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ANNE OF GREEN GABLES 

Adapted from the classic novel by L. M. Montgomery 

By JODY JOHNSTON DAVIDSON 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(In Order of Appearance) 

MARILLA CUTHBERT ............... stern, old-fashioned woman 93 
# of lines 

RACHEL LYNDE ........................ Marilla’s friend and neighbor 16 
ANNE SHIRLEY ......................... imaginative orphan; ages from 117 

12 to 14 years old 
MATTHEW CUTHBERT ............ brother of Marilla; shy, meek 46 
MRS. SPENCER ........................ responsible for bringing Anne to 11 

Matthew and Marilla 
MRS. BLEWETT ........................ offers to take Anne from Matthew 4 

and Marilla 
DIANA BARRY ........................... Anne’s best friend 45 
GILBERT BLYTHE  .................... classmate and tormentor of 23 

Anne 
MRS. BARRY ............................. Diana’s mother 5 
MISS STACY* ............................ Anne’s teacher 6 
MISS HARRIS* .......................... works at Lawson’s Market 12 

*These roles may be doubled
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SETTING
Time:  The turn of the twentieth century.
Place:  The Cuthbert cottage at Green Gables and various locales in 

and around Prince Edward Island in Canada.

SYNOPSIS OF SCENES
ACT ONE

Scene One:  Late afternoon in early June. The sitting room at Green 
Gables and the train station.

Scene Two:  That evening. The sitting room.
Scene Three:  The next day. Mrs. Spencer’s parlor.
Scene Four:  That night. Anne’s bedroom at Green Gables.
Scene Five:  Three months later. The schoolyard and classroom of 

Avonlea School.
Scene Six:  That afternoon. The sitting room and Anne’s bedroom.
Scene Seven:  A year later. The sitting room.

ACT TWO
Scene One:  Three months later. The classroom of Avonlea School.
Scene Two:  That afternoon. The sitting room.
Scene Three:  Two months later. Lawson’s Market in Carmody.
Scene Four:  The next month. The sitting room at Green Gables and the 

Barry’s sitting room.
Scene Five:  Two months later. The shores of Barry Pond.
Scene Six:  The next month. The sitting room at Green Gables.
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ANNE OF GREEN GABLES

ACT ONE
Scene One

The STAGE is DARK. As the AUDIENCE ENTERS, we hear the pre-recorded 
voices of RACHEL and MARILLA having a very civilized conversation. 
This is not meant to be completely heard by the audience but rather 
should play as background sound for the three or four minutes before 
the curtain rises. The audience should almost feel as though they are 
eavesdropping on the private conversation of two acquaintances sharing 
tea. As the HOUSE LIGHTS DARKEN, the two voices become more 
distinct, and we can understand the conversation. The CYCLORAMA 
reveals two women UP RIGHT in stark silhouette conversing over tea. 
They are behind a SCRIM. When the theatre is completely DARK, the 
SCRIM FLIES OUT to reveal MARILLA and RACHEL as they begin their 
tea one afternoon in June at the turn of the twentieth century.
RACHEL:  It’s a surprise, I’d say… such a pleasant evening after all.
MARILLA:  Isn’t it though. A real fi ne evening. So, how are all of your 

folks?
RACHEL:  We’re all pretty well. I was afraid you weren’t, though, when I 

looked out my window today and saw Matthew starting off to town. 
I thought maybe he was off to the doctor.

MARILLA:  Oh, no. I’m quite well, although I had a bad headache 
yesterday. Matthew went to Bright River. We’re getting a little boy 
from the orphan asylum in Nova Scotia, and he’s coming in on the 
train this afternoon.

