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TAKE ME WITH YOU WHEN YOU GO
Note: Scenes mark a change of setting, but the action can be continuous.
SCENE 1.  THE MOUNTAIN HOME
 (A plain wood chair sits center stage. The PEDDLER enters at the side of the stage with his pack.)
TROUPE.  (Play or hum theme song.) 
(BROTHER & SISTER as infants, crawling and wearing bonnets.)

PEDDLER.  Once together and never apart, two children came into life. 
B&S.  Waah.
PEDDLER.  And soon found no one to care for them.

B&S.  Waah.
(GRANNY enters with shawl, cane, a small pail, and a spoon.)  

GRANNY.   Except... 
PEDDLER.   A mountain granny, out at the wild end of the world.  
(GRANNY sits.  B&S crawl to her.) 

PEDDLER.  She called them...

B&S.  Waah.  

GRANNY.  There, there, Sister and Brother Forgotten.  

PEDDLER.  Because that’s what they were—Forgottens. 
TROUPE.  (Sounds of chickens and goats.)

PEDDLER.  Granny was so old, all she could do was let them crawl in the yard...   (BROTHER & SISTER crawl away. SISTER carries the pail.)  where....
TROUPE.  (Bleating goat.)   

PEDDLER.  ...where...

TROUPE.  (Squawking chicken.)   

 (SISTER crawls back with the pail.)

GRANNY.  Sister found a goat to milk.  
(BROTHER crawls back with an egg.)  

PEDDLER.  And Brother found what the hen had hid.  (GRANNY drops the egg in the pail and stirs.)  
GRANNY.  Now drink your eggnog.
BROTHER & SISTER. (Drinking by turns.)  Mmm!   
SISTER. (Rises to her knees, totters, and falls.)  Waah!   (BROTHER rises, totters.)  
PEDDLER.  They began to stand.

BROTHER.  (Falls.)  Waah!  
Peddler.  And talk.  

B&S.  Gwanny!

GRANNY.  (Kisses them.)  Poor Forgottens.
PEDDLER.  You’re wondering how these three could live all alone on the mountain, what with winter coming on.
GRANNY.  (Feels snowfall.)  Snow.  Inside, my dears.  (Ushers B&S into her “house,” where she discards their bonnets and puts knitted caps on their heads.)

PEDDLER.  Well, around this time every year, a peddler—me—would appear.... (Carries the chair to the door and knocks.) 
TROUPE.  (Knocking.)
GRANNY.  My old peddler.  Come in.  (PEDDLER enters the “house.”)  

BROTHER.  (Looking out.) Peddwer, snowfwakes!  

SISTER. (Holds up the pail.)  Dwink!
PEDDLER.  (Sits on his pack and sips.)  Thank you, my little Forgotten.  (To audience.)  He was always starving.  In exchange for a last few bites before winter, he would offer Granny a hank of wool or knitting needles or whatever she needed ’til spring.  (Offers wool and needles from his pack.)
Granny.   Oh, we used to have fruit trees, but then, then, everyone wandered away.  And so the trees, so many of them disappeared. And so on and so on. 
PEDDLER.  (To audience.)  She needs someone to listen.  

GRANNY.  Children, put a stick on the fire. (B&S add sticks to a fire.  To PEDDLER.)  Aye, and what happens to these two next?  
PEDDLER.  Mmm.  (Twilight descends.)  
GRANNY.  Such a listener.  Snowing all day and all I do is talk.  Children, bed.  

PEDDLER.  I’ll be off before it gets too deep.  Sleep well.  (Exits.) 

TROUPE.  (Winter wind.)

(WINTER enters and dances. GRANNY puts on a night cap, lies down, spreads shawl like a blanket.  B&S snuggle with her.)    
SISTER.  What’s that?

GRANNY.  Sounds like a blizzard out there.  
BROTHER.  Sing us to sleep.

GRANNY.  Don’t I always? (Sings.)    Earth turn, breeze blow / Brave seeds, wind sow.
B&S.  (Sing and yawn.)   Earth turn, breeze blow / Brave seeds, wind sow.
GRANNY, B&S.  (Sing.)   Take me with you / With you when you go.  (B&S sleep.) 
GRANNY.  (Sing.)     Take me with you / (Yawns.) With you when you go.  (Sleeps.)
TROUPE.  (Sing.)   Take me with you / With you when you go.   (Winter wind.)  

(WINTER exits.  Silence.  Dawn.) 
TROUPE.  (Rooster crows.)  
SISTER.  (Sits up, rubs eyes.)  Brother, look out.  So white! Granny, get up!  (BROTHER sits up.)  Granny!  Granny?  (B&S help GRANNY sit up.)  

BROTHER. You’re cold this morning.  
GRANNY.  Aye.  Children, you must go down to your uncle’s cabin today.  I’m too old to get up and look after you now.  
BROTHER.  You are?
SISTER.  An uncle?  

GRANNY.  Your eldest uncle, my eldest son.  Go, and send him back to fetch me.  

B&S.  All right.
GRANNY. (Gives shawl to B&S.)  Take my shawl.  
BROTHER.  Can we eat before we go?

GRANNY.  We’ve nothing left.  Wait. (Takes out tiny apple and gives it to BROTHER.)  Take this.  

BROTHER.  What is it?
GRANNY.  The last apple.  I’ve kept it so long, it’s almost as old and shriveled as I.  
SISTER. What’s it for?

GRANNY.  To eat.   To keep you from starving along the way.  What else have I ever been able to give you?  
BROTHER.  You gave us your song.  
GRANNY.  True.  And I hope you will sing it together whenever you’re scared or sad or lost.  

SISTER.  But where did the apple come from?
GRANNY.   Well, they used to grow on trees.  
BROTHER.  Like the skinny old trees outside the gate?

GRANNY.  Nay.  There used to be fruit trees out there.  
SISTER.  The peddler says the trees are like the parents of us all.   

BROTHER.  What’s a parent?

GRANNY.  Dears, the day is short.  I’ll tell you tonight, when we’re safe with Eldest Uncle.  Go.  Follow the peddler’s trail down through the snow.  And hurry.
B&S.  Yes, Granny.  (B&S kiss her.  BROTHER puts apple under his cap.)  
SISTER.  See you tonight.
GRANNY.  Aye.  (B&S wrap themselves in the shawl and exit wading through snow.)  (GRANNY exits.)

TROUPE.  (Sing.)       Cold, cold, deep snow / Seeds sleep, ice grow, 

 

 Take me with you / With you when you go.
(WINTER enters dancing.) 
TROUPE.  (Winter wind.) 
(PEDDLER enters with pack.)
PEDDLER.  I’d never seen it so deep!  Whoa!  (Sinks down.)  
(WINTER covers PEDDLER with the sheet and exits.  B&S enter.)

TROUPE.  Caw! Caw!  
BROTHER.  Those crows sound hungry.  I wonder what they eat all winter.
SISTER.  Not us, I hope.  I’m hungry, too.
BROTHER.  Wait.  (Takes out apple.)  Here.  (Gives it to SISTER.)  It’s hardly enough to share.  
SISTER.  I’ll nibble one side and you nibble the other.  (They sit on the PEDDLER.)
PEDDLER.  Help!  (B&S jump up.)
BROTHER.  What’s that?
SISTER.  It’s in the snowdrift!
PEDDLER.  Help!  (B&S dig out the PEDDLER.) 

SISTER.  It’s a man!  

BROTHER.  Peddler!

PEDDLER.  Sister and Brother Forgotten!  

SISTER.  You must be frozen! 
PEDDLER.  All but my tummy.  I’m starving!  
SISTER.  Here.  (Gives PEDDLER the apple.)  

PEDDLER.  Is this some kind of nut?

B&S.  It’s an apple.
PEDDLER.  Apple?  This? (Nibbles.)  I hardly remember how apples tasted. Mmm.  Reminds me, years ago, when so many trees used to grow....  (Eats.)  Mmm!  (Eats.)  Look.  (Sticks out his tongue.)  Seeds!  (Spits.)  Now that was tasty!  Any more?  No?  Where’s Granny? 
SISTER.  She’s sent us to find Eldest Uncle.  

PEDDLER.  Ah.  (Points.)  His clearing’s just down there.  
ELDEST AUNT.  (Offstage.  Crows.)  Caw, caw!  
BROTHER.  Those crows again.
PEDDLER.  No, that’s your eldest aunt.  Hard to tell the difference, isn’t it?

ELDEST AUNT.  (Offstage.)  Caw!
TROUPE.  (An axe chopping a tree.)
PEDDLER.  And that’s your uncle, chopping down a dying tree.  Well, once together, never apart.  Thank you.  Good-bye.  
B&S.  Good bye.  (They walk on.  PEDDLER exits.) 
TROUPE.  (Hum or play a bit of the song.)

SCENE 2.  The FOREST Cabin

(ELDEST AUNT enters with laundry basket.)  

ELDEST AUNT.  Caw!  Those nasty porcupines, they’ve eaten my laundry poles again. (Puts down basket.  Sees B&S.  Flaps her arms to shoo them away.)  Caw!  

B&S. Please.  

AUNT.  Yes? 
SISTER.  We’re looking for our eldest uncle.  Granny sent us.  She wants him to fetch her.  She’s old now and says we must live with him. 
AUNT.  Oh, she does?  Caw!  And who are you?

B&S.  Sister and Brother Forgotten.  

AUNT.  Husband!  

(ELDEST UNCLE enters with axe and saw.) 

UNCLE.  Yes, my love?

AUNT. Your mother has let herself get too old.  These two “Forgottens” order you to go and get her.
UNCLE.  These?  (Looks fondly at B&S.)  So these are the ones who were left behind.  

BROTHER.  Uncle, Granny said the day is short.

UNCLE.  True.  I’d better go.  (Hands saw to SISTER.  Exits.)

AUNT.  I’ll take that! (Takes saw.) And that! (Takes shawl and wraps it around herself.)  Well, what are you good for?   Caw!  Stand apart.  (Pushes B&S apart.  Takes rope pinned with laundry out of basket and stretches it between their raised arms.)  Higher.  Don’t move ’til they’re dry. Caw!  I’ll be inside where it’s warm, with a hot cup of bitter root tea.   

