Christies Chance    
ACT ONE

                               
SCENE ONE

(THE PHONE RINGS. JOYCE PICKS IT UP)

JOYCE: Hello, Bell here. Oh, hello, Mrs Linton. No, I didn't expect to

hear  from  you  so  soon..  No.  (PAUSE)  Oh, really, how old is she?

(PAUSE) Oh, lovely. Yes, of course. No, straight away. Bring her round

straight  away.  Everything's ready. Yes, thank you, Mrs Linton, thank

you. Bye.

(MRS JACKSON, JOYCE'S MOTHER, ENTERS)


JOYCE
:  Listen,  Mum, you remember that social worker, Mrs Linton, the

one who came round to see us a few weeks ago?


MRS JACKSON
:  Yes,  I  remember her. I didn't like her very much. She

seemed rather arrogant to me. What about her?


JOYCE
:  Well, she just telephoned me. She's coming round this evening.

With a child.


MRS JACKSON:
   Look,  Joyce,  I know I'm not the youngest of women any

more, but up to now I always thought I still had all my wits about me.

Now I'm beginning to think I've got Alzheimers.


JOYCE
:  Oh, Mum, don't be silly. What's the problem?


MRS J:
  Nothing,  really.  I  just  can't help wondering why a social

worker is visiting you with a child.


JOYCE
:  I'm .......... going to be a foster mother, Mum.


MRS J:
  A what?


JOYCE
:  You heard me. A foster mother. I'm going to look after someone

else's child until she can look after it herself.


MRS J
: My dear, you're a grown-up woman and far be it from me to tell

you  what  to  do.  But  why on earth do you want to foster some other

woman's child? Haven't you got enough to do?


JOYCE
:  Do  you know what, Mum? I didn't tell you about this because I


knew
 you would say just that. 'Haven't you got enough to do?'


MRS J
:   Well,  it's  true. After all, Jeannie is still at home. She's

still at a difficult age. How can you look after another child, too?


JOYCE
:  Yes,  I know, you needn't say it - and I haven't got a husband

to help me, either.


MRS  J
:  I  wouldn't  say  something mean like that, darling, you know

that.  It  is  hardly your fault that your husband died when the girls

were young, and I know it wasn't easy for you, bringing them up alone.


JOYCE
:  No,  it  wasn't.  And now I just feel I want to help some poor

child  -  it must be hard with no mother and no father to take care of

you.... to have to be cared for in a strange family........


MRS J
:  How old is this child, then? And is it a boy or a girl?


JOYCE
:  It's a girl.


MRS J
:  Thank goodness for that - what would a poor little boy do in a

house full of women?


JOYCE
:  Oh, Mum! And she's six years old.


MRS J
:   Six,  is  she? Oh, well, it couold have been worse. She could

have been sixteen.


JOYCE
:  Oh, no, I couldn't manage a sixteen-year-old! Her mother is an

alcoholic,  it  seems; there's no father - just a steady stream of men

that seem to change every two weeks. Oh, and she's got a brother!
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MRS J
:  You're not taking him, too, are you, dear?


JOYCE
: No, of course not. It seems he's much older - twenty, I think.


MRS J
:   Well,  that's funny, isn't it? - a six-year-old and a twenty
-

year-old.


JOYCE:
  Yes, it does seem a bit odd, now you mention it.


MRS J:
   Well,  dear,  I'm sure it will all work out. After all, she's

only  a  little  girl. And since Bob's death you have been looking for

something to give your life meaning -


JOYCE
: Oh, Mum.....


MRS J
: No, dear, I had noticed. And now Jeannie will be leaving school

next year and Peggy's married......


JOYCE
:  I would be lonely?


MRS J
: Well, of course, you've got me, but that's not the same thing.


JOYCE:
  Oh,  Mum,  you  know  I  love  you  living here with us. And I

shouldn't feel happy if you were in a house on your own........


MRS J
:   I  know, sweetie, and I appreciate that. But you need someone

young.......


JOYCE
:  Yes, that's true...........


MRS 
J
:
  Young people give you so much hope, don't they?

