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ACT I: CAST OF CHARACTERS 

 

 
 

Scene Scene Title Characters Page. 

1 Sara Arrives Sara (Narrator); Captain Crewe; Sara; Miss Minchin. 2 

2 School Tour Sara (Narrator); Captain Crewe; Sara; Miss Minchin;  Becky; 
LAVINIA, JESSE, JANE, HATTIE, DOTTIE, LOTTIE, & 
ERMENGARDE. 

3-6 

3 Miss Amelia Miss Minchin; Miss Amelia; Sara (offstage) 7 

4 The French  
Teacher 

Madame Dufarge; Sara (Narrator); Sara, LAVINIA, JESSE, JANE, 
HATTIE, DOTTIE, LOTTIE, & ERMENGARDE. 

8-10 

5 Lottie Miss Amelia, Madame Dufarge, Lottie, Sara, Ermengarde, Sara 
(Narrator) 

11-12 

6 Becky Becky, Lottie, Ermengarde & Sara 13 

7 Storytime Becky, Sara, LAVINIA, JESSE, JANE, HATTIE, DOTTIE, LOTTIE, & 
ERMENGARDE. 

14-15 

8 The Great War Captain Crew, Sara (Narrator) & Sara. All Performers aged 10+ for 
background (Younger performers go change for Sara’s birthday 
scene) 

16 

END OF ACT I 
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SCENE 1: SARA ARRIVES 

 

LX: LIGHTS UP stage right spot and LIGHTS UP stage left spot. In the stage left spot stands 

SARA and CAPTAIN CREWE. They are dressed for a journey. CAPTAIN CREWE carries 

Sara’s BAG and Sara carries a DOLL. In the stage-left spot stands SARA (NARRATOR). 

 

SARA (NARRATOR) Once on a dark winter's day, when the yellow fog hung so thick and 

heavy  

in the streets of London that the lamps were lighted and the shop 

windows blazed with gas, an odd-looking little girl arrived with her father 

from India. She leaned against her Papa…(Stage right, SARA leans 

against CAPTAIN CREWE) who held her in his arms, as she stared at the 

passing people with an old-fashioned thoughtfulness in her big eyes. That 

little girl… was me. During my short life growing up in India, only one 

thing had troubled me, and that thing was– 

SARA   The place… 

SARA (NARRATOR)  “The place" I was to be taken to some day.  

SARA   Are we going to the place, Papa? 

CAPTAIN CREWE Yes, Sara. 

SARA   But why must I go? 

CAPTAIN CREWE Because you must go to school! You know all the British children in  

India go to school in England. 

SARA   Couldn't you go to school, too? I would help you with your lessons. 

CAPTAIN CREWE Dear Sara! You will not have to stay for a very long time. You will go to  

a nice house where there will be lots of little girls, and you will play 

together, and I will send you plenty of books. 

SARA   I do not care very much for other little girls, but if I have plenty of books, 

then at least I can console myself. 

CAPTAIN CREWE (laughs) Here. Look! We’ve arrived.  

SARA   Is this the place? (gazes up at the building) 

SARA (NARRATOR) It was a big, dull, brick house, exactly like all the others in its row, and 
on the front door shone a brass plate on which was engraved the words… 

SARA   (reads) MISS MINCHIN’s Select Seminary for Young Ladies.  
SARA (NARRATOR) We rang the bell. 
 
An old-fashioned Bell Rings. Note: another cast member will physically ring a bell behind the 
curtain. Sara and Captain Crewe wait expectantly. 
 
SARA (NARRATOR) I often thought afterwards that the house was exactly like Miss Minchin. It  

was respectable and well furnished… but everything in it was ugly. 
 
MRS MINCHIN enters the spotlight. 
 
MISS MINCHIN Captain Crewe? Welcome. I am Miss Minchin.  
 
LX: Spotlight out. 
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SCENE 2: SCHOOL TOUR 
 
LX: Stage lights up. 
 
Miss Minchin’s Seminary. Rows of desks are organised on the stage, and the SCHOOL GIRLS 
sit at them, facing front (facing the audience) - tired and bored of their lessons. MISS AMELIA is 
teaching… or, rather, she is fast asleep in her chair. The audience sees all this, though Sara, 
Captain Crewe and Miss Minchin do not. They stand in the adjacent hallway. 
 
