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1

Easter term at St Clare’s

‘Mother! Did you know that Cousin Alison, who was at Redroofs School with us, is going to St Clare’s next term?’ said Pat O’Sullivan, looking up from a letter she was reading. Her twin, Isabel, was reading it too, the two dark heads side by side at the breakfast table.

‘Yes, I knew,’ said their mother, smiling. ‘Your aunt Sarah wrote and told me. When she heard how much you liked St Clare’s, she decided to send Alison there too – and you can look after her a little, the first term.’

‘Alison is a bit stuck up,’ said Pat. ‘We saw her these hols, Mummy – full of airs and graces. And she has had her hair permed – think of that!’

‘Shocking! At her age!’ said Mrs O’Sullivan. ‘Quite time she went to St Clare’s!’

‘I remember two girls who were terribly stuck up last summer holidays,’ said Mr O’Sullivan, looking up from his newspaper. His eyes twinkled as he looked at the twins. ‘My goodness – they didn’t want to go to St Clare’s! They thought it would be a dreadful school – really horrid.’

Pat and Isabel went very red. ‘Don’t remind us of that, Daddy,’ said Pat. ‘We were idiots. We behaved awfully badly at St Clare’s at first – everyone called us the Stuck-Up Twins.’

‘Or the High-and-Mighties!’ said Isabel, with a giggle. ‘Gracious – I can’t think how anyone put up with us.’

‘Well, we had a pretty bad time to start with,’ said Pat. ‘And serve us right too. I hope Alison won’t be as stuck up as we were.’

‘She’ll be worse,’ said Isabel. ‘She’s so vain! Mummy, couldn’t you get Alison to come and stay here for two or three days before we have to go back to St Clare’s? Then we could tell her a few things.’

‘Well, that would be very kind of you,’ said Mrs O’Sullivan.

‘It’s not altogether kindness,’ said Isabel, with a smile. ‘Neither Pat nor I want to be saddled with a cousin who’s going to be silly and vain – and we may be able to prepare her a bit if we have her a few days.’

‘Lick her into shape, you mean?’ said Mr O’Sullivan, over the top of his paper. ‘Well, if you can make that conceited little monkey into somebody nice, I shall be surprised. I never saw anyone so spoilt in all my life.’

‘It’s a good thing she’s going to St Clare’s,’ said Pat, spreading marmalade on her toast. ‘Don’t you think Isabel and I are nicer since we went there, Daddy?’

‘I’ll have to think a little about that,’ said their father, teasingly. ‘Well – yes – on the whole I’m pleased with you. What do you say, Mother?’

‘Oh, I think they settled down very well indeed at St Clare’s,’ said Mrs O’Sullivan. ‘They did so hate going – and they vowed and declared they wouldn’t try a bit – but Miss Theobald, the head mistress, said some very nice things on their report. They will be very happy there this term.’

‘I don’t want the hols to end, but I can’t help feeling quite excited when I think of seeing old Mam’zelle Abominable again,’ said Pat, ‘and Miss Roberts, and …’

‘Mam’zelle Abominable!’ said Mr O’Sullivan, in astonishment. ‘Is that really her name?’

‘Oh, no, Daddy – we only call her that because she says “C’est abominable!” to so many things!’ said Pat. ‘Isabel and I were awfully bad at French grammar at first and Mam’zelle used to write “Abominable” across our books. But she is a kind old thing, really.’

‘It will be fun to see all the girls again too,’ said Isabel. ‘Mummy, write and tell Aunt Sarah to let Cousin Alison come next week before we go back.’

So Mrs O’Sullivan wrote to her sister-in-law and Cousin Alison arrived two days before the girls were due back at school.

She was a very pretty girl, with curled red-brown hair, a rosebud mouth, and big blue eyes.

‘A bit like that doll we used to have, really,’ said Pat to Isabel. ‘We called her Angela, do you remember? I wish Alison wouldn’t smile that silly smile so much.’

‘Oh, I expect someone has told her what a sweet smile she has, or something,’ said Isabel. ‘Really, she seems to think she’s a film star, the way she behaves!’

Alison was pleased to be with her cousins so that she might go to St Clare’s with them for, like most girls, she felt nervous at going for the first time to a new school. It didn’t take long to settle down – but it felt rather strange and new at first.

‘Tell me a bit about the school,’ she said, as she sat down in the old schoolroom that evening. ‘I hope it isn’t one of these terribly sensible schools that make you play games if you don’t want to, and all that.’

Pat winked at Isabel. ‘Alison, St Clare’s is just about the most sensible school in the kingdom!’ she said, in a solemn voice. ‘You have to know how to clean shoes …’

‘And make tea …’ said Isabel.

‘And toast,’ went on Pat. ‘And you have to know how to make your own beds …’

‘And if you tear your clothes you have to mend them yourself,’ said Isabel, enjoying Alison’s look of horror.

‘Wait a minute,’ said Alison, sitting up. ‘What do you mean – clean shoes, make tea – and toast? Surely you don’t do that!’

The twins laughed. ‘It’s all right,’ said Pat. ‘You see, Alison, the first form and second form have to wait on the top formers in turn. When they shout for us we have to go and see what they want, and jolly well do it.’

Alison went pink. ‘It sounds pretty awful to me,’ she said. ‘What are the girls like? Are they awful too?’

‘Oh, dreadful,’ said Pat, solemnly. ‘Very like Isabel and me, in fact. You’ll probably hate them!’

