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				‘Isn’t it marvellous to be going back to Malory Towers?’ said Felicity Rivers excitedly, to her friend Susan Blake. ‘And to think we’ll be going up into the fifth form! Haven’t the years just flown by?’

				‘Yes,’ agreed Susan. ‘Sometimes it seems like only yesterday that we were starting out as first formers.’

				Felicity had been staying with Susan for a few days, and now Mrs Blake was driving them back to school. First, though, they had to stop to collect a new girl, who was also going to be in the fifth form, on the way.

				‘Mother, what did you say the new girl was called?’ asked Susan.

				‘Millicent Moon,’ answered Mrs Blake. ‘I met her mother when I went out to tea the other day, and she seemed very pleasant indeed.’

				‘Yes, but what is Millicent like?’ asked Susan impatiently.

				‘Well, I don’t know, dear, for I didn’t meet her,’ said Mrs Blake. ‘She wasn’t there. The family have been living in France for the last year, you know, and Millicent was studying at a music academy there.’

				‘I wonder if she will be as eccentric as my sister Darrell’s friend, Irene?’ said Felicity, with a grin. ‘Remember her, Susan?’

				‘Yes, she was great fun,’ said Susan. ‘A simply brilliant musician, but completely absent-minded when it came to normal, everyday matters. I say, won’t it be marvellous for us if Millicent turns out to be as mad as Irene?’

				But when Mrs Blake presently stopped the car outside a neat house, the girl who stepped out didn’t look at all mad or eccentric. And she didn’t look as if she would be much fun either, thought Felicity and Susan, feeling a little disappointed.

				Millicent Moon was tall and slim, with long, straight dark hair, intense dark eyes and a pale, serious face. Her mother and father walked to the car with her, Mr Moon bringing Millicent’s trunk with him, and Mrs Blake stepped out of the car to greet them. The three grown-ups chatted for a few moments, while Millicent stood aside, an aloof expression on her face.

				Inside the car, Felicity said to Susan, ‘She looks awfully serious.’

				‘Perhaps she is just nervous,’ said Susan. ‘It must be hard changing schools in the fifth form, when most of the others have known one another for years, and all have their own friends.’

				‘Yes,’ agreed Felicity. ‘We must do everything we can to make Millicent feel at home.’

				So, when the new girl’s trunk was stowed safely in the boot, and Millicent herself slipped into the back of the car beside Felicity and Susan, she received a warm welcome.

				‘Hallo, Millicent,’ said Susan, with a broad smile. ‘Nice to meet you. I’m Susan, and this is my friend, Felicity.’

				Felicity greeted the girl too, and said, ‘I hope you’re going to like it at Malory Towers. If there is anything you want to know, just ask Susan and me.’

				Millicent gave a little smile, and, as Mrs Blake started the car, said, ‘Thank you. I’m sure that I shall be happy, as long as I can play my music, and keep up with my lessons. Music is my life, you see.’

				Felicity and Susan looked rather startled at this, for Millicent sounded so very dramatic, and Susan said, ‘There are several girls in our form who take music lessons, but none of them are what you could call great musicians. I must say, it will be jolly nice to have someone in the form who can bash out a few tunes on the piano in the common-room, when we feel like having a dance.’

				Now it was Millicent’s turn to look startled, and Felicity said, ‘Perhaps Millicent doesn’t play the piano.’

				‘Oh, I do,’ said Millicent coolly. ‘And the violin. And the harp. And the flute. But I am used to playing classical music, and not dance tunes.’

				Then Millicent turned her head to look out of the window and fell silent, while Felicity and Susan pulled wry faces at one another.

				As Millicent evidently wasn’t in the mood for conversation, the other two girls began to talk about their friends at Malory Towers, Susan saying, ‘Sylvia won’t be coming back this term. Her people are moving to Scotland, and she is going to day school there.’

				‘I shall miss old Sylvia,’ said Felicity, with a sigh. ‘I didn’t much care for her at first, but she turned out to be quite a good sort.’

				‘I could do with a nice easy time, this term,’ said Susan. ‘We all worked so hard at passing School Cert in the fourth that I think we deserve a good rest.’

				‘Did everyone in your form pass, dear?’ asked Susan’s mother.

				‘Yes, everyone,’ answered Susan. ‘Even Nora and Amy, who were both quite certain that they would fail.’

				‘June sailed through, of course,’ said Felicity, a touch of envy in her tone. ‘She hardly did any studying at all, yet she still managed to get excellent marks.’

				‘Typical of June!’ laughed Susan. ‘I say, she will have to settle down a bit now that she is a fifth former, won’t she?’

				‘Yes, I think it’s going to be harder for June than for any of us,’ said Felicity, thoughtfully. ‘She’s so fond of playing jokes and tricks, but that kind of thing is quite out of the question when one becomes a fifth former.’

				Susan was about to reply to this when suddenly a low, tuneful humming filled the car. Felicity and Susan looked at one another, startled, as they wondered what it could be, then they realised that it was coming from Millicent. The girl had her eyes closed and her head back as she hummed, then, just as suddenly as it had started, the sound stopped, and Millicent opened her eyes and began rummaging in her schoolbag.

				She realised that the others were staring at her, and gave a laugh.

				‘Sorry,’ she said. ‘It’s just that a new tune has come to me, and I must write it down at once, while it’s fresh in my mind.’

				She pulled a pen and notebook from her bag, and began jotting down a series of musical notes, while Felicity and Susan watched, fascinated.

				‘There!’ she said at last, in satisfaction. ‘I shall try that out later. You did say that there was a piano in the common-room, didn’t you?’

				‘Well, the old fifth formers had one,’ said Felicity. ‘So it should still be there, unless Miss Grayling has had it moved.’

				‘Good,’ said Millicent. ‘Now, do tell me more about Malory Towers.’

				Now that she had written down her new tune, Millicent seemed much more amicable, and chatted pleasantly with Felicity and Susan throughout the rest of the journey.

				It was a very long drive indeed, and at twelve o’clock Mrs Blake stopped the car and took the girls for lunch at a restaurant. Afterwards, the three of them all felt rather sleepy, and conversation in the car tailed off as both Millicent and Susan closed their eyes. Felicity remained awake, though, for although she felt tired, she was excited too. It was so marvellous to be going back to her beloved Malory Towers, and she simply couldn’t wait to see all the others again.

				Scatter-brained Nora, and her friend, the placid, good-natured Pam. Then there were Julie and Lucy, who always brought their horses, Jack and Sandy, back to school with them. Not forgetting Amy, Bonnie, Freddie – and June, of course! Who could forget June, with her bold, mischievous ways? Perhaps there would be other new girls, too, thought Felicity, as the car went on its way, getting closer and closer to Malory Towers. What fun that would be!

				When they were almost there, Susan woke up, rubbing her eyes before she turned to grin at Felicity.

				‘Almost there!’ she said excitedly.

				Then Millicent stirred, and sat up, yawning.

				‘We’re nearly there, Millicent,’ said Felicity excitedly. ‘Once we turn this corner you will be able to see Malory Towers. Look, there it is! Up on the cliff-top.’

				‘Heavens, it looks like a castle!’ exclaimed Millicent, looking up at the big building, with its four towers. ‘How magnificent. I feel sure that I shall be inspired to write some marvellous music in such a setting.’

