
A Readers’ Theater Adaptation of R.P. Harris’s 

Tua and the Elephant 

By Brooke King 

Readers: 

Narrator 1  Narrator 2  Narrator 3   Narrator 4  

Narrator 5  Tua   Auntie Orchid   Suay Nam 

 

Narrator 1:  Where does one take an elephant – a fugitive elephant, at that – in the city of 
Chiang Mai? 

Narrator 2:  How does one hide an elephant? 

Narrator 3:  Elephants don’t fit into closets, boxes or drawers.  One can’t simply toss a 
blanket over an elephant and call it a job well done. 

Narrator 4:  Someone is bound to notice. 

Narrator 5:  Elephants, for better or for worse, draw attention to themselves. 

Narrator 1:  After following the River Ping in the dark, Tua found her bearings and led the 
elephant down back alleys and unlit streets until she came to soi four where her auntie 
lived. 

Tua:  Wait here, chang. 

Narrator 2:  She stepped out of the shadows and knocked gently on the back door, 
imagining what she was going to say to her auntie. 

Narrator 3:  But before she had time to rehearse a speech, the door flew open and 
Auntie Orchid was standing in its place, wearing a red silk robe and green cold cream all 
over her face.  

Auntie Orchid:  Tu-ah!  What are you doing here?  It’s late.  Well, it’s not that late, I 
suppose.  Come in, if you’re coming. 

Tua:  Kha, Auntie. 

Narrator 4:  Tua bowed a wai, glanced over her shoulder, and stepped into the house. 

Auntie Orchid:  Was I expecting you? 

Tua:  I have an elephant. 



Narrator 5:  Tua began to relate the story of how she had rescued an elephant from a 
pair of rogues who were mistreating it. 

Auntie Orchid:  That’s nice, darling.  Every girl should have a ‘special friend.’ 

Tua:  Kha, Auntie.  Can I show it to you? 

Auntie Orchid:  I don’t know.  Can you? 

Tua:  I mean, may I show it to you? 

Auntie Orchid:  Yes, you may.  If you must. 

Narrator 1:  Tua opened the door and gestured with her head for her auntie to look 
outside.  

Narrator 2:  The elephant had moved out of the shadows and was standing on the 
porch, its trunk curled in front of its face as if it were about to knock on the door. 

Tua:  See? 

Narrator 3:  Auntie Orchid clasped her hands to the sides of her head and flung open 
her mouth as if to scream…but she didn’t. 

Narrator 4:  She stretched out her leg and gently closed the door with her foot instead. 

Auntie Orchid:  Tua, darling, would you please tell me why there is an elephant standing 
on MY back porch? 

Tua:  I told you already, Auntie.  There were two bad men being mean to the elephant and 
it asked me to help so I followed it to the river and… 

Auntie Orchid:  All right, all right, I remember now.  Slow down.  Take a deep breath. 

Narrator 5:  Auntie Orchid inhaled deeply, following her own advice. 

Auntie Orchid:  First of all, that elephant is not an it; she’s a she. 

Tua:  It is?  How do you know? 

Narrator 1:  Tua hadn’t considered the possibility that the elephant was a she.  It was an 
elephant.  But now it was a she – like she was.  Tua wanted to open the door and look at 
it – look at her – again.  

Auntie Orchid:  I know because I am a country girl.  That is, I was a country girl.  Of 
course now I’m Lady Orchid, the Lotus of the North.  And Chiang Mai’s First Lady of 
Sooooong (trilled musically), Comedy (grinning toothily), and Tragedy (frowning forlornly).  
[She takes an extravagant bow.] 

I grew up in the country, and I know elephants. 



Narrator 2:  With that, she flung open the back door and leaned out to look the elephant 
in the eyes. 

Auntie Orchid:  Look at that face!  Isn’t she lovely? 

Narrator 3:  Auntie Orchid batted her eyelashes at the elephant, perhaps a little 
enviously, for elephants have very long and beautiful eyelashes. 

Auntie Orchid:  But that doesn’t mean she can come in this house. 

Tua:  No, of course not, Auntie.  Where should we put her then? 

Narrator 3:  Auntie Orchid imagined trying to explain to her neighbors why there was an 
elephant in her backyard. 

Auntie Orchid:  Alright (sigh), but not in the bedroom.  And we had better put down 
some newspaper. 

Tua:  Come in, chang. 

Narrator 4:  She was already thinking that she needed to give the elephant a name. 

 

If short on time, readers theater script can end here. If not, continue. 

Narrator 5:  An elephant on the porch is not the same thing as an elephant in the 
kitchen.  Elephants seem to grow larger indoors, somehow.  Kitchens with elephants in 
them are overcrowded rooms. 

Narrator 1:  Tua and Auntie Orchid sat down at the kitchen table – which had to be 
pushed against the wall to make room for the elephant – and contemplated the problem. 

Tua:  What are we going to do, Auntie? 

Auntie Orchid:  We?  We? 

