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A Magniticent Story, dealing with the Adventures of
& Tom Merry & Co, of St, Jim's, and Their Girl Chum.

‘s, . By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

CHAPTER 1.
OfFf t> 8chool.

ETHEL CLEVELAND stoed in the open doorway, looking out. ©

- ¥

There was a touch of frost in the air; the wind was crisp and
keen. It brought the colour into Ethel's cheeks.  Shel made a
charming picture as she stood there, framed in the doeorway, though she
was quite unaware of the fact—a picture of bright English girlhood, Witk
bright eyes, soft round cheeks, and lithe graceful figure. ” T
ut there was a shade of seriousness upon the young girl’s trow. Fthel
was leaving home—leaving for school. She wae waiting there for the
vehicle that was to convey her to the station.

She looked as she felt, serious and thoughtful. Her lines had hitherto
fallen in cheerful places—her young iife had been a happy one—mnot that she
had been wholly without troubles. Her father's death—she could faintly
remember that—and of late her mother's ill-health, had cast a shadow upcn
the-house. But, happy or mot, the old life was ending now—ending to-day.
Her mother had been ordered abroad for her health, and Ethel was going

.tu o boarding school.

A new life, full of possibilities, lay before her. What would St. Freda’s
he like? What would the girls be like, and Miss Penlold, the principal?
Would she be anything like little Miss Prymné, the governess who had
hithertor had the charge of Ethel’s education? Ii so, the girl thought,
with a smile, she would get on very well at St. Freda’s. Tor little Miss
Prynne was Ethel’s devoted slave, and everything that Ethel did was right

‘in her eyes, and had mot Ethel been really a sensible and willing pupil,

her education would have heen in a parlous state.

Mre. Cleveland was gone—she had left for the South the day hefore,
There was nothing now to hold Ethel to her home, and she was anxious
to leave for St. a’s. Miss Prynne was to take her there--or, rather,
a8 a matter of fact, Ethel would take Miss Prynne there, for Ethel was
always the guiding mind of the two.
., What would St. Freda's he like? .

Ethel knew girls who were at hoarding-school, but she had only a vague
idea what they were like, and at St.'Freda’s she did not know a soul. As
a matter of fact, Ethel knew more of hoys' schools than of irls’ s
for she had u vousin at a public school Sussex, auld had often visited
St. Jim's for the cricket and football atches--when Arthur Augustus
D Arey, her cousin, had very proudly walked his preity cousin round the
old school, and shown her off to the admiring and enviou: eves of the
other fellows. as “* Cousin et to a great many boy chumas
al St. Jim's. Freda’s were like St Jim's, she would like it
immensely: but— A
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., WWhat would it bo like?
Ethel!”

., Bthel, absorbed in her thoughts, did not hear the small, piping voice.
$he was Iooking out into the garden, deep in a reverie.

" 4" Fthel!

Little Miss Prynne came along the hall, and Ethel started, and looked

‘wigound. Miss Prynme was fair and forty, if not fat, and she was about the

sizé of her pupil. Miss Prynne looked very {:rim and. neat and orderly.
She had a little bag in her hand, and a carefully-rolled umbrella hooked on
her arm. There was a sound of wheels ontside just as Miss Pryome came
to the door. i
*“ Are you qguite ready, Ethel?”
irl n.ogded.

i ngl’t-: ready, dear.” 3 . s
«*“Hero is the trap. James, pray bo very careful with theee boxes—
"especi; with the hat-box.”’

u E‘?:o minutes more, and the trap was bowling down the lane, and the
wind was blowing Cousin Ethel’s fair curls back from her face, , and
bringing:; scarlet into her cheeks.

‘8, eyea sparkled.

Bat "dfxrits were not high. There was a slight clond on the fair
brow, a elight drooping of the pretty little mouth.
Ethal s feeling lonely.

Bhe ‘going out into a new world—alone, If only she had had some
eomptmiun—ifumeone with whom to exchange conjectures ard .confidences!
There was Miss Prynne,. but Miss Pryne, although kindness itself, was not
exactly the confidante that Ithel wanted. Miss Prynne’s conversational
abilities extended very little beyond ** Yes, dear,” and ** No, dear.”

Ethel thought of her cousin Arthur. He had told her that he would get
leave from St. Jim's if he could, and see her on the journey to St. Freda’s.
But evidently hoe had not been able to come. : ’

Ethel sat.very silent.

Miss Prynne, who was in a state of mental perturbation, wondering
whether her hat-pins were fastened securely enough to resist the stromg wind,
was not in a mood for conversation, either. .

In the lane, a lad in unmiform was plodding along slowly towards Cieve-
}nndt_Loiilge. He stopped at sight of the trap, and began waving his arms
rantically.

It was the telegraph-boy from the village. The trap stopped at cnce.

The lad came up to the side of the vehicle, touching his cap. He had g
telegram in his hand. :

‘“ For Miss Cleveland, mum.”

Cousin Ethel took the telegram.

The colour wavered.in her cheek for a moment. The thought was in her
mind that it might be from her mother—that it might mean that something
was wrong.

She opened it hastily. :

Then, as her eye ran quickly over the messa on the strip of T
within, she smiled. Miss rynne was looking at E:r anxiously, R P

‘“ What is it, Ethel dear:”’

Ethel laughed.

“It’s from Arthur—the dear boy !’

She handed the telegram to Miss Prynne. ‘The little governess ju
her black-rimmed glaais, and.read : Boyemee ndfuated

*
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““ Dear Ethel,—I've ot leave, and I skall be at Wayland Junction to mezt
fou. Look ont for me.—AnTave.” E

It was from Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of the Fourth Form at St, Jim's.
Miss Prynne smiled. EEl
‘It is very kind and thoughtful of him, Ethel dear.’”

“* Yes, isn’t itp”’ i

Tho trap bowled on again.

Cousin ELithel’s face was brighter now, and her eyes wero sparkling. She
looked wvery cheerful when she tocok her seat in the train, with Mise
Prynne opposite.

And as the train approached Wayland Junction, needless to say, Cous's
Ethel was lookin% out of the window, and as soon as the train entered the
station, she caught sight ot a group of juniors standing on the platform. 3

—

u CHAPTER 2.
i T Cousin Arthur.

o AT Jove!™
5 ‘“ Hallo!””
i ““ That’s the twain1**

It was Arthur Augustus D'Arcy who spoke. Arthur Augustus, the sweil -
of the Fourth Form of St. Jim's, was looking a perfect picture. Nothing
could have exceeded the clegance of the cut of his Ftons, unless it was
the beautiful pattern of his waistcoat, or the glossiness of his silk hat.
From his natty boots to his gold-rimmed eyeglass, Arthur Augustus D'Arcy
was elegance itself. The two other fellows wore school caps, which showed,
off D’Arcy’s glos;p to) r to the best advantage.

The two were Tom Merry of the Shell I'orm and Figgins of the Fourth. -

There were many jumiors at St. Jim's who had been cager to come, and -
Arthur Augustus, fo 'do him justice, was willing to bring them. But only two.
had been able to obtain leave, and those two were Tom Merry and Figgins.

Tom Merry looked very handsome amd tidy, as he usually .did: hut
Figgins was more than unsually elegant. Figeins was, as a rule, careless
inlggis dress, and his neckties had alwnys offended the vision of Arthur
Augustus. But on an oceasion like thisx, Figgins could come out strong.
Figgins was in his Sunday best, and his necktie was only a little on one
side, and his boots shone with a' pélish ulinost as aggressive as that of
D’Arey’s silk hat.

Figgins had hesitated, long hetween a cap cnd a topper, and finally,
tlig others being impatient. had rushed off in a cap. He pleaded in anewer
10 D’Arcy’s remarks on the subject, that it was more comiortable, and that
-Mise Cleveland would not he in the least likely to notice what he was
wdiging. An argument at which Arthur Augustus took the liberty of
sniffing.

As %ln-. train camo into the station, Figgine turned pink. and then
crimson. He canght Tom Merry hv the shoulder, and the Shell fellow turned
and looked at him, with considerable surprize as he noted the changing hues

Piggins’ countenance. 1
f Hallo!* Anything np?"’ ho asked.
@ I was going to—to ask you LA
4 Go nhead!™ ¢
/*“ Te my necktie quite stroight?**
Tom Merry grinned

i
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“ Well, about as straight as it alwave is,” he repli'ed

Is it on one side?’” | R .

“ Yes;  I'm afraid it ‘is, a- little,” said Tom Merry, cocking his eye

thoughtfully at the mecktie. :

“ Well, which side? Quick, the train’s coming in!”

« Toft.” . ) -

" Tiggins put up his hand to his mecktie, and gave it a drag to the
right. .

““Is that all tight?"” he asked hastily.

““ Ha, ha! Yes.”

“Bai Jove. it’s all wight, and no mistake,” said Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy, turning his gold-rimmed monocle upon the mnecktie. . '* Wathah
too much wight, I should say.”’ .
o=+ * Too much to the right?* asked TFiggins amxiously.
£, * Yaas, wathah!"

{Figgins gave the troublesome necktie a drag back to the left, and it
cajne undone, and the ends streamed out in his hand.

“ THa, ha: ha!” 2
gins glared.
ou cackling duffers——"*

“$mHa, ha, ha!”
“Look here 22 ¥

“ Sowwy! I’ve got to leok altah my cm\sin,-" said D’Arecy.
‘And he’ stepped towards the train, which had now stopped alongside the
platform.

Cousin Ethel was waiving her hand from the window.

The three juniors lifted hat and caps, and ran towards the carriage.
FPiggins made a hasty effort to clutch his necktie into place, but naturally
without success. Tom Merry tore open the door of the carriage, but it was
Arthur Augustus who extended a graceful hand to assist the ladies to alight.

Cousin Ethel smiled brightly at the juniors.

i ";’. am so glad to meet you here!” she said softly. *““I was feeling very
lonely.*” g

£ &'hs pleasuah js on our side, deah boy—I mean, deah girl,”” said Arthur

Augustus. “ With your permish, we are goin’ to see you as far as St.

I'weda’s.””

‘“ Have you leave for so long?’

“ Yaas, wathah!”"

*“Then I shall be delighted, of course!”” -

" It]:glll be ripping,” said Figgins cagerly, as-Consin Ethel’s glance turned
upon him.

pThem he coloured to the hue of a lLeetroot. His necktie was stresming
over his waistcoat, and Cousin Ethel's eye had involuntarily rested upon it.

‘¢ A—a slight accident,”” murmured Figgins. ** I—I——'" i

** Tt was so kind of you to come and meet me,” said Cousin. Ethel, appa-
rently not noticing Figgins' confusion, and thereby putting him once more
at his ease. ‘° T think my hoxes ought to be taken out of the luggage-van."*

“T'll see to it!"" exclaimed Figgina eagerly.

And he rushed off.

The boxes were already on the platform, and the train was ahout t
move on. Flg¥1ns paused where the boxes lay to tie his mecktie. In tll:
looking-glass of an antomatic machine he got it straight at last. b

Cousin Ethel had to change trains at Wayland, and ‘she had to wait ten

' minutes. Figgine saw the boxes placed upon a trolley arnd trundled off

’ B '
L

* Oh, come,”” said Figgins warmly, * you might tell a chap how it looks!

1

[
|
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-ah'g'mnther platform for the St, Freda’'s train, and then he returned to the

Toup.
‘B' !l\:pm Merry had lifted o little bag out of the carriage, and an umbrella
‘neatly folded. Arthur Augustus D’ircy stretched out his hand for them.
B ank you, Tom Mewwy!" 3
" Nothing to thank me for,”” said Tom Merry blandly.
# I am poin’ to cawwy them.”
| %" Rate!” sgid Tom in an undertone, Cousin Ethel being for a moment
oooupied in helping Miss Pryune to adjust her veil, and having no eye for
| juniors.
%Ajnhur Augustus jammed his monocle into his eye. and stared frigidly
at his companion.
"7 Weally, Tom Mewwy——""
‘*More rats!’’ . ) .
=1 am goin’ to cawwy my cousin’s bag and umbwella I**
. You're jolly well not!"”
“ 71 insist—"" 5
# ¥You can jolly well insist until you're black in the face!" said Tom
rry warmly. *° But I'm jolly well going to carry them, so there!”
Look here, Tom Mewwy. e =
‘' Secat!” 4
¢ T wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort! I'm goin’ to cawwy that bag, and
insist upon your immediate handin’ it ovah to me!"”

f Rubbish !"*
¢ I decline to have any wemarks chawactewised as wubbish. I should
t -

sawwy to have to thwash you in the pwesence of a lady, bu
You'd be jolly sorry for yourself if you began!” -

here, you boundah——""

Look here, you ass—-""

‘Give me that bag!”

“ Rats !’
“Arthur Augustus took hold of the bag. Tom Merry did not let go. Tt
ooked like a tug-of-war for a moment.
“ I twust, Tom Mewwy, that you will not attwact Ethel's attention by
scene of unseemly dispute,’” eaid Arthur Augustus. " L
v, Mge

I'm going to carry this bag.””
‘Pway don’t be an obstinate ass!™ i
Arthur Augustus gave a jerk. Tom Merry gave a jerk, tco, and jerked the
away from the grasp of Arthur Augustus. The swell of St. Jim’s gave
a wrathful glare through his eyeglass. K ) )
You uttah wottah——""
il

Ve
usin Ethel was looking round. )
rhaps she had canght a tome of the sgrpmssed but wrathful voices.
iss Prynne gave a sudden cry.

5 train was gliding out of the station, and

Your bag, dear?” said Ethel.
Yes. dear! I have left it in the carriage—and my umbrella!”
Oh, mo, you haven’t!” exclaimed Cousin Ethel. * Tom has them—see?”
‘Miss Prynno gave a little gasp of relief.
¥ Oh, thank you so much, my dear boy! You shail carry them, if you
How very thoughtful of you to take them out of the carriages’”
'om Merry looked at Miss Prynne, and then at the bag and umbrella
& had burdened himself with. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy semiled into space.
You can have ithem if you like,”” murmured Tom Merry; sotto voce.
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D’Arcy shook his head.

* Not at all, deah boy. I wouldn’t wob you for anythin

b here——"" "
“I wouldn’t depwive you of the pleasnah of cawwyin’ Miss Pwynne’s

bag and umbwella for worlds, deah boy!”" Arthur Aupustus assured him.
And he emilingly escorted the two ladies along the platform, while Tom

Merry followed with the bag aud the umbrella.

v

CHAPTER 3.
The Escort.

\
RTHUR AUQUSTUS D'ARCY looked at his watch,
A * There's anothah seven minutes before your twain goes, Iithel,”
he remarked, ** and it’s not in the station yet. I wathah think that |

;the huffet is the cowwect capah.’”

1 Figgins, joining them. ** Miss Cleveland inust he

 Yes, rather!” v I
I remember the time 1 first went to school. 1 was awfully

ywiully hungry.

Cousin Ethel smiled. . l

* Perhaps I could eat a hun,’” she asaid imeditatively. 1

“ This way, deah hoy—T mean, deah gal!"” said D*Arcy.

And he led the way. |

Tn a minute more Cousin Ethel and Miss Prynne were sitting at a little
tahle, upon which a griuning waiter deposited pile-aiter pile of pastry
of the most indigestible appearance.

In the innocence of their hearts the juniors wanted to comfoit Ethel as
they themselves might have been comforted.

It Tothel had eaten a tenth part of what was affectionately” pressed upon
her,” Miss Penfold would certainly have received an invalid at St. Freda’'s
that day.

But Ethel didn’t. .

. Bhe smilingly accepted cake and tart, and mnibbled, thus pleasing the
juniors ‘withou* incurrink any serious consequences to herself.

Miss Prynfie accepted a little dry toast, astounding the boys thereby.
How anybody counld eat dry toast when there were jam-trats in arundance
was n problem that Tom Merry and Co. did not attempt to solve.

< Amother tart, Miss Etlel?” said Figgins.

Ethel laughed.

“* No, thank you, Figgine!™

“ A cream-pufi?’’

* Oh, no!” :

* Bettah tw{ these eweam-tarts,’”” said D'Arey. *“ I can assure sou that
they are weally wippin’."” -

““Thank you, no!’’

€ MThen I'll teil the waitah to bwing some iccs.’””

* Just one ice,”” said Tom Merry.

And Cousin Ethel assented.

 Well, just cne.”” '

The ices were disposed of, and there was a clatter in the station as the
train camo in. y 2

Figgins teok a last surreptitiona look into a mirror to ascertzin {hat hi:
t thi huffet
Tom Merry found corner seats in n first-cluse o

inge for Cousin Ethel
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and Miss Prynne, and they were safely dispored there, and the famous bag
and umhbrella were restored to the little governess. ’
The three juniors entered the carriage, and Figgins closed the door and

| stood -against it with the amiable intention of keeping all other passengers

out.

A paseenger or two tried the door., and found it fast, and passed on to
the next carriage. Then a somewhat stately-tooking dame, dressed very
quietly in dark ‘grey, put up her hand to the door, and Figgins hesitated.
It was a “ lark "’ to keep men out of the carriage, perhaps, but with a
lady it was different.

Cousin Ethel touched Figgins on the sleeve. "

It was enough. -

Figgins pushed open the door, and stepped hack for the lady to enter.

The lady in grey stepped in, and glanced at the girl and the juniors
with 8 most kindly expression upon her kind face. .- .

‘* Thank vou!” the said, in a very pleasant voice.

She sat down in the farther cormer of the carriage.

Figgins closed the door again, and the train rolled out of the station.
Except for thoe lady in grey, the party had the carriage to themeelves.

““ Well. this is wather jollay!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. = If T
wemembah c¢owweetly, we have a half-hour’s wun to St. Fweda’s. It will be
wippin® havin' you for a neighbah at school, Ethel ! .

* Yes, won’t it?'' said the girl brightly.

““ We ought to get up a footah match, or somethin,” Arthur Augustus
remarked. T suppose we shall see you pwetty often, you know. o you
know what the pwincipal is like?”

°* Miss Pe.nfolg? No: I have never seen her,”” said Ethel thoughtfully.
“ But I have heard that she is very kind and good.”” ;

“Good! I su[;pme she will wegard it as the pwopah capah for your
cousin to come oah and see you pwetty often?’”

Cousin Ethel langhed.

I don't know.”

“ I shall wegard it as my dutay to keep an eye on you, you see,”’
explained Arthur Augustus,” in the most Fnther!y manner. ** As the
eldah——"*

““ But you are only a few wecks older than I am, Arthur.’

““That is a twiflin’ mattah. Yon must wemembah that boys have so
riuch” more expewience and knowledge of the world than gals,”” eaid
D'Arey. “T don’t want to blow my own twumpet, of course, but I am
genewally considahed a fellah of tact and judgment. I look aftah all these
chaps at St. Jim’s.” .

“ My hat!"’ said Tom Merry.

“* Weally, Mewwy——"*

““ Tt's a little weakness of Gussy’s to imagine that he looks after peaple,”
explained Figgius. ' ** As a matter of fact, he’s n trial to us!"

“ Weally, Figging—" S

Cousin Ethel smiled. She knew the little ways of her elegant cousin
very well, As a matter of fact, Ethel was far maore capaile of looking
after Arthur Augustus than the swell of St. Jim’s was of looking after
her. But Ethel was far too tactful to ever allow D’Arcy to: diecover the
fact. Arthur Augustus was a nice bey, and Ethel wouldn’t have wounded
him for worlds. -

‘" As your eldah,’” resumed D’Arcy, ““ I should wegard it as my dutay to
leok affah you. And as your matah is now abwoad, I think it doubly my




8 COUSIN ETHEL'S SCHOOLDAYS.

dutay to keep an eye an you, you know. In any time of stwess and twouble,
I twust you will come to me for advice.”” .

“ Oh, ‘of course!”’ . x )

“ I should always be happay to place my expewience at your service,’
said D’Arcy. ‘T know a lot of d es, too, about school, that I can put
you up to. I wondah if you gals evah go in for japes?” i

*“ For w-w-what?"* .

¢ Japes—jokes, you know—pwactical jokes. Now, if Miss Penfold ‘turns
out to be a boundah—I mean, if you don't likc her, you know, and she
is down on you-—I should wecommend you to give her a high old time.’’

The lady in grey in‘the farther cormer of the carriage leoked curiously
at Arthur Aungustus, as if greatly interested in his remark, out the swetl
of 8t. Jim’s did not observe it.

““ You could put jumpin’ cwackahs in her desk,’” said D’Arcy thoughtfully,
““ or it would be a good idezh to put some wats in her hatbox !~

‘“ Arthur !’ i

““ Yaas; that would be jollay good. Of course, I shouldn’t play a twick
like that on a lady, as it would be unchivalwous in a gentleman to do any-
thin’ of the sort, but 1 suppose you wegard a mistwess as we wegard a
msst:‘.h—gs an object to be japed as much as poss.’” i
“ Ha, ha!”’

“ You see, Ethel-—"* '

“I don’t thiplk I shall indulge in many japes at school, as you call
them,”” said Ethel demurely. *“ 1 think, perhaps, jokes of that kind are
more suitable for boys’ school. I cannot imugine myself putting rats in a
hatbox, for instance.”” i

““ It’s wathah a good ideah, though, if the pwincipal is a boundah!"”

“ I am sure Miss Penfold will not be a bounder.’”

The lady in grey smil¢d, and was about to speak apparently, for she
moved her lips, but she changed her mind and remained silent.

The conversation turned to other subjects, and the juniors chatted
cheerily with Cousin Ethel as the train swept on towards King’s Burford,
the station for St. Freda’s.

It seemed to the party a very short time before the station was reached.

The train stopped at last. L

Arthur Augustus assistcd his cousin to alight, and Figgins—who was
always more useful than ornamental--rushed off to see to Su: luggage.

The lady in grey descended, too, and disappeared while the juniors were
Elmi-(ing Ethel and Miss Prynne and their various belongings in the station

ack. §

““ Everythin’ on board!" said Arthur Augustus. “° All wight, Ethel?”

““ Yes; all right, I think!” said Ethel cheerily. # 3
FI:]; '}‘!llen I suppose it's good-bye. We shall sec you on the first half-holiday,
Sthel I'* ¥ . i

‘“ Oh, yes, do!"’

“ Nothin’ you want to ask my adviee about before you go?**

*“ No, T think not,”” smiled Ethel.

“ Vewy well.””

And Ethel shook hards with the juniors oue after another, and then the
;hrele lads stood in a row, hat or cap in hand, as the hack drove off to St
“reda’s.

Cousin Ethel looked back, and waved her hand, till the hack passed a
c‘urlv:: in the road, and the station and the three juniors disappeared from
siorht. E

Arthar Augustus henved a sizh.
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L9 It's wuff on FEthel goin’ to a mew school alone,’’ he remarked. 1
efiembah the time I first came to St. Jim’s. You fellahs chipped me
wottenly. Tom Mewwy wasn’t there then, but the othah boundahs were
Vi chippin®.’”

’; ;But you go about asking for it,” said Figgins. ‘* Now, anybody but
ah idiot would like Cousin Hihel at once, at first sight.”

"‘?‘ Yes, rather!”.said Tom Merry heartily.
sArthur Augustus nodded.
Wi Yans, wathah! I suppose you're wight as wegards Cousin Ethel.”
nd the three juniors went back into the station to catch their train bael,
Cousin Ethel’s fuce was very bright as the rickety old vehicle rattled
lang the leafy lane towards St. Freda’s. : %
The meeting’ with the junior of St. Jim's had cheered her greatly.
/ Bhe did nmot know what St. Freda’s would be like, and she was a little
uncertain how she would like it—but, at all events, she had kind frieuds
‘nat far away—and that was o comfort.

.. The hack drove up to the great stone gateway of St. Freda’s, and up the
@rive to the great stone house, and stopped. :
;/Cousin’ Ethel had arrived at her new home.

CHAPTER 4,
’ A Surprise,
IS8 TYRRELY, the second mistress at St. Freda's, received FEthel
Cleveland. Morning classes were still going on, and Ethel caught a
hum of voices from the big school-room as she came in. Miss
Tyrrell was a slim, dark-complexioned lady, with a keen eye, and a clear,
Elisiye voice, hut her look was kindly as she greeted the new pupil. She

plained to Ethel that Miss Penfold, the prinecipal, had been out for some
#ime, had only just returned, and would come down shortly. Then she
réturned to her duties, leaving Ethel and Miss Prynne to wait till Miss
Penfold came down. 1t was Miss Prynne’s duty to deliver Ethel safe and
ound into the principal’s hands before she left her. And Ethel was glad
dor her to stuy as long as possible—the only familiar face amid strunge
rroundings. :
Ethel sat by a window, looking out into a garden fresh and bright even
winter. BSt. Freda’s was a handsome building of grey stone, standing
wide and sweeping grounds. Ethel caught sight of a tennis lnwn in the
ance, with noble elms growing beyond. A gravel path ran under the
ench windows of Miss Penfold’s drawing-room, and along it, as Ethel
goked out, came a girlish figure.

It was that of a girl of about Ethel’s own age, but as dark as Ethel was
fair, with large dark eyves and red, peouting lips. The lips iere pout-
g very much just now, and there was a wrinkle of anger in the youthful
orehead, and the eyes werc very bright. !

The girl passcd under the windows, unconscious of the glance upon her

m within, and disappeared round a curve of the building. -
~EBEthel wondered who she was. It was evidently one of the pupils of St.
da’s, and equally evident one who was not ¢ cactly equable in temper.
(Ethel was still thinking of the pretty. passionate dark face, when the

r opened, and she turned from the window. %

A lady in grey entered the rcom,
Ethel gave a little start of surprise.
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It was the lady in grey of the railway-carringe—her travelling companion
from Wayland Junction. A

It did not oceur to Ethel for a moment who she was, the thought coming
into her mind that this was doubtless the relative of some pupil of St.
Freda’s. A

The lady in grey came directly towards her, a slight smile upon her calm, |
clear-cut face. 1
< Ni

Miss Cleveland,” she said, ** and Miss Prynne?’’ b
** Yes,”” said Ethel wonderingly. !
““T am Miss Penfold.” {
Ethel blushed. |
** Dear me!” said Miss Prynne. .
““ I hope you will like St Freda’'s,”” went on Miss Penfold. “‘Tt was your
cousin, 1 think, who was giving you good ,advice in the train?” I
** Yes,”” stammered Ethel. "
““ He seemed to have some apprehension that the principal of St. Freda’s
would turn out to be what he calls a bounder ™"
COR1 i
aid Miss Penfold, with a smile.

““ I think we shall get along very well,” sa

“I—T am sure of it!”" stammered Bthel, *‘ I—I am sorry p

“ Not at all! Master D’Arcy is more nccustomed to boys’ schools than |
to girls’ schools, naturally, and he is not aware that jumping erackers in =
hatbox would be a little out of place at St. Freda’s.”

*“ Dear me!” said Miss Prynne.

““ But you have had a long journey,'” said Miss Penfold. ** You mus!
have a little refreshment, and then go to your room to rest until dinner
The pupils dine at one o’clock here, and then you will have an opportunity
of seeing something of your new companions.”” 1

Ten minutes later Miss Prynne had tnken her leave, with a little tear
on either check ax she parted with her charge, and Ethel threw her arms |
rountd the little governess’s neck, and hugged her affectionately ere shc
went.

Then she was left alone in her new home.

The gulot-voimd. neatly dressed maid showed her up to her room.

The dormitory at St. Freda’s was divided into a series of cubicles, small
but very cosy, so that each girl had an apartment to herself, but the whole
of them were open to the glance of anyone passing along the dormitory.

Fthel was a little tired, but more excited. Miss Penfold had reécom-
mended her to lie down until dinner, but she did not feel inclined to do so.
After removing the signs of travel. she walked along the row of neat little
cubicles to the large window at the end of the great room, and looked out
into the grounds. She was thinking of the dark, passionate face of the
girl she had seen in the garden, and wondering who she was. '

A footstep behind her made her turn her head. .

Ethel uttered a little exclamation. .

It was the girl she was thinking about who stood before her; regarding
her with an attentive and interested gaze. FrELe ) -

““ So you are the new girl?'” -

The stranger spoke abruptly. e

Although she wns certainly not more than fiffeen vears old, she had
already assumed n manner fowards Ethel as if she were ten years older
than the néw girl. : I

Ethel nodded.

“* Yes,”” she said a little timidly.

€ You are Ethel Cleveland?®*
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o ' ¥ou w.u gel on here,"” said the dark girl abruptly.

'{' ‘And_there was something like a sneer on the red lips.

* % I hope so,”” said Ethel. -
1,*“ Oh, you are sure to! You are the kind of girl that Miss Pentold wiil
ike. You will like the school and Miss Penfold. Bah ! The girl made a
passionate gesture. ** I hate it!

1.

CHAPTER 5.
_ A Strange Schocimato.
THEL started. 5
* Why do you hate it?" she said.
* Oh, it is dull here, and the fll]S“-‘—- I don’t like them, either,
l‘ they don’t like me! I shall not like you, for that matter! s replied
olores.
Ethel could not hclp smiling. The dark girl was certainly not wanting
candour.
The other looked at her guickly. '
“* Why are you [au‘g,hlug
J—~+ You see—--"
f I thought you might be a girl I could like,”’ said the other. ** That is
T came to see .“fnu——to see what you were hke. But you are the same
"a:lEl' the o?:l,wrs You have no esprit, any more than they have!””
= But—-
“* You will be like all the rest. You will say, © Yes, Miss Penfold,” and
I\o, \Ilss I’cnl.‘old and © Good gracious, Miss Penfold!” and the rest.””

o Oh dun t interrupt me! I suppose you are joining the classes this

Mfternmoon? You will find them deadly dull, of courte: but I have no doubt

ou will like it all.”’

I shall like St. Freda's if T can, of course,”” said Ethel. * But are you

inha py ‘here®

g I look happv”" said the'girl. ** Besides, I am in disgrace now."

<< 0}1. I am sorry !’ 5
Cey don’t, see why you should be sorry, as T am a stranger to you. You

0 not know wy name. I am Dolores Pelham.”

'_ ** Dolores?””

+*“ Yes. It is a bpann:h name; my mother was Spanish,” said the girl

¢ ° It is a pretty name.””
i There was a sound of a voice calling in the passage. Tt was a thin, pip«
z voice, which Ethel did not like.
** Dolores! Dolores! .
| 'The owner of the name did not even turn her head. She must have heard,
b tlshe took ‘)lm notice w];lntever of the call.

1“1 am in disgrace,”’ she resumed, taking a seat in the window beside
hel, and leaning her dark head on lher hand. ** But I am always in dis-
e 3" gt n;at?;k d Ethel,

¢ And what is wrong?”* e thel, feeling that she ought to show some
hterest in the matter, and indeed feeling some, for the daiL wayward girl
'rﬂnge.ly interested her.

Dolores gave a ellghf. shrug
* I wag impertinent to Miss Tyrrell,
h, dear!':
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“T told her I hated lessons!'' said Dolores, ** She told me I had better
take a wall in the garden. [ have been walking in the garden, and I am
sick of it!”

““1 saw you there,”” said Ethel.

“* Oh, you saw me! Where were you®"’

““In the drawing-room, waiting for Miss Penfold to come down.”

“Oh! Do vou know, T have been very curious, ever since I heard that a
new girl was coming to St. Freda's, 1o see you?” -3

“ I hope you are not disappointed?’”

“ Frankly, T am! T don’t think T shall like vou, as Y said !’

“ Well, vever mind,”” said Ethel calmly. “ Perhaps you will grow to
Tike me better, and if you don’t, there will be no uecé for .you to speak to
e, will there?™” &

Dolores looked a little puzzled at the matter-of-fact remark. b

There was a moment'’s silence, and the piping veice was heard from /thé
paszage ag H Y

““ Dolores!"’

“* Someone is calling yon, I think,’: ventured Ethel. o

‘The Spanish girl nodded. i

** Oh, it is only Enid!™”

* Enid?”’ ! . et

* Yes; Euid Craveir. T suppose Miss Tyrrell has sent her to lopk -for
me, s I have not returned to the :chool-room,” Wi

*“ Ilad you mot better go®”’

“ Are you tired of my company, then®"* o .

“ No,”” said Ethel, puzzled to know quite what ta say to the wayward
givl; ““ but surely Miss Tyrrell will be angry if you do not return.”” 2

** Oh, she is always angry with me !’ .
© * But you give her cause, if you are disobedient.™

Dolores shrugged her shoulders in her curious foreign way. g

“ Oh, Isee! I was quite right. You are one of those thoroughly English
girl:'-’who never do anything that is not quite correct. I shall dislike

ou ! . ’ E

“ Oh, please don't! But p2

£* Dolores!"" y i

4 girl came into the corridor by the row of cubicles, and came along #
towuards the window, catching sight of the two girls in the window-seat.
Dolores made a gesture of repugnance; and indeed Ethel did not like the |
look of the girl. It was e.vident.rl'y the Enid Craven Dolores had spoken of. |
She was a ehort, pale-complexioned girl, with eyes that had a quick, bird-
like look in them and a mincing and affected manner.

: ““ Oh, Dolores, I have been looking for you everywhere ! che exclaimed.

‘“ You need not have taken the trouble!’’ said Dolores.

** Miss Tyrrell sent me for you.” ,

‘“ Well, now you.can tell her you have foind me!” :

*“ But you are to return to the class,”” said Enid. *° You are to return
at once, and I am to take you back with me,’

Ethel looked keenly at Enid. N

There was no mistaking the girl's tone. Tt would have pleased her if the
Spanish girl had refused to obey, and she had put the matter in precisely

e words that were most likely to provoke Dolores to disobedience.

Dolores’'s dark eyes flashed.

“ Well, I won’t come with you!"’ she said.

““ You must !’

“ Must!™ |

** Yes. I am to take you back. Come at'oncel™
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C T will not!”
.| " Then I shall have to tell Miss Tyrrell that you refuse to return to the
4.elass,” said Enid Craven spitefully.
# ** Tell her what you like !"* .
| Enid walked away.
‘Dolores looked out of the window with a moody brow. Ethe! touched
b ﬂlcll: %Gmlt;l; on the arm, and Dolores looked round.
el i

““Had you not better return to the class?'' said Ethel softly,

“ What does it matter to you?”

““ Nothing; but you ought'to go. It is not right to disobey your mistress,
or one thing, and it will lead to trouble, for another.”
‘“ Oh, Enid is always making trouble for me! She dislikes me as much
I dislike her,” sail Dolores. ** Enid Craven is a sneak!"
** But why let her make trouble for you? Better go:”
Dolores hesitated. ’
" ““Do go,”’ said Lthel. ‘It will be better.”” 2

Dolores nodded, and rose. She walked away, and Ethel was left alone.
The new girl at St. Freda’s fell into a fit of musing. .
So far, she bad made two acquaintances at St, %r«!a‘s. One of them
she liked, and one she did not like. But it was not Enid, with her thin
cice and sly eyes, whom she liked—it was the half-forei girl, who had
ainly been the reverse of courteous to her, but in whom Ethel found

herself taking a great intercst.

And what would the other girls be like? ~ :

ere were about forty altogether, as Ethel knew—and a dozen or more,

at least, would be in her own class.
What would they be Iike? What would life be like at St. Freda's?
Dolores was not happy there.

‘The sound of a Lell and of footsteps in the passages roused Ethel Cleve-
nd from her musing. 1 .
A bright, cheery face looked into the dormitory.

‘“ Dinner!” called out a cheery voice.

““ Thank you!”’ said Ethel.
And she rosc to zo down,

CHAPTER 8.
Dolores in Disgrace.

HE dining-room at St. Freda's was a long, lofty, oak-panelled apart~

meat, with high windows in a row looking ouf on well-kept gardens
. and stately trees. It lhad been a refectory in old days, when St.
Freda’'s had been a very different kiud of establishment. Now in the old
|.stone passages where the feet of the old monks had trod, sounded the merry
patter of girlish steps. When ¥thel Cleveland entered the long, Jofty room,
'the tables were already surrounfled by the girls of St, Freda’s. There were
# three long tables, with Miss Penlold at the head of one, Miss Tyrrell at
i nnother, and a lady Fthel did not know at the third.. She was an under.
/mistress at St. Freda’s, and her aname, ns Bthel alterwards learned, 'was
§ Braye. Miss Braye was thin and angular. with hair tightly drawsi back
from a bony forchead, and a far from amialle expression of courtenance. .
| She had round eycs like u parrot, which seemed to be glittering here, there,
‘and everywhere at once. Her round cyes glittered at Ethel us the labter
c:!rr]ae in, last of the girls. She raised a thin finger to beckon to the uew
girl.

(o T
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** Ethel Cleveland!™

Lthel came 1owards her, with her light, gracefnl step. . s

* You will eit at thi bie fur the present,’” said the teacher, in an acid
voice. “'Pruy take yeur chair.”

" Thank you !’

Ethel sat down in the vacant chais

shle glanced round the holl several time»:, in a quieb way, during the
meal,

Dolores Pelham aud Enid (vaven wera at Miss Twrrell’s table, and so was
the bright-luoking girl who lad calied Ethel 1o dinner. Dolores was sitting
with her eyes on her.plate. nnd with o dusky flesh in her olive cheeks. 1t
was clear that Dolores was still in an annoyed moed.

After the menl was over, and Miss Penfold gave the aignsl for retiring,
Cousin Ithel went out with the other girls. The bright-faced girl who was
sitting beside Dolores joined her in the doorway, She gave Lthel a gentle
touch ou the arm, and smiled at her.

“You are the new girl, of course®’

' Yes,”” said Ethel, emiling back.

“And your name——""

“* Lthel Cleveland.””

““ Mino is Dolly Carew, F course, my name i=n't reaily Dolly, but that's

.yhat T am ecalled,” said the girl, leughing. ** You dou’t kuaow anylody
here yot, of course?’’

1 have met Delores Pelham.”

‘* Oh, Dolores! How do you like her:™

Fthel hesitated a little.

** T think I shall like hér very much,” she said ai last.

Dolly Carew gave an expressive little shrug of her shoulders.

* Then you will be alome in your taste,”” she said. ‘“ Dolores fsn't
popular. She is awfully clever, you know, but she is bad-tempered, and
oue uever knows how to take lier, and we dow't bother, Do you sec:”

< Yes, I see.” :

*2he is always in some trouble or olher,’” said Dolly. ** She was in
disgrefle this mornirg. i is to apologise to Miss Trrrell before the class,
or

ehe said.

i
something dreadfn! will h
Enow wha nctning lingering,

ed. |
ul what did sha Aet™
“sShe told Miss Tyrrell viie hated lessons. and =anted to Be anvwhere but
a! St. Freda's.”*

Ethel glanced at Miss Trrrell. wito had inst vome aut of the dining-room.
The second mistress of Freda's had » kindly, theush somewhat severe,
ace,

“ Yes. she looks kind enangh,” said Doilr, interpreling Fthel's thought,
“ But Dolores was discontented. And she wen't apologise.”

** Then l

“ She will be punished.”

“T1 am sorryl!’”

. Oh, we're all sorry!" said Dolly carclessly, *“But Dolores is always
in ot water, yoa know. .Arc yon coming out®*?

** I should like fo.™*

“ Come, then!'

Dally Carew ran out inko the Close, and Ethel followed her. Ethel was
tovking serious, ®he was interested in Dolores, and sorry for-her.

i eaid Dolly. laug)
1 bodding eil in it, per

L dontt
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Ethel was iminediately surrounded by a group of girls, who were curions
to know her wame, where she came from, what class she was geing into,
1. whether she had been at school before, and so forth. .

Ethel was answering these cuestions to the best of her ability, when she
Was called into Miss Peunfold’s room, and the head-mistress of St. Freda’s
oecugmd the next quarter of an hour with questions of a different sort.

*% You will go into Miss Tyrrell’s class,’” she said finally; and Ethel was
issed a few minutes before the bell rang for afterncon classes.
thel entered the big scheol-rcom with a crowd of other girls. X
. Dolly Carew pulled her down on a form beside her, with a cheerful smile.
| ' Bo yeu are with us*’" she said. !

T Yes,* eaid Ethel.

T

So am 1. I hoped T should be with you,”” said Ethel frankly.
** My cubicle is next to yours in the dormitory,”” said Dolly. * Dolores’s
on the other side. DBut, mum 1
* What je it
- ** Miss Tyrrell is looking awfully serious. She is going for Dolores.”
1 ** Poor Dolores !’” . "
“‘ Yes, she has been looking for trouble, and has found it,”” said Dolly.
 Miss Tyrrell glunced at the class, and the whispering voices died away.
Che mistress’s face was very grave.
. 8he stood before them cuietly, and her large, serious eyes fixed them-
elves upon Dolores Pelham, Dolores sat with ler eyes on the floor, but
e colour was deepening in her dusky cheeks.
* Dolores Palham!™
Miss Tyrrell's voice was very quiet, but very ominous.
* Dalores <did nof sp=ak.
** Dolorez Pelham ™
. Dolores looked un
L You minst epologic bzfors the class for your impertinence,’”” said Miss
Tyrrell quietly. *° T am waiting. Dolores.”’
Dolores’s lips set in 2 thin red line, and she did not speak.
I 2m waiting.”
lenea. . -
The whola class looked at Dolores, aud there was sympathy in many ef
the giunces; and the yirls waited breathlessly for the denonement.
L ** Have vou nothing fo say, Dolores?”’
. The girl’s lips opencd at last.
. ** Nothing."
L “* Then I chall have no alternative Lut to punish yom,” said Miss Tyrrell
¥ Stand out here, Dolores!™
" Dolores_hesitated a moment, and then rose, and stepped out before the
lass. DMies Tyrrell looked at her gravely.
L * Yon are disobedient and disrespectful, .Dolores,”” she said. **I have.
peen very patient with you. Will you not say that you are szrry?"
~ Dolores” lips quivered. :
. "I am not sorry.” ashe said.
¢ ** Very well. Youn will take this note to Miss Penfold.””
i Miss Tyrrell wrote u little note, folded it, and handed it to Dolores. The
rl took it and walked out of the échool-room with a firm step, and wi'l
T head held proudly erect. FEthel whispered to her neighbour:
** What does that mean? Will she be caned?”
Dolly nedded. ;

B X
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““Yes. There isn’t much canin;- here, and only Miss Penfold inflicts it—
and Dolores is the chief sufferer.” ) : X .