				Millicent had gone all intense again, and Felicity and Susan exchanged glances, trying not to laugh, while Mrs Blake frowned at them in the driving mirror.

				At last the car came to a halt in the driveway, and the three girls looked out to see dozens of girls, all chattering away together, greeting friends and saying goodbye to parents.

				Felicity could see Nora and Pam in the distance, and she longed to leap out of the car and run across to them. But she was a sober, serious fifth former now, so she got out of the car in a dignified manner, and waited patiently with Susan and Millicent while Mrs Blake opened the boot and got their things out.

				‘Do have a good term, all of you,’ said Mrs Blake, giving Susan a hug. ‘And I shall see you at half-term, dear.’

				Then the three girls made their way across the lawn, and found that Pam and Nora had been joined by June and Freddie.

				‘Hallo there! Had good hols?’

				‘My goodness, isn’t it grand to be back?’

				‘I can’t believe that we are fifth formers now!’

				‘And who’s this? A new girl?’

				‘Oh yes, this is Millicent Moon,’ said Felicity. ‘Millicent, meet Pam, Nora, June and Freddie.’

				The others greeted the new girl with interest, then Susan said, ‘There’s something different about you this term, June.’

				‘Is there?’ said June, looking rather startled. ‘I can’t think what.’

				‘I know what it is!’ cried Susan. ‘You have an air of dignity about you.’

				‘Yes,’ agreed Felicity, her eyes twinkling. ‘You look far more serious and responsible than you did last term. Like a proper fifth former!’

				‘I was just thinking that myself,’ said Nora, joining in the fun. ‘I say, June, perhaps Miss James will make you head of the form now that you’ve gone all serious and grown-up.’

				June gave a snort and said, ‘Serious and grown-up? Me? What nonsense! As for Miss James making me head of the form, why, she’s more likely to choose Bonnie or Amy!’

				The others laughed at the thought of little Bonnie, or the haughty Amy, becoming head-girl, and Nora said, ‘I wonder who she will choose? Not me, that’s for sure.’

				‘Well, we will find out tomorrow,’ said Pam. ‘I say, who’s that over there? Another new girl?’

				The others looked, and saw a plump, fair girl, with round, grey eyes and a rather bewildered expression, standing alone.

				‘Poor thing,’ said Freddie. ‘She looks rather lost. Shall we go and say hallo?’

				So the group of fifth formers went across to the new girl and Felicity said, ‘Hallo there. You’re new, aren’t you? What form are you in?’

				‘I’m in the fifth form, North Tower,’ answered the girl, smiling shyly. ‘My name’s Delia Norris. Are you all fifth formers too?’

				‘Yes,’ answered Susan. ‘And we are all in North Tower, so you had better come along with us to Matron.’

				Delia bent to pick up her night case, and as she did so it flew open, her belongings spilling out everywhere.

				‘Oh my gosh!’ said Delia, bending down to cram them in again higgledy-piggledy. ‘How silly of me. My aunt is always telling me how careless and clumsy I am.’

				‘Well, that’s not very kind of her,’ said the outspoken June, and Felicity gave her a nudge, before stooping to help the new girl collect her scattered things.

				‘Well, my aunt isn’t very kind, sometimes,’ said Delia, turning red. ‘She was awfully glad when my grandmother decided to pay the fees for me to come to boarding school.’

				She sounded rather forlorn, and some of the others felt sorry for her.

				Susan asked kindly, ‘Do you live with your aunt?’

				‘Yes, and my two cousins,’ answered Delia, closing her night case firmly. ‘My father is a sailor, you see, so he is away a lot, and I have no mother. I don’t think that my aunt really wanted me to live with her, and my cousins certainly didn’t, for they never made me feel very welcome.’

				‘What a shame!’ said the kind-hearted Pam, touched. ‘I daresay you will be glad to be away from them.’

				Delia nodded and said, ‘Though I can’t really blame them for being impatient with me at times. I’m such a duffer!’

				The others didn’t know quite what to say to this, and were relieved when Bonnie and Amy joined them.

				The two newcomers were introduced to the new girls, then Felicity said, ‘Well, I suppose we had better take our health certificates to Matron. Got yours, Delia? And you, Millicent? Good, well, off we go then.’

				The fifth formers trooped off to Matron’s room, where they found her busily ticking things off on a list. She looked up as the girls entered, and her plump face broke into a smile.

				‘Hallo, fifth formers,’ she said. ‘My goodness, how strange it feels to be saying that to you! It seems like only yesterday that you came in here as giggling, irresponsible first formers.’

				‘Yes, but all that is behind us now, Matron,’ said June, putting on a very grave expression. ‘You see before you a group of very sober, responsible individuals indeed.’

				Matron laughed, and said, ‘Hmm, as far as you are concerned, June, I will believe that when I see it. Now, do you all have your health certificates?’

				One by one, the girls handed them over, apart from Delia, who opened her night case and began pulling everything out.

				‘Delia, what are you doing?’ asked Susan. ‘You’ve only just put everything back in!’

				‘I can’t find my health certificate,’ said Delia. ‘I’m quite sure that it is in here somewhere.’

				‘Well, it had better be, my girl,’ said Matron sternly. ‘Or it’s quarantine for you, and I am sure you don’t want that.’

				Delia certainly didn’t want that, and began searching more frantically. At last the health certificate was found, tucked inside one of her slippers, and she handed it over with a sigh of relief.

				Matron took it and said, ‘Off you go now. You are all in the same dormitory, along with Julie and Lucy, and another new girl called Gillian Weaver.’

				‘Another new girl!’ exclaimed Nora, as they left Matron’s room and made their way to the dormitory. ‘I wonder what she is like?’

				The fifth formers soon found out, for when they reached their dormitory Julie and Lucy were already there, and with them was a slim girl, with narrow green eyes and long, pale auburn curls. She was very attractive indeed, and the others looked at her with interest.

				‘Hallo, you lot!’ cried Julie. ‘We’ve been back for ages, and we’ve got Jack and Sandy all settled in nicely.’

				The others greeted them, then Lucy said, ‘This is Gillian Weaver, who is joining our form. And I see we have two more new girls!’

				There was a flurry of introductions, then Felicity said happily, ‘Well, here we are, all back together again for a new term. I wonder what it will bring?’
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				There was just time before tea to show the new girls round a bit. The fifth formers looked in at their new common-room, before going down to the stables, to greet Jack and Sandy.

				Delia and Millicent seemed rather nervous of horses and admired them from a distance, but Gillian patted their velvety muzzles and made a great fuss of them.

				‘Do you ride, Gillian?’ asked Julie.

				‘A little,’ said the girl. ‘But I don’t have much time for it, with my other interests.’

				‘Oh?’ said Lucy. ‘And what are they?’

				‘Well, I simply love tennis,’ said Gillian. ‘And I see that the courts here are super, so I’m hoping to do well at that this term. And I play the violin, too, and that takes up a lot of my time.’

				Millicent’s ears pricked up at this, and she said, ‘I am a musician myself, and play several instruments, including the violin. Have you taken any music exams?’

				‘Oh, no,’ said Gillian, looking quite alarmed at the thought. ‘I simply play for fun.’

