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Dedication
I dedicate this play with much affection to all the cherished

shabby, threadbare teddy bears, stuffed dogs 
and rag dolls who have been loved into Real,

and to my daughter and wife,
who have done the same for me.

QUOTES FROM REVIEWS

“The tale of a toy rabbit made real through a child’s love is both 
entertaining and genuinely moving thanks to Scott Davidson’s 
uncloying, graceful adaptation of Margery Williams’ poignant children’s 
classic… Heart is the keyword here.”

~Lynne Heffl ey, LA Times, 1995

“Scott Davidson’s script of Margery Williams’ The Velveteen Rabbit 
exemplifi es the best in the art of adaptation.”

~Jack Beasley, The Leader

“Adapter Scott Davidson reinforces the central real/make-believe 
theme by letting the audience know that the play we are seeing can 
be viewed as both real and make-believe.  The Velveteen Rabbit still 
brings tears; it’s magic… and creates a magical spell that absolutely 
enchants…”

~Tony Brown, The Charlotte Observer, 1998

“The young at heart will warm to this Velveteen Rabbit… a testament 
to the power of a child’s imagination and to the idea that sentimental 
value can be attached to an object that others would immediately 
throw away.”

~Sheila Woolridge, Austin American Statesman, 2000
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THE VELVETEEN RABBIT

Adapted by SCOTT DAVIDSON

CAST OF CHARACTERS
ACTOR 1 ...................................VOICE 1/MOUSE/MAGIC/BUNNY 2
ACTOR 2 ...................................VOICE 2/SKIN HORSE/BUNNY 1
ACTOR 3 ...................................VOICE 3/NANA/TRAIN
ACTOR 4 ...................................VOICE 4/BOY
ACTOR 5 ...................................VELVETEEN RABBIT

SCENE SYNOPSIS
The play was written to be performed without intermission. However, if 
the producing group wishes to play it in two acts, the following scene 
structure will work:

ACT ONE
Scene One:  The nursery, Christmas morning.
Scene Two:  The nursery, Christmas evening.
Scene Three:  The nursery, over time.
Scene Four:  A garden in the springtime.

ACT TWO
Scene One:  A fi eld in the summertime.
Scene Two:  The nursery that same evening.
Scene Three:  The nursery, months later.
Scene Four:  the nursery, weeks later.
Scene Five:  The garden, that same evening.
Scene Six:  The forest, later that year.

SETTING
The time period of this piece is intended to be general and not date 
specifi c—“not so long ago.” Or maybe “so long ago that no one can 
remember.” However, in the original production, the boy’s costume and 
toys were reminiscent of the early 1900s.
The play takes place primarily in two locations:  the nursery where the 
boy sleeps and keeps his toys, and outside in a garden, a fi eld and 
other places where a boy and his stuffed bunny might play together. For 
the nursery, the playing area of the stage is primarily a bed—a raked 
platform covered with a large quilt and dotted with pillows. A few large 
prop items lay at the peripheral edges of the stage, such as a ball, 
blocks or toy cabinet and bookshelves. The nursery is transformed 
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to the outdoors by pulling away or fl ipping over the quilt. The pillows 
can be turned to become bushes, plants, rocks, etc. Perhaps the 
headboard of the bed becomes a fence by removing some slats.
Actors 1-4 remain onstage through the entire play, freely moving in and 
out of the playing area.

PLAYWRIGHT’S NOTE
Perhaps no piece of literature we experience in our lives will touch 
us as deeply and profoundly as the classics of childhood. They can 
be our guide through the turmoil and frustrations of youth, a gentle 
and reassuring reminder of the joys of life and the touchstone for our 
warmest memories. Few writers are capable of the simple, direct and 
affecting prose which communicate so many of life’s mysteries and 
wonders with so few words. Yet time and time again we can return to 
these literary gems from our youth only to discover deeper meanings 
in their magical tales. From Charlotte’s Web to Tuck Everlasting and 
yes, even Goodnight Moon, we each have our favorite book that still 
possesses the power to move us with its message. Margery Williams’ 
The Velveteen Rabbit is one of these timeless stories. It is fi lled with 
the joy and pain of childhood and continues to share a mysterious 
truth that becomes wiser and more meaningful the older we grow—
”What is Real?”
The opportunity to adapt this story was a special gift for me. I felt an 
obligation to fi nd a way to communicate what I believed was the true 
spirit of Ms. Williams’ tale:  “What is Real?” The affi rmation that I 
had achieved this came when, after a production in North Carolina, I 
received a letter from Ms. Williams’ grandson containing a photograph 
of Margery Williams and a brief note thanking me for an adaptation 
he felt fi nally captured the true spirit of her words. That letter made 
my adaptation “Real” for me. May you share this journey with Margery 
Williams’ timeless little hero and discover what is Real—for you.
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THE VELVETEEN RABBIT

