
Вчитель - Армашула Тетяна Тимофіївна 

Театралізована вистава «Once Upon A Book» 

 

На экране – видео «The Joy of Books» 

Звучит музыка – заставка. На сцене – атмосфера ”Library”, расставляем книги, развешиваем 
постеры… музыка затихает… рассаживаемся, играем 

Sonya: I have always imagined that paradise will be a kind of a library… 

Артем: (выбирает книгу, открывает) To read or not to read? 

Sonya: That is a silly question!  

Oleg: As they say, when in doubt – go to the library! So, you’ve made the first step! 

Masha Ts. : I love books!  (берет книгу из стопки) I love that moment when you open one and sink into 
it so that you can escape from the world, into a story that’s way more interesting than yours will ever be… 

Vanya: The best moments of reading are when you come across something – a thought, a feeling a way of 
looking at things – that you had thought special, particularly to you… 

Masha R.: And here it is, set down by someone else, a person you’ve never met, maybe even someone 
long dead. And it is as if a hand has come out and taken yours. 

Артем /falls asleep, the book falls/ 

Oleg: Sleep is good, but book is better. 

Sonya: There is a space on everyone’s bookshelves for books you have outgrown but can’t give away. They 
hold your childhood between their pages like flowers pressed on a half-forgotten summer’s day. 

Scene 1. The Adventures of Tom Sawyer 

Music 

Tom Sawyer /steals a book, runs around/  

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer   
Narrator: The story takes place in a little village on the Mississippi 
River – on the Missouri side. It’s spring – sometime in the 1840’s. 
(AS THE STAGE LIGHTS COME UP) There. You can see some of the 
people in the story now. There’s Tom Sawyer. He’s the most 
important character in the story. And there are also his friends 
and there’s Tom’s Aunt Polly in the kitchen. 

Scene 1 
AUNT POLLY: (ENTERS.) Tom! Where are you, Tom?! Tom! Oh, 
what’s wrong with that boy? You, TOM! I never did see the beat of 
that boy! (LOOKS UNDER THE TABLE, ETC.) You-u-u-u, Tom! 
(HEARS A SLIGHT NOISE – TOM IS TRYING TO SNEAK OUT OF THE HOUSE. HE TIPTOES ACROSS THE 
ROOM, BUT SHE TURNS QUICKLY AND CATCHES HIM BY THE COLLAR.) There! I might of thought of that 
closet. What have you been doing in there? 
TOM: (HOLDING JAM JAR BEHIND HIS BACK – SAYS INNOCENTLY.) Nothing, Aunt Polly. 
POLLY: “Nothing, Aunt Polly” – indeed! Look at your hands! And look at your mouth. What is that? 



TOM: I don’t know, Aunt. 
POLLY: Well, I know. It’s jam! That’s what it is! (GRABS THE JAR FROM HIS HAND.) Forty times I’ve said if 
you didn’t let that jam alone, I’d skin you. Fetch me the switch. (SHE TURNS TO PUT THE JAR ON THE 
TABLE.) 
TOM: (CRIES OUT SUDDENLY IN ALARM.) My! Look behind you, Aunt! 
POLLY: (SCREAMS, PULLS HER SKIRTS OUT OF DANGER, AND MEANWHILE TOM ESCAPES.) Tom! (AFTER 
A MOMENT OF SURPRISE SHE REALIZES THE TRICK AND LAUGHS GENTLY TO HERSELF.) 
Hang the boy, can’t I never learn? Ain’t he played enough tricks for me to know better by this time? 
(WITH A LAUGH.) But old fools is the biggest fools there is. Can’t learn an old dog new tricks, as they say. 
But my goodness, the boy never plays the same tricks twice, so how’s anybody to know what’s coming? 
But laws-a-me! He’s my own dead sister’s boy, poor thing, and I ain’t got the heart to lash him, somehow. 
(SHE SIGHS) 
But this time I’ve got to punish him! Well, it’s Saturday tomorrow, no school and he’s going to whitewash 
the fence! 

