Приложение 2.

S c e n e II
(The Storyteller appears in front of the curtain)

S t o r y – t e l l e r: As you see Tom was not the model boy of the village. He did not obey his aunt. He was fond of fighting and running away from school. One day he was late for school as usual.

(The story-teller goes off. The curtain rises)

P l a c e: A classroom. Several pupils are sitting at the desks: the girls on one side of the room, the boys on the other side. The teacher is sitting half asleep at his table.

(Tom Sawyer walked in quickly and goes to his seat. The noise wakes the teacher up)

T e a c h e r: Thomas Sawyer! 

T o m: Sir!

T e a c h e r: Come up here. Now, sir, why are you late again as usual?

(At first Tom thinks he will tell a lie, but when he sees that no one is sitting on the girl’s side near Becky, he changes his mind.)

T o m: I stopped to talk with Huckleberry Finn!

(The teacher looks at him)

T e a c h e r: You – did what?

T o m: Stopped to talk with Huckleberry Finn.

(All the children, surprised, look at Tom with great interest)

T e a c h e r: Thomas Sawyer, this is the most surprising excuse I have ever listened to. The usual punishment for coming late isn’t enough. Take off your jacket.

(Tom takes off his jacket, goes up to the teacher, whose arm goes up and down until it is tired)

T e a c h e r: Now, sir, go and sit with the girls. Let this be a lesson to you not to be late for school.

(Tom goes straight towards Becky and sits down near her. He puts his arms upon the long low desk and begins to learn the lesson. The other pupils soon turn to their books again and the whispering continues. Now Tom begins to look at Becky, but she turns away from him. When she turns to her book again, she sees a peach in front of her. She pushes it away; Tom gently puts it back. She pushes it away again. Tom returns it to it’s place. Then he rights on his slate: «Please take it – I’ve got more». The girl looks at the slate, but makes no sign. Then Tom begins to draw something on his slate.)

B e c k y (is curious and whispers): Let me see it. It’s nice. Now make a man.

(Tom draws.) It’s a beautiful man. Now draw me coming along.

(Tom draws) It’s even so nice. I wish I could draw

T o m: It’s easy. I’ll teach you.

B e c k y: Oh, will you? When?
T o m: At noon. Do you go home to diner?

B e c k y: I’ll stay if you will.

T o m: Good. What’s your name?

B e c k y: Becky Thatcher. What’s yours? Oh, I know. It’s Thomas Sawyer.

T o m: That’s the name they punish me by. I’m Tom when I am good. You call me Tom, will you?
B e c k y: Yes.

(Tom begins to write something on the slate, hiding the words from the girl.)

B e c k y: Let me see it. 

T o m: Oh, it isn’t anything.

B e c k y: Yes it is.
T o m: No, it isn’t. You don’t want to see it.

B e c k y: Yes, I do, indeed I do. Please let me.

T o m: You’ll tell.
B e c k y: No, I won’t
T o m: You won’t tell anybody at all. Ever, as long as you live?
B e c k y: No, I won’t ever tell anybody. Now let me.

(She puts her hand upon his. He pretends to resist but lets his hand come away from the slate till these words can be seen: «I love you»)
B e c k y: Oh, you bad thing!
(Just at this moment the teacher comes up, takes Tom by his ear and leads him to his own seat)

                                                                     Curtain.

