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    Our story began over a century ago, when seventeen-year-old Egmont Harald Petersen found a coin in the street. He was on his way to buy a flyswatter, a small hand-operated

    printing machine that he then set up in his tiny apartment.




    The coin brought him such good luck that today Egmont has offices in over 30 countries around the world. And that lucky coin is still kept at the company’s head
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  Darrell goes back to school with Felicity




  Darrell Rivers was very excited. It was the day to return to Malory Towers, her boarding school – and this time she was taking her young sister Felicity with her.




  Felicity stood on the front steps beside her fifteen-year-old sister, dressed in the same brown and orange uniform, feeling excited, too. She was almost thirteen, and should have gone to Malory

  Towers two terms before, but she had been ill and had to stay at home.




  Now it was the summer term, and she was to go with Darrell at last. She had heard so much about her sister’s school – the fun they had there, the classrooms overlooking the sea, the

  four towers in which the two hundred and fifty girls slept, the great swimming-pool hollowed out of the rocks on the shore . . . there was no end to the things that Darrell had told her.




  ‘It’s a good thing we’re going by train this time, not by car,’ said Darrell. ‘You’ll travel down with the girls then, and get to know some of them.

  Sally’s going by train, too.’




  Sally was Darrell’s best friend, and had been ever since her first term at Malory Towers almost four years ago.




  ‘I hope I get a friend like Sally,’ said Felicity, nervously. ‘I’m shyer than you, Darrell. I’m sure I shall never pluck up enough courage to speak to anyone! And

  if Miss Potts gets cross with me I shall sink through the floor!’




  Miss Potts was the first-form mistress, and also the house-mistress for North Tower, the tower to which Darrell belonged, and to which her young sister would go, too.




  ‘Oh, you needn’t be afraid of Potty,’ said Darrell, with a laugh, quite forgetting how scared she had been of her when she was in the first form. ‘Dear old Potty

  – she’s a good sort.’




  Their father’s car drew up at the front door, and the two girls ran down the steps. Mr Rivers looked at them and smiled.




  ‘Both off this time!’ he said. ‘Well, I remember quite well Darrell going off alone for the first time almost four years ago. She was twelve then – now

  you’re fifteen, aren’t you, Darrell?’




  ‘Yes,’ said Darrell, getting into the car with Felicity. ‘And I remember you saying to me, “You’ll get a lot out of Malory Towers – see that you put a lot

  back!”’




  ‘Daddy’s said that to me, too,’ said Felicity. ‘I’m jolly lucky to have an older sister to show me round – though honestly I feel as if I know every corner of

  Malory Towers already.’




  ‘Now, where’s Mother?’ said her father, and he hooted the horn. ‘Really, this is a dreadful family to collect. If your mother appears in good time, one of you girls is

  missing, and if you girls are here, your mother is not! We shall miss the train if we don’t look out!’




  Usually they went all the way down to Cornwall to Malory Towers by car, but this time it was impossible, so Mr Rivers was driving them up to London and seeing them off in the school-train.

  Felicity had sometimes been to see her sister off by train, and had felt scared of all the girls chattering and laughing on the platform – now this time she was actually going to be one of

  them! She hugged her tennis-racket to her and thought joyfully of the coming term.




  Mrs Rivers came running down the steps, looking very pretty in a simple grey suit with a little blue blouse. Darrell and Felicity looked at her proudly. Parents mattered a lot when you were at

  boarding school! Everyone wanted to be proud of the way their fathers and mothers looked and spoke and behaved. It was dreadful if a mother came in a silly hat, or if a father came looking very

  untidy.




  ‘My dear, we were just going without you,’ said Mr Rivers. ‘Now – have we really got everything? Last time we got five miles on the way and then you said

  you’d forgotten Darrell’s night-case.’




  ‘Yes, we’ve got everything, Daddy,’ said Darrell. ‘I’ve checked every single thing – night-cases, with brush and comb, tooth-brush and paste, night-things,

  health certificate, everything! Tennis-rackets to carry, and our riding-hats! We can’t pack those, they’re too awkward.’




  Felicity glanced round to see if her new riding-hat was there, too. She felt very proud of it.




  They set off in the car to drive to London. Felicity’s heart sank a little as her home disappeared from view. Three whole months before she would see it again! Then she cheered up as

  Darrell began chatting about the girls.




  ‘I hope Bill will arrive with all her seven brothers on horseback,’ she said. ‘It’s such a sight to see them all galloping up the school drive. Bill was supposed to come

  in her parents’ car the first term she came, but she slipped off, got her horse, Thunder, and came with all her brothers on their horses, too!’




  ‘Bill’s real name is Wilhemina, isn’t it?’ said Felicity, remembering. ‘Do even the mistresses call her Bill?’




  ‘Some of them,’ said Darrell. ‘Not the Head, of course. And Miss Williams, our fourth-form mistress, doesn’t either. She’s a bit starchy – very prim and

  proper, but I like her now. I didn’t at first.’




  It didn’t seem long before they were all on the station platform, finding their way between hosts of excited girls to a North Tower carriage. Felicity felt shy and nervous. Oh dear –

  so many girls, and they all knew one another, and she didn’t know anyone. Oh, yes, she did – there was Sally, Darrell’s friend, coming towards her, smiling.




  ‘Hallo, Darrell, hallo, Felicity – so you’re really coming to Malory Towers at last. Jolly good! Wish I was coming for the first time too, so that I would have years and years

  of it in front of me, like you. You don’t know how lucky you are!’




  ‘I remember someone saying that to me on my first day,’ said Darrell. ‘I was twelve then – now I’m going on for sixteen. Gosh, how old!’




  ‘Yes – and don’t forget we’ll feel jolly old before this term’s out!’ said a familiar voice behind Darrell. ‘We’ve all got to work for School

  Certificate! My hair will be quite grey by the end of term!’




  ‘Hallo, Alicia!’ said Darrell, warmly. ‘Did you have good hols? Look, this is my young sister, Felicity. She’s a new girl this term.’




  ‘Is she really?’ said Alicia. ‘Well, I must find my cousin then. She’s a new girl this term, too. Now where is she? I’ve lost her twice already!’




  She disappeared, and Sally and Darrell laughed. They were sure that Alicia wouldn’t bother much about any new-girl cousin! However, she appeared again almost at once bringing with her a

  twelve-year-old girl, very like her.




  ‘This is June,’ she said. ‘You might as well make friends with Felicity, June, because you’ll see plenty of her this term and for a good many years to come! Though

  whether Felicity will want to see much of you after she knows you well is very doubtful!’




  Darrell looked at Alicia to see whether she meant this or not. You never knew with sharp-tongued Alicia! June looked all right, and had a very determined chin and mouth. A bit domineering,

  Darrell thought – but being in the bottom form of the school didn’t give you much chance for that kind of thing. The older girls just sat on you hard if you didn’t keep your

  place.




  ‘Look!’ said Alicia, nudging Darrell and Sally. ‘There’s Gwendoline Mary – come by train instead of car – and staging the same old scene as ever!’




  Felicity and June turned to see. They saw a fair-haired girl with large, pale blue eyes, saying good-bye to her mother and her old governess. It was a very sentimental farewell, and a lot of

  sniffing was going on.




  ‘Gwendoline always does that,’ said Alicia in disgust. ‘At her age, too! You can forgive a first-former going away from home for the first time – but a fifteen year old,

  no!’




  ‘Well, it doesn’t last long,’ said Sally. ‘Gwendoline won’t even bother to remember to wave to her mother, I’m sure, once she gets into the

  carriage.’




  Sally’s mother was talking to Darrell’s parents. There were no tears or protestations there! Darrell was thankful that her mother and father were so sensible. She looked at Felicity,

  and was pleased to see her young sister looking interested and happy.




  More girls came up and surrounded Darrell and the others. ‘Hallo! Had good hols? I say, is this your young sister? Has she got a temper like yours, Darrell?’




  This was from Irene, harum-scarum as usual, her night-case coming undone, and her coat lacking a button already.




  ‘Well – Felicity has got a temper,’ said Darrell, with a laugh. ‘All our family have. I don’t expect Felicity will show hers much, though. She’ll be

  too shy her first term.’




  ‘I don’t know about that!’ said Sally, slyly. ‘I seem to remember you going off the deep end properly in your first term, Darrell! Who sent me flying to the

  ground that first half-term – and who gave dear Gwendoline a very hearty scolding in the swimming-pool?’




