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CHAPTER I
THE DANCING VILLAGES

“I don’t like the look of that sky!” said Miss Deane, with a worried glance at the clouds
creeping up. “We’re a long way from home. I wonder if we could find shelter in the village
over there?”

The tennis lawn and the cricket field at Rocklands School were “quite good,” as the girls
said, and generally attracted a number of players. But some of the girls found nothing quite so
satisfying as the moor, just beyond the garden hedge. When they had only an hour to spare,
they sat among the boulders on cushions of heather, drinking in its sweetness as the bees did.
When a holiday gave opportunity, they walked in every direction, picnicked on the open hills,
and came back wind-blown and refreshed, ready to work better next day.

Rocklands was only the summer home of Miss Maitland’s girls, to their great regret; their
school was in Sheffield, and the winter and spring months were spent there. But, to the joy of
her girls, Miss Maitland had a younger sister, Mrs. Thorburn, whose tragically brief marriage
had left her wealthy, but widowed and very lonely, and who tried to fill her empty heart and
house with friends and kindly deeds. The invitation to her sister’s girls was one of these;
before her marriage she had helped in the school; now every May, the girls took possession of
the east wing of the big house, and lived there in great content till October, with a rather
shorter break than usual for summer holidays, since a week of the autumn term had to be
given up to the moving back to town. The girls went home at the end of October for a few
days, and met again in town to settle into winter quarters, every one of them thinking wistfully
of the moor and the open country, and longing for May to come round again.

Betty McLean, the head girl, was one who felt the call of the moor strongly. The school’s
habit of removing every spring had delighted her, and she could always be counted on for a
walk. This year she had found kindred spirits among the juniors, and one—apart from the
head mistress—among the mistresses. Miss Maitland loved the moor, but could not often
spare time for rambles; but Miss Deane, the new young English mistress, loved it as much as
Betty did, and was always ready to go out with a party when her work and theirs permitted.

As for the juniors, Tekla, known as Tickles, and Margot, and Sara, and Barbara would
have gone anywhere with Betty rather than be coached on the courts by Teesa or other seniors
whom they did not like.

Teesa was a person of importance, and had been head girl during the spring term. It was
still a sore point with her that this term Miss Maitland’s choice had fallen on Betty; Teesa
thought the matter should have been decided by the vote of the girls, and believed her own
election would have been a certainty, though many, especially in the junior school, did not
share her opinion.

But at Rocklands, Teesa was deeply conscious of her own importance. For she was the
niece of Captain Thorburn, who had made the beautiful house a fit home for his bride, and had
then, soon after, been killed in an air-crash, leaving his young wife heartbroken and alone.
One of Sheila Thorburn’s first thoughts, when she took up life again and began to seek those
to whom she could show kindness, had been for her husband’s people, and particularly his
niece and nephews in their city home. The elder boys were at school, but, with Teesa, spent
much time at Rocklands in the holidays, so she was naturally more at home there than the rest



of the girls; her little brother, a helpless invalid, had been practically adopted by Mrs.
Thorburn, and was in her care all the time, as it had been found he could not live down in the
city. The strong sweet air of the high moors held some hope of life and cure for him, so he had
been brought with his nurse to Rocklands, to make his home there.

Like Betty McLean, the juniors loved the moor, and Tickles and Babbles would scuttle
ahead like rabbits, chasing one another over the heather and diving down the winding paths
among the rocks. Tickles was only twelve, the baby of the school by a year; but, thanks to her
candid criticisms and original opinions, was already of importance among the juniors. She
ought to have been a person of no account, to be kept severely in her place, and Teesa would
gladly have put and kept her there; but somehow, with Tickles, that did not work. Sara and
Babs respected her opinions; Margot dreaded her sharp tongue. Tickles was already of some
account with these three, who led the lower school; and the fact that the head girl had shown
that she too thought well of her had made Tekla’s position more secure.

It was Tickles who cried, in answer to Miss Deane’s plaint, “Oh, couldn’t we go? Villages
are always funny! And that’s a new one. I’m sure it’s going to pelt with rain in a minute, Miss
Deane, dear!”

“Going to pelt in much less than a minute!” Babbles cried gleefully, as heavy drops fell.
“We’ll be drowned before we get to the village!”

