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No. 52— THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN " LIBRARY.

By MARJORIE STANTON.

CHAPTER 1.
Wanted —A Captain.
# YUST beforo I dismiss you, girls--
Attention, please!”
A sudden tense hush fell upon the
Fourth Form classroom ai Morcove
School.

In the well-filled desks the girl scholars
oxchanged excited glances out of tho cor-
vers of their eyes, whilst they held their
breath in suspense,

They could guess the rcason for Miss Mas-
singham’s suddenly delaying the afternoon
dismiss, %y

But knowledge of what was to come only
mado the girls, if anything, more wrought-
up than complele ignorance would have
done.

“I mercly wish to give you a formal re-
minder,” said the rather stern Form-mis-
tress,  “To-morrow--Wednesday—at  two
o’clock in the afternoon, the Form will elect
A& new captain.”

She paused, her frowning, spectacled eyes
warning the girls not fo hreak into any
buzz of excited whispering, for she had not
finished yet.

Taking a slip of paper from her desk in
front of the class, she scanned it.

“According to the school’s custom, candi-
dates for the post of Form captain have
lodged their names with me, each candi-
date “having the requisite nomination of
three supporters, I will vead the candi-
dates’ names,”

Miss Massingham gave another glance at
the paper, and continued;

“Cora Grandways is nominated by three
of her friends—that is to say, by her own
sister Judith, by Grace Garfield, and by
Paula Creel.”

“Bravo, Cora!"

“Silence, girls! There is no need to show
any election excitement in  class,” Miss
Massingham  reproved the girls gri
“Theve is only one other candidate.
name is Botty—-’

*‘Barton !” almost yelled a gitl in a seat
by the windew., urrah t*

* Polly Linton.. if you don’t bebave your-
self, I shall-—- =

* Sorry, Miss Massingham!” grinned the
girl who had allowed her feelings to gel
the better of her. “But T felt I must——0-a?:"

“And I said that there were to he no
demonstrations in class!” frowned the mis-
tress. “The name of the other girl. whe
stands for election is Betty Barton.”

Miss Massinghamn looked across at (he
deske where Betty was sitting next to Polly
Linton. The look was not for Betty at all,
but for Polly, and it said :

“Now, Polly Linton, make a sound, and
I will punish you severcly.”

Polly made no sound.

All the same, she managed to show her
delight at Bettws candidature by thump-
ing Betty silently on the back,

Some of the girls grinned; but ofhers
scowled sullenly.  These latter were sup-
porters of Clora Grandways, and they did
not like to see the vivai candidate heing
bn(‘lilr;rl ap so keenly by Polly Linton,
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The word_almost took the class by sur:,
vise, and Miss Massingham herself had!

hurried away from the room before the
gicls sprang to their fect and broke into a
babel of talk.

“Well, cheers for our new captain—Cora
Crandways " led off Grace Garfield, throw-
ing an arm round Cora’s veck. “Hip, hip,

in Paula

ip—r-’
“Hooray, wather!” chimed
i “*Congwatu-

Creel, in her simpering way.
lations, my deah Cowa!”

“F'm not clected yet,” said Cora; but her
flushed, cxeited fnce was that of & girl who
feels that triumph at the poll is assured,
and in her handsome ecyes there was a
look that said sho meant to win anyhow—
yes, by fair means or foul !

“Core for captain, hurrah!” crowed Ella
Elgood.

“Hooway—yes, wather! Bai Jove, geals,
1 feel quite woused !” declared Paula Creel.
“Quite worked up for once, bai Jove!”

“Speech, then, Paula!” entrcated Grace
Carfield. “Come on—up with you on to
a chair!”

‘ Oh, geals!” ¢

*Yes, ves, speech from our late captain
Jaughed the supporters of Cora Grandways.
or Paula Creel had been captain of the
Form up to now, holding the position with
such scant eredit to herself, and such little
good to the school in general, that she

had been deprived of the post at last by the |

Headmistress.

“If you don't think T shall ook wather
widiculous standing on e chair, geals—"
. “No, no—up with you, Paula! Ha, ha,

a

Paula's drawling way always amused her
companions, and now they fairly screamed
with laughter as the ex-captain—a very
aristoeratic  girl—mounted gingerly on to
the chair,

Betty Barton and a fow of the others,
$ncluding Polly Linton, were on their way
out of the room together. But, with a
chuckle, Polly mow suggested they should
stay and hear the “speech.”

Betty shook her head and flushed prettily.
She was not proving quick at ‘‘coming for-
ward.' Indeed she had only consented to
N and for clection after o great deal of
persuading by the fow friends she haod.

“No, Polly dear, I'd mucli rather not,”
she pleaded softly.
do, getting drawn into a squabble ™

i

“What good will it{gweatest of plea

“But squabbles are just the fun of an
election !’ asserted Dolly.
Madgo dear? Of course, we'll heckle the
ex-captain!  So, Betty—— *

But Betty had bolted.

