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Act I

Scene 1
Scene 2
Scene 3
Scene 4
Scene 5
Scene 6
Scene 7
Scene 8
Scene 9
Scene 10
Scene 11
Scene 12
Scene 13

THE SCENES

The Church Parlour, Avonlea
Bright River Railroad Station
Green Gables

On the way to Mrs Blewett’s

Mrs Blewett’s House

On the way back to Green Gables
Green Gables

Green Gables

On the way to the Schoolhouse
The Schoolhouse

All over Town (The Rumour)

On the way back to Green Gables
On the way to the Picnic

Scene 13A The Picnic

Act IT
Scene 1
Scene 2
Scene 3
Scene 4
Scene 5
Scene 6
Scene 7
Scene 8
Scene 9
Scene 10

Note:

Outside the Schoolhouse

The School Yard

Green Gables

Green Gables

The Nature Hunt

The Store at Carmody

The Schoolhouse

On the way home from School
Green Gables

Green Gables

The first syllable of “Avonlea” rhymes with “have,” not

with “gave.”

The descriptions of the New England countryside and of
the physical appearance of the major characters which
appear in this edition are, for the most part, taken from the
original novel. They are intended to give an “atmosphere,”

rather than lay down rigid rules.



THE MUSIC

Overture Including “Anne of Green Gables” (Chorus)
Act I

No. 1 GREAT WORKERS FOR THE CAUSE  (Chorus, with Solos)
and
WHERE 1S MATTHEW GOING ? (Chorus, with Solos)
No. 2 GEE, I'M GLAD I'M No-ONE ELSE  (A4nne, with Matthew)
No. 2A  Scene Link, 2/3
No.3  WE CLEARLY REQUESTED A Boy (Marilla, Matthew

and Anne)
No. 3A  Scene Link, 3/4
No. 4 Scene Link, 4/5
No. 4A THE FAcCTS (Anne, with The
Ladies of Avonlea)
No. 5 Scene Link, 5/6
and

WHERE'D MARILLA COME FrROM?  (Chorus)

No. 6 Matthew’s Entrance and Dance
No. 7 Matthew’s Exit
No. 7A° HuMBLE PIE (Matthew and Anne)
No. 8 Marilla and Anne come downstairs
No. 8A THE APOLOGY (Anne)
No.9  Back TO ScHOOL (Boys and Girls)
and
ScHOOL BALLET
No. 9A THE SCHOOL SONG (Boys and Girls)
No. 10 WOND’RIN’ (Gilbert)

No. 11 Dip You HEAR? (THE RUMOUR)  (Josie and Others)
No. 11A Scene Link, 11/12

No. 12 PicNic Music (Diana, with Anne)
and
Ice CREAM (Chorus)

No. 12A Picnic Music and FINALE (Ensemble)



Entr’acte

Act IT

No.
No.
No.
No.

No.
No.

No

13
13A
14
15

15A

16
16A

WHY AIN’T IT ALWAYS SUMMER ?
THE SHOE DANCE

KINDRED SPIRITS

OPEN THE WINDOW

Play-off and Reprise
(KINDRED SPIRITS)
Anne Goes Upstairs
THE WORDS

(No. 16B) or WHEN I SAY MY SAY

No.
No.
No.

No.
No.
No.

No.
No.
No.

No.
No.
No.
No.

16C
17
17A

18
19
19A

20
20A
21

21A
22
23
24

Scene Link, 3/4

Scene Link, 4/5

Reprise (OPEN THE WINDOW)
and NATURE HUNT BALLET

'L SHow Him

THE GENERAL STORE

THE ScHOOL CONCERT

(PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND)

Ir it HADN’T BEEN FOR ME

Scene Link, 7/8

Reprise SUMMER
and WOND’RIN’

Reprise ANNE OF GREEN GABLES

Reprise THE WORDS

Reprise WOND’RIN’

Curtain Calls (SUMMER, and
Ice CREAM)

OVERTURE

(Boys and Girls)

(Anne and Diana)
(Miss Stacy and Boys
and Girls)

(Anne and Diana)

(Matthew)

(Anne and Gilbert)
(Ensemble)
(Boys and Girls)

(Ensemble)

(Boys and Girls)
(Gilbert)
(Matthew)
(Marilla)

(Anne and Gilbert)

(Full Company)

The House Tabs rise to reveal a dimly lighted flower scrim, from
behind which Voices are heard:

Anne of Green Gables, never change,

We like you just this way.

