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The Silence of Mother Dear 

By Vitoria Wiese 

 

(Lights off. Begins with voice singing from the audience in the dark. Could have 

actual toys on pedestals in front of stage with small light on during each new 

verse.)  

 

Toy: Rain drops on roses and whiskers on kittens.  

 

(Thunder crash with flashes of light on Maine curled up on the floor, holding 

his/her head and whimpering. Then darkness.) 

 

Toy: Bright copper kettles and warm woolen mittens.  

 

(Thunder and lightening crash, Maine whimpering.) 

 

Toy: Brown paper packages tied up with strings, these are a few of my favorite 

things.  

 

(Thunder crash, no lightening.)  

 

(Lights fade on. Setting: Bedroom of a 9-year-old child. A bed sits center stage. 

Toys lay scattered around the room. A bay window is in a corner. Walls are 

crooked and rest at jagged angles.)  

 

(29-year-old Maine enters stage left.)  

 

Maine: What am I doing here? (walks around room, remembering) Well mom, I 

came back. Again. Don’t know why I keep… It’s your birthday, that’s why. Happy 

birthday, mom. Because they were always so happy… (plays Creepy Snowflake 

Doll) What am I doing here? What the hell am I doing here? (throws Cat toy 

across room) Happy birthday. Yeah, right…  

 

(Rain begins – hands rub from toys in audience. Maine sits on the bed with head in 

hands and begins to hear it. Snapping begins. Toys from audience begin moving 

towards stage.) 

 

Maine: Aw hell no. (Looks out window) No no no, not today, you’ve gotta be 

kidding, not today. (Patting thighs begins) I gotta get out of here. (Struggles with 
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door, and stomping begins) No no no, please stop, not today, not today, it’s her 

birthday! Please, no! (Thunder escalates and then stops suddenly) 

 

(Rubbing hands continues as toys creep on stage from all directions) 

 

Toy: (sings) Raindrops on roses and whiskers on kittens. 

 

Toys (2): (Snapping fingers begins) (sings) Bright copper kettles and warm woolen 

mittens. 

 

All Toys: (Patting things begins) (sings) Brown paper packages tied up with 

strings, these are a few of my favorite thiiings! (whooping and cheering) When the 

dog bites, when the bees sting, when I’m feeling sad, I simply remember my 

favorite things and then I don’t feel so bad!  

 

Monkey: Well hey there, Maine! So good of you to join us in here, it’s been so 

long! I’ve been going bananas to see you again- 

 

Troll: Look at you, all grown up! And that hair! What have you done with it? It’s 

seen better days, that’s for sure- 

 

Cat: Don’t pick on him/her, Troll, he/she only just got back. Wonderful to see you 

again, Maine; we’ve missed you so. Although, I could do without the vicious 

hurling against the wall, seeing as my tail is all out of sorts now. 

 

Maine: Er. Sorry about that. 

 

Cat: Oh, it’s quite alright. Even so, I really can’t say the last time I had a good ear 

scratch, and you always were the best- 

 

Snowflake: I’ve got opposable thumbs, I can get that for you! 

 

Cat: (hisses) You stay away from me. 

 

Nutcracker: Enough of this nonsense! Maine, my boy/girl, pay them no mind; 

they’re just a bit riled up. Although, it’s true, things really haven’t been the same 

without you. 

 

Monkey: Yeah, you were the life of the party! (groans from other toys) 
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Nutcracker: Shush, Monkey! Anyway, Maine, please, tell us how you’ve been! 

How is life out and about in the real world? Oh! And your family, of course! 

Please, how is the family? 

 

Maine: The…family? (darkly stares at Nutcracker) 

 

Nutcracker: (stutters) Y-yes? You’ve been gone a long time. I presume you have- 

 

Maine: They’re dead, Nutcracker. You know that. 

 

Nutcracker: I-I didn’t mean this family, I meant, a-a new one, of course- 

 

Maine: There is no new one. You really thought there would be?  

 

Monkey: (whistles like a bomb dropping and tanking) Weeell, they always say 

reunions are the best. Look, I’m here for you, Maine. But you know what I think 

you need? I think it’s time for a little bit of monkey business! Snowflake! Hot 

wheel at the ready! 

 

Snowflake: Ay ay, Captain! 

 

Monkey: Ooo, I like that! Entering the helm, mates! Troll! How looks our course? 

 

Troll: Totally confusing and utterly impossible, sir! 