Scene 2 
Narrator: Saturday morning came, and the air was bright and fresh. The locust trees were in bloom and the 
fragrance filled the air. It was a perfect day for doing anything – any – thing except painting Aunt Polly’s 
fence. 
Aunt Polly: 
Tom! You must paint the fence before you can play. 
Narrator: 
Tom sighs and starts painting the fence.  
Tom: 
Soon the other boys will come and laugh at me because it is Saturday and I have to paint the fence. 
(stops suddenly) 
Tom: 
I have an idea! 
Narrator: 
Tom starts painting seriously. Ben Rogers enters eating an apple and making noises like a big riverboat. 
Ben: 
Ding-Dong-Dong! Turn her! Slow her! Stop! 
Narrator: 
Ben stops next to Tom. Tom continues painting and does not look at Ben. 
Ben: 
Hello Tom! You are in trouble! 
Narrator: 
Tom continues to paint seriously and looks carefully at his work. 
Ben: 
Hello Tom. You have to work, don’t you? 
Tom: 
Oh, Ben! Is that you? I didn’t notice you. 
Ben: 
I’m going swimming. Don’t you wish you could go swimming? But you have to work. 
Tom: 
What do you mean, I have to work? 
Ben: 
Painting a fence is work! 
Tom: 
For some it may be work, but it’s fine for Tom Sawyer! 
Ben: 
Do you mean that you enjoy it? 
Tom: 



Enjoy it? Does a boy have the chance to paint a fence every day? 
Narrator: 
Ben stops eating his apple and watches Tom paint. 
Ben: 
Tom, let me paint a little. 
Narrator: 
Tom pauses and thinks. 
Tom: 
No, Ben. Aunt Polly wants this fence to be perfect. If it was the fence behind the house, you could help. But 
this fence must be done very carefully. There is not one boy in a thousand who can do it well. 
Ben: 
Oh Tom, let me try! Only a little. I’ll be careful. Tom, I’ll give you a part of my apple.  
Tom: 
No, Ben. I’m afraid… 
Ben: 
I’ll give you all of my apple! 
Tom: 
Okay, but you have to be careful! 
Narrator: 
Ben gives Tom the apple and Tom gives the brush to Ben slowly. Ben starts painting the fence. Tom sits 
down and starts eating the apple. Bill Fisher enters and watches Ben paint the fence. 
Bill: 
Hello Tom and Ben, don’t you wish you could play? But you have to work! 
Tom: 
No, Bill. This is more fun. 
Bill: 
Painting a fence is fun? 
Tom: 
Yes, Bill. It isn’t every day a boy has the chance to paint a fence. 
(Bill stops and watches Ben paint.) 
Bill: 
Tom, let me paint the fence. 
Tom: 
No, Bill. I’m sorry, but this fence must be painted very carefully. 
Bill: 
Please Tom? I will give you my cat with one eye! 
Tom: 
Okay, but you must be very careful! 
Bill: 
I will! 
(Bill gives Tom a cat and Tom gives Bill a paint brush.) 
 Narrator: Bill starts painting the fence with Ben. Johnny Miller enters and sees Bill and Ben painting the 
fence. 
Johnny: 
I’m going to play. Don’t you wish you could play? 
Bill and Ben (together): 
No, Johnny. We’re doing something more fun than playing. 
Johnny: 
Painting a fence is fun? 
Bill and Ben (together): 
Yes, it is! 
Tom: 



But not just anyone can paint this fence. 
Johnny: 
I can paint it! Please Tom, let me paint the fence. 
Tom: 
I’m sorry, Johnny. Aunt Polly said it must be done perfectly. 
Johnny: 
I’ll give you this piece of broken blue glass! 
(Johnny holds up a piece of broken blue glass. Tom thinks for a moment.) 
Tom: Okay, but you have to paint very carefully. 
(Johnny gives Tom a piece of broken blue glass and Tom gives Johnny a paint brush.)  
Narrator: Johnny begins to paint with Bill and Ben. Tom smiles at his new treasures: an apple, a cat with 
one eye, and a piece of broken blue glass. 
Tom: I wish I had more to paint! Now, guys, let’s go to the river and have a good swim!  
 
… scene 1 ends 

Sonya: Books are mirrors. You only see in them what you already have inside you.  

Ivan: There is something wonderful about the book. 

Mary Ts: We can pick it up 

Oleg: We can heft it 

Mary R: We can read it 

Gleb: We can set it down 

Polina: We can think of what we have read 

Oleg: It does something for us 

Mary Ts: We can share minds, great actions and great understanding in the pages of a book 

Mary R: I do believe something very magical can happen when you read a good book 

Ivan: Books are uniquely portable magic! 

