
The Last Dance of the Plum Sisters
by Michael Olsen

Characters: PRUDENCE, a Plum sister

FELICIA, a Plum sister

JASPER, Father to the Plum sisters

In  the darkness  we  hear  a crazy waltz.   Lights come up slowly  on a 
crumbling weatherboard tower room.  Offstage stage left are the doors  
to the room.  Downstage is a large window.  Scattered around the room  
are old teddy bears and toys: we are in an old nursery.  Upstage there is  
an  old  easel  with  dusty  old  paper  and  crayons  on  it,  along  with  a  
children’s table and chairs.  Downstage centre are two sleeping figures:  
the Plum sisters,  Prudence and Felicia.  Linking them is a metal chain,  
locked up with a padlock at each woman's waist.  They are both dressed  
in  dirty  white  ball  dresses.   Not  far  from  them  lies  a  toy  set  of  
binoculars.   The  waltz  stops  in  mid-beat.   It's  then  that  we  hear  
PRUDENCE sniffling  and  snorting  in  her  sleep.   FELICIA sits  bolt  
upright, rubbing her eyes and blurring her eye shadow.

FELICIA: The dance!  The dance!

Felicia pushes Prudence.

FELICIA: Come on Prudence!  The dance!  The dance!

Prudence  rolls  over.   Felicia  stands  up  and  heads  upstage  left.  
However, the chain pulls taut and Felicia gives a squawk.  She discovers  
the chain around her waist,  along with the padlock, and grunting she  
follows  the  chain back to  Prudence.   Felicia  pulls  on the chain,  but  
Prudence doesn’t respond.  Felicia pulls much harder.

FELICIA: Prudence!

PRUDENCE: (her eyes closed, still half asleep)  Don't Felicia.   I was having a nice 
dream.  About Cindy, some honey, and some ants.

FELICIA: (rattling the chain)  What’s the meaning of this Prudence?

Prudence stands and rubs her eyes.

FELICIA: Well?

Prudence looks down and notices the chain.  She then inspects the chain  
and her padlock.  She gives a frustrated squeak as she fails to break the  
chain and remove it.

FELICIA: What have you done Prudence?
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PRUDENCE: Me?  If this is your idea of a joke it’s not very funny.   Do you see me 
laughing?  Well?  Do you?

Prudence stops fiddling with her padlock.

PRUDENCE: My god the dance!  The dance!

Prudence pulls again at her chain.

FELICIA: You've already tried that.

PRUDENCE: We’ll just have to go with this—this thing around us!

Felicia starts to move off, and stops.

FELICIA: Where are we?

Prudence looks around.

PRUDENCE: We're in the—Mister Eddy!

Prudence moves to a pile of toys, pulling Felicia with her.  From the pile  
Prudence retrieves a thread-bare, one-eyed teddy bear.

PRUDENCE: Mister Eddy!  I thought I'd lost you mister!  Are you OK?

Prudence makes Mr Eddy nod his head.  Prudence hugs her teddy bear.

FELICIA: (looking around as if for the first time)  What are we doing in the tower 
nursery?

PRUDENCE: I don't  know.  Did you see anything Mr Eddy?  (Mr Eddy shakes his 
head: no.)  You be sure to tell us if you remember anything, OK?  (Mr 
Eddy nods.)  That's good.  Good teddy bear.

FELICIA: Let's just—go.  We'll be late for the dance otherwise!  You don't want 
Cindy to have all the fun, do you?

Felicia  moves  to  the  doors  again.   Prudence  doesn't  move.   Felicia  
stops.

FELICIA: What is it now?

PRUDENCE: We can't go to the dance like this!  It looks—

FELICIA: Perverted?

PRUDENCE: No no!

FELICIA: Kinky?

PRUDENCE: No, so—so 80's.

FELICIA: Let's just pretend it's a fashion accessory.  Here, roll in.
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The sisters twirl in to the centre of the chain, the chain wrapping around 
their waists.

PRUDENCE: I still say it was you.

FELICIA: Think.  Think for just one minute.  Of all the people in the world do you 
really think I'd chain myself to you?

PRUDENCE: You could have done worse.  You could have chained yourself to Cindy.

FELICIA: That's true.

The sisters twirl away from each other.

FELICIA: Well then.  It was someone else, wasn't it?

PRUDENCE: Why don’t I give Father a yell and get him to bring a pair of bolt cutters?

FELICIA: As long as he knows where they are.   (Pause)  As long as he knows 
what they are.