  ‘Oh, dear – yes, I was dreadful,’ said Darrell, and she blushed. ‘Really awful. I’m sure Felicity will never do anything like that.’




  ‘My cousin’s got a bit of a temper, too,’ said Alicia, with a grin. ‘She’s only got brothers, and you should hear them shout and yell at one another when they

  disagree.’




  ‘Here’s Miss Potts,’ said Sally, as the first-form mistress came up with a list in her hand. ‘Hallo, Miss Potts, have you collected everyone?’




  ‘Yes, I think so,’ said Miss Potts, ‘except Irene. Oh, there you are, Irene. I suppose it didn’t occur to you to come and report your arrival to me? Thank goodness

  Belinda is going by car. That’s one less scatter-brain to see to. Now, you’d better get into your carriages. There are only four more minutes to go.’




  There was a scramble into the carriages. Sally and Darrell pulled Felicity into theirs. ‘The new girls are supposed to go with Potty in her carriage,’ said Darrell, ‘but

  we’ll let you come in ours. Good-bye, Mother, good-bye, Daddy! We’ll write on Sunday and tell you all the news.’




  ‘Good-bye!’ said Felicity, in rather a small voice. ‘Thanks for lovely hols.’




  ‘Thank goodness we haven’t got Gwendoline in our carriage,’ said Alicia. ‘We are at least spared the history of all her uninteresting family, and what happened to them

  last hols. Even her dogs are uninteresting!’




  Everyone laughed. The guard blew his whistle. Doors slammed, and the train moved off slowly. Parents and girls waved madly. Darrell sank back into her seat.




  ‘Off to Malory Towers again!’ she said, joyfully. ‘Good old Malory Towers!’
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  Everybody’s back again!




  The journey was a very long one, but the train arrived at the station for Malory Towers at last. Out poured the girls, complete with night-cases and rackets, and rushed to find

  good seats in the school coaches that took the train-girls on the last part of their journey.




  Felicity was tired and excited. Darrell didn’t seem in the least tired, but she was certainly excited. ‘Now we shall see the school, and all the rest of the girls,’ she said to

  Felicity, happily. ‘Watch for the first glimpse of it when I tell you.’




  And so Felicity had the same first glimpse that Darrell had had four years back. She saw a large castle-like building of grey stone rising high on a hill. Beyond was the deep blue Cornish sea,

  but that was now hidden by the cliff on which Malory Towers stood. Four towers stood at the corners of the building, and Felicity’s eyes brightened as she thought of sleeping in one of the

  towers. She would be in North Tower with Darrell – and it had the best view of the sea! She was very lucky.




  ‘It’s lovely,’ said Felicity to Darrell, and Darrell was pleased. It was going to be nice to have her sister at school with her. She felt sure that Felicity would be a great

  success.




  Girls who had already arrived by car stood about the drive ready to welcome the train-girls. There were shrieks and squeals of delight as the coaches drove up to the magnificent front entrance,

  and swarms of girls ran to help down their friends.




  ‘Hallo, Belinda!’ shouted Irene, climbing down and leaving behind her night-case. ‘Done any decent sketching?’




  ‘Darrell!’ called a shy-looking fifteen year old. ‘Sally! Alicia!’




  ‘Hallo, Mary-Lou! Anyone put a spider down your neck these hols?’ cried Alicia. ‘Seen Betty?’




  Betty was Alicia’s friend, as witty as she was, and as mischievous. She came up and banged Alicia on the back.




  ‘Here I am! You’re jolly late – the train must have been even later than usual.’




  ‘There’s Mavis,’ cried Sally. ‘And Daphne – and I say, hallo there, Jean. Seen Bill anywhere?’




  ‘Yes. She came on Thunder as usual and she’s in the stable with him,’ said Jean, the quiet, shrewd Scots girl, who was now no longer in the same form as Darrell, but was going

  up. ‘She came with the groom, because all her brothers went back to school before we did this term. A very tame arrival!’




  Felicity stood unheeded in the general rush and excitement. She hoped that Darrell wouldn’t entirely forget her. Alicia had completely forgotten about her cousin June. That youngster now

  came up to Felicity and grinned. ‘Our elders are making a fine noise, aren’t they?’ she said. ‘We’re small fry to them. Let’s slip off by ourselves, shall we,

  and make them look for us when they deign to remember we’re here?’




  ‘Oh, no,’ said Felicity, but June pulled her arm and dragged her away.




  ‘Yes, come on. I know we’re supposed to go to Matron and give in our health certificate and our term’s pocket-money. We’ll go and find her on our own.’




  ‘But Darrell won’t like . . .’ began Felicity, as she was led firmly away by June.




  So it was that when Darrell looked round for her young sister, she was nowhere to be seen!




  ‘Where’s Felicity?’ she said. ‘Blow! What’s happened to her? I know how awful you feel when you’re new, and I wanted to take her under my wing for a bit.

  Where in the world has she gone?’




  ‘Don’t worry,’ said Alicia, unfeelingly. ‘I’m not bothering about young June. She can look after herself all right, if I know anything about that young lady.

  She’s got all the cheek in the world!’




  ‘Well, but Felicity hasn’t,’ said Darrell. ‘Dash it, where has she gone? She was here a minute ago.’




  ‘Anyone seen my night-case?’ came Irene’s voice in a mournful wail.




  Nobody had. ‘You must have left it in your coach seat,’ suggested Darrell, knowing Irene’s scatter-brain ways. Irene darted off after the coaches, which were now making their

  way slowly down the drive. ‘Hi, hi!’ she yelled. ‘Wait a bit!’




  ‘What is Irene doing?’ said Miss Potts, crossly. ‘Irene, come back and stop shouting.’




  But Irene had stopped the coach and was climbing up into the one she had ridden in to the school. Miss Potts gaped. Did Irene think she was going home again? She did such mad things that

  anything was likely with Irene.




  But Irene found her night-case, waved it wildly in the air to show the others she had found it, and climbed down again to the drive. She ran back, grinning.




  ‘Got it!’ she said, and stood it firmly down on the ground – too firmly, because it at once burst open and everything fell out.




  ‘Oh, Irene – why does every case you possess always do that?’ said Darrell, helping her to pick everything up.




  ‘I can’t imagine,’ said Irene, stuffing everything in higgledy-piggledy. ‘I have a bad effect on them, I suppose. Come on, let’s go and find Matron.’




  ‘I haven’t found Felicity yet,’ said Darrell, beginning to look worried. ‘She can’t have gone off with anyone because she doesn’t know

  anyone.’




  ‘Well, anyhow, let’s go to Matron and hand in our health certificates and money, and ask if she’s seen Felicity,’ said Sally. ‘The drive’s pretty well empty

  now – she’s obviously not here.’




  So they trailed off to Matron, who had been dealing most efficiently with dozens of girls, health certificates and pocket-money for an hour or more. Darrell was pleased to see her –

  kindly, bustling, starched and competent.




  ‘Hallo, Darrell! Well, Alicia, turned up again like a bad penny, I see!’




  ‘Mother says you always used to say that to her when she came back each term,’ said Alicia, with a grin.




  ‘Yes. She was a bad lot,’ said Matron, smiling. ‘Not nearly as bad as you, though, Alicia. We’ll have to have a talk about “How to Darn” this term, by the

  way. Don’t forget. Aha, Irene, there you are at last. Got your health certificate?’




  It was a standing joke that Irene’s health certificate always got lost if Irene was given it to bring to Matron. But the last few terms Irene’s mother had sent the certificate by

  post, so it had always arrived safely on the morning of the day that school began.




  Irene looked alarmed. Then she smiled. ‘You’re pulling my leg, Matron,’ she said. ‘It’s come by post as usual.’




  ‘But it hasn’t,’ said Matron. ‘That’s the whole point. Plenty of post for me this morning – but no health certificate. It’s probably in your night-case,

  Irene. Go and unpack it and look.’




  Darrell was looking round for Felicity, but still she couldn’t see her. She really felt very worried and rather cross. Why hadn’t Felicity done as she was told, and kept close by

  her, so that she couldn’t lose her in the crowd of girls?




  ‘Matron,’ she said, ‘you haven’t by any chance seen smy little sister, have you?’




