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ADAM BEDE

This adaptation was first performed on February 9th, 1990, at the Orange
Tree Theatre, Richmond with the following cast:

Dinah Morris Karen Ascoe
Adam Bede Brian Hickey
Lisbeth Bede/Mrs Poyser Caroline John
Capt. Arthur Donnithorne/Seth Bede Timothy Watson
Hetty Sorrel Cathryn Bradshaw
Mr Irwine/Mr Poyser/Bartle Massey David Timson

Other parts were played by members of the company

The play was directed by Geoffrey Beevers
Designed by Celia Perkins

The action takes place in the summer of 1799

The running time should be just under three hours, including a fifteen
minute interval



CHARACTERS

Adam Bede, a carpenter

Lisbeth Bede, his mother

Seth Bede, his brother

Mr Poyser, a farmer

Mrs Poyser, his wife

Dinah Morris, a2 methodist lay preacher, and Mrs Poyser’s niece
Hetty Sorrel, Mr Poyser’s niece

Captain Arthur Donnithorne, the heir to the estate
The Reverend Mr Irwine, the parson

Bartle Massey, the schoolmaster

Bill

Mary Burge

Shepherd

Windsor Landlord

Windsor Landlady

Old Woman

Sarah Stone

John Olding

Counsel

Judge

Hangman

Various landlords, coachmen, servants, villagers etc.

In the first production the parts were divided as follows:

Actor 1/Dinah/Mary Burge/Old Woman (page 43)/Lady (page 44)/Woman

(page 47)/Counsel

Actor 2/Adam/Cartdriver/Shepherd/Servant (page 53)

Actor 3/Lisbeth/Mrs Poyser/Stratford Lady/Windsor Landlady/A Woman

(page 44)/3rd Woman (page 47)/Sarah Stone/Woman (page 57)

Actor 4/Seth/Arthur/Bill/Landlord/WindsorCoachman/Man (page 47)/John

Olding/Hangman

Actor 5/Hetty/Girl/2nd Woman (page 47)/Driver (page 53)

Actor 6/Mr Irwine/Mr Poyser/Bartle Massey/Coachman/Clerk/Windsor

Landlord/Judge/Man (page 57)



INTRODUCTION

This play was commissioned by the Orange Tree Theatre in Richmond, for
six actors. I was first drawn to it by the challenge of handling a huge theme
in an intimate space, which I’d always enjoyed so much there as an actor.
I've tried to bring the dramatic heart of the book to the theatre as faithfully
as I can in one evening: to capture at least the momentum of its powerful
story, and the essence of what I believe George Eliot meant by it.

Six actors provide the smallest possible cast, when the ten main parts are
divided as in the original production. It could of course be done as success-
fully with ten actors in those parts, or with an even larger cast if desired;
there are over thirty speaking parts. But there is considerable fun to be had
from some doubling. For example at the birthday feast, Arthur may slip off
his military coat to become Seth, then turn in his tracks to become Bill; the
actress playing Dinah may become Mary Burge by the addition of a
summery hat; Mr Irwine may throw off a coat to become Mr Poyser, pick
up a stick to become Bartle Massey, and then become Mr Poyser again all
in quick succession, so that the Chase seems full of people. This can be a
delight for an audience. There are also many ironies to be gained from
doubling in minor roles. Perhaps the driver who brings Arthur home to his
estates may remind us of Hetty; the servant who brings Mr Irwine’s fateful
letter to him may seem like Adam; Hetty’s hangman could almost be Arthur.
On the other hand, a larger cast, if available, might well help to add to the
feeling of a broader community, at funerals, marriages, dances and execu-
tions. What is most important is that the telling of the story is never held up
by any costume changes or lengthy entrances.

The theatre for which I wrote the play is a small theatre in the round,
where the actors could sit in the entrance corners almost among the audience
when not required for the action. The actors were therefore at hand to make
an entrance from the right place, or to change the scene, or simply stand
forward a little to give George Eliot’s comments on the action. In a pros-
cenium theatre the same can be achieved by having the actors permanently
on stage, seated at the edge of a defined acting area. This presence will not
be distracting provided that they listen to the play. The act of standing and
coming into the centre becomes an entrance.

Each different location, must of course, be fully and clearly imagined by
the actors. The physical setting can then be achieved by as little as a table,
two benches, a chair and two stools. A kitchen table can then be not only
a table, but a coach, a desk, cart, or a scaffold. A bench can become a coffin
or a bed, a sofa or an ottoman. An actor moving a single chair from one
place on the stage to another can create the difference between the Bedes’
cottage and Hall Farm. Let the imagination of the actors then create a
fireplace, a mirror, some plates on a shelf, or a glimpse through a doorway.