 
CAPTAIN CREWE Sarah is a very clever girl and a great reader. She loves books so please  

purchase any she would like, Miss Minchin. My lawyer will settle the 
accounts monthly. No expense spared.  

MISS MINCHIN No expense spared - of course Captain Crewe! It will be a great privilege  
to have charge of such a beautiful and promising child, . I have organised  
the largest suite available as well as a room for her maid, naturally. 

CAPTAIN CREWE Excellent. I appreciate your attentiveness. And please make her ride her  
pony in the row or go out and buy a new doll now and then.  

SARA   Papa, if I went out and bought a new doll every few days, I  
should have more than I could be fond of. Dolls ought to be intimate 
friends. Emily is my intimate friend. 

 
Captain Crewe looks at Miss Minchin and Miss Minchin looks at Captain Crewe. 
 
MISS MINCHIN Who is Emily? 
SARA   This is Emily! (holds up her doll) She is a doll papa bought for me. I have  

called her Emily. She is going to be my friend when papa is gone. I want 
her to talk to about him. 

MISS MINCHIN What an original child! What a darling little creature! 
CAPTAIN CREWE Yes. She is a darling little creature. Take great care of her for me, Miss  

Minchin. Sara is my little princess. 
MISS MINCHIN Princess? Indeed. 
SARA   Papa says every girl is a princess, Miss Minchin. 
MISS MINCHIN What an - interesting notion. Well, I will let you say goodbye. And then we  

must go in to the classroom, Sara. It is time for your lessons. 
 
Miss Minchin turns away, but listens. 
 
SARA   (whispers) I don't like it, papa! But then I dare say soldiers—even brave  

ones—don't really LIKE going into battle. 
CAPTAIN CREWE  (laughs) Oh, little Sara. What shall I do when I have no one to say solemn  

things to me? No one else is as solemn as you are. 
SARA   You will come back for me, won’t you Papa? 
CAPTAIN CREWE Of course, I will! The war will be over in no time, and I will be back to take  

my little Princess home to India! (They embrace) Now, go and meet the  
other girls. Go and make some friends, Sara!  
 

CAPTAIN CREWE nods to Miss Minchin, and begins to leave. Sara runs after him and 
embraces him again, and then lets him go. He exits. 
 
Now, Miss Minchin’s voice changes. It is sharper. 
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MISS MINCHIN Sara! Come along.  
 
MISS MINCHIN walks into the classroom.  
 
The SCHOOL GIRLS sit up straight - alarmed. Miss Minchin inspires fear. 
 
MISS MINCHIN Girls! This is Sara Crewe.  
 
MISS MINCHIN moves Sara from behind her and presents her to the class. The SCHOOL 
GIRLS all exclaim at the finery of her dress. MISS AMELIA wakes up in alarm. 
 
ALL GIRLS:  (various sounds - don’t all say the same thing!)  

Ooooh!   Ahhh!     Wow! 
 

ERMENGARDE Her dress is so beautiful! 
JESSE   Look at her shoes! 
LAVINIA  She’s just spoilt! 
HATTIE  She looks very rich! 
DOTTIE  She has such beautiful curls. 
LOTTIE  I like her doll! 
MISS AMELIA  I like her hat. 
 
MISS MINCHIN SILENCE! 
 
The SCHOOL GIRLS freeze.  
 
LX: The stage lights snap off and the spotlight with Sara (Narrator) snaps on.  
 

 

SARA (NARRATOR) I knew my Father was rich because I heard people say so when they  

thought I was not listening, and I also heard them say that when I grew 

up, I would be rich too. I didn’t know what being rich meant, except that I 

had always lived in a beautiful house in India where my father was a 

captain in the army, and I had toys and beautiful clothes. That, however, 

was all I knew about being rich. 

 
LX: The spotlight with Sara (Narrator) snaps off and the stage lights snap on. 
 
The SCHOOL GIRLS unfreeze.  
 

MISS MINCHIN Stand up! (All girls stand) Introduce yourselves like young  
ladies. Immediately! Lavinia. 

LAVINIA  I’m Lavinia. How do you do. 
   (the girls go around the room - each curtsies). 
JESSE   I’m Jesse. How do you do. 
JANE   I’m Jane. How do you do. 
HATTIE  I’m Hattie. How do you do. 
DOTTIE  I’m Dottie. How do you do. 
LOTTIE  I’m Lottie. How do you do. 
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ERMENGARDE (nervously) I-I’m… I’m um, Ermengarde. (waits awkwardly, then  
remembers) Oh! How do you do. (curtsies as an afterthought) 

SARA   I’m Sara. How do you do.  
MISS MINCHIN SIT DOWN! (All girls sit in sharp unison. Sara walks to the empty seat).  