SISTER.  But the clothes will only freeze.
AUNT.  No squawking!  (Goes “inside” with basket and saw and makes tea.) 

TROUPE.  (Winter wind.) 
SISTER.  Burr, I’m freezing.

BROTHER.  Me, too.  And it’s getting dark.
SISTER.  But did you hear what Eldest Uncle said?

BROTHER.  What? 

SISTER.  That someone left us behind.  We’re “Left-Behinds.”
BROTHER.  That sounds better than “Forgottens.”  I’m hungry.
(UNCLE enters with axe and lantern.) 

UNCLE.  Still out?  You must be frozen!  (Takes the laundry and rope.)

SISTER.  That’s Granny’s lantern.
UNCLE.  Aye.  Come. (Goes inside.  B&S follow.) 

SISTER.  Where is she?

UNCLE.  Gone.  I kissed her goodbye and planted her like a seed, with my axe in the frozen ground.
B&S.  Poor Granny!  (Huddle together.)  
SISTER.  The only one who ever held us when we cried!  

AUNT.  No squawking.  (To UNCLE.)  So, you fell for it, and now I’m stuck with them.  What a trick your mother played on us!  
BROTHER.  Please, we’re hungry.

AUNT.  Go to sleep!  (B&S and AUNT lie down.)
UNCLE. And so the months went by, or years, for all we knew, here, where it was always winter.  Dawn to dark.  (Blows out the lantern.  Darkness.)  Dark to—  (Dawn.)
AUNT.  Dawn!  Girl!  Get up and build the fire!  (B&S sit up, rubs their eyes.)  And punch the ice from the top of the bucket and fill the pot for my bitter-root tea!

SISTER.  Aye, Eldest Aunt.  (Gets up and mimes her work.)

AUNT.  Then peel the rutabagas! 

SISTER.  Aye, Eldest Aunt.  

UNCLE.  Boy. (UNCLE & BROTHER get up and exit with axe and saw.)

TROUPE.  (Sound of chopping.) 
AUNT.  After that you can scrub the floor.
SISTER.  Aye, Eldest Aunt.  

AUNT.  No.  First take the peels out to the pigs.
SISTER.  (To herself.)  Yes! (SISTER & AUNT exit in different directions.)
 (BROTHER & UNCLE enter.  UNCLE takes out lunch.)

UNCLE.  It’s always nice to know exactly what you’ll have for lunch.  Burnt rutabaga.  (Shares with BROTHER.)

BROTHER.  Uncle, is firewood all these old trees can be? 
UNCLE.  These trees, aye.  They’re too old and sick for anything else.  We used to have fruit trees once, and truffles.  
BROTHER.  What’s a truffle?

(AUNT re-enters the cabin.  She carries a teacup.  Sits and drinks.)

UNCLE.  Truffles?  A sweet-tasting mushroom that used to nourish the roots of wild apple trees.   The pigs used to help us sniff them out, so we could dig them up. Back then, your aunt thought constantly of the children we’d have one day.  But we never did, and now all she ever says is—
AUNT.  Caw!  
(UNCLE & BROTHER exit.  SISTER enters “outside,” kneels, and mimes opening a shed. Two PIGLETS enter and nuzzle her.) 
SISTER.  Piglets!

PIGLETS.  Squee-wee, squee-wee.... 

SISTER.  (Kisses PIGLETS.)  Oh, wonderful pigs!  (Calling.) Eldest Aunt, what should I call the piglets?

AUNT.  Sausage in spring. 

SISTER.  I mean, to tell them apart.

AUNT.  Caw!  I don’t suppose you ever heard a real name in your life.  For all I care, you can call them Mudworth and Porcabella.  
SISTER.  “Mudworth!” “Porcabella!”  (Kisses PIGLETS.)  Hello, Porcabella.  Cute Mudworth.
AUNT.  My tea is cold.  My tea is cold!
SISTER.  Aye, Eldest Aunt.  Bye, Muddy, Porky.
(AUNT, SISTER & PIGLETS exit.  RAIN enters and dances. APPLE TREE enters the woods.) 

TROUPE.  (Sounds of rain.) 
(UNCLE & BROTHER enter.)
BROTHER.  Uncle, it’s raining.
UNCLE.  So it is.  My axe is slippery.  Let’s go home.  Look, a fruit tree greening.  An apple!  
BROTHER.  Shall we dig for truffles?  (Kneels at TREE.)

UNCLE.  They come later in the year.  By heaven, it’s spring, after all these years.  Stand back and give it room.  Why, it might even bloom.  Come, out of the wet. (UNCLE exits.)  
BROTHER.  Uncle, this is right where the peddler spat out the—
(RAIN exits but sounds of rain continue.)

TREE.  (Rustles.) Brother! 

BROTHER.  Aye?  Who said that?  

TREE.  Me.  (Rustles.) 
BROTHER.  You?  

TREE.  Aye. (Rustles.)  Take me with you when you go.  
BROTHER.  Take you with me?  I’m not going anywhere, and you have roots. 
TREE.  True.  Then cut off a limb.  
BROTHER.  Cut it?

(RAIN enters and dances like heavier rain.)
TROUPE.  (Heavy rain.)

TREE.  Yes. Go on.  (Rustles.)  

BROTHER.  All right.  (Cuts off the limb.)  Now what?

 (AUNT enters.) 
AUNT.  Where’s that stupid boy?  Boy, I need you to dig me some bitter root.  What’s that?  (Grabs limb.)  Husband!  
BROTHER. But aunt—

AUNT.  Caw!

(UNCLE enters.) 
AUNT.  Split this into laundry poles.
UNCLE.  But dear, it’s pouring.
BROTHER.  Please, Eldest Aunt— 

AUNT.  Then give me that!  (Grabs axe and strikes the limb.)  
TREE.  Ai!

BROTHER.  No!
UNCLE.  (To distract AUNT.) Wife!  First day of spring!  
AUNT.  Spring?  Sausage-making time! (Drops limb and axe.)  Husband— (Takes UNCLE aside.) tomorrow, send the girl and boy off in the woods.  Then you and I will make sausage and feast! (Exits.)

UNCLE.  But dear,....  (UNCLE picks up axe and exits.)
(SISTER enters.) 
BROTHER.  She says she’ll turn Mudworth and Porcabella into sausage!  
SISTER.  No!  Quick!
TROUPE.  (Rain, thunder, wind.) 

 (B&S kneel at the shed.  (PIGLETS enter.) 
PIGLETS.  Squee, squee? 

SISTER.  Porcabella!  Mudworth!  
BROTHER.  They want you for sausage!
PIGLETS.  Squee? 

BROTHER.  They’ll grind you up!

PIGLETS.  Squee-squee-squee-squee...!

SISTER.  Run!  Go live in the woods!  

PIGLETS.  Squee! (PIGLETS exit.) 

(UNCLE enters.) 
SISTER.  Uncle, please—
UNCLE.  I knew you’d let them go.  You’re just like your mother, my dear little sister.
BROTHER.  Our mother?

SISTER.  Your sister?

UNCLE.  Yes, now flee before your aunt finds out.  
SISTER.  Let’s go!  (B&S pick up limb.)
BROTHER.  But where?  
UNCLE.  To your second uncle and aunt, at the sawmill down in the farms.  (Points.) Follow the logging road.  Wait. (Takes out a tiny cherry.)  I’ve kept this last one since I was a boy.  
BROTHER.  What is it?

UNCLE.  A cherry.  Hard to tell anymore, so dried and shrunk.  Still, it could keep you from starving.  Here.  (Gives cherry to SISTER.)  

B&S.  Thank you, Uncle.  (SISTER tucks the cherry in her cap.)
UNCLE.  Good-bye.

B&S.  Good-bye. 

 (B&S, UNCLE, and TREE exit. More storm.  MUD enters and dances with a brown sheet.)
TROUPE.  (Sing.)      Muck, mud, ‘tween toes / Seeds swell, sprouts grow, 

                                    Take me with you / With you when you go. 
Take me with you / With you when you go.
MUD.   (Dancing.)  Slurp, slup, slurp, slup.....
(PEDDLER enters with pack.) 

PEDDLER.  Such a rainy day and night as never was before.  This mud is two feet deep!  And gooey!  Whoa!  (Falls.  MUD covers him with the sheet and exits.)
(B&S enter, slogging and sliding.) 
BROTHER. Whoa, wait, while I get a new grip.  (B&S stop.)  
SISTER.  I’m sick of this mud!  And after walking in the dark all night—
BROTHER.  This bump feels like a knee.   This funny one here felt like an elbow.
SISTER.  The knots on my end feel like toes.  Poor limb, and this is where your mean aunt cut you.  (Tears off a strip of clothing and bandages the limb.) 

BROTHER.  At least it’s morning.  Are you as hungry as I am?
SISTER.  Yes.  
BROTHER.  (Offers cherry to SISTER.)  Here.

SISTER.  I’ll nibble one side, you nibble the other.

BROTHER.  All right.  Let’s sit and enjoy it.   (B&S sit on the PEDDLER.)
PEDDLER.  Help!  (B&S jump off.)  

PEDDLER.  Dig me out!  (B&S dig him out.)  Forgottens!  

BROTHER.  Peddler?  What happened?

PEDDLER.  Caught in a mudslide.  

SISTER.  Be glad you’re nothing worse than muddy.
PEDDLER.  I’m not only muddy.  I’m starving!  Who in the world has more troubles than I?
SISTER.  Poor peddler.  (Gives PEDDLER the cherry.)   
PEDDLER.  A raisin?  
BROTHER.  It’s a cherry.  

PEDDLER.  I haven’t had cherries in years!  (Nibbles.)  Mmm.  (Nibbles. Licks the seed.)  Can’t eat the pit.  (Drops the pit.)  Scooch it into the earth.  (Steps on it.)  Well, my Forgottens!
SISTER.  Please don’t call us that anymore.  Call us Left-Behinds instead. 
PEDDLER.  Very well.   But where—?
BROTHER.  We’re going to live with Second Uncle.  
PEDDLER.  Ah.
TROUPE.  (Loud scream of a saw in a sawmill.) (B&S and PEDDLER cover their ears.)

SISTER.  What was that?

