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        Cast of Characters

Mary Lennox  -  A ten year old girl raised in India

Colin Craven  -  A very fragile ten year old boy

Dickon Sowerby  -  Twelve year old younger brother of Martha

Martha Sowerby  -  Housemaid at Misselthwaite Manor. Broad Yorkshire accent

Ben Weatherstaff  -  Old gardener at Misselthwaite Manor

Mrs Medlock  -  Very strict Housekeeper of Misselthwaite Manor
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Doctor Craven  -  Colin's Uncle
The action takes place at Misselthwaite Manor, a large country estate in Yorkshire

Time; Late nineteenth century
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Act 1

Scene 1

(The lounge at Misselthwaite Manor)

(On stage is a Victorian style room. A fireplace of the period is centre back with a window and door R. and another door L. The room is suitably furnished and includes a table and three chairs C. As the curtain rises Martha is cleaning the fire grate, partially hidden by a large chair.

Mary enters L. wearing a nightdress and dressing gown. Her hair is tousled as she has just got out of bed. She wanders round the room looking unhappy and scowling not noticing Martha who suddenly drops a fire iron. Mary is startled)

MARY.

Who are you?

MARTHA.

(Rising to her feet, face smudged)

My name is Martha.

MARY.

Are you going to be my servant?

MARTHA.

I'm Mrs Medlock's servant an' she's Mr Craven's, but I’m to do the housework and wait on you a bit, but looking at you, you won't need much waiting on.

MARY.

Who's going to dress me?

MARTHA.

Canna tha' dress thysen?

MARY.

What do you mean? I do not understand your language.

MARTHA.

Eh, I forgot, Mrs Medlock told me to be careful or you wouldn't know what I was saying. I mean, can't you put your own clothes on?

MARY.

(Haughtily)

No, I never did in my life. My Ayah dressed me, of course.

MARTHA.

Well, it's time tha' should learn.

(Mary walks over to the window and gazes out)

MARY.

What is that?

MARTHA.

What is what?

(Martha walks to window and looks out)

MARY.

All that, out there.

MARTHA.

You mean the moor, does tha' like it?

MARY.

No, I hate it.

MARTHA.

That's because thar't not used to it. But tha' will like it, in time.

MARY.

Do you?

MARTHA.

Aye, that I do, I just love it, and it's not bare. It's covered with growing things as smells sweet. Its fair lovely in th' spring and summer when the gorse an' broom an' heather's in flower. Eh, I wouldn't live away from the moor for anything.

MARY.

You are a strange servant.

(During the following speech, Mary shows little interest in what Martha is saying. She walks idly round the room, picks up an ornament and a book and inspects them. She shows an air of disdain)

MARTHA.

Eh, I know that. I f there was a grand Missus at Misselthwaite I should never have even been one of the under housemaids. I might have been let to be a scullery maid, but I’d never have been let upstairs, I’m too common an' I talk too much Yorkshire. But this is a funny house for all it's so grand, seems like there's neither master nor mistress except Mrs Medlock. Mr Craven, he won't be troubled about anything when he's here, an' he's nearly always away. Mrs Medlock, she gave me the place out of kindness. She told me she could never have done it if Misselthwaite had been like other big houses. Anyway, as I said, it's time tha' learned to dress thysel', it'll do thee good to wait on thysen a bit. My mother always said she couldn't see why grand people's children didn't turn out fair fools, what with nurses an' being washed an' dressed an' took out for walks as if they were puppies.

MARY.

It is different in India.

MARTHA.

Eh, I can see it's different. I dare say it's because there's such a lot of natives instead of respectable people. When I heard you was coming from India, I thought you was one!

MARY.

(Furiously)

What! What, you thought I was a native. You, you...

MARTHA.

You needn't get so vexed, that's not the way for a young lady to act. I've nothing against foreigners, when you read about them in books they are always very religious. I've never seen a real Indian person and I was fair pleased to think I was going to see one close. When I come in to light this fire this morning, I crept up to your bed and pulled the cover back careful to look at you, and there you was, no more black than me.

