Song 1  Saint Trinian’s

Chorus:
Saint Trinian’s, Saint Trinian’s your buildings stand so bold,
Saint Trinian’s, Saint Trinian’s your story must be told.
Saint Trinian’s, Saint Trinian’s you weave a powerful spell,
For stranger far than fiction is the truth these walls could tell.

Our bathroom was a dairy and our dormitory a gunnery,
The pantry was a hospital, the refectory a nunnery.

Established by Dominicans then blown up by the Puritans,
Ransacked by the Cavaliers who walked off with the chandeliers. 
The priest holes in the chimney and the trapdoors in the captain’s chest,
And hidden doors and secret drawers and tunnels leading under floors.
Now doorways in the panelling and bricked up chambers were the thing,
Tapestries with secret flaps concealing ancient treasure maps.

Then came along the great war and secondment to the flying corps,
The lawn was flattened in a day and turned into a runaway.
The kitchen garden saw a change when it became a firing range,
Radishes and greens and beans quite soon were shot to smithereens.

The final chapter plays out as the hordes of females shriek and shout,
Exploring every stair and tower, teasing secrets from its bowels.
The building shudders in defeat, when pounded by a hundred feet,

Assaulted by these brats hostile, it may not pass this final trial.
Song 2  How Do You Do, Sir Toby,   Trixie and Girls
Chorus:

How do you do, Sir Toby, pleased to meet you, Sir Toby,

We would love to come to tea and shake you by the hand.

We’re thrilled to meet your ladyship and all the little Tobyships,

How kind to let us visit in your house so grand. 

I wonder how you come to live in stately homes so grand,
And how do you get rich and be the highest in the land.
With windows by the hundred and stairways by the score,
You surely need a guide to find the way to your front door.
Just turn left at the drawing room then straight on past the library then take the staircase on your left and climb two flights then have a rest.
The east wing’s down the corridor, the west wing’s through the oaken door,

The guest suite’s in the north wing if you’re lost just give the bell a ring.
I bet you have a servant’s help for every menial chore.

A maid to clean the window panes and one to mop the floor,
The footman cleans your shoes while the butler serves your wine,

The household staff are bustling while you sit in state and dine.

The bed’s made by the chamber maid, the supper by the kitchen maid, the plates cleared by the parlour maid, the washing by the laundry maid.

The butler and the footman and the chauffer and the gardener, 
Each does their best to keep you in a life of luxury.
The portraits of your ancestors are hung in every space,

And history is written very clear on every face.
Your pedigree and ancestry are there for all to see,

This shows you are a pillar of the aristocracy.
A bishop and a general, a scholar and an admiral, a surgeon and a scientist 
and even a prime minister.
A statesman and an engineer, a cardinal, a buccaneer, 
Indeed you are a gentleman, the finest in the land.
Song 3   The School Hymn

Through many dangers, toil and woe,

We struggle on against the foe,

Our heads held high, with heart and soul
Marching onward to our goal.
Never flinching never wav’ring, moving mountains on our way 
Lend us courage as we go ad astra per laborem. 
If e’er our hearts grow faint with strife,

As we struggle ‘gainst the tide of life,

We’ll persevere with jaw set firm,

Marching on ‘til end of term,

Never flinching never wav’ring, moving mountains on our way 

Lend us courage as we go ad astra per laborem. 

St Trinian’s march with flag unfurled
To light a beacon in the world,

On every map you’ll find our name
Far and wide will spread our fame.
Never flinching never wav’ring, moving mountains on our way 

Lend us courage as we go ad astra per laborem. 

Song 3 Reprise, Sung by the Upper Third

We hope and pray with fingers crossed
Our teachers will catch a deadly pox.

We’ll tuck them up into their beds,

Hold their hands until they’re dead.

Prayers we’ll shout and hymns we’ll shriek to speed them on their way to hell,

Running riot round the school, the Upper Third will rule.
Song 4  The Sisterhood
We will not be downtrodden by the sex that thinks it’s best,

They may have all the muscles and a beastly hairy chest,

But women have their talents and can equal men with ease,
Our tongues can cower the fiercest brutes and bring them to their knees.

