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LAST TERM AT CHUMLEIGH TOWERS

by Alison Davidson

The Scenes a TennisCourt. The AUDIENCE can seehalf, only. The Net runs
downthe Stage by thewingsS.R.from front to back. POLLYand MADGE
are playingaspartnerson the half we cansee. SCHOOLGIRLSit alongthe
front of the stage watchingthe match,the ball is, of course,jmaginary. Two
GIRLS, one extremeSR, one extremeSL, bang the floor of the stagewith
their handsto simulatethe soundof the ball landing. Two moreclap cupped
handsto simulatesoundas the ball is supposediyhit. Two NARRATORS,
slightly aside from the action are eagerly reading a schoolgirl comic.

Narr 1: It wasthe finals of the inter-housetennis matchand excitementwas at
fever pitch! Polly Brown....

Polly: (Sheturns her head as she plays, to addressAUDIENCE). - - The
Scholarship Girl - -

Narr 1: - - And Madge Merriweather - -

Madge: (Turns head to AUDIENCEY). - Her Loyal Chum! - -

Narr 1. Wereplayingup like the True Sportstheywere. But it seemedhatvictory
must fall to Lois Stanhope-Lacey - -

Lois: (Offstage S.R.).- - The School Snob - -

Narr 1. - - And Mona Murgatroyd - -

Mona: (Offstage S.R.).- - Her Sneaky Hanger-on! - -

Girl 1: Lois has five indoor hard-courts at Stanhope-Lacey Hall!

All Girls: Gosh!

Girl 2: And a tennis pro to coach her, every hols!

All Girls:  Crumbs!

Girl 3: It all depends on this last game!

All Girls: Oooh!

Umpire: (As MADGE misses ball)30 - 15. Lois to serve.

Madge: Sorry | missed that one, Polly. | somehow ricked my ankle.

Polly: It's swelling up, Madge. You can't play on!

Madge: (Heroically). I'll beall right. (Theball is evidentlyhit towardsher; She
runs for it and falls crying out in pain).Ooh!

Umpire: 40 - 15. Match point.

Madge: It's all up with me now, Polly. But you can do it, old thinfllimps off).

Mona's Voice: (offstage R).Do you wish to concede the match, Polly Brown?

Lois' Voice: (offstageR). After all you'vedonefrightfully well to getthisfar. For
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a scholarship girl.
Narr 2: Polly's blue eyes flashed sudden fir€lhey do).
Polly: Concede? Never! This is for you, Madge!

The next sectionis takenin fast motion. POLLY racesfrom side to side as she
receivesthenserves. All her returnswin. All her servicesuntil thelast are
aces, so she gets to match point as quickly as possible.

Umpire: 40 - 30.

Girls: Ooh!

Umpire: Deuce.

Girls: Gosh!

Umpire: Advantage Polly!

Girls: Crumbs!

Umpire: Game to Polly.

Girls: Hurrah! (They clap).

Girls: Polly to serve. 15 - Love! 30 - Love! 40 - Love! Match Point!

(POLLY looks up as realisation hits her. Everythingnow goesinto slow motion.
Shebounceghe ball once,throwsit into the air, hits it, runs forward to the
netto receivethereturn, smashe# andturns,raising her armsin delight,to
the wildly applauding GIRLS).

Girls: Game, set and match to Polly Brown. Hurrah!
(The action returns to normal speed).

Polly: Thankyou, partner. (Shegoesup to net, extendshand). Jolly fine game,
Lois and Mona.

(LOIS and MONA come on to the stage. They do not shake hands with POLLY).

Mona: Well, you would think so, Polly Brown. Personally,we aren'tusedto
playing on potty little courts like these. | was quite put off my game.

Lois: But of coursethey mustbe heavenfor you, Polly. Whatdo you play on at
home? The local refuse-tipfExeunt LOIS and MONA).

Felicity: Well, of all the unsporting beasts!

Polly: Oh, never mind Lois. Time for my piano practice.

(POLLY, FELICITY and MADGE move to piano).
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If possible the nextsmall sectionis playedin the auditoriumsothe main stagecan
be preparedfor the BeachScene. If the play is being stagedin the school
hall, thereis probably a piano POLLY can go to. If not, a keyboardon a
table will be adequate,but it must be possiblefor POLLY, sitting at the
"piano” to pull on a plaster cast, out of sight of the AUDIENCE.