Get on with your lessons. And be good for Miss Amelia. You understand? 
ALL GIRLS  Yes, Miss Minchin. 
 
Miss Minchin exits. 
 
MISS AMELIA  (Nervously, moving around the room, trying to sound teacherly) You 
heard  

Miss Minchin, ladies! Ah, please - er - continue with your geography. It  
was geography, wasn’t it? Yes, yes, we were, um, just labelling a map of 
the world, Sara. So, ah, if you need help, just ask one of the older girls. 
Thank you. Very good girls! Good work! Excellent. (returns to her chair) 
(Sara puts her head down and begins labelling the map). 

LAVINIA  (jealously) So that is Miss. Minchin’s new show pupil. I suppose she will  
walk at the front of the line to church. 

JESSE   I heard her Papa is very rich. 
LAVINIA  Who cares? She isn’t even pretty. 
LOTTIE  I think she’s very pretty. 
LAVINIA  Shut up, Lottie. No one cares what you think. 
   (Lottie pokes her tongue out.) 
LAVINIA  (Resentfully) I passed her room last night and I saw her French maid  

opening a box from some shop. It was full of petticoats with lace frills on 
them.  

JANE   I heard Miss Minchin say that her clothes were so grand that they were  
ridiculous for a child. My mamma says that children should be dressed 
simply.  

JESSE   Look! She’s got one of those petticoats on now. I saw it when she sat  
down. 

JANE   AND she has silk stockings on! And what little feet! (Longingly) I never 
saw such little feet. 

LAVINIA  (spitefully) Oh, that is just the way her slippers are made.  
JESSE   Yes! My mamma says that even big feet can be made to look small if  

you have a clever shoemaker. I wish I knew a clever shoemaker… 
LAVINIA  I don't think she is pretty at all. Her eyes are such a strange colour. 
JESSE   She isn't as pretty as… other pretty people are… but she makes you want  

to look at her again. She has tremendously long eyelashes. 
HATTIE  Maybe we should go and speak to her? 
DOTTIE  I think she looks very kind. 
LAVINIA  Excuse me? Don’t go and speak to her. She’s nothing special. I bet she’s  

Stupid too. You might as well go and speak to Ermengarde. How’s your 
map going, Ermengarde?  

   (Ermangarde looks nervously and sadly up from her work) 
Well? Have you been able to locate England, yet? 
(Lavinia, Jesse and Jane laugh).  

JESSE   (to Ermengarde) Ahahaha, she’s saying you’re stupid! 
SARA   She’s not stupid. 
   (Everyone turns to look at Sara with a gasp). 
LAVINIA  (stands) What did you say? 
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SARA   (stands) You heard me. 
 
Offstage: the BELL RINGS. MISS AMELIA - who had snoozed off again - jumps up. 
 
MISS AMELIA  End of class! Pack up your things, girls! Very good! Good lesson! Good  

work with the countries and all that! Come along, hurry up! File out! Hurry 
up! There are scones with jam and cream at morning tea! Did you hear me, 
girls? SCONES! 
 

The girls file out, Lavinia eyeing Sara. Everyone leaves except Sara. She sits at her desk, lost. 
Puts her head down on the desk as if sobbing. 
 
Unseen by Sara, BECKY enters with a SWEEPING BRUSH. She sweeps the room. 
 
SARA   Hello. 
 
BECKY jumps. 
 
BECKY  I’m so sorry, miss. I didn’t realise you was still in lessons! 
SARA   Oh, don’t worry. The lesson is over. 
BECKY  Beggin’ your pardon, miss. (begins to leave) 
SARA   You don’t have to go! I don’t mind!  
BECKY  Oh, Miss, I’m not spose to talk to the young ladies. And you ain’t  

spose to talk to me. 
SARA   Why not? 
BECKY  It’s just not allowed, miss. (goes to leave, but stops) I was listenin’ miss,  

and I just wanted to say, it was brave of you to stand up to Miss Lavinia. 
And, also, I’m sorry you is cryin’, miss. And if you weren’t a lady and I 
weren’t a servant, I would give you a big hug, miss! 

