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A NEW GIRL AT CHUMLEIGH TOWERS

by Alison Davidson

TheScends the Dormitory at CHUMLEIGH TOWERS. Theonly sceneryrequired
is a Screerto representhe Cubicle Curtains. Narrator is readingschoolgirl
comic aloud.

Narr:  Up in the dormi of the famous boarding-schoolChumleigh Towers, a
frightened new girl was unpacking her trunk.

Poll: Herel amatlast,in the dormiat ChumleighTowers. | do hopethe girls will
like me. Thosel sawin the quadseemedawfully stiff and grand. If only
theydon'tdiscovermy secret. O gosh,someone'soming! | can'tfacethem
yet I'll draw my cubi curtains and they won't see m@djusts screen

(Enter LOIS STANHOPE-LACEY, MONA MURGATROYD, FELICITY
FAWCETT-MAJORS, MADGE MERRIWEATHER and OTHERS. All
have extremely Public School accents. LOIS has a superior drawl).

Lois: Well, whatdid we think of the newqirl? Seemed bit of anoddfish, if you
ask me.

Fel: Oh,don'tbe sobeastly,Lois. Of coursethe poorlittle thing seemsstrangeat
first. We mustbereally chummyto herandhelpherto settlein. You'll help,
won't you, Madge?

Mad: Count on me, Felicity old thing(They grip hands).

Mona: | wouldn'tbe too chummyif | wereyou. Shedidn't seemthe Chumleigh
Towers sort.

Lois: Why did she call Miss Fancourt-Favisham, "Gov"?

Fel: Did she? How awfully peculiar. | wonder what it means.

Lois: | don't know. But | tell you one thing, girls, | mean to find out.

(They all go. POLLY pushes back the Screen).

Poll: Oh gosh, | must watch my step. | do so want them to like me.

Narr: And for the next few days Polly worked hard to impress her new chums.
Poll: (To admiring GROUP) At our family mansion we drink caviare every night.
Girls: Gosh!

Polly: My tennis coach is Steffi Graf.

Girls: Crumbs!

Polly: Our maids are dressed by St. Laurent.
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Girls: Oooooh!

Narr: But somehow the nicest girls held aloof.

Fel: (To MADGE). All that boasting is fearfully bad form!

Narr:  And always Lois Stanhope-Laceyand her sneaky hanger-on Mona
Murgatroyd watched her through narrowed eyes.

Lois: (Asideto MONA). Our first riding lessonshouldcatchherout. Only a girl
of our sort hasa really good seaton a horse. (Aloud). Of courseyou've
ridden a great deal, Polly?

Poll:  (Nervous).Oh, er, yes, of course.

Lois: Splendid. I'll askMiss Mountjoy to putyou up onGreased.ightning. He'sa
bit of a handful, but I'm sure you'll cope.

Madg: Not Greased.ightning, Lois! Not the horsethatkilled threestable-ladsand
bit Miss Mountjoy!

Narr: But Polly's blue eyes filled with sudden firélhey do).

Poll:  (Throwing headback). Thankyou, Lois. | like a horseof spirit. | shall
gladly ride Greased Lightning!

Therest of the action is out of doors. If the stagehasan apron, the curtainscan
draw andthis canbe usedbut it isn'timportant. POLLY mustgo offstageso
she can make an entrance but the other girls can just pick up Hobby-Horses.

Narr: Came the day of the riding lesson.

Mona: Double-Dealer looks in jolly fine shape, Lois.

Lois: Yes,| fancythatonceagainwe'll carry off the Colonel'sCup, the-great-race-
which-is-the-big-event-of-the-school-year-and-I-always-win, on Saturday.

Mad: | wonder what's happened to Polly.

Lois: Afraid to show her face, after bragging she could ride Greased Lightning.

Fel: You beast,Lois. You know that horseis a killer! What if something's
happened to her?

Narr: Lois' chiselled lips curved in a cruel sneéfhey do).

Lois: What if it has? She'll never make a Chumleigh Towers girl.

(Enter POLLY, very splendidly, on Greased Lightning).

i Girl: Polly!
2 Girl: Gosh!
3 Girl: Crumbs!