‘* Oh, she likes it!” said Emid Craven, with a little snigger, * Dolores is
always looking for trouble.””

* Oh, bosh !"”” said Dolly brusquely.

Enid locked spiteful. %

“* You don’t Illeke her any more than I do,” ehe said. *° What do you
want to stand up for her for, Dolly?™

““ Rubbish.!”’ said Dolly.

““ Silence in the class!” exclaimed Miss Tyrrell. *

And the afternoon’s work began.

In the work of the class, Dolores was soon forgotten—by all but Ethel,
The Spanish girl did not return to the class; but Ethel could not help
thinking of her. There was something about the most unpopular girl
‘at St Freda’s that appealed to her strangely, and when c¢lasses wers
dismissed at half-past four, Ethel looked for Dolores,

CHAPTER T.
Dolores' Resolve.

OLORES was not to be found. . |
D Cousin Ethel looked for her 'in the Close, and in the passiges
and in the library, but the Spanish girl was not to be seen. g:r
cubicle was vacant, too. Ethel wandered out into the Close again, . and"
Dolly Carew called to her to come and play rounders; but Ethel shook
hor head. She was anxious about Dolores, and determined to find her.
She came updn her at last, sitting alone on a wooden seat under the thick |
old elms in a corner of the Close. The Spanish girl was sitting quite still
her hands clasped in_her lap, looking straight belfore her, and she did mot
make a movement or look ug ag Ethel came.
The new f;itl looked at her quietly.
** Dolores I .
Dolores did not speak or move.
Ethel sat down besida her.
Then the Spanish girl’s big black eyes turned upon her, full of slumberirz
re.
“ Why do you seek me out?'’ she said.
““1 could not help thinking of you,’’ said Ethel, in her frank way. 7T
am 6o Sorry you are in trouble. I wish I could help you.™ g
Tolores looked at her hard. -
‘* You really mean that?'’ she said. i
“*OF course!” . |
“ You will help me:"
““ Yes,” said Ethel. “ If there were anything T could do. I chould be .
glad. How can I help you:”” 5
“ You can—if you choose,””
“ How?>” .
T am going to leave this place,” said Dolores, in low, guick tones,
Ethel started.
*‘ You are leaving St. Fredu's®"
“ Yog.
I am sorry. I hoped we should be friends."
““ I cannot stay longer,”’ said the Spanish girl passionately. ‘I hate the
place. Nobody re cares for me. The teachers dislike me, because I am
different from the others, It is mot a place for me. I am going away."’
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hel looked very grave. Dolores” meaning began to dawn upon her mind.

You do not mean that your parents are taking you away, *then,

lores?’’ she asked. .

' 'Dolores smiled scornfully. .

My parents are not in England; I hear from them twice a term, that

1 ‘alll> .

"¢ Then how- o - :

.0 Don’t you understand® I am going to leave St. Freda’s of my own
geord .,

** Yon eannot !”

“ I can, and will!. T am sick to death of the place! I shall not stay

' said Dolores, in low, passionate tones. I am going away.”
thel sat dumb.

She had said that she would help the girl: hut she had not dreamed
anything of this sort. She did not know whatl to say.

7% Yon will help me?"” went on Dolores eagerly. **I shall go to-night.

ou will hel to get out of the house?”

*#* Tmpossible

‘ You said—— . .

* My dear, yen canvwt do this!™ exelaimed Ethel. “ What is to become

you? Where will you go? You cannot—you must not ’* e

ST shall ! ) :

. Then——""

v Ethel paused. What was she to say®

Dolores gave her a dark look. ‘

. You will not betray me?"’ she said, iu a low voice. ** Even if you do

not help me, vou cannot betray me. I trusted you in speaking.”

Ethel shook her head.

I shall not repeat what you have said to me. But—but you must think
better of it, Dolores. It would be madness. However much you_ dislike
8t. Freda’s, it is better to remain here than to go among strangers. Besides,
I am ‘sure that Miss Penfold aund Miss Tyrrell mean to be kind, if you
only. understood them better. Dolores, do think better of it!"’

. The Spanish girl remained silent.

Ethel sat in deep distress. She was in a difficult position. If the
Epanish girl really intended to run away from school, surely Miss Penfold
ought to be warned-——but all Ethel’s nature rebelled against the idea of any-
i thing like tale-bearing. Besides, she hoped that this was only a passionaio
outburst that would not be followed by a reckless action.

. The Spanish girl gave lier a.scornful glance.
“ So tﬂab is what your offer of help is worth?'’ she said.
| X did not suspect— "’
o Pooh! It is nothing—so long as you keep silent!"
““I shall do that.””
““ That is enough.”*
| ** Then you really mean———
* Yes.”
It is madness!”
Dolores shrugged her. shoulders in her curious foreign way.'
* All the same, I shall go!"*
And sho rose to her feet. « Ethel would have detained her, but th
anish girl shook off her. hand impatiently, and qua]keﬂ quickly awav‘.
_he':: :;aa: Ex-If: alone, :rith a trﬂll:[le{g face and a troubled heart. What wasa
g to do? was a strange and difficult position in which she foupd r
on this, her first day atht.. Freda's, B ound hersels
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CHAPTER B8,
Tea at 8t Freda's.

OLLY CAREW came to look for Ithel. to take her in o iea. Tea at

O Nt Preda’s was served in the dining-room, at the long tables. Cousin

Tithel thought of the cosy little tca-parties in the juniors’ studies at

St. Jim's, where her cousin was, a little regretfully. There was great fun

in getting one’s own tea in one's own room, whe thought. But manners

and customs were different at St. Freda's, Dolly explained things to the
new girl as ehe walked her off across the Cloze. .

“ We have bread-and-bulter for tea,” she explaindd, ** but all the girls
are allowed to take in anything extra they like, you see. If vou want to
da o, there’s time—and it is only a few steps 1o the shop.””

Yhel smiled. She had a good. healthy appetile, and after an afternoon
in the school-room she was inclined 1o cat sumething more substantial
than bread-and-buttier.

“* I should certainly like to !’ she exclaimed.

““ Then come this way !** ;

Dally lcd the way through the elm-trecs, and through a little gate.
On the other side, in a trim garden, was a little cottage, in the window of
which were several ginger-beer bottles and some supcrannuated tarts.

“* This is Dame Phipps’ cottage,” said Dolly. ** She does all the trade
with St. Freda’s becanse the village is so far off. Come in!*

Ethel followed her volatile new friend into the cottage, and found a
motherly old woman there, who greeted the girls with a smile and put on
her spectacles to serve them. :

** This is Ethel Cleveland. the new girl, Mrs. Phipps,” said Dolly. ** Now,
I must run off—I have to find Dolores. Mrs. Phipps will give you all you
want.””

““ Thank you!"*

Dolly ran out of the little shop, and Ethel was Ieft alone. O

“ What can I get you., my dear?’’ asked Dame Phipps, looking kindly
through her spectacles at the sweet, frank young face of the new girl.

I2thel hesitated 5 moment.

While she was hesitating. another girl came into the' shop, with a sort
of houncing run, and stopped breathlessly at the counter.

She was u short, stout girl, with a freckled face, and very fat cheeks,
and a round, plump figure, and dancinge eyes. She stopped ‘breathlessly at
1he counter, She nodded amd smiled to Dame Phipps, who did not, Ethel
thought, seem wholly glad to see her, and then turned to the new girl,

** T have been going to speak to you all day!"* she exclaimed. **T suppose
rou noticed me? I was sitting behind vou in class this afternoon.’’

** I did not look behind me,’" said Ethel, with a emile.

“* Quite so—of courte mnot agreed the other at once. <¢ Well, T am
Milly Pratt. I suppose you have come round here to get something for tea?™

¢ Yeu.

** We are simply starved at tea-time,” said Milly Pratt, in a confidential
tone. “°'We don’t have toe much at dinner, but at tea-time we’re famished !"*

Lithel could not help thinking, as ehe looked at the lump girl, that she
did not look as if ¢he were starved or famished, but Bl:e did not say so.

“ Now, I have a good appetite,” said Milly. * I alwaye like enough to

.cat—not a lot, you kmow, but cnough. T'm not one of th rig
about pretending to kave a fairy appetite. 1 think jt’s .an,,AK! who go
¢ ' 8o it is,”’ agreed Ethel. :

TS OO | A e e
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“ Quite so! T’m glad you agree with me. Dame Phjpps, I’ll have some
of the ham and the patties, and a cake, and—-""

“* Yes, miss, but——""

“And I am in a hurry.”

* Yes, miss, but——""

“ That_is so like Dame Phipps!” exclaimed Miss :Milly, « When one
];lg’hi'n a dreadful hurry, she says nothing but  but.’” Do be quick, Mrs,

ipps !"* - .

“ Yes, miss, but—'*

“ Now, Mrs. Phipps, you have said that often enmough. Do be quick and
eerve mé, or I shall be late for {ea.”” #
" Yée, miss, but—"

“1 will pay you to-morrow,”’ =aid Milly, in a rather hurried way. *T'
have left my purse somewhere. I suppose that is all right?”

An expression of firmuess came over Mrs. Phipps’ motherly face.

“Y am afraid, miss— '
Milly made a_ pettish gesture.
“ Now, isn’t this most annoying?’’ she exclaimed. * I have left my puree
somewhere, and there is no time to look for it, and we shall be scolded if
we are late for tea !””

Cousin Ethel smiled. i F

“* Perhaps you will let me ):r.-‘.p’?%hu out of the difficulty?” she said.

Milly turned to her guickly.

“*Oh, thanks so much! I only want a couple of shillings!” °*

Ethel opened her little purse.

Milly's eyes glistened in her round, fat face as she saw the glimmer of
gold and silver in the open puree. ‘

“ My goodness!™ she exclaimed. ** You must be rich!™

Tthel laughed.

““ Not at all, but I have.spent nothing herve yet, you know.”

“* Perhaps vou had better lend me five shillinges,” =aid Milly meditatively.
1 will repay it when I find my purse.”

“ Certainly I”’

A very peculiar expression appeared upon Mre. Phipps' face, and wshe
seemed about to speak, but she did not.

Ethel counted the five shillings in Milly Pratt’s willing palm. and the
plump gir! turned to the counter again.

“ Now, dame, do be quick: we shall be late for tea! And Miss Cleveland

“wanis to be served, toa! TYou are so slow! I will have a whole cake, L

think, and a dozen buns, and a dozen jam-tarts, and——'" i

* Yes, miss.”? :

The five shillings were soon expended to the last penny. Then Ethel
made some more modest purchases under the advice of Miss Milly, who
evidently knew what she was about when it came o purchasing provisions.

** Don't have any of the pork-pies,”” she said; ** they are rather 'wangy.”

* Rather what?'* asked Ethel. )

“ *Wangy—a little high, you know.””

Fihel could not help laughing. Mrs. Phipps-looked annoyed.

“ Oh, Miss Milly—"

“ Well, they are. you know,” said Milly Pratt practically. “ Buy just
what I tell you. Ethel, and ,;you will be all right.’? : ¥

‘“Thank you!”

Ethel’'s purchases were soon mmgl}eted, and she accompanied the plump -
Eirl of St. Freda's from the little shop. — -- . - L

t
A
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. They crossed the Close to the School House, and joined a crowd ol girls
weing into the dining-roow.

Tea was a less formal meal than dinner, and the girls collecled in groups
at_the big tables, and & continual buzz of conwversation went on.

Dolly Carew joined Ethel as she came in, and they sat down together.

Dolly looked in surprise at the extencive provender with which Milly
‘was laden’ .

‘“ Have you come into a fortune, Milly#" she asked.

Milly coloured. d

““ Oh, nonsense !I'” she said. : . 5

* But you were stony to-day.”” said Dolly. * You tried to borrow of Eni
Craven, and she wouldn’t lend you anything!™
' "I asked Enid to lend me a shilling because I had léft my purse some-
where,”” said Milly Pratt warmly.

Dolly laughed.

“* Yes. ave you found it?”

“ No.s*
. “* Then how——"

‘* Ethel Cleveland has lent me something till T find my purse.””

““ Good! Perhaps you will find it by the time she is guite, quite an ald
Wady " said Dolly laughing. .
© ““Oh, don’t be silly, Doliy!"*

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!**

Ethel looked a little puzzled. But Dolores came in al that moment, and
drew her thoughts elsewhere. . "

Ethel signed to Dolores to come and sit beside her. The Spanish girl
did not seem to see the gesture, and passed on. and sat down 1h‘v herself.
Ethel coloured a little. She could see that Dolores was angry with her, and,
did not wish to speak. Dolores had her tea quite alone. No one addressed
a word to her. But she was used to that.

Fnid Craven came to sit down beeide Cousin Ithel. Her manner was ns
agreeable as she could make it, but Ethel was very cold. .She did not like
the girl—partly, perhaps, because she had seen that Dolores did not like

et
“What was Dolores saying to you in the Close?” Enid asked.

Ethel started. '

She had not known that her talk with Dolores’ in the Close had hbeen
sbeerved ¢ buf it was evident that Enid's cyes were everywhere.

* Dolores?'” zhe repeated. :

e Yag

* Why——"" FEihel paused.

Enid’'s little. round cyes were fastened upon ner face.

 Wae she telling you a eecret?”

“ Really——""

“ You might tell me !’ said Enid curiously.

" You should not ask questions,” said Eihel coldly.  “ Why should T tell
:you what Dolores said to me? 1t could not interest you.” °. ' .

Enid coloured.

“ Then it waas a secret?"”

Ethel turned to her tea again, and did not veply.

Lnid Craven gave her a far from pleassnt look, and left her, Byt after
that she was seldom very far from Ethel, and if Ethel noticed her much.
ghe would have guessed that the gir! meant fo disvover what that secret
WaGe Z——" z . -

o
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CHAPTER 9.
Enid s Dfficulty.

A~ H, Enia™
“* But, really----""
M “ 1 can’t, you know.”

! O, don't bother!"
. 'Uousin ¥thel heard that dialogue z2s she came into the common-room a
. 'Whort time afterwards. Dolly Carew was sitbing in the window-seat, read-
and Enid Craven was speaking to her, with 3 flush in her checks.
' Iinid was holding u paper in her hand, which looked like a bill. &bhe
‘#rushed it in her fingers as Ethel came into the room.
. ‘" Dolly, you might help me,”” she said, in a lower voice.
Dolly made an impatient gestuie.
 "TI'can’t! I haven’t the money!"”
« . '""1I®hall get into trouble.”
© ' Well, it’s your own fault, isn’t it?”
" Don’t be annoying! Look here, dear— .
Dolly laid down her book upon her knees, and deliberately extracted a
little purse from some recess and opened it, and showed two pennies and
‘farthing within. . .
%ook there!"’ ehe exclaimed.
Enid looked. E
v

B2

v "“That's all T have,’ said Doll “You know T nover have any meney.

HV dear kid, you know I'm alw as stony as Milly Pratt!”
‘ Nonsense ! " You have lots of money!” said Enid.

“""Not lots,” said' Dolly. * L have a good deal, but I spend it. T'm
1Icarllgkatnny now. I have twopence farithing, and you can have that, if
yoru like.” N

© " “ You know I want two pounds.’ .
*Don’t be absurd, Enid! Where could T possibly get two pounds from?

How could you be silly enaugh to run into such a debt?” said Doily.
“ It was for a dress for the garden-party, and-—''

““Hew horribly extravagant!”

thought my aunt would pay for it,”” said Enid.

, ““And she went?”

Lix Mot

Cousin Ethel would gladly have withdrawn. but Dollv was making her
Rigns to stay all the time, and as Enid 4id not seem to mind speaking befora
her. Ethel “hesitated. Enid glanced at her several times under her eyve-
larbes while she was speaking. 1%
 Well, you'd better send the dress back,” sdid Dolly.

Enid made an angry gesturc.
“T can’t! Y've worn-it! They wouldn't take it! Besides, it was the

‘making as much as the materiall’
* Well, it’s rotten ! said Dolly, who was rather given fo using slanzvy
expressions. ‘“ Rough on you! What would you ndvise, Ethel Cleveland®"
' Tthel coloured.

- “"T--T don’t know anything about tho matter,”” she s :

2 Oh, Tinid will tell "you: she’d tell anybody,” said Dolly cheerfully.
Enid isn't proud—are you, Fnid:"’ -
T don’t mind telling Miss Cleveland, if she could adviee me,'’ said Enid.
Of course, it'e a secret.” s
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.

“* Oh, of course!”

““I should not_mention the matter to anyone, of course,” said Ethel.

** 1t would get Enid into.a row with Miss Penfold,’” said Dolly, in expiana-
tion. °* She has run up a bill of two pounds with a dressmaker in the
village, you kuow. She-wanted to put us all in the shade at the garden-
party.’*

““ Oh, Dolly !’

*“ Well, you know you did!” said Dolly coolly.  That was your idea,
though it didn’t work, as a matter of fact.”

Enid flushed. .

“* Look here, Dolly—-

“* But that isn’t hizney.'" said Dolly. . * Enid is in debt for two .pound:,
and the dressmaker scems {o be getting troublesome.””

‘“She says she will send the bill in {o Miss Penfold,” said Enid, the
#clour dying out of her cheeks. :

“* That would he rotten!™

* T ghould geot inta trouble.”

o, And you cannot pay her?'” asked Ethel,
“ No.

*“ Cannot yow ask her to give you time?”?

““T have asked her.'>

“* And she won’L?"

“No. She has, you know, and she won't give me any more. I—T
thought I should get the moncy from my aunt, but I can'i.”

Etfe! looked very grave.

‘Although if was not a predicament ~he would ever have fallen into-her-
self, she could feel sorry for the girl who was in it.

FEnid was watching her out of the corners of her eyes..

*‘ Suppose you pald her a part of it suggested Ethel. * Then she might
be willing to wait for the rest.” .

¢ Possibly: but—-—"" . i

“But Enid is stony,” said Dolly Carew, ““and I have only twopence
farthing to lend her, and Mrs. Scruiton wouldn’t take tha®on account.”

“Don’t be silly, Dolly ! -

“My dear Enid, I'm only etating a fact.”

I she would take half-a-sovercign, I would lend it to you,” said Cousin
FEthe! hesitatingly.

Dally uttered an exclamation.

“* That reminds me. of an old proverb,”’ she remarked. * Something about
fools and their money.”” i

““Oh. really——""

But Enid’s eyes were dancing,

-““Oh, thank you =o much!’’ ehe excloimed. **T'd—TI'd do anything for
vou. I think Mre. Scruton will wait if T give her that, and—and 1 may get
the rest later from my people.”

Ethel took the picce of gold from her little punse.

Enid received it cagerly.

“ Thank you so much !’ she exclaimed.

And with that she ran off, and was gone in a moment. D
her arm round Ethel. and drew her down into the window

** You are a goose "’ she remarked.

Cousin Ethel laughed. .

" Yes, you are—a goose! You have miven away ten shillings. Enid wil
never return it. Of course ehe won’t.”’

Ethel was silent. -

o e s 2

1y Carew passed
cat. :
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L "And she is always extravagant.” said Dolly, -md dhc awes severnl
girls money. Taook here, T won't let you do (rmt
"L muldn'L do it again,” said Lthel, smiling. M\ rerources are limited,

You know.’

' All the hetter for you. then. Stili, 1 hope that Mrs, Seruton will be
ea;y with Fnid. She onght not to have allowed her to run into debt, [
Al

Sht‘ netldnﬂv ‘ought not,” said Ethel. * Not withont Miss Penfold's
¥ knuwledge, at all events,”
A ‘ But Enid may have told her Mise Penfold kunew all alout it.”
I ** But—but that would have been—untirue ™

'T)ol]y laughed.

‘* What a little goose it i=""" she oxclaimed. flasn’t it vecurred to yom
‘that Enid might possibly say things that were unirue?”’

“ 1 should not like to think it of anybody.”

** Well, nobody likes to think of anyhody as a story-teller; hut there are
story-tellers all tllc same,” said Dolly, in her practical wax, * and you will
learn that Enid is one of them. But never mind Fnid. T hope <he'll get
out nf her scrape, ahyway. Will you read this book with me:"

“ With plensure dear! Have you seen Dolores:™

“* Not since tea.’

Cousin Ethel’s face clouded a little.

Was it possible that the naw;mnate Spanish girl Lad already carried out
her intention of leaving St. Freda's?

Dolly looked at her curiously

“ What do you take such an interest in Dolores forr"” she asked.

“ 1T like her.” .

Dolly :l:ave a little shrug.

v e Yes. And she seems lonely here.””

¢ Well, she is so queer. She won't be chinmuny, you know '

* Because she is partly foreign. perhaps. But T like -," gaid Ethel.
“1 should like to see her more happy here. Lnt let us read.”
.1 And they read.

&

CHAPTER 10,
Tha One Who Hcard,

T was eome time later that Ethel met Dolores. She was laokmg out into -
I the Close, dusky vow under the old elms. with u star or two tw.m[k],mg
in the sky. Ithel stood looking into the dusk of the evening alone,
' thinkiug of home and friends, hut Tot in a sadl mood. She felt:that St.
' Freda’'s would he a happy bome for her. A touch on ber arm startled her
from her reverie, and she turned her head to sce the decp black eyes of .
Dolores looking into her face. 5
* Dolores!” she exclaimed.
The Spanish girl laughed slightly.
“Did I startle you?
“'A—a little.” 5 I
“1 am sorr, ut T want to speak to you. You--you remember wh
I said to vauyuua alternoon:” pe 2 ab
I remémber. You have changed your mind:”
Etlée! kepfl;ieagerly 2 G
ark look came over t e olive face of the & uueh 2],
* Changed my amind?2 ¥ b2
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Y hope you have.” i
** Tdsten!” I amn going to leave St. Freda's.”
«“ But "

0] i

“ Will you help me? I do mot know if I can escape without help. Will
you help me? It will mean nothing to you, and no one will know.””

Ethel shook her head.

**T cannot.”

“ Why not? Tou spoke fo me to-day as if you would wish to be mx
friend,’” said the Spanish girl pussionately. *“ Why will you not help me®"

“ It is wrong,”” eaid Cousin Ethel guietly. ** You would know, if you
were calm enough to think, Dolores, that you ought not to go.”

“I will go.”

It is wrong, and-—""

“ Listen!” said Dolores, in a low and concentrated toune. “ I am to be
caned.””

ol theught-——?

The Spanish girl laughed scornfully. :

*“You thought I had been punished ealreadr? WNo: Miss Penfold has
given: me another chance. She milgd to_me for a long time, and gave
me until this evening to censider. Then I am to be caned before I go to

.

= Unless you apologise to Miss Tyrrel?”
i! Yes.”

not do so?'" said Ethel earnestly. *° You were in the wrong,

‘* Never !"”

« Tut »

““ 8o you have no help but to preach to me?" said Dolores bitterly. I
might have expected it. Well, keep your aid; I will not ask it again.'

o

olores——""

“ But you will keep the secret?

““I shall say nothing. But——

“ That is enough. But-— Oh!” -

The Spanish girl broke off abruptly.

Her big black eyes were fixed upon the shadows close by the steps of the
School House. Suddenly she left Ethel’s side, and darted into the shadows.
There was a sharp cry. :

““ What is it?” eried Ethel, in. alarm.

A pessionate expression from Dolores Pelham answered her. The Spanish
girl reappeared, her hand tightly grasping a girl's arm—and the girl was
Enid Craven. FEnid’s face was deathly pale.

“ Dolores, you are hurting me!” she muttered,

““ You spy!”

I8
..% You were listening.”

“ Not £

That is all T ask. You won’t betray me?*

LI £
” }’nu heard what I was saying?™

Dolores released the girl. Enid shrank back against the wall, evidently
terrified. Ethel gave her a look of scorn.

' Were you listening?’’ she asked. .,

" I-—~I was just coming in,”’ said Ethel. **I—I_have been down to the
willage to see Mrs. Scruton, you kmow. I was just coming in, and I heard
you talking—** .

|
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** And you listened
“ T-did not mean to——""
““ But you heard what Dolores eaid?"’
Tnid's lips trembled.
4 A falschood was trembling there, but, under the fierce, angry cyes of
ihe Spanish girl, she dared not utter it.

““Yes,”” she said fainfly.

Dolores made a passiondte. gesture.

e ?‘ov; all is lost,” she mutitered. ** She will tell ™
i You wretched girl, promise me that you will not tell exclaimed
‘Dolores, calching Enid by the arm with a grasp so unconsciously hard that

: »

s

it '.“fd“ her cry out with the pain. * Promize me.

\ “ Promise !"” exclaimed Dolores, shaking her.

I promise.” :

! * * Honour, mind.”

L) ‘“ Honour.””
b Dolores released her.

‘““ Go!"’ she said ecornfully.

Enid tottered into the house.

Cousin Ethel laid her hand gently. upon Dolores’s arm.

“Will you not give it up?” she said. **You canmot trust her to keep
A the secret, as you know. Give un the plan.””

Dolores gave her one look, and turned into the house, leaving her without

a word.
Fthel remained alone. X s
Her thoughts were sad and troubled now.
In spite.of the discovery of Enid Craven, it was evident that Dolores meant
to carry out her reckless echeme. -
She was going to run away from St. Freda's.
Ethel was deeply troubled,
Into what troubles would the reckless girl he plunging herself?
%}w ought to be stopped; there was no doubt about that.
ut——— ;
|/ Tithel had promised seerecy. Could she possibly warn. Miss Penfold of
what was intended after that--break her plighted word?
She felt that it was impossible
{ But to stand by quietly while the girl fled! Of course, she would he
ik found and brought ba but what dangers she might run into—— =
' Tt was a terrible position for Etbel.
She could not break her word, and vet to say nothing was not right,
cither. No wonder there was a deep wrinkle in her girlish brow!
What was she to do?
To remain awuake that night, and to persuade Dolores at the last moment
to give up her wild scheme—if she could !
Other plan there scemed none.
Dolly’s gentle hand on her arm woke Tthel from her gloomy thoughts
at last. Dolly peered into her face. )
“ Why, you look ever so worried!"” she exclaimed. “* What are you
thinking about, looking at the stars? Composing poetry?"”
Ethel laughed. .
“ No, dear. But I've had quite enough of my own thoughts. TLet’s go in."
““ Qood egg !’ eajd Dolly, in the slangy way that came so cha.rminyy
“from her. ‘° We're getting up a game in the common-room. Conx on!']

- e
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And they went in. The common-rcom was bright and cheerful, crowded
with laughing girls, and Ethel brightened up wonderfully. But neither
lores nor Enid Craven was present,

3 CHAPTER 11,
Mot Sor: y.

IS8 PENFOLD sat in her private room-—a large and tastefllll]y
M decorated apartment. with wide windows on.the garden. The blinds

were drawn now, and Miss Penfold was seated in an armchair by
the fire, waiting.

There was a clond upon the face of the principal of St. Freda's.

She was thinking of Dolores.

It the Spanish girl had known the deen concern the Mead of St. Freda's
felt for her, it might have made some differeace to her wayward and wilful
nature.

But she did not know.

‘To_her Mics Penfold was n taskmistress. to be regarded with distrust:
and Miss Penfold, who wna usually succesful in gaining the confidence of
a4 young girl, had to admit {o herself ihat she had failed with Dolores.

she did not fully understand the girl; as a matter of fact, Dolores did
not fully understand herself. ;

But the paesionate Southern nature was a new thing to Miss Penfold's
} experience; and while most of her pupils loved her. and all respected her,

she had to realise the fact thut il was different with Dolores.
To the other girls punishment came rarely or never: and if it came it
msually had the cxpected offoct.
: But it was not so with Dolores,
> It scemed to inake her more oinubborn and seli-willed.
Yet it was necessary to muintain di-cipline in the scheol, and in the last
resart eeverity is always nccessary for that.
ap!
It was a knock at the door.
Miss Penfold drew a daep broa{lh. .
““Come in!" she said quietly.
Dslores entered.
Ehe walked into the room with her head Leld erect, and a slumbering fire
in her dark cves. i
Miss Penfold signed to her {o close {he doeor and approach, and the Epanish

girl obeyed quietly, and withont a word. ,

She stood before the mistress. her eres on Lthe rug, -
She looked very beautiful as she stood there, her hands clasped before

her. a slight flush in her olive cheaks. .

Miss Penfold thought so. and she sighed. Tf only she could govern this

" wayward nature, sho could make much of Dolores Pelham, .

-here was 2 moment or two’s silence.

L 'l‘?o[ores,” said Miss Penfold, at last.

1 ™ Yes.”!

“ I told you to come to me—-"*

“ I have conte.””

“ You know what for®™ |

Dolores smiled bitterly. .

': IYA:; To be punished.” "

. o mot want to punish you, Dolores. But ou cannot go on as you

have been doing. You must rcyaliae that youréelf.’_'_y__ : -g i
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Dolores was silent.
‘* Aro you not sorry:”

Dolores compressed her lips.

“ No.r

! You expect me to cane you?”?

" Yes,

* And you do not mind:"

Dolores did not speak.

Miss Ponfold looked at her in silenes for a full minute. She read the

. determined rebellion in the flushed cheeks and the sef lips. Of what
s was a caning to a girl in Dolores’s mood® And Miss Penfold disliked
punishment. ¢

- Well, T shall not cane you, Dolores,” sho said at laat abruptly.

The girl started. .

“You will yemain in the punishment-room by yourself to-morrow,
Dolores, instead; and I hope you will think over your conduct, and decids
tofo lm,t'ter."

slight smile played cver the dusky face.

Mi Penfold “'112{1 puz: 5 ¥
:' You hear me, Delare:
 Yes.”

“ Well, you may go.”

The girl crossed to the door without a word.

** Gocd-night, Dolores!”

* Good-night, Miss Penfold !™ * &

The words seemed extracted by some force superior to her own from
the girl, Her brow darkened as she spoke. Then she went out quietly
and closed the door.

Miss Penfold sighed. -

Dolores walked away with quick steps. She passed the open deor of
| the common-roam, eand caught the sound of merry laughter within.

i Her lin curled. #

She was not in n mcod for society of anv sort, or for merriment. She:
went to the stairs, and ascended 1o {he dormitory. :

i, The cubicles cccupied by the girls of the T.ower School ovened upon an
t ‘l'inm\r passage, which commuricated with the outer corvidor by several
oors.

‘Dolores openad one, and went inte the dormitory.

All was dark there.

Dolores entered her own cubicle:

As she did so she started a little,

From the darkness of the dormitory came a sound—a strange sound to
‘her ears—the sonud of a soh. e

Dolores-listened. s

The sob came from a cubicle a little further down the row. P

Dolores stepped out and looked along the row. Each cubicle«was open
at the end of the inner passage, so that although each girl had a reom,
there was little privacy. The teachers passing up and down the passage |
had a full view of each cubicle, and could see whether the girls were all i
in bed at the proper time, and whether there were any absentees.

Dolores listered, with a strange expression on her face, in the gloom.

Bhe had not yet touched the switch of ihe electric light. :

The sound was repeated.

** Enid Craven !"” murmured Dolores.
ke went quickly down the passage,

G oo p 8 i ; s o
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She disliked the girl, yet the sound of her sobbing there in the gloom
touched dthe Spanish girl’s heart strangely.
““ Enid 1"

She switched on the light. =15
% Enid Craven was sitting on the edge of her bed, ker face buried in her

ands.

She started, blinking in the sudden light, and Dolores saw that her eyes
were full of tears. Her face was deadly white.

Dolores looked at the startled, tear-staincd face in pity mingled with
contempt.

““ What is it?"" she asked. * Did I frighten you—I mean, this evening,
when you were listening **

Enid shook her head.

““ It is not that?”*

“ No.*

“* You have heen punished >
“ No.

** What is the matter, then?"

Enid gave her a bitter look.

“ What do you care?"”

Dolores paused. The bitter words checked the warm impulse of her heart,
and she smiled coldly and derisively. #

““ You are right,” she said; *“ I care nothing.””

" And she went back to her own cubicle,

Enid sat a few minutes in silence.

Then she went out of the dormitory and down the staire. An expression
of sudden determination was in her face.

Dolores heard the girl go, and gave hor little further thought. Enid
was not a girl whose tears might be supposed to indicate any great suffer-
ing either of mind or of body.

And Dolores had much to do.

Before the other girls came up to bed. all her preparations for her flight

%ﬂgm\mt be made. For Dolores was resolved.

Her resolve had not faltered onco sineo sha h ad first spoken to Ethel Cleve-
land upon the subject.

That night was to be her last at St. Fredu's.

What was to follow she did not kuow--and she did not think. All she
thought or cared ahout was to get away from the school she hated.

She selected the things she was to take with her, and packed them care-
fully into a little hag, which che hid in the cubicle. . .

Then she went to bed.

When_the others came up ihey wonld find her there, apuarently sleep-
ing, and so would Miss Tyrrell when she made her rounds for the night.

And when the house was wilent, when all were asleep, Dolores intended
to rise and steal out, unaided, alone, into the world she hardly knew, but
which she preferred to the world sho did know,-and which she disliked.

CHAPTER 12.
: Enid Craven Does Not Speak.

NID CRAVEN descended the stairs slowly, the determined expression
E upon her face fading away visibly at each step. She had left the
dormitory full of resolve, but it did not last long. As she drew near

to Miss Penfold's door she halted irresolutely. :
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&he looked at the door, and stood still.

. The impuise hud come upon her to mo to Miss Penlold. to be quite frank
’wh ] hﬁr-—tn tell her of the trouble that had come upon her through her
awn folly.

But what would Miss Penfold say?

Enid could imagine the stern” look, the raised eyebrows, the severe
words. She wouldghe punished—yes; but it might be worse than that.
What if Miss Penfold wrote to her parents? In fact, she was cure to!
She wight have to leave St. Freda’s—in disgrace!
¥ nd Enid cowered at the thought.

/) ut to go on as she was going on now, it was just as bad. Mrs. Seruton
. was hard——as hard as Miss Penfold could possibly be. -

i Whichever way she looked. there was no escape.

+ 'Was it not befter to have it over at once?

Bhe approached the door ngain.

Her hand was raised to tap, aud she paused. Then, with a sudden fierco
tesolve, she knocked, aud opened the door withont waiting for Miss Penfold
| to say ** Come in.”’ .

. The principal of St. Fredn's was scated at her tabla.

She had a book and a little pile of papers before er, and a little lLeap
! of money and a banknote. .

She glanced at Enid. 3
The girl’s heart beat hard.

She saw that there was money enough lying on Miss Penfold’s table at
that moment to pay ten times over the debt that was weighing on her mind.
iss Penfold was making up her accounts: she had not expected to be
| nterrupted again that night. Tt was nearly bed-time, and it was Miss
i '.;?-mll s duty to see the girls disposed of for the night.

But she looked graciously enough at Enid. . :
She saw the stains of tears om the girl’s face, and the white look of
suffering, and her heart was tender at once.

She rose from her seat.

“* What is the matter, my dear child®"™"

Enid tore her eyes away from the money.

The thought was singing and ringing in her brain—if it were mine! If
.I could take it! She tried not to think of it. .
Her eyes fell before Miss Penfold’s.
. 8he.could not say what she had come there to say.

‘to think for a moment that she would ever find courage to confess to the
" principal.
' = She did not speak. z
\ She stood before Miss Penfold, the colour coming and going in her face,
and her hands clasping and unclasping.
The principal gazed at her in astonishment.
She could see that the girl was labouring under some deep emotion, but
what it was she could not fathom.
., ‘“Enid, come and sit down, my dear,” said Miss Penfold, leading the
girl to a seat. “° What is the matter with you?"
"Enid’s heart was thumping hard. 2
She dared not confess to Mise Penfold aboiit her debts-Tabout her dun.
.That was impossible. But what exense was she to give for having come?
How wae she to explain her v to the principal’s room? 1
‘And Miss Penfold was looking at her sympathetically, but.inguiringly.
What was she to ray?
L Well, Enid:”

St At

Once in Miss Penfold’s presence, she realised that she had been foolish’

3
"

i -
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“ If—if you please,” stammered Enid, to gain time.
“ Yes, my dear.” .
25 A it

* What is it, my child® You look very upset. You are not ill?"
“ No,"”” muttered i .

"il'hen what is i

She paused and stammered again. Miss Penfold’s glance showed growing
amazement. #

* Yes, my dear:”

Enil’s brain ‘was working quickly. The thought of Delores flashed inte
it, and there was an cxcuse for her visit ready-made-—and it might help her
into Miss Penfold’s favonr, too, and stand her in good stead when her own
fall came—as come it must if Mrs. Seruton were not settled with.

“ If you please, Miss P’enfold, I—I hardly know whether I should tcll
you,”’ she faltered. i :

*“ What is it

* Dolores.””

*“ Dolores Pelham! Do you mean that you have had some dispute with
her:" said Miss ’enfold less gently.

** Oh, po, no!"

“You know that I do not cncourage tale-bearing, Enid. If you have
come here to tell me something about Dolores TPelham, think twice before
you tell me.” .

Enid bit her lips spitefully.

It was upon her tonguc's Lips to {ell Miss Penfold all—to break her promise
te Dolores, and betray the intended flight.

Should she do so?

As if {o decide her in that dubious moment, she caught the glimmer of the
mouey on the table in the electric light

It seemed to dazzle her.

1t was at that moment that a thenghl—a dark and terrible thought—
flashed into the girl's mind, and caused the colour to waver in her checks.

Miss Penfold looked at her impationtily 3

*“ Well, Enid, have you anything to say:

F I A

** Come, come, you are wasting my Lime!”’

I promised Dolores——"" said Laid slowly.

* You premised her not to tell me—that whichk you Lave come to tell !**

“ Yes."

““ Then I cannot lizten to you.”

Enid rose.

“I—I did uot know what to do—whether T qught to keep the promize or
not,”” she faltered. !

Miss Penfold's face softened again.

‘It may be a guestion whether you ought to have made the promise,” she
said. < But, having made it, I think there can be little doubt that' you -
should keep it.”

“ Very well, Miss Penfold.”

“* Good-night, Enid.

And the girl left the principal’s room.

The thought that had flashed into her mind there was still working in her

she asked.

brain, and it seemed to dazzle her, and she could think of nothing else.
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CHAPTZIR 13,
) In ths Dead of Night.
). THJ"-: school clock chimed out, and Dolly Carew pitched her thimble into

ik her work-busket. That work-baskef was in a wonderful state, and
%A Ethel thought the chances were against Dolly ever finding her thimble
'.-i‘r,‘ agiin. But Dolly did not scem to mind. She never could find anything
r

' when she wanted'it, and she was used to that.
1*‘ ** Bed-time,"" she said.
K Ethel glanced at the clock over the mantelpicce in the common-room.

hyt * Half-past nine,” she said.
] Dolly nodded. %
G * That's it. Half-past nine is bed-time for the Lower School,”” she ex-

f’ luined. ** We're the Lower School. The senior girls stay up till ten.
4 ! h‘hey'!‘e awfully select in many ways, and have lots of privileges we don’t
Iy ave.’”
‘.\ Ethel smiled. .
& o Well, I'm quite tired enough to go to bed,” she remarked.
y ‘' Of course you are, dear,” said Dolly cheerfully. ‘* You've had a long

Jjourney to-day, and the first day at school is always exciting, too. You'll
uleep like a top. I'm glad your cubicle is next to mine. We shall be able to
tnp good-nighb to one another on the partition. See:”’

Rres.r

4
r. !* Dolores is on the other side of your cubicle, By the way, where is she?
! I haven't seen her for a long time.”

i *“ I don’t know.”

** Bulking somewhere, perhaps,” said Milly Pratt. * I asked her if she
gould lend me @ shilling a little while ago, and she didn’t even answer me.
Bhe is a very bnzl-tem})ero(! girl. Don’t you think so?”

“ Ha, ha!™ She might refuse to lend you a shilling without being bad-
tempered,” said Dolly, laughing. * You see——"

“ Well, 1 had left my purse upstairs 42

*“ Ha, ha!”

Gl Cousin Ethel smiled, too. She was beginning to learn that having left her

W purse somewhere was Milly's usual preliminary to borrowing.

:u ‘“ I dom’t see what you're laughing at, Dolly,” said Milly, with a pettish

' | shake of the head. ‘" You will give Ethel the impression that I never pay
my. debts.””