MARY.

(Still furious)

You thought I was a native, you dared. You don't know anything about natives. They are not people, they are servants who must salaam to you. You know nothing about India,

(Now sobbing)

You know nothing about anything.

(Mary throws herself into a chair and sobs. Martha tries to comfort her)

MARTHA.

Miss Mary, Miss Mary, you mustn't cry like that, there, I didn't know you'd be so vexed,

(Martha stands)

I don't know anything about anything, just like you said. I beg your pardon, Miss. Please stop crying.

(Mary seems to be comforted and stops crying)

MARTHA.


It's time for thee to be up and dressed now. Mrs Medlock said I was to carry your meals into the room next to this. It's been made into a nursery for thee. I'll help you on with your clothes.

(Martha exits L. After a pause, she enters carrying some clothes)

MARY.

Those are not my clothes, mine are black.

(Mary quickly inspects the clothes)

These are nicer than mine.

MARTHA.

These are the ones you must put on. Mr Craven ordered Mrs Medlock to get 'em in London. He said, "I won't have a child dressed in black wandering about like a lost soul, it'd make the place sadder than it is, put colour on 'er," he said.

MARY.

I hate black things.

MARTHA.

Come along then, let's get you dressed.

(Mary and Martha exit. Pause. Enter Mrs Medlock, she inspects the fireplace and looks into the next room)

MRS MEDLOCK.

Martha, why are you dressing her?

MARTHA.

(Off)

Because she canna dress hersel'.

(Mrs Medlock moves back into the room, straightens a cushion and mutters to herself)

MRS MEDLOCK.

Oh dear, these rich peoples children, I don't know what we are in for. Whatever will become of her.

(Mrs Medlock exits)

(Enter Martha and Mary who is now dressed)

MARTHA.

I think your breakfast should be ready by now, I’ll go and see.

(Exit Martha. Mary walks round the room, looking at the pictures on the mantelpiece, then to the window, she stares out)

MARY.

So that's a... what did she call it, a moor? Looks more like a desert to me, there can't be anything of interest out there.

(Enter Martha with breakfast on a tray, she sets it on the table. Mary looks at it, picks up a piece of toast and throws it down)

MARY.

I don't want it.

MARTHA.

(Surprised)

Tha' doesn't want thy porridge and toast?

MARY.

(Firmly)

No!

MARTHA.

Tha' doesn't know how good it is, put a bit of treacle on it, or a bit of sugar.

MARY.

I do not want it!

MARTHA.

Eh, I can't abide to see good victuals go to waste. If our children was at this table they'd clear it bare in five minutes.

MARY.

Why?

MARTHA.

Why? Because they scarce ever had their stomachs full in their lives. They're as hungry as young hawks an' foxes.

MARY.

I don't know what it is like to be hungry.

MARTHA.

Well, it would do thee good to try it, I can see that plain enough. I’ve no patience with folks as sits an' just stares at good bread and meat. My word, don't I wish Dickon and Phil and Jane and the rest of 'em had what's here under their belts.

MARY.

Why don't you take it to them?

MARTHA.

(Sternly)

It's not mine, and this is not my day out. I get my day once a month same as the rest, then I go home and clean up for Mother and give her a day's rest.

(Mary nibbles at a piece of toast and sips some tea)

You wrap up warm and run out and play. it'll do you good and give you some stomach for your meat.

MARY.

Out? Why should I go out on a day like this?

MARTHA.

Well, if tha' doesn't go out tha'lt have to stay in, and what has tha' got to do?

MARY.

Who will go with me?

MARTHA.

You'll go by yourself, you'll have to learn to play like other children does when they haven't got brothers an' sisters. Our Dickon goes off on the moor by himself an' plays for hours.

MARY.

(Curiously)

Who's Dickon?

MARTHA.

Our Dickon? He's one of my brothers, he's twelve years old an' he's got a pony he calls his own.

MARY.

(Beginning to show some interest)

Where did he get it?

MARTHA.

