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Drama/Comedy. By R.N. Sandberg. Cast: 2 to 4m., 7 to 9w. With

extras, may be expanded to 20 to 25.

Unit set. Approximate running time: 40 minutes.

Sara is an unusual child. She

speaks Hindustani, French and English, has read almost every book

in her father's library, and uses fantasy to imagine herself a princess.

When her Army captain father leaves her at a boarding school in

London, Sara is distraught but makes friends and wins over the

headmistress, Miss Minchin, by her intelligence (and her wealth).

However, when news arrives that Sara's father has died and that

his fortune has been lost, Miss Minchin turns Sara into a servant,

banishing her to a rat-infested attic. Sara suffers cold and hunger,

but at the moment she believes she can survive no longer, she finds

her bare room transformed to a place of warmth and magnifi-

cence. Is some magic at work? Is Sara actually the princess she fan-

tasized?
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*** NO TICE ***
The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM -
PANY, P.O. Box 129, Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro -
vides au thors with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn
their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or
sub sti tu tions may be made in the work with out the prior writ ten con sent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or trans mit ted
in any form or by any means, elec tronic or me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to -
copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma tion stor age and re trieval
sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the pub lisher. It may not be
per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with out pay ment of roy -
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes sional, mo tion pic -
ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, rec i ta tion, lec -
tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.
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play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers
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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor of the play in all
pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in
all in stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver -
tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion.
The name of the au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent the size of the ti tle type. Bio graph i -
cal in for ma tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may be used in 
all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
The DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”

and…

In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

First com mis sioned and produced by
the Se at tle Children’s Thea tre

as Sara Crewe
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A Lit tle Princess was orig i nally writ ten as a full-length
play en ti tled Sara Crewe. The Se at tle Children’s Thea tre
pre sented the world de but of Sara Crewe in Sep tem ber
1994 at the Char lotte Mar tin Thea tre, Se at tle, Wash ing ton.
Di rected by John Dillon, it in cluded the fol low ing art ists:

THE PLAYERS

Sa rah Baskin. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sara Crewe
Alyson Bed ford . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sales girl / Jessie
Kate Brickley. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Cook / Baker
Anne Ma rie Cummings . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Lavinia / Ur chin
Hiromi Dames. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Lottie
Terry Ed ward Moore . . Cap tain Crewe / Thomas Carrisford
Chris San Nicolas . . . . . . . Sales man / Ram Dass, a Las car
Amy Salloway . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Ermengarde
Faye B Sum mers . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Miss Minchin

PRO DUC TION STAFF & CREW

Ar tis tic Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Linda Hartzell
Man aging Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Thomas Pechar
Set De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jennifer Lupton
Cos tume De sign. . . . . . . . . . . . . Catherine Meacham Hunt
Light De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Greg Sullivan
Sound De sign . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dave Pascal
Pup pet De sign. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Scott Ramirez
Wig & Hair De sign. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Joyce Degenfelder
Mil li nery . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Barbara Embree
Di a lect Coaches. . . . . . . . . . Deena Burke, Re gina Santore,

Na than Scott
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Pro duc tion Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Silas Morse
Tech ni cal Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . Sherman Mark Hoffman
Pro duc tion Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . Linda-Jo Brooke
Stage Man ager . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mo Chap man
As sis tant to the Stage Man ager. . . . . . Heather McLaughlin
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A LIT TLE PRINCESS

CHAR AC TERS

SARA, 11
CAP TAIN CREWE, her fa ther, about 30
MISS MINCHIN
LAVINIA, 14
JESSIE, 13
ERMENGARDE, 12
LOTTIE, 8
COOK
LAS CAR
CARRISFORD
UR CHIN
BAKER

TIME: The 1880s.

PLACE: Lon don. In and around Miss Minchin’s Se lect
   Sem i nary for Young La dies.

SET: A unit set with pieces for ad di tional scenes.
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PLAY WRIGHT’S NOTE

1) A pro fes sional pro duc tion can work ex tremely well with 
9 ac tors (2 men, 7 women) as the Se at tle Children’s
Thea tre pro duc tion did. A school pro duc tion, wish ing to
use a larger cast, could eas ily use 20-25 ac tors. Ex tras
could be added to the birth day party, the class room
scenes and the street scenes. The ju di cious ad di tion by
the di rec tor of a line or two for these ex tras is per fectly
ac cept able.

2) An im por tant char ac ter not men tioned in the cast list is
the Las car’s mon key. The Se at tle Children’s Thea tre
pro duc tion used a pup pet (ac tu ally a num ber of pup pets) 
to good ef fect. The use of a live mon key is im prac ti cal
for both fi nan cial and lo gis ti cal rea sons.