“ That would be too bad.”

+** It would, because I'm so careful in these matters,” said Milly. turning
to Cousin Iithel. I always believe in the old proverh that short reckonings
make long friends, don’t you:"

“ Yes,” smiled Ethel. .

*“ 1 shall settle up with yon, and settle some other accounts when my
Aunt Careline comes to seé me.” said Milly. * She's awfully rich, ycu
know.”” 4

Dolly langhed again.

Miss Tyrrell came into the room.

“Now, my dears,” she said.

And the girls of the Lower School ceased their various occupations, and
trooped up to the dormitory.

Miss Tyrrell glanced into Dolores Pelham’s cubicle.
The Spanish girl was in bed. o
' She lay with her olive cheek on the white pillow, her eyes were glbsed,
0 her lonw dark evelashes srooved over the duskv skin . ‘
J
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“ Dolores,”” said Miss Tyrrell softly.
The girl did not stir.
** Dolores.””

——

CHAPTER 14,
Night!

“HERE was no response but the regunlar breathing. .
Miss Tyrrell moved away szoftly. No doubt crossed her mind for a
moment but that the S})anish girl was asleep.

Dolores did not stir when she was gone. i

She lay quite silent while the girls, with much talking through the
partitions of the cubicles, went to bed, . :

Miss Tyrrell switched off the light and retired.

The door closed. g

Then Dolores’s eyes opened wide in the darkness.

‘There was a bitter smile upon her face as she lay staring up into the dark-
ness, wide awake, her heart beating with suppressed excitement.

All was well so far. She had dnly to wait for the rest of the Lower School
girls to be asleep, and then— N £

She waited.

There was a tap, tap, through the silence of the dormitory. It was Dolly
Carew tapping good-night to Ethel Cleveland.

Then silence settled down,

The girls dropped off to sleep. € 4

But three of them remained wide awake.

Oune of them was Dolores Pelham, lying with her big black eyes wide open,
staring through the darkmess, listening impatiently to the school clock
every time it chimed.

Another was Cousin Ethel.

Fnﬁ%ued as she was by the experience of the day, Ethel did not think of
going to sleep. She was thinking of Dolores,

She kept ler eyes open with difficulty. f

There was another who was awake, and felt no desire to sleep, whose heart
wns beating as excitedly as Dolores Pelham’s., It was Enid Craven. She sat
up in bed, with the clothes huddled round her, not daring to think of sleep.
She was wondering if Dolores would carry out her plan of flight.

But she made no sound to hint that she was awake. She was far from
wishing to interfere with the movements of the Spanish girl now.

The night grew older.

At ten o’clock the girls of the Up;l)er School had gomne to their dormitory,
and shortly after that, other doors closed softly in the silence of the school.

At eleven o’clock only one light was gleaming in the great building, and
it shone from the window of Miss Penfold’s room. And as the school clock *
rang out the hour, it was extinguished..

Dolores’s heart beat almost painfully as she heard the eleven strokes
following one another heavily through the silent night.

Eleven o’clock. :

At that bour, she knew, all St. Freda’s were gone to bed. At that hiour
& light seldom remained in the school.

A half-hour more, for perfect safety, and then she could go. She set her-
self to wait, with grim patience. :

The half-hour seemed terribly long. ?

How dark and silent was the night! To Dolores, who believed herself the
only wakeful one in the long, lofty dormitory, the silence seemed uncanny



" Y MARTIN . CLIFFORD, 33

nd derie. But she did not falter. She did not obey the impulse to close
Orlvyea and forget her troulles in sleep. She waited for the clock to strike

. Again,

N The quarter chimed out. Would that last half-honr never pass? she

wondered ficrcely. It seemed ages before it struck at last.

" But it did chime.

Half-past eleven.
Wi, Dolores listened, and then listened again in the silence that followed. It
" was n deathly silence, as of the tomb, and she shivered a littic.
here was no sound—no one was stirring.

¢ The girl slipped quietly from the bed.

e %nickly, silently she dressed.

{ hen she stepped to the doorway of her cubicle—a doorway to which there
was no door—and looked up and down the dormitory passage.

Bilence as of the dead.

o She took up the little bag she had packed, and stepped out of the cubicle.
¥ Her hand was on the door leading out into the corridor, when a voice
+ camne through the gloom, and cauned%ier heart to leap and thump wildly.
** Dolores > .
i The girl paused, suffocating.
)/ ** Who is it?** she breathed.
e ‘It is I—Ethel.””
** Go back to bed,” said Dolores, in a shrill whisper. *“ Go back to hed,
Do you think you can stop me now?""
I *“ Dolores, come back !"
L0 “1 will not!”
WU T tell you—*
{ 1 will not! Betray me if you like!"” N
And Dolores opened the heavy door, stepped ont into the corridor, and
{ {mlleﬁ it shut after her, Cousin Ethel stood in the darkness, shivering in
he draught that came down past the row of cubicles, and hesitated. W hat
. 'should she do?”’

"1 It did not take her long to decide.. Dolores should never commit this mad
netion if she could prevent her. She hastily put her feet into a pair of
t slippers, and drew a cloak round her, and followed the Spanish girl from
' the dormitory.

s As'she left the dormitory, she thoufht she heard a sound as of someone
. rising from bed. She pawsed a second, but all was silent, and she hurried
¥ on her way.

W
I

CHAPTER 15,
y Ethe! M

OUSIN ETHEL paused at the top of the great staircase.
‘ Where was Dolores?

By what means did the rash girl intend to leave the house? As she
had no one to aid her, as she had only herself to rely upon, she could not
leave by a window. And the doors were all locked and bolted at night.
Lven if she could have obtained a key, the noise of withdrawing the bolts
would have betrayed her, 3

Where was she gone?
¢ Dolores !** hreathed Ethel, in the silence of the staircase, .
But only the faint echo of her own voice answered her.

.. *“.Dolores!”
‘Rilence,
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The girl must have descended the stairs. Cousin Ethel went slowly dovm,
feeling her way iu the darkness by the banisters. She dared not think of
a light—even as it was, she was in terror of discovery. If one of the
mistresses should be alarmed!

But Ethel would not think of that. She was there to save Dolores, and
she knew that she was doing what was right.

But where was Dolores? -

Etkel caught a glimmer of light as she trod the linoleum of the lower
Ppassage—the faint pale light of the stars through an open doorway.

She hurried on. )

She did not know ihe interior of St. Freda's very well as yet, but she knew
that that was the doorwuy of the principal’s room. B

That door would naturilly be closed, snd the frot that it was standing
open was a clue to Fthel,

She paused at the doorway, wnd looked in, strainiug her eyes in the gloom,

Upperite her was o« window, sud the glimmer of the stirs cawe iu from
without, showing that the blind had Leen raised

A dim form showed up wgaiust the white

It was that of Dolores

Cowsin Ethel drew
again.

curtain of the window.

p hreath. It was the Spaxish girl; she had
into the room, and stopped as she caught her
foot on a cha E e moment the sush of the window was thrown up,
aad o keen gust of uight air blew iuto the room.

Fthel paused with a suppressed cry.

She had hurt her fool, and in thul poment's pause the Spanish girl was

one,

Ethel ran to the window.

She leaned out and looked below.

** Dolores !””

“ Go back ! :

Dolores had dropped softly upon the flower-bed beneath Miss Penfold’s
study window. She had chosen Miss Penfold’s room as the casiest mode of .
egress. The window had been fastened hy a simple catch.

The starlight was clearer in the Close.

Cousin Fthel saw the Spanish girl. fully dressed, in a cloak, and with a
bag in her hand. The stars caught Delores’s eyes as she looked up, and
made them glint strangely.

** Good-bye, Ethel Cleveland !”

“You are not going: -

“1 am going!"” X

““Stop! Stop!"

* * Good-bye I”* .

The Spanish girl turned away. Tn a moment more Tthel had dropped,
too, from the window-sell to ‘the flower-hed. She almast fell, but she
recovered herself and ran towards Dolores.

‘“ Dolores, you must ston!”

Her hand fasteved firnily unon the Spanish girl’s arm.

Dolores tried to tear herself away. ut she was uol so strong as the
active, lithe English girl.

© Let me go!"” she breathed.

“TI will not.”

Nolores™ white teeth came hard together.

*“ How dare you—how dare vou interfere with m

“ To save you,”’ said Cousin Fthel resolntely. **1 will not let Fon ga.

-

You are mad to-night, Dolores: vou would not aet so foolishly if vou wors
calm. You must come back.”
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will not—I will not!"

1 caunot !’
| Dolores struggled for a moment, But she conld not release herself, Her
glﬂulul was choking with passion as she went on.

"

nve me alone! How dare you! Listen! I shall strike you if you do
. not relcase me! 'Take care!™ | ' .

ou will come back, or T shall call out.””

Yes, and awaken Miss Penfold.”

D%l,orea stood turned to stone.

" You will betray me?'

" Rather thun léi you do this mad thing —~yen.'*

O Oh

' Core back with me.”

Dolores seemed to shake with passion, Her clenched hand rose, hut

Cousin Ethel did not shrink. In the starlight her clear eyes looked into

\ ;I'h l;llue_k. fierce ones of the Spanish girl, and Delores’ arm dropped to
Bide.

Ok, T hate you!" she murmured.

I am sorry for that; but 1 cannat let you go. Come in!""

"1 have no choice now,” said Dolores passionately. *‘ But I hate you—I

~ hate you ! g

Cousin Ethel did not reply.

There was no doubt that Dolores was in deadly earnest, while she was

F-n]n‘ug, at all events, thongh probably enough the time would come when

te would know that Fthel was right, that the English girl was acting the
mrt of o true friend.
I hate you!"
- Come "
 They turned back towards the window. Dolores made mo further resist-
. Ance. Tt was useless, for if Cousin Ethel had called out she would have had
. no_chance of escape. :
Suddenly she stopped.
‘! Look !"* she breathed.
{ }-Ier hand rose to pont to the study window.
Y We are diecovered. then!" ]
A light was glimmering from Miss Penfold’s window.
| It was & wavering, flickering light, such as might have been given by a
match, and even as the two girls looked it was extinguished.
. Darkness rushed upon their eyes again. .
They looked at each other in consternation,
‘* Miss Penfold!" exclaimed Delores.
Ethel nedded in dismay. -

““I—1 suppose <o,

C% We shall be found out.”

“¢ Yes.'"
‘I don’t care! Do you:"
‘ Yes." said Litkel quietly. T eare very much. Bat it cannot he helped.
Tet us go in.” i
" As you like.  You have only vourself to blame Why did you interfére
ith me?"" said Dolo sullenls. =
hel did not reply to that question. They apnroached the wisdow. and
ked in. Thera was no iight. and wo seund witai:
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Both the girls were puzzled. It was borne in upon them that it could nct
have been Miss Penfold who had struck that match. She would have made
her presence known before this.

“ What does it mean?’’ muttered Dolores.

Ethel shook her head.

““I don’t understand."”

*‘There was a light—you saw it as well as 17"

“ Certainly.” . .

““ 1t cannot have been Miss Penfold," said Dolores, in a hurried whisper.
“ If she came down, she would have turned on the electric light. ‘hy
should she strike a match?”’

** I cannot nnderstand it.””

It was someone clse—one of the girls spying on us,” said Dolores.
** Enid Craven, very likely.” s

Ethel nodded. It seemed to her very probable. But whoever had been in
the room it was certain that the person was no longer there.

The two girls entered the window, and Ethel closed it and fastened it.
Then she led the way back to the Lower School dormitory.

Dolores followed her without n word.

All resistance secemed 1o be gone from the Spanish girl now. Tt was as if
the English girl’s firm resolve had conquered her in spite of herself.

hey reached the dormitory, and entered. All was dark and silent within.
Ethel closed the heavy door. _ . 4
““ You will go back Lo bed, Dolores?**
“ Yes.

“* And will not leave it again?"’

““ I promise you nothing.”

©« But_

‘ Enough!” : v

Dolores drew herself quickly away. She’stepped to Enid Craven’s cubicle
and struck a match and peered in.

Enid was in bed and breathing regularly. '

But Dolores remembered how she_ had deceived Miss Tyrrell, and Enid’s
‘apparent slumber did not convince her.

The match went out, and she returned to her own cubicle.

Ethel heard her lie down, and then returned to bed. Etlel’s mind was in
a whirl of doubt and anxiety. Surely Dolores would not make a second
attempt that night—yet- :

Ethel resolved to remain awake.

An hour passed.

She heard midnight strike.

Her eyelids were weighed down with heaviness. Dolores had not made a
movement. There was little doubt that she was fast asleep.

Ethel listened for the clock to strike agnin. She allowed her eyes to close
for a moment to rest them. They did not open again.

CHAPTER 1€.
Gonel

¥ THEL!" '

E “¢ Ethel!’”

K Cousin Ethel opened her eyes. .

A ray of light danced in them, and she sat up in bed, for the moment try- -
ing in vain to recall where she was.
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The oubicle, the grey wall of the passage that ran past the end of it, the '
ighing voices close at hand, seemed like part of a dream for the moment.
lly Carew was shaking her, and Dolly’s cheery, laughing face
ol her to recollection of her surroundings.
olly I'’” ejaculated Ethel.
olly laughed merrily.
'** Don’t you hear the hell?”” she exclaimed.
thel could indeed hear it.
ang! Clang! Clang!
0 sound of the bell came clearly enough through the keen, fresh morn-
air. The morning was bright and sumny, and the sunlight streamed in
the window at_the end of the dormitory.
'“MThat’s the rising-bell,”” explained- Dolly. * Tt’s sevem o’clock. The
.?‘po!‘.ll is ringing it.”’
The corporal I
! Corporal Brick—he’s the school porter,” explained Dolly. **He’s always
" m.texﬂpered at getting up early; that's why he’s making the bell go so

usin Ethel laughed. Her eyes were still a little heavy. She had had
uch less sleep than she needed the previous night. But she always woke
in-a cheerful temper.
" Time to get up,” continued Dolly. * Don’t he a slacker, you know. I
ant you to come out for a run before breakfast.””
' Yés. Is Dolores up?” asked Ethel, thinking at once of the Spanish girl,
fith a feeling of remorse for not having watched further into the night.
Yes, she’s up and out already.”
. Qousin Ethel felt a great sense of relief. Dolores had not carried out her
eme, then; she had not run away from St. a’s.
‘thel was soon up and dressed, and she went downstairs with the cheerful
olly and a crowd of talking, laughin% girls. Milly Pratt slipped an arm
ough hers as she came out into the Close with Dolly Carew.
Bhall we go and say good-morning to Mrs. Phipps?” asked Milly affably.
No,” said Dolly decidedly, ‘“ We're going for a run. I suppose you've
m‘potten your ?urse as usual—ehf*” i
' My dear Dolly—""
. '“Rats!” said Dolly cheerfully. * Come on, Ethel!"” . «
And she rushed Ethel away before Milly Pratt could raise any further
&j«:tmn. Ethel laughed; she knew well enough what saying good-mora-
to Mrs Phipps meant.
ly Pratt looked after them and sighed.. Milly paid a visit to Mrs.
. Phipps’s little cottage whenever she was in funds, or whenever she could
dnduce another girl to share funds with her. Milly was Mrs. Phippa’s best
| onstomer—excepting in one respect, that she did not always settle the littls
[ nts she was always ready to run up. But for that, no face at St.
. I'reda’s would have been more welcome to Mra. Phipps.
' Iithel looked round the Close for Dolores, but did not see her.
‘“Dolores must have been up early,” she remarked.
Oh, yes!’’ said Dolly carelessly. ‘ She was up before any of us. Her
pedd was empty when I woke.”
Ethel started. %
;' Then yeu haven’t seen her this mornin,
* No.” .
‘* Has anyone elsef’ 3
Fithel asked the question quickly, breathlesdly, and Dolly looked at her

p surprise.
1 'don’t know,'! she said. °° What dces it matter?”
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Ethel was alarmed.

Where was Dolores? . .

Had the wilful girl carried out her mad scheme after all? Had she risen
a secoud time while Ethel slept, and left the precincts of St. Freda’s?

** What is the matter, Lithel?’” exclauimed Dolly, growing alarmed from
Ethel's expression. .

“ 1 want to find Dolores.””

“ Why?”*

“ T am afraid something may have happened,” faltered Ethel

““ Geood gracious! What?"”

“* Let us look for her,” said Ethel evasively.

¢ Certainly !

They looked for Dolores,

But the Spanish girl was not to be found.

In the gardens, in the gymnasium, in the class-rooms, and the passages
gey looked for her: but the dark face and the deep black eres were not to

seen.

Dolly questioned all the girls whom they met. but no one seemed to
have seen anything of Dolores.

Ethel’s face grew more and more anxious. %

The conviction was forcing itself upon her mind that the Spanish girl
was gone. She rofnwuchod herself bitterly for having slept.

While she had slunbered, Dolores had ¢arried out her plan. What would
become of her? Where was she now?

A little old man, with grey hair and beard and a wooden leg, was stand-
ing by the school wall near the gate, and Dolly led her friend towards him.
She explained that it was Corporal Bricl, who, with his wife, inhabited
the lodge. He was an old soldier, and had lost the missing leg in South
Africa.  When he was in a talkative mood—which was often—he would tell

them thrilling stories of the veldt and the karroo, and of desperate tussles

with enemies whom he generally alluded to as ** them Bores ' —probably
meaning the Boers.

The corporal was standing looking at the wall, which was covered thickly
with great masses of ivy. X

He was scratching the rim of grey hair that surrounded his bald head,

He turned and looked at the two girls.

““ Mornin’, Miss Dolly,” he said.  ‘“Mornin®, miss!"

“ Good-morning, corporal! What is the matter?” askedDolly.

The corporal pointed to the ivy.

** Look there, Miss Dolly !"2

Dolly Carew looked.

“* Well?” she said. :

“* Well,”” said the corporal, *“ don’t you see it's hroke down, Miss Dolly?
Look “ere—and 'ere! Somehndy’s been climbin’ hover that hivy!™

Dolly gave a little ery. Cousin Fthel changed colour. It was & confirma-
tion of her worat fears.

An active girl like Dolores could easily climb ovér the low wall by the
aid of the ivy. And the tearing of roine of the tendrils frem the wall
remained as a trace of her climb. .

Ethel did not speak. She felt that it would he better for her to say
nothing. .

‘“ A burglar!” exclaimed Dolly. -

The corporal sératched his scanty hair again.

** Maybe,”” ho said. ** Somebody’s heen hover that wall, that's sartin.”

** Perhaps 1t was the cat,”” Dolly suggested. .

Corporal Brick gave her a pitying look. -
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hich the cats have been hover that wall hoften enough, Miss Dolly,
ut pullin’ down any of the hivy,’> he said. * Somebody’s elimbed
ip that wall.” 5

h ¢ night?”
. It wasn't done when I made my rounds last night. I learned
oo 'pv:tch, miss, and take my rounds reg’ler, when I was fightin’ them

ut who could it have been?” interrupted Dolly Carew, who had no
hsgto hear about the Boers just then, but was much more interested
mtity of the unknown who had clambered over the ivy in the night.
\ al shook his head. .
1 dunno, Mies Dolly,"” he replied; *‘ but it’s my dooty to go and report
Penfold, It may ’ave been a thicf, and I'll ask Miss Penfold if
anything missing.” :
wozgeu—]e ged veteran 'stumped away towards the house.
Carew tur: to Ethel with shining eyes.
't it exciting?”’ she exclaimed. * There must have been a burglar
body come over the wall while we were all asleep last night.”
ol did not reply.
it’s curious,’” added Dolly.
t's curions?’
0 Brick’s ﬂag is always loose of a night, and he would surely

1, 13dded. She thought she knew why the corporal’s dog had mnot’

The dog knew Dolores, of course.

(iwo %Mﬂ returned slowly to the house. The bell was ringing for
t. Ethel cast one glance round the crowded room as she came in,
hope of seeing Dolores Pelham there. But she was disappointed.
‘Wwas not to be seen.

—

CHAPTER 17.
Miss Penfold's Announcement.

EFAST at 8t, Freda's was usually a quiet and sedate meal, hut
on thigyparticular morning there was a great deal of suppressed
ment in the Toom.
E')ke in whispers, or cast significant glances.
ing had ha.]ipened,

knew that, though they did not know precisely what it was.
| had expected Doleres’s absence to be remarked npon. at once, but
ardly mentioned. The general impression was that Dolores was
hor breakfast alone in the punishment-room. -
knew differently, and Dolly Carew suspected now, infected by Ethel's
osd, But the others neither knew nor cared.
that something hod happened they knew.
first place, Corporal Brick’s uneasiness with regard to the broken
? seen and remarked upon. It was knpwn t he had gone to
nfold to ask her if anything was missing from the house.
pincipal of St. Freda's had gone to her room, doubtless to see if

in her desk there was pafe. .
fold keeps money in her desk,”” Milly Pratt confided to Ethe?,
r. ‘“ You see, she docs her accounts on a regular day eve:
e day before the money is sent from the bank in Elmhurst,”
Bthel smiled,

 stranger came in. The «orporal did not hear him bark, T suppose. -
i
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** How do you know?’’ she said.

*““Oh, T know most things that go on!” said Milly. *‘ There are very
few things that go on without my knowing about them.’’

- Milly is our"Pecping Tom,” explained Dolly Carew.

©“ And that’s how she knéows,”” said Dolly coolly. ** She could tell you what
Miss Braye’'s father was, and how much money Miss Tyrrell has in the bank,
and what Miss Penfold’s nep]lew is going to be when he grows up, and—--""

““ Oh, my dear Dolly g ;

““ Bhe knows everything except ber lessons,” concluded Dolly.

“ Well, T keep my eyes open,” said Milly Pratt. *“I don’t helieve in
going about witfl one’s eyes closed. If unybody wanted to break into the
school, last might was the time, while Miss Penfold’s mmoney was in her
desk. It will ge paid away to-day.””

““1 am sure there has been no roblery," said Etlecl.

I don’t see how you can be sure: but I hope not, of course. Poor Miss
Penfold could not afford to lose the money,”’ said Milly. *° But it would
be awfully exciting, wouldn't it?”

Ethel laughed.

* 1 would rather be without excitement of that sort,” she said.

* So would I,”’ said Belle Hilton. *““1 should never dare to close my
eyes again if there had been a burglary in the house.”

““ Rats!” said Dolly cheerfully. .

““ Oh, Dolly ™"

“* Please do not talk so much at the table!" said Miss Tyrrell gently.

Angd the buzz of conversation died away.

Miss Penfold did not make her apnearance at breakfast.

After breakfast the girls had somne little time free before morning prayers,
which were usually followed immediately by morning classes. |

During the interval théy gathered in groups. and discussed the happenings
—-or the supposed hapnenings—of the night, with bated breath.

Milly Prattinclined to the theory of a burglary. and indeed she was fully
convinced by this time that a man in o black mask. and armed with o
revolver, had burgled his way into St. Freda’s the previous night. Milly
Pratt had a vivid imagination, which she never suffered to rust for want
of exercise.

When the school was assembled for prayers, Miss Penfold was still not
present. This wae more extraordinary still, as Miss Penfold always read
the prayers. .

The girls trooped into the big schocl-room in great excitement.

Miss Penfold was mot there.

Her pupils were taken by Miss Tyrrell.

Dolly Carew screwed up her courage to ask Miss Tyrrell if Miss Penfold
wae well. Miss Tyrrell nodded.

“* She is quite well,’”” she replied: * but she will not take her class this
morning.””

** T—1 hope nothing is wrong?’ ventured Dolly.

“ We shall see,”” replied Miss Tyrrell. L

And that mysterious answer confirmed the impression of the girls that
something was wrong, and very wrong. o

Dolores did not appear in class,

But as all helieved that she was in the punishment-room, her abserce was
not even remarked upon.

It was at eleven o'clock, when the nupils of St. Freda's left for a short
vecess in the morning lescons, that Miss Penfold made her appearance,
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CHAPTER 18,
Dolores is Missing.

ISS PENFOLD came into the schecol-rocom in her hat and walking-
dress, showing that she had been out that morning, which accounted
for no_one having caught a glimpse of her.
t it was her face that the pupils looked at. d
ss Penfold was usually so grave and calm and sclf-possesced that any
ion in her face was certain to attract attention.
nd now she was evidently labouring under a deep emotion.
thrill ran through the school.
hey felt that there was to be an explanation of the strange mystery 'at
ey were to learn what had happened in the night,
ss Penfold stood at her high desk, and made a sign for silence., Every
' was fixed upon her.
“1 have a very strange and painful announcement to make, my dear girls,”
said.  ** You ‘are aware that your fellow-pupil, Dolores Pelham, has
in disgrace lately. Last night she lett St. Freds
ere was a general gasp.
"1'3]1:. St. Freda’s!” murmured Dolly Carew, aghast. ** Run away !
15
Run away!
' Good gracious!”
My hat!” said the slangy Dolly. “ She’s holted '
thel did not speak. She was wutching Miss Penfold's white, worn face.
T have been making i iriea all the morning,”” said Miss Penfold.
here is no doubt that the foolish girl took the earliest irain to London,
I have wired there. She will be stopped, and brought back here, and
L ‘arrive this afternoon. That is all.””
d Miss Penfold left the school-room.
.girls poured out into the Close amig s
Dolores's action had taken -all by surpr
Bolted !I"* said Dolly. **T never expected that.’’
Oh, you never know what to expect of Dolores!" said Belle Hilton.
ancy her running away at night! 1 should he afraid to.””
Oh, you're afraid of anything !"* suid Dolly scornfully. ““ T shounldn’t be
id to run away if I wanted to. . But I shonldn’t want to.””
She must have waited a long time for the traim,” Milly Pratt remarked.
ow hungry she must have heen!"
Ha, ha, ha!*
Carew drew Consin Fthel aside.
Did you know:'" she askad.

HeH

baks] of tongues.

It was curious—we didn't! Deleics is .a queer girl!” ezid Delly.
But ¥ am sorry for her. Tt was silly of her to think that she could get
vay. Of course, Mics Penfold would do everything to get her caught and
ght back at once. to save a scandal. The zilly girl! She had no chance
Ketﬁni- away.”
B ank gocdu
per to her if she had escu 3
T duppese she didn’t think of that. Doleres is so hot-headed. 1
d, where are you going?”’ exclaimed Dollv, breaking off, as FErpid (s
e down in the dirvection of the schaool gates,
id was looking very whirt B
.l;'m guing to the village.” she said. T have to see about my unew

" caid Ethel fervently. ““What would have hap-
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“ Always seeing about something new, aren’t you?"’ said Dolly, laughing.
“ Have you settled with Mrs. Scruton about that dress yet?"”

Enid flushed.

** She is going to wait,”” she said.

“ You paid her the half-sovereign®"”

« YVes.’

“¢ And she agreed to wait for the rest?” .

‘;Yes!” said Enid jmpatiently. * I've told yon so! Don’t you believe
mer”’

“ Yes,” said Dolly, in surprise. *° Why shouldn’t I believe you? How/
strange you are this morning, Enid! Didn’t you sleep well last night?

“ I never woke up once.”

““ You look awfully seedy.””

‘“ Nonsense !’ said Enid brusquely.

And she hurried out of the gates.

Dolly glanzed after her curiously, and shook her head.

** She looks cut up about something, doesn’t she?”’ Dolly remarked.

““ She may be worried about Dolores,”’ Ethel suggested.

Dolly Carew laughed. 4

“* Not likely! She didn’t like Dolores; she was always down on her.”

“ That may make her all the sorrier now that poor Dolores is in tr-nlle.
It would some people,”” said Ethel.  ° 3

““ H'm—yes! But I don’t think Enid jis one of those people. Poor oid
Dolores! I suppose she will be expelled now?”’ §

Ethel started. <

* Expelled ! )

“ Yes, nothing clse; after trying to run away from school. Why, -it
might have got the school into the papers! I really don’t believe Miss
Penfold would ever have got over it if it hiad.”’

Ethal’s brow was clonded. She thought it very probable that Dolores |
wounld bs expelled from St. Freda’s, when she came to think of it, and her
heart ached for the wayward girl.

CHAPTER 18. o
Dolores’ Roturn.

HE St. Freda's girls looked forward anxiously for the return of Dolores

I Pelham. Miss Penfold had spoken so nssuredly that they had not

the least doubt that her statement was correct, and that her runaway -
would arrive that afternoon. t . s

Doubtless the police had bern communicated with, and probably they had
been ready for poor Dolores to alight when the train stopped in London.
At all events, the girls had not the slightest doubt that Dolores would be
brought baek in the afternoon, as Miss Penfold had declared. And they
were right. : .

It was near the end of the afternoon lessons, in which the girls took so
little interest—as was natural under the circumstances—that the teachers
were less even-tempered than usual.

The suppressed excitement did not make for calm work. As. four ofelock
struck, leaving only nnother half-lour of school work, the excitement was
keen. Nothing h been seen of Dolores yet. i
& But a few minutes after the hour th~ sound of wheels was heard in the

lose.

A thrill ran through the classes.

“ I+’s Dolores!”” murmured Dolly Carew,
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o H;;I know that rumble,” whispered Milly Pratt. - It's the hack from the

L Et smiled. But Milly was nght-ﬁlr. was the village hack. The open

.door of the big school-room gave a view upon the hall, and as the greut

or was opened, every neck was turned, cvery eye was upon that part of

e hall that could be seen from the school-room, and teachers and lessons

re for the moment totally forgotten.

Two figures had_entered—one fhat of a 'hurly police-officer, the other that

'f]ghlm’ pn!e girl in a cloak; and at ithe sight of her there was a murmur:

oloraes

It was Dolores!

Miss Tyrrell closed the door upon the hall, but it was in vain to attempt

reduce the girls to attention again,

Bum of talk would break out ngam and again, and at last the school
a few early, to the equal relief of mistresses and

ﬁeunwh]e, Dolores had gone to Miss Penfold’s room. The lice-officer
bo had brought her to St. Freda wns provided with refres hment, and
ed just as the girls poured out of the big school-room.
hey watched him wuth awed and interested eyes as he strode majestically
the Close and disappeared.
Brought back'by a pol:eema,n“"naid"‘ﬁ[llly Pratt. “ How awful! It
like bein Terrible I”*
* Perhaps Edloraa was arrested,’”’ vaid Enid Craven.
stared at her.
Why should Dolores be arrested?’” she asked.
' Enid turned away without replying.
Cousin Ethel would gladly have seen 'Dolores. But the girl was ghut up
Miss Penfold’s room with the principal of St. Freda’s.
5 B i thr.la did the girls dream of whap Was passing. In that room Dolores
; ':ug bolt: upedght upon’ a o s her hands clasped in her lap, when
ias Penfold enter The headmi reussa face 'was hard as granite; but
ores did not look at her, Her own face was hatd. with defiance, She
been recaptured, but not conquered. 5
lores did not rise,
Miss Penfold stopped, and looked fixedly at the Spamsh girl.
** Dolores !’ she said quietly.
¢ Hﬂlf unmlhn ly Dolores rose to her feet. She meant to be defiant, but
‘here was somet hing in Miss Penfold’s manner that impelled respect.
Her eyes met Miss Penfold’s EMlly egﬁ gh, however.
s “Y am BOTTY for this, Dolores,” said i
r have believed it of you. I could hardly credit it when

und it was

of this.”
Dolm:ees eyes flashed . 4

I hate St. Freda’si” she said, in a low, firm, voice. * I detest the
&—anﬂ the ple. I will not stay here. You have had me brought

but Ilwillpgt stay. If my people will not take me away, I will run

A re will be no m)ty for that,”” said Miss Peunfold quietly. ** You
will not be allowed to remain at St. Freda’s »ow,-Wwhether you wish or not
lﬂne for you in-this school.”
s eur
“ I am gla of i .
“ You are glad Iacl he expelled?"
Dolores wmeui A

v .

ss Penfold qll]et]{ * I ghould
for
case. In spite of all your faults, I should never have deemed you cnp.ble i

e
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““ No, no—not that! But I want to go. I do not like the place. Nobody
likes me here-—nobody understands me, or wants to!” ?

I have tried to understand you, Dolores. But I confess that I have
failed. I regarded you as proud and headstrong and wilful, but never as
—what you are!” 5

2 What I am! - What do you mean, Miss Penfold? I know you think it
is wrong of me to do as I have done, but I don’t think it wicked!” ex-
glnfime(li Dolores passionately. * Girls and boys have run away from school

efore I**

** I was mot now speaking of your leaving St. Freda’'s, though that was
very, very wrong!™

*“ Then what——"" 2

Miss Penfold made an impatient gesture. A

* Why will you affect ignorance, Dolores® Brick called my attention to
the broﬁen ivy on the school wall this morning, asked me to see if there
was aunything missing in the house, a3 he feared that burglars had been

ere.”” :

““ And I was missing.”” .

“ Yes, you were missing, Dolores—and something else,”” W

“* Something else!” ' i A

Dolores’s dark eyes were ‘wide open now.

Miss Pentold made a weary gesture.

‘“ Dolores, why will you prevaricate? You lknow what was missing.”

“I do not.”” :

#* Nonsense! As soon as Brick made his statement, I remembered the
money I had left in my desk, and 1 went there to see whether it was safe.””

A strange puleness crept into Dolores’s olive cheeks. She looked fixedly
at the principal of St. Freda's.

“* 'The—the money!” she faltered.

* Yed."
““But—but what has that to do with me?””
. ‘It was taken—it went during the night,” said Miss Penfqld. ** St.

Freda’s certainly was not entered from outside. Dolores, why 48 you not
confess the truth?”

Dolores burst into a'dry sob. i

“ I am telling the truth. I did not take it, I did not know it was °
missing. ' Oh, believe me!” ' o

Miss Penfold shcok her head. '

“* I cannot believe you,” she said.

—

CHAPTER 20,
Guilty or Innoccnt ? “

HERE was o long silence in the room.
l Miss Penfold sat cold and stern, her face very hard and pale. |
did not believe Dolores; she ¢ould not believe her.
Dolores seemed to be stunned. i

i

Her handsome, dusky face was pale and almost haggard, The, terrible .
‘mccusation had burst like a thunderbolt upon her. R

She had been prepared to face her punishment for running away: she had
-, expected, that, and she was ready to be defiant, whatever was inflicted. But

th
‘hThis ‘was diegrace—this was shame. The girl’s brain seemed to reel as
she thought of it. & ok 2

ot R Ll
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)
She réalised how she had placed herself under suspicion. Her flight, coin-

Hding with the theft from the principal’s desk, had made it inevitable tha®

the should be suspected. And how was she to prove her innocence?

‘That was impossible.

Bhe would be expelled from St. Freda’s—as a thief !

And at the thought of .it, the Spanish girl’s stubborn pride broke down,

tears came into her eyes and ran down her cheeks.

bme, come !”
ou will not believe me?™’

> but T am innecent! You may search if vou like; veu wiil not find
mey !’ the Spanish girl exclaimed.

ou must be searched, Dolores, if you do not give up the money,”” said
Penfold. ** Think, you foolish child! Even if you have parted with
oney, it can he traced, and Tie thelt hHrought home to vou. 1 had,
ately, not left any gold in the desk: there were two bankuotes for
pounds each. One was taken. T suppose you are aware that hanknotes
umbered? It will Le quite easy for thé police to trace the one you
if you have parted with it.”” ‘

ut I did not take it.””

olores!"”

did not take it!”

€ and then dashed hev tears angrily away.

d am innocent,’” she said. ““ T had no thenght of taking monev. T have
ey of my own, which I have saved--three or lour peunds. You know
ither sends me a great deal of money.”

T know it. But—-"

[f did not need to take any. Rut T wonld have died rather than take
if I had heen starving!” exclaimed Dolores passionately. “ Oh, it is
d, wicked, to accuse me! You know that I did not take tha money !"*
Penfold’s checks burned.

olores! How dare you speak to me like that !

How dare you accuse me of being a thief!” exclaimed Doleres, T am
fone; T would have died first! If the money is gone, someone clse has

is impossible! ¥ tell you there were two banknotes, and only one

taken. It is childish 1o suppose that a burglar wonld have taken one

not the other.””

e may not have seen the other,”’ said Dolores.

hey were folded up together.””

EI do not knew what happfned; I only kuow that I did not go to
Pt -

ot went to my room.”

bad to go to the room, as it was the only window I could open.”

nd von ask me to believe that you did not go to the desk? It is
jird, Dolores. You cannot expect mme to believe you.” i

‘T am speaking the truth.'’

iss Penfold shook her head.

lolores sobbed again. In the hard, unbelieving face before her now,
ad what the rest would think of her. All St. Freda’s would kuowee .
‘believe—that she~was a thief. ¥ 4
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It was ome thing to leave St. Freda’s because she had too stubborn]
pride to bend to the restraints of discipline. It was quite another to
hecause she was a thief—because she was unfit for the other girls to speak

Dolores realised that,

The more she disliked St. Freda’s, the more she despised the other git
there, the more bitterly humiliated she felt at the thought that they woul
now despise her.

Despise her!

Tt made the blood flame in her cheeks to think of it. Dolly Carew woul
despise her, und greedy little Milly Prati, and even Enid Craven, the me
Enid, would be able to despise her now! .

A dry sob shook Dolores,

With a sudden impulse she threw herself at Miss Penfold’'s feet,
the elder lady’s dress with convulsive hands. Her white, tear-stained/ fal
was turned up to the stern countemance of the St. Freda's Head.

*“ Oh, Miss 1’enfold, I am innocent—I am innocent !’ she panted, her' voi§
broken and husky. '* Will you not believe me? Tt is the truth! Oh, it
the truth! You have mever known me to tell a lie, though 1 have been b
in other ways, Miss Penfold. I know I have done wrong, I can see it noY
but-—but I am not a thief. Oh, believe me!"” |

The passionate outburst strangely moved Miss Penfnld.

e fcnuld only helieve vou, Dolores " she said, in a low voice.

¢ It is true—irue!” T

Miss Penfold hesitated. . 4

In spite of herself, n feeling was growing within her that circumstano
might have conspired to cast this black suspicion upon the Spanish girl. 4

She raised Dolores gently enough. ; !

“ 8it down, dear,”’ she said quietly. * Let us talk this over. Cal
yourself ' & )

“ But you believe me®”

« T will try to believe you,” said Miss Penfold, with a sigh. * Bd
Dolores, the banknote was taken. That you no longer have it is nothiu
You may have passed it. or thrown it away after you were caught. C
you give me any reason to suppose that someone else may have taken
Goodness knows, my only desire is to do justice in the matter I

"Dolores started.

** Ethel ! . 4

Miss Penfold looked puzzled. ‘

« Ethel! What do you mean?”

« Fthel Cleveland knows that I did not take it!" cried Dolores.

“ What! How can hel Cleveland know anvthing about it!”

« Qand for her: she will tell you.”” exclaimed Dolores triumphantly,

Miss Penfold looked very puzzled.

“ Very well, I will send for her,”” he said. * But 1 really cannot s
how a new girl at St, Freda's can throw any light upon the matter.”

She touched a bell. .

The maid who answered it was told to fetch LEthel, and in a couple |
minutes Ethel Cleveland appeared at the door of Miss Penfold’s study.

“ Come in, my dear!'’ said Miss Penfold, as Cousin Ethel hesitates

* You may sit down. Dolores thinks that your evidence may be of som
use to her. It appears that you kmow something of her movements lal
mnight.”” 3

Cdusin Ethel coloured.

< Yes,” she said quietly.

Her' glance rested upon Dolores a moment.. She had not expected tH
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panish girl to draw her into the matter. But she had no thought hut t?
il the exact truth. Dolores understood her look, and broke out
pascionately.

“ You do not understand, Ethel—you don’t understand yet! I am accused
i{gtealing a banknote from Miss Penfold's desk when I ran away last
ght.””

Ethel gave a stort of horror

e %tea ing & banknote?' she said faintly.

es,

‘“ Impossible!"’ i

T hope it is impossible,” said Miss Penfold quietly. * That is what we
re to find out. Tell me what you know about the matter, Ethel.”

Cousin Ethel glanced at Dolores,

' Yes, yes!'’ exclaimed the Spanish girl eagerly. * Tell Miss Penfold all
hout the matter—everything as it happened!”

' Very well

C'ousin Ethel told what she knew, quietly and calmly.

* Dolores had told me that she was going to run away from the school, ¥
|rierl dto persuade her not to do so; and I stayed awake to stop her if she
lould go.””

“ Why did you not tell me®” said Miss Peniold gentiy.

** I had promieed to say nothing.”

“ Stay a moment!” exclaimed Miss Penfold, remembering Enid Craven’s
isit to her the previous evening. ‘ Did anyone else know of this?"’

* Yes. Another girl heard us speaking of it.”

“ Was it Enid Craven?”

Ethel looked surprised.

* Yeas, Miss Penfold.”

* Yery well. You may go on,” :

““ I heard Dolores leaving the dormitory, and followed her,”” said Ethel.
' She left the achool by the window of this room, and I followed her into
he grounds.. I persuaded her to return, and we went back to bed. I fell
pleep, and then—then Dolores must have left the dormitory again, and I did
ot hear her.””

* I waited till yon were asleep,’
Ethel nodded.

** But what does this prove for you, Dolores?’’ asked Miss Penfold guietiy.
** Do you not see?’’ exclaimed Dolores eagerly. * Ethel followed me into
rounds. Did I go to Miss Penfold’s desk, Ethel?’”