He found it on the moor with its mother when it was a little one, an' he began to make friends with it an' give it bits o' bread an' pluck young grass for it. And it got to like him so it follows him about an' let's him get on its back. Dickon's a kind lad an' animals like him.

MARY.

How many brothers and sisters do you have?

MARTHA.

(Clearing away the crockery)

How many? Well, there's twelve of us altogether, six girls an' six boys, an' my Father only gets sixteen shillings a week. I can tell you my Mother's put to it to get porridge for 'em all. They tumble about on the moor and play there all day and Mother says the air of the moor fattens 'em. She says she believes they eat the grass same as the wild ponies do.

MARY.

I can't imagine what it must be like to be just a part of a big family. I haven't got any brothers or sisters, and I don't suppose I want any really. Do you like it?

MARTHA.

We all reckon we are very lucky, naturally we fight among ourselves some times, but it's nice when we make it up and are friends again.

MARY.

(Begrudgingly)

I suppose they're a nice enough family really, but I’m sure it's better to be just one.

MARTHA.

We all like our family an' wouldn't have it any other way. Now, off you go and play in the gardens. If tha' goes round that way..

(Indicating through the window to the L.)

..tha'll come to the gardens. There's lots o' flowers in the summertime, but there's nothing blooming now.

(Martha begins to help Mary on with her coat, she hesitates a moment)

One of the gardens is locked up. No one has been in it for ten years.

MARY.

Why?

MARTHA.

Mr Craven had it shut when his wife died so sudden. He won't let no one go inside. It was her garden. He locked the door an' dug a hole an' buried the key. Here comes Mrs Medlock now. Why don't you run off an' play?

(Exit Mary)

(Enter Mrs Medlock)

MRS MEDLOCK.

Where is she?

MARTHA.

She's gone into the garden to play. She didn't want to go in the first place unless somebody went with her, fancy. However, I managed to persuade her.

MRS MEDLOCK.

Well, take that tray and go and straighten up the kitchen, I’ve got your Mother coming over for a cup of tea and a chat, send her in when she gets here.

(Martha picks up the tray)

MARTHA.

Yes Mrs Medlock.

(Exit Martha)

(Mrs Medlock walks to the window and looks out as if looking for Mary, she rubs her finger along the mantelpiece, checking for dust.)

MRS MEDLOCK.

(To herself)

Wouldn't go out and play by herself, I don't know what will become of her.

(There is a knock at the door)

Come in.

(Enter Mrs Sowerby)

SUSAN.

Morning, Mrs Medlock.

MRS MEDLOCK.

Good morning, Susan.

SUSAN.

She's arrived then.

MRS MEDLOCK.

Yes, she's here, brought her back from London late last night.

SUSAN.

What's she like?

MRS MEDLOCK.

Oh, she's a problem, that one, I suppose it's understandable really.

SUSAN.

Why?

MRS MEDLOCK.

Well, I learned all about it from Mr Craven before I went and fetched her. Apparently her Father was something well up in government circles.

(Martha enters carrying a tray of crockery, she puts it on the table)

MARTHA.

Hello, Mother.

SUSAN.

Hello, Martha.

MARTHA.

Is everybody alright at home?

SUSAN.

Everybody's fine.

MRS MEDLOCK.

Thank you Martha, now go and carry on in the kitchen.

(Martha exits)

MRS MEDLOCK.

Sorry about the interruption, as I was saying, her Father was quite a big noise in India, but not given to the best of health. Her Mother, so I understand, was a real beauty and spent most of her time at parties and the like and didn't give much time to the girl.

(Mrs Medlock pours the tea)

Left her in the care of a servant called Ayah, or something like that. Then apparently a terrible thing happened, there was an outbreak of cholera. Her Father died, most of the servants died, and then, instead of coming away as she should have done, Mrs Lennox stayed on to be at a party. It was too late, the next morning she too was taken by the cholera and died and that wee mite was left all alone in the house. She was eventually found by some officers and, as you know, sent back here to stay with Mr Craven. Captain Lennox, Mary's Father was Mrs Craven's brother and our Mr Craven was Mary's guardian. So that's how it all happened, sad 'n't it?