  ‘Yes,’ said Matron. ‘She was here a few minutes ago, and handed in her health certificate. She said you had her money. Nice to have her here, Darrell.’




  Darrell was astonished. Felicity had actually gone to Matron and given in her own certificate without waiting to be taken! It didn’t seem like Felicity at all – she was so shy.




  ‘Where’s she gone now?’ she wondered out loud.




  ‘She’s gone to have a look at her dormy,’ said Matron, and turned to deal with Belinda, who seemed to have lost all her money and was turning out her pockets in despair.

  ‘Belinda! I vow and declare that I’ll ask Miss Grayling to put you and Irene into another tower next term. If I have to deal with you two much more I shall go raving mad. Sally, go and

  see if Irene has found her health certificate yet.’




  Sally went off to find Irene in the dormy, and Darrell went off to find Felicity. Sally found Irene sitting mournfully on her bed, the contents of her night-case strewn on the eiderdown –

  but there was no health certificate there.




  ‘Oh, Irene – you really are a mutt,’ said Sally, rummaging round and shaking out the legs of Irene’s pyjamas just in case she had put the precious piece of paper there.

  ‘I thought your mother always posted the certificate now.’




  ‘She does,’ groaned Irene. ‘She never fails. She’s marvellous like that.’




  ‘Well, all I can say is that she must have given it to you to post this time!’ said Sally. ‘And you must have forgotten.’




  A sudden light spread over Irene’s humorous face. She slapped Sally on the back. ‘Sally, you’ve got it!’ she said. ‘That’s just what happened! Mother

  did give it to me to post, and I forgot.’




  ‘Well, where did you put it? Left it on your bedroom table at home, I suppose?’ said Sally, half-impatient.




  ‘No. I didn’t,’ said Irene, triumphantly. ‘I put it into the lining of my hat, so that I shouldn’t lose it on the way to the post – but when I got to the

  post-office, I just bought some stamps and walked home again. So the certificate should be in my hat-lining still. In fact, I’m sure it is because now I come to think of it, my hat felt jolly

  uncomfortable all day long.’




  It took some time to find Irene’s hat, which had rolled under the next bed – but to Irene’s joy the envelope with the certificate in was actually still under the lining. She

  shot off to Matron joyfully with it.




  ‘I put it in my hat to remember to post it,’ she explained, ‘but I forgot, so it came with me today still in my hat.’




  Matron didn’t understand a word of this, but dismissed it all as part of Irene’s usual irresponsibility, and thankfully took the certificate before Irene could possibly lose it

  again.




  ‘Did Darrell find her young sister?’ she asked Irene.




  But Irene didn’t know. ‘I’ll go and find out,’ she said, and wandered off again.




  Darrell had found Felicity. She had found her in the dormy of the first form, with June and several others. June was talking away to everyone as if she was a third-termer, and Felicity

  was standing by shyly, listening.




  ‘Felicity!’ said Darrell, going up to her. ‘Why didn’t you wait for me? Whatever made you go and find Matron by yourself ? You knew I was going!’




  ‘Oh, I took her,’ said June. ‘I thought she might as well come with me. We’re both new. I knew Alicia wouldn’t bother herself with me, and I didn’t

  think you’d want to bother yourself with Felicity. We’ve given in our certificates, but you’ve got to give in Felicity’s money.’




  ‘I know that,’ said Darrell, very much on her dignity. What cheek of this new first-former to talk to her like that! She turned to Felicity.




  ‘I do think you might have waited,’ she said. ‘I wanted to show you your dormy and everything.’
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  The first evening




  Darrell went back to her own dormy to unpack her night-things, feeling puzzled and cross. She had so much looked forward to taking Felicity round and showing her her dormy, her

  bed and every single thing. How could her young sister have gone off with June and not waited for her?




  ‘Did you find Felicity?’ asked Alicia.




  ‘Yes,’ said Darrell, shortly. ‘She’d gone off with that cousin of yours – what’s her name – June. It struck me as rather extraordinary. You’d

  think these youngsters would wait for us to take them round a bit. I know I’d have been glad to have a sister or a cousin here, the first term I came.’




  ‘Oh, June can stand on her own feet very well,’ said Alicia. ‘She’s a hard and determined little monkey. She’ll always find things out for herself – and as

  for taking her under my wing, I wouldn’t dream of putting anyone so prickly and uncomfortable there! Wait till you hear her argue! She can talk the hind leg off a donkey.’




  ‘I don’t like the sound of her much,’ said Darrell, hoping that June wouldn’t take Felicity under her wing. Surely Felicity wouldn’t like anyone like

  June!




  ‘No. She’s a bit brazen,’ said Alicia. ‘We all are! Fault of my family, you know.’




  Darrell looked at Alicia. She didn’t sound as if she minded it being a fault – in fact she spoke rather as if she were proud of it. Certainly Alicia was sharp tongued and hard,

  though her years at Malory Towers had done a great deal to soften her. The trouble was that Alicia’s brains and health were too good! She could always beat anyone else if she wanted to,

  without any effort at all – and Darrell didn’t think she had ever had even a chilblain or a headache in her life. So she was always very scornful of illness or weakness in any form, as

  well as contemptuous of stupidity.




  Darrell determined to see as much of Felicity as she could. She wasn’t going to have her taken in tow by any brazen cousin of Alicia’s. Felicity was young and shy, and more easily

  led than Darrell. Darrell felt quite fiercely protective towards her, as she thought of the cheeky, determined young June.




  They all unpacked their night-cases and set out their things for the night. Their trunks, most of them sent on in advance, would not be unpacked till the next day. Darrell looked round her

  dormy, glad to be back.




  It was a nice dormy, with a lovely view of the sea, which was as deep blue as a delphinium that evening. Far away the girls could hear the faint plash-plash of waves on the rocks. Darrell

  thought joyfully of the lovely swimming-pool, and her heart lifted in delight at the thought of the summer term stretching before her – nicest term in the year!




  The beds stood in a row along the dormy, each with its own coloured quilt. At the ends of the dormy were hot and cold water taps and basins.




  Irene was splashing in one basin, removing the dust of the journey. She always arrived dirtier than anyone else. No one would ever guess that the scatter-brain was a perfect genius at music and

  maths, and quite good at her other lessons too! Everyone liked Irene, and everyone laughed at her.




  She was humming a tune now as she washed. ‘Tumty-tooty-tumpty-tooty, ta, ta, ta!’




  ‘Oh, Irene – don’t say we’re going to have that tune for weeks,’ groaned Gwendoline, who always complained that Irene’s continual humming and singing got on

  her nerves.




  Irene took no notice at all, which maddened Gwendoline, who loved to be in the limelight if she possibly could.




  ‘Irene,’ she began, but at that moment the door opened and in came two new girls, ushered by Matron.




  ‘Girls – here are the Batten twins,’ she said in her genial voice. ‘Connie – and Ruth. They are fourth-formers and will be in this dormy. Look after them, Sally and

  Darrell, will you?’




  The girls stood up to look at the twins. Their first thought was – how unalike for twins!




  Connie was bigger, fatter, sturdier and bolder-looking than Ruth, who was a good deal smaller, and rather shy-looking. Connie smiled broadly and nodded to everyone. Ruth hardly raised her head

  to look round, and as soon as she could she stood a little way behind her sister.




  ‘Hallo, twins!’ said Alicia. ‘Welcome to the best dormy in the school! Those must be your beds up there – the two empty ones together.’




  ‘Got your night-cases?’ said Darrell. ‘Good. Well, if you’d like to unpack them now, you can. Supper will be ready soon. The bell will go any minute.’




  ‘Hope it’s good,’ said Connie, with a comradely grin. ‘I’m frightfully hungry. It’s ages since we had tea.’




  ‘Yes – we get a wizard supper the first evening,’ said Sally. ‘I can smell it now!’




  Connie and Ruth put their noses in the air and sniffed hungrily.




  ‘The Bisto twins!’ said Alicia, hitting the nail right on the head as usual. Everyone laughed.




  ‘Come on,’ said Connie to Ruth. ‘Let’s hurry. I’ve got the keys. Here they are.’




  She undid both bags and dragged out everything quickly. Ruth picked up a few things and looked round rather helplessly.




  ‘Here. These must be our drawers, next to our beds,’ said Connie, and began to put away all the things most efficiently. She took the washing-things to the basin and called Ruth.




