THE GYMSLIP

[Linksfor The Chumleigh TowersTrilogy]

Alison Davidson

SchoolPlay Productions Ltd

15 Inglis Road, Colchester, Essex CO3 3HU

www.schoolplayproductions.co.uk



THE CHUMLEIGH TOWERSTRILOGY

Copyright Alison Davidson 1993

This play is fully protected by copyright.

It is an infringement of the copyright to give any public performance or reading of
this play in its entiretyor in theform of excerptswithoutthe prior consenin writing
of the copyright owners.

No part of this publication may be transmitted,storedin a retrieval system,or

reproducedin any form or by any means,electronic, mechanical,photocopying,
typescript,recording, or otherwise,without the prior permissionof the copyright
owners.

All rights are strictly reserved. Any enquiries about performing rights, professional
or amateur, should be directed, before rehearsal, to
SchoolPlay Productions Ltd,
15 Inglis Road,
Colchester, Essex CO3 3HU.

No performance may be given unless a licence has been obtained.

ISBN 978 1 872475 58 5

Printed and published by
SchoolPlay Productions Limited,
15 Inglis Road,
Colchester, Essex, CO3 3HU



THE GYMSLIP

[Links for THE CHUMLEIGH TOWERS TRILOGY]

CAST

Miss Frobisher The Headmistress

Dimsie Merridew Tamsin the Jungle Girl /
Sureshot Sadie / Maud
o' the Mills

Nancy Trefusis Aloosha the Polynesian
Princess / Young Matt /
Mill Hand

Betty Witch Doctor / Cowboy /
Mill Hand

Girls Cannibals / Cowboys /
Mill Hands

Mamzelle









THE GYMSLIP

[Links for THE CHUMLEIGH TOWERS TRILOGY]

by Alison Davidson

FIRST LINK

Enter HEADMISTRESShefore main curtains. Shemovescentre stageand is

Dim:

H.M.:

Dim:

H.M.:

(Exit

H.M.:

about to welcomethe AUDIENCE when DIMSIE MERRIDEW appears
indignantly at her elbow.

Miss Frobisher," Jane enjoys her Jodhpurs' is not in the programme!

Ah, Dimsie Merridew. Editor'sprivilege,Dimsie. Theycouldn'tinclude
everything, you know. Now we're rather busy. Off you go.

But none of my storiesis in, Miss Frobisher! "Trixie gets into
Trouble'! "Hilda holds her Own"! The prefectshave evenspiked
"GertieLaysthe Ghost"!

Fortunesof war, Dimsie. Tower girls don't makea fuss, do they? Off
with you now, and help Matron with the jammy buns.

DIMSIE, muttering. MISS F. resumes).

Good evening,Governors,Parents - No, don'tgetup. Now | know
you're wonderingwhat to expect. Well, this year the DramaClub have
chosento dramatisesomeof the storiesin the Christmasnumberof "The
Gymslip", our own dear ChumleighTowers mag - quite an ambitious
undertakingyou'll agree but| know they'll comethroughsplendidly,with
flying colours. (Sheappearsto spota Latecomer) Late again,Hilary?
Sit down quickly, dear. The editors tell me that this edition is more
"ripping"” thanever - all our old favouritesand somenew onesbeside. |
don'treally know whatthey'vebeencookingup but they promiseit's going
to be really "top-hole"! (Shepeepsthrough the Curtain). Everything
seemdo bein order. Time for meto handoverto the sixth form who will
open the programme withA New Girl at Chumleigh Towers"!

(Re-enterDIMSIE as TAMSIN, NANCYas ALOOSHA, BETTYas WITCH-

H.M.

DOCTOR, Other GIRLSas CANNIBALS. This Scenes still playedon
the Apron, before the Main Curtains).

. Dimsie Merridew, | thoughtyou were helping Matron. Why haveyou

returned and why are you wearing leopardskin underwear?




Dim: | justwantto showyou oneof my stories,Miss Frobisherthattheywon't

let medo: " Tamsin the Jungle Girl"! I'm Tamsinandmy planecrashed

in thetracklesgungle whenl wasababyandl wasbroughtup byfriendly

grapesandthis is my faithful companion Alooshathe PolynesiarPrincess

and we've just been captured by cannibals - -

Girls: - - We're the cannibals, Miss Frobisher!

