
		
			
			[image: STClare1_cover]

			

		

	
		
			
				

				[image: SC_BindUp1_TTP.pdf]

				

			

		

	
		
			
				

				[image: SC1_TheTwins_TTP.pdf]

				

			

		

	
		
			
				

				[image: StC1_Chaptitlesbk1_1.pdf]

				One sunny summer afternoon four girls sat on the grass by a tennis-court, drinking lemonade. Their rackets lay beside them, and the six white balls were scattered over the court.

				Two of the girls were twins. Isabel and Patricia O’Sullivan were so alike that only a few people could tell which was Pat and which was Isabel. Both girls had dark brown wavy hair, deep blue eyes and a merry smile, and the Irish lilt in their voices was very pleasant to hear.

				The twins were staying for two weeks with friends of theirs, Mary and Frances Waters. The four girls were talking, and Pat was frowning as she spoke. She took up her racket and banged it hard on the grass.

				‘It’s just too bad that Mummy won’t let us go to the same school as you, now that we have all left Redroofs School together. We’ve been friends so long – and now we’ve got to go to a different school, and we shan’t see each other for ages.’

				‘It’s a pity that Redroofs only takes girls up to fourteen,’ said Isabel. ‘We could have stayed on together and it would have been fun. I loved being head girl with Pat the last year – and it was fun being tennis captain, and Pat being hockey captain. Now we’ve got to go to another school that doesn’t sound a bit nice – and begin at the bottom! We’ll be the young ones of the school instead of head girls.’

				‘I do wish you were coming to Ringmere School with us!’ said Frances. ‘It’s such a nice exclusive school, our mother says. You know – only girls of rich parents, very well-bred, go there, and you make such nice friends. We have a bedroom to ourselves and our own study, and we have to wear evening dress at night, and they say the food is wonderful!’

				‘And we are going to St Clare’s, where anybody can go, and the dormitories take six or eight girls and aren’t nearly as nicely furnished as the maids’ bedrooms are at home!’ said Pat in a disgusted voice.

				‘I can’t imagine why Mummy made up her mind to send us there instead of to Ringmere,’ said Isabel. ‘I wonder if she has quite decided. We’re going home tomorrow and we’ll both do our very very best to make her say we can go to Ringmere, Mary and Frances! We’ll ring you up in the evening and tell you.’

				‘We’ll jump for joy if you have good news,’ said Mary. ‘After all, when you’ve been head girls at a marvellous school like Redroofs, and had your own lovely bedroom and the best study with the best view, and a hundred girls looking up to you, it’s awful to have to start again in a school you don’t want to go to a bit!’

				‘Well, do your best to make your parents change their minds,’ said Frances. ‘Come on – let’s have another set before tea!’

				They all jumped up and tossed for partners. Isabel was a splendid player, and had won the tennis championship at Redroofs. She was really rather proud of her game. Pat was nearly as good, but much preferred hockey.

				‘They don’t play hockey at St Clare’s, they play lacrosse,’ said Pat, dismally. ‘Silly game, lacrosse – playing with nets on sticks, and catching a ball all the time instead of hitting it! That’s another thing I’ll tell Mummy – that I don’t want to play lacrosse after being hockey captain.’

				The twins thought hard of all the reasons they would put before their parents when they got home the next day. They talked about it as they went home in the train.

				‘I’ll say this, and you say that,’ said Pat. ‘After all, we ought to know the kind of school that would be best for us – and St Clare’s does sound too fierce for words!’

				So the next evening the girls began to air their thoughts about schools. Pat began and, as was her way, she attacked at once.

				‘Mummy and Daddy!’ she said. ‘Isabel and I have been thinking a lot about what school we’re to go to next, and, please, we don’t want to go to St Clare’s. Everyone says it’s an awful school.’

				Their mother laughed, and their father put down his paper in surprise.

				‘Don’t be silly, Pat,’ said Mrs O’Sullivan. ‘It’s a splendid school.’

				‘Have you quite decided about it?’ asked Isabel.

				‘Not absolutely,’ said her mother. ‘But Daddy and I both think it will be the best school for you now. We do think that Redroofs spoilt you a bit, you know – it’s a very expensive and luxurious school, and nowadays we have to learn to live much more simply. St Clare’s is really a very sensible sort of school, and I know the head and like her.’

				Pat groaned. ‘A sensible school! How I do hate sensible things – they’re always horrid and ugly and stupid and uncomfortable! Oh, Mummy – do let us go to Ringmere School with Mary and Frances.’

				‘Certainly not!’ said Mrs O’Sullivan at once. ‘It’s a very snobbish school, and I’m not going to have you two girls coming home and turning up your noses at everything and everybody.’

				‘We wouldn’t,’ said Isabel, frowning at Pat to make her stop arguing for a while. Pat lost her temper very easily, and that didn’t do when their father was there. ‘Mummy dear – be a pet – just let’s try at Ringmere for a term or two, and then, if you think we’re turning into snobs, you can take us away. But you might let us try. They play hockey there, and we do so like that. We’d hate to have to learn a new game, just when we’ve got so good at hockey.’

				Mr O’Sullivan lighted his pipe. ‘My dear Isabel, it will be good for you to start at the beginning again, and learn something new! I’ve thought the last year that both you girls have become very conceited, and thought far too much of yourselves. If you have to learn new things, and find you’re not so wonderful as you thought you were, it will be very good for you both!’

				The twins went red. They were angry and hurt and almost ready to cry. Mrs O’Sullivan felt sorry for them.

				‘Daddy doesn’t mean to be unkind,’ she said. ‘But he is quite right, my dears. You’ve had a wonderful time at Redroofs, had things all your own way, been head girls and captains, and really lived in luxury. Now you must show us what kind of stuff you are made of when you have to start as youngsters of fourteen and a half in a school where the top classes are eighteen years old!’

				Pat looked sulky. Isabel’s chin shook as she answered.

				‘We shan’t be happy, and we shan’t try to be!’ she said.

				‘Very well. Be unhappy!’ said their father, sternly. ‘If that’s the sort of silly attitude you’ve learnt at Redroofs, I’m sorry we let you stay there so long. I wanted to take you away two years ago, but you begged so hard to stay, that I didn’t. Now say no more about it. I shall write to St Clare’s myself tonight and enter you for next term. If you want to make me proud of you, you will cheer up and make up your minds to be good and hardworking and happy at your next school.’

				Their father relit his pipe and began to read his paper again. Their mother took up her sewing. There was no more to be said. The twins left the room together and went into the garden. They found their own secret place behind the thick old yew hedge and flung themselves down on the ground. The evening sun threw its slanting golden rays around them, and they blinked in its brightness. Tears shone in Isabel’s eyes.

				‘I never thought Mummy and Daddy would be so hard,’ she said. ‘Never!’

				‘After all, we ought to have some say in the matter,’ said Pat, furiously. She took a stick and dug it hard into the ground. ‘I wish we could run away!’

				‘Don’t be silly,’ said Isabel. ‘You know we can’t. Anyway, it’s cowardly to run away. We’ll have to go to St Clare’s. But how I shall hate it.’

				‘We’ll both hate it,’ said Pat. ‘And what’s more, I’m jolly well going to turn up my nose at everything there! I’m not going to let them think we’re babies of fourteen, just come from some silly prep school. I’ll soon let them know that we were head girls, and tennis and hockey captains. How horrid of Daddy to say we are conceited! We’re not a bit. We can’t help knowing that we’re good at nearly everything, besides being pretty and quite amusing.’

				‘It does sound a bit conceited when you talk like that,’ said Isabel. ‘We’d better not say too much when we get to St Clare’s.’

				‘I’m going to say all I like, and you must back me up,’ said Pat. ‘People are going to know who we are, and what we can do! All the mistresses are going to sit up and take notice of us too. The O’Sullivan twins are going to be SOMEBODIES! And don’t you forget it, Isabel.’

				Isabel nodded her dark head with its brown waves of hair. ‘I won’t forget it,’ she said. ‘I’ll back you up. My word, St Clare’s will get a few surprises next term!’
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				The time soon came when the twins had to leave for the winter term at St Clare’s. Their mother had had a list of things they were to take with them, and the twins examined it carefully.

				‘It’s not nearly such a long list as we had for Redroofs,’ said Pat. ‘And golly – how few dresses we are allowed! Mary and Frances said that they were allowed to take as many dresses as they liked to Ringmere – and they had both got long evening dresses like their mother! Won’t they show off to us when they see us again!’

				‘And look – lacrosse-sticks instead of hockey-sticks!’ said Isabel in disgust. ‘They might at least play hockey as well as lacrosse! I didn’t even bother to look at the lacrosse sticks Mummy bought for us, did you? And look – we are even told what to bring in our tuck boxes! We could take what we liked to Redroofs.’