“He, bhe, he!” was Judith Grandways'
sneering comment on the rival candidate’s
departure. “ Fine couse sho must feel for
offering horscli, when she can’t even show
her face at an open wwecting!”

“You'll sce Betly showing hor face be-
fore the finish!” Polly retorlnd, with con-
viction.  “You'll yet hear Dotty Barton
getting to work with her tongno—getting
votes, too! Meantime, get on with the
washing, some of you! 4

“We don't take in washing!” jeered
Cora Grapdways. “We lome 1t lo Betty -
Barton’s mother to do thut!”

Polly wes rather taken aback hy this re-
tort, and one of her friends mude a wh‘m—‘

pered remark.
*“You shouldn't have
ing,” said Trixie Hope.

ioned  wash-
hal wos @

She paused to find the right word
French, out of a Trencha
toxtbeok. ““A faux | false  stop,
Polly.”

“Yee, wathor, bai Jove! said Paula

Creel, beaming round upon the crowd from,
her makeshift rostrum. * Well, geals, unae-
customed as I am to public speaking, bai
Jove, I feel I must muke u few womurks,
don’t you know.”
“Hurrah! Speak up for Cors, Paulal”
“J will bai Jove!” saidd "aul I wegard
Cowa UGrandways as the pwoper goul for
captain, bai Jove! Having hell the posi-
tion myself for—for a gweater louglh of
time than 1 caro to wemember, bai
Jove—="
“And having made
said Polly Linton.
Pway let us have no wude interwupe
tions,” pleaded Paula. 1 wepeat, als,
knowing what a lot of botler il ix. Lol Jove,
being captain of the Form, 1 have mueh
pleasure, don't you kiow, in woeommends
i y deah fwiend Cowa for tho job—

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“I may not be expwessing myself quite
pwoperly,” said Paula,  fathem
the cause for laughter, ©oul, wenlly, T have
the gweatest pleasure in 1y 1 have the
re in-— "
“Falling off the choir!

a hash of the job*
well 17

1t5 hin, ln 1" ox-

““Aven't they,
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ploded Polly, as Paula did indeed snddenly

lose hee balance and tumble to the floor.
“Bai Jove, geals!”
**Never mind, Panla!”
“But I came such a cwol

tho crestflllon. ex-capiain.

per 17 wailed
lly, T am

quite wuffed 1"

“You came a worse cropper than that
when the Headmistress deprived you of the
captainey ! Polly remarked, with a teasing
“But Jet's hear the candidate speak !
This is great fun, isn't it ?” she said, with
a chuckla to her friends,

“Ol, be quict!” burst out Cora Grand-
ways savagely.

And then, without risking the chance of
making hevself look foolish by jumping on
to a chair, she vushed into a specch.

“I have been asked to put wp for the
captainey by a good majorify of the Form,”
the eried, “and T'm going (o got in I

‘“‘Rather!”

“Yes, bai Jove! Bwavo, Cowa!”

“ It romains 1o bo seen I said Polly.
Hope tried to find an apt comment
in the French book, but was unable to do
g0 in time.

I T get in,” went on Clora, “yon Lknow
what I stand for! I want to sce the Form
what it always has been—a party of girls
who can boast they are young ladics, and
not jumped-np kids from the gutter 1

“Hear, hear! That’s enc for Betty Bar-
ton ™ cried Cora’s delighted supporicrs,
“Hurrah{”

" Hooway, bai Jove! Bwavo!”

“I don’t belicve in us girls being made
to play games almost every spare hour of
the day,” ericd Cora. I don't helieve in
a girl not being allowed a moment to pay
attention to how she leoks,”

“In fact,” struck in Polly Linton, “ihe
estcemed candidate believes in  <lacl z
about.” i

“You can call it slacking; I don't!”
Cora flashed at the heeklor. A" weck or
two ago the Headmistress said we were to
tlakc the sports move seriously, and since
then—— .

“We've had io play ewicket, bai Jove
wailed Paula. “A silly game that has
nearly caused me a nervouns bweakdown e

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Games are all very well,”” went on {the
would-be ca?min, “hut I say that givls of
our age ought to have a little time to them-

"
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selves.  They ought to have time to (Link
of how they look, and-—-->

“Might I ask the estecmed candidaie,”
strack in Polly, “whether she believes ir-

free powder-pulis for the public”
Even some of Cora’s supporters Tanghe!
at this, for Cora—and was not the only

it
member of her set, either—had o sneaking
faney for powdering her face when the
powder could be used withont being seen by
a mistress.

Y80 if T get in,” Cora rushed on, ignor-
ing the teasing remark--“as I know T shal]
get in—you girls ean expect a bit of frec.
dom. T shan’t worry vou o take the sames
seriously.  But if Betiy Barton gels in——"

“Loud cheers—hure yelled  Polly,
“Come an, Madg se—Mtta—all  of
you! Hip, hip,. i

‘“Hurrah 1™

Tncluding Polly, there woro cight =ap-
porters of Betty in ihe room, and, sfand-
g in a friendly bunch, they gave a very
heacty cheer,

“If Betiy Barton gots in-—-" ;

“Hurrah for Betty! Hurrah®
_“Oh, that's ecnough!” snapped  Judith

. "

Crandwa, “Go on, Cora dear!
Yes, Jove, waihe Your wemarks,
Cowa deal, arc most v veshing !