Anne of Green Gables, sweet and strange,

Stay as you are today.

Though blossoms fade and friends must part,
Old grow the songs we’ve sung,
Anne of Green Gables, in our hearts

You are forever young.

(INSTRUMENTAL OVERTURE)



ACT I
SCENE 1

The Church parlour of the Avonlea Presbyterian Church on a
sunny Tuesday afternoon in spring, 1904. It is sparsely decorated.
Faded banners with the words “God is Love” and “ Faith, Hope and
Charity” seem to dominate.

The main entrance is through double doors, up centre. Up left are
windows which overlook the main street of Avonlea.

When the Flower Scrim rises to reveal the scene, the LADIES of
Avonlea are discovered seated on the right of the stage. Some have
articles of cast-off clothing which they are donating to “‘the cause.”
Down left is a table, behind which sits MR SMYTHE-HANKINSON.
The MINISTER is introducing him . . .

MINISTER. Ahh ladies . . . this is Mr Smythe-Hankinson, one of our
Church cousins from the Old Country, who is spending the day with
us .

(MR SMYTHE-HANKINSON rises to polite applause)
SMYTHE. Chudoo . . .

(MRs RACHEL LYNDE rises. She is one of those capable creatures
who manage their own concerns and those of other folks into the
bargain) ‘

RACHEL. Welcome to Prince Edward Island, the garden province
of Canada . . .

MINISTER. Permit me to introduce Mrs Rachel Lynde, the

President of our Ladies Aid . . . and the other ladies of the
committee . . .
RACHEL. . . . and to our village of Avonlea, the loveliest bouquet

in it! You must come back later in the spring for the full flowering of
our early bloomers.

SMYTHE. Alas, I cannot . . . Tomorrow I shall be across your
straits in the province of Nova Scotia . . .

MiNISTER. How sad . . . out of the garden and into the wilderness.

SMYTHE. I take it you are gathering this clothing for those of you
who are less fortunate . . .

RACHEL. Oh no. The rest of Canada can look after itself. We’re
sending this . . .

(Holding up heavy winter clothing)
. .. all the way to the cannibals of Madig-er-ascar . . .
MIiNISTER. From one island to another . . . so to speak.
(LADIES unfurl a banner across the table: “Help the Heathen’)
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SONG: “GREAT WORKERS FOR THE CAUSE” No. 1
LADIES. Ev’ry Tuesday afternoon
We take up our positions
In the rummage brigade of the Ladies’ Aid
To the Board of Foreign Missions.
All the ladies of Avonlea
Are glad to help the heathen:
MRS SLOANE To improve the lot of the Hottentot
Comes natural to us as breathin’ . . .
LADIES. As natural to us as breathin’ . . .
We are great workers for the cause,
Willing helpers in the mission field:
We do everything we kindo . . .
MRs PYE (spoken) We send afghans to the Hindu!
LADIES. We are great workers for the cause.
We’re collecting undershirts and drawers
For to keep the naked pagans warm.
MRS. SLOANE. When your children get too big we
Send their undies to a pigmy
LADIES. We are all great workers for the . . .
(During the number RACHEL LYNDE has been looking out of the
window and now she interrupts the song with a loud scream. The
music continues in the orchestra)

RAcHEL. Oh! Look!! It’s Matthew Cuthbert, driving a buggy,
dressed like he was goin’ to a funeral.

ALL. Matthew Cuthbert?

MRs BARRY. Driving a buggy . . .?

MRS MACPHERSON. . . . in his Sunday suit . . .

MRs PYE. . . . on a Tuesday?