				Millicent, who took her music very seriously indeed, looked rather disapproving at this, but the others rather liked Gillian, and Freddie took her arm, saying, ‘Let’s go and take a look at the swimming-pool before tea. There’s just time.’

				Both Gillian and Millicent went into raptures over the beautiful, natural swimming-pool, which was hollowed out of rocks and filled by the sea.

				‘Lovely!’ exclaimed Gillian. ‘I simply can’t wait to go for a swim in there.’

				‘How beautiful,’ said Millicent, in her low, dramatic voice. ‘It makes me feel like composing a tune, all about the wildness and beauty of the sea.’

				‘Does it?’ said the forthright June, sounding unimpressed. ‘It makes me feel like diving in fully clothed, but as I’m a fifth former now, I suppose I shall have to restrain myself.’

				Just then the bell went for tea, and Pam cried, ‘Good, I’m simply starving. Come along, everyone!’

				The fifth formers looked around as they entered the big dining-room, giving rather superior smiles as they saw the lower forms, who all had a mistress seated at the head of their table.

				The fifth and sixth formers, however, were judged to be grown-up enough to supervise themselves at mealtimes, and ate alone.

				‘My word, this looks good,’ said Susan, rubbing her hands together, as the girls took their seats. ‘Cold ham, tomatoes, potatoes cooked in their jackets – and fruit salad with cream for afters. Scrumptious!’

				As the fifth formers tucked in, the old girls pointed out various mistresses to the new girls.

				‘That’s Mam’zelle Rougier over there, at the second formers’ table,’ said Felicity. ‘One of our French mistresses. She can be awfully bad-tempered, so it’s best not to get on the wrong side of her.’

				‘And there is Mam’zelle Dupont, our other French mistress,’ said Freddie. ‘She’s awfully good-hearted, though she has a hot temper at times. And she’s a most marvellous person to play tricks on, for she is so easy to take in.’

				‘Not that we shall be playing tricks on her, of course,’ said Susan, in a lofty tone. ‘We shall leave that sort of thing to the lower school.’

				‘I can’t see Miss James anywhere,’ said Nora, peering round. Then she turned to the new girls, and said, ‘Miss James is our form mistress. I don’t know her awfully well, but she seems quite a good sort.’

				‘I think that she is coming back later tonight,’ said Pam. ‘So we will meet her properly for the first time tomorrow.’

				‘And where is the music master, or mistress?’ asked Millicent.

				‘Well, not all of the girls take music lessons,’ explained Felicity. ‘So we have someone who comes in several times a week and gives lessons. Her name is Miss Johnston and she’s supposed to be awfully good.’

				‘Yes, I took piano lessons with her for a while back in the second form,’ said Pam. ‘She’s a fine teacher.’

				Millicent didn’t look impressed by this, and gave a sniff. ‘I daresay I shall be above the standard that she is used to teaching,’ she said, rather haughtily. ‘But as I have learned just about all there is to learn, perhaps it doesn’t matter so very much. As long as I can get my practice in, that is the most important thing.’

				The fifth formers exchanged glances, and June said smoothly, ‘Perhaps you will be able to teach Miss Johnston a thing or two, Millicent.’

				The others grinned, but Millicent, apparently unconscious of any sarcasm, seemed to see this as a compliment, and smiled.

				‘Will you be taking music lessons, Gillian?’ asked Lucy.

				Gillian shook her auburn curls, and said, ‘No, I stopped taking lessons last year. I have brought my violin to school with me, and I love playing it, but, as I said, it is just for fun.’

				Seeing that Delia looked rather left out, Felicity turned to her and said kindly, ‘What about you, Delia? Do you have any amazing talents? Are you marvellous at games, or do you play an instrument, or anything?’

				‘No,’ said Delia rather bleakly. ‘I’m afraid there’s nothing marvellous about me. I’m no good at games, I have no talent for music, and I’m not even very clever at my lessons. I’m just a complete duffer.’

				Nora patted the girl on the back, and said, ‘Cheer up! I’m jolly pleased to have you here, for it means that you may be bottom of the form once in a while, instead of me.’

				The others laughed at this, even Delia herself, and Susan murmured to Felicity, ‘At least she has a sense of humour, and can take a joke. She seems quite nice, although she doesn’t have much confidence in herself.’

				‘And Millicent has too much!’ said Felicity. ‘I think I like Gillian best, out of the three new girls. She seems natural, and friendly, and good fun.’

				The fifth formers were allowed to go to bed when they pleased, within reason, and all of them felt very grown-up and were determined to take advantage of this.

				But most of the girls had had very long journeys, and it wasn’t long before some of them began to yawn.

				‘I think that I shall go up soon,’ said Nora. ‘Otherwise I shall never be able to concentrate in class tomorrow.’

				Several of the others felt the same, and got to their feet, and Susan said to Millicent, ‘Are you coming to bed?’

				Millicent, who was engrossed in a newspaper that she had found on the table, said rather absently, ‘I shall stay up a little while longer, I think.’

				‘What’s that you’re reading?’ asked Pam, curiously. ‘It certainly seems to have got your attention.’

				Millicent looked up, and said, ‘Actually it’s an article about a competition to find the best school orchestra in the country. And there is an entry form here too. I was just wondering if I could persuade Miss Grayling to let me get up a Malory Towers orchestra and enter. What do you think?’

				The others thought that this sounded like an extremely exciting idea, and Felicity said, ‘I should think that Miss Grayling would be very interested indeed. It’s certainly worth asking her, Millicent.’

				‘Very well,’ said Millicent, removing the page she had been reading from the newspaper and folding it carefully. ‘I shall ask her tomorrow, then.’

				By ten o’clock all of the fifth formers were tucked up in bed, most of them fast asleep.

				Only Millicent and Delia seemed to be having trouble in settling down.

				Millicent’s head was full of dreams of winning the school orchestra competition, of bringing glory to Malory Towers and of having her name spoken with awe by the others.

				Delia’s feelings were mixed. She felt happy to be away from her mean-spirited aunt and spiteful cousins, but was anxious about whether she would fit in at Malory Towers. She liked the girls, who all seemed very friendly and jolly, and had certainly done their utmost to make her feel welcome. But she was worried that she wouldn’t be able to keep up with them at lessons, or games. If only she had a special talent, like Millicent, or Gillian, she might feel like a more worthwhile person. But poor Delia was not gifted at all.

				At last, though, she fell asleep, as did Millicent, and soon the only sound coming from the dormitory was Pam’s gentle snoring.

				After breakfast on the first morning, the new girls had to go and see Miss Grayling, the wise and kindly Head mistress of Malory Towers. Gillian, Millicent and Delia all felt very nervous as they stood before her, thinking that she looked rather stern. But then Miss Grayling’s face broke into a lovely smile, and the three girls relaxed a little as she spoke to them one by one, asking their names.

				Then Miss Grayling gave the little speech that she gave to all the new girls at the beginning of term, and the three of them listened intently, feeling very stirred by her words.

				At last the Head finished, saying, ‘You may go to your classroom now, and please remember what I have said throughout your time at Malory Towers.’

				The girls nodded solemnly, and Gillian and Delia turned towards the door. But Millicent lingered, and said rather hesitantly, ‘May I ask you something, please, Miss Grayling?’