Tua:  Yes, Auntie.  You, me, and chang. 

Auntie Orchid:  You can stop calling her chang for a start. We need to give her a proper 
name. 

Tua:  Oh, yes, please. 

Narrator 2:  Naming an elephant is not quite as easy as it may seem.  

Narrator 3:  Dogs are quite happy with just about any name you give them.  And if you 
change a dog’s name, even one he’s quite fond of, he’ll still come when you call. 



Narrator 4:  Cats, on the other hand, pay no attention whatsoever to the names we give 
them.  They have their own names.  That is why when you call a cat by the name you’ve 
given her, she looks at you like you’ll never be capable of learning anything. 

Narrator 5:  But elephants not only expect to be named: they demand it. 

Narrator 1:  And they are very particular about their names.  Give an elephant a name it 
doesn’t care for, and you’ve got an elephant with a chip on its trunk. 

Narrator 2:  The last thing Auntie Orchid wanted was an unhappy elephant in her 
kitchen. 

Auntie Orchid:  Now before you say anything, Tua –  

Tua:  How about calling her Pohn-Pohn? Pohn’s the name of my very best friend at –  

Auntie Orchid:  (to the elephant)  Don’t pay any attention to her.  She’s only teasing, ha-
ha.  It’s a joke. 

(to Tua)  I think we can come up with a name that’s just a nit noi more sophisticated than 
Pohn-Pohn, don’t you? 

Tua:  But Pohntip’s my best friend at school!  And if one Pohn means happiness, then 
two Pohns means double happiness. 

Auntie Orchid:  Be that as it may… 

Tua:  She’s happy, and I’m happy. 

Auntie Orchid:  Even so… 

Tua:  We’re both happy. 

Auntie Orchid:  But is Pohn-Pohn really a proper name for an elephant?  Look at her.  
Look at those eyes.  Wouldn’t you just love to have eyes like that?  They are positively… 
regal.  They are a queen’s eyes! 

Tua:  She’s awfully pretty, but I don’t see what that’s got to do with it. 

Auntie Orchid:  She should be named after a queen.  But which one?  There are so 
many queens to choose from. 

Tua:  She’s not a queen!  She’s like me! 

Auntie Orchid:  A peanut?  

Tua:  An orchid? 

Narrator 3:  Tua recalled her mother’s words. 



Suay Nam:  A sharp tongue cuts both ways. 

Tua:  Orchid is a very nice name.  We could always call her Orchid. 

Auntie Orchid:  Taken.  Already taken, thank you very much.  Two Orchids would only 
confuse the public, darling.  It just isn’t done. 

Narrator 4:  Tua hunched her shoulders, grinning impishly. 

Auntie Orchid:  Oh, all right.  We’ll call her Pohn, then. 

Tua:  Pohn-Pohn! 

Auntie Orchid:  Pohn.  One Pohn is plenty Pohn enough. 

Narrator 5:  No sooner had one problem been sorted out than two more sprang to life.  

Narrator 1:  Pohn, or Pohn-Pohn, had opened the refrigerator door with her trunk and 
was searching for something to eat.  

Tua:  What do we feed her, Auntie? 

Auntie Orchid:  We’re going to need some help.  By the way, Tua, what did you tell your 
mother? 

Tua:  Ummm… 

Auntie Orchid:  I’m calling her right now at work.  What should I tell her? 

Tua:  Uhhhh…. 

Auntie Orchid:  (into the phone)  Su-ay!  It’s Orchid here.  I have Tua.  We’re having a 
girls’ night.  She’s sleeping over with me. 

(to Tua)  Here, your mother wants to speak to you. 

Tua:  Hello? 

Suay Nam:  Hello, my cherub.  I can’t talk long.  They’re running me off my feet.  What 
have you and your auntie been up to? 

Tua:  Nothing much. 

Suay Nam:  I’ve gotta go.  I just got another table.  Have fun.  And give your auntie a kiss 
for me.  Good night, my dove.  I love you the most. 

Tua:  Me too.  Bye, Mama. 

Narrator 2:  A string of sweat beaded Tua’s upper lip, and several other beads began to 
roll down the middle of her back.  She had never kept secrets from her mother before, and 
didn’t like the feeling. 



Auntie Orchid:  Never mind about your mother.  We have an elephant to worry about. 

Narrator 3:  Tua thought she would have to tell her mother everything the next day 
hoping that would ease her conscience.  

Narrator 4:  A conscience is like an elephant’s trunk: It never rests.  And a guilty 
conscience is particularly restless. 

Narrator 5:  But Tua had a hungry elephant to worry about.  Her conscience would have 
to wait. 

Tua:  Pohn-Pohn is hungry, Auntie. 

Auntie Orchid:  Pohn is too big for my kitchen. 

Narrator 1:  And so it was decided that Pohn-Pohn should be moved into the backyard, 
regardless of what the neighbors might say. 

 

Based on Chapter 6 – 8. 
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