 

Monkey: Nice! Now see here, Maine. Remember the good ol days of hours spent 

dreaming of adventures, shooting off into the sky and sailing away on long 

voyages into the unknown, of mastering the imagination and imagining the master- 

 

Cat: (licking paw) That doesn’t make a lick of sense. 

 

Monkey: Quiet you! This was our world and this bed was your vessel. And so 

today, we’re going to take you on that ride again and zoom to the heights of 

victory! Are you ready, sir? 

 

Maine: I-I guess? 

 

Nutcracker: Oh bother, that was horrible, man/woman! Out of my way, monkey. 

The good monkey asked you a question and he wants an answer! Are you ready to 

zoom away into the depths- 
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Monkey: The heights- 

 

Nutcracker: The heights of victory? 

 

Maine: Y-yes! 

 

Nutcracker: What was that? 

 

Maine: Yes! I’m ready to zoom! 

 

Cat: Ugh, I’m so sick of zooming… 

 

Nutcracker: Then prove it. (slaps car into Maine’s hand) 

 

(Maine places car on ramp and something fantastic and amazing happens on the 

very impressive and incredible ramp that will somehow exist. It gets them all very 

excited. They are cheering, high fiving, patting Maine on the back, etc.) 

 

Maine: I remember doing this all the time with you guys! There was that one time 

when we dumped glitter on the ceiling fan and turned it on- 

 

Snowflake: It was like snow! 

 

Cat: I couldn’t get the sparkles out of my fur for weeks. 

 

Maine: And-and when I took you guys to the park and we shot that monk with my 

marshmallow gun- 

 

Monkey: Too close to home, bro/girl; monks are my second cousins. 

 

Snowflake: Remember when your mom gave me to you? You saw me and hid 

under your covers and started whimpering! I still don’t get why… 

 

Troll: Yeeah, cause there’s nothing creepy about you… 

 

Maine: (loses excitement) Yeah, I remember…She always sat me down on this 

bed. Today, of all days…It was the craziest thing; she would give me presents on 

her birthday. 
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(During the memories, Girl Toy acts as mother, acting out the scene with Maine in 

the memory as the child. Girl’s face is totally blank, no emotion.) 

 

Nutcracker: I remember the day I first saw you. You were so young, and you had 

been crying. She didn’t want you to feel sad. I was supposed to be a Christmas 

present, but she gave me to you early. We became the best of friends. 

 

Cat: I was the next year. You found her crying this time, alone, and you said- 

 

Maine: Mom, don’t be sad, it’s your birthday. 

 

Cat: And she took your hand and brought you to this room and- 

 

Maine: Held me. 

 

Cat: And then she gave me to you. 

 

Maine: She was so good…And on her birthday…She shouldn’t have had to- 

 

Jack: But she did. 

 

(Thunder and lightening crashes. Wind begins blowing. Maine and toys are 

startled, looking around.) 

 

Maine: Who said that? 

 

(A Jack in the Box has been frozen upstage, with minions acting as the box. Now 

Jack comes to life very rigidly and creepily. Minions begin waking up as well.) 

 

Jack: Oh Maine, you haven’t forgotten about me already, have you? Because I 

certainly have not forgotten you. (cackles) No, I can see that I’ve stayed with you, 

even more than the rest of these fools have. 

 

Nutcracker: You’re not welcome here. 

 

Jack: (cackles) When has that ever made a difference? But you forget, Nutcracker, 

that I was brought to Maine just like the rest of you! 

 

Cat: Not like the rest of us. 
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Jack: Oooh, yes yes, because it wasn’t the mother who gave me to you. It was dear 

old dad.  

 

(Thunder and lightening crashes again, and Jack pushes Maine on to the bed. 

Minions yank bed away from the other toys and begin spinning it.)  

 

Jack: Let’s take a stroll down memory lane, shall we? I also remember the day I 

first saw you. It was on – shocker – her birthday. Your mother dear was with your 

father and she was, as usual, being her annoying self (throws Girl to the floor). 

And then they heard you cry out. 

 

Maine: (A sob leaves him/her) 

 

Jack: But this time he wouldn’t let her go. He yelled, ‘That’s my son/daughter, 

too! Why do you always give her the gifts? You make me look bad. I’ll take care 

of it this time.’ And then I enter the scene. He gives us to you. (holds out Jack in 

the Box toy) ‘This is from your daddy.’ (Minions crawl on to bed and surround 

Maine) ‘I want you to play with it. And if you don’t, you know what I’ll do to her.’ 