Scene 2. Mary Poppins… 

Music 

Mary Poppins-teacher appears with Gleb and Oleg 

Mary Poppins   
/teacher-Poppins on the stage reading/ 
If you are looking for Cherry Tree Lane, Number 17 – and it is more than likely 
that you will be, for this book is all about that particular house – you will very 
soon find it. To begin with, it is the smallest house in the Lane. And besides 
that, it is the only one that is rather dilapidated and needs a coat of paint. But 
Mr Banks, who owns it, said to Mrs Banks, that she could have either a nice 
clean comfortable house or four children. But not both, for he couldn’t afford 
it.  
And after Mrs Banks had given the matter some consideration that she would 
rather have Jane, who was the eldest, and Michael, who came next, and John 
and Barbara, who were Twins and came last of all.  
And of course, besides these, there was Katie Nanna, who doesn’t really 



deserve to come into the book at all because, at the time I’m speaking of, she had just left Number 17. 
Scene 1. Advertisement magic nanny 
Mrs&Mr Banks on the stage, Jane and Michael come in 
Mummy, Daddy? 
Mr B: Yes? 
Jane: We’ve discussed everything, we’re very sorry about what we did today.  
Mr B: I should certainly think so 
Jane: We shouldn’t have run away from nanny 
Mr B: It was indeed 
Jane: We want to get on well with a new nanny 
Mrs B: Very sensible.  
Mr B: I need your help in a matter 
Jane: We thought you would. 
Michael: That’s why we wrote this advertisement 
Mr B: Advertisement for what? 
Michael: For the new nanny 
Mr B: You wrote an adv.. 
Mrs B (interrupting): George, I think we should listen 
Jane: You said you wanted our help 
Mr B: Oh, very well! 
Jane reads 
Jane: Wanted a nanny for two adorable children 
Mr B: Adorable? Well, that’s debatable I must say 
Jane: If you want this choice position, have a cheery disposition 
Mr B: Cheery? 
Michael: Rosy cheeks – that’s what I put in. Play games, all sorts 
Jane: You must be kind, you must be witty 
Michael: very sweet and very pretty 
Jane: Never be cross or cruel 
Michael: never give us castor oil 
Jane: Love us as your son and daughter 
Michael: Never smell of barley water – I put that in too 
Jane: Hurry nanny, many thanks 
Michael: Sincerely, Jane and Michael Banks 
Mrs B: Thank you, most interesting! 
Mr B: We’ve had quite enough of this nonsense. Please, return to the nursery! 
(Jane and Michael leave the room) 
Mrs B: They were only trying to help. They’re just children 
Mr B: I am quite aware they are children. I only congratulate myself, that I decided to step in and take a 
hand. (tears the paper) Play games, sing songs, give treats – ridiculous. Now it’s the time for action. 
(leave the stage) 
________________________________________ 
/whistle/ 
-Glorious day, Mr. Binnacle. Glorious!  
-Indeed, sir. 
-I’ll take the report, Mr. Binnacle. 
-The wind has changed, sir. Seems to be coming in from a new quarter. The East Wind! 
Scene 3: Mary arrives 
When the afternoon began to die away Jane and Michael sat at the window watching for Mr. Banks to 
come home and listening to the sound of the East Wind blowing through the naked branches of the cherry 
trees in the Lane. The trees themselves, turning and bending in the half light, looked as though they had 
gone mad and were dancing their roots out of the ground. 