MRs. SLOANE. Why isn’t he home buggin’ his potatoes ?
RACHEL. Y0000000-0000h, Matthew, where you off to?
MRs MAcPHERSON. He didn’t say.

MRs BARRY. Matthew never does.

MRs PyE. That’s the truth.

(The music continues. During this the LADIES discuss MATTHEW’S
strange behaviour, on the right of the stage. Several of the MEN enter
up centre, including the FARMER and the MAILMAN. They follow
MATTHEW’S progress up left, by the window and come down stage
when they sing)

LADIES. Where is Matthew going, and why is he going there?
Matthew Cuthbert never, never goes anywhere.
He’s wearing his clean white collar.
He’s wearing his store-bought suit . . .
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MRS MACPHERSON.
Let’s get us a rig and foller . . .

MRs. BARRY.
Don’t be silly . . .

Mrs PYE. Don’t be sassy . . .
RAcHEL. Don’t be cute!

ALL. Where do you s’pose he’s going?
He’s hitched up his Sunday steed . . .

MEN. He should be home a-sowing,
Sowing his turnip seed.

ALL. It must be a fearful task then,

It must be something bad.
MRS MACPHERSON.
Why don’t you all go and ask then . . .?
MRs BARRY.
Are you balmy?
MRs PYE. Are you batty?
RACHEL.  Are you mad?
MEN. If t’'was bad, he’d drive much faster.
If t'was nuthin’ he’d drive slow.
RACHEL. I'd better go ask his sister . . .
ALL. Marilla’d be sure to know!

You’d better go ask Marilla,
You better go pay a call.

RacHeL. TI'll borrow a drop of vanilla
And act sort of dumb and all!

ALL. You can talk about the weather,

Then ask her all at once.
MinisTeER.  Why don’t we all go together?
MRs PYE. We’re no snoopers!
MRS BARRY.

We’re no gossips!
RAcHEL.  Oh you dunce!

(MARILLA CUTHBERT, MATTHEW’S sister enters up centre. She is

a tall thin woman, with angles and without curves. Her dark hair
shows some grey streaks and is twisted up into a hard knot, fastened
with two wire hairpins. She is a woman of narrow experience and
rigid conscience, but with a sense of humour. The music fades as she
enters)

MARILLA. Afternoon, ladies. I'm late.

RACHEL. Why, Marilla Cuthbert, we thought you’d been called
to your maker when we saw your brother drive by in the buggy . . .
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MARILLA. Matthew went to Bright River to meet the train. We’re
getting a little boy from the orphanage in Nova Scotia.

RACHEL. Marilla! Well, you’re never through with surprises ’till
you’re dead.

MARILLA. We’ve been thinking about it ever since Matthew had
the heart attack, last harvest. You know how desperate hard it’s got
to be to get hired help these days, and when Mrs Alex Spencer was
up here one day before Christmas, she told us she was going to
adopt herself a little girl.

RACHEL. Mercy . . .!

MARILLA. Matthew and I decided to ask Mrs Spencer to pick us
out a boy while she was there . . . old enough to be of some use in
doing the heavy work and young enough to be trained up proper.

MRrs BArRRrY. But Marilla, you don’t really know what you are
getting.

RAcHEL. Don’t say I didn’t warn you if this imported orphan puts
strychnine in the well and burns your house to the ground. I heard of
a case over in New Brunswick where an orphan did just that and the
whole family died in fearful agonies. As I remember it was a girl in
that instance.

MARILLA. You can stop saying your prayers on our account,
Rachel, we’re not getting a girl!

RACHEL. Well I think it’s a mighty risky thing you’re doin’, that’s
what!

MARILLA. There’s risks in people having children of their own
when it comes to that. :

RACHEL. That’s hardly a risk in the case of you and your brother!

(The music resumes)

LADIES. Our meeting can continue,
Now we’ve found out just where . . .
ALL. Where that Matthew’s going
And why he’s going there!
(The lights fade)

We are great workers for the cause,
Willing helpers in the Mission Field . . .
(The music fades)

ACT I
SCENE 2

The side wall of the Bright River R.R. station, later the same
afternoon.

