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The realm of the fairy story is wide and deep and high and filled with many things: 
all manner of birds and beasts are found there; shoreless seas and stars uncounted; 
beauty that is an enchantment, and an ever present peril; both joy and sorrows 
sharp as swords…(Tolkein 1964)  
 
Q: What if you went in search the world over for the most beautiful thing, 
found it, and then lost it forever? 
 
Q: How does one craft sturdy happiness out of something as important, as 
complicated, as unrepeatable and as easily damaged as a life? 
 
Q: Is life settling for what you can get, if you can’t have what you really 
want?  
 
Q: How can you know love, and lose it, and go on living without it, and not feel 
the loss forever? 
 
A: You can’t…You feel the loss forever. But you put it in a safe corner of 
yourself, and bit by bit some of your sorrow changes into joy. And that’s how 
you go on living. 
And you take pride in knowing you’re capable of great love, and live in the 
knowledge that you can feel it again. 
 
Every journey must be finished. 
 
Cast: 
Old Matilda 
  
and a company of ghosts 
Maddy (young Matilda) 
The young man 
Feather 
Mother (Old Matilda) – also a pair of hats/fans/etc. 
Papa (The young man) 
Peake (the dog - puppet) (not a ghost!) 
 
with: Zephyrus (the west wind), the sea-witch, the fay, assorted fish, 
and the sea eagle 
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Prologue 
 
Old Matilda is on stage packing up boxes, moving around her home, talking to 
Peake etc. 
 
The stage is in darkness, there is the sound of a terrible storm building up, 
thunder, lightening cracks, waves crash…. 
A bird cage shadowed begins to turn and turn… 
In a pool of light (shadowed) we see a small toy sailboat ‘sailing on the sea’ (an 
ancient weathered bird bath), it spins round, then capsizes. 
 
Maddy VO ….Feather….Feather!!!! FEATHER!!!!!!!  
 
Peake begins to loudly bark. 
 
Before Feather 
The Visitor            
Scene 1 - Present Day     
Old Matilda’s Cottage  
 
Old Matilda turns and notices a young man standing in her lounge room. She is 
surprised to see him. She isn’t expecting anyone and certainly not this odd young 
man she has never met. Matilda feels sorry for him, as clearly he is cold. 
 
Matilda:   Oh Hello…who are you? (he does not answer) 
   Well, come inside. It will be warmer presently. 
 
Peake continues to bark. Old Matilda shushes Peake, who reluctantly settles and 
she pats his head. He stays wary, at attention, ears pricked. The room is full of 
boxes and suitcases (clearly a life is being packaged up) There is a chest, a 
comfy chair, and a standing lamp.  
 
Matilda:  Would you like a cup of tea? I’m about to make a pot. 
 
YM:   Yes please. 
 
A tea-tray arrives in the hands of one of the ‘ghosts’. The young man waits 
quietly, looking about him. Matilda busies herself pouring milk into a jug; while 
the tea is brewing she efficiently dresses the pot in it’s cosy, then she carries the 
tray with pot, the cups, the jug, the sugar bowl and a plate of biscuits into the 
room. The young man is sitting on the edge of his seat, looking down at the dog, 
who is staring intently back at him 
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YM:   What’s your dog’s name? 
 
Matilda pours the tea into cups. 
 
Matilda:  His name is Peake. Do you take sugar? 
 
YM:   What sort of dog is he? 
 
Matilda:  (pouring tea) The proper sort, I suppose.  
   He quarrels with cats and chats with strangers and keeps 

himself clean. He buries bones, keeps tabs on his enemies 
and sleeps under my bed. He’s that sort of dog. 

 
YM:   (sharply) I meant what breed is he, what kind? 
 
Matilda:  (shaking her head) Who knows? 

He’s something of everything, the way a dog should be.  
Do you take sugar? 

 
YM:   I don’t know.(confused) Should I? 
 
Matilda:  You would probably prefer it. 
 
YM:   Then, yes please, sugar. 
 
Matilda stirs sugar into both cups, and the young man studies Peake 
 
YM: You should have called him Max. Max is a good name for a 

dog. 
 
Matilda: A good name for some dogs, but not for Peake. 
 
YM: Does he bite? 
 
Matilda: Occasionally. There are certain cats, and certain people, of 

whom he disapproves. 
 
The young man takes the tea that Matilda passes across the table. Peake’s ears 
twitch as the spoon clinks on the cup. The young man looks appreciatively at his 
tea, but pouts when Matilda offers him the biscuit plate 
 
YM: I prefer biscuits with jam, or cream. 
 
Matilda: So do I. There were some, but I ate them. You see, there’s 

usually only Peake and myself, so we eat all the fancy 
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biscuits and leave the plain ones for last. I’d have bought 
cake if I’d known we were expecting a visitor. 