SUSAN.

Very sad.

MRS MEDLOCK.

Another cup of tea?

(Mrs Medlock pours the tea)

(Enter Martha)

MARTHA.

Excuse me, Mrs Medlock, the butcher boy has just delivered the meat and asks, "Would you like to pay him."

MRS MEDLOCK.

Won't be a minute, Susan.

SUSAN.

Alright, Mrs Medlock.

(Exit Mrs Medlock)

Mrs Medlock says she's a problem. Missing her Mother's care, I shouldn't wonder, but by what I’ve heard she didn't seem to get much of that when her Mother was alive, poor thing.

MARTHA.

I just wish she was a bit more friendly.

SUSAN.

What does she look like? I understand her Mother was a rare beauty.

MARTHA.

If she was, it hasn't rubbed off on Mary. She seems to have a permanent scowl and nothing seems to suit her. Do her face good to smile a bit.

SUSAN.

I suppose it's all very strange, bein' in a different country and what with all the servants and attention she got in India, it must be, well, different.

MARTHA.

I told her about Dickon and the rest of the family and do you know what she had the sauce to say?

SUSAN.

No, what?

MARTHA.

I suppose they're a nice enough family, but it's better to be just one. Well, if that's how you get when you're just one, I’m glad I’m one of a dozen.

SUSAN.

Maybe she'll grow out of it, we'll see what Yorkshire can do for her. I’ll go and find Mrs Medlock, I must be off, Your Father and the rest of the dozen, as you call 'em, will soon be home, see you soon.

MARTHA.

Bye, Mum.

(Exit Susan)

(Martha collects the crockery on to the tray and is starting to exit when Mary enters looking miserable)

MARY.

Help me off with my coat.

MARTHA.

Shouldn't you be saying please?

MARY.

Why should I? I'm not used to saying please, in fact I’m not used to having to ask my servants to do things, they're supposed to do them without asking.

MARTHA.

Well, you're not in India now and I’m not Ayah, or whatever you call it, so you had better learn some manners. People hereabouts don't take kindly to bad manners, so you watch it, young Madam.

(Mary looks slightly bewildered at this outburst, Martha looks apprehensive, expecting some retaliation. They face each other for a moment)

(To escape the situation)

Did you like it in the garden?

MARY.

No, I did not.

MARTHA.

Why ever not?

MARY.

It was cold, there was no one about and on top of that, I got lost, for a little, anyway.

MARTHA.

You must be the limit. Out there is some of the best gardens in Yorkshire, if not in the whole of England, and they didn't suit you, never satisfied. Do you know what you are. Mary, Mary, quite contrary, that's what you are.

(Martha turns and exits haughtily)

MARY.

(Pondering)

Now, that's funny, that's what Basil and the other children in India used to call me. I wonder,

(Mary walks slowly towards the door, thinking)

(Slow curtain for end of Scene 1)

Scene 2

(In the long garden)

(The set consists of a stone wall about 8 feet high, the width of the stage and positioned about 4 ft behind the main curtain. There is a door in the wall L. painted green. The wall is partially covered with ivy which conceals another door. Bushes and small trees are positioned along the wall)

(As the curtain opens, Ben Weatherstaff is bending, working on the garden. Ben is an old man with collarless shirt, corduroy trousers with knee straps)

(Enter Mary. Ben does not like children and shows it by scowling at Mary. Mary puts on her 'Quite Contrary' face. After a pause)

MARY.

What is this place?

BEN.

(Abruptly)

One o' th' kitchen gardens.

(Mary walks towards the green door)

MARY.

Where does that go?

BEN.

To another of 'em. There's another on t'other side o' th' wall and th' orchard's t'other side o' that.

(Ben bends to his work again)

MARY.

Can I go in them?

(Ben straightens up)

BEN.

If tha' likes, but there's nowt to see.

(Mary opens the green door and disappears inside. Ben returns to his work. Pause. Mary reappears through the door)

MARY.