				‘Of course,’ said the Head. ‘What is it, Millicent?’

				Millicent told the Head about the school orchestra competition, pleased that she seemed to be listening with as much interest as the girls had listened to her speech earlier.

				At last Miss Grayling said, ‘I must say that it sounds like a very good idea. We have several very talented musicians at Malory Towers, from various forms, and it would be good for them all to work together at something. Yes, Millicent, you have my permission to get an orchestra together and enter it into the competition. I suggest that you put something up on the notice-boards, then any girl who is interested can put her name down.’

				‘Thank you, Miss Grayling,’ said Millicent, the smile that she gave making her face look much less grave than usual. ‘I shall do my very best to make sure that we win.’

				‘I am sure that you will,’ said the Head. ‘But even if you don’t, I hope that everyone who takes part will learn something of value from the experience.’ Millicent was rather puzzled by this. What on earth was the point of entering a competition just to learn something from it? She was going to go all out to make sure that the Malory Towers orchestra – her Malory Towers orchestra – won, for that was the whole point. Of course, she didn’t say this to Miss Grayling, but went along to the classroom with her head full of plans.

				The other girls were already seated, and Millicent took the only seat that was left, in the front row, with Gillian and Delia.

				Miss James had not yet arrived, and June said, ‘Did you ask the Head about the competition, Millicent?’

				‘Yes, and she’s given permission,’ said Millicent, looking and sounding more excited than the girls had yet seen her. ‘Gillian, you must let me hear you play your violin, for there may be a place for you in the orchestra. And Pam, didn’t you say that you could play the piano?’

				‘Yes,’ answered Pam, looking rather doubtful. ‘But I don’t know that I’m good enough to play in an orchestra.’

				‘Well, we’ll soon see,’ said Millicent. ‘I am going to put something up on the notice-board a little later, and I will be holding auditions for anyone who is interested.’

				‘To be honest, I don’t know whether I want to be in the orchestra,’ murmured Pam to Nora. ‘I rather fancied a nice, easy term.’

				‘Well, just fluff your audition,’ said Nora. ‘Then Millicent won’t want you.’

				Just then Miss James’s footsteps could be heard approaching, and the girls fell silent, while Susan got up to hold the door open for the mistress.

				‘Thank you, Susan,’ said Miss James, with a smile. ‘Please sit down, girls.’

				The girls sat, and looked at Miss James curiously. She was tall and thin, with curly grey hair and hazel eyes. Delia thought that she looked kind, and felt much more comfortable.

				‘Well, before we get down to the business of making out time-tables, there are one or two matters I need to tell you about,’ said the mistress. ‘First of all, I am sure that you are all eager to know who is to be head of the form. This is something that I discussed with Miss Potts and Miss Williams, who was your form mistress last year, and I took their advice before making my decision.’

				Miss James had, in fact, had a very long discussion with the two mistresses.

				‘Susan Blake was head of the form last term,’ Miss Williams had said. ‘And very good she was too. I believe that Felicity Rivers was an excellent head-girl in the third form as well.’

				‘Either of them would be a good choice,’ Miss Potts, the head of North Tower, had said. ‘But I have a very strong feeling that Miss Grayling may make one of them Head Girl when they go up into the sixth next year. As you know, the Head Girl of the sixth will be Head Girl of the whole school. So it seems to me that someone else should have the honour this year.’

				Miss James had nodded, and ran her eye over the list of names in front of her.

				‘Nora Woods,’ she had said aloud.

				‘No!’ Miss Potts and Miss Williams had said at once.

				‘Nora is a dear girl,’ said Miss Williams. ‘But a complete scatter-brain.’

				‘I think that you can also rule out Amy and Bonnie,’ said Miss Potts. ‘Neither of them has the makings of a leader.’

				‘June?’ suggested Miss Williams.

				‘Ah, now June most definitely is a leader,’ said Miss Potts. ‘Though she is not always very kind at times. Besides, Miss Grayling and I have other plans for June.’

				Miss Williams and Miss James exchanged curious glances, but Miss Potts would not be drawn, and went on to say, ‘Freddie will always follow June’s lead, so I don’t think that she would be a good head-girl either. That leaves Pam, Julie and Lucy.’

				‘All nice girls, with good characters,’ said Miss Williams. ‘But Julie and Lucy are so horse-mad that there is very little time for anything else in their lives, and I don’t think that either of them would be very whole-hearted about being head of the form.’

				‘Pam was head-girl in the second form,’ said Miss Potts. ‘All of the girls like, trust and respect her.’

				‘Well, it looks like Pam will be head of the fifth form, then,’ said Miss James.

				Now Miss James made the announcement in class, and all of the fifth formers were delighted. Had they been in a lower form, there would have been an outbreak of cheering and clapping, but as fifth formers they were more restrained, saying, ‘Well done, Pam, old girl.’

				‘Yes, jolly good choice.’

				‘You’ll make a fine head-girl.’

				‘Oh gosh!’ said Pam, feeling quite overwhelmed. ‘Just as I was saying that I fancied an easy term.’

				But, of course, she was as pleased as punch, and simply couldn’t wait to write to her parents and tell them the good news.

				Miss James smiled, and said, ‘I have something else to tell you, as well. As you know, Ruth Grainger, the games captain, left Malory Towers last term. As there is no one in the sixth form who is really good enough to take her place, the new captain is going to be someone from the fifth form – June!’

				For a moment June thought that she hadn’t heard properly, for surely Miss James couldn’t have said that she was to be games captain of the whole school? But the others were beaming at her, congratulating her, and Freddie was clapping her on the back, so it must be true!

				June was both astonished and delighted, for it had never occurred to her that she would ever be given a position of responsibility at Malory Towers. It was true that she was far and away the best sportswoman in the school. But she also had a reputation for being bold, mischievous and downright wicked at times!

				Miss Potts had said as much to Miss Grayling when they had talked about the matter, and Miss Grayling had said, ‘Well, it is time for June to put her tricks and jokes behind her, and learn how to be a responsible young woman. There is no doubt at all that she has the drive and determination to succeed, and I feel that this could be the making of her.’

				And it seemed that June was going to make the most of the opportunity offered to her, for she was already turning over various plans in her mind.

				The Malory Towers teams were going to win every tennis match they went in for. She would arrange extra coaching for the lower forms, and pick out any promising youngsters. And woe betide any slackers! Even people like Bonnie and Amy, who simply loathed games, would have to toe the line.

				But there was no time to think about that now, for Miss James was speaking again, saying, ‘Of course, it is a very big responsibility for one person alone, so Felicity and Susan will help you.’

				Felicity and Susan exchanged excited glances, both of them wishing for a moment that they were back in the first form so that they could let out a yell! Goodness, what a term this was going to be!
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				‘Well, what a morning it’s been!’ exclaimed Felicity, as the fifth formers went out into the fresh air at break-time. ‘Pam head of the form, June head of games for the whole school, and Millicent has been given permission to get up an orchestra.’

				‘Where is Millicent?’ asked Susan, looking round.

				‘Oh, she’s gone off to write out a notice, so that people will get to know about the auditions she is holding,’ said Nora. ‘I must say she’s awfully keen. How about you, June? I’m surprised that you haven’t started making out lists of teams yet, or putting up notices about practice times.’

