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Going back


‘Felicity! Look – there’s Malory Towers at last!’ cried Darrell. ‘I always look out for it at this bend. This is where we catch a glimpse of it first.’

Felicity gazed at the big square-looking building of grey stone standing high up on a cliff by the sea. At each corner was a rounded tower.

‘North Tower, East Tower, South Tower, West Tower,’ said Felicity. ‘I’m glad we’re in North Tower, overlooking the sea. Are you glad to be going back, Darrell?’

‘Yes, awfully. Are you?’ asked her sister, still with her eyes glued to the gracious building in the distance.

‘Yes, I am really. But I do hate saying good-bye to Mummy and Daddy, and the dogs and the cat, and …’

‘The robin in the garden and the six hens and the ducks and the goldfish and the earwigs on the veranda!’ finished Darrell, with a laugh. ‘Don’t be such a goose, Felicity. You know quite well that as soon as you set foot in the grounds of Malory Towers you’ll love being there!’

‘Oh yes, I know I shall,’ said Felicity. ‘But it’s quite a different world from the world of home. And it’s a bit difficult suddenly going from one to the other.’

‘Well, all I can say is – we’re lucky to have two such marvellous worlds to live in!’ said Darrell. ‘Home – and Malory Towers! Look, who’s that in that car?’

Felicity leaned out to see. ‘It’s June,’ she said. ‘June – and Alicia, her cousin.’

Darrell snorted. She didn’t like the first-former June. ‘Don’t you go and get friendly with that sly, brazen little June again,’ she warned Felicity. ‘You know what happened last term. You stick to Susan.’

‘I’m going to,’ said Felicity. ‘You needn’t tell me things like that. I’m not a new girl now. I’m in my second term.’

‘Wish I was!’ said Darrell. ‘I hate to think that every term the day I leave comes nearer.’

‘Well, it’s the same for me,’ said Felicity. ‘Only I don’t bother about it yet with so many terms in front of me. I say – fancy you being a fifth-former this term! In the fifth at Malory Towers – gosh, it does sound grand. And me only a first-former.’

‘Yes. You first-formers do seem babies to me now,’ said Darrell. ‘Absolute kids! It’s funny to think how I looked up to the fifth-formers when I was in the first, and hardly dared to speak to one; and if one spoke to me I almost fell through the ground. I don’t notice anything like that about you, young Felicity!’

‘Oh, well – I suppose it’s because you’re my sister,’ said Felicity. ‘I’m not falling through the ground just because you address a few words to me – no, not even if you are made head-girl of the fifth!’

‘Well, I shan’t be,’ said Darrell. ‘I had my share of responsibility last term when I was head of the upper fourth. Anyway, I’d like to sit back and take a bit of a rest from responsibility this term. Last term was pretty hectic, what with being head-girl, and having to go in for School Certificate, too!’

‘But thank goodness you passed!’ said Felicity, proudly. ‘And with all those credits, too! Did everyone in the upper fourth pass, do you know?’

‘Not Gwen. Nor Alicia,’ said Darrell. ‘You remember she got measles during the exam? And Connie, Ruth’s twin, didn’t pass either. She’ll be left down in the fourth, thank goodness. Now Ruth will be able to say a few words on her own!’

Connie and Ruth had both been in the upper fourth the term before, and the girls had often felt cross because Connie never gave Ruth a chance to speak for herself, but always answered for her. She looked after Ruth as if she were a baby sister, not a girl of her own age, nearly sixteen! Now, with Connie in a form below, Ruth would have a chance of being herself instead of Connie’s shadow. That should be interesting.

‘Here we are – sweeping into the drive!’ said Felicity. ‘Mother – do look at Malory Towers. Isn’t it super?’

Her mother turned round from the front seat of the car and smiled at the two enthusiastic faces behind her.

‘Quite super, as you call it,’ she said.

‘In fact, smashing!’ said Mr Rivers, who was at the wheel. ‘Isn’t that the right word, too, Felicity? It’s the word I seem to have heard you use more than any other these holidays.’

The girls laughed. ‘The lower school call everything smashing or smash,’ said Darrell, in rather a superior voice.

‘And the upper school are too la-di-da for words!’ began Felicity, eager to retaliate. But nobody heard because Mr Rivers came to a stop near the great flight of steps, and immediately they were all swamped in crowds of excited girls running here and there from cars and coaches. The train-girls had just arrived in the coaches that brought them from the station, and there was such a tremendous noise of yelling and shouting and hooting of car horns that it was impossible to hear what anyone said.

‘DARRELL!’ screamed somebody, putting an excited face in at the window. ‘Good! I hoped you wouldn’t be late. Sally’s here somewhere.’