  ‘Come on, Ruth. We’d better wash. I’m filthy!’ Ruth went to join her, and just as they were towelling themselves dry, the supper-bell went. There was a loud chorus of

  joy.




  ‘Hurrah! I hope there’s a smashing supper. I could do with roast duck, green peas, new potatoes, treacle pudding and lots of cheese,’ said Belinda, making everyone’s

  mouth water.




  ‘What a hope!’ said Darrell.




  But all the same there was a most delicious supper that first night – cold ham and tomatoes, great bowls of salad, potatoes roasted in their jackets, cold apple pie and cream, and biscuits

  and butter for those who wanted it. Big jugs of icy-cold lemonade stood along the table.




  ‘My word!’ said Connie to Ruth. ‘If this is the kind of food we get here, we’ll be lucky! Much better than the other school we went to!’




  ‘I hate to undeceive you,’ said Alicia, ‘but I feel I must warn you that first-night and last-night suppers are the only good ones you’ll get in any

  term. We’re supposed to be jolly hungry after our long journeys to Cornwall – hence this spread. Tomorrow night, twins, you’ll have bread and dripping and cocoa.’




  As usual Alicia was exaggerating, and the twins looked rather alarmed. Darrell looked round for Felicity. Where was she? She couldn’t have her at the Upper Fourth table, of course, but she

  hoped she would be near enough to say a word to.




  She was too far away to speak to – and she was next to that nasty little June! June was talking to her animatedly, and Felicity was listening, enthralled.




  Alicia saw Darrell looking across at Felicity and June. ‘They’ve soon settled in!’ she said to Darrell. ‘Look at young Felicity listening to June. You should hear the

  tales June can tell of her family! They’re all madcaps, like mine.’




  Darrell remembered how interesting and amusing Alicia could be when she produced one of her endless yarns about her happy-go-lucky, mischievous family. She supposed that June was the same

  – but all the same she felt rather hurt that Felicity should apparently need her so little.




  Well, if she thinks she can get on by herself, all right! thought Darrell. I suppose it’s best for her really – though I can’t help feeling a bit disappointed. I suppose that

  horrid little June will find out everything she needs to know and show Felicity the swimming-pool, the gardens, the stables, and all the things I’d planned to show her.




  Felicity badly wanted to go to Darrell after supper and ask her a few things, but as soon as she said she was going, June pulled her back.




  ‘You mustn’t!’ said June. ‘Don’t you know how the older ones hate having young sisters and cousins tagging after them? Everyone will be bored with us if we go

  tailing after Alicia and Darrell. In fact, Alicia told me I’d jolly well better look after myself, because first-formers were such small fry we weren’t even worth taking notice

  of !’




  ‘How horrid of her,’ said Felicity. ‘Darrell’s not like that.’




  ‘They all are, the big ones,’ said June in a grown-up voice. ‘And why should they be bothered with us? We’ve got to learn to stand on our own feet, haven’t

  we? No – you wait till your sister comes over to you. If she doesn’t, you’ll know she doesn’t want to be bothered – and if she does, well don’t make her feel

  you’re dependent on her and want taking under her wing. She’ll respect you much more if you stand on your own feet. She looks as if she stood on her own all right!’




  ‘She does,’ said Felicity. ‘Yes, perhaps you’re right, June. I’ve often heard Darrell speak scornfully of people who can’t stand on their own feet, or make up

  their own minds. After all – most new girls haven’t got sisters to see to them. I suppose I shouldn’t expect mine to nurse me just because I’ve come to a new

  school.’




  June looked at her so approvingly that Felicity couldn’t help feeling pleased. ‘I’m glad you’re not a softy,’ said June. ‘I was afraid you might be. Hallo

  – here comes Darrell after all. Now, don’t weep on her shoulder.’




  ‘As if I should!’ said Felicity, indignantly. She smiled at Darrell as she came over.




  ‘Hallo, Felicity. Getting on all right?’ said Darrell, kindly. ‘Want any help or advice with anything?’




  ‘Thanks awfully, Darrell – but I’m getting on fine,’ said Felicity, wishing all the same that she might ask Darrell a few things.




  ‘Like to come and see the swimming-pool?’ said Darrell. ‘We might just have time.’




  Darrell had forgotten that the first-formers had to go to bed almost immediately after supper on the first night. But June knew it. She answered for Felicity.




  ‘We’ve got to go to bed, so Felicity won’t be able to see it tonight,’ she said, coolly. ‘We planned to go down tomorrow before breakfast. The tide will be in then.

  I’ve asked.’




  ‘I was speaking to Felicity, not to you,’ said Darrell, in the haughty tones of a fourth-former. ‘Don’t get too big for your boots, June, or you’ll be sat

  on.’ She turned to Felicity and spoke rather coldly.




  ‘Well, I’m glad you’re settling down, Felicity. Sorry you’re not in my dormy, but only fourth-formers are there, of course.’




  A bell rang loudly. ‘Our bed-time bell,’ said June, who appeared to know everything. ‘We’d better go. I’ll look after Felicity for you, Darrell.’




  And with that the irrepressible June linked her arm in Felicity’s and dragged her off. Darrell was boiling with rage. She gazed angrily after the two girls, and was only slightly mollified

  when Felicity turned round and gave her a sweet and rather apologetic smile.




  The brazen cheek of that little pest of a June! thought Darrell. I’ve never wanted to scold anyone so much in my life.




  





  

    [image: ]


  




  All together again




  Going to bed on the first night was always fun, especially in the summer term, because then the windows were wide open, daylight was still bright, and the view was

  glorious.




  It was lovely to be with so many girls again too, to discuss the holidays, and to wonder what the term would bring forth.




  ‘School Cert to be taken this term,’ groaned Daphne. ‘How simply horrible. I’ve been coached for it all the hols, but I don’t feel I know much even now.’




  ‘Miss Williams will keep our noses to the grindstone this term,’ said Alicia, dolefully.




  ‘Well, you don’t need to mind,’ said Bill. She had spoken very little so far, and the others had left her alone. They knew she got, not homesick, but

  ‘horse-sick’ as she called it, the first night or two back at school. She was passionately attached to all the horses owned by her parents and her seven brothers, and missed them

  terribly at first.




  Alicia looked at her. ‘Why don’t I need to mind?’ she said. ‘I mind just as much as you do!’




  ‘Well, I mean you don’t really need to work, Alicia,’ said Bill. ‘You seem to learn things without bothering. I’ve been coached in the hols, too, and it was an

  awful nuisance just when I was wanting to ride with my brothers. I jolly well had to work, though. I bet you weren’t coached in the hols.’




  ‘Mavis, are you going in for School Cert?’ asked Darrell. Mavis had been very ill the year before, and had lost her voice. It had been a magnificent voice, but her illness

  had ruined it. She had always said she was going to be an opera singer, but nobody ever heard her mention it now. In fact, most of the girls had even forgotten that Mavis had had a wonderful

  voice.




  ‘I’m going in all right,’ said Mavis. ‘But I shan’t get through! I feel like a jelly when I think of it. By the way – did you know my voice is getting right

  again?’




  There was a pause whilst the girls remembered Mavis’s lost voice. ‘Gosh! Is it really?’ said Sally. ‘Good for you, Mavis! Fancy being able to sing again.’




  ‘I mayn’t sing much,’ said Mavis. ‘But I shall know this term, I expect, if my voice will ever be worth training again.’




  ‘Good luck to you, Mavis,’ said Darrell. She remembered that when Mavis had had her wonderful voice they had all thought the girl was a voice and nothing else at all – just a

  little nobody without an ounce of character. But now Mavis had plenty of character, and it was quite difficult to remember her voice.




  I wonder if she’ll go back to being a voice and nothing else, thought Darrell. No – I don’t think she will. She deserves to get her voice back again. She’s never

  complained about it, or pitied herself.




  ‘I say,’ said Mary-Lou’s voice, ‘who’s this bed for, at my end of the room? There are nobody’s things here.’




  The girls counted themselves and then the beds. ‘Yes – that bed’s over,’ said Darrell. ‘Well, it wouldn’t have been put up if it hadn’t been going to be

  used. There must be another new girl coming.’




  ‘We’ll ask tomorrow,’ said Alicia, yawning. ‘How are you getting on, twins? All right?’




