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*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY with out whose
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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to Rob ert Inman as dramatizer
of the play and Jan Karon as au thor of the books in all pro grams dis trib -
uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in all in stances in
which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver tis ing, pub li ciz ing 
or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion. The names of Rob -
ert Inman and Jan Karon must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no 
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type.
Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on Rob ert Inman and Jan Karon, if in cluded in
the playbook, may be used in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice
must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”

In ad di tion, all pro duc ers of the play must in clude the fol low ing ac knowl -
edg ment on the ti tle page of all pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with
per for mances of the play and on all ad ver tis ing and pro mo tional ma te ri -
als:

“Or i ginally pro duced at the Blowing Rock Stage Com pany,
Ken neth Kay, Pro ducing Ar tis tic Di rec tor.”
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Jan Karon’s Jour ney to Mitford (later Wel come to Mitford)
re ceived its world pre miere at Blowing Rock Stage Com -
pany, Blowing Rock, N.C., on Sep tem ber 5, 2007. It was
di rected by Ken neth Kay,* orig i nal mu sic was by Wil liam
Harbinson, the set de sign was by Lyle Baskin, the light ing
de sign was by Rebecca Dail, cos tumes de sign by Lisa Tire -
man, sound de sign was by Gary Smith, prop er ties were by
Jesseca Terhaar and the pro duc tion stage man ager was Lisa 
Lamont.* The cast was as fol lows:

Fa ther Tim . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Stephen Ware*
Cynthia . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Angie Radosh*
Es ther, Prin ci pal, Mayor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Viki Boyle*
Emma, Velma. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kim Cozort*
Stu art, Townsperson . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . John Fe lix*
Younger Dooley. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jon a than Faulks
Woman #2, Townsperson . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Di ane Haas
Rus sell, Townsperson . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Paul Haas*
Puny. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Millicent Hunnicutt
Woman #1, Townsperson. . . . . . . . . . . . Melanie A. Miller
Sadie, Miss Rose . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Har riet Oser*
Un cle Billy . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ed Pilkington*
Older Dooley . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Brian Seagroves
Head mas ter, Townsperson . . . . . . . . . . . . . Steve Sensenig
J.C., Wal ter . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Gary Lee Smith*
Hoppy, Percy . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Tom Wahl*
Mule, Larry. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mark Woodard
Teen agers . . . . . . . . . . . . Cameron Greene, Jor dan Rucker,

Dylan Rus sell, Lyle Sterne

*De notes mem ber ship in Ac tors’ Eq uity As so ci a tion.
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WEL COME TO MITFORD

CHAR AC TERS

FATHER TIM Kavanagh . . . . . . bach e lor par ish priest in a
small moun tain town

CYNTHIA Cop per smith. . . . . . . a new next-door neigh bor

EMMA Garrett . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . church sec re tary

DOOLEY Barlowe . . . . . young ster from a trou bled fam ily

OLDER DOOLEY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a col lege stu dent

RUS SELL Jacks . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dooley’s grand fa ther,
church cus to dian

PUNY Bradshaw . . . . . . . . . . . . Fa ther Tim’s no-non sense
house keeper

ESTHER Cunningham . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mitford’s mayor

STU ART Cullen . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Fa ther Tim’s bishop

WALTER Kavanagh . . . . . . . . . . . . . Fa ther Tim’s brother
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UN CLE BILLY Wat son . . . . . . . . . . . . . town phi los o pher
and joke-teller

MISS ROSE. . . . . . . . . . . . . . Un cle Billy’s ec cen tric wife

SADIE Baxter. . . . . . . . . el derly heir ess and phi lan thro pist

PERCY Mosley . . . . . . . pro pri etor of the Main Street Grill

VELMA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Percy’s wife

MULE Skinner. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . lo cal realtor

J.C. Ho gan . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . news pa per ed i tor

HOPPY Harper . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . com mu nity phy si cian

PRIN CI PAL . . . . . . . . . . . . at Dooley’s el e men tary school

HEAD MAS TER. . . . . . . . . . . at Dooley’s board ing school

LARRY John son . . . . . . . . . adult leader of a camp ing trip

LILA, LEE, ELVIN, LUKE . . . . . . . . . . . . . teen camp ers

TOWNS PEO PLE and PARISHONERS . . . . . . . of all ages
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ACT  ONE

Cur tain up.