“IF Botty Barton gots in, it means that
the Fourth TForm at Mo
former Council sehool kid for eny

“Groans |7

“Lond cheers!” yellod Peliy, “IInrral!
Como on! Hip, Iip, hip-—-" ¥

YA Council schoal kid!® Cora fairly
shricked above echeers and eounter cheers,
“who will put ganies before all else

“Oh, help!” ervied Paula. ““Cy
Jove! Geals, it makes me fecl faint
vewy thought of it! I must wetire

“ Half a see., Paunla!” Corn pleaded, ealm-
ing down. “Before this meeting disperses,
1 would like to invite all members of the
Form—yes, whether thoy are my  sup-
porters or Botty’s—to ten in my study!”

“Bribery and corruption ! Polly laughed,
“What a mean geme to play!”

“It is nothing of the sort "’ Aashed Cova;
but her handsoma face was very white,
“The voling is to-morrow, and it is only
right we should have a chanee of talking
things over. 8o girls, you can all come o
tea.”

“In half an heur’s time,”

kot,

chimed in
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Judith, who shared her sistor’s study. “We
shall be quite ready for you then.”

“Bwavo, bwave !” applauded Paula, My
deah Cowa, I accept with gweat pleasure!
1 don't weally know whether the Barton
person will be giving any invitations &

““She will not ™

It was a startling cry from the classroom
doorway.

The whole ecrowd of girls, electrified by
the interruption, looked in that direction,
to see Betty herself standing there, a
spirited light in ber eyes. .

“1 am not giving any lavish téas before
the voting,” ]‘intty said, advancing a step
into the room. “Any entervtaining 1 do
will be after the election—when I'm Form
captain !

“Hurrah !” yelled Madge, Lrixie, and the
others.

“QOh, dear!” sniggered some of Cora’s
eronics.

“Bai Jove!”

As Yor Cora herself, she stood mule
still, glacing at her rival.

Crimsoning checks told how furious
that rage for which she had no words.

Suddenly she rushed across the room
flung herself upon DBetty.

The spiteful action was greeted with
laughter even by Cora's own_friends.

But when Judith Grandways called;
“Come on: let’s bundle her out—Betiy,
and all of them !” the ery had instant effect.

In a moment a scene nob often witnessed,
surely, in any girls’ classroom was taking
place here.

Tt was the spectade ol two rival sets of
girls, one set well in the majority, enjoying
a fearful serimmage.

1f Polly Linton wanted a bii of fun to
form part of the election, she had got it
now !

Nor was Botty Barton at all slow in
taking up the challenge voiced by her oppo-

and
was

and

nents.

She tackled Cora quite capably, whilst all
over the room tussled other wrestling
couples, Polly’s opponent being for the
moment Judith Grandways.

Madge Minden ‘““took on” CGrace Gar-
ficld, whilst Trixie, uttering the most amaz-
ing batileceries in ¥rench, dragged Pauls
Creel all round the room.

Tor the short space of time that the set-to
lasted. the room was pandemonium let
Joose.

Dust flow up, yells and shricks mingled
with somo smothe langhter. But most
of Cora's parly had soon had cnough of the
busin sinco il involved the rufling of
their hair.

Paula was the first to flee.  As if Trixie
were some fury of the time of the Y¥rench
revelution, she senttled in tervor from iho
]r:mm, and others broke away and followed
ner.

And so, in a few moments, it was just &
tusslo between two remaining couples—
Betty and Cora, and Polly and Judith.

“Bundlo us out, will you?” Polly laughed
breathlessly. “But you don’t know how to
bundle eut a girl, so let me show you!”

And, still laughing, for the whole busi-
ness, o far as the Bartonians were con-
corned, was a bit of riotous fun. Polly
rushed Judith Grandways across the room
anr:l(f’girly shot her into the passage.

¢ 1

“Bai Jove!”

Judith turned vonnd in the passage and
came charging back.

Unlucky for her, however, instead of
dashing madly at Polly she dashed into
Cora, who at this instant was bundled from
the room by Betty.

The hapless sisters crashed together in the
doorway, and the Bartonians yelled with
laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“All right, you beautics!”” panted Cora
Grandways, putting her rullled hair to
rights. “We'll have our revenge some day e
“You are weleome to come and take it—if
Im“(;:]?n’ get ib1” said Betty Darton.

“Bai Jove, geals!”
“What cheek !” gasped all the discomfited
members '(,]f the Cora party. “Sho doserves

to

“8h! Look out!” Cora,
ing a footfall from somew
corner. ‘“Miss Massingham!"