(THE DOOR BELL RINGS)


JOYCE
:  Here they are, Mum. Do I look all right?


MRS J
:  She's a six-year-old girl, dear, not a forty-year-old man!


JOYCE
:  Of course, I'm just nervous.

(SHE  OPENS  THE  DOOR:  MRS  LINTON  WALKS  IN  WITH CHRISTIE, WHO IS

CARRYING AN OLD SUITCASE. SHE IS CLEARLY RATHER OLDER THAN SIX)


MRS  LINTO
N
:
  Oh, hello, Mrs Bell. How nice of you to take Christie on

at such short notice!


JOYCE
:  Christie?


MRS L
:  Yes, Christie. Come here Christie, this is Mrs Bell. I've told

you all about her.


JOYCE
:  Christie?


CHRISTIE:
 Yeah, that's me, missus.


MRS L
:  Don't call Mrs Bell 'missus', Christie. She's got a name.


CHRISTIE
: Sorry, Mrs Linton, ma'am. Good evening, Mrs Bell. Ding dong.


JOYCE
: I think there's been some mistake.


MRS L
:  I'm sorry?


JOYCE
: Well, on the phone you said....you said...a six-year-old girl.


MRS L
:   I'm  afraid you must have misunderstood me, Mrs Bell. I quite

clearly said 'sixteen'.


MRS J
:  Oh, dear.


CHRISTIE
: Who's the old girl?

M
RS J
:  The old girl is Mrs Bell's mother.


CHRISTIE
: Who else lives here?


JOYCE
:  My  second  daughter,  Jeannie.  My  other daughter, Peggy, is

married and.......


CHRISTIE
: Bloody hell, only bloody women in this house? Where the hell

have I landed? No men anywhere?


MRS L
:   Oh, for goodness' sake, Christie, behave yourself. (TO JOYCE)

She's a little bit difficult, but she'll settle down.


CHRISTIE
:  Yeah,  I'm just a little bit difficult. That's what my last
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four foster families said before they threw me out.


JOYCE
: FOUR foster families..........?


MRS L:
   I'm  sure we've found the right family this time, aren't you,

Christie?


CHRISTIE
:  Three bloody women!


MRS L:
  Now, now! Mrs Bell, I'm afraid I'll have to go now. I'll come

back tomorrow and we'll sign all the papers and everything....


JOYC
E
:
  Look, wait a minute, Mrs Linton. I wanted to.........


MRS L
:   That's  fine,  then.  I'll  be  round at - shall we say, four

o'clock in the afternoon? We've got to get all those details arranged,

like school..........


CHRISTIE
: I'm not going to no bloody school...........


MRS L
:  Yes, you are Christie. Shut up.


CHRI
S
TIE
: Dreadfully sorry, ma'am!


MRS L
: Don't show me to the door, Mrs Bell. I can find my own way out.

(SHE GOES OUT)

(THERE IS A VERY LONG PAUSE)


CHRISTIE
: Did you hear that? She told me to shut up!

(ANOTHER LONG PAUSE)


CHRISTIE
:  That wasn't very polite, was it??

(ANOTHER LONG PAUSE)


CHRISTIE
:  I  can't  do anything about it, can I? I didn't 
ask
 to come

here, that Linton woman, she just dragged me along.

(PAUSE)


JOYCE:
  Christie,  you  must  be  tired and hungry. I'll show you your

room, and then make you a little something to eat. After that, I think

it's time for bed.


CHRISTIE:
  I  know,  you want to talk to HER (pointing at Mrs J) about

me, don't you?


JOYC
E
:
 Well,.........


CHRISTIE
:  Course  you  do.  I can understand that. I wouldn't want to

have me in my house, either. Where's my room, then?


JOYCE
:  Come this way, Christie, I'll take your suitcase.


CHRISTIE:
  Thanks. I'm dead tired. And bloody hungry, too.


JOYCE
: Come on, then.

(THEY BOTH GO OUT)


MRS J:
  That poor child. That poor, poor child. And poor us, too. What

on earth are we going to do with her?

(CHRISTIE AND JOYCE ARE SEEN IN CHRISTIE'S ROOM)


JOYCE:
 Here it is, Christie. I hope you'll like it. I didn't have time
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to paint it. Perhaps we could do that together.