RACHEL:  Are you in earnest, Marilla?
MARILLA:  Yes, of course.
RACHEL:  What on earth put such a notion in your head?
MARILLA:  Well, we’ve been thinking about it for some time—all 

winter, in fact. Mrs. Alexander Spencer was here one day before 
Christmas, and she said she was going to get a little girl from the 
asylum over in Hopetown in the spring. Her cousin lives there, and 
Mrs. Spencer has visited her and knows all about it. So, Matthew 
and I talked it over off and on ever since. We thought we’d get 
a boy. Matthew is getting on in years, you know, and he isn’t as 
spry as he once was. His heart troubles him a good deal, and you 
know how desperate hard it is to fi nd hired help. So in the end, we 
decided to ask Mrs. Spencer to pick us out a likely lad when she 
went to get her little girl. We heard last week that she was going, 
so we sent word by Richard Spencer’s folks in Carmody to bring us 
a smart, sensible boy of about 10 or 11 years of age. We decided 
that would be best—old enough to help with the chores but young 
enough to be trained up proper.
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RACHEL:  Well, I never…
MARILLA:  Today we got a telegram from Mrs. Spencer saying they 

were coming on the 5:30 train tonight. So, Matthew went to Bright 
River to meet him.

RACHEL:  Well, Marilla, I’ll just tell you plain that I think you’re doing 
a mighty foolish thing—a risky thing, that’s what! You don’t know 
what you’re getting. Bringing a stranger into your house. You don’t 
know a single thing about him or his people nor his disposition 
at that. Why, it was only last week I read in the paper how a man 
and his wife up west of the island took a child out of the orphan 
asylum, and the little demon set fi re to their house one night. Set 
it on purpose, and those unfortunate souls were nearly burnt to a 
crisp in their beds. If you had asked my advice, which you didn’t, I’d 
have said for mercy’s sake don’t even think about such a thing. So, 
don’t say I didn’t warn you if Green Gables is burnt to its foundation 
or if he puts poison in the well. I heard of a case in New Brunswick 
where an orphan asylum child did that, and the whole family died 
in fearful agony. Only it was a girl in that instance.

MARILLA:  Well, no worry of that. (Emphatic.) I would never dream of 
taking in a girl to bring up! (We hear a sharp, distant TRAIN WHISTLE 
which seems to almost punctuate her fi nal comment as the LIGHTS 
GO DOWN on the UP RIGHT playing space. CROSS FADE to the DOWN 
LEFT playing space, where the last PUFF OF ENGINE STEAM reveals 
ANNE, a young girl in a threadbare but clean dress and smock. She is 
sitting on a station bench beneath a sign which reads “Bright River.” 
She wears a large shabby straw hat on her head from which sprout 
two long braids of bright red hair. Her skin is pale with a number of 
freckles. Her eyes are full of spirit and her expression is somber. In 
her lap she holds a small, beaten-up traveling bag. MATTHEW, an 
older gentleman, hurries IN. He is dressed as though for church in 
a neat suit and collared white shirt, but it is clear he is not at home 
in this fashion. He hurries past the bench, glancing briefl y at ANNE 
and hurries OFF. She watches him intently as he does. Several beats 
later he RE-ENTERS, more slowly this time. He is obviously looking 
for someone but clearly not having any luck fi nding them. He scans 
from LEFT to RIGHT without locating the person he seeks. He pulls 
at his collar and sighs. ANNE clears her throat to get his attention.)

ANNE:  I suppose you are Mr. Matthew Cuthbert of Green Gables. Mrs. 
Spencer said you’d be coming and told me to wait for you. I’m 
very glad to see you. I was beginning to be afraid that you weren’t 
coming for me. I had made up my mind that if you didn’t come for 
me tonight, that I’d go down the track to that big wild cherry tree 
at the bend and climb up into it to stay all night. I wouldn’t be a bit 

              
              
           

             
          

                
           

           
    

               
 

              
             

             
             

    
       

             
    
             
      

    
              

              
            

           
      

    
         

           
          

             
   

           
               
    
       

              
  

          

For preview only.



3

1

5

10

15

20

25

30

35

afraid, and it would be lovely to sleep in a wild cherry tree all white 
with bloom in the moonshine! You could imagine you were dwelling 
in marble halls. I was quite sure you’d come for me in the morning 
if you didn’t come tonight.