More furniture or design may of course be employed, provided they never
hold up the action.

In the same spirit, as many props as are needed may be used. Perhaps
tipping a driver may not necessarily require searching for a real coin, but
sharing the bread and wine may be felt to be significant enough to require
a real cup and some bread. Telling the story clearly should always be
paramount.

The story is told within the scenes themselves. But there is another voice
increasingly present: the distinctive voice of George Eliot. It should on no
account be considered as a separate character but should be shared among
the members of the cast, the actors taking a paragraph each and talking
directly to the audience. I've shown in the text how it was first divided. The
general rule should be that the actor playing the character in question, or
otherwise most suitable, should take the comment. It should work to give
ironic, witty or humorous insights into the action; perhaps, sometimes, like
a Greek chorus, to give a wider sense of the community; and then, as the play
goes on, to give those deeper insights into love and suffering which are
George Eliot’s special vision. These are not ““Victorian moralising”, but
sharp, fresh insights into the immediate action we are watching.

The aim in the theatre should be to bring the imagination of the writer,
as vividly as our imaginations can grasp it, to the imagination of a live
audience. In the case of a writer as great as George Eliot that is surely worth
trying.

My thanks especially to Sam Walters, for all his help and encouragement,
and to the exceptionally talented cast who gave the play its first life.

Geoffrey Beevers



ACT 1

PROLOGUE

The cast come in some five minutes before the play is due to start. They may
discreetly take their places around the acting area, but without bringing the
audience to silence

When the play is due to begin: Dinah Morris, a Methodist lay preacher comes
Sforward and talks to everyone (actors and audience alike)

Dinah (very simply) Jesus Christ said he came to preach the Gospel to the
poor. I don’t know whether you ever thought about those words much?
(Slight pause) Why, you and me, dear friends, are poor. We’ve been
brought up in poor cottages, and have been reared on oat-cake and lived
coarse; and we haven’t been to school much, nor read books. Can God
take much notice of us poor people? Perhaps he only made the world for
the great and the wise and the rich?

A murmur from the audience. The House Lights fade

But you see Jesus spent his time almost all in doing good to poor people.
He made friends of poor workmen and taught them, and took pains with
them. Not but what he did good to the rich too, for he was full of love
to all men, only he saw as the poor were more in want of his help. So he
cured the sick and the blind and he worked miracles to feed the hungry,
and he spoke very tenderly to poor sinners that were sorry for their sins.

One man in particular is listening: Seth Bede

He said “I came to save that which was lost” and he said ““I came not to
call the righteous, but sinners to repentance.” The lost! . .. Sinners!
. . . Ah, dear friends, does that mean you and me?

SCENE 1

The Bedes’ cottage
Lisbeth sits

Adam enters

Adam Where’s Father?
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Lisbeth Well, Adam my lad, it’s gone seven by th’ clock. Thee’t allays stay
at Burges workin’ . . . (She rises) Thee wants thy supper, I'll warrant.
Where’s thy brother? Gone arter some o’s chapellin’ I reckon?

Adam Ay, Seth’s at no harm, Mother, thee mayst be sure. He went to the
Green to hear Dinah Morris preach. But where’s Father? . . . (Pause)
Hasn’t he done the coffin he promised?

Lisbeth Done the coffin?

Adam There’s the stuff standing just as I left it this morning.

Lisbeth Eh, my lad, he went off to Treddleston this forenoon, an’s niver
come back. I doubt he’s got to th’ Waggin Overthrow again.

Adam throws off his jacket

What art goin’ to do, Adam? Thee wouldstna go to work again wi’ out
ha’in’ thy bit o’ supper?

Adam is angry as he takes the wood out to his workshop

Nay, my lad, there’s the taters just as thee lik’st ’em. I saved ’em o’
purpose for thee. Come an’ ——

Adam Let be!

Lisbeth — ha’ thy supper, come.

Adam returns

Adam [t’s fine talking about having supper when here’s a coffin promised to
be ready at Broxton by seven o’ clock tomorrow morning and not a nail
struck yet. My throat’s too full to swallow victuals.

Lisbeth Why thee canstna’ get the coffin ready. It ud’ take thee all night.