Fithel shook her head.

** Certainly mot. You would not have had time before T saw you here.
esides, you had left the door of the room open all the time.”

““And ‘I had gome out, intending to leave then!” exclaimed Dolores
urriedly. ““If I had wanted to go to.the desk, 3liss Penfold, T whould
lave gone then, when I first tried to leavée the school. I did not know that
ithel was following me."

Miss Penfold was sileat.

Certainly there was a great deal in what the Spansh girl said.

If she had taken the banknote for the expenses of her flight, she would
ertainly have taken it when she left the house the first time. Yet it might
wve heen an afterthought. Miss Penfold’s mind wavered, but in spite of
erself Dolores’ earnestness was impressing her. She was no longer certain
I {he Spanish girl’s guilt. 3

““ Was anyone else awake at this time?"’ she gsked-slowly.

Dolores shook her head, .

said Dolores.

5
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* I think not.”” i
““ But, my child, if you did not take the note from my desk someone el
must have done so,”” ‘said, Miss Penfold. * Someone cise must have ¢
up last night.””
Cousin Ethel ave a start.
*‘ Dolores!" she exclnimed breathlessly. °° You remember the light—tl
match that was struck in this room while we were in the grounds?’”
'I‘hen I)Dlom clasped her hands.
“Yes, yes! I remember! Whoever struck that match was the thief

CHAPTER 21,
On the Track.

183 PENFOLD looked at the two girls in surprise. Her lock 4
M wanded an explanation, and Ethel hastily explained, [
The headmistress listened with deep attention.

“ Then someone clse. was downstairs while you were in the gardenf’ f
said.

o Yes

“ You did not ses her?™

N

‘Have you any idea who it was®""
“ Not at all,”* said Cousin Ethel, with a shake of the head. **I =
nothing but the match burning for a few seconds.”

Miss Penfold compressed her lips.

““ This is a very strange story,” she said. ‘I will not say that T belie
Dolores to be innocent; that would be saying too much. But my belief i
her guilt _has been atmngi\‘ shakeu, and 1 shall not aet hastily in tl
yatter. Dolores, you will go to your cubicle. and remain there for the ref
of the day, while I consider the matter. Ethel, vou will say mothing §
what has passed in this room. ‘Tluq is mot u matter that T wish to huw
discussed in the school,”

“* 1 understand, Miss Penfold,”

‘I can rely upon your discretion, T am sure. You may go.”

(“ounu-n Ethel left the principal’s study, with a smile of enconx‘agemen{'
the Spanish girl as she went.

Tthel went out, with her brain almost in a whirl. The hn% nings of t
iast two days had 'heen very rapid and very sfrange. ittle had, s
dreamed of finding herself in ‘the midst of such a whirl of events whepn sl
came to St. Freda’s. Of one thing she was quite sure-—Dolores was innocen
ittle as she knew of the Spanish girl, she was certain that Dolores w:
incapable of a despicable action, wild and wayward as she, might be.

The other girls gathered round Ethel at once as she came out into tl
broad, flagged passage, curious to know why she had been sent for, aj
what haa passed in Miss Penfold’s study.

But Ethel would not satisfy their curiosity. i

““ Is Dolores gomg‘ to be expelled?” asked Belle Hilton. 5

* I don’t know.”

“ Was Miss Penfold very angry?*

““ What did Dolores say?"’

“ Why did Miss Penfold send for yon?**

“ What did you say?’”

Cousin Ethel laughed. ¥l

* I am so sorry, but I hn\’e nothing to say,”” she replied.
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se ! said Belle, in her decided way. *° What are yoﬁ keeping
ng 'not keeping secrets, but——""
tuff 1"

{ Yes, stuff and rais!” said Dolly Carew. ‘* Clo ahead, Ethel!’

t Ethel shook her head. .

¢ girls, though considerably surprised and somewhat exasperated, let

lone at last. ¢

wwin Ethel walked away under the clms, to think the matter over alone..
raven followed her there.

1 Cleveland !”’ she said suddenly.

looked round. She had not seen Enid following her, and she was

sed.

.  What is it?" she said, curtly enough.

wish you would tell me what Miss Penfold wanted you for. What did

say? Was Miss Penfold angry with her?”

[ suppose so.”

ibout her running away?"

bably.””

d—and smythinf elsar™ .
looked at Enid quickly. The girl’s face was very white, and there

eagerness there was no mistaking in her look and tone. Did Enid

anything of that acousation which had been made in the seclusion of

Penfold’s study? Haa she been listening again? Ethel’s lip ourled,

ything else!”” she repeated. ‘* What else? What else was there for

enfold to be angry about?” 2

I--I don’t know !”* she stammered. * But—-""

have been listening !I"’ said Ethel.

en—then there is something else?”’ cried Enid.

‘you have listened, you know—but if you do not know, I shall not tell

said Ethel. It is mean to listen—contemptible!"

have not listened.”

en how do you know-

gt can you know about it#

Nothing, but——"" .

¥ell, I have nothing to tell you,” said Ethel. And she turned away.

d Craven did not follow her. ) £,

] sat down upon a seat under the shadow of the elms. The sunset

right on the grass in the Close. She could hear the merry girlish

8 s she sat there, but she paid them no heed. She was thinking.

Blores was in her cubicle nmow—n prisoner—waiting her doom. That
ould have to leave St. Freda’s seemed certain, but that she should

in disgrace, expelled as a thief—that was the worst, and it might be

le to save her from that. Who was the thief? That it was not

s, Ethel felt certain. It was the nunknown person who had struck the
in Miss Penfoid’s study the previous night. the flicker of which the

irls had seen from the darkness of the Close.

it who was that? ;
el did not know much as yet of the girls of 8t. Freda’s, but when she
ght of the fresh, healthy faces, she found it hard to credit that there

it be a thief ameng them. She started as a new thought came into

ind.

theft had been so well-timed for suspicion to fall upon Dolores—it

mean, why "do you ask me that guestion?
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looked as if the ithief knew that the Spanish girl was about to leave Ne
school, and laid, plans accordingly. Who knew it besides herself? s
Ethel compressed her lips as she thought of Enid Craven. ot
Enid had known it. and, contrary to Ethel’s expectation, had not betray@ ur
the Spanish girl to the Head. he
Enid was the one girl at St. Freda's whom Ethel would have been malli.
ready to doubt than any other. '
And what did Enid's mysterious hints as to the ‘“ something else > M o
Penfold miﬁht be angry about mean? She knew that Dolores was chargfliv. v
with something more than merely running away from school. 3 [
Like a flash it came to Ethel. IR
In the agitation the thought brought to her she rose and began to wallte:
up and down under the trees, her face pale and excited. / abt
““ Yes, yea!l’” she exclaimed, unconsciously speaking aloud. *“*It was s

° Ethel I””

Ethkel turned her head. TDolly Carew was looking at her with wide-op
eyes of astonishment. Ethel coloured.

“ What is the matter, Ethel?” exclaimed Dolly. 1 came to look
you! We want you to play rounders! What is the matter?™

““ Nothing !"* said Ethel. .

“ Well, are you coming?”

““ 1 would rather go for a walk,” said Ethel, ** if you will come.
you? I have mot seen the village yet, and—aud I want to go the
particularly.”” .

Dolly nodded.

*“ Certainly !"* she said. ‘* I'll call out to Belle.”” 1

And five minutes later the two girls were walking down the leafy lag
to Elmhurst.

Dolly kept up an incessant chatter all the way. She told Cousin EtH
every'bging she {:ne\v about the locality, about the footpaths and the wood
about the, surroundings of 8t. Freda’s, and was so interested in her o
conversation that she hardly noticed that Ethel said scarcely a word.

Ethel was busy with her own thoughts.

She felt that she possessed the clue to the mysterious happenings at
Freda’s, and she alone. It was not pleasant to her to make any investig
tion into the matter, but Dolores was accused—Dolores was in danger
being branded as a thief. To bring the guilt home to the right person wj
Ethel’s duty if she could do it. .

= And this is the village,” said Dolly at last.

Ethel, 'as a matter of fact., had hardly heard a word that the volati
Dolly had been saying all the way. but she nodded, with a smile. |

u iere does Mrs. Seruton live?’ she asked.
© e Mrs. Seruton!” ejaculated Dolly.

“* Yes, the dressmaker, you know.”’

“ Yes, bu il

“* Where does she live?"’ §

** Look here,’” said Dolly, * vou're not going to Mrs. Scruton.””

** Why not?’"

“* Because she’s not a nice woman. She over-charges fearfully, for o
thing, and then she encourages girls with money to run into debt, an

iles all sorts of things on the bill,”” said Dolly. ' Miss Penfold doesu
rike us to go to her. at is why Enid was so scared.’”

¢ T understand. But I am mnot going to her as a customer.”

# Then why——""

¢ I want to see her.”
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Nolly looked puzzled.

“ Blessed if I know why you should wanf to sce her,” she said, ** She’s
ot w nioce n to see. She's treating Enid very shabbily, I think. ©f
course, sho let Enid get into debt, thinking she would get the money from
e peop'tc; Tt wouid be only what she deserves if she were mever paid at
1

* Bul I want to sce her.” )

“Oh, I suppose you have a message from Euid!" said Dolly. * This
argy ! How dense of me not to think of that!”

“* It is not that, but—-—""

« Oh, I won’t ask any quesiions!” said Dolly, laughing. “I'm met
nterested in Enid’s debis and difficulties. She is lucky to have a good-
atured goose like you to help her out of them. This is Mrs. Scruton’s
ouse.’”

She stopped ot the garden gate of n tasteless-looking, red-brick villa—one
i the few modern houses in the village of Elmhnurst. A brass plate on
he door announced that it was the dwellink of Mrs. Scruton, and that Mrs.
‘eruton waz a *° modiste,”” and prepared to make up ladies own materials.
““I'll wait for you here,” said Dolly. ** I'l come in if you like,”

“ Oh, not at all! Wait here. there’s a dear!”
 Right-ho!” said Dolly cheerfuily.
And Cousin Ethel went up to the door alone,

CHAPTER 22. i
Ethel's Susplicions Arc Confirmed.

SLATTERNLY-LOOKING servant answered her ring. and Cousin Ethel
was admitited to a shabby hall. Her heart was beabing fast mow.
She was undertaking this in the hope of clearing Dolores; but now

Hii:at she was fairly embarked she began to fecl a little afraid. But she did

not allow her courage to sink. E

stigll ** What name, please, miss®”

“ Mrs. Seruton does not kngw my mame,” said Ethel, ** but say it is

: willeemeone from St. Freda's.”

“ Yes, miss.” .

Iithel was shown into a room in which the sign= of dressmaking were pretty

cvident everywhere. The windows were {ightly ¢lnscd, co that the atmos-

jhere was extremely stufty, and that, added to the odovr of cloth. made

Lthel feel quite faint for a moment.. There was a looking-glass over the

@ nantolpiece in a hideous oak frame, and the furniture glistened with cheap

varnish. In the bay window was a siand with an “ art ” pot of a colour

inat would have made an artist shudder, with a fern in it which seemed

t» be in the final stages of consumption.

M ¥thel sat down on one of the shiny, creaking chairs, and waited. She

had not long to waif. A stout woman of uncertain age, with a red nose

snd very red cheeks, entered the room with a “sort of syeeping motion.

Iithel did not knew that the redness of the nose was cauded by drinking,

Mot that of the cheeks by rouge; but she felt an instinctive dislike of .the

waman the moment she zaw her. She felt that Miss Penfold was quite right

in mbt wishing her girls to come into contact with Mrs. Scruton.

There was a very agreeable smile upon the disagreeahle face now, how-

ever. Mrs. Sernton knew that FEthel must be a new gir], and she was

very ready to welcoms and make much of a new customer.
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“ Good-afterncon, my dear!” she said effusively. I hope you have .
to stay for a cup of tea. Now: = 3
““No, thank you!” said Ethel hurriedly. “I—I am pressed for tim
have not come on my own account really, but about—about a certain m
in connection with Enid Craven.”
Mrs, Scruton smiled. ;
< Ah, the change!” she said. * Quite right! But I told ‘Miss Cr
{hat T should send her the change when I had placed the note in my ba

Tthel started. jo
She had come there to learn the truth, half afraid that she was defl pq
wrong. She had remembered how Enid Craven had gone out immediaf « -
after morning school, and how strangely white and how touchy she § «
been. The suspicion had forced itself into Ethel’s mind that Eunid's e
of half-a-sovereign on account had been refused by Mrs. Scruton. and o
the foolish girl gad been driven to a desperate step to find the money, 8
had thrown the odium upon another. T
But Ethel was startled at having her half-formed suspicion so sudddf
and fully confirmed. 1
““ The—the note!'” she stammered. | R
“Yes. I do not keep so much money in the house,’” said Mrs. Soru han
with a smile; ** but I shall place the note in the bank to-day, and will 3
the change up to the school, unless Miss Craven prefers to call for it. 2
Ethel shivered. Nolc
““You have not yet placed the note in the bank, Mrs. Seruton?” ap]
“ T have not heen out this afternoon vet,”" said Mrs. Seruton, * bnt {jgwa
is ample time before the bank closes. Tt is open till six in Elmhurst.” “
“ You—you must not take the mote there,’” said Ethel hastily. «
Mrs. Scruton looked astomished. de
“Why not?"” )
** Because—hecause: Oh. did wou not think it slrange that s
should have so much meney?”’ exclaimed Ethel. el
The woman’s face hardened. J \]'_)

“She told me her aunt had sent her the banknote,” she replied.
course. I believed her. Do you mean to say that the note did not bel
to her?"

It did not.””

“ Then she stole it?"”

FEthel flushed.

« Never mind that: but it would he hetter for vou to take the not:
Miss Penfold, and explain how you came by it, I know that Enid had
money last evening, and she was very much afraid of what you would
It is yeu who have caused her to do this wicked thing.” *

Mré. Scruton threw open the door with a theatrical gesture.

“ Leave my houss!”

Ethel walked down the garden pnath and joined Dolly. Her heart
beating hard; she felt as if she had just left the den of an ogress.

Dolly looked at her flushed face.

“ Had a row with Scruton?’ she asked.

Ethel laugheg.

* Not exactly, dear. Tet us go away.”

* Is she going to be easy with Enid?” asked Dolly. *‘Surely the
eovereign will keep the Shylock quiet for a time, anyway.”

Ethel did not reply. She did not wish to expose Enid’s falsehoods to
companion. . =

That Enid-had lied recklessly was certain; but her greatest folly w

.
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verlooking the fact that a note, being numbered, could be traced if Miss
cnfold chose to call in the aid of the police. But the foolish girl had been

o frightened and confused to even thiuk of that, in all probability.

Ethel was very silent during the walk home to St. Freda's.

That did not matter to Dolly, however, who talked enough for two. When
he arrived at the school, Ethel went as soon as she could to the dormitory,
nd looked in at Dolores’ cabicle. Dolores was not there, but Ethel caught
ight ofhher in the window-seat at the end of the dormitery, and hastened

join her.

Dolores looked at her with a faint smile.

“ You will still speak to me?’* she exclaimed.

‘“ Why not?"” s
** Then you do not believe that T am a thief?”

I never believed it for a moment,”” said Ethel quietly.
Dolores threw her arms round the English girl and hugged her, and
issed her upon both cheeks.

“ How good and kind you are!” she exclaimed. “ How unlike me! If I
ad had you for a friend when I came here, T should have done much better
han I have.” 3
< Nonsense !”’ said Ethel, smiling.

“But it is true! I—I wish T were to stay at St Freda's now,” said
Yolores. ‘I have been thinking, and this ‘his horrible thing that has
appened has secmed to clear my brain. I wish—oh, I wish I had not run
way last night, Ethel?”

* I wish you had not, dear.”

“ And you tried to stop me, and T said I hated you,” said Dolores; ‘ butb
don’t hate you, Ethel, I love you.” =

Tthel kissed her.

“You shall stay ab St. Freda’s, and we shall be great friends,” she

xelaimed.

Dolores shook her head.

1 cannot stay. Even if Miss Penfold forgave me for running away,
he thinks T am s thief—and I cannot prove that I am innocent.” e
“But I can!”’ exclaimed Ethel triumphantly.

“What! You!”

* Yes.t

“ But how?” exclaimed Dolorcs, in astonishment. *“How can you? Do
ou know who the thief is? Have you found out?"” i

“ Yes, T have found out.'
“ And who is it?"

* Enid Craven.”

“OhU2

“ Miss Penfold will know it soon,” said Ethel softly. “Tou will be
lcared. But—but I hope Miss Penfold ‘will not be very- hard on Enid.
‘he silly girl was frightened into it by a bhad woman—though it was very,
rery wicked of her to let it fall upon you.”

¢ But—but you are sure?™

** Quite sure.” . .

““Then you have saved me, Ethel I" |
Ethel kissed her again. Dolores did not speak, but she sat with her
rm about Ethel's neck, her head on Ethel’s shoulders, and the proud, gark

/

yes were dim.with tears. Dolores wae crying.
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CHAPTER 23.
Light at Last. !
MESS PENFOLD sat ﬁmght in the high-backed chair in her atudy. an

the high back of the chair was not stiffer than Miss Penfold. Mi

Penfold’s face looked as hard as the oak of the table beside he
Her lips were in a thin, hard line. Miss Penfold was recei‘vmi visitor,
person of whom she did not approve, which was the reason why Miss Pe
told scemed to be suddenly turned into stoue.

Mrs. Scruton looked very uneasy when she was shown in. She had i
tended to carry matters with a high hand, but the calm, cold stillness
Miss Penfeld seemed to take the bravado out of the stout, stagey woma

Mrs. Scruton hesitated, and was lost. Her manner was unintentiomal
humble as she entered. But for the artificial colouring on her cheeks si
would have looked pale.

Miss Penfold rose to her feet, but she did not ask her visitor to be seated
Her glance met Mrs, Scruton’s like a rapier. 8p

b {ou weren't expecting me?” said Mrs.-Scruton, with an uneasy laugi

“ You may be glad I came,” said the visitor epitefully. * I've come f{
ask you if this banknote belnur, to you.”

And she laid a five-pound note upon the table

Then Miss Penfold's calmness was disturbed a little. She could not a¥ol
giving a slight start as she looked at the note. £

Her eyes sought the number at once. :

“Yes,” she said, ‘' that note belong to me. It was—was lost last nigh
Thank you very much for bringing it to me! Did you find it

Mrs. Seruton smiled unpleasantly.

“ It was paid to me in the way cf business,” ehe said.

*Paid to you?” i

*Yes."

By \rhnm”"

* By a girl belonging to thlw scImn.

“ What was the girl’s name?

**Craven-—Enid Craven.’ X

Again Miss Penfold started. Thaf was not the name she had cxpscta
to hear—though she could uot imagine, either, that Doleres had paid th
note to Mrs. Scruton.

“* Miss Craven paid you this banknote?’ she asked. .

** Yes.” i

= When?”

I‘n-d1v-—1l:nut half-past twelve.”

* Wh

r sho oﬂ.'ed me an accouni—for long enough. teo; I had told her T shoul|
come to you for it,”” said Mrs. Scruton insoleatly. “If you don’t tea
your girls to pay their just debls, wou can’t oxpect——'"

“Wo need not discuss that,” said Miss Pcufold. ‘I need not say thyl
Miss Craven’s debt to you was unknown to me. What was the nmcunt-"

““Two pounds, and Enid Craven has my receipt for the money.”

“ Then you will be paid.”

Mrs. Scruton was silen). She was glad to have the money, and yet e
felt a sense of defeat. Miss Penfold laid two sovercigns upon the tabl
and the yisitor put them into her gaudy silver-chained purse.

“ Why did you bring the note to me?” asked Miss Penfold abruptly. .

aid

. #Beosune I }iad my doubts,”
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#* T did not say it was stolen,” eaid Miss Penfold coldly. * Thank you
fy much for returning it. I don’t think I need detain you longer.”
o E
* Good-afternoon !'’
And Mrs. Scruton, almost before she knew it, was being shown out by
‘trim\maid. Mrs. Scruton had intended to simply erush Miss Penfold—
ake sneering remarks on the conduct of a school where banknotes were
flen—to depart triumphant. Somehow, it had not worked out like that. .
had a feeling of devarting defeated; somehow or other, the victory
8 not to her. -
And Mrs. Scruton shook the dust of St. Freda's from her feet in a very
temper. . z
fiss 1g§n501a looked at the note again, and locked it up in her desk.
n. she rang the bell, and sent the maid for Dolores and Enid Craven.
Dolores was the first to arrive. She came in with a_strange hrightness
B her face. Miss Penfold looked at her in surprise. It seemed as if the
anish girl already knew what she was about to tell her.
‘“ Dolores, T have discovered that it was not you who tooksthe banknote
fom my desk,’” said Miss Penfold quietly.
‘" Yes, Miss Penfold.”
& You look as if you knew it already, Dolores,” said Miss Penfold, with
curious glance at the girl. “I need not say how glad 1 am that the
govery has been made, Dolores. I am very sorry that I suspected you.™
iDolores looked down.
*It was my fault,” she said, in a low voice, ‘“If I had not run away,
5u would not. have thought so.” o
* That is true.”
¥ I—I did _wrong,'' faltered Dolores. “I—I was very foolish and—and
cked. I—I am sorry that I ran away, Miss Penfold.”
The headmistress of St. Freda's drew a deep breath.
This was a new line for Dolores to take. She had never expected those
brds of humble confession from the proud Spamish girl.
¥ You mean that, Dolores?®"’
% Yes, Miss Penfold. T—T did not eee then as—as T do now,’” faltered
bloves. “ Ethel has told me that—that—— Well, I am sorry.’
i And I am very glad to hear you say so,”” said Miss Penfold. * Since
pur innocence is nroved, Dolores, T am inclined to deal more gently with
bur escapade cf last night—as you seem to realise yourself how serious it
s. 1If I should allow you to remain at St. Freda's——" .
£ Oh, Miss Penfold 22
4 Would you try to make a fresh start—to do better?” \
Dolores clasped-ber hands.
b4 T will try—oh. I will try hard!"”
Miss Penfold’s face softened wonderfully.
4 You will have the influence of a dear, goor girl to help you. Dolores,'
he said softly. ‘“Make a friend of Ethel Cleveland, and you will never go
T Wrong.
“ Yes—yes, I know it.”

| “ Then o

enfold paused as there was a tap ab_the door. Enié ﬁraren came

s, with a white, frightened face, her feet dragging mdwillingly over the

arpet.
$he had seen Mrs. Scruton come and go, and she rca‘lised that cshe was
ost. The wretched girl seemed hardly able to stand as she paused bzfore
o sternt figure of the headmistress, i
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Miss Penfold’s face was very stern. /

“I have only a few words to say to you, Enid Craven,” she said/ coldly
““Mrs. Scruton has returned to me the banknote you paid her. T kno)
now who took it from my desk last night, and who tried to throw the blam|
®f that wicked act upon Dolores!" !

Enid gave a choked ery. Dolores’s glance had been bitter and scornful
but it changed now to one of pity, and she threw her strong arm round
Enid, who seemed to be about to sink to the floor. Enid hardiy knew wh
was supporting her.

* You confess, Enid?"” said Miss Penfold quietly,

*“Yes,'" moaned Enid miserably., **I—I—'" !

“You'knew that Dolores was going to rum away, and you hoped thaf
the blame of your action would fall upon her?'’ . i

“I—I thought it would not hurt her, as she was going away,” saidl
Enid, with dry lips. ‘““I—I was afraid Mrs. Scruton would come to you|
and—and T should be expelled. I—I was horribly afraid. Oh, I—I—""

*“ I shall not expel you,'’ said Miss Penfold. ** You will leave St. Freda's
of course, but I will spare you the disgrace. This matter need not by
spokenr of. Dolores, I am sure, will say nothing. You must pack your bax
to-night, Enid, and leave tho school fo-morrow morning. I will ‘write ¢
Your parenis and explain I’ ;

Enid fell upon her knees.

““I—1I dare not go home !’ she moaned. *Oh, Miss Penfold, let me stay
I will never—never——**

““You cannot stay !’

‘Enid moaned again. Dolores’s strong arm was round her. It was strange
to_see Dolores playing the protectress to the girl who had insulted and
injr‘m-ed her. But that was the better and nobler side of the wayward
nature.

“* Miss Penfold, you have pardoned me.” said Dolores hesitatingly. Wil
you not give Enid a chance? She was [rightened hy that woman; she did
not know how wicked she was. She will never do anything like it again—
will you, Enid?"* ’

“* Oh, never, never—if Miss Penfold will let me stay.””

The headmistress looked curiously at Dolores.

““ Do you speak for Enid, Dolores?” she exclaimed. ** You who were very
nearly disgraced for life by her wicked action?’

‘* Yes,”' said Dolores.

Miss Penfold’s face softened.

“‘ Perhaps—perhaps I may forgive her,” she said slowly. **If you can
do so, I should. And if I believed that Enid really repented——'"

“Oh, I do—I do!"”

“X will take vou at your word, Enid,”” said Miss Penfold. **I will give
you another chance. And remember, too, that you owe it to the girl you

* have injured. You may go.”

“Thank you, Miss Penfold,”” said Dolores quietly..

And Enid tottered from the room leaning upon the shoulder of the
Spanish girl.

Ten minutes later Dolores rejoined Ethel Cleveland in the dormitery.

Cousin Ethel looked up quickly.

““Is it all right?”’ she asked.

TDolores ran into her arms and hugged her.

“Yes, it is all right,”” she said; “and Miss Penfold has forgiven Enid,
and we are to keep it a secret. . I am sorry for Enid. She is such a coward.

<l don’t-like her, but I am glad she.is to stay.”
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ind you?” % iy
ik all not leave St. Freda’s. T don’t want to leave Si. Freda’s now,"” said
1 , with her arm round Ethel's waist, and looking fondly at the
girl. ““We are going to bhe good [riends, Ethel.”” -
e

E b smiled brightly.
+“ Yes, indeed we are,’”” she said. “ Chums, Dolores.'?
And chums they were from that day,

CHAPTER 28,
k. 2 @ & Nothing to Say.
: TELL us all about it, Lthel.”
b g

“It1” said Milly Pratt.
i Cousin Ethel smiled.
| “T have nothing to tell you,” she said. .
' ““ You should not keep secrets,” said Milly, waving a fat forefinger at
[Ethel. ‘It is—er—secretive to keep secrets.”? b
.Ethel laughed.
“But I have nothing to tell you.”
* But something has happeued,” urged Claire Pomfret.
* Yes; but—""
“But you don’t want to tell us?” said Emily North.
Ethel coloured a little.
““ Not exactly that,”” she said. * But there is no need to talk about it,
8 there? It is not my business.”
“ Which-is a polite way of telling us that it is vol ours, either,”” =aid
Claire, laughing. *° Well, perhaps it isn't. Don’t ask guestions, Milly.”*

. ““ Nonsense !”" said Milly.

. ““Let's ask Dolores,” suggested Lmily.

. But there was a general pause,

' The Spanish girl was not one to be guestioned with ease. The almost
thaughty reserve of her nature had broken down to Ethel, but to no ane
lse. But the curiosity of the St. Freda's girls to know what had passed

n Miss Penfold’s study was too great. A group of them surrounded Dolores

s she came towards Cousin Ethel. <
© ““Dolores!”

““What has happened?"’

“ Are you going to leave?®'

“ What is it about--Enid®"’

“ Won’t you tell us, Dolores?”

Dolores’s black eyes shone for a moment.
““ No,"” she said.

** Oh, Dolores!”’

“ Don’t bother!"”

| Even Milly Pratt could not ack questions after that. Cousin Ethel and
Dolores were left to themselves. The girls went to lock.for Enid Craven.
' She, at least, could be depended upon to tell them what she knew—at leaat,
so they thought. Enid was well known to be a lover of tattle.

It was not easy to find Enid. But she was discovered at last in her
cubicle. She was lying on her bed, and she turned a red and tear-stained
\face to the girls when they came in. The rims of her eyelids were very
lred; and her face, never beautiful, was more unprepossessing than usual.

* Good gracious !’ exclaimed Claire. ** What is the matter, Enid.

i
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“* Nothing," said Enid. ' /

“ What are vou crying ahount?’

“ Nothing "

“ What has Miss Penfold said to you?"'

** Nothing !"

And Enid turned her face to the wall. / .

The girls were amazed. Lven Enid was silent; and Milly Pratt ex.
claimed:

‘* What are we to do about it? {

“Let us mind our own business,” suggested Claire Pomfret, who was
somewhat given to sarcasm, especially at Milly’s expense.

Milly sniffed. But that was what had to he done. That Dolores had
been under an accusation, and that she had been proved to be innocent,
the girls knew from Miss Penfold. More they were not to know."’

Dolores made a gesture of disdain as the girls left her with Ethel.

i*They are very curious,”” said Ethel. * But it is natural.”

“ Ob, it is insuflerable!” said Dolores. with a curl of her red lip. * But
there,” she added. with a sudden change of tome, “T am not going to be
impatient any more. I hope the wretched affair will be forgotten: but |
suppose it will be 2 long time hefore they allow me to forget that I tried
to run away from school. T am going to try and like Miss Penfold.”

Ethel smiled.

You will succeed if you try,” she said, ““Miss Penfold is very kind.
Have you seen Enid lately?"”

Dolores gave a shrug of her shapely shoulders.

“No; and I do not wish to. 1 canuot bear the sight of her.””

‘*She must be feeling very unhappy.””

“ Let her!"™

** Dolores !'” *

“ Well, it is nof more than she deserves,” said Dolores. *“ What does it
matter? You must not waste your thought unon her. !

“I was just thinking of hér,” said Ethel quietly. ““ After all, shie is
very weak and foolish, and—and—-—""

Dolores laughed a Tittle bitterly. : £

““And you are feeling concerned about her? she exclaimed. You want
to make a fuss of her—that bad girl, and my cnemy?”’

““Y want to see her, certainly.”

““ Don’t see her. You should not speak to her again. You would uot, if
Feu were a true friend to me!” cxclaimed Dolores passionately.

** Dolores!"”

Ethel’s tone was very quéet, but the colour had flushed into her cheeks.
Dolores looked at her wﬂ‘L flashing eyes for a moment, then the big black
eyes softened, and the proud lin trembled.

T am sorry. Ethel,” she said. in a low voice. “T-1 won't speak like
that again. Let us go and look for Eaid.™

“T will,” said Ethel. ** But youw—- "

“TI will come, too."

There was no denying Dolores. 3

After her paskionate outburst she was al] repentance. Nothing would
& tisfy her but finding Enid and ministering to her at once; and Cousin
Sthel did not say her impulsive friend naxv. i

=1 think she went to lie down,”” said Fthel. * Let ns soe.”

They ascended to the dormitory. The crowd of inquirers came out of
Finid’s cubicle as they reached it.

' 8he won't tel] you anything,’’ said Milly Prats. 4

Cousin Ethel smiled, and passed into Enid’s room with Délores. ‘The |
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irls dispersed, with the “exception of Milly. Milly was 'curious, and she
a no great scruples in’ gratifying her curiosity. She slipped into the
next cubicle, where it was quite easy to hear what was said in Enid’s room,
unlass the voices were purposely lowered, The partitions between the rooms
i did hot reach to the ceiling. But Milly was not destined to hear anything
. of great interest to her.
A8 id ! gaid Ethel softly. o

Enid Craven did not move. She lay with her face to the wall, her hair
all liéc.d onc arm thrown over her head.

“Enid !*

She ktirred at last, and turned her rimmed eyes upon the two girls.

“ What have you vome for?”’ she exclaimed angrily, *° Miss Pexfold has
pardoned me, and you can let me alone!”

Ethel coloured.

“* Did you think that either of us had come to reproach you, EnidP” she

id.

Snid’s look was resentfu! and uncompromising.

““ What have you come for, then?" she exclaimed.

“ Because we want to help youw.”

I don’t wani to be helped,” said Enid sullenly.
“ Yes, you do,” said Ethel brightly. ** You have a headache, dear, and
you would like your forehead bathed, for one thing. Then you would like
io see that Dolores has no ill-will towards you.”
Enid looked at them doubtfully for some moments, and burst into
miserable tears.

“I'm the most wretched girl in the world!" sho eobbed.
“ Don’t cry!” said Ethel softly. ** It is all over now. Let me
Luid made no resistance. FHer head was indeed throbbing, and her
forehcad was hot and dry. Her ltears were shed, leaving ier eyelids
aching and hot. Cousin kthel’s gentle touch was like balm to her.
Dolores stood looking ou. There was a disdainful look wpon her dark,
handsome face at first, and a puzzled expression, as if she never would under-
stapd Ethel. The Spanish girl could "understand  pardoning a defeated
enemy. But this she could not understund. .
But. her expression softened -as the minutes wore away—softened till
the big tears stood in her eyes. There was a sound in the next cubicle.
Milly Pratt had gone on her way in disgust. There wus nothing for her
t¢ listen to hero. .

** Letter for you, Ethel I”* saxd Milly Pratt.
Tt was a bright, fresh morning, and Cousin Tthel had come in from a
walk in the grounds with Dolores hefore breakfast. ;

Milly Pratt always knew when there wus a letter for anybody. ‘She always
Lknew when anybody wrote a letter, or received one. or expected one. Ehe
was especially ‘well-informed about postcards, and kmew what was written
on them, as a rule, before the recipients did. ‘

There was a rack for letters at the end of the dining-room, where the
girls’ correspondence was put, to be taken down themselves. Milly alwaye
epent some time there after a visit of the postman, when the letters were
put up. Milly was interested in everybody’s husiness but her own,

“ Tetter for you.” .

“ Where is it, Milir?”

“In the rack.,” said Millyr. ““I would have brought it te you, bhut
Jetters have 1o lLe opened in the presence of the Form-mistress. That's
{' one of the rules.”” .

Ethel went to take the letter. Miee Tyrrell was in the room, and the
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, maids were bringing in the breakfast. Miss Tyrrell responded very kindly td

Fthel’s *“ Good-morning!”” She was beginning to like the new girl very
much, as indeed most of the ocenpants of St. Freda’s were. 3 /

The Form-mistress looked at all letfers reccived by the girls, and they
had to be opened in her presence, which was u precaution against clandestine
correspondenco of any sort, i i

But that did not always prevent unknown communication with 1he outside
world, even at St. Freda’s aud under the caveful eves of Miss Penfold.

Ethel's eyes brightened as she took down the letter. It was.in the dmall
and elegunt caligraphy of her cousin, Arvthur Augustus D’Arvcy, of the
Fourth e of St Jim's.

Dolores looked at her u little sadly.

Y That is a Jetter from a relution?” ehe asked.

* Yes; from my ¢ in.”"

““ Ah, you hava a i 2 =

“ More than one,” said Lthel, smiling.  ** This is from Arthur, whom
I have mentioned to you. Arthnr is a {remeadous swell, but cue of the
kindest fellows in the world.. 1 hope you will ece bim, Dolores, and T am
sure you will like him.™ )

CHAPTER 25.
A Letter fram D'Arcy.

OLORES nodded without answeving. .
D She seldom had letters herself; her parents were far away, and
seldom wrote. She had no relatives in England. Tt gave ber a wistfut
feeling to see that letter in Cousin Ethel's hands e wondered what
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was like. She did not fore then what exceed-
ingly good acquaintances they were te hecome, or what curious results
were to follow. ]
Ethel smiled as sho read the letter:

. “ Stidy 6, School House, St. Jim’s.
** Dear Lthel,—We are playing a match with the New House to-morrow
(Saturday) afternoon. Would you carc Lo come und see it? It will be
rather a good match. T am playing for the School House.

“ 1 am sure you will come, like a dear girl, and so T shall come over
and fetch you in a trap. If I am not to come, seud a wire, because I've
got epecial early leave from Lathom, so as to get over to t. Treda's in
time fo catch you when you leave your lessons. =

It will be a good match, and I think you will enjoy seeing it.

““Your affectionate cousin,
“ ARTHUR.

t will he a very good match.
—Perhaps you might care to bring a friend.”

Dolores looked at Cousin Ethel as she laughed.
Ethel looked up and met her eyes, hier own sparkling with fun.
“Will you vead the letters Dolores?” sho asked.
*“ May I .
1 want you fto."
Dolores read the letier. and smiled.
ill you go®” sho =aid.
It Miss Peafold will give me leave. certainly,” caid Ethel; * and in that
caee, Dolores, will rov_come with me g - E

/

4
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*“0Oh, I should love to!”
Ethel squeezed her hand. . . g
¢“ T will go and ask Miss Penfold at once. It will be jolly at St. Jim’s,
Ddiores; the hoys are =o good and kind. The football match Wlllrlm
'wokth watching. too. aa I suppose Tiggine will Le playing for the New
‘House—~1 mean, ' said Ethel, colouring a little, ** it will be a junior match,
‘but the play is very good indeed!” .

U And Cousin FEthel went to Miss Penfeld's study at once. She found
2 tress of St. Preda’s there, and Miss Penfold greeted her with
idly emile.

howed her the letter. )

ay 1 go. Miss Penfold®’ she asked.
The principal vead the letter. 5
* Certainl, she said. ** But what friced would you wish to take?™
“ Dolores. '
Miss Penfold looked at her.
¥ Dolores Pelham "
“ Yes, pleasc, Miss Penfold.”
** I have no objection,”” said the head of St. Uredu’s, afler 2 pauze. * Fo
you have madec a special Iricnd of Dolores, Etkel®”
7 % Yes,'” said Lithel.
' ** And you like her?”’
* Very much.””
1 am sure your friendship will be good for her, at all cvents,'" said
igs Penfold. ** Yes, you may certainly go.”
““ Thank you, Miss Penfold !’ b K . 2

nd Cousin Ethel left the study with a very happy face. Pleasant as
he. was finding her surroundings at St. Freda's, she was glad enough af
he prospect of secing again all Ler old friends at St..Jim’s, and glad,
i too, to introduce Dolores to them. And during morning lessons in the
' big school-room, both Ethel and Doloves were looking forward keenly to the
afternoon, and listening for the sound of wheels in the Close.

CHAPTER 2B.
The Runaway.

HAT Ethel Cleveland’s cousin was coming aftér morning lessons to lake
Etbel away to 8 m’s for the afterncon was known to 8t. Freda's.
Naturally, the interest the matter was great. Under cover of

eseons, Ethel was asked all sorts of questions about {-‘lrthur Angustus—-

| what he was like, whether he was nice. and so forth—and Etbel more thun
| once drew a disapproving glance from Miss Tyrrell by speaking in class.

But she conuld hardly refuse to do so, when she was spoken to almost
incessantly. She told all she could of Arthur Augustus: quite enough to
nerense the intereat the girls felt in him.

D’Arcy of St. Jim's would have been flattered if he had known how his
coming to St. I'reda’s was looked for. )

As a-tule, the girls' visitors were relatives, and gener ancient. und
tespectable relatives; and however kind and aflectionate uncles and sants
| uight be, they had not the eame interest us a voung and hand<ome eousin
lof course, Claire Pomiret had been a great he e once when her bot her
midshipman in the Navy, eame to sce hor: but Arthur Angustus seemed
likelr to have a greater vogne than even Midshipman Pomfrel.

When meraing classes were dizmissed, Ethel glanced oul into the Close.
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_But there was no sign yet of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. The dietance by’
. road was considerable, and D’Arcy had said that he was commg in a trap.

But dinner was ecarcely over in the big dining-room when there was a
sound of wheels. -

Ethel started a little.

““ It is the little cousin,”” said Doleres, with a smile.

Ethel laughed.

“ Arthur is not so little,”” she said. '* Yes, I think it is he.”

The girls filed out of the dining-room, and Ethel and Dolores stepped
out of the great door. A trap with a handsome horse was standing outside,
and beside the horse Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was standiog. /

He raised his hat in his graceful way to Lthel. i

Then he came up the steps. .

“ You will he able to come, deah gal?’” he exclaimed.

* Oh, yes!” said Ithel brightly. 3

“ Good !

There was o crowd of girls ereeping round ‘the door and from the hall
window as D’Arcy was introduced to Dolores. Dolores’ black eyes gleamed
upon him, and then drooped. Whether she liled her cousin or not Ethel
could mot tell, but Dolores met him with o grave Spanish courfesy that
was very like D’Arcy’s own grand manner.

“ He is handsome,’” murmured Claire Pomfret, {rom the edge of the door.

“* I like his nose,”” said Emily North.

‘“He is beautifully dressed.”

* And what a dandy!”

* Fithel is lucky!”

“T don’t seo what there is in Ethel Cleveland to make that pice hoy
come over to see her,” Enid Craven said.

Quite unconecions of tho remarks of the St. Vreda’s girls, D’Arey chatted
cheerfully to tho two girls on the schoolhouse steps. Ho manifested great
pleasure when he heard that Dolores was the friend Ethel had selected
to accompany her to St. Jim’s. . -

“ Tt will be weally delightful,” said I’Avcy, in his most gallant marner
““ You are weally coifewwin' n gweat honah upon us, Miss Pelham.”

And a ripple of mirth ran through the girls behind the door st D'Avcy’s
beautiful accent.

“ Tsn't he vpice:” murmured Emily.

““ Ha, ha, ha?’