Polly: Oh, Felicity, we'll soonbe leavingthe dearold schoolfor ever. I've learned
somuchhere,eventhoughl'm not speciallygoodat anything. (Shebeginsto
play. At oncea magnificent[tape-recorded!]piano solois heard. POLLY
plays for a few seconds, smiling dreamily).

Madge: | think your piano playing's come on jolly well.

Polly: You only think so becausg/ou'remy chum. Thoughit will be betterwhen
the doc. lets me take off the plaster. (Sheholdsup arm in plaster-cast,
whilst executing a superb run on the piano with the other hand).

Madge: How is that kiddie whose life you saved?

Polly: (Deprecatingly). Hardly that, Madge. If | hadn'tpulled her out, someone
elsewould havecomealong. (Pause). | expect. Anyway, let's talk about
dearold ChumleighTowers. It's given me so much, I'd really like to do
something in return before | go.

Lois: (Enterswith MONA SL). Betterdo it soon,Polly. The"dearold Towers"
won'tbeheremuchlonger. Didn't you know the Governorshaven'the funds
to keep it open?

Mona: (Spitefully). Perhaps you could find Black Jasper's long-lost treasure.

Lois: Or betterstill, havea whip-roundamongyour slumchums. I'm suretheycan
raise a few thou.(Exeunt, laughing).

Madge: What a cad Lois is!

Polly: Sheis ratherbeastlysometimes. And yet | feel that deepdown thereis
good in her.

Felicity: But how awful aboutChumleighTowers! What did Mona meanabout
Black Jasper's treasure?

Madge: (To AUDIENCE,asmuchasto POLLYandFELICITY. It'stheold legend
aboutJaspeiGreshamwho ownedthe Towersin the eighteenthcentury. It's
said he madea fortune from smuggling, but when he died it couldn't be
found!

Polly: (Alsolargely to AUDIENCE, spellingit out) Soif we foundit, we could
savetheschool. Oh, Madge,if hewasa smugglerperhapst's in oneof those
caveson the sea-shore. Let's take a look at the sixth form picnic, this
afternoon!

(Thesceneshiftsto the mainacting areawherethe sixthform picnic is taking place.
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Centre,nearthefront, is a large rock uponwhich LOIS is sun-bathing. The
other GIRLSare paddling,throwing balls, frying sausagesetc. A long strip
of blue crepe-papeiis stretched S.R. to S.L.acrossthe front and wavedto
suggesthesea. Somegirls are behindit, '‘paddling’,othersare in front of it
‘'on the sand'. LOIS' rock is, of course, behind it).

Narr 2: The day of the picnic dawnedbright and clear,and soonthe beachwas
filled with laughing girls.

Girl 1: Comeon, Polly! It's too dangeroudo swim, but Miss Fancourt-Favisham
said we might paddle. She's such a sport!

Girl 2: Have a sausage, Polly. They're simply delish!

Polly: Gosh,thanks,Maisie, how super! | say,who'sout thereon thoserocks?
Doesn't she know how quickly the tide comes in?

Felicity: It's Lois. We told herhow awfully dangeroudt is, but shewouldn'tlisten.
I hopeMiss Fancourt-Favisharmdoesn'tcatchher. (Largelyto AUDIENCE,
spelling it out) Thoserocks look quite near the shore, but the light is
deceptive. They're really a jolly long way out!

Girl 3: (Rushesdn, very excited). Miss Fancourt-Favishamsaysthere'sa storm
blowing up andwe'reto run backto schoolalongthe cliffs at once. We'reto
leave everything and Brad, the handsome stable-lad, will bring it.

Girl 1: And there's a prize of a super box of chocs for the first girl back!

Girl 2: What fun! Come on, Polly!

(GIRLS begin to run excitedly off).

Polly: (Gazing worriedly at LOIS, who has not movedjon't be a minute.
Girl 3: } (They link arms to pick up the injured MADGE).

Girl 4: } Come on, Madge, we'll take you. Hurrah!

Madge: No, stop, I'll stay with Polly. Oh crumbgThey carry her off).

(LOIS is now standing and miming shouting for help. Slow motion is effective).