ACT ONE
Scene One

In the DARKNESS, we hear one VOICE, which then multiplies into a 
collage of VOICES.
VOICE 1:  (Repeats 10 times.) What is Real?
VOICE 2:  (Repeats 9 times.) What is Real?
VOICE 3:  (Repeats 8 times.) What is Real?
VOICE 4:  (Repeats 7 times.) What is Real? (The VOICES chant randomly 

in child-like cadences and fi nally build to one single voice.)
ALL:  What is Real? (LIGHTS COME UP to reveal the nursery.)
VOICE 1:  We’ll tell you a story…
VOICE 2:  A story that’s true…
VOICE 3:  A story that tells you what Real is.
VOICE 4:  For Real is not something you can see with your eyes…
VOICE 3:  Real is something you must feel in your heart.
VOICE 1:  Christmas morning, not so long ago…
VOICE 3:  …or maybe so long ago…
VOICES 1/2:  …that no one can remember…
NANA:  Rise and shine. It’s Christmas morning. Time to see what  

Santa’s left in your stocking.
BOY:  Christmas Day fi nally!
NANA:  Oh, no! It looks like coal!
BOY:  But I was good this year! Really, I was!
NANA:  Well, see for your—
BOY:  It’s not coal, you silly. It’s a toy train! Choo choo… and oh, 

chocolate almonds!
NANA:  Ah, ah, ah—not before breakfast. Not even on Christmas.
BOY:  Oh, please, Nana, please! Just this once?
NANA:  Not another word or your presents may very well turn to coal. 

Father Christmas is always listening.
BOY:  Really?
NANA:  Really.
BOY:  Oh. (Pause, then loudly toward the sky.) I’m putting them back 

now. (Fishes in the stocking.) Oh, look, a wind-up mouse! (ACTOR 1, 
now wearing some representational costume for the mouse, moves 
toward the BOY.) How funny! And an orange, too!

NANA:  Is that all?
BOY:  I think so. I’m ready to go downstairs and unwrap my presents.
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NANA:  Perhaps you should reach down one more time to the very 
bottom of the stocking.

BOY:  I suppose I can… oh!
NANA:  What is it, child?
BOY:  It’s… it’s… a bunny! (ACTOR 5 shuffl es into view.) Like the one 

at the penny candy store! A bunny rabbit just like… his ears are 
so pink and soft.

NANA:  They’re sateen.
BOY:  And he has real thread whiskers and fur that feels just like real 

fur!
NANA:  It’s velveteen.
BOY:  May I stay and play with him for just a little while?
NANA:  A little while, but then it’s spit spot and downstairs to greet the 

relatives and open your real presents. Understood?
BOY:  Understood. (NANA EXITS the room.) I wonder how Santa knows 

so much? You look just like the bunny Nana and I saw. He must have 
been listening, don’t you think? (Waits for RABBIT to respond.) Well, 
what do you think? (No response.) Oh, I see. You’re not supposed 
to tell. It’s all right—you can whisper it in my ear, I promise I won’t 
tell anyone. (Leans close to RABBIT’S mouth.) That’s just what I 
thought. (Pause.) Oh! Now I need to tell you a secret, too, and we 
can be the best of friends for always, all right?! (Leans close to 
RABBIT’S ears and whispers something.) Well, what do you think 
of that?! You do believe me, don’t you? (Makes RABBIT nod yes.) I 
knew you would.

NANA’S VOICE:  (From OUT of the playing area.) All right, young 
man, enough time dawdling in your room. It’s time to greet the 
relatives.

BOY:  Aaawwwh!!
NANA:  …and fi nish opening the rest of your gifts!
BOY:  Ooooooh!! (Springs off the bed and OUT of the playing area. The 

stage is quiet for a moment, then…)
MOUSE:  Whiz, whir, squeak. Well!! Whiz, whir, squeak. I never! 

Abandoned in that deep dark stocking. Whiz. And I’m clearly by far 
the most advanced toy in this entire nursery! Squeak!

TRAIN:  Advanced, perhaps. Chug, chug, chug. But modern, ha! Never! 
Chug, chug, chug. My highly detailed fi ttings, my realistic sounds 
and action are clearly superior to your clock spring mechanics. The 
boy simply hasn’t had enough time to acquaint himself with the 
limitless playtime possibilities of my ultra sophisticated design. 
Once he has, he’ll tire of you faster than that lop-eared stuffi ng-
fi lled scrap over there.
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MOUSE:  Well! Whiz. You needn’t be rude about things. Whir. I suppose 
you believe your pedigree is better than everyone else’s, too! 
Squeak!