In a twinkling, the defented “slackers ™

didenly  hear-
'ro round &

were making themselves  ser fearing
trouble with the Form-mistr As =
matter of fact, however, il was only the
junior mistress, Miss Redgrave, who sud-
denly appeared round thai corner.
“Botty—Paolly, why, wracious, what &

smother of dust!” exc ¢l the junior o
tress, logking into the room,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“What is the joke, you g

the junior
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mistress asked, unable to repress a smile at
the Bartonians’ merriment.  “ What is the
game you have been playing?”

“A new parlour game, piease,” chuckled
Polly. “Only we were playing it in the
classroom,  They call it ‘Bundling Out
Betty!” Only in this case, it has proved
a game of * Bundling Out Cora 1™

“SBome election excitemer I suppose!”
laughed Miss Redgrave. f you arve like
this to-day, girls, what will you be to-mor-
row?”

“Oh, we shall have plenty of strengil left
for shouting when Betty tops the poll,
shan’t we?” chuckled Polly.

“Rather "

“Mais, oui—but, yes,
her best Fronch.

“There, run along, the lot of you,” said
Miss Redgrave, “and T'll open the window
wider to let some of the dust blow out.”

Betty, Aushed and triumphant, like all

agreed Trixie, in

her friends, lod the withdrawal to studies |

upstairs, and as the girls were passing away,
Miss Redgrave looked after them with affoc-
tionate cyes,

“Every hour of the day T feel more and
more certain,’”’ she was thinking to herself,
*“The change that the Fourth Form has
been needing so long—it is coming at last
‘A new captain, and that captain-—?>
i_ShB gave a little sigh of extreme satisfae-
ion,

“I always knew il-—y To-morrow onr
new era will really begin when Betty Bar-

ton tops the poll.”

H for their guests to arrive, z
lea’was on the table, and never

had the Grandways couple made the lavish

display that they were making to-day.

I}:; was, in fact, a gorgeous *‘spread » for
which the two girls had made secret pre-
parations well in advance. .

Cora, just now, had given her invitation
to the gils as if it wore an idea that had
comg to her on the spur of . the moment.

But she and Judith alike knew, at the time
the invitation was given, that their stidy
larder was richly siocked with catables,
specially bought for the oceasion.

All the best tea-things had been brought
_out this afternoon.  There was eggshell

CHAPTER 2.
" Gream buns or cricket?'
ALF an hour later Cora and Judith
Grandways were waiting in Study 7
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china set at the top of the 1able, where
Cora  would preside.  The rustless-steel
knives shimmered on the spotless cloth.
Flowers helped to give colour to the centre,
where dishes of rich cake and Freneh
pastrics and cream buns could be seen.

Nor was this all.

At cach corner of the table thore was n
biF be-ribboned hox of expensive chocolates,
which the guests could open and dip into
when tea was over,

As for the hostess and her sister, they had
not omitted to make their own appearance
in_keeping with such grandeur.

Hastily they got rid of the ruffled effects
of their “sevimmage > j It oo,

Cora had even found time to change her
frock, and she certainly did look  very
beautiful in the one she was now wearing.

Her hair was cavefully done, and at her
throut she had fastencd a lovely brosch—a
thing of pure gold and costly pearls, which
had_been given to her on her last birthday
by ber father, who was reputed to be al-
most a millionaire,

¥ 1 oivl nught otherwise
have had was spoilt by her cxcessive vanity.

She was one of those girls are never
tired of looking at themsely n the glass,

She would nake a toiletbe and put the
finishing touches to it, and in a few
moments she would be back at the iy
giving another finicky twirl to a lock of hair,

8o i this moment of idleness, whilst sho
and her sister were waiting for the guests
to turn up, she stepped to the little mire
that hung upon the wall and pirouctted in
front of it,

“1 wish they’d hurry up!” muttered
Judith, peeing about the room. “We shall
be a big party—simply squashed for room—
and it will take time getting a start.”

I expect some of the girls are changing
frocks,” said Cora, coming away from the
mirvor. “That’s what I like about Paula
Creel and most of the others—they always
pay you the compliment of coming to tea
well dressed.”

“That’s Paula now, thank gondness "
excluimed Judith, as w step sounded at
door.  “Yes, come in, Paula!”

“Oh, bai Jove! My gwacious, geals!”

“You've been to tea with us before, so
comie in,” smiled Cora.

“Yes, wather, bai Jpve! Bat, weally——
My deah Cowa, how cxtwemely topp ng!
What a perfectly gorgeous spwead [

*8it down; the others will be along in a
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moment,” said Cora. “8warms of ilmm,
he whole Yorm are coming.”

Cora is rvight,” declared Judith.  “T'm
sure we shall sce even some of the girls
who have gone over to Beity Barton’s side
just lately. Teople mut resist an invita-
1 to tea, can they?

Well, we'll bury the hatehet for once,”
smiled Cora cunningly. *“I lost my temper
just now, I know, and it was a mi
When those friends of '[lonv turn up, we'
speak to them nicely—eh?’