Nanc: - - And they are going to eat us, but Tamsin looks in her anorak

A Girl: - - almanack - -

Nanc: - - almanack - -

Dim: - - Back, you foolish cannibals know ye not that | am the GreatWhite
Moon Goddessvho mustbe obeyed? Raisebut a handagainstme and|
shall put out the sun(All cringe and whimper, except - -). -

Betty: - - AboongaMajoonga! Massasunheheapbig spirit, henodonegone
bye-byesalong missie say so! (I'm Gargoyle, the witch-doctor, Miss
Frobisher). Seize them, cookie chop-chop!

Dim: - - Stay! GreatGold Sun God, GreatWhite Moon Goddessbhids ye
begone!

(Lights cut out. ALL "Ayeeiee!" and fall on faces).

Nanc: - - You see,it's an eclipse,Miss Frobisher,and the cannibalsmake
Tamsintheir queen - it's really good, Miss Frobisher,sn'tit, andit's not
too late to putitin - -

H.M.: - - Thatwill do, Nancy Trefusis. Putthe lights back on immediately,
Fiona! (Theycomeon). Now, awaywith you all at once. | like to see
keenness but it can be misplaced. You are none of you in the progra

Dim: -- But, Miss Frobisher - -

H.M.: - - Andif | hearone more wordfrom any of you, | shall be seriously
displeased.

(Exeunt, girls, muttering, through Auditorium).

H.M.: (Thoughtfullyto herself). A little wild asyet, but Dimsie Merridew has
the makings of a fine girl. | like a girl of spirit.

Dim:  (From behind AUDIENCE). Or there'sone wherel'm a poor ballet
dancer,Miss Frobishertaughtin secretby a lame old Russiancountess.
That's a good one.

H.M.: Go away, Dimsie! (Collecting herself - to AUDIENCE). Now
perhaps we may begin. Ready girls? The sixth form present:-

"A NEW GIRL AT CHUMLEIGH TOWERS"

mme!




SECOND LINK

Attheendof "A NEW GIRL AT CHUMLEIGH TOWERS', BETTYhurries
up through the AUDIENCEIlooks round, then speaks:
Betty: The coast's clear! Quickly, Monica!

(MONICA hurries to the piano, starts playing cowboymusicand the Apronfills
up with DIMSIE'SFriendsas WesternStagefolk stagily going abouttheir
daily business. OLD TIMER is holding forth).

Old T: Did I tell you, boys,thetthis ropeis thatsameropewe usedto hengBill
Bevan,time he sold uster the Redskinder a coupleof bowie knivesanda
barrel of fire water? And you know what it's madeon? The scalpsof
thosesameinjuns. | hateshemredslike the pizenvarmintstheyare- (etc.
etc.)

(Enter young MATT SUTCLIFFE, played by NANCY).

Matt: The Clancy brothersis comin! You all gottahelp me. Theyseaint fur
behind me! (General panic).

Woman: You know what they're after, young Matt: What they killed your
brother and your daddy for. Give them the gold and they'll ride away
peaceful.

Matt: And whatwill Ma dowithoutthatgold? How'ssheto live? Ma pawdied
for that gold, shotdown by them murderin'Clancys. | aintagivin' it up.
But you gottahelpme. I'm only a boy, | can'ttakethe Clancyson alone.
Who'sa-comin'with me? (Silence). You meanyou won't help? You're
all yeller? You won't help me fight the men that killed my paw?

O.T.: You'seaskin'too much,youngfella. Thereain'ta manherefit to takeon
the Clancys.

Matt: Thenl'll takethemon alone. They killed two Sutcliffes. Maybe they
shoulda killed three.

Man: You go out againstthe Clancys,you go alone,young Matt. The Old
Timer said it; there ain't a man here fit to take on the Clancys.

(Dramatic music. DIMSIE as SADIgakes dramatic entrance, poses).

Sadie: No man, maybe. Then what say you to a girl?

All: Sure-shot Sadie, the Texan Belle!

Matt: You meanyou'll help me, Sadie. But thereare eight of themand only
two of us.




Sadie: The Clancys don't bother me none. Whatja got there, Matt?

Matt: My daddy's gun-belt. But | guess it's too big.

Sadie: Takein anothemotch,boy. If yoosebig enoughto takeonthe Clancysl|
reckon yoose big enough to tote a man's guns.

(Enter BOY, rushing up through AUDIENCE).
Boy: The Clancys are comin'!
(General panic, ducking under tables etc, SADIE is magnificently.cool

Sadie. Ready, Matt?
Matt: (Adoringly). Ready, Sadie!