I have been into the other garden.

BEN.

There was nothing to prevent thee.

MARY.

I went into the orchard.

BEN.

(Tiresome)

There was no dog at the door to bite thee.

MARY.

There was no door into the other garden.

(Ben straightens up fairly quickly)

BEN.

(Sharply)

What garden?

MARY.

The one on the other side of the wall. There are tree's there, I saw the tops of them, and a bird with a red front was sitting on one of them, and he sang.

(Ben tries to divert the conversation from the garden by talking to a robin which has flown among the bushes)

BEN.

(To the robin)

There you are, where has tha' been, tha' cheeky little begger? I've not seen thee before today. Has tha' begun tha' courtin' this early in th' season? Thar’t too far for'ard.

MARY.

Will he always come when you call him?

BEN.

Aye, that he will. I’ve known him ever since he was a fledgling. He come out of the nest in th' other garden and when he first flew over the wall he was too weak to fly back for a few days an' we got friendly.

MARY.

What kind of bird is he?

BEN.

(Surprised)

Doesn't tha' know? He's a robin redbreast an' they're th' friendliest, most curios birds alive. They're almost as friendly as dogs, if you know how to get on with 'em.

MARY.

You seem to know how to get on with them.

BEN.

I suppose that's because I understand 'em, better 'n I understand 'umans. Birds an' animals is much more friendly than 'umans.

MARY.

(After a pause)

I'm lonely.

BEN.

Art' tha' the little wench from India?

(Mary nods)

Then no wonder thar’t lonely. Tha'lt be lonelier before tha's done.

(Ben carries on working)

MARY.

What's your name?

(Ben stretches up, holding his back)

BEN.

Ben Weatherstaff. I'm lonely mesel', except when he's around..

(Indicating the robin)

...he's the only friend I’ve got.

MARY.

I've no friends at all, I never had. My Ayah didn't like me and I hardly ever played with anyone.

BEN.

Thee an' me are a good bit alike, we was wove out of the same cloth. We're neither of us good looking an' we're both as sour as we look. We've got the same nasty tempers too, I’ll warrant.

(Mary turns to the robin)

MARY.

(Gentle voice)

Would you make friends with me...would you?

BEN.

Why, tha' said that as nice and 'uman as if tha' was a real child instead of a sharp old woman, Tha' said it almost like young Dickon talks to his wild things on the moor.

MARY.

Do you know Dickon?

BEN.

Everybody knows him. Dickon's wandering about everywhere. The very blackberries an' heather bells knows him. I warrant the foxes shows 'im where the cubs lies and th' skylarks doesn't hide their nests from him.

MARY.

How long have you been a gardener?

BEN.

(Now reasonably friendly)

How long? Longer than I can remember.

MARY.

You must enjoy gardening.

BEN.

Enjoy it? I don't know whether I really enjoy it, it's the only job I know. Do you like gardening?

MARY.

I've never had a garden, but I’m sure I would like it if I had one.

(Mary points over the wall)

The robin has flown over the wall, he has flown into the orchard...into the garden where there is no door.

BEN.

He lives there, he came out o' th' egg there. If he's courtin' he's making up to some young madam of a robin that lives among the rose tree's there.

MARY.

(Eagerly)

Rose trees, are there rose tree's there?

BEN.

That was ten years ago.

MARY.

I should like to see them.

(Ben's attitude changes. He becomes annoyed)

I should really like to see them, where is the door? There must be a door somewhere.

BEN.

That was ten years ago, but there's no door now.

MARY.

No door? But there must be.

BEN.

(Now quite angry)

None as anyone can find, an' none as is anybody's business. Don't be meddlesome an' poke your nose where it's no cause to go. Now! I must go and get on with my work. Get you gone and play, you. I've no more time.

(Ben puts his tools over his shoulder and exits R. Mary is left alone, she walks to the wheelbarrow and sits on the handle. Enter Dickon chasing a rabbit)

DICKON.

Don't tha' move, you'll frighten 'im.