“Wather, bai Jovel

i

Bvewy nice word

may on a vote at the poll, Cowa
deah, impered  Paula. “That weminds
me,

**Hark, here’s someone else!  Oh, Ursula
Wade ' eried Judith, as another gucst put
i an ()\p]u arance. *“ Welcome, Ursula! Sit

own. "

o!" pleaded Cora.
TUrsula, nflm a covetous glance at the
louded table, took a scat in one corner of
the room. Then she met U ora’s cyes, and
smiled in a way more erafty than plous\
=1 felt T would like to come, Cora,”

Llsu]n “1 am going to vote for you, of
course."”

‘IInnL you, Ursula, Very kind of
you! :

“Yos, \\nhm, bai Jove! Livewy vote for
Cowa

“Come in'" sang out Judith cuufm]ly
“Jlere’s a whole crowd at last, Cora.”

But it was not a crowd at all.

There had been several givls ontside the

door; but some of them must have sud-
denly turned back, leaving only two to
enter.

fullo, Grace! Hallo, Flla deav!” Cora
grected them. © Where are the rest?”
Oh, they

igged her shoulders.

't coming, after all,” Ell
o(plmuml h a gu!nuoc "lmmd me
at the Wa\t moment.’

S Why?
“Uh ”—luorﬂ shrugs—*“didn’l want to, we
suppose.”

Cora and Judith looked at cach other

Jove,”"  deawled i‘au]n, “that’s
wather unpleasant—what !

DBetty Barton is a vote for cwicket

boi Jove, who wants to play ewicket? 1
don’t!”
“You wani your tea, like the rest of

5, Cora =aid, with a foree laugh.

said |

tur ned onb a

“So | Quite wight.

MORCOVE ELECTION

we'll hegin, and no -'lnuhl the others will
come along presently.”

But the queer thing was they did not.

Chairs were seb ready for them at the
table, which, of cou had been specially
lengthened for the occasion.  So, when Cora
Grandways and her v fow guests had
sat down, those emply chaivs made a very
depressing appearance.

Both the Grandways givls were pretend-
ing not to feel upset b_\' the anm at the
table, but all the time it was only too plain
!Im.. llmv were listening for tln. arvival of
guests.

No:lc came.

After pouring out for flie very small
party, Cora tried to start some light-hearted
chatter. Tt fell very fat.

Then Judith set to work to coax u[wl:
aucsts there were to “make a good tea.”

But this only scemed to call attention to
the fact that huge quantities of delicacies
had been laid oot for a big party that had

one.
at, too, v very depressing. Nor did
Paula Creel help matlers by the remarks
she made.

“Bai Jove!” sho drawled presently. “If
ovewy geal in the Form had turned up,
there would have been a cweam bun for
cach. And evewy cream bun would have

{ meant a vote for Cowa—what!”

Nobody said anything.

“3 fwoust I am wight in what I say,”
went on Pyula.  “For where is the geal
who eould cat a candidate’s cweam bun,

{and then go and vole for the other candi-

c—what 1"
We were nob oul to ln the girls,”
said Cora. “Ti was just a cup of tea, to
gu( us all a chance of talking.”

“Yes, wather, bai Jove; and ¥
one who is talking!” said Paul “Jolly
bad form of those geals nok to {urn up! I
hope I am not corwect, Cowa dealy, but
their wudeness in &t‘nmg away secms wes
!nml:'\bly like a

the only

‘Have a piece of ¢, Tanla darling,”
Jnfhrh bmlm in hastily.
(’)’h tha-a-nks!  Wemarkably  like a
“More tea, Paula darling?” Cora ex-
claimed.
“0h, tha-aamnks=thaaa nks! Ursula
dealh, moy 1 pa e cupt Bai Jove, T
can see Ursn ing o good (ea—what!

L

vewy geal who s -
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go:‘ng to vote for Cown deserves a wipping | dismay, and they got so lost in thought that
teal

Then Paula gave the rest of the company
a chance to say something.  But no one
else seemed to have anything to say.

“Cweam buns or cwicket—that’s what it
amounts to, bai Jovo!” the ex-captain ex-
claimed brightly, after an awful spell of
silence. “The geals had the chanco of vot-
ing for eweam buns and Cowa, or Betty
Barton and owicket, and, bai Joye—"

“Yes, Paula, but—-""

“The geals pwefer ewicket, don't you
know.”

Smash

That was Cora, the hostess,
bit of eggshell cl

“Oh, bother!
“Everything is going wrong to-day |*

“Oh, pway don’t say that!” pleaded
Paula soothingly. “We are making a wip-

ing tea, I'n: suve. Tho few of us that are

eah—only six, bai Jove—we are weally do-
in; wippingly 1

‘Yes, but I should have liked to sco
more,” Grace Garfield could not help say-
ing trankly at Jast. “I—I dou't liko the
look of things. That turning back at the
last moment—->"

“0Oh, you can sce what it means!” broke
in Ella, also deciding to speak  frankly,
;"ﬂ;g rest are going to vote for Betty Bar-
on

“But whyt Why should they?” burst
out Judith angrily. “Why have more girls
suddenly gone over to that kid{”

“I think I know why,” said Ursula, who
had h&l‘d?’ spoken a word as yet, “They
are not all mad on ericket.”