Mu sic up. An evo ca tion of the vil lage of Mitford—Main
Street, the Main Street Grill, church and rec tory, Cyn -
thia’s house, Fern bank, the hos pi tal. Light up on
FATHER TIM as he en ters, stops, sniffs the air and
smiles.

Mu sic out as FA THER TIM takes a key from his pocket.
Sud denly, the sound of a large dog’s great, boom ing
voice from offstage.

BAR NA BAS (O.S.). Woof! Woof, woof, woof! (FATHER
TIM re coils.) Woof! Woof!

FATHER TIM. Good grief! Get away! Be gone! (He fi -
nally re sorts in des per a tion to scrip ture.) Let no cor rupt
com mu ni ca tion pro ceed out of your mouth but that
which is good to the use of ed i fy ing… (The dog’s bark -
ing fades into a meek whine.) Good heav ens, a dog that
re sponds to scrip ture. Well, now, I hope you’ve got that
non sense out of your sys tem.

(The dog starts bark ing again as EMMA Garrett rushes
in, bran dish ing a pock et book.)
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EMMA. Fa ther Tim! Fa ther Tim! (She swats in the di rec -
tion of the dog with her pock et book and he re treats,
yelp ing.) And don’t come back! (She hands FATHER
TIM a hand ker chief, which he uses to wipe his face and
glasses.)

FATHER TIM. Thank you, Emma.
EMMA. That was n’t a dog, that was a Bu ick! (She hands

FATHER TIM a bun dle of en ve lopes.) Here’s your mail.
I’ll have your cof fee ready in a min ute.

FATHER TIM. Blast! Make it a dou ble! (EMMA ex its.
FATHER TIM opens one of the let ters. He scans it for a
mo ment. To him self.) Hmmm…from Stu art Cul len…
won der what my old friend and bishop has to say.

(Light down on FATHER TIM, up on STU ART Cul len,
who holds an iden ti cal piece of pa per, from which he
reads:)

STU ART. “Dearest Tim o thy: You ask if I have ever faced
such a thing as you are cur rently fac ing. My friend, ex -
haus tion and fa tigue are the steady com pan ions of a
com mit ted priest and there is no way around it. I’m con -
cerned for what might fol low if this goes un at tended.
Keep a jour nal. Let off some steam. Spend a bit of
money on your self. Pray. You are vi tally im por tant to
your flock. Hang in there! I can not ex hort you to marry,
Tim o thy, but I will say…

(Light down on STU ART, up on FATHER TIM, who
sighs, folds the let ter and puts it back in the en ve lope.)
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FATHER TIM (mus ing). “…ex hort you to marry.” Well,
some times it seems sad to have never mar ried and raised 
a fam ily of my own. But…be ing a bach e lor leaves far
more time for my par ish fam ily. And good ness knows, I
need it.

(A crowd of PARISHONERS rushes in, sur round ing
FATHER TIM, all talk ing at once, some of them shov ing 
pieces of pa per at him. He looks over whelmed and be -
wil dered. We hear snatches of di a logue…)

PARISHONERS. …flow ers for the sanc tu ary on Sunday… 
of course you’re bak ing a ham for the wed ding re cep -
tion…must see you for a coun sel ing ses sion…the or der
of wor ship…a new joke for your ser mon…Fa ther Tim… 
Fa ther Tim, Fa ther Tim, Fa ther Tim…

(The PA RISH IO NERS exit as EMMA rushes in.)