				June laughed, and said, ‘Well, I have a lot more to think about than Millicent. All she has to do is listen to people play, and decide whether they are good enough or not. After that, it is simply a matter of rehearsing. I have to arrange matches and practices, decide on players and reserves, coach people, and do my best to bring all the slackers up to scratch!’

				‘Well, thank goodness you have two willing helpers,’ said Julie.

				‘Yes, I think the three of us will work together well,’ said June, grinning at Felicity and Susan. ‘Perhaps we can put our heads together in the common-room later, and decide how we are going to go about this?’

				Felicity and Susan nodded eagerly, then June turned to Gillian and said, ‘If you are as good at tennis as you say, you might get a place on one of the teams. It’s tennis next lesson, so I shall be watching you carefully.’

				Not only did June get the opportunity to watch Gillian, she actually played against her. And she soon saw that the new girl was as good as her word, for Gillian was a marvellous player and very nearly beat June. And, for once, June didn’t mind, for she was absolutely thrilled to have found someone who could play tennis so well.

				‘You’re a certainty for the team!’ said June, in the changing-room afterwards. ‘Just make sure that you keep your practice up.’

				‘Heavens, I am in demand!’ said Gillian, with a laugh. ‘Millicent wants me to try out for her orchestra, and now you want me to play tennis.’

				‘What it is to be popular!’ laughed Freddie. ‘What are you going to do, Gillian?’

				‘Well, it’s quite obvious that Gillian will choose to play tennis,’ said June. ‘Who wants to play in a stuffy orchestra, when they can be out in the fresh air.’

				Unfortunately, Millicent overheard this, and said stiffly, ‘There will be nothing stuffy about the Malory Towers orchestra, June. I simply can’t imagine why Gillian would want to waste her time knocking a ball back and forth, when she could be using her talent for something worthwhile.’

				June opened her mouth to retort, but Bonnie interrupted to say, ‘Millicent, you haven’t even heard Gillian play yet. You only have her word for it that she is any good.’

				This was very true, and Millicent said, ‘Well, there is a little spare time before lunch. Why don’t you go and fetch your violin, Gillian, and you can play for us in the common-room now?’

				So Gillian sped off to get her violin from the dormitory, while the others gathered expectantly in the common-room. When the new girl came back, she had loosened her long curls from the ribbon that had been tying them back, and when Freddie asked why, Gillian said, ‘I always wear my hair loose when I play the violin. It makes me feel more artistic somehow.’

				Then the girl placed the violin under her chin and began to play. And what a performance she gave! The fifth formers listened, enthralled, as Gillian played, her bow darting over the strings, her enjoyment clear, as beautiful music filled the room. It was quite clear that Gillian had not exaggerated at all, and was a first-class violinist. When she finished, the girls clapped and cheered like mad.

				‘Simply beautiful!’

				‘Top-hole! Gillian, you’re a marvel.’

				‘Millicent, you simply must put her in the orchestra.’

				‘I shall,’ said Millicent, pleased to have found someone so talented.

				Only June said nothing. She, too, had been impressed by Gillian’s playing, but she badly wanted the girl to be on one of the tennis teams, and she had no intention of allowing Millicent to steal her away.

				‘Well, Gillian, it looks as if you must make a choice,’ said Pam.

				‘Yes, I suppose I must,’ said Gillian, with a grimace. ‘If you don’t mind, June and Millicent, I should like to think about it for a while.’

				‘Well, don’t think about it for too long,’ said Millicent, rather coolly. ‘I need to choose my orchestra, and lick it into shape. There is no time to waste.’

				June, watching Millicent closely, decided that the girl was going to be a bit of a slave-driver, and could see that she ran the risk of making herself very unpopular with her orchestra if she pushed them too hard. She herself said pleasantly, ‘Of course, Gillian, you take your time. There’s no hurry for you to make up your mind, and I want you to be sure that you have made the right choice.’

				The rest of the fifth form stared at June hard. They knew her very well indeed, and if June wanted something badly, she didn’t give up without a fight.

				When the fifth formers went into the dining-room for lunch, it seemed that word had got around that June was the new games captain, for many of the younger girls nudged one another and whispered as she walked by.

				Hannah, of the second form, came up to her, and said shyly, ‘Congratulations, June. We second formers are simply thrilled that you are our new games captain.’

				‘Thanks, kid,’ said June, in her usual careless way, though she was secretly delighted and rather touched by this. ‘You’re Hannah, aren’t you? I remember watching you play last year, when you were in the first form. I hope that you are going to try out for one of the teams this term, for you were pretty good.’

				Hannah, so overwhelmed that she was quite unable to speak, merely nodded, before rushing back to her table to tell the second formers that the great June had asked her to try out for one of the teams.

				Millicent, meanwhile, had watched the little by-play with a sour expression, and wondered if she would be able to inspire the same devotion in her orchestra.

				She had certainly stirred people’s interest, for many girls, from different forms and different towers, put their names on the list that she had pinned up, and Millicent decided to hold auditions on the first Saturday of the term.

				Auditions were being held in the big hall, and the rest of the fifth formers went along to watch.

				‘There’s nothing better to do,’ said June, looking at the gloomy weather outside the window, and sighing. ‘I had planned to hold tennis practice for the lower forms, but it’s going to pour down any minute.’

				The fifth formers had to sit right at the back of the hall, for it seemed that half of the school had decided that watching the auditions would be a pleasant way to while away a rainy afternoon.

				Millicent stepped on to the stage, a list of names in her hand, and she called out, ‘Pam, would you like to sit at the piano and go first?’

				Pulling a face at Nora, Pam walked to the front of the hall, where the piano stood, and sat down at it. She played a simple piece of music that she knew well, and, although she had intended to play a few wrong notes and spoil her chances of getting into the orchestra, found that she couldn’t, as the music took hold of her. It was a pleasant performance, and the listening girls clapped, but Millicent merely said, ‘Not bad. Hannah Dixon, you play the piano, don’t you? Let’s see if you can do any better.’

				June, sitting next to Freddie, gasped as Hannah of the second form got up, and whispered, ‘Millicent is doing this on purpose! She heard me telling Hannah that I wanted her to practise hard at her tennis, and this is her way of getting back at me. I bet you anything you like that she picks Hannah to be in her precious orchestra!’

				‘Yes, but you can’t blame Millicent entirely,’ Freddie whispered back. ‘Hannah must have put her name on the list in the first place.’

				‘Not necessarily,’ said June. ‘Pam didn’t put her name down, but Millicent badgered her into playing anyway.’

				‘Can whoever is whispering please be quiet?’ said Millicent sharply. ‘It really is very rude when Hannah is waiting to begin.’

				Millicent knew very well that it was June who was whispering, but there was an unwritten rule among the fifth formers that they did not find fault with one another in front of the younger girls.

				But although Millicent hadn’t named her, June was annoyed. Really, Millicent would do well to remember that she was a new girl!

				Hannah played very well indeed, and Millicent gave her a word of praise when she finished her piece.

				‘Very good,’ she said. ‘I shall certainly consider you as our pianist, Hannah, though I can’t say anything definite until I have heard the others.’