MATTHEW:  (Uncertain.) You came with Mrs. Spencer?
ANNE:  All the way from Hopetown. I wasn’t even the least bit sick on 

the boat to Prince Edward Island, although Mrs. Spencer turned 
the most bilious shade of green.

MATTHEW:  You’re the orphan from the asylum?
ANNE:  You might say that I’m from the asylum, but I’ve only really been 

there four months. You can’t possibly understand what it’s like. 
The asylum people tried to be good folk, but… (Sighs.) …there is 
so little scope for the imagination in an asylum.

MATTHEW:  Well, I can’t leave you here, so you better come along with 
me. Marilla will be able to sort all this out. The horse is tethered out 
front. Give me your bag. (Reaches for the bag, but ANNE maintains 
her hold in a very self-suffi cient manner.)

ANNE:  Oh, I can carry it. It isn’t heavy. I’ve got all my worldly goods in 
it, but it isn’t heavy. But if it isn’t carried in a certain way, the handle 
pulls out, so I’d better keep it because I know the exact knack of it.

MATTHEW:  Fine.
ANNE:  I’m awfully glad you’ve come for me even if it would have been 

nice to sleep in a wild cherry tree. Isn’t it wonderful that I’m going 
to live with you and belong to you? Am I talking too much? People 
are always telling me I do. I can stop when I make up my mind to… 
although it is diffi cult.

MATTHEW:  (Smiles and shakes his head as he heads OFF RIGHT. ANNE 
follows clutching her bag.) Oh, you can talk as much as you like. I 
don’t mind.

ANNE:  Mrs. Spencer said that my tongue must be hung in the middle. It 
isn’t—it’s fi rmly fastened at one end… (The actor playing GILBERT, 
dressed now as a station attendant, steps in and rolls the bench 
and station sign unit OFF LEFT as MATTHEW and ANNE EXIT RIGHT. 
LIGHTS FADE.)

End of Scene One

ACT ONE
Scene Two

LIGHTS CROSS FADE back to the sitting room at Green Gables that 
evening. MARILLA CUTHBERT, an angular, serious woman with a stern 
set to her shoulders and a serious outlook on life, sits knitting on the 
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couch. She rises as MATTHEW ENTERS. He looks away from her as 
ANNE ENTERS the room. MARILLA stops short.
MARILLA:  (In amazement.) Matthew Cuthbert, who’s that?! Where is 

the boy?
MATTHEW:  There wasn’t any boy. There was only her.
MARILLA:  But there must have been a boy. We sent word to Mrs. 

Spencer to bring a boy.
MATTHEW:  She didn’t. She brought her. I had to bring her home. She 

couldn’t be left at the station, no matter where the mistake had 
come in.

MARILLA:  Well, this is a pretty piece of business!
ANNE:  (Drops her satchel with a woeful sense of drama.) You don’t 

want me. You don’t want me because I’m not a boy. I’m a plain, 
skinny girl with hair of the most disastrous red. I might have known 
that it was all too beautiful to last. Oh, what shall I do? I think I’m 
going to burst into tears. (Drops onto the couch and drapes herself 
dramatically across it as she begins to sob uncontrollably.)

MARILLA:  (Unable to cope with the drama and uncertain what to say. 
Responds ineffectually.) Well… well… there’s no need to cry about 
it.

ANNE:  Yes, there is a need! You would cry, too, if… if you were an 
orphan and had to come to a place you thought was going to be your 
home and found out they didn’t want you because you weren’t a boy! 
Oh, this is the most tragical thing that ever happened to me!

MARILLA:  Well, there’s no need to cry about it anymore, we’re… we’re 
not going to turn you out of doors tonight. You’ll have to stay until 
we investigate this affair. What’s your name, child?