  The two new girls answered politely. ‘Fine, thank you.’ They had washed, cleaned their teeth, brushed their hair, and were already in bed. Darrell had been amused to see that Connie

  had looked after Ruth as if she had been a younger sister, turning down her bed for her, and even brushing her hair!




  She looked at them as they lay in bed, their faces turned sleepily towards her. Connie’s face was plump and round, and her thick hair was quite straight. She had a bold look about her

  – sort of pushful, thought Darrell. The other twin, Ruth, had a small heart-shaped face, and her hair, corn-coloured as Connie’s, was wavy.




  ‘Goodnight,’ said Darrell, and grinned. They grinned back. Darrell thought she was going to like them. She wished they had been absolutely alike though – that would have been

  fun! But they were really very unalike indeed.




  One by one the girls got yawning into bed and snuggled down. Most of them threw their quilts off, because the May night was warm. Gwendoline kept hers on. She always liked heaps of coverings,

  and nobody had ever persuaded her to go without her quilt in the summer.




  Miss Potts looked in. Some of the girls were already asleep. ‘No more talking,’ said Miss Potts, softly. A few grunts were made in reply. Nobody wanted to talk now.




  Darrell wondered suddenly if Felicity was all right. She hoped she wasn’t homesick. She wouldn’t have time to be if June was in the next bed, talking away! What an unpleasant child!

  thought Darrell. And the cheek she had! It was past believing.




  When the bell rang for getting up the next morning, there was a chorus of groans and moans. Nobody stirred out of bed.




  ‘Well – we must get up!’ said Darrell at last. ‘Come on, everybody! Gracious, look at Gwendoline – still fast asleep!’




  Darrell winked at Sally. Gwendoline was not fast asleep, but she meant to have a few more minutes’ snooze.




  ‘She’ll be late,’ said Sally. ‘Can’t let her get into trouble her very first morning. Better squeeze a cold sponge over her, Darrell!’




  This remark, made regularly about twenty times every term, always had the desired effect. Gwendoline opened her eyes indignantly, and sat up. ‘Don’t you dare to squeeze that sponge

  over me,’ she began angrily. ‘This beastly getting up early! Why, at home . . .’




  ‘Why, at home, “We don’t get up till eight o’clock,”’ chanted some of the girls, and laughed. They knew Gwendoline Mary’s complaints by heart now.




  ‘Did your old governess make her darling’s bed for her?’ asked Alicia. ‘Did she tie her bib on her in the morning? Did she feed her sweet Gwendoline Mary out of a silver

  spoon?’




  Gwendoline had had to put up with Alicia’s malicious teasing for many terms now, but she had never got used to it. The easy tears came to her eyes, and she turned her head away.




  ‘Shut up, Alicia,’ said Darrell. ‘Don’t start on her too soon!’




  Alicia nudged Sally, and nodded towards the twins. Connie was making Ruth’s bed for her!




  ‘I can do that,’ protested Ruth, but Connie pushed her aside. ‘I’ve time, Ruth. You’re slow at things like this. I always did it for you at our other school, and I

  can go on doing it here.’ She looked round at the others, and saw them watching her.




  ‘Any objection?’ she asked, rather belligerently.




  ‘Dear me no,’ said Alicia in her smooth voice. ‘You can do mine for me, as well, if you like! I’m slow at things like that, too!’




  Connie didn’t think this remark was worth answering. She went on making Ruth’s bed. Ruth was standing by, looking rather helpless.




  ‘What school did you come from?’ asked Darrell, speaking to Ruth. But before the girl could answer, Connie had replied.




  ‘We went to Abbey School, in Yorkshire. It was nice – but not as nice as this one’s going to be!’




  That pleased the fourth-formers. ‘Did you play hockey or lacrosse at your other school?’ asked Sally, addressing her question to Ruth.




  ‘Hockey,’ said Connie, answering again. ‘I liked hockey – but I want to play lacrosse, too.’




  ‘Will you like lacrosse, do you think?’ asked Sally, addressing her question once more to Ruth, wondering if she had a tongue.




  And once again Connie answered: ‘Oh, Ruth always likes what I like! She’ll love lacrosse!’




  Sally was just about to ask if Ruth ever said a word for herself, when the breakfast-bell rang. The girls hastily looked round the dormy to see if any clothes had been left about, and Alicia

  hurriedly pulled her quilt straight. Gwendoline was last as usual, moaning about a lost hair-brush. But then Gwen always had a moan! Nobody took much notice of that!




  Darrell looked anxiously for Felicity as the girls filed into the big dining-room, all the North Tower girls together. South Tower girls fed in the South Tower, East in the East and so on. Each

  tower was like a separate boarding-house, with its own common-rooms, dining-rooms and dormies. The classrooms were in the long buildings that joined tower to tower, and so were such special rooms

  as the lab, the art-room and the sewing-room. The magnificent gym was there, too.




  Felicity came in, looking neat and tidy. Miss Potts, seeing her come in, thought how very like she was to Darrell four years ago, when she also had come timidly into the dining-room for her

  first breakfast.




  In front of Felicity was June, looking as if she was at least a third-termer, instead of a new girl on her first morning. She looked about chirpily, nodded at Alicia, who did her best not to

  see, grinned at Darrell, who stared stonily back, and spoke amiably to Mam’zelle Dupont, who was at the head of the first-form table. The second form were also there, and Darrell and Alicia

  had the satisfaction of seeing two second-formers push June roughly back when she attempted to sit somewhere near the head of the table.




  But nothing daunted June. She merely sat down somewhere else, and said something to Felicity, who grinned uneasily. Something cheeky, I bet, thought Darrell to herself. Well, her form will put

  her in her place pretty soon – and she’ll come up against the second form, too. There are some tough kids in the second – they won’t stand much nonsense from a pest like

  June!




  Felicity smiled at Darrell, who smiled back warmly, forgetting for the moment that Felicity had probably gone to see the swimming-pool before breakfast without her. She hoped her little sister

  would do well in the class tests that day and prove that she was up to standard.




  Sally suddenly remembered the empty bed in her dormy, and she spoke to Miss Potts.




  ‘Miss Potts! There’s an extra bed in our dormy. Do you know whose it is? We’re all back.’




  ‘Oh, yes,’ said Miss Potts. ‘Let me see – there’s one more new girl coming today – what’s her name now – Clarissa something – yes, Clarissa

  Carter. That reminds me – there’s a letter for her already. Here it is, Sally – put it up on her dressing-table for her, will you?’




  Gwendoline took the letter to pass it down the table. She glanced at it, and then looked again. The letter was addressed to ‘The Honourable Clarissa Carter’.




  The Honourable Clarissa Carter! thought Gwendoline, delighted. If only she’d be my friend! I’ll look after her when she comes. I’ll do all I can! Gwendoline was a

  little snob, always hanging round those who were rich, beautiful or gifted.




  Alicia grinned as she saw the girl’s face. Gwendoline’s going all out for the Honourable Clarissa, she thought. Now we shall see some fun!




  





  

    [image: ]


  




  An interesting morning




  The upper fourth were taken by Miss Williams, a scholarly, prim mistress, whose gentleness did not mean any lack of discipline. As a rule the upper fourth were a good lot,

  responsible and hard working – but this year Miss Williams had sometimes had trouble with her form. There were such a lot of scatter-brains in it!




  Still, I think they will all get through the School Cert, thought Miss Williams. They are none of them really stupid, except Gwendoline. Daphne is much better since she has had regular

  coaching in the holidays. Mavis has picked up wonderfully. So has Bill. And though little Mary-Lou is quite sure she will fail, she is quite certain to pass!




  Her form did not only consist of the North Tower girls, but of the fourth-formers from the other towers. Betty Hill, Alicia’s friend, was one of these. She was as quick-tongued as Alicia,

  but not as quick-brained. She came from West Tower, and Alicia and she had often groaned because the authorities were so hard-hearted that they would not let Betty join Alicia in North Tower!




  Miss Grayling, the Headmistress, had once asked Miss Potts, North Tower’s house-mistress, if she should change Betty Hill over to North Tower, as Betty’s parents had actually written

  to ask if she would.




  ‘I can manage Alicia alone,’ said Miss Potts, ‘or even Betty alone – but to have those two together in one house would be quite impossible. I should never have a

  moment’s peace – and neither would Mam’zelle.’