				‘Just wait till we get to St Clare’s. We’ll show that we can do as we like,’ said Pat. ‘What time is the train tomorrow?’

				‘Ten o’clock from Paddington,’ said Isabel. ‘Well – we shall get our first glimpse of the St Clare girls there. I bet they’ll be an odd-looking crowd!’

				Mrs O’Sullivan took the twins to London. They taxied to Paddington Station, and looked for the St Clare train. There it was, drawn up at the platform, labelled St Clare. On the platform were scores of girls, talking excitedly to one another, saying good-bye to their parents, hailing mistresses, and buying bars of chocolate from the shop.

				A simply dressed mistress came up to the twins. She knew that they were St Clare girls because they had on the grey coats that were the uniform of the school. She smiled at Mrs O’Sullivan, and looked at the list in her hand.

				‘These are new girls,’ she said, ‘and I am sure they must be Patricia and Isabel O’Sullivan, because they are so exactly alike. I’m your form-mistress, Miss Roberts, and I’m very pleased to see you.’

				This was a nice welcome and the twins liked the look of Miss Roberts. She was young and good-looking, tall and smiling – but she had a firm mouth and both Pat and Isabel felt sure that she wouldn’t stand much nonsense from her form!

				‘Your carriage is over here, with the rest of your form,’ said Miss Roberts. ‘Say good-bye now, and get in. The train will be going in two minutes.’

				She went off to talk to someone else and the twins hugged their mother. ‘Good-bye,’ said Mrs O’Sullivan. ‘Do your best this term, and I do hope you’ll be happy at your new school. Write to me soon.’

				The twins got into a carriage where three or four other girls were already sitting and chattering. They said nothing, but looked with interest at the scores of girls passing by their compartment to their places farther up the train.

				At their last school the twins had been the oldest and biggest there – but now they were among the youngest! At Redroofs all the girls had looked at Pat and Isabel with awe and admiration – the two wonderful head girls – but now the twins were looking at others in the same way! Tall, dignified girls from the top form walked by, talking. Merry-voiced girls from other forms ran to get their places, calling out to one another. Younger ones scrambled into the carriages as the guard went along to warn one that the train was about to go.

				The journey was quite fun. Everyone had packets of sandwiches to eat at half-past twelve, and the train steward brought bottles of ginger beer and lemonade, and cups of tea. At half-past two the train drew in at a little platform. A big notice said ‘Alight here for St Clare’s School’.

				There were big school-coaches waiting outside and the girls piled themselves in them, chattering and laughing. One of them turned to Pat and Isabel.

				‘There’s the school, look! Up on that hill there!’

				The twins looked. They saw a pleasant white building, built of large white stones, with two towers, one at each end. It looked down into the valley, over big playing-fields and gardens.

				‘Not nearly so nice as Redroofs,’ said Pat to Isabel. ‘Do you remember how sweet our old school used to look in the evening sun? Its red roof was glowing, and it looked warm and welcoming – not cold and white like St Clare’s.’

				For a few minutes both girls were homesick for their old school and their old friends. They knew nobody at St Clare’s at all. They couldn’t call out ‘Hallo, there!’ to everyone as they had done each term before. They didn’t like the look of any of the girls, who seemed much more noisy and boisterous than the ones at Redroofs. It was all horrid.

				‘Anyway, we are lucky to have got each other,’ said Isabel to Pat. ‘I would have hated to come here all alone. Nobody seems to talk to us at all.’

				It was the twins’ own fault, if they had but known it. They both looked ‘stuck-up’ as one girl whispered to another. Nobody felt much inclined to talk to them or make friends.

				There was the same rush of unpacking and settling in as there is at all boarding schools. The big dormitories were full of girls putting away their things, hanging up their dresses and putting photographs out on their little dressing-tables.

				There were a good many dormitories at St Clare’s. Pat and Isabel were in number 7, where there were eight white beds, all exactly alike. Each was in its own cubicle surrounded by curtains that could be drawn open or closed, just as the girls pleased. Pat’s bed was next to Isabel’s, much to their joy.

				When the girls had unpacked a tall girl came into the dormitory calling out, ‘Any new girls here?’

				Pat and Isabel nodded their heads. ‘We are new,’ said Pat.

				‘Hallo, twins!’ said the tall girl, smiling, as she looked at the two sisters so exactly alike. ‘Are you Patricia and Isabel O’Sullivan? Matron wants to see you.’

				Pat and Isabel went with the girl to where the school matron sat in her comfortable room, surrounded by cupboards, chests and shelves. She was a fat, jolly-looking person, but her eyes were very sharp indeed.

				‘You can’t deceive Matron over anything,’ whispered their guide. ‘Keep in her good books if you can.’

				Matron checked over sheets, towels and clothes with them. ‘You will be responsible for mending all your own belongings,’ she said.

				‘Good gracious!’ said Pat. ‘There were sewing-maids at our other school to do that.’

				‘Shocking!’ said Matron, briskly. ‘Well, there are no sewing-maids here. So be careful of your things, and remember that they cost your parents money.’

				‘Our parents don’t need to worry about torn clothes,’ began Pat. ‘Why, once at Redroofs I got caught in some barbed wire, and everything I had on was torn to bits. They were so torn that the sewing-maid said she couldn’t mend a thing, and . . .’

				‘Well, I would have made you mend every hole, every rent, every tear,’ said Matron, her eyes beginning to sparkle. ‘There’s one thing I can’t bear, and that’s carelessness and waste. Now mind you . . . What is it, Millicent?’

				Another girl had come into the room with a pile of towels, and the twins were very glad that Matron’s attention was no longer given to them. They slipped out of the room quietly.

				‘I don’t like Matron,’ said Pat. ‘And I’ve a jolly good mind to tear something so badly that it can’t be mended, and that would give her something to think about!’

				‘Let’s go and see what the school is like,’ said Isabel, slipping her arm into Pat’s. ‘It seems much barer and colder somehow than dear old Redroofs.’

				The twins began to explore. The classrooms seemed much the same as any classrooms, and the view from the windows was magnificent. The twins peeped into the studies. At their old school they had shared a fine study between them, but here there were no studies except for the top form girls and the fifth form. The younger girls shared a big common-room, where there was a radio, a record player and a big library of books. Shelves ran round the common-room and each girl shared part of a shelf, putting her belongings there, and keeping them tidy.

				There were small music rooms for practising, a fine art room, an enormous gym, which was also used for assembly and concerts, and a good laboratory. The mistresses had two common-rooms and their own bedrooms, and the head lived in a small wing by herself, having her own bedroom in one of the towers, and a beautiful sitting-room below.

				‘It’s not so bad,’ said Pat, after they had explored everywhere. ‘And the playing-fields are fine. There are many more tennis-courts here than at Redroofs – but of course it’s a much bigger school.’

				‘I don’t like big schools,’ said Isabel. ‘I like smaller schools, where you are somebody, not just a little nobody tucked away among heaps of others!’

				They went into the common-room. The radio was on and a band was playing cheerful music, which was almost drowned by the chatter of the girls. Some of them looked up as Pat and Isabel came in.

				‘Hallo, twins!’ said a cheeky-looking girl with curly golden hair. ‘Which is which?’

				‘I’m Patricia O’Sullivan and my twin sister is Isabel,’ said Pat.

				‘Well, welcome to St Clare’s,’ said the girl. ‘I’m Hilary Wentworth, and you’re in the same dormitory as I am. Have you been to boarding school before?’

				‘Of course,’ said Pat. ‘We went to Redroofs.’

				‘The school for snobs!’ said a dark-haired girl, looking up. ‘My cousin went there – and didn’t she fancy herself when she came home! Expected to be waited on hand and foot, and couldn’t even bear to sew a button on!’

				‘Shut up,’ said Hilary, seeing that Pat went red. ‘You always talk too much, Janet. Well, Patricia and Isabel, this isn’t the same kind of school as Redroofs – we work hard and play hard here, and we’re jolly well taught to be independent and responsible!’

				‘We didn’t want to come here,’ said Pat. ‘We wanted to go to Ringmere School, where our friends were going. Nobody thought much of St Clare’s at Redroofs.’

				‘Dear, dear, dear, is that so?’ said Janet, raising her eyebrows till they were almost lost in the dark hair on her forehead. ‘Well, the point is, my dear twins – not what you think of St Clare’s – but what St Clare’s thinks of you! Quite a different thing. Personally, I think it’s a pity that you didn’t go somewhere else. I’ve a feeling you won’t fit in here.’