ANNE:  Will you please call me Cordelia?
MARILLA:  Call you Cordelia?! Is that your name?
ANNE:  Nooo, it’s not exactly my name, but I would love to be called 

Cordelia. It’s such a perfectly elegant name.
MARILLA:  I don’t know what on earth you mean. If your name’s not 

Cordelia, what is it?
ANNE:  (Reluctant.) Anne Shirley. But, oh, please, call me Cordelia. If 

I’m not going to be around here long, how can it matter much what 
you call me?

MARILLA:  Fiddlesticks. Anne is a good, honest, sensible name.
ANNE:  Very well, but if you call me Anne, please call me Anne spelled 

with an “e.”
MARILLA:  (Smiles in spite of herself.) What difference does it make 

how it’s spelled?
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ANNE:  It makes such a difference! It looks so much nicer. A-N-N looks 
dreadful but A-N-N-E looks so much more distinguished. If you will 
only call me Anne spelled with an “e,” I shall try to reconcile myself 
to not being called Cordelia.

MARILLA:  Very well then, Anne with an e, it’s clear we’re going to need 
to see Mrs. Spencer and get this matter cleared up.

ANNE:  If I were very beautiful with raven hair, would you keep me?
MARILLA:  No. We want a boy to help Matthew with the farm. Take off 

your hat. You must be hungry. Would you like some dinner?
ANNE:  No. Thank you very much all the same.
MARILLA:  You don’t want anything to eat?
ANNE:  I can’t. I’m in the depths of despair. Can you eat when you’re 

in the depths of despair?
MARILLA:  I can’t say, never having been there.
MATTHEW:  I guess the girl is tired from her trip. Best to put her to 

bed, don’t you think, Marilla?
MARILLA:  I suppose. It’s the room at the top of the stairs, in the east 

gable. Good night.
ANNE:  (As she EXITS.) With the knowledge tomorrow I must leave 

Green Gables? How can you call it a good night when you know it 
must be the very worst night I’ve ever had. (She’s OUT.)

MARILLA:  (To MATTHEW.) Well, this is a pretty kettle of fi sh!
MATTHEW:  Well now, she’s a real nice little thing. Seems a pity to send 

her back when she’s got her heart set on staying here and all.
MARILLA:  Matthew Cuthbert, you are not suggesting that we keep 

her?!
MATTHEW:  Well now, no… not exactly… I suppose not… not exactly.
MARILLA:  I should say not. What use would she be to us?
MATTHEW:  We might be of some use to her.
MARILLA:  No sense trying to deny it. I can see it, plain as plain. You 

want to keep her.
MATTHEW:  She’s an interesting child. You should have heard her talk 

on the drive back.
MARILLA:  Oh, she can talk, all right. No doubt about that! But I don’t 

want an orphan girl, and even if I did, she’s not the style I’d pick out.
MATTHEW:  I could hire a boy to help with the chores, and she’d be 

good company for you.
MARILLA:  I’m not lacking for company, thank you very much. And I’m 

not going to keep her. Tomorrow, she goes. (LIGHTS FADE.)
End of Scene Two
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ACT ONE
Scene Three

LIGHTS CROSS FADE UP LEFT. We are now in Mrs. Spencer’s parlor the 
next day. A simple window frame drops in to defi ne the room. MRS. 
SPENCER and ANNE roll in two parlor chairs and position them. MRS. 
SPENCER busies herself arranging the room as MARILLA dons her hat 
and cape and quietly crosses INTO the action. ANNE, wearing her straw 
hat and carrying her traveling bag, gazes out the window in an effort to 
remove herself from their conversation and its ramifi cations.
MRS. SPENCER:  Well, I must say you two are certainly the last two 

folks I was expecting to see today, but I’m really glad you’re here! 
You will be staying for tea, won’t you? After coming such a long 
way?

MARILLA:  I suppose we’ll stay a little while… to rest the mare.
MRS. SPENCER:  And how are you today, Anne?
ANNE:  I’m as well as can be expected, thank you.
MRS. SPENCER:  Well, I’ll go get the tea—I’ll just be a moment. I made 

some of my special cardamom cake, Marilla. Shall I slice some for 
the tea?

