[image: image1.jpg]



by

Michael Upward & Benita Scheckel

Based upon the novel

“Anne of Green Gables”

by

Lucy Maud Montgomery

© Copyright 2005
Exclusively licensed through

MAESTRO THEATER LIBRARY

www.maestro.ws/mtl 

The Characters
Anne Shirley
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Mrs. Barry/Mother/Ensemble
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The Songs 

Act One

“A Home for Me” – Anne and Ensemble

“Anne With an E” - Anne

“The Lord’s Prayer” – Anne and Marilla

“Kindred Spirits” – Anne and Diana

“Math and Mayhem”
- Anne and Kids

“That Girl” – Marilla and Matthew

“The Feud” – Rachel, Marilla and Mrs. Barry

Act Two

“The Haunted Wood” – Ensemble

“What Do You Call a Boy?” – Anne, Josie, Sophia, Ruby and all kids

“That Girl” – Reprise – Gilbert

“Good Intentions” – Rachel (Not included in the script)

 “One Little Drop” – Matthew and Anne

“The Bend in the Road” – Anne, Gilbert and Ensemble
THE SCENES

ACT I: 
SCENE ONE

A. Narrative by Rachel Lynde.


B. Green Gables – Matthew and Marilla

C.. Train station. SONG: “Could It Be That I Am Home?”  


D. Buggy ride. SONG:  “Anne With An E” 

SCENE TWO


A. Narrative by Marilla Cuthbert.


B. Marilla makes up her mind.


C. Anne’s bedroom. SONG: “The Lord’s Prayer” 

SCENE THREE


A. Narrative by Mr. Phillips.


B. On the road to school. SONG: “Kindred Spirits”


C. School Room. SONG: “Math and Mayhem” 

SCENE FOUR


A. Narrative by Matthew Cuthbert.


B. Broach scene. SONG: “That Girl” 

SCENE FIVE


A. Narrative by Diana Barry. 


B. Diana is invited to tea. UNDERSCORE: “Tea Party.”  


C. Tragic results. SONG: “The Feud”

ACT II:
SCENE ONE

A. Narrative by Rachel Lynde


B: Rachel’s home.  Spare room surprise


C: A good imagination gone wrong: SONG: “Haunted Wood”  

SCENE TWO


A. Narrative by Josie Pye.  


B. On the road to school. Gilbert, Billy and Charlie

C. Sewing Lesson – Rachel and Anne

D.. Schoolhouse. SONG: “What do you call a boy?”

SCENE THREE


A. Narrative by Gilbert Blythe.


B. Schoolyard.  Anne falls off the roof/Gilbert helps Anne home

C. Marilla’s secret.

D. “Life-ography.” Anne and Matthew.

SCENE FOUR


A. Narrative by Matthew, Marilla.


B. Rachel’s porch. Matthew and Rachel

C. General Store. SONG: “Good Intentions”  by Rachel (Scene not included in script)

D. Birthday gift.  SONG:  “One Little Drop” 

SCENE FIVE: FINALE


A. Narrative by Anne Shirley.


B. Graduation day. SONG: “The Bend in the Road”

ANNE OF GREEN GABLES

ACT I

SCENE 1A

RACHEL:
(Sitting on her chair, sewing.) On the Northern shore of Prince Edward Island is my hometown, Avonlea, a quiet, yet occasionally eventful little town. While there are plenty of people in Avonlea who can attend closely to their neighbor’s business by neglecting their own, I on the other hand, am a capable person who can manage my own concerns, and still have time for those of other folks. (As if responding to a critic). I am just trying to be good neighbor. I run the Sewing Circle, teach Sunday School and I was the most valued supporter of the Church Aid Society and Foreign Missions Auxillary. (Trying to act modestly)

There is nothing quite like sitting on your front porch, watching the comings and goings of people, trying to find out exactly what your neighbors don’t want you to know they are up to. Take Matthew Cuthbert, for instance. He lives with his sister, Marilla, who is one of my closest friends. Their house is on a property called Green Gables, which is located just outside of town, in the middle of nowhere. I don’t call living in such a place living at all.  It’s just… staying… that’s what.  It’s no wonder Matthew and Marilla are both a little odd, brother and sister, living out there all alone, by themselves. (Lights out on Rachel)

SCENE 1B

(Matthew and Marilla’s home)

(Matthew enters exhausted, slumps on the kitchen chair next to Marilla, his sister, who is chopping potatoes for a stew.)

MARILLA: 
Matthew Cuthbert you cannot go on like this much longer.  I really think we ought to get someone to help out on the farm.  A nice boy from the orphanage in Bright River would be perfect.  And besides, we’re not getting any younger.

MATTHEW: 
Oh Marilla, I’m too old for a child and so are you.

MARILLA:
Now, this idea of mine is not for your silly sentimentality Matthew, this is practicality I’m speaking of.  You need help.

MATTHEW: 
Maybe you’re right Marilla.

MARILLA:
Of course I’m right.  Now why don’t you just fill out this form and drop it off at the Post on your way to the feed store this afternoon.

MATTHEW:  Fine.  Whatever you say Marilla.

(Lights back on Rachel)

RACHEL: 
Imagine my surprise, when I looked up from my sewing and saw Matthew Cuthbert, calmly driving down the street in one of his best suits, which was plain proof he was up to something important.  Imagine that! He was supposed to be sowing his late turnip seed. Now where was Matthew going and why was he going there?  I just had to know.  Well, let’s just say that this whole thing happened because of a mistake!

SCENE 1 C

(Train station.)

(A chord sounds, a light appears on the train crossing sign)

(Another chord sounds, a light appears on a vacant bench)  

(The final chord sounds, and the lights come up on a small ticket booth with the Stationmaster inside.  Music continues as various people are seen going about their business.) 

A HOME FOR ME

A MOTHER:
(With her 2 small children) 



WAIT UNTIL WE SEE YOUR FATHER HONEY 



PUT DOWN THAT CANDY! NO YOU CAN’T HAVE MONEY!



STRAIGHTEN UP AND FIX YOUR COLLAR



I TOLD YOU NO!  YOU CAN’T  HAVE A DOLLAR

SALESMAN 1:  Well, how’d we do?

SALESMAN 2:  (Looking in his carpet bag). We sold one Snake Oil, two tonics and a bottle of  Memory Elixir.  

SALESMAN 1:  That’s it?!



(singing) WHAT MADE YOU THINK WE COULD SELL IN THIS TOWN?

SALESMAN 2:  ME? YOU SAID YOUR MORTGAGE WAS UPSIDE DOWN

SALESMAN 1:  TWO MEASELY BUCKS CAN’T BE ALL THAT WE CLEARED

SALESMAN 2:  YOU’D BETTER LOOK FOR A NEW CAREER.



(Soldier heading off to war, kissing his wife.)

WIFE: 

NEXT TIME I SEE YOU, YOU’LL BE A FATHER

SOLDIER:
I WILL RETURN, DON’T YOU FRET (Wiping her tears),

WIFE:

I STILL REMEMBER THE FIRST DAY I SAW YOU

SOLDIER:
YES, IT WAS POURING, 

WIFE:

MY HAIR WAS ALL WET  I can’t believe you remember that.



(Timed with the music, the characters hand their bags to the porter and line up




at the ticket booth.  Music pauses)

(A chord is heard: Train whistle sounds,)

(Another Chord, billow of steam occurs near on the steps, Anne steps out of the steam looking out. She walks over to the ticket booth)

ANNE:
Excuse me, sir... 

STATIONMASTER: (Busy stamping tickets, in time with the music) One moment... (Holds up finger for Anne to wait. Continues stamping)

ANNE:
I’m here to...

STATIONMASTER: (Putting up his hand) Eh...

ANNE:
But I...

STATIONMASTER: Eh.. (Stopping her.  He finishes his stamping). Okay, what can I do for you young lady?

ANNE:
(Ready to burst. Talking quickly) Matthew and Marilla Cuthbert sent for me, and I am supposed to meet them here. I came from the orphanage in Bright River and they sent word to put me on a train and...

STATIONMASTER: (Puts hand up again, to stop her) Have a seat.  I am sure they will be along shortly. 
ANNE:
WHO AM I?  I TRY TO SEE

HOW I LOST MY FAMILY TREE 

WHERE ARE THERE PEOPLE JUST LIKE ME? 

A PLACE WHERE YOU’RE WANTED

A PLACE WHERE YOU WANT TO BE

(Standing up, with more tenacity, music builds) 

THIS TIME YOU’LL SEE, I’LL MAKE IT RIGHT

I WON’T ARGUE FUSS OR FIGHT

WON’T TALK TOO MUCH, STAY OUT OF SIGHT

A PLACE WHERE YOU’RE NEEDED

A PLACE WHERE YOU NEED TO BE

IT’S THE PLACE THAT I LONG FOR

IT’S THE HOME FOR ME.

 (The two salesmen have bought their tickets, and walk by the bench.)

ANNE:
Where ya headed?

SALESMAN 2:  Headed home, to Carmody.

ANNE: 
Bet you can’t wait to see your families.

SALESMAN 1:  (Not excited) Yeah, sure. 

SALESMAN 2:  (Aside to Anne) He has 8 children.  

ANNE:
(Shocked) 8 children?! My goodness. (Excited) What are their names?

SALESMAN 1:  Their names?

ANNE:
Yes, names are very important, so I always ask.... Oh please tell me.

SALESMAN 2:  (Sarcastically) I don’t think he remembers.

SALESMAN 1:  Of course I do. 



(Trying to prove it, singing)



THERE’S ALBERT AND ANDREW AND ALLY MARIE



ALEX AND (forgetting)

SALESMAN2: (Completing it) ANTHONY

SALESMAN 1: THERE’S AARON AND ALICE AND ANNA CLARICE 

SALESMAN 2: AND DON’T FORGET FI FI

SALESMAN 1:  (Aside) OUR PEKINEESE!

ANNE:
I’d fit right in, cause my name’s Anne.

SALESMAN 1:  (Suddenly excited) Well, here.  You can take my ticket, and I’ll 

stay here! (Salesman 2 slaps his shoulder).  What?!

SALESMEN:



ANNE:
 

MOTHER:

WHAT MADE YOU 


WHO AM I?  


WAIT UNTIL WE SEE

THINK WE COULD 






YOUR FATHER HONEY

SELL IN THIS TOWN? 

I TRY TO SEE 

PUT DOWN THAT CANDY!

YOU SAID YOUR MORTGAGE 
HOW I LOST 


NO YOU CAN’T HAVE 

WAS UPSIDE DOWN 

MY FAMILY TREE 

ANY MONEY!

TWO MEASLY BUCKS CAN’T 
WHERE ARE THERE 
STRAIGHTEN UP AND

BE ALL THAT WE CLEARED 
PEOPLE JUST 

FIX YOUR COLLAR


YOU’D  BETTER LOOK FOR 
LIKE ME? 


I TOLD YOU NO!

A NEW CAREER.
YOU CAN’T 

HAVE A DOLLAR

(At the same time as above)

WIFE: 

NEXT TIME I SEE YOU, YOU’LL BE A FATHER

SOLDIER:
I WILL RETURN, DON’T YOU FRET 

WIFE:

I STILL REMEMBER THE FIRST DAY I SAW YOU

SOLDIER:
YES, IT WAS POURING, 

WIFE:

MY HAIR WAS ALL WET

(The salesmen exit to change into Porter’s costume unless a larger cast is used.)


(A woman exits the train)

ANNE:
Say “Hi” to your children for me, Mrs. Bell, especially little Tillie.

A WOMAN:
(Walking by) Oh, I will my dear Anne.  And best of luck to you with your new family.


(An old woman exits the train)

ANNE:
Tell Mr. MacPhearson that I hope his gout feels better real soon.

WOMAN:
Thank you, Anne. I certainly will. And don’t forget: silence is a virtue.

ANNE:
Oh I won’t. Good bye.

PORTER 1: 
(Both Porters exit the train, carrying a lot of suit cases, trying to balance them.) (To the Stationmaster).  Where should we put these? 

STATIONMASTER: 
(Not really looking) Over there!


(The porters set them on the pile with the “outgoing” suitcases, they become


all mixed up).

STATIONMASTER:  No! No! Those are the outgoing bags.  Now we’ll never get them sorted out.

PORTER 2: 
Now don’t worry. We’ll take care of it. 

PORTER 1:
We will take care of it. Don’t worry now.


(DANCE BREAK – the Porters, dancers, try to sort the suitcases while throwing them back and forth, juggling them, and trying to balance them. The people are all involved, yelling, and carrying on... dancing as well.  At the end of the dance break, everyone has their bag, and the porter has a new stack to take on the train. 


(Everyone sings together.)

ALL:

A PLACE WHERE YOU’RE NEEDED

A PLACE WHERE YOU NEED TO BE

IT’S THE PLACE THAT I LONG FOR

IT’S THE HOME... (music holds)



(As the chorus holds “HOME”)

ANNE: 
WILL THERE EVER BE A HOME.

SOLDIER:
SO FAR FROM HOME

MOTHER/KIDS/FATHER:
FINALLY HOME

SALESMAN 2:  HOME SWEET HOME

SALESMAN 1:  TOO MANY KIDS AT HOME!

ANNE:
FOR ME!



(As Anne holds her last note, every one rushes around, either exiting the station, 



or getting on the train, until no one is left except Anne and the Stationmaster.)

(Slight pause in music.  Anne, alone, looks around.  She plops down on 

the bench on the final chord)

SCENE 1D

 (Matthew enters, walks up to the stationmaster)

STATIONMASTER: The five-thirty train has been in and gone half an hour ago, it was early…again! but there was a passenger dropped off for you --- a little girl.  She’s a case, I should say.

MATTHEW:
I’m not expecting a girl.  It’s a boy I’ve come for.  He should be here.  He was supposed to be coming from an orphanage in Bright River.  

STATIONMASTER: It seems there’s been a mistake then.  This girl came off the train and said you and your sister would be along for her.  That’s all I know about it.  And as you can see, I haven’t got any more orphans concealed about.

MATTHEW:
I don’t understand.

STATIONMASTER: Well, she’s all yours.  I dare say she’ll be able to explain--- she has no problem keeping a conversation going, that’s for certain. (Stationmaster exits.)

MATTHEW:
(To himself) Marilla is not going to like this.  (Pauses.  Approaches Anne)

ANNE:
I suppose you are Mr. Matthew Cuthbert of Green Gables?  I’m very glad to see you. I was beginning to be afraid you weren’t coming for me and I was imagining all the things that might have happened to prevent you.

MATTHEW:
I’m sorry I was late (shyly).  Come along. Give me your bag.

ANNE:
Oh, I can carry it.  It isn’t heavy. I’ve got all my worldly goods in it, which is why it’s so light.  (They walk to the buggy, which is facing down stage.)  Oh, it seems so wonderful that I’m going to live with you and belong to you. I’ve never belonged to anybody---not really. But the orphanage was the worst. I don’t suppose you ever lived in an orphanage, so you can’t possibly understand what it is like. It’s worse than anything you could imagine. But am I talking too much? People are always telling me I do. Would you rather I didn’t talk? If you say so I’ll stop. I can stop when I make up my mind to it, although it’s difficult.

MATTHEW:
Oh, you can talk as much as you like. I don’t mind. (He helps her into the buggy, and climbs up, grabbing the reins)

ANNE:
Oh, I’m so glad. I know you and I are going to get along together fine. People are usually telling me to stop talking, and they laugh at me because I use big words. But if you have big ideas, you have to have big words to express them, haven’t you?  Mrs. Hammond said that my tongue must be hung in the middle. But it isn’t---it’s firmly fastened at one end.

(Matthew cracks the reins, music begins and they pretend to ride during the song)

ANNE WITH AN “E” 

ANNE:
(Speaking very quickly) As I was sitting on that bench, I was wondering who was going to come and pick me up.  And I had this feeling that it might be your sister.  But when I saw that it was a man, I thought, “Oh, this is very interesting, because I’ve never known any old men.”  Not that you’re old or anything, it’s just that I’ve only been around women.  Take Mrs. Allen, for instance. 

(Music changes)  When she told me I was going to Green Gables, I thought, “Hm, now that’s a good name for a place.”  You know, a name is a very important thing.  I mean, the wrong name for a place, or especially a person, could be absolutely disastrous.  Wouldn’t you agree?

MATTHEW:
(Music pauses) Uh... sure.

ANNE:
(Music continues) Take me for instance.  Now, my name is Anne, but I spell it with an E. You couldn’t possibly respect anyone who spelled Anne without an e now could you?

MATTHEW:
(Confused) Uh... no.

ANNE:
A NAME CAN’T BE JUST ANYTHING



A NAME SETS YOU FREE

TAKE BETTY WITH A “B”

OR CAROL WITH A “C”

THOSE NAMES ARE OH SO DREARY

NOT DONNA WITH A “D”

NOR GRETTA WITH A “G”

I’M ANNE WITH AN “E”


(Music continues) Now I realize it may not make any difference to the average person, but I believe that the name of a person, and the way that it’s spelled could make or break your entire life.  Imagine how people’s lives would be different with a different name. I mean, a rose by any other name, would not smell so sweet. 