4 Girl: On Greased Lightning!



Miss M: Get cracking, Gels. No time to waste.

Fel: Miss Mountjoy, look at Polly!

Miss M: GreatHeavenswhathocks,whatwithers! Thegelis anatural. Sheshall
ride in the Colonel's Cup. | must phone my book{Exit).

(Enter Pathetic Woman,from Audience. Shelimps acrossin front of the stage
extendingher arms imploringly to POLLY, bowing her back, turning her
headto gazesoulfully at the Audience,as the NARRATORNdicates. She
exits as the NARRATOR finishes).

Narr: But asthe girls clusteredadmiringly roundthe laughingPolly, a shockwas
at hand. Towardsthem limped a shabbywoman, her handsrough and red
with honesttoil, her back stooped,her blue eyesfaded, but nevertheless
glowing with love and pride.

Lois: What a disgustingold beggar! Tell the stable-ladto kick her out. She
shouldn't be allowed near Chumleigh Towers!

Fel: Poor woman. She has a sweet face. | must find her twopence.

Madg: And I will find some soup to throw her.

Mona: (Maliciously). She seems to know you, Polly.

Poll: I've neverseenherbeforein my life. (Sheburstsinto tears,runsto side of
stage, S.L. The GIRLS shrug, go off. Enter BRAD:).

Brad: Ooooaarr, Li'l Missie, whoi be yew a weepin'?

Poll: Who are you?

Brad: (Poses, for Audience).be Brad, the 'ansome Stable-lad.

Poll: (Throwsherselfinto his arms,weeping). Oh, Brad, I'm so unhappy. | must
tell someone.Brad,| amnotrich andupper-class.| ama ScholarshigGirl.
My fatherwasarag-and-bonenanandl learntto ride on his pony. Thatpoor
woman was my mother. The others must never know.

Miss M: (Off). Polly Brown!

Poll: It's Miss Mountjoy. You won't say a word, will you.

(BRAD goesoff. POLLY talks to MISS MOUNTJOY,S.L. POLLY expresses
rapture "Oooh!". Simultaneouslythe GIRLS return, gather round MONA,
S.R. A beat behind POLLY, they chorus [delighted malice] "Oooh!".
POLLY rushes up to them).

Narr: Miss Mountjoy told Polly that shehad beenchosento ride in the big race.
But when Polly rushed to tell the others, a shock was in store.

Lois: Only a ScholarshipGirl. And we're expectedto associatewith her. My
parents will take me away when they know!
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Poll: You mean - Brad told you!

Mona: And well he did. There'sno placefor Board Schoolbratsat Chumleigh
Towers!

Poll: (Desperately).Felicity?

Fel: You lied to us,Polly. We really nice girls wouldn'thavecaredthatyou aren't
as good as us. We'd have helpedyou. Taughtyou the things that really
matter.

1 Girl: What glass to use.

2 Girl: How to address a bishop.

Fel: Butyou'reacoward,Polly Brown. There'sho placefor cowardsat Chumleigh
Towers! (All stick noses in air, Exeunt, S.R.).

Poll: (Runsbackto StableArea, S.L.). Oh, Brad, how could he? I'll neverspeak
to him again. (Enter BRAD).Brad! You told them! But why, Brad, why?

Brad: (Nobly). | 'adto, Polly. Yew woslivin' aLie. Yew can'tcheatyour way
into friendship, Polly. True Friends accept yew for what Yew Are.

Poll: Oh, Brad,| know you'reright. But it's too late now. I'll haveto run away;|
can never face them again.

Brad: It's nevertoo late, Polly. Felicity calledyew a coward. Show 'er shebe
wrong. Ride in the Colonel's Cup on Saturday and beat ‘em all!

Poll: You'reright. Gosh,Brad,whata true friend you are. I'll showthemwhata
Scholarship Girl can do!

(Exeunt S.L. TheCurtainsopento revealgirls and enormouslyrich PARENTS,
strung out across Stage - or they come on, spread across Stage).

Narr: Theday of the big racedawnedbright andclear. The coursewaslined with
distinguishedparents,whom Miss Fancourt-Favishangreetedwith a few
gracious words of welcome.