MARILLA:  That would be just fi ne.
MRS. SPENCER:  Good then, if you’ll excuse me. You two just make 

yourselves at home. (EXITS.)
MARILLA:  You’ll enjoy the cake. Mrs. Spencer’s one of the best bakers 

on the island.
ANNE:  I’m quite sure she’s a wonderful woman. Her hair is such an 

attractive golden color. Did you ever know anyone whose hair was 
red when she was young but got to be another color when she 
grew up?

MARILLA:  No, I don’t know that I ever did, and I shouldn’t think it likely 
to happen in your case, either.

ANNE:  (Sighs heavily.) Well, that is another hope gone. My life is a 
perfect graveyard of buried hopes. I read that sentence in a book 
once, and I say it to comfort myself whenever I’m disappointed in 
anything.

MARILLA:  I can’t see where the comforting comes in, myself.
ANNE:  Why, because it sounds so nice and romantic, just as if I were 

a heroine in a book. I fi nd my life much easier to tolerate if I can 
imagine I’m a heroine in a novel.

MARILLA:  Since you’re so fi re bent on talking, why don’t you talk to 
some purpose by telling me what you know about yourself.
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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:  None of your imaginings. Just stick to the bald facts.
ANNE:  If I must… My father and mother were teachers, poor as church 

mice but ever so in love. I was born to these lovely people. Mrs. 
Thomas, a neighbor, said I was the scrawniest, homeliest baby 
she’d ever seen, but my mother said I would grow up to be a great 
beauty.

MARILLA:  I’d imagine.
ANNE:  Mother died when I was only three months old, and Father 

passed on four days later. I’m sure it was because he could not 
bear to be parted from his one true love and not because he meant 
to leave me alone in the world. Anyway, no one wanted me until 
fi nally Mrs. Thomas said she’d take me. I lived with her until I was 
eight and helped take care of her children. She had four of them 
younger than me. Then Mr. Thomas was killed, and Mrs. Thomas 
went to live with her sister, but she couldn’t take me. Finally, Mrs. 
Hammond from upriver came down and said she could use a girl 
who was handy with babies. You see, Mrs. Hammond had eight 
children! Twins three times! Now, I like babies in moderation, but 
three sets of twins…

MARILLA:  Does seem kind of extreme. Were the Hammonds good to 
you?

ANNE:  They meant to be nice people, the Hammonds, but Mr. Hammond 
drank a great deal, and Mrs. Hammond’s temper was short, with 
that many babies and all. I’m sure that they would have liked to 
have been…

MARILLA:  I see…
ANNE:  When Mr. Hammond was killed in the mill accident, Mrs. 

Hammond gave the children up to relatives—they wouldn’t take 
me—and she set off for the states. They almost wouldn’t take me 
at the asylum, but they had to as there was nowhere else for me. 
Finally, Mrs. Spencer came to bring me to you and Green Gables. 
You must love it so…

MARILLA:  I do… we do. My brother and I have lived there since we 
were born.

MRS. SPENCER:  (ENTERS pushing her fully loaded tea cart.) There, that 
didn’t take too long. Now, Marilla, what did you want to discuss?

MARILLA:  The fact is, Mrs. Spencer, there’s been a mistake made, 
and I’ve come over to see where. Matthew and I sent word to you 
that we wanted a boy.
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MRS. SPENCER:  Marilla, you don’t say so! I got word from my cousin 
through his daughter that it was to be a girl.

MARILLA:  No, unfortunately, a boy, about 10 or 11 years old.
MRS. SPENCER:  Oh, Marilla, I’m so sorry. I did the best I could, and I 

thought I was following your instructions.
MARILLA:  We should have spoken to you directly, so we’re as much at 

fault. I suppose the asylum will take her back, won’t they?
MRS. SPENCER:  I suppose… but… that may not be necessary. Mrs. 

Blewett was up here the other day, and when she heard about the 
girl I’d brought back for you, she said what a smart idea it was 
and how she could use a girl to help her with the work around 
the house. She has that large family, you know, and the children 
quarrel so. I call this a wonderful stroke of luck.