(Music changes) 


Take Queen Anne of England for example.  While her exotic good looks may have caught the attention of King Henry, imagine if she had spelled her name without an “E.” She probably would have drifted off in old age or choked on a crumpet.  But to be falsely accused and then publicly beheaded. Now that’s a dramatic ending! So profoundly tragical. (Sigh)

(Music changes)

ANNE:
Oh, how beautiful it is here. I’ve always heard that Avonlea was the prettiest place in the world, and I used to imagine I was living here, but I never really expected I would. It’s delightful when your imaginations come true, isn’t it? There was little scope for the imagination at the orphanage.  

(Music changes) Except for that time when I imagined that the girl who sat next to me was the daughter of a belted earl, who had been stolen away from her parents in her infancy by a cruel nurse who died before she could confess.



(Music changes)

ANNE:
(Looking out) Ah! Isn’t that pretty. What’s it called?

MATTHEW:
Oh that? That’s Barry’s Pond.

ANNE:
Oh no, no, no! That name will never do. I think we should call it.. let’s see now. The Lake of Shining Waters. Yes that’s the right name for it. When I don’t like the name of a place or a person, I always imagine a new one.. .  Is that not the most beautiful name you’ve ever heard?

MATTHEW: 
(Confused).  Uh... yes.

ANNE:
Yes, it is? Or yes, it isn’t?

MATTHEW: 
I mean... uh... no.

ANNE:
Who lives in that house?

MATTHEW:
The Barrys live there. They have a girl around your age, named Diana.

ANNE:
(music changes) Oh! What a perfectly lovely name.  How fortunate she is.  Just like a Greek Goddess.  With a name like that you could do anything you wanted  in life.  Marry a King, go on a crusade or have your picture on a coin.

IF JOAN OF ARC HAD BEEN A JUDY,



WHERE WOULD SHE BE?

MATTHEW: 
Alive?

ANNE:
NOT EDDIE WITH AN “E”

NOR PERCY WITH A “P”



NOT TERRY WITH A “T”



NOR VERNA WITH A “V”



Um... Oh...  (Trying to think of more names)

MATTHEW:
(Interrupting) “What about Z?”

ANNE:
Z... Hm...  Z? 

MATTHEW:
How about Zoe with a Z.

ANNE:
Perfect! Thank you!



NOR ZOE WITH A “Z”

NO, I’M ANNE WITH AN “E”



(End of song, music segues into “It’s the Home for Me” theme)

ANNE:
(Starring out to the audience) Oh my!  This couldn’t be...Green Gables, could it?

MATTHEW:
Why, yes it is.

ANNE:
How exquisite!  I hadn’t any real idea what it looked like. But as soon as I saw it I felt it was home. Oh, it seems as if I must be in a dream.  (Matthew helps down from the buggy.  In awe, she continues) Listen to the trees talking in their sleep. What nice dreams they must have!

COULD THIS BE A HOME FOR ME?

(Black out)

SCENE 2A



(The next morning)

MARILLA: 
(To the audience)  Well, this is a pretty piece of business. No boy! There had to be a boy!  We specifically sent word to the orphanage that we wanted a boy. When the poor child realized I was disappointed, she took to crying and carrying on about how we didn’t want her.  “It was the most tragical thing that had ever happened.” Well, I told her there was no reason to cry about it and that I certainly wasn’t going to turn her out-of-doors that very night.  She’d have to stay until we could investigate the whole affair.  


When I asked her name, she said I should call her Cordelia.”  Call you Cordelia! Is that your name?  She said, “not exactly” but that she would love to be called Cordelia. I didn’t know what on earth she was talking about.  I finally pressed  her, and found out her name was Anne Shirley.  It was a perfectly sensible name, and I didn’t see why she should be ashamed of that. “It was unromantic,” she said.  Unromantic, fiddlesticks!  If Anne was her name, then Anne was what I would call her.  Then, she insisted that, if I had to call her Anne, to spell it with an “e.”  For goodness sake, I couldn’t imagine what difference it makes how it’s spelled. It sounds exactly the same. Not only did we not get a boy, but they had sent the strangest child in the entire orphanage.  I didn’t know what to do.  We needed a boy to help Matthew on the farm.  A girl would be of no use to us.  After we sent her to bed for the night, I could see in Matthew’s face that he liked her. He couldn’t possibly want to keep her? My astonishment couldn’t have been greater if Matthew had expressed a predilection for standing on his head.

SCENE 2B

(Marilla steps into her kitchen, where Matthew is eating his breakfast)

MARILLA:
Well, this is a fine kettle of fish.  This is what comes from filling out a form rather than going there ourselves. This girl will have to be sent back to the orphanage. 

MATTHEW:
Yes, I suppose so.

MARILLA:
You suppose so! Don’t you know it?

MATTHEW:
Well now, she’s a real nice little thing, Marilla. It’s kind of a pity to send her back when she’s so set on staying here.

MARILLA:
Matthew Cuthbert, you don’t mean to say you think we ought to keep her!

MATTHEW:
Well now, no, I suppose not --- not exactly. I suppose --- we could hardly be expected to keep her.

MARILLA:
I should say not.  What good would she be to us?

MATTHEW:
We might be some good to her.

MARILLA:
Matthew Cuthbert, I believe that child has bewitched you!  I can see as plain as plain that you want to keep her. 

MATTHEW:
She’s a real interesting little thing.  You should have heard her talk coming from the station.

MARILLA:
Oh she can talk fast enough.  I saw that at once.  It’s nothing in her favor, either. I don’t like children who have so much to say.  I don’t want an orphan girl and if I did she isn’t the style I’d pick. No, she’s got to be dispatched straightaway back to where she came from.

MATTHEW:
I could hire a farm hand to help me, and she’d be company for you.

MARILLA:
I’m not suffering for company.  And I’m not going to keep her.

MATTHEW:
Well now, it’s just as you say, of course, Marilla.  I’ve got to get that seed in the ground.  (Leaving) I’ll leave you to handle everything.

MARILLA:
(Cleaning up after him.  She yells upstage.)  Anne, your breakfast is waiting.  (Pause).   Anne!  (She comes in, still putting herself together). Child, what took you so long, your breakfast has been ready for an hour. 

ANNE:
I was just staring at that lovely, giant cherry tree outside my window.  (Taking in a deep breath) Oh, isn’t it wonderful?

MARILLA:
It’s a big tree, and it blooms great, but the fruit don’t amount to much never --- small and wormy. 

ANNE:
Oh, I don’t mean just the tree; of course, it’s lovely---yes, it’s radiantly lovely---it blooms as if it meant it---but I meant everything, the garden and the orchard and the brook and the woods, the whole, big, dear world. Don’t you feel as if you just loved the world on a morning like this?  And I could hear the brook laughing all night.  I’m so glad there’s a brook near Green Gables.  Perhaps you think it doesn’t make any difference to me when you’re not going to keep me, but it does.   I shall always like to remember that there is a brook at Green Gables even if I never see it again. I’m not in the depths of despair this morning.  I never can be in the morning.  But, I feel very sad.  I’ve just been imagining that it was really me you wanted after all and that I was to stay here for ever and ever.  It was a great comfort while it lasted.  But the worst of imagining things is that the time comes when you have to stop and that hurts.

MARILLA:
Now, never mind your imaginings.  Have a seat at the table.

ANNE:
I’m pretty hungry this morning. (Eating) I’m glad it’s not rainy today because it’s easier to be cheerful and bear up under affliction on a sunshiny day.  I feel that I have a good deal to bear up under.  It’s all very well to read about sorrows and imagine yourself living through them heroically, but it’s not so nice when you really come to have them, is it?

MARILLA:
For pity’s sake hold your tongue.  You talk entirely too much for a little girl. 


(Anne tries to be quiet for a moment, while continuing to eat). 


My, you certainly were hungry.  Can you wash dishes?

ANNE:
Pretty well.  I’m much better at looking after children, though.  I’ve had so much experience at that.  It’s such a pity you haven’t any here for me to look after.

MARILLA:
I don’t feel as if I wanted any more children to look after than I’ve got at present.    Matthew is a most ridiculous man.

ANNE:
I think he’s lovely.  He is so very sympathetic. He didn’t mind how much I talked --- he seemed to like it.  I felt that he was a kindred spirit as soon as ever I saw him.  

MARILLA:
You’re both odd enough, if that’s what you mean by Kindred Spirits. Give me a hand with these dishes.  
ANNE:
(Suddenly, very dramatically) Oh, isn’t this awful?!  
MARILLA:
What?

ANNE:
(Grabbing her pigtails) It’s so red isn’t it? Now you can see why I can never be completely happy. I could never imagine this red hair away. Nor these dreadful freckles. (Trying to rub them off).

 MARILLA:
Really, Anne. It’s not right to be so worried about your looks... Well, since you’re evidently bent on talking you might as well talk to some purpose by telling me what you know about yourself.

ANNE:
Oh, what I know about myself isn’t really worth telling.  If you’ll only let me tell you what I imagine about myself you’ll think it ever so much more interesting. 

MARILLA:
No, I don’t want any of your imaginings.  Just you stick to the bald facts. Where were you born, and who were your parents?

ANNE:
I was born in Bolingbroke, Nova Scotia.  My parent’s names were Walter and Bertha Shirley.  Aren’t Walter and Bertha lovely names? They both died of fever when I was quite small.   There wasn’t any family to take me, so I went to live with Mr. and Mrs. Hammond.  They had eight children.  They had twins three times.  I used to get so dreadfully tired carrying them about.  I lived there four years, but when Mr. Hammond died Mrs. Hammond divided up the children among her relatives and went to the States.  They didn’t want me at the orphanage, but they had to take me since nobody else would.  I stayed there until you sent for me.  

MARILLA:
Were Mr. & Mrs. Hammond good to you? (Looking at Anne out of the corner of her eye.)

ANNE:
(Faltering) O-o-o-h.  (pause) They meant to be --- I know they meant to be just as good and kind as possible.  And when people mean to be good to you, you don’t mind very much when they’re not quite --- always.   They had a good deal to worry about, you know.  But I feel they meant to be good to me.”


(Marilla doesn’t know what to say.  There is silence for a moment.)

(Rachel Lynde is heard off stage)

RACHEL:
Yoo, hoo!  Marilla?  

MARILLA:
Oh no. 

RACHEL:
Marilla? Hello?  

MARILLA:
We’re in the kitchen. 

RACHEL:
(Entering).  Ah, there you are? 

MARILLA:
Good morning Rachel, what a ... pleasant... surprise.

RACHEL:
Good Morning Marilla. I’ve been hearing some surprising things about you and Matthew.

MARILLA:
Well now, don’t worry yourself, it’s all being handled.

RACHEL:
Yes, I know.  You were just about to call on the orphanage and give them a piece of your mind for this terrible mix-up. You’re going to insist that they take this girl back at once. And even if Matthew doesn’t see it your way, you are sure that this is the only logical solution to the problem.

MARILLA:
Well, that’s not exactly....

RACHEL:
So this is the ... uh... little orphan boy.

MARILLA:
Anne, this is Mrs. Lynde.

RACHEL:
Well, they didn’t pick her for her looks, that’s sure and certain.  She’s terribly skinny and homely, Marilla.  Come here, child, and let me have a look at you.  Lawful heart, did any one ever see such freckles?  And hair as red as carrots!  Come here, child, I say.”

ANNE:
(Anne bounds over to her, practically crying) I hate you!  I hate you --- I hate you!


(Stomping with each statement). How dare you call me skinny and ugly?  How dare you say I’m freckled and redheaded?  You are a rude, impolite, unfeeling woman!

MARILLA:
Anne!

ANNE:
How would you like to have such things said about you?  How would you like to be told that you are fat and clumsy and probably hadn’t a spark of imagination in you?  I don’t care if I do hurt your feelings by saying so! You have hurt mine worse than they were ever hurt before even by Mrs. Hammond’s intoxicated husband.  And I’ll never forgive you for it, never, never!  

MARILLA:
Anne! (Pulling her aside, fighting back her laughter)

RACHEL:
Did anyone ever see such a temper!

MARILLA:
(Aside, out of Rachel’s hearing) This is a nice way for you to behave, Anne! Aren’t you ashamed of yourself?

ANNE:
(Fighting back tears) She hadn’t any right to call me ugly and redhead.

MARILLA:
You said it yourself not five minutes ago.

ANNE:
Oh, but there’s such a difference when you hear other people say it.

MARILLA:
That’s true enough.  But, in any case you must apologize to Mrs. Lynde. 

ANNE:
I can never do that. You can shut me up in a dark, damp dungeon inhabited by snakes and toads and feed me only on bread and water...

MARILLA:
Never mind all that.  Just tell her you’re sorry.

ANNE:
How can I, when I’m not sorry.  I’m sorry for disappointing you, but I’m glad I told her just what I did.  I can’t say I’m sorry when I’m not, can I?

MARILLA:
Well, you have such a vivid imagination, perhaps you can imagine one.

ANNE:
Oh, yes.  (Thinking) I could do that.  (They walk back over to Rachel, Anne continuing to think.)  (Very dramatically) Oh, Mrs. Lynde, I am so extremely sorry. I could never express all my sorrow, no, not if I used up a whole dictionary.  I behaved terribly to you.  I’m a dreadfully wicked and ungrateful girl, and I deserve to be punished and cast out by respectable people forever. Every word you said to me was the truth, and what I said to you was true, too, although I shouldn’t have said it.  (On her knees) Oh, Mrs. Lynde, please, please, forgive me.  If you refuse it will be a lifelong sorrow on a poor little orphan girl.

MARILLA:
(Whispering aside) That’s enough Anne.

ANNE:
Please say you’ll forgive me, Mrs. Lynde. 

RACHEL:
(Taken aback). There, there, get up child. Of course I forgive you. 

ANNE:
Oh, you have given me hope.  I shall always feel that you are a benefactor.  May I go out into the garden now?  There is so much more scope for imagination out there.   

MARILLA:
Yes, yes, run along child.  (Anne exits)

RACHEL:
She’s a real odd little thing. 

MARILLA: 
(Under her breath) That she is.

RACHEL:
Well, you won’t have to trouble yourself any longer, it just so happens that I have a friend over at that orphanage and I’m going to look into this whole matter for you.  I’m sure it’s a simple clerical error.  You know how incompetent people are nowadays.  I’m sure they’ll straighten it up. Anyway, in the meantime, I have good news for you. Mrs. Peter Blewett told me that she and her husband had been thinking of adopting a girl to help around the house.  She has a large family, you know. Six children at last count.  Well, I hope you don’t mind, but I took it upon myself to speak to Mrs. Blewett on your behalf, this morning. 

MARILLA:
Oh.  Well...

RACHEL:
She said Anne might work out fine for them.  I call it positively providential.

MARILLA:
But Mrs. Blewett?  (surprised). She’s one of the cruelest women I have ever met.  And her children are as wild as they come.  Really, Rachel, I hardly think....

RACHEL:
Of course, she’ll expect Anne to earn her keep, and make no mistake about it. Her baby is awful fractious, and she is clean worn out attending to him.  She said you could bring Anne over this very afternoon. (Feeling pleased with herself) Isn’t that wonderful?

MARILLA:
(Slowly) Well, I don’t know.  I didn’t say that Matthew and I had absolutely decided that we wouldn’t keep her.  In fact, I may say that Matthew is disposed to keep her. I think I’d better talk this over with him before making a decision. 

RACHEL:
Marilla Cuthbert! You don’t honestly plan on keeping her? You don’t know what you’re getting. Why only last week I read in the paper how a man and his wife up west of the Island took a boy out of an orphanage and he set fire to the house at night ---set it on purpose, and nearly burnt them to a crisp in their beds.  

MARILLA:
(Looking disgusted) Thank you for your overwhelming concern, Rachel.  But I hardly think that Anne would...

RACHEL:
Well, don’t say I didn’t warn you if she burns Green Gables down or puts strychnine in the well. I heard of a case over in New Brunswick where an orphan child did just that, and the whole family died in fearful agonies. And guess what, it was a girl in that instance.

MARILLA:
(More firmly) That’s a risk we’ll have to take, Rachel.  All I know is that I wouldn’t give a dog to that Blewett woman.  

RACHEL:
Why must you be so stubborn Marilla?  You’ve acted like this your whole life!

MARILLA:
Well at least I’m not a flirtatious ninny, throwing myself at men.

RACHEL:
What?  You’re not going to bring that up again are you? 

MARILLA:
So, Rachel, do you really have to be going now?

RACHEL:
Yes, of course, I have scads of things to take care of.  (Getting up to leave, then stopping) Just remember, Marilla:  Strychnine.  Good day. 

MARILLA:
(Shaking her head) Good day, Rachel.