				‘Janet, do be quiet,’ said Hilary. ‘It’s not fair to say things like that to new girls. Let them settle in. Come on, Patricia – come on, Isabel – I’ll show you the way to the head’s room. You’ll have to go and say hallo to her before supper.’

				Pat and Isabel were almost boiling over with rage at what dark-haired Janet had said. Hilary pushed the twins out of the room. ‘Don’t take too much notice of Janet,’ she said. ‘She always says exactly what she thinks, which is very nice when she thinks complimentary things about people, but not so good when she doesn’t. You’ll get used to her.’

				‘I hope we shan’t,’ said Pat stiffly. ‘I like good manners, something that was taught at our school anyway, even if it’s not known here!’

				‘Oh, don’t be stuffy,’ said Hilary. ‘Look, that’s the head’s room. Knock on the door first – and try some of your good manners on Miss Theobald!’

				The twins knocked on the door. A pleasant, rather deep voice called ‘Come in!’ Pat opened the door and the twins went in.

				The head mistress was sitting at her desk, writing. She looked up and smiled at the girls.

				‘I needn’t ask who you are,’ she said. ‘You are so alike that you must be the O’Sullivan twins!’

				‘Yes,’ said the girls, looking at their new head mistress. She was grey haired, with a dignified, serious face that broke into a lovely smile at times. She shook hands with each twin.

				‘I am very glad to welcome you to St Clare’s,’ she said. ‘I hope that one day we shall be proud of you. Do your best for us and St Clare’s will be able to do its best for you!’

				‘We’ll try,’ said Isabel, and then was quite surprised at herself to find that she had said that. She didn’t mean to try at all! She looked at Pat. Pat said nothing but stared straight in front of her.

				‘I know your mother quite well,’ said Miss Theobald. ‘I was glad when she decided to send you here. You must tell her that when you write to her, and give her my kind regards.’

				‘Yes, Miss Theobald,’ said Pat. The head mistress nodded at them with a smile, and turned to her desk again.

				‘What funny children!’ she thought to herself. ‘Anyone might think they hated to be here! Perhaps they are just shy or homesick.’

				But they were neither shy nor homesick. They were just two obstinate girls determined to make the worst of things because they hadn’t been sent to the school of their choice!
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				The twins soon found that St Clare’s was quite different from their old school. Even the beds were not nearly so comfortable! And instead of being allowed to have their own pretty bedspreads and quilt to match, every girl had to have the same.

				‘I hate being the same as everyone else!’ said Pat. ‘Goodness – if only we were allowed to have what we liked, wouldn’t we make everyone stare!’

				‘What I hate most is being one of the young ones,’ said Isabel, dismally. ‘I hate being spoken to as if I were about six, when the top form or fifth-form girls say anything to me. It’s, “Here, you – get out of my way! Hi, you! Fetch me a book from the library!” It’s just too bad.’

				The standard of work was higher at St Clare’s than at most schools, and although the twins had good brains, they found that they were rather behind their form in many ways, and this, too, annoyed them very much. They had so hoped that they would impress the others in so many ways – and it seemed as if they were even less than nobodies!

				They soon got to know the girls in their form. Hilary Wentworth was one and the sharp-tongued Janet Robins. Then there was a quiet, straight-haired girl called Vera Johns and a rather haughty-looking girl called Sheila Naylor, whose manners were very arrogant. The twins didn’t like her at all.

				‘I don’t know what she’s got to be so haughty about!’ said Pat to Isabel. ‘It’s true she’s got a lovely home because I’ve seen a photo of it on her dressing-table – but my goodness, she sometimes talks like a rag-and-bone man. Then she seems to remember she mustn’t talk like that and goes all haughty and silly.’

				Then there was Kathleen Gregory, a frightened-looking girl of fifteen, who was the only one who really tried to make friends with the twins the first week. Most of the other girls left them alone, except for being polite, and telling them the ways of the school. They all thought that Pat and Isabel were very ‘stuck-up’.

				‘Kathleen is funny,’ said Isabel. ‘She seems so eager to make friends with us, and lend us books and shares her sweets. She’s been at St Clare’s for a year, and she doesn’t seem to have any friends at all. She keeps asking me to walk with her when we go out, and I keep saying I can’t because I’ve got you.’

				‘I feel rather sorry for her somehow,’ said Pat. ‘She reminds me of a lost dog trying to find a new master!’

				Isabel laughed. ‘Yes, that’s just it! I think of all the girls that I like Hilary the best in our form. She’s so natural and jolly – a real sport.’

				The twins were very much in awe of the older girls, who seemed very grown-up to them. The top form especially seemed almost as old and even more dignified than the mistresses! The head girl, Winifred James, spoke a few words to the twins the first week. She was a tall, clever-looking girl with pale blue eyes and pretty soft hair. St Clare’s was proud of her, for she had passed many difficult exams with flying colours.

				‘You are the new girls, aren’t you?’ she said. ‘Settle in and do your best. Come to me if you are in any difficulty. I’m the head girl and I should like to help you if ever I can.’

				‘Oh, thank you,’ said the twins, feeling quite overcome at being addressed by the head girl. Winifred went off with her friends, and the twins stared after her.

				‘She’s rather nice,’ said Isabel. ‘In fact, I think most of the top form girls are nice, though they’re awfully serious and proper.’

				They liked their form mistress, Miss Roberts, too, though she would stand no nonsense at all. Sometimes Pat would try to argue about something, and say, ‘Well, that’s what I was taught at my old school!’

				Then Miss Roberts would say, ‘Really? Well, do it that way if you like – but you won’t get very far up your form! Do remember that what suits one school won’t work in another. Still, if you like to be obstinate, that’s your own look-out!’

				Then Pat would stick out her lower lip, and Isabel would go red, and the rest of the form would smile to itself. Those ‘stuck-up’ girls were having to learn a lesson!

				The art mistress, Miss Walker, was a merry soul, young and jolly, and very good at her work. She was pleased to find that both twins could draw and paint well. Pat and Isabel loved Miss Walker’s classes. They were very go-as-you-please, much more like their old school. The girls were allowed to chatter and laugh as they worked, and it was often a very noisy class indeed.

				Mam’zelle was not so easy-going. She was very strict, elderly, conscientious and fierce. She wore pince-nez glasses on her nose, and these were always slipping off when she was cross, which was fairly often. She had enormous feet, and a rather harsh voice that the twins hated at first. But Mam’zelle had also a great sense of fun, and if anything tickled her she would go off into enormous roars of laughter that set the whole class laughing too.

				Pat and Isabel came up against Mam’zelle very much at first, for although they could speak and understand French quite well, they had never bothered very much about French grammar and rules. And Mam’zelle bothered a great deal about those!

				‘You girls, Patricia and Isabel!’ she cried. ‘It is not enough to speak my language! You write it abominably! See this essay – it is abominable, abominable!’

				‘Abominable’ was Mam’zelle’s favourite adjective. She used it for everything – the weather, a broken pencil, the girls, and her own glasses when they slipped off her big nose! Pat and Isabel called her ‘Mam’zelle Abominable’ between themselves, and were secretly more than a little afraid of the loud-voiced, good-hearted big Frenchwoman.

				History was taken throughout the school by Miss Kennedy, and her classes were a riot. Poor Miss Kennedy was a frump, and could not manage any class of girls for more than five minutes. She was nervous and serious, always tremendously polite, listened to every question that was put to her no matter how silly, and explained every difficulty at great length. She never seemed to see that half the time the girls were pulling her leg.

				‘Before Miss Kennedy came we had her friend Miss Lewis,’ said Hilary to the twins. ‘She was marvellous. Then she fell ill in the middle of last term, and asked the head to have her friend, Miss Kennedy, until she was well enough to come back. Old Kenny has got umpteen degrees, and is supposed to be even cleverer than the head – but my word, she’s a goose!’

				Bit by bit the twins sorted out the various girls and mistresses, grew to know the classes and the customs of the school, and settled in. But even when two weeks had gone by they had not got used to being ‘nobodies instead of somebodies’ as Pat complained.

				One thing they found most annoying. It was the custom at St Clare’s for the younger girls to wait on the two top forms. The fifth and sixth form girls shared studies, two friends having a study between them.

				They were allowed to furnish these studies themselves, very simply and, in cold weather, to have their own fire there, and to have tea by themselves instead of in the hall with the others.

				One day a girl came into the common-room where the twins were reading and called to Janet, ‘Hi, Janet – Kay Longden wants you. You’re to light her fire and make some toast for her.’

				Janet got up without a word and went out. Pat and Isabel stared after her in surprise.

				‘Golly! What cheek of Kay Longden to send a message to Janet like that! I’m jolly sure I wouldn’t go and light anybody’s fire!’ said Pat.