 

Maine: Mo-Mom. 

 

Jack: Do you understand me? 

 

Maine: (A sob leaves him/her) 

 

Jack: What? 

 

Maine: Yes. 

 

Jack: That’s a good boy/girl…So you see, I’m a part of this happy little reunion, 

too. An essential part. 

 

Nutcracker: Not that essential. 

 

Jack: What? 

 

Nutcracker: That’s not the end of the story. 

 

Jack: Really? Because I seem to remember the ending quite clearly. 
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Nutcracker: Not to that day. After dear old daddy left to go get more whisky, 

his/her mother came back and put you aside. (Jack and Minions are jolted back) 

She was there for him/her. 

 

Girl: (Sings) Raindrops on roses and whiskers on kittens, bright copper kettles and 

warm woolen mittens, brown paper packages tied up with strings, (gives Maine a 

brown paper package) these are a few of my favorite things. When the dog bites, 

when the bees sting, when I’m feeling sad, I simply remember my favorite things 

and then I don’t feel...  

 

Maine: So bad. (sobbing) Mom, mom, mom- 

 

Jack: Mom, mom, mom, mommy! Oh grow up! What a silly little song to make 

her silly little child feel better. Did it work, Maine? Do you feel all better? That 

song couldn’t stop anything, and neither could any of her little gifts. And neither 

could you. No, you would never do anything to stop it. You would just hide in 

here, cowering, sniveling, listening to the (bang bang bang with his hand) and 

doing nothing. She could never depend on you. Serves her right- 

 

Nutcracker: Enough! I forbid you to speak this way to him/her! It was not his/her 

fault! 

 

Jack: Wasn’t it? Has your memory gone a little nutty on this one, too, Nutcracker? 

Well, why don’t we see then? One more time, Maine, let’s remember that last 

birthday. 

 

Maine: No, I don’t want to. 

 

Jack: But you already spend every day living in it, so why not! 

 

Cat: He/she said he/she doesn’t want to! 

 

Jack: Oh you are pesky little toys, and I’m quite tired of you! Maine, send them 

out at once; we have work to do! 

 

Maine: What? No, I want them here; they’re my friends- 

 

Jack: Do you really think that you deserve friends after what you’ve done? Don’t 

patronize me, Maine, you know as well as I that you deserve having the memory of 

that day seared into your brain, and without any distractions! 
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Maine: (silent struggle) Alright. Nutcracker, Monkey, all of you, just go. 

 

Monkey: What? You don’t have to do this- 

 

Maine: Yes I do. I want you gone. Now.  

 

(Dad Toy keeps Girl there. Toys walk out solemnly. They silently then go out to the 

sides of the audience to do the rain patterns) 

 

Jack: (cackling and talking to Minions) Did you see that? Did you see the look on 

their ugly plastic faces? Mmm I love that. 

 

Maine: Let’s get on with it. 

 

Jack: Oh, begging now, are we? Well then, Minions, let’s not keep the good 

master waiting!  

 

(Minions grab Maine and put him/her on the bed. Bed spins. Thunder and 

laughter)  

 

Jack: Here we are, Maine, don’t you remember? Why don’t you help me out with 

this one; your memory is ever so sharp. Tell me, where were you that fateful day? 

 

(Hand rubbing begins) 

 

Maine: I..I was in here, on my bed, playing with my toys. It was starting to rain 

outside so I had to play in my room. 

 

Jack: And where was she? 

 

(Snapping begins) 

 

Maine: She came in here. It was her birthday. Usually she would play with me on 

her birthday but today was different. She was cleaning, picking things up and... 

She…She told me to clean, to put things away in the toy box, but I just ignored 

her. 

 

Jack: And then? 
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Maine: And then…he came in. (Two stomps synchronized by toys)  

 

Jack: Oh I do love this part! Won’t you let me, Maine? I can’t resist. And then he 

came in! (Two stomps synchronized by toys) Staggering in, more like it. And he 

stared down your mother dear with all the hate he could muster, and he yelled, oh 

what did he yell, boy/girl? 

 

Maine: Where’s my dinner, woman. 

 

Jack: Noo, come on, you can do better than that! What did he sound like? 

 

Maine: (yelling) Where’s my dinner, woman! 

 

Jack: (cackling, yelling) ’Where’s my dinner, woman?’ And-and then what? 

 

Maine: Mom, she just stood there, frozen, and said, ‘It’s 3 o’clock. I’ll have it 

ready in a couple hours.’ 