Adam What signifies how long it takes me? Isn’t the coffin promised? Can
they bury a man without a coffin? ——

Lisbeth Thee’t work thyself to a ——

Adam I'd work my right hand off sooner than deceive with lies i’ that
way —

Lisbeth But thee ——

Adam It makes me mad to think on’t! I shall overrun these doings before
long, I've stood enough of ’em.

There is a pause

Lisbeth Nay my lad, my lad, thee wouldstna go away an’ break thy mother’s
heart an’ leave thy feyther to ruin. He war a good feyther to thee. He
taught thee thy trade o’ carpenterin’, an’s niver gen me a blow, nor so
much as an ill word—no not even in’s drink. Thee wouldstna ha’m go
th’workhus — thy own feyther.

Adam Now Mother, don’t cry and talk so. I hate to be talking where it’s no
use.

Lisbeth But thee’t allays so hard upo’ thy feyther, Adam.

Adam IfI wasn’t sharp with him, he’d sell every bit o’ stuff in the yard and
spend it on drink. Now leave me alone, Mother, and let me get on with
the work.

He goes out
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Lisbeth hesitates to say more and sits again. There is a pause
Lisbeth (calling) Thy supper stans ready for thee when thee lik’st.
The only reply is the sound of Adam hammering

SCENE 2

The Green
Dinah is at the end of her talk to the villagers

Dinah Think what great blessedness it is— to know that nothing— no, not
if the earth was to be burnt up, or the waters come and drown us—
nothing could part us from God who loves us and who fills our souls with
peace and joy. Dear friends, come and take this blessedness. It is not like
the riches of this world, so that the more one gets, the less the rest can
have. God is without end, his love is without end. (Singing)

“Its streams the whole creation reach” —sing with me —
“So plenteous is the store

Enough for all, enough for each

Enough for evermore.”

Thank you, dear friends.
The meeting breaks up and the villagers disperse
Seth alone approaches her
Seth Dinah . . .
Dinah turns

You've quite made up your mind to go back to Snowfield o’ Saturday,
Dinah?

Dinah Yes, I'm called there, Seth. I opened the Bible for direction. If it
wasn’t for that clear showing of the Lord’s will, I should be loath to go,
for my heart yearns after my aunt and uncle and their little ones, and that
poor wandering lamb, Hetty Sorrel.

Seth I think Adam’s heart is set on her, and yet I cannot think as Hetty’d
make him happy. It’s a deep mystery the way the heart of man turns to
one woman out of all the rest he’s seen in the world . . . (Slight pause)
May happen you’ll think me over-bold, to speak to you about it again,
but——

Dinah Seth Bede, I thank you for your love towards me, but my heart is not
free to marry. I've not turned a deaf ear to your words, Seth, for when I
saw as your love was given to me, I thought it might be a leading of
Providence for me to change my way of life. But God draws my heart
another way. I seem to have no room for wants of my own, it’s pleased
God to fill my heart so with the sufferings of his poor people.
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The light is fading

Seth Well, Dinah, I must seek for strength to bear it. But I feel now how
weak my faith is. It seems as if, when you are gone, I could never joy in
anything any more. I think it’s something passing the love of women as
I feel for you, for I could be content without your marrying me, if I could
go and live at Snowfield and be near you.

Dinah No, Seth. Don’t lightly leave your own country and kindred. It’s a
bleak and barren country there, not like this. We must be guided. You’ll
be continually in my prayers.

She presses his hand and exits

Seth (looking after her) Farewell!

The Actors now talk directly to the audience

G. Eliot/Actor 3 Seth and Dinah were Methodists of a very old fashioned
kind

G. Eliot/Actor 1 Still, it’s possible, thank Heaven, to have very erroneous
theories, and very sublime feelings.

G. Eliot/Actor 4 So Seth is resolving, as he walks homeward under the

solemn starlight, to repress his sadness, to be less bent on having his own
will, and live more for others as Dinah does.

SCENE 3

The Bedes’ cottage

The sound of hammering, Lisbeth sits in her chair. The Lights are quite dim.
The hammering stops

Adam enters

Adam Donna thee sit up, Mother. I'll see to Father when he comes home.

Lisbeth Nay, I'll bide——

Adam Maybe he wonna come at all tonight. He’ll sleep off his drunkenness
at the Waggin Overthrow again. 1 shall be easier if thee’t in bed.

Lisbeth Nay, I'll bide till Seth comes.

There is a moment

Adam exits and resumes hammering
Lisbeth dozes until suddenly:

Seth enters

Seth The brook’s fine and full now.

Lisbeth (rising) Seth.