				‘And neither would I!’ said Isabel. ‘Let one of the maids light it – or Kay herself.’

				Hilary Wentworth looked up from her embroidery. ‘It will be your turn next!’ she said. ‘Look out next week for sudden messages, twins. If the fifth or sixth want anything doing, they expect us to do it. It’s the custom of the school – and anyway, it doesn’t hurt us. We can have our turn at sending messages and ordering the lower forms about when we’re top formers ourselves!’

				‘I never heard of such a thing!’ cried Pat, furiously. ‘I jolly well won’t go and do a thing for anyone. Our parents didn’t send us here to wait on lazy top formers. Let them light their own fires and make their own toast! Isabel and I won’t do a thing! And they can’t make us either!’

				‘Hoity-toity!’ said Hilary. ‘I never knew such a hot temper. Get further away from me, Pat, you’re scorching me!’

				Pat slammed down her book and flounced out of the room. Isabel followed her. All the other girls laughed.

				‘Idiots!’ said Hilary. ‘Who do they think they are, anyway? Why don’t they get some sense? They wouldn’t be at all bad if only they would shake down. I vote we knock some of their corners off, else we shall hate them like anything!’

				‘OK,’ said Vera. ‘I’m willing. I say, what a shock for them when they find they’ve got to wait on the top formers too. I hope they get Belinda Towers. I had to wait on her last term, and my word, didn’t she make me skip around! She got it into her head that I was lazy, and I’m sure I lost a whole stone rushing round in circles after her one week!’

				The girls laughed. Sheila Naylor spoke haughtily. ‘The worst of people who think they are somebodies is that so often they are just nobodies. I’m sure I shouldn’t even trouble to know Patricia and Isabel at home.’

				‘Oh, come off the high horse, Sheila,’ said Hilary. ‘The twins aren’t as bad as all that. Anyway, there are a few shocks in store for them!’

				So there were – and they came the very next week!
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				One day, about half-past five when the twins were writing home, one of the fourth formers popped her head in at the door.

				‘Hi, there!’ she said. ‘Where are the O’Sullivan twins? Belinda Towers wants one of them.’

				Pat and Isabel looked up. Pat went red. ‘What does she want us for?’ she asked.

				‘How should I know?’ said the messenger. ‘She’s been out over the fields this afternoon, so maybe she wants her boots cleaned. Anyway, jump to it, or you’ll get into a row!’

				The messenger disappeared. The twins sat still. Hilary looked at them.

				‘Go on, idiots,’ she said. ‘One of you must go and find out what Belinda wants. Don’t keep her waiting, for goodness’ sake. She’s got about as hot a temper as you have, Pat.’

				‘I’ll go,’ said Isabel, and got up. But Pat pulled her down.

				‘No, don’t,’ she said. ‘I’m not going to clean anybody’s boots! And you’re not, either.’

				‘Look here, Pat, don’t be goofy,’ said Janet. ‘Belinda may want to tell you something. Golly, she might want to ask you if you’ll play in a match. She’s captain, you know.’

				‘Oh,’ said Pat. ‘Well, I shouldn’t think it’s that because neither Isabel nor I have ever played lacrosse before, and we were pretty bad at it yesterday.’

				‘Well, do go!’ said Hilary. ‘You’ve got to go in the end, so why not go now?’

				Another girl popped her head in at the door. ‘I say! Belinda’s foaming at the mouth! Where are those O’Sullivan twins? They’ll get it hot if one of them doesn’t go along!’

				‘Come on,’ said Pat to Isabel. ‘We’ll go and see what she wants. But I’m not doing any boot-cleaning or fire-lighting, that’s certain. And neither are you!’

				The two got up and went out of the room. Everybody giggled. ‘Wish I could go and see what happens!’ said Janet. ‘I love to see Belinda in a rage!’

				Belinda Towers was in her study with Pamela Harrison, the girl who shared it with her. Pat opened the door.

				‘Knock, can’t you!’ cried Belinda. ‘Barging in like that! And I should jolly well like to know why you’ve been all this time coming. I sent for you ages ago.’

				Pat was rather taken aback, and Isabel did not dare to say anything.

				‘Well, haven’t you a tongue between you?’ said Belinda. ‘My goodness, Pam, did you ever see such a pair of idiots? Well, as you’ve both come, you can both do a spot of work for me. I want my boots cleaned and Pam’s too. And make up my fire for me and put the kettle on to boil. You’ll find water just down the passage. Come on, Pam – we’ll go and collect our prep and by that time the kettle will be boiling and we’ll make tea.’

				The two big girls walked to the door. Pat, very red and angry, stopped them.

				‘I didn’t come to St Clare’s to wait on the older girls,’ she said. ‘Neither did my twin. We shan’t clean your boots nor put on the kettle, nor make up the fire.’

				Belinda stopped as if she had been shot. She stared at Pat as if she was some particularly nasty insect. Then she turned to Pam.

				‘Did you hear that?’ she said. ‘Talk about cheek! All right, my girl – no walks down the town for you. Just remember that!’

				The twins stared at Belinda in dismay. The St Clare girls were allowed to go down to the town in twos to buy anything they needed, or to look at the shops, or even to go to the cinema if they had permission. Surely Belinda hadn’t the power to stop them doing that?

				‘I don’t think you’ve any right to say that,’ said Pat. ‘I shall go to Winifred James and tell her what you’ve said and ask her about it.’

				‘Well, I’m blessed!’ said Belinda, flaring up angrily, her red hair seeming to flame too. ‘You do want taking down a peg, don’t you? Run off to Winifred, by all means. Tell your little tales and see what happens.’

				Pat and Isabel went out of the study. Isabel was very much upset, and wanted to stay and do what Belinda had ordered, but Pat was furious. She took hold of her twin’s arm and marched her off to Winifred’s study. The head girl had her own study, which she shared with no one. Pat dared not go in without knocking. So, she knocked quietly.

				‘Come in!’ said Winifred’s voice. The twins went in. Winifred was working at a table, ‘What is it?’ she said. ‘I’m rather busy.’

				‘Please, Winifred,’ said Pat. ‘Belinda Towers ordered us to clean her boots, make up her fire and put her kettle on. And when we said we wouldn’t she said we weren’t to go down into the town. So we’ve come to ask you about it.’

				‘I see,’ said Winifred. ‘Well, it’s the custom of this school to get the juniors to wait on the seniors within reason. It doesn’t hurt them. When you go to Rome, you must do as Rome does, you know.’

				‘But we didn’t want to come to St Clare’s, so we don’t want to follow silly customs of that sort,’ said Pat. ‘Do we, Isabel?’

				Isabel shook her head. She couldn’t think how Pat could dare to speak to Winifred like that. Her knees were shaking as she stood! She was never so brave as Pat.

				‘I think I should wait a little while before you call our customs silly,’ said Winifred. ‘Now listen – can’t you clean boots? Don’t you know how to make up a fire? Have you never put a kettle on to boil?’

				‘We never had to at Redroofs,’ said Pat, obstinately. ‘And we don’t at home either.’

				‘I don’t think I’d know how to clean muddy boots!’ said Isabel, thinking that perhaps if she said that, Winifred would let them off.

				‘Good Heavens!’ said Winifred in disgust. ‘To think you’re nearly fifteen and you don’t know how to clean boots! How shocking! All the more reason why you should learn at once. Go back to Belinda’s study and try to do what she tells you. I know she’s hot tempered and will tick you off properly, but honestly I think you both deserve it. Do have a little common sense.’

				Winifred turned back to her books. The twins, red in the face, went out of the room and closed the door quietly. They stood outside and looked at each other.

				‘I shan’t clean her beastly boots, even if I have to stay in the school grounds the whole of the term and not go down into the town once,’ said Pat, angrily.

				‘Oh, Pat! I do want to get a new hair brush and some chocolate,’ said Isabel, in dismay. ‘Come on – we’d better do it. The others will think we’re terribly silly if we kick up such a fuss. They laugh at us enough already.’

				‘Well, you can do it if you like, but I’m not going to!’ said Pat, and she stalked off, her nose in the air, leaving Isabel by herself.

				Isabel stood for a little while, thinking. ‘Supposing I go and do the jobs that Belinda wants done,’ she thought. ‘That means that I can go down into the town if I want to – and as Pat is so exactly like me, she can go down too, if we each go at different times, with somebody else. No one will ever know! That will trick Belinda nicely!’

				Isabel went to Belinda’s study. It was empty. On the floor lay two pairs of very muddy boots. The owners had evidently been across some very clayey fields. Isabel picked them up. Goodness, however did anyone set about cleaning boots like that?

				She heard someone passing and went to the door. She saw Kathleen Gregory and called her.