Prudence goes to the window downstage, and Felicia follows.  Prudence  
is about to yell when she spies something on the ground, scoops up a  
pair of toy binoculars, and focuses them on the outside world.

FELICIA: What is it?

PRUDENCE: They're  taking  down  the  marquee!   Felicia,  they're  taking  down  our 
beautiful marquee!  We’re supposed to be dancing the night away in that 
marquee!  Felicia, they're taking it down!  Do you see?  Do you see?

Felicia  snatches  the  binoculars  off  Prudence,  nearly  strangling  
Prudence.

FELICIA: Of course I can see!  I can see!

Prudence grabs the binoculars back.

PRUDENCE: (calling out)  Stop!  Stop!  What are you doing?  Leave it alone!  Stop! 
Stop!

FELICIA: We're too high up.  They can't hear us.

PRUDENCE: But why are they taking it down?  The dance hasn't started yet!

FELICIA: No, it's finished.

PRUDENCE: Finished?  What do you mean finished?

FELICIA: Look at the sun.

PRUDENCE: OK, I'm looking at the sun and I'm going blind.  What now?

FELICIA: It's in the east.  Shining over Dry Bone Gully.  In the east.

PRUDENCE: Uh-huh.
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FELICIA: It's the sun of a new day,  genius—the morning  after the dance.   (The 
sisters look at each other with  dread.  Prudence's lower lip begins to  
tremble.)  We've slept right through it.

PRUDENCE: I've slept through the happiest night of my life!

FELICIA: So have I—but you don't see me crying about it.

PRUDENCE: I'm not crying.  There's just a lot of dust up here, that's all.

FELICIA: Fine.  We have to get to the bottom of this.   What's the last  thing you 
remember?

PRUDENCE: Well I woke up, and I stretched a bit, and then—

FELICIA: Before that!  Before you went to sleep!

PRUDENCE: OK OK.  Now.  What was I doing?  I was getting ready for the dance. 
I'd just finished getting dressed and I was—I was admiring myself in the 
mirror and somehow I have a glass of champagne in my hand.  Thank 
you.  Just a sip and—

FELICIA: I was in a flap.  I hadn't finished getting my hair done and then I too had 
a glass of champagne in my hand, and—

The sisters are poised with  imaginary glasses  of  champagne in  their  
hands.

PRUDENCE: —it was from—

FELICIA: —from—

The sisters look at each other, frowning.

FELICIA +
PRUDENCE: Cindy?

FELICIA: (looking in her imaginary glass)  She must have put something in  the 
champagne!

Prudence looks in her imaginary glass, then tips it out.

PRUDENCE: I don’t  believe  it!   She's  not  meant  to do things  like  that!  She's  all 
sweetness and light and niceness and—

FELICIA: Think again.  She must have wanted this dance so badly.  She obviously 
saw us as a threat.

PRUDENCE: A threat?  But why?  What were we going to do?  I wasn't going to do 
anything.  Why can't she trust us?  We've never done anything to her.

Pause: the sisters eventually look at each other.

FELICIA: Well there was that time you sent her flying her into the sheep dip.
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PRUDENCE: All that long hair I thought she might have ticks!  You were no angel. 
What about when you pushed her into the mustering yard, and she nearly 
got trampled by that bull?

FELICIA: I was providing an educational service!  She wanted to know what that 
dangly bit was!  What about when you put that nail under her saddle, and 
she was thrown?

PRUDENCE: She didn't break anything.  Don't forget you're worse than me.

FELICIA: Am not.

PRUDENCE: Am too.

FELICIA: Am three.

PRUDENCE: Alright I am.  But she made me!  All that blonde hair and blue eyes and 
"yessir" and "no sir" and "can I help you with that?" like she really cares. 
She  said:  "Have  a  lovely  night,  sis"  right  before  she  gave  me  that 
champers.  

FELICIA: That's not just sinister—that's sadistic.

PRUDENCE: She really hates us.

FELICIA: Worse.  She really fears us.

PRUDENCE: That’s going a bit far.

FELICIA: Do you think?  When so much is at stake?

PRUDENCE: What are you talking about?

FELICIA: Let me paint some pictures for you, then.

PRUDENCE: Pictures?

Felicia goes to the easel and begins sketching what she’s talking about.

FELICIA: Ugly pictures.  Like Harry Prince, the most eligible  man in the district, 
slow dancing  with that  dreg of a stepsister.   Harry's  fingers  fumbling 
with her frock.  Harry's lips locked lingeringly—

Pause.  The penny drops for Prudence.  She stands up.