“Hush! He will hear you!"

But D’Arcy was guite unconscions. 5

““ Are you girls weady to start?” he asked. * It's a pwetty long dwive to
St. Jim's, you know, and the kick-off is wathah earlay to.day.”

** The what?” said Dolores. =

*“The kick-off, deal gal. We are playin' a feoter match, you know. T
suppote vou kuow football?’’

““I have never seen a match,” waid Dolorcs.

T’Arey’s eyes opened in surprise.

* Bai Jove!” N

““TIt is played with a ball, like ericket, T 1hink?'* Dolores remarked, and
&0 gravely that cven Lthel could vot tell whether she were making fun of
D’Away or not.

*“Tane,” szid Arthnr Aungustus, a little puszled. 1t js certainly played
with a ball, Miss Pelham, but—but not much like cwicket. It js n vewy

diffewent ball. But you will =ec it at S, Jim’s. 1f you are weady——
* Five minutes,”” said Ethel. X 3 .
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I will wait, with pleasure. deah gal.”

‘Arthur Augustus settled down to wait for a quarter of an howr. Pub
Ethel was as good as her word. and in five minutes sho came down in her
pretty coat and hat, which made her look more charming than ever. Bl
it is to be feared that D'Arcy was not all eyes to look at his cousin, us

\uanal. Dolores’ dark, beautiful face contrasted with Ethel's fair skin and
hlue eyes, and Dolores looked very beautiful, and several times it scemed
. that Arthur Augustus could not take his eyes off her.
| That was D'Arcy’s way.
. 'The number of times he had been in love his friends had given up count-
Ing. D'Arcy’s love affairs, of course, were not of a serious character: ho
as a very mice boy, und there was nothing whatever precocious about hine.
His _love-making consisted wholly of doleful looks, polite attentions, und
bluches. Cousin Ethel, who knew the symptoms—having Lersclf once been
the canse of similar ones—smiled amusedly. .

““Well, we are ready, Arthur,” she said.

“* Yaas, deah gal.” .

D’Arey handed the two girls into the trap. Then hLe mounted himself,
#ud gathered up the reins, and turned the horse under the fire of at least
forty pairs of bright oyes, all of which he was guite unconscious of.

D'Arcy was a good driver.

He ““tooled "’ the trap ont of the gates of St. Freda’s in fine style, and
they went ratfiing down the broad, white country road. .

It was a keen and fine afternoon, and the checks of the two girls were
glowing with health and happiness.

D’Arcy beamed upon them with his most genial smiles when he was not
attending to the horse, 'which was rather fresh.

““We shall soon be at St. Jim’s at this wate,”” he remarked. ¢ Wonld
eithall 6f you care to dwive?'”

Cousin Ethel, who understood what a mental sacrifice that gquestion
entailed, shook her head.

** Oh, no, Arthur!"” she said.

D’Arey turned his eyeglass upon Dolores.

“ Would you, Miss Pelham?”

““Yes,” said Dolores.

D’Arcy did not move a muscle of his face. When he made the offer he
wae prepared for the worst.

58 Eyway take my seat deah gal,” he said.

Dolores took the reins.

Arthur Augustus settled down beside Cousin Ethel.

““Bai Jove, your fwiend cap dwive !’ be remarked.

“ Yes, it appears s0.”” said Ethel.

I say,” eaid 'Arthur Augvetue, lowering his voice. ' T--1 €ay, ™hat &
stunnin’ gal your fwiend i1 : i

Ethel smiled.

‘“ She is indeed,”” she said.

*“Have you known her long?”

"“ Only while I have been at St.

"“But you are gweat shnms?"

" Ok, yes, greal. chums!” said Ethel.

=1 z«u}f}:e&e you will be often bwingin' her ovah te St Jim's when you
come?”” I'Arcy asked, <xtremely dipiomatically, ae he thought.

Cousin Ethel laughed merrily.

! Ha, ha, ha! Oh, my poer Arthur!"

IVArcy flushed erimson.

% Weally, Ethel, deah girl—"

Freda's—lecs than a fart night.*
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**Ha, ha, ha!" . 2

‘Arthur Augustus took off his eyeglassa and polished it. He could thirk
of nothing else to do for the moment. He was quile surprised to see that
Cousin Ethel was not a whit hoodwinked by his diplomacy.

* You see, deah girl——'"""he murmured fecbly. i .

But Cousin Ethel only laughed, and D’Arcy’s veice trailed away. Tis
colour was of a very fine crimson by this {ime. The trap was bowling
aloug, and the Spanish girl looked back to sec what was the cause of tie
laughter. D'Arcy coloured yet more deeply under her glance. )

“gBai Jove!" he exclaimed suddenly. ‘“Look aftah that boundah of a
-horee, you know. If he gets the bit between his teeth——""

““ Oh, T can manage him !"’ said Delores.

+* Yaas, wathah! But—-""

D’Arey half rcee.

As a matter of fact, the horse was giving Dolorer <ome trouble now. He
was very fresh and skittish, and he had felt a weaker hand on the reins.
The girl pulled hard to keep him in. ¥rom a turn in the road ahead of
them came the toot-toot of am appreaching motor.

““ Hold him in!” cried D’Arcy.

Round the bend of the road, with a whirring of dust and petrol fumes,
_the car ewept. It shot past the trap in a twinkling, and was gone with a
hooting of the horn, leaving a cloud of smelly dust to mark its passage.

“ The woad-hog!"' muttered D'Arcy. i :

The startled horse gave a ledp forward. Dolores clutched the reins tight.
"];n:d&l;.zte'. The toss of the startled head almost dragged them from ter

ands.

“* Hold hard ! shrieked D’Arcy.

‘Ho flung himselt forward and grasped the reins from Dolores’ hands.
But the horse had fairly bolted now. IVArcy's grip on the ribbons was
without effect, and the trap thundered along the road at a tremendous
speed, rocking and swaying to and fro behind the galloping horee.

CHAPTER 27T.
Figgina to the Rescuwn,

EAT Scott I
G That one exclamation escaped D'Arcy; them his lips were set as
hard as iron, and his hands were like iron on the ribbone.

He did not look at the girls; he looked at nothing but the horse, with
his brows so deeply corrugated that his eyeglass almost disappeared.

““Oh!”" murmured Ethel.

Then she, too, was silent.

She clasped Dolores’ hand, and found it cold and firm. Dolores was not
frightened. Only her big black eyes were wide open, and fastened upon the
ribbon of road that unrolled before the tearing horse.

D'Arey’'s grip was hard on the reins. But the horse was powerful, wildly
excited, and he had fairly bolted now. D’Arcy dragged in vain.

On and on, at top epeed, swaying till the trap threatened to overturn at
every leap of the horse—jolting, rocking! Once the mear wheel narrowly
escaped the edge of a ditch. At another moment D’Arcy's iron grasp on
the Teins just turned the horee from a high hedge at a corner,

Clatter I Clatter! Clatter! £

#* Bai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus at last.

g Aol o iYL -+ g - 1%
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He knew the terrible danger all three of them were in, and thanked hin
stars that it was a lonecly country road.

Suddenly, from a distance, came a loud ringing of bicycle bells.

Threo cyclists loomed up in the distance ahead.

D’Arcy shouted. .

 Get aside!”

The three riders dismounted, dragging their machines to the side of the
road. The trap was almost upon them by that time, so great was the speed
of the runaway.

3 A tall figure in Norfolk jacket and knickers sprang out into the road.

“ Figgine !"" gasped D’Arcy.

. Figgins, the long-legged junior of the New Home at St. Jim'e, stocd
ready, his eyes fastened upon the approaching trap.

He was evidently intending fo epring. 1
. “*Oh, don't—don’t!"” cried Ethel, hardly conscious of what she wae say-
ing. But her voice did not reach Figgins; the rush of air past the tearing
trap carried it far behind. £

© Piggins! Bai Jove!”

Figgins had leaped at the horse’s head as it came level.

Tte frantic animal shied from him, and if Figgins had missed, and gone
down 1 the dust just then—Cousin Ethel cried aloud at the thought. But
F]g)%ill! did not mise. On cricket-field and footer-ficld Figgins had learned
to have a sure eye and a sure hand.

He was holding on, and the whole weight of him was upon the horse's
head, and it was dragging the animal down.

The wild, tossing head sank and sank, yet still the frantic brute rushed
on, and TFiggins was dragged along in leaps and jerks, still holding
desperately on.

D’Arcy dragged and dragged, and aided by Figgy’'s weight, he pulled in
the unruly steed at last.

It stopped, shaking and trembling, and covered with sweat, the fire gone
out of it, and shivering with the reaction now.

Figgins still held it at the head.

D’Arey jumped into the road.

Figgins gave him a breathless grin.

‘¢ Lucky we came along, Guesy, old chap!" he gasped.

““Bai Jove! It was awf'ly bwave of you, Figgy, old boy !

““Oh, rats!"”

‘* Weally. Figgins——"" W wore

Cousin Ethel and Dolores descended. Both of them were white and
trembling now -that the danger was over. .

< OL!" said Cousin Ethel, * Yes, it was brave of you, Figgins. Terhaps
yon have saved our lives.” 2 .

“ Oh, I should have stopped the horse pwetty soon!" said D'Arcy. * But
it was wemarkahly bwave of Figgins!™*

Figgina turned very red.

“ Oh, ‘don’t pile it on!" he exclaimed. “ Kerr and Wynn would have =
done the same, only I happened to be, first. Checde it, Gussy.!”

** Weally, deah boy——"*

Kerr and Wynn, the other two cyclists, came up. -Figgins & Co. wore

- introduced to Dolores, who gave Figgins an expressive glance from her
black eyes. The long-limbed junior’s courage_had made more impression
upon the Spanish girl thau Arthur Angustus D’Arey's elegant manners,

“ I—T dare say you girls are too scared to drive any farther in the trap,"

Tiggins remarked, looking away from Cousin Ethel.  ‘* We're not far from

St. Jim’s now, if .you'd care to-walk the rest of-the. distance,’’ . -

e e
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I should,” said Dolores.

. Cousin Ethel hesitated. She would have preferred to walk, perhaps, but
it was cruel to desert Arthur Augustus in that way. She wished for a
moment that Dolores had not answered Figgins.

** Oh, the horse is all wight now!” said Arthur A.u%uatus, who never
noticed undercurrents. *“Look! Heé’s as tame as a wabbit!"”

“ It wae all my fault,”” said Dolores. T let him run away.”

' “Oh, not at all, deah girl! It was weally my fault.”

““Things generally are Gussy’s fault,”” Kerr remarked. ° Luckily there's
ne dam: done. You had better walk the rest of the way.”

** Weally, Kerr 22

“Figgy can put his bike in the trap,” suggested Fatty Wynn. *“It
won't matter so much as a lady if you get it smashed up, Gussy."

‘‘ Weally, Wynn- e

** Good eg%" exclaimed Figgins. ““I suppese you're going to walk?™:

“ Weally, Figgins——"

Consin Ethel glanced at the horse. It could not be pretended that the
animal was not quiet enough now. D'Arey was quite distressed. He had
not uttered a word of reproach at the mishap caused by Dolores, and it
was rather hard that he should be deprived of his protegdes in this way.
But he never had disloyalty to fear from his cousin Ethel.

““The horee is quiet énough, I think,” said Ethel. ‘I shall drive.”

* No, you will walk with me,’* said Dolores.

“ But o

Dolores drew Ethel’s arm within her own. 2

**I would rather walk,” she said, ‘‘ and you will walk with me, and
your kind cousin will not object.”

‘ Certainly mnot, if you would wathah,” said D'Arcy, “though weally I
assure you that the horse is all wight.”

Dolores had eaid nothing on that point. She had simply said that she
would walk. Whatever Dolores might be, she would never speak what was
not true. Wayward and wilful she was, but nothing more than that.

Ethel was awkwardly placed.* Dolores was bent upon walking, and she
1¢:\<:n:fd{! hardly leave her friend to walk alone with boys she had never: met

efore.

Her eyes met D’Arcy’s.

*“Pway walk, deah gal.'’ said D’Arcy at.once. * Aftah all, pewwaps tke
horse might get a bit skittish again.’ .

** Very well,” said Ethel very quietly.-

Dolores knew that she had diepleased her friend. She pressed Ethel's
arm, but the p was not ret d

‘e

CHAPTER 28,
Chipping D'Arcy.
ERR, who was-a loyal chum, if ever there was one, took Figgins's
K bicycle away, and while the talk had been going on he had dusted
Figgine down. . =
Figgins walked off between Cousin Ethel and Dolores as proud as a prince
in the direction of 8t. Jim’s. The tower of the old school could be seen in
the distance, rising over the trees. ‘ ° v
““ You can shove that machine into the twap if you like, EKerr,” said
DArcy-a little, glumly, - : TR :
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“ Oh, it's all right! I'll ride and wheel it,”’ said Eerr. *‘ Have you had
pleasant ride from St. Freda’s, Gussy?"’
““ Yaas, wathah—until the horse wan away.’’
‘ Whose fault was that?” grinned Fatty Wynn.
©* Well, Miss Pelham was dwivin’, but it was weally my fault, I suppose,
for twustin’ her with the weins. But——"" 5

‘* Jolly lucky we happened to come along,” said Kerr severely.

*“ Yaas, wathah! By the way, how did you happen to be on the woad
here?’” asked D’Arcy. "* Aren’t you playin’'in the match this aftahnoon?"

The two New House juniors grinned.

*“ Yes. You see, we thought we’d come and meet you, that's all. It's a
Jleng time since we’ve seen Cousin Ethel, you know,”

** You moticed Miss Pelham, of course?” D’Arcy remarked.

*“ Yes. Looks as if she's got a temper,” Kerr remarked, in a tone of
candid criticism.

“ Weally, Ke: »

“* That’s just how it is, GGussy.” i

“I wegard her as a atunn{ng zal,”” said D'Arcy, with emphasis—*" &
weally stunnin® gal!”

** Go hon!"

‘ Did you notice her eyes?"”
. ** Yes—pink, I think."

" You uttah ass! They are black, with a shade of hlne in them. Weally
wonderful eyes, and vewy Spanish,”” said D’Arey. ** Did you see her nose?

'““ Well, I'looked at her face, and I didn’t notice that any nose was miss-
ing, so I must have seen it.””

* You uttah asa! It is simply wippin——*’

* Her nose is?’’

** Yaas, wathah!”

“ Well, let it rip,’” said Kerr: and Fatty Wynn chuckled. -

* You duffah! It was a weal Gweek nose——""

“Oh, yes; I've heard of that—the genuine Graeco-boko,” said Kerr
solemuly. * Have you made any survey of her mouth?’

““ It was a wemarkably pwetty mouth, like— "’

“ Like an opening rose,” suggested Kerr, *“ or like a packing-case I"*

“ You wibald ass- e '

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

““ I wefuse to dizcnss that stunning young lady with you wettahs!” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy disdainfully. ~ * I wegard you as beasts!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” '

“ Weally, yon cacklin’ asses——""

““ He's got it again!" shrieked Kerr. ** Ha, ha, ha!”

““ You uttah ass!™

D’Arcy climbed into the trap and dashed away, too indignant to spenk.
The wheels raftled down the road. Kerr aud Wyan looked at one another
and roared. .

** Good old Gussy!” chuckled Kerr. * He's always doing it? Remember
the time he got engaged to the vicar’s daughter?” £

‘“ Ha,“ha, ha!"” roared Fatty Wynn. H

““ Blessed if T like his sclection ‘this time, though!'’ said Ferr. * Thut
eirl’s got a jolly temper, I can tell you, and I don't like the way she ?ﬂd‘

“‘ Girls don’t play the game,” said Fatty.
EKerr sniffed,

# Xes, they do—mnice girls.”

- —
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¢ Then you think Cousin Ethel's friend isn’t a nice girl?”
Eerr toloured.
“'Oh, T don’t want to say that! She must be nice in most ways, or Cousin
Ethel wouldn’t chum with her, of course. But I think she treated Gussy
. badly, and I think that Ethel feels it, too. But it’s no business of ours;
and, anyway, it's a rotten thing talking about girls. Let’s jaw over the
m

match.
And the subject of the afternocon’s match lasted the chums. of the New
House all the way to St. Jim’s.

Figgins felt a slight compunction when he walked the two girls away,
and %c’ft Arthur Augustus in the road with the trap. He ha suggested
walking, without thinking the matter out much, because he wanted to
walk with Cousin Kthel. On reflection, he saw that it would have been
better for the girls to remain with their escort, and he saw that Ethel had
wished to show D'Arcy that amount of consideration.

Tt was Dolores who had arranged matters. But I-‘iq‘ginu was far too
generous and chivalrous a fellow to criticise a girl in his own thoughts,
and he dismissed the matter from his mind as he walked towards the school.

Cousin Ethel wag a little quiet and subdued. She was vaguely annoyed
at the turn affairs had taken, and though she hated to appear to be finding
fault with Dolores, she could not help admitting to herself that Dolores
was_to blame.

Naturally. she was very quiet to Figging, and Figgins would have noticed
it all the more if Dolores had not kept up an almost incessant talk.

Dolores scemed to be perfectly happy and contented.

Never had Ethel seen her in such spirits. y

Whether it was the excursion, or thé excitement of the mishap in the
trap, or the effect of Figgine, was not to be seen, but certainly Delores
was Very hagpy and animated now. Her eyes were sparkling, and her
voice was seldom silent.

Tiggins hardly listened to what she said,

One word from Cousin Ethel was worth more to him than dozens ~F
sentences from Miss Pelham, though the latter’s voice was very pleasant
to listen to when she chose. .

“ And this is St. Jim’s?"" Dolores exclaimed, ns they entered the great,
grey old gateway, and the old quadrangle lay before their eyes.

Figgins nodded.

“ Yes. I forgot you had not seen the school before, Miss Pelham!”* he
exclaimed.

Miss Pelham compressed her under-lip for a moment. She was quite
aware already that Figgins was thinking only of Ethel.

Bu}.{t tl:eln}(:xt. moment she was all smiles.

“ Yes, ave never seen the plage before.” she said. *° How
love to see it—to explore all Lhoge Qr;ueer old places!” Ajetopid

Figgins laughed. A

';h'I’hat’? the ruined b]o:wer,” ]l_ehsaid.h ““ It was knocked up like that by
a chop—lemme see, who was that chap who had Ki C X ¢
ehepped off P P King Charles’s heﬂd.
e Cromwell,”” said Ethel, with a laugh-—the first time she had Taughed.

% That’s it,”” said. Figgins. ** Cromwell. He was a tremendous goer,
Cromwell was. Some silly bounders held. this place against him, . ha
brought that tower down ahout their ears. It’s—it’s awfully interesting
real.lg}-“.s_gld Figgins, -who had never_felt interested in the old tower 'bdure:
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but realized all of a sudden that it was a most extremely interesting place.
“* Suppose we all three explore it now?’’

** 1 should love to!"

Ethel’s face was cold.

“ I have explored it, you know,” said Ethel gently. It is all quite

familiar to me.”

Dolores pouted.

** Ethel, my dear, do let me see i .

** Yes,” urged Tiggins. * Tom Merry says there are some bloodstaina
on the flags, you know. Lowther said they’re only the marks of muddy
boots: but they’re awfully intercsting. Evem if they’re only bootmarks,
they might be Cromwell’s boots, you know, or King Charles’s, or one of
those old jobnnies.”

* You shall take Dolores to see the tower while I go in to speak to Mra.
Holmes,”* said Ethel. :

I‘igu-ina’s face fell in a way that was not complimentary to Dolores.

*Oh!" he said. .

*“ I am sure Dolores will like it.””

** Certainly I* said Dolores calmly.

There was no escape for Figgius. | : ;i _

°* I—1I shall be'pleased,” he stammered. .

Ethel nodded to them both, aud went on towards the Head’s house. Ethel
was a frequent visitor at &t. Jim’s and Mrs. Holmes, the Head's wife, was
always glad to see her, and there was always a room ready for her when ‘she
cared to stay. . ;

Cousin Ethel’s face wis not so bright as usual when she walked away
from Figgins and Dolores. Somcthing scemed to bo aching in her heart.

But she could not put her thoughts into words, cven to herself. Dolores
was wilful, Dolores was wayward—that was all; und she had known that
on her first day at St. Freda’s. But——

Ethel wonld mot think of that * hut.” -

Al

She was hurt, but she was determined not to feel hurt. She ran inta’

the Head’s house, and Mrs. Holmes greeled her with great affection. And
if an odd expression passed for a moment over Mrs. Holmes's kind face
when she learned that FEthel’s friend was with Figgins, exploring the old
tower, it was only for a moment.

Why had not Ethel remained with Dolores?

Was it because—although Ethel would not admit as much to herself—her
intuition fold her that her friend did not want her, or was it because she
was hurt and offended, or both?

She hardly knew.

But one thing she knew well enough, and that was that she wished DArey
had never written that letter to her at Miss Penfold’s, and that she had
never brought Dolores Pelham with her to St. Jim'’s,

But it was too late to think of that now.

cHAPTER ze,
i Figgins Has to Go.
OUSIN ETHEL did not look back as she left Figgine and his new
. friend. TIf she had done 80, she would have seen igfins'!i expressive
¥ X ores F}x’kgins'n
eres followed Ethel till she disappeared into the Head’s house, and Dolores
watched him the while, with a alf-amused and half-provoked expression.
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When the door had closed behind Cousin Ethel, Figgins scemed suddenly
to_awake to the fact that he was not alone.

He turned to Dolores again, with a quick blush,

“ I—I beg your pardon!” he stammered. ‘* Did—did you say that you
would like to explore the—the tower?™’

** Yes,” said lores calmly.

** This way,’”' said Figgins.

He was very silent as he guided the Spanish girl inte the old tower.
Dolores did not seem to notice it. She talked cheerfully enough, without

ing Figgins’s random answers,

Figrgins was thinking about Cousin Ethel. Tiggins was only too conscions
of his failings and of his clumsiness in dealing with girls, e thought it
quite possible that he had somehow offended Cousin Iithel without in the
least intending to do so. Figgine, who kad learned to follow and fo know
cvery expression upon the girl's face, kmew what Cousin Ethel's brows
mednt when they were arched in a certain way. What was the matter? he
wondered,

Figgins was feeling miserable.

Under the circumstances, Figgins was not a cheery compaunion for Dolores
Pelham. But he did his duty nobly. If his thoughts would wander, that
was not Figgy’'s fault.

““ And the cannon shots?” said Dolores. * Where are the marks?"

“* Oh. here they are!"' said Figgins, halting before a fragment of battered
wall. *“ You see the marks there? They are the bloodstains—I mean, the
cannon marks. Kivg Charles had his cannon planted over there by the
elm-tree.’”

** King Charles!”’ said Dolores.

“ I mean Cromwell,”” said Figgins. ** It really doesn’'t matter.’”

Dolores laughed. ! \:

“No, I snEposa it makes no difference mow,’” she said. “ And was the
place taken by assault?’

““ Yes. After they brought the wall down here. the Ironsides came up
at a rum, and the goalic had no chance,” said Figgins—--‘*T mean, the
Cavaliers were quite done in. Those old Puritan jobmniecs were heggars
to fight, you know. Chap was killed here, by the window—last chap to
put up a fight in the place.” 2

‘“ How interesting !’ said Doloree,

“* Yes, isn’t it?"" said Figgius, staring through the window in the direction
of the Head's house.

. " What is there out of the window to zecr" aiked Daoloves, with claborate
innocence.

Figgins started guiltily.

“ Oh, n-nothing !"" he said.

“ What is that house aver there hy the {rees?

““ The big ons? That's the School House. 5

“* No: the smaller building joined to it—tilhe ene you were locking ati™

Figgins coloured.

* That's the Iead’s house.' .

“.0Oh, I sco! Dr. Holmes lives there:™

“*Yes, that's right.”

Polores emiled.

*“This is a mast interesting old place,’”” zhe exclaimed. * 1 have heard,
tro, that you have a very ancient chapel at St. Jim’s.”

jolly old,” said Figgine vaguely. °* Thousands of years—tws or
dred R .

any raf
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““ 1 should love to see it!”

Fig-?ﬂns bore it like a man.

He had imagined that when they were finished at the tower lio would bo
‘able to escort Miss Pelham to the Head’s house, and then knock about
with a chance of seeing Cousin Ethel and ascertain whether sha wero really
“ waxy "—as poor Figgins put it to himself—a most importent matley
for Figgins.

But it was evidently not to be done. Figgins was a polite chap. as far .
as his lights extended. His intentlions, at all events, were first-rate |

“ Oh, certainly!”’ he said. |

“* It is such an’interesting old place,” said Dolores. ** It is so—so pleasant I
to think that we are standing upon the very spot where Cromwell was killed.””

Figgins stared. {

o well wasn't killed,” he said. * It was the Cavalier johnnies who _11
pegged out.” .

“'Oh, yes, of course!” said Dolores carelessly. “ The—the Cavalier rl
johnnies.” What a curious mame for the Cavaliers! Why did they call *
themselves johnniesP' |

** They—they didn’t,”” said Figgins. * I called “em johnnies, you see. I
meant chaps.” \

.““0Oh, I éee! And where is the old chapel?”

““ Over by the beeches.’’ .

“* Shall we go?””

¢ Of course, if yon’d like to see it!" said Figgina, |

1 should love to sea it!" - }

¢ Como this way, Miss Pelham.” {

“But L am taking ur so much of yaur time,”” said Dolores,

f“ Oh, that’s nothing!”" 5

““ Are you quite sure?”’

** We're always glad to show our little sights to visitors,” said Tiggina,
thus, with immense diplomacy, avoiding a direct answer, at which ise
Pelham emiled. .

““ Then we will go,"” eaid Dolores amicably. * You are so kind to show %
me about the place like this! And it is so pleasant to see a really interesting .
place with a guide who is to thoughtful, so careful, and so attentive all
the time!’”

“ I'm sure you flatter me,” said Tiggins, who was never known to detect
sarcasm, however thickly laid on,

©* Not at all,” said Dolores. ‘I ghall always remember your kindnecs,
Ar. Higgins.” 2 .

*“ Figgins,” eaid the junior.

*“ Oh, yes—Figgins!”” .

‘I"hely left the old tower. Figgins had a private wish that the ancient
chapel of St. Jim’'s—interesting relic of past times as it was—would be "
swallowed up in the earth before he could reach it,

That was not likely to ha?en. But something just as goed, and a little
less tremendous, occurred. eTr came racing over the guadrangle to over-
take them.

“ Figgins! Figgy!"

Kerr had already changed into his football things, and had a long cont

on. His face was pink with running.
Figgins turned round, i
“ What’s the row, Kerr?””

TVE. PN 2 Y
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““Have you forgotten the match?"” >

“ By Jove!" said Figgins. %

Kerr almost glared. .

‘““ You've forgotten it!"* he roared.

““Blessed if 1-hadn't!” said Figgins. :

¢ Dear me!” said Dolores. “ I remember now. You were playing a
ericket match this afterncon. That was what Ethel and I came over to see.”

* A football match,” said Figgins, while Kerr was silent. He knew that
that lit{lé mistake had been intentional on Miss Pelham’s part; but Figgins
nevér sigpected a girl of being capdble of ** spoofing.””

“ O, yes, a football match !"* assented Dolores. ‘* Has it begun?"*

“ No,” said Figgins, laughing. ** You see——"" i

* You eee, that duffer’s our skipper, and we ecan’t play without him,”
eaid Kerr. “ You must excuse him, Miss Pelham. Can I see you to the
Head’s house while Figgins goes and changes? There isn’t a minute to
spare. The School House chaps will be booing us if we're late.”
| Dolores looked at Kerr. 2

““ Why, of course!” she said. °“ How stupid of me to forget that you were
playing cricket—I mean baseball, this.afternoon!”

“¢ Foothall,” =aid Figgins.

“Yes, I mean football.” §

“ You’ll excuse me, won't you?"” Figgins said. ** It was idiotic of me to
forget the match!”

Dolores nodded with a smile. .

Figgins raised his cap and raced off, and Kerr walked with Miss Pelham
to the Hend’s house. . i

There was very little conversation on the way. What little there was,
was done by Kerr. Miss Pelham did not feel cordinl towards the Scottish
Jjunior, and it. was not Delores’ way to pretend what she did not feel, and
sometimes she neglected the laws of courtesy when she was angry. y

And she was sngry now.

‘Why, she could hardly have told; but she was. "

Kerr left her at the door of the Head’s house, after it was opened. Dolores
gave him the slightest of nods, and went in without a glance back,

Mrs. Holmes met her in the hall. ¥ .

“ You are Ethel’s friend?’ she said, with her kind smile.

“ Yes,”” said Dolores. . .
. Yes, this is Dolores,” snid Ethel, coming out of the drawing-room.
“ Dolores, dear, this is my kind friead, Mrs. gi(]hll[‘.‘l." i

Dolores allowed Mrs. Holmes to shake hands with her. Her manner was
polito in hér stately Spanish way, but it wus not cordinl. Mrs. Holmes gave
the Spanish girl a very curious glance. She wus one of the very many
people who did not understand Dolores.

“ Come into my room, dear,”” said Ethel.
. And she led Dolores up to the pretty little room she occupied when she
was o visitor at St. Jim's. . =

Mrs. Holmes glanced after them. S8he was thinking what a charmin

' contrast there was between Dolores’s dark beauty a,‘nf the fair skin and
lovely blue eyes of the English girl. 'She was thinking, too, that Ethel’s
new friend probably had a trying temper, and that Ethel must need all .
her sweetness of disposition to p on terms of close friendship -ith her. &

.
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CHAPTER 30.
About Figgine.

O this is your room?’ said Dolores.
he had noticed, of course, a constraint in Ethel’s manner, but

she determined to be in high spirits and see nothing.

She went to the window as spoke.

Qutside the window rose the big branches of an elm-trce, but beyond that

s & wide view of the old quad and. the playing fields.

Pellows could be scen already gathered on the junior football ground
v ‘the match.

1 Yes,” said Ethel.

¢ What a charming room!”

«Yeg.*

:‘ And you have it all to yourself?”

s and a kind friend of mine.”

olores’s dusky face clouded.

You have many friends, Ethel?’' .

* Yes,”

f* You love this other very much?”’

“* Very much.”

Dolores compressed her lips.

‘" And she is your chum, as you eall itP”

Ethel smiled.

/" Oh, no, not that' You see, she is nearly tem yeors older than T am—

ite a woman. DBut we are great friends.’” :

The Spanish girl’s face.cleared, but tho shadow om it, though only

momentary, ‘had shown what a Gapti of jealousy there might be in the
seionate heart.

* I don’t like you to have other friends besides me, Ethel,” ghe said.
%]mow it is pilly of me, but I shall never have another chum.”
thel was silent. She could not help thinking that if Dolores valued her

.:much, she miglit have acted in a different manner that afternoon

But ‘Dolores was resolved not to see that anything was the matter.
ores was in one of her most wilful moods that day. -

** What a charming old place this is, Ethel "’ sho oxclaimed. ° Aud the

are very mice! ~Will you help me with my hair, love? That dach in

trap has made it quite untidy. What a dear fellow your cousin is

et me drive!” : i

* Arthur is always kind.’””

" Very different from the tall person.” said Dolores, with a yawn, as
el .u:c}})ound her thick masses of hair—** the—the Wiggins, I think his

0 18, . 4

‘“Figgins,”” said Ethel.

** Yes, Figgine. What an extraordinary name!”

* I have never noticed that it is extraordinary. Figgins is one of the best

nd kindest boys in the school,” said Ethel, with a little warmth.

lores gave her a sidelong glamce.

““And a very particular friend of yours, Ethel dear?” sho gsked.
“¢ Not more than the others.”

R Dot ” Eth. th the fi

“Of course !’ eaid el, wil rst _appearance of irritatien

ad shown. - How oddly y&tallt , Dolorea! I -fon’t rite understand D:bg

R a = q you.

“ You havé not noticed that' Figgine—* i i 5 :

¢ Except whem Mrs. Holmes's niece is here,” said Etkel. * She is a
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Dolores paused, P

“ Suppose we don’t discuss Figgins,’” suggested Cousin Ethel quietly.
“We 15::11 have to hurry, dear; they will be beginning the match.”

“ YWell, we don’t wanf to see the beginning," said Dolores.. € Tt will be
& frightful bore, of course. Football matches always are.”

“ I don’t think so.”’

“(Oh, you have such curious tastes, Ethel! What is there to see in a
football match?'’ said Dolores impatiently. * But, of course, if Figgins is
playing——"" -

Eﬁ wish you would not mention Figgins in that way, Dolores,” said
thel,
““ Very well. I suppose you know all the boys?"’ R

1" Yes?’l think zo.'p‘po ¥ %

¢ How lucky you are to have a cousin like Arthur! What did you say?™”

““ e shall have to be quick, dear.””

Dolores yawned.

““Qh, very well! But I do love to have you do my hair, Ethel! It makes
me feel calm and contented. And I am not always calm, am I?"”

Ethel smiled a little.”

“ No, indeed vou are not, Dolores.”

“But I am enjoying this afternoon,” said Dolores, Tt i3 delightfull
Figgins is a curious fellow. I can sec guite easily that he attaches immense
importance to his game of football, and it seems very odd to me. Well, if
you really think we ought to hurry, I suppose I must.”

“ 1 wish you would, dear. They will bﬂink we do not care if we miss the
kick-off, and after Arthur has taken the trouble to drive over for us, it
will look ungracious. Don't you think so?*

“* Possibly.”” 3

Dolores’s tone implied that she did not care very much how it looked.
She had sajd she would hurry, but she allowed herself ample time. She
looked at the reflection of her dusky, beautiful face carefully in the glass,
and gave her hair and dress a final touch or two to make them perfection.

Ethel watched these preparations with ill-concealed impatience. She was
beginning dimly to realise that there was likely to be a discord between her
nature and Dolores’s; that their minds did not run in the same groove on
all matters. 3 3 :

Dolores was ready at last, and they descended. g

As they emerged into .the guadrangle, several fellows took their hats o
to Cousin Ethel and her companion, and the Spanish girl was the recipien
of many glances. ! % :

Four or five fellows came out of the School House in coats and mufflers
over their football garb, and greeted Cousin FEthel warmly. Jack Blake.
Herries, Dighy, Monty Lowther, Manners, and Tom Merry were presented
to Dolores. 7

They went down to the jumior ground in a body, and ‘Herries, as it
happened, walked beside Dolores.

erries was not much of a lady’s man, but the burly Fourth-Former was
olite, and he felt it his duty to talk to the visitor. He told her about
his dog Towser—an inexhaustible subject with Herries of the Fourth.

Dolores listened with a charming smile. i .

“You ounght to see him!'“said Herries, delighted to have found so
jnterested a listener. “TI'll take you round to sée him g}’t&r the' match, if
you care to, Miss Pelham.” iloatis A

““Oh) I should Jove to!” said Dolores, | Liam so fond of spaniels!”

Hei‘ri/e; um; : R o \ - E L
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* Spaniels !"*
“ Yes, Didn‘tg’uu say he was a spaniel?””
*“1 said a bulldog.””
*“Oh, a bulldog "’
.- ‘“Yes,” said Herries; ““ a real-bred one, ¥ou know, and hites like & vice.
\ If you put your hand in his mouth he'd have it right off in one snap.””
Dolores gave a litfle shriek, and Herries roared with laughter
Jack Blake gave~him an inquiring look. *
*I'm just telling Miss Pelham-about Towser,” chuckled Herries. ** Mias
Pelham 1s fond of dogs.” :
“Yes, indeed I am,” said- Dolores brightly; *“and especially collies.’’
‘* Towser is a bulldog, Miss Pelham.””
“1 mean bulldogs, of course,”” said Miss Pelham, with a charming smile.
Herries looked a little puzzled.” Baut they had reached the ground now,
| and the subject of dogs had to be dropped.’ 4 y
. Camp-chairs in an advantageous position had been arranged for the two
girls Thfn it was pleasing them to sit dowhk, but for the present they stood
to watch. 3 ot o
. . The two teams turned out into the field. Ethel’s eyes ran over all her old
* friends. She gave them nods and bright smiles.
' There were Figgins, Kerr, and "Wynn on the New House side, prominent
among the restiof the team. On fhe School House side Tom erry was
| 'captain, and D*Arey and Digh{). Blake and Herries, Lowther and Manners,
Reilly and Noble, Glyn and Dane, backed him up. They were two fine
teams, and towering over them was Lefevre of the Fifth, who was referee, in
Norfolk jacket and whisile complete. g
The kick-off fell to the School House, and the_ ball rolled, and the two
teams dashed into the game with great vigour. ol o
¢ . It was junior football, with plenty of rush and kigk, but it was fine foot-
| ball, all the same. House matches were very keenly contested ‘at St. Jim's,
| and both Tom Merry and Figgins had their men in spleadid form.
~_ Dolores glanced at the School House junior captain with a new interest in
. her face. i
{l “ Who is that, Ethel?” she asked.
t - “Tom Merry,” said Ethel.
“ Oh, that is Tom Merry?"" &
“Yes. Do you like him?”
““ He is very good-looking,”” said Dolores.

| And once more Ethel was conscious of a jar. It had néver occurred to

“her to think whether Tom Merry was good-locking or not. Why did Dolores
. think of such things—above all, speak of them? . : -

1 Ethel did not reply to the remark. She_kept her eyes intently fized om
| the game, which was growing fast and furious.

‘cHaPTER 31 )
School Houge Versus New House,

i OALY”

G ““ Hurrah !”* T 4 ]
3 Dolores had tur; away to wate] e flight of a bird across the
“clear blue sky. The loi shouting of she gcited cr wd drew her glance
| back to the ﬁeldtﬁi play. ; G R A F
.. She looked a e game. y Pt A
| TFatty Wynn, the i?{e'w House goalkeeper, was stretehed on
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had made a wild clutch to save, but the leather had evaded his finger-tips,
and the ball was in the net. J

The School House players werg grinning with delight; the Sohool House
crowd round the ropes were roaring applause.

“Goal I

* Brave, Tom Merry!"”

““ What is it?"’ asked Dolores. ;

A goal,” said Ethel. ' -

““ Whe has taken it?"’

““Tom Merry—for the School House.”

““Oh! And is the game finished now?"

Cousin Ethel laughed.

““Oh, no! They play for an hour and a half, and the greater number of
goals wins the match, dear.’

Dolores stifled a yawn.

“* An hour and a half?"’ she sa‘d. _

“Yos." . -
““ And they have played ten minutes so far,’”” said Dolores, looking at her
little gold watech.

“ Yes. about,””

“Oh1

Cousin Ethel looked at her. Fatty Wynn had fisted out the ball a little

_erossly, and the players were retiring to the centre of the field for the
Tesiart.

“ Are you tired, dear? asked Consin Ethel.

““Ch, no!” .

“ Will you sit down?”

I may as well.”” {

Dolores sat down in ome of the camp-chairs. Cousin Ethel sat down
beside her. ' Ethel felt more out of harmony than ever with her friend.
‘Why had Dolores come to the match if she were tired of it in ten minutes?

The answer, of course, was obvious. Dolores had come for the excursion,
not for the football match; watching it was the price she was willing—or
unwilling—to pay for the outing.

It was not an uncommon case, of course. Ethel remembered the enclosure
at Lord’s during a public school cricket match—sistors and cousins and
aunts waiting or walking about listlessly while the cricketers played.
wondering all the time what the fellows could see in the game, and how
long they would be, and why they should prefer bowling a leather bail at
three sticks in the g-round instead of coming to have a cosy tea and chat.

To a girl whoe did not understand the game, after all, it was bound to be
a bore; and a fellow who took a girl to sce one, without acquainting her
with how it was played, deserved to suffer the result. But with Dolores it
was not only ignorance of the game—it was complete indifference. Ethel
tried to explain to her, but the Spanish girl was hardly listening.

“ You sece Blake now,” explained Ethel, “ He is taking the ball along
the touch-line., e is outside-right. He is trying to beat Kerr—outside-left
on the New House side. I don’t think he'll beat Kerr—he is too sharp for
him. There, see, Kerr has sent the ball to his ingide !"*

** Why didn’t Blake pick it up?’ asked Dolores carclessly.

Cousin Ethel .could not help laughing. e

*‘This is_Association,”” she explained. ‘“Hands are not allowed. Tt is
in Rubgy that the ball is passed by hand.”

‘“Oh, indeed! Are there two kinds of football, then?'

In the face of a question like that, Ethel hardly knew what to say.

“Yes, dear,” she replied at last.. .

’
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But I saw the plump boy—what do you call him?'*
%ua keeper.”” *
saw him pick up the ball in his hands.””
goalkeeper is allowed to handle the ball within his own area,

re! Listen! Hands!*
The School House crowd was roaring.
Hands! Hands!* :
Yah!”
‘Play the game!” i
ratt, of the New House, at half, hnd handed the hall down. quite un-
ly, in the excitement of the moment. But the crowd were
e roar rang like a storm over the fcoter field.

““ Where's the referee?”
*Yah! This ain’t Rugger!"

The referee’s whistle rang out.

Pratt was penalised, and Cousin Ethel went on to explain the matter to

lores; but she soon found that the Spanish girl was not listening. The

y was growing hotter and hotter, and Ethel was keenly interested, and

e soon left Dolores to herself, and watched the game.