“No, we won’t. I won’t! Race me to that shed!” cried Betty. “It’s the best thing to do, isn’t
it, Miss Deane? We can shelter there.”

“Yes, run, all of you!” and the mistress hastily gathered up the picnic baskets.

Crossing the moor by a wide sweeping route, they were not very far from home, but in a
direction hitherto unexplored by any of the girls. A long walk, following sheep-paths through
the heather, but keeping a church tower in view to give them their position in regard to
Rocklands, had brought them to the edge of a deep valley, with fields on its slopes, and woods
and a river at the bottom. Lying on the ridge, the girls had eaten sandwiches and drunk tea
from their flasks, while exclaiming on the long way round they had come. For on the opposite
ridge stood the square tower of the church which they could see from Rocklands.

“We have worked round in a circle, by the head of the valley. We’ll go down to the river
and up past the church, and home straight across the moor,” said Miss Deane, as they rested in
the shed and the rain swept down and blotted out the view. “This won’t last, of course.”

“No, it’s only a temporary blizzard!” Betty laughed. “But it’s thorough. We might be in the
middle of the Atlantic! Isn’t it chilly?”

“Some one’s coming!” Margot proclaimed. “Oh, it’s two boys! Let’s hide and see if they
notice us!”

Tickles and Babs, Sara and she made for the inner part of the shed, which was divided into
two by a rough partition. Betty and Miss Deane laughed and followed, with the understanding
of the desires of twelve and fourteen which made them such good company.

The boys were fair-haired, brown-faced urchins of ten or twelve; they came plunging into
the shed to escape the fury of the downpour.

“It’s teeming!” said one, and tried to dry himself with his cap.

“Soom shoo’er!” grinned the other.

Betty’s eyes danced at this modern slang in broad Yorkshire dialect. Babbles was on the
verge of giggling, when Tickles touched her and pointed.

“Git oop an’ hae a bit pra-actice, Bill! Coom on, man! Ah’ll bash ye, an’ ye can bash me.
Gie’s the tune, now!”



Wide-eyed, the girls watched to see what would come next. Were the boys going to fight?
“Ah’ll bash ye!” sounded like it, and Margot and Tickles thrilled at the prospect.

But Bill did not look angry. Producing two big coloured handkerchiefs, he bunched them
by the corners and held a loose bag in each hand, murmuring, “Ma boonch o’ floo’ers!” The
other boy did the same. Facing one another, they began to clap their hands together and then
to strike one another’s hands, hopping on one foot or the other all the time. And Bill began to
sing a lilting tune in a shrill treble.

Miss Deane’s eyes were wide and astonished. She had risen from the bench, and was
watching the hopping, clapping boys as if transfixed.

Tickles nudged Sara, and nodded towards Miss Deane. Betty whispered, “What are they
doing? It’s not boxing, is it?”

“Looks like it,” Margot giggled, as Bill’s flapping handkerchief, not unlike a boxing-
glove, caught the other boy on the cheek and drew forth an indignant protest.

“What art doin’, ye gowk? Her nivver said to clout t’other chap!”

“Tha steppin’s a’ oot o’ time,” Bill said sturdily. “ ’Tis fower on each fut; tha’s doin’ but
three. Here’s what tha’ be doin’, Tom!” and he hopped three times only, clapping twice and
tapping Tom’s hand the third time, then standing still. “ Tis this wa-ay!” and he ended with a
fourth hop.

“Eh, but tha-at’s hard!” Tom tried valiantly to copy, and promptly fell into the opposite
trap, tapping twice instead of once.

Bill fairly danced with impatience, as he shouted directions and sang the tune by turns.
“Tha silly fule! Once wi’ tha han’, an’ twa times wi’ tha fut! Canst not keep tha feet movin’.”

“Naw, Ah cannot!” Tom said flatly. “They mun do t’ sa-ame, like. ’Tis fulishness! *Tis like
yon ither daft thing,” and he began to do a new step, ending with a wild attempt at circles over
his head and single hops with his feet.

Bill, spluttering with laughter, sang a new phrase of the tune and fell into line behind him.
“Go forrard, man! Then toorn an’ coom this wa-ay! Ah’ll show ye!” and, whistling for a
change, he gave a very passable demonstration, with circles which were at least less wild than
Tom’s.