 
The young man takes a biscuit and eats it miserably, as if it were made of clay. 
 Matilda settles herself into her armchair 
 
Matilda: Sorry about the biscuits. I wish I had something nice to give 

you. But you will be warm soon enough. 
 
The young man shrugs, pauses, lowers his cup, wipes his mouth with his wrist, 
and regards her with grave eyes. 
 
YM: (grimly) I have bad news for you. 
 
Matilda bites her lip, expecting him to say something momentous 
 
Matilda:  What is it? 
 
The young man looks around the room, then turns to Matilda 
 
YM: Your house smells like old people. 
 
Matilda blinks, surprised and a little deflated.  
 
Matilda: So, what do old people smell like? 
 
YM: (wincing) Like coats in mothy cupboards, like cold porridge in 

a bowl. Like taps dripping for years and years.  
 
Matilda: How awful. 
 
YM: I’ve been sitting here almost choking to death!  

Why are you like this?  
 
Matilda:  I don’t mean to be. 
 I suppose a person gets used to their own smell, and doesn’t 

notice it. I should keep a window open, it’s unforgiveable to 
smell like a tap. 

 
YM: You think it’s funny. Don’t you care? You should hate it, 

being so old and wrinkly, none of your fingers straight. Isn’t it 
horrible being old? 

 
Matilda: (looks at her hands) Being old is sometimes painful, but it 

isn’t horrible. It’s what I am. Once I was an acorn, now I am 
an oak tree. 
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YM: (unimpressed) I bet when you were a girl, you thought old 

things were horrible. 
 
Matilda: Everything that’s young is troubled by what is old. 
 (pauses) It is strange, that oldness is so hard to love or 

forgive. 
 
YM: Well do you love it, now you’re old? 
 
Matilda gazes into her cup. She thinks how time and wisdom are tricksy things. 
 
Matilda: Young people think oldness is the bottom of a mountain. 
 In truth it is the top. I am old, because I have lived a whole 

life. I have climbed a long, long way.  
To have such a view, you have to be standing on top of a 
mountain. The top is a difficult place to be – it’s windy and 
it’s perilous, and lonely sometimes – but it is the top, and 
there’s nowhere else to go. 

 
 So, are you warmer now? 
 
The young man has taken up a telescope which he trains onto a ‘photo’.  
(a suitcase turns around/reveals) - A image of a girl and a sailing boat 
 
YM: From the top of the mountain, do you see that girl in a boat? 
 
Matilda: Yes, I see that girl. She is the one I see all the time, whether 

I’m looking at her or not. (OM takes telescope from young 
man) 

 
YM: She’s you, isn’t she? 
 
Matilda: She was me – when I wasn’t an acorn or a tree, but 

something in between. 
 
YM: Were you a sailor? 
 
Matilda: (shrugs) When you are old, there are a lot of things you have 

been. A tree has many different branches. On one of my 
branches, I was a sailor. Although, in truth, more of a 
searcher than a sailor. 

 
YM: What were you searching for? 
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Matilda: I searched for the answer to a question. I sailed the world 
trying to find it, and eventually I did. But some answers don’t 
finish a quest – they merely start it.  

 
YM: Did you think that you would be here, sitting in this room, 

with just a dog to keep you company? 
 
Matilda:  Who knows?  

The view from the mountain top is good, but you can only 
see clearly the road you took to reach where you stand.  

 
YM: (looks at Matilda) I would like another biscuit. I would like 

more tea. 
 
 
The Dark-haired girl: Matilda Victoria Adelaide      
Scene 2 – Past 
               
The space transforms, and we meet the younger Matilda Victoria Adelaide. 
’Maddy’ is a lonely child who lives in a world of her own creation  
 
Song – musical portrait of another more idyllic time – Young Maddy’s theme 
 
Maddy ‘escapes’ to her hideaway at the beach, and the world of her small 
kept treasures and creatures comes to ‘life’. 
(Young Maddy’s case opens up) – We enter her magical world, watching her at 
play with objects from her box (it is the journey of her life – like a small overture)  
 
She hears above her the arching call of the sea eagle, and watches as it hovers 
on the breeze. It is powerful and beautiful, and captivates her 
 
Maddy:  A sea-eagle! 
 
Her imposing larger-than-life Mother ‘appears’ in a dramatic flourish, an elaborate 
lace fan sweeping through the air! (Old Matilda provides both voice and action) 
 
Mama: Matildaaaa! Matildaaaa!!!! Matilda Victoria Adelaide!!  
 
Mother is then joined by Father, who ‘powers’ importantly into the space – (in the 
form of a briefcase of bills and Top hat!)  
 
The briefcase is opened, and a large pile of ‘ironed’ bills(money) appear, which 
‘Mother’ selects from with care. Father then ‘hands’ a single note to Maddy, who 
takes it uncertainly. The note flys out of her hand like an Autumn leaf. Mother 
‘grasp’s the bill, tucks it away, and disappears. 
Father then surprises Maddy with a toy Giraffe which he gives to her. He then 
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