Seth Another day’s rain and we should have to go round by the road. Why,
Mother, how is it as Father’s working so late?

Lisbeth It’s none of thy father — thee might know if thy head warna full o’
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chapellin’. It’s thy brother as does iverything, for there’s niver nobody
else . . .

Seth goes over to the workshop doorway

Seth Addy, how’s this? Father’s forgot the coffin?
Adam Ay, lad, th’ old tale; but I shall get it done.

Adam comes out to see Seth

Why, what’s the matter with thee? Thee’t in trouble?
Seth Yes, Addy, but what must be borne and can’t be helped.

Adam is about to speak, but decides against it

Let me take my turn now and do thee go to bed.

Adam No lad, I'd rather go on now I'm in harness. Thee’t help me to carry
it to Broxton when it’s done. I'll call thee up at sunrise. Go and eat thy
supper and shut the door, so as I mayn’t hear Mother’s talk.

Adam exits
Lisbeth brings a lamp and some food for Seth. They sit. Adam is heard sawing

Lisbeth He’s been so sore and angered he wouldn’t ate—an’ he’s been a’
threatenin’ to go away again an’ I'm fast sure he’ll go some dawning afore
I’m up and niver let me know. An’ I'd better niver ha’ had a son, and me
to be parted from him and niver see *im no more.

Seth Come, Mother, donna grieve thyself in vain. He may say such a thing
when he’s in wrath, but think how he’s stood by us all, turning his earnin’s
into wood for Father, when many a young man like him ’ud ha been
married and settled before now.

Lisbeth Donna talk to me about’s marryin’. He’s set’s heart on that Hetty
Sorrel, a bit of a wench as is 0’ no more use nor the gillyflower on the wall.
An’ to think as he might ha’ Mary Burge, an’ be took partners wi’ Master
Burge. An’ he so wise at bookin’ and figurin’, an’ not to know no better
nor that.

Seth But Mother, thee know’st we canna love just where other folks "ud
have us. There’s nobody but God can control the heart of man. We can
only pray to—

Lisbeth Thy prayin’! Th® Methodies’ll niver make thee half the man thy
brother is.

Seth It’s partly truth, Mother. Adam’s far above me. God distributes
talents as he sees good. But thee mustna undervally prayer. If thee
would’st pray and trust in God, thee wouldstna be so uneasy about things.

Lisbeth Unaisy! I'm i’ th’ right on’t to be unaisy. Take no thought for the
morrow —— that’s what thee’t allays sayin’, an’ what comes on’t? Why, as
Adam has to take thought for thee.

Seth Those are the words o’ the Bible, Mother. They mean we shouldn’t be
over anxious.

Lisbeth Adam doesna pick on that tex’. I can understan’ the tex’ as he’s
allays a-sayin’ “God helps them as helps theirsens.”
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Seth Nay Mother, that’s no text o’ the Bible. It comes out of a book as
Adam picked up at the stall at Treddleston.

Lisbeth Well, how’m I to know? It sounds like a tex’.

Seth (pushing his food aside) Let me pray a bit wi’ thee before bed, for all
of us. It'll comfort thee happen more than thee thinkst.

Lisbeth Well, I've nothin’ to say again’ it.

They pray

Seth Let us pray for poor wandering Father . . . and those who are sorrow-
ing for him at home . . . Let us pray that Adam may never be called upon
to set up his tent in a far country . . . and that his mother may be cheered
and comforted by his presence all the days of her pilgrimage.

Lisbeth cries

Amen. (He gets up and goes over to the workshop doorway and calls to
Adam) Wilt only lie down for an hour or two and let me go on the while?
Adam No, Seth, no. Make Mother go to bed and go thyself.

Lisbeth and Seth clear away
Lisbeth takes a plate out to Adam

Lisbeth Thee cans’t pick a bit while thee’t workin’.
Adam Ay, Mother.

Lisbeth enters and then exits with Seth
There is a pause. The stage is empty and dark, apart from the lamplight
Adam comes in for something. He hears a sharp rap at the door

What’s that? (Puzzled, he walks across) Father?

G. Eliot/Actor 1 Outside the cottage, all was still. The light of the stars
showed the placid fields on both sides of the swollen brook — quite empty
of visible life.

Adam goes back to his work
There is another sharp rap on the door

G. Eliot/Actor 3 Adam’s mother had told him of just such a sound coming
as a sign when someone was dying. The rap of a willow-wand at the door.