MARILLA:  I suppose, but…
MRS. SPENCER:  (Glances out the window.) And more good fortune! 

She’s coming up the walk now. (Crosses OUT to greet the arriving 
MRS. BLEWETT, a shrewish, foul-tempered woman. We hear the 
beginning of her greeting from OFF.) Come in, Mrs. Blewett.

MRS. BLEWETT:  (ENTERS, followed by MRS. SPENCER.) Don’t mind if I 
do. Been talking to the mister, and he says I can take on a girl as 
long as she’s civil and won’t eat much. So…

MRS. SPENCER:  How wonderful! You see, there’s been a mistake. 
The Cuthberts actually wanted a boy, so this girl might be just the 
thing for you.

MRS. BLEWETT:  (To ANNE.) What’s your name, and how old are you?
ANNE:  Anne Shirley… and I’m twelve.
MRS. BLEWETT:  (Examines ANNE as though she were a horse for sale, 

checking teeth, hair etc.) Hrumph… there doesn’t look like there’s 
much to you. But you’re wiry. The wiry ones are the best. Work 
the hardest and eat the least. Well, if I take you, you have to be 
good and smart and respectful. Especially respectful. Mr. Blewett 
keeps a special strap for young ones who need to learn a little 
respect. Yes, I expect you’ll earn your keep and make no mistake 
about that. Right then, I’ll be glad to take her off your hands, Mrs. 
Cuthbert. The baby’s been awfully colicky lately, and it would be a 
pleasure to sleep through the night and let someone else tend to 
him. If you like, I can take her off your hands right now!

MARILLA:  Well, I don’t know… I… didn’t say Matthew and I had 
absolutely decided we wouldn’t keep her. I just came by to see 
where the mistake had been made. I think I better take her home 
again and talk it over with my brother. I oughtn’t decide anything 
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without consulting him. If we decide not to keep her, Mrs. Blewett, 
I can simply bring her by tomorrow. Will that suit you?

MRS. BLEWETT:  I suppose it will have to.
MARILLA:  (Begins to make a hasty EXIT with ANNE in tow.) Come along, 

Anne.
ANNE:  Marilla, does this mean…?
MARILLA:  Hush your mouth, child, and come along. (They EXIT as 

MRS. SPENCER calls out after them.)
MRS. SPENCER:  But, Marilla, I… Oh, well! Would you care for some 

tea, Mrs. Blewett? (The LIGHTS DIM on a baffl ed MRS. SPENCER.)
End of Scene Three

ACT ONE
Scene Four

LIGHTS CROSS FADE DOWN RIGHT, where a bed has been rolled 
into position to become Anne’s bedroom at Green Gables that night. 
MARILLA steps into the space and joins MATTHEW in making up the 
bed.
MARILLA:  Where’s the girl?
MATTHEW:  Down in the garden. Said she wanted to hold the vision of 

the garden at sunset, in case she has to leave it in the morning. 
She won’t have to… will she?

MARILLA:  It’s foolishness, Matthew. Plain and simple foolishness, 
and you know it. Why, that child could talk the ear off a stalk of 
corn. And her fantasies… do you know she’s given names to all the 
fl owers? Bonny and Snow Queen and the like… I just don’t know.

MATTHEW:  You know how I feel. She’s an interesting one, that’s for 
sure.

ANNE:  (ENTERS in her nightgown.) I’m ready for bed now. It was 
glorifying, the sun and the arbors… (Pulls back the covers and 
starts to get into bed.)

MARILLA:  Aren’t you going to say your prayers, child?
ANNE:  I’ve never done that before. What should I say?
MARILLA:  You’re old enough to pray for yourself, Anne. Just give thanks 

for your blessings and humbly ask for the things you want.
ANNE:  Well, I’ll do my best. (Kneels by the side of the bed and begins 

to pray.) “Oh, gracious, heavenly Father…” That’s the way the 
ministers say it in church, so I suppose it’s all right for a private 
prayer. “I thank thee for Bonny and the Snow Queen and Rosalie 
the sorrel mare and Prince Edward Island and Marilla and Matthew. 