PEDDLER.  (Points.)  That’s the lumber steam saw at your second uncle’s mill.  Bet he won’t even let you sit in his sawdust.  You think your eldest aunt was a crow?  She’s a parakeet compared with him, the buzzard!  Well, once together and never apart.  And look, the sun’s come out.  Good luck, my Left-Behinds, and thanks.  (Exits.)  

B&S.  Good-bye.  (Pick up limb and walk.)
SCENE 3.  The SAW MILL

BABIES.  (Offstage.) Waah, waah....
(SAWDUST PILE enters on the right and kneels under a yellow cloth.  STEAMSAW enters nearby, kneels, and holds up its blade.  SECOND AUNT enters with a chair and sits in her yard.  Many BABIES enter and crawl around at her feet, crying.  SECOND UNCLE enters with an oil can and cloth and tends the saw.) 

BABIES.  Waah....
AUNT.  Here you are, come in the yard.
SISTER.  Me? 

AUNT.  My new nanny.   
BROTHER.  She’s a goat?

AUNT.  No?

SISTER.  Nay. 
BABIES.  Waah!

AUNT.  Not my new babysitter?  Oh, dear. (To BABIES.)  Hush, peapods, let me think.  Who are you?

B&S.  Brother and Sister Left-Behind.
AUNT.  Can you wrangle babies?  (To SISTER.)  Try it.  (SISTER gets down and chases babies.)  Husband!  Boy, speak to your uncle as loud as you can.  He’s been running that saw so long, his ears are no more use than teacups.  Husband!!
(UNCLE turns STEAMSAW briefly on and off.)

STEAMSAW & TROUPE.  (Scream.) 

BABIES.  Waah!

AUNT.  Husband!!!

UNCLE.  Every day, old steamsaw needs more oil!  (AUNT waves.)  What?  
AUNT. These are the Left-Behinds.
UNCLE.  (Cups hand to ear.) Wet behinds?  

AUNT.  Left-Behinds!  Look what they brought you!  (Hands UNCLE the limb.)  
SISTER.  But Aunt—

AUNT.  And the boy can help you at the mill.  

UNCLE.  Name’s Will?  
BROTHER.  No.
AUNT.  I said he can help you saw that!  

UNCLE.  Of course I saw it.  You handed it to me.
BROTHER.  Nay, Uncle, that limb is very special. You see—
UNCLE.  (Cups hand.)  Eh?  

BROTHER.  (To AUNT.)  What’s wrong with his fingers?

UNCLE.  Never mind. 

AUNT.  Well, the saw.  But a few are still perfectly good.  Just a little shorter than most.  

BABIES.  Waah!

AUNT.  My goodness, evening already!  Time for beddy-bye!  And supper.

B&S.  Supper!

AUNT.  Inside now.  Girl!   (AUNT & SISTER exit, shooing BABIES.) 
UNCLE.  (Drags BROTHER to the saw.)  Boy, this saw blade runs on steam.  Crack of dawn, you come out here and build a fire in the boiler.  Can you do that?  

BROTHER.  Aye, Uncle.
UNCLE.  Why? 
BROTHER.  Aye!!  (Nods.) 
UNCLE. And don’t fall in the sawdust pile.  Tomorrow we’ll make us a bushel of matchsticks.  (Hands BROTHER the limb.)  Put that by the saw 'til then.  (UNCLE exits with oil can.)  
BROTHER.  But Uncle—    I’ve got to hide you!  (Looks around.)  The sawdust pile! (Hides the log in the SAWDUST.  Exits.)

(SISTER & AUNT enter.  SISTER yawns.) 
AUNT.  They’re finally down.  Poor thing, you’re exhausted. (Gives SISTER a blanket.)  Lie down and sleep.  (Yawns.)  Bedtime for all of us.  (AUNT exits.) 

(SISTER lies down.  BROTHER enters and lies down beside her.) 
BROTHER.  (Whispers.) Sister, I hid the log in the sawdust.  But what shall I tell Second Uncle?

SISTER.  (Sleepily.)  Tell him.... Say you lost it.
BROTHER.  But I don’t want to lie.  Sister?  Sister!  (Sleeps.)

TROUPE.  (Rooster crows.)    (B&S sit up.)
AUNT. (Offstage.)  Morning!
BABIES. (Offstage.) Waah!
BROTHER.  The boiler fire!  (Goes out to saw.)
(AUNT enters inside house.) 
AUNT.  Up, up!  Diaper time!  Lots of fresh little bottoms to change.  Girl!

BABIES.  (Offstage.)  Waah!
(SISTER picks up the blanket and exits with AUNT.  UNCLE enters, grabs BROTHER.) 
UNCLE.  Where is it?  

BROTHER.  I buried it.
UNCLE.  You burned it?

BROTHER.  No, I buried it.
UNCLE.  You burned up a good piece of timber?  You used that limb to stoke the fire?  Splinter-head!  (Pushes BROTHER away.  To audience.)  Weeks, months, years, we kept these Left-Behinds and the boy never got one day smarter.  Burl-brain!

BROTHER.  And Uncle never said one kind word.
UNCLE.  You’re useless! Out!

(BROTHER exits.  UNCLE putters with the saw.  AUNT & SISTER enter.  AUNT dries a cleaver with a dishtowel.) 
AUNT.  Finally down for their naps.
SISTER.  Poor Brother.
AUNT.  Aye, the mill is hard.  Things were better years ago.
SISTER.  How? 

AUNT.  Well, the farms around us weren’t so poor.  And bees, they used to buzz everywhere, among the cherry blossoms.  My husband—back before that saw buzzed the hair off the top if his head—he loved the buzzing of the bees.  He buzzed right along.  You see, the trees drew their life from soil made by ancient truffles, but now, no truffles, no trees.  (Points to saw.)  That used to be a cider mill.  No cherries, no honey, no cider.  Hardly any lumber, even.  All we have is—  
UNCLE.  Let’s try  'er out.  (Turns STEAMSAW quickly on and off.) 
TROUPE & STEAMSAW.  (Scream.) 

BABIES.  Waah!

AUNT.  Babies.
UNCLE.  Where’s that oil can?  Boy?  

SISTER.  If Brother works in that shed any longer, he’ll end up deaf as a diaper.
AUNT.  Or worse.  Try not to think about it.  Go sharpen this for me on a nice flat stone.  (Gives cleaver to SISTER.  Exits.)  

(CHERRY TREE enters.  SISTER comes forward, searching the ground.) 
SISTER.  A nice flat stone.  

TREE.  (Rustles.)

SISTER.  Excuse me?  Was that you or just the wind?

TREE.  Me. (Rustles.)  

SISTER.  What kind of tree are you?

TREE.   Cherry.  

SISTER.  This is where the peddler planted the pit. 

TREE.  (Rustles.) Take me— 
AUNT.  (Calling.)  Girl!

SISTER.  One moment, Aunt!  
TREE.  Take me with you when you go.  (Rustles.)

SISTER.  But you have roots.
TREE.  Then cut off a limb. 

SISTER.  Which one?  (TREE shows.)  Very well.  
TROUPE.  (Cleaver chopping.)  
UNCLE.  (Offstage.)  Boy?!
SISTER.  (To limb.)  I’d better hide you.  But how, in this empty field?  The sawdust pile!  (Heads for SAWDUST.) 
(UNCLE enters, dragging BROTHER.) 
UNCLE.  Well, if you don’t have the can, who does?

BROTHER.  Aunt was oiling the babies.  
UNCLE.  Eh?

BROTHER.  Babies!  (Makes rocking motion.)  Squirt, squirt!
UNCLE.  My oil?   Baby oil?  (Sees SISTER.) Wait! Give me that! (Grabs limb.)  Perfect!
SISTER.  Uncle!

UNCLE.  (Grabs the limb.)  I’ll saw this instead!  (Goes to the saw.)

SISTER.  (To BROTHER.)  It spoke, like yours!
BROTHER.  What?  Uncle—
UNCLE.  Buzz off!  (Sets limb up and turns on saw.)
TROUPE & STEAMSAW.  (Scream.) 
TREE.  Ai!  (Exits.)
BROTHER.  (Grabs limb and shuts off saw.)  No, Uncle!  
UNCLE.  Why not?
BROTHER. Umm!  
SISTER.  (To BROTHER, mimes.)  Squirt, squirt!

BROTHER.  Oil.  (Mimes.) Saw needs oil.  Squirt!

UNCLE.  What’s that supposed to mean?   Oil?!  Wife!  (To B&S.)  Don’t touch this!  (Drops limb and exits into house)
BROTHER.  It’s hurt! (Tears off a strip of clothing and bandages the limb.)

SISTER.  Quick!  (Pulls the apple limb out of the SAWDUST.)  Let’s go!
(AUNT enters.) 
AUNT.  I hid it but he’ll find it soon.  You’re leaving.  I understand.
SISTER.  Aunt, are we really just Left-Behinds? 

AUNT.  Children, your mother and father loved you more than life itself.  I’m sure you’ve always been missed.
BROTHER.  “Missed”! 
SISTER.  “Always”!
AUNT.  Your youngest uncle might know more.  

BROTHER.  Another uncle?  Where?

AUNT.  In town by the sea, that way, but far—

UNCLE.  (Offstage.)  Wife!
AUNT.  Go.
SISTER.  Good-bye.  (B&S exit with limbs.)

AUNT.  Good-bye.   What a hot summer day it’s been.  They’ll be walking all night.  And all tomorrow in the heat, poor things.  

BABIES.  (Offstage.)  Waah!  

(AUNT, STEAMSAW, and SAWDUST exit.  B&S enter carrying limbs, mop their brows and shield their eyes from the sun.)
BROTHER.  (Looks back.)  What a hill we just came over!  There’s the town down there.  And that must be the sea.  

SISTER.  So many houses, but which is theirs?

BROTHER.  I’m hungry.
SISTER.  Me, too.  Something’s coming up the hill.  

BROTHER.  A giant rutabaga!

 (PEDDLER enters, bent under an enormous pack.)

PEDDLER.  Can’t see.  Have I got to the top?

B&S.  Peddler!

PEDDLER.  I said, is this the top?