 

Jack: Yes yes! And then he came tromping over and seized her arm and said in 

that voice, that dangerous voice, ‘That’s not good enough.’ And then he threw her- 

 

Maine: Into my arms. She was right there, I was holding her- 

 

Jack: And then he snatched her by the hair and pulled her away and glared at her 

and said- 

 

Maine: You’re not good enough. 

 

Jack: ’You’re not good enough!’ Oh and she was scared; wasn’t she scared, 

Maine? Did you see how scared she was? 

 

Maine: Yes. I’ve never seen her so scared. 

 

Jack: You’ve never seen her so scared?” Then why didn’t you do anything, hm? 

Tell me what you did, Maine! Tell us all what you did! 

 

Maine: Nothing. I just sat here and did nothing. 

 

Jack: And then he slapped her across the face and she fell to the floor. And he 

kicked her, and kicked her, and kicked her!...Did she make any noise, Maine? 



 10 

 

Maine: No. She was silent. 

 

Jack: Did you make any noise, Maine? 

 

Maine: No. 

 

Jack: (quietly) No…And then good ol’ dad grabbed her by the arm and drug her 

out of the room. (Minions drag Girl out) But before he closed the door he looked at 

you. What did he say, Maine? 

 

Maine and Jack: (synchronized) You stay in this room; you don’t come out and 

you leave her with me. 

 

Jack: And that was it. You never saw her again. Not alive, anyway. While you just 

sat there, listening to the storm, your daddy beat your mommy to death. (makes tut 

tutting noise) Such a shame. And on her birthday, too…. (sits on bed next to 

Maine, head on hands, staring at Maine happily) Well…That was fun. I think, 

Maine, that you have some things you need to work through. I’m just going to 

leave you to it for a little while, hm? Although, I really don’t know how you could 

ever forgive yourself, since there’s no way she could ever forgive you. (exits)  

 

(Maine sits in silence and then slowly starts sobbing. Toys enter Stage Right, 

solemnly and slowly.) 

 

Monkey: Maine…Are you alright? 

 

Cat: Of course he/she’s not alright. Have those cotton eyes of yours gone blind? 

 

Snowflake: I could sing you a song- 

 

Maine: Leave me alone. Just…Just leave me alone!  

 

Nutcracker: I think you’ve been alone long enough. 

 

Maine: (softly, sadly) No, no I haven’t. Don’t you get it? I’m getting what I 

deserve. She’s dead because of me. 

 

Monkey: Oh come on, Maine- 
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Troll: You were only a child- 

 

Nutcracker: You can’t blame yourself- 

 

Cat: It was father who did this, not you- 

 

Snowflake: That’s not right, Maine- 

 

Maine: Stop it! Stop trying to make me feel better. You don’t know what it’s like! 

What it was like to feel her in your arms, she was right there, to have the chance to 

do something, to protect her, and instead just being a coward- 

 

Troll: You were 9 years old- 

 

Maine: (yelling) But I did nothing! I didn’t even try to stop him! She did 

everything to protect me from him and I did nothing! 

 

(Silence. Girl appears Upstage) 

 

Girl: (sings) Girls in white dresses with blue satin sashes.  

 

Maine: You were the last present she ever gave me. Before that birthday. 

 

Girl: (shakes her head) (sings) Raindrops on roses… 

 

Maine: What? 

 

Girl: (sings) Raindrops on roses… 

 

Nutcracker: What do you mean, girly? 

 

Girl: (gets up and walks to toy box) (sings) Raindrops on roses… 

 

Monkey: What if…she wasn’t the last present your mom left you? 

 

Maine: What are you talking about? She never gave me anything that last day. She 

was…gone…before she could. 
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Monkey: But what if she already did? Think about it. She always spent her 

birthday playing with you. Why didn’t she that day? She wanted you to pick up 

your toys and put them away… 

 

Maine: In the toy box…  

 

Girl: (sings) Brown paper packages tied up with strings… 

 

Maine: (sings) These are a few of my favorite things…  

 

(Maine slowly approaches box and opens it. He takes out a brown paper package 

tied with a string. Toys gather around as Maine carefully undoes the wrapping. It 

is a rose.) 

 

Maine: A rose. 

 

Troll: There’s a note. 

