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UPPER SIXTH.
Line up that goal and let it fly

MISS GIVINGS.
Tackle hard to gain possession

UPPER SIXTH.
Huh! Huh!

MISS GIVINGS.
Fight fiercely if you must

UPPER SIXTH.
Do or die

MISS GIVINGS.
Release your feminine aggression

MISS GIVINGS/UPPER SIXTH.
(And) then move in for the final thrust

MISS GIVINGS.
We know the way to win

UPPER SIXTH.
We know the way to win and how

MISS GIVINGS.
So let the game begin

UPPER SIXTH.
Let’s begin right now

MISS GIVINGS.
One two three

MISS GIVINGS/UPPER SIXTH.
Bully off

MISS GIVINGS.
One two three

MISS GIVINGS/UPPER SIXTH
Bully off .

MISS GIVINGS.
One two three

ACT ONE, SCENE FOUR 27

MISS GIVINGS/UPPER SIXTH.

Bully off bully off bully off
And here we go

MISS GIVINGS.

Here we g0

MISS GIVINGS/UPPER SIXTH.

Put on your navy knicks

Pick up your hockey sticks

One two three bully off - huh, huh, huh!
One two three bully off - huh, huh, huh!
One two three bully off bully off bully off

And here we go.
All exit, hockey sticks held high.
Music 5a. Navy Knicks - play-off

Scene Four
The Head’s study.
MISS BLEACHER is af her desk, gazing at an anti
frame. )
Knock at doot.
She hides the frame in her desk drawer.
MISS BLEACHER. Come!

MISS AUSTIN enters, carrying a large stack of files.

MISS AUSTIN. The complete and unabridged personal files of

the Upper Sixth, as requested.
MISS BLEACHER. Thank you, Miss Austin.
MISS AUSTIN sets them down on the edge of the desk.

MISS AUSTIN. But if  may venture an opinion, Headmistress?
About the incident in the art room?

que photo
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MISS BLEACHER. Vemture forth.

i ’ think the
S AUSTIN. Regrettiable though it was, don’t you thi
meg,m&&mcu of the domestic staff would best be mollified by
a large tin of Cadburyy’s Milk Chocolate Assortment?

MISS BLEACHER. What?

by the two

AUSTIN., Surely no offence was intended .

Ewomaa girls 532%5 And is it not the hallowed function of
the art room to provilde a sanctuary for self-expression?

MISS BLEACHER. Indeed, Miss Austin, That’s why I'm
eliminating art from: the curriculum.

MISS AUSTIN reels.

MISS AUSTIN. Elimimating art? But, Headmistress —
Knock at the door.

MISS BLEACHER. Clome!
BRENDA enters.

Ah, Brenda.

BRENDA, I've got important information about you-know-
what, Miss! .
MISS 31 HACHER, Already? Then divulge it immediately, girl.

BRENDA b8 nervous of MISS AUSTIN.
:z__‘,wwz_ ,,,? Jm--?

MISS B HACHER, fn complete confidence, w.ﬁap. Miss
At Fare pejuadly resolved to close this matter down —
e we 10f, Misy Austin?

MISS AUS LIN (siglhs). Yes, Headmistress.

MISS BLEACHER; So, Brenda - ?

BRENDA. Well, thig time it was going on in the locker room
during assembly, Miss.

MISS wrm».ommw.don the avoidance of doubt, what was
‘going on’, Brenda?
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BRENDA. Indecent and Unnatural Behaviour, Miss.

MISS BLEACHER. You mean you actually saw it with your
own eyes?

BRENDA. Well no, Miss, not exactly. But I definitely heard it
with my own ears,

MISS BLEACHER. What? What did you hear?
BRENDA. Kissing, Miss.
MISS BLEACHER. Kissing?

- BRENDA.. Well, you know, Miss - like this, Miss...

BRENDA imitates slurpy kissing noises, much to MISS
BLEACHER ’s disgust.