EMMA. Fa ther Tim, that dog is back!
BAR NA BAS (O.S.). Woof!
FATHER TIM. I know. He seems to have adopted me.
EMMA. Does he have a name?
FATHER TIM. Not that I know of. I sup pose I’ll give him

one. How about…Bar na bas.
BAR NA BAS (O.S.). Woof!
EMMA. Well, keep him out of the church of fice. It’s ei ther 

him or me.

(EMMA ex its as the crowd of PA RISH IO NERS en ters,
boil ing around FATHER TIM, all talk ing at once…)

Act I WEL COME TO MITFORD 9

© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois.



PARISHIONERS. …Fa ther Tim, Fa ther Tim, Fa ther
Tim…

(The PA RISH IO NERS rush off as Mayor ESTHER Cun -
ningham en ters, hold ing a mag a zine.)

FATHER TIM. Good morn ing, Mayor.
ESTHER. Have you seen the ar ti cle? (Read ing.) “Mitford

is a vil lage de light fully out of step with con tem po rary
Amer ica…and while Mitford’s charm and beauty at tract
vis i tors like bees to hon ey suckle, the town makes a con -
scious ef fort to dis cour age tour ism.”

FATHER TIM. I sup pose that’s true…
ESTHER. So here we are, try ing to dis cour age tour ism,

and…

(Light up on MISS ROSE Wat son, dressed in a mil i tary
trench coat dec o rated with med als, a man’s bashed-in
felt hat, and rub ber boots. Sound of traf fic as MISS
ROSE di rects.)

ESTHER (cont’d). Rose Wat son is di rect ing traf fic over by 
the town mon u ment.

FATHER TIM. Well, I don’t see…
ESTHER. Tour ists! They’ll be flock ing here from all over

to see an old woman in a trench coat di rect ing traf fic.
I’d like for you to speak to Un cle Billy about it. (She ex -
its.)

FATHER TIM. But…why me?

(UN CLE BILLY en ters.)
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FATHER TIM (cont’d). Un cle Billy. Just the man I wanted 
to see.

UN CLE BILLY. Well, I’ll be et fer a tater if it ain’t the
preacher. Got a new joke for you.

FATHER TIM (in di cat ing MISS ROSE). Be fore you get
into that…

UN CLE BILLY. This feller, he wanted to learn to skydive, 
don’t you know. And so he takes all kind of train ing and 
one day he has to jump out of this air plane. And out he
goes like a ton of bricks and com mences to pull the cord 
and they don’t nothin’ hap pen, and starts pullin’ on his
emer gency cord, and they still don’t nothin’ hap pen.
First thing you know, here co mes this other feller,
a’shootin’ up from the ground, and the feller goin’ down 
says, “Hey, buddy, do you know any thing about para -
chutes?” And the one a’comin’ up says, “Nope, do you
know any thing about gas stoves?”

FATHER TIM. That’s a good one, Un cle Billy. But what I
wanted to talk to you about… (He in di cates MISS
ROSE, still di rect ing traf fic.)

UN CLE BILLY. Some times she’s good as gold, and those
are the times I live for. Other times, she’s mean as a
snake. But it’s her ill ness.

FATHER TIM. Schizo phre nia.
UN CLE BILLY. That’s right. We been mar ried forty-three

years, and I knowed right off she was sick. But she’s all
I’ve got, and I’m thank ful.

FATHER TIM. Is there any thing we can do to help?
UN CLE BILLY. Well sir, I don’t know what it would be.

The Bap tists tried, the Presbyterians tried, the Meth od -
ists did their part. But ain’t nothin’ worked. Now we’re
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com ing over here to Lord’s Cha pel, and we like it, ex -
cept for all the kneelin’ and gettin’ up and down.

FATHER TIM. You know, you don’t have to kneel. You
can stand or sit, just as well. Je sus prayed both ways.
We Epis co pa lians can’t heal Miss Rose any more than
the Meth od ists or Bap tists, but we’ll do all we can.