  ‘I agree with you,’ said Miss Grayling. So a letter was sent to Mr and Mrs Hill regretting that it was impossible to find room for Betty in North Tower. Still, Alicia and Betty

  managed to be very firm friends indeed, although they were in different towers, meeting in class each day, arranging walks and expeditions together – and planning various wicked and amusing

  jokes and tricks.




  The North Tower fourth-formers went eagerly to their classroom after Prayers. They wanted to choose their desks, and to sort out their things, to look out of the window, clean the blackboard,

  and do the hundred and one things they had done together so often before.




  The twins stood and waited till the other girls had chosen their desks. They knew enough not to choose till then. By that time, of course, there were very few desks left – only those for

  two East Tower girls who were still not back, and for Clarissa Carter, and for themselves.




  ‘We’ll sit together, of course,’ said Connie, and put her books and Ruth’s on two adjoining desks. They were, alas, in the hated front row, but naturally all the other

  rows had been taken, the back row going first. It was the only row really safe enough for whispering, or for passing a note or two.




  Darrell looked out of the window, and wondered if Felicity had been to see Miss Grayling yet. She must ask her, when she saw her at break. Miss Grayling saw all the new girls together, and what

  she said to them always impressed them, and made them determine to do their very best. Darrell remembered clearly how impressed she had been, and how she had made up her mind to be one of the

  worthwhile people of the world.




  ‘I wonder who will be head-girl this term,’ said Alicia, interrupting Darrell’s thoughts. ‘Jean’s gone up, so she won’t be. Well – I bet I

  shan’t be! I never have, and I don’t expect I ever will. The Grayling doesn’t trust me!’




  ‘I expect Sally will be,’ said Darrell. ‘She was head of the second when we were in that form, and a jolly good head she made – though as far as I remember, you

  didn’t approve at all, Alicia!’




  ‘No, I didn’t,’ said Alicia, candidly. ‘I thought I ought to be head. But I’ve got rid of silly ideas like that now. I see that I’m not fitted to be

  head of anything – I just don’t care enough.’




  Part of this was just bravado, but quite a bit of it was truth. Alicia didn’t care enough! Things were so easy for her that she had never had to try hard for anything, and so she

  didn’t care. If she had to work jolly hard at lessons, as I have to do, thought Darrell, she’d care all right! We value the things we have to work hard for. Alicia does things too

  easily.




  Gwendoline had chosen a seat in the front row! Everyone was most astonished. Alicia eyed her wonderingly. Could she be sucking up to Miss Williams? No, nobody in the world could do that. Miss

  Williams simply wouldn’t notice it! Then what was the reason for Gwendoline’s curious choice?




  ‘Well, of course !’ said Alicia, suddenly, and everyone gazed at her in surprise.




  ‘Of course what ?’ said Betty.




  ‘I’ve just thought why dear Gwendoline has chosen that front seat,’ said Alicia, maliciously. ‘At first I thought she’d gone out of her senses, but now I

  know!’




  Gwendoline scowled at her. She was really afraid of Alicia’s sly tongue, and she thought it quite likely that Alicia had hit on the correct reason.




  But Alicia did not enlighten the class just then. She smiled sarcastically at Gwendoline and said, ‘Dear Gwen, I won’t give you away – you really have a very

  Honourable reason for your choice, haven’t you?’




  Nobody could imagine what she meant, not even Betty – but Gwendoline knew! She had chosen a front desk because she knew that the Honourable Clarissa Carter would have to have one there,

  too – and it would be a very good thing to be next to her and help her!




  She flushed red and said nothing, but busied herself with her books. Miss Williams came in at that moment and Gwen rushed to hold the door.




  The first day of school was always ‘nice and messy’ as Belinda called it. No proper lessons were done, but tests were given out, principally to check up on the standard of any new

  girls. Timetables were made out with much groaning. Irene always gave hers up in despair. Although she was so good and neat at both maths and music, she was hopeless at a simple thing like making

  out her own timetable from the big class one.




  It usually ended in Belinda doing it for her, but as Belinda wasn’t much better, Irene was in a perpetual muddle over her timetable, appearing in the wrong classroom at the wrong time,

  expecting to have a maths lesson in the sewing-room, or a sewing lesson in the lab! All the mistresses had long ago given up expecting either Irene or Belinda to be sane and sensible in ordinary

  matters.




  Irene, with her great gift for music, and Belinda, with her equally fine gift for drawing, seemed to become four year olds when they had to tackle ordinary everyday things. It was nothing for

  Irene to appear at breakfast-time without her stockings, or for Belinda to lose, most inexplicably, every school book she possessed. The girls loved them for their amusing ways, and admired them

  for their gifts.




  Everyone was busy with something or other that first morning. Darrell made out a list of classroom duties – filling up the ink-pots, doing the classroom flowers, keeping the blackboard

  clean, giving out necessary stationery and so on. Each of the class had to take on a week’s duty, together with another girl, during the term.




  Just before break Miss Williams told the girls to tidy up their desks. ‘I have something to say to you,’ she said. ‘It will only take about two minutes, but it is something

  that I am sure you all want to know!’




  ‘She’s going to say who’s to be head-girl this term!’ whispered Sally to Darrell. ‘Look at Gwendoline! See the look she’s put on her face. She really thinks

  she might be!’




  It was true. Gwendoline always hoped she might be head of the form, and had enough conceit to think she would make a very good one. Just as regularly she was disappointed, and always would be.

  Spoiled, selfish girls make poor heads, and no teacher in her senses would ever choose Gwendoline Mary!




  ‘I think probably most of you will know that Jean, who passed School Cert last year, has gone up into the next form,’ said Miss Williams. ‘She does not need to work with the

  School Cert form this term. She was head-girl of the upper fourth, and now that she has gone, we must have another.’




  She paused, and looked round the listening class. ‘I have discussed the matter with Miss Grayling, Miss Potts, Mam’zelles Dupont and Rougier,’ said Miss Williams. ‘We are

  all agreed that we would like to try Darrell Rivers as head-girl.’




  Darrell flushed bright red and her heart beat fast. Everyone clapped and cheered, even Gwendoline, who always dreaded that Alicia might conceivably be chosen one day!




  ‘I am quite sure, Darrell, that our choice is right,’ said Miss Williams, smiling her gentle smile at the blushing Darrell. ‘I cannot think for one moment that you would do

  anything to make us regret our choice.’




  ‘No, Miss Williams, I won’t,’ said Darrell, fervently. She wished she could go and tell her parents this very minute. Head-girl of the upper fourth! She had always wanted to be

  head of something, and this was the first time her chance had come. She would be the very best head-girl the form had ever had.




  What would Felicity say? It would be a grand thing for Felicity to be able to say, ‘My sister, of course, is head of the upper fourth!’ Felicity would be proud and pleased.




  Darrell rushed off at break to find Felicity and tell her. But again she had disappeared. How absolutely maddening ! Darrell only had a few minutes. She rushed round and about and at

  last found Felicity in the Court, with June. The Court was the space that lay inside the hollow oblong of the building that made up Malory Towers. It was very sheltered, and here everything was

  very early indeed. It was now bright with tulips, rhododendrons and lupins, and very lovely to see.




  But Darrell didn’t see the flowers that morning. She rushed at Felicity.




  ‘Felicity! I’ve got good news for you – I’ve been made head-girl of the upper fourth!’




  ‘Oh, Darrell! How super!’ said Felicity. ‘I’m awfully glad. Oh, Darrell, I must tell you – I saw Miss Grayling this morning, and she said to me and all the

  other new girls exactly the same things that she said to you, when you first came. She was grand!’




  Darrell’s mind took her back to her own first morning – standing opposite Miss Grayling in her pleasant sitting-room, hearing her talk gravely to the listening girls. She heard the

  Head Mistress’s voice.




  ‘One day you will leave school, and go out into the world as young women. You should take with you a good understanding of many things, and a willingness to accept responsibility and show

  yourselves as women to be loved and trusted. I do not count as our successes those who have won scholarships and passed exams, though these are good things to do. I count as our successes those who

  learn to be good-hearted and kind, sensible and trustable, good, sound women the world can lean on.’




  Yes, Darrell remembered those long-ago words, and was very very glad she was beginning to be one of the successes – for had she not been chosen as head-girl that very day, head of the

  upper fourth, the School Cert form?




  ‘Yes. Miss Grayling’s grand,’ she said to Felicity.