MARILLA:
What am I getting myself into? (Continuing to dry dishes)

(Black out)

SCENE 2C

(Nighttime, Anne’s room.  She is in her nightgown,  staring out the window. There is a bed with a rocking chair next to it)

MARILLA:
(Entering) Come along child, it’s bedtime. 

ANNE:
I apologized pretty well this morning, didn’t I? I thought since I had to do it I might as well do it thoroughly. 

MARILLA:
You did it thoroughly, all right enough.  I ought to scold you for apologizing so well; but then, that would be ridiculous, of course. Now, say your prayers and get into bed.  

ANNE:
Oh, I never say any prayers.

MARILLA:
Why, Anne, what do you mean? Were you never taught to say your prayers?  Don’t you know who God is?

ANNE:
(Glibly) God is a spirit, infinite, eternal and unchangeable, in His being, wisdom, power, holiness, justice, goodness and truth. 

MARILLA:
So you do know something then, thank goodness!  You’re not quite a heathen.  (Sitting in the chair) Where did you learn that?

ANNE:
Oh, we had Sunday School at the Orphanage.

MARILLA:
Well, you must say your prayers if there’s even a possibility of staying under my roof. 

ANNE:
Why, of course, if you want me to.  I’d do anything to oblige you. Let’s see now...  Gracious, heavenly Father --- that’s the way the ministers say it in church, so I suppose it’s all right in a private prayer.

MARILLA:
You must kneel down.  

ANNE:
(Kneeling down by Marilla)


“Gracious, heavenly Father, I thank thee for Green Gables and the Lake of Shining Waters. I’m really extremely grateful for them.  And that’s all the blessings I can think of just now to thank Thee for.  As for the things I want, they’re so numerous that it would take a great deal of time to name them all, so I will only mention two. Please let me stay at Green Gables; and please let me be good-looking when I grow up.  I remain, yours respectfully, Anne Shirley.  How was that?

MARILLA:
Oh, no child.  You’re not writing a letter to the Queen of England.  (Music begins) Let’s try something a little more conventional. 

THE LORD’S PRAYER 

MARILLA:
OUR FATHER 

ANNE:
How do you know it’s a father and not a mother?

MARILLA:
(Shaking her head) IN HEAVEN

ANNE:
How do you know there really is a heaven? 

MARILLA:
You’ll find out soon enough, if you don’t hold your tongue, child.

HALLOWED BE THY NAME

ANNE:
Who’s Ed?

MARILLA:
(Trying to ignore her)
THY KINGDOM COME

THY WILL BE DONE

ON EARTH AS IT IS IN HEAVEN 

ANNE:
I’ll never be able to remember all this.

MARILLIA: 
It’s very simple...

GIVE US THIS DAY OUR DAILY BREAD

ANNE:
(Repeating) GIVE US THIS DAY OUR DAILY BREAD

MARILLA:
GIVE US THIS DAY OUR DAILY BREAD

ANNE:
(Repeating) GIVE US THIS DAY OUR DAILY BREAD

MARILLA:
GIVE US THIS DAY OUR DAILY BREAD

 (music continues)

MARILLA:
Now get yourself into bed, Anne.  (Begins to leave)

ANNE:
What about the Amen, that’s my favorite part.

MARILLA:
Oh, alright. AMEN

ANNE:
AMEN

MARILLA:
AMEN

ANNE:
AMEN.

(Marilla starts to leave).

ANNE:
Marilla.  

MARILLA:
Yes?

ANNE:
Thank you for everything.

MARILLA:
(Smiling) Good night.

ANNE:
Good night.

MARILLA: 
(Leaves the room.  Matthew is waiting in the hall)  Matthew Cuthbert, it’s about time somebody adopted that child and taught her something.  She’s next door to a perfect heathen.  Will you believe that she never said a prayer in her life till tonight? 

MATTHEW:
So, have you decided to let her stay?

MARILLA:
Well it seems it’s either us or the Blewetts and I’m certainly not going to turn that poor child over to them.  And if we send her back to the orphanage, she’ll never learn anything.  Besides, it will give me such satisfaction to watch Rachel squirm with envy as I bring up a little girl, a decent little girl.

MATTHEW:
Why Marilla, that’s the nicest mean thing you’ve ever said!

MARILLA:
I’ll let her know the good news in the morning. And then she can walk to school with Diana Barry. Well, good night Matthew.  (She murmurs as she exits, about how much work this is going to be)


(A light is left on Anne, sleeping, and one on Matthew, outside the door, with a smile on his face). 


 
(Black out)

SCENE 3A 

MR. PHILLIPS: (To the audience) My first year of teaching at the Avonlea school was quite challenging. I hadn’t finished my certification yet, and frankly, I had no idea what I was doing. The girls took a great many liberties; for they feel, even at that early age, that influence is stronger than strength. Among the boys there is such a high respect for bodily strength that I couldn’t allow them to discover that I didn’t have the muscle to back up any of my threats.  So, as an economical ruse, I always wore my coat in school, saying it was too cold.  I must have lost thirty pounds that first year from the heat. 

I began my second year with new courage and invigorated authority. Having finished my certification, no one could dare doubt my competency. As for physical attributes, I learned that it was the illusion of strength that really mattered. I had discovered a teacher’s most important tool:  The rod of power! And I felt it my "duty" to use it more frequently than might have been thought necessary by most in the teaching profession. When my back was turned I could sense the tears and sulky faces, and the fists fiercely shaking at me. It was most satisfying. The girls still had a tendency for gossip and the boys were unable to resist the temptation to tease the girls. Especially Gilbert Blythe. Of course, I can’t blame the boy. After all, I had my share of tomfoolery at his age. (Trying to act less nerdy) But all in all, I ran a tight ship, until... (getting irritated, eye twitching)  until the day Anne Shirley arrived at school.

I knew right away that she was going to be trouble.  She had a knack for bringing out mischief in the other students except for the lovely, Prissy... I mean, Priscilla Andrews. Of course, she was seventeen and about to graduate, so she had her mind set on other things (referring to himself). Ahem.  Then, there was the sweet, Diana Barry, who was late for school on Anne’s first day. (Getting worked up. Eye twitching) And I do not tolerate tardiness! (Collecting himself). I could tell Anne was going to test my patience. She became a tempest in the school teapot, and not even the rod of power would make a difference. 

SCENE 3B


(The road to school)

DIANA:
(Waiting patiently, Anne enters) Oh hello.  Are you Anne Shirley?

ANNE:
Yes, I am. 

DIANA:
I am Diana Barry. Nice to meet you.

ANNE:
Oh, how delightful to meet you too.  I have heard so much about you. You are just as pretty as I thought you’d be. Of course, how could you not be, with a name like Diana.

DIANA:
(Giggling) Oh, thank you.  Well, we should be on our way to school. 


(They begin to walk.)

ANNE:
I can’t wait to see the schoolhouse and meet the teacher. I’ll bet she’s just wonderful.  

DIANA:
Well, actually, his name is Mr. Phillips, and I am not sure wonderful is the word I would use. Although I am sure Prissy Andrews would disagree with me. 

ANNE:
Who is that? 

DIANA:
She’s just this silly girl who giggles at everything Mr. Phillips says.

ANNE:
Oh, I hate that. 

DIANA:
Me too.

ANNE:
(Looking around, Anne stops) Is this the way you always go to school. 

DIANA:
Yes, of course. Why do you ask?

ANNE:
It’s so beautiful. 

DIANA:
Oh, well you should see it in the Spring. There are millions of violets all around. 

ANNE:
I can’t wait. What is the name of this place?

DIANA:
Name? Oh, I don’t believe there is a name.

ANNE:
Well, we ought to call it... Violet Vale.  That’s the perfect name.

DIANA:
(Laughing) I suppose it is.

ANNE:
And the trees: I’ve never seen so many huge maples in one place.  They are such sociable trees too. They’re always rustling and whispering to you. 

DIANA:
I know what you mean.

ANNE:
(Excited) You do?  Oh I just knew you’d understand.  It’s so hard to find anyone who really understands me. I believe we may well be kindred spirits Diana. (Diana giggles) (Music begins) Do you think... well..  do you think you could be my bosom friend?

DIANA:
Why, I guess so. I’m awfully glad you came to live at Green Gables. It will be jolly to have someone to play with.. and share secrets with.  

ANNE:
That’s exactly how I feel. 
KINDRED SPIRITS
ANNE:
WHEN YOU LOOK AT THE MOON DO YOU SMILE



AND WONDER WHO THAT MAN IS?

AND WHEN YOU WAKE IN THE MORNING LIGHT



CAN YOU FIND THE FAIRIES’ FOOTPRINTS…

DIANA:
ON YOUR PILLOW?

DIANA:
WHEN YOU WALK ON THE PATH TO SCHOOL



DO YOU HEAR THE CHIPMONKS YELLING AT THEIR CHILDREN.



AND WHEN YOU SWIM IN THE LAKE AT NIGHT



DO YOU PRETEND THAT YOU’RE A MERMAID…

ANNE:
MAKING WISHES?

BOTH:
I ALWAYS WONDERED WHEN I’D FIND



SOMEONE WHO WOULD KNOW WHAT I’M THINKING.



WHO WOULDN’T LAUGH OR TEASE OR FIND

ANNE:
MY TALKING & SCHEMING

DIANA:
AND CONSTANT DAYDREAMING

BOTH:
A MYSTERY

BOTH:
WE WILL WALK LIKE SISTERS


PUT YOUR HAND IN MINE


SHARING PRECIOUS SECRETS

TWO LONELY ROADS COMBINE



WHEN THE WORLD FORGETS YOU

AND STORM CLOUDS BLOCK THE LIGHT

I WILL NOT REJECT YOU

I’LL GUIDE YOU THROUGH THE NIGHT



WE’LL BE KINDRED SPIRITS



UNTIL THE END OF TIME

ANNE:
Will you swear to be my friend for ever and ever?

DIANA:
Sure. How do you do it?

ANNE:
We must join hands. (They join hands). I solemnly swear to be faithful to my bosom friend, Diana Barry, as long as the sun and moon shall endure. Now you say it and put my name in.

DIANA:
(Giggling) I solemnly swear to be faithful to my bosom friend, Anne Shirley, as long as the sun and moon shall endure. (Laughing) You are a funny girl, Anne. But I believe I’m going to like you real well.

BOTH:
I ALWAYS WONDERED WHEN I’D FIND



SOMEONE WHO WOULD KNOW WHAT I’M THINKING.



WHO WOULDN’T LAUGH OR TEASE OR FIND


MY TALKING & SCHEMING

 

AND CONSTANT DAYDREAMING

DIANA:
A MYSTERY

ANNE:
MYSTERY

ANNE:
WE WILL WALK LIKE SISTERS

DIANA: 
WE WILL WALK…


 

PUT YOUR HAND IN MINE



IN MINE

DIANA:
SHARING PRECIOUS SECRETS

ANNE:
SHARING ROADS…



TWO LONELY ROADS COMBINE


COMBINE

BOTH:
WHEN THE WORLD FORGETS YOU

AND STORM CLOUDS BLOCK THE LIGHT

I WILL NOT REJECT YOU

I’LL GUIDE YOU THROUGH THE NIGHT

DIANA:
WE’LL BE KINDRED SPIRITS

ANNE:
KINDRED SPIRITS

DIANA:
WE’LL BE KINDRED SPIRITS

ANNE:
FOREVER MORE

DIANA:
WE’LL BE KINDRED SPIRITS

ANNE:
WITH EVERY DAY, IN EVERY WAY


BOTH:
WE’LL BE KINDRED SPIRITS


UNTIL THE END OF TIME


(A distant school bell is heard.)

DIANA:
(Suddenly panicked) Oh dear, we’re going to be late for school. Hurry! 

(They run off)

SCENE 3C



(Inside the school house. Students bring in their desks, set up the room, and sit down. 



Mr. Phillips is in the middle of a lesson)

MR. PHILLIPS:   “Mine all doth hang -- my life --my destiny – 

       Upon my words -- upon the force of tears!”


Can anyone tell me who said that?

BILLY:
You did.  (Snickering is heard, especially among the boys)

MR. PHILLIPS: We are not...amused.... Now... this quote is from Schiller’s tragedy of Mary Stuart. In this scene, she is addressing the Queen of Scots, and is expressing her deep concern for...



(Anne and Diana rush in, with a scuffling noise. Diana rushes to her desk)

MR. PHILLIPS: Well, you must be Anne Shirley. (Eye twitching). I see that the word punctuality has no meaning to you whatsoever. 

ANNE:
I’m sorry Mr. Phillips.  But we were walking through the Violet Vale, and it was so beautiful. The maple trees were whispering such wonderful secrets to us that we had to stop and listen. It was so...

MR. PHILLIPS: (Putting his hand to his temple. About ready to burst). Stop! I do not want to hear an oratorio of maple trees and violets Miss Shirley. Now, have a seat next to Diana.

ANNE:
Yes sir. (She walks over to her desk. Charlie Sloan trips her and she stumbles into her desk. The children laugh).

MR. PHILLIPS:  All right! I can see that we have completely lost control of ourselves. To get us back on track, I want the whole class to review their times tables.



(The whole class groans)

GILBERT:
Mr. Phillips, do we have to.  (Showing off to Anne)  I learned those years ago.

MR. PHILLIPS: This is for the benefit of the younger students.  Now, I’d like Tommy Sloan to come up and lead the class.  Prissy, let’s step outside, so we can review for your  exams.

PRISSY:
(Shyly, giggly).  Okay, Mr. Phillips.  (They exit as the song begins)


(Tommy is dressed in a vest, bow tie, and big glasses. Similar to Mr. Phillips himself. He leads the class in the song)

ALL:
TWO TIMES TWO IS...

STUDENT:
Four!

ALL: 
TWO TIMES THREE IS...

A STUDENT:
Six!

ALL:
TWO TIMES FOUR IS...

GERTIE:
Seven!


(Everyone stares at her)..  

ALL:
Eight!!
ALL:
TWO TIMES FIVE IS...

A STUDENT:
Ten!


(One student is a lookout at the window)

ALL:
TWO TIMES SIX IS...

SOPHIA:
Twelve!

ALL:
TWO TIMES SEVEN IS...

GERTIE:
Fifteen!

JOSIE:
You’re hopeless!

STUDENT:
It’s clear.  He’s gone!


(They immediately stop the song.  General chaos ensues.  Girls gather together in the center of the room to gossip.  Boys begin rough-housing in the back of class.  Anne and Diana are off to the side, talking. 

DIANA:
That’s Gilbert Blythe. (To Anne) Just look at him and see if you don’t think he’s the most handsome, strong, beautiful, amazing boy you’ve ever seen.


(Gilbert winks at Anne)

ANNE:
(There is immediate chemistry between Gilbert and Anne but they try not to notice it) I think your Gilbert Blythe is handsome, but I think he’s very bold. It isn’t good manners to wink at a strange girl. 

(Josie and her two friends are whispering and looking at Anne)

ALL THREE:
WHO’S THAT GIRL?



WHAT’S HER STORY?



LOOK AT ALL THAT BLAZING RED HAIR.



(Speaking, in time with the music)

RUBY : 
I heard she’s evil!

SOPHIA: 
I heard she’s orphaned!

RUBY:
I heard she hasn’t a...

JOSIE:

(Singing) I REALLY DON’T CARE.

ALL 3:

(Sappily) Hi Gilbert!

ANNE:
Oh brother! 

DIANA:
That’s Josie.  She sure loves the boys.  Especially Gilbert.

ANNE:
What’s so special about Gilbert?



(Music screeches to a halt)

ALL GIRLS: 
What?



HE’S BRILLANT.



HE’S HANDSOME.



HE’S TALL AND SERENE.



HIS HAIR IS SO WAVY



LIKE A STORMY OCEAN SCENE.



HIS EYES ARE BRIGHT SAPHIRES



THEY SPARKLE WITH LIFE



I JUST KNOW THAT SOME DAY



I’LL BE HIS WIFE.



(Girls argue about who is going to get him.)

ANNE:
(Speech)  Focusing this much time and attention on one boy is utterly ridiculous.  You girls should be using your imagination... go outside, dream.  Boys are crazy!


(The boys hear, and begin to charge the girls, some acting like Indians.  Surrounding them in the middle of the room.)

ALL BOYS:
YOU’RE SILLY AND STUPID GIGGLING GIRLS


TALKING AND PREENING AND SHAKING YOUR CURLS


WE WOULDN’T, WE COULDN’T, YOU’RE OUT OF YOUR MIND


WE’D NEVER MARRY ONE OF YOUR KIND.


(General arguing and Chaos)

TOMMY:
He’s coming back..  He’s coming back!


(All the students rush to their desks, and resume their times tables.)


(Mr. Phillips pokes his head through the door)

ALL:
SIX TIMES TWO IS...

STUDENT:
Twelve!

ALL:
SIX TIMES THREE IS...

STUDENT:
Eighteen!

ALL: 
SIX TIMES FOUR IS...