SARA   You’re very kind! (moves towards her as if to hug, but Becky stops her) 
BECKY  No, miss! I’ll be kicked out on the streets if Miss Minchin catches us. No  

offence, miss, but I don’t want to hug you that much. 
SARA   Oh, of course. Thank you… um? 
BECKY  It’s Becky, Miss. 
SARA   I’m Sara Crewe. 
BECKY  I know. I wash your bloomers. Bye, miss. 
 
BECKY exits. SARA returns to the desk, and puts her head down in misery. 
 
LX: Fade out. 
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SCENE 3: MISS MINCHIN & MISS AMELIA 

 

STAGE SPOTLIGHTS up.  

 

SARA (NARRATOR) That was the first time I saw Becky. I was struck by her poor clothes and  

her hands covered in blisters. She was a little girl just like me, and yet she 

was almost invisible in this place! That night, Miss. Minchin and Miss. 

Amelia gathered in their parlour as usual. Miss Amelia was very much in 

awe of her sister. She was really the better-natured person of the two, but 

like the rest of us, she feared Miss Minchin.  

MISS MINCHIN That new girl! You should have heard her today! (mimics) Papa says  

every girl is a princess. I’m a princess. I’m spoilt and have no idea how 

the world really works, bla bla bla! 

MISS AMELIA  She is only a child, sister. Does every girl not dream of being a princess? 

MISS MINCHIN But she doesn’t dream of it. She really believes it! Spoilt and deluded  

beyond words. I don’t like her. I don’t trust her. (sharply) Amelia? 

MISS AMELIA  Yes, sister? 

MISS MINCHIN Go and check on her. 

MISS AMELIA  (obediently) Yes, sister. 

   (MISS AMELIA goes upstairs and knocks on Sara’s door). 

SARA   (from within) I have locked it. I want to be quite by myself, if you please. 

MISS AMELIA  (at a loss for words) Ah - I see, yes, thank you… (MISS AMELIA runs  

back to her sister in alarm) It’s very alarming! 

MISS MINCHIN What? What is it? 

MISS AMELIA  I’ve never heard anything like it! 

MISS MINCHIN? Was she insolent? What did she say? 

MISS AMELIA  She very politely said that she would like to be by herself! I never heard  

such a strange, old-fashioned child, sister! She has locked herself in, and 

she is not making the least particle of noise! I think she is reading! 

MISS MINCHIN Reading? How unnerving. I suppose it is much better than if she kicked  

and screamed, as some of them do. I expected that a child as spoiled as 

her would set the whole house in an uproar. If ever a child was given her 

own way in everything, she is. 

MISS AMELIA  I watched her maid open her trunks and put her things away. I never saw  

anything like her clothes—sable and ermine on her coats, and real 

French lace on her underclothing! You have seen some of her clothes. 

What do you think of them? 

MISS MINCHIN I think they are perfectly ridiculous, but they will look very well at the head  

of the line when we take the schoolchildren to church on Sunday. She 

has been provided for as if she were a little princess. She is my show 

pupil now. She will show off Miss Minchin’s Select Seminary for Young 

Ladies. And with that absurdly indulgent father of hers… by the time her 

education is finished, I will be very rich! 
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SCENE 4: THE FRENCH TEACHER 

 

ALL GIRLS are in French class. The French Teacher, Madame Dufarge, has each girl standing 

one at a time to recite words and phrases. 

 

MDME DUFARGE Ladies, it is important zat you study your French vocabulary! (Aside to  

herself:) Je déteste enseigner le français aux étudiants paresseux. 

Lavinia! 

   (Lavina stands). Say… Thank you very much. 

LAVINIA  Thank you very much. Merci beaucoup. (sits proudly) 

MDME DUFARGE Lottie. (Lottie stands) What is the French word for ‘hello’? 

LAVINIA  Oh, that’s soooo easy! 

MDME DUFARGE I did not ask you, Lavinia! Lottie? 

LOTTIE  Bonjour. 

MDME DUFARGE Très bien. (Lottie sits) Hattie? (Hattie stands) Count to five. 

HATTIE  Un, deux, trois, quatre, cinq. 

MDME DUFARGE Très bien. (Hattie sits) Dottie! (Dottie stands) Continue on numbers six to  

ten. 

DOTTIE  Six, sept, huit… ummm… 

LAVINIA  It’s neuf! 

MDME DUFARGE Lavinia! 

DOTTIE  Neuf, Dix. 

MDME DUFARGE   Bien. 