BROTHER.  Not quite.
SISTER.  It’s quite a bit higher.  
PEDDLER.  Higher?  Oof!  (Collapses under the pack.)  I’ve had it.  

SISTER.  Peddler!  (B&S pull PEDDLER out.)
PEDDLER.  Left-Behinds!
BROTHER.  He must have a house in there!

PEDDLER.  Almost.  I spent every last penny down there in the shops to stock up one more time.  Now I can’t even climb a hill.  I give up.  

SISTER.  Don’t.  You’ll make us feel like giving up, too.
PEDDLER.  You?  But you’re young.  The young don’t give up.

SISTER.  They can if they feel really bad.
BROTHER.  (To PEDDLER.)  So please get up.

PEDDLER.  Always up!

BROTHER.  We’ll help you get your pack back on.  We’ll lift it for you.  Sister! (B&S try to lift the pack.)

PEDDLER.  You’d do that?  (Aside.)  They have nothing, yet every time we meet, they give me all they have.  

BROTHER.  (Still trying to lift the pack.) And by the way, don’t call us Left-Behinds anymore.  We’re Brother and Sister Always-Missed.  
SISTER.  And don’t ask for food. 

PEDDLER.  Oh, I ate in town.  By the way, where are you going?

BROTHER.  We were trying to find our youngest uncle. 

PEDDLER.  Ah, the table-maker.  The one who carves faces all over his tables.  His shop’s near the end of the market street.  They call him Broken-Heart.  

B&S.  (They stop struggling with the pack.) Broken-Heart?  

BROTHER.  That doesn’t sound good.
PEDDLER.  You know, if I help, too, I think we can get this thing back on.  (Gets down and into the straps.)  Lift!   (They struggle.)  Lift!  (Struggle.)  Liiift!   (Stands tottering.)  Look out!  Which way?
B&S.  That way!
PEDDLER.  Once together, never apart!  (Exits staggering.)  
B&S.  (Variously.)  He’s going.  Go on!  Keep going!  He’s almost to the top!  He’s there!  He’s over!)

PEDDLER.  Whoa!  

TROUPE.  (Crashing sounds of pack and man rolling down the hill.) 
B&S.  Yay!
BROTHER.  Sun’s going down.  
SISTER.  The market street!  (B&S exit with limbs.) 
SCENE 4.  IN TOWN

(BROKEN-HEART enters the interior of his house, kneels, and carves a piece of wood.  B&S enter along a street.  BRAIDED GIRL enters and passes by them with a basket of food from the market.) 
BROTHER.  Food!   

SISTER.  Never mind that now.  Look, a workshop window full of tables, with faces carved all over. (B&S go to door.)   Let’s try the door. 
(BROTHER stares as BRAIDED GIRL smiles and exits.)

SISTER.  Brother!  (Turns a knob.)  It’s open.  (Looks in.)   

BROKEN-HEART.  (Not looking up.)  Can’t you read?  The sign on the door says “Closed.” 
B&S. (Study the sign.)  “Closed”?  

BROKEN-HEART.  (Not looking up.)  No more business tonight.  

SISTER.  Youngest Uncle?  
BROKEN-HEART.  Don’t bother me.
BROTHER.  Could we bother Youngest Aunt? 

BROKEN-HEART.  Youngest what?  I have no wife!  

BROTHER.  Let’s go.  

BROKEN-HEART.  And close the door behind you.

SISTER.  Uncle Broken-Heart, someone should make up a really mean song about you.  (Sings.)  
Broke heart, stub toe,
BROTHER.  (Sings.)       Mean, green, so-and-so,
B&S. (Sing.)

      Take me with you / With you when you go.
Good-bye!
BROKEN-HEART.  (Gets up.) Wait!  I used to know that song.  That last line.  
SISTER.  Well, we don’t mean it.
BROTHER.  Are you our uncle or not?
BROKEN-HEART.  Well....
SISTER.  Tell us how we went missing and then we’ll go.
BROKEN-HEART.  Well, I— 

BROTHER.  Never mind.  (To SISTER.)  Sister, that girl with the basket.
BROKEN-HEART.  You’re hungry?  I was just making a nice carrot stew.  In the kitchen. (Wafts the smell toward B&S.)
SISTER.  We don’t care!

BROTHER.  Sister!  
SISTER.  (Smells.)  Well,....
BROKEN-HEART.  Stew.  (Exits into his kitchen.)
BROTHER.  Sister....
SISTER.  Well....  For you.  (B&S exit after their uncle.)

(A moment passes.  BROKEN-HEART enters carrying a plain wood chest with two quilts on top.  B&S enter behind.) 
BROKEN-HEART.  Full?

B&S.  Aye!
BROTHER.  Uncle, what’s that old house at the end of the street?  

BROKEN-HEART.  You must mean the orphans’ home.  

SISTER.  What are orphans?

BROKEN-HEART.  Kids without folks.

BROTHER. We saw a girl go in.

SISTER.  (To BROKEN-HEART.)  You mean like us?
BROKEN-HEART.  Sort of.  First night of autumn.   Chilly.  (Lays out quilts.)  For you.  (Points to chest.)  That’s for all your things.  
BROTHER.  Us! (Yawns.)
BROKEN-HEART.  (Points to chest.)  And that’s for all your things.  

SISTER.  We don’t have things.  (Yawns.)

BROKEN-HEART.  Go on. (B&S settle with quilts.)

BROTHER.  (Points to chest.) Why didn’t you carve that?

BROKEN-HEART.  Would you like to try?  (Gives them whittling knives from his belt.) 

BROTHER.  Is carving hard?

BROKEN-HEART.  Well, it takes practice.  I used to carve puppets—marionettes—wooden people that moved with strings.  Sleep well. 

B&S.  Goodnight.  (BROKEN-HEART exits.)

BROTHER.  (Examines the chest.) What would we carve on it?

SISTER.  People. 

BROTHER.  Aye.  But practice first.  

SISTER.  On what?

TREES.  (Offstage.)  On us.  
BROTHER.  Did they just something?

SISTER.  They said, “On us.” (Picks up a limb.)  I see a hand.
(SISTER begins to carve.  BROTHER picks other limb and begins to carve.  B&S turn their backs, out of audience view.  When they turn around again, the limbs have been hidden under the quilts.  In their place, BROTHER holds a carved foot. SISTER holds two last blocks of wood from the limbs.  Each has its bandage still in place.) 
BROTHER.  We’ve been carving for weeks!  Have I carved too many feet?

SISTER.  I’ll see.  (Looks in chest.)

(BROKEN-HEART enters.)
BROKEN-HEART.  They’ve been with me for months, and I still can’t get up the courage to tell them.  (Knocks at their door.)  Knock, knock.
B&S.  Come in.  (BROKEN-HEART enters their space.)
SISTER.  Look.  (BROTHER holds up foot.)
BROKEN-HEART.  Still carving.
BROTHER.  People.  All but the heads.
SISTER.  All but faces. (Gives blocks to BROKEN-HEART.)  Can you?  
BROKEN-HEART.  I could.  (Removes the bandages and stares.)
BROTHER.  What do you see?
BROKEN-HEART.  Tears.  

SISTER.  Carve them.
BROKEN-HEART.  I can’t. 

BROTHER.  You said you could. 

BROKEN-HEART.  Children, if someone did something really bad, do you think you could forgive him?  Would you try?
B&S.  Yes.
BROKEN-HEART.  (Sits with B&S.)  Are you ready?  You see, long ago, on a mountain out at the end of the world, my brothers and I were born.  
SISTER.  Yes, and you were youngest.
BROKEN-HEART.  No.  My sister and I were youngest.  And dearest of friends.  Each summer on the mountain we filled our caps with cherries.  Each fall we gathered apples, mushrooms, honey.  
B&S.  Once together and never apart.  

BROKEN-HEART.  Until one spring, she longed to see the world.  I said, “Let’s go together.”  So we came to this town.
SISTER.  What was she like? 

BROKEN-HEART.  She sang.  My marionettes adored her music.  It made them dance.  

BROTHER. What did she sing?

BROKEN-HEART.  The song you sang at my door that first night.  The nicer part of it, anyway.
B&S.  Granny’s song. 

BROKEN-HEART.  But then....
SISTER.  What? 

BROKEN-HEART.  She....
B&S.  Go on.
BROKEN-HEART.  No.

B&S.  Go on!

BROKEN-HEART.  One day she fell...

B&S.  No!

BROKEN-HEART.   ...in love.  
SISTER.  Does it hurt?
BROKEN-HEART.  For me.  I hated the man she fell in love with.  He was a dancer.
BROTHER.  Was he mean to her?
BROKEN-HEART.  Not at all, but after that, she sang only him.  Well, they got married and wanted to travel.
SISTER.  And you’d be forgotten.
BROTHER.  Left-behind.

BROKEN-HEART.   And never missed at all.  Aye.   But then...

B&S.  What?

BROKEN-HEART.   ...came the babies.  

SISTER.  (Sourly.)  Babies?  
BROKEN-HEART.  And with babies came diapers, which get in the way of traveling.  Still, they wanted to go.  You see, they’d heard of an island where people loved to see animals dance, and paid good money for it.  So they bought a pair of piglets to teach on the voyage.
SISTER.  Wait, how many babies?
BROKEN-HEART.  Two.  Now my sister loved everyone better than me, even pigs!  I remember the terrible evening I helped them carry things onto the ship.  The babies were wrapped up asleep in a quilt, the piglets asleep in a sack.  The ship was called The Wild Hope.
SISTER.  The Wild Hope!  

BROKEN-HEART.  “All ashore that’s going ashore!” cried the first mate.  Last call for me to get off.  I said, “Sister, give me the piglets!  I, too, need someone to love.”  Right then and there she handed me the sack.  “Farewell,” I said, and ran down the gangway. 
BROTHER.  Your sister was our mother?
BROKEN-HEART.  But you see, a moment before, when your parents were finding their room, I’d switched you around.  It was sleeping babies I took in the sack, and sleeping piglets I left in the quilt.  

SISTER.  You stole us?
BROKEN-HEART.  The Wild Hope sailed off without us.
B&S.  You stole us!  (Jump up.)

BROKEN-HEART.  Yes.  That’s how jealous I was. 
SISTER.  That’s a very bad reason! 