Miss F-F: Welcome, welcome

(As NARRATORspeaksthe COMPETITORSomeforward one at a time on their
Horsesand line up Front Centre Stage,as thoughto gallop off S.R. The
Narrator pausedo allow for eachcompetitorto arrive, pose,crowd reaction
beforeannouncinghe next. FELICITY and MADGE are cheered, LOISand
MONA clapped. POLLY is booed).

Narr: Thecompetitordined up atthestart, Felicity Fawcett-Majorsthe nicestgirl
in the school,on Mother'sPride,- MadgeMerriweatherherloyal chum,on
SecondFiddle, - Lois Stanhope-Laceycoldly eleganton the fabulously
expensiveDouble Dealer,- Mona Murgatroyd, more rat-like than ever,on
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Foul Play,- and,palebutresolute thefrail form of Polly Brown on Greased
Lightning.

(During the Racethe final flag is held up Front StageR. But the Participants
gallop on the spotuntil theybeginto lose. Thentheygallop backwards off
and out of sight. If Sceneryor Curtains permit, the DISTINGUISHED
PARENTSsimultaneouslymoveacrossthe stageSRto SL, disappearound
behindsceneryout of sight,reappearSRto doit all again. Theyprogress
by shufflingtheir feetwhilst keepingthe rest of their bodiesas motionlessas
possible, frozen in attitude of Race-goers[looking through binoculars,
shadingeyes,cheeringetc.] Theeffectshouldbe like that of an old film in
which the Horsemangallops on the spot whilst a back-projectionmoves
behindhim. Everythingspeedsup during therace. Theendis asfrantic as
possible).

Narr: And they'reoff andmovinginto anearlyleadis the favouritefor this event,
Double Dealer,closely followed by Mother'sPride, SecondFiddle and Foul
Play. Bringing up the rear at present is the outsider, Greased Lightning.

Poll: (To AUDIENCE). Oh gosh!

Narr: And it's still Double Dealer. - SecondFiddle is moving up into second
place, Mother's Pride, Foul Play, Greased Lightning is still the back marker.

Mona: (To AUDIENCE). That commonlittle upstartis still hangingon. [I'll
swerve in front of her and catch her off-balance.

Poll: She's swerving in front of me! Come on, Greased Lightning!

Mona: (Falls) Aaaarrrggghh! (She crawls off to SL, backwards).

Narr: And Foul Play is down and Greased.ightning is moving up to pressthe
leaders. SecondFiddleis beginningto fail . . . . Greased.ightning is past
him

(MADGE gallops backwards).

Poll: Golly!

Fel: (To AUDIENCE). Thatnew girl is really showingsomepluck, perhapswe
misjudged her, after all.

Narr. DoubleDealer,Mother'sPride,Greased.ightning. And Mother'sPrideis in
trouble!

Fel: Ohno! Mother'sPridehasspavinedherforeleg! Goit, Polly, it's upto you,
now! (Gallops off backwards).

Poll: Crumbs! Come on, boy, we can do it!



(POLLY and LOIS now gallop frantically, and do now movetowards the Flag,
SR.).

Narr: And Greased.ightning is movingup - he'son DoubleDealer'sshoulder -
and Lois is lashing her mount unmercifully but he's spent - Greased
Lightning is past - andit's Greased.ightning! Greased.ightning is the
winner!

All: Hurrah!

1 Girl: Oh, Polly, you are wonderful!

Girls: Oh, Polly, we're sorry we despised you. Will you be our friend?

Poll: Of coursel will. (BRADturnsunobtrusivelyto leave).Brad! Brad,whereare
you going?

Brad: You don't need oi now, Miss Polly. You've plenty of friends.

Poll: | shallalwaysneedyou, Brad. (Takeshishand). | know now whomy Real
Friendsare! (TakesFELICITY'S hand with her other hand). Felicity
Fawcett-Majors the nicestgirl in the school,and you, Brad. You may be
only the handsomestable-lad,but you're the bestchum a ScholarshipGirl
could have!

All: Hurrah!

Lois/Mona: Curses!

Narr: The End.

CURTAIN