‘It doesn’t sound a bit like Redroofs, the school you went to with me only a term ago,’ said Alison, sadly. ‘What’s our form mistress like? Shall I be in the same form as you?’

‘Yes, I should think so,’ said Pat. ‘We are in the first form – we certainly shan’t be moved up into the second yet. Our form mistress is Miss Roberts. She’s a good sort – but my word, she’s sarcastic! If you get the wrong side of her you’ll be sorry.’

‘And Mam’zelle is hot stuff too,’ said Isabel. ‘She’s big, with enormous feet – and she’s got a fearful temper and she shouts.’

‘Isabel, she sounds dreadful,’ said Alison, in alarm, thinking of the mouse-like French mistress at Redroofs.

‘Oh, she’s not a bad sort really,’ said Pat, smiling. ‘She’s got a kind heart. Anyway, you needn’t worry, Alison – you’ll have Isabel and me to look after you a bit and show you everything.’

‘Thanks,’ said Alison, gratefully. ‘I hope I’m in the same dormitory as you are. What’s Matron like?’

‘Oh, Matron has been there for years and years and years,’ said Pat. ‘She dosed our mothers and aunts, and our grandmothers too, for all I know! She knows when we’ve had midnight feasts – she doesn’t stand any nonsense at all. But she’s nice when you’re ill.’

Alison learnt a great deal about St Clare’s during the two days she stayed with the twins. She thought they had changed since they had left Redroofs. She stared at them and tried to think how they had changed.

They seem so sensible, she thought. They were … always rather up in the air and proud, at Redroofs. Oh well – they were head girls there, and had something to be proud of – now I suppose they’re among the youngest in the school – and I shall be too.

The day came for the three to leave for their boarding school. Everything had been packed. Mrs O’Sullivan had got the same cakes and sweets for Alison’s tuck-box as she had bought for the twins. Everything was neatly marked and well packed, and now the three big trunks and the three tuck-boxes stood ready in the hall, marked in white paint with the names of the three girls.

Mrs O’Sullivan was to see them off in London. Pat and Isabel were excited at the thought of seeing all their friends again. Alison was rather quiet. She was very glad that she had the twins to go with.

They arrived on the platform from which their train was to go – and then what an excitement there was! ‘There’s dear old Janet! Hi, Janet, Janet! Did you have good hols? Oh, there’s Hilary. Hallo, Hilary – look, this is our Cousin Alison who’s coming to St Clare’s with us this term. Oh, there’s Doris – and Sheila!’

Everyone crowded round the twins, talking and laughing. Alison was made known to them all, and she felt very grateful to the twins for helping her in this difficult first meeting with unknown girls.

A pleasant-faced mistress bustled up with a notebook in hand. ‘Good morning, Pat, good morning, Isabel! Still as like as two peas, I see! Is this your cousin, Alison O’Sullivan? Good – I’ll tick her off in my list. How do you do, Alison? I’m Miss Roberts, your form mistress. No doubt the twins have told you exactly how fierce and savage I am!’

She smiled and passed on to the next group. It was her job to see that all the first and second formers were there, and to get them into the train in time.

‘Any new girls this term?’ wondered Pat, looking round. ‘I can’t see any – except Alison, of course.’

‘Yes – there’s one over there – look!’ said Isabel, nudging Pat. Pat looked, and saw a tall, rather good-looking girl standing by herself. She had a bad-tempered face, and was not trying to make friends with anyone at all. No one had come to see her off.

‘She’s new,’ said Pat. ‘I wonder if she’ll be in our form. My word, I should think she’s got a temper – I wonder what would happen if she and Janet had a row!’

Janet was very quick tempered, and flared up easily. But it was soon over with her; this new girl, however, looked sulky, as well as bad tempered. The twins did not take to her at all.

‘There’s another new girl, too – look, just walking on to the platform!’ said Isabel. ‘She looks jolly nice! She’ll be in our form, I should think.’

The second new girl was quite different from the one they had just seen. She was small, with dancing black curls, and she had deep blue eyes that sparkled and shone. Her father and mother were both with her.

‘Her father must be an artist or a musician or something, his hair’s so long!’ said Pat.

‘I know who he is,’ said Hilary Wentworth, who was standing just nearby. ‘He’s Max Oriell – the famous painter. My aunt has just had her portrait painted by him – it’s simply marvellous. I saw him once or twice when I went with her to a sitting. That must be his daughter. They’re awfully alike.’

‘She looks clever,’ said Pat. ‘I hope she’s in our form.’

‘Get into your carriages, please!’ called Miss Roberts, in her clear voice. ‘The train goes in three minutes. Say your goodbyes now.’

So goodbyes were said and the girls scrambled into their carriages, trying to sit by their own special friends. Alison thought that the top formers, walking sedately along the platform, were very grown-up and dignified. She felt small when she saw them.

‘There’s Winifred James, our head girl,’ whispered Pat, as a tall, serious-looking girl went by. ‘She’s frightfully clever, and most awfully nice.’

‘I should be afraid to say a word to her!’ said Alison.

‘We felt like that at first too,’ said Isabel. ‘Look – that’s Belinda Towers, the sports captain. Pat and I got into a row with her last term – but we soon found she was a good sort. Golly, I hope she puts us down for a few matches this term, don’t you, Pat?’

The whistle blew. Handkerchiefs waved from windows. The train moved out slowly, full to bursting-point with all the girls of St Clare’s. They were off to school again!
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Enid Blyton wrote more than 600 books
and remains one of the world's best-loved
children's authors.

Join her on incredible journeys fo magical

realms, share mystery-solving adventures
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