MDME DUFARGE Jane. The months of the year, s'il vous plaît.  

JANE   janvier (zhan-vee-ay), février (feh-vree-ay), mars (mahrs), avril (ah-vreel),  

mai (may), juin (zhuahn ), juillet (zhui-ay)-- 

 

Miss Minchin enters with Sara. All ladies stand as Jane also falls silent. 

 

MISS MINCHIN Apologies for the interruption. Madame Dufarge. I am sorry to say that our  

new student, Sara, thought herself above attending your class this 

morning. 

SARA   I’m sorry, it’s not that– it’s just that– 

MISS MINCHIN As your papa has engaged a French maid for you. I conclude that he  

wishes you to make a special study of the French language. 

SARA   I think he engaged her, because he—he thought I would like her, Miss  

Minchin. 

(The girls make sounds of awe that Sara would answer back). 

MISS MINCHIN I am afraid that you have been a very spoiled little girl and always imagine  

that things are done because you like them. My impression is that your 

papa wished you to learn French. 

SARA   I—I have never really learned French, but—but— 

MISS MINCHIN That is enough, If you have not learned, you must begin at once. The  
French mistress, Madame Dufarge, will test you. In front of everyone. 
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(Lavinia, Jesse and Jane look particularly delighted.) You look rather  
cross, Sara. I am sorry you do not like the idea of learning French. 

SARA   I am very fond of it, but– 
MISS MINCHIN You must not say 'but' when you are told to do things. 
MDME DUFARGE Is this a new pupil for me, madame? I hope that is my good fortune. 
MISS MINCHIN This is Sara. Her papa—Captain Crewe—is very anxious that she should  

begin the language. But I am afraid she has a childish prejudice against it. 
She does not seem to wish to learn. 

MDME DUFARGE I am sorry of that, mademoiselle. Sara, Perhaps, when we begin to study  
together, I may show you that it is a charming tongue. 

SARA   (speaks the following in fluent French) Bonjour Madame Dufarge, je  
m’appelle Sara. Ma mère était française. J'aime lire des livres français. Mon 
livre préféré est Madame Bovary de Gustave Flaubert: Nous étions à 
l’Étude, quand le Proviseur entra, suivi d’un nouveau habillé en bourgeois 
et d’un garçon de classe qui portait un grand pupitre. Ceux qui dormaient 
se réveillèrent, et chacun se leva comme surpris dans son travail… 
 

   (Everyone’s mouths fall open as Sara continues speaking French for an  
absurdly and comically long time; she is now reciting by heart the opening 
lines of a famous French novel.) 

Le Proviseur nous fit signe de nous rasseoir ; puis, se tournant vers le 
maître d’études : - Monsieur Roger, lui dit-il à demi-voix, voici un élève que 
je vous recommande, il entre en cinquième.* Si son travail et sa conduite 
sont méritoires, il passera dans les grands, où l’appelle son âge… Should 
I continue? 
 

MDME DUFARGE (turns to Miss Minchin) Elle est incroyable! Excellent! Fantastique! Ah,  
madame, there is nothing I can teach her. She has not LEARNED French; 
she is French. Her accent is exquisite! She could even teach you French! 

   (All girls laugh. They try to stifle their giggles. Miss Minchin is humiliated.) 
 
   NOTE: IN THE 3PM CLASS WITH ANGELINE, MISS MINCHIN WILL  

RESPOND WITH AN ANGRY FRENCH RANT TOWARDS SARA. 
 

MISS MINCHIN (to SARA) You ought to have told me! 
SARA   I tried. (the girls continue to giggle behind their books and hands) 
MISS MINCHIN Silence, young ladies! Silence at once! (tries to retain composure)  

Continue with your lesson, girls. (Exits). 
MDME DUFARGE (Sara sits at a nearby desk). Girls, we must continue. Ermengarde. 
ERMENGARDE (stands fearfully) Miss? I mean Mrs? I mean Madame. 
MDME DUFARGE Please tell me how the French say Goodbye. 
ERMENGARDE Goodbye? Uh, bonjour? 
   (The whole class giggles - except Sara). 
MDME DUFARGE Oh, Ermengarde. (the BELL rings) That will be all. Ladies! Dismissed. 
 
   (Everyone files out except Ermengarde, who sits sadly at her desk. Sara  

looks back as she is about to leave, and goes over to her). 
 
