. T won't like him at all. (Wind agari. )

MRS. MED.: You probably won't see him. He hardly ever sees people.
But he’s sorry your poor mothier and fatcher died, and is uying, in his
way, to help you, Mary. Now, it’s time you went to bed. Take off
your hat and coat. (She plumps up the piliows and picks up the
nighigown.) When you get undressed, you'll find this will keep
you warm,

MARY: (who bas been standing rigidly in the center of the room, suddenly
stamps ber foot} | won't take anything off! You have to undress me.

MRS, MED.: I certainly do not! Gracious! A great girl like you can surely
undress herself. Take off your things at once,

MARY: My Ayah always undressed me, and dressed me in the morning.
MRS, MED.: Your Aygh—what's that?

MARY: My nurse in India. She did everything [ toid her to.

0.
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MRS. MED.: Well, I declare! No one’s going to do everything for you here,
Miss Mary, Maty, quite contrary. You've been spoiled, that's whae
Perhaps that's why you're so pale and sickiy looking. I think Dt. Sturgis
had better take a fock at you.

MARY: Who's he?

MRS. MED: He's Mr. Craven's nephew, and & very fine doctor.

MARY: I don't need a doctor. I'm not sick.

(Suddenly she wind nies again, and through the sound a wail is heard.)
MARY': (frightened) What's that?

MRS. MED.: Oh—uh—its's jut the Yotkshire wind howling about the
moors. It blows hard on a night like this.
{She looks out toward the gardenm, then continues hurriedly.)
It & chilly here in the north of England when a storm’s about,
Quite different from India. T'il send up Martha, the housemaid,
to fix a fire in the grate. But she's not going to be your nursernaid.
I told you to take off your coat and hat, Mary.

MARY: (tearing off her hat and throwing 1t hynericafly at Mri. Med.)
I hate it here! 1 hate itt It’s a dismal, gloomy old house! And
who—who's going to sing me to sleep after | get in bed?

MRS. MED.: There's no one to sing o you. You're not a baby. Here, I'll
take your cozt, but you must get undressed yourself,

MARY: My Ayah always sang me o sleep after my mother came to say
gaod night. 1 couldn't understand the wotds, but I liked to hear
hers sing.

MRS. MED.: You'll sleep well cnough after the long carriage ride we
had from the station, (She picks up the bat and puts ihe coat over
berarm.)

MARY: (vehemently) No, 1 won't! T'll stay awake all night. And  fordid
you to leave me alonie in this hottid room!

MRS. MED.: Forbid me?! My word! You may have bossed your nurse
in Indiz, but you’rc not going to be bossy here. Get undressed and
into bed at once, Miss spoiled Mary, Mary. Good night.

-10-

© Family Plays



(She sails ont in dudgeon. Mary, panic-siricken, runs SL after her.)

MARY: Mrs. Medlock! Mrs. Medlock! Come back! Don't leave me! There
is mo answer. She throws berself on the bed and weeps. After a short
while she sits up.) Oh—oh! I'm so miserable. And it's cold. I've never
been so cold in my life! (Shivering, she gers up and tries to undo
ber dress, But she van't unfasten all the buttons, After siruggling for
& while, the crams the wool nightgown over the dress with an
exclamation of impatience. Then she siruggles with a shoe.)

MARY: Oh—it's stuck! (Amother struggle with the other one. Finally she
fumps into bed and pulls the covers up over ber bead, She moves
restlessly around under the covers for a bit, turning the piliow this
way and that, Soon she pokes her head out and sits up.)
I can't sleep here. 1 shall mever sleep again! (She jumps out of bed,
then shivers with the cold and, geming on the bed, wraps berself in a
blanker. After floucing around, she settles down at the foot of the bed,)
Maybe | could sing something myself which would put me o sicep.
(She sings sofely and sadly.)

My mothet was so beautiful,
Sometimes in silken clothes

She came to say good night to me,
And then the door would close,

And afeet she had gone away,
My Ayah dimmed the light
And sang in strangest syltables
Until my eyes closed tight.

My Mother worte long strings of beads,
a jeweled pin and ring.

She never stayed for very long

Ot heard my Ayahsing.

Buc oh, I loved the sight of her

With erystals in her hair,

And when she left for parties,

My Ayah stifl was there.

{She is beginning to get drowsy, when there is 2 knock on the door.)
MARY: What's that?
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MARTHA: It's Martha, (Emters.) ['ve brought some wood, luv, and will
make vp th' fite, Tha must be nigh frozen this night. ($he se#r
about making a fire in the grate.)

MARY: I've warmed up 2 litde.

MARTHA: It's not usual here to keep a fite goin’ in the grate at nighr,
but Mrs. Medlock thought th’d be needin’ it, comin’ from a hot place
like India,

MARY: It’s very cold here—~and lonely. I hate it.

