Side 6 –Mrs. Medlock

MRS MEDLOCK:  Well, now. I suppose you’d like to know something about where you are going.

MARY:  Would I?

MRS MEDLOCK:  But don’t you care about your new home?

MARY:  It doesn’t matter whether I care or not.

MRS MEDLOCK:  Now in all my years, I’ve never seen a child sit so still or look so old. Well, you’re right not to care. Why you’re being brought to Misselthwaite I’ll never know. Your uncle isn’t going to trouble himself about you, that’s sure and certain. He never troubles himself about anyone. He’s a hunchback, you see. And a sour young man he was, and got no good of all his money and big place till he were married.

MARY:  To my mother’s sister?

MRS MEDLOCK:  Her name was Lily. And she was a sweet, pretty thing and he’d have walked the world over to get her a blade of grass that she wanted. Nobody thought she’d marry him, but marry him she did, and it wasn’t for his money either. But then when she died…

MARY:  How did she die?

MRS MEDLOCK:  It made him worse than ever. He travels most of the time now. It’s his brother, Dr. Craven, who makes all the decisions these days.