Michael: There he is! 
Jane: That’s not daddy. It’s somebody else. 
/Mary Poppins appears/ 
M: How funny! I’ve never seen that happen before. 
J: Let’s go and see who it is. 
Scene 4 : Talk with Mr Banks 
MP: You are the father of Jane and Michel Banks, are you not? I said, you are the father of Jane and Michel 
Banks. 
Mr.Banks: Well… what if he’s… of course.. i mean. Hey, you brought your references, I presume. May I see 
them? 
MP: Oh, I make it a point never to give references. A very old-fashioned idea to my mind. 
Mr.Banks: Is that so? We’ll have to see about that…  
MP: Now then, the qualifications. Item one: a cheery disposition - i am never cross. Item 2: rosy cheeks - 
obviously. Item 3: play games, all sorts - well, i’m sure the children will find my games extremely diverting. 
Mr. Banks: Yeah, this paper… Where did you get it from? I thought I tore it up.  
MP: Excuse me. Item 4: you must be kind - i am kind but extremely firm. Have you lost something? 
Mr. Banks: Oh! Yeah, that paper… you see, i thought that I… 
MP: You are George Banks, are you not? 
Mr Banks: What? 
MP: You did advertise for a nanny, did you not? 
Mr Banks: George Banks. 
MP: Very well then. 
Mr Banks: I tore it up, turned it, tore it up again, there 
MP: I beg your pardon, are you ill? 
Mr Banks: I hope not 
MP: Now about my wages. The reference here is very obscure. 
Mr Banks: Very obscure 
MP: We must be very keen on that point, mustn’t we? 
Mr Banks: Yes, we must indeed 
MP: I shall require every second Tuesday off. 
Mr Banks: Every Tuesday… 
MP: On second though I believe a trial period would be wise. Hmmm, I’ll give you one week - I’ll know by 
then. I’ll see the children now. Thank you. 
Scene 5: With children: tape and medicine 
Michael: What a funny bag! Oh, but there’s nothing in it. 
MP: What do you mean “nothing”? 
/unpacking, children stare/ 
Michael: But I saw! 
MP It’s funny! I always carry it with me. Must be somewhere… 
M What? 
MP My tape measure 
J What do you want it for? 
MP I want to see how you two measure up.  
Ohohoho! Good. Come up! Quickly!  
Head up, Michael! Don’t slouch! Just as I thought: extremely stubborn and suspicious. 
M I am not! 
MP See for yourself 
M extremely stubborn and su-sus… 
MP Suspicious. Now you, Jane. 
Mmmm, rather inclined to giggle, doesn’t put things away. 
M How about you? 
MP Hold this for me 



As I expected. Mary Poppins - practically perfect in every way. 
Michael: Is that your medicine? 
MP: No, yours 
M: I don’t want it, I don’t need it. 
Oh strawberry ice! 
J: Lime-juice cordial! 
MP: Rum punch. 
 
MP: Ok, let’s go to the park. 
M: Mary Poppins, you’ll never leave us, will you? 
MP: I’ll stay till the wind changes. 
M&J: That’s alright. 
Dance 
Scene 2 ends 

Sonya: Reading gives us some place to go when we have to stay where we are 

Gleb: Good books like good friends, are few and chosen; the more select, the more enjoyable 

Polina: Books keep you company when you’re alone. They are your friends through a rainy day. 

Ivan: We lose ourselves in books. We find ourselves there too. Reading is dreaming with open eyes. 

Mary R: Books are the plane, the train and the road. They are the destination and the journey. 

Scene 3. Three men in a boat… 

Tree Men in a Boat (to say nothing of the dog)   
 
Author: There were four of them. George, and William Samuel Harris, and Jerome 
(or J) and the dog Montmorency. They were sitting in the room, talking about how 
bad they were – bad from a medical point of view, I mean, of course. 
Harris: With me it’s giddiness 
 
George: It’s giddiness with me, too. 
 
Harris: Sometimes I’ve got these extraordinary fits of giddiness I don’t know what 
I’m doing. 
 
George: I hardly know what I’m doing; too, I have such extraordinary fits of giddiness. 
 
J: With me it’s liver – it’s what out of order. 
 
George: How do you know? 
 
J: I have just been reading a medical encyclopedia and – oh god – comparing the description of various 
diseases with my own symptoms, I found out that I have them all: from St Vitus’ Dance to housemaids’ 
knee. Let’s have a look. George, oh here – letter D, diphtheria. 
 
George (reading and humming, shows the eye) 
 
J: I see diphtheria in your eyes, George, indeed. 
 
George /shows the tongue/ 



 
J: Oh, I can see nothing, there is beefsteak there, swallow it. 
 
George: It’s my tongue 
 
J: Right, tongue is just like a beefsteak when you have diphtheria, read attentively. 
 
George: And pulse? 
 
J: What pulse? You can’t swallow properly. Clear signs of diphtheria. Pulse? Oh, no pulse at all. It’s certainly 
diphtheria. 
 
Harris: Well, everything is clear, you’re a dead man. Here’s to you! 
------------------------------ 
Harris: What we want is rest. 
 
George: Rest and complete change. Change of scene and absence of the necessity for thought will restore 
the mental equilibrium. 
 