UN CLE BILLY. I thank you, Preacher. (Exits.)
FATHER TIM (ges tur ing to ward MISS ROSE). But what

about…

(Light down on MISS ROSE, up on the church of fice.
FATHER TIM crosses to it as PUNY Bradshaw en ters,
push ing a roar ing vac uum cleaner, fol lowed closely by
EMMA.)

FATHER TIM (cont’d). Emma, what in the world…
EMMA. I’ve been tell ing you you need house hold help.

Well, the vestry has hired Puny Bradshaw.
FATHER TIM. Puny?
PUNY. When I was born I was all sickly and puny-like. I

got over it by hard work.

(She ex its, push ing the vac uum, fol lowed by EMMA.
RUS SELL Jacks en ters, car ry ing a yard rake.)

RUS SELL. Beggin’ your par don, Fa ther, but there’s bats in 
your bel fry.

FATHER TIM. Ah, well, Rus sell…it’s been that way since 
an early age.

RUS SELL. Soon as we get them bats out of there, I’ll
scrape up the drop pings and work ’em in the flower beds.
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FATHER TIM. Do you have time for a visit be fore you
tackle the bats?

RUS SELL. I’ve got my lit tle granboy stand ing out side.
He’s been stay ing with me. His mama’s poorly and
cain’t half watch af ter him. (Con fi den tially.) She lays
drunk.

FATHER TIM. I’m sorry.
RUS SELL. She let all her young’uns go, all five. They

were snatched up like a bunch of kit tens in a box, one
give here, an other give yon der. The boy’s the old est,
been tak ing care of them little’uns all his life, nearly.
It’s an aw ful bad thing for the boy. I told her I’d look
af ter him awhile. Name’s Dooley.

FATHER TIM. Dooley, come on in and let’s get a look at
you.

(DOOLEY Barlowe en ters—a tou sle-haired bare foot boy 
in dirty over alls. He stops just on stage and stands there, 
fidg et ing.)

DOOLEY. Ain’t this a church place?
FATHER TIM. It’s a church of fice.
DOOLEY. I cain’t come in, then. I ain’t washed.
FATHER TIM. You don’t have to wash to come in.

(DOOLEY crosses to FATHER TIM and RUS SELL,
look ing about.)

DOOLEY. You got any place in here where I can take a
dump?

Act I WEL COME TO MITFORD 13
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(FATHER TIM, taken aback, points off stage. DOOLEY
ex its hur riedly, fol lowed by RUS SELL.

PUNY en ters, push ing the roar ing vac uum cleaner. She
holds a rag ged pair of boxer shorts.)

PUNY. Fa ther, your un der wear looks like it’s been in a
cat fight. How in the world do you preach a ser mon in
these things? (FATHER TIM is speech less.) Don’t mind
me. My granpaw was a preacher and I waited on him
hand and foot for years. Next time I’m at Wal-Mart, I’ll
get you a dozen pairs, ’cause I’m go ing to use these for
clean ing rags.

(As she ex its, a crowd en ters, chat ter ing ex cit edly—
EMMA, SADIE Baxter, ESTHER and UN CLE BILLY,
who car ries a large paint ing wrapped in brown pa per.)

UN CLE BILLY. Look here, Preacher. Miss Sadie wants to
give this piece of art to the church.

SADIE. I was up in the at tic, look ing for an old pic ture of
Papa, the one with his han dle bar mous tache, when I
came across this paint ing of the Blessed Vir gin and the
baby Je sus that Papa brought back from Eu rope. Ev ery -
body close your eyes. (They all close their eyes while
SADIE rips the pa per off.) Now!

ALL (open their eyes). Whooooo!
FATHER TIM. This is quite beau ti ful!

(They all ex am ine it closely.)
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SADIE. You know, I’ve never thought about it be fore, but
this looks mighty like a Vermeer to me.