,,, MISS BLEACHER. Thank you, Brenda. Would you call that

evidence, Miss Austin?

MISS AUSTIN. Evidence of something, perhaps — but how can
you be sure it was kissing, Brenda?

BRENDA. Because I made a logical deduction, Miss,

MISS AUSTIN. Surely the sounds you have imitated could
equally be consistent with the consumption of a cream bun?

MISS BLEACHER. What?

MISS AUSTIN. Which albeit irregular before break wouid
hardly warrant an inquisition?

BRENDA. But I heard words as well, Miss. And I don't think
they were about cream buns.

MISS BLEACHER. What words?

BRENDA (referring to notebook). ‘Oh darling please forgive
me you know I love you with all my heart', Miss.

MISS BLEACHER. Well, Miss Austin, I think that's chips for
the cream-bun hypothesis, don’t you?

MISS AUSTIN. But, Headmistress, some of our girls do use a

rather exotic vocabulary.
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MISS BLEACHER, Hmm. Are you sure you didn’t see
anything, Brenda?

BRENDA.. I saw enough to recognise who one of them was,
Miss.

MISS BLEACHER. Then stop being mysterious. Name her!
BRENDA. Susan Smart, Miss,

MISS BLEACHER, Are you certain?

BRENDA, Oh yes, Miss. 1°d swear it on the Bible, Miss.
MISS BLEACHER. Then what about the other girl?

BRENDA., Well, I couldn’t swear about her, Miss, but I could
have a jolly good guess. .

MISS AUSTIN. Ahem. 1 don't think the suppositions of the
witness can be counted as evidence, Headmistress.

MISS BLEACHER. Are you absolutely sure you can’t be sure,
Brenda?

BRENDA., I'm sorry, Miss.

MISS BI.LEACHER. Very well. Leave this with us and hurry
along with your other task.

BRENDA. I came in enrly to clear out the art room, Miss. And
1've compiled a tubuluted inventory of all equipment in transit,
so 1 can-cross check euch item on and off my trolley, Miss.

MISS BLEACHER, Very diligent, Brenda. If you failto find a
husband, I'mi sura you'lthe 8 great asset to the Inland
Revenue. ,

BRENDA. Yes, Miss. Thunk you, Miss!
She exits. ,
MISS BLEACHER crows, ,

MISS BLEACHER. So — we huve o nmel

MISS AUSTIN. But Susan Smart it aie of pur shining lights,
Headmistress. To be nustured wid cherished.

BHUSTED
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MISS BLEACHER. Oh really, Miss Austin, you don't seem to
grasp the moral exigency here. Two reports in as many days,
in separate locations? If we don't root out this vile canker it
could spread round the whole school.

MISS AUSTIN (resigned nod). Yes, Headmistress, you're quite
right...
MISS BLEACHER. Then let us wield the scalpel!

MISS AUSTIN. No, I mean you're quite right I don’t grasp
your point. And forgive me, but did we not fight the last war
to defeat fascism?

A beat. MISS BLEACHER ponders this challenge,

MISS BLEACHER, What are you saying, Miss Austin? That we
shouldn’t teach our girls to become good wives and mothers?

MISS AUSTIN. Not at all, Headmistress, if they so aspire.
Indeed I once hoped to become one myself, But my family
were thankful when my fiancé was killed in action — because
they couldn’t bear their daughter to be the first Gl bride in
Dorking.

MISS BLEACHER grimaces.

A fact I only disclose, Headmistress, by way of broadening
the argament —

But by way of her expansive gesture, the pile of files is sent
flying.

Oops!

MISS BLEACHER ends all further argument.

MISS BLEACHER. Kindly clear up your mess before I return,
Miss Austin. ] have an urgent letter to dictate.

MISS AUSTIN. Yes, Headmistress.

MISS BLEACHER exits, leaving MISS AUSTIN ¢o pick up
the pieces.

Oh dear, poor Susan. How many more battles have we yet
to win?




