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SPECIAL NOTE

 


Anyone receiving permission to produce
Mark Twain Presents The Adventures of Tom Sawyer is required
to give credit to the Author as the sole and exclusive Author of
the Play on the title page of all programs distributed in
connection with performances of the Play and in all instances in
which the title of the Play appears for purposes of advertising,
publicizing or otherwise exploiting the Play. The name of the
Author must appear on a separate line, in which no other name
appears, immediately beneath the title and in size of type equal to
50% of the size of the largest, most prominent letter used for the
title of the Play. No person, firm or entity may receive credit
larger or more prominent than that accorded the Author.


Playwright's Notes

 


Mark Twain Presents The Adventures of Tom
Sawyer

 


Tom Sawyer, perhaps even more than Peter Pan,
represents the quintessential spirit of boyhood. Tom, Huck, Becky,
Aunt Polly, Sid and even Injun Joe are archetypal characters that
resonate deeply in the American psyche. (It should be here noted
that “Injun Joe” is a name, not a pejorative, in much the same as
vein as Tex Ritter, Wild Bill Hickok or the
Washington Redskins. It is the name assigned to the
character by Mark Twain, and I have elected to maintain it as
is.)

 


While it is entirely possible to produce this
play using sumptuous sets, it is not necessary to do so. I've
attempted to write the play so that it can be produced on a variety
of stages by theatres with either large or small budgets. The
original production by Middle Tennessee’s Lamplighter’s Theatre
Company, used an innovated set designed by resident director,
Nathan Owen, that employed nothing beyond plywood boxes of
different sizes that could be rearranged in moments to create the
different scenes.

 


I believe it is the responsibility of the
playwright to write the play, and that it is the responsibility of
the director to direct. As such, I have refrained from inserting
many stage directions, leaving the director free to direct the show
as he or she sees fit.

 


Cheers,

Mike Parker
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​ ACT I

 


SETTING: An empty stage.

 


AT RISE: Actors in costume begin
setting the stage with AUNT POLLY’S home. All except AUNT POLLY
exit once the stage is set. HUCKLEBERRY FINN notices the audience
and steps forward to address them. MARK TWAIN enters while HUCK is
talking.

 


HUCK

Evenin’. My name is Huckleberry Finn. You
don’t know about me without you have read a book by the name of
The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. That book was made by Mr. Mark
Twain, and he told the truth, mainly, although was some things
which he stretched. Shoot, I ain’t never seen nobody but lied one
time or ‘nother - without it was Aint Polly, or the Widder, or
maybe Mary. Aint Polly, Tom’s Aint Polly that is, and Mary, and the
Widder Douglas is all told about in that book, which is mostly a
true book, with some stretchers thrown in, as I said before.

 


Now the way that book winds up is this: Tom
and me found the money that the robbers hid in the cave, and it
made us rich…

 


MARK TWAIN

Huckleberry. Don’t you have something that
needs attending to?

 


HUCK

Oh, uh, yessir, Mr. Twain. I was just telling
the folks how most of the time you told the truth and…

(Returns to help set the stage.)

 


MARK TWAIN

As my young friend said, most of the
adventures recorded in this play really occurred; one or two were
experiences of my own, the rest those of boys who were schoolmates
of mine. Huck Finn is drawn from life; Tom Sawyer also, but not
from an individual. He is a combination of the characteristics of
three boys whom I knew, and therefore belongs to the composite
order of architecture.

 


The odd superstitions touched upon in this
story were all prevalent among children in the West during the
period of this story - that is to say, one hundred and sixty or
seventy years ago.

 


Although this play is intended mainly for the
entertainment of boys and girls, I hope it will not be shunned by
men and women on that account, for part of my plan has been to try
to pleasantly remind adults of what they once were themselves; of
how they felt and thought and talked, and what strange enterprises
they sometimes engaged in.

(TWAIN exits.)

 


AUNT POLLY

Tom? Tom! What’s gone with that boy? You Tom!
Well, I lay if I get hold of you I’ll…I never did see the beat of
that boy. Y-o-u-u Tom!

 


(TOM tries to sneak out of the closet. AUNT
POLLY hears him and grabs him by the back of his overalls.)