* What a wolief I said Paula.

“But they are rather inclined to think,”
continued Ursula, “that it would be better
to vote for Betty, after all.”

“Why—why *

“They have an idea—it’s silly, of course,”
said Ursula, with a fawning smile for Cora
—"an idea that if they vote for you, Cora,
you will be apt to *queen’ it over them a
bit too much.”

“ What nonsense 1’ blazed out Cora,
“My whole policy is just the opposite. I
say, let every girl do as sho fancies.”

“Yes, of course,” said Ursula smoothly.
“But that is the idea they'vo got.”

There was & frosh spell of awkward
silence after this,

Neither Cora nor Judith could hide their

dropping a
hina into the sugar bowl.

she burst out mv,agely.

the others felt quite uncomfortable.

Presently Paula glanced at her wrist-
watch.  She made some gushing remarks
about having enjoyed herself ver much;
all the same, she seemed very relieved to -
get out of the room,

Then Grace and Ella found that the , too,
must be “of.” They tried to ra]{y the
sisters at parting by a fow flippancies, but
Cora and Judith were not to be chesred up.

*Are you in a hwrry, too?” Cora said to
Ursula, who was now the only guest lofi
behind.

“Don’t let us detain you if—-"

“Oh, no!”

Ursula spoko as smoothly as ever. Sho
was a smooth-tongued girl, known through-
out the school for a sy, self-seeking
creature, always ready to toady.

“I—T'm sorry, Cora, if I blurted out too
much,” she ventured meckly. only
want to help you all T can to get the cap-
taincy.”

“It doesn't look as though your help
alono will be much good,” Cora returned
sullenly.  *“Out of all the following 1 had
a week or or so ago, I've only got Paula
Creel, Grace and Ilia, and you.”

“But we are not going to stand it1”
Judith burst out, in a desperate undertone.
“We can get those girls back, Cora—wo
must !

“Yes, somochow !" panted Cora, letting all
her rage break out again. “ Bomehow ['vo
got to get their votes. T won’t be beaten at
the ‘Ebol by Betty Barton, I'd like to—to .

“You just win tho captainay, and Betty
will have to take a back seat then,” struck
in Judith soothingly. *“That’s the thing to
do—beat her at tho electionl  But, oh—
how, how can we do it?’

Core, champing her teeth against tho
necklace, which she had taken between her
mdd“ps' walked about the room, thinking

ard.

“If only we could damage the girl in
the eyes of all the Form ” she fumed des-
perately.  “ Then=—"

“If you don’t mind my saying so,” puk
in Ursula softly, “that plan won’t work,
If anything happens to damage Betty in
the eyes of the Form, a plot will be sus-
pected.”

“l‘ve_got'an idea, though,” she went on
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“FH help you carry it out, if you

““Oh, Ursula, will you? Will you do
that*” Cora exclaimed, in a tense whisper.
“If vou will, I'll be your friend always,
Ursuia! When I'm captain, T'll do any-
thing';! to favour you, Only help me now

“The idea is this,” Ursula ent in, with
her cralty smile. “ Why not get something
to happen thut will damage you in the eyes
of the Form#”

“Damage me!”

“Yes. Then, don’t you see, the Form
will tifink in the end that Betty has plotted
against you.”

* Good—splendid 1”7 Judith clasped her
hands softly. Jrsula is right, Cora dear,
Hers is nnich the better plan. If anything
happens to damage you in the eyes of the

Form, and if it is proved to be the work of
somebody else, it will switch all the girls® |
teeling back to you.”

Cora was nodding. She understood—saw
the deep cunning of ihe whole artiul!
schene.

“Well, then, what's to happen?” she said
to Ursula. “DPerhaps you have a plan all
ready to suggoest?”

“J—1 have thought of one way it could |
be worked,” Ursula answered. *Somebody
ought to see you doing something that is
against the schol's idea of proper conduct
—smoking, for instance. It won't be you,
really, but sn!r.nebud),' made up like you. In

You'll personate me, Ursula?t”

“Yos, I'll doit. I douw’t mind, because I
know you'll remember it in my favour by-
and- said the toady. “Tll put on a
frock of yowrs in the twilight, and get seen
by somebody out of doors—say, the school
captain—smoking a eigarette on the quic

*8plendid!” chuckled Judith again.
“Fthel Courtway, the school captain, will
be mad about that.”

* And 1 shall be able to prove that it was
not I who was smoking, bui somcone pos-
ing for me,” Cora nodded delightedly.
“When Ethel Cowrtway comes along to
make trouble for me, I shall be able to
prove—""

“Yes, we'll see that you can produce half
w dozen reliable witnesses to say that you
were in some other place altogether at the
time Fthel thought she saw you smoking,”

exeleimed Judiih. 1 think the whole idea
is great!”
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“The best of it is, of course,” rejoined
Ursula, *when you have proved your inno-
cence, the Form will stari asking whe it
was tried to get you into a row, and the
natural thing will be for them fo suspect
Betiy Barton.”