				Several more musicians took to the stage, playing a variety of instruments. One girl played the flute, another the trumpet, and yet another the cello. There were several more pianists, too, as well as four or five violinists. Then Gillian got up, holding her violin, and Millicent said, ‘There is no need for you to audition, Gillian, for I heard you play the other day.’

				‘I know, but I am in a musical mood today, and felt like playing my violin anyway, so I thought that I would play the tune that I played in the common-room the other day.’

				To everyone’s surprise, Millicent smiled and said, ‘Well, that will certainly be a treat for everyone. I know that tune, so if you don’t mind, I will accompany you on the piano.’

				‘For all her boasting about what a wonderful musician she is, I’ve never heard Millicent play anything,’ murmured Pam to Nora. ‘Now we shall see how good she really is.’

				As it turned out, Millicent was very good indeed. She and Gillian held the watching girls spellbound, and several of the younger girls found tears starting to their eyes, the music was so lovely. When they finished, everyone got to their feet and clapped so hard that Felicity thought they would raise the roof!

				Even June had to admit grudgingly, ‘She certainly plays the piano brilliantly. In fact, she is so brilliant that I wonder she doesn’t give herself the job as pianist in her orchestra. Then she can leave Hannah out of it.’

				The same thought occurred to Pam, but when she suggested it to Millicent after the auditions were over, the girl said, ‘I can’t, for I shall be conducting, you see. I learned how to do that at the music academy, and while we have several good pianists, I doubt if there is anyone here who knows how to conduct.’

				This was very true, so it seemed that one of the girls who had auditioned would have to become the orchestra pianist. Pam felt quite confident that she would not be chosen, for she had been outshone by several other girls, including young Hannah.

				Seeing Millicent hunched up over a table in the common-room that evening, busily writing some kind of list, Felicity called out, ‘Have you decided who is to be in the orchestra yet, Millicent?’

				‘I have decided on several people, but there are one or two that I haven’t quite made up my mind about,’ said the girl. ‘I am going to decide by tomorrow, then we shall be able to call the first rehearsal. Gillian, you are in – if you want to be. But you really must let me know by tomorrow.’

				‘Have you decided what piece you are going to play?’ asked Susan, looking up from the book she was reading.

				‘Yes, I am going to teach the girls a composition of my own,’ answered Millicent, sounding rather smug. ‘I wrote it last term at the music academy, and my teachers there thought that it was quite outstanding.’

				Then Millicent spotted June looking at her with dislike, and said, ‘What bad luck that you couldn’t hold your tennis practice earlier, June. That’s the beauty of music, you see. No matter what the weather, one can still play.’

				June bit back a sharp retort, made her expression perfectly bland, and said airily, ‘It doesn’t matter. The weather will improve soon, and then my tennis practices will go ahead. The youngsters do so enjoy spending as much time as possible in the fresh air during the summer months.’

				As it happened, the weather cleared the very next day, and the girls awoke to bright sunshine. Immediately after breakfast, June put a notice on the board to say that she would be holding tennis practice for the lower school at two o’clock. And, when the time came, she, Felicity and Susan were delighted to see that there was a good turn out.

				The lower school had always looked up to June, admiring her boldness, her outspoken manner, and her reputation for playing tricks. Now that she was their games captain, many of them almost worshipped her.

				Hannah was there, and June greeted her with a smile, saying, ‘I’m glad to see you here, Hannah. When I saw you playing the piano for Millicent yesterday, I was afraid that you might have decided to join the orchestra instead of playing tennis for the school.’

				‘Well, I put my name on Millicent’s list as soon as she pinned it up, and that was before you told me that I might have a chance of getting on to the team, June.’ Hannah looked up at the bigger girl and said, ‘Of course, I would much rather play tennis, if you think that I am good enough, and if Millicent does want me for her orchestra I am going to say no.’

				June was delighted to hear this, and she gave Hannah a clap on the shoulder.

				As the second former walked away to take her place on the court, Felicity came up to June, and said, ‘You look pleased with yourself.’

				‘I am,’ said June. ‘Hannah has told me that she would rather play tennis than be in Millicent’s orchestra.’

				‘I see,’ said Felicity. ‘And are you pleased because you have a good player for the lower-school team, or because you have got one over on Millicent?’

				June laughed, and said, ‘Both. Don’t worry, Felicity, I know what you’re thinking, and I don’t intend to let my dislike of Millicent interfere with any decisions I make as games captain. Believe it or not, I am taking my responsibilities very seriously.’

				Felicity was pleased to hear this, and she and Susan felt heartened to see June taking so much trouble over the youngsters. June gave a word of praise here, and criticised there. But, Felicity noticed, whenever June made a criticism, she always told the girl she was talking to how to put matters right.

				‘Who would have thought it!’ said Susan, as she watched June showing a little first former how to serve. ‘Perhaps June is mellowing in her old age.’

				‘I think the fact that these kids look up to her no end helps,’ said Felicity. ‘They really do adore her, and June is basking in it. I just hope that she doesn’t get a swollen head!’

				‘I don’t think that she will,’ said Susan. ‘June is too downright to let all this hero-worship go to her head. My word, some of these kids are jolly good! Look at little Maggie there. She might be tiny, but she’s jolly fierce.’

				June came over to them then, a smile on her face as she said, ‘Some promising players out there, don’t you think?’

				‘That’s exactly what I was just saying,’ said Susan. ‘We certainly have plenty of talent to choose from when it comes to the lower-school team.’

				‘We should do well with the upper-school team as well,’ said June. ‘You two will be playing, of course.’

				Both girls gasped and looked at one another with shining eyes, then Felicity said, ‘June, you don’t have to put us in the team simply because we are helping you with your games captain’s duties, you know.’

				‘I’m not,’ said June. ‘I’m choosing you because you happen to be two of the best players in the school.’

				‘Thanks!’ said Susan, quite taken aback at this unexpected praise from June.

				‘I desperately want Gillian, too,’ said June, her eyes narrowing. ‘I shall be so disappointed if she takes up Millicent’s offer of a place in the orchestra instead. I wonder if she has made her mind up yet?’

				Gillian had, and she announced her decision in the common-room that very evening.

				‘June,’ she said. ‘I have decided that I would like to take up your offer of a place on the upper-school team.’

				June’s face lit up and she was quite unable to help shooting a look of triumph at Millicent, who looked as glum as could be.

				But Gillian hadn’t finished, for she went on, ‘And Millicent, I should also like to play the violin in your orchestra, if I may.’

				Everyone looked most surprised, and it was left to Pam, as head of the form, to say, ‘But Gillian, you can’t possibly do both! Why, you’ll wear yourself out completely and you won’t be able to concentrate on your lessons.’

				‘But I am being offered the chance to have fun doing the two things that I love most, so how can I possibly choose one over the other?’ said Gillian. ‘Don’t worry about me, Pam, for I shall be perfectly fine.’

				‘I hope so,’ said Pam, sounding extremely doubtful. ‘But if it becomes too much for you, Gillian, you will simply have to give one up.’

				June glanced across at Millicent, and their eyes met in a hostile look. June was thinking that if Gillian was going to give anything up it would be the violin. And Millicent was thinking that if Gillian had to eventually make a choice, she was determined that the girl was going to choose her orchestra!