BROKEN-HEART.  And they never found out, I guess, until the piglets woke up, far out at sea. Later, I wrote to them by sea—saying when I’d got off the ship, all I’d found in the sack was rutabagas.  I said that someone must have kidnapped you when none of us was looking.  I never heard from them again.  
SISTER.  I hope you changed a million diapers!

BROKEN-HEART.  At least!  And all that crying!  Wa-waah!  It was too much.  So I carried you both to the mountain and— 

B&S.  —Left us at Granny’s gate!  (Longingly.)  
BROTHER.  Dear Granny!
BROKEN-HEART.  Now I’m afraid your parents are gone forever. 

SISTER.  What were they like?  What did they look like?  

BROKEN-HEART.  Well, I’m not good with words.  I’m just a carver. 

BROTHER.  Wicked Uncle!   You deserve your broken heart!   

SISTER.  Get off our quilt!

BROKEN-HEART.   You’re right. (Gets up.)  Goodnight. (Exits.) 

TROUPE.  (Sing.)     Take me with you / Take me with you,
Take me with you / With you when you go.  

B&S.  (B&S put blocks and foot in chest, then look at each other.)   Poor Uncle.  (Sleep.)
(Marionettes MUDWORTH & PORCABELLA enter and lie down.  Dawn.) 
TROUPE.  (Songbirds.)

BRAIDED GIRL.  (Enters outside, feeding birds crumbs from her basket.)  Morning, birdies.  Breakfast, birdie-birdie-birdie!  

BROTHER.  (Sits up.)  Sister.  (BRAIDED GIRL exits.  SISTER sits up.)  I dreamt all night how much he loved her.  
SISTER.  I’m sure she loved him, too.  (Glances into the chest.)  Empty!  (BROTHER looks.)
B&S.  (Call.)  Uncle?  (B&S rise and come upon MUDWORTH & PORCABELLA.)  

SISTER.  He carved the heads!  And made clothes from the tablecloth.
BROTHER.  And put them together with strings and sticks!  Uncle?   
SISTER.  He must be out.  
BROTHER.  How do these things work, anyway?  (B&S mime picking up the sticks and operating M&P.)  Stand up, mister.
SISTER.  (With PORCABELLA.)  You, too, sleepy.  
BROTHER.  (For MUDWORTH.) “Look, I can wiggle.”

SISTER.  Ha!  (For PORCABELLA.)  “Silly!” What shall we call them?  

BROTHER.  What names do we know—and like?  
SISTER.  (Thinks.) Mudworth!  (For PORCABELLA.)  “Good day, Mudworth.”

BROTHER.  (For MUDWORTH.) “Good day, Porcabella.”  

MUDWORTH.  (For himself.)  Sleep well, my dear?

SISTER.  (For PORCABELLA.)  “Yes, thank you, but this morning...”
PORCABELLA.  (For herself.)  ...I’ve forgotten what I am or used to be.
SISTER.  You were a tree?

MUD & PORCA.  A Tree? 

BROTHER.  They could be parents, for pretend, as long as ours are missing.
MUDWORTH.  I think we could be parents.  Can’t be hard. Any rules?
B&S.  Take us with you when you go.
SISTER. (To BROTHER.)  Now make him dance. 
BROTHER.  You make her sing.  One, two, three.... (MUDWORTH dances.)
PORCABELLA.  (Sings.)  Earth turn, Breeze blow / Brave seeds, Wind—
SISTER.  (Stops singing and lowers PORCABELLA.)  We should find uncle.
BROTHER.  Where?
SISTER.  I don’t know.  The market street, or down at the dock.

BROTHER.  What about these?

SISTER.  Put them down for a nap.  (Lifts PORCABELLA and makes her yawn.  BROTHER does same with MUDWORTH.)
PORCABELLA.  Why am I suddenly so sleepy?
MUDWORTH.  Me too. 
SISTER.  Because you’ve just been born.  Nap time.

(B&S put M&P down on the quilts.   BRAIDED GIRL enters outside and knocks.)

TROUPE.  (Knocking.)   
BROTHER.  (Answers  the door.  Grins.)  Hello.

BRAIDED GIRL.  Hello.  Your uncle came by at dawn.  He’s gone away and says maybe you’ll stay at the orphan home.

SISTER.  Who is it, Brother? 
BROTHER.  What are those?
BRAIDED GIRL.  These?  Braids.  All girls have them.
BROTHER.  Sister doesn’t. 

SISTER.  Doesn’t what?  (Joins them.)  

BRAIDED GIRL.  (To SISTER.)  Would she like to see them?
BROTHER.  They’re braids.
SISTER.  (Jealous.)  No, thank you.  
BRAIDED GIRL.  The orphan home woman makes them for me, just like a mother.  I’m the only orphan she has left.  I’m special.  Would you like us to make you breakfast?
BROTHER.  Would I!
SISTER.  (Tugs BROTHER back.) No, thank you, we ate.

BROTHER.  We did?  
SISTER.  Come, we must wake up our parents.  
BRAIDED GIRL.  I thought you were orphans like me.  
SISTER.  Oh, no.  But ours are just such—lazies!
BRAIDED GIRL.  (Disappointed.)  Well, if you ever want to visit....  (Goes outside.)
BROTHER.  But Sister—

SISTER.  Up, splinter-heads! (B&S rouse M&P.)  
PORCABELLA.  Go look for your uncle down at the dock.
SISTER.  What a good idea. 

MUDWORTH.   No, you must stay home with us.  We’re still your parents, aren’t we?

PORCABELLA.  Dear, be kind to the children.  Let’s all go.  
SISTER.  That way you can look after us.

MUDWORTH.  Well....  But aren’t you still hungry?  That orphan girl—
SISTER.  Come on!  (SISTER exits with PORCABELLA, past BRAIDED GIRL.)  Excuse me!

BROTHER.  (Hesitates, then follows.)  Wait!  

MUDWORTH.  Watch it, you’re kicking my heels.

BROTHER.  Sorry.  Which way did they go?
BRAIDED GIRL.  We make muffins.

SISTER.  (Offstage.)  Brother!
BROTHER.  Coming!  (Exits.)

MUDWORTH. (Offstage.)  Did she say muffins?

BRAIDED GIRL.  Yes.  (Wipes a tear and exits.) 
SCENE 5.  THE WILD HOPE
(The deck of the steamship The Wild Hope.  At back of stage, TROUPE brings on wall with sign saying “Galley.” The Cook will stand behind this wall. Across a wide window in the wall is a curtain that the Cook can open and close.  Pointing right from the galley is a sign that says “Bunk Room—Last Class,” Pointing left from the galley is a sign that says “Cabins—First Class.”) 
TROUPE.  (Ship’s horn. Seagulls. Sounds of the sea.  Sounds of many passengers boarding.)

(PASSENGER enters, followed by CORN BOY who carries baggage.  CORN BOY also has a bag over his shoulder that says “Roast Corn.”)

PASSENGER.   So here I am, aboard The Wild Hope.  What cabin am I?  (Takes out a ticket.)  97.  Is that one of the fanciest?  

CORN BOY.  Yes, sir.  Sure you wouldn’t like to buy some corn?  It’s roasty, toasty, and salty!  
PASSENGER.  First get all this to my room.  Is it safe to voyage this late in the year?
CORN BOY.  Don’t worry, sir.  Once you get past the icebergs, you’re on to the tropics. 
PASSENGER.  Icebergs?  

CORN BOY.  Don’t worry, I’ll show you the lifeboats.

 (PASSENGER & CORN BOY exit left. MATE enters.)
MATE.  (Blows whistle.)  Final boarding!  (Exits.)

 (POOR FAMILY enters with bundles and tickets, sit on their bundles.)

POOR BOY.  Papa, you ever seen smokestacks like that?

POOR GIRL.  Well, it’s a steamship.  Look at the flags!
(B&S enter with MUDWORTH & PORCABELLA.)
MUDWORTH.  I’m feeling a little dizzy.

PORCABELLA.  Dear, we’re tied to the dock. 
MUDWORTH.  Still I feel strange, like I’m thinking double.

(CORN BOY enters, putting a coin in his pocket.)

CORN BOY.  (Takes out a bag of corn.)  Corn!  Roasty, toasty hot salted corn!  (Approaches the POOR FAMILY.)

POOR GIRL.   Mama, Papa, please!   

POOR BOY.  This once!
CORN BOY.  (Takes out more bags.)  How many?
POOR MOTHER.  We can’t afford it.
POOR FATHER.  One.
POOR BOY & GIRL.  Yay!   (CORN BOY sells them a bag, which they share.)
TROUPE.  (Deep horn blows.)

SISTER.  Let’s find out the name of the ship.  
MUDWORTH.  No, no, mustn’t talk to strangers.
CORN BOY.   I’ll tell you.  It’s The Wild Hope.
B&S.  What?!

CORN BOY.  This ship.  The Wild Hope.  It’s written right there on its side, where you came up the gangway.  (To BROTHER.) What’s wrong, can’t you read?

BROTHER.  Sure.  A little.
CORN BOY.   Ha!  (To SISTER.)  Your brother’s funny.  (Offers SISTER a taste.)  Here, try it.

POOR MOTHER.  Poor things can’t read.
SISTER.  (Hands full.)  I’d like to. (CORN BOY takes PORCABELLA and hands her to BROTHER.)

BROTHER.  Hey!

PORCABELLA. (Bumps into MUDWORTH.)  Sorry!

CORN BOY.  (To SISTER.)  Now?  

SISTER.  Thank you.  (Takes some corn.)
MUDWORTH.  (To POOR PARENTS.)  Do yours talk to strangers?
POOR FATHER.  Not if I can help it.

SISTER.  Well, he got to talk to that orphan girl.

PORCABELLA.  (Head bowed.)  Hold me up.

BROTHER.  I’m trying!

(MATE enters.)

MATE.  (Blows a whistle.)  Shore people, getting yourselves ashore!  (Exits.)

PORCABELLA.  I feel like we should go below.  (Drags BROTHER & MUDWORTH to the right.)