Cora Grandways re
patted Ursula ou the shoulder,

“You ave a good sort, Ursula—a real
trump!” she said, smiling upon the toady.
“I won't forget you, either, when I'm cap-
tain of the Torm.” ¥

“Thank you, Cora,” was the smooth re-
ply. “I think you will always find me use-
ful when you want any bit of help to get
you out of a corner. 1 like being friends
with you and your sister.”

“You shall be,” said Cora.

And, indeed, this was the commencement
of an alliance between the Grandways girls
and Ursula Wade that was to last for many
a day, and an alliance fated to have sinister
effect upon the forlunes of Detty Barton at
Morcove Seliool.

CHAPTER 3.
The Cunning of Ursula Wade.
" PLAYL“ cried Madge Minden. *

She took a sort of hop, skip, and

d
a jumnp, and sent a ball whizzing”

- down the praciice pitch. «
Smack! *

Polly Linton did not even look to, see
how far she had batted the ball. Instead,
she made ready for unother from Betty Bar-

ton.

“See il 1 't do beller this time,”
Betty langhed. We've simply got to have
Polly’s muddle stump.  So-——" L

Broack !

Pally met the ball with a  perfectly
straight bat, and seot it souving high into

the
“ Ha, ha, Roll, howl

ha! or pifch!”

Polly sang ‘back from the wicket. " Now,
Lrixie dea

“Regai Voila!” Tlope ex-
claimed, rench of wl she was so
proud.  “Bon, n'est ve past  Good; is it
not??

Polly answeved in a practical fashion by

slashing the ball to the bonndary.
“The daughter of Mousiour Tope cannot
play the ericket,” Polly irked, waiting

for the next ball fo con
spoke like an Fnglish 1
Trixie was *showing off

She always
whenever
wh.

e out a hand and .
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#The bowling of Mademoiselle Betty is
better than it was, oui, oui!” went on Polly
Linton.  “But the daughter of Monsicur
Linton has a brother, who has taught her
much. Therefore—-"

Smack !

And Polly punizhed avother ball which
Betty had fondly hoped would lay out the
middle stump.

“Pouf!" laughed Betty, flinging back a
tress of hair. “My arin will be out of Joiut
soon,”

“I'll give up now. VYes, I've had a Foﬂd
five minutes,” said Polly, coming away from
the wicket. ““And you must have another
innings cach.”

She handed the bat to Trixie in the end,
Madge Minden. saving she would go in
later, whilst Betty suddenly begged ten
minutes off,

“I simply must pop indoors and finish
that letter for home!” she exclaimed, all
breathless and rosy red with the healthy
exercise she had enjoyed.  “Llso it will
miss the post, and dad and mum will think
me too bad. But I'll come baek presently.”

“Right-lo-ce ! cried  Polly. “ Now,
Trixie, keep up your wicket—it you can!”

And so the practice with the bat and ball
went on as gaily as ever, whilst Betty ran
indoors and up to her study, to add a lasy
few lines to the letter which she had been
writing at odd moments through the day.

It was half-past seven.

Perfect was the evening out of doors, and
lifeless seemed the great schoolhouse as
Betty passed up the stairs. But, going
along the Fourth Form corvidor to the den
which she shared with Polly, she suddenly
found that there was one gitl, at least, who
had stayed indoors.

Ursula Wade. The door of that girl’s
study was ajar as Betty went past it, and
Betty had a glimpse of her idling about in
the room.

Not a word passed between the two girls.
Betty, in fact, bardly knew whether or not
the other girl had seen her. Still less did
she know how, when she herself had got to
her own den and shut heuself in, that other
gitl looked out into the deserted passage
und listened cautiously.

That was what Ursula did, and a moment
afterwards she erept along to Betty's door
and peeped through the keyhols.

She saw Betty sitting down to write a
Retter, and without a sound she straightened
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up and tip-toed back to her siudy, with an
excited gleam in her crafty eyes.

She was thinking to herself that this was
her chance.

Soltly shutting her door, she turned the
key in” the lock and then changed quickly
out of one frock into one that had been -
lent to her for the purpose by Cora Grand-
ways,

Any time after school hours the girls were
free to change into frocks that pleased their
funcy, so long as the garments did not
clash with certain rules about dress.

The borrowed one that Ursula now put
on—a one-piece frock that was hooked abont
her in a moment—complied with all the
rules. At the same time, lbeing one of
Cora’s, it had certain of those distinetive,
stylish  touches which that girl always
favoured,

It colour alone was one to make it seem
vather wnique—a beautiful carmine, with
dead black trimmings.