 


AUNT POLLY

There! I mighta thought of looking in that
closet. What you been doing in there?

 


TOM

Nothing.

 


AUNT POLLY

Nothing! Look at your hands. And look at your
mouth. You been in the jam again. Forty times I’ve said if you
didn’t let that jam alone I’d skin you alive. Hand me that
switch.

 


TOM

Look out, behind you!

 


(AUNT POLLY whirls around. TOM flees out the
back door. AUNT POLLY stands surprised for a moment, and then
breaks into a gentle laugh.)

 


AUNT POLLY

Hang the boy, cain’t I never learn anything?
Ain’t he played tricks enough like that for me to be looking out
for him by this time? But old fools is the biggest fools they is.
Cain’t learn an old dog new tricks, as the saying goes. He ‘pears
to know just how long he can torment me before I get my dander up,
and he knows if he can put me off for a minute or make me laugh,
it’s all down again and I cain’t hit him a lick.

 


I ain’t doing my duty by that boy, and that’s
the Lord’s own truth. Spare the rod and spile the child, as
the Good Book says. I’m a laying up sin and suffering for the both
of us, I know, but laws-a-me! he’s my own dead sister’s boy, poor
thing, and I ain’t got the heart to lash him. Every time I let him
off, my conscience does hurt me so, and every time I hit him my old
heart ‘most breaks.

 


Well-a-well, man that is born of woman is
of few days and full of trouble, as the Good Book says, and I
reckon it’s so. He’ll play hooky this evening, and I'll be obleeged
to make him work on Saturday when all the other boys is having
holiday. He hates work more than he hates anything else. But I’ve
got to do some of my duty or I’ll be the ruination of the
child.

 


(Fade to black. When the lights rise TOM
appears with a bucket of whitewash and a long-handled brush. He
begins a half hearted attempt at painting. SID comes along, toting
a tin pail, and singing Buffalo Gals.)

 


TOM

Say, Sid, I’ll fetch the water for you, if
you’ll whitewash some.

 


SID

Cain’t, Tom. Aint Polly is paying me two
whole bits to fetch this water. She told me I got to go along with
myself and get this water and not stop to fool around with nobody.
She says she ‘specs Tom is going to ask me to whitewash, and she
told me go ‘long with myself and tend to my own business, and let
Tom tend to the whitewashin’.

 


TOM

Oh, never you mind what Aint Polly said, Sid.
That’s the way she always talks. Gimme the bucket. I won’t be gone
only a minute. She won’t ever know.

 


SID

Oh, I daren’t, Tom. Aint Polly, she ‘lowed
she’d take and tear the head off’n me, if I let you talk me into
doing your work for you. ‘Deed she would, too.

 


TOM

She never licks anybody. Whacks ‘em over the
head with her thimble, that’s all, and who cares for that. She
talks awful, but talk don’t hurt. I’ll give you a white alley, Sid.
And besides, I’ll show you my sore toe!

 


(SID puts down his pail, takes the white
alley (a marble), and bends over the toe while TOM unwinds the
bandage. AUNT POLLY approaches, paddle in hand, and delivers a
quick swat to both rear ends. The next moment SID is flying down
the street with his pail and TOM is whitewashing with vigor. AUNT
POLLY retires back into the house. BEN ROGERS enters in high
spirits, munching on an apple, ready to poke fun at TOM for having
to work on Saturday. TOM pays him no mind.)

 


BEN

Hello, Tom. You got to work, hey? Say, I’m
fixin’ to go swimming. Don't you wish you could? But of course
you’d druther work, wouldn’t you? ‘Course you would!

 


TOM

Why, it’s you, Ben. I warn’t noticing.

 


BEN

Too busy working, I reckon.

 


TOM

What do you call work?

 


BEN

Why, ain’t that work?

 


TOM

Well, maybe it is and maybe it ain’t. All I
know is, it suits Tom Sawyer.

 


BEN

Oh come, now. You don't mean to let on that
you like it?

 


TOM

Like it? Well, I don’t see why I oughtn’t to
like it. Does a boy get a chance to whitewash a fence every
day?

 


(BEN stops nibbling his apple. TOM continues
to paint, steps back to note the effect, and adds a touch here and
there. BEN watches every move, getting more and more
interested.)
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