
  

The New Girl At St Swithin's

"Hello!" You hear a knock at your study door and a puckish face peers round it. It's a 
darkly pretty girl dressed in the same school uniform as yourself. "You're our new girl 

yes? Hello! I'm Maidlin di Maynard di Ravarati di Hollondaise Sauce Con Patatas 
Bravas but most people call me Madge. There's a birthday party going on next door in 

Veronica's study and I've been deputised to invite you!"

Do you accept or refuse this invitation?



  

You accept the invitation
Frankly, you'd rather cut your arm off than miss an opportunity like this. “Of course I'll 

come!” you say brightly, aware that your first few moments in this school will most 
likely colour the rest of your career. Plus it sounds like rather good fun! A party! 

Unpacking can wait until Matron makes you!

Madge grins at you. “I told them you'd understand how things like this work,” she says.

You decide to ignore the slightly strange phrasing of hers, and exit your study. “You'll 
have to tell me which one is hers,” you say, gesturing at the long expanse of studies 

that pack this side of the building. 

“Of course,” says Madge, and she points at a door, two away from your own. “This one. 
Follow me New Girl.” She opens the door and you follow her in to Veronica's Study. 



  

You refuse the invitation
“I'm terribly sorry but I'm so tired,” you say, “We travelled down and it's been an all day 

sort of thing. Would you be awfully offended if we pass?.”

Madge gives you a curious look in response. “Listen New Girl, take a bit of advice on 
board. You come to parties when you're invited by Veronica. If you don't, then well, it'll 
go all around the school and you don't want that do you? Think of what the Juniors will 

say!”

There's a strange moment in between you both before you finally acquiesce. “Sure,” you 
say, “I'm sorry. I don't know what's wrong with me at the moment. Of course I'd love to 

come.”

“Tophole!” replied Madge jauntily. “That's a good New Girl. Now, do come along with me.”

And before you know it, you're at Veronica's Study. 



  

Veronica's Study
Veronica's study is packed. It feels like all the members of the two sixth forms are there 

and you swiftly realise it was a good decision to come along. Smiling, even though 
you're a little nervous, you walk in and let Madge introduce you. You take a quick look 

around the room and realise there's a small gaggle of junior girls clustered in the 
corner. 

“Who are they?” you ask Madge. “Somebody's younger sisters?”

“Oh no,” says Madge vehemently, “They're here to help out. Serve the odd dish and such. 
I believe Ronnie had some of them make Anchovy Toasts? Would you like one? Here 

– Rosetta is it? Earn your keep and pass – I'm sorry what was your name? - some 
toast!”

Rosetta, a shy, awkward first year, bounces up and proffers you a dish full of Anchovy 
Toasts. 

Do you accept or change the subject?  



  

You accept the toast
You take a good few bites before you realise what looks like Anchovy Toast is very much 

not Anchovy Toast. It's something disgusting. It's something that tastes, you think, 
rather like what shoe polish might taste like. 

As you double over with stomach cramps, one of the girls races for Matron. The next 
thing you know, you're being carried to the Sanatorium in the throes of a particular 

vicious bilious attack.

Turns out Rosetta? Not so shy and awkward after all. 

Your adventure ends here.



  

You change the subject

.

“Oh no,” you say, spotting the way the other Juniors are all watching this 
encounter between you and Rosetta. “I'm not hungry, but thank you 

anyway Rosetta.”

Rosetta's too cool to betray any disappointment and just nods before 
returning back to her corner. From the way her friends all giggle and then 
help themselves to some food – but studiously ignore the anchovy toast – 

you realise your suspicions were correct. The toast has been tampered 
with.

You make a mental note to keep an eye on Rosetta in the future. 

Madge pats you on the arm. “Come on!” she says, “They're 
cutting the cake!”



  

The Cake Cutting
Finally you see Veronica, sat in the corner of her study and looking rather like a princess 

surrounded by courtiers. She's very blonde and perfectly put together. She reminds 
you a little like a doll you once saw.

Madge pushes you forward. “Ronnie,” she cries, “Here's The New Girl. New Girl, say hi to 
Ronnie!”

“Happy birthday,” you say politely. “I wish you many happy returns of the day.”

One of the girls sat by Veronica cuts and then offers you a slice of cake. It looks luscious; 
finger thick in icing and chocolate sprinkles. “Gosh,” you say, aware you're still the only 

one talking, “That looks lovely. Thanks ever so!”

Veronica gives you a cool little glance. You're very aware she's assessing you. 

Do you try and fill the awkward silence or wander away?



  

You try to fill the awkward silence
“You must tell me,” you begin, “Who I need to keep an eye on and who I need to be on 

the right side of things round here. Who are the mistresses I need to avoid?”

Veronica gives you the smallest of smiles. “Miss Thorpe,” she says.

“And Mr Russell,” offers one of the girls sat by the side of Veronica.

“Sit with us, New Girl.” Veronica gestures at a spare seat. You're aware she doesn't seem 
to include Madge in this gesture but it's one of those moments that might decide your 

future. 

Do you sit down or do you wander away? 



  

You wander away
 “Do excuse me. So lovely to meet you,” you say sweetly before turning your back on 

Veronica and her cronies and heading back across the room. You're dimly aware that 
you may just have fated yourself to being picked last in netball for ever but it's better 

than trying to be friends with people who really don't want to be friends with you.

You take a few bites of your slice of cake and watch the room. There's a lot of people still 
here and you can pick out the cliques. 

Suddenly Madge appears at your side. 

“Hi,” you say.

“Hey,” she says. . “Um. Hi. Um. I hate Veronica. All of us do.” All this comes out in one 
breath.

“Really?” you say.

Madge nods, and grins broadly at you. “Total nightmare,” she confides. “Come and 
meet my friends.”



  

You sit down
You sit down at the side of Veronica who gives you a warm, bright smile. “Welcome to the 

club,” she says. “Did Madge tell you about any of us?”

“Not really,” you say.

“Well,” begins Veronica, and she starts to tell you all about herself. And her holidays. And 
her plans for the future. And what she thinks at the side of the school. You notice 

Madge looking at you across the room but to be honest you're already forgetting her.

You are officially now part of the mean girl club. As the term progresses, you become 
Veronica's best friend and always remember to forget to do your homework. A year 

passes and you're invited to Veronica's study to celebrate her birthday. As you sit and 
gossip in the corner and pretend to eat the cake, you're dimly aware of a new girl 

being introduced to you. It's only when Veronica smiles at her and asks her to join you 
that you realise you're being replaced.

Your adventure ends here. 



  

You meet Madge's friends
Madge pulls you over to a small coterie of girls in the corner of the room. They're the 

noisiest in the room, bright and laughing and very obviously friends. You instantly 
warm to them.

One of them turns to Madge and asks, “Did she pass?”

“Flying colours,” says Madge proudly.

“Brilliant!” says the girl. “Then come and join the rejects” She grins at you and you're 
drawn into the conversation immediately.

As the term passes, it turns out that you did the right thing. Your friends are funny, loving, 
and brilliant in a crisis. And they were right – everyone dislikes Veronica and her 

coterie. One day you see one of Veronica's friends by herself and you realise she's 
been chucked. Before you know it, you're walking over to the teary girl and inviting her 

round to your study for tea and to meet the rejects. And it's when all your friends 
accept her instantly, you realise something. You're no longer the New Girl. You're 

happy here. You're a Real St Swithin's Girl.

Your adventure ends here. 
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