Chorus:

We will not be bossed around or spoken to with scorn,

Cross us at your peril and you’ll wish you’d not been born,

Mistresses in our queendom, our strong right arm prevails, 

We’re the Sisterhood of Liberated Juvenile Females.

Beware the power of females, ‘cos you’re at our beck and call,

You men think that you’re on top but we’re the ones in control.

We women have intelligence to influence the mind,

Indoctrinate our offspring in the ways of woman-kind.

Here we sit and bide our time and wait until the day,

We  tell men what we think of them and send them on their way,

The science of genetics daily grows and gathers pace.

And quite soon men won’t be required to propagate the race.

Song 5   Why does it have to be me? Trixie
There’ll always be that someone who’s the butt of children’s jokes,

Be it for their character, their habits or their looks,

Someone must be different as we’re not all factory-made,

What use are my endless tears and all the times that I have prayed:

Someone must be diff’rent, Lord, but why does it have to be me?

I try to be a friend to them, to be like all the rest,

I long to be accepted but I never pass the test.
I’m not the greatest diplomat and at times I think aloud,

And words can sometimes irritate, antagonise the crowd.  

I’m smaller than most girls my age and skinny as a rake,
They love to twist my arms around to see if they will break.
I don’t like wearing spectacles or speaking with a lisp,
Others love to mimic me but all I want to know is this: 
Always there are victims, Lord, but why does it have to be to me? 
Why should I need to prove myself to earn the girls’ respect?
I haven’t much to offer in the way of intellect,
I’m born to be the underdog and the last one in the line,
No matter how I feel inside, I’ll never change the Lord’s design. 
(Repeat verse 1)

Song 6   Up the Upper Third

Now here’s our favourite phrase,

It sets our hearts ablaze,

So listen well, to our schoolgirl yell,
Our most admired cliché.
So up the upper third,

Our humour is absurd,

Our manners are quite atrocious and our song the worst you’ve heard.
So swallow up your pride,

Prepare to cringe inside,

We guess you’ll feel quite nauseous and you’d rather be outside. 

Up the Upper Third, Up the Upper Third,

The dorm resounds to the tuneless sounds of the singing Upper Third.

Up the Upper Third, Up the Upper Third,

The dorm resounds to the tuneless sounds of the singing Upper Third.

Now here it comes again,
We’ll drive you all insane,

Our caterwaul will fill the hall 

And drill into your brain.

Our slogan casts a spell,

So memorise it well,

If you don’t like our teenage ways then you can go to hell.

We chant it loud and long,
To show where we belong,

We celebrate our freedom with a raucous tuneless song.

Up the Upper Third, Up the Upper Third,

The dorm resounds to the tuneless sounds of the singing Upper Third.

Up the Upper Third, Up the Upper Third,

The dorm resounds to the tuneless sounds of the singing Upper Third.

Song 7  Victors on the Hockey Field 
We’re victors on the hockey field by fair means or by foul,

We grind their faces in the mud and make them wail and howl.
So choose your weapons, stand your ground, be ready for the fray,
The quaking opposition will be dead by close of play.
We bully off and dribble down the field with gritted teeth,

The visitors just fall like flies and are trampled under feet.   

With elbowing, high-sticking, beating hell out of the ball,
Our fans cheer ever louder as the ball flies in the goal. 
St Trinian’s rules come into play as we get in the swing,

Our blinding tackles, ankle-traps and dead legs are the thing.

We make the rules in our game on the blind side of the ref.,

Their howls of pain and outrage fall on ears that are quite deaf. 
The cards change like a traffic light to yellow, green and red,
The ref. is overwhelmed as she looks down on us with dread, 
The crowd becomes so outraged by the violence of our game,

‘A vict’ry for Saint Trinian’s’, in shrill voices we proclaim. 
Chorus:

St Trinian’s are the greatest we don’t suffer second best,
And when we’re feeling brutal we can get it off our chest,

Never showing mercy to the weeping, cowering foe,

We just bash them, smash them and show them where to go.