(They stand, shoulderto shoulder,gunslevelled down central aisle, up which
CLANCYSwill presumablyenter. To their dismay,however,up marches
Miss Frobisher, extremely cross).

H.M.: Dimsie Merridew, what is the meaning of this?

Dims. Oh, gosh,sorry, Miss Frobisher! It's just a bit of my story, "Sure-shot
Sadie". I'm the mysteriousmaskedgirl sharpshootemledgedto fight for
truth and justice and to right wrongs. | was just showingthe parentsa
bit.... Sorry, Miss Frobisher.

H.M.: Dimsie Merridew, let me makemyself quite clear: thereis no room for
you in the programme.If | seeyou againthis evening,you will bein very
serious trouble. Is that understood?

Dims: (Subduedvhisper). Yes, Miss Frobisher. (DIMSIE and her Supporters
trail off).

H.M.: Thank you, sixth form, we'll be seeing more of you later in the
programme. (To fourth year Orchestra,who nowarrive and setup by
stage). Comealonggirls, andsettleyourselvesomfortably. (etc.,etc.) -
(to AUDIENCE). And now we shall take a short musical break.

(The'ORCHESTRAhow play one or more items,as excruciatinglyas desired.
The HEADMISTRESS stands to one side, trying not to look too paine

H.M.: Thankyou, girls; thatwasanexperiencdor all of us. After the nextitem
we shall take a shortbreakandthe Tuck Shopwill be openbut now the
sixth form presents:-

"RETURN TO CHUMLEIGH TOWERS'




THIRD LINK

H.M.: Welcomeback,everyone. Justtwo moreitemsandthenit will be time
for our grandfinale. | don'tknow exactlywhatthegirls have beerooking
up but I don'tthink I'm giving away too many secretsif | just hint that
Miss Cardewandthe synchroswimmershave beemwvorking on something
really special.

(Enter DIMSIE'S Crowd in Millworkers/Miners clotheswith placards: Down
with Tyranny, Workers Unite, etc. They mob the Stage).

H.M.. Girls! Girls! What is the meaning of this?

(GIRLSstormaroundshoutingincoherenthostilities. Enter DIMSIE as MAUD,
in elegantly upper class Edwardian eveningdress. Sheflings herself
heroically in front of MISS FROBISHER).

Maud: Back,you cowards! Think notto toucha hair of my father'shead. You
have me to deal with first!

1st Man: Getyou backto London,Miss Maud. Our quarrel'snotwi' you, tes
wi' your father,the brutal mill-owner. Getye backto your grandsociety
friends. What has ye to do wi' the likes of us?

Maud: Ay, what should Miss Maud know of you, JemHardacre,or of your
ailing wife and starving bairns? What has Miss Maud to do with you,
Annie Prescott,or your man who cannot find work since he cursed
foreman? What should Miss Maud know of - - (Accentchanges).- -
trouble at mill?  (Lifts shawl to becomeheadscarf) But happenli'l
Maggiemay know somato’ suchthings. Do you kenher, JohnLudgate,
who came to ye when ye were sick?

John: (Gasps with amazement)es li'l Maggie, the Fairy o' the Mills!
(General gasps of awed recognition, all round).

H.M.: (lcy fury). Dimsie Merridew! Leave this stage at once.

Dim: But there'sa superpartfor you, Miss Frobisher! You arethe harshmill-
ownerand | am Maud o' the Mills and the only thing your proud heart
loves. And | visit the workerssecretlyandbring themcomfortsandwhen
they storm the great house | save you - - -

(Enter hysterical WOMAN through AUDIENCE).
Woman: There'stroubleatthepit! A fall in the old minesandtenmentrapped
below.




Dim:

H.M.:

Head:

H.M.:

Head:

H.M.:

Head:

H.M.:

Head:

H.M.:

Thisis areally goodbit. You arethefirst mandownwith therescueparty
andthenthere'sanotherfall andyou aretrappedtoo, but you keepup the
spirits of the men,singinghymns,andthere’'sa gapbig enoughonly for a
slip of a girl and | crawl through - - -

Silence! Listento me,all of you. Returnto the main schoolandwrite
out one thousandtimes, | am not part of tonight's programmeand must
learnto acceptthis. You, Dimsie Merridew, | will escortmyself to the
sanatoriumwhere | shall placeyou in the chargeof Mamzelle,who is
supervisinghe costumesor the waterspectaculafinale. You will remain
therein disgraceuntil 1 sendfor you tomorrow morning. | shall then
decidewhatyour punishments to be. And nowfor the penultimateitem.