Adam goes slowly across to look

G. Eliot/Actor 1 But again all was still and there was nothing but the
dew-laden grass in front of the cottage.

Adam returns to work
He resolved not to open the door again.
Perhaps there is the sound of heavy rain until the stage slowly lightens
G. Eliot/Actor 4 By daylight the work was done, and the promise redeemed.
Seth and Lisbeth enter
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Seth goes off to help Adam carry through the completed coffin

She clears away the food and the lamp, and then settles in her chair

Lisbeth It’s a good step to Broxton . . . (Pause) The feyther’ll happen come
in arter a bit. Not as he’ll ate much. He swallers sixpennorth o’ ale and
saves a ha’porth o’ porridge —that’s his way o’ layin’ by money, as I’ve
told *im many a time. Eh, poor mon, he takes it quiet enough, there’s no
denyin’ that. (She hears a cry and rises in alarm)

Adam enters, pale with horror
They look at each other. Lisbeth rushes towards him, starting to scream
Seth enters

Adam It’s Father — He’s tumbled into the brook. Seth and me are going to
carry him in. Get a blanket.

They start to move apart, then freeze

G. Eliot/Actor 1 When death has come it is never our tenderness that we
repent of, but our severity.
Adam. (to himself) 1 was too hard on him, too hard.

SCENE 4

The Hall Farm kitchen, with bright sunlight

G. Eliot/Actor 4 Across the village of Hayslope lies The Hall Farm.
G. Eliot/Actor 1 At the Hall Farm, Dinah is staying——

G. Eliot/Actor 3 — with her Aunt Poyser’s family ——

G. Eliot/Actor 5 —and her cousin Hetty Sorrel.

Mrs Poyser is busy ironing or polishing. While Dinah is mending

Mrs Poyser I'd be glad to give you a home as an aunt should, Dinah, if
you’d come and live in this country, where folks don’t live on the naked
hills like poultry a’ scratching; and then you might get married to some
decent man, and there’d be plenty ready to have you if you'd only leave
off that preaching. Even Seth Bede, as is a Methodist. I know your uncle
’ud help you with a pig and very like a cow.

Dinah smiles and shakes her head

But where’s the use o’ talking, if you wonna be persuaded. If everybody
was like you, talking as we must despise the things o’ the world, as you
say, I should like to know where the pick o’ the stock and the best new
milk cheeses "ud have to go. (She shouts off stage) Hetty! Take care wi’ that
butter! And keep your eye on that child . . .

Dinah Nay, dear aunt, you never heard me say that all people are called to
forsake their work and their families. We can all be servants of God
wherever our lot is cast, but he gives us different sorts of work. I can no
more help spending my life in trying to do what I can for the souls of
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others than you could help running if you heard your little Totty crying
at the other end of the house; the voice would go to your heart and you’d
hurry to help her.

Mrs Poyser (rising) Ah! I might as well talk to the running brook, an’ tell
it to stan’ still. (She looks out) If there isn’t the young squire and the
Rector a’ coming into the yard! I’ll lay my life they’re come to speak about
your preaching on the Green yesterday, Dinah, in Mr Irwine’s parish! It’s
you must answer ‘em for I'm dumb.

Dinah Dear Aunt——

Mrs Poyser To think of a niece o’ mine being cause 0’ my husband’s being
turned out of his farm . . .

Dinah Nay, Aunt, you’ve no cause for such fears. I've strong assurance that
no evil will happen to any of you from anything I’ve done. I didn’t preach
without direction.

Mrs Poyser Direction! I know what you mean by direction! When there’s
a bigger maggot than usual in your head, you call it ““direction” and then

nothing can stir you . . .

Mrs Poyser curtsys low as:
Arthur and Mr Irwine enter

Ah, Mr Irwine, Captain Donnithorne.

Mr Irwine Well, Mrs Poyser, how are you after this stormy wet morning?
Our feet are quite dry, we shall not soil your beautiful floor.

Mrs Poyser Oh sir, don’t mention it. Will you and the Captain please to
walk into the parlour?

Arthur No indeed, thank you Mrs Poyser. I delight in your kitchen. I think
it’s the most charming room I know. Poyser’s not home, is he?

Mrs Poyser No sir, he isn’t. He’s out in the fields, but ——

Arthur I must come another day. I want to have a consultation with him
about horses. Do you know, Mrs Poyser, I think yours is the prettiest
farm on my grandfather’s estate. If I were going to marry and settle I
should be tempted to turn you out and do up this fine old house and turn
farmer myself.

Mrs Poyser (alarmed) Oh sir, you wouldn’t like it at all. The floors upstairs
are very rotten and the rats in the cellar are beyond anything.

