
A Little Princess by Frances Hodgson Burnett 
(As Sara enters her room she sees the maid Becky fast asleep 
on the floor by the fire, and she waits for her to wake) 
Sara: Oh, that poor thing! I wish she’d waken herself. I don’t 
like to waken her, but Miss Minchin would be cross if she found 
out. I’ll just wait a few minutes. But she is so tired. So tired. 
(as a piece of coal fell from the fire it waken Becky. She 
sprang to her feet clutching her cap) 
Becky: Oh Miss! Oh Miss! I arske yer pardon miss. Oh I do 
Miss!  
Sara: 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, and me 
being so tired. It wasn’t imperence. 
Sara: (laughing)  You were tired. You couldn’t help it. You are 
not really awake yet. 
Becky:  Aint yer angry Miss? Ain’t yer gonna tell the Mrs?  
Sarah: No of course I’m not. Why we are just the same. I am 
only a little girl like you. It’s just an accident that I am not you 
and you are not me. 
Becky: A accident, miss. Is it? 
Sara: Yes. Have you done your work? Dare you stay a few 
minutes?  
Becky: Her Miss? Me? 
Sara: No one is anywhere about. If you’ve finished your 
bedrooms I thought perhaps you might stay a tiny while. I 
thought perhaps you might like a little piece of cake. (she 
opens a tin and cuts Becky a slice of cake which she devours 
greedily. Becky notices a lovey frock hanging on the wardrobe.) 
Becky: Is that – is that there your best? 
Sara: It is one of my dancing frocks. I like it, don’t you? 
Becky: Once I see a princess. I was standing in the street in 
with the crowd outside Coven’ garden, watching the swells go 
inter the Operer. An there was one everyone stared out most. 
They ses to each other ”that’s the Princess” she was a growed 



up young lady b ut she was pink all over.- gowned an’ cloak, 
flowers an’ all. I called her to mind the minute I see you sitting 
there at the table  Miss. You looked like her. 
Sara: I’ve often thought that I would like to be a Princess. I 
wonder what it feels like. I believe I will begin pretending I am 
one. Becky, weren’t you listening to that story?  
Becky: Yes Miss. I knowd I hadn’t orter, but it was that 
beautiful I = I couldn’t help it.  
Sara: I liked you to listen. If you tell stories you like nothing 
so much as to tell them to people who want to listen. I don’t 
know why it is. Would you like to hear the rest? 
Becky: Me hear it? Like as if I was a pupil Miss? All about the 
Prince and the little white Mer-babies swimming about 
laughing-  with the stars in their hair? 
Sara: (nodding) You haven’t time to hear it now, I’m afraid, but 
if you will tell me just what time you caome to do my rooms, I 
will try to be here and tell you abit of it every day until it is 
finished. It’s a lovely long one and I ‘m always adding new bits 
to it. 
Becky: Then I wouldn’t mind how heavy the coal boxes was or 
what cook done to me if – I might have that to think of. 
Sara: You may. I’ll tell it all to you. 
 