“Ah can nivver dae tha-at!” Tom said gloomily. “Ma feet gae all wa-ays, an’ Ah feel a
daft-like fule.”

Miss Deane exploded at that. The girls broke into laughter too, and the boys turned
sharply to stare at them, though they had been too much absorbed to hear any sound before.

“What are they doing, Miss Deane?” Betty begged, while the boys stared blankly. “It
wasn’t boxing, was it?”

“No, it was a morris dance; ‘Country Gardens.” But think of seeing morris in a cowshed
on a Yorkshire moor! I wonder who teaches them!” and she went out to accost Bill and Tom.
“Who teaches you dancing? Do you do it at school?”

“Naw,” said Bill, staring as if he could hardly believe his eyes, for the shed seemed
suddenly full of girls.

“’Tis Miss Jen,” Tom spoke up, gazing over his friend’s shoulder. “Her teaches t’ lasses
too, but they don’t dance wi’ these,” flourishing his handkerchiefs, “an’ they don’t ha’ bells.
’Tis a man’s dance, this one.”

Miss Deane assented with a laugh. “What does she teach the girls? Don’t you join in and
do it with them?”



The boys looked at one another and laughed sheepishly. “Us do—we do!” Tom corrected
himself hastily; his English had improved when he found himself speaking to a lady. * Tis
good foon, an’ a’ that. Be you the wumman, Bill! Miss Jen, she aye says ‘the wumman,’ not
‘the la-ady’!” and he took Bill by the right hand and led him forward and back again, then
turned and did a very good “set and turn single.”

Miss Deane nodded, in recognition both of “woman,” and the movement. “But you like
yours best?”’

“Eh, that’s girls’ stooff! Oors is a man’s dance; Miss Jen said so. An’ we hae bells on oor
legs!” and he produced from his pocket rings of small bells strung on elastic, and slipped them
up below his knees.

“I know,” Miss Deane agreed. “I’ve seen men dance your dance; great big men, who had
been soldiers—captains and lieutenants—yes, really!” as they gazed at her open-mouthed.
“They wore lots of bells. Who is Miss Jen? And where do you learn your morris dancing?”’

“At t* Grange. She’s—aw, she’s joost oor Miss Jen! She larns us in t* big kitchen, and t’
policeman he plays t” music for us,” Bill volunteered.

“Us’ll be la-ate!” Tom had caught sight of the time on Betty’s wrist-watch. “An’ t’ rain
beant so bad. Coom on, Bill!”

“Mustn’t be late for Miss Jen!” and in spite of more questions from Miss Deane, the boys
fled out into the slackening shower and away down the hill.

“What was it all about, Miss Deane?” Margot and Sara and Tickles spoke as eagerly as
Betty. “You seemed to know!”

“Oh, couldn’t we go after them and see some more?” Babbles hopped on one foot in her
eagerness. “They looked so funny, trying to ‘bash’ one another!”

“We’ll go down to the village, for that’s our way home. The storm’s almost over. [ wonder
where the Grange is?” and Miss Deane’s eyes swept the valley and opposite hill.

“There are chimneys among those trees near the church,” Tickles suggested.

“That might be it. We can ask in the village. The boys were trying to do a morris dance,”
she explained, as they set out. “I learned a little at college. Girls can, and do, dance it well, but
as the boys said, it is really a man’s dance. Bill had got some of the steps quite well, but Tom
was still having difficulties with his hands and feet. I can sympathise; I’ve felt exactly as he
said he did.”

“He said ‘a daft-like fule.”” Tickles mimicked the accent. “Oh, Miss Deane, you
couldn’t!”

“Wait till you try, my dear child! You feel a helpless silly; then suddenly it comes, you
don’t know how; but you find you’re doing the very thing that seemed impossible the day
before.”

“Because you’d practised it, do you mean?” Betty queried.

“Often without practising anything to speak of. It seems to happen in your head first, and
then your hands and feet respond, and obey what your brain has been thinking. It always
seemed so to me, anyway. Would you like to try? I asked Miss Maitland if we could have folk-
dancing, but she suggested waiting till next term, when we go back to town, as you have so
many other interests here.”

“It might be better in the winter,” Betty agreed. “But it would be jolly if you’d teach us,
Miss Deane! Would it be what those boys were doing?”