  ‘And you’re grand, too!’ said Felicity, proudly, to Darrell. ‘It’s lovely to have a head-girl for a sister!’
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  Clarissa arrives




  Gwendoline was keeping a good look-out for the coming of the last new upper-fourth girl, Clarissa. She was about the only girl in the form who had no special friend, and she

  could see that it wouldn’t be much good trying to make friends with the twins, because they would only want each other.




  Anyway I don’t like the look of them much, thought Gwendoline. They’ll probably go all out for games and gym and walks. Why aren’t there any nice feminine girls here

  – ones who like to talk and read quietly, and not always go pounding about the lacrosse field or splash in that horrible pool?




  Poor lazy Gwendoline! She didn’t enjoy any of the things that gave the others such fun and pleasure. She hated anything that made her run about, and she detested the cold water of the

  pool.




  Daphne and Mary-Lou didn’t like the pool either, but they enjoyed tennis and walks. Neither of them went riding because they were terrified of horses. Bill, who now rode every day on

  Thunder before breakfast, scorned Daphne, Mary-Lou and Gwendoline because they wouldn’t even offer Thunder a lump of sugar and screamed if he so much as stamped on the ground. She and Darrell

  and the new twins arranged an evening ride twice a week together, and Miss Peters, the third-form mistress and Bill’s great friend, came with them. They all enjoyed those rides on the cliffs

  immensely.




  Felicity was not allowed to go with them because she was only a first-former. To Darrell’s annoyance, she learned that the only other good rider in the first form was June, so once again

  it seemed as if Felicity and June were to be companions and enjoy something together.




  It’ll end in Felicity having to make June her friend, thought Darrell. Oh, dear – it’s an awful pity I don’t like June. Felicity likes Sally so much. We ought to like

  each other’s friends. The mere thought of having June to stay with us in any holidays makes me squirm!




  The North Tower upper-fourth girls paired off very well – except for Gwendoline. Sally always went with Darrell, of course. Irene and Belinda, the two clever madcaps, were inseparable, and

  very bad for each other. Alicia was the only one who had a friend from another tower, and she and Betty were staunch friends.




  Daphne and Mary-Lou were friends, and Mavis hung on to them when she could. They liked her and did not mind being a threesome sometimes. Bill had no special friend, but she didn’t want

  one. Thunder was hers. Bill was better with boys than with girls because, having seven brothers, she understood boys and not girls. She might have been a boy herself in the way she acted. She was

  the only fourth-former who chose to learn carpentry from Mr Sutton, and did not in the least mind going with the first- and second-formers who enjoyed his teaching so much. She had already produced

  a pipe for her father, a ship for her youngest brother, and a bowl-stand for her mother, and was as proud of these as any of the good embroiderers were of their cushions, or the weavers of their

  scarves.




  So it was really only Gwendoline who had no one to go with, no one to ask her for her company on a walk, no one to giggle with in a corner. She pretended not to mind, but she did mind, very

  much. But perhaps now she would have her chance when the Honourable Clarissa came. How pleased her mother would be if she had a really nice friend!




  Gwendoline ran her mind back over the friends she had tried to make. There was Mary-Lou – stupid little Mary-Lou! There was Daphne, who had seemed to be so very friendly one term, and then

  had suddenly become friends with Mary-Lou! There was Mavis, who had had such a wonderful voice and was going to be an opera singer. Gwendoline would have liked such a grand person for a friend in

  later life.




  But Mavis had fallen ill and lost her voice, and Gwendoline didn’t want her any more. Then there had been Zerelda, the American girl who had now left – but she had had no time for

  Gwendoline!




  Gwendoline thought mournfully of all these failures. She didn’t for one moment think that her lack of friends was her own fault. It was just the horridness of the other girls! If only,

  only, only she could find somebody like herself – somebody who had never been to school before coming to Malory Towers, who had only had a governess, who didn’t play games, and somebody

  who had wealthy parents who would ask her to go and stay in the holidays!




  So Gwendoline waited in hope for Clarissa’s arrival. She imagined a beautiful girl with lovely clothes, arriving in a magnificent car – the Honourable Clarissa! My friend,

  thought Gwendoline, and she imagined herself at half-term saying to her mother and Miss Winter, her old governess, ‘Mother, I want you to meet the Honourable Clarissa Carter, my best

  friend!’




  She did not tell any of the girls these thoughts. She knew the words they would use to her if they guessed what she was planning – snob, hypocrite, fraud! Sucking up to somebody! Just like

  dear Gwendoline Mary!




  Clarissa did not arrive till tea-time. Gwendoline was sitting at table with the others, so she did not see her until the Headmistress suddenly appeared with a strange girl.




  Gwendoline looked up without much interest. The girl was small and undersized-looking – a second-former perhaps. She wore glasses with thick lenses, and had a wire round her teeth to keep

  them back. Her only beauty seemed to be her hair, which was thick and wavy, and a lovely auburn colour. Gwendoline took another slice of bread-and-butter and looked for the jam.




  The new girl was so nervous that she was actually trembling! Darrell noticed this and was sorry for her. She too had felt like trembling when she first came, and had faced so many girls she

  didn’t know – and here was a poor creature who really was trembling!




  To Darrell’s surprise Miss Grayling brought the girl up to the upper-fourth table. Mam’zelle Dupont was taking tea and sat at the head.




  ‘Oh, Mam’zelle,’ said Miss Grayling, ‘here is Clarissa Carter, the last new girl for the upper fourth. Can you find a seat for her and give her some tea? Then perhaps

  your head-girl can look after her when tea is finished.’




  Gwendoline almost dropped her bread-and-butter in surprise. Goodness, she had nearly missed her chance! Could this small, ugly girl really be Clarissa? It was, so she must hurry up and put her

  plan into action.




  There was a space beside Gwendoline and she stood up in such a hurry that she almost knocked over Daphne’s cup of tea. ‘Clarissa can sit by me,’ she said. ‘There is room

  here.’




  Clarissa, only too glad to sit down and hide herself, sank gladly into the place beside Gwendoline. Alicia nudged Darrell. ‘Got going quickly, hasn’t she?’ she whispered, and

  Darrell chuckled.




  Gwendoline was at her very sweetest. ‘Sickly-sweet’ was the name given by Alicia to this particular form of friendliness shown by Gwendoline. She leaned towards Clarissa and smiled

  in a most friendly way.




  ‘Welcome to Malory Towers! I expect you are tired and hungry. Have some bread-and-butter.’




  ‘I don’t think I could eat any, thank you,’ said Clarissa, almost sick with nervousness. ‘Thank you all the same.’




  ‘Oh, you must have something!’ said Gwendoline and took a piece of bread-and-butter. ‘I’ll put some jam on it for you. It’s apricot – very nice for a

  wonder.’




  Clarissa didn’t dare to object. She sat huddled up as if she wanted to make herself as small and unnoticeable as possible. She nibbled at the bread-and-butter, but couldn’t seem to

  eat more than a bit of it.




  Gwendoline chattered away, thinking how good and sweet she must seem to the others, putting this nervous new girl at her ease in such a friendly manner. But only Mam’zelle was

  deceived.




  The dear kind Gwendoline, she thought. Ah, she is a stupid child at her French, but see how charming she is to this poor plain girl, who shakes with nerves.




  ‘Sucking up,’ said everyone else round the table. They said nothing to Clarissa, feeling that it was enough for the new girl to cope with Gwen, without having to deal with anyone

  else as well. Mary-Lou liked the look of Clarissa, in spite of her thick glasses and wire round her front teeth – but then Mary-Lou always felt friendly towards anyone as timid as herself !

  They were about the only people she wasn’t afraid of.




  After tea Mam’zelle spoke to Darrell. ‘Darrell, you will take care of Clarissa, n’est-ce pas ? She will feel strange at first, la pauvre petite !’




  ‘Mam’zelle, I’m awfully sorry, but I’ve got to go to a meeting of all the head-girls of the forms,’ said Darrell. ‘It’s in five minutes’ time.

  Perhaps Sally – or Belinda – or . . .’




  ‘I’ll look after her,’ said Gwendoline, promptly, thrilled that Darrell had to go to a meeting. ‘I’ll show her round. I’ll be very pleased

  to.’