STUDENT:
Twenty-four!


(Satisfied, Mr. Phillips exits.  The students resume the argument)


(Tommy Sloan, the young, nerdy boy stands up)

TOMMY:
Please! Please! We shouldn’t be arguing! (Chaos continues) 


(Yelling) Stop!  (Everyone is silent) I have something to say.

ALL:
Let him talk.   Okay..  Shhhh...  

TOMMY:
(Cleans his glasses.  Clears his throat)

CIVILIZED CHILDREN OF GOOD BREEDING


DON’T BEHAVE IN SUCH HIDEOUS WAYS


PRINCES AND KINGS BOW TO THEIR LADIES


LADIES OF COURT, THEIR MEN DO PRAISE.

ALL:
What!?  No! Sit down! (General grumbling.)

(They throw papers at him. He sits down dejected. Total Chaos ensues. Mr. Phillips enters)


(Music tremolos then stops)

MR. PHILLIPS: What is going on here! 

(A chord)

MR. PHILLIPS: Who is responsible for this?


(Chord, then a pause)

JOSIE:
(Pointing at Anne) It was the new girl!

ANNE:
What?


(Final Chord)

MR. PHILLIPS: Ah – ha!   Just as I thought.  

ANNE:
But... I didn’t....

MR. PHILLIPS: Never mind your excuses.  And as punishment... you can sit over by... (looking around)  Gilbert!  

ANNE:
What!?  (The other boys snicker)


(Anne just stares at Mr. Phillips, in disbelief)

MR. PHILLIPS: Did you hear what I said, Anne?

ANNE:
Yes, sir, but I didn’t suppose you really meant it.

MR. PHILLIPS: I assure you I did.  Now, obey me at once. You should take a lesson or two on lady like behavior from Prissy.  (Prissy and Mr. Phillips smile at each other). 


(Anne goes to sit next to Gilbert, burying her face in her arms)

MR. PHILLIPS: Now, let’s take out our readers.  Ruby, please begin reading on page 66. 

(Gilbert has been trying to get Anne’s attention)

RUBY:
Every sentence has two parts; a subject and a predicate. The subject of a sentence is the part about which something is being said. The subject often includes more than one word. All the words in the subject make up the ... 

(Gilbert finally reaches over, picks up the end of Anne’s long red braid, holds it out at arm’s length.)

GILBERT:
Carrots! Carrots!

ANNE:
(Springing to her feet, enraged.) You mean, hateful boy!  How dare you! (She takes her slate and hits him over the head.  The entire class stares at Anne)

MR. PHILLIPS: (Silent pause. Walking over to Anne.) Anne Shirley, what does this mean?


(Anne does not answer)

GILBERT: 
It was my fault, Mr. Phillips. I teased her. But look at that hair! (He snickers to the other boys).

MR. PHILLIPS: (Paying no attention to Gilbert) I am sorry to see a pupil of mine displaying such a temper and such a vindictive spirit.  Anne, follow me.  (He leads her to the blackboard at the back of the room and “Ann Shirley has a very bad temper” spelling her name wrong)  I want you to write that five hundred times. (He gives her the chalk and walks to the front of the room).


(Anne begins to write, first fixing the spelling in a firm way.)

 (A school bell is heard.) 

MR. PHILLIPS: Time for recess.  Everyone but Anne.  


(The students exit, except Anne, Diana and Gilbert.  Prissy is talking quietly with Mr. Phillips at his desk)

GILBERT:
(Speaks to Anne while she writes) I’m awful sorry I made fun of your hair, Anne. Honest I am.  Don’t be mad for keeps, now.


(Anne ignores him completely.  Or possibly, she runs her nails across the chalkboard to irritate him.  He leaves, feeling bad)

DIANA:
(Approaches Anne) Oh Anne.  How can you ignore him like that?

ANNE:
I shall never forgive Gilbert Blythe. And, Mr. Phillips spelled my name without an “E.” (Extra dramatic) The iron has entered into my soul, Diana. 

DIANA:
You mustn’t mind Gilbert making fun of your hair. Why he makes fun of all the girls.  He laughs at mine because it’s so black.  He’s called me a crow a dozen times; and I never once heard him apologize to anyone. 

ANNE:
There’s a great deal of difference between being called a sleek and shining black crow and being called a vegetable.  Gilbert Blythe has hurt my feelings excruciatingly, Diana.

MR. PHILLIPS: (Looking up) Ahem!  Diana!


(Diana leaves Anne alone as she writes on the chalkboard.  Fade to black)

SCENE 4A

MATTHEW:
Now, Anne did have a rough start in school, but over the next few months, she started to fit in. I only wish I knew how to help with her homework, but I ain’t never heard of a quadratic equation or a dangling participle before. The things they have to learn in school these days. I never studied Geometry or Philosophy, and I did just fine. But, Anne started to do real good with her studies. Mr. Phillips told me last week in Blair’s store that she was making rapid progress. “Rapid progress” was his very words. There’s them that runs down Teddy Phillips and says he ain’t much of a teacher; but I guess he’s all right.


It was sure nice having Anne around the house. Marilla and me, we ain’t much for words, being that we were cut from the same stock and all. But thank goodness that Anne came along to liven things up a bit. She could talk a hind leg off a mule. I sure liked the company though. She was always saying the very things I was thinking. So many words runnin’ around in your head, it’s nice to have someone get ‘em out for you.  Still, for such a sweet little thing, she did make an awful lotta of mistakes. And did she ever give Marilla a hard time. 
SCENE 4B

(Anne is in the kitchen, shelling peas, singing)

ANNE:
(Singing a cappella) ALL ALONE

MY WATCH I’M KEEPING


IN THE HAZEL DELL

FOR MY DARLING NELLY’S NEAR ME SLEEPING.


NELLY, DEAR, FAREWELL.

MARILLA:
(Enters the kitchen) Anne, did you see anything of my amethyst brooch? I thought I stuck it in my pincushion when I came home from church yesterday evening, but I can’t find it anywhere.

ANNE:
I – I saw it this afternoon when you were away at the Aid Society.  I was passing your door when I saw it on the cushion, so I went in to look at it.

MARILLA:
Did you touch it?

ANNE:
Y-e-s-s.  I took it up and I pinned it on my breast just to see how it would look.

MARILLA:
You had no business to do anything of the sort. You shouldn’t have gone into my room in the first place and you shouldn’t have touched a brooch that didn’t belong to you in the second. Where did you put it?

ANNE:
Oh, I put it back on the bureau. I hadn’t it on a minute. I didn’t think about its being wrong to go in and try on the brooch; but I see now that it was and I’ll never do it again. That’s one good thing about me. I never do the same naughty thing twice. 

MARILLA:
You didn’t put it back. It’s nowhere on the bureau. You’ve obviously taken it out or something, Anne.

ANNE:
I did put it back. I’m certain.

MARILLA:
Well, it’s not there now, and I looked all over my room. By your own admission you were last person to handle it. Now, what have you done with it? Tell me the truth at once. Did you take it out and lose it?

ANNE:
No, I didn’t. I never took the brooch out of your room, and that’s the truth, if I was to be led to the block for it – although I’m not very certain what a block is. So there, Marilla.

MARILLA:
(Fuming) I believe you’re lying to me, Anne. I know you are. There now, don’t say anything more unless you are prepared to confess the whole truth. And you can forget about the tea party with Diana.

ANNE:
But, I’ve been looking forward to it for so... 

MARILLA:
Anne!


(Anne runs out, quite upset)

THAT GIRL 

  MARILLA:
THERE IS SOMETHING IN THAT GIRL

SOMETHING I RECOGNIZE

THERE IS SOMETHING I DESPISE

IN THAT GIRL

NO CHALLENGES LEFT UNMET

EVERY DARE IS A THREAT

TO BE MORE THAN SHE THOUGHT SHE’D BE

JUST LIKE ME

IF I LET MY FEELINGS GO

AND START TO BELIEVE IN DREAMS

WILL SHE BE ALL THAT SHE SEEMS

THAT GIRL

(At Matthew’s work bench, working on a project. Anne enters and sits on the stool next to the bench.)

MATTHEW:
Well now. I heard you and Marilla had words.

ANNE:
Oh, Matthew, I am always making so many mistakes. Do you think there is a limit to the amount of mistakes someone can make?

MATTHEW:
Well now, Anne, it’s not how many mistakes, it’s what you do to fix them. Don’t you think you’d better fix it and have it over with? It’ll have to be done sooner or later, you know, for Marilla’s a dreadful determined woman – dreadful determined, Anne.  

ANNE:
Do what? How can I possibly fix it?

MATTHEW:
I am sure you know what I mean.

ANNE:
You mean, apologize?

MATTHEW:
Yes, that’s it. Apologize. Do it right off, and have it over.

ANNE:
But Matthew...  I didn’t...  (Matthew just gives looks at her) Oh.. I suppose I could do it to oblige you. 

MATTHEW:
I’d rather you do it because it’s right. Now be a good girl, and run along to tell Marilla.  

ANNE:
Okay.  (Gives him a hug). I’ll do whatever you say Matthew.


(Matthew is touched. During song, he is working at his work bench. Marilla is still seen working in the kitchen)

MATTHEW:
THE QUIET, SO EMPTY

FILLED UP THE SPACE (OR SHE FILLS THE SPACE)

REVIVES ME, REMINDS ME, DEFINES ME.

THE CHATTER, UNYIELDING, 

SEEMS TO REPLACE

THE SILENCE OF THIS WEATHERED FACE

THE GARDEN, SO LOVELY

BUT USELESS WITHOUT

THE DOOR FRAME, THE CONCRETE

THAT MAKES IT A HOUSE

I’VE BEEN HERE, I’LL BE HERE

LIKE ALWAYS, BUT STILL

IT’S NICE TO NOTICED

BY THAT GIRL.

(Marilla is still in the kitchen. Anne enters)

ANNE:
Marilla, I am ready to confess.

MARILLA:
Ah! Let me hear what you have to say then, Anne. 

ANNE:
(Matter-of-factly) I took the brooch. I took it just as you said. I lost it and I’m sorry.

MARILLA:
(Getting very angry) Anne, this is terrible! You are the very wickedest girl I ever heard of.

ANNE:
(Tranquilly) Yes, I suppose I am. And I know I’ll have to be punished, Marilla. Won’t you please get it over right off, that way I can have my tea party tomorrow with nothing on my mind. 

MARILLA:
Tea party, indeed! There will be none of that.

ANNE:
But I promised Diana.  Bosom friends always fulfill the promises they make to one another. And, you promised.  That was why I confessed. Punish me in any way you like but that.  Please, please.. 


(Matthew enters)

MARILLA:
You needn’t plead, Anne. The tea party is off, and that’s final. No. Not a word. Now go to your room, and ... you can just stay there for a while. (Anne exits, upset) (To Matthew) For land’s sake! I believe the child is crazy. No child in her senses would behave as she does.  Oh dear, I’m afraid Rachel was right from the first. But I’ve put my hand to the plough and I won’t look back. 

MATTHEW: 
It’s true that she shouldn’t have taken the brooch. But she’s such a little thing – such an interesting little thing. Don’t you think it’s pretty rough not to let her have her party?

MARILLA:
(Continuing to sort her laundry) Matthew Cuthbert, I’m amazed at you, making excuses for her all the time. She’s not your daughter Matthew.

MATTHEW:
Well now, (straightening up a bit) I realize that Marilla, but she’s the closest thing to a daughter I’m ever going to have. Besides, there should be allowances made. You know she’s never had an upbringing. 

MARILLA:
Well, she’s having it now! (She picks up her shawl from the basket and puts it on.  The brooch is hanging on the back.  Matthew sees it and Marilla doesn’t.) I think I’ve let her off entirely too easy.

MATTHEW:
Uh Marilla…

MARILLA:
 If she really felt sorry it wouldn’t be so bad… 

MATTHEW:
 Marilla on your….

MARILLA: 
You just don’t seem to realize, Matthew, that we cannot let her get away with this sort of behavior…

MATTHEW:
(Much louder) Marilla! 

 MARILLA:
What? (Matthew motions to her shawl, she pulls it around to the front and discovers the brooch stuck to it.) Oh, land and heart what does this mean? Here’s my brooch stuck to my shawl and not at all lost.  Oh, I remember now... when I took off my shawl yesterday I laid it on the bureau for a minute. I suppose it got caught in it somehow. Well! (Yelling) Anne! Come down her at once. (To Matthew) Whatever did that girl mean by saying she took it and lost it. I believe Green Gables is bewitched.


(Anne enters)

MARILLA:
Anne Shirley, I just found my brooch attached to my lace shawl. Now I want to know what that rigmarole was you told me earlier. 

ANNE:
Why, you said I’d continue to be punished until I confessed, and so I decided to confess because I was bound to get to have our tea party. Then when I spoke to Matthew he said you were an awful determined woman and I’d better make it right.  So, I decided to confess and make things right between us, even if it wasn’t the truth.  But then you told me the party was off anyway, so all my trouble was wasted.

MARILLA:
(Looking relieved.  Fighting laughter) Anne, you do beat all! But I was wrong – I see that now. I shouldn’t have doubted your word. Of course, it wasn’t right to confess to a thing you hadn’t done – but I drove you to it.  So if you forgive me, Anne, I’ll forgive you and we’ll start again.  And yes, you can have your tea party.

ANNE:
Oh Marilla, thank you. (Hugging Marilla).  And I am sorry too.

ANNE:
Marilla, isn’t it nice to think that tomorrow is a new day with no mistakes in it yet?

MARILLA:
I’ll warrant you’ll make plenty in it.  

ANNE:
Yes, and well I know it.  But have you ever noticed one encouraging thing about me, Marilla? I never make the same mistake twice.

MARILLA:
I don’t know as that’s much benefit when you’re always making new ones.

ANNE:
Oh, don’t you see, Marilla? There must be a limit to the mistakes one person can make, and when I get to the end of them, then I’ll be through with them forever.  That’s a very comforting thought.

MATTHEW:
It isn’t just how many mistakes you make Anne, it’s sometimes what other folks can learn from the mistakes you make.  (He looks piercingly at Marilla) Oh, I almost forgot. (Reaching for a box of chocolates on the counter, or somewhere out of sight) I heard you say you liked chocolate sweeties, so I got these for you yesterday. 

MARILLA:
Humph! It’ll ruin her teeth and stomach. There child, don’t look so dismal. You can eat them, just don’t eat them all at once now. 

ANNE:
Oh, no, indeed, I won’t. I’ll just eat one tonight, Marilla. And I can give Diana half of them, can’t I? The other half will taste twice as sweet to me if I give some to her. It’s delightful I have something to give her. (She exits)

MARILLA:
That child is always full of surprises. I will say this for her, she isn’t stingy. I’m glad, for of all faults, I detest stinginess in a child. 

MARILLA:




MATTHEW:

IF I LET MY FEELINGS GO

THE QUESTIONS, THE LAUGHTER, ALL

AND START TO 



PRESENT IN UNMENTIONED DREAMS

BELIEVE IN DREAMS


I’VE BEEN HERE, I’LL BE HERE

WILL SHE BE



LIKE ALWAYS, BUT STILL

ALL THAT SHE SEEMS 


IT’S NICE TO NOTICED

THAT GIRL 




BY THAT GIRL



(Black out)

SCENE 5A

DIANA:  
(To the audience) Anne was as intense in her hatreds as in her loves. She could sure hold a grudge if she set her mind to it.  I wasn’t even allowed to utter the name Gilbert Blythe in her presence. 


(Anne is at her desk in the school room.)

GILBERT:
Here Anne, Happy Valentines Day. (Anne takes one look at the candy heart and grinds it to dust under her shoe, and goes back to reading, without noticing the hurt on Gilbert’s face)

DIANA:
(To the audience) And she was always coming up with the craziest schemes, like how we could send secret messages to one another. Since I could see her bedroom window from mine, we would each place a candle on our window sill, light it and pass a piece of cardboard in front of it to make flashes. Two flashes mean, “Are you there?” Three mean “yes” and four mean “no.” Five flashes mean (quickly in one breath) “Come over as soon as possible. I am in a state of desperation and deeply rumpled in spirit.” (Takes a deep breath) It was a great way to communicate, until one day Anne nearly caught her curtains on fire. Needless to say, Marilla put a stop to that right away. 


I couldn’t wait for the day we were to have our tea party. It was going to be just like the stuffy old women who gather at the social hall: so prim and proper.  The day finally came and my mother dropped me off at Green Gables and went to a meeting with Marilla and Mrs. Lynde. It turned out to be a day I would never forget. 

SCENE 5B

(Background Music Begins)


ANNE:
(Politely, acting grown up)  How is your mother?

DIANA:
She is very well, thank you.  I suppose Mr. Cuthbert is hauling potatoes to the Lily Sands this afternoon, is he?  

ANNE:
Yes. Our potato crop is very good this year. I hope your father’s potato crop is good, too.  

