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CHARACTERS

(In Order of Appearance)
The Crone of Cropley—a mysterious, poor old woman
The Mayor of Cropley
Bert Chandler—a dairyman
Mrs. Figg—a widow who keeps hens
John Hadley—a ten-year-old boy Q
Mary Butler—a twelve-year-old girl O
Arthur Hadley—John'’s fifteen-year-old brother

Bob Shropshire—a farmer

Alice Marley—a baker

Fred Hanson—a miller \
Amelia Hadley—mother ohthur, owner of a small duck pond

Constance Butler, Mary. n innkeeper

Townspeople (if desired
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THE CRONE OF CROPLEY

A One-Act Comedy For Young Audiences

by
Matt Buchanan

SCENE ONE

. E hobbles
across the stage, poking into cornerslwith heffwalking stick but
nt’'s silence, the
door to the MAYOR’s house opens slo the MAYOR himself
peers out, as if to check if the © stis clear.” Seeing no one, HE
ventures forth into the square. Mssed prosperously, as
befits one of exalted rank, but_ewe oks slightly shopworn. HE
stands in the square and inh reath of morning with an air of
self-satisfaction. It do 3 . From either side of the stage
come two agitated TOW . Y are BERT CHANDLER and
MRS. ELEANOR FI young, strapping dairyman in his
working clothes. IS a prosperous widow who keeps
hens. SHE is dressed arket Day, and carries a cat in a basket.
About both of them hangs the same shabbiness that seems to
pervade everythiagein this town. THEY are both agitated.

BERT: Me % Me Lord Mayor! A word with you, me lord!
actically simultaneously) Mister Mayor! | need to speak
away! Mayor!

(The MAYO
are upon him.)

siders retreating to his house but it is too late—THEY

BERT: Me Lord Mayor, | wanna talk to you about my milk cows.
They've almost stopped givin’ milk!

MRS. FIGG: Ladies first! Mister Mayor, about my hens. Why, last week
they laid only seven eggs among them! Seven! What am | to take to
market? If this keeps up, I'll have to eat one of the hens, and then
what? Soon I'll have none!
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MAYOR: Well, I'm truly sorry, Widow Figg, but I'm not sure what you
want me to do about it. Just what is wrong with your hens, that they
won't lay?

MRS. FIGG: (Offended) Wrong?! Nothing’s wrong with them. The
finest laying hens in all of Cropley—in all of England, maybe.
Nothing’s wrong with them. They don’t lay because they don't eat. |
have no more corn to give them. You can’t expect a laying hen to
lay eggs without corn to eat! It's not reasonable!

BERT: That's just what | complain ofl My cows are the fi ilking
cows in three counties, but they won't give milk, a
Because | have no corn to feed them. How cant
no corn to eat? And no water to drink! | ask yo

MRS. FIGG: [I'll tell you what it is—this town is u . t's what it is.
Cropley is an unlucky town!

MAYOR: Er—I hardly think—

ith

MRS. FIGG: And that's your responsibility! Are e Mayor or aren’t
you?

MAYOR: Er—

MRS. FIGG: Isitor is it not your responsibili make things work
around here?

BERT: That's right! You're the around here, not us! If this town’s

cursed, it's up to you to do somet
MAYOR: Well, now, I'm not s
MRS. FIGG: What else would
anything wrong. I've
should my hens starve?
BERT: Or my cows,
MRS. FIGG: And what
curse! Why, even if I h ny corn, my hens would never get it—the
rats would eatitfirst! There are so many, soon they'll be eating my

e only one | have left (indicating the cat in her

e’s got no teeth. She couldn’t catch a cold, let alone a

rat. How do you expect me to keep cats if I've got no milk to give

‘em?

MAYOR: (To Bert.) Well—er—perhaps you—

BERT: What, give ‘er some o’ my milk! | can just see myselfl Why, I'm
as honest a businessman as anyone, but you don’t catch me giving
nobody somethink for nothink. Besides, I've barely enough for
myself.
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MRS. FIGG: | would give you some eggs, if cats came back and killed
the rats and my hens started laying again.