CHRISTIE
: Na, I'm not staying.


JOYCE:
  Oh.


CHRISTI
E
:
  Say, this is a real nice bed. I like the curtains, too, Mrs

Bell.


JOYCE:
  Please, Christie, call me Joyce.


CHRISTIE:
  Why?


JOYCE:
 Well, Mrs Bell sounds so stiff, somehow........ so formal.....


CHRISTI
E:  Yeah.

(PAUSE)


JOYCE:
  Here  are some hangers, Christie. You can unpack your suitcase

and put your things on the hangers..........


CHRISTIE:
   I never unpack my suitcase.


JOYCE:
 You NEVER.......


C

HRISTI
E
:
  .......unpack  my  suitcase. No. I never stay anywhere long

enough.


JOYC
E
:
 I see. Well, come into the kitchen when you're ready, Christie.

I'll get you something to eat.


CHRISTI
E
:
  Mrs Bell?


JOYCE:
  Christie?


CHRISTIE:
  Thanks. You're O.K.

                             - SCENE TWO -

(ENTER  JEANNIE  WITH BAG AND BACKPACK, WHICH SHE THROWS ON THE FLOOR.

NOT  NOTICING  CHRISTIE,  SHE  SITS  DOWN  AT  THE  TABLE  AND  DRINKS

SOMETHING)


CHRISTIE
:  Oh, Christ, not another one!


JEANNI
E (shocked!)  I beg your pardon?


CHRISTIE:
  I  said,  Oh,  Christ,  not another one. Not another bloody

foster child. How many has she got?


JEANNIE
: What 
are
 you talking about? And who are you, anyway? What are

you doing here?


CHRISTIE:
  I could  ask  you the same questions, couldn't I? I mean, I

thought  I  was  the  only one. I didn't know there was 
another
 foster

daughter  here.  I just thought Mrs Bell had two daughters of her own,

and now there's you, too!


JEANNIE:
  I  
am
  one of Mrs Bell's daughters. I'm Jeannie. And who are

you supposed to be?


CHRISTIE
:  Oh,  hell,  I  messed  that  one  up,  didn't I? Sorry! I'm

Christie. I live here.


JEANNIE
: Well, great - so do I!


CHRISTIE:
 Yeah, of course!

(PAUSE)


JEANNIE
:  Well, aren't you going to tell me what you're doing here?
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CHRISTIE
:  Didn't your mum tell you?


JEANNIE
: No, she didn't. I just got back from a school trip.


CHRISTIE
: Where to?


JEANNIE:
  Scotland.


CHRISTIE:
 You're lucky. I ain't never been to Scotland. I ain't never

been  nowhere.  I  seen Buckingham Palace once, though. Didn't see the

Queen, though.


JEANNIE:
 Look, are you trying to avoid me or something? WHAT ARE YOU

DOING HERE?

(PAUSE)


CHRISTIE:
 Your mum's fostering me.


JEANNIE
: Oh, God, that's all we need.


CHRISTIE
  She didn't tell you, then?


JEANNIE:
 No, not a word.


CHRISTIE:
 I only arrived last night. Last place threw me out.


JEANNIE:
 What for?


CHRISTIE
: Well, I'm difficult, see?


JEANNIE:
 Yes, I can imagine that.

(ENTER JOYCE)


CHRISTIE
: Hello, Mrs Bell.


JEANNIE
: (at the same time) Mum, what on earth's going on here?


JOYCE
: I see you've met Christie, darling.


JEANNIE
:  You  can say that again. I arrive home tired out, you aren't

here and some strange girl is sitting around in 
our
 kitchen.


JOYCE
: Look, darling, it was all a big rush - I've been thinking about

fostering a child for some time now........


JEANNIE
: A CHILD??? YOU CALL....
THIS
..... A CHILD?


JOYCE:
  JEANNIE! Will  you let me explain!? I was going to talk to you

and  Peg  and  Gran,  but  I  just  didn't have time. Christie arrived

rather......suddenly. And I thought....... she was six.