Arthur But there’s no chance of that. I'm not likely to settle for the next
twenty years, till I'm a stout gentleman of forty. (He looks through the
dairy doorway) By the by, T’ve never seen your dairy; I must see your
dairy, Mrs Poyser.

Mirs Poyser Indeed sir, it’s not fit for you to go in, for Hetty’s in the middle
o’ making the butter, for the churning was thrown late, and I'm quite
ashamed.

Arthur Oh I've no doubt it’s in capital order. Take me in . . .

Mrs Poyser (calling) Hetty! . . .

Mrs Poyser and Arthur exit
Mr Irwine is left to confront Dinah
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Mr Irwine You’re only a visitor in this neighbourhood, I think.

Dinah Icome from Snowfield in Stonyshire. But my aunt invited me to stay
with her for a while.

Mr Irwine Ah, I remember Snowfield. It’s a dreary bleak place. They were
building a cotton miil

Dinah I work in it myself, sir.

Mr Irwine You have relations living there?

Dinah [’ve no other kindred now besides my Aunt Poyser.

Mr Irwine You’re a Methodist, I think?

Dinah Yes.

Mr Irwine Have you been long in the habit of preaching? I understand you
preached on the Green here at Hayslope last night.

Dinah I first took to the work four years since.

Mr Irwine Your society sanctions women preaching then?

Dinah It doesn’t forbid them, sir, when they’ve a clear call to the work. It
isn’t for men to make channels for God’s spirit, and say ‘“Flow here, but
flow not there.”

Mr Irwine Tell me—1I am interested —how you first came to think of
preaching?

Dinah Indeed sir, I didn’t think of it at all. I'm too much given to keep by
myself; it seems as if I could sit silent all day long with the thought of God
overflowing my soul — as the pebbles lie bathed in the Willow Brook. For
thoughts are so great—aren’t they, sir? They seem to lie upon us like a
deep flood; and it’s my besctment to forget everything about me and lose
myself in thoughts that T could neither make a beginning nor ending of
in words. That was my way as long as I can remember; but sometimes it
seemed as if speech came to me without any will of my own and the words
were given to me that came out as the tears come, because our hearts are
full and we can’t help it. I was suddenly called to preach and since then
I've never been left in doubt about the work that was laid upon me.

There is a slight pause

Mr Irwine What did you think of your hearers last night now? Did you find
them quiet, and attentive?

Dinah Very quiet, sir, but | saw no signs of any great work upon them. As
different as can be from the great towns like Leeds.

Mr Irwine Why yes, our farm labourers are not so easily roused. But we
have some intelligent workmen about here. I daresay you know the
Bedes’; Seth Bede is a Methodist.

Dinah Yes, I know Seth, and his brother, Adam, though but a littie. Seth
is sincere and without offence, and Adam is like the patriarch Joseph for
his great skill and knowledge.

Mr Irwine Perhaps you don’t know the trouble that’s just happened to
them? Their father was drowned in the Willow Brook last night, not far
from his own door.

Dinah Ah! Their poor mother! She will mourn heavily. I must go and see if
I can give her any help.

Mr Irwine We too must go. I must find Captain Donnithorne.
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SCENE 5

In the Dairy
Arthur and Hetty

G. Eliot/Actor 4 Meanwhile, the dairy is certainly worth looking at.
Arthur (stopping) Ah!——

Hetty (curtsying) Sir!

Arthur — Hetty Sorrel.

There is a slight pause
Mrs Poyser enters

Yes, Mrs Poyser, I hope you’ll be ready for my twenty-first birthday feast
on the thirtieth July. I shall expect you to be one of the guests who come
earliest and leave latest.

Mrs Poyser bows her head

(He watches Hetty) Will you promise me your hand for two dances, Miss
Hetty? If I don’t get your promise now I shall hardly have a chance, for
all the smart young farmers will take care to secure you.

Mrs Poyser Indeed sir, you’re very kind to take that notice of her. And I'm
sure that whenever you're pleased to dance with her, she’ll be proud and
thankful, if she stood still the rest o’ the evening.

Arthur Oh no, that would be too cruel to all the other young fellows. But
you will promise me two dances, won’t you?

Hetty Yes, thank you, sir. (She curtsys)

Arthur But where is Totty today? I want to see her.

Mrs Poyser Where is my little "un, Hetty? She came in here not long ago.

Hetty (indifferently) I don’t know. She went into the brewhouse to Nancy,
I think.