PRUDENCE: Enough!  Let's go!

Prudence pushes Felicia out of the way and goes off and tests the doors.  
They won’t open.  Prudence bangs on them.

PRUDENCE: (off)  Let me out!  Let me out!  Help!  Help!

Pause.  Prudence enters.

FELICIA: Let me.
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Felicia goes off and tests the doors, banging and heaving.  Felicia re-
enters.

PRUDENCE: See?  If they didn't open for me, why would they open for you?

Felicia sits herself down very lady-like on the floor—and promptly has a  
tantrum, banging the floor and kicking it.

PRUDENCE: You'll never get out that way.  Father built the floor of solid jarrah.

FELICIA: Who in their right mind builds a tower nursery room on top of a station 
house in the middle of the outback?

PRUDENCE: Like you said,  who in their  right mind?  But did he build  it  before or 
after the horse kicked him in the head?

FELICIA: After.  He said he built it so high because he thought we were the nearest 
things to heaven he'd ever known.

The sisters  give  each  other  a  look.   Pause.   Prudence  plops  on  the 
ground next to Felicia.

PRUDENCE: Oh God.  Oh God there is no God.  Not now.  (Pause)  Harry was meant 
to be mine.  All mine.

FELICIA: Father promised him to me!

Felicia stands up.

PRUDENCE: Father promised him to me!

Prudence stands up.

FELICIA: Well we can't both have him!

PRUDENCE: You have the top half, I'll have the bottom.

FELICIA: No surprises how your mind works.

PRUDENCE: I was meant to be with Harry!  I'm the only one who understands him.  I 
can  see  him  now  mustering  in  the  morning,  branding  them  in  the 
afternoon, and in the evening he leans against the veranda as I hand him 
that ice cold beer.  And then he looks at me and I look right back at him, 
and I know that look.  The look that says—

FELICIA: The look that says get me another beer, darling.

PRUDENCE: Felicia!

FELICIA: You’ve got him all wrong.  He's not like that at all.  He's a noble soul in 
a soulless land.  A gentleman among savages.  He wants to come home 
at the end of a long hot day and ease off his horse and hear the words of 
Shelley and Keats and Rudyard Kipling, and have me pat his brow with 
a cool linen cloth.
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Prudence laughs.

FELICIA: What's so funny?

PRUDENCE: I would have rooted him silly before he got off the horse.  You've got no 
passion, Felicia.  That's what a man wants.  Passion.  Passion!

FELICIA: Passion?  You want passion?  How about this for passion!

Felicia snatches up a teddy bear and hits Prudence with it.  Prudence  
grabs another teddy bear and hits her back.  Felicia grabs another teddy  
bear, and with a bear in each hand it's on as they try to whack hell out  
of each other.  However, it's obviously more for show than a battle of  
life and death.   Prudence grabs the chain and tries to  swing  Felicia  
away, but the two of them wind up falling over.  Pause: the fight's over.  
Felicia sits up first.

FELICIA: Tell me again why we're fighting, Prudence.

PRUDENCE: Because we're good at it, Felicia, that’s why.

FELICIA: I knew there was a good reason.

Prudence sits  up.   Prudence slides over to  hug Felicia,  who  just sits  
there without responding.  If there is any response it is one of disgust.

FELICIA: The real enemy is Cindy.

Prudence snatches up a blonde doll and pummels her.

PRUDENCE: Little trollop.  Blonde bimbo.

FELICIA: I wonder what Mother would say if she could see us now?

Prudence crosses herself.

PRUDENCE: Et spiritu sancti.

Felicia looks at Prudence.

FELICIA: Do you still believe in that stuff?

PRUDENCE: You've gotta believe in something—even if you don't follow it.  (Pause) 
The dance was meant to be our debut.

FELICIA: Our coming out dance.

PRUDENCE: After all these years,  after all the hard work we've put into this place. 
The drought,  the floods,  the fires—we've survived  them all  and made 
this station one of the most prosperous in the district.

FELICIA: The most prosperous.
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PRUDENCE: And all Cindy ever did was stay inside to protect herself from the sun. 
My God, you're not a true Australian till you've had a melanoma cut out 
of your back!

FELICIA: I  had  two  done  last  year.   (Pause)  When  Mother  died  and  Father 
remarried  I  thought  that was the worst,  but  to  have  everything  taken 
away by Cindy!  (Pause)  Prudence, I don't know what to do.