SARA   Hello. I’m sorry, to disturb you? 
ERMENGARDE It’s OK. I’m Ermengarde St. John. 
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SARA   Mine is Sara Crewe. Yours is very pretty. It sounds like a story book. 
ERMENGARDE Do you like it? I—I like yours. You can speak French very well. I mean,  

very, very well. 
SARA   I can speak it because I have heard it all my life. You could speak it if you  

had always heard it. 
ERMENGARDE Oh, no, I couldn't. I NEVER could speak it! You heard me just now in  

French class, when everyone laughed. I'm always like that. I’m terrible at  
everything. I fail every subject. I’m hopeless! 

SARA   You’re not hopeless! 
ERMENGARDE My father thinks so. You see, he is very clever and speaks seven or eight  

languages and has thousands of books, and he expects me to be clever 
too. But I’m an embarrassment. He cannot understand how a child of his 
could be such a dull creature like me…  who never shone in anything. 

SARA   Perhaps you have just not found the thing you will shine in, yet. But you  
will shine in something. Everyone does. 

ERMENGARDE Really? 
SARA   Yes. Would you like to see Emily? 
ERMENGARDE Who is Emily? 
SARA   Come up to my room and see! 
ERMENGARDE Is it true - is it true that you have a playroom all to yourself? 
SARA   Yes. Papa asked Miss Minchin to let me have one, because—well, it was  

because when I play I make up stories and tell them to myself, and I don't 
like people to hear me. It spoils it if I think people listen.  

ERMENGARDE You MAKE up stories! Can you do that—as well as speak French? CAN  
you? 

SARA   Why, anyone can make up things. Have you never tried?  
 
They exit together. 
 
LX: Stage lights out. 
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SCENE 5: LOTTIE 

 

LOTTIE is on the floor crying and having a tantrum. Miss Amelia and Madame Dufarge are trying 

to get her to stop crying. SARA and ERMENGARDE come across them. 

LOTTIE  (screams, cries, flails arms in a tantrum) Waaaa! I want my mama! 

MISS AMELIA  There, there, please stop crying. I will be in so much trouble with Miss  
Minchin if you don’t stop crying!  

MDME DUFARGE (shouting over the crying) Why did she start crying in the first place? 
MISS AMELIA  I don’t know! All I said was she should brush her hair! 
MDME DUFARGE Please, little angel, stop crying! S'il te plaît, arrête de pleurer. S'il vous  

plaît! S'il te plaît, arrête de pleurer ! 
MISS AMELIA  How is speaking French to her going to help?! 
MDME DUFARGE Some people find it soothing! 
MISS AMELIA  Don’t be a bad girl, or you will be punished! (Lottie continues crying) 
MDME DUFARGE Alright, how about if you stop crying, we’ll give you a cookie? (Keeps  

crying)  
MISS AMELIA  What about a muffin? (yells over the continued crying and wailing) I’m  

going to get you a muffin! 
MDME DUFARGE I’m going to help her get you a muffin! 

MISS AMELIA and Madame Dufarge hurry off. 

LOTTIE  I—haven't—any—ma—ma—ma-a! 
SARA   Neither have I. 
 
Surprised, LOTTIE drops her legs and stares. 
 
LOTTIE  Where is she? 
ERMENGARDE You don’t have a mama, Sara? 
SARA   She went to heaven. But I am sure she comes out sometimes to see  

me—though I don't see her. So does yours. Perhaps they can both see us 
now. Perhaps they are both in this room. 

LOTTIE sits bolt upright. 

LOTTIE  My Mama? She can see me? 
SARA   She’s an angel now. She wears all white and has wings and a crown. 
LOTTIE  But where does she live? 
SARA   In heaven, where there are fields and fields of flowers. And the streets are  

shining. And people are never tired, however far they walk. They can float 
anywhere they like.  
(Ermangarde and Lottie follow Sara’s gaze, looking up at heaven) 
And there are walls made of pearl, and the walls are low enough for the 
angels to lean over and look down to earth and smile, and send us beautiful 
messages. 

LOTTIE  I want to go there! Sara, I want to go because I—haven't any mamma in  
this school. 
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SARA    (takes Lottie’s hand) I will be your mamma in this school. We will play that  
you are my little girl. And Emily shall be your sister.  

LOTTIE  Will she? I would love that!  
SARA   I’m taking Ermengarde to meet Emily. Would you like to meet Emily  

too?  
LOTTIE  Oh, yes Sara! (stands and holds Sara’s hand) Let’s go and meet her!  