BERT: Oh, now please! Come now! Lemme get this straight: you want
me to give you some o’ my precious milk—to give it to you—and you
say that mebbe, if, you might someday pay me back with some eggs.
Do | look like | was born yesterday?

MAYOR: (Trying to avoid a scene.) Yes, well it certainly is @ problem. |
can assure you I'll be looking carefully into the matter of this town
curse. Yes sir, carefully into the matter.

MRS. FIGG: | should hope so. | will be leaving you now
market day, and nothing to market! Humph!

BERT: I'll bid you good day, as well,me Lord Mayo

(THEY exit in opposite directions. JOHN HADL
enter. JOHN is about ten and MARY abo
wounded bird in her apron. The bird ma
indeed it may be simply pantomimed.)

JOHN: Be careful, Mary!
MARY: | am!
JOHN: | think it's got a broken wi
MARY: The poor thing! Poor littl
JOHN: Hurry—put it down! (
between them. It flo
MARY: (Almost in tears.)
JOHN: Its wing is broken, | th
MARY: But it has to!
JOHN: Mary! It can't.
kinder just to help it die.
MARY: Help it di hat do you mean?

it on the ground with the bird

or, poor thing!
And its neck, too. It can’t survive.

t good is a bird with a broken wing? It's

JOHN: Idon't you think | know? But it's suffering—you can
see that.
MARY: [t , the poor thing!

JOHN: will know what to do. My brother knows most

[ of cute, too.

JOHN: (Somewhat miffed.) Well, | wouldn’t know about that. But he’s
sure to know what to do.

MARY: Let’s go find him. (To the bird) You wait right here, and don't
worry. We'll bring help.

JOHN: | bet he says we should help it die. Put it out of its misery.
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(THEY lay the bird carefully on the ground under a tree and run off. After
a moment the CRONE OF CROPLEY enters, walking painfully with her
stick and still carrying her bag. SHE sees the bird.)

CRONE: Dear me, what have we here? And why aren’t you flying about
in the trees where you belong? (Painfully SHE gets down on the
ground and takes the bird into her lap, examining it carefully but
gently.) Nothing seems to be broken. Just stunned, | thi
frightened and hungry. Here— (SHE takes a small m her
bag, unwraps it, and feeds the contents to the bird
supposed to be my supper, but you need it more
now. Just get your strength back. That'’s right.
new in a minute. Maybe next time you’ll pay
glass in people’s windows, eh?

(JOHN and MARY return, accompanie
ARTHUR HADLEY. ARTHUR is fiftee
carries a shovel, intending to use it to p
THEY stop when THEY see the CRONE,
appear to notice them.)

er brother,

for his age. HE

ut of its misery.

d back. SHE doesn't

MARY: Shhh! Look!
CRONE: There, now, that's b f you go now, my pretty thing.

(And to the wonderment o
CRONE gets painfully to her
to the youngsters as
Finally, MARY speaks).

I9S@'did Arthur!

ok here—are you sure its neck was broken?

ly! I'm sure it couldn’t!

2 it better! She did! And we saw it.

ord! Do you suppose she’s a witch?

JOHN: She must be!

MARY: A good witch, obviously.

JOHN: Wait'll we tell people!

MARY: A good witch, right in Cropley! Why, she’ll be able to help with
all kinds of problems!

ARTHUR: (Seriously concerned) Now, you both want to be careful with
that kind of talk.

t ung people, the bird flies off. The
nd shuffles off stage, perhaps nodding
. THEY watch her go in silence.




THE CRONE OF CROPLEY —Page 7

JOHN: But Arthur, it must be true. We saw it with our own eyes!

ARTHUR: Well, now, maybe we did and maybe we didn't. | need to
think more about this. But you young ‘uns best keep it to yourself
until | decide what'’s best to do.

JOHN: Us “young ‘uns!” You're only fifteen yourself!

