Side 9 – Martha

MARTHA:  Well there, Mary Lennox. Me name is Martha. And now tha’rt up, I’ll make tha’ bed.

MARY:  Aren’t you going to dress me first?

MARTHA:  Canna tha’ dress thyself then?

MARY:  In India, my Ayah dressed me.

MARTHA:  Well then, it’ll do tha’ good to wait on thyself a bit. Tis fair a wonder grand folks children don’t turn out fair fools, bein’ washed and took out to walk like they was puppies.

MARY:  What is this language you speak?

MARTHA:  Well, of course, you’ve not heard any Yorkshire, livin’ in India, have ye? Mrs. Medlock said I’d have to be careful or you wouldn’t understand what I was sayin’.   Look there. Out the window. It’s the moor, it is. Like a dull purple sea this morning. Do you like it?

MARY:  I hate it.

MARTHA:  Ah, you wait ‘til spring, then. For the moor is fair covered in gorse and heather, and there’s such a lot of fresh air. My brother Dickon goes off and plays on the moor for hours. He’s got a pony that’s made friends with him, and birds and sheep and such as eats right out of his hand.

MARY:  These are not my clothes.

MARTHA:  Ay, miss, your Uncle…
MARY: (Interrupting) These are nicer than mine.

MARTHA:  You get these new clothes on then, and wrap up warm and run out and play. That’ll give you stomach for your porridge.