ALL. Whooooo!
FATHER TIM (thought fully). I read some where that

there’s only thirty-five Vermeers in the world.
UN CLE BILLY. Well, I’ll be et fer a tater.
FATHER TIM. We’ll have to get an ap praisal.

(Mu sic up. SADIE, EMMA, ESTHER and UN CLE BILLY 
rush off with the paint ing, chat ter ing ex cit edly.

Light up on the Grill. News pa per ed i tor J.C. Ho gan and
MULE Skin ner sit at a ta ble. PERCY Moseley hov ers
over the ta ble with a cof fee pot, fill ing mugs as FATHER
TIM ap proaches and sits. Mu sic out.)

PERCY. Boys, howdy, I got to do some thing…
FATHER TIM. About what, Percy?
PERCY. Busi ness. It’s fell way off.
MULE. Maybe you ought to mess around with the menu,

and come up with a spe cial you could run the same day
ev ery week.

PERCY. Like what?
MULE. Giz zards. I’ve told you for years that giz zards is

the an swer to lin ing your pock ets.
J.C. He’s right. You can sell giz zards in this town. This is

a giz zard kind of town.

(VELMA Moseley en ters, or der pad in hand.)

VELMA. I see the Tur key Club has con vened. Do you tur -
keys eat giz zards?

Act I WEL COME TO MITFORD 15
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J.C. Not in this life time.
MULE. No way.
FATHER TIM. I pass. I ate a giz zard in first grade, and

that was enough for me. I’ll take two poached eggs and
toast.

J.C. Two eggs over light, ham, dou ble or der of hash
browns.

MULE. Let me think about it.

(VELMA gives MULE a look of dis gust and stomps
away.)

PERCY. Maybe I could do giz zards with some of Velma’s
spe cial dip ping sauce.

MULE (skep ti cal). Maybe not.
J.C. You need to ad ver tise.
PERCY. Maybe…a ban ner to hang over my awn ing.
FATHER TIM. What do you want the ban ner to say?
PERCY. Dern if I know. Some catchy phrase, I guess.
MULE. I got one. “This is the best place to eat in town.”
J.C. This is the only place to eat in town.
MULE. Scratch that.
J.C. All right, let me think about it.
PERCY. I got to jump in here and start cook ing. Mule,

you’re hav ing what the Fa ther is hav ing.
MULE. I usu ally do.

(PERCY ex its.)

J.C. (to FATHER TIM). I guess you’re cel e brat ing, huh?
FATHER TIM. What do you mean, cel e brat ing?
J.C. All that money you’ll be get ting down at the cha pel.
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FATHER TIM. What money is that?
MULE. Word’s out you’ve got a paint ing over there worth

two hun dred thou sand dol lars.
FATHER TIM. Good grief!
MULE. A Vaneer.
J.C. (tak ing pad and pen cil from a pocket). It’s gonna be

the lead story in the pa per this week. I need a quote.
FATHER TIM. You can quote me as say ing it’s ab so lutely

un true. Some one do nated a nice paint ing, but we have n’t 
even had it ap praised.

MULE. Oh, and the word’s also out that you’ve got a new
neigh bor com ing in next door.

FATHER TIM. Ter rific. What does he do?
MULE. It’s a she, and she’s an art ist and a writer. Blonde,

blue eyes, real nice legs.
FATHER TIM. Aha.

(Stage dark. Mu sic up. Light up on FATHER TIM,
stand ing near a hedge, leash in hand. Mu sic un der as he 
calls off stage…)

FATHER TIM (cont’d). Bar na bas, time to step out side,
buddy.

BAR NA BAS (O.S.). Woof!
FATHER TIM. All right, with out the leash this time, but

stay in your own yard. The hedge and no far ther.
BAR NA BAS (O.S.). Woof! Woof! Woof! Woof!

(Sound of VI O LET, a ter ri fied cat.)

VI O LET (O.S.). Woooowwwrrrr!
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