ARTHUR: And that’s half again what you are—so that makes me the
wiser. You'd best mind what | say.

MARY: Oh, get off it anyway, Johnny! You said yourself notthalf an hour
since that Arthur knows most everything!

ARTHUR: Well, now, Miss Mary, not everything—but

what this little toad does, and that's a fact. (To JG hold
your tongue ‘til I've had a chance to think more 8 ith folks
feeling the way they do in this town, nobody albe hearing the

word “witch” unless you're very sure of your,
indeed.

JOHN: | suppose you're right.

MARY: Of course he’s right. Come on;Johnny—<let's go. We're already
late for school anyway.

JOHN: (Resigned.) Right-oh.

(JOHN and MARY exit. ARTHU ches them go, still with a

concerned look on his face. The s his head, takes his shovel,
and exits. After a moment the enters, worried and talking to
himself.)

MAYOR: A curse! What non e! | don't know what they expect me

ake chickens lay eggs, can 1?

(Enter variously BOB SHR HIRE, ALICE MARLEY and FRED
HANSON. BOBIi armer in his working clothes, ALICE a baker in her
apron, and FREE 2r, also in an apron, but this one of leather. Like
% Y look a little shopworn, and ALL three are
agitated, e MAYOR contemplates retreat but finds his way

ALICE: Mr. Mayor, sir---

FRED: Mayor, my good man--

MAYOR: For the love of mike, one at a time!

BOB: Look ‘ere, your honor—what are you goin’ ter do about this ‘ere
curse?

ALICE: It's terrible, Mr. Mayor! Just terrible!

FRED: It's your duty to stop this sorcery!

MAYOR: Curses! Sorcery! That's all so much nonsense!
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FRED: No, it jolly well isn’t nonsense! Look at my mill!
ALICE: And look at my bakery!

BOB: Me crops is dyin’ on the ground!

ALICE: I've got nothing to bake!

FRED: And I've got nothing to grind up in my mill!

BOB: Yer can't say Cropley ain’t cursed!

MAYOR: Now, I'm sure there’s a reasonable explanation—

(Enter AMELIA HADLEY and CONSTANCE BUTLER. ard
working mothers dressed in poor but neat attire. AME
and CONSTANCE runs a small inn. THEY may be a
few additional TOWNSPEOPLE.)

AMELIA: Mayor! | need a word with you!

CONSTANCE: | need a word with you!

MAYOR: (Growing increasingly flustered.

CONSTANCE: How am | supposed to feed my
on? My inn is losing money every !

MAYOR: There isn't any—

AMELIA: My Arthur and my John,are growing boys! What are they
supposed to eat? Never min ducks!

MAYOR: | don't—

CONSTANCE: I haven't had b @ my table in almost a week! My

tomers with this curse

Mary is skin and bongs! xley hasn’'t had milk in days!
And as for eggs—

AMELIA: Please! Forget e 's the curse, | tell you!
MAYOR: (With the authority we have yet seen) Wait,
wait, wait!

(EVERYONE stops,and looks at him in mild surprise.)

C @' muddled. There has to be a logical explanation
iV an just find it out.
a logical argument! The town’s cursed!

, all right, if you insist, have it your way, but why?

FRED: How de'we know?

BOB: ( Simltaneously) | dunno, do I?

MAYOR: Let's think this thing out. You two—(indicating AMELIA and
CONSTANCE) what exactly is your complaint?

CONSTANCE: We've got no bread to feed our children... my
customers.

AMELIA: Because she (indicating ALICE) won't sell us any.

CONSTANCE: She says she hasn't got any.



THE CRONE OF CROPLEY — Page 9

ALICE: | haven'tt How can | make bread without flour? Not to mention
eggs and milk. I've barely got enough bread to feed myself!

MAYOR: And why haven't you got any flour?

ALICE: (Indicating FRED) Ask him!

FRED: It's no good blaming me! Can | make flour with no grain?
(Looking meaningly at BOB) No, | cannot!