DIANA:
It is fairly good, thank you.  Have you picked many of your apples yet?

ANNE:
Oh, ever so many. (Forgetting to be grown up) Marilla let me pick all the remaining apples from the tree.  She is a generous woman. She said we could have fruitcake and cherry preserves for tea.  But it isn’t good manners to tell your company what you are going to give them to eat.  Oh, but I do have a surprise for you. (Picking up a bottle with red liquid in it.)

DIANA:
Yes, what is it?

ANNE:
(Returns, and pours her some cordial) This is Marilla’s cherry cordial.   

DIANA:
(Drinking it) That’s awfully nice cherry cordial.

ANNE:
I’m real glad you like it.  Take as much as you want.  I’m going to run out and stir the fire up. There are so many responsibilities on a person’s mind when they’re keeping house, isn’t there?  (Anne goes to the kitchen)

DIANA:
(Loudly, so Anne can hear) This is the nicest cordial I ever drank. It’s ever so much nicer than Mrs. Lynde’s although she brags of hers so much.  It doesn’t taste a bit like hers.  (Continues pouring more and drinking throughout Anne’s talking.  Slowly becomes intoxicated).

ANNE:
That’s not surprising.  (Preparing the food as she continues talking loud enough for Diana to hear) Marilla is a famous cook.  She is trying to teach me to cook but I assure you, it’s an uphill battle. The other day, we had plum pudding for dinner and there was half the pudding and a pitcherful of sauce left over.  Marilla told me to set it on the pantry shelf and cover it so that we could have it the next day. I meant to cover it, really I did, but when I carried it in I was imagining I was a nun --- of course I’m a Protestant but I imagined I was Catholic --- taking the veil to bury a broken heart in cloistered seclusion (acting it out with a dish cloth); and I forgot all about covering the pudding sauce.  I thought of it the next morning and ran to the pantry, and imagine my extreme horror at finding a mouse drowned in that pudding sauce!  Only the tail left sticking out.  Well, I tried to find something to fetch it out, but I got distracted, again.  Well, later that evening, Mr. and Mrs. Sloan came over for dinner.  You know they are very stylish people.  Everything went right until I saw Marilla coming with the plum pudding in one hand and the pitcher of pudding sauce, warmed up, in the other.  That was a terrible moment.  I suddenly remembered everything about the pudding, stood up and shrieked out: “Marilla, you mustn’t use that pudding sauce.  She said, “nonsense,” and poured it out. “Plop!” Right there onto Mrs. Sloan’s plate, was the mouse.  Still dead!  I thought I would sink through the floor with mortification. Ah, well here we are. (Anne comes into parlor with tray of goodies for them to share and a pot of tea)

DIANA:
(To Anne, slurred speech, about ready to pass out)  Where’s Anne?  My dearest, most wonderful bosom friend?

ANNE:
Why, Diana, I’m right here. What’s the matter?

DIANA:
(Slurred, she throws her arms around Anne’s neck) All right... all right Gilbert Blythe, if you insist.  I will Marry You!

ANNE:
Diana!!  

DIANA:
On one condition.  When you stop wearing ... (looking Anne up and down, puzzled) ... dresses? 

ANNE:
Diana, it’s me, Anne!  

DIANA:
What?  Oh.  My kindred spirit.  (Hanging all over her)

ANNE:
Oh dear, what’s wrong, Diana?

DIANA:
Oh, please...  Can I have another glass of cordial.  

ANNE:
Maybe you should lie down and rest.  (Taking her to the sofa, she sits down). 
DIANA:
I...I don’t feel so well.

ANNE:
Here, why don’t you have some fruitcake, and some tea.

DIANA:
I’m---I’m awfully sick.  


(Marilla, Mrs. Barry and Mrs. Lynde enter.)

MRS. BARRY: Diana. What’s wrong? What’s going on here.

DIANA:
(To Rachel) Good day, Mr. Lynde. How is your wife, the old busy-body doing?

RACHEL:
(Offended) Well! 

MRS. BARRY: Diana, how could you say such a thing?

RACHEL:
For land’s sake, the girl is drunk!

MARILLA:
Drunk?

MRS. BARRY: Anne Shirley! Are you responsible for this? 

ANNE:
I... I don’t think so.

MARILLA:
Anne, what did you do?

ANNE:
I only gave her some raspberry cordial like you said I could. 

MARILLA: 
(Picking up the nearly empty container. Taking a sniff. A shocked looked comes over her). Oh Anne, how could you? You grabbed the wrong bottle. This isn’t the cordial, this is my currant wine. 

RACHEL:
Oh dear! 

MARILLA:
Couldn’t you tell the difference? 

ANNE:
No, I couldn’t. I never had cordial before.

RACHEL:
My...my. And your currant wine is the strongest in all of Avonlea. And the whole bottle...practically gone! Tsk..tsk. (Relishing in the drama)

DIANA:
(Slobbering) Mother. I looooove you! (Hanging all over her)

MRS. BARRY: Oh Diana. My poor daughter.

DIANA:
I don’t feel very well. (Putting her hand to her mouth, she runs off)

MRS. BARRY: Anne Shirley.  (Very angry) I... I...  (Speechless)

RACHEL:
What she’s trying to say is that she knew Anne was trouble from the first day she arrived at Green Gables. 

MRS. BARRY: Yes. Yes that’s it. 

RACHEL:
And that Anne is not fit to associate with a sweet young child like Diana.

MRS. BARRY: Yes, exactly!

THE FEUD

RACHEL:
WHY ARE YOU SURPRISED? I TOLD YOU SHE’D BE TROUBLE.



IT CANNOT BE DENIED, IT’S SO PLAIN TO SEE.



FIRST WILL BE THE LIES, THEN WILL BE DESTRUCTION.



CUNNING LITTLE THIEF, HOSTING DRUNKEN TEAS.

MARILLA:
Rachel, how can you be so heartless?

RACHEL:
I HAVE ALWAYS HAD THIS GIFT



I MERELY WANT TO SHARE.



TO HELP, TO GUIDE, BE NEIGHBORLY



AND TO SHOW I CARE.

  
(It is as if Rachel is “whispering” in Mrs. Barry’s ear. Mrs. Barry repeats what she hears, singing to Marilla)

RACHEL:
THE FIRE IN HER HAIR 

 

MRS. BARRY:  ... THE FIRE IN HER HAIR



 

RACHEL:
SHOULD HAVE BEEN A WARNING


  

MRS. BARRY:  ... SHOULD HAVE BEEN A WARNING 




RACHEL:
WAITING IN HER LAIR 




 

MRS. BARRY:  ... WAITING IN HER LAIR

RACHEL:
TO INTOXICATE

MRS. BARRY:  ...  INTOXICATE

RACHEL:
PURELY OUT OF SPITE



MRS. BARRY:  ... PURELY OUT OF SPITE



 

RACHEL:
MANIPULATED MALICE




 

MRS. BARRY:  ... MANIPULATED MALICE 




RACHEL:
DON’T TRY TO BE CONTRITE



 

MRS. BARRY:  ... DON’T TRY TO BE CONTRITE

RACHEL:
I CAN’T TOLERATE

MRS. BARRY:  ...  CAN’T TOLERATE

RACHEL & MRS. BARRY:



I HAVE ALWAYS HAD THIS GIFT



I MERELY WANT TO SHARE.



TO HELP, TO GUIDE, BE MOTHERLY



AND TO SHOW I CARE.

MARILLA:
HOW IS IT YOU BLAME THIS ON A LITTLE GIRL?

RACHEL:
THIS POOR LITTLE GIRL.

MARILLA:
HAVE YOU NEVER MADE YOUR OWN MISTAKES?

RACHEL: 
SO MANY MISTAKES

MARILLA:
MAYBE I’VE BEEN BLIND ALL ALONG.



TOO STERN, TOO STRICT TO SHARE.



SHE NEEDS ME TO BE MOTHERLY



AND TO SHOW I CARE. 


(Diana returns, feeling slightly better)

MARILLA:
(Pointing to Diana) This is actually her fault.

MRS. BARRY: What?!

RACHEL:
She did drink the entire bottle, after all.

(Rachel now “whispers” in Marilla’s ear as she sings to Mrs. Barry)

RACHEL:
IF I HAD A CHILD 

 

MARILLA:  
... IF I HAD A CHILD



 

RACHEL:
SO THIRSTY AND SO GREEDY


  

MARILLA: 
 ... SO THIRSTY AND SO GREEDY 




RACHEL:
SHE’D SOBER A WHILE 




 

MARILLA:  
... SHE’D SOBER UP A WHILE

RACHEL:
WITH A RIGHT GOOD SPANKING

MARILLA: 
WITH A RIGHT GOOD SPANKING

RACHEL:
EVERYBODY KNOWS



MARILLA: 
 ... EVERYBODY KNOWS



 

RACHEL:
TO DRINK A CHERRY CORDIAL




 

MARILLA:  
... TO DRINK A CHERRY CORDIAL 




RACHEL:
THREE TUMBLERS IN A ROW



 

MARILLA:
 ... THREE TUMBLERS IN A ROW

RACHEL:
THAT’S PURE GLUTTONY

MARILLA:
...  PURE GLUTTONY

RACHEL:
WHY ARE YOU SURPRISED? 

MARILLA: 
HOW IS IT YOU

MRS. BARRY:  ...WHY ARE YOU SURPRISED?



 

RACHEL:
I TOLD YOU SHE’D BE TROUBLE.


BLAME THIS ON 

MRS. BARRY:  ... I TOLD YOU SHE’D BE TROUBLE. 




RACHEL:
IT CANNOT BE DENIED, 




A LITTLE GIRL?

MRS. BARRY:  ... IT CANNOT BE DENIED,

RACHEL:
IT’S SO PLAIN TO SEE.

MRS. BARRY:  ...  SO PLAIN TO SEE.

RACHEL:
PURELY OUT OF SPITE


MARILLA: 
HAVE YOU NEVER

MRS. BARRY:  ... PURELY OUT OF SPITE



 

RACHEL:
MANIPULATED MALICE




MADE YOUR OWN 

MRS. BARRY:  ... MANIPULATED MALICE 




RACHEL:
DON’T TRY TO BE CONTRITE



MISTAKES?

MRS. BARRY:  ... DON’T TRY TO BE CONTRITE

RACHEL:
I CAN’T TOLERATE

MRS. BARRY:  ...  TOLERATE

ALL THREE:
I HAVE ALWAYS HAD THIS GIFT



I MERELY WANT TO SHARE.



TO HELP, TO GUIDE, BE

MRS. BARRY:  MOTHERLY,

MARILLA:
MOTHERLY,

RACHEL:
(Stepping in between them) NEIGHBORLY

ALL THREE:
AND TO SHOW I CARE.


(Music continues.)

MRS. BARRY:  I don’t think you are a fit little girl for Diana to associate with. I forbid the two of you to see or speak to one another, ever again. Let’s go home Diana. (Grabbing her.  She has sobered up).

ANNE:
Oh, Mrs. Barry, please forgive me.  I did not mean to---to---intoxicate Diana. How could I?  Just imagine if you were a poor little orphan girl that kind people had adopted and you had just one bosom friend in all the world. Do you think you would intoxicate her on purpose.  I thought it was cherry cordial.  Oh, please say that you’ll let Diana play with me again.

MRS. BARRY: I’ll do nothing of the sort. I refuse to let you play with Diana any longer. 

ANNE:
Won’t you at least let me say one last farewell to Diana?

MRS. BARRY:  Well...

MARILLA:
Mrs. Barry, isn’t that the least you could do?

MRS. BARRY:  Well... (Looking for approval from Rachel).  All right.  But make it quick.


(Music changes to “Kindred Spirits” theme)

ANNE:
(To Diana)  It’s not enough time to say an eternal farewell.  I am sorry, Diana, for ... the mix up with the cherry cordial.

DIANA:
I know, Anne.  It’s not your fault.  I know you didn’t do it on purpose.

ANNE:
Will you promise faithfully never to forget me, the friend of your youth, no matter what dearer friends you may make?

DIANA:
Indeed I will.  (crying) And I’ll never have another bosom friend, as long as I live.   (They embrace)

ANNE & DIANA:
WE’LL BE KINDRED SPIRITS UNTIL THE END OF TIME. 

(During the fast musical ending, Marilla grabs Anne and pulls her upstairs, and  Mrs. Barry grabs Diana and exits.  Rachel is alone.  On the last chord, she looks at the audience in a pose, with a satisfied smile on her face.)

(End of Act I)

ACT II

SCENE 1A

RACHEL:
All things great are wound up with all things little. It’s hard to imagine that a huge political rally could have much or anything to do with the fortunes of little Anne Shirley, but it had. The rally was held in Charlottetown, and practically everyone in town had gone. Even some of us conservatives.  Marilla was thrilled with rally, and even said she was proud to be a liberal. Really! You have to keep your eye on those liberals. (Directly to an audience member) Yes, you know exactly what I’m saying.

Because of the rally, Diana had been left alone to watch her younger sister, Minnie May who took terribly sick.  Not knowing what to do, Diana ran to get Anne even though they hadn’t been allowed to speak to each other for nearly three months. Anne, with all that experience watching after children, knew exactly what to do.  Recognizing the symptoms as the croup, she immediately gave her several large doses of ipecac.  Her condition was quite serious, but after several hours, Minnie May finally coughed up the phlegm and began to get better right away.  Mrs. Barry returned home about the time Doctor Spencer arrived. He said “that little redheaded girl they have over at the Cuthbert’s is as smart as they make ‘em, and that she saved that baby’s life.”  It would have been too late by the time he got there... (Pause) That certainly turned Mrs. Barry’s heart around. The girls were finally allowed to see each other again.  It is possible that I misjudged the poor homely girl.  So, I decided to invite both girls over to my house for tea and cucumber sandwiches. We were having a delightful afternoon, until... well, until I left the girls alone for a few minutes.

(A scream is heard.) 

SCENE 1B

(The girls come running down the stairs.)

DIANA:
(Both scared to death, shivering.) Who was that?

ANNE:
Who was that?  WHAT was that?

RACHEL:
Merciful goodness! What is going on up there?

DIANA:
There... there is ... something... alive up there...  

ANNE:
(In a dramatically scary voice) Or maybe... it was dead.

RACHEL:
Dead!?  What are you talking about?

ANNE:
I.. uh...  I...  

DIANA:
We got the idea that we were... (trying to remember)  ptero... um... 

ANNE:
(Whispering to Diana) Pterodactyls.  

DIANA:
Oh, yes. We were pterodactyls flying over a (looking for Anne’s approval) ..a prehistoric jungle. So, we raced upstairs to your spare room door and made a flying leap for the bed.  But.. but there was a dreadful monster in there.

RACHEL:
Really?

ANNE:
Yes it was hideous.  Small, shriveled up and cold as ice. 

DIANA:
With a horrible, loud, screeching voice.

RACHEL:
For heaven’s sake!  That’s no monster. That’s Mrs. Lynde, my mother in law. 

ANNE:
Your mother in law? 

RACHEL:
Yes, didn’t Marilla tell you that she is visiting for two weeks?  Oh dear me. (Rushing to the bottom of the stairs).  Mother!...

MRS. LYNDE: (A very, very old woman in a nightgown and sleeping cap, holding a cane is seen at the top of the stairs.) For land’s sake!  How does one expect to get any rest around here with crazy, wild-eyed children running over all over the place?  

RACHEL:
Sorry mother. It was just those two young ladies I was telling you about:  Anne and Diana. 

MRS. LYNDE: Ladies?  Ladies?  I hardly think so. I’d say they were the worst-behaved girls I have ever seen.  

RACHEL:
Yes, well... It won’t happen again (looking at Anne and Diana), I assure you.

MRS. LYNDE: Again? Again? I should hope not!  My heart couldn’t take another shock like that. You don’t know what it is to be awakened out of a sound sleep, after a long and arduous journey, by two girls bouncing down on you.  It frightened me to death.  

RACHEL:
I am sure they didn’t mean any harm.  They were only having fun, and well... got a little carried away. 

MRS. LYNDE: Fun? Fun? It wasn’t fun for me, I can tell you that for sure.

RACHEL:
Well, I’ll take care of them, don’t you worry.  Now, go back to bed, mother you  won’t be disturbed again.

MRS. LYNDE: (As she leaves, she mumbles under her breath) For heaven’s sake.  Little girls never indulged in such kind of fun when I was young. Their parents ought to be ashamed of the way they have been brought up. (She exits)

(Rachel turns slowly toward the girls.  Looking stern and upset.)



(Moment of silence.  Then the girls both rush her, talking at the same time.)

ANNE:
(At the same time as Diana) I am SO sorry.  We didn’t know she was there.  Honestly.  We’d never jump on your mother –in-law on purpose. 

DIANA:
(At the same time as Anne) Oh, how dreadfully wicked of us.  It was an honest make mistake.  Please, please forgive us.  We were just having fun.