MARTHA: Eh, tha’ won't hatc it when it clears off, And tha' won't be
lonely with the birds singin’ to thee, and the sheep and ponies
on the moor. Tha'll look out there beyond the the garden at the
moor and think what 2 grand place it is,

MARY: Mrs. Mcdlock and I drove across the Moor on our way here. I don't
like it a bit. Nothing but miles of datk, bare land.

MARTHA: Tha’ will like it, It's covered wi’ growin' things as smells sweet
now that Spting’s comin’. (She cross R} And it's all purple with the
heather later on. (Mary sits up and swings her feet over the side
of the bed.) '

MARY: Are you going to be my servant?

MARTHA: I'm the housemaid. Tha' art a big girl. Tha' won’t neced
much waitin’ on. (She Jooksr ar Mary.) But look here, luv, Tha's
got the bed all messed up. (She starts straighteming i1.) And tha’
nightgown is over tha’ dress! Canna tha’ undress thysel’?

MARY: I beg your pardon. I can’t understand 2 word you're saying.

MARTHA: Ah, 1 forgot. I musinza talk too much of the Yotkshire, or you
won't know what I'm talkin’ about, I mean, can't you undress yourself?

MARY: My Ayah always undressed me. I couldn’t undo the buttons.
MARTHA: Here, I'll help you—this once, mind. But you're not to have a
ladies’ maid. (She helps Mary off with the nightgown, dress and

peivicoat; then puts the nightgown back on over her chemise and
bloamers.)

-12-

© Family Plays



MARY : Mis. Medlock should have helped me. 1 want my Ayah!

MARTHA: There, luv. Now that'll be more comfortable, I'm thinkin'.

I'll bring thee new bright clothes in the mornin’. Mr. Craven doesn’t
want thee wearin” black.

MARY: [ hate black things.
MARTHA: S0 docs Mt. Craven. Black reminds him of his wife’s death,
MARY: Oh, [ didn"t know he had a wife.

MARTHA: He did have onc, but she dicd—a right pretty young woman
she was, and he adored her. But he was always a little strange, and
when she dicd, he becamne stranget then ever.

MARY: How was he strange?
MARTHA: Well, he's a hunchback, fou know.
MARY: What's a hunchback?

MARTHA: He has a crooked back. And now that his wife is gone, he
docsn't want o see anyone at alt. He travels some, or stays here
in the West Wing. There's zbout a hundred rooms in this house,
you know.

MARY: It does seem terribly big. (Again, suddenly there is a sound
somewhere of wailing.)

MARY: What's that? It—it sounds like a child crying!

MARTHA: Oh—ah—no. It's the wind wutherin'. Sometimes the wind
on the moor sounds as if someone was lost our there and wailin’, It's
got all sorts o sounds. (The wailing sounds again.)

MARY: (insistently) But listen! It's here in this house. Mrs. Medlock said
it was the wind, but L know it isn't.

MARTHA: It was th’ wind, Or if it wasp’t it was Betty Butterworth, the
kitchen maid downstairs. She’s had a toothache all day. Now, it's time
for you go to sleep.

MARY: I can’t sleep now. I don’t like the sounds here. and—my Ayah
used to sing to me.

-13-
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MARTHA: Aye, and my mother used to sing to me, too, To all of us
young uns, There's twelve of us. Eh! you should see them all. Mother
stifl sings ro the little 'uns—but I'll sing you the song I like the
best if you lic down quiet now,

MARY: Yes. Sing to me, Martha. (She fies down ander the covers, and
Martha sits on the bed.)

MARTHA: (simgs}: Mother of mine, where go the stars, go the
stars, go the stars?*
Mother of mine, where go the stars
the moment the night is over?

They put out their lights and close theit eyes,
close their eyes, close their cyes,
And rest far above the sunlit skies
until the day is over.

Mother of mine, whete goes the moon, goes
the moon, goes the moon?
Maother of mine, where goes the moon
the moment the night is over?

It lowers its lamp and sails away, sails
away, sails away

To far and beyond whete it will stay
untit the day is over?

*From Columbia LP record CL 1348, Somgs of the Britich Iiles. with the
Herman Luboff Choir. The tune is similar to *“This is the way we
wash our clothes.”’

MARY: [ like that song.

MARTHA: I'll sing tha' one more verse, if tha'll go to sleep now,
(Mary settles down and Marthe geis up and tucks her in as she
i singing.}

Mother of mine, where goes the sun, goes the sun, goes
the sun?

-14.
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Mother of mine, where goes the sun the moment the
day is over?

It goes to its home beneath the sky, ‘neath the sky,
‘neath the sky,

And there it will sleep like you and 1, until the day
is over,

{Mary appears to be asleep. Martha tipioes out of the room. The lights dim;
then Mrs. Mediock emters with a night light followed by Dr. Sturgis,
They approach the bed and talk in low voices.)