It seemed ages to Dolores before the whistle went for the interval. 3
As the play ceased, and the players troui:ed off the field or lounged about

b, . resting. Dolores turned eagerly to Ethel.

\*‘Is it over. FEthel?” .

' The first half.”
*Oh!™

* There will be an interval of five minutes.”

* And then——""

* Then the second half.””

it On 1 3

A group of players came over towards the edge of the ficld where the two
1s were. # Figgins beamed at Cousin Ethel. E

(*“It's a warm game, Cousin Ethel.” .

(¥ Yes, indeed, and I'm enjoying it,” said Ethel.

f*'We haven't scored yet,” Figgins remarked. “Sun against us, you -

ousin Ethel smiled.

“Yes, I know,”" she said.

It will be a bit different in the second half, of course.”

W= Wathah not!” said DArcy. ** The sun hasn’t anythin’ to do with it,
jenh  boy. We’re not beatin® you in the sun—we're beatin’ you on the
irth.’”

“ Beating us!"’ 'said Figgine. * Look here, if you are going to bhe
nmorons——""

" Weally, Figging—-""

* Don’t crow too soon, Qussy!” said Tom Merry, slapping the swell of
Jim’s upon the back. * Many a slip ’twixt the ball and the goal, you
.

Weally, Tom Mewwy——""
"I wasn’t quite ready for that goal, either,” said Fatty Wyng.
‘" You won’t be ready for the next, deah boy.™
i Rats ! i -
¥ If you eay wate to me, Fatty Wynn—-"" s i
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“ And mms&of ‘em!”” said Fatty Wynn emphatically.

“* Weally, Wynn
“ Don’t crow, Gussy!” 0 .
" ¥ Weally, Blake, if you hint that I'm crowing——"'

Plﬁp!
“ Hallo! There’s the whistle I”
* You are intewwuptin’ me, Tom Mewwy.” %
** There’s the whistle, ass!”
“J wefuse to be called an ass. And youn are intewwuptin™—*" o
< Oh, come on!” said Blake, grasping his chum by the arm, and rushing
him off towards the centre of the field, and D’Arcy’s voice died away in
vain expostulation.
““ They are beginning again?” asked Dolores.
““ Yes.”
* Another three quarters of an hour?”
. Yes. I am sorry you are so hored, Dolores. If you had told me, I
would not have come here today. We could have done something you
would have liked better.””
* Oh, no; I am glad to come,” said Dolores. :
But her expression as she watched the resumption of the footer match
was a sufficiently plain indication that it was mot the football that she
-~ was glad to come for. g

CHAPTER 32.
Glory for Figgins.

OM MERRY and his merry men were pressing the New House hard

I now. In spite of the advantage gained %y the change of ends, Figgine

& Co. did not seem to benefit much. A sustained attack by the School
House resulted in a goal scored by Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, with a splendid
lollmsg kick that beat atl.{ Wynn all the way.

atty Wynn did not look pleased. THe was the star goalie of the New
‘House juniors, and he had been beaten twice between the posts. Fatty
Wynn did-not mean it to happen again. He was nll eyes and hands now.
The School House attack was still pressing hard, but Fatty saved, and saved
again, amid thunderous cheers from the New House supporters.

Ethel clapped her little hands.

“ Bravo !” she cried.

Dolores looked at her.

« What is it,” she asked—** another goal?*

“No; Wynn is saving splendidly. There were two.that looked certain,
and he has stop them both.”” -

“ Qh " said Dolores carelessly.

« It is very interesting, Dolores, if you would only take a little interest
in it,”* said Ethel, with a touch of reproach in her veice.

Dolores langhed. s

Harder and harder the School House pressed their attack, but Fatty
Wynn was too good for them. As fast as the leather was whiszed in,
Welsh fist or a Welsh foot was ready for it, and it came out again.

And at last the backs cleared, s.nd the fight went swaying away to mid-
field. The School House rallied, and strove to press home the attack again,
but the New House held their ground.

The School House had shot their bolt, for the present, at least, The New
onse advanced, and Tom Merry realised that defence was needed now.
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4 e
" . He brought his men together to defend the goal, and a tussle waged
' in the School House half, gI'Or:n Merry & Co. striving in_vain fo clear.
And now. Kerr, out on the wing, captured the ball, and ran in well, and,
| beaten by Herries at hack, passed in to Figgri)ns. Figgins captured the
. ball, beat Glyn easily, and slammed it in. And Daxne in goal had no chance.
ere was a roar from the New House crowd:
“ Goal!"

** Hurrah, Figgins 1™ -*

““Goal! Goal I

Tt was the first score for the New House. And as Figgins's name rang
out in' a wild yell of applause, Dolores showed a little gleam of interest.

* That was Figgins?*’ she nsked. A
. Cousin Ethel did not reply. She was on her feet, clapping her hands,
and her eyes were dancing.
"Dolores smiled strangely. .
Cousin Ethel sat down again as the teams lined up for the restart, and
then Dolores :rIe‘peated her question : ;

“ That w Figgine?”’
“* Yes," said Ethel, ** that was Figgins. He has taken a goal I’*
And she was watching with all her eyes now.

* That success had heartened the New House attack, and they were fairly
'tv]vlqri'?ing round the School House goal within a few iminubes after the
whistle.

Fiigins was thinking of Fthel's eves upon him, and, like a knight of
\old, he fought far more valiantly with a fair lady’s eyes to watch his deeds.
| Figgins seemed to play like two men that afternoon, Alone, almost, he
‘beat the School House halves, and kicked for goal with the backs almost
And again Clifton Dane was beaten, and the hall rolled into
h Figgins rolled himself on the grass the next second, with Herries -
/rolling over him; but what did Figgins eare? He sat up, dazed, to hear
\the i ing roar round the crowded ficld :

oal
€5 BTD'VO ‘pll bl
The score was equal now, with ten minutes more to play. Both sides
ere pretty well played out; but they went at it again hammer and tongs,
nally determined that the game should not end in a draw.
here was no more show play;: no Rk{ing of the ball just for hluff. It
deadly play, with the best the fellows hnd in them thrown inte it.
Both sides meant business: and here and there counld be seen a fellow
inply stranded, gasping for breath, with never.a run left in him
. Loud rose the shouts of the crowd now: : 5

-

Play up there! Plny.up!" : i e
;But the minutes were ereeping on. The struggle was in midfield now,
t it broke and eddied up to the School Houss goal. Twice Dane flun
dut_the ball, and yet again, but this time it met a hard head—the hea
nggins—-and came hack inte the goal like a stone from a catapult, .

ane wasn't ready for that rapping return. There was a romr:

| ‘" New House wins! New House wins!”
Bravo, ‘Figey "
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Truly, the New House had won, for there were but two minutes more of
play, and the whistle went with the score unchanged. g »
e New House had won with three goals to two, and Figgins—the great
Figgins—had scored all three of the winning goals!
t was glory for Figgins, and no mistake! =

His comrades clustered round him as he came off the field, thumping
him on the back, while the erowd checred themselves hoarse.

Figgins was the hero of the hour. .

Even the School House fellows, little pleased as they were by their defeat,
joined in cheering Figgins.

““Figgins! Figgins! Bravo, Figgins!”

“* Good old Figgins!”

Figgins bore ﬁiu blushing honours thick upon him with a good grace.
There never was a more modest fellow than Figgins, or a fellow less likely
to suffer from an attack of swelled head. ¢

Bést of all to Figgins was a clap from a pair of little hands, and &
brilliant glance of congratulation from bluc cyes.

Dolores looked almost irritable.

““ What has Figgins done, Ethel?’* she asked.

““Won the game,” said Ethel.

“ All by himself?"”

** Well, he kicked all the goals for his side.””

** Is it over now?"*

“ Yes,” said Ethel, laughing.

“ Thank goodness!"” murmured Dolores.

CHAPTER 33.
Qreat Preparations.

OM MERRY & CO. were pretty well fagged out by that gruelling
match; but after a rub-dewn and changing their clothes, they felt
‘)rebty well themselves again. Looking very rnddy affer the exercise,

they clustered round Cousin Ethel and her friend in tie best of humours.
Every School House fellow had a separate c¢xplanation why the School House
hadn’t won. The explanations did not all tally one with another; but that
did not matter. The New IHouse explanation of the circumstance was that
they had played a better game, an idea that was scouted by the School
House fellows ns absurd. ut there was high good-hnmour on both sides;
the fellows knew how to give and take, and foothall successes were so evenly
divided between the two Houses as a rule that honours could be considered
easy. Awnd the presence of Cousin Ethel made it impossible for anybody to
be in auﬁthiug but a good humour. .

Tom Merry, immediately he knew that Cousin Ethel was coming to see
the match that afternoon, had planned a really gorgecus tea in the study
for the entertainment of the two girls from St. Freda’s. Arthur Augustus
I’Arcy had iosisted that the feed should be in his own study; buf Tom
Merry ﬁintsd out that his room was larger, and that the numger of guests
would considerable. ID’Arcy gracefully cenceded the point, but only
oun condition that he was allowed to contribute a full half towards the
food. That was agreed to, and Fatty Wynn, of the New House. had been
entrusted with the shopping—a task he was fully equal to, for, of course,
Figging & Co. had to come to.the tea. Whenever Cousin Ethel had ten
in the School House there was a general feeling that Figgins ought to
be invited. though. as a member of the rival Honse. he was liable o be




BY MARTIN CLIFFORD. 8

ized and bumped severely if he entered the School House on any other
asion. The four chums of Study No. 6 were coming teo, and, of course,
‘Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther would be there, and, with the twe
girls, Tom Merry’s study was likely to be well filled.
But did that matter " ** Kind henrts are more than coronets,” Manners
aid, when the suhject came up; and although the quotation did not seem
eally very apposite, it was agreed that it was so. And if everybody were
letermined o be in a good humour and make things casy for everybody
‘else, surely the party was hbound to be a euccess. In fact, all parties, at
‘all times and places, would be successes if that golden rule were carefully
! observed.
Leaving the two St. Freda’s girls in charge of Figgins and D’Arey and
|some other juniors, the Terrible Three had gone off to their study after
| the match to get the tea ready.
| Dolores knew that tea in a study was coming, and she wondered very
much what it would be like, and wias looking forward to it with curiosity.
. Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther set to work cheerfully in the study.
Tt was always considered a privilege to entertain ‘a girl to tea, and such
‘& girl as Cousin Ethel was an acquisition anywhere.
i Tom_Merry cast an anxious glance about the familiar old study as he
entered. It seemed to him a little shabbier than usual.
ps it was the contrast aiter Cousin Fthel’s hright face and pretty

Fhe hero of the Shell looked round him quite disparagingly.
. *‘Better dust up the study a hit.” he remarked. * We had a duster
icnce. I remember. Do you know where it is, Lowthers"
““ Blessed if T do!" said Lowther.
“ Mamners, old man, what have you done with the duster:s”
“ Haven’t seen' it for monkey’s years,” said Muanners.
Tom Merry sniffed.
“ Look here, we must dust the study!”
““ Better get tez,” said Monty Lowther. “ Figgins & Co. are coming in
ot five exactly, and they'll be peckish. You know what Fatty Wyny is.
nd the girls—" i
** Yes, but we ought to make a stuly decent for the girls."”
‘* Well, use a pocket-handkerchief.”” s
“ Right-hp !’
¢ Tom Merry jerked Lowther's pocket-handkerchief from his pocket, and
ibegan to dust the mantelpiece with it.
‘Lowther gave a roar.
“ You ass! Gimme my hanky!"
“T'm dusting.””
‘¢ Giive it me, you frabjous ass!
© Well, it’s jolly dusty now, if T dil give it to you.” caid Tom Merry.
You’d better go and another, old fellow.”’
And Mouty Lowther, with a snort of wrath, did go and get another.
Tom Merry grinned, and continued to dust the study. He certainly made
an improvement. but the hauvdkerchiel wae in a decidedly grubhy condition
f.by ibe timo he hiad finished.

Getting ou all wight. deah hovs
. It was Arthur Augustus D'Arey’s voice at the door,
[ ** Hallo!" sa Tom Merry. * Came to lend u hand:"
1" *‘ Yaas, wathah!"
. ‘" Right-ho! Get in some coals, will yous”
D’Arey paused.
He was dressed in his most elegant garments,
riainle did not seem amite in accordance with hi

¢
cfelching Tn conln
pAaRAnee.

IR\ L ko el b
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** Ya-a-as, deak boy!" he said at last.

And he bore away the scuttle in a gingerly manner.

““ Ha, ha, ha!" roared Manners.

D'Arcy came back in a few minutes, He was not alone. Jameson of the
Third was carrying a scuttle, full of coals. Jameson was grinnini._ He
was generally so grubby that a little coal-dust made no difference to him.

He brought the scuttle into the study, and set it down, and was presented
with sixpence by the swell of the Fourth. Jameson bit the sixpence to
make sure that it was a good one—a proceeding that D’Arcy viewed with
silent indignation—and then went out, with a chuckle.

** Anythin’ else, deah boys?'" asked I’Arcy.

Tom Merry looked round the study.

““ Yes; make the toast.”

“ The—the toast?"” .

“ Certainly!” said Manners. “ I've cut the bread already. ‘We only
want about » dozen rounds made, and the fire’s burning beautifully. Go
ahead, and mind you don’t burn it!"”

““ Vewy well, deah boy,” said D’Arcy feebly .

He was rather regretting by this time that he had come to help. But
he could not retreat. He sat on the end of the fender with the toasting-
fork, and began to toast. Monty Lowther came back to the study, and
grinned as he saw D’Arcy at- work.

“ Good old Gussy!” he exclaimed. ‘“ Go ahead! Are you fond of
making toast?"’ i

“ Weally, Lowther ** gasped D'Arcy.

« Look here, Tom Merry, I've got no more handkerchiefs,”” said Lowther,
“T can’t find any, you frabjous duffer!”

Tom Merry, having finished dusting, toseed the decidedly grimy handker-
chief back to its owner.

““ There you are, Mont{, my boy.”

Lowther took the handkerchief, and looked warlike; but as he saw the
end of a cambric handkerchief peeping out of IM’Arcy’s pocket, his frown
gl_‘.auged to a grin. He crept gently and quietly be{ind the swell of St.

im’s.

Tom Merry and Manners watched him in silence.

TLowther suddenly seized the elegant Fourth-Former, and_ pulled him
back off the fender upon the hearthrug. D’Arcy gave a yell, the toast
went in one direction, and the fork in another.

“ Ow! Weally- *

Towther, quick as thought, jerked D'Arcy’s handkerchief from his pocket,
;nd crammed the soiled one in its place, and then dragged D’Arcy to his

eet.

“ Sorry, old man!"" he said. g

“ Bai Jove!” excliimed Arthur Augustus. ““ You .uttah ass! You
fwabjous dufiah! I weally think T ought to give you a feahful thwashin’ !

The swell of St. Jim’s had not the slightest suspicion of the change made
in the handkerchiefs. He was thinking only of his rumpled jacket and his
dusty trousers. He glared at Lowther with great wrath. !

** You uttah ass!’”

“ Ha, ha, ha!™

“ Bai Jove!"

D’Arcy made a step towards the humorist of the Shell. Monty Lowther
retreated through the doorway, laughing.

“ Here, don’t forget that toast!™ exclaimed Manners, as D’Arcy made
2 movement to pursue Lowther down the passage.

“ IWeally, Mannghs—-'"
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% You’ll be late with it for tea.”

" Oh, ve well! I will give Lowthah a feahful thwashin' anothah
" time,”” said Arthur Aungustus. And he returned to his cccupation.

. The swell of St. Jim’s made round after round of toast. His face wna
- steadily growing to a beetroot colour from the heat of the fire, but he stuck
manfully to his task, and the pile of toast on the plate on the fender
grew and grew.

" Meanwhile, Tom Merry and Manners laid the cloth and set out tho
. crockery—rather a cracked and varied array of crockery. Tom Merry
| eyed it with a very doubtful expression.

** Nip along the passages, and see what you can get, Manners, old man!"
he exclaimed.

“ Right you are!’” grinned Manners. 7
1 And he went. He returned in about five minutes laden with various
, erockery-ware; he also had a large Delft jug containing a bunch of big
roses.

““ By Jove, that's nice!” exclaimed Tom Merry. ‘I never thought of
.h]:wing flowers in the study; but it will look ripping., Where did you get
them?” :

““ Borrowed 'em from Kildare's study.”

““ Kildare there?”
“ No.*

Tom Merry laughed. =

“I hope Kildare won’t miss them,” he said_

“ Ok, he's not the chap to cut up rusty before girls!” said Manners
easily. “° Afterwards. it won’t matter. Look here, we shall want some

““ Get “em from somewhere.””

“ Good !” :

Manners departed. There was the sound of a soft voice in the passage.
D’Arcy jumped up off the fender, very hot and perspiring.

*“ Bai Jove, the gals, you know!"”

i

. CHAPTER 34,
, Toa in Tom Merry's Study.

OUSIN ETHEL and Dolores come along the Shell passage, escorted
‘ by quite a little crowd of juniors. They arrived at the doorway.of
Tom Merry’s study. The study really looked very cosy, freshl
dusted as it was, with o bright fire burning, and the ‘tea-table laid,
glowing witly&y_ocke:;u of every colour and pattern. Tom Merry met his
visitors with’ a cheerfiil grin, and D’Arcy with a blush. The blush was
caused by the heat of the fire during the toast-making operations.
© *“ Please come’'in,” gaid Tom Merry. * I'm afraid you will find it a little
crowded.””

‘*“ Oh, no!” said Ethel.

* Not at all,”’ declared Dolores.

Her black eyes took in the whole study at one glance, and she wondered
in her mind why Cousin Ethel chose to have tea in that poky little room--
for so Dolores mentally characterised Tém Merry’'s study—instead of in the
big, airy room in the Head’s house.

%nt a gentle smile remained on Dolores’s red lips while she wns making
thece mental eriticisms, and no ohe—excepting, perhaps, Korr—hnd any
! o

¥
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idea of what she was thinking. More than once there had been an odd
expression in Kerr's eyes as he glanced at the Spanish girl.
“ Weo've got rather a decent spread this time,”” Tom Merry remarked,
with a smile, ** and Gussy has made heaps of toast.””
“ Yaas, wathah!™”
« How hot you look, Arthur!” Ethel exclaimed, with a smile.
“ Bai Jove, yaas!™” i
e And Arthur Augustus took out his handkerchief and wiped his warm
TOW.
Then there was a shriek of laughter in the study. -
D’Arcy had wiped a trail of grime all across his aristocratic features, and
the change in his aspect was simply startling.
““ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake. .
“ Weally, Blake- 2k
“ Ha, ha, ha!”
:‘ II__!ent,irel fail to see what you duffahs are cacklin’ at.”
‘ Ha, ha, ha!”
“ Look in the glass!” gasped Cousin Ethel. (i -
“ Bai Jove, Ethel—
“ Look in the glase—""
Arthur Augustus obeyed. Then he gave a jump.
** Gweat Scott!™”
*“ Ha, ha, ha!"” - '
« Some feahful ass has put the wong handkerchief in my pocket!” gasped
D’Arcy. ** Bai Jove, I'll give the wottah a feahful thwas in’ 17
. ‘" Ha, ha, ha!"” yelled the juniors. . s,
The two girs were laughing as heartily as nn{bndy. D’Arcy gave one
more look into the glass, and then rushed from the study. -
‘ Ha, ha, ha!” . .
“ Oh, dear!” gasped Fi%gi'na. “ T know Gussy will be the death of me!
I wonder who played that little jape on him?” ’
T wonder!” said Monty Lowther, who had come into the study with
the crowd. *° It was rongh on poor old Gussy. "Hallo! What's that?”’
There was a wild trampling and crashing n the passage, and Manners
came tearing up, with a chair under each arm, and dashed into the study
with his prizes.
After him came Hancock and Jones minor at top speed.
“ Stop him!” yelled Hancock.
“ Stop him !’* Toared Jones. ** We’ll Oh!"”
They halted in the doorway at the sight of the twe girls, and blushed.
« Oh, sorry!”” gasped both of them, and fled.
Manners panted, and set down the chairs,
“ Got ’em!” he gasped.
“ Enough now?” asked Blake.
* Yes, if you two chaps sit on the window-ledge.”
“ Good! We can do that.” . .
Cousin Ethel was placed in the best chair, and Dolores in the next?best,
at the table. The armchair had been slung out into the passage to leave
more room. The juniors seated themselves round the. table,’or about the
room, or at the window. There were ten boys and twe girls in all, and
the party was large for the size of the study. But it was no use quarrelling
with' the accommodation. :
Arthur Augustus came, in, with his face freshly washed, and clean as a
new pin, looking mewly swept and garnished, so to speak. A general grin
teeted his reappearduce, and he repﬁsd to it with a lofty stare through

Riw_rwoolnss,
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< ¥ou don’t mind sitting on the coal-locker, do you, Gussy?'’ said Monty

Lowther.

"** Oh! TI—I mean, not at all, deah boy!”
“ Rats!” said Tom Merry, laughing. °° Here’s your chair, Gussy, next
Miss Pelham. 8it down, old sonr.””
“ Thank -you vewy much, Tom Mewwy !’”
| Tom Merry had arranged D’Arcy’s place next to Dolores. D’Arcy was tho
\greatest lady's man at St. Jim’s, and he knew Dolores better than the
‘other fellows. And Ethel was quite satisfied with Figgine looking after her.
‘Tom Merry theught his arrangement rather diplomatic.
| The tea was made, and its pleasant scont pervaded the study. Cousin
Ethel poured out the tea.
|| There was a cheerful fire of chatter round the tea-table. Football was
naturally the topic, and for some time it was hardly noticed that Dolores
| was very.silent. ’

Arthur Aungustus D’Arey was entertaining her with an account of the
oals he would have kicked if it hadn’t happened that he didn’t kick them.
‘e observed at last that Dolores was replying only in monosyllables, and
oying with her teaspoon.

“* Anothah cup of tea, deah girl?”’ he nsked.

** No, thank you!" ¥
'\ * May I pass you the cake?” .

4¢ Thank you, no.”” X
' ** Speakin’ of cake,’’ said D’Arcy, ** weminds me of a wathah good stowy. ‘i«
| There was a fellow named Wobinson or Wadeliff : but it doesn’t weally mattah
—and he had a cake on his birthday. It was a vewy large cake, with plums,
you know. Are you fond of plum-cake, Miss Pelham?"
** No,”” said Miss Pelham.
¢ It is vewy nice,”” said I’Arey. “ Well, this fellow Wadeliff, or Wobinson
!, —I forget which; but it is ndt weally matewial to the stowy—had a plum-
. cake on his birthday. He d a few fwiends—"
. . -** Pass the watercress, D'Arcy.”
“ Certainly, deah boy!"

* And the salt.” it
“ Here you are.”
- Oh, ssy can’t kick for tol
be'd ‘put the hall at me like—like a New
lu'y it over the bar.””

“ Weally, ‘J'V'yﬁ‘lB

“ That would ‘have been a corher for vou, though,” added Fatty Wynn
eflectively. *° I don’t suppese it would have been much use to you chaps.”
** Oh, wats!” .
*“ Cheese it, Fatty !”” grinned Figgins. * QOrder! Paas the sugar!” .
. Arthur Augustus jammed his cyeglass into his eye, and gave Fatty Wynn i
¢ a withering glance, which was quite wasted upon Wynn, who was just
gen beaming in great delight upon ilie cake. 1D’Arcy turned back te

olores.

© I was tellin’. you about my fwiend Wobinson,’” he remarked,
** Were you?” said Dolores.
#* Yaas, wathah! About a birthday cake, you know."”
** Indeed !
D’Arcy was discouraged.
‘' Heo did not uﬁue the story of Robinson, or Radecliff, and the birthda
_eoke. He trie iss Pelham on several other topics, but found them a n
uninteresting to her. The swell of St. Jim’s became a little silent himsers M

V § N

1

1 Fatt Wynn was saying. * Why, if
E{Ju&ﬁ' chap, I should have ha?i to
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towards the end of the meal. He was discouraged. 1f the young lady
wouldn’t talk herself, and wouldn’t listen to him when he talked, there were
difficulties in ‘the way of a conversation.

Cousin Ethel glanced at her friend once or twice) Dolores coloured once
under her glance, and made an effort to be cheerful and chatt{. and sncceeded.
to some extent. But the tea was nearly over now, and ere long 4t finished,
and the.crowded company in the study broke up.

= Baj Jovel” D’'Arcy confided to Tom Merry., I weally don’t think I
geb.on vewy well with Miss Pelham, you know." i ;

“ No?”” said Tom Merry. .

“No. 1 was tellin’ her the stowy about Wobinson and his birthday
cake, you wemembah.” - 4

* Yes, I remember,’”” said Tom, rather hastily. A

“ It’s all wight,”” said Arthur Augustus, with some dignity. I wasn’t
going to tell you ovah again, Tom Mewwy. But Miss Pelham seemed quite
bored, and I didn’t finish tellin’ her the stowy."”

“ Go hon!™

“ Don’t you think it’s wathah wemarkable?”

**Simply amazing !"*

And D’Arcy adjusted his monocle, and gave the hero of the Shell a very
dubious glance. J.Bub after that D’Arcy did not inflict very much of his
pociety npon Dolores Pelham.

I want anothah chap to come with me in the twap when I dwive the
girls home,”’ he said to Blake, a little later. ** Would you like to come,
deah boy? I have a pass fwom Kildare for two, on purpose.’

Blake grunted.

** Of course, I'd like to come,” he said.

** Then come, boy.”

_/Blake shook his head. .

* No,” he said heroically. * Take Figgins.”

D’Arcy star"ted. i

* Figgina?’ v -

“* Yes, Figgins !’* .

« Bai Jove! Do you think Figgy is wathah stwuck with Miss Pelham,
pewwaps?” said D’Arcy. ’

e . ha, ha !’ -

“ Bai Jove! It's barely poss. that she might have pweferred sittin’ beside
Figgy at tea,” said D’Arcy slowly. *° She was awf'ly bored with me, you

- know. It seems odd that anybody should pwefer Figgy; but there’s mno
accountin’ for tastes, 1s there?”

*¢ Not at all,”” said Blake.

« If you'd like to let Figgy come instead of you, Blake, I'll take him.”

* Do1”" said Blake.

* Vewy well.”

And while the girls were gone into the Head's house for their coats and
hats, D’Arcy approached Figgins, who was standing chatting with Kerr
and Wynn, with a somewhat [ugubrious expression upon his honest face.

% By old man !’

said Figgins, rather grufily. .
* T waa wonderin’ if you’d care to come in the twip to St. Fweda's,” said
D’Arey. ** Blake thinks you might like ta.’” ;

¢ Me !1”* he-exclaimed. i
= Yaas, wathah, deah boy 1™
;#0Oh, L n;._Gnny,rthis_il_z_t_?vE"ly(ﬁmE

Sy
 of you!” Figgins exclaimed.
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' Not at all, deah boy. I shall be dwivin’, you know, and there ought ta
| somebody to talk to the girls, of course. 1’m sure you'll.like to have a
Hve with Miss Pelham,” said D’Arcy humorously.

Miss Pelham,” said Figgins vaguely. * Oh, yes, of course, I'll coms
'Nple-.muve. Gussy, and I think it’s very decent of you.””

ot at all, deah boy !

nd Figgins dashed off for his coat and cap.

CHAPTER 35.
off-gide.
TUITE weady, deah girls?”
Cousin Ethel and Dolcres came out of the Head’s house, wrapped

in their coats for the drive home to St. Freda’s. Both of them

ed very charming, and many of the fellows gathered round envied D’Arey
d Figgins that drive.
Figgins came racing up with his coat on.
i %ig’-ht 1’* he gasped. “ Here I am!"
Dolores looked at him. ki
£* Are you coming!’’ she said. 5
Ye-es,”” said Figgins, his enthusiasm considerably dashed by’ Miss
lham’s tone. °‘ Gussy has asked me, and 2%
¥ We shall be glad," said Cousin Ethel.
i* Why, of course,”” said Dolores, with a charming smile.
And Figgins recovered again. t
* Yaas, wathah !” said Arthur Augustus. * Figgins will talk to you while
Awive, you know. I'll let you dwive comin’ back, Figgy; but while the
ies are in the twap I think we had bettah take evewy care.”
Figgins laughed. He didn’t want to drive—far from it.
¥ All right, old kid,’”’ he said.
Quite weady, deah girls?”
F Quite,”” said Cousin Fthel.
Ihe juniors gathered round. There were mauy good-byes 1o he said.
el had said good-bye to Mrs. Holmes and the Head; hut'there were yuite
rowd-of juniors in.the quad to see her off.
i Good-bye. Cousin Ethet
Good-bye!” sald Etnel brightly. * And thank you ail so much for the
fnsant afternoon-we have had.”
It’s you that's made it pleasant, Couwsin Ethel,’" said Tom Mervy.
)'Arcy turned his eveglass upon the Shell fellow. )
* Bai Jove, Tom Mewwy, 1 wegard thut as s weslly gwaceful wemark "
bsaid. ““ You do not often expwess vourself so weil.”
'om Merry laughed.
' Well, if you pass it, it’s all right, Gussy,”” he said
 Yaas, wathah! You see i
Good-bye again!” said Cousin Ethel.
e waved her hand from the trap. Dolores did not wave her hand.
Fhaps she thought she did not kmow the juniors of St. Jim's well enough.
D’Arcy took the ribbons, and the trap moved off through the dusk, the
fipe gleaming out ahead as he drove away.
om Merr: t:m; l:lia :hums looked aPter them as they went, When the

lights of the trap were lost in the darkness of the rond, the junier:

; oF to. the homse e L
What a Qping girl Cousin Ethel is?”’ Tom Merty remarked.
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* Yes, rather!” said Blake. * How do you like hen friend?"”

Tom Merry paused for a moment before replying.

** Well, any friend of Cousin Ethel’s must be nice,”” he said at last.

And Blake nodded, and it dropped st that. L
* Dolores—little thinking, and still less caring, what impression she had
made upon the St. Jim fellows—sat in {he cushioned seat, with her coat
about her, and the thick rug over her knees, for the night was cold. All
Arthur Augustus’s attention was given to the horse, for the country road
was almost pitchy dark, and he had to think wholly of his duties as a driver.
Figgins was left to entertain the two girls during the drive—a thing that
it was difficult for Figgins to do. TFor though Figgins, in his big, honest
heart, regarded all girls with a fee akin to veneration, and worshipped
Cousin Lthel in particular, still, that did not help him as a conversationalist,
In fact, Figgins, like many fellows who can do things. did net excel as a

:lker.  He felt it incumbent fo talk now, however, and he manfully dic
liis lest.

““ Jolly game, wasn’t it?"" said he.

Cousin Ethel smiled in the darkness. She knew that Figgins would talk,
and she knew that he wonld taik foothall, hecane it was the subject that
intervested him of ali others: and he generally imagined all the rest of the
world to be as keenly interested in it as himself. But Ethel knew what the
mention of football weuld mean to Doloves, already bored to death with the
afterncon’s game and the talk about it.

““ Yes,”” said Ethel slowly, thinking of some means to change the talk
to a_subject more agrecable to Dolox

“ You'd like to come over and seo

“ 1 would,” said Ethel, ** certainly

“ How good! We can easily arrange il,”’ eaid Figgins. *° Mies Pelham
is fond of seeing a good game, too, I supposc®’ he added, as an after.
thonght.

If it had been light enm
but, luckily, it was tao

** Oh, yes!”’ gaid Dolores.

Fthel made a movement. She did not like to bear Dolores say so. She
knew that Dolores disliked the mere mention of the subject. Yet politeness
called for some remark: and Ethel wounld not judge her friend harshly.

“ You like to see the fellows play footer?'” ‘nsked Figgins.

“1 have very seldom enjoyved anything so much.’’ said Dalores.

““ How good !”” exclaimed Tiggina, in his honest, unsuspicions way. “ It
will be such a pleasure te us, Miss Pelham, if you will come over with
Counsin Ethel next time."

‘“Oh, I shall surely come if Ethel will bring me,” said Dolores softly,
“ T think 8t. Jim’s is & grand old place, I love it!" :

Tiggine was feeling very happy. He felt that he had not liked Miss
Delkam hitherto as much as she deserved. She was evidently a nice girl
now, and quite worthy to be a friend of Cousin Ethel’s.

FEthel was silent. ,

To her candid mind every one of Dolores’ remarks was unpleasant; she
knew that they could mot be sincere. But she could not very well hint as
much to Figgins. .

So she eaid nothing. 3he would not become a party to a game in which
Figgins was to be made a fool of. ¢

That was evidently Dolores’ object. It amused her wilful, wayward spirit
#o take this advantage of Figgy’'s unsuspiciousness,

93

rother mateh?" Figgins said eagerly.

he would have seen Miss Pelham’s lip curl;

¢
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** And the boys are all so nice,”’ said Dolores deliberately. ** Especially
2t nice boy with the handsome blue eyes. What was hLis name?"’
“ Tom Merry?"’
'° Oh, no!" Are his eyes blue?” s
£'° Why, they’re as blue as the sky!” said Figgins, in astonishment.

‘ Are ‘they really?” eaid Dolores carelessly. * No, I mean the gocd-
bking boy who was standing near us, and did not play.”
Figgins wrinkled his brow. :

“ A School House hoy?" he asked.
“He had a carnation in his coat.”
'* Why, that was Mellish !
“ What a ']preaty name ! said Dolores.
Still Ethel did not speak. She knew Mellish well—Mellish, the fellow
ho was called the cad of the Fourth at St. Jim’s. Dolores had not ex-
avged two words with him, and certainly had a peculiar taste if she
jnsidered him handsome. But Dolores had noticed that there was no love
t between Mellish and Figgins. That was why she was praising Meliish
w.  Figgins would never have dreamed of it. That a girl could

liberately trp to ruffie his temper by praising a fellow he disliked would
ver have occurred to Figgins as possible. Why should, Dolores want to
ffie his temper, as-far as that went?’. :
“T dare say it’s a pretty name,’

" said Figgins very briefly,

*Is he a friend of yours?'’ asked Dolores.

I'* Well, you cee, he’s a School Hounse chap.”

** But you have friends in the School House?”

“ Oh, yes!"” »

Nolores laughed.

“ But you do not like Mellish, T see. OfF course, it is not because he’s so
od-lcoking; T am sure that wouldn’t influence you.”

“ Blessed if I can see that he’s good-lecking,'” eaid Figgine. “I’ve never
rd anybody say so before. Why, stand him beside Tom Merry, or Elake,
| Kerr, he’d look nothing!”

Dolores laughed again,

' Not that his good looks matter, of course,” Fizgins added,

Y Why don’t you like him?*’ asked Dolores.

“I—1 haven't said that I don't, Mies Pelham.”

" But you don’t?”

* Well, no, I don’t.””

Ethel could not touch Dolores’ hand, as she wanted to, without Figgins
lowing that she was giving her friend a signal. That wouid never have

*But why?"" said Dolores.

Oh, we don’t get on!" said Figgins, who was not to he drawn, however

erly, into talking about even a fellow he disliked behind his back.

ellows don’'t get on sometimee, you know, Miss Pelham.”

“Never mind,” said Wiss Pelham. *“ Tell me about football.’”

iggins laughed in his good-natured way.

Y Tﬁat’s rather a big order,” he said.” ‘“ What shall T tell vou?®"

* About the game—how it is played,” said Dolores. ** Ethel was explain-

g to me, but I did not follow very clearly. I should like to hear the rules

the game, especially the—the offside rule.’” .

ow, if there was a subject Figgiue was gz\ﬁnt upon, it was the off-side
He wanted much less than that to start him. He forthwith launched

o a disquisition upon football in general, and the off-side rule in particu-

He waxed eloquent upon that subject, and did not notice how verv

gnt Cavsin Fthel was :
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Dolores made such sufficient remarks to keep Figgins in full tide
Figgine, in tke innocence of hie heart, imagined that Ethel and Dolores were
beth as intensely interested in the topic as he was himself. Ethel, indeed,
would have been: she liked to hear Figgins talk footer. But she knew that
Dolores was only drawing Figgins out, and she knew how difficult Dolores
found it to stifle her yawns, even while she was amusing herself at Figgns'*
t-xlpenae in _this way. What wae the matter with Dolores? Cousin Ethrl
felt miserublg thot this was the least pleasant day she had ever spent in
company with the St. Jim’s juniors. -

She was growing angry—angry with Dolores, sngry with herself, angry
with Figgins. She was indignant upon Figgins's account, and she wus
angry that he could not see that Dolores wae only drawing him out; aud

et she liked him all the better for not being able to see it. Mellish would

ave seen it at once.

here was an exclamation from the gloom where D’Arcy sat:
““ Bai Jove! Here we are!”
And the trap stopped before the gate of St. Freda's.

CHAPTER 36
Figgine Wondera. B

IGGINS jumped down to ring the bell, and the old porter of St. Freda's
came to the gates. He was an old soldier, with a woodén leg, and
although he still carried himself with some military erectness, his

movements were very slow, and Figgins rang three times before he appeared
at the gates. A lantern glimmed through the bars into the dark road and
upon_the %‘li.mmering horse and harness.

“* It is all right, corporal,” said Cousin Ethel. “ You know us.””

“* All right, miss,” said Corporal Brick. ‘ Wait a minute, young sir!"’

And the corporal fumbled for the keys and opened the gates. I’Arcy
drove in, and Figgins swung himself up behind.

*“ That drive’s jolly soon over,” he said.

He addressed Cousin Ethel, but it was Dolores who replied. Ethel Jid
not move her lips. %y

“ Yes,”” said Dolores. “ Tt was much quicker returning than going—1I
mean, it seemed so. Thank you so much!”

“‘ Nothing to thank me for,”” said Figgins. “ Nothing I enjoy so. much
as a good jaw about footer, you know. It’s a grand game!”

And Figgins would probably have started off again, but just then tho
trap drew up before the house, and the deor was opened. Figgins and
D’Arcy jumped down, and assisted the girle to alight. Miss Pen%n!d was|
standing in the lighted doorway. The boys lifted their hats to her.

*1 twust we_ are mnot late, deah madam?'’ said Arthur Augustus. *We
have brought home the young ladies safe and sound.””

Miss Penfold smiled.

‘“ No, you are not late,” she said. ** Come in, Ethel. Dear me, how pale|
you look! Was it very cold in the trap?”

“* Oh, no!"” said Ethel quickly.

Figgine glanced at her hastily. Now that they were standing in the
lighted hall he ‘could see that Cousin Ethel was a little pale.

is look of eager alarm melted Ethel’s heart. '

“I am all right, Figgine,”” she said. ** Come in, Dolores. Good-night,
‘Arthur! Thank you both so much for seeing us home!™ s

“ Yes. indeed I'” said Dolores. . :
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L“ Bai Jove, you kiow, the pleasuah was all on our side,” said D’Arey, in
15 most statély way. ‘It will be vewy dull dwivin’ back.'” y
. Yes, rather!” said Figgins, * Good-night, Ethel! Good-night, Miss
elham I'”"  He shook hands with the girls. ““ Good-uight, Miss Penfold !’
The juniors moved to the doorway again. Figgins had some slight hope
at Cousin Ethel would follow him to the door for one ﬁood-bye more.
1t sho did not move, remaining very close to Miss Penfold.

"The juniors clambered into the trap. and D’Arcy drove off.

'“ That was a wippin’ dwive here, Figgins,” he remarked. ‘“The horse
quired all my attention, so T wasn’t able to lhelp you.”

““ That’s all right, Gussy.”

I twust you did not bore the girls toc much?”

““LEh? Ob, we had a joliy talk!” raid Figgins. *‘ Miss Pelham is awfully
terested in foolballl” -

“Wats 1

‘¢ What?”

“ T—1 mean she is, iz slie?'’ said D'Arey, busying himself with the reins.
Quite a slip of the tongue on my part, deah boy. Gee up. there—gee up'”
“ We had a ripping talk!” eaid Tiggins, rather warmly.

“ Vewy good, deah boy."”

' And Arthur Augustvs did not pursue the subject.

““T thought Cousin Ethel looked a little tired when we left her,” #aid
irgins, after a long pause. .
D’Arcy winked at the dark trees along the lane.

““ Did she weally, deah boy?'”

“‘T thought so.”

" Well, pewwaps she was tired.”

“ Yet she didn’t look tired when we starled.”
““ When you started talkin' footah. do you mea
“ No!" said Figgins sharply.  Whea we otarted from S$i. Jim's !
D'Arcy chuckled eoftly

“ Pewwaps somethin® has tired her cince,” he remarked.

20O, shut up!” said Figgins crossly.

* Certainly. deah boyx.”

And the drive continued in silence for some time after that. But pre-
tly Figgins broke the silence.

“ ¥ cay, Guesy !’

* Yaae, deab boy.”’

‘I know Cousin FEthel likes talking footer; we've talked it lots of times,
4 she talks as much as T de, or more.” .

That’s all wight, then.”

_‘;{_romembe:- she didn’t say much this time, as it happens.”

i’ No?'™ 2 ‘

‘But perhaps =he was tired.”

“ Vewy likely,” assented TVArey.