JEANNIE:
 She  certainly  doesn't look six. (PAUSE) I think you should

have asked us first. I hope you haven't put her in 
my
 room!


JOYCE
: No, of course not. She's in Peggy's old room.


JEANNIE
: Where's Gran?


JOYCE:
 She's watching TV in the other room.


JEANNIE
:  I'm  going  to  see  Gran. You've obviously got enough to do

without  bothering with me. Oh, and in case you're interested, I had a

great time in Scotland.


JOYCE:
  Don't you want to tell me about it?


JEANNIE
: No. (PAUSE) I'm going to tell Gran.

(SHE LEAVES THE ROOM)

(LONG PAUSE)


JOYCE
:  I'm sorry about that, Christie. She's just a bit tired, that's

all.


CHRISTIE
: No, she isn't. She just doesn't want me here.


JOYCE:
 She can't know that. She was just a bit shocked.


CHRISTIE
: Not surprising, is it?
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J

OYCE:
  Perhaps not. Did you sleep well?


CHRISTIE
:  Yes,  thank  you.  I said it was a lovely bed. I had really

nice  dreams.  And  it's  so quiet here! My last family lived near the

airport  -  planes, planes, all day and all night (SHE MAKES A 'PLANE'

NOISE).  I  hated it. I hated them, too. They were even worse than the

planes.

(PAUSE)


JOYCE:
  What sort of hobbies have you got, Christie?


CHRISTIE
: You what?


JOYCE:
  Hobbies  -  interests  - What sort of things do you do in your

spare time - for fun?


CHRISTIE:
  I went to a party once and tried Ecstasy.


JOYCE:
 Ecstasy? You mean, the drug, Ecstasy?


CHRISTIE:
  Yeah,  what  d'you think I mean? Didn't like it, though. It

made me sick. Spent all night in the toilet.


JOYCE
: And who.......gave you this.......drug?


CHRISTIE
:  That  was  the  boy  in  the  last family I was in. A right

bastard, he was. Seventeen. Kept trying to get me into bed.


JOYCE
: Oh, God.


CHRISTIE
: I didn't want to, though. I seen enough of that with my mum.

That's  how  she  gets  money for all that stuff she drinks. Anyway, I

didn't like him, he was such a bastard.


JOYCE
: Was that why you had to go?


CHRISTIE:
  Yeah,  I told that old cow Linton about it, and she went to

the family, and they said I was a liar.


JOYCE:
  And what happened then?


CHRISTI
E
:
  'How  can  you  say  such things about our dear Jason? What

lies! You are an ungrateful, spiteful, horrid girl!' And he said, 'You

don't  think  I'd  even look at 
her
, do you? She's a scrubber. You can

see  that. And she stinks.' (PAUSE) I don't stink. I wash myself every

day. I don't want to stink. My mum stinks. (PAUSE) They threw me out.


JOYCE:
  I'm  sorry about that, Christie. And you don't stink. In fact,

you don't smell at all.


CHRISTIE
:  I'd  like  to  smell nice. I'd like to have some perfume. I

found  a  little  bottle  on  the  front  of a magazine once. It smelt

lovely.  My  mum  took  it away from me. I'd like to smell like a film

star.


JOYCE:
  (PAUSE) So, what about your interests?


CHRISTIE
: No interests.


JOYCE:
 But you must have 
some
 interests!


CHRISTIE
: Why?


JOYCE:
 Well, everybody's got interests..........


CHRISTIE:
 Not me............


JOYCE:
  Do you like reading?


Christie
:  (LONG PAUSE)  No.


JOYC
E
:
 But, reading is such fun.


CHRISTIE
: I can't.


JOYCE:
 What?
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CHRISTIE:
 I  can't  read.  (PAUSE)  Don't  look  at me like that. Not

everybody  can  read, you know. There are some really famous filmstars

who can't read.  (PAUSE)  I tried. I just couldn't.


JOYCE
:  Do you like going to the cinema, then?


CHRISTIE:
 Yeah, I love that. It's much better than TV. Everything's so

big and so colourful and so loud. When I was little, my mum often sent

me to the cinema. (PAUSE) So she could go to bed with her men. (PAUSE)

I didn't mind. I'm going to be a filmstar one day. Not all of 
them
 can

read, you know, and yet everyone knows them!