			

		

	
		
			
				

				[image: MT_ChapNo.pdf]

				[image: MT_Chaptitlesbk10.pdf]

				What with one thing and another, life was very busy at Malory Towers. Millicent had chosen the girls who were to be in her orchestra, and had given them all copies of the piece of music she had written.

				She had asked Hannah to be the pianist, but, feeling a little nervous, Hannah had said haltingly, ‘I feel very honoured that you have asked me, Millicent, but I have decided to work hard at my tennis for June, instead.’

				Millicent had looked at Hannah so coldly that the second former’s knees shook, and she feared that she was about to get a scold. But Millicent merely said, ‘Very well, Hannah, if that is your decision. I hope that you have made the right choice.’

				Then she had gone off to find Anne, a fifth former from South Tower, and asked her if she would like to play the piano instead. Anne had been absolutely thrilled, and so grateful for the opportunity that Millicent cheered up a bit. And she was further gratified when she walked by the little music rooms that the girls used for practising in, and heard her own composition being played. All of the musicians were working very hard indeed, and Millicent really didn’t see how Malory Towers could fail to win the competition.

				Delia came along the corridor as Millicent stood outside one of the music-rooms, listening to Anne rehearsing her piano solo, and she said, ‘Is that the music that you wrote, Millicent? My word, you really do have a gift. How I envy you. All everyone seems to talk about at the moment is tennis, or the orchestra, but I can’t contribute anything because I’m hopeless at games and no good at music. Why, when I sing at home, my aunt says it sounds like a cat yowling.’

				Millicent wasn’t much given to considering anyone else’s feelings, but there was something so wistful in Delia’s tone that she felt rather touched, and said kindly, ‘Well, there are other ways you could be involved, you know, Delia. I could certainly do with someone to assist me at rehearsals, to make notes and so on.’

				‘Really?’ said Delia, her face lighting up. ‘Would you trust me to do that, Millicent?’

				‘Of course,’ said Millicent. ‘Now listen, Delia, the first rehearsal is on Tuesday, after tea, in the hall. So just you come along and I’m sure that I will find plenty for you to do.’

				Delia nodded eagerly, and both girls went their separate ways, Delia thrilled to think that she was going to play a part in the orchestra’s success, and Millicent feeling that she had done something very good and virtuous.

				June, somewhat to her own surprise, was thoroughly enjoying coaching the youngsters at tennis. The upper school were more of a challenge, however, and in the end she abandoned her plans to make people like Amy and Bonnie attend regular practices.

				‘I really don’t know why you bother,’ said Felicity, one day, after watching a long and fruitless argument between June and Bonnie, which had ended with the latter flatly refusing to come to practice. ‘You are never going to make a tennis player out of Bonnie, or Amy, for that matter, so you may as well give up.’

				But June was extremely stubborn when she had set her mind to something, and continued to badger Amy and Bonnie.

				‘She’s so persistent!’ Amy complained. ‘Honestly, Bonnie, sometimes I feel like giving up and going to her wretched tennis practice just so that she will leave me alone.’

				But Bonnie could be stubborn too, and she shook her head, saying, ‘We mustn’t give in to June, or she will become even worse. I shall come up with a plan to make her leave us alone.’

				In fact it was June herself who gave Bonnie an idea. She had been inspecting the white tennis dresses that the Malory Towers girls wore when they played matches against other schools, and discovered that some of them were very shabby indeed.

				‘Hems coming down, pockets ripped and holes in seams,’ she complained in the common-room one evening. ‘I can’t send our teams off to play in those! We’ll be a laughing stock!’

				Bonnie, who had been listening intently, approached June later, and said, ‘I want to make a bargain with you. I will repair all of the tennis dresses and make them as good as new.’

				June’s eyes lit up, and she said, ‘Would you really do that? Bonnie, you’re an angel.’

				‘Yes, but I want something in return,’ said Bonnie, before June got too carried away. ‘You are to leave Amy and me alone, and not try to get us to play tennis.’

				June looked down into Bonnie’s sweet little face, and gave a reluctant laugh. ‘You can be every bit as determined as me when you want something, can’t you?’ she said. ‘Or when you want to get out of something! Well, it really would be a help to me if you would mend the dresses, Bonnie. I suppose, in your way, you will be doing your bit for the team.’

				So the bargain was struck, and Bonnie, sticking to her side of it, began work on the dresses at once. Not only did she repair hems and mend seams, with her neat, tiny stitches, but she painstakingly embroidered the initials M and T, for Malory Towers, on the pocket of each dress, in deep orange.

				June was thrilled, and cried, ‘Bonnie, you’re marvellous! Our players will look as neat as new pins now, and I shall be proud to watch them play.’

				Bonnie accepted the praise graciously, but really she had thoroughly enjoyed working on the dresses, for needlework was her favourite pastime.

				Millicent, who had felt extremely jealous of the smart tennis dresses that June’s teams would be wearing, overheard this. All of the orchestras in the competition would be wearing their school uniforms, but Millicent had been trying to think of something that would make the Malory Towers girls stand out. Now she had a sudden brainwave, and she turned to Bonnie, saying, ‘I have a project for you, Bonnie, if you’re willing.’

				‘What is it?’ asked Bonnie curiously.

				‘Well,’ said Millicent. ‘It occurred to me that it would be nice if each member of our orchestra had a pennant to hang from her music stand. Perhaps –’

				‘Yes,’ interrupted Bonnie excitedly, her creative mind grasping the idea at once. ‘I see exactly how they should look! Triangular pennants made from orange fabric, with the letters M and T embroidered in brown, so that the colours match the school uniform. How does that sound, Millicent?’

				‘That sounds super!’ said Millicent, who hadn’t got as far as thinking about the colours. ‘Bonnie, would you be able to do that? If you can, I shall owe you a favour.’

				Of course, Bonnie was only too pleased to help out, for she was thrilled to have a new project to work on, and she always liked being in a position where someone owed her a favour.

				So Bonnie felt as if she was really doing rather a lot to help both June and Millicent. Alas for poor Delia, however; her efforts to assist Millicent did not get off to a good start.

				The orchestra held their first proper rehearsal together in the big hall, and Delia made sure that all the music stands had a copy of Millicent’s score there, ready and waiting.

				‘Thank you, Delia,’ said Millicent, as she led the orchestra into the hall. ‘Now, what I would like you to do is sit at the side there, and jot down any comments and suggestions I make in a notebook. Later I shall be able to read them back and make any improvements that are needed to the score. See?’

				Delia nodded eagerly, and took her seat, notebook and pen at the ready.

				Millicent stood in front of the orchestra, baton in hand and conducted. But, when the music stopped, she had a great many criticisms to make, for this was the first time that the orchestra had played together, and, naturally, mistakes were made. Delia was most assiduous in recording all of Millicent’s remarks.

				‘Anne!’ said Millicent sharply. ‘You played two wrong notes in your solo. You really must try to do better! And Janet, you came in far too late. A mistake like that could cost us the competition. As for the violins, it was simply dreadful! Gillian was the only one of you who played perfectly. I suggest that you all spend some time rehearsing together.’

				The girls knew only too well that they had made mistakes, but they rather resented Millicent’s high-handed attitude.