* Miss Pelham was very intcrested.”

o (iDDd Ity J 4 - . 2

' She doesn’t seem to know much about footer, but she’s eager to learn,
id she likes the idea of coming over to St. Jim’s for another footer matech.”
“*Yaas; I shouldn’t wonder.””

Tiggins made an irritable movement.

** Look here, Gussy, what are you getting atp”

** Weally, Figgins. o
““ What are you_ thinking about?”

F¢ Smppah !” ‘said Arthur Augustns candidly. T am gebtin’ wathah
ngwy. This keen air gives a chap an appetite. you know.”
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““Oh!"” said Figgins.

£ Yaas, wathah 1" .

The trap rattled on, D'Arcy driving in silence, and Figgins sitting under|
the rug without upeakmg It was I‘Aggms who spoke hml. again.

‘“ Miss Pelham is a ripping girl, Gussy
““All gals are wippin’, deah boy

‘“Well, yes: but some are nmx-e ripping thru» others! Miss Pelham

very nice—not so mce as Cousin Ethel. of course; but that's lmpusslblc
‘ Quite ampo;-,s ' agreed DAlcy “ Cousin Ethel is a stunnah!

“Yes; isn't she? " Besides. said Figgins argumeutuhvely, “Mi
Pelham is Ethel’s friend, and so she must bo nice.”

“ Yaas, wathah!"

ANl the same

** Yaas?”’

“ Oh, nothing !’

Annﬂm long ﬂn!mme. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy devoted his attention fo
the horse. Figgins «at with his hands in his pockets, and with a thoughtful
trawn corrvgating his rugged brows. i

“ Look here, Gussy—' he exclained at last.

“Yaas, deah boy?™

“Is it possible

* Yaasf”

“ls it puahlbis

¢ Well®! ¥

“Ts it

““ Weal Fi
know " said DA
a little furthah.””

% isn’t possible that T've offended Cotsini Bthiel in am- way, is it?
bl Bm Jove! W hy should you think so, deah ‘boy. _

“1 don’t know.'

“ Then don’t thini it."”” said D’Arcy. “(‘Jonam Et)m] knows you're always
putting your fool in'it, you know, if you've been y.  To he quite
Fwank with you, Figgins. I've often wondahed how "’]rlb can stand you, bul
Lthe! Slk-mb to nland you all wight. I shouldn't v.nwww A

““Oh, I'm not x\orzvmﬂ' said Figgins.

“* That's all wight, “then

The trap 1at.ﬂor! on. Figgine sat silent this time till the lights of St
.Ilm 4 loomed up lu the gloom ahead. Then h2 spoke:

* I wonder——""

“ Yaas, Fum'ay“”‘

*§ wonder-— " repeated Figgins, and then he ]mus«d once more.

 Weally, I'urgms, go on, you know! You wonder what?” . !

““ Oh, nothing !’

And that was (he end of Figgins's conversational efforts for thal night.
Authur Augustus never discovered what it was that Figgins wo‘udqrad

AR

Figzins paused,

that dopends wpon whaf . youw are talkin® about, ven
with great patience. "Pewwapa you might expiain

Cousin Ethel went up to her own room. Dolores was wntching her with
a curious expression in her big, dark eyes—an expression that Ethel did
not see, for she did not look at the Spanish girl. ?l‘horr: was- o very 'quiet
look upon Ethel’s face, and the Spanish girl did not speak to her then.

Ethel had avticipated a very huﬂpy afternoon at St. Jim’s and a happy
drive home in the evenjng, and tl eu.'u pleasant talk with Dolores about

ths evenis of the day before going to bed
_ Bhe il

came down fm:m her. cu'bzcle a little latet,




gcl was the outcome of her anticipations. She looked
which the girls’ uscd as a common-room after lessons.
big fi¥e blazing in the hroad, open grate at the end—a wood
b crackling and sending forth a Dblaze of light and heat.
}t eve gathered, for the evening was very cold, Tho
. Jof la ter ahd pleasant voices came to Lithel as she looked in,
! Bthel, nsually so cheery in society, was not in the mood for talk
# then, and for the guestioning sho knew she would receive from her
ends abhout her excursion to St. Jim’s. Sho drew hack without entering
he room, and the gleam of a fire in one of the class-rooms caught her eve
Hs she the open door. The room was empty, the fire dying in the
ate. Its silence and gloom were a contrast tu the merry scene she had
Jooked'upon a few moments before, but they suited Lithel better. She went
uietly into the room, pushed the door to without latching it, and.sat down
n a low chair by the fire. She was glad of the silence and the solitude
ifor the time.
She sat in a low chaif, her hands clasping her knees, looking into the
fire, which leaped and glimmered at intervals as it sank lower. Sombre
[shadows lay on the walls save when the blaze came, und when it came it
danced in Fantastic shapes on the walls and ceiling. %
Ethel, was lost p}‘ thonght.
B m] ‘£Helsat without stirring, iwo arms were thrown about her
eck . ¥ i She started.
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v with tears, was laid against her own, and the arms held
U

5

Do s woice .was murmuring in her ears:
£ E;;,],xd_; I'm go sorry—I'm so sorry! Forgive me, Ethel dear! I'm so

&
id not spedl.
s %}ﬁﬁiaﬂl to do so for a moment. i was Dolores, and the

1

) | girl was in another of her changing moods.

r wad falling about Ethel’s face as the Spanish girl threw herself

tees at the British girl's side. Hec arms were still about Ethel’s

wet, dark cheek pressed to Ithel’s fair ekin,

e you forgive me, Ethel! I'm so sorry!”

She did not say what she. was sorry for. She knew that Ethel knew.

.. Ethel was ntiliy silent.

¢ **I was a cad!” went Dolores. ** I-—I did 10t mean ‘to be, but—but

was! I am often like tHat, Ethel; you have not seen the evil side of me

Did I not tell you once that you would he sorry you had made a

end of me?’’

““ You did, Dolores.”

And you are sorry now?"’

Ethel was silent. ¥

b But—but I know I did wrong!'” said Dolores, in her soft tones; strangely
o a little child pleading for pardon, althcugh she was so much older

an, Ethel in other ways. * I know it was mean, Ethel, but—but it was

L4} S

Ethel could not help smiling. \ ;

d'; _I"m sorry, too, Dolores. You know you should not have acted as you

tdid.

- “¢ Oh, yes: I know it. Ethel! It was ungrateful, it was cruel and caddishk!

] know I am a bad girl—a bad’ girt. But anyone here could have told you

fb:u't before, Ethel, it yon would have listened to them.,'’

A
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“* But—but—-"" “ s

““ But I was always s0,’’ said Dolores. ‘‘ I cannot help it; it pleases me
to make people do what they don’t want to do, and to make fun of them
secretly, and—and—— But I know you will think it very wicked.'

“It is wicked!” said Ethel. It was taking a mean .advantage of
FiggBi.na 1o tr-]at him as you did. If you don’t like him——""
“But I do!”” i

i - L.

“ You do?"" asked Ethel, in astonishment. '

“ Bi, &i,’” said Dolores. “° Of course, I do! Isn’t he a nice boy, and so
%Ev?!gnd strong? I might even like him more than would please you, my

el ! 2 E

“ Don't talk nonsense, Dolores!” said Ethel sharply.

The Spanish girl laughed softly.

“ Never mind Fiigina." she said. ** But—but I am so sorry you are
angry with me, Ethel. Why are you so patient with me? I am alwars
worse when people are patient with me? If you had been harder. A%

“ Is that your idea of friendship, Dolores?” = :

“ Oh, u are too good and sweel for me!’ said Dolores, kissing her
cheek. “ I am wilful and hard-hearted, but—but I don’t want you to be
angry with me, Ethel. I don’t care for any of the others; but I want you
bo%‘il{e me, Ethel. Won’t you pardon me?” P & n

“ Yes,” said Ethel, half-smiling. J i

The dancing flame from ihe fire shot up and showed: the smile upon her
fair face. The Spanish girl laughed happily. 2 E

*“ My dear, dear Ethel; and how wicked I was! But it a Ver now,
;‘:ﬂ. I will Dever be like that again, never! What a happy' afternoon aye

, Ethel!I”* i ]

;md wc]a?" iﬁ Ethel. i i L W 5

olores laug! ain and hugged her ioa }

“ You are a littl.:gangel to forgive me,”” she said, *¢ I‘V'z&jd never haye
forgiven, in your ;‘:lnce. never. But you are cver so much better than I 2
Ethel. Miss Penfold knowe that. and she thinks that your friemd:
may make me a better girl, Ethel. She has not eaid so, of coufse, b!.l?
have seen it in her face.’” f ey

** Nonsensz,” said Ethel. L

‘“ But she does think so; and she is right. And T shall never be a bette
girl,” said Dolores. *“‘I am as my nature is—as you have seen it to-day.
But I shall never be ungrateful to you again. I'm ‘so sorry.”

* Well, there is no more to be said about it, then,” said Fthel brightly.
" Let us forget it all. Dear me! There is the supper-bell !”

** Oh, never mind supper !”” said Dolores.

* But Ethel rose.

*“.Come, Dolores, we have had a long leave to-duy, and we cannot return
Miss Penfold’s kindness by being troublesome for nothing.” .S

Dolores made a pettish gesture, but the next moment she was-all softmeas
ayain.

e You are right, Ethel, quite right, and I am wrong, as usnal. Let us go.”
_Aund the two girls left t%e class-room, ting-in the a8t of
girls going towards the supper-room.

Claire Pomfret looked at them.

*“ Did you have a good time to-day, Ethel?" sherasked.

““ Oh, splendid !’" said Dolores, before .Ethel sould reply. * Ethel was an
angel, and I—**

“ And you weren't,”” said Milly Pratt. :
Dolores Jaughed and nodded. ;. -
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i Quit;"righﬁ;- and T wasn't,” she said. *° Come on, Etlel, or we shal'
Takp.

Ithei’s face was bright enough at the supper-table.  Her kind heart
ould never harbour resentment long. And certainly Dolores had expressed
fcontrition enough; but how long the contrite epirit would last was another
g uestion. -
With Dolores’'s wayward #hd passionate nature, faults and oontrition
bwere likely ‘to follow upon one another’s heels, and 2 friend who bore with
her failings was likely to be called upon to bear a great deal.
" But Ethel did not think of that now. She was naturally inclined to look
ipon the bright side of everything, and to make the t of everyone,
‘especially among her friends. R )
. When the girls went to bed that nig]“:, Dolores insisted upon brushing
‘Ethel’s hair—the long, fair hair that was so beautiful and so great a con-
ltrast to her own. She bent over Ethel as the English girl’s fair face lay
inpon_the pillow.

‘ Quite forgiven, Ethel?"” che said softly.
Ethel smiled. c
¢’ Quite, Dolores. Good-night, dear!”
““ Good-night,”” said Dolores softly. [
And tho Spanish girl went to her own oubicle. Buf, when Miss Tyrrell
fhad put the lights cut in the lower dormitory. Dolores did not sleep.
Neither did sleep come readily to Ethel. Tong after the lights were out,
and the voices had died away, Ethel heard a sound in the mext cubicle;
and, anxious for Dolores, she alipped from her bed and looked into the mext
fapartment. A glimmer of light from the dormjtory windows fell into the
jcubicle and showed her a slim, white form kneeling beside the bed. It
fwas Dolores. 2
.\ The words she was murmuring Ethel did not know;: but she knew that
[Dolores was murmuring a ayer, there alone in the deep silence of the
might, and she crept back silently to her own bed, her own eyelids wet.
\

4 0

CHAPTER 37T.
D'Arcy’'s Duty.

f* -7 'VE been thinkin’ about Ethel, deah boys.” J
» Arthur Augustus DArcy made that observation to his chums at St. i
" Jim’s. Jack Blake was astride on the bar in the gym, and his friends
iwere watching him with admiration. Arthur A stus had been standing
ith his monocle firmly screwed into his eye, and his eye fixed upon Blake.”
s if not to lose a single one of his movements. Blake had been rather
iflattered by the close attention the swell of St. Jim's was giLien, him, till
'Arcy’s remark showed him that his thoughts -were quite elsewhere.
i Blako enorted.
- “ Oh, have you?’ he remarked. ‘' Is that why you have been staring at
mo like a gravem im P
. ““'Was 1 stawing at you, deah boy? I was quite unaware of it,"’ said
Arthur Augustus inmnocently. ‘‘The fact of the mattah is, that I have
fbeen thinkin’—" .
. ““ Oh, well, that was bound to make you look a little unusual,” assented
Blake, ‘‘ But what are you starting it for?”’
% Weally,” Blake——""
" " You shouidn’t take these changes too suddenly,” said Dighy, with a
hake of the head.  “‘ You never Ennw )
. *“I wefuse to continne this widiculous disomsh,” said. D’Arey_with ,

R " v et e B
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digmity. ““I wepeat that I have been thinkin’ about Cousin Ethel. I
wegﬂrg the mattah as important, and needin’ immediate attention.”

““ Nothing wrnn:g: at St. Freda's, i there?”

“ Yaas, wathah!”’

Jack Blake drog‘ped off the bar.

““ That alters the case,” bhe remarked. ** What's the row?”

‘‘ There isn't exactly any wow. o .

““Then what’s the racket?™ B

It isn’t pwecisely a wacket.”

** Then what's the trouble?’

““ It isn’t what you'd call a twouble——*

‘“ My only hat!" ejaculated Riake, in exasperation. *‘ If there ise't
row, a racket, or a trouble, what is the matter at all?"

“There isn’t anythin’ exactly the mattah. I' will explain. Ethel has|
gone to a girls’ 100]——""

T suppose she wouldn’t be sent to a boys' school I’ snorted Blake.

** Certainly not. I should have wegarded such a step as decidedly imposa.
But undah the circs., the mattah stands like this. Ethel has gone te a
girls’ school, and things at a girls’ school are howwidly slow.’

‘1 shouldn’'t wonder.”

I wegard it as our bizmey to buck things up for Ethel,” said Arthur
Augustus. *“I have been thinkin’ a lot about !gthel. Even Figgins, who
is usually an aes, and never sces anythin’. thinks that if we %et Ethel
to pay us anothah visit here, it will be a‘good idea, don’t you see?’

e juniors grinned.

“* Good old Figgins!"” said Herries.

““ Yaas, Figgay isn’t wholly an ass, as a mattah of fact, though he
doesn’t see anythin’ that isn’t diwzctly undah his nose, as a wule,” said
D’Arcy. “ But to wesume. Visits hero fwom Cousin Ethel are vewy mice,
but she can’t visit us evewy day. Now, my ideah is that we ought to do
xsc'm:e]:E[lxiu]’I tol I’)wigh[‘en up life at the girls’ school. A

b at !’

““That's the posish, deah beys.” _,'j

** Well,” said Blake, “ I suppose it would brighten up the place a lot
if you were to get in there one evening——""

** Yaas?" said D’Arcy eagerly.

»“And turn all the electric lights on,” concluded Blake.

Herries and Digby chuckled, and D’Arey screwed his eyeglaes more firmly,
into his eye, and gave Blake a freozing stare.

o If you are-goim’' to waste the time making wotten jokes, Blake—"

“ Well, I've got no other suggestion to make, uniess you took a bike
lantern,” eaid Blake. ** But for really brightening up a wnlace, I should
suggest the electric lights.” :

“You uttah ass——""

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Herries and Dig.

““ Hallo, what's the joke?'” asked Tom gMerry, who had just entered tio
gym.  Expound, my sous. Is Gussy out-classing ‘ Punch ' againf”’

“ He's got a dodge for sneaking into St. Freda's at night and turning
on all the lights to brighten up the place,” Blake explained.

““ Ha, ha, ha!" '

““T haven't!"” shouted D*Arex. ** That is a wotten joke. I mevah
suggested anythin’ so widiculous.” ’

“ Ha, ha. ha!" 2 3

"“1 wegard Blake as an ‘uttah ass! My idea is that things must be

feahfully dull at St. Fweda's for Ethel——
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“ Why?? asked Tom Merry. .

* Oh, becauce—because, you know,'’ said D’Arcy, rather at a loss, * they
don’t have any footah, you know, or any dormitowy waids, or sny House
wows, and they nevah fight, you know—it’s considahéd bad form in girls.
They wevah have study feeds, or feeds at night in the Form. It’s wotten
all wound. What they want at St. Fweda’s is a weal wag. Suppose they
smuggled a lot of gwub in, and had a dormitowy feed?"’

Tom Merry langhed.

““I don’t suppose they'd enjoy it as much as weo do,”” he said.

“ Pewwaps not; but they could he edwcated up to it,” explained D’_A.rcyA
“ Girls haven’t, natuwally, o much bwains as hoys, and it's our bizney
to impwove them. My idea is to etand tweat, and help them smuggle the
. things into the school, you know, so that they can have a wegular bust-nup.
I will pay Ethel a vieit in secwet, and awwange with her about sendin’
the stuff in for the dorm. feed.”

¢ 8he will bo down on you.”

“¢ I should not care if she were,” said D'Arcy loftily. I wegard it as
my duty, as an old public school chap, to show bheginnahs the wopes, you
know, and put them up to the game. Cousin Ethel is entitled to know all
the dodges, and I'm goin’ to put her up to them 2

““ Whether she likes it or not?"” grinned Blake.

“ Well, dutay is dutay, you know.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ I weally wish yon would wedtwain that widiculous cackle, you fellows.
Now, what do you think of the ideah?™ *

The chums exchanged glances, and then delivered their opinion in a
kind of chorus:.

% Rotten.”

““ Weally, vou utiah asses

““ Utterly rotten !’

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy jammed his monocle into his eye, and fixed a
withering look upon the juniors.

T wegard you as a set of asses!” he exclaimed. “ It's not much good
tellin’ you chaps wippin’ ideahs. I wegard you as chumps. Tho question
i&, are yon fellows goin’ to help me in cawwyin’ out this plan?**

““ Ha, ha, ha!" -

“ Are you goin’ to help me or not, you wottahs?"”

 Notl” R

The reply was given unanimously.

¢ Better chuck it up,”” suggested Tom Merry. *“ You see—-""

“ Wats ™ '

¢ Look here——""

““ Oh, wats!”

And Arthur Augustus walked away with his aristocratic nose very high in
the air, leaving the other fellows grinning.

- CHAPTER 38.
% Very Mysterious.

& THEL!"
E Dolly Carew came up to Cousin Ethel in the garden on Wednesday
afterncon, looking extremely mysterious. Dinner was over at Sf.
Freda’s, and Ethel and Dolores were-in the garden, chatting. The two girls
. were on the best of terms again already, and Ethel was trying her best to
forget the little unpleasantness that had occurred at St. Jim’s. But she
did not think of visiting St. Jim‘gﬂ" h} for a while. )
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Delly Carew did not Jook at Dolores as she spoke. As a matter of fact,
she did not like the Siauieh girl very much. :

Dolly kad been very kind and attenfive to Ethel when- the latter came to
St. Freda’s, and had intended to make a great chum of her, and Dolores—
tho least likely girl in the whole school—had stepped in and taken her
new friend.

Dolly had, of course, no claim upon Ethel, excepting in her friendly inten-
tions towards her, but she was naturally a little nettled. |

She considered, too, that Dolores was gaining an unfair advamtage by
sheer force of character, dominating Ethel almost against her will, and shs
thought Ethel weak for yielding to the Spamish girl’s influence. But she
liked Ethel, all the same.” No one could help liking Ethel.

“ Well?”" asked Ethel, smiling a little at Dolly’s mysterious manner,

*“Is it a message, dear?” %

“ Yea. :

““ From Miss Penfold?””

“Oh, no!”

“* Miss Tyrrell, then?”

Dolly Carew mads a little grimace,

“ Certainly mot.”

" Why, what is it, then?” asked Ethcl, looking perplexed. T don’t
understand—-"" '

““ It is a boy in the village——""

“ What !I'*

" *“ The boy from the stationer’s shop,” explained Dolly. “ He has a note
or yon."

'ﬂtjhcl looked amaszed.

** The boy from the stationer’s shop has a noto for mo?" sho exclaimed,

Dolly nngded her head vigorously. ~

“ Exactly. He said it was givén him fo give you, and he was not to

lzce it in any other hands. Otherwise, I should have brought it to you.

ou will have to go and sce him, and take it from him youreelf.”

A little wrinkle appeared on Cousin Ethel’s clear hrow.

“ I don’t think I }l:a.d better take it,” she said. ** No one has a right to
send me written messages, and I’'m suro Miss Penfold would not like it :

** Oh, stuff I gaid Dolly. ‘It may be from one of the St. Jim’'s boys.
That would he all right, wouldn't it?”

“ If it is one of my friends, yes,” said Ethel slowly.

“ It might be from Figgins,’” said Dolores. ** He may have some plan of
an excursion for the afternoon. Wednesday afternoon is a half-holiday at
St. Jim’s as well as here, Ethel.”” "

Ethel frowned a little. .

“You had better take the mote, anyway!” exclaimed Dolly Carew: *X
tell vou I'm simply dying with_ curiosity.’ .

- *“ Well, I suppose I can take ithe mote.” Where ia the boy?**

“In the road. He called to me over the ride #ate, and asked me if I
were Miss Ethel Cleveland,” said Dolly, laughiny,

Ethel followed her slowly. Dolores remained on the garden-seat. Thers
was a gleam in Dolores’s eyes now. Perhaps she would not have ohjected
to the quiet of the afterncon heing broken into by a visit from the St.
Jim’s juniors.

Eihel, still feeling very doubtful in her mind, followed Dolly to the
side gates, under the thick shadow of trees, where the sim le, heavy-
featured village lad stood with the note in his grubby hand. He. touched
Lis cap to Ethel. g
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+\ ¥ Miss Cleveland-—Miss Cleveland?”” he asked.
e8.

\oeey

\ :
‘“ The young gent gave me this for you.”
He extamlelf the note

Ethel took it hesitatingly. If it wero from one of her friends, well and
zood. If it were from some impertinent fellow wio had had the impudence
to send her @ note, at all events she need take no notice of it. .

The lad turned away. evidently expecting no answer.

* Open it, Ethel!"” exclaimed Dolly Carew impatiently.

Ethel slowly opened the envelope. It was addressed to her in pencil, and
<he gave a start as sho looked at the superscription. The hand was like
that of her cousin, Aithur Augustus D’Arcy.

The letter was as great a surprise as its manner of delivery.

“ Dear Ethel,—T shall be waiting for you at three o’clock by the stile in
the lane. Come alone, and don’t breathe a word. Very important.
—ARTHUR.

“P.8.—Mum’s the word.

“P.P.8.—Eeep it dark!”

Ethel stared at the letter.

She had not the faintest idea what the sccrstiveness about it meant.

Dolly Carew was looking at her eagerly. ’

** Well?”* said Dolly at last, as Ethel did not speak. ¢ Well, Ethel, what
ig it? Who is it from? Why don’t you explainf”’

“ 1t’s from my cousin.”

“ Cousin Arthur?”’

“* Yes."”

“ But why does Cousin Arthur send a nmote in this way#'” said Dolly, in
surprise, ** Why couidu’t he write from the school? Miss Penfold allows
us to receive letters.’

Cousin Ethel shook her head.

“ T really do not know, Dolly!"

“ Tt’a_very odd.”

** Perhaps he came over suddenly to-lay,” Lthel mused,
ro time to write a letter.”

** But why couldu’t he come here and speak to you, instead of sending a

and there was

nele by the stationer’s boy

Fithel could only skake her head again-

1 really don’t know, Dolly.”

“Poliy tossed her golden head. 2

** There's something mysterious about il,” she said—"' very mysterious.”

Ethel did not offer to read out the letter, and Dolly did not ask her to.
Ltbel returned slowly to the garden-seat where she had left Dolores.

The Spanish girl met her with an inquiring look.

““ It’s a note from my Cousin Arthur,”” said Ethel. * He wauts me to ge
out and sec kim. He is waiting near St. a's."

CHAPTER 39.
Enid Craven's Find.

oesn’t he come here?'” ]

a HY d
W‘ don’t know."”
** Ate you going?”’

1 suppose I had better.
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““8hall I come with you* asked Dolores indifferently. /

Ethel coloured. /

“* Arthur asks me pariicularly 1o go alone,” she said. 1 don't know
why, but he says it is very imporiant.”

““Oh, don’t go!”’ said Dolores. ** Let him come here.”
£ asks me to.”’

“ Oh, do as you please!” said Dolores. with a ¢lond on her brow. * Of
ecourse, I don’t want to detain you if you want to go.”’

I don’t want to go specially., but I canno! very well refuse Arthur,”
#aid Ethel. *‘ I hope you will not be offended about nothing. Dolores.””

““I am not offended ‘at all,” said Dolores, in her miost stately way.

Ethel nodded, and ran out of the gavden. It was very near the time
Arthur Augustus had fixed in his note for their meeting, and she was
anxious not to be late. She was curious fo know what it was that was
&0 important, and why Arthur Angustus was so very mysterious about it

She could only surmise that something unusunl had happened at St.
Jim’s; though even then there appeared to be uo veason why D’Arcy should
boe so secretive. )

Ethel put on her hat end left the scheol. The sfile was only a few
minutes” walk from St. Freda's,

As the girl passed out of the
hardly spoken to Enid ~ince that

€5 sue pas-ed Maid Craven. Ethel had
1y when she had spoken to comfort her
in the cubicle, after id's nnrrow escape from expulsion. Ethel’s kind-
ness had made no lnsting impression upen Enid: the naturil repugnancs
between the {wo mirls was {oo strong for that. Aund Lthel’'s growing
popularity at #t. Fredn's was u thorn in the side of the jealous and bitter

irl.
g'!']ni(l looked after her with far frem affecti

The keen wind caught Cousin Ethel as she went oul into the road, and
she threw her hand up to her hat. Something white Hutiered from her hand,
and blew along the road. Tt was the note.

Enid’s eye caught it, and she wondered what it wax, :

The wind blew it fairly to her fect, and it rvested for a moment close
to her, and instinctively Finid put out one boat and covered it.

Ethel. with her hair®blowing about her iface, looked round for the note
oli,he had lest, und came running back with flushed checks and panting

reath. )

“ Have you lost anything?"” ask:d Enid.

** Yes; a note.”

“ Indeed! Did it blow this way:"

“ 1t must have. I thought you might have seen it,"" said Ethel.

Enid shook her head. She did not cave to actually tell a falsehood, but
the shake of the head was as near a lie as was possible.

“* Well, never mind,”" said Ethel. ** After all, it does not matter.”

She ran down the lane, fearirg to be late for her appointment. As soon
as she was out of sight, Enid Craven removed her bqu from the note and
picked it ap. 3

¢ Ethel, deah boy--1 mean, deah girl!” 1

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy raised his silk topper in his graceful way as
Fthel came up to the stile in Burford Lane, with sparkling eyes and cheeks
red from running.

* What &' it, Arthur?” 4

“ Eht"

* What has happened?”

* Nothin'."” PE?

“ What is wrong, then?"”

nato expression.
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| **I am not aware of aurthm‘ bein' wong, Ethel.”
L ¢ Really. Arthur-—— .
"Lverylhlu is all wight, so fah as [ know,” said Arthur Augunstus,
| Tooking puzzled. b
Fthel gave him an indignant look.
;' Then why did youn alarm me with your noter”
\ ** Bai Jovc' I nevah meant to alarm you, Lithel.”
“ Why is it necessary to mect you here, and why did you write in so
mystenaus a way:”’ demanded Ethel
Arthur smiled ‘myaterionsly.
o5 :ause il's wecessary to keep it dark, deah ga
=< To keep what dark:™
** The wheeze.™
“ The—the what:'
“* The wheoze, yvou know.’
“1don’t lew, and 1 don t understand in the leasl,” said Ethel. “ What
do Jou meant’”

“ T will explain. Now that you are at scheol, Ethel, T wegaid you as
bein® updah my pwotection, and I considah it my dntay to put you up tn
tha wopes, you kunow, As an old band, T kuow all the twicks. There are
lots of dodges for livenin® things up at school that you girls don’t kmow
snythin® about.’

© Such as puiting rats in 1he headmistress’s hatbox,” suggested Cousin
Ethel, with a smile.

“ Well. T cnly advised that for extweme cases,”” said Arthur Augustus,
* But this is not o jape on the Head that T am f!:mkm of now. I suppese
yon wemembah the -;tuday feeds we've had at St. Jim's®

Yes, certainly.

“ You van't have ~taday feeds :
cludays. I wegard that as wolten,
1-‘ hiel laughed.
¥ dear Arthur—-.""
o Bnl. there is no w2ason why vou shouldn’t have a dorm feed.” said
Arthur Augustus. *“ And that i3 the wheeze.””
A dorm. feed! rup:t\led l'llxci in wonder. ¢
“ Yaas, watiab! Yon see,”” went on D' Arc\,' confidently, ** we often havs
that sort of thing in the School House at St. Jim's affer lights-out, ren
know. We light up candles or blka—]ﬂntoln and kave a feed.
2 I’ don’t think T should eare for it,” eaid Etbel. *‘ You might catch

I"

. Fwada's, because you haven't any

I “‘e nre weady to wisk that, vou know.”
e Aud you might have indigestion, and make your nose !‘e{l,"- said Ethel

\Veallv, Ethzl:
‘It is very nauwhtv ef you. Arthur.”
Arthur gasped. He wis prepared to be comsidered very doggish. or
very reckiess, or ve ¥ dashing: but very naughty was not pleas:ug
" Weally, Ethel——-""
* But you did not send me that absurd note so that 1'could come here and
1.

!xear about your absurd dnrmm)ry feeds, did you?” exclaimed Ethe
‘Er—no  Ahem! My ideak is that you girls should do the same thine,
Wlmx; you twy it. you W|i] find it wippin' to iasve a dorm. feed.”
b 'hardiy think so.
“Take my word for {t, my deah girl..as your eldah,” snid Arvthur
Augustos, ~ith anite a Eatherh manner. ¢ 'ﬂ:crs i not the slightest donbb
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on the subject. Now, I have had a fivah fwom my governah, and I ax:lg/
pwe%ared to stand tweat.”” /

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”’

* Weally, Ethel—" 3 i
9 “ Ei‘;:‘;x mean you arc prepared to stand us a dorm, feed?” asked Ethel,
aughing.

*“Yaas, wathah!”* .

““ My dear Arthur, we couldn’t think of snch a thing! It would be im-
possible, and I shouldn’t like it. Please give up the idea.” -

** Imposs, deah gall”” .

““Why impossible?"’ 4

“ The gwub is alweady ordahed.”

“ What?” =

“ ¥ have made all the awwangements,” said Arthur Augustus, with great
satisfaction. *“ You wemembah what an awf’ly deep fellah I am.”

“* Dear me! What have you done!” "

“ I've ordahed a hundwed jam-taris of the hest quality, und they will be
sent to you in a bandbox labelled ¢ Hats,’ so that they will pass in without
ex‘c‘itin‘”t;he least suspish.” - .

« 2

““ Then the cake will come in as ° books.”

* Arthur !’

“ Apd the sweets as ‘Ink.” ™

“Ink! O, dear!™ d

‘“ And sevewal othah things undah othah names,’” said D'Arcy. * You
will get the whole lot in without anybody feelin’ the slightest suspisk on

' the subject. It's a jollay wippin’ dodge, don’t you think so®”

Ethel did not know what to say.

Her cousin was leoking so thoroughly pleased with himself and the method
hie had adopted to elnde the vigilance of Miss Penfold, that she hardly liked
to eay anything to hring his satisfaction tumbling to the ond .

But the thought of piles of indigestible zatables heing delivered to her
at 8t. Freda’s, in o disgnise which would probably be penetrated al onco
by the mistresses, filled her with dismay. g

*“* Arthur! You must not——-""

““1t's done, deah gal. It's all wight.”

*“ 1.—I wish you had epoken to me first,” said Eihel
“ Why didn’t you come np to the school and sce me?

D’Arcy shook his head.

“Tt wae morc cantious to meet you here, Ethél, you see—less likely to
attwact attention, don’t you know.” ;

. ‘“ Nothing could be more likely to attract attemtion, I think, than send-
m%me a note by the stationer’s boy !” fthel exclaimed.
*Arex’s face fell. :

*“ Bai Jove, I nevab thoughi of that! But I was afwaid of waisin’ suspish,
Fthel. You see, we shall have to he vewy cautious if I'm to help you get
up dormi feeds. I mustn’t be seen wound tha coll. Bai Jove! "There's
one of the S§t. Fwedah's gals comin’ this way! I must bo cff !’

“¢ Arthur!"

*“ Excuse me, deah giri—caution, you know. T don’t want to get you inta

.

very much distressed,

a wow.
. And Arthwr Augustus jumped ever the stile and vanished.
Ethel turned her head, to sce Enid Craven approaching. ».
Arthur Augustns was gone, and Enid was looking at her suspiciously.
Efbhftl. ;‘n:l& 2 troubled look on her face, walked back slowly in the direction
of St. Freda's, - oy ; ¢

®
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Whether she would 'sce Arthur Angustus again that afternoon che did
not know. The swell of St. Jim’s was growing so very mysterious that he
Was not to be depended upon in any way.

But what she was to do with the eatables that ho had ordered for her was
a puzzle. She did not know who was to send them, or when they were ta
| come. What would be the result if Miss Penfold or Miss Tyrrell discovered
| that consignments of indigestible pastry were arriving for her under cover

of innocent labels? And if D’Arcy’s great “ wheeze ’ hecamo known it
might lead to the swell of St Jim’s being forbidden to visit St. Freda’s.

Ethel's face was troubled as she went %mck to school. As she came up to
the gates she caught sight of a ven in the side lane which led to the trades-
men’s entrance. e vau had a Burford confectioner’s name upon it.

Ethel glanced at it in dismay, and she wore a troubled look s she went
in. She knew what it meant, The first consignment had arrived.

CHAPTER 40,
“ Hato, With Cara.”
el EAR me!” said Mrs. Filby.
D Mrs. Filby, the hougtkeeper, wag surprised.
ised. 1t was not alwaye—in fact, it
ered to St. Freda’s by confectioners’

She had reason te.le 'kurp
was not frequently—that hats Were deliv.
vans. 3 .

But here was the confeetioner’s van, and here was the confectioner’s boy,
and here was the box with the big label on it: *“ Hats, with care.”
It was addresscd to Miss Ethel Cleveland, St. Freda's,
And Mrs. Filby was surprised.
She looked at the hox, and she looked at the boy. She lifted the box,
aud thought it weighed a little heavy for hats.
*“ You are sure there is no mistake?"’ she asked. 5
The boy grinned. He had more than a suspicicn of what was inside the
box. .
““ AIl right, mum,” he said.
“ Has Mr. Pufton opened a millinery department?" demanded Mrs. Filby.
““ Not that I knows on, mum.'
“* Then how does he come to he sending a hat to Miss Cleveland?™
I don’t know, mum,” said the boy. '
< Well, T suppoge I must take it in,” said Mrs. Filby.
“ Yes, mum.’
And Mr. Pufton’s boy retired, leaving the box with Mrs, Filby.
Mrs, Filby carried it off in surprise. ;
“ Dear me"” she said. ““Now I—— Ah, Miss Cleveland !”
Cousin Ethel was coming up. . ]
She had hurried. in aiter seeing' the van outside, and was ready to take
¢ the parcel. The easicst way out of the matter, sho thought, wae to take
whatever was sent to her, and amcoth the matter ovor quietly.
““ This is for you, Miss Cleveland,”" said Mrs. Filby.
© Thank you!" said Ethel, taking the box,
“ It came by the baker’s van?”
\ . ‘" Perhaps tho milliner asked them to deliver it,’" said Mrs. Filby; ** but
it is very odd.”’ !
“* Yes,” eaid Ethel.
‘* Well, there it is, Miss Cleveland ™
*“ Thank you!" .

ik
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Cousin Fthel walked away with the box in her hand.

“ New hats!’’ exclaimed Dolly Carew, as she met her friend. Ara you
going over to St. Jim’s agnin soon, Ethel?™

Cousin Ethel could not help laughing. nerd

““ Do let me see it!"" exclaimed Dolly, with natural feminine curiosity to
see that most entrancing object to a girl—a new hat. “Bring it into the

“ What ecolour is it?"
“ You see 7

“ What style?’”
T T

“You are going to show it to me, aren’t yon?** asked Dolly, looking at
Ethel’'s confused face in astonishment. ** Ethel, my dear, what's the
matter?”

““ You see——'' began_ Ethel haltingly
“ Blessed if I do!’” said Dolly. “ Don’t yon want to show me your new

hat?”
T ,, : :
% “ New hat!" exclaimed Milly Pratt, coming up. ** Who’s buying new
atsf'” .
v : Ethel is: it's just come.”

Good! I suppose that means that you are rolling in money, as usual,
Ethel! Could you lend me sixpencer™

Dolly Carew eniffed, but Milly e borately took mo mnotice of her.

“ I've Jeft my purse somewhere,” said Milly. **I shall pay you when T
find it. I believe I owe you a shilling from the other day, too. T will
sett;e both together when I find my purse. You haven't seen it about, have
you?” .

“* No," said Ethei.

“ How unfortunate! Can you lend me sixpence?’ .

Ethel handed over the sixpence, an zction that called forth a still more |
unmistakable sniff from Dolly Carew.

“ Do let us leok at your hat!” exclaimed Milly. checking her desire to
rush off to the tuckshop immediately with the sixpénce. ‘‘I love new hats!”

“ You see——"" began Ethel.

* Oh, do come to the dorm and show it to us!" said Milly.

Ethel, with a troubled brow, carried off the hatbox to the dormitory. She
took it into her own cubicle, and Dolly and Milly followed her in, and the
hatbox was set upon a chair, and Milly unfastened the string. L

“ YWhat kind of hat is it?’’ Dolly Carew asked.

¢ ., it isn't a hat!’’ said Ethel desperately, at last.

Dolly stared. .

“ Tsn’t a hat?’’ she exclaimed. %

“ No."

“ But it's labelled a hat.”

“ Y can’t help that.”

¢ But what is it, then?"’

¢ I'm mot sure—jam-tarts, I think.”

Dolly Carw gave quite a jump, and Milly's fingers worked faster than
ever in unfastening the string. Milly might like new hats, like other girls,
but jam-tarts touched her heart more nearly.

** But how does it happen thai you're getting jam-tarts sent you in a
hatbox?" exclaimed Dolly Carew, in amazement. ** It’s never happened'to

me.
Ethel laughed ruefully.
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“¢ It's from my Cousin Arthur.”
“ ORI’ H
““ He has an absurd idea that we like dorm. feeds, the same as they have
sometimes at St. Jim’s, and he’s smuggling these things in to me.”
* Phew!"

** My word ! said Milly

She dragged the lid off the box. . . ¢

Great piles of tarts, fresh and flaky and jammy, were inside, wrapped in
tissue-paper, and tlie smell of them “was really delicious.

Milly Pratt’s cyes danced. N

““ Oh, splendid !’ she exclaimed. ** I wish Arthur were my cousin! What
a splendid fellow, and what lovely tarts!” i .
. “T wish he had not sent them,” said Ethel. * There will be trouble if
"Miss Penfold sces them; aund there are more things coming.”

“ Do you want to get rid of them?” asked Milly.

““ Yes, indeed!” E

* Then it's perfoctly easy. I'll eat them for you.” : .

“ Rely on Milly,” said Dolly Carew, laughing. ** She will eat anything
for anybody. Won't you, Milly#” .

Milly did not reply. Her mocuth was stopped with the first of the jam-
{arts. = Tt was surprising to sec how fast her jaws could work.

My word, though, they look rice!” said Dolly. “ I will have one, if T
macy;; thelr™

usin Ethel nodded.

« Certainly I’ she said. ** Have as many as you like.”

Ethel emiled, and took one. The jam-tarts wére very mice, and she took
another. Dolly managed four, and Milly Pratt was already at her sixth, and
still going strong. N %

“They'd better be put away out of sight somewhere,” Dolly suggested,
regarding the box of tarts when she had finished. The mass of pastry in
the box did not seem to be at all diminished so far.

:‘ Yes,”l said Ethel. “ Where can I put them?”

< Groo!”

“ Dear me, Milly! Are you choking?”
““ Groo!”
‘4 You shouldn’t eat so fast,”’ said Dolly, thumping Milly Pratt on the
back. ‘* There! Is that better:™
. “Ow! No! Leave off! Yow!”

“ You were choking.”” :

“I wasn't!” exclaimed Milly indignantly. “I was only trying to
speak, and my mouth was full. T'1l scratch you if you punch me in. the
back again!"

“ Now, don’t be ungrateful, Milly——""

“ Groo! I was going to say, Ethel, that you needn’t trouble about putting
the tarts away. I’ll look after them for you.™

“* In fact, Milly will put them away for you,” eaid Dolly sarcastically.

“ Certainly !"* said Milly unsuspiciously. *‘ You leave them to me, Ethel,
I'll take proper care of them.”

Dolly made a sudden movement.

“* Somebody’s coming !’

Ethel started nervously. She hated feeling guilty, but she could not help
it now. If the great consignment of tarts should be discovered in her
cubicle there would certainly be trouble.

The dormitory door was heard to open. 4

As all the cubicles were open at the end, one had only f{o walk down
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dormitory to see into each one: so if the new-comer came along, the three
girls and the hatbox could not fail to be discovered in Ethel’s cubicle.