Polly: I'll sooncatchyou up. (Shouts).Lois! We'regoingback! (LOISwaves
herarms,agonisedly. POLLY,cheerfully). Oh, she'swaving,that'sall right
then. Still, thetide'scomingin awfully fast. Comeon, Lois! Ohdear,she's
not moving andthe water'srising. Whatshalll do? If |1 go outto her,we'll
both be cut off. Why doesn'tshecome? (Horrified). Gosh,| don't think
she'swavingatall! Hold on, Lois, I'm coming! (POLLY wadeslaboriously
out to join LOIS on the rock).

Lois: Oh, Polly, | slippedand sprainedmy ankle on the rock. But why did you
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come? The wateris rising andnow we'll both be drowned. Oh, Polly, we're
going to die!

Polly: Pull yourself together, Lois. Lean your weight on me; I'll help you back.

Lois: It's too late! Polly, what shall we do? I'm frightened!

Narr 2: As Polly Brown lookedat the greatwavescrashingagainstthe rocks, her
eyeswere very grave. Deathstaredher in the face, but Polly Brown had
alwaysplayeda straightbatin the Cricket Gameof Life, andnow shethrew
back her headandturnedwith a smile on her lips to the sobbinggirl beside
her.

Polly: Chin up, Lois. Whateverhappens,we can take it. Rememberwe're
Chumleigh Towers girls!

Lois: Oh, Pally, I'm notreadyto die. You arebraveandgood- - andpoor. | am
shallow and selfish and vain and enormously rich!

Polly: (Hesitantlyat first). Lois, don'tthink I'm preachingput I've oftenthought
that whenwe'rereally in a fix, it helpsto rememberthat thereis, in every
girl's life, somethinggreaterthanherself. Lois, let usjoin our handstogether,
and sing to that greater power.

Lois: Oh, Polly, you mean....

Polly: (Takingher hand). Yes, Lois. Let ussingthe ChumleighTowersschool
song.

CHUMLEIGH TOWERS
(Tune: Gaudeamus Igitur)

Polly / Lois: Chumleigh Towers, O Chumleigh Towers,
Blessed by the Eternal Powers,
Sweetly fleet our girlhood hours
Drinking deep of Learning's flowers.
After sun may come the showers,
But when Life's Great Tempest lours
Though the craven shrinks and cowers
We'll be true to Chumleigh Towers.

(As they finish, BRAD appears on the shore).

Brad: Miss Polly, Miss Polly, there 'ee be! Thank heaven I've found 'ee!

Polly: Why, it's Brad, the handsome stable-lad. What are you doing here, Brad?

Brad: | cameto look for 'ee, Miss Polly. But you'recut off by thetide. Wait, I'll
save 'ee.(He prepares to dive in).
Polly: But, Brad, you can'tswim! No, Brad,no! (BRADforward rolls overthe
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crepe-paperstrip and lies down so he disappearscompletelyfrom view).
Oh, Brad! How could he? [I'll never see him again!

Lois: How lucky he was only the handsome stable-lad. But what shall we do now?

Polly: There'sonly onething to do, Lois. Oneof us mustdive in andsavehim.
(LOISlooksappalled). I know you'rea strongerswimmerthanl am,andl've
onearmin plaster (LOIS looks more appalled). but he'smy chumand|
won'tlet you do this. (LOISis extremelyrelieved). I'm going. Don'ttry to
take my place.

Lois: (Fervently). No, Polly, I won't. Oh, Polly, be careful!

Narr 2: As Polly preparedo plungeinto that raging sea,shetook one last look
round. (She does).

Polly: We had some good times, didn't we, Lois old girl?

Lois: (Doubtfully). Did we?

Polly: Ohyes. And rememberLois, Nil Desperandum! (POLLY divesin. As
LOIS saysthe nextspeechwe seePOLLY ,appearingabovethe crepe-paper,
swimming towards BRAD).

Narr 1: Lois stared after her with straining eyes.

Lois: Comeon, Polly, you cando it. Whata fine girl sheis. And | despisecher
becausesheis only a scholarshigirl. Sheis worth tenof me. Well, maybe
two or three. Oh, Polly, do be careful! If | ever get out of this, I'll be
different. I'll forgetmy moneyandpretty clothesandbeautifulface - what
do they matter?I'll forgethow muchbetterl am thanotherpeople. I'll be
simple and true and plain, like Polly Brown. Look out, Polly! (POLLY
disappears). Oh, no! She'sdrowned! What shalll do now? Whatwould
Polly have wanted me to do?