A baggage wagon loaded with luggage dominates the scene. In
front of it, MATTHEW CUTHBERT checks his pocket watch and peers
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anxiously up and down the tracks. He is an ungainly figure with his
stooping shoulders and iron-grey hair.

The STATIONMASTER enters, right, and moves towards the baggage
wagon.

STATIONMASTER (to Matthew) If you’re looking for the five-thirty
train, Matthew, it’s been and gone.

MATTHEW. Oh.

STATIONMASTER. Half an hour ago. (He is ready to pull the wagon
away)

MATTHEW. It’s . . . uh . .. only twenty past five. (He looks at his
watch again)

STATIONMASTER. I know, the five-thirty is usually half an hour late,
reg’lar as clockwork, but they had a new engineer on and he wasn’t
very experienced . . .

MATTHEW. Was there . . . uh . .. did Mrs Spencer . . .?

STATIONMASTER (suddenly remembering) Passenger dropped off for
you. .. little girl . . .

‘ MATTHEW (blankly) I'm not expecting a girl. It’s a boy I’'ve come
or.

STATIONMASTER (whistles through his teeth) Well, you can question
her. She’s got a tongue of her own, that’s certain . . .

(He pulls the baggage wagon away and exits up right, revealing
Miss ANNE SHIRLEY, sitting on a crate with her back to us. She
wears an ugly brown dress and a faded sailor hat. Her hair, which is
in two plaits down her back is carroty red, and when she does turn
towards us we will see a face that is white and thin and much
Jreckled. She holds on to a worn carpet bag; her hunched shoulders
tell us that she has been waiting with an air of tense expectation:
“waiting” with all her might and main.

MATTHEW doesn’t know what to do. He even thinks of tiptoeing
away. Finally the girl turns round and sees him)

ANNE (rising and crossing to Matthew, trying hard to conceal her
excitement, holding out her hand) Y ou must be Mr Matthew Cuthbert
of Green Gables. Mrs Spencer told me what you looked like. If you
had’nt come for me do you know what I was going to do? I was
going to walk down the track to that big wild cherry tree . . . see it?
(She points off right)

MATTHEW (looking obediently) Oh, yes.

ANNE. And I was going to climb into that beautiful tree and stay
all night. Wouldn’t that be lovely? Oh, I'm sorry, I forgot to
introduce myself. My name is Anne Shirley. It’s spelt with an “E”.



6 ANNE OF GREEN GABLES Acrl

I mean the Anne part as well as the Shirley. Am I talking too much?
People are always telling me I do. Mrs Spencer said my tongue must
be hung in the middle, it flaps so. If you say so, I’ll stop. I can stop
when I make up my mind, although it’s awfully difficult.
MATTHEW. No, you can talk all you want. I don’t mind.

ANNE. Oh, I'm so glad. It seems so wonderful that I'm going to
live with you and belong to you.

MATTHEW (almost to himself) I’ll let Marilla handle it.

ANNE. I beg your pardon?

MATTHEW. Oh . .. ah. .. let me help you with your bag . . .

ANNE. Oh, I can carry it. It isn’t heavy. I’ve got all my worldly

goods in it, but it isn’t heavy. It’s an excruciatingly old bag. Thank
goodness I’ll never have to use it again.

(Note: If it is possible to use a practical buggy that travels across
the stage, the “journey from Bright River to Green Gables” begins
at this point with the arrival of the buggy from up left. If a moving
buggy is not practical, the following may be played in the railway
station setting or before a special cloth which can be dropped in here.
The bracketed speeches may be omitted as the staging dictates)

MATTHEW (helping her into the buggy) (C’'mon now, up you climb.)

ANNE. I've never lived on an island before. (She climbs into the
buggy) Aren’t people frightened to walk out after dark for fear of
falling off the edge? (She looks about her, then suddenly screams)
Oooooh! Mr Cuthbert! Mr Cuthbert!