BOB: ‘Ere—don’t go looking at me like that, Fred Hanson!
grow anythink with no water? It ain't rained in a donkey’
barely grow enough corn and grain for myself.

MAYOR: Er--the well.

FRED: (Disgusted.) Pah. That dried up a week ago

ALICE: We've been carrying water from the well in B
probably dry up soon too.

CONSTANCE: Amelia Hadley (looking at her)
dried up.

AMELIA: Oh, no! I'm not having Bob S
farmer draining my duck pond! W

BOB: Don't matter anyhow. ‘Ow woul
Magic?

FRED: Magic is what we need, ifyyou ask me.

MAYOR: (Horrified) What?

FRED: How else do you break a_curs

MAYOR: (Exasperated.) Ther, % y—never mind. Look, I'll think

w can |
. lcan

et the water to me crops?

about all this, | promigse. Bui m going in my house and having
my lunch.

(The MAYOR exits i
muttering as THEY go.)

. The OTHERS disperse, some

BOB: It's all right fo
ALICE: Denial,
CONSTANCE:

ome. ‘E can eat.
What it is. He's in denial.
ting there eating his lunch on his silver

2r heard of a silver tablecloth?
hile the town is cursed!

(And the stageds empty. After a moment the CRONE enters and
crosses the stage as at the opening, still looking for scraps and failing to
find any. When SHE is gone, JOHN and MARY enter, carrying heavy
pails of water.)

JOHN: I'm so tired of carrying water.
MARY: Everybody is, John, but what can we do? The well’s dried up.
JOHN: Do you think Cropley really is cursed?
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MARY: | don’t know if | believe in curses.
JOHN: Well, something’s wrong, that’s for sure.

(Enter CONSTANCE, irritated.)

CONSTANCE: Hurry up, Mary! | need that water! Oh, hello, John.

JOHN: ‘Lo, Misses Butler.

MARY: John’s helping me bring the water.

CONSTANCE: (To JOHN) Well, that's very nice of yo r0f
course, if that mother of yours would just let us ha om her
precious duck pond--

MARY: Mother! It's not John’s fault!

CONSTANCE: | know. I'm sorry. It's just this ¢
of temper.

JOHN: Do you believe in the curse too,

CONSTANCE: Right now | believe | ne
baby brother hasn't had a bath in
manage to take so long is beyond

MARY: I'm sick of carrying water, Mother! ares if stupid Huxley is

dirty?
CONSTANCE: You just watch yo outh, young lady! Just for that,
you can take little Huxley for his a on walk!

MARY: But Mother!
CONSTANCE: Not anot
and then you can take

one’s all out

(CONSTANCE swe looks apologetically at JOHN.)

MARY: | guess I'd better go*
you.
JOHN: See you

et me take that. (Taking bucket.) See

HN alone on the stage. After a moment the
wly. Seeing her, JOHN starts.)

(JOHN hastily hides behind something, watching her. The CRONE
moves to the well down center and lowers the bucket carefully into it.
The bucket comes up empty a few moments later.)

CRONE: Hum. Empty. Dried up, is it? | wonder (peers into the well for a
moment.) | see. Well now. (SHE rummages in her burlap bag and
comes up with a battered tin cup. SHE undoes the knot that holds
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the bucket to the well rope and replaces the bucket with the tin cup.
SHE lowers it carefully into the well, peering down to see it go. Ina
moment SHE pulls the cup back up and it contains a single drink of
water.) That's better. (SHE carefully detaches the cup and drinks
deeply. Then SHE re-attaches the bucket and shuffles off.)

(JOHN comes out of hiding and stares after her.)

JOHN: Crikey!

(HE runs after her. After a moment MARY enters froy
stage and ARTHUR from the other. MARY pushes &
which can be heard fretful cries and complaints fr;

ARTHUR: Oh, hullo, Mary.

MARY: (A little shy.) Hello, Arthur. Jus
walk.

ARTHUR: (Looking into the carriage.)