J: We should seek out some retired and old-world spot, far from the madding crowd, some half-forgotten 
nook, hidden away by the fairies and out of reach of the noisy world – some quaint-perched eyrie on the 
cliffs of Time, from whence the surging waves of the 19th century would sound far off and faint. 
 
Harris: Romantic! But complete boredom… I know the sort of place you mean where everybody goes to 
bed at 8 o’clock and you can’t get a sport paper for love or money and have to walk ten miles to buy some 
tobacco. 
 
George: If you really want rest and change, you can’t beat a sea trip. 
 
Harris: Oh no, we’ll be seasick. 
 
J: Let’s go up the river! Farewell to smoky city, fresh air welcome! 
 
George: Yes, it’s a sensible idea. We should have exercise and quiet, the constant change of scene would 
occupy our minds, and the hard work would give us a good appetite and make us sleep well. 
 
All: Yes, yes, yes 
 
 Author: The only one who was not struck with the suggestion was Montmorency. He never did care for 
the river. However, they were three to one, and the motion was carried. 
 
 J: Off we go, then! 
 
/row with forks and knives/  Three, four, three four. 
 
George: Sorry? 
 
J: Paddles! Paddles in your hands! Ready all, row. Together, three-four, three… Harris! Isn’t it the perfect 
rest! 
 
George: Ah, fresh air! 
 



J: Only sun, only the skies. 
Harris: And the river, by the way! Let’s start packing! 
George: Let me and Harris do it. 
/J watches the scene, they pack/ 
Author: George and Harris were the worst packers in the world. Harris packed the strawberry jam on top 
of a tomato and squashed it. And they had to pick out the tomato with a teaspoon. Then George stepped 
on the butter. After George had got it off his slipper, they tried to put it in the kettle. It wouldn’t go in and 
what was in wouldn’t come out. 
 
/George takes it out and puts it on the chair, Harris sits on it, it stucks, the start looking for it/ 
 
 George: I’ll take my oath, I put it down on the chair. 
 
Harris: I saw you do it myself, not a minute ago. 
 
 /look for the butter, stare at each other/ 
 
 George: Most extraordinary thing I’ve ever heard of. 
 
Harris: So mysterious! 
 
 /George gets round at the back of Harris and sees it/ 
 
George: Why! Here it is all the time. 
 
Harris: Where? /spinning around/ 
 
George: Stand still, can’t you? 
 
/get it off, pack in the teapot, everyone sits down/ 
 
J: You haven’t packed the frying pan, gentlemen! Here it is, heavy, round, and… with strings? 
 
George: It’s very fashionable this season. 
 
Harris: A frying pan with strings? 
 
George: Harris, this is a banjo! It’s very fashionable to take banjo with you while travelling on the river. 
 
Harris: And you play the banjo, don’t you? 
 
George: Well, I’m just learning. 
 
Harris: Would you mind playing for us then? 
 
George: Of course, I’ll show you. 
 
/dance, forget banjo/ 
 
 Author: Gentlemen, your banjo! 
 



Scene3 ends 

Sonya: Books wash away from the soul the dust of everyday life. 

Oleg: You can’t buy happiness, but you can buy books and it’s kind of the same thing 

Masha Ts: One must always be careful of books and what’s inside them, for words have the power to 
changes. 

Polina: Reading is a conversation. All books talk. But a good book listens as well. 

Gleb: In a good book the best is between the lines. 

Scene 4. The Gift of the Magi…. 

* * * 

«The Gift of the Magi» by O. Henry   

Author : One dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was all. And sixty cents 
of it in the smallest pieces of money — pennies. Pennies saved one and 
two at a time by negotiating with the men at the market who sold 
vegetables and meat. Negotiating until one’s face burned with the silent 
knowledge of being poor. Three times Della counted it. One dollar and 
eighty-seven cents. And the next day would be Christmas. 

(Della cries) 

Author: There was clearly nothing to do but sit down and cry. So Della 
cried. Which led to the thought that life is made up of little cries and 
smiles, with more little cries than smiles. 

(Della finished her crying and dried her face).   

Della: Tomorrow is Christmas Day, and I have only one dollar and eighty-seven cents to buy my husband 
Jim a gift. I have been saving every penny I could for months, with this result. 