MATTHEW (reining in) (Ho, Pearl, ho now!) What ever is it?

ANNE (pointing off left) 1 have just seen the blinding vision of the
White Way of Delight!

MATTHEW (looking) Them’s apple blossoms.
ANNE. Oh, I know; and they go on for ever.
MATTHEW. Time they was sprayed.

ANNE. Oh, things like that give me such a thrill. Do things ever
give you a thrill, Mr Cuthbert?

MATTHEW. Well, now, yes. It always kind of gives me a thrill to
see them ugly white grubs that spade up in the cucumber beds. I hate
the sight of them.

ANNE. I don’t think that can be exactly the same kind of thrill.
Which would you rather be if you had your wish: divinely
beautiful or dazzlingly clever or angelically good ?

MaTTHEW. Well now, I don’ rightly know.

ANNE. Oh, neither do 1. But it would be nice to think you had a
choice.
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No. 2
SONG: “GEE I'M GLAD I’'M NO ONE ELSE BUT ME”

ANNE. Once I thought I’d like to be
A blossom growing on a tree
White and pink and lazy as can be.
But I'd be king just in the spring
So now I think it over
Gee I'm glad I’m no one else but me.

If you sit around and find the world is gloomy
And it isn’t just your cup of tea

It’s easy to imagine that it’s rose-in-bloomy
You can think the things you want to be.

So when all is said and done
Imagining’s a lot of fun
But when there are battles to be won
Be what you are, it’s best by far
And soon you’ll be in clover
Gee I’'m glad I'm no one else but me!
(The music continues)
(NoOTE: The following three speeches should be omitted if a
moving buggy is being used)
MATTHEW. C’'mon now. Pearl’s waitin’ for us.
ANNE. Pearl?

MATTHEW. She’s my horse. (He points off up left) With the buggy,
over there.

(They move up left slightly, then.)

ANNE. Mr Cuthbert! Your roads! They’re red! Oh, I'm so sorry!

MATTHEW. Don’t you like them ?

ANNE (holding out one of her pigtails) Mr Cuthbert, what colour
would you say this is?

MATTHEW. Why, it’s red, ain’t it?

ANNE. Yes. Red hair and freckles have been my lifelong sorrows.
But why are your roads red ?

MATTHEW. Well now . . . I remember a fellow telling me once it
was the iron in the soil getting rusty. But I don’t think he could have
meant it.

ANNE (singing)  D’you suppose that it could be
The wounds of tragic destiny
Dripping from a bloodstained fam’ly tree?
An evil spell that did compel
The founders of this island
To meet their doom and perish horribly ?
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MATTHEW (spoken)
Why I never thought of that!

ANNE. Picture now the vicious strife that started
[raging
Way back in the olden days of yore!
Family with family in feuds engaging
Drenching all your local soil with gore.
MATTHEW (spoken)
You may be right!

ANNE. There! As far as I can see
I’ve just cleared up the mystery
Of why your roads are red perpetually!
MATTHEW (singing)
The answer’s found not in the ground . . .
In your imagination
(Spoken—if in the buggy)
Gee up Pearl. (If no buggy) C’'mon now, buggy’s waitin’. (He leads
the way off up left)
ANNE (swinging off happily after Matthew) (singing)
Gee I'm glad I'm no one else
Gee I’'m glad I'm no one else
Gee I'm glad I’m no one else but me!

Buggy completes its journey off stage up left. Fade to blackout.
(SCENE LINK) No. 2A

ACT I
SCENE 3
THE HOUSE AT GREEN GABLES

“Green Gables” stands a little ways outside Avonlea, surrounded
by trees. One of these is a large cherry tree which dominates the
right of the stage, its blossoms are so thickset that scarcely a leaf
can be seen. Around its trunk is a rustic seat and a ladder leans
against it. The house is a large multi-level set. To the right is a
covered porch under which is the front door. This leads into a small
hallway, which in turn leads to the kitchen, which dominates the left
of the stage. Centre, at the junction of the hall and kitchen, is a flight
of stairs which curves away to the right and leads up to the bedrooms.
One of these is above the hallway—this is to be Anne’s room. It is
sparsely furnished; a bed, small chest of drawers and a dormer
window looking out to stage right are the main essentials.