(Consults her programme)h yes, the third year entertainment.

(An agitated HEAD sticks through curtains).

We're not quite ready, Miss Frobisher! Could you just keep talking.

What? What am | supposed to say?

Anything - just give them a bit of patter.

(Stunned).Patter?!

You know, tell themafew jokes,bit of razzmatazz- justvampalongfor
a bit. (HEAD disappears).

Vamp along?! [I'll speakto you afterwards,Agnes. (Turns to
AUDIENCE). I'm sorry, ladiesand gentlementhereseemso be a small
technicalhitch. (With somesharpness).Still, we'reusedto thatfrom the
third year,aren'twe? (Raisingher voicesothat shecan be heardby the
CASTbehindthe curtain, and imparting a considerableedgeto it). I'm
sure none of us has forgotten last year's effort, "Peer Gynt on Ice"!

(Reappearing, breezily)Ready, Miss F.!

Thank goodness. Ladies and gentlemen, The Third Form.

(The THIRD FORM presenta songor other musicalitem,againto a standardof

H.M.:

the Director's choice).

I'm sureyou all appreciatedhat insight into the future of the school's
remarkablenusicdepartment. And now, the sixth form aregoingto show
you "Last Term at Chumleigh Towers' - Doesn't that sound excitin

"LAST TERM AT CHUMLEIGH TOWERS'




FINAL LINK

H.M.: And now, ladiesand gentlemenfor our grandfinale. The swimming
teamhave beemworking very hardon this and| know they cancounton
your full support - -

(Enter MAMZELLE, blackened and tattered, followed by DIMSIE).

H.M.: Mamzelle! But you areblackenedanddishevelled! Whatcanthis mean?
Great Heavens!, What has happened to you?

Mam: Zutalors,| ambombed! | amblown up, n'est-ce-pas! am,'ow you say,
exploded! (She continues gallic lamentations).

Dim: Sheisn't really, Miss Frobisher,it's just that the fireworks the stinks
departmenimadefor the finale went off too soonand the san hadallen
into the sea.

H.M.: Again? And it's only just beenrebuilt since the last time. Do pull
yourself together, Mamzelle.

Dim: Don'tbetoo hardon her,Miss Frobisher- sheis foreign. Anyway, | put
Mamzelleout - lucky | know a bit aboutbombdisposal - butI'm afraid
all the costumes have gone.

H.M.. Goodgracious! But Towergirls cancope. Tell the castto geton stageas
they are.

Dim: Unfortunatelytheywereall on their way to getchangedandgot buriedby
therock fall. | fishedthemout andbandagedhemup - lucky | took a
correspondenceoursein brain surgery - but they'veall had to go to
hospital.

H.M.. But this is terrible. What shall we do for a finale?

Mamzellee We mustcancelthe finale. 'Ow canwe ‘avea finale with no cast
and no costumes? 'Oo could producea finale in two minuteswith no
re'earsal?Only a girl with infinite resourceandflair, oo la la, tiens,mon
dieu, and where can we find such a girl?

(Both look despairingand then, on MISS FROBISHER a great light dawns.
Meanwhile DIMSIE expresses elaborate nonchalance).

H.M.. GreatheavensDimsie Merridew! Dimsie,canyoudoit, child? Canyou
put on a finale and save the reputation of Chumleigh Towers?

Dim: Leaveit to me, Miss Frobisher. Lucky I'm a Girl Guide and always
prepared. (To AUDIENCE). It's up to us now, everybody - theycan't




managewithout us. We'll showthem,won'twe! Turn to the backof your
programmesand you'll find the words for the finale | preparedearlier.
Comeon, NancyandBets! Aggie andMab,takeoverdownhere! Right,
Miss Frobisher:-

THE FINALE!

AUTHOR'S NOTE:-

Our Productionwas a Christmasone and the finale wasan arrangemenbf the
Twelve Days of Christmas, starring DIMSIE as the Partridge. The
Audiencesangthe words and the hugecastcameon as the various Gifts.
Thisworkedwell but anyjolly endingwould do aslong asit can endwith
all the Cast piling on stageand DIMSIE lifted shoulderhigh, showered
with Bouquets, signing Autographs, etc. etc., clearly the star of the Show.

A. D.