“Oh, couldn’t we try? Now?” the juniors spoke with one voice.



“I meant country-dances, but we could do some morris too. You could learn the steps and
movements for two or three dances, anyway.”

“Enough to see if we felt daft-like fules?” Sara begged.

Miss Deane laughed. “Children, I ask you to forget that expression. You are not Tom,
remember, nor do you belong to a cowshed on a moor! If I hear it again I will not teach you
anything.”

“We’ll say helpless idiots, then! I guess that’s what Tom meant!” Tickles said easily.
“Would we do enough to feel like that, Miss Deane? Like Tom felt, whatever you call it?”

“You probably would!” Miss Deane laughed. “Here’s the village!” her eyes were scanning
it curiously.

“Oh, isn’t it weird?” Betty exclaimed, and Tickles and the rest awoke to the fact that the
village before them was something of a curiosity.

“Looks as if it had been bought in a box by some kid playing at houses!” Tickles
murmured.

“Or ordered by the yard,” Margot added.

“I think perhaps it was.” Miss Deane’s eyes swept over the waste tract of cleared ground
that filled the bottom of the valley, the unsightly heaps of sand and gravel, the pits and pools
of water, the machinery—cranes and derricks, engines and mills, the narrow lines of light
railway, the bricks and stone stacked up. The engines were not working now; a hooter had
sounded a few minutes before, and the men had streamed away to the village just above.

It was like no village the girls had ever seen. The cottages were all of one pattern, arranged
in neat rows, all with roofs of corrugated iron, with at first glance no individuality to
distinguish them. A nearer view corrected this impression; some had gardens, some had
flowers covering their walls, some looked neglected, some had pretty curtains and others dirty
ones, or none; but from a little distance the effect was of uniformity—exactly, as Tickles had
said, as if some child had built a toy village out of model dwellings all made to one pattern.

“Don’t you see what it is?”” Miss Deane asked.

“It looks hideously dull!” said Tickles, the critic. “I should go crazy if I had to live in it.”

“Villages are usually old and crooked and higgledy-piggledy. This one is so neat and—and
new!” Betty marvelled. “What is it, Miss Deane? Is it something special?”

“Looks like rows of dolls’-houses!” Sara murmured.

“It’s a village of workmen’s dwellings. Don’t you see, girls? It’s quite interesting! The
valley is being turned into a reservoir, like the beautiful one below Rocklands. These are the
cottages put up for the workmen. All this bareness, that looked so queer from above, is the bed
of the reservoir. We’re standing right in the middle of it.”

“QGracious, how funny! But where will they get the water from? There’s only a trickle in
the river!”

“Oh, they’ll get the water all right!” Miss Deane laughed. “They’ll build a big dam right
across the lower end of the valley. If you really want a lecture on the construction of
reservoirs, we may be able to give you one! But just now we’d better hurry on. I’d like a
closer look at the village.”

“I never thought I should walk through a reservoir!” Tickles murmured.

“Oh, there’s a cottage right where the water will have to come! And trees, and an old
bridge, and a cow! Oh, Miss Deane, they’ll be drowned!” Babbles cried in distress.

“I think somebody will manage to save the cow!” Miss Deane laughed. “The water isn’t
coming in to-night, Babs! Perhaps not for years. But the cottage and the bridge will certainly
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be drowned. Sometimes a whole village has to be drowned when a new reservoir is made. But
cities keep growing, and they must have water.”

“I never thought of that,” Margot admitted.

“I’'m sorry for the trees,” said Tickles. “Drowned cottages are bad enough, but trees are
alive! Think of standing there, feeling the water creeping up your trunk, and drowning your
branches one by one!”

“Perhaps the men will cut them down,” Betty suggested.

“That would be better. I hope they will!”

“Oh, isn’t it dull, and all-the-sameish!” Sara wailed, as they reached the village. “I
couldn’t live in a hole like this!”

“It might help, if you had a Miss Jen come along and teach you morris dancing!” Miss
Deane remarked.

“Oh, do you suppose that’s why she does it? I say, she’s a sport, isn’t she?”

“We wanted to ask about the Grange,” and Miss Deane turned into one of the cottages.
The girls pressed after her, eager to see the inside and to hear the answer.