BROTHER.  We’re supposed to be getting off.   
PORCABELLA.  Nonsense.  (They exit.) 
CORN BOY.  More?
SISTER.  Yes, please.  Our parents once sailed on this very ship.
(CAPTAIN enters.  CORN BOY ducks.)
CAPTAIN.  Where’s the Cook?  He didn’t decide to sneak off again, did he?
(COOK enters.)

COOK.  No. I’m here, as always.  

CAPTAIN.  A cook who doesn’t like to cook.

COOK.  I love to cook.  For someone who appreciates me!  (Exits into galley.  CAPTAIN exits.)

CORN BOY.  Come on, I’ll show you around.

SISTER.  Do we still have time?  

CORN BOY.  Sure.  There’s the galley, where they feed the poor.  Want to see the dining room where the First Class passengers eat?
SISTER.  What’s a dining room? 
CORN BOY.  Come on.  (Leading SISTER to the left.)  I plan to be a sailor one day.  I’m very adventurous.  Besides, I’m alone in the world.  I have to look after myself.
SISTER.  Me, too.  (Exits with CORN BOY.)
(CAPTAIN enters from right, MATE from left.)

CAPTAIN.  First Mate, nab that corn boy and throw him off the ship.  He’s always trying to sneak aboard.  

MATE.  Aye, aye.  (Exits left.)
CAPTAIN.  And keep him off next time we’re in port. (Exits.) 

POOR MOTHER.  What’s next?

POOR GIRL.  I’m hungry.
(CORN BOY enters, chased by MATE.)
MATE.  Down the gangway with you!
CORN BOY.  Aye, aye!  (Exits.)

MATE.  (Calls.)  Captain, that’s the lot!  

(CAPTAIN enters.)

CAPTAIN.  Very well.  Gangway up.
 MATE.  Gangway up!

TROUPE.  Aye, aye!
CAPTAIN.  Hawsers up.  (To MATE.)  Tell the stokers to lay on more coal!
MATE.  Aye, aye.  (Exits.)

TROUPE.  (Sounds of engines rumbling, water churning.)  
CAPTAIN.  Cast off!  (Exits.)
TROUPE.  Aye, aye!  

(POOR FAMILY comes forward and leans out over a rail.)

POOR GIRL.  We’re leaving!  

POOR BOY.   We’re leaving town!

POOR FATHER.  Finally.


(COOK opens the galley curtain and appears inside the window.)
POOR MOTHER.   I wonder where we sleep.
COOK.  You?  (Pointing.)  Bunk room, down below.

POOR B&G.  Yay the bunk room!

COOK.  You’ll line up here for supper.  (Closes curtain.)
(POOR FAMILY exits with bundles.  SISTER enters.)
SISTER.  Brother?  (Looks toward shore.)  What’s the dock doing way over there?  Brother!

(BROTHER enters without the puppets.)  

BROTHER.  What?  
SISTER.  Look!  (B&S stare back toward land.)  Porcabella!  Where are they?  

BROTHER.  They pulled me down some iron stairs, and then more stairs, and then we took a fall and I hit my head and next thing I knew, they were gone.

SISTER.  You lost them!

(POOR FAMILY enters.) 

POOR BOY.  Mama, Papa, when do we eat?
BROTHER. Well, you ran off and left me with both of them.

SISTER.  We lost our pretend parents, just like the real ones lost us!  
(B&S look at each other, hug, hold hands and look sadly out to sea. CAPTAIN enters to one side.)

SISTER.  (Sees CAPTAIN.)  Let’s ask if he’s seen them.  

(COOK opens the galley window.)  
COOK.  (Beats a pot.)  Bunk class, come and get it!  
(POOR FAMILY lines up.  As the COOK gives each a bowl and a spoon, they sit on the deck and eat.)

SISTER.  (To CAPTAIN.)  Mister?  
CAPTAIN.  Yes?

SISTER.  We lost our puppets.

CAPTAIN.  Go look in Lost and Found.  Wait. Where are your parents? 
SISTER.  They’re—not here.
CAPTAIN.   No parents?  Tickets?  Money?   Well, you can’t sail for free. 
(POOR BOY & GIRL return their bowls to the COOK and exit right.)

CAPTAIN.  Cook, more stowaways!  (Exits.)
COOK.  Aye, Captain.  (To B&S.)  You two—in here!  (B&S go into the galley.)  Hungry?  (B&S nod.  COOK hands them spoons and bowls of food.)  Soon as you’re done, see these sinks in front of you?  See these soap suds?  See these?  (Holds up dirty bowls.)  Five hundred of these, and you two get to wash them all.  Tonight, tomorrow after breakfast, then after lunch, and so on.  
SISTER.  All these?

COOK.  All?  That’s just the start.  That’s just for the folks in the bunks.  The rich ones, up there, for them it’s platters, plates, fruit plates, butter plates, salad plates, bowls, saucers—the works.  It’ll keep you busy.
BROTHER.  Every day?

COOK.  Boy, this is the easy job.  Last pair of stowaways, captain put 'em down in the bilge.
SISTER.  What’s the bilge?

COOK.  Way down in the bottom, where all the nasty stuff collects, like seawater washing aboard and oil and gunk from the engines. That’s the bilge.  Day and night down there, the bilge pumpers pump the stuff out.  Go down and trade places.  It’s right below the bunk room.  (B&S shake their heads.)   No?   (POOR MOTHER & FATHER return their bowls.)  Thank you.  (Hands bowls to B&S.)  Then get started right now and you might be done by midnight. (Closes the window.)
POOR MOTHER.  Our first night at sea.
POOR FATHER.  I’m not feeling so good.

TROUPE.  (Ship’s bells.)

(POOR BOY & GIRL enter.)

POOR BOY.  Papa, you should see all the people down in the bunks.

POOR GIRL.  They’re packed in like sardines. 
POOR MOTHER.  Never mind, we’ll manage.

POOR FATHER.  I think I’m getting seasick.

(POOR FAMILY exits.  TROUPE hums.   COOK opens the curtain.  B&S dry their hands on a towel and come out of galley.)
COOK.  Midnight, right on time.  Good job.  Be back at dawn.  

SISTER.  Which cabin is ours? 
COOK.  Cabin?  Ha!  (Points.)  Bunk room!  And don’t let the bilge pumps keep you awake.  Good-night.   (Closes the galley.  B&S exit right.)

 (Darkness.  Ship’s bells.  The deck lights go off.  Darkness.  Several weeks pass to another evening.  POOR MOTHER, BOY & GIRL enter and go to the rail.)

POOR MOTHER.  Finally, we’ve left that terrible cold and fog.   
POOR GIRL.  Poor Papa, still seasick. 
POOR BOY.  I want to see a whale tonight. 
POOR GIRL.  I want to see a mermaid.
(B&S enter sadly and also look out at the sea.)

POOR BOY.  Flying fish!  

POOR MOTHER.  The evening’s so warm.  We must be near the equator by now.  Those two poor children over there.  Each evening, before they wash up after supper, I see them looking out to sea.  They sing so sadly to themselves.    

POOR GIRL.  Look, a mermaid!  Fooled you!
 (CAPTAIN enters unnoticed.)  
BROTHER.  But Sister, I hear it every night in my sleep.

SISTER.  ’Cause your ears still ring from the sawmill.  Or else it’s the whales.  Cook says they sing in the deep. 

BROTHER.  But how did they learn Granny’s song?  (Sings.)
Wave high, Wave low / Sea wind, Where to blow? 
SISTER.  (Joins in.)               Take me with you / With you when you go.
POOR MOTHER.  What lovely voices.  (POOR FAMILY exits.)
CAPTAIN.  You two sound lonely.  

SISTER.  Well, we’ve lost our parents.

BROTHER.  Twice.  But we still might find them when we land.
SISTER.  If we knew what they looked like.
CAPTAIN.  Land?  You’re not getting off.  You’re staying on board in the galley long enough to pay your debt.

BROTHER.  How long is that? 

CAPTAIN.  Twelve years.

B&S.  Twelve years? 

CAPTAIN.  That’s the law at sea. (Exits.)
COOK.  (Opens galley.)  
BROTHER.  Twelve years?!  
COOK.  Back to work.  I know how you feel.  I’ve been stuck like that myself.  I’ll probably die on The Wild Hope.  

BROTHER.  Poor cook.  Why can’t you get off?

COOK.  Stuck in a rut.  I’ve no one to blame but myself.  


(B&S re-enter the galley.  POOR BOY & GIRL enter.)  
POOR BOY.   Papa says it’s a long orange line on the sea.  
POOR GIRL.   But why doesn’t it just float away?  (They exit.)

SISTER.  What are they talking about?

COOK.  Them?  The equator, I expect.

SISTER.  What’s the equator?

COOK.  Don’t know what it is, except we throw a party every time we cross it.  (Begins to put colored lights or other decorations in galley window.)   Feel like having fun?
B&S.  No.

 (MATE enters with phonograph on a cart.  Puts on a record of party music.  Exits.  PASSENGER and POOR FAMILY enter with party hats, etc.,  and begin to celebrate.) 

COOK.  Cheer up.  Say, there’s a businessman has been sick ever since we left town.  Never comes out, eats in his cabin and never eats much.  Look.  (Holds up a dish.)  Take him a midnight snack, and maybe he’ll give you a coin or two to buy your way off the ship sooner.  Here.  (Gives dish to SISTER.)  It’s just some bits of old dry fruit.  That’s all he can eat.  He’s in cabin number 5.
(B&S come out of the galley with the dish.  COOK sets out drinks in cups.  PASSENGER & POOR FAMILY come by for drinks.)
PASSENGER (To B&S.)  Cheer up.  Have fun.

SISTER.  We don’t really feel like it.

BROTHER.  What’s a five?

PASSENGER.  What’s a five?  The boy just asked what’s a five!  (Others smile or laugh.)
SISTER.  (To COOK.) What’s a five?
COOK.  A five?  (Holds up a bowl of chocolate icing.)  Chocolate.  (Holds up a platter. Draws a “5” with icing on the platter.)  Five.  (Hands platter to B&S, who trace the strokes lick their fingers.)  Good.  Now hurry before he’s asleep.
(B&S rush and collide with the PASSENGER, scattering the dish.)
B&S.  No!
PASSENGER.  Excuse me! 
(B&S get down on all fours, picking up bits under PASSENGER’s feet.  CAPTAIN enters dancing.)