				‘I don’t mind having my mistakes pointed out,’ muttered Janet. ‘But she could be a little more polite and pleasant about it.’

				Helen, one of the violinists, nodded in agreement and whispered, ‘I do think she’s awfully hard on us. After all, it is the first time that we have all played together. She can’t expect us to be perfect!’

				But it seemed that this was exactly what Millicent did expect. She made Anne play her piano solo again, and when the girl played the same two wrong notes, Millicent scolded her so harshly that she was almost reduced to tears.

				‘What a pity that Hannah didn’t want to be pianist,’ Millicent remarked scathingly. ‘At least she would have taken the trouble to learn the music before turning up for rehearsal.’

				Anne, who hadn’t realised that Hannah had been first choice, felt very upset indeed.

				For a moment she considered walking off, but she so badly wanted to be a part of the orchestra, and had already written to her parents about it. So poor Anne swallowed her pride, and stayed where she was.

				But many of the others sent silent glances of sympathy Anne’s way, and glared at Millicent. Unfortunately for them, Millicent, who could be very thick-skinned at times, didn’t even notice.

				When the orchestra played the piece for the second time, it sounded much better, to Delia’s untrained ear. Quite beautiful, in fact. Millicent did not agree, and continued to criticise and suggest improvements, but Delia, who had become quite lost in the music, completely forgot to write them down. The piece that Millicent had composed was called ‘Summer Serenade’ and, as she listened, Delia thought that it really did capture the essence of summer perfectly, making her think of picnics, and walks along the beach.

				Quite suddenly, words began to form in her head, that fitted in with the music, and, turning hastily to the back of the notebook Delia began to jot them down. Millicent, glancing across, saw the girl scribbling away, and felt satisfied that the was doing her job properly.

				But Delia’s sudden burst of creativity ended, and she closed the notebook as Millicent lowered her baton and spoke to the orchestra.

				‘Better, but not good enough!’ she said, a stern expression on her face. ‘I expect you all to practise until you are perfect before the next rehearsal.’

				The only person who came in for unstinted praise was Gillian, and Janet remarked rather bitterly, ‘Of course, the two of them are in the same form and the same tower, so Millicent is bound to favour her. I expect that the two of them are friends.’

				In fact, Gillian had decided that she didn’t like Millicent much at all. She thought the girl high-handed and rather humourless, and hadn’t cared for some of the unkind remarks that she had made to the others.

				She really doesn’t know how to get the best out of people, thought Gillian, as she put her violin away. All that Millicent has done is make everyone feel terribly nervous, for now we all know that we are in for a tongue lashing if we make a mistake.

				Delia, who had remained behind to collect the scores that had been left on the music stands, went across to Gillian and said a little shyly, ‘You played awfully well, Gillian.’

				Gillian smiled. She liked the rather sweet-natured, awkward Delia. ‘Thank you,’ she said. ‘Though I can’t help wishing that Millicent had praised some of the others as much as she praised me. I have a feeling that her sharp tongue is going to cause problems.’

				‘I think that she just wants everything to be perfect,’ said Delia. ‘She has her heart set on winning this competition, you know, and I suppose that she feels a lot rests on her shoulders, as she wrote the music as well.’

				‘I daresay you’re right,’ said Gillian. ‘But I do wish that she wasn’t quite so intense and serious.’

				Delia was quite right about Millicent. She wanted desperately to lead Malory Towers to victory in the orchestra competition, and if they could win playing her very own composition, it would be a huge feather in her cap.

				But some of the players simply weren’t up to scratch, and it was up to her, Millicent, to see that they improved. She went up to Delia in the common-room that evening, and said, ‘I say, Delia, do you have that notebook? I intend to go through it this evening, so that I can see where all the weak spots are.’

				Delia handed over the notebook, but Millicent wasn’t able to read it that evening, after all, for Matron put her head round the door and cried, ‘Millicent Moon! I have a pile of your mending here, which needs to be unpicked and done again.’

				Millicent, who didn’t like mending at all, turned red and said, ‘Sorry, Matron. I’m not very good at sewing, and I’m afraid I rushed it, rather.’

				‘Well, you will do it again this evening,’ said Matron, sternly. ‘And this time, Millicent, please do it carefully, for I shall inspect it tomorrow.’

				With that, Matron handed Millicent the pile of mending, and shut the door behind her.

				Millicent scowled. Blow Matron! She had so wanted to go through that notebook tonight. She wondered if Bonnie could be persuaded to do the mending for her, and glanced across at the girl. But Bonnie was busily engaged in embroidering one of the pennants for the orchestra, and Millicent decided that was far more important than her mending.

				‘How I hate sewing!’ she said aloud, hoping that one of the girls would take pity on her and offer to do it for her. But no one did, for they had all noticed that Millicent often used the excuse of being a musical genius to get out of doing other, more mundane tasks.

				Delia wondered if she should offer, though sewing wasn’t one of her talents, and she opened her mouth to speak. But Pam caught her eye and gave a small shake of the head, and Delia subsided.

				‘Well, Millicent,’ said Felicity, who was doing a jigsaw with Susan. ‘It rather looks as if you are going to have to do your own mending, doesn’t it?’

				‘We never had to do our own mending at the music academy,’ said Millicent crossly, getting out her work-basket. ‘It is such a waste of time, when I could be working on my piece for the competition.’

				‘You’re getting far too wrapped up in this competition, if you ask me,’ said Pam. ‘And the mistresses are starting to notice it too. I overheard Miss James telling Miss Potts that she is not very pleased with you, for you don’t pay attention in class.’

				‘Be careful, Millicent,’ warned June. ‘If Miss Grayling thinks that your involvement with the orchestra is affecting your class-work, she may change her mind and make you pull out.’

				Millicent was quite horrified at that thought. She would have to be very careful indeed, and at least try to look as if she was paying attention in class.

				Yet the very next second, she decided that she would take the notebook into French with her tomorrow, and slip it inside the pages of the book that the form was reading with Mam’zelle Dupont. Mam’zelle was so easy to fool that she would never spot a thing!
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				Mam’zelle Dupont was in a good mood when she walked into the fifth-form classroom the following morning. She had had a good night’s sleep and felt well rested, the sun was shining, and she liked these fifth formers. They were good, hard-working girls, even June, who had been such a bad girl when she was lower down the school.

				Nora, one of Mam’zelle’s favourites, was holding the door open for her, and the French mistress smiled, and said, ‘Merci, Nora. Asseyez-vous, s’il vous plait.’

				The fifth formers took their seats, and Mam’zelle beamed round, saying, ‘Please open your books, and we will continue reading this so-excellent story. Ma chère Felicity, you will begin please.’

				As Felicity began reading, Millicent opened her book, into which she had already slipped the notebook. The girl was soon lost in her world of music as she began to read the notes that Delia had written, in her large, untidy handwriting, and she was able to shut out everything around her.

				Gillian, who sat beside Millicent, saw what the girl was doing, and thought her very silly indeed. Millicent was going to get into serious trouble if she wasn’t careful. But Gillian couldn’t very well say anything to her without attracting unwelcome attention from Mam’zelle.

				So Millicent remained engrossed in her music, while the rest of the class read the French book, and no one but Gillian noticed a thing. Until Mam’zelle said, ‘Millicent
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