(THE BELL RINGS)


JOYCE
: Oh, good heavens, that must be Mrs Linton already. She's early.


CHRISTIE
: Oh, bloody hell. I can't stand that old cow.


JOYCE:
 Open the door, Christie, please!


CHRISTIE:
  O.K.

(SHE LETS MRS LINTON IN)


JOYCE
:  Good  afternoon,  Mrs Linton. Christie, would you mind leaving

Mrs Linton and myself alone for a few minutes? (PAUSE. SHE SMILES) So

we  can  talk  about  you?  (CHRISTIE  GRINS  BACK  AND  GOES INTO HER

BEDROOM. SHE LISTENS AT THE DOOR)


MRS LINTON:
 I know, I know. That was unfair of me, Mrs Bell. But I was

really at my wits' end. Christie is very difficult, you know, and that

last  family  she  was  in  had  had enough of her - and I had to find

another family, quickly.


JOYCE
: You could have put her in a home.


MRS LINTON:
    The first thing she would do would be to climb out of a

window. She has done that so many times, I can't count.


JOYCE
: And you thought I might be a good alternative?


MRS  L:
  Yes,  I'm  sorry.  It  was  clearly  a mistake. I should have

prepared you for someone like Christie - she isn't easy to deal with -

and  she  tells  lies. The last family wanted her to leave because she

stole some money.


JOYCE:
  There was no other reason?


MRS  L:
  Isn't  that  enough?  Well, she said the son of the house had

tried to.......


JOYCE: 
..........get her into bed with him?


MRS  L:  
Actually, yes. But you know what sort of imagination girls of

her age have.


JOYCE:
 Yes, I have a daughter of seventeen myself........


MRS  L:
 Sorry, Mrs Bell, I'm sure 
your
 daughter isn't like Christie in

any way at all. I didn't believe her, of course. The boy, Jason, was a

nice  lad  .......  polite, friendly - and what boy would even want to


look
  at  Christie?  She's  not  exactly attractive! Well, perhaps you

could ask her to get her things packed.


JOYCE
: She hasn't UNpacked yet.


MRS  L
: Oh, yes, Christie's little fad. She never unpacks. Where's her

room?


JOYCE
: She's staying here.


MRS L:
 I beg your pardon?
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JOYCE
:  I said she's staying here. She may be difficult, but she isn't

impossible.  You  can't go on pushing her around from one house to the

other, you know.


MRS L:
 You mean, you are prepared to look after her?


JOYCE
: Well, I'll try.


MRS  L:
 I don't know how to thank you, Mrs Bell. You've really taken a

burden off my shoulders.


JOYCE:
 Then 
don't
 try. If I need help, I've got you telephone number.

(PAUSE)


MRS  L
:  Well,  I'll be on my way then. Oh, I nearly forgot. There are

some papers here for you to sign. Christie can go to the comprehensive

school in Latimer Street.


JOYCE
: No, she's going to, school here.


MRS L:
 Where?


JOYCE:
  In  this  house.  Did  you  know  she can't read or write, Mrs

Linton?  She's  sixteen and she can't even read or write! What sort of

school  do  you  think  is going to teach her that? 
I'M
 going to teach

her.

MRS L: YOU?


JOYCE:
  Yes,  of  course. I 
can
 read and write, you know. I telephoned

the  educational  authority this morning and they said I can teach her

at home.


MRS L
: Well, all I can say is, good luck, Mrs Bell. I wouldn't like to

have to do it. Don't see me out. Good bye.


JOYCE:
  Good bye, Mrs Linton.

(MRS LINTON LEAVES THE ROOM)


JOYCE:
  Christie's right. That woman 
is
 an old cow!

(PAUSE)


JOYCE:
 Christie!? You can stop listening at the door now and come out!


CHRISTIE
: How did you know I was listening at the door?


JOYCE
:  Because  if I had been you, 
I
 would have listened at the door,

too.  (THEY LAUGH)  Come on, Christie. We're going to school!