				‘Kathleen! Look at these awful boots! How do I clean them?’

				Kathleen stopped at once, looking delighted. She was pleased that Isabel should ask her help. ‘You want to scrape them first and get all the clay off,’ she said. ‘Come on, I’ll help you.’

				Soon the two girls were cleaning the muddy boots thoroughly. They took quite a time. Kathleen talked hard all the time, pouring out all kinds of information about how her mother spoilt her at home, and what a lot of presents she was always getting from her parents, and how much money they sent her for her birthday.

				Isabel listened politely, grateful for Kathleen’s help, but thinking that she was rather silly. After all, everyone got presents for their birthdays, and everyone had money on their birthdays! When the boots were finished she put them neatly together on the shoe-shelf, and made up the fire. Kathleen showed her where to fill the kettle and set it on to boil. Just then Belinda and Pam came back.

				‘Oh, so you decided to be sensible, I see,’ she said. ‘Where’s your twin? Did she help you?’

				‘No,’ said Isabel.

				‘Well, tell her from me that there’s to be no going down to the town till she does her bit,’ said Belinda, flinging herself down in a chair. ‘I won’t have new girls behaving as if they owned the place! Is the kettle boiling yet? My goodness, the water’s cold! How long has this kettle been on?’

				‘I’ve only just this minute put it on, Belinda,’ said Isabel.

				‘I suppose it didn’t occur to you that it would be a good idea to make up the fire and put the kettle on first, before you did the boots?’ said Belinda, sarcastically. ‘I suppose you thought it would be a great pity if the kettle boiled whilst you were doing the boots? I don’t know what you kids are coming to nowadays. When I was your age I had a lot more common sense. Clear out now. And see that you come running next time I send a message!’

				Isabel went out of the room. Just as she was closing the door Belinda yelled to her again. ‘And mind you tell that obstinate twin of yours what I said. If she disobeys I’ll report her to Miss Theobald.’

				Isabel fled. She felt upset and angry and very foolish. Why, why, why hadn’t she put the kettle on first? No wonder that Belinda had thought her stupid.

				Isabel told Pat what had happened. ‘And she says you’re not to go down to the town till you do your bit,’ she said. ‘But you can, Pat – because no one will know if it’s you or me going! I don’t think anyone can tell the difference between us yet.’

				‘All right,’ said Pat, ungraciously. ‘But I don’t think much of you for giving in like that, Isabel. Fancy cleaning those dirty boots!’

				‘Well, I rather enjoyed it,’ said Isabel. ‘Kathleen helped me. First we . . .’

				‘Oh, shut up,’ said Pat, rudely. ‘Go and write an essay about how to clean boots and boil kettles if you want to, but don’t preach to me!’

				Isabel was hurt. But Pat could not be angry with her twin for long. Before an hour had gone by she had slipped her arm through Isabel’s. ‘Sorry, old thing,’ she said. ‘I wasn’t really angry with you. I was furious with Belinda, and took it out on you. Never mind! I’ll trick Belinda all right and go down to the town whenever I like, pretending that I am you.’

				Pat was as good as her word! She slipped down to the town with one or other of the girls, pretending that she was Isabel, and nobody knew the difference! How the twins giggled about their trick!

				And then something happened. Pat had gone down to the town with Kathleen after tea, when a messenger came to the common-room. Isabel was putting on a record, and she jumped when she heard Pat’s name called.

				‘Patricia O’Sullivan! Belinda wants you!’

				‘Well – I must pretend to be Pat,’ thought Isabel. ‘But why does Belinda want Pat? I’m the one that does her jobs just now. She knows Pat doesn’t.’

				She soon knew what Belinda wanted. The sports captain was making out a list and she looked up as Isabel came in.

				‘Pat O’Sullivan, you played well in the lacrosse practice yesterday,’ she said. ‘I was watching. You’re a silly, obstinate kid, but I’m not counting that against you where lacrosse is concerned. I’m putting you down for the match on Saturday.’

				Isabel stared in surprise. How pleased Pat would be! Isabel muttered a thank you and sped, longing for Pat to come back so that she might tell her the good news.

				When Pat heard she stood speechless. ‘In a match already!’ she cried. ‘How decent of Belinda! If she’d been spiteful she’d have left me out for months.’

				Then she became silent and went away by herself. Isabel knew quite well what she was thinking, because she was worrying about the same thing herself.

				Soon Pat came over and put her arm through Isabel’s. ‘I feel a beast now,’ said Pat. ‘I’ve let you do all the jobs – and I’ve gone down to the town all I wanted to, just to spite Belinda. I thought we were being rather clever to play a trick like that. But now I don’t think so.’

				‘Nor do I,’ said Isabel. ‘I just feel mean and dishonest. It was decent of Belinda to stick you in the match, although she must have felt furious with you – but we haven’t been decent. And, you know, Pat, I don’t really mind doing anything for the top formers. They are awfully good sorts, really. After all, why should anyone mind putting a kettle on to boil and making toast? Belinda talks to me quite a lot now, and I like her, though I’m a bit afraid of her hot temper.’

				Pat rubbed her nose and frowned. She always did that when she felt uncomfortable. She suddenly got up and went to the door. ‘I’m going to tell Belinda I’ve played her a trick,’ she said. ‘I’m not playing in the match on Saturday knowing I’ve been mean.’

				She ran out. She went to Belinda’s study and knocked on the door. Belinda yelled, ‘Come in!’ She looked surprised when she saw Pat.

				‘Hallo, Isabel!’ she said. ‘I didn’t send for you.’

				‘I’m not Isabel, I’m Pat,’ said Pat. ‘I’ve come about the match on Saturday.’

				‘Well, there’s nothing more to tell you than I told you just now,’ said Belinda.

				‘That’s just it. You didn’t tell me just now – you told my twin, Isabel,’ said Pat. ‘I was down in the town. I know you said I wasn’t to go – but I’m so like my twin that I knew nobody would ever know.’

				‘Rather a mean trick, Pat,’ said Belinda, in a scornful voice.

				‘I know,’ said Pat, in a troubled voice. ‘I’m sorry for that. I’ve come to say thank you for putting me in the match, but of course I don’t expect to play now. Anyway, I couldn’t have you being decent to me if I was playing a trick just to pay you out. And I’ll take my share of the jobs with Isabel now. I was silly before. That’s all, Belinda.’

				‘No – not quite all,’ said Belinda, in an unexpectedly gentle voice. ‘I’ve something to say too. You’ve done something rather mean, but you’ve been big enough to put it right. We’ll say no more about it – but you’ll play in the match on Saturday!’

				Pat flew off to tell Isabel, her heart leaping for joy. How decent Belinda was! How could she ever have thought her beastly and horrid?

				‘I’ll boil her old kettle and clean her old boots and even scrub the floor now!’ thought Pat. ‘And my word I’ll shoot a dozen goals on Saturday, see if I don’t!’

				She didn’t – but she shot one very difficult one – and how pleased she was to hear both Isabel and Belinda shout, ‘Well done, Pat! Oh, good shot, good shot!’
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				Every week the twins’ form had marks for different subjects. Pat and Isabel had been used to being top in most things at Redroofs, and it was with shame and dismay that they found they were nearer the bottom than the top at St Clare’s.

				Hilary saw them looking unhappy about it and she spoke to them. ‘You’ve got to remember that you are the only new girls in your form,’ she said. ‘The rest of us have been in the form at least two terms, and we are used to St Clare ways. Cheer up!’

				It was ‘Mam’zelle Abominable’ who really upset the twins. She would not make allowances for them, and when they sent in badly written French essays, she was very angry.

				She had the pile of French books on the desk before her, all neatly marked with ‘Très bien’ or ‘Bien’ or ‘Excellent’. But when she took out Pat’s book and Isabel’s they were both marked the same. ‘Abominable!’

				‘This will not do!’ cried Mam’zelle, banging her big hand down on the books. ‘C’est abominable! You will write the whole essay again today, and you will bring it to me after supper.’

				‘We can’t write it again today, Mam’zelle,’ said Isabel, politely. ‘We’ve got art this afternoon, and after tea we’ve got permission to go to the cinema together. We shan’t have time to rewrite it. Can we do it tomorrow?’

				‘Oh, que vous êtes insupportable!’ raged Mam’zelle, stamping her foot on the floor, and making the books on her desk jump and slide. ‘How dare you talk to me like this! You present me with a shocking, yes, a shocking essay, and then you talk of going to the cinema. You will not go! You will stay behind and write the essay for me. And if there is more than one mistake you will write it all over again! That is certain!’

				‘But – but – we’ve got the tickets,’ said Isabel. ‘We had to book our seats. We . . .’