The main door under the porch has a screen door which opens
outwards. The kitchen has a brick stove, in the back wall, to the left
of which is a door which leads to the yard. A pine dresser stands



Acrl ANNE OF GREEN GABLES 9

against the stair wall, and a well scrubbed table of the same material
stands down left, flanked by two kitchen chairs. A pinewood rocking
chair—Matthew’s—stands down left. The table is covered with a
tablecloth of some simple folkweave pattern, and is laid with three
places—plates, cups and saucers, a home-made cake, bread and
butter, and a dish of crab-apple jelly. The kettle is singing on the
Stove.

As the scene opens, MARILLA is upstairs in the bedroom, MATTHEW
and ANNE enter from the left door. MATTHEW speaks as he enters
the house:

MATTHEW. You come right on in.

MARILLA (in the bedroom) Matthew ? (She comes downstairs to the
kitchen)

(ANNE still carries her carpet bag and remains standing in the
entry to the kitchen)

MATTHEW. Yes Marilla.

MARILLA (entering kitchen) Why, Matthew Cuthbert! Who’s that ?
Where’s the boy?

MATTHEW. Oh well . . . well now, there wasn’t any boy. There was
only . .. her.

MARILLA. There must have been a boy. We sent word to Mrs
Spencer to bring us a boy.

MATTHEW. Well she didn’t. She brought her.
MaARILLA. This is a pretty piece of business!

ANNE (slamming down her carpet bag) You don’t want me! You
don’t want me because I’'m not a boy! Oh, I might have known it!
(She sits at the table left and buries her angry tears in her folded arms)

(MARILLA and MATTHEW look at each other)

MATTHEW (retreating from the scene) I got to water the mare. (He
exits door left)
MARILLA. There’s no need to cry so, child!

ANNE. There IS need! This is the most tragical thing that has ever
happened to me!

MARILLA. Well, we’re not going to throw you out of doors, tonight
at any rate. Now what’s your name?

ANNE. Would you please call me Cordelia ?

MARILLA. Call you Cordelia? Is that your name?

ANNE. N00-00-0, it’s not exactly my name . . . actually it’s Anne.
Anne Shirley, but whenever I'm in dire anguish, I’ve always imagine
that my name is Cordelia. At least I always have of late years.

MARILLA. Fiddlesticks! If your name is Anne, that’s what you

should be called. It’s a good plain sensible name, you’ve no need to
be ashamed of it.
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ANNE. Well, if you call me Anne, would you please call me Anne
spelled with an “E”.

MARILLA. What difference does it make how it’s spelled ?
ANNE. Oh, it looks so much nicer.

MARILLA. Very well, then, Anne with an “E”, can you tell me how
this mistake came to be made? We sent word to Mrs Spencer to
bring us a boy. Were there no boys at the orphanage ?

ANNE. Oh yes, an abundance. But I distinctly heard Mrs Spencer
say that you wanted a girl, and the matron said she thought I’d do.

MARILLA. A girl would be of no use to us! We want a boy to help
Matthew on the farm. (She pauses) Take off your hat and help me
with the table. We’ll have supper. (She fills the teapot at the stove)

ANNE. Oh, I couldn’t eat. I'm in the depths of despair. Can you eat
when you’re in the depths of despair?

MARILLA. I've never been there so I can’t say.

(MATTHEW returns from the yard through the kitchen door, left)
MATTHEW. She’s tired. Best put her to bed Marilla.
MARILLA. Very well child, bring your bag and come with me.

(She takes a candlestick from the dresser, lights the candle and

leads the way upstairs. ANNE picks up her carpet bag and follows
her)

MATTHEW (as Anne goes) Uh . . . goodnight.