The cottage was clean and well-kept. The woman who came to the door had no trace of
the broad accent of Bill and Tom; she was uneducated, but she was not a Yorkshirewoman.
That, the girls found later, was typical of the workmen’s village; its people were a class by
themselves, drawn from all parts of the country, with no kinship with the neighbourhood.

She answered pleasantly and readily. The Grange?—up on the hill, close to the village and
the old church. The children? For Miss Deane, to draw her on, had remarked tentatively that
there seemed no children about. The woman smiled; the children were all up at the Grange.

“Dancing?” burst from Tickles eagerly. “Does she have them all?”

Down the monotonous, dreary street, with its rows of iron-roofed bungalows, a bicycle
came whirling, and drew up at the gate of the cottage Miss Deane had chosen. A schoolgirl of
seventeen, with two long yellow pigtails, and wearing a very short skirt and a pretty jumper,
sprang from the cycle and ran up the path. She was evidently in a hurry, and Miss Deane and
her girls stood aside. The first words of the woman in the doorway stilled them all into tense,
interested silence.

“Eh, Miss Jen

“Oh, Mrs. Denver! I had to come and tell you myself, for fear you’d get a shock. Your
Archie has gone and turned his ankle; I don’t believe it’s sprained, and we’ve bathed it and
bandaged it. But he’ll have to rest it for a few days; I'll ask the doctor to look at it, just to be
on the safe side. The other boys have borrowed a pushcart in the village, and they’re bringing
him home, but I thought you might get a fright, so I came ahead to tell you. It really wasn’t
anything to do with the dancing,” Jen said indignantly. “If they’d be content with dancing,
nothing would happen to them! But they will go doing gym stunts when I give them time to
rest. I tell them to get their breath, and they go playing leap-frog, or walking on their hands, or
trying to get up without using their arms! The one thing they never do is rest! Archie wasn’t
even pretending to dance when it happened! So you won’t blame the dancing, will you?”

“I will not!” Mrs. Denver said emphatically. “Fine I know Archie, Miss Jen!”

“That’s all right!” Jen laughed. “Thanks awfully for being so nice about it! I'm frightfully
sorry it happened, both for your sake and his, and for my own, for I’m afraid he won’t be able
to dance next Saturday. We’ll ask the doctor, but I think it would be risky. Well, I must fly
back again. I told the children that would be all for to-night, but they’re so keen on it that I
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have to turn them out, and to-night all the village crowd are there too, so there are packs of
them. They’ll be hanging round, hoping for some more.”

As she turned, she came face to face with Miss Deane and the schoolgirls. She had only
seen them vaguely before, in her haste to get her confession made. Now she paused, taken
aback for an instant.

Betty looked imploringly at Miss Deane. This “Miss Jen,” who taught folk-dancing to
whole villages, was of her own age. Betty wanted to speak to her, but felt that a mistress,
being unfortunately present, would expect to take the lead.

Jen waited for no introduction, however; apparently none was needed. Her face lit up, and
she smiled in eager friendship. “Oh! So you’ve discovered Tin Town at last?” said she.

“Help! Do you know who we are?” cried Betty, and the eager juniors crowded round, full
of questions.

Jen laughed. “I’ve seen you on the moor. You come from Rocklands! You’re the school
that takes possession of Mrs. Thorburn’s house every summer; her sister’s school! Mother
knows Mrs. Thorburn, of course.”

“But why have we never seen you before?” Betty asked eagerly. “It’s not our first summer
at Rocklands, by any means!”

“Oh, but I've been away at school! I came home for good last Christmas. I hadn’t nearly
‘finished my education’!” she laughed. “And I didn’t want to leave; I was having far too good
a time. But they needed me at home; I’'m the only girl, and there were things for me to do. I’ve
often seen you when I’ve been out cycling, but of course you’d never notice me. Mother had
promised to take me to call on your Head, so that I could see something of you, but she hasn’t
been very fit, so we’d put it off. I’ve hardly seen a girl since Christmas!—except the Tin Town
crowd. They all come for dancing, but that’s different. I’'m ‘Teacher’ then,” and she laughed.

“Do you teach folk-dancing to the whole village?” Miss Deane asked, with interest.

“And why do you call it Tin Town?” begged Margot.