Song 8  The British Upper Lip

Throughout our country’s history we have ever seen 

A steady stream of heroes whose composure was supreme.
Every challenge, every blow was met with gritted teeth,
On no account would others know that anguish lay beneath.
Chorus:

You either have it or you don’t and you certainly can’t be taught it,

It’s not on the schools curriculum and no-one’s ever bought it! 

What is this fine ingredient our heroes all possess?

With stiffness of the upper lip you’ll find they’ve all been blessed.

It’s the British Upper Lip! 
No other nation is so blessed,

With chin held high and puffed-up chest
It’s the British Upper Lip

King Alfred’s ragged army was poor and ill-equipped, 

But yet they saw the Vikings off with their Saxon upper lips.
The pompous French at Agincourt all thought they had us licked,
But Henry’s speech before the breach ensured their butts were kicked.

Our ‘Good Queen Bess’ at Tilbury stirred the troops with nerves of iron, 
Although trapped in a woman’s form her heart was of a lion.
Winston Churchill stood his ground when faced with Hitler’s might,
He stuck two fingers up and Hitler goose-stepped off in fright.       

Song 9  The Roll of Honour
We honour the heads of our infamous school,
Without their great wisdom there would be no school!
Their teaching was hopeless but they’ll not be blamed,

Their sins are forgiven and Sainthood proclaimed.
One looks at their portraits hung high in the hall,
All ugly sisters left out of the ball,
Of countenance gruesome and intellect small,

No wonder they hid in a girls’ boarding school.

Miss Prenderghast heads the list of the depraved,
Girls laughed in her face when she ranted and raved.
Her favourite expression was ‘girls will be girls’!
Exclaimed as the custard dripped out of her curls.
Now poor Enid Windybank’s sole claim to fame,
Was the uncanny truth hinted at in her name.
Girls snored through her classes, bored out of their mind,
Convinced she was talking through her fat behind.
The most famous matron of our glorious school,

Was built like a cart-horse, though not very tall.

Miss Smythe she was called and the cause of her fame? 
She got wedged in the loo ‘til the fire brigade came. 
Song 10  The Battle’s Ended
The battle’s ended, the triumph won,
Good deeds rewarded and justice is done.

Those who would fight for the devil confound,

Heaven’s battalions as victors are crowned.
Once more victorious, the army will show,
Marching to glory, their heart all aglow.
Angel choirs join in the glorious refrain;

‘Saint Trinian’s hockey squad does it again’.
Sweet cherub voices sing praise to the Lord,

Here’s a result to chalk up on the board.

Celestial halls resound loudly and long,
Here comes the end of our blasphemous song.

Once more victorious, the army will show,

Marching to glory, their heart all aglow.

Angel choirs join in the glorious refrain;

‘Saint Trinian’s hockey squad does it again’.
Song 11   The Public Schools of England   
Chorus:
The public schools of England will always be the best,

The working class must never pass the common entrance test.
And if you don’t know your tables and your British queens and kings,
It matters not, your dad’s a judge so he can pull some strings.

You’ll find in Eton’s hallowed halls young men a breed apart,

Each knows their place in life’s tough race and strives to play their part.
Toasting crumpets by the fire and sipping Pimms ‘til dawn,

Starch your collar, brush your hat, take tea upon the lawn.

The costume’s from a pantomime, the lines from Roman farce,

If you just mind your ps and qs you’ll be top of the class.
Quoting Homer’s Iliad  and parsing verbs in Latin,
Fagging for the Upper Sixth and wearing gowns of satin.

The army kids are welcomed here above a certain rank,

If dad’s at least a co-lo-nel, with plenty in the bank.

Civil servants’ children always charm the entrance board,
When Daddy gets that peerage you will be a little lord.

Now once you’re in you need to learn a little etiquette,
A gentle flogging with the cane will help, lest you forget.
A well-known school for gentlemen designed a charming game,
One beats opponents half to death, yes, Rugby is its name. 

Last Chorus:

The public schools of England will always be the best,

The working class must never pass the common entrance test.

And if a fresher should slip through from the local county school,

Show him who’s boss on the rugger pitch as soon as he gets the ball. 