8
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A LIT TLE PRIN CESS

SCENE ONE

AT RISE: In a pool of light, SARA, a girl of 11 with wide,
mys te ri ous eyes and a strik ing waif-like ap pear ance,
gazes straight ahead at some thing in a far imag i nary
dis tance. She holds her hands up in the air in front of
her in a strange, med i ta tive way.

SARA (al most chant ing). Papa, Papa, Papa—

(In a sep a rate light, CREWE ap pears. He’s a dash ing,
en er getic Brit ish officer, about 30, talk ing to, swing ing
around, al most danc ing with a large doll.)

CREWE. Vel vet, silk, bro cade!  You shall daz zle them! 
You shall be witch the pop u lace! They shall see you as
the high est of the high, grand est of the grand! Miss Sara 
Crewe, Prin cess!

SARA. She looks like the pic ture of Mother.
CREWE. They won’t mis take you for some one or di -

nary! When I’m off in the jun gle, out on the march, ex -
plor ing the new di a mond mines, you shall have a fine
life. Miss Minchin’s is the best school in Eng land.
You’ll be hap pier than you’ve ever been.

SARA. I’m alone.

9
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(CREWE stares straight ahead.)

CREWE. No. (He holds up the doll.) Em ily will be your
guard ian spirit. She will al ways be with you.

(SARA throws her self for ward as if em brac ing him. He
drops the doll and reaches out as if em brac ing her.)

CREWE. Happy Birth day, Sara. (He steps back.) And
now—off to In dia! Take good care of her, Em ily. (He
dis ap pears.)

(SARA picks up Em ily and stares at her. The lights come 
up around SARA to re veal the par lor of Miss Minchin’s
Se lect Sem i nary for Young La dies.

ERMENGARDE, a flac cid girl of 12, en ters cry ing.  She
holds a pack age which has been ripped open. She plops
down, throw ing the pack age to the floor.)

ERMENGARDE. I’m sorry to make a scene on your birth -
day, Sara, but my papa has sent me some books—and he 
ex pects me to read them.

SARA. My papa has n’t sent me a thing since I’ve been
here.

ERMENGARDE. He’ll ask me ques tions when he sees me; 
he’ll want to know how much I re mem ber. He thinks I
ought to be as clever as he is. But I’m not very clever.

SARA. Ermengarde—per haps, per haps, you could lend me
these books. I’ll read them and tell you ev ery thing that’s 
in them. Tell it so you will al ways re mem ber it.

ERMENGARDE. Oh good ness! Do you think you could?

10 A LIT TLE PRINCESS
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SARA. I know I could. What will you say to your fa ther?
ERMENGARDE. Oh, he need n’t know; he’ll think I’ve

read them.
SARA. Why can’t you tell him I read them and told you

about them?
ERMENGARDE. He wants me to read them.
SARA. He wants you to know what is in them.
ERMENGARDE. He would like it better if I read them.
SARA. He will like it, I dare say, if you learn any thing in

any way.
ERMENGARDE. That’s true enough.
SARA It’s not your fault that… (She stops.) 
ERMENGARDE. That what?
SARA. That you can’t learn things quickly. If you can’t,

you can’t. Just as I can’t help be ing the ug li est child in
the school. Be ing pretty or able to learn things quickly
is n’t ev ery thing. To be kind is worth a good deal. Lots
of clever peo ple have done harm, you know. (Holding
up one of the books.) Look at Robespierre.

ERMENGARDE. Robes…
SARA. You don’t know about Robespierre, do you?
ERMENGARDE. No.
SARA. He loved us ing the guil lo tine. To chop off heads.

You shall know about Robespierre, Ma rie An toi nette,
Na po leon. And you shall tell your fa ther all about them.

ERMENGARDE. Yes, I be lieve I shall. I’m glad he’s sent
these. I’m go ing to write to him. I’m go ing to tell him I
can’t wait to learn about Ro…Ro…

SARA. Robespierre.
ERMENGARDE. Robespierre. He’ll be very happy. Mama 

will, too. She’ll be quite proud of me. (SARA is star ing
at her.) What’s wrong? Have I dripped on my dress?

A LIT TLE PRINCESS 11
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SARA. No. I was just think ing how nice it would be to
have a proud mama.

(LAVINIA and JESSIE, the two old est stu dents, en ter
talk ing.)