ANNE (whirling on him furiously) How can you say it’s a good night
when you know it must be the very worst night I’ve ever had! My
life is a perfect graveyard of broken hopes . . . that’s a sentence I read

in a book once and I say it to myself whenever I'm disappointed in
anything,

(She goes upstairs and enters the bedroom where MARILLA is
waiting. The lights come up in the bedroom and fade slightly in the
kitchen. MATTHEW sinks into the rocking chair and lights his pipe
during the following sequence)

MARILLA. You can sleep in here.

(ANNE drops the carpet bag on the floor, flops on the bed and
Stares out of the window)

ANNE. .......... OO0O0O0OO000O0H!
MARILLA. Mercy, child, what’s the matter ?
ANNE. A tree of your very own! Imagine!

MARILLA. It’s a big tree and it blooms great, but the cherries don’t
amount to much. Small and wormy.

ANNE. Snow Queen.
MARILLA. What?
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ANNE. I'll call the tree Snow Queen, because it reminds me of the
blinding vision of the White Way of Delight.

MARILLA. You’ve got a tongue in your head, that’s for certain.
Now I want you to get undressed.

ANNE. I have my best underwear on. The matron said you never
know when you might get cut up in a train wreck.

MARILLA (looking through Anne’s carpet bag) 1 suppose you have
a nightgown ?

ANNE. I have two.

MARILLA. They look kinda flimsy. You best wear both of them.
After you’re undressed I want you to say your prayers.

ANNE (getting into her nightgown) Oh, I never say any prayers.

MARILLA. Don’t you know who God is?

ANNE. The matron at the orphanage told me that God is the one
who made my hair red and I've never cared for Him since.

MARILLA. I’'m afraid you’re a very wicked little girl to talk this
way. v

ANNE. Red hair and freckles have been my life-long sorrows. Oh,
I try to be good Miss Cuthbert, but it’s uphill work.

MARILLA. This is a Christian house and while you’re in it you’ll
say your prayers. And when you’ve finished, I want you to blow out
the candle. No, on second thought I’d best wait here ’till you’re done.
You’d likely set the house on fire.

ANNE (preparing to get into bed) You may take the candle. After
I’'m in bed I’ll imagine out a nice prayer to say.

MARILLA. No, no child. You must kneel by your bed to pray to
your Maker.

ANNE (flopping instantly by the side of the bed) ’'m ready. What do
Isay?

MARILLA. Uh ... ah...“Now I lay me...” (thinks better of it)
... You’d best talk to the Lord in your own words child.

ANNE (her voice getting deeper in tone as she ‘“‘warms up”) I’'ll do my
best. “Gracious heavenly Father, infinite, eternal and unchange-
able...”

MARILLA. Mercy on us, what was that?

ANNE. That’s the way the minister who visited the orphanage used
to do it.

MARILLA. Get on with your prayer, and use your own words.

ANNE. “My dear God” . . . Oh, Miss Cuthbert, even though I'm
not going to stay here at Green Gables, I think I could make a much
nicer prayer if I imagined that I am.
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MARILLA (beginning to be moved, in spite of herself) Never mind
your imaginings. Just thank Him humbly for the blessings He has
given.

ANNE. That’s where I need my imagination!
(She gets a sharp look from MARILLA)

“Gracious heavenly Father, I thank Thee for the White Way of
Delight and the Snow Queen. 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 mention them all, so I will only name the two
most important. Please let me stay at Green Gables: and please let
me be good-looking when I grow up.

I remain,

Yours respectfully,

Anne Shirley.”

(She looks up at Marilla, expectantly)

There, did I do it all right? I could have made it much more flowery
if I'd had time to think it over!

MARILLA. Go to sleep now.

ANNE (getting into bed and snuggling down: then suddenly sitting
up) Oh, I just thought. I should have said “Amen” in place of “yours
respectfully,” the way the ministers do. Do you think it will make
any difference ?

MARILLA (picking up the candle) 1 don’t suppose so. Now go to
sleep.