				‘I do not care about seats, I do not care about booking!’ shouted Mam’zelle, now quite losing her temper. ‘All I care about is that you should learn good French, which is what I am here for. You will bring me the essays tonight.’

				Isabel looked ready to cry. Pat looked mutinous, and stuck out her lower lip. Everyone else enjoyed the row and a few of the girls were secretly very pleased to see the twins taken down a peg. Nobody dared to be inattentive after that, and the lesson went very smoothly, though Pat was sulky and joined in the lesson as little as she dared.

				When the lesson was over the twins had a few words together. ‘I’m going to the cinema!’ said Pat.

				‘Oh, no, Pat!’ said Isabel, shocked. ‘We can’t do that. We’d really get into a terrible row. We’d better stay behind and do the work again. For goodness’ sake let’s!’

				‘I’m GOING to the cinema!’ said Pat, obstinately. ‘I’ll fit in the beastly essay somehow, and you must too. Let’s do it directly after dinner. I don’t care how badly I do it either.’

				But after dinner they had to go to a meeting of their form to plan nature rambles, so there was no time then. Art took up the whole of the afternoon. Isabel began to be worried. Suppose Pat insisted on going to the cinema even if they hadn’t rewritten their essays? She could not imagine what Mam’zelle would say.

				‘Let’s miss our tea,’ said Isabel to Pat as they ran down the stairs after the art lesson. ‘We could do our essays then.’

				‘Miss my tea! No, thank you!’ said Pat. ‘I’m jolly hungry. I don’t know why art makes me hungry, but it always does. And I know Janet has got a big pot of plum jam sent to her that she’s opening this tea-time. I’m not going to miss my share!’

				Isabel was hungry too, and she weakly gave way. She knew that if they were going to get into the cinema in time they wouldn’t have a moment to spare for anything after tea, let alone rewriting essays! ‘I really shan’t go to the cinema,’ she thought. ‘I daren’t. Honestly, I think Mam’zelle Abominable would go up in smoke if she heard we’d gone.’

				But after tea Pat dragged Isabel off to the dormitory to get her hat and coat. ‘We’re not really going, Pat, surely!’ cried Isabel.

				‘Indeed we are!’ said Pat, sticking out her lower lip. ‘Come on.’

				‘But, Pat – we’ll really get into a simply enormous row!’ said Isabel. ‘It isn’t worth it. Perhaps Mam’zelle will give us an hour’s extra work every day or something like that. Janet told me that once she had to stop in after tea for a whole week and write out French verbs for cheeking Mam’zelle just a little bit. And she wouldn’t count this a little thing.’

				‘Don’t be a coward, Isabel,’ said Pat. ‘I’ve got a plan. Mam’zelle said we were to take our essays to her after supper, didn’t she? But she didn’t say what time after supper! So when we’re in bed and think the others are asleep, we’ll slip down to the common-room in our dressing-gowns, rewrite our essays then – and give them to Mam’zelle when they’re finished!’

				‘Pat! I’d never dare to!’ cried poor Isabel. ‘Think of going to find Mam’zelle at that time of night in our dressing-gowns. You must be mad.’

				‘Well, Mam’zelle has made me feel mad,’ said obstinate Pat. ‘Anyway, I don’t care what happens. You know we never wanted to come to St Clare’s – and if it’s going to treat us like this, I’m jolly sure I won’t stay. I’ll get expelled!’

				‘Pat, you’re not to say things like that!’ said Isabel. ‘Think what Mummy and Daddy would say!’

				‘Well it’s their fault for sending us here,’ said Pat, who really was in a great rage.

				‘Yes, but, Pat – think how awful it would be if Redroofs heard that we’d been sent away from St Clare’s,’ said Isabel, in a low voice.

				Pat’s eyes filled with tears. She didn’t want to think of that. ‘Come on,’ she said, gruffly. ‘I’m not going to change my mind now. If you’re coming with me, come. If not, you can jolly well be a coward by yourself!’

				But Isabel was not going to be left by herself. She put on her hat and coat. Janet came into the room as the twins were going out.

				‘Hallo, Hallo!’ she said. ‘So you are going to the cinema after all! Whenever did you find time to rewrite your French?’

				‘We haven’t done it,’ said Pat. Janet gave a long whistle and stared at the twins in surprise.

				‘I wouldn’t like to be in your shoes tomorrow when you tell Mam’zelle that!’ she said. ‘You really are a couple of idiots. I can’t think why you should go out of your way to make things difficult for yourselves!’

				The twins did not answer. They ran downstairs and were soon in the town. But neither of them really enjoyed the show, although it was a fine film. They had to leave a little before the end to get back to supper in time. There was a debate afterwards that they had to go to, and they both wished they could miss it. But it was taken by Winifred James, the head girl, and neither of the twins dared to ask if they might miss it.

				Nine o’clock was the bedtime for their form and the two forms above them. Chattering and laughing, the girls went upstairs and undressed. Usually a mistress came to see that all the girls were in bed, and switched off the lights – but tonight Hilary announced that she was to see to this.

				‘Miss Roberts is with Miss Theobald,’ she said, ‘so I’m on duty tonight. Hurry, all of you, because the light will go off in five minutes’ time, and you’ll have to finish in the dark if you’re not ready.’

				Two girls, Joan and Doris, began to have a pillow-fight when they heard that Miss Roberts was not coming. Bang-thud went the two pillows, and the girls shrieked with laughter. But it wasn’t quite so funny when one of the pillows split and feathers poured out into the air!

				‘Golly!’ said Joan. ‘Look at my pillow. Hilary, for goodness’ sake don’t turn the lights off yet. I must pick up some of these feathers!’

				‘Sorry,’ said Hilary. ‘You’ll have to do it in the morning. Lights are going out now! Miss Roberts will be along to see we’re all right in an hour’s time, so let’s hope she won’t spot the feathers all over the place. She’ll think the cat’s been chasing hens in our dormitory!’

				The lights snapped out. All the girls were in bed except Joan and Doris, who were still groping for feathers. They had to finish undressing and cleaning their teeth in the dark. Joan upset her tooth-mug and Doris banged her ankle on her chest-of-drawers and groaned deeply. Janet giggled, and Kathleen Gregory went off into a spasm of laughter that gave her hiccups.

				‘Shut up, Kathleen,’ ordered Hilary. ‘You’re hiccupping on purpose. I know you!’

				‘I’m not!’ said Kathleen, indignantly, and gave such an enormous hiccup that her bed shook. Janet couldn’t stop giggling. Every time she tried to stop, poor Kathleen hiccupped again and Janet went off into more gurgles.

				Even the twins, anxious though they were to have everyone going to sleep quickly, could not help laughing. Hilary lost her temper and sat up in bed.

				‘You’re all meanies!’ she cried. ‘If anyone comes along and hears you making this row I’ll be blamed because I’m head of the dormitory. Shut up, Janet – and Kathleen, for goodness’ sake get a drink of water. How do you suppose we’re going to sleep with you hiccupping like that?’

				‘Sorry, Hilary,’ said Kathleen, with another hiccup. ‘I’ll get up and get some water.’

				‘Get into bed, Joan and Doris,’ said Hilary, snuggling down again. ‘I don’t care if you’ve cleaned your teeth and brushed your hair or not. GET INTO BED!’

				In five minutes’ time there was peace in the dormitory except for an occasional small and subdued hiccup from Kathleen and a smothered giggle from Janet.

				The twins lay awake, listening for the others to go to sleep. They were worried because Miss Roberts was coming in about an hour’s time. They could not wait a whole hour before going down to the common-room. For one thing, Mam’zelle would have gone to bed by the time they had finished their essays!

				‘Isabel!’ whispered Pat at last. ‘Isabel! I think they’re all asleep. Get up and put on your dressing-gown.’

				‘But Miss Roberts hasn’t been in yet,’ whispered back Isabel.

				‘We’ll put our bolsters down our beds, so that they’ll look like our bodies,’ said Pat. ‘Come on!’

				They got up quietly and slipped on their dressing-gowns. They pushed their bolsters down their beds and hoped that Miss Roberts wouldn’t notice anything different when she came. Then out of the door they went, and down the dimly lit stairs to the common-room, which was just below their own dormitory.

				Pat shut the door and turned on the light. The two girls sat down and took out their French books. Mam’zelle had marked all the mistakes, and carefully and laboriously the two girls wrote out the essays again.

				‘Well, mine had fifteen mistakes before, and I hope it hasn’t got more than five now!’ said Isabel. ‘Blow Mam’zelle Abominable! I’m so sleepy. And oh, Pat – dare we go and find Mam’zelle now, do you think? My knees are shaking at the very thought!’