TRAIN:  (Laughs.) Chug, chug, chug. My, aren’t we the big man. And, 
yet, you probably don’t even know what your lineage is! Chug, 
chug, chug

MOUSE:  Squeak! Do so!
TRAIN:  Do not.
MOUSE:  Squeak! Do so!
TRAIN:  Do not.
MOUSE:  Squeak! Do so!
TRAIN:  Don’t.
MOUSE:  Do!! Squeak!!
TRAIN:  Prove it. Chug, chug, chug.
MOUSE:  Well, squeak. My clock springs are from Lowell, Massachusetts. 

And my—
TRAIN:  Oh, no! Chug, chug, chug. Not one of those American-made 

toys!
MOUSE:  Well, whiz, whir. What the—
TRAIN:  You might have at least said Belgium or Brussels or some 

place obscure… but America? Chug, chug. How common!
RABBIT:  Excuse me, I don’t mean to interrupt, but aren’t we all 

supposed to be happy today?
TRAIN:  And I suppose you were made in Paris! Ha! Chug, chug, 

chug!
RABBIT:  Excuse me, but… I don’t understand.
TRAIN:  What a surprise!
MOUSE:  He means where you came from. Where were you made? 

Squeak!
RABBIT:  Oh, that. Well, that’s easy. You see, there’s a little old lady 

who lives down by the lumber mill, and her husband died not too 
long ago, so to help make some extra money, she—

TRAIN:  Oh, no! A charity case!
MOUSE:  He’s not only made with rags, he’s probably stuffed with 

them, too! Squeak, squeak, squeak!
RABBIT:  I am not! She goes to the mill and collects fresh sawdust. 

I’m fi lled with good, clean sawdust!
MOUSE:  Squeak! He’s not even smart enough to know he should be 

embarrassed.
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TRAIN:  My boy. Chug, chug, chug. No metal, no clock springs and you 
can’t even make a sound… why, you’re positively prehistoric!

MOUSE:  And he’s stuffed with sawdust to boot!
TRAIN:  Yes… well, it’s not polite to even discuss that. Chug. Clearly, 

he isn’t real like we are. Chug. Come, let us seek out more of our 
own kind. (TRAIN and MOUSE EXIT the playing area, leaving only 
RABBIT and SKIN HORSE in the nursery.)

VOICE 1:  The room fell silent.
VOICE 4:  The little rabbit felt so alone.
VOICE 3:  He longed to be back at the old woman’s in a basket full of 

toys like himself or sitting on one of the shelves in the candy store, 
listening to the busy chatter of children and parents.

VOICE 1:  Suddenly, out of a dark corner of the room, he saw a glint of 
light that seemed to rock in and out of view… and he heard…

SKIN HORSE:  Naaaay!
RABBIT:  Who… who… who’s there?
SKIN HORSE:  Don’t be afraid.
RABBIT:  I’m not afraid. You just startled me.
SKIN HORSE:  I’m sorry.
RABBIT:  It’s all right. Have you been here long?
SKIN HORSE:  Fifty years.
RABBIT:  Oh, my! That must be a very long time, I suppose.
SKIN HORSE:  Very long, indeed.
RABBIT:  Oh, then I suppose you probably heard what the others were 

saying to me.
SKIN HORSE:  Don’t let it bother you.
RABBIT:  I don’t, I suppose.
SKIN HORSE:  I’ve seen too many of their kind boast and swagger like 

that only to break their mainsprings and pass away long before 
they could ever be loved enough to become Real.

RABBIT:  Oh! But I thought they were already real? That’s what they 
say.

SKIN HORSE:  That’s what they would like to believe, but Real isn’t 
just a hat you can put on or a label someone can press across 
your chest.

RABBIT:  Oh. Well, I suppose you should know. (Pause.) You must have 
been here longer than any of the other toys, I suppose. (There is no 
response.) So, it must stand to reason that you know much more 
than any of the others, I suppose? (Again, no response.) Are you 
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upset with me? Have I asked you too many questions? Is that why 
you’ve stopped talking to me?

SKIN HORSE:  No, I’m simply waiting until you ask the right one.
RABBIT:  Oh. (Pause.) And what might that be?
SKIN HORSE:  The answer you most want to know.
RABBIT:  Ohhh. (Thinks, then looks up.) What is… Real? (VOICES 1, 3 

and 4 echo the question from OUT of the playing area in a gentle 
whisper.)