MARY: It's his colic. He doesn't get eno

cranky. Oh, be quiet, Huxley, dao!
(The BABY cries louder.) &
ARTHUR: That was effegtive.

MARY: There's never an
Hush, Huxley!

uxley for his

ittle cuss, ain't he?
, and it makes him

e can do when he gets like this.

(The BABY cries even |
door.)

r. The MAYOR sticks his head out of his

G onor!
MAYOR ou should be! This town is under a curse, in case you
e got important thinking to do in here!

(HE slams his'door. The BABY continues to wail. Unseen by the
children, the CRONE slowly awakens and slowly crosses to them.)

MARY: Oh, what am | going to do? Huxley! Huxley, do shut up!

ARTHUR: That ain’t the way of it, Mary. Try stroking him.

MARY: (Irritated, forgetting her shyness) You stroke him! I've stroked
and coddled and tickled and rocked. Nothing works. It'd take
witchcraft to get him to quiet down now.
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(The CRONE has arrived at the side of the baby carriage. Still unseen
by the children, SHE begins to sing a lullabye. NOTE: This could be a
very simple, even improvised lullabye, but if the actress happens to be a
singer, this is a chance to showcase her voice. MARY and ARTHUR
jump when THEY hear her sing, but the BABY almost instantly shows
signs of quieting down, and by the time the CRONE finisheszer song,
HE is totally quiet. MARY and ARTHUR stand amazed.)

CRONE: There now. He’s a good little boy, really. (TgJMA e'll
sleep now, | reckon.

MARY: That was amazing! How can | thank you?

CRONE: Oh, I don’'t want anything. (Pats her ar e good care
of that little angel, now. Goodbye.

(The CRONE moves slowly and painful , with Y and ARTHUR
watching. JOHN runs on.)

JOHN: Mary! Mary, you won't believe w ened!

MARY: Neither will you!

JOHN: That old woman! | think s ally is a witch!

MARY: | know! You should have_see t she did to Huxley! Look at
him sleep!

JOHN: That's nothing!
she’s a good witch!

ARTHUR: Now hang on, the
again. You wan
town these days.

MARY: But, Arthur, you sa
do that?

ARTHUR: | ain'ifs
you just be ¢
y )

what | saw her do! It proves
agic cup, see, and she—

of you. | said it before and I'll say it
what you say about witchcraft in this
ain’t stable.

hat she did! Who else but a witch could

ou're right and | ain’t saying you’re wrong. But
0 you say “witch” around. That's all I'm saying.

Mayhb get that little tyke home before he starts in again.
MARY£O t. But | don’t know why you have to be such an old

sti . Come on, Huxley. (pushes the carriage off)
ARTHUR: DHN) And you'd best come with me, Johnny. Ma wants

the fence Whitewashed, and | ain't doing it by myself. Come on.
(THEY exit. After a moment MRS. FIGG stalks across the stage, still
carrying her cat, and begins pounding on the MAYOR'’s door. SHE is
followed, in no particular order, by BERT CHANDLER, BOB
SHROPSHIRE, ALICE MARLEY, FRED HANSON, AMELIA HADLEY,
CONSTANCE BUTLER, and as many additional TOWNSPEOPLE as
desired, all in a tizzy.)
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MRS. FIGG: Come on out! We know you're in there, Mister Mayor!
You've got to talk to us! We're your constituents!

BERT: Come on, me Lord! You gotta deal with this here curse!

ALICE: It's no good hiding in there, Your Honor!

(The door opens hesitantly and the MAYOR steps out, in some
trepidation.)

do?
MRS. FIGG: This town is cursed, and you know ji
BOB: It's your job t’ take care a things! You're
MAYOR: (Suddenly showing a little spirit
whenever you say! How am | supp
curses? If there even is a curse.
BOB: Now hold on. | ain't said | wante
are we gonna do?

(ARTHUR enters, unnoticed by th HERS.)

BERT: Me cows've stopped gi I 1 got no corn to feed ‘em and

any milk?