CAPTAIN.  Party time!  (The music gets louder.)
COOK.  (Comes out with a bowl of cracker bits.)  Nibblies!
POOR BOY & GIRL.  Yum!  (Grab, spilling the crackers, which are now mixed in with the bits of fruit.)
COOK.  Careful!

SISTER.  Oh, no! (B&S try to sort out the mess.)  

CAPTAIN.  Everybody hornpipe!  (Dances a hornpipe.)
OTHERS.   (Dancing.  Variously.)  Yo-ho-ho!  Yay!  O-lay!  
CAPTAIN.  We’re about to cross the equator!
POOR BOY & GIRL.  (Rush to the rail.)  Where?  Where is it?  

MATE.  Other side.  (POOR BOY & GIRL rush to the opposite rail.)

POOR GIRL.  There it is!

CAPTAIN.  We’re crossing!  Quiet!  (MATE turns off the music.)
POOR MOTHER.  We should sing!
ALL (except B&S).  (Sing.)   Take me with you / With you when you go.
Take me with you / With you when you go.
(ALL applaud and congratulate each other.  B&S give up searching.)
SISTER.  Well, maybe twelve years won’t seem so long.  
BROTHER.  We still might find them after we’re grown.

SISTER.  Or else we’ll never find them, will we.  
BROTHER.  Maybe not.  (They hug and exit, returning the dish to the galley.)

(MATE turns music back on, softly.  MAMA & PAPA enter.  They wear big rubber boots but otherwise are identical to Porcabella and Mudworth.)
MAMA.  But I know I heard it.  

PAPA.  You’re always hearing it, and it always turns out to be whales.

MAMA.  But this time— No, you’re right.  Let’s go back down.  We only have ten more years.  (M&P turn to exit.  MAMA turns back.)  No.  I heard children.

POOR BOY & GIRL.   That was us. 

POOR GIRL.  Were we good?  
PAPA.  What you were singing?

POOR FATHER.  Who wants to know?  Son, daughter! (Gestures.  POOR BOY & GIRL go to their parents.)

MAMA.  It can’t be them.   (Looks around.)  Who taught you all that song?!  Please, someone!
(PEDDLER enters wearing a bathrobe.)
PEDDLER.  What’s all this noise, keeping an old man up all night!  (MATE turns off music.)
PASSENGER.  Who’s he?

CAPTAIN.  A richer man than you are.  (To PEDDLER.) Sir, my apologies.  (Takes the PEDDLER aside to explain.)
PAPA.  (To MAMA.)  Never mind.  Let’s go back.... (Turns MAMA back to exit.) 
PEDDLER.   Well, the equator is splendid, but really....
MAMA.  I know that man!

CAPTAIN.  Bilge crew, back to the bilge! 
PAPA.  Come, dear.

MAMA.  No, it’s—peddler!  Don’t you know me?  Years ago, a little girl on the mountain.  I had three brothers.

PEDDLER.  Granny’s daughter!   (B&S come out of the galley.)  And Granny’s grandchildren.
B&S.  Peddler!
BROTHER.  (To MAMA.)  Porcabella!

SISTER.  Mudworth!
PAPA.  Who?
SISTER.  No!  Brother, the faces, the faces that Uncle Broken-Heart carved—he was telling us something! 
BROTHER.  (Stares.)  What they looked like?  The scars on their cheeks!  Mama?  

SISTER.  Papa?

MAMA & PAPA.  Oh!  Oh, oh, oh!  (M&P embrace B&S.)
PASSENGER.  Captain, please explain this disturbance. 

PEDDLER.  Allow me, Captain.   These two—dear Sister and Brother Always-Missed!  Once together again.  Remember that broiling day you helped me over the hill?  
BROTHER.  And heard you roll down the other side.
PEDDLER.  Yes.  Down to the farms where, suddenly, everything had changed!  
MAMA & PAPA.  How?
PEDDLER.  Everywhere fruit trees and bees and truffles again, and people were prosperous once more.  And able to buy!  And telling me the strangest stories.

ALL.  What?

PEDDLER.  (To B&S.)  That one day, suddenly, a cherry tree grew near the sawmill. A limb went missing, and overnight, that tree was loaded with cherries.  Then a cyclone landed and blew away your second uncle. 
MAMA.  Poor man!
PEDDLER.  But now, from that cherry tree, a deaf old buzzard scatters cherries as far as he can soar.  

ALL.  Strange.  
PEDDLER.  And that’s not all they told me.
ALL.  No?

PEDDLER.  Before all that, one day, suddenly, an apple tree grew near a woodcutter’s clearing. A limb went missing, and overnight, that tree was loaded with apples.  Then one dark night, your eldest aunt gave a caw and disappeared. 
PAPA.  Poor lady!

PEDDLER.  But now, from that apple tree, a raggedy crow scatters apples as far as she can fly. So the land is well again.  And I got as rich as a king’s little toe.  And I find that the money means nothing to me.
SISTER.  (To MAMA & PAPA.)  Uncle Broken-Heart said he tricked you.
MAMA.  Yes.  

PAPA.  But by the time we figured it out, we were halfway around the world with no money to get us back home.

CAPTAIN.  So they tried to stowaway on the ship but were caught and put to work in the bilge for a long time.

BROTHER.  How long?

PAPA.  Twenty years.

B&S.  Twenty?!

CAPTAIN.  And they still owe ten. 
SISTER.  Mama, where did you get that scar?  And Papa, you, too?

MAMA.  We cried so much when we lost you.  (PAPA & MAMA hug B&S.  POOR FAMILY hug.)
COOK.  Oh!  (Hugs PEDDLER.)
CAPTAIN.  Party’s over.  Back to the galley.  Back to the bilge.
POOR MOTHER.  That doesn’t seem right.

MATE.  Captain, land ho!  I see lanterns along the beach.  
CAPTAIN.  Land?  
PEDDLER.  Captain, how much money do these four people owe?  Never mind. I don’t care how much.  (Pulls wads of money out of his bathrobe and showers it on the CAPTAIN.  To M&P and B&S.)  Come, we’re getting off!  

B&S, MAMA & PAPA.  We’re getting off?  
ALL.  They’re getting off!
COOK.   (Takes off hat.)  That’s it, me too, I quit!  

PEDDLER.  Good, I’d appreciate having a good cook.

COOK.  Really?   Well!  (Puts hat back on.)
CAPTAIN.  Prepare to send a boat ashore.

MATE.  Aye, aye, sir!  (Exits.)
ALL.  Hurray!  (POOR BOY and GIRL start them all singing.)  

Earth turn, breeze blow / Brave seeds, wind sow,
Take me with you / With you when you go.  
(All exit. Remove the galley.)
SCENE 6.  A SUNNY BEACH

 (Polynesian sounds and music.  PEDDLER enters in swimsuit, with beach towel and sunglasses.  COOK enters carrying coconuts with straws inserted.)  

COOK.  How was your swim?

PEDDLER.  Delightful. 

COOK.  Have some coconut milk.  (Hands coconut to PEDDLER. They sip.)  
PEDDLER.  (Sips.)  Mmm!  (To audience.)  You’re wondering where they are now, aren’t you?  Well, they stayed with us here in my beach chalet until another ship arrived to take them home again.  First class.
COOK.  Which he paid for, and also gave them....
PEDDLER.  Oh, a little something.  And so we said goodbye.  

COOK.  And cried like pelicans.

PEDDLER.  By the time they landed, it was spring again.  The last bits of snow had melted away.  The land was green.  

COOK.  They went back to their Uncle Broken-Heart’s in town.  But sadly, the place was boarded up.  
PEDDLER.  What’s that I smell cooking?
COOK.  Lobster  and baked bananas.

PEDDLER.  Mmm!     (They exit.)

SCENE 7.  THE HILL ABOVE TOWN
(Moonlight.  MAMA & PAPA and B&S enter.  PAPA carries a pack.  MAMA carries blankets. B&S carry a lantern.)  
M&P, B&S.  (Sing.) 
Night sky, moon glow / Sweet night in June, oh,



Take me with you / With you when you go.
TROUPE.  (Sing.)
Take me with you / With you when you go.
PAPA.  We must be close to the top.  

MAMA.  Stop.  I’m out of breath.  
PAPA.  Look back at the lights of town.  (To B&S.)  Aren’t you tired?  (MAMA lays out blankets.)
B&S.  No.  
SISTER.  How many days ‘til we’re back on the mountain?

MAMA.  We’re not getting there tonight.  Sleep.  (Sits.  The others sink down around her.)  We’re not getting there at all.
B&S.  Mama!

MAMA.  I mean it.  

PAPA.  You’re thinking about the little red schoolhouse we passed on the edge of town.

MAMA.  I am.

BROTHER.  Papa, could you really teach pigs to dance?

PAPA.  I could, but I set the piglets free.  

BROTHER.  No, really, can you?
PAPA.  Son, I can teach a chicken to cha-cha-cha.  
MAMA.  We can’t go back to the mountain.

PAPA.  Why?

MAMA.  They need to be in school.

B&S.  Nay, Mama.

MAMA.  For reading and numbers. 
BROTHER.  We can count.  

SISTER.  And we can read.  Give us a test. 

B&S.  A test?

MAMA.  Very well, but it needs to be hard. 
PAPA.  All right.  Reading.  At Youngest Uncle’s house, there’s an old sign on the door that says— 

BROTHER.  “Closed.”

PAPA.  They can read!
MAMA.  All right, but what about numbers?   Something very abstract.  What’s this?  (Traces a 5 in the air.)
PAPA.  What was that?  

BROTHER.  Again.  (MAMA traces.)  

MAMA.  See, they don’t know a thing about—

SISTER.  Once more.  (MAMA traces.)  That’s easy, that’s a five.
PAPA.  Well, clearly they don’t need school.  Or if they do, we’ll build one on the mountain.
MAMA.  (Yawns.  Blows out lantern.  Settles down to sleep.) Well, we’ve a long trip ahead of us. 
PAPA.  Do you think you’ll ever forgive him?
MAMA.  My brother?  I don’t know.  I don’t think I can.  How could I, for all those years we lost?