SKIN HORSE:  (Repeats the question thoughtfully.) What… is… Real? 
Real isn’t how you are made or what you are made of. Real… is a 
thing that happens to you. (Thinks.) When a child loves you for a 
long, long time—not just to play with, but really loves you—then… 
you become Real.

RABBIT:  (With understanding and thought.) Oh. (Pause.) Does it 
hurt?

SKIN HORSE:  Sometimes. (Pause, then simply and truthfully.) But 
when you are Real, you don’t mind being hurt… as long as you 
are loved.

RABBIT:  Does it happen all at once, like being wound up, or bit by 
bit?

SKIN HORSE:  It doesn’t happen all at once. It takes a long time. 
That’s why it doesn’t often happen to toys who break easily or have 
sharp edges or who have to be carefully kept. Generally, by the 
time you are Real, most of your hair has been loved off, and your 
eyes drop out and you get loose in the joints and very shabby. But 
these things don’t matter at all, because once you are Real, you 
can’t be ugly, except to people who don’t understand.

RABBIT:  I suppose you are Real?
SKIN HORSE:  The boy’s uncle made me Real. That was a great many 

years ago—but once you are Real, you can’t become unreal again. 
It lasts for always.

RABBIT:  You don’t suppose it’s possible to become Real without 
all those uncomfortable things happening to you, do you? (No 
response.) Oh, well, I didn’t think so. And besides, I don’t know 
that anyone could ever love me that much. (There is a knowing 
silence from the SKIN HORSE. OPTIONAL LIGHTS DIM.)

End of Scene One

ACT ONE
Scene Two

VOICE 1:  As the day drew to a close…
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PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES
ONSTAGE:  Raked platform covered by large quilt and pillows, other 

nursery items such as a ball, blocks, a toy cabinet, bookshelves, 
etc.

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene One:
Christmas stocking (NANA or ONSTAGE)

BROUGHT ON, ACT ONE, Scene Two:
Fabric panel on a stick (ACTOR 1 or 2)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Three:
Stethoscope, doctor’s jacket, etc. (ACTORS 1-3)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Four:
Picture books (BOY)
Shawl, burlap sack (NANA)

BROUGHT ON, ACT TWO, Scene Six
Items from the nursery in a burlap sack (ONSTAGE)
Pop gun (BOY)

ABOUT THE PRODUCTION
The presentation of this play should not be literal but rather come 
alive like a painting in front of the audience’s eyes. All costumes and 
set pieces should be suggestive and representative, not exact. In the 
original production, ACTORS 1-4 wore pajamas with feet and assumed 
the simplest of accessories to suggest their specifi c characters:  
mouse ears and a giant key coming out of the back for the wind-up 
mouse, an apron for NANA, fairy wings for MAGIC, etc. All costume 
changes took place out of the playing area, but in full view of the 
audience.
To create SKIN HORSE, the original production had ACTOR 2 climb 
onto a rocking unit onstage which supported both his hands and feet. 
You might choose to design a horse’s head for this unit.
VELVETEEN RABBIT’S costume consists of a brown jumpsuit that 
encloses the feet, rendering the actor fairly immobile and needing to 
be “carried” around. During ACT TWO, Scene Five, this jumpsuit is 
removed to reveal a similar costume, except that the actor’s feet are 
now free and the “fur” is thicker and looks less worn.
If you wish to extend the vision of “transformations,” you might consider 
having NANA played by a puppet that is assembled and disassembled 
in full view of the audience.
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ORIGINAL PRODUCTION
The Velveteen Rabbit received its world premiere at The Freud Playhouse 
at UCLA on April 15, 1995. It was produced by the Serendipity Theatre 
Co. with the following production team and performers:

Director ....................................Jody Johnston Davidson
Set Design/ Construction ..........Bob Mumm/Mummdesign
Costume Design........................Linda Garen Smith
Lighting Design .......................... J.D. Jordan
Stage Manager .........................Jeremy Scott*
Production Assistant..................Karen Hughes
Original Artwork .........................Ellis Pryce-Jones

CAST OF CHARACTERS
THE SKIN HORSE/VOICE 2 .........Diane Benedict*
NANA/VOICE 3 ..........................Mary Coleston*
THE VELVETEEN RABBIT .............Annie Preis/ L. R. Davidson*
THE MOUSE/VOICE 1 ................Patricia Ayame Thomson*
THE BOY/VOICE 4 .....................Erick Weiss*
*denotes members of Actor’s Equity Association
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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!