				‘Oh, don’t be stupid,’ said Pat. ‘What can she say to us, anyway? We’ve done the essays again – and she said give them to her after supper – and we are going to do that, aren’t we?’

				The essays were finished. Now they had to find Mam’zelle. Where would she be? In one of the mistresses’ common-rooms – or in her own bedroom – or where?

				‘Well, come on,’ said Pat, at last. ‘We must go and find her. Cheer up, Isabel.’

				The twins slipped out of the common-room and went to the first of the mistresses’ rooms. The light was out and the room was quite dark. No one was there at all. As they went on their way to the second common-room, they heard Mam’zelle’s voice in one of the classrooms! What luck!

				‘She’s in the upper third classroom,’ whispered Pat. ‘I don’t know who’s there with her, but it doesn’t matter. The art mistress, I expect – Mam’zelle’s awfully friendly with Miss Walker.’

				They knocked at the upper third door. A surprised voice called, ‘Come in! Who’s there?’

				Pat opened the door and the twins went in. And oh my goodness, who should be with Mam’zelle, studying a big French chart, but the head, Miss Theobald herself!

				The twins were so shocked that they stood and stared with wide eyes. Mam’zelle cried ‘Tiens!’ in a loud and amazed voice, and Miss Theobald said nothing at all.

				Mam’zelle recovered first. ‘What is wrong?’ she cried. ‘Are you ill, mes petites?’

				‘No,’ said Pat, in rather a trembling voice. ‘We’re not ill. We’ve brought you our rewritten essays. You said we were to bring them after supper, so here they are.’

				‘But why bring them so late?’ asked Miss Theobald, in her deep, serious voice. ‘You must have known that Mam’zelle meant you to bring them before you went to bed.’

				‘We hadn’t time to rewrite the essays till just now,’ answered Pat, suddenly feeling very foolish indeed. ‘We got out of bed and went down to the common-room to do them.’

				‘Ah! The bad children! They went to the cinema after all, instead of doing my essays!’ cried Mam’zelle, guessing everything at once. ‘Ah, Miss Theobald, these twins send my hair grey! The work they do! It is impossible that they have gone to a school before they came here! Their work is abominable.’

				‘We did go to a school, and it was a jolly fine one!’ cried Pat, indignantly. ‘Much better than St Clares!’

				There was a silence after this. Miss Theobald looked thoughtful. Mam’zelle was speechless.

				‘I think we won’t decide anything tonight or talk about this,’ said Miss Theobald at last. ‘It is too late. Go to bed, twins, and come and see me at ten o’clock tomorrow morning. Ask Miss Roberts to excuse you for fifteen minutes then.’

				So back to bed with their French books went the twins, subdued and dismayed. What bad luck to have run into the head herself like that! Now what was going to happen to them? They didn’t like to think of ten o’clock in the morning!
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				Hilary was awake when they got back into bed and she sat up and demanded to know where they had been.

				‘Miss Roberts came in and turned on the light and I woke up,’ said Hilary. ‘I spotted that you’d put bolsters down your beds, but Miss Roberts didn’t. Whatever have you been doing?’

				Pat told her. Hilary listened in amazement. ‘Whatever will you two do next?’ she said. ‘Honestly, I think you’re mad. Nobody would ever think you’d been head girls in your old school. You behave like a couple of babies!’

				The twins were annoyed with Hilary, particularly as they each had a kind of feeling that she was right. They got into bed and lay thinking. It was all very well to be defiant and daring – but it wasn’t so funny afterwards!

				They asked Miss Roberts to excuse them at ten o’clock. Miss Roberts had evidently been told to expect this, for she nodded her head at once, and did not ask any questions. The twins went off together to Miss Theobald’s room.

				The head was making out timetables and she told them to sit down for a minute. It was rather dreadful waiting for her to finish what she was doing. Both the twins felt much more nervous than they pretended. Pat began to wonder if the head would write home about them to their parents. Much as she had grumbled about going to St Clare’s, she didn’t want the head to report her for misbehaviour at the school.

				At last Miss Theobald was ready. She swung her chair round and faced the twins. She looked very serious, but not angry.

				‘I have been looking through the reports that your father sent me from your last school,’ the head began. ‘They are very good, and you seem to have been responsible and conscientious children there. I can’t imagine that you can have completely changed your characters in a few weeks, so I am not going to treat you as naughty irresponsible girls. I know there must be a good reason behind all your strange behaviour last night. Really, my dears, you gave Mam’zelle and me quite a shock when you walked into the classroom in your blue dressing-gowns.’

				The head smiled. The twins felt most relieved, and Pat began to pour out what had happened in the French class.

				‘The French isn’t the same as at our old school. It isn’t much use our trying to do well, because we always get everything wrong. It isn’t our fault. And Mam’zelle was simply furious with us yesterday, and . . .’

				Miss Theobald heard Pat patiently to the end.

				‘Well, your French difficulties can easily be put right,’ said the head mistress. ‘I have spoken to Mam’zelle, and she says that you speak well and understand well, but that you have not been well grounded in the writing of French. She has offered to give you half an hour’s extra French a day until you have caught up the others. This is very kind of her because she is extremely busy. All this bother has come from the fact that you were behind your class in one thing – and if you are willing to help to put it right by working hard with Mam’zelle, there is no need to say any more about your rather silly behaviour last night.’

				The twins stared at Miss Theobald with mixed feelings. They were most relieved that nothing more was to be said – but oh dear, oh dear – extra French each day! How tiresome! And yet how decent of Mam’zelle Abominable to be willing to help them.

				‘Thank you, Miss Theobald,’ said Pat at last. ‘We’ll try. Once we catch up the others, we shan’t feel so angry and ashamed when we are scolded in front of the class.’

				‘Well, you won’t be scolded if Mam’zelle really feels you are trying,’ said Miss Theobald. ‘Now go to her and arrange what time will be best each day for the extra lesson. And don’t go marching through the corridors in your dressing-gowns at half-past ten any more!’

				‘No, Miss Theobald,’ said the twins, smiling at the head. Things seemed suddenly brighter. What they had done didn’t any longer seem a dreadful piece of misbehaviour likely to be punished in dire ways – but just a silly bit of nonsense that they were both heartily ashamed of. They went out of the room, and skipped down the passage to the common-room. Mam’zelle was there, correcting piles of French essays, and muttering to herself as she ticked the pages.

				‘Très bien, ma petite Hilary! Ah, this dreadful girl. Joan! Ah . . . come in!’

				The twins went into the mistresses’ common-room. Mam’zelle beamed at them, and patted them on the shoulder. Although she had an extremely quick and hot temper, she was very good hearted and kind.

				‘Ah, now we will see how clever you can be at catching up the others,’ she said. ‘Every day you will work with me, and we shall be good friends, n’est-ce pas?’

				‘Thank you, Mam’zelle,’ said Pat. ‘We were rather idiots yesterday. We won’t be again!’

				‘And thank you for saying you’ll help us each day,’ said Isabel.

				So that was that, and the classes with Mam’zelle went much more smoothly. Mam’zelle was patient with the twins, and they tried hard.

				But nobody tried hard with poor Miss Kennedy! Janet was a born tease and leg-puller, and she gave the unfortunate history teacher a terrible time. Janet had a wonderful collection of trick pencils, all of which she tried on Miss Kennedy with enormous success.

				One pencil had a point that was made of rubber, so that it wobbled to one side when Miss Kennedy took it to write with. Another pencil had a point that slipped right inside the pencil as soon as anyone wrote with it. The girls all watched with intense eagerness as the unfortunate mistress unwarily used these pencils, and gazed at them in surprise when they behaved so strangely.

				Then Janet produced a pencil that wouldn’t write at all, although it appeared to have a most marvellous point. To see poor Miss Kennedy pressing hard with the pencil, trying her best to write ‘Very good’ with it, sent the whole class into fits of giggles.

				‘Girls, girls! Please make less noise!’ Miss Kennedy said. ‘Turn to page eighty-seven of your history books. Today I want to tell you how the people lived in the seventeenth century.’

				The class at once began to turn over the pages of their history books in a most feverish manner, making a noise like the whispering of trees in the wind. They went on and on turning over the pages, muttering eighty-seven, eighty-seven to themselves all the time.

				‘What number did you say, Miss Kennedy?’ asked Kathleen, innocently, though she knew very well indeed.

				‘I said page eighty-seven,’ said Miss Kennedy, politely. She was always polite, never rude like Mam’zelle, or sarcastic like Miss Roberts.

				‘Oh, eighty-seven!’ said all the girls at once, and immediately began to turn over their pages the other way, very busy and very serious – until Janet let out a giggle, and then the whole class roared. Miss Kennedy rapped on the desk.