“Because of the tin roofs, silly! Can’t you see them?” Tickles said scornfully.

“They’re iron. Everybody calls it Tin Town. This isn’t the village! The village is up by the
church, and round our gates—a real old country hamlet”—she laughed at the memories the
word held for her—"hundreds of years old, with gray cottages, and a village pump, and a
forge, and the stocks, and old inns and barns, all complete, in a quaint kind of square round
the church. This place”—they had wandered out to the gate, and she was standing by her cycle
—*“is only two years old. It may be here for another ten years or so, but then it will pack up
and go somewhere else, and we’ll be left with a beautiful new lake in our valley. Isn’t it a
hideously dull place for kiddies to grow up in?”

“And you’ve started folk-dancing, to give them a new interest?”” Miss Deane looked at Jen
with respect.

“To be quite honest, I started it for my own sake, because / was so dull and was missing it
so much! We had a dancing club at school, and I enjoyed it hugely. I thought teaching the
kiddies would be better than nothing. But now I’m fearfully keen, for their sakes as well. I can
see something of what it means to them. And they’re getting quite good! We’re giving our
first show next Saturday, for their parents and friends, in our garden, if it’s fine enough. If you
care to come over, we’ll be awfully pleased to see you,” Jen said hospitably. “I’ll write a note
and ask you properly. Now I must get home. I’'m so glad to have met you at last!”

She sprang on to her cycle and rode away, waving her hand as she turned the corner.



The girls looked at Miss Deane longingly. “What a jolly girl! Oh, do you think we could
come next Saturday?”

“I’ll do what I can. I’d like to come too. But we, too, must get home,” Miss Deane said
briskly. “Now hurry, girls!”

““Miss Jen’ will have had to push her bike!” Margot groaned, as they toiled up the hill.

“Hasn’t it been a satisfying day?” Betty said fervently, as they crossed the moor to
Rocklands. “We’ve explored new moors, and found that valley, and discovered Tin Town, and
made friends with ‘Miss Jen’!”

“And walked in a reservoir.” Tickles added. “And seen cottages that are going to be
drowned!”

“And watched morris danced in a cowshed!” Miss Deane remarked. “A very satisfying
day, I say!”

“And we’ve quite decided to learn that dancing ourselves, as soon as ever we can!”
Babbles spoke for all. “For if a whole village, and all of Tin Town, are keen on it, it must be
jolly!”

“It is jolly!” Miss Deane laughed. “Very well, Babs! I’ll do my best!”



CHAPTER II
THE GIRLS AT ROCKLANDS

Miss Maitland listened with interest to Miss Deane’s account of the incident in the
cowshed and the meeting with Jen Robins.

“I shall be delighted for the girls to make friends with her. As for morris-dancing, it was
after our break in October I had thought we might take that up, with your help. When the
excitements of the country were gone, it might have served a useful purpose. But to-day’s
adventure is likely to hurry matters. If the girls are keen to try, we will certainly encourage
them.”

The juniors were decidedly keen. They were eager to try if they could not do better than
the boys, and during the next few days were always practising morris steps and clapping at
every opportunity, to the amusement of Miss Deane and Betty, and the annoyance of some of
the other girls, who could not make out what they were trying to do.

“We want to see if we feel daft-like fules,” Margot explained, after a careful look for Miss
Deane.

“And we jolly well do,” Sara added. “Your feet go one way and your hands another. It’s
the maddest thing!”

“You look it, anyway,” Fanny retorted. “You look as if you’d all gone crazy.”

“We haven’t,” Babbles assured her. “Miss Deane said we’d feel daft-like—no, helpless
sillies, was what she said! But it comes to the same thing. I like it, though!”

“I think you should wait till we’ve seen the show next Saturday. Then Fanny and Vera and
the rest will know what you’re trying to do,” Betty suggested. “The invitation from Jen has
come; did you know?”’

“Yes, Deany told us she’d asked us all. Isn’t it decent of her? But Deany won’t teach us
any more till we’ve seen a dance right through. She has shown us what they were trying to do;
she said we could begin trying to get our hands and feet to—to do different things, wasn’t it,
Margot?” Tickles appealed to the acknowledged leader of the juniors.