PRUDENCE: Neither do I.

Pause

FELICIA: You know, she probably had the same dream about the dance that we 
had.

PRUDENCE: Yeah, well it's even steven as far as I'm concerned.

FELICIA: What are you talking about?

PRUDENCE: That's for me to know and you to find out.

FELICIA: No Prince Charming's going to come through those doors and save us.

JASPER PLUM enters.  He is an older man in Stubbies and Blundstones
—and a black coat with tails.  He carries a tray with two covers on it.  
On his belt is a huge chain of keys.  He is exhausted having climbed up  
the stairs to this room.

JASPER: Hello…my little…sugar lumps.

PRUDENCE: Father!

JASPER: Jasper Plum…at your service!

FELICIA: Prudence!  The doors!

As the sisters  rush  over,  we  hear  the  doors  bang closed.   Prudence  
stamps her foot, Felicia is bereft.

JASPER: Don't worry my little cantaloupes.  I've brought you breakfast!

PRUDENCE: Father's brought us brekkie.

FELICIA: No bolt cutters there, Father?

PRUDENCE: We can't escape on an empty stomach.

JASPER: A table!  A table!

Prudence and Felicia hurry over and grab a children's table and chairs.  
Jasper deposits the tray on the table, relieved to be rid of it.

JASPER: Now pumpkins.  Take a seat.
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The sisters  take  a  seat  at  either  end of  the table,  the  chain trailing  
between them on the floor.  Prudence rubs her hands together.

PRUDENCE: What have you got for us, Father?

JASPER: Nothing  but  the  best  for  my  little  muffins:  sautéed  Italian  sausages, 
crispy English bacon, eggs Florentine—and Vegemite on toast.

Jasper  whips  off  the  covers  to  reveal—nothing—nothing  but  empty  
plates.  Felicia checks under her plate and under the cover.  Prudence  
picks up her knife and fork.

PRUDENCE: Thanks Father.

Prudence  begins  "eating" her  breakfast,  gesturing  at  Felicia  to  play  
along.

PRUDENCE: This is great, Father.  (to Felicia:)  Why aren't you having any?

FELICIA: I don’t know.  Probably because there's nothing there!

JASPER: (to Felicia:)  So you won't get fat, will you, Prudence?

PRUDENCE: I'm Prudence—she's Felicia.

JASPER: Yes yes of course.

FELICIA: Father, are you saying I'm fat?

JASPER: Do you think you're fat?

FELICIA: (standing)  You think I'm fat, don't you?

JASPER: Is that what I said?

PRUDENCE: I think you're fat.

FELICIA: (to Prudence)  Shut up.  (to Jasper)  Are you going to keep answering 
every question with another question?

JASPER: Yes yes of course—why not?

Felicia sits down, exasperated.

PRUDENCE: (stuffing her face)  It's delicious Felicia.   You really should have some. 
You need your energy you know.

FELICIA: You know why I'm not having any?

PRUDENCE: Why?

FELICIA: Because it could be poisoned.

Prudence stops chewing in mid chew.

JASPER: But—
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FELICIA: Then again, maybe Cindy's not that bad.

Prudence recommences chewing.

FELICIA: Then again, maybe she is.

Prudence stops chewing again.

PRUDENCE: Well?

FELICIA: I don't know.  But you can't say for sure, can you?

Prudence stands with a mouthful of food she doesn't want to swallow.  
She snatches a white hanky from her father’s suit pocket and spits into  
it.  She hands the hanky to her father.

PRUDENCE: Look what she made me do, Father.

JASPER: There there.

Jasper takes the hanky and dumps it behind some toys in the room.

FELICIA: Father.

JASPER: Yes pikelet?

FELICIA: You promised me I could marry Harry, didn't you?

JASPER: Yes yes of course.

PRUDENCE: But you said I could marry him.

JASPER: Yes yes of course.

PRUDENCE: But we can't both marry him.

FELICIA: Were we going to become Mormons, Father?

Jasper jumps around, looking.

JASPER: Mormons?  Where?  Get my 303!  Where are they my dumplings?

FELICIA: In your head, Father.  In your head.

Jasper hops on one foot as if he's trying to get water out of his ear.

JASPER: Get out!  Get out!  There's only so much room in there.  (Pause)  Ah, 
that's it.  Where was I?

PRUDENCE: You never left us, Father.

FELICIA: You were right here.

JASPER: Yes yes of course.

PRUDENCE: Tell us how the dance went, Father.
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