LOTTIE gets up, cheerfully takes Sara’s hand, and they exit together. 
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SCENE 6: BECKY 
 

LX: Spotlight up on Sara (Narrator) 
 

 
SARA (Narrator) My Father used to say, if Sara had been a boy and lived a few centuries  

ago, she would have gone about the country with her sword drawn, 
rescuing and defending everyone in distress. She always wants to fight 
when she sees people in trouble. I decided to make friends with 
Ermengarde, and always protect her, and make her realise that she too 
deserved to shine. And I wanted to help Lottie, too, for I knew what it was 
like to grow up without a mama. And I was about to meet  
 

LX: Spotlight out. 
 
The stage is now set at Sara’s bedroom or playroom. It is a luxurious place. 

 

BECKY, who had been cleaning the floor, has fallen asleep in Sarah’s armchair. 

 

SARA, ERMENGARDE and LOTTIE enter. 

 

SARA   Poor thing! Oh Becky, you are so tired. 
   (BECKY wakes in alarm. She springs up and adjusts her cap.) 
BECKY  Oh, miss! Oh, miss! I beg yer pardon, miss! Oh, I do, miss!  
SARA   (coming kindly towards BECKY) Don't be frightened. It doesn't matter the  

least bit. 
BECKY  I didn't go to do it, miss! It was the warm fire—an' me bein' so tired. It—it  

WASN'T impertinence! I was just cold, miss! Oh, I’, begging you please 
don’t turn me out of doors with no wages! (sobs) 

SARA   Oh Becky! Don’t cry! You were tired! You could not help it. Poor thing! 
BECKY  Ain't—ain't yer angry, miss? Ain't yer goin' to tell the missus? 
SARA   No! Of course I'm not. 
BECKY  (sobs) Miss… you’re speaking to me as if I were like you? 
SARA   What do you mean? 
BECKY  As if I were an… equal. 
LOTTIE  Becky, we are not supposed to talk to the servants. 
ERMENGARDE Miss. Minchin always tells us off if we talk to Becky. 
SARA   Well, Miss Minchin isn’t here. And I don’t agree with her. Why, we are just  

the same— Becky is a little girl, just like us! Becky, I am only a little girl like 
you. It's just an accident that I am not you, and you are not me! Would you 
like to stay here with us? 

BECKY  Here, miss? Me? 
(Sara runs to the door, opens, and looks out and listens.) 

SARA   No one is anywhere about. Perhaps you might stay a tiny while. I  
thought—perhaps—you might like to meet Emily too? 
 

SARA picks up Emily and sits in the armchair. LOTTIE, ERMENGARDE & BECKY gather around.  
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SCENE 7: STORYTIME 
 

 
SARA   This is Emily. She’s my little girl. She is sisters with Lottie, and her aunts  

are Ermengarde and Becky. We all live together in a HUGE palace! 
ERMENGARDE Where’s the palace? 
SARA   Why, it’s in London! We live in Buckingham Palace! 
LOTTIE  (giggles) Buckingham Palace? 
SARA   Yes, and we have lots of little puppies to play with! We take them on long  

walks every day in our flower gardens, before we come back to the palace 
and have a grand dinner. 

BECKY  What do we eat for dinner? 
 
All other school girls except Lavinia sneak in to listen: HATTIE, DOTTIE, JESSE, and JANE. 
 
SARA   We eat the most delicious food! Cakes, chocolates, Turkish delight! 
LOTTIE   What’s that? 
SARA   It’s a delicious sweet. It’s made of jelly and tastes like all  

different kinds of fruit! When you’re a princess, you can eat Turkish  
Delight every day! 

 
The school girls gradually gather around the armchair as Sara tells the story. 
 
JESSE   And what do we wear at dinner? 
HATTIE  Why are you here, Jesse? 
DOTTIE  Yeah, Jesse! You’re a mean girl. 
JESSE   Don’t tell Lavinia. But, I really like princess stories. 
JANE   Me too. We’re sorry we were mean, Sara. Can we stay? 
SARA   Of course you can! Now, what do we wear at dinner? We were beautiful  

dresses. Huge ones with a thousand petticoats and trains that are seven, 
no, eight metres long! And all of us have beautiful crowns. 