“To work independently, she said,” Margot replied importantly. “Mine won’t do it a bit
well.”

“We can see that!” Teesa said crushingly.

“Wait till you’ve seen Jen’s children dance!” Tickles cried. “I b’lieve you’ll like it, Teesa!
She said they were quite good. I am looking forward to it!”

There was some scepticism among the girls, led by Teesa and Fanny; the very excitement
of the younger girls made that inevitable. There was a tendency, also, to condemn the folk-
dancing as “a kids’ game,” and “a stunt for village infants,” in spite of Betty’s warm interest
and Miss Deane’s stories of the enthusiasm of some of her fellow-students at college. But an
invitation from the only daughter of the Grange was not to be despised, and the seniors looked
forward as eagerly to the outing as any one.

“You don’t know Jen Robins, then?” Betty asked Teesa, as they talked it over on the lawn
one morning, while waiting for Mademoiselle. Classes were held out under the trees whenever
possible.

The question was reasonable, since Teesa might surely have met Jen sometimes in
holidays. This had not happened, however, it appeared. “She’s always been at school,



somewhere in the south, near London. When she has happened to be at home, I haven’t been
here at the right time. Aunty Sheila sometimes goes away at Christmas, and then we don’t
come here. I've never met Jen Robins, though I’ve often heard of her. I want to see her. She’s
grown-up, isn’t she?”

“She’s left school, but she hasn’t got her hair up yet. It’s in two long, thick plaits; she’s
about seventeen. But she doesn’t look like a kid. I’d like to get to know her,” Betty said
warmly.

“Far more use for me to get to know her! I’'m much more likely to have chances of
meeting her later on. You won’t be here after this year,” Teesa pointed out.

“That won’t stop me making friends with a jolly girl, if she’s willing,” Betty said sturdily.

“I guess it doesn’t depend altogether on Teesa whether she’s here much or not!” she said to
herself. “It seems to me that’s Mrs. Thorburn’s business!” but she kept the comment to herself,
and she and Teesa looked forward to the visit to the Grange as eagerly as did the juniors.

“What about the new girl?” Vera, the third of the “Teesa-trio,” leaned across Fanny to ask.
“When is she coming, Betty? What’s been the matter with her? Why is she only coming at
half-term?”

“I only heard about her yesterday!” Teesa’s tone sounded injured. “Been ill, hasn’t she?”

“Matey told me she’d been ill in the Easter hols, and had to go away to the sea for some
weeks,” Betty explained. “So she’s waited for half-term. That’s Monday week, but she’s
coming on Friday, as her father’s travelling up this way and can bring her.”

“Is she a kid? But isn’t she to sleep in our dorm?” Fanny asked indignantly.

“She’s sixteen. That’s hardly a kid. Her sister was at school with Nancy Morrell and Rena
Mackay in London, before they came here, and her folks heard about Rocklands through
Nancy,” Betty explained. “I was talking to Rena yesterday, and she told me.”

“I hope she won’t be conceited and swanky and uppish,” Vera said apprehensively.
“Sixteen’s such a queer age to come to school!”

“We’ll soon sit on her, if she is,” Teesa said grimly. “I guess we’re able for that!”



CHAPTER III
ROSE OF TIN TOWN

“You can’t understand quite what a great occasion this is!” Jen said seriously, as she stood
with Betty McLean, watching two long rows of girls and boys dance “The Butterfly” to the
music of the big gramophone.

Betty and Jen had found much in common, though there were great differences between
them. Betty was a true Scot, both in her delicate colouring and ruddy-golden hair, and in her
shy touch of reserve. From the first she had given fervent admiration to the friendly, happy
English girl, who did not know the meaning of shyness, who shirked nothing and taught
whole villages folk-dancing, who was without a trace of the self-consciousness which had
always troubled Betty. Betty was a month the elder; but Jen’s natural, easy manner made her
seem no longer a schoolgirl, in spite of the long yellow plaits on her shoulders.

The children she had trained were giving their first entertainment. An enthusiastic
audience sat round the lawn in the Grange garden; the schoolgirls had come from Rocklands
to see their first folk-dance show. Jen had received them and led them to good seats, and their
eyes had followed her admiringly as she welcomed other guests, for she wore a dancing frock
of deepest blue, short-skirted and full, with round neck and short sleeves edged with a touch
of deep red, and rosettes to match at the high waist under her arms; her long stockings were
white, and she wore flat black shoes. Was she going to dance with the children?—the girls
wondered eagerly.