LAVINIA. She’s an ugly lit tle thing, is n’t she?
JESSIE. Do you think so?
LAVINIA. Like a jun gle mon key. (She laughs.) Oh, there

you are. Is it true your mother’s dead and your fa ther’s
off in the jun gle? (SARA just stares at her.) Well, is it?
(SARA still stares.)

(MISS MINCHIN en ters.)

MISS MINCHIN. Good morn ing, la dies.
ALL (ex cept for SARA). Good morn ing, Miss Minchin.
MISS MINCHIN. This is a spe cial day, is n’t it, Sara?—

Where is Lottie?
JESSIE. I be lieve she’s in her room, Miss Minchin.
MISS MINCHIN. Lavinia, fetch her for me.
LAVINIA. Of course, Miss Minchin.
MISS MINCHIN. No, wait. I have an an nounce ment which 

I want you to hear. (Call ing off.) Cook? Cook?!

(COOK rushes on.)

COOK. Yes, miss.
MISS MINCHIN. Lottie is late again. Bring her down.
COOK. As soon as I fin ish the cake, miss.
MISS MINCHIN. At once, Cook.
COOK. Yes, miss. (She rushes off.) 

12 A LIT TLE PRINCESS
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MISS MINCHIN. We are very for tu nate to have Sara
among us, la dies. She is a quite spe cial young lady, as
you’ve all come to know. And, to day, when we take our 
prom e nade on the square, Sara shall lead us. (SARA is
taken aback.)

LAVINIA. But I’m the leader, Miss Minchin. I’m the el -
dest. I al ways lead.

MISS MINCHIN. To day, Sara shall. It’s her birth day and
she has read all of Kipling.

LAVINIA. I’ve read things, too, miss.
MISS MINCHIN. Sara is the clev er est child this school has 

ever known. With Sara lead ing us, ev ery one will be able 
to see the qual ity of Miss Minchin’s stu dents. In fact,
from now on, when we pres ent our selves to the pub lic
we shall have Sara lead ing us.

SARA. I’d be hon ored to lead, Miss Minchin, but I’d re ally 
pre fer to share that honor.

MISS MINCHIN. You shall lead, Sara.
SARA. Lavinia and I could take turns. That would be fair -

est.
MISS MINCHIN. You shall lead and the rest shall fol low.

(Screams are heard from off stage. COOK drags on LOT -
TIE, a child of about 8.)

LOTTIE. Noo!  Nooo!
COOK. Shut up!
LOTTIE. I just wanted to look nice for the party.
COOK. Don’t do you no good if you’re not at the party,

does it?
LOTTIE (throwing her self on the floor in a tan trum). I

don’t care! I don’t care!

A LIT TLE PRINCESS 13
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MISS MINCHIN. Cook. Pre pare the cake.
COOK. Yes, miss.

(COOK ex its. MISS MINCHIN calmly goes to LOTTIE
and puts her arm around her.)

LOTTIE (in the tan trum). No, no, no!!! (MISS MINCHIN
grabs her by the wrist and yanks her up.) Ow, you’re
hurt ing me. That’s hurt ing.

MISS MINCHIN. When I hear scream ing, my hand au to -
mat i cally tight ens. (LOTTIE screams louder and louder
as MISS MINCHIN tight ens. Finally, MISS MINCHIN
lets her go. LOTTIE catches her breath for a mo ment,
then con tin ues to pound on the floor, fu ri ously. SARA
goes to her and lies down on the floor, star ing into
LOTTIE’s face. LOTTIE is star tled and stops mo men -
tarily.)

SARA. I used to feel like that a great deal, but when ever
I’d start to scream, the mon keys would scream louder.
(LOTTIE calms slightly.) Well, since I can’t bear mon -
key noise, I’d start think ing of things. Like sup pose I
was a prin cess who ruled from an ivory cas tle. All the
pop u lace would come to me when they were un happy,
and I’d give them food and clothes and jobs that they
liked to do. And, of course, in turn, they’d bring me the
most beau ti ful di vans and the most de li cious treats. And
I’d lie on those couches and eat all day long, feel ing so
at peace with my en tire king dom. (LOTTIE has for got ten 
her tan trum. SARA turns to MISS MINCHIN and speaks
in per fect, flu ent French.) Excusez moi de vous
interrompre, mais raconter une histoire peut etre
reconfortant— (With a ges ture to ward LOTTIE.) pour
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les petites. [I beg your par don for in ter rupt ing but a
story can be quite sooth ing—for the lit tle ones.]

ERMENGARDE. Gosh, where did you learn all that?
SARA. From my papa. He al ways spoke French with me.