Author: Jim earned twenty dollars a week, which does not go far. Expenses had been greater than she had 
expected. They always are. Many a happy hour she had spent planning to buy something nice for him. 
Something fine and rare — something close to being worthy of the honor of belonging to Jim. 

(Suddenly Della turned from the window and stood before the glass mirror and looked at herself. Her 
eyes were shining, but her face had lost its color within twenty seconds. Quickly she pulled down her 
hair and let it fall to its full length.) 

Author: Now, Mister and Missus James Dillingham Young had two possessions which they valued. One was 
Jim’s gold time piece, the watch that had been his father’s and his grandfather’s. The other was Della’s 
hair. 

(So now Della’s beautiful hair fell about her, shining like a brown waterfall. It reached below her knees 
and made itself almost like a covering for her. And then quickly she put it up again. She stood still while 
a few tears fell on the floor. 

She put on her coat and her old brown hat. With a quick motion and brightness still in her eyes, she 
danced out the door and down the street. 

Where she stopped the sign read: «Madame Sofronie. Hair Goods of All Kinds.» Della ran up the steps to 
the shop, out of breath.) 



Della: «Will you buy my hair?»  

Madame: «I buy hair. Take your hat off and let us have a look at it.» 

(Down came the beautiful brown waterfall of hair.) 

Madame: «Twenty dollars,» (lifting the hair with an experienced hand.) 

Della: «Give it to me quick,»  

 

Author: The next two hours went by as if they had wings. Della looked in all the stores to choose a gift for 
Jim. 

She found it at last. It surely had been made for Jim and no one else. It was a chain — simple round rings of 
silver. 

Della: It is perfect for Jim’s gold watch. It’s like him. Quiet and with great value. 

Author: She gave the shopkeeper twenty-one dollars and she hurried home with the eighty-seven cents 
that was left. 

(She looked at herself in the glass mirror long and carefully.) 

Della: «If Jim does not kill me before he takes a second look at me,» she said to herself, «he’ll say I look like 
a song girl. But what could I do—oh! What could I do with a dollar and eighty-seven cents?» 

Author: At seven o’clock that night the coffee was made and the pan on the back of the stove was hot and 
ready to cook the meat. 

Jim was never late coming home from work. Della held the silver chain in her hand and sat near the door.  

Della: « Oh, Jim is coming! Please God, make him think I am still pretty.» 

Author: The door opened and Jim stepped in. He looked thin and very serious. Poor man, he was only 
twenty-two and he had to care for a wife. He needed a new coat and gloves to keep his hands warm. 

Jim stopped inside the door, as immovable as a dog smelling a bird. His eyes were fixed upon Della. There 
was an expression in them that she could not read, and it frightened her. It was not anger, nor surprise, 
nor fear, nor any of the feelings that she had been prepared for. He simply looked at her with a strange 
expression on his face.  

Della: «Jim, my love, do not look at me that way. I had my hair cut and sold because I could not have lived 
through Christmas without giving you a gift. My hair will grow out again. I just had to do it. My hair grows 
very fast. Say ‘Merry Christmas!’ Jim, and let us be happy. You do not know what a nice— what a beautiful, 
nice gift I have for you». 

Jim (slowly): «You have cut off your hair?»  

Della: «Cut it off and sold it. Do you not like me just as well? I am the same person without my hair, right? 

(Jim looked about the room as if he were looking for something.) 

Jim: «You say your hair is gone?» he asked. 

Della: «You need not look for it. It is sold, I tell you—sold and gone, too. It is Christmas Eve, boy. Be good 
to me, for it was cut for you. Maybe the hairs of my head were numbered, but nobody could ever count my 
love for you. Shall I put the meat on, Jim?» 



(Jim seemed to awaken quickly and put his arms around Della. Then he took a package from his coat and 
threw it on the table.)  

Jim: «Do not make any mistake about me, Dell, I do not think there is any haircut that could make me like 
my girl any less. But if you will open that package you may see why you had me frightened at first.» 

(There was a scream of joy; and then, alas! a change to tears and cries)  

Author: For there were the combs — the special set of objects to hold her hair that Della had wanted ever 
since she saw them in a shop window. Beautiful combs, made of shells, with jewels at the edge —just the 
color to wear in the beautiful hair that was no longer hers. They cost a lot of money, she knew, and her 
heart had wanted them without ever hoping to have them. And now, the beautiful combs were hers, but 
the hair that should have touched them was gone. 