Narr 2. And with a voice that trembled, but eyesin which there shonenew
determinationand courage,Lois turned her face to the heavensand began
again to sing the Chumleigh Towers School Song.

Lois: Chumleigh Towers, O Chumleigh Towers,
Blessed by the Eternal Powers,
Sweetly fleet our . . .

(However, after a couple of lines of it) -

Polly: (Surfacing) Lois, help!

Lois: It's Polly and Brad! And they're alive!

Polly: Quickly, Lois, throw us your scarf!

Lois: But it's cashmere! Thewaterwill ruinit. No, | mustn'tthink of that. Here
you are, Polly. (With a grand gesture, she throws her the entire scarf).
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Polly: (Throwingit back). Hangontotheend! (LOISnow pullsthemup ontothe
rock).
Narr 1: Inch by inch the exhausted pair were pulled to safety.

(They stand, exhausted side by side on the rock. Brad is strangely swollen
[balloons in his clothes]).

Polly: | thoughtit wasall up with us then. And then| seemedo heara voice
singingthe ChumleighTowersSchoolSong,andthatgavemethe strengthto
carry on.

Lois: But what's happened to Brad?

Polly: Justatip | learnedin survivalswimming. Air trappedin clothing helpsyou
float - | knotted his trouser legs and inflated him!

Lois: But the water will soon be over these rocks - we're going to die!

Polly: I'm notgiving upnow! Isn'tthata gapin thoserocksthere? And, gosh,isn't
thatatunnel? (Producingthem).- Lucky | broughtthesecandlesandsome
matches! Are you game to follow me?

Brad: I'd follow 'ee anywhere, Miss Polly!

(Theyall disappearbehindthe rock andinto the wingsand during POLLY'Sspeech
make their way round behind the AUDIENCE to the back of the Auditorium).

Lois: But where do you think this tunnel leads, Polly?

Polly: By my reckoningl think we mustbein the cavesthat run underthe hockey
pitch. | say,someone'teft alot of untidy oilskin packagesll overthefloor.
What litterlouts somepeopleare. I'll just bring themalong. Yes,| shouldn't
be at all surprisedif we cameup in Chumleigh Towersitself. Probably
somewhere near the Hall.

Brad: By gum,Miss Polly, you'reright! And there'sMiss Fancourt-Favisharand
the sixth form about to send out a search-party for us.

(MISSFANCOURT-FAVISHANMaNd the GIRLS appearon stage. POLLY, LOIS
and BRAD are now at the back, behindthe AUDIENCE. As they come
forward to join the others).

Girl 1: Miss Fancourt-Favisham, look!
Girl 2: Gosh!

Girl 3: Crumbs!

Girl 4: It's Polly Brown!

All Girls: Hurrah!



Madge: And Brad, the handsome stable-lad!
All Girls:  Hurrah!
Felicity: And Lois Stanhope-Lacey!

(Silence).

Miss F-F: ThankGodyou'resafe. But Polly, whatis thatyou arecarrying? Great
Heavensthoseare the oilskin packagesn the picture of JaspeiGreshamin
the GreatLibrary. You havefound Black Jasper'sreasure! The schoolis
saved!

All: Hurrah!

Polly: Gosh,how super,Miss Fancourt-Favisham! did sowantto do something
for the dear old school.

Lois: And sodo I, Miss Fancourt-FavishamPolly savedmy life and| shall ask
Daddyto createthe Polly Brown Scholarship.Thenmoregirls like Polly can
come here from the slums and show us what true worth really is.

Miss F-F: Thankyou, Lois. But duringall this excitementdid | hearthe bell ring
for prep? We still have our examinationgo take! But alwaysremember,
girls, successn examinationss not what really counts. We cannotall be
brainy, butwe canall try hard. It is thosegirls who buckledownanddo their
bestwho aretherealsuccesseslt is their namegshatarewrit onthe Honours
Board of Life!

All: Isn't Miss Fancourt-Favisham super!

Miss F-F: Now off with you all. And asit hasbeenrathera specialday, | might
arrange for cocoa and biscuits in the dorm.

All:  Hurrah!

CURTAIN