BECKY  Even me? 
SARA   Oh, Becky, yours is the most beautiful crown of all! Yours is made of pink  

and yellow diamonds that sparkle like the stars! 
ALL GIRLS  Wowwww!  
JESSE   What does my crown look like? 
HATTIE  And mine? 
DOTTIE  And mine! Does mine have pink diamonds? 
JANE   Is mine made of pearls? I really like pearls. 
SARA   Your crown looks however you imagine it looks!  
   (The girls look confused) 
   You have to use your imagination! Close your eyes! 
   (The girls close their eyes) 
   You are a princess and you live in Buckingham Palace! You wake up  

every morning in the most beautiful bed…  
 

LAVINIA enters. She watches everyone listening with their eyes closed. 
 
SARA   Then you go to pick up your crown… What does it look like? 
LAVINIA  What are you doing? 
   (The girls open their eyes, jumping up in horror). 
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ERMENGARDE Sara was telling us stories! 
LAVINIA  (She points to Becky) In front of her?! Well, I do not know whether your  

mamma would like you to tell stories to servant girls, but I know MY mamma 
wouldn't like ME to do it.  

SARA   My mamma! I don't believe she would mind in the least. She knows that  
stories belong to everybody.  

LAVINIA  I thought that your mamma was dead. How can she know things?  
SARA   Do you think she DOESN'T know things? 
LOTTIE  Sara's mamma knows everything! So does my mamma—except Sara is  

my mamma at Miss Minchin's—my other one knows everything. She’s in 
heaven where the streets are shining, and there are fields full of lilies! Sara 
told me! 

LAVINIA  You wicked thing, Sara, making up fairy stories about heaven! 
SARA   How do you know they are fairy stories? I can tell you, you will never find  

out whether they are or not if you're not kinder to people than you are now.  
LAVINIA  Jesse! Jane! Come on. We’re leaving. 
    
(Jesse and Jane don’t move) 
 
LAVINIA  Didn’t you hear me? Move! 
 
(Jesse and Jane don’t move) 
 
JANE   We don’t want to go with you, Lavinia. 
JESSE   We like hearing Sara’s stories and also… you’re mean. 
JANE   Yes. We don’t want to be mean girls anymore. 
LAVINIA  Argh! Fine! Then you have left me no choice! 
 
   (LAVINIA turns to shout offstage in a booming voice) 
 
   MISS MINCHINNNNNNN!!!!!!! 
 
The girls all scream. 
 
LX: Lights out. 
 
SFX: The sound of WORLD WAR ONE - marching, bombs, far off gunfire. 
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SCENE 8: THE GREAT WAR 

 

The sound effects of war continue. This part of the play is abstract, with performers creating an 

impression of The Great War through movement. LX: The lighting is dark and ominous. The 

WHOLE CAST march together. They are silhouettes representing soldiers. CAPTAIN CREWE 

stands at the front. [Tutors - Lily and Remi - to choreograph background]. Note: Only performers 

aged 10+ will be in the background. Younger cast go to change for party scene. 

 

SARA (NARRATOR)  My Father wrote to me whenever he could. Sometimes he told me  

stories of life on the front. Sometimes he sent poems written by 

his friend, Wilfred… 

CAPTAIN CREWE  Bent double, like old beggars under sacks, 

Knock-kneed, coughing like hags [the cast cough] 

we cursed through sludge, 

SARA (NARRATOR)  Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs, 

And towards our distant rest began to trudge. 

CAPTAIN CREWE  Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots, 

But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame; all blind; 

Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots 

Of gas-shells dropping softly behind. 

WHOLE CAST  Gas! GAS! Quick, boys! 

CAPTAIN CREWE:  —An ecstasy of fumbling 

Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time, [Cast fit helmets] 

But someone still was yelling out and stumbling 

And flound’ring like a man in fire or lime.— 

Dim through the misty panes and thick green light, 

As under a green sea,  

SARA (NARRATOR)  I saw him drowning. 

CAPTAIN CREWE  In all my dreams before my helpless sight, 

He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning. 

My friend, if you could see this…  

you would not tell with such high zest 

To children ardent for some desperate glory, 

The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est 

Pro patria mori. 

 

All performers lie on the ground. Except Sara (Narrator) and Sara. 

 

SARA (NARRATOR)  After two years at Miss Minchin’s Seminary, the letters from my  

Father stopped. 

SARA    Papa! Come back to me, Papa! Where have you gone? Papa…   

Please come home. 

 

END OF ACT I 