				‘Please, please,’ she said, ‘I do beg you to be quiet and let us get on with the lesson.’

				‘Please, Miss Kennedy, did the people wear clothes in the seventeenth century, or just skins?’ asked Janet, in an innocent voice. Miss Kennedy looked surprised.

				‘Surely you know that they wore clothes,’ she said. ‘I have a picture here of the kind of clothes they wore. You should know that they didn’t wear skins then, Janet.’

				‘Not even their own skins?’ asked Janet. This wasn’t really at all funny, but the class was now in a state to giggle at anything, and the twins and everyone else joined in the laughter.

				‘Perhaps they had jumped out of their skins and that’s why they didn’t wear any,’ said Hilary. More giggles followed this, though half the class didn’t even catch what Hilary had said.

				‘Girls, I can’t have this, I really can’t,’ said Miss Kennedy. ‘I shall have to report you.’

				‘Oh, please, please, PLEASE, Miss Kennedy!’ chanted the class in a chorus, and one or two girls pretended to sob.

				Poor Miss Kennedy! She had to deal with this sort of thing every time, though the upper forms were better behaved. The lower forms did not mean to be cruel or unkind, but they loved a joke and did not stop to think about Miss Kennedy and what she must be feeling. They just thought she was silly and asked for trouble.

				One morning, when the class was especially riotous. Janet caught everyone’s eye. Kathleen giggled, for she knew what had been planned. When Janet gave the signal every girl was to drop her history text book flat on the floor! Janet nodded, and each girl let go her book.

				Crash! Miss Kennedy jumped in fright – and the next minute the door opened and in came Miss Roberts! She had been taking a class in the next room, and when the crash of twenty history books had sounded, like a gunshot, she had decided it was time to investigate.

				‘Miss Kennedy, I don’t know if there are any girls’ names you would like to report to me,’ said Miss Roberts, in a very cold voice, ‘but I shall be glad to have them after morning school. I am sure you find it as difficult as I do to teach with all this noise going on.’

				Miss Roberts glared at the form, and they sat silent, half the girls going red. Miss Kennedy went red too.

				‘I’m so sorry for the noise, Miss Roberts,’ she said. ‘You see . . .’

				But Miss Roberts was gone, shutting the door after her very firmly indeed.

				‘Kenny won’t report anyone,’ whispered Janet to Isabel. ‘If she did, she’d have to report the whole class, and she would be ashamed to do that.’

				Miss Kennedy reported no one – but in the secrecy of her bedroom that night she worried and tossed all night long. She had come to St Clare’s because her friend, Miss Lewis, who thought so much of her, was ill – and now Miss Kennedy felt that she was letting her down because the girls were quite out of hand, and she was sure that not one of them had learnt any history worth mentioning that term! And Miss Roberts had come in like that and been so cold and horrid – and had hardly spoken to her in the common-room afterwards. Suppose she complained about her to Miss Theobald? It was dreadful to feel herself a failure, and poor Miss Kennedy did not see how she could possibly turn her failure into anything like success.

				‘I’m afraid of the girls, that’s why!’ she said to herself. ‘And I do hate reporting them, because if I do they will hate me, and then my classes will be worse than ever.’

				And in the dormitory Janet was planning other tricks to play on poor unsuspecting Miss Kennedy! Janet had brothers, monkeys all of them, and they sent her all kinds of tricks which they themselves tried out in their own classes.

				‘Pat! Isabel! Are you asleep?’ whispered Janet. ‘I say! My brothers are sending me some fire-cracks! Have you ever heard of them?’

				‘Never,’ said the twins. ‘Whatever are they?’

				‘Well, you throw them on the fire and they crack and spit and hiss,’ whispered Janet, in glee. ‘My seat is next to the fire – so watch out for some fun next week! I expect the parcel will come tomorrow.’

				The twins giggled. Whatever would Kenny say when the fire began to spit and hiss and crack? They hugged themselves and pictured Miss Kennedy’s alarmed expression.

				‘Janet!’ whispered Pat. ‘Let’s . . .’

				But Hilary, head of the dormitory, put an end to the whispering. ‘Shut up!’ she said. ‘You know the rules, don’t you? For goodness’ sake, go to sleep!’
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				The parcel of fire-cracks duly arrived for Janet. She giggled when she took it from the post-rack, and winked at the twins.

				‘I’ll undo it in the dormitory after breakfast,’ she said. ‘Say you’ve forgotten something and get permission to go up before prayers.’

				So Janet and the twins scurried upstairs to the dormitory immediately after breakfast, and for five minutes they gloated over the contents of the parcel. There was a box inside, and this contained about fifty squib-like crackers, small and innocent-looking, coloured red and yellow.

				‘But will they really make much noise?’ asked Pat, taking one up. ‘I shouldn’t think they’d do much more than make a gentle pop.’

				‘Don’t worry! I’ll throw about a dozen on at a time!’ said Janet. ‘There’ll be quite an explosion, I promise you. Golly! We’ll have some sport!’

				With many giggles the girls hurried downstairs as the bell for prayers went. They could hardly wait for the history lesson to come. It came after the mid-morning break. Janet told some of the other girls what she was going to do, and the whole form was in a great state of expectation. Even Miss Roberts felt there was something up, though the class tried to work well.

				At the end of the maths lesson, just before break, Miss Roberts spoke a few dry words to her form.

				‘After break you will have your history lesson as usual. I expect you to work as well for Miss Kennedy as you do for me. If you don’t, I shall have something serious to say to you all. There is to be no disturbance at all this morning. DO YOU HEAR ME, JANET?’

				Janet jumped. She couldn’t imagine why Miss Roberts had suddenly picked her out. She did not know that she had been looking extremely guilty!

				‘Yes, Miss Roberts,’ said Janet, thinking that, alas, she would not be able to play her fire-crack trick after all.

				But the rest of the form crowded round her during break, and insisted that she carried out her promise. They couldn’t bear not to have the treat of seeing Miss Kennedy jump and stare with wide eyes at the fire’s extraordinary behaviour.

				‘All right,’ said Janet, at last. ‘But for goodness’ sake don’t give me away to Miss Roberts, that’s all, if she hears anything. And DO promise not to laugh too loudly. Honestly, we’ll get into an awful row if Miss Roberts hears us. And she’ll be quite near, you know.’

				‘No, she won’t,’ said Kathleen. ‘She’s taking the sixth for something. I heard her say so. And they’re right at the other end of the school! She won’t hear a thing.’

				‘Good,’ said Janet, feeling more comfortable. ‘Well, watch out! We’ll hear some fine spitting and hissing, I can tell you!’

				The whole form were in their places as quiet as mice when Miss Kennedy came in to give them their usual history lesson. She was feeling even more nervous than usual, for she had not forgotten how the form had behaved the last time she had taken them. She was most relieved to see them sitting so quietly in their places.

				‘Good morning, girls,’ said Miss Kennedy, sitting at her desk.

				‘Good morning, Miss Kennedy,’ chorused the form, and the lesson opened. Miss Kennedy had to turn to the blackboard to draw a history chart, and immediately every girl turned her head towards Janet. The time had come!

				Janet’s seat was just by the fire. The box of fire-cracks was in her desk. Cautiously she lifted the lid, and took out about a dozen. She threw them into the heart of the fire.

				Everyone waited tensely. For a moment nothing happened at all except that the fire flamed up a little. Then the excitement began!

				Crack! Spit! Hiss! Half the fire-cracks went off at once, and sparks jumped up the chimney and leapt out of the fire on to the floor.

				CRACK! Sssssssssss! Everyone watched and listened, their eyes on poor Miss Kennedy, who looked as surprised and as startled as could be!

				‘Miss Kennedy! Oh, Miss Kennedy! What’s happening?’ cried Pat, pretending to be frightened.

				‘It’s all right, Pat – it’s probably a very gassy piece of coal,’ said Miss Kennedy. ‘It’s all over now – but it really made me jump.’

				‘CRACK! CRACK!’ Some more fireworks went off, and a shower of sparks flew out of the fire. Janet jumped up, took the blackboard cleaner, and began to beat out the sparks with an enormous amount of quite unnecessary noise.

				‘Janet! Janet! Stop!’ cried Miss Kennedy, afraid that the next class would hear the noise.

				By this time the class had begun to giggle, though they had tried hard to keep serious and to smother their laughter. When the fire-cracks went off once more the class nearly went into hysterics, which were not made any better by the sight of Janet again pretending to beat out sparks on the floor by flapping about with the blackboard cleaner, making an enormous dust.
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A little trouble for the twins
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Janet is up to tricks
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A battle with Mam'zelle
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The twins arrive at St Clare’s
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The twins make up their minds
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Poor Miss Kennedy!
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Bad beginning
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