ANNE:
(Interrupting) No.  Diana you can’t take the blame for this.  Mrs. Lynde, it was all my fault. I am the one who suggested that we race upstairs.

RACHEL:
I knew it! I knew that idea came out of your head. Well, there is going be a nice lot of trouble tonight when Thomas gets home.  I’m afraid I’ll have to hear about this for long time.  There’s only one thing I wish.


(Anne and Diane have a questioning look)

RACHEL:
(In a softer, secretive voice) I only wish I could have seen the whole thing. How funny that must have been. (laughing).

GIRLS:
What?

RACHEL:
That’s the most I have seen her move all day.  She needed something to get her heart going.  (All three giggle).

DIANA:
Oh dear.  I have to get home before dark.  Thank you for having us over.  And sorry for the trouble we caused.  

RACHEL:
Just remember this proverb.  “Look before you leap --- especially into spare room beds.”  (Laughing at her own joke).

DIANA:
I’ll remember that.  Let’s go Anne.

RACHEL:
(Anne not laughing anymore, starts to leave).  Anne, why don’t you stay.  I want to talk to you for a moment.  

ANNE:
Alright.  I’ll see you at school tomorrow, Diana.

DIANA:
Good bye. (hugging her and then leaving).

RACHEL:
Have a seat, Anne. I heard what you did for Diana’s little sister, and I was quite impressed. You have a promising future. The only thing I hope, is that your good deeds will eventually outweigh your bad ones.  

ANNE:
I’ve been trying, but I’m such an unlucky girl. I’m always getting into scrapes myself and getting my best friends into them as well. Diana would never have thought of such a thing, I am sure.  Diana is a very ladylike girl, Mrs. Lynde. And yet, I am always dragging her into my messes. I wonder why I keep doing that.

RACHEL:
It’s because you’re too heedless and impulsive, child, that’s what. You never stop to think---whatever comes into your head to say or do you say or do without a moment’s reflection.

ANNE:
Oh, but that’s the best of it.  Something just flashes into your mind, so exciting, and you must out with it. If you stop to think it over you spoil it all.  Haven’t you never felt that yourself, Mrs. Lynde?

RACHEL:
No.  I can’t say I have.  

ANNE:
Don’t you ever imagine anything?

RACHEL:
I’m afraid my imagination is a little rusty---it’s so long since I used it. 
ANNE:
I can imagine just about anything, except what it would be like to be pretty. Like Diana or Josie.  I’ll never know that feeling. 

RACHEL:
Now, now child. You’re a fine looking girl. And you’re infinitely smarter than Josie, that’s for certain.

ANNE:
Oh... I’d much rather be pretty than smart. 
RACHEL:
Well, now.  Not too worry. I wasn’t very pretty when I was young. As a matter of fact, they used to say I was down right homely. 

ANNE:
You? Homely? 

RACHEL:
I know it’s hard believe, but it’s true.  Marilla was the pretty one back then.  The boys used to flock around her like cows at feeding time. 

ANNE:
(Quite surprised) Really? Marilla Cuthbert? 

RACHEL:
Amazing isn’t it. But, she wouldn’t give them the time of day, which made it easier for us average looking girls to have a better chance. Of course, I didn’t remain an ugly duckling forever. Look at me now!

ANNE:
(Feeling encouraged) Oh Mrs. Lynde, do you really think I could grow to be as  charming and beautiful as you are? 

RACHEL:
(Thrilled) Oh... my. Please child. (Trying to act modestly) Well, not quite. But certainly nearly so. I imagine you will turn out to be very pretty. 

ANNE:
Oh, I do hope so. 

RACHEL:
Oh my, it’s getting late.  Marilla is going to be worried, you best be on your way  (They stand). 

ANNE:
Oh dear.  All alone?  In the dark?

RACHEL:
Dark? Why, it’s only twilight.  And it’s only a 10 minute walk. 

ANNE:
Well, I’ll have to go around by the road then.  

RACHEL:
The road? Don’t be silly child.  That will take half an hour. 

ANNE:
I can’t go through the Haunted Wood, especially at night.

RACHEL:
Haunted Wood!?  What on earth is that?

ANNE:
(Whispering) The spruce wood over the brook.

RACHEL:
Fiddlesticks! There is no such thing as a haunted wood anywhere. Who has been telling you such things?

ANNE:
Nobody. Diana and I just imagined the wood was haunted.  Oh, we have imagined the most harrowing things.  There’s a lady dressed all in white who walks along the brook just about this time of the night and wrings her hands and utters wailing cries. And the ghost of two little murdered children haunts the woods also. They creep up behind you and lay their cold fingers on your back.  Oh, it gives me a shudder to think about it. 

RACHEL:
Did ever any one hear the like! Anne Shirley, do you mean to tell me you believe all that wicked nonsense of your own imagination? 

ANNE:
Not believe exactly. At least, I don’t believe it in the daylight. But after it’s dark it’s different. That is when the ghosts walk. 

RACHEL:
There are no such things as ghosts, Anne.

ANNE:
(Eagerly) Oh, but there are, Mrs. Lynde. I know people who have seen them. And they are respectable people. Charlie Sloan says that his grandmother saw old Mr. Sloan, his grandfather, driving home the cows one night after he’d been buried for a year. You know Charlie Sloan’s grandmother wouldn’t tell a story for anything. She’s a very religious woman. 

RACHEL:
Anne Shirley. Now really. That imagination of yours is getting out of hand.  Now just calm down.  There are no ghosts or headless men to worry about.  (Anne is not convinced).  All right. (Reaching into a drawer).  I shouldn’t be humoring you like this, but here.  Take this (it’s a cross on a chain), say a prayer and you’ll be fine.  Now, child, you need to get home before Marilla begins to worry.  She gets worked up so easily. 

ANNE:
(Looking at the cross).  But.... what is she going to say if the white lady snatches me up and carries me off.  

RACHEL:
That’s a risk, I am sure she is willing to take.  Now run along child, you’ll be fine.

Oh, and you’re welcome to come by and visit any time you like.  

ANNE:
Thank you Mrs. Lynde. 


(Looking worried, Anne exits)

SCENE 1C


(Anne begins walking through the wood.  Music begins.  The ensemble, dressed in black, hold branches out that she walks through.  Singing.  Spirits begin to waft, “dance” all around Anne.)

CHORUS:
DIES

ANNE:
(Scared) Diana?

CHORUS:
ILLA

ANNE:
Is that you, Diana?

CHORUS:
DIES

ANNE:
I know you’re there...waiting to play a trick on me.

CHORUS:
IRAE

ANNE:
This isn’t... funny.

CHORUS:
DIES (A spirit rushes by)

ANNE:
What was that?

CHORUS:
ILLA

ANNE:
Old man Sloan?

CHORUS:
DIES

ANNE:
Oh dear.  Where is it?  Oh, where did I put it?  (pulling out the necklace)

CHORUS:
MAGNA


(A spirit is seen, dancing about)

ANNE:
OUR FATHER, IN HEAVEN

CHORUS:
ET ALAMA, ALAMA VALDE


(Skeletons appear.  Peering through the trees.  Dancing/Singing)

MEN:
CALAMITATIS ET MISERIAE





CALAMITATIS ET MISERIAE






CALAMITATIS ET MISERIAE






CALAMITATIS ET MISERIAE



(Two dead, bloody children are seen, holding hands)

MEN:
CALAMITATIS ET MISERIAE
WOMEN:
DIES
 


CALAMITATIS ET MISERIAE
IRAE
ANNE:

CALAMITATIS ET MISERIAE
DIES 
   OUR FATHER

CALAMITATIS ET MISERIAE
ILLA 
   IN HEAVEN

CALAMITATIS ET MISERIAE 
DIES 
   THY KINGDOM COME

CALAMITATIS ET MISERIAE
MAGNA
   THY WILL BE DONE

CHORUS:
ET ALAMA, ALAMA VALDE


(The headless man appears, Anne is becoming more and more hysterical)


(The White Lady, played by Rachel, appears behind her.  Following her.  


She looks to the right, and then to the left, while the White Lady hides behind her, out of Anne’s sight)

ANNE:
Please.... don’t let it be the White Lady.  Please don’t let it be the White...


(She slowly turns, meeting her dead on.  The music intensifies as she chases Anne, in a sort of Dance, with all the other characters around her)


(At the end of the song, on the last chord, she runs into Marilla’s living room, frightened, shaking and out of breath.  Marilla is knitting, and Matthew is reading the paper.)

MARILLA:
Anne.  What is the matter?  Where have you been?

ANNE:
(To frightened to explain).  I...     It...    They...    (pause)

I think I’ll just go to bed. (She walks sheepishly up the stairs, looking over her shoulder.  And exits)

MARILLA:
I don’ believe it!

MATTHEW:
What?

MARILLA:
She was actually ....  speechless.


(Silence.  They look at each other.  Perplexed)

MATTHEW:
Well, I’ll be darned!


(Black out)

SCENE 2A

JOSIE:
The school year went by slowly, but June finally came. The summer was quite eventful. Competition between Anne and Gilbert was at an all time high. Before Anne came, Gilbert was the smartest boy in class, but now she seemed to always be one step ahead of him.  Anne pretended not to like Gilbert and he just kept chiding and teasing and daring her. Daring became the fashionable thing. It started with the boys, but eventually it spread to the girls.  All the crazy things we did that summer in the name of a dare would fill a book by themselves. 

First of all Sophia Sloan dared Ruby Gillis to climb that huge old willow tree.  And she actually did it, even though she had dreadful fear of those (looking disgusted) fat green caterpillars. Yuk!  Then I dared Sohpia to hop on her left leg, once around the entire garden without stopping or putting her right foot to the ground. She gave it a good try, but gave up at the third corner, and had to confess her defeat to me in front of everyone (Smiling). 

On the first day of school, Anne Shirley dared me to walk along the top of the board fence behind the schoolhouse. Now, to walk board fences requires more skill and steadiness than you might think. But, I do happen to have a natural talent for walking board fences. I climbed up and walked the entire fence without even a wobble.  I jumped down off my perch and all the girls, and even the boys, rallied around to celebrate my victory! 

But I didn’t say a word.  I just looked over at Anne and smiled.  She didn’t think I could do it (laugh) and boy, was she mad!

SCENE 2B

 
(The boys are walking home from school)


(Music is playing)

CHARLIE:
 I heard Anne got the highest grade on the test.

GILBERT:
So!

BILLY:
(To Charlie) She spelled down Gilbert in class.

GILBERT:
I could care less.

CHARLIE:
And she even beat him in mental arithmetic.  (They laugh. Gilbert hits them)

BILLY:
Hey! Why’d you hit me. I thought you didn’t care?

GILBERT:
I don’t care.  I hit you because you’re an idiot! (Pushing his friends.)

(Horseplay continues as they exit. Possible dance number)

SCENE 2C

(Rachel’s house, Anne enters)

RACHEL:
Oh, you’re here early for your sewing lesson.  Anne, you’re wearing your hair differently.  

ANNE:
Yes.  Pigtails are for little girls.  Besides, it makes my red hair less noticeable. 

RACHEL:
Anne, really.  You shouldn’t be so concerned about your looks. I dare say, your hair is looking darker every day. 

ANNE:
Oh, do you really think so?

RACHEL:
Yes, I do.  (Handing Anne her sewing project. They sit down) Now, let’s work on our cross stitch today. (Anne is not paying attention... thinking deeply). Anne, did you hear me?

ANNE:
Oh, I’m sorry.  I was just thinking about something. (Anne takes out her notepad and pencil like a regular detective) You said you knew Marilla quite well when you were younger...  

RACHEL:
Yes, I did. 

ANNE:
I was just wondering.  Why do you think she never married?

RACHEL:
Well... actually, she was in love with somebody (bitterly then she pauses... changes her mind) Some people just choose different paths in life. There’s nothing unusual about that. 

ANNE:
She sure seems to want me to get married some day. Probably just to get rid of me. (Smiling) I don’t see the point in it, except for having children, and I’ve taken care of enough children for two life times. You’re married...yet you never had children.

RACHEL:
Oh, it’s not that Thomas and I didn’t want children. (She looks hurt) I always dreamed of having a daughter who I could dress up in the most adorable dresses, have tea with, teach her to cook and sew and...  (Coming back to reality) But sometimes it’s just not meant to be.  (places her hand on her belly)

ANNE:
It’s just that it’s rather odd. Marilla was so in love, yet she never got married...

RACHEL:
(Feeling uncomfortable) How about some tea? (Getting up)

ANNE:
(Still thinking about things) Sure.  (Rachel exits. Anne pulls out her book to write it in. Gets an intensely curious look on her face. Closes her book) I’m sorry Mrs. Lynde. I have to go. 

RACHEL:
(Entering...with a tea bag dangling in one hand, and a cup in her hand). Anne. What about your tea? 

ANNE:
(Running out) Save it for me. I’ll drink it next time.

RACHEL:
(Shakes her head) Girls!  (Starts to leave. Then turns around, looking in Anne’s direction. Smiles)

(As Rachel steps out to say goodbye to Anne postman drops by with mail.  Rachel is seen fingering through the mail).

RACHEL:
Matthew and Marilla Cuthbert.  (she starts to put it away and then) Well, maybe just a peak.  It’s from Bright River…the orphanage.

SCENE 2D


(School yard.)

SOPHIA:
Josie, you’ll never guess what I just saw.

JOSIE:

(Very excited and curious) What?

RUBY:
Guess whose name was written on the wall next to Gilbert Blythe’s? 

SOPHIA:
(Hits Ruby) This is my story. (Pushing Ruby aside) Now, guess whose name was written next to Gilbert’s? 

RUBY:
Hey. I saw it too.  It’s just as much my story as it is yours.

SOPHIA:
You’re always complaining. 

RUBY:
Well, you’re always giving me something to complain about.

JOSIE:
Okay already! Who cares! Just tell me who it was.

RUBY:
It was... (Sophia gives her a stern look and putting up her fist. Thinking it over, Ruby motions to Sophia with her hand as if to say “be my guest.”)

SOPHIA:
It was Julia Bell. 

JOSIE:
Julia Bell? That’s impossible. (Touching her curls) She has nothing on us.

RUBY:
I’ll say. All those freckles... and that ratty hair.

ALL THREE: (Shudder) Ew!


(Diana and Anne are listening)

DIANA:
(Aside to Anne) He does not like Julia, that’s for sure.

RUBY:
Well, I know something you don’t know.

JOSIE:
What? What?


(Ruby pushes Sophia out of the way)

RUBY:
I saw Gilbert and Julia behind the schoolhouse. And it looked like they were kissing. 

JOSIE:
How revolting! Gilbert kissing that little imp?


(Girls continue to gossip quietly)

DIANA:
(Aside to Anne) Ha! Shows you how much she knows. I was there. They weren’t kissing. He was just studying his multiplication tables by her freckles.

ANNE:
Don’t speak about freckles to me. Not when I have so many. 

DIANA:
Can you imagine having your name up there with Gilbert Blythe. (Sigh)

ANNE:
I’d never want to have my name written on any wall, with any boy.
 

DIANA:
Don’t be too sure your name won’t ever be written up. Charlie Sloan is dead gone on you. He told his mother – his mother, mind you – that you were the smartest girl in school. That’s better than being good-looking. 

ANNE:
Oh no it isn’t! And I hate Charlie Sloan! (getting louder, the girls overhear her) I can’t bear a boy with goggle eyes. If anyone put my name up with his I’d never get over it. 

JOSIE:
(Approaching Anne and Diana) I don’t think you’ll have to worry about that. (The three girls laugh)

ANNE:
I think writing boys and girls names together on the wall is the silliest thing ever.

JOSIE:
You’re only saying that because you’ve never had it happen. Nor will you.

ANNE:
I wouldn’t want my name up there with any of the boys in this school. I think they’re detestable and any girl who thinks otherwise is equally detestable. 

JOSIE:
They are detestable, that’s for sure. But you just don’t understand them at all. 


(Anne rolls her eyes. The music starts)

WHAT DO YOU CALL A BOY?

JOSIE:

WHAT DO YOU CALL A BOY WHO PUTS A FROG IN YOUR DESK?

WHAT DO YOU CALL A BOY WHO PULLS YOUR HAIR?

SLIMY, STINKY AND ALWAYS THINKING THEY’RE RIGHT.

I CALL HIM DREAMY (Strikes a pose)

SOPHIA:
DREAMY (Strikes a pose)

RUBY:
DREAMY (Strikes a pose)

JOSIE:

WHAT DO YOU CALL A BOY  WHO SPLASHES MUD ON YOUR DRESS?

WHAT DO YOU CALL A BOY WHO NEVER SHARES?

SLOW AND LAZY THEY DRIVE US CRAZY, ALL RIGHT.

AND STILL THEY’RE DREAMY

SOPHIA:
DREAMY

RUBY:
DREAMY

ANNE:
WHAT DO YOU CALL A GIRL WHO GETS ALL WEAK IN THE KNEES

FAINTS AND FAWNS AND GIGGLES, BATS HER EYES?