Mrs Poyser exits
There is a slight pause

Arthur And do you carry the butter to market when you’ve made it?

Hetty Oh no, sir. I'm not strong enough to carry it all.

Arthur No, I'm sure your pretty arms were never meant for such heavy
weights. But you go out a walk sometimes these pleasant evenings, don’t
you? Why don’t you have a walk in the Chase sometimes, now it’s so green
and pleasant? I hardly ever see you anywhere except at home and at
church.

Hetty Aunt doesn’t like me to go a-walking, only when I'm going some-
where. But I go through the Chase sometimes. When I go to see Mrs
Pomfret, the lady’s maid. She’s teaching me the lace-mending. I'm going
to tea with her tomorrow afternoon.

Mrs Poyser enters

Mrs Poyser I'm afraid that Totty seems——
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Arthur But I must be going now. For I suppose the Rector will be waiting.
(He calls back as he exits) Tell your husband I shall come and have a long
talk with him soon . . .

Arthur exits as:
Mrs Poyser chases after him

G. Eliot/Actor 3 When the yard gate had closed behind the Captain and Mr
Irwine, Mrs Poyser returned across the yard.

SCENE 6

In the yard
Dinah is on her way out

Mrs Poyser Why, Dinah, Mr Irwine wasn’t angry then? Didn’t he scold you
for preaching?

Dinah No, I was quite drawn out to speak to him. He’s as pleasant as the
morning sunshine.

Mrs Poyser Pleasant! I should think he is . . .

Dinah But Aunt, he told me something. Thias Bede was drowned last night
in the Willow Brook, and I’m thinking that the aged mother will be greatly
in need of comfort. Perhaps I can be of use to her, so . . .

Mrs Poyser Dear heart, but you must have a cup o’ tea first, child. As to
Thias Bede, he’s better out 0’ the way nor in—God forgi’ me saying
so—for he’s done little this ten year but make trouble for th’ old woman,
and . ..

Hetty enters

Hetty I need a bunch of dock leaves; the butter’s ready to pack up now.

Mrs Poyser D’you hear what’s happened, Hetty?

Hetty No. How should I hear anything?

Mrs Poyser Not as you’d care much I daresay, if you did hear; you'd be
perking at the glass the next minute. Adam Bede and all his kin might be
drowned for all you’d care.

Hetty Adam Bede, drowned?

Dinah No, my dear, no——

Mrs Poyser (going) That man thinks a deal more of you than you deserve.

Mrs Poyser exits

Dinah —not Adam — Adam’s father, the old man is drowned. Last night
in the Willow Brook.
Hetty Oh! How dreadful . . . I must fetch the dock leaves.

Hetty exits
G. Eliot/Actor 3 Hetty’s aunt and uncle wanted her to marry Adam.
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G. Eliot/Actor 5 And if Adam had been rich she loved him well enough to
marry him.

G. Eliot/Actor 4 But for the last few weeks a new influence had come over
Hetty.

G. Eliot/Actor 5 Arthur Donnithorne.

SCENE 7

The way home

Mr Irwine What fascinated you so in Mrs Poyser’s dairy, Arthur? Have you
an interest in quarry tiles and skimming dishes?

Arthur (after a slight pause) No, I went to look at the pretty butter maker,
Hetty Sorrel. If I were an artist I'd paint her. She has the most charming
phiz imaginable.

Mr Irwine Well, I've no objection to your contemplating Hetty in an artistic
light, but I mustn’t have you filling her little noddle with the notion that
she’s attractive to fine gentlemen, or you’ll spoil her for a poor man’s wife.

SCENE 8

The Bedes’ cottage

G. Eliot/Actor 2 At the Bedes’ cottage Adam rose very early the next
morning.

Adam prepares for work on his father’s coffin

He couldn’t help saying to himself that, with his father’s death, and by
hard work, his circumstances might now be brought into a shape that
would allow him to think of marrying.

Adam (zo himself) But does Hetty love me in return? I've never dared to ask
her. Ah, Hetty . . . (He snaps himself out of it} A pretty building I'm
making— I’'m up in the garret already, and haven’t so much as dug the
foundations! (Suddenly he looks up) Who'’s that?

G. Eliot/Actor 5 There was a light footstep on the stairs . . .

Adam As if it could be Hetty!

Dinah enters
Dinah How do you do, Adam Bede.
There is a pause. They take each other in slowly

G. Eliot/Actor 2 It was like dreaming of the sunshine and awakening in the
moonlight.

Adam It’s Dinah, isn’t it? T was quite taken by surprise. You must have
come last night to see my mother in her trouble.
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Dinah Yes.
Adam I was in bed early.