End of script sample.
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PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES
ONSTAGE:  Set pieces for the sitting room at Green Gables remain UP 

RIGHT the entire play. All other set pieces are to be moved on and 
off stage by either actors or stagehands.
The sitting room at Green Gables:  Couch, tea table, chairs, books 

on a shelf
Train station:  Rolling bench and a sign that reads “Bright River”
Mrs. Spencer’s parlor:  Two parlor chairs, window frame
Anne’s bedroom:  Bed on wheels
Avonlea school and schoolyard:  Two two-person desks
Lawson’s market:  Dressmaker’s dummy with white dress with 

puffed sleeves
The Barry’s sitting room:  Couch
Barry’s Pond:  Small boat, a lily, pilings

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene One:
Straw hat, small traveling bag (ANNE)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Two:
Knitting needles, yarn (MARILLA)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Three:
Straw hat, small traveling bag (ANNE)
Hat, cape (MARILLA)
Teacart with tea settings (MRS. SPENCER)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Five:
Straw hat, books, lunch pail, slate, chalk (ANNE)
Book (DIANA)
Marbles, candy heart (GILBERT)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Seven:
Hat, cape (MARILLA)
Tea set, glass decanter of “wine,” two large glasses (ANNE)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene One:
Paper, pen, inkwell (ANNE)
Written note, red bookmark (DIANA)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Three:
Fabric, rake, bag of brown sugar (MISS HARRIS)
Handkerchief (MATTHEW)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Four:
Homework papers (ANNE)
Textbook (GILBERT)
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BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Five:
Black shawl (DIANA)
Wreath of fl owers (ANNE)
Oar (GILBERT)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Six:
Book (ANNE)

SOUND AND SPECIAL EFFECTS
Train whistle, puff of engine steam, sound of children laughing and 
talking, school bell.

SET DESIGN AND SCENE CHANGES
Because of the many settings in this play, sets are intended to be 
suggestive only. The only set that remains on stage for the entire play is 
the sitting room at Green Gables. Sets and lighting should be adapted 
as needed for the playing space. Scenes should fl ow smoothly from 
one to another, with just enough lighting shift or use of period music to 
suggest a change of location and/or time.

THE BOAT SCENE ON BARRY POND
In the original 1994 production by the Serendipity Theatre Company 
in Los Angeles, only one boat was used, fi rst by Anne in one direction, 
then by Gilbert coming back the other direction. The bottomless boat 
was on casters to glide easily across the stage fl oor and had a bench 
where an actor could sit and move the boat with his or her feet. Of 
course, Gilbert also held a paddle with which he “rowed.”

Another option is to have a rope attached to the boat. Offstage, a 
stagehand can pull the boat to create movement. This is especially 
effective when Anne has jumped out and the boat “fl oats off.”

The boat was constructed like a collapsible drinking cup and hinged so 
that upon the actress pulling a pin, the top “plank” would sink over the 
next one down and fi nally over the bottom one, making the boat appear 
to be sinking.

The only other set piece used in this scene by the Serendipity Theatre 
Company was a pole center stage with pilings at its base, both to 
stabilize it and to provide Anne with adequate footing while clinging to 
the pole.



We hope you’ve enjoyed 
this script sample. 
We encourage you to read the entire script before making 
your final decision.

You may order a paper preview copy or gain instant 
access to the complete script online through our E-view 
program. We invite you to learn more and create an 
account at www.pioneerdrama.com/E-view.

Thank you for your interest in our plays and musicals. If you’d 
like advice on other plays or musicals to read, our customer 
service representatives are happy to assist you when you call 
800.333.7262 during normal business hours.

www.pioneerdrama.com

800.333.7262
Outside of North America 303.779.4035 
Fax 303.779.4315

PO Box 4267
Englewood, CO  80155-4267

We’re here to help!