PRIMPING, PREENING, SIGHING, CRYING,

GILS LIKE THEM, THERE’S NO DENYING WHY?

BECAUSE THEY’RE FOOLISH, DESPERATE, NEEDY

(Gilbert and the other boys enter, girls flutter around Gilbert)

DIANA:
WHAT DO YOU CALL A BOY WITH BIG BLUE EYES AND CURLY HAIR?

ANNE:
What?

DIANA:
EVEN ON HIS KNEES HE’S REALLY TALL. (Girls push him on his knees)

ANNE:
Oh no, not you too?

DIANA:
FIRST, THERE’LL BE A BIG PROPOSAL (Acting it out)      



WEDDING IN THE OLD CHURCH SOCIAL (Getting carried away)



TONS OF CHILDREN RUNNING DOWN THE HALL.

GILBERT:
(Standing up) What!?

ANNE:
(Disgusted)  Ew!

JOSIE:

(Interrupting, singing to Gilbert, pushing him with her finger)

WHAT DO YOU CALL A BOY WHO DOES EXACTLY WHAT YOU SAY?

FOLLOWS ORDERS ANYTIME AT ALL?

SNAP YOUR FINGERS, AND IF HE LINGERS, HE’LL DIE! (Shaking fist at Gilbert)

JOSIE:

I’D CALL HIM PERFECT

SOPHIA:
PERFECT

RUBY:
PERFECT

ANNE:
Stop! WHAT DO YOU CALL A BOY WHO CALLS YOU CARROTS?

WHAT DO YOU CALL A BOY WHO THINKS HE’S SMART?

ATTENTION SEEKING, CAN’T STOP SPEAKING,

MUST BE BETTER, GOOD GRADE GETTER.

ALWAYS SPELLS MY NAME WITHOUT AN E!

ANNE:
WHAT DO YOU CALL A BOY?

JOSIE:

WHAT DO YOU CALL A BOY?

GIRLS:
WHAT DO YOU CALL A BOY?

GILBERT:
(Breaking through the girl’s pose) LIKE ME!

ANNE:
Oh fine. (To Gilbert)  If you were any more full of yourself, your head would explode.(Anne harrumphs off). 

SCENE 3A

GILBERT: 
Anne rarely even looked at me, and never spoke to me directly. But she sure tried to outdo me in every subject. At first it was easy to stay one step ahead of her. But, after the daring started, she seemed to have a determination like no one had ever seen. She got it into her mind that she was going to be the best student with the best grades. I’ve never known anyone to have the tenacity that she had. I had always been the top student in my class, but that position was now up for grabs. 


Now, I know that girls can be complicated and confusing to figure out, but Anne was off the map. She couldn’t resist a dare, no matter how big, and she certainly couldn’t accept being second in any subject.  I knew if she continued at that mad pace she’d either end up killed or the mayor of Avonlea. I tried being nice, offering to carry her books or to share my lunch with her, but that didn’t go over too well. I thought about teasing her again, (rubbing his head) but that can be sorta painful. Sometimes I got the feeling that she liked me, but no matter what I did, she just kept ignoring me.  I had to start looking up new words in the dictionary so I could continue thinking about her.
SCENE 3B

GILBERT:
Hi Anne. (Anne doesn’t listen, she just turns and walks toward the girls. Gilbert frustrated, he walks over toward the boys).

JOSIE:
That explains why she has such a problem attracting boys. She’s not much of a lady. 

ANNE:
That’s the last thing on earth I intend to do. You and your ... overdone hair can have all the boys you want. 

JOSIE:
You’re just jealous because I walked the board fence this morning. 

ANNE:
(Tossing her braids) I don’t think it’s such a big deal to walk a little, low, board fence.  I knew a girl in Marysville who could walk the ridgepole of a roof.

JOSIE:
I don’t believe it.  I don’t believe that anybody could walk a ridgepole. You couldn’t, anyhow.

ANNE:
Couldn’t I?

JOSIE:
No. You couldn’t!

ANNE:
Yes I could!

JOSIE:
Then I dare you. I dare you to climb up there and walk the ridgepole of the schoolhouse roof.

ALL:
Oh! (Gasping and chattering)

ANNE:
(Anne, looking worried) That’s easy.  But I certainly don’t have to prove it to you.

GILBERT:
Yeah Anne, let’s see you do it!

BOYS:
Come on!  Do it! We dare you!

DIANA:
(Pulls Anne aside) Don’t you do it, Anne.  You’ll fall off and be killed. Never mind Josie and those boys.  It isn’t fair to dare anybody to do anything so dangerous. 

ANNE:
I must do it. My honor is at stake. I shall walk that ridgepole, Diana, or perish in the attempt. If I am killed you are to have my pearl bead ring. 


(Anne stands up tall and walks to the roof. Cheering and chatter is heard from the students)


(Music begins.  Anne climbs up to the roof.  And begins to walk across slowly, occasionally slipping, timed with the music.  She finally loses control, and falls off the back of the roof, not visible to the audience)


(A chord)

DIANA:
(Yelling, from the side of the schoolhouse) Anne, are you killed?   (Nothing.  Another musical chord.) On, Anne, dear Anne, please speak to me and tell me if you’re killed!


(Another chord.  A moment of silence.  All the kids are concerned. Gilbert looking especially worried)

ANNE:
(In a weak voice, heard from behind the school) No, Diana... I am not killed, but I think I am rendered unconscious.

GILBERT:
(Peering around the back of the schoolhouse) Anne, are you okay? Do you need help?

ANNE:
Is that you Gilbert Blythe?  Go away.  I don’t need anything from you.  Where’s Diana?  I’m just relaxing.  It’s nice here…on the ground.

DIANA:
Oh dear. Please help her.  Somebody!

MR PHILLIPS: (Entering) What’s going on out here?  

DIANA:
Anne’s fallen off the ridgepole.  I think she’s really hurt.

MR PHILLIP:
Calm down Diana, go find some water for Anne to drink.  (Diana exits, kids all buzzing,) All right now! School is over, everyone go home. There’s nothing to see here. (Gilbert starts to head off with the others) Uh, Gilbert could you see that Miss Shirley gets home safely? (Beginning to go around the schoolhouse)

GILBERT:
Sure Mr. Phillips. I’d be happy to…

ANNE:
(Anne emerges from around the side of the schoolhouse, limping) Absolutely not! I can do it myself. (She falls down)

MR. PHILLIPS: (Helping her up) Now, now! None of that foolish pride. Gilbert is going to help you home, and that’s final.  I only hope they don’t blame this on me.  (Mr. Phillips helps her to climb on to Gilbert’s back)


(Anne and Gilbert Exit. Mr. Phillips shakes his head, and returns to the school)

`
(Stage is bare.  Diana enters with a glass of water and is completely perplexed.)

GILBERT:
(They re-enter as if they’ve been walking quite awhile). Oh my, we’re entering the Haunted Wood.  Are you sure you’ll be okay?

ANNE:
(She slaps him lightly on the shoulder) Very funny.

GILBERT:
Aren’t you glad I’m here to protect you?

ANNE:
I don’t need anyone to protect me Gilbert Blythe.

GILBERT:
Well, maybe not but if you’re going to make falling off of roofs a habit, I suggest you at least warn the grass below. 

ANNE:
Just put me down, I can walk the rest of the way myself. (He puts her down gently and tries to help her.  She gets agitated)

GILBERT:
It’s okay to lean on me Anne.  I don’t mind.

ANNE:
I don’t want to lean on you.  

GILBERT:
Why? What is your problem?  What happened to you?

ANNE:
I just think it’s important for a woman to stand on her own two feet (realizing the pun) literally. (they both laugh, she cajoles him to ease his irritation)

GILBERT:
Was it tough, in the orphanage, losing your parents?

ANNE:
Yeah, it was.  I tried not to think about it.  I just pretended to be Cordelia from a far away place.  That was so much better than my real life was ever going to be.  Until..

GILBERT:
Until you came here?

ANNE:
(shyly) Yes, until I came here.  But it seems I still don’t really fit in, I mean, I’m so plain, not pretty like Diana and the other girls.  I figure I better learn to be good company to myself because I may end up alone.  I just always know I’m the girl who belongs to no one. (Gilbert is listening intently)  Am I talking too much?  I’m sorry, I just tend to ramble on and on.

GILBERT:
I feel that way too you know.  You don’t have to be an orphan to feel that you belong to no one.

ANNE:
What?  But you have family and friends and girls swooning all over you.

GILBERT:
That’s true but sometimes it’s annoying.  I just want a girl I can talk to and who will talk back and say something interesting, something besides, “Oh Gilbert.” 

ANNE:
I thought you liked all that attention.

GILBERT:
The one I want attention from is usually mad or ignoring me.

ANNE:
Really who? (he just looks at her)  Me?  (She is instantly uncomfortable) Well thanks for helping me home Gilbert, it was really nice of you.  I need to go before Marilla starts to worry.  (she gets more uncomfortable)  (Gilbert touches her hair and starts to move in for a kiss, but Anne quickly plants one on his cheek and starts to pull away) Well, thanks again.  (Gilbert pulls her to him and kisses her fully on the lips. She looks at him, stunned and then angry.)

ANNE:
Gilbert Blythe, how dare you? 


(Anne begins to limp off while Gilbert is facing the audience, confused as to what just happened.  Anne turns back to steal a glance at Gilbert and she cannot suppress her happiness at having just been kissed for the first time.  She then turns and storms into Green Gables.)

GILBERT:
(Singing) THERE IS SOMETHING IN THAT GIRL,


SOMETHING I CAN’T DENY…


(Music continues with the melody)

NO CHALLENGES LEFT UNMET

EVERY DARE IS A THREAT

I’VE BEEN HERE, I’LL BE HERE

LIKE ALWAYS, BUT STILL

IT’S NICE TO NOTICED

BY THAT GIRL.



(Blackout)

SCENE 3C

(Marilla’s kitchen. Anne enters)

MARILLA:
Anne, why are you limping?

ANNE:
I was dared to walk on the ridgepole of the schoolhouse roof and I fell off.

MARILLA:
Now why do you let yourself be tricked into these things?

ANNE:
I couldn’t possibly refuse a dare.  Especially in front of Gil...  in front of all the boys.  What would you have done if you had been dared to walk a ridgepole?

MARILLA:
I’d have stayed on good firm ground and let them dare away. Such absurdity!

ANNE:
But you have such strength of mind, Marilla. I haven’t. I just felt that I couldn’t bear Josie Pye’s scorn. She would have crowed over me all my life. 

MARILLA:
Well, one of these days you’re going to need to grow out of this nonsense. You need to learn to be ladylike. How do you ever expect to find a husband when you’re crawling around on people’s roofs?

ANNE:
Husband?  Why would I ever need a husband.  I can take care of myself. And look at you.  You never married and you seem perfectly content. 

MARILLA:
Well, that wasn’t exactly by choice.  I wanted to, but.. 

ANNE:
(Perking up) Who was it?

MARILLA:
What are earth are you talking about, child?

ANNE:
Oh please, do tell.  I know there was someone.

MARILLA:
Really.  (Pause – Thinking back, she gives in.) His name was Tom.  

ANNE:
Tom.  What a plain, ordinary name.  I was picturing a Franklin or a Stanley.  What happened?

MARILLA:
Oh, now, that was a long time ago.  

ANNE:
Please, please tell me. 

MARILLA:
Maybe some other time.  I’ve already said way too much. Now you run along and get to your chores. 

ANNE:
But, Marilla, my leg.

MARILLA:
If you keep your leg moving, it will heal faster.

ANNE:
Oh, alright. (While exiting) What do people who haven’t any imagination do when they break their bones?

SCENE 3D

(Matthew is working. He is looking older, and is slowing down. Anne sits quietly on a stool next to his work bench)

(She writes in her book) 

MATTHEW:
What’s that you’re working on, Anne?

ANNE:
Oh, I’ve just been doing some research?

MATTHEW:
For geography?

ANNE:
(Thinking) No..  For “life-ography.”

MATTHEW:
Life-ography? I’ve never heard of it.

ANNE:
Well, I made it up.  It’s the study of how people choose to live their lives, and why. 

MATTHEW:
Sounds interesting.

ANNE:
People sometimes do the strangest things.  Remember I told you that Prissy Andrews passed her exams last week, and is moving to Charlottetown to go to school? Well, guess what? Today, Mr. Phillips announced that he was resigning, and is moving to Charlottetown as well. Can you believe that?

MATTHEW:
That’s some news.

ANNE: 
We are getting an interim teacher, Miss Stacey… but, you know, I think I’m going to miss having Mr. Phillips around to yell at me.

MATTHEW: 
I’m sure you’ll adjust.

ANNE:
And then there’s religion and politics.  Everyone has a different point of view, and gets so worked up about it.  By the way, how do you vote, Matthew?

MATTHEW:
Liberal.  I guess you could say that voting Liberal is part of my religion. (Laughing at his own joke)

ANNE:
Mr. Phillips was a liberal.  Although I think that was mostly  because Prissy Andrews’ father was one also. Ruby Gillis says that when a man is courting he always has to agree with the girl’s mother in religion and her father in politics. Is that true, Matthew?

MATTHEW:
Well now, I dunno.

ANNE:
Did you ever go courting?

MATTHEW:
Well now, no. I mean only my wife Millie I guess.

ANNE:
Millie? You had a wife?

MATTHEW:
Yes.

ANNE:
Well, where is she? What happened to her?  Why isn’t she here now?

MATTHEW:
One question at a time Anne.  Millie died of Rheumatic Fever over 20 years ago.  That’s when I came here to help Marilla with the farm.

ANNE:
How tragic.  Romantic but tragic.  Do you miss her much Matthew?

MATTHEW:
Sometimes, but I’ll see her again someday.

ANNE: 
(Reflecting for a moment) It must be rather interesting, don’t you think, Matthew? Love and courting. Ruby Gillis says that when she grows up she’s going to have ever so many beaus on a string and have them all crazy about her; but I think that would be too exciting. I’d rather have just one in his right mind. But Ruby Gillis knows a great deal about such matters because she has so many big sisters, and Mrs. Lynde says the Gillis girls have gone off like hot cakes. There are a great many things in this world that I can’t understand very well, Matthew.

MATTHEW:
Well now, I dunno as I comprehend them all myself.

ANNE:
Take Marilla, for instance.  (Looking in her book).  The prettiest girl school and smart as well, yet... she never married the one man she loved.

MATTHEW:
How did you find out about that?

ANNE:
I have my ways.  I know that his name was Tom and he was dead gone on her.  Hm.  (Thinking).  It’s funny that Rachel married someone with the same name and...  (She gasps aloud. Puts her hand over mouth. Her eyes open wide).

MATTHEW:
(Stops working).  Well now. I see your research has paid off.  

ANNE:
You mean Thomas Lynde, Rachel’s husband, was Marilla’s one true love? That’s so hard to imagine, and I can imagine just about anything.

MATTHEW:
Rachel and Marilla were always trying to out do each other, and Marilla said no to Thomas one too many times. 

ANNE:
So she lost Thomas to Rachel Lynde?  That’s incredible. 

MATTHEW:
It sure is.  Rachel wasn’t too good looking back then.

ANNE:
But, how could Marilla refuse such a show of true love?

MATTHEW:
Well now...  I guess you could say that my sister was too prideful and competitive to admit that she could ever love a boy so deeply.  


(The statement pierces Anne. She writes in her book. Lights out)

SCENE 4B

MATTHEW:
(To the audience) Time just goes faster and faster. It’s hard to believe that Anne had been with us for nearly three years.  It seems as if she’d been here always. Marilla says that she couldn’t imagine the place without her. I knew she had become quite fond of her. I also knew how I could never tell her, “I told-you-so,” Though I sure wanted to sometimes.  Anne had grow’d to be quite beautiful too. Her hair had turned a dark auburn and her freckles were nearly gone. Her seventeenth birthday was coming up so I thought it was about time she had a nice dress: one of those fancy ones with puffed sleeves that she’d been wishing for. Of course Marilla flat out refused to make one for her, but, I had a few dollars set aside. So I traipsed down to the store to see what I could find, but it was way too confusing. The colors... the.. the material, the... sizes. I ended up just buying a rake. Oh, I went down there three or four times, but I couldn’t make head ner tails of the whole thing. 

MARILLA:
(In her kitchen) I didn’t know what was going on with Matthew, but I could tell he was up to something. He kept coming home with the strangest items. Kitchen gadgets that I knew nothing about, let alone how to use them. Well one day, he came home with a 20 lb. bag of figs and plopped it on the kitchen counter. What was I ever going to use all those figs for. I didn’t even know what to do with them. But he insisted that they might come in handy sometime. I tried to get him to tell me what was going on, but he just smirked and walked out without uttering another word.  


(Rachel’s front porch.  Matthew walks up the drive)

MATTHEW:
Uh, morning Mrs. Lynde.