Dinah nods

1 hope my mother was thankful to have you.

Dinah Yes, she seemed greatly comforted after a while, and she’s had a good
deal of rest in the night by times. She’s fast asleep now.

Adam Who was it took the news to the Hall Farm?

Dinah Mr Irwine, the clergyman. They’ll look for you there as soon as
you’ve got time to go, for there’s nobody round that hearth but what’s
glad to see you. (She has Hetty in mind)

Adam (pleased) Ah! Thank you. But you won’t be there yourself any
longer?

Dinah No, I go back to Snowfield on Saturday. But I can stay here today
if your mother would like me; her heart seemed inclined towards me last
night.

Adam Ab, if Mother takes to people at the beginning, she’s sure to get fond
of them. But she’s a strange way of not liking young women. (Smiling)
Though to be sure, her not liking other young women is no reason why
she shouldn’t like you.

Seth Bede enters and stands looking at them for a moment. An unconscious
triangle

Dinah (turning to him) Seth Bede, I won’t say farewell. I shall see you again
when you come home from work.

Seth Thank you, Dinah. I should like to walk back to Hall Farm with you
this evening. It’ll perhaps be the last time.

Dinah You’ll have peace in your mind today, Seth, for your tenderness
towards your mother.

Dinah exits

Adam Idon’t wonder at thee for loving her, Seth. She’s got a face like a lily.

Seth (first confession) Ay, Addy, I do love her. But she doesn’t love me, lad,
only as one child 0’ God loves another. She’ll never love any man as a
husband — that’s my belief.

Adam (to comfort) Nay lad, there’s no telling. She’s made out of stuff with
a finer grain than most o’ the women. I can see that clear enough. But if
she’s better than they are in other things, I canna think she’ll fall short of
‘em in loving. (He goes back to work)

SCENE 9

The Grove — evening light
Arthur comes to the centre of the stage. His coat is brought to him

G. Eliot/Actor 4 Captain Arthur Donnithorne was nothing if not good-
natured.
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G. Eliot/Actor 1 Deeds of kindness were as easy to him as a bad habit.
G. Eliot/Actor 6 He was but twenty-one.
Arthur (singing to himself cheerfully)

“When the heart of a man is oppressed with cares
The mist is dispelled when a woman appears . . .”
(He hums quietly)

G. Eliot/Actor 2 And we don’t enquire too closely into character in the case
of a handsome, generous young fellow, who, if he should unfortunately
break a man’s legs in his rash driving, will be able to pension him
handsomely.

G. Eliot/Actor 5 Or, if he should happen to spoil a woman’s existence for
her, will make it up to her with expensive bon-bons—packed up and
directed by his own hand.

G. Eliot/Actor 6 The chances are that he will go through life without
scandalising anyone.

Arthur T'll amuse myself by seeing Hetty today simply to remove any false
impression and then get rid of the whole thing from my mind. It’s all
Irwine’s fauit. If he’d said nothing I shouldn’t have thought . .. (He
listens and waits expectantly)

Hetty comes in and stops
They look at each other

You're quite right to choose this way through the Chase. The Grove here
is so much prettier, as well as shorter.

Hetty Yes, sir.

Arthur Do you come every week to see Mrs Pomfret?

Hetty Yes sir, every Thursday.

Arthur And she’s teaching you something, is she?

Hetty Yes sir, the lace-mending as she’s learnt abroad, and the stocking
mending . . . ( pause) and she teaches me cutting-out too.

Arthur What, are you going to be a lady’s maid?

Hetty 1 should like to be one, very much indeed.

Arthur I mustn’t keep you now, else I should like to show you my retreat,
The Hermitage. Did you ever see it?

Hetty No sir.

Arthur (pointing) This is where we turn up to it. (After a slight pause) But
we mustn’t go now. I'll show it to you some other time if you’d like to see
it.

Hetty Yes, please, sir.

Arthur (after a slight pause) Do you always come back this way in the
evening, or are you afraid to come so lonely a road?

Hetty Oh no sir, it’s so light now in the evening. But my aunt would be
angry with me if I didn’t get home before nine.

Arthur Perhaps Craig, the gardener, comes to take care of you?

Hetty I'm sure he doesn’t; 'm sure he never did; I wouldn’t let him; T don’t
like him. (She begins to cry)

Arthur (putting his arms round her) Why Hetty, what makes you cry? I
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