“Do you mean because it’s the first time the children have danced to an audience? Were
they nervous?” Betty asked. “You aren’t! Any one can see that!”

“Oh, I'm enjoying it, and so are they! I don’t think they are really nervous, just excited
and fearfully important! They’re almost bursting with the greatness of the occasion. That
wasn’t what I meant, though,” Jen spoke soberly. “This dancing is doing a big thing! A new
person can hardly appreciate the bigness of the thing it has done already. There’s always been
dislike and suspicion between our village, up by the church, and Tin Town, in the valley. Our
people resented the coming of Tin Town; the workmen look down on our country-folks. They
have very little to do with one another; Tin Town is provided with almost everything—school,
mission church and hall, two or three general shops, cricket ground, even a little hospital and
isolation ward. They’re quite independent of the village, and better off than our people, in
many ways. Our folks resented that, too; they hoped the coming of the ‘works’ would mean
more business for them. It hasn’t made much difference, and they’ve no reason to love the Tin
Towners. So there has been a coolness between the village and the Town. Among the children,
it had grown almost into a feud; you know what kiddies are! The boys of both sets hid behind
dykes and flung stones and mud at the others; the girls called one another names. Well!” Jen
said dramatically. “Look at that lawn! Little village kids dancing with little Tin Town! Big
village fellows in a morris side with Tin Town chaps! Big girls from Tin Town partners with
big boys from the village! And all the parents of both sets looking on, all as happy as they can
be!”

“It’s an awfully jolly thing to have seen happen!” Betty said warmly. “Just exactly how did
you do it?”



“Oh, I asked if they’d like to give a show. I had to have separate classes, of course; they
wouldn’t mix. They were all keen, so I pointed out that neither set could do enough dances for
a whole afternoon, and that each crowd had some to show that the others hadn’t; I’d seen to
that! The girls from Tin Town were crazy to do ‘If All the World were Paper’; they said, quite
rightly, that we must have that because it’s the only one you sing to. But the kiddies wanted to
show ‘Sweet Kate’; and both sets of boys wanted the other boys to see their picked morris
team! So I proposed a practice of all the dancers of the two villages, and gave them tea, and
before the evening was out they were getting over the shock and quite inclined to make
friends. They all tried fearfully hard to impress the other lot, fortunately with good results.
The village liked the Tin Town dances, and the Tin Towners loved to see the village kids. So
then I knew I’d got them! I sent out invitations to both sets of grown-ups, and here they all
are, fearfully pleased to see their kiddies dancing, and with no time to think about their private
squabbles! I always think that in real folk-dancing you enjoy yourself so much that you’ve
simply no time for thinking about yourself.”

“It sounds very jolly,” Betty said wistfully. “We’re very keen to have a shot at it. You must
feel awfully bucked to think you’ve made two villages friendly instead of deadly enemies!”

“I didn’t do it!”” Jen laughed. “The dancing did the trick! I just set it going, and then stood
back and watched.”

The children had come dancing out on to the cleared lawn in a long procession, boys in
flannels leading girls in coloured frocks or gay pinafores; they had circled the lawn to the
music of the “Helston Furry Dance,” then at Jen’s signal had made lines for “The Butterfly,”
and the pretty stars and arches, and the sudden change to jolly skipping round and round, as
the couples swung out and changed places, had delighted the parents under the trees. The
skipping was boisterous, but very hearty, and the enjoyment of every dancing child was
unmistakable.

“They’d better rest,” and Jen called “Last time.” “They’d go on till they dropped. They
wanted fearfully badly to dress up!” she laughed to Betty. “Wanted to be milkmaids and
shepherdesses, and have long frocks that they’d have to hold up, and all that kind of rot. I had
to be awfully stern!”

“They look very nice as they are. I'm sure they couldn’t have looked any nicer!”

“Oh, I couldn’t have had them in fancy dress! We never did at school; just loose bright
frocks, you know. They wouldn’t have felt natural dressed up, and I did want them to do it
naturally, just enjoying the dancing for its own sake, without the feeling of showing off. We’re
only letting