RACHEL:
Mornin’.  What brings you to my house Matthew.  I don’t think you’ve uttered more n’ two words to me since Thomas and I got married.  Shouldn’t you be home tending to your farm at this time of day…and that uppity sister of yours?

MATTHEW:
Well, yes, but it seems I’d like to buy a dress for Anne.  You know, her birthday’s comin’ and  she’s gonna be graduatin’ soon and goin off to college in Redmond and well, she’s always wanted a dress with big puffed sleeves and I’d like to get it for her.  Marilla’s hell bent against the whole priss and preen thing, as you well know, so I was kinda hopin’ you could help me.  On account of you havin’ such good taste and all.

RACHEL:
Why Matthew Cuthbert.  Of course I’ll help you.  I’ll even sew the dress myself if you like.

MATTHEW:
Oh that’d be great Rachel.  I’ve got some money right here for your trouble, don’t suppose I need to buy any more tools and figs… for awhile anyway.

RACHEL:
Nonsense Matthew, I don’t need any money.  Consider it our little secret gift to Anne.  She’s helped me a lot too you know.  Anne’s sort of become well like a daughter to me.  Anyhow, don’t you worry about a thing.  I’ll have it all ready for you to pick up by the end of the month.  Would that be all right?

MATTHEW:
That’s more than I could have hoped for Rachel.  Good day now.

RACHEL:
Good day Matthew. Uh, Matthew…I have something I need to give you.
MATTHEW:
What is it?  The dress is more than enough.
RACHEL:
I found this in my mail.  (Rachel pulls out the old letter addressed to Matthew and Marilla).  It came to my house about a year ago.  I opened it by mistake.  And, since it was opened, I thought I’d read it.  I figured it was about the mix up at the orphanage, and I was right.  (She hands it to Matthew.)

(He opens it and slowly realizes and looks up at Rachel)

MATTHEW:  It was me.  It’s my fault.  My mistake.  I marked….

RACHEL: 
Female instead of male.  I know Matthew.  I know.  At first, I thought this was great.  I was going to give it to Marilla and really have her lord it over you and cause quite an uproar in your house but then…I don’t know.  Anne sort of grew on me you know and it seemed that you were happier than I’d ever seen you.  And even Marilla that old goat, seemed so content being a mother.

MATTHEW: 
But how could I do that?  

RACHEL:
Oh well, even I’ve been known to make at least one or two mistakes in my time. (She hesitates knowing she is not reaching him.  Matthew is lost in his thoughts.)

Well, good day Matthew.

MATTHEW:
Good day Rachel and thank you.  (Matthew is left alone with the form from the orphanage and his thoughts.)

SCENE 4C 



(New scene to be added… at the General Store. Rachel sings “Good Intentions”) 

SCENE 4D

(Marilla’s kitchen)

MARILLA:
What’s that?

MATTHEW:
Just a little something I got for Anne.

MARILLA:
Matthew Cuthbert! We already bought her several gifts for her birthday. 

MATTHEW:
Well, now, they weren’t nothin. (Sets the present on the table).

MARILLA:
I don’t call a cookbook and a new apron “nothin.”  If it wasn’t for me being so strict these last few years, you’d have spoiled that girl silly. You’d let her fly to the moon, if she asked you.

ANNE:
(Enters the kitchen) Good morning! What a wonderful day it is. The trees were very talkative last night. (Matthew is quiet. Anne looks around) Oh, what’s this?

MATTHEW:
(Shyly) That’s a present for you, Anne.  Happy Birthday. (Anne picks it up and opens it, she is moved to tears) Why---why---Anne, don’t you like it?  Well now---well now.

ANNE:
Like it! Oh, Matthew! It’s perfectly exquisite. I can never thank you enough. Oh, it seems to me this must be a happy dream. And look at the sleeves! I’m so glad that puffed sleeves are still fashionable. It did seem to me that I’d never get over it if they went out before I had a dress with them. I’d never have felt quite satisfied, you see. 

MARILLA:
Well, well, let us have breakfast.  

ANNE:
May I please try it on first?

MARILLA: 
Oh...  very well, but get to it quickly.  (Anne exits) So this is why you have been looking so mysteriously and grinning about for the past two weeks, is it? I knew you were up to some foolishness.  (Matthew smiles) Well, I must say I don’t think Anne needed any more dresses. I made her three good, warm, serviceable ones this fall, and anything more is sheer extravagance. There’s enough material in those sleeves alone to make a whole dress, I declare there is. You’re just pampering Anne’s vanity, Matthew, and she’s as vain as a peacock now. Well, I hope she’ll be satisfied at last, for I know she’s been hankering after these silly sleeves ever since they came in style.  The puffs have been getting bigger and more ridiculous right along; they’re as big as balloons now. Next year anybody who wears them will have to go through the door sideways.  


(Matthew ignores Marilla, and Anne returns, modeling the dress, Marilla and  Matthew are speechless.)

ANNE:
(Chattering quickly) Oh, Matthew, it’s absolutely exquisite. And the color is perfect. I never even dreamed that I’d have anything like this, ever... (Noticing Matthew and Marilla’s amazed look).  Matthew, what is it? Have you seen a ghost? 


(Music begins)

MATTHEW:
(Pause) You’re, all grown up. (Pause)  I’ve raised many things in my time Anne.  I’ve watched many things grow, seeds and grain, horses and foul even but nothing’s quite as satisfying as raising a daughter. You’re the best mistake I ever made.

ANNE:
Oh Matthew.  (They hug.  Marilla wipes her eyes privately) 

ONE LITTLE DROP

MATTHEW:
I’D NEVER KNOW WHAT I DID NOT KNOW

UNLESS I’D STOPPED TO ANSWER.

I THOUGHT I KNEW WHAT I WANTED MOST,

A QUIET, SIMPLE LIFE.

I STEPPED OUTSIDE TO A WATERFALL

WHEN ALL I ASKED FOR WAS ONE LITTLE DROP.

I NEVER KNEW WHAT I THOUGHT I KNEW,

UNTIL I DANCED WITH YOU.

Interlude (They dance)

ANNE:
I THOUGHT I WANTED A WATERFALL



WHEN ALL I NEEDED WAS ONE LITTLE DROP.

BOTH:
I NEVER KNEW WHAT I THOUGHT I KNEW, 



UNTIL I DANCED WITH YOU.

(They hug. Matthew slowly backs away, with a hand out.  Into the darkness.  Anne is alone in the spot light.)

SCENE 5A

ANNE:
(To the audience, very solemn.) (Pause) We didn’t realize how sick Matthew was.   It was about 2 months after my birthday. He had been working in the field all day, and as he was returning to the house, he... he collapsed.  When the doctor came, he said that death had been instantaneous and probably painless. I couldn’t believe he was actually...gone. I can still see Matthew’s face smiling at me as we parted at the gate that morning, and I can even remember what he said. “My girl – my girl that I’m proud of.” (She tears up... pause) The news spread quickly through Avonlea, and all day friends and neighbors came to Green Gables to comfort us. For the first time shy, quiet Matthew Cuthbert was a person of central importance; the white majesty of death had fallen on him and set him apart as one crowned. Marilla didn’t talk about it much.  She would wonder aimlessly about the house, pretending to be doing chores.  But I knew it had affected her deeply. 

Graduation day was fast approaching and Diana and I had planned on going to college in Redmond, but I just couldn’t imagine leaving the school without a teacher. (Continue below)

SCENE 5B

(Lighting changes to show Anne giving a speech at a podium, the lights gradually come up on the graduates and the bystanders).  

(She puts some sort of sash over her dress to show that she is graduating.  Perhaps Diana does it for her. Anne, Gilbert, Diana & Josie are graduating. Mr. Phillips is present with Prissy who is pregnant.)

ANNE:
(Continuing) Coming to Green Gables had truly changed my life. When I was in the orphanage, I could only imagine what it meant to have a home.  I had to invent beautiful things that weren’t true to help mask the ugliness of my fate. The orphanage wasn’t a home and so when it was time to leave, I did so easily and without thought.  Now, I know what it is to have a home and a family.  I no longer have to pretend or imagine because my reality is far more splendid than anything I could ever make up in my own head.  I fear that it will be so difficult to leave this place that I love so deeply. I could never have dreamed that I’d be here today, and with all of my dear friends and classmates. Yet here we are, at the bend in the road. Ready to make a new start. To face the world head on.  To everyone that was there for me: thank you. 



(At the end of her speech, Mrs. Lynde comes up to the podium.)

RACHEL:
That was Anne Shirley, this year’s valedictorian.  Thank you.  And now, ladies and gentlemen, I present to you: the class of 1901.



(They throw up their hats.  Applause and cheers) 

(General chatter, people hugging and congratulating one another.)



(Diana brings Mr. Phillips and Prissy over)

DIANA:
Look who’s here, Anne.

ANNE:
Mr. Phillips. How nice to see you. Oh, and how are you Mrs. Phillips?

PRISSY:
(Giggles)

MR. PHILLIPS: Congratulations, Anne Shirley. I knew from the first day I saw you that you would be my best student.  

PRISSY:
(Giggles)

ANNE:
Thank you, Mr. Phillips.

MR. PHILLIPS: I heard that Miss Stacey decided to move on, and the trustees offered you the teaching job at the School.

ANNE:
Yes, that’s true, but…

(Tommy Sloan comes up, grabs Mr. Phillips’ hand, pulls them away. Mr. Phillips motions “Good Bye.”)

DIANA:
Congratulations, my dear Anne. I’m sorry that we won’t be going to college together but I think you’ll make a wonderful teacher.

ANNE:
Thank you Diana. Congratulations to you too. (While hugging) You will always be my dearest, closest, bosom friend as long as I live. 

DIANA:
I heard that Gilbert got a scholarship to study mathematics.

ANNE:
Well, he is the second highest student in the class, after all. 

DIANA:
Oh Anne, I’m going to miss you next year.   
MARILLA:
(Approaches Anne) I am so proud of you, Anne. (They hug) And I know Matthew would be too. 

ANNE:
Thank you for everything you’ve done for me, Marilla. 

MARILLA:
You blessed girl! (Hugging) I feel as if you gave me a new life. Matthew and I were quite lonely out there on that old farm and we didn’t even know it until you arrived.


(Rachel and Mrs. Barry approach. Marilla stays)

RACHEL:
Anne Shirley. Come here, child. (They hug).  I am so proud of you.  I must say, graduating with honors? My, my.  

MRS. BARRY:   And valedictorian? Who could’ve imagined?

RACHEL:
And, it’s nothing short of wonderful how you’ve improved these past couple years (aside to Anne) especially in looks.

ANNE:
I still have my red hair, though.

RACHEL:
I prefer more snap and color anyway. You make Josie and Ruby look commonplace and overdone. And my, it sure is good of you to take over the school, (aside) even though I know you’d much rather go off to college with Diana.

ANNE:
Oh, I don’t mind, I really don’t need to go to Richmond anyway. (Anne is trying to hide her grave disappointment)

RACHEL:
There’s no use pretending with me Anne.  I know what you want and I’ve taken the bull by the horns.  I’ve spoken to the trustees and they’ve approached Gilbert Blythe and he’s accepted the position of teacher at the Avonlea school. 

DIANA:
Oh, Anne how delightful, we will go to college together after all. (They hug)

ANNE: 
(She turns to Rachel) But he’s going to college too.  

RACHEL:
Oh, he can do that later…Don’t you worry about a thing, it’s all been handled.  You’re much too smart, and pretty, to rot in that old dilapidated school house.

ANNE:
Oh, Thank you Mrs. Lynde. I do believe we have become kindred spirits.

RACHEL:
(Very touched) Really?  Me, a meddlesome, old woman? 

ANNE:
Well, I didn’t see it at first, but after awhile I came to see it. I guess kindred spirits are not so scarce after all.

RACHEL:
I think you’re right.  (Seeing Gilbert approach.) Come along Marilla, let’s say hello to Teddy Phillips. (They all leave to talk to Mr. Phillips.)

ANNE:
(Seeing Gilbert approach. She smiles and offers him her hand.) Gilbert, I want to thank you for taking over the school so I can go to college with Diana. It was very good of you – and I want you to know that I appreciate it. 

GILBERT:
(Taking her hand eagerly) It wasn’t particularly good of me at all, Anne. I was pleased to be able to do you some small service. Have you really forgiven me my old faults?

ANNE:
(Laughs and tries unsuccessfully to withdraw her hand) I forgave you that day I fell off the roof, when you carried me home. What a stubborn little goose I was. I’ve been – I may as well make a complete confession – I’ve been sorry ever since.

GILBERT: 
You can’t thwart destiny Anne. You are meant to go to college and I am meant to run the Avonlea school. 

ANNE:
But I’m leaving and you’ll be here.  Oh Gilbert, why now when I realize how much I need you? For all my imaginings, I never could have imagined this.

GILBERT:
I’ll be here Anne, whenever you need me.  I’m only a trains ride away.  And wherever we end up, just know that you have truly belonged… to me.  

(they kiss) 

BEND IN THE ROAD

ANNE:
THE QUIET, SO EMPTY



A  COLD, DARK PLACE 



A CHILD, FORGOTTEN



A POOR FRECKLED FACE



I NEVER DREAMED OR RATHER, QUITE BELIEVED



THAT SOMEONE WOULD EVER BE 



THERE FOR ME



NOW I AM STANDING AT THE BEND IN THE ROAD

GILBERT:
THE QUIET ENDED



THE DAY YOU CAME



INDIGNANT, EXACTING



ABOUT YOUR NAME



(I KNOW THAT) YOU NEVER DREAMED OR RATHER, QUITE BELIEVED



THAT SOMEONE WOULD WAIT SO LONG 



TO HELP YOU SEE



HOW I’VE BEEN HERE, WAITING AT THE BEND IN THE ROAD

ENSEMBLE: 
BEND IN THE ROAD

GILBERT:
BEND IN THE ROAD

ENSEMBLE:
BEND IN THE ROAD

ANNE:
YOUR KINDNESS

GILBERT: 
I WOULD NEVER BE CRUELTO YOU



PATIENCE




OR NEVER BE SHORT WITH YOU



AND SACRIFICE



I’D DO ANYTHING FOR YOU



DEFENDING




 



DEPENDING




YOU CAN ALWAYS 



LOVE MAY NOT 



DEPEND ON ME 

COME ‘ROUND TWICE




BOTH:
I NEVER DREAMED OR RATHER, QUITE BELIEVED


THAT SOMEONE LIKE YOU’D BE STANDING NEXT TO ME

GILBERT:
NO LONGER FRIGHTENED

ANNE:
OR CONFUSED BY

BOTH:
THE BEND IN THE ROAD




(Musical interlude)

ANNE:
LONGING,



GILBERT:
NO LONGER


HOPING,





ALL ALONE


EVER-WISHING







YOU’D BE HERE 




AT THE BEND


AT THE BEND IN THE ROAD


IN THE ROAD

ENSEMBLE: 
BEND IN THE ROAD

BOTH:
BEND IN THE ROAD

ENSEMBLE:
BEND IN THE ROAD

ENSEMBLE:
BEND IN THE ROAD

BOTH:
BEND IN THE ROAD

ENSEMBLE:
BEND IN THE ROAD

BOTH:
BEND IN THE ROAD

ANNE:
God’s in His heaven, and all’s right with the world. 
ENSEMBLE:
THE BEND IN THE ROAD

 
(Bows)

FULL CAST:
WE’LL BE KINDRED SPIRITS



WE’LL BE KINDRED SPIRITS



WE’LL BE KINDRED SPIRITS



WE’LL BE KINDRED SPIRITS



UNTIL THE END OF TIME.  

CHARACTER BREAKDOWN


Anne Shirley  (16 - 22 years old, playing 15 - 18. Mezzo, red hair and freckles)

Marilla Cuthbert (40 - 60 years old, Mezzo, graying hair) 

  

Matthew Cuthbert (40 - 60 years old, Baritone, very aged)




Rachel Lynde (40 – 60 years old, Mezzo, very elegant, nicely dressed)

Diana Barry (16 – 22 years old, playing 15 - 18, Soprano, dark curly hair, very sweet looking)

Gilbert Blythe
(16 – 22 years old, playing 15 - 18, Tenor, very handsome)

Mrs. Barry (30 – 40 years old, Mezzo, dark hair)




Teddy Phillips (19 – 29 years old, Speaking parts only, short and nerdy)



Josie Pye (14 – 20 years old, playing 14 – 17,  Soprano, very pretty)




Sophia Sloan (14 – 20 years old, playing 14 – 17, Mezzo)



Ruby Gillis (14 – 20 years old, playing 14 – 17, Mezzo)

Charlie Sloan (16 – 20 years old, Tenor, must dance well)

Billy Andrews (16 – 20 years old, Tenor, must dance well)

Prissy Andrews (17 – 24 years old, dancing/acting only, very tall)

Tommy Sloan (5 – 10  years old, Soprano, wears glasses... very smart)



Jane Andrews (5 – 10 years old, Soprano, cute but not too smart)
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