  She gave Clarissa a beaming smile that startled the new girl and made everyone else feel slightly sick. She slipped her arm through Clarissa’s. ‘Come along,’ she said, in the

  sort of voice one uses to a very small child. ‘Where’s your night-case? I’ll show you the dormy. You’ve got a very nice place in it.’




  She went off with Clarissa, and everyone made faces and grinned. ‘Trust our Gwendoline Mary to show a bit of determination over things like this,’ said Alicia. ‘What a nasty

  little snob! Honestly, I don’t think Gwendoline has altered one bit for the better since she came to Malory Towers!’




  ‘I think you’re right,’ said Darrell, considering the matter with her head on one side. ‘It’s really rather strange – I would have thought that being even a

  few terms here would have made everyone better in some way – and Gwen has been here years – but she’s just the same sly, mean, lazy little sucker-up!’




  ‘How has it made you better, Darrell?’ said Alicia, teasingly. ‘I can’t say I’ve noticed much difference in you !’




  ‘She was decent to start with,’ said Sally, loyally.




  ‘Anyway, I’ve conquered my hot temper,’ said Darrell. ‘I haven’t flown out in a rage for terms and terms – you know I haven’t. That’s one thing

  Malory Towers has done for me.’




  ‘Don’t boast too soon,’ said Alicia, grinning. ‘I’ve seen a glint in your eye lately, Darrell – aha, yes I have! You be careful.’




  Darrell was about to deny this stoutly, when she stopped herself, and felt her cheeks going red. Yes – she had felt her eyes ‘glinting’, as Alicia used to call it,

  when she spoke to that pest of a June. Well, she could ‘glint’ surely, couldn’t she? There was nothing wrong in that – so long as she didn’t lose her temper, and she

  certainly wasn’t going to do that !




  ‘I’ll “glint” at you in a minute, Alicia,’ she said, with a laugh. ‘A head-girl “glint” too – so just you be careful what you

  say!’
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  Darrell has a ‘glint’




  The upper fourth soon began to settle down to its work. Miss Williams was a fine teacher, and was quite determined to have excellent results in the School Certificate exam.

  Mam’zelle Dupont and Mam’zelle Rougier both taught the upper fourth, but though actually Mam’zelle Rougier was the better teacher, plump little Mam’zelle Dupont got better

  results because she was friendly and had a great sense of humour. The girls worked better for her than for the other Mam’zelle.




  This term there was an armed truce between the two French mistresses. The English mistresses regarded them with great amusement, never knowing from one term to the next whether the two

  Frenchwomen would be bosom friends, bitter enemies, or dignified rivals.




  Miss Carton, the history-mistress, knew that the School Certificate form was well up to standard except for miseries like Gwendoline, who didn’t even know the Kings of England and

  couldn’t see that they mattered anyhow. She used her sarcastic tongue on Gwendoline a good deal these days, to try and whip her into some show of work, and Gwen hated her.




  The girls grumbled because they had to work so hard in that lovely summer term. ‘Just when we want to go swimming, and play tennis, and laze about in the flowery Court, we’ve got to

  stew at our books,’ said Alicia. ‘I shall take my prep out into the open air tonight. I bet Miss Williams would let us.’




  Surprisingly Miss Williams said yes. She knew that she could trust most of the upper fourth not to play about when they were supposed to be working, and she thought that Darrell was a strong

  enough head-girl to keep everyone up to the mark if necessary. So out they went after tea, and took cushions to sit on, in the evening sun.




  Gwendoline didn’t want to go. She was the only one, of course. ‘You really seem to loathe the open air,’ said Darrell, in surprise. ‘Come on out – a bit

  more fresh air and exercise would take off some of your fat and get rid of those spots on your nose.’




  ‘Don’t make personal remarks,’ said Gwendoline, nose in air. ‘You’re as bad as Alicia – and everyone knows she’s been dragged up, not brought

  up!’




  Clarissa, who was with her, looked at Gwendoline in surprise. Gwen had been so sweet and gracious to her that it was quite a shock to hear her make a remark like this. Gwen was quick to see the

  look, and slipped her arm through Clarissa’s.




  ‘If you’re taking your prep out, I’ll take mine, of course,’ she said. ‘But let’s sit away from the sun. I hate getting freckled.’




  Betty saw Alicia sitting out in the Court and came to join her. Darrell frowned. Now there would be nonsense and giggling and no work done. Belinda and Irene began to listen to the joke that

  Betty was telling Alicia, and Irene gave one of her sudden explosive snorts when it was finished. Everyone looked up, startled.




  ‘Oh, I say, that’s super!’ roared Irene. ‘Here, Betty, tell the others.’




  Darrell looked up. She was head-girl of the form, and she must stop this, she knew. She spoke out at once.




  ‘Betty, stop gassing. Alicia, you know jolly well we’re supposed to be doing our prep.’




  ‘Don’t talk to me as if I was a first-former,’ said Alicia, nettled at Darrell’s sharp tone.




  ‘Well, I shall, if you behave like one,’ said Darrell.




  ‘She’s glinting, Alicia – look out, she’s glinting!’ said Irene, with a giggle. Everyone looked at Darrell and smiled. Darrell certainly had a ‘glint’

  in her eye.




  ‘I’m not glinting,’ she said. ‘Don’t be idiotic.’




  ‘I glint, thou glintest, he glints, she glints!’ chanted Betty. ‘We glint, you glint, they glint!’




  ‘Shut up, Betty, and go away,’ said Darrell, feeling angry. ‘You don’t belong to our prep. Go and join your own.’




  ‘I’ve done it, Miss Glint,’ said Betty. ‘Shall I help you with yours?’




  To Darrell’s horror, she felt the old familiar surge of anger creeping over her. She clenched her fists and spoke sharply to Betty again.




  ‘You heard what I said. Clear out, or I’ll take the whole of this prep back indoors.’




  Betty looked angry, but Alicia nudged her. ‘Go on. She’s on the boil already. I’ll meet you after we’ve done prep.’




  Betty went, whistling. Darrell bent her red face over her book. Had she been too dictatorial? But what were you to do with someone like Betty?




  Nobody said anything more, and prep went peacefully on, accompanied by one or two groans from Irene and deep sighs from Gwendoline. Clarissa sat beside her, working slowly. Gwen copied whatever

  she could. Nobody could cure her of this habit, it seemed!




  After an hour Miss Williams came into the Court, pleased to see the North Tower upper fourth working so peacefully and well.




  ‘Time’s up,’ she said. ‘And I’ve a message from your games-mistress. The pool is just right now for swimming, so you can all go down there for half an hour, as you

  had to miss your swim yesterday.’




  ‘Hurrah!’ said Irene, and threw her book into the air. It went into the nearby pool, and had to be retrieved very hurriedly. ‘Idiot!’ said Belinda, almost falling in

  herself as she tried to fish out the book. ‘I suppose you think that’s your history book you’re drowning. Well, it isn’t – it’s mine.’




  ‘Have we all got to go?’ Gwendoline asked Miss Williams, pathetically. ‘I’ve been working so hard. I don’t feel like swimming.’




  ‘Dear me – can you actually swim yet, Gwendoline?’ said Miss Williams, with an air of surprise. Everyone knew that Gwendoline could still only flap a few strokes in

  the water and then go under with a scream.




  ‘Oh, we don’t all need to go, do we?’ said Mary-Lou, who could swim, but still didn’t like the water much. Neither did Daphne, and she added her pleas to the

  others.




  ‘You’re all going,’ said Miss Williams. ‘You are having to work very hard, and these little relaxations are good for you. Go and change at once.’




  Thrilled at the thought of an unexpected evening swim, Darrell, Sally and Alicia rushed to the changing-room. Darrell had forgotten her annoyance with Alicia, but Alicia hadn’t. Alicia

  bore malice, which was a pity. So she was rather cool to Darrell who, most unfortunately for Alicia, didn’t notice the coolness at all. The others followed, chattering and laughing, with a

  rather mournful tail composed of Gwen, Daphne and Mary-Lou. Clarissa came to watch. She was not allowed to swim or to play tennis because she had a weak heart.




  ‘Lucky thing!’ said Gwendoline, getting into her swimming-costume. ‘No swimming, no tennis – I wish I had a weak heart.’




  ‘What a wicked thing to say,’ said Darrell, really shocked. ‘To wish yourself a thing like that! It must be simply horrible to keep on and on having to take care of yourself,

  and think, “I mustn’t do this, I mustn’t do that.”’
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