(ORPHAN WOMAN enters with lantern and basket.)

WOMAN.  But you must.  He loves you so.
SISTER.  How do you know?

WOMAN.  I used to run an orphan home near your uncle’s house.  We were both so shy we never spoke, until one day, he came to us and said he was going away and wanted us to look after a wandering girl and boy.  You.

PAPA.  Them?

WOMAN.  Weeks later, he came back.  We went to tell him you never arrived and—

MAMA.  Who’s we?

WOMAN.  I and my last little girl.

BROTHER.  The braided girl.

WOMAN.  And, well, your uncle and I fell in love, and married, and bought the orphan home as our house, and adopted a boy we found down at the dock.

(BROKEN-HEART enters with CORN BOY & BRAIDED GIRL.)
CORN BOY.  I used to sell corn and carry baggage. 

SISTER.  Corn Boy!
CORN BOY.  We’re cousins now.
B&S.  Uncle Broken-Heart!
MAMA.  Brother!  (Jumps out and hugs BROKEN-HEART.)

BRAIDED GIRL.  We had a picnic at the top of the hill tonight.

BROTHER.  At night.

BRAIDED GIRL.  Yes, because of the beautiful sight.

BROTHER.  What sight?
SISTER.  Mama, you were mad at him.  

MAMA.  I was!  I am!  Oh!  (Turns away.) 

BROKEN-HEART.  Dear sister, you found them.
MAMA.  They found us.  No thanks to you.  

BROKEN-HEART.  I need much forgiving for what I’ve done.  
WOMAN.  Every day he used to go down to the dock, and sit, and wait for your return.

BRAIDED GIRL.  That’s where he found me my brother.
BROKEN-HEART.  (To PAPA.)  Forgive me, brother-in-law.  (To MAMA.)  And sister....
SISTER.  Mama, Papa, please forgive him.  
MAMA.  Words of regret are never enough without doing something to set the world right.

WOMAN.  Soon, when vacation starts from school, we’ll join you on the mountain.

BROKEN-HEART.  I knew you’d go back.

WOMAN.  And help you fix up Granny’s old farm.  (MAMA hugs BROKEN-HEART.)  For now, we need to get these two home to bed.
BROKEN-HEART.  Come back to town for the night.  
MAMA.  No.  We’re on our way.
BRAIDED GIRL & CORN BOY.  Good-bye, cousins.
B&S.  Good-bye.
(Waves, hugs, and good-byes. BROKEN-HEART exits with his family.)
SISTER.  Mama, braid my hair.  

MAMA.  Of course.  (MAMA and SISTER settle down.)

PAPA.  I’m pooped.
BROTHER.  The moon’s so bright.  Someone said there’s something neat to see, just over the top of the hill.  (Gets up.)  Let’s go.

PAPA.  No.

SISTER.  Just a peek?
MAMA.  Then come right back. (B&S exit.)  Really, dear, we ought to keep better track of them somehow.  

PAPA. Put strings on them maybe.  Like puppets.  Why does that sound so familiar?  (M&P settle their heads and close their eyes.)
SISTER.  (Offstage.)  Mama, Papa, there’s snow in the valley.
MAMA.  (Sighs.)  No dear, the moon plays tricks on your eyes.
PAPA.  Come to sleep. (M&P lie down again.)
(B&S enter, caps in hand.  From the caps, they sprinkle petals on M&P.)
PAPA.  Snow?  (M&P sit.)  

MAMA.  Nay, smell.  
PAPA.  Petals—apple, cherry.  (Gets up, goes a few feet away.  Stands on tiptoes to look.  Turns back.)  Like snow, from here to the mountain.

B&S.  The trees are blooming.   Papa, Mama, come on, let’s go!

MAMA.  No, no, no!  (M&P pull B&S down.)  

PIGLETS. (Offstage faintly.)  Squee, squee....
PAPA.  We all need sleep.

SISTER.  Yes, but—
MAMA.  Sshh!  I hear something. 

BROTHER.  What?
PIGLETS.  (Faintly) Squee, snort.
MAMA.  What’s that?
B&S.  We know!  (Rise and exit.) 
MAMA.  No.

PAPA.  (Sits.)  Now, see here!  Oh, what’s the use.  (Collapses again. M&P sleep.)  

SISTER.  (Offstage.)  Mudworth!  

BROTHER.  (Offstage.)  Porcabella!  
PIGLETS. (Offstage.)  (Sounds of squeals and capture.)

(B&S enter with PIGLETS.)
B&S.  Look!  

ALL.  (Sing.)            Earth turn, breeze blow / Brave seeds, wind sow,
     Take me with you / With you when you go.     

[CURTAIN]
NOTES

This play is an adaptation of the children’s novel Take Me With You When You Go by Alan Venable, One Monkey Books, 2008.  Shorter classroom acting and readers’ theatre versions are available free by download from OneMonkeyBooks.com.

Order the novel from OneMonkeyBooks.com, or send $14.95 (includes shipping) to:  One Monkey Books, 156 Diamond Street, San Francisco, CA 94114-2414.   Or order from local or on-line bookstores. Libraries discounts:  Quality Books, Inc. (800-323-4241).  Teachers can also order in discount quantity (4 or more copies) from OneMonkeyBooks.com.
PROPS:  

	Item
	Act
	Item
	Act

	Apple & cherry petals
	7
	Yarn & knitting needles
	1

	Apple shriveled & brown
	1
	Lantern 
	2

	Axe
	2
	Laundry basket
	2

	Basket of food
	4
	Laundry line with pinned laundry 
	2

	Blanket 
	3
	Paper Money 
	5

	Bowls & spoons (6) 
	5
	Pack (for PAPA)
	7

	Bundles (as baggage)
	5
	Pack (huge, for PEDDLER)
	3

	Carved wood hand & foot 
	4
	Pack (normal, for PEDDLER) 
	1

	Chair (for GRANNY) 
	1
	Pail (small) 
	1

	Cherry shriveled & black
	2
	Phonograph on table or cart
	5

	Chest (plain wood, small) 
	4
	Platter
	5

	Chocolate icing in a bowl
	5
	Pot (metal)
	5

	Cleaver 
	3
	Quilts (2) 
	4

	Coconuts with straws (2)
	6
	Spade
	2

	Coin (large)
	5
	Spyglass
	5

	Cracker bits in a bowl
	5
	String of lights or decorations.
	5

	Dish (small) of fruit bits
	5
	Suitcases 
	5

	Dishtowel
	3
	Tropical drinks (2)
	6

	Fancy drink glasses 
	5
	Wall of galley (cardboard & cloth)
	5

	Egg (not real)
	1
	Wood blocks (2, head-sized)
	4

	Handsaw
	2
	Woodcarving knives (2)
	4


COSTUMES: 
	GRANNY
	White hair, black shawl, sleeping cap.

	BROTHER & SISTER
	Baby bonnets.  Woolen caps later.  Each costume has a narrow strip of cloth to “tear off.” SISTER’s hair is braidable.  

	PEDDLER
	Gray beard, outdoor clothing.  Bathrobe.  Bathing suit, towel, & sunglasses.

	WINTER
	White clothing & white blanket.

	ELDEST AUNT 
	Shabby long black dress.

	ELDEST UNCLE
	Long dark shabby coat.

	TREES 
	Leaves, no blossoms or fruit.  One short, thick “limb” can be “cut off.”

	RAIN
	Long, clear plastic ribbons on clothing and on wands. 

	MUD
	Brown clothing and brown blanket.

	SECOND AUNT
	Apron.

	SECOND UNCLE  
	Bald on top of head.  Appears to be missing some fingers.

	STEAMSAW
	Saw blade (silver phonograph record) on spindle.

	SAWDUST PILE 
	Sawdust-colored sheet.

	BRAIDED GIRL
	Long braids.

	BROKEN-HEART
	Tool belt.

	PORCABELLA/MAMA   
	Clothing of tablecloth. Teardrop scar down cheek.

	MUDWORTH/PAPA   
	Clothing of tablecloth.  Scar at side of one eye.  

	PASSENGER
	Well-dressed.  Bulky coat.

	CORN BOY
	Old clothing.  Vendor’s tray with corn in small paper bags.

	MATE
	Sailor suit and whistle.

	POOR FAMILY
	Worn jackets’ coats, headscarves, caps.

	COOK
	Chef’s hat & apron.  Also beach wear. 

	CAPTAIN 
	Sea captain’s uniform & cap.

	ORPHAN WOMAN
	Motherly.


DOUBLING FOR MINIMAL CAST:   
If you have many actors to cast, you can cast different pairs for BROTHER & SISTER in different scenes.

	
	Scene 1
	Scene 2
	Scene 3
	Scene 4
	Scene 5
	Scene 6
	Scene 7

	1.
	BROTHER
	—>
	—>
	—>
	—>
	
	BROTHER

	2.
	SISTER 
	—>
	—>
	—>
	—>
	
	SISTER 

	3.
	
	AP TREE
	BABY
	PORCA
	—>
MAMA
	
	MAMA

	4.
	
	
	CH TREE 

BABY
	MUDWTH
	—>

 PAPA
	
	PAPA

	5.
	PEDDLER
	—>


	—>
BABY 
	
	PEDDLER
CORN BOY
	—>
	CORN BOY

	6.
	
	1st AUNT
	BABY
	
	POOR MOM
	
	ORP LADY

	7.
	
	1st UNCLE
	SAWDUST 
	
	CAPTAIN
	
	

	8.
	
	
	2nd UNCLE
	
	POOR DAD
	
	

	9.
	GRANNY 
	
	2nd AUNT
	
	COOK
	—>
	

	10.
	
	
	STEAMSAW
	BROKE-HRTN-
	MATE
	
	BROKE-HRT

	11.
	
	PIGLET
	BABY
	BRAID GIRL
	POOR GIRL
	
	BRAID GIRL

	12.
	
	PIGLET
	BABY
	
	POOR BOY
	
	

	13.
	WINTER 
	RAIN / MUD
	
	
	PASSENGER
	
	


MUSIC:  Hear the tune at OneMonkeyBooks.com.  Get basic sheet music for the song at OneMonkeyBooks.com.
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