MRS. FIGG: My hens ha aying! They've got no grain to eat,
so they can't lay eggs!

s! How can | grow crops without

ALICE: How can | bake bre
FRED: My mill is j

with no flour? And no eggs?
itting idle. How can | make flour with no grain to

e got no eggs to sell, how can | make my living?
ALICE: If | can’t bake bread, how can | make my living?

BERT: And how can I, if | got no milk to sell?

FRED: And no flour to sell?

BOB: And no crops to take to market neither!

AMELIA: And no ducks!
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(Suddenly EVERYONE is talking at once, each demanding that the
MAYOR do something for him or her. When ARTHUR speaks up,
EVERYONE stares at him.)

ARTHUR: Why doesn’t everybody cooperate?

MAYOR: What?

CONSTANCE: Cooperate?

BOB: (Suspiciously) Cooperate how?

ARTHUR: Well,l just thought—look: (to BERT) | know v i ot

much milk, but if you gave some to Ms. Marley, mayhe Id
bake some bread.
BERT: Give her some milk? Just give it to her? Gé | hardly got

enough for meself!

ARTHUR: (to MRS. FIGG) and you could give

MRS. FIGG: Is it likely that I'd just give awa

ARTHUR: (to FRED) and you could giv,

FRED: You're crazy!

ARTHUR: (urgently) and maybe Mr.
grain to make the flour—and give so
some corn to Mr. Chandler for his cows—

BOB: |don't just give away me ¢ | How does a farmer make a living

if ‘e does that?

ARTHUR: (to AMELIA) and, & ose ducks really need all that

opshire/Gould give you some
eg¥irs. Figg for her hens and

water? What if you gave r. Shropshire for his crops and

some to Mr. Chandler?
AMELIA: You want me to dra

without my duck 7
ARTHUR: Not drain it a
MAYOR: | personally think
FRED: | makes ng

pond? How can | make my living

just some of it!

young man has an idea—

ense! No business sense at all! No businessman-
pusinesswoman—

way for nothing!

grve of you, you young scalliwag!

lay off my Arthur!

ery idea!

ALICE: Cooperate indeed! Pah!

(JOHN and MARY enter, unnoticed by the OTHERS. JOHN carries a

paintbrush.)

MAYOR: Allright! All right! So that idea’s no good. Anyone else got
one?

FRED: | still say what we need is magic.

MAYOR: Not that again!
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FRED: | mean, it stands to reason! If this town is cursed—
MAYOR: Which I still doubt—

FRED: How do you fight magic? You fight magic with magic!
MRS. FIGG: That makes sense!

ALICE: Yes! Fight magic with magic! Of course!

BERT: Now we're starting to talk sense!

BOB: Fight magic with magic!

AMELIA: It's so obvious!

(Again, EVERYONE is talking at once, ALL clamoring about ing
magic with magic.” The MAYOR throws up his hands wardoff
the assault. After a moment, HE pulls himself toget gh to shout

them down.)

MAYOR: All right! Fine! Fight magic wit
one problem.

(EVERYONE looks at one another, per
idea—what could be wrong with it? The

We don’t know any magic.

(Several PEOPLE open their
when THEY realize that

BERT: Well, that's true.
MRS. FIGG: | certai
ALICE: Nor dol. Obvio
AMELIA: I’'m no witch.
BOB: And | ain't negwarlock, neither.

e kind of folks | associate with, naturally.
e very idea!

MAYOR: So ["don't think this idea is going to get us anywhere, do you?
(EVERYONE sort of deflates in resignation, mumbling to themselves—
things like, “too bad—it seemed like such a good idea” and “Obviously

won't work.” When JOHN speaks up, everyone is surprised to see him
and MARY.)

JOHN: We might know one.
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(Long pause as EVERYONE stares at him.)