My maman was French.
ERMENGARDE. No, I mean the cas tles and prin cesses.
SARA. Oh. It’s just sup pos ing. I like to sup pose I’m a

prin cess. Don’t you?

(As they all stare at SARA, COOK car ries in the cake
with lit can dles. MISS MINCHIN leads the GIRLS in
sing ing “For She’s a Jolly Good Fel low” to SARA. The
song ends.)

COOK. Beg yer par don, miss. There’s a man come. A car -
rier. Says it’s im por tant.

MISS MINCHIN. I’ll see him pres ently.
COOK. Yes, miss. (As she ex its.) Happy Birth day, Miss

Sara.
SARA. Thank you, Cook. It looks de li cious.
MISS MINCHIN. On be half of the school, Sara, it is my

plea sure to give you this.
SARA (opens the pres ent. It is a book). Thank you, miss.

You know what I like most.
MISS MINCHIN. You have made this term the most re -

ward ing in our his tory, Sara. You may con tinue with the 
cel e bra tion in my ab sence, la dies. Many happy re turns,
Sara. I am cer tain you will find the rest of your gifts
quite suit able to your po si tion. (She ex its.)

SARA. Oh, Papa re mem bered.
JESSIE. Come on, Vinia. She’s go ing to open her pres ents.

A LIT TLE PRINCESS 15
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LAVINIA. Must be fan tas tic if they’re suit able to her po si -
tion. Lit tle Miss Prin cess.

ERMENGARDE. Blow out the can dles, Sara. She said we
could go on.

LAVINIA. You just want to eat the cake.
SARA. Of course, she does. We all do.
LAVINIA. The whole thing won’t be enough to sat isfy her.
SARA. Per haps you’d like to give her your piece to see if

that’s true?
LOTTIE. Hurry, Sara, they’re melt ing!
ERMENGARDE. It’s your wish I was think ing of, Sara.
SARA. Of course it was.
LOTTIE. Come on, Sara, if they all melt, you’ll get no

wish.
SARA (holding her doll close). And wishes are such pre -

cious things, aren’t they? 
LOTTIE. You’ve got to close your eyes! Close your eyes

or it’s no good! (SARA stares off, blow ing out the can -
dles in one breath.) It’s no good. You did n’t close your
eyes.

SARA. No, Lottie, as long as you feel it, a wish can be
wished any way at all. And I al ways like to see my
wishes.

LAVINIA. So what is it you’ve wished for, turn ing into a
real in stead of a fake prin cess?

ERMENGARDE. If I were a real prin cess, I’d get a guil lo -
tine and chop some heads.

SARA. No, Ermengarde, you would n’t. You’d want to, be -
cause you see how hurt ful peo ple can be. But to be gen -
er ous, to for give—that’s what a real prin cess would do.
That’s what you’d do.

16 A LIT TLE PRINCESS
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LAVINIA. Oh, thank you, thank you, Your High ness.
(Laughing, LAVINIA does a mock curt sey. SARA stares
at her. LAVINIA con tin ues laugh ing and looks at JES -
SIE, who is not laugh ing. She looks back at SARA, who
is still star ing at her. She stops laugh ing.) You do like
to stare at peo ple, don’t you?

SARA. Yes. I like to find them out and think them over af -
ter wards. Staring helps me see what’s in side. All that’s
bur ied deep down. All that peo ple are afraid to let show. 
Some times, it’s quite aw ful what’s been done to them.
But still, some times there’s a great deal of good in side
and the per son does n’t even know. They’ve for got ten
it’s there. (A surge of emo tion wells up in LAVINIA. She
turns away and moves off by her self.)

LOTTIE. Come on, Sara, open the pres ents, now.
JESSIE (handing one of the pack ages ten ta tively to SARA). 

This looks like a good one.
SARA. Yes, I’m sure you’re right. (She opens the box and

takes out a stun ning dress. The oth ers all gasp in awe.
SARA holds the dress up to her self. She strokes it
gently.)

ERMENGARDE. It’s beau ti ful, Sara. It’s the most beau ti -
ful dress I’ve ever seen.

SARA. I shan’t wear this for ev eryday. I shall save it for
one spe cial day.

LOTTIE. Can we open an other, Sara?
SARA. Of course, Lottie.
LOTTIE (open ing the box and tak ing out a large, very fine 

doll). A dolly, a dolly! (They all gather round. SARA
holds the doll close.)

SARA. Papa. (The GIRLS com ment and try to pat it, ex cept 
for LAVINIA who has stayed apart. To LAVINIA.)

A LIT TLE PRINCESS 17
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Would you like to see her? (Si lence as the GIRLS move
back from SARA. SARA stares at LAVINIA.)