 

Maine: (picks up note and reads) ’My darling Maine, Happy Birthday. I know it’s 

my day, and you always ask me why you get the gifts, and not me. What you don’t 

understand is that giving you gifts, seeing your eyes light up with wonder and joy 

is the greatest gift I could ever receive. I don’t need anything from you, not 

anything more than you’ve already given me. All I could ever want is for you to be 

happy…’ (crying, can’t read anymore) 

 

Nutcracker: (offering to take the letter and read) Here Maine, I’ll- 

 

Girl: (puts hand on Nutcracker, stopping him. She takes the letter and reads.) 

’And so, I give you this rose so that, even when you cry, those tears will fall on 

something beautiful, and you’ll think of me and remember how much I love you.’ 

 

Nutcracker: Girly, you can talk. 

 

Girl: She was never silent. And neither were you.  

 

Maine: She forgives me? 

 

Girl: There was never anything to forgive. Not to you. But Maine, forgiveness is 

still needed nonetheless.  
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Maine: What do you mean? 

 

Girl: It is time for you to leave this room. But there is only one way out. You must 

forgive yourself…and him.  

 

(Two stomps synchronized by toys) 

 

Maine: What? No way, you’ve got to be kidding. He killed her! 

 

Girl: And she forgave him. 

 

Maine: He abused her for years! 

 

Girl: And she forgave him. 

 

Maine: You can’t know that! 

 

Girl: Do you really think less of your mother? Maine, it’s all right here.  

 

(Girl holds up the note. Maine grabs it and reads silently, at first clearly agitated 

and then grows  still.)  

 

Girl: He was not the evil you thought you saw. He was so much more. Let me 

show you. Jack! 

 

(Lightening and thunder. Toys stand around perimeter of room, rubbing hands and 

also softly humming song. Jack and Minion come through door, and Minion joins 

perimeter.) 

 

Jack: Did someone call for me – Ooh, Mother dear, are you talking now? 

 

Girl: Maine, you could only see him with eyes of fear and hate. But that’s not how 

she saw him. She saw him with mercy. 

 

Jack: You’re so annoying when you talk. I like you better silent.  

 

(Jack moves towards Girl threateningly and raises a hand as if to strike her, but 

she walks right past him. She picks up the jack in the box. Toys begin snapping 

fingers.) 
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Girl: Your father had a troubled childhood as well. His parents died when he was 

young and he was left with no one and nothing. He moved through the system, 

consistently unwanted and abandoned. No one would give him a chance. His only 

friend was this toy, given to him by his father. It was his everything. 

 

Maine: His everything? Then why did he give it to me? 

 

Girl: Why indeed? Jack, perhaps you can answer? 

 

Jack: I – he - …It’s none of your business! 

 

Girl: Very well, let’s move on then. Jack, do you recognize…this?  

 

(Synchronized gasp by toys, and then silence - Girl holds out the rose to Jack) 

 

Jack: (pause) Where did you get that? 

 

Maine: Mom left it for me. On that last birthday. 

 

Jack: It wasn’t your mother. Or at least, it wasn’t just her. I didn’t think it ever got 

to you… This rose… He gave this to her after the very first night he lost himself. I 

still remember what he told her. (toys hum song) ‘I give you this rose so that, even 

when you cry, those tears will fall on something beautiful, and you’ll think of me 

and remember how much I love you.’ 

 

Maine: He couldn’t have loved her. 

 

Jack: But he did. 

 

Girl: And she loved him. He was broken, Maine. He didn’t want any of this to 

happen.  

 

Maine: But – but he was evil! 

 

Nutcracker: No, Maine. He was lost. 

 

Cat: Hurt. 

 

Monkey: Scared. 

 



 15 

Troll: Sick. 

 

Snowflake: Trapped. 

 

Girl: Trapped inside his own mind, hating himself.  

 

(Toys begin humming again and moving the bed center stage.) 

 

Maine: I can’t believe… We have a lot in common. 

 

Jack: Yikes… 

 

Maine: You said it wasn’t just her that gave me this. 

 

Jack: It was his idea. (The three sit on the bed. Toys gather around in resting 

poises) The times when he was himself he…he really wanted to be there for you… 

He never wanted you to hate him… This wasn’t your fault, Maine. He just didn’t 

want it to be his. 

 

Maine: (pause) I don’t know how to forgive him. 

 

Toys: (sing hushed) When the dog bites, when the bee stings, when I’m feeling 

sad… 

 

Jack: Maybe…Crazy thing…Maybe you could try remembering some of your 

favorite things. About him.  

 

(Jack holds out rose to Maine) 

 

Girl: (sings) Raindrops on roses. 

 

(Lights off)  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 