(Dickon runs among the bushes but eventually gives up the chase. He then turns to Mary)

I'm Dickon. I know you're Miss Mary. I got up slow because if tha' moves quick it startles 'em. A body 'as to move gentle and speak low when wild things is about. My sister told me about you. She said you'd like to have a piece of garden you could work on your own,

(Mary nods)

Well, I’ve brought some garden tools. There's a spade an' rake, a fork an' a hoe.

MARY.

We had things a bit like these in India, but I never handled them. We always had servants to do the gardens.

DICKON.

There's no fun in having a garden if you're going to let somebody else do all the good things like planting and hoeing. It's much more fun watching the things you've planted yourself starting to grow. An' then there's a lot to do keepin' 'em growing, 'Cos if you don't look after 'em properly they just die, but if you really look after 'em, then they'll grow an' grow and seem to say a big 'thank you' every time you look at 'em. The woman in the shop threw in a packet o' white poppy an' one o' blue larkspur when I bought the other seeds.

MARY.

Will you show me the seeds?

DICKON.

Come here an' sit and I’ll show you what I got.

(Mary sits eagerly as Dickon opens his parcel. He hands some of the packets to Mary)

MARY.

What pretty packets, I’ve never seen seeds in packets before.

DICKON.

There's a lot of mignonette's an' poppies, mignonette's th' sweetest smellin' as grows and it'll grow wherever you cast it, same as poppies will. Then there's...

(Sound of robin singing. Dickon stands to listen)

...Where's that robin as is calling us?

MARY.

Is he really calling us?

DICKON.

Aye, he's calling someone he's friends with. That's the same as saying, "Here I am, look at me, I want a bit of a chat." There he is...

(Pointing)

...in that bush. Whose is he?

MARY.

He's Ben Weatherstaff's, but I think he knows me a little.

DICKON.

Aye, he knows thee, an' he likes thee. He's took thee on as a friend. He'll tell me all about thee in a minute.

(They listen to the robin)

Aye, he's a friend o' yours.

MARY.

(Eagerly)

Do you think he is? Do you really think he likes me?

DICKON.

He wouldn't come near thee if he didn't, birds is rare choosers an' a robin can flout a body worse than a man.

MARY.

Do you understand everything birds say?

DICKON.

I think I do, an' they think I do. I've lived on th' moor so long. I've watched 'em break shell and come out an' fledge and learn to fly an' begin to sing, till I think I’m one of 'em. Sometimes I think p'raps I’m a bird, or a fox, or a rabbit and sometimes even a beetle. Should we plant some of th' seeds then?

MARY.

Oh, yes, that would be lovely.

DICKON.

Where?

MARY.

I think I know where I should like to plant them.

DICKON.

Come on then, where?

MARY.

Not just at the moment.

DICKON.

(Getting impatient)

Why, it's absolutely the right time o' th' year.

MARY.

(Hesitating)

Yes, I know, but I think I know exactly where they should and where they would really grow.

DICKON.

(Eagerly)

Come on then.

MARY.

No, not at the moment.

DICKON.

Don't tell me they won't let you have a bit o' land all to yoursel', there's plenty of it. Is it Ben Weatherstaff who won't let you have a bit o' land.

MARY.

(Indignantly)

Of course not, he's only a servant, a gardener. When I’m ready, I’ll tell you where they are to be planted. Will you come again sometime?

DICKON.

If you really want me to. Our Martha says you're bossy and only want your own way, I see what she means now.

MARY.

Why do you say that?

DICKON.

Well, I’ve brought all the garden tools an' seeds and now you've decided not to plant 'em till you've found the right place. Plants'll grow a'most anywhere, you know. Like Martha says. Mary, Mary, quite....

MARY.

Don't you dare! I've heard enough of that, I’ll tell Martha when you can come again.

(Mary stalks off L. Dickon removes his cap, scratches his head, throws his cap on the floor and jumps on it)

DICKON.

(Angrily)

She really is contrary!

(Dickon picks up his cap and tools and strides off R.)

(Curtain for end of Scene 2)