(MARILLA makes her way downstairs. ANNE sits looking out of the
window at the cherry tree. The lights go down in the bedroom and
come up in the kitchen. MARILLA blows out the candle and puts it on
the dresser, then gets the teapot from the stove and pours out cups of
tea for Matthew and herself. She sits at the right end of the table)

MaARILLA. This is what comes of sending word instead of going
ourselves. One of us will have to drive over to Mrs Spencer tomorrow,
that’s for certain. The child will have to go back to the orphanage.

MATTHEW. Yes—I suppose so.
MARILLA. You suppose so? Don’t you know it?

MaTtTHEW. Well, now, she’s a nice little thing, Marilla. It seems
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! What good would she be to us?

MATTHEW. We might be some good to her.

MARILLA. I never heard of such a thing. She’s got to be dispatched
straight away back to where she came from.
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MATTHEW. I could maybe hire a boy to help me . . . and she’d be
company for you. She’s a real interesting little thing.

MARILLA. I’'m not suffering for company and . . . I believe that
child has you bewitched! I can see plain as plain that you want to
keep her.

MATTHEW. You should have heard her talk coming from the
station.

MARILLA. Oh she can talk. I saw that straight away. It’s nothing
in her favour 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
out. We’re not going to keep her, so you might as well spare your
breath to cool your porridge.

MATTHEW (rising and crossing right) Well now, it’s just as you say,
of course, Marilla.

MARILLA. Where are you gadding off to? You haven’t touched a
bite of your supper.

MATTHEW. I don’t suppose I’'m hungry either.

(He exits out of front door into the yard by the cherry tree and sits
under the tree, pulling on his pipe. ANNE, unable to sleep, is at the
window, looking at the cherry tree. MARILLA remains seated at the
table. Spot lights pick up all three)

MARILLA (over introduction to):

SONG: “WE CLEARLY REQUESTED A BOY” No. 3
(MARILLA, MATTHEW and ANNE)

(spoken) How could Mrs Spencer have made such a
[mistake ?

(sung) We clearly requested a boy

MATTHEW. A boy’s what we wanted I guess,

ANNE. I guess that a girl’s not so bad.

MARILLA. So badly we needed a boy

We clearly requested a boy
ANNE (overlapping on last two words of Marilla)

A boy’s what they wanted, I guess . . .
MATTHEW (overlapping as before)

I guess that a girl’s not so bad . . .
MARILLA (overlapping as before)

So badly we needed a boy.

ANNE. A boy could help out on the farm . . .
MATTHEW. The farm could look after itself . . .
ANNE. It’s selfish to think of myself . . .

MARILLA. Myself, I am partial to boys . . .
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MATTHEW. Boys ...
ANNE. Boys!!!
MATTHEW. A girl could help Marilla round the house,

A girl could bring alfalfa to the cows.
MARILLA. A boy can milk and carry in the pails.
ANNE. Boys are made of snails and puppy dog tails!
MARILLA. A boy can plough, a boy can hay and hoe,

A girl can only sit and knit and sew.
MATTHEW. A boy is rough but girls are still as mice
ANNE. Girls are made of spice . . . Oh won’t they think

[twice ? (resume overlaps)
She hates me because I'm a girl . . .

MATTHEW. A girl is all right I declare . . .
MARILLA. I declare that she’ll have to go back!
ANNE. Go back.
MARILLA. Go back.
MATTHEW. Go back.
MARILLA. We clearly requested
ANNE. Like all the rest did.
MATTHEW. It can’t be contested.
ALL THREE. We (They) clearly requested a boy.
(The spots fade on MARILLA and MATTHEW)
ANNE. They clearly requested a boy.
Blackout
(SCENE LINK) No. 3A
ACT 1
SCENE 4

This is a front cloth scene—in the original it is referred to as “The
Patch Quilt Drop” but it could equally well be played to trailers.

When the lights come up, MRS ALEX SPENCER is discovered
centre, checking the contents of her voluminous bag. She is a round,
dumpy, cheerful little Scotswoman. MARILLA enters down left.

MRs SPENCER. Marilla Cuthbert! What a surprise! What brings
you our way?

MARILLA. The fact is, Mrs Spencer, that when we asked . . .
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