(But she held the combs to herself, and soon she was able to look up with a smile and say) 

Della:  «My hair grows so fast, Jim!»- «Oh, oh! You haven’t seen your beautiful gift yet! The silver chain 
sees so bright! Isn’t it wonderful, Jim? I looked all over town to find it. You will have to look at the time a 
hundred times a day now. Give me your watch. I want to see how it looks on it». 

(Instead of obeying, Jim fell on the couch and put his hands under the back of his head and smiled.) 

Jim: «Dell, let us put our Christmas gifts away and keep them a while. They are too nice to use just right 
now. I sold my gold watch to get the money to buy the set of combs for your hair. And now, why not put 
the meat on». 

 

Author: The magi were wise men—wonderfully wise men—who brought gifts to the Baby Jesus. They 
invented the art of giving Christmas gifts. Being wise, their gifts were wise ones. And here I have told you 
the story of two young people who most unwisely gave for each other the greatest treasures of their 
house. But in a last word to the wise of these days, let it be said that of all who give gifts, these two were 
the wisest. Everywhere they are wisest. They are the magi. 

Scene 4 ends 

Sonya: Sometimes I forget myself in a book. And when I have to stop reading, it takes me a minute to 
remember where I am. Or who I am. 

Ivan: A book is a gift that you can open again and again 

Mary R: A little reading is all the therapy a person needs sometimes 

Oleg: A book is a dream that you hold in your hands 

Mary Ts: Are we not like two volumes of one book? 

Scene 5. Gatsby… 

THE GREAT GATSBY   

Scene 1 Nick meets Daisy & Jordan 

Nick: And so it happened that on a warm windy evening I drove over to East Egg to see two old friends, 
whom I scarcely knew at all. The house was even more elaborate than I expected. 

Tom B. : Hey, hello, old chap! 



Nick: Hello! -You’ve got a nice place here! 

Tom B: Welcome inside! 

Girls sitting on a couch. 

Daisy: Is that you, my lovely? Oh, hello, Nick! Do they miss me in Chicago? 

Nick: Yes! Umm… At least dozen people sent you their love! 

Daisy: How gorgeous…  

Nick: They’re absolutely in mourning… 

Daisy: I don’t believe you… 

Nick: They’re crying, yes, they’re screaming! They’re shouting: “Daisy Buchanan, we can’t live without you! 

Daisy: I’m paralyzed with happiness! 

-Jordan Baker, a very famous golfer.  

Nick: (she was the most frightening girl I’ve ever seen)  I’ve seen your face on the cover of « Sporting Life». 
(протягивает руку) Nick Carraway… 

Jordan:  (игнорирует его) Oh, I’m stiff; I’ve been lying on that sofa for as long as I can remember.  

-You live in West Egg? I know someone from there. 

Nick: I don’t know a single person at that side of the bay!  

Jordan: You must know Gatsby. 

Daisy: Gatsby? What Gatsby? 

Jordan: Ten o’clock. Time for this good girt to go to bed. Good night, Mr. Carraway. See you soon. 

Daisy: Of course, you will. In fact, I think I will arrange a marriage. Come over often, Nick. And I’ll sort of … 
oh… fling you together. 

Jordan: Good night. I haven’t heard a word. 

The author reads about Gatsby’s party 

There was music from Gatsby’s house through the summer nights. In his blue gardens men and girls came 
and went like moths among the whisperings and the champagne and the stars. On weekends Gatsby’s 
Rolls-Royce became an omnibus, bearing parties to and from the city, between nine in the morning and 
long past midnight. People were not invited-they went there. They got into automobiles which bore them 
out to Long Island, and somehow they ended up at Gatsby’s door. One there they were introduced by 
somebody who knew Gatsby, and after that they conducted themselves according to the rules of behavior 
associated with amusement parks. Sometimes they came and went without having met Gatsby at all, came 
for the party with the simplicity of heart that was its own ticket of admission 

Scene 2 Gatsby’s  party 

Nick: One day I had been actually invited.   

-Do you know where I might find the host, Mr.Gatsby, I  live next door, I’ve got an invitation. 

Waiter: Throw it away. You know, nobody has ever really seen Mr. Gatsby. 



(ходит среди толпы, видит Jordan) 

Jordan: I thought you might be here. I remember you live next door… 

Nick: And who’s that Gatsby and where is he? 