MARY: Well, not so much know her really.
JOHN: But we know of her.
MAYOR: What are you talking about? Know who?
MARY: A witch. At least, we think she might be a witch.
JOHN: A good witch.
MARY: Maybe she can help us.
ARTHUR: Now, don't be getting’ all carried away, you_two
know she’s a witch.
JOHN: But we've seen her do magic! And so have
ARTHUR: Now, that may be and it may not be, b
MARY: Oh, come on, Arthur! You saw her hea woeunded bird. Its
neck was broken, and she healed it.
he lowered it into the

JOHN: And that's not all! She got wat
well and it came up full of water! She | tell you!
MARY: And she made my little brother stop crying. Nobody can do that!
(To CONSTANCE) You kno t, Ma!

CONSTANCE: That's true. Nobod iet my little Huxley when he’s

got the colic.
MARY: She’s a good witgh fo

MAYOR: Just the same—
MRS. FIGG: Wait a minute

got something h
BERT: She might coul
FRED: It's worth a try.
ALICE: What haveaane got to lose?
BOB: It just mig
MAYOR: Yes, w

r. Maybe these two young ‘uns have
itch might be able to help us.
k the curse!

0 is this alleged good witch, then?
uch of that “alleged,” Mister Mayor. My Mary

MARY: She’s'Been hanging around for weeks. | don't think she lives
anywhere.

JOHN: She comes around looking for leftover food and stuff.

ALICE: I've seen her! She was rooting through my dustbins just the
other day. Not that she found anything.

FRED: That old crone? How can she be a witch?

MARY: But we saw her!

JOHN: We both did!
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MARY: She’s definitely got magical powers.
BOB: But will she help us?

(EVERYONE stops to ponder this question, and to stare at BOB, who
blushes, but eventually continues.)

Mean to say—why should she help us?
ALICE: He's got a point. What have we ever done for her?
BERT: Nobody don't do nothink for nobody for nothink. ses to
consider what HE’s just said.) Leastwise, | think t
MAYOR: It's a vexing problem, to be sure.
AMELIA: So we'll just have to do something for her!
ALICE: Like what?

CONSTANCE: And if she needs a place can put her up in my
inn!

ALICE; I'll bake her some nice bread!

BOB: We'll treat ‘er like the rudd een! She’ll have to help us then!
(To JOHN and MARY) Do yo ng ‘uns know where to find this
old crone?

JOHN; 1 think so.

MARY: We can look, anyway. g) And Arthur can help.
JOHN: Come on!

(The THREE YOUN off. The MAYOR claps his hands
together in satisfaction.)

MAYOR: Very we
royalty, and
her to see 3
EVERYQ " (etc.)
MRS. E are’s just one little thing.

hen. That's settled. We'll put this old crone up like

(EVERYON

| said I'd give her some eggs, but | don't really have any. My hens
are so starved they’ve stopped laying.
BOB: Oh, that's all right. | can give you some grain for them. They'll be
fattened up and ready to lay in no time.
MAYOR: (Now eager to have the thing over and finished) Good then,
that's settled. Now—
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ALICE: Now that you mention it, | can’t very well bake her any bread

without eggs and milk and flour.

BERT: | can give you some milk—If Bob'll (hodding at BOB) let me have
some corn fer my cows an’ Mistress Amelia (nodding at AMELIA) will
give ‘em a little water.

BOB: No problem.

FRED: And can | have some grain as well? Then | can gri
for (nodding) Mistress Alice’s baking.

BOB: | suppose so. Though, come t' think on it, | don’t

some flour

fields.
AMELIA: Oh, don’t worry about that—you can comé
need from my duck pond.
FRED: You can use my wagon to carry the barre
CONSTANCE: And | said I'd put her up i i
feed her? She can't live on eggs a read—
breakfast, after all.
AMELIA: | can let you have a nice fat k.
BOB: And I'll bring you some lovely term some runner beans.

MAYOR: Excellent. So we've got a,plan, then. We’d better all get to
work. All this stuff isn’'t going ppen overnight, you know. Now,

at’s only for

then—

(MARY, JOHN and ART

@ ding between them the CRONE
OF CROPLEY, looking a Z
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