Ethel stepped quickly out of the cubicle, making a sign to Dolly to get

*the box Du?n.{ sizht. 3 .

Dolly gras it und pushed it under the bed. But Milly Pratt’s jammy
mouth and sticky fingers remained to bhetray them if they were seen.

A trim maidservant had come into the dormitory. She stopped as Ethel
hastily advanced towards her.

* Mrs, Filby wants to see you, miss,” sho said.

““ Mrs, Filby?>

“ Yes, miss. There's a parcel come for you.'

Ethel’s heart sank,

It was evidently the second of Arthur Augustns D'Arcy’s consignments.

But she nodded calmly, and took her way with as tranquil a face as she
could muster to the housekeeper’s roon\\.

CHAPTER 41,
More Parcels for Ethel.

- NOTHER parcel for you, Miss Cleveland,” said Mrs. Filby., * YTom
A are getting quite a large number of parcels to-day.’”
“Yes, indeed,” said_poor Ethel.
“* Books this time,” said Mrs. Filby.
“* Where is the parcel, please?””
““ Here it is.””
Cousin Ethel looked at the parcel. It was wrapped in thick brown paper,
and tied with string, and labelled ‘* Books, With Care."

The parcel was a large one, but quite easy for Cousin Lthel to carry. It
weighed only ahout five or six pounds.

‘I suppose they are school books®” said Mrs. Filby.

* School books?”’ repeated Ethel. .

“ Yes. Other books the young ladies are not allowed to have without
Miss Penfold seeing them,’’ said Mrs. Filby. ** The same with newspapers.
There was a young lady ’ere once who used to read the serial story in a
penny mnewspaper, and there was great trouble when Miss Penfoid dis-
covered it.”

““ Indeed !”” said Fthel.

! Yes, indeed, Miss Cleveland. Perhaps you wouldn't mind opening the

* parcel ‘ere——'*

“ O

*“ Or giving me your word that it does not contain any books of that
sort,” said Mrs. Filby—** no six-shilling noveis or newspapers?’’

““ Oh, certainly ! said Ethel. I assure you that it does not contain
anything of the kind, Mrs. Filby.”"

‘" Then you may take the parcel,” said the housekeeper.

** Thank you.’”

Cousin Ethel left the housckeeper’s room with the parcel in her hand.
From its bulk and weight, she knew that it must contain the cake sent by
her Cousin Arthur.

Ethel was beginning to feel exasperated.

Tt was really too bad.

If the parcels continued to arrive there was cortain to be comment and
inquiry sooner or later, and then the whole story would come to light.

** Books !’ aid Dolly Carew, as Cousin Ethel went towards the dormitory
with the parcel. *‘How awfully studious we are!l’? - . .—-- = © -
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Cousin Ethel laughed.

“ Poor Milly is_quite ill,” went on Dolly cheerfully. *‘ She-gorged the
tarts in the greedicst way, and she will be ill presently.””

*I am very sorry for that,” said Ethel. .

*“ Oh, it will be a lesson to her!’’ said Dolly. * Don’t worry about Milly.
But what are you doing with all those books:™

““I'm taking the parcel to my cubicle,”

¢ Anything interesting to read?”’

“ Oh, no !’

“ You don’t mean to say they're dry school books?"

“ Well, no.”

“Then what are they?” asked the persistent Dolly.

i Well, as a matter of fact, it’s cake,”’ said Cousin Ethel. * It's another
gift from my absurd cousin.’”’

“ Ha, ha, ha!"”

‘It is growing to he a great bother.”

Dolly Carew laughed heartily.

Cousin Ethel carried the parcel into her cubicle, and opened it. There
was a huge plum cake in the box. Ethel, half laughing and half exasperated,
wrapped it in the paper and placed it in her trunk, putting it under some
clothes for safety. en she carried away the box it had come in to a hox-
room, and deposited it among some lumber.

Somewhat relieved in her mind at having disposed of the body, so to
speak, the girl went down into the garden again. But her troubles were
not at an end. A maid with a smiling face met her on the path, with an
announcement that a consignment of ink had arrived for her by van;*and
that it was waiting for her in the housekeeper’s room.

““Ink?'” said Ethel.

“ Yes, miss.”

“ Very well; I will come.”

Poor Ethel hardly dared to show herself in the housckeeper’s room again.
But there was no help for it—she must Fo.

As she entered, the sound of a calm voice struck her with dismay.

Miss Penfold, the headmistress of St. Fredn's, was in the room, speaking'
to Mrs. Filby., Ethel drew back; but it was too late.

“* Come in, my dear!" said Miss Penfold, with a smilo and a nod to Cousin
Ethel. “ Come in, Ethel I’*

*“I—I came for a parcel,” said Fthel, blushing, as she entered.

* Yes. Is there a parcel for Ethel Cleveland, Mrs. Filby:*

Mrs. Filby gave a slight sniff.

‘“ There seems to be nothing else this afternoon, ma‘am,” she said, ** what
with hats, and soap, and books, and such ! Yes, here’s the ink !

““Ink?” ejaculated Miss Penfold.

“ Yes, ma’am.”

Mrs. Filby pushed forward a large brown paver parcel.

Miss Penfold looked at it in amazement.

Tt was labelled ** Ink,”” but it did not bear the remotest resemblance to .

the shape of an ink-bottle.

‘‘ Dear me!"” said Miss Penfold. ‘‘ Have you beer ordering a large
quautity of ink, Ethel?”

“ No-no!” stammered Ethel.

* There must he a large quantity here—at least a gallon jar,” said the
headmistress of St. Freda's. ** It is very extraordinary.”

““ May I take it; please?”’ said Ethel timidly. I

__“Stay a moment. If you did not order a_quantity of ink, there mustrbe

Y 7
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some”mistske," said Miss Penfold, with a puzzled look. *‘ It cannot be for
you.
¥eu Miss Cleveland’s name is written on it, ma’am,’’ said Mrs. Filby.

“ Yes, but there must be some mistake, as Ethel has not ordered the ink.
Indeed, what use should a gallon or more of ink be to a girl? You had
better open the parcel here,%tha!, and let mo sce what it contains.’’

Ethel’s heart sank.

But there was no help for it, and with unsteady fingers she began to
remove the cord from the parcel. -

Miss Penfold watched her quietly. The headmistress of St. Freda's was
not suspicious, She was surprised; but she thought that somo mistake had

n made, which could be rectified when the parcel was opened.

Ethel's fingers worked slowly.

She knew that as soon as the wrappings were undone, boxes of sweets
would be revealed, which it was against the rules for the girls to smuggle
into 8t. Freda’s. :

She was hoping against hope that something would happen to call Miss
Penfold away befnre the contents of the packet were finally revealed.

But nothing happened.

“ Do you End the knots difficult, Ethel?”’ said Miss Penfold. “ Mra.
Filhﬁ will lend you a pair of scissors.”

‘“ Here they are, miss,” said Mrs. Filby.

“* Thank you,” stammered Ethel. .

She cut the string desperately. There was no help for it now. She threw
open the brown paper, and disclosed two large cardboard boxes.

One of them was lahelled ‘* Chocolates,’” and the other ** Mixed.’"

Miss Penfold looked at them, and her eyes seemed to grow large and
round with amazement. She signed to Ethel to open the boxes.

The girl obeyed.

‘* Sweets !”” ejaculated Mrs. Filby. * Blevs my soul!"

Miss Penfold looked at Ethel. The girl was silent, with erimson cheeks.

“ Dear me!”” said Miss Penfold. ** This is not-—er—ink!"’ -

“ No-no!”’ stammered Ethel.

““ Why have you had sweets sent to yon in this way, Ethol?" asked Miss
Penfold quietly. “ You must know that it is not right to have things
smuggled into St. Freda’s in this way. You are allowed to make purchases
to a certain extent af the school shop, but anything of -this sort is quite
forbidden.” L

“ I—TI know,”” stammered Ethel.

Miss Penfold’s face grew very severe.

“ But you have dome it, all the same, Ethel.””

“ But——""

“‘ Please explain.”

** It—it was not I who ordered these things,’ said Fithel, sceing that the
whole story must come out now. * They were sent to me.”

‘“Oh, I see! Without your knowledge, Ethel? That alters :he case
com%ebely, of course.””

' Without my knowledge at the time they were ordered, certainly,"” said
Tthel. *“I was told they were coming, that is all, when it was too late te
‘stop them.”

“Anr?

*“ They were sent in kindness, but very thoughtlessly,” said Ethel. “T
did not kmow what to do when I heard fhey were being sent. Therc were
other things, too—ginger-beer and cake.” ~ .

** And who sent them?"’

Ethel was silent.
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“ You see, Tthel, this is really a smuggling trick, and if a relation of }
Fours has Leen so foolish as to smuggle things to you here, it amounts to
setting all euthority at defiance,”’ said the Head of St. Freda’s. T must
zyrltadto the person, whoever it is, and point out that this cannot be con-
inuad.””

“ 1t is a boy, Miss Penfold,” said Lthel, scarlet. ** He—he imagines !
1hat things can'be done here the same as in a boys® school. But he meant no i
harm, Miss Penfold.”

The Head’s face broke into a smile. x

i, Ab, T think I can guess what boy, too! Your Cousin Arthur?"”

** Yes,” said Dthel, hanging her head, ¢
“ The lad I saw in the train the day you came to St. Freda's, who recom-
‘-nended you, if I remember rightly, to put rats in my hatbox if T should not
meet‘ with your approval as a hcadmistress®” said Miss Penfold.

f Ye-e-es.” -

“ Well, T am sure the lad had no iutention of being disrespectful to me,
cither in that case or in this,”’ said Miss Penfold. * I shall not take any

notice of the matter, Ethel: but you wust write to him and tell him that
there must he nothing of the sort again. Or, if you are seeing him sopn,
rou may tell him."” 3

“Mhank you so much, Miss Penfold I’ .

“ Not at all.”” =

, “And the—the sweets!™ said Ethel hesitatingly. * 8hall I leave them
rere’’

© They mnst he contiscated,” said Miss Penfold, with a nod. ** You may,
leave them here, Ethel

! Yes, Miss Penfold.”

Aud Ethel. glad to escapo so cheaply, loft the housekecper’s room.

Dolores et her in the DassREe.

© What ix 1he mattor:'’ she usked, noticing Lthel's™fushed checks.

NDolores laughed softly i

‘* The ridiculous hoy ! e exclaimed.  * But he has a kind heart, Ethel.
I like yvour cousin very much.’” 3

“He has o very kind heart' said Ethel. * But he will gel me inte
trouble here if he is not more carcful. 1 shall write to him.'

“No need to do that—you can sce him."” +

* How do you mecan, Dolores:” i

“ ook 1 k
Dolores unclosed her hand and showed a stone with a nobte tied round it.
Miss Ethel Cleveland,” was scrawled on the outside in pencil. X
Cousin Ithel looked at it in amazement. o
‘“ Where did you got that, Dolores?’ she asked. f
“ It was pitched over the wall into the garden from the road,*
Ethel looked distressed. 3 '
*“ Oh, dear! The foolish fellow!” j
*“ He is very mysterious,”” agreed Dolores. **T came to look for you, when
T picked it up. It is fortunate that Miss Tyrrell did not find it. She might
have limaginecl that you were receiving messages from a boy outside the
school.”” :

Ethel looked startled. : ]

 Surely none of the girls of St. Freda's do anything like that, Dolores?™

Dolores gave a curious laugh. h 3

= %his‘ is your first boarding-house, Ethel, isn’t it?’ 9

es.’”
* Well, there is a great deal for you to learn, _then, that is all,”

- ' g
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“ But, Dolores e .

*“ Read your note,”” interrupted the Spanish girl, changing the subject.
“ It means that Arthur wishes to see you, no doubt, and if you do not come,
he may throw over another message.”

‘“ Oh, dear:”

In the quadrangle. Cousin Lthel unwrapped the paper from the stone and
spread it out, and read the message scribbled on the inner side.

““ Am waiting by the side gate.—ARTHUR.”

“ Thé, foolish fellow !
Dolores’s eyes siaarkled."
“t What fun !’ she exclaimed.

CHAPTER 42,
. D'Arcy Is Surprisod.
ey 188 PENFOILD would be angry if she kunew.” said Ethel.
i M * Bother Miss Penfold!” said Dolores vecklessly.
I Tthel looked really shocked, as she felt.

< Oh, Dolores’” B

“ Qh, it's fun!"" said the Spanizh girl impatiently. ** I'm lired of doing
exactly as I'm told, and saying, * Yes, Miss Penfold," auud * No, Miss
Penfold.” Bother!"”

““My dear Dolores 22

Dolores placed a pretiy little hand over Ethel's mouth,

** No, I won't be lectured this afternoon:” she exclaimed. ** Lel us go.
and éen Arthur. 1 am dying to sce somcbody ™’

Byt

* Take me with vou, Fihel. I'm bored to cxtinction!™

“ Oh, very well!”

Ethel’s tone was not so gracious as usual; but Dolores did not appear to
ohserve it.

The two girls made their way to the side gate-—a postern that was used,
as a rule, only by the mistresses. It was haif hidden by tho masses of ivy
that, grew on the walls. The gate was not barred, and ‘it was too high to
see over. But as the girls came up to it, the sound of their footsteps pro-
hably reached the ears of someone waiting on the other =ide, for a pair of
hands appeared between the spikes on the top of the gatle, and a face rose
into view, surmounted by a silk hat
Tt was the face of the swell of St. Jim's.

T Bai Jove!” said IYArer.

He let go with his right hand to raise his hat, butl he did not seem equal
o the strain of supporting his weight, for he suddenls disappeared.

Dolores laughed soitly.

Iin a few moments, however, {he hauds wore seen on the fon of the gate
again, and Arthur Augustus looked over with a flushed face.

“ Jollay glad to see you!” he exclaimed. ** And you, {oo, Miss Pelham!
Did yon find cithah of my notes:”

“ Jither!” exclaimed Ethel.

“ Yaas, wathah!"”

1 found one,”” said Doloves.

“ You did not throw any others?" exclaimed Ethel, i dismay.

Arthur Augustus nodded.

**“ Yaas, wathah! You see, I thwew ovah one, and waited a bit, and then
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thwew ovah the othah, in a diffewent place. Then I waited here, I¢ you
hadn’t come soon, I was goin’ to thwow ovah anothah.”

‘“ Oh, Arthur, you silly fellow !

‘ Weally, Ethel-—
omeone else will find the other note, and it may fall into my Form-
mistress’s hands !’ Ethel exclaimed, in distress.

D’Arcy’s face fell.

‘“Bai Jove! I never thought of that, you know.™

“* ¥ou would not,”” agreed Dolores. ** But it is all right. It is great
fun! Miss Penfold has discovered the sweets you sent in.™

“* Uweat Scott!”

* And Ethel has had a lecture—haven't you, Ethel:”’

““Bai Jove! That's wotten !”

““ It was all right,”” said Ethel. °‘ Miss Penfold was very kind. She
realised that it was a ridiculous cousin of mine who was to Llame.”

‘“ Oh, weally, Ethel——""

*“ I am very angry with you, Arthur! You must never, never do such a
thing again!™ Cousin Fthel exclaimed.

“* But, my deah gal-—-""

* Hush ! exclaimed Dolores, suddenly holding up her hand.

“ Weally, Miss Pelham-——-""

““ Hush! Someone is coming !""

¢ Bai Jove!””

There were footsteps behind the shrubbery near the gate.  Arthur
Augustus dropped out of sight in a moment, and Cousin Tithel and Dolores
turned to face the new-comer,

Enid Craven came down the garden-path, with a keen, suspicious look upon
her face.

She glanced inquiringly at Cousin Ethel.

Dolores was perfectly cool, and_showed no sign of being disturbed in any
way; but there was a blush on Tithel’s cheeks. She hated being put into
@ position of keeping a sccret and making concealments.

ut there was no help for it now.

TEnid Craven halted. ’ &

. ¢ I thought I heard someone talking herc,” she said. -
. “We were talking,” said Dolores, ' A .

“ Wasn’t there anybody clse?”” asked Enid. 1 -

Cousin Ethel was silent. )

* Why should you think there was anybody else?’* asked Dolores coldly.

Enid’s narrow eyes glittered.

““ I believe I heard a boy's voice,”” said Enid.

-No reply. s
“* Will you tell me?*"

Silence.

“ Misa Penfold would have comething to eay if ske knew that vou were
meeting boys in secret, Ethel.””

Etkel flushed searlet.

‘* How dare you say that!’’ she exclaimed.

“Ism’t it true?’”

* You have spied upon us!" said Dolores contemptuously.  Then vou
know that there §s no harm in what Fthel is doing.” -

*“I know there is a boy here somewhere,” said Enid, with a suspicious
glance among the shrubberies. I know-—?"

** Bai Jove !’ i

Enid Craven started as a handsome face, adorned with an' eyeglass, rose
into view over the top of the cate
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She stared blankly at the aristocratic countenance of ' Arthur Augustus
*Arey. 2
They;ﬁwei! of St. Jim’s contrived this time to hang on to the gate with his

leftf hand while he raised his silk topper with his right. Practice makes

perfect. i i
“ Pway -do mot misundahstand the posish, my dear young lady!” he

exclaimed.” I am Ethel’s cousin, and am meetin’ her by my own ordak.

Ethel had no choice in the mattah, as I diwected her us her eldah.”

Ethel emiled.

:* Oh, it is D’Axey!” said Enid.

*‘ Yaas, wathah!’ :

 Miss Penfold would not allow Ethel to mect anybody in' secret, even her
cousin,’” said Enid spitefully, :

“The fault is entiahly mine,” eaid Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. * Pway
do not misundahstand thée mattah, you know. I have been so jollay cautious,
thut I wondah vewy much how you came to know anythin’ “about the
mattah,”

Enid laughed.

“71 found a mote,” she eaid. "

 Bai Jove! She’s found the othah note, Ethel !’ D’Arcy looked puzzled.

# But the note was addwessed to Ethel.”

* Yes, T know that.””

** Then how could you possibly know what was inside it?’ neked Arthur
Alig:stus, locking very puzzled indeed.

g id turned red, and Dolores burst inte a laugh. Tt cvidently did not

oceur to Arthur Augustus D’Arcy that anybody could be mean enough to

open and read a letter addressed to another person.

“ It is vewy wemarkable!”” I’Arcy observed.

“ T read the note!” said Enid angrily,

“ Gweat Scott! But it was addwessed to Ethel!"”

D’Arcy’s astonishment was more cutting than any blame could have
been. nid’s face was crimson. She gave Fthel and Dolores a Ditter,
furious look, and turned away and disappeared through the shrubberies.

Dolores laughed lightly
¢ She had what she deserved!”” the Spanish girl zaid. ** You are really
hard hitter, Arthur,”” ‘
D’Arey looked amazed.

“YI? A hard hittaht Bai Jove!"

** Yes, indeed. Ha, ha!”

“* You must %‘u now, Arthur,” said Ethel hurriedly. ** Fuid will tell atout

this. And perhaps my Form-mistress will come here."” . '

“* Bai Jove, that would be wotten!™

“ Run away at once. I am ver
intentions, Arthur, but 1 must asl
the sort again.’”

“ Weally, Ethel "

* And mow do run away!"

“ But—"?

“* Lose no time, Arthur!"

‘The swell of St. Jim’s shook his head decidedly. * £

“ You sre quite wong, deah gal. You think that that young persom
will tell your Form-mistwess about your meeting mo heah?”

“* She will contrive to let Miss Tyrrell know, at all events.”

 Bai Jove! I should wag her, then! We always wag tell-tales at St.
Jim’s.””

** Yes, but gn now.”

much obliged to you for your pood
you uever, never to do amything of
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* There's no huwwy, deah girl.””

* Yes, yes, ves—there is a_hurry! Do go!" urged Ethel. .

“* Not_at all. You see, if your Form-mistwess questions yo1, you will

be ia;_n j?liay awkward posish.” I had bettah be hesh to speak vp for you.”
“ Youp

= §aaﬁ, wathah! T shall have to explain to Miss Tywwell, you know.”
=< Arthur e g <
‘' I assure you that I am quite wight, deah girl. You can always twust
fellah of tact and judgment, you know.”
“ My dear Arthur-——"
““It’s all wight. I'm comin’' in!"’
And the swell of St. Jim's swung himsell over the gate with great agility.
Ethel uttersd a little cry of diemay. .
She was. far from sharing D’Arcy’s wnbounded faith in his tact and
judgment, and she was. more than airaid that his proposed explanation”
1o the jumior mistress of St. Freda’s would only make matters worse.

But it was too late to skog him now,

i

Arthur Augustus was in t garden, His gilk hat had rolled on the
gronnd, but the swell of St. Jim's recovered it, and hrushed it carefully
with a cambric handkerchief, and placed it on his head. .

Then he smiled at lithel in a reassuring way.

“* It's all wight, I assure youn.”

“* Really, Arthur——*"

“* Weally, Ethel 1%

“ You f{nlinh, foolish fellow! There would be trouble at once if Mise
Tenfold found you in tho grounds.”

* But I am going 1o explain.”

““You are going to do moth of the sort!” exclaimed Ethel, while
Dolores laughed. “* It will only causo more trouble.”*

““ Weally, Ethel——"

“ You must go away nt once!" il
“ It's too lata!" exclnimed Doloves, catching Tthel’s arm. * Here they

come !

““ Bai Jove!”

Cousin_Ethel amshed Arthnr Augustus into the shrubbery, where a great’
bush_of laurel hid him from sight. ! :

. %tnty there !I” she whispered breathlessly.

e

Ethel did not wait for Arthur Augustus D*Arcy’a ' huts.’””

She ran across the path with Dolorer nnd into the shrubhers on the
other side. . = -

A few moments later Miss Tyrrell and Enid Craven came down to the
gate. Miss Tyrrell's face wore an annoyed expression. g

¢ There i8 no one here!”* she exclaimed, E

“‘ There was a few minutes ngo, Miss Tyrrell,” FEnid said tartly.
suppose they have gone. There was a boy talking over the gate—one of the
St. Jim’s boys.’”

‘“ Are you quite sure?’” :

Miss Tyrrell looked over the gate. She was tall emough to see over it to
the path beside the wall outside. There was no one in sight. .

““ There is no one here now, Enid.”

** Then he has gone.””

*¢ And you are quite sure?”

“* Yes, Mies Tyrrell. I thought it my duty to tell yon,” said Enid. I
know how wrong it is to receive notes {rom bdys outside the school,””
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CHAPTER 43.
S8eceing D'Arcy Off.

I38 TYRRELL looked hard at Enid. { o i
M “ It is certaicly very wrong and very bold to aet in'such a way,’
she said._ *“ I hope nome of the girls at St. Freda's do so. It is
almost impossible for -me to believe that Ethel Cleveland would be guilty
of such an act. But I shall certainly question her.””

“* Pway excuse me, Miss Tywwelll” ) . .

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had suddenly stepped into view from behind
the laurel-bush, silk topper in hand, with his very best how. .

““ Oh!"" exclaimed Miss Tyrrell.

“ Pway excuse me! I am sowwy if I startled you!" said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, in his politest tones. ** You see, deah madam, that I felt bound to
speak, aftah what you just said.”

‘“ What are you doing heref’

“ 1 came to see my cousin.””

“* Oh, you are Ethel's cousin®’

“ Yaas, wathah!"

““* You did not mention that, Enid!""

* I—I forgot.” 5

“ Very well. But you must know, Master D'Arcy, that girls here are
not allowed to receive visits from their boy cousins without the special
permission of the headmistress!” exclaimed Miss Tyrrell severely.

““ I am extwemely sowwy——""

“* Have you met Ethel:”

“¢ Yanaa, wathah!”’ -

*Then I am afraid you have made it necessary to punish her.”

I’Arcy looked dismayed.

“ Bai Jove!, But I am speakin’ up now so that you will know tha - Ethel
not to blame in the mattah, you sce.”

Miss Tyrrell suppressed o smile.

*“ Please come with me to Miss Penfold!” she exclaimed.

** Yaas, wathah! With pleasuah!™” - k
And Arthur Augustus D'Arey walked” with Miss Tyrrell np the garden
path, and then towards the house. Miss Tyrrell proceeded directly to
Miss Penfold’s study, and she found both Ethel and Dolores with the Head.

After Enid’s tale-bearing, FEthel felt that there was hut one thing to
be done—to explain the whole matter to the lieand. b

That she had immediately proceeded to do, and Miss Penfold listened
to the story with consciderable amusement. ]

The absurd devices of Arthur Augustus for the purpose of providing the
girls of St. Freda’s with a dormitory feed made the llead laugh.in spite
of herself. She kmew part of the story already, and the rest of it did not
make her angry. She could not help laughing. She could see, of course,
that every word Ethel told her was the exact ftruth—in fact, it never
occurred to Ethel at all that her word might he doubted; and it seldom does
occur to-anyone who always tells the truth. It is that unconscious expecta-
tion of being believed natural to truthful people which gives the ring of truth
to their statements. -

Ethel had just finished her explanation when Miss Tyrrell come in with
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

The swell of St. Jini’s. hbowed gracefully to Miss Penfold over his silk hat.

“ Good-aftahnoon, madam !”” he said. ‘T twuet I see you vewy wells"

. The Head of St. Freda’s smiled.

exclaimed Miss Tyrrell.

e
")
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** You have been acting in a very foolish way, Master D’Arcy!”" she said.

** Oh, madam !

“* You have been holding clandestine communication with a girl of my
school——'"

D'Arcy started.
““ Oh, bai Jove, madam! What a howwid word!”* he exclaimed.

“* That is the correct word!"” said Miss Penfold severely.

““ Bai Jove!”

““ Of course, you did notb intemd anything of the sort——"

“ Bai Jove!™ .

““Now, I don't know what may be your ways of amusing yourself. at
£t. Jim's,” said Miss Penfold, ** but I object very strongly to your trans-
ferring the sceno of your activitics to 8t, I'reda’s ("

Arthur Aunguastus was silent. ’

He felt that he had putb his fool into it, aud his only anxiety was that
Ethel should not get iuto trouble over the atter.

- 1 twust you won't come down heavy on Ethel, Miss Penfold,”” he said
at last. ** It was all my doin’, you know, fwom first to last. Ethel told
me I was a silly ase to sturt with-——or words to that effect!”

“Yes, 1 am sure it was all your fault,” said Miss Penfold. ° Now, the
absurd things you have sent here will all be handed to the carrier, to be
de}ivu‘e!c,l’ to you ai your school.””

“ And if you ever—o
Jim’s customs into St. If
“* Ya-a-a-as !
** And, that matter being settled-— -
“ You are nol goin’ to lick Ethel, then, Miss Penfold?”
The Head lnug:l‘led‘
** Ethel will not be punished at
been worry enough to her already.
““ Bai Jove!” )
““That being settled,’”” said Miss Penfold, * you will kindly take your
departure, and never enter St. Freda’s in n surreptitious manner againi 1f
you want to see l‘your cousin on a half-holiday, you may come and ask
pern;lssmn in a {rank and open way. I do not like sccrecy in young
people.”’
““I—I vewy much disappwove of secweey myself Miss Penfdld. It was
~ all owin’ to the vewy peculiah cires. of the case——""
" Exactly! But mo more of it, please. Miss Tyrrell, will you kindly
assemble the girls to see Master D’Arcy off 7"
._Miss Tyrrell looked surprised for a moment, and then her eyes twinkled.
She understood what the Head meant.
““ Certainly !'"’ she said, and she quitted the rcom.
** Bai Jove, that is very kind and attentive of you, Miss Penfold "
‘" Good-bye!"* said Miss Penfold.
“ Good-bye, madam !**
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy shook hands with Ethel and Dolores. .
“ Good-bye, deah girls!” he murmured. * I'm awf'ly sowwy about that
feed! But we’ll stand you a wippin’ one when you come to St. Jim’s again,
so it will be all wight !’ . .
** Good-bye, Arthur!™
The swell of St. Jim’s quitted the study. He went down ‘to the School-
. House door, and found that Miss Tyrrell had carried out instructions.
.. A double row of .smiling girls waite® for. Arthur Augustus to pass, along

make such an attempt ngain to introduce St.
redu’s L shull be very angry I™

1 am sure that the whole matter haa

it P v
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to the gates. And their smiles grew broader as the swell of St. Jim’s
ap P
* Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus.

He turned pink as he descended the steps.

Wide smiles and soft laughter greeted him as he passed along between the
double row of girls.

His face was crimson by the time he reached the end.

Corporal Brick let him out at the gates, grinning broadly. .

« Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus, pushing back his hat and mop-
ping the perspiration from his brow as he stood in the road. ‘‘ Bai Jove, I
wondah if that was a little joke of Miss Penfold’s? It made a fellow feel
an_awfal ass!” .

He glanced back over the wall. .

He could see the crowd of girls still, and he could sce that they were all
laughing now. His crimson complexion grew more crimson.

“Bai Jove, it’s simply wotten!” he muttered.

And Arthur Augustus D’Arcy stepped out in the direction of St. Jim’s.
e had scen Cousin Ethel and Dolores among the girls, and Dolores was
laughing. Ethel had tried to keep a grave face.

R0 there won’t be any dorm. feed after all, Ethel!" said Dolores, taking
Ethel's arm, and walking down the garden with her. 3

Then Ethel laughed.

“No; we shall lose that great treat,” she replied. “ All the things will
be taken, excepting those Milly Pratt has already eaten.” She stopped at
the seat where Milly sat; she had not moved for the past hour. * How do
you feel now, Milly?™ £ .

Milly smiled a sickly smile.

“I Yeel a little—a little strange,”” she murmured. ** Of course, it wasn't
the tarts.””

““ Of course not!" said Ethel, laughing. % &

And she went on, leaving Milly Pratt to her meditations.’

]
CHAPTER 44,
Tho Fateful Lettor.

o HERE'S a letter for you, Ethel,” Dnlli Carew remarked, one morn--
I ing, a week or two after the visit of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy to
St. Freda’s. 7

“ Thank you, Dolly !

Cousin Ethel took the letter. *

A good many of the St. Freda’s girls looked interestedly on_while she
opened it. Tha girls took a gredt‘interest in Arthur Aungustus D'Arcy, as
o m}tter of course, and they were curious to know if the letter was from
St. Jim’s, '

Ethel started as she saw the writing.

“ It is from my mother!” she exclaimed.

« Ot said Dolly.

Fthel did not note the comical disappointment in Dolly’s tone. She
carried the letter away to a quict corner with trembling hand. She wanted
to be alone to read it. Her %ean was beatiuﬁ painfully.

Her mother was in bad health, abroad. at was why Etbel had come
to St. Freda’s. Mrs. Cleveland had not written lettérs. herse}-for a long
fime. A letter in her mother’s hand was a surprise to Ethel. "D it mean
that Mrs. Cleveland was much better; or ;
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Bhe opened the letter quickly.
Then her eyes danced as she read it.
It was a brief letter, but full of happy news to Ethel.

““ My dearest Ethel.—You will be glad to know how much better I am,
and that I am home again. I want my own dear girl to come to me now.
I have written to Miss Penfold, and arrangements will be made for you to
return home at once. Whether you go back to St. Freda’s will depend upon
the state of my health, but I shall keep you with me if I can.™

Ethel’s eyes danced and shone. .

She kissed the letter, and then ran off to find Dolores. Dolores was in
the garden, and her dusky face lightened up at Ethel’s approach. .

She caught aighc of the letter in the girl’s hand.

** Good mews?” she asked.

°* Yes, indeed. My mother is well agnin—and home.””

“T am eo glad !” said Dolores. g

o And T am going home to hex!” cried Ethel gaily. ”

The:halae.i,ﬁnuge_d suddenly, struck by the expression upon ‘the face of the
Spanish giri. !

Ps'he wagn 0 home. to he with her mother again—to take up her old
life asshe d left it. But she had grown fond of St. Freda's, too; she had
gtown to love the place, and the girls there, especially Dolores.

It would not be all pleasure to lgave, nfter all.

“* So you are glad to go, Ethelf" said Dolores, in a low voice.

“Iam glad to go to my mother dgain,” said Ethel slowly.

““ And not sorry to leave usf”’

“ Of course I am sorry.””

Dolores smiled ircnically.

' You do not look very sorry,” she sdid.

Ethel's face became very grave.

* I had not thoughWfor a moment about what I should be leaving,” she
said quietly. “ 1 v pleased with the news about my' mother. But I
am very, very sorr. leaving you, Polores! And—and you must come
and stay with me the first holiday.”

lores’s fact softened. .

“‘ You are right, Ethel I"" she exclaimed. “ And T am selfish and bitter.
But—but I shall miss you so much !

Miss Penfold sent for Ethel to come into her stedy, and greeted her very
affectionately.

She had a letter on her desk, and Ethel knew why she was sent for.

“* You are leaving St. Freda’s,”’ said Miss Penfold. “T am very sorry,
Ethel. . We shall all miss you. If you return to us we %hall all be glad:
in any case, we shall nlways remember yof-with affection. And you will
have the knowledge, Ethel, that during your stay here you have done good
to at least one person.”

““ It is very kind of you to say s0,”” murmured Ethel.

“ Not at all! Dolores will ever be indebted to you for having brought
about a complete reformation in her character. And— Whait a moment,

FEthel! T have given my permission for a party of St. Tim’s boys; inclnd-

ing your cousin, to come over here this evening for the farewell entertain-
ment which will bek}lze]d in your honour.” K
Ethel”

nuch, Miss Peut‘olr!!;’ she said brightly; ang i .
inform Dolores of the 2lad news, o ther: tha
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_il CHAPTER 45,
Au Revolr.

1 Arthur Augustus I'Arey greeted his fair cousin effusively in the
old gateway of St. Freda’s. Behind him came the Terrible Three—

Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther—and Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn were

also among the arrivals. " :

“ T am so pleased to see you all!” said Ethel. “ It was very jolly of Miss
Penfold to give you permission to come over.” )

I believe we should have taken Freuch leave if she hadn’t,” said Tom
Merry, laughing. ** Anyway, we shouldn’t have let you go without saying
good-bye.” i

** Wathah not!”” i

“ Come along!" came the brisk voice of Dolores. Everything's ready

And a movement was made to the class-room. All the girls were present
-without exception, and Miss Penfold herself had a sent in the front row.

At the end of the room platforms had been ercoted, and Miss Tyrrell pre-
sided at the piano. Everything seemed to make for an enjoyable evening,

“«It'll go off swimmingly,” murmured Montly Lowther, 180 long as
Gmev doesn’t give a tenor solo.”” & 3

“ Weally, Lowthah, you ass, I wegard that statement a die !

* Shurrup " whispered Tom Merry.

The St. Jim’s juniors were given a row of seats to thomselves, and Miss
Penfold, her staid, strict manmer entirely. absent, approached them with &
smile, 2

“ You will each give a turn?”’ she inquired.

« Qh, erumbs!” groaned Tom Merry. **T can’t sing at the best of times,
let alone before a crowd of—ahem !—young ladies!"

« Never mind. You shall recite, then,” said Miss Penfold. ** Surely
you ean do that, if it’s ouly * Mary Had a Little Lamb '?" :
< All right,” said Tom. “ I’ll try and slruug?@rongh with some-"

f %

oL ETHE‘L. deah girl

thing.””

“ Apd T shall be vewy pleased to entahtain the nudlesiee with a wollickin’
goldiah’s song,” said Arthur Augustus. ¥ y

« Hurrah!” chortled Monty Lowther. ¢ That lel's e off doing my bit."

e :VBVe];y?” denﬁagﬂe}(} D'Avcy. . i

e ause nobody’ll survive your song!” explained Lowther, with rin.

“ You uttah wottah 7 £ ! 4 S5

“ Peace, my infants!” said Tom Merry. *‘ The show's starting.’”

Miss Tyrrell set the ball rolling with a few lively selections on the piano.
Then, amid a burst of clapping, Dolores Pelham stepped up to give the
first song. ® a

Dolores had a splendid voice, full of rare beaniy. She rendered a song
of sunny Spain, and was loudly encored.

Then Kerr, the Scots junior, sent the audience into roars with his wonder-
ful impersonations. He mimicked Mr. Ratcliff, the master of the New
House at St. Jim’s, in such a lifelike manner that the girls insisted upon
his doing it all over again, and even Miss Penfold could scarcely repress’
he';‘ ]:xmil%. R

en Kerr imitated Taggles, the crusty old porter, and Corpor ic!
of St. Freda’s. To wind up his perl‘ormayna.u, he rendered ‘* '1“1'11-‘9D E;ufgént

. of Scotland.”

¢ It’s. all right for that bounder!"” growled Tiggins when the Lto >4
checring had subsided. f He could face the cfogvvn | heads’ of?,EI::opoa

writhout turning a kair.  T'm blessed if T counld!”

o 5 e vl B
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* Where’s Fatty?'’ asked Manners suddenly. ““ We'll get him to give
us * The Men of Harlech.” He's got the best voice of any of us.”

- Good egg!” said Tom Merry. “ Wynn, old man Why, my hat,

e’s vanished I'* - ¢

The Falstaff of St. Jim’s had discreetly made himself scarce. In the
adjoining class-room a magnificent spread had been prepared, and Fatty
‘Wynn was not proof against such tempting viands. Lured on by Milly
Pratt, who had once more recovered her gigantic appetite, the fat jumior
ln?d;ieized an opportune moment, and slipped away from his chums unch-
served.

“ Where the thunder is he?’ asked Figgins,— Then the light of under-
standing came into his eyes. * He's after the grub; I'll wager!” he said.

‘* Milly Pratt is absent also,”” said Cousin Ethel. ‘* Let’s come and rout
them out.””

They found the feasters going strong. Fatty Wynn had discovered a
kindred spirit in Milly Pratt. Both were able to go great gums in the
gorging line, nnd it was a moot peiut which could outdo the other. .

Fatty Wynn was bolting a huge rabbit-pie by instalments. He looked
up i; alarm at t.he:i sudden invasion. "

‘ Fatty, you ol oise,”” snid TPigging, ‘““we want you to give us
“ The Men of Hnrlech?’o":p . 7 £

*“ I—I couldn’t in my present famished slate, Figgy, old man.”

“Rats! You've stowed awny sufficient for n fully-fledged cormorant
already. Chuck it, and come nlong!"”

** You, too, Milly,” said Ethel. ' You'll mnke yourself positively iil,
over-eating like this!"

Fatty Wynn and Milly I'ratt exchonged mutual glances of commiseration,
and went back to the concort.

‘Whether Fatty was famished or not, hisa voice did not suffer. He ren-
dered his song in rousing style, and was cheered to the echo.

Thenceforward the performance went without a hitch. Gussy gave *“ The
British Grenadiers,” and Monty Lowthor’'s humorous recitation literally
brought the homlo down. :

Manners, whose brain had been busy for the past half-hour, vastly
astonished his hearers by giving them an’original song which centred round
the great Gustavus. The first verse ran as follows:

* He's always dressed in Sunday best,

Complete with shining topper;

A medest cap, this lofty chap,
Regards as most improper!

His waistcoat, too, ia pink and blue,
For s}z‘mts he’s fairly fussy.

He is the nuttiest of the nuts,
Our own immortal Gussy!”

“ Weally, Mannahs!’ protested the swell of S} Jim's, in. ghrill tones,

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The St. Jim’s juniors roared with merriment, and a ripple of langhter
uprose from the girls. Manners didn’t have much of a voice,, but the
novelty of his song amply atoned for this deficiency. :

The Shell fellow was loudly applauded; and then the rest of the juniors,
whether willing or not, were compelled to give a turn. Figgy's love-ditiy
the only one of the evening-—scemed to be intended solely for the ears @
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Cousin Ethel, and that young lady coloured perceptibly as the leader of
the New House fixed his eves directly upon her during the song.

Finally, Tom Merry and Cousin Ethel contributed a duet—the finest
item on a_ fine programme. Tom’s voice blended well with Ethel Cleve-
land’s, and the audience- fairly rose to them.

Then Miss Tyrrell struck wp ** For Auld Lang Syne,” and the happy
throng adjourned to the supper-room. where Fatty Wynn and his girl rival
again got busy. e

The entertainment had been a roaring success. There could be no ques-
tion about that. Coucin Ethel might possibly have felt just a little miser-
able but for the musical evening, whicﬁ banished all gloomy thoughts from
her young mind.

Even the boundless appetite of Fatty Wynn was satisfied at last, and
then the St. Jim’s juniors bade iheir girl chums good-night. It was
arranged that D’Arcy and Figgins should obtain the permission of Dr.
‘ Holmes to see Cousin Ethel to ﬂ;ng; railway-station on the morrow.

% . - = i : E . .

Next morning, at the appointed time, a smart (urn-out drove into the -

gateway of St. Freda's, and whisked up the drive d stopved hefere the

School House door.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy and Figgins descended, hat in hand, to greet
Cousin Ethel. .

Dolores stood on the step watching them. 'The Rllmniyln girl’s, heart
seemed to be in her eves. In spite of all the efforts of her pride, two big
tears wetted her black eyelashes.

** Adios, Ethel mia 1"

¢ Glood-bye, Dolores—dear Dolores !’

“ Bai Jove! Say au wevoir, but not good-bye, you kunow ! said Arthur
Aungustus.

And the sweet voice floated hack to the hearing of Iolores, standing on
the school steps:

“ Au revoir!”

'THE END,
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