Man: Somebody told me they though he killed a man once 

Woman: It’s more that he was a German spy during the war 

Man: It couldn’t be that, because he was in American army during the war.  

Woman: I’d bet he killed a man. 

Announcement: Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome to stage. The incredible Mary! 

Mary sings “Summertime” 

Gatsby: Your face is familiar. Haven’t we met before? 

Nick: I don’t think so, I’ve just arrived. This is an unusual party for me. I haven’t even seen the host. I live 
over there. And this man Gatsby sent me an invitation. 

Gatsby: Well, I’m Gatsby. 

Nick: What? Oh, I beg your pardon. 

Gatsby: I though you knew, old sport. I’m afraid I’m not a very good host. 

Nick: Not at all. I guess, now it’s my turn. I’m having a tea party with Jordan Baker and my cousin Daisy 
Buchanan tomorrow. Would you like to join us? 

Jordan comes up: Having a good time now? 

Nick: Yeah, much better. 

Gatsby: If you want anything, just ask for it, old sport. Excuse me, I will rejoin you later. 

 

 

Scene 3 Tea at Nick’s place 

Gatsby: I can’t wait all day. I’m leaving! 
 
Nick: Aw, don’t be silly - it’s just 2 minutes to 4. 
 
Gatsby: No one’s coming to tea, it’s too - 
 
/beep-beep/ 
Nick: It’s her! (meets Daisy) 
 
Daisy: Is this absolutely where you live, my dear one? 
 
Nick: Yes, it suits me 
 
Daisy: Why did I have to come alone? Are you in love with me? 
 



Nick: Aw, it’s the secret of Carraway castle 
 
(Daisy enters, looks around, no Gatsby) 
 
Daisy: Oh, that’s lovely! 
 
Nick: It’s funny! 
 
Daisy: What’s funny? 
 
(Gatsby comes in, they look at each other) 
 
Daisy: I’m certainly glad to see you again 
 
Gatsby: Hi. I’m certainly glad to see you as well 
 
Gatsby: We’ve .. we’ve met before 
 
Daisy: We haven’t met for many years 
 
Gatsby: Five years next November 
(awkward silence) 
 
Nick: I just have to pop into town. I’ll be right back 
 
Gatsby: Town? Nick, I’ve got to speak to you about something 
 
Nick: Yes, I’ll be right back 
 
Gatsby: God, this is a mistake, a terrible, terrible mistake 
 
Nick: You’re just embarrassed, Daisy’s embarrassed too 
 
Gatsby: She’s embarrassed? 
 
Nick: Yes, just as much as you are 
 
Gatsby: Don’t talk so loud! 
 
Nick: You’re acting odd. You’re being rude, Daisy’s in there alone, and you- 
 
(Nick leaves, Gatsby and Daisy are alone)talk very quietly 
 
Gatsby: Remember the time we first met? 
 
Daisy: How could I forget? 
 
Gatsby: Are you happy now? 
 
Daisy: Well, I guess.. 
 
Gatsby: You look prettier than ever! 



 
(Nick coughs) 
 
Nick: It stopped raining, you know 
 
Gatsby: What do you think of that, Daisy? Come look! 
 
Daisy: Oh, Nicky, how funny. It’s my house. Just there, across the bay! 
 
Gatsby: I know, I have the same view from my place 
 
Daisy: Where is your place? 
 
Gatsby: Nick, I want you and Daisy both to come over to my house. I’d like to show her around. Let’s say, 
tomorrow. I’ll throw a party for you, Daisy. 
  
(all guests on the stage) 
 
Gatsby: Welcome guys, let’s have some fun, enjoy yourse lves. 
/dance/ 
 

Scene 5 ends 

Sonya: I always read. You know, how sharks have to keep swimming, or they die? I’m like that. If I stop 
reading, I die. 
 
Gleb: A good book has no ending 
 
Mary R: Some books stay with us forever 
 
Oleg: The books remain even when Narnia disappears 
Polina: Voldemort dies 
Mary Ts: Percy drops his sword 
Ivan: Katniss lowers her bow 
Polina: Valentine surrenders 
Sonya: And Tris stops being brave. 
Artem: Everyone is a reader. Some just haven’t found their favourite book yet. 
Sonya: If there is a book that you want to read, but it hasn’t been written yet, you must be the one to write 
it! 
 
FINAL SONG 
THE END 