MRS, MEDLOCK: This is the child, Dr. Sturgis. She’s gone to sleep, I'm
giad to say. 1 thought she would never settle down.

DR. STURGIS: She Jooks very thin.

MRS. MED.: Her parents paid lictle attention to her before they died in
the cholerz epidemic. Theit Indian nurse took cate of her. She is

spoiled, Dr. Sturgis—and already she has heatd the crying and wants
to know what it is.

DR. STURGIS: She would only cause wouble. She musin't know. She must
stay in this room and only go outside through the garden. She must
never wandet about the house.

MRS. MED.: 1 shall do my best, Doctor. I know it is importtant to you
that she keep out of - 2h - other pants of the house,

DR, STURGIS: 1 shall see that you are well paid for your help.

(They go out. Mary raises ber head, Iooking afier them. She giver a moan
of misery, then puils up the covers ond seitles down to sleep.)

(Blackout. End of ACT I, Scene 1.)

ACT 1, Scene 2. (The samz as Scene 1, the mext morning. The sun &
shining in the garden and floods the room. Mary i avlesp, but presenily
there (s a knock at the door which awakens her. Martha enters with a
breakfast tray, o dress and sweater over berarm.)

MARTHA: It's 2 bright mornin®, luv, The storm’s gone off in the night
pretetidin’ it's never been hete. Now, here’s 2 bite of breakfast to
warm tha' stomach. (She puts the wray on the bedside table and moves
1t DS, then places a2 chair next to it.)

-15.
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MARY: (Yawning and making 4 face) I'm not hungty.

MARTHA: [ brought thee some clothes Mr. Craven otdered for thee from
Landon. I'll help thee on wi' them if tha'll get out of bed. When
th'art dressed, tha’ll find an appetite, Go wash tha' face first, (Marthe
lays out the clothes on the bed. Mary reluciantly rises and washes
her face at the washstand. She then comes DS and stands stock swill
while Martha iokes off ber nightgown and puss the dress on)

MARTHA: (as she works}) Hold up your arms now. Mr. Craven wants
thee to have everything tha' neceds. My, bur th'art 2 thin one! We
mua fatten thee up and put pink into thy cheeks.

MARY: How can you put pink into my checks?

MARTHA: Tha'll go out in the garden and talk co the birds. That'll
do it.

MARY:1don't want to!

MARTHA: (bustoning dress) There—much better than black, 1'd say.

MARY: You're taking too long!

MARTHA: Soon tha'll be dressin’ tha'self. Now, put tha' shoes on.

MARY: (founcing over the bed) My Ayah always put on my shoes.
It was the custom. '

MARTHA: Eh, but it's no at all the custom hese! Take the shoe here
and puc it on. I'll buckle it for thee this time. (Mary puis the shoe
on the wrong fool, finally gets it night. ];Now the other one. (Another
struggle.) There now, sit down and cat tha' breakfast.

MARY: I told you I'm not hungry!

MARTHA: Try the potridge. Here, I'll put a bit o’ sugar on ix,

MARY: 1 don’t want it, I tell you. 1don'c want it!

MARTHA: Eh, if my brothers and sisters saw that tray, they'd clean it
bare in five minutes.

MARY: Why?
-16-
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MARTHA: Why? Because they scarce ever had their stomachs full. They're
hungry as hawks moen «ll night.

MARY:: I'll try a picce of that toast,

MARTHA: (pouring out & ¢exp of tea for her) Tha'll get some appetite
when tha' goes out on the moor. Qur Dickon—he’s the next oldest
to me—spends all day makin' friends wi’ the animals. He has a
pony named Jump follows him everywhere.

MARY: (interested in spite of berself) Jamp? Where did he get it?

MARTHA: He found it on the moor and brought it some bits o' bread
and 2 carrot. It lets him ride on its back, He has a pet fox and a
£row, 100,

MARY: I've nevet had a pet.

MARTHA: Perhaps he'll bring thee ope.

MARY: | can’t eat any more. (She pushes the food away.)

MARTHA: Then here's a sweatet for thee. Put it on, and tha' can go out
into the garden. The sun’'s tellin’ us Spting’s here at last.

MARY: Who'll go with me?
MARTHA: Eh, tha’ll go by thyself.
MARY: [ might get lost.

MARTHA: Not if tha' stays in the gardens, There's a kitchen garden, a
gose garden with a fountain, and lots of other gardens. There's only one
that's locked up so tha canna get into it.

MARY: Whete's that one?

MARTHA: That's it there with the walf 2round it. (She points SR.)

MARY: Why is it locked?

MARTHA: Mr. Craven had it shut when his wife died s0 sudden. He won't
let anyone go inside.
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