LAVINIA. You want me to see her?
SARA. Why should n’t you? We’re class mates. (SARA

hands the doll to LAVINIA.)
LAVINIA. She’s a beauty. You’re very lucky.
SARA. Thank you. (The oth ers gather round LAVINIA,

chat ter ing. SARA moves away, picks up Em ily and hugs
her.) It’s a very won der ful birth day, dear Em ily.

LOTTIE. Oh, Sara, can I have Em ily, now? Can I?
ERMENGARDE. Lottie!
LOTTIE. I’ll take care of her just like Sara takes care of

me. Sara’s my mother. I’ll be Em ily’s.
SARA. You and I don’t have moth ers, do we, Lottie, so we 

must be moth ers our selves. (She holds out Em ily to
LOTTIE.)

LOTTIE (grab bing Em ily). That’s right. Oh, my baby. Oh,
my lit tle—

(MISS MINCHIN en ters, vis i bly up set. LAVINIA gives
SARA back the new doll as the GIRLS quickly move
apart and stand stiffly.)

SARA. Look what my papa gave me, Miss Minchin.
ERMENGARDE. Is n’t she a beauty?
JESSIE. And a vel vet dress, too.
LOTTIE. A prin cess dress!
MISS MINCHIN. Stop! Enough!
LOTTIE. But there’re more pres ents—
MISS MINCHIN. Enough, I said! This party is over.
ERMENGARDE. Over?
LOTTIE (over lap ping). Why?
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MISS MINCHIN. It is over. (Reaching for the new doll.)
Give me that.

SARA (hold ing on). My papa gave it to me.
MISS MINCHIN. Your fa ther gave you noth ing. I paid for

it. (She takes the doll and the dress.) For six months. All 
of your ri dic u lous ex trav a gances. (The CHILDREN are
star ing at her.) You are to go to your rooms. All of you, 
save Sara.

LOTTIE. Nooo.
MISS MINCHIN. Im me di ately. With out one whim per or

com ment. Now, go. (The GIRLS exit quickly ex cept for
LOTTIE who runs to SARA, hugs her and with great ef -
fort gives her Em ily. LOTTIE ex its as MISS MINCHIN
paces. SARA stands fixed, hold ing Em ily.) I have some -
thing of grave im port to con vey to you, Sara.

SARA. My papa al ways said it’s best to be quick with bad
news.

MISS MINCHIN. I’ve just re ceived a let ter. Your fa ther
en trusted his en tire for tune to a friend. The friend lost
that for tune in a busi ness ven ture. You have no money.
(SARA turns away slightly. MISS MINCHIN searches for 
a way to go on.) There is more. Just when your fa ther
heard of the loss, he had come down with a case of jun -
gle fe ver. He did n’t have the will to fight it. He’s dead,
Sara. I’m sorry. (SARA is im mo bile, star ing straight at
MISS MINCHIN.) You do un der stand what I’m say ing?
Your fa ther is dead. You have no one to take care of
you. No friends, no money, noth ing. (SARA’s face
twitches slightly but she con tin ues to stare straight
ahead at MISS MINCHIN.) I don’t know what we shall
do. I have spent so much. And it’s all lost, your fee as
well. What are you star ing at? Don’t you un der stand
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what I mean? You are quite alone in the world un less I
choose to keep you here. Now, lis ten to me and re mem -
ber what I say. If you work hard, I shall let you stay.
You speak French well and in a year or so you can be -
gin to help with the youn ger pu pils.

SARA. I can speak French better than you, now.
MISS MINCHIN. Don’t be im pu dent. You will have to im -

prove your man ners if you ex pect to earn your bread.
You are not a par lor boarder, now. Re mem ber that if
you don’t please me, and I send you away, you have no
home but the street. You can go. (SARA turns to go.)
Don’t you in tend to thank me?

SARA (try ing to con trol the twitch ing in her face). What
for?

MISS MINCHIN. For my kind ness to you. For my kind -
ness in giv ing you a home.

SARA. You are not kind.
MISS MINCHIN. I’ve paid for you for months. I’m keep -

ing you on with no chance of re cov er ing the money.
That’s more kind ness than most would give. Now, put
that doll down. You’ll have no time for dolls.

SARA. I won’t put her down. My papa gave her to me be -
fore I ever met you.

MISS MINCHIN. Don’t bother go ing to your room. That
room is no lon ger yours.

SARA. Where am I to sleep?
MISS MINCHIN. In the at tic.
SARA. Where the rats are?
MISS MINCHIN. You’re a ser vant, now.
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