The face disappeared, and another one came. ‘FELICITY! I thought it was you. Come on out!’

‘Susan! I’m just coming!’ shouted Felicity, and leaped out so suddenly that she fell over a pile of lacrosse sticks and almost knocked over a tall girl standing nearby saying good-bye to her people.

‘Felicity Rivers! Look where you’re going,’ said a wrathful voice, and Felicity blushed and almost fell through the ground. It was Irene speaking, Irene who was now a fifth-former. Darrell grinned to herself. Aha! Felicity might cheek one fifth-former, her own sister – but she was still in awe of the big girls after all!

‘Sorry, Irene,’ said Felicity in a meek voice. ‘Frightfully sorry.’

Darrell jumped out too and was immediately surrounded by her friends.

‘Darrell! I’ll help you in with your things!’

‘Hallo, Darrell, did you have good hols? I say, you passed your School Cert. jolly well. Congratulations!’

‘Darrell Rivers! You never answered my letter last hols! And I wrote you pages!’

Darrell grinned round at the laughing faces. ‘Hallo, Alicia! Hallo, Sally! Irene, you nearly made my people fall out of the car when you screamed in at the window just now. Hallo, Belinda! Done any good sketching in the hols?’

Mrs Rivers called out from the car, ‘Darrell! We shall be going in a few minutes, dear. Tell Sally to come and have a word with me.’

Sally was Darrell’s best friend, and her mother was a great friend of Mrs Rivers. She came up to the car and Mrs Rivers looked at her with approval. Sally had once been such a prim, plain little first-former – now she had blossomed out into a pretty, bonny girl, sturdy and dependable, with very nice manners.

Mrs Rivers had a few words with her and then looked round for Darrell, who was still talking away to a crowd of her friends. Felicity was nowhere to be seen.

‘We must go now,’ she said to Sally. ‘Just tell Darrell and Felicity, will you?’

‘Darrell! You’re wanted!’ shouted Sally, and Darrell turned and ran to the car. She was already half-lost in the world of Malory Towers.

‘Oh, Mummy – are you going? Thanks for the most lovely hols. Where’s Felicity?’

Felicity was not to be found. So thrilled was she at being back and hearing the excited voices of her friends that she had gone off with them without another thought! Darrell went to look for her.

‘Anyone seen Felicity?’

Plenty of people had but nobody knew where she was. Blow her! She’s gone up to her dormy, I suppose, to see what bed she’s got this term, thought Darrell, and sped up to find her. But she wasn’t there. Darrell went down again and out to the car.

‘I can’t find her anywhere, Mummy,’ she said. ‘Can you wait a bit?’

‘No, we can’t,’ said Mr Rivers, impatiently. ‘I’ve got to get back. Tell Felicity we waited to say good-bye. We must go.’

He gave Darrell a hug and then she hugged her mother, too. Mr Rivers put in the clutch and the car moved slowly off.

There was a shriek behind him. ‘Daddy! Don’t go without saying good-bye!’ Felicity had appeared from nowhere. ‘You were going without saying good-bye. You were!’

‘I was,’ said her father, with a grin exactly like Darrell’s. ‘Can’t wait about for girls who forget their mother and father a quarter of a minute after arriving.’

‘I didn’t forget you, of course I didn’t,’ protested Felicity. ‘I just wanted to go and see our form-room. It’s all been done up in the hols and looks super. Good-bye, Daddy.’ She gave him a bear-hug that almost knocked off his hat.

She ran round to the other side and gave her mother a hug, too. ‘I’ll write on Sunday. Give my love to the gardener, and the dogs, and …’

The car was moving! She and Darrell stood waving as the car made its way slowly down the crowded drive. Then it moved out of the gate with other cars, and was gone.

Felicity turned to Darrell with shining eyes. ‘Isn’t it fun to be back again? Did you feel like that your second term, Darrell? I’m not nervous or shy any more as I was last term. I belong now. I know everyone. It’s smashing!’

She tore up the steps at top speed and collided with Mam’zelle Dupont.

‘Tiens! Another mad girl! Felicity, I will not have you …’

But Felicity was gone. Mam’zelle’s face broke into a smile as she gazed after her. ‘These girls! Anyone would think they were glad to be back.’



OPS/images/cover.jpg





OPS/images/innercover1.jpg
Jj (JJJJ
Wel's

)/K






OPS/images/innercover2.jpg
Enid Blyton wrote more than 600 books
and remains one of the world’s best-loved
children’s authors.

Join her on incredible journeys to magical

realms, share mystery-solving adventures

and get up to mischief in boarding schools
by the sea.





OPS/images/titlepage.jpg
Gwd Bljfon

Ty

In the Fifth






OPS/images/co1.jpg