Ursula, in these borrowed plumes, conld
not help spending a few moments admi ing
herself in the glass. Bhe was not the child
of poor people. Her allowances were per-
haps 2s ample as those of many other girls
at the school. But never yet had she been
satisfied over the matter of dress and pocket-
money.

Sho never mixed with the really wealthy
girls—the snobbish ones, that is, Tike the
Grandways sisters and Paula Creel—without
envying them.

But the thought came to her now—what
she was bound to do, if all went well this
evening—she, Ursila, could be in and out
of the captain’s study as much as she liked,
and how fine that would be!

Stepping away from the mirror, the crafty
girl darted to the window and peered out.

She had a view of the playing-fields, and
could see that scores of girls were down
there now, some practising cricket at the
nets, others playing tennis, whilst many,
waiting their turn at wicket or court, were
looking on.

At this moment she saw Polly, Madge,
Trixie, and other Bartonians going on with
their practice, watched by Kthel Courtway
and one or two other senior girls who had
sauntered up.

As for Cora Grandways and Co., Ursula
bad a elear idea as to where they could he
fiund.  Tor the sole purpose of being able
to prove an ‘‘alibi,”” as it were, by-and-by,
Cora and a few of her cempunions Kad gone




10

round to the school croquet lawn to play a
game there.

And Betty—Betty was alone in her study!

“It's splendid?”” Ursula said to herself,

smiling.
She rustled a hand into the dress pocket
and found what she expected—a box o
matches and a dainty little box of cigar-
ettes.

Leaving them in the pocket, she now
erossed to the study door, turned back the
key silently, and peered into the passage.

The. coast was clear. Gathering her
breath, she darted into the passage, shut
the door behind her, and flitted away.

No one met her on the way down te a
back door. Quitting the deserted school-
house by that exit, she walked swiitly along
a shrubbery path. It was a pretty place
to saunter in, twisting this way and that,
farther and farther from the house, one of
several winding walks throngh U"lﬁ well-
grown shrubbery, which bounded one
gide of the playing-field. g

Ursula could easily have found paths in
that shrubbery where she would have been
all the better screened from chance observa-
tion. But to be seen was, of course, her
very purpose.

Bo she kept to the path that was nearest
the edge of the shrubbery, with the merest
thin line of laurels between herself and the
open field.

Soon she was less than a hundred yards
from the piece of ground where Polly and
her other Bartonians were at cricket prac-

tice.

Ethel Courtway, the school captain, was
still watching this l:lgame, exchanging critical
comments now and then with her, chums.

“I never did see such a girl, either at
bowling or batting,” Ethel remarked of
Polly presently. “Did you sce the way that
ball went down then?”’

“It’s all through her brother’s teaching,”
declared one of the other seniors. ‘‘Lucky
to have a brother who can put you up to
the tricks so nicely.”

Ethel nodded. N

“* At that rate, what a capital thing it will
be for Betty Barton if she spends some of
her summer holidays with Polly’s people,”
she murmured. - I have heard the young-
sters talking to that effect. Betty could do
with some tuition, of course.”

"Byy the way—""

“Yes, where is Betiy ?” exclaimed Ethel
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Courtway, looking all round the fields
“PollyI” she called. ‘‘Where’s Botty 1"

to finish a letter!™

“She’s gone indoors it
“*8he’ll be back in

was the shouted answer.
a few minutes.”

“Oh, T see!”

Ethel gave a nonchalant nad, and seemed
like drifting off to watch the tennis. But
one step was all she took. Then her com-
panions saw her stop dead and stare hard .
towards the shrubbery.

“Queer!’’ she exclaimed. *‘I feel sure I
saw someone loitering about in there. .
caught the sparkle of a lighted mateh.”

“One of the gardeners, perhaps,” sug-
gested ancther girl.

“T suppose so; and yet I thought I fad
a glimpse of a girls’ frock,” muttered Ethel.

Saying no more, she began to walk swiitly
towards the shrubbery.

At a distance of twenty paces, her ap-
proach caused a slight commotion amongst
some of the shrubs.

1t was a sound like that eansed by some-
g off through the bushes in a

“Oueer!” FEthel muttered again. “Why
should a gardener—""

“Hallo—look ! eried her chums.

“One of the girls—yes!” Ethel exclaimed,
as they all canght a distinct glimpse of &
carmine frock.

She called out lond:

“One moment, there—stop!”

But the ery had no effect, excopt to cause
the wearer of the earmine frock to scamper
off in greater haste than ever.

Ethel Courtway strode swiltly to the
shrubbery edge, worked her way betwoem
the bushes, and then halted on the path,
where she was joined in a moment by her
friends.

“Can you smell cigaretic
asked, smiffing at the warm,

" ghd
sinoke?” she
still o

“Certainly " the  others answered,
“BHL*”
“It is a clear case, I'm : " frowned

a
Tthel. **Oh, how I hate iLh
Some horrid girl has been sn
in here to smoke cigaveties”

“You onght to report ib, Fihel,
that sort of thing—--"

“Tt must be
i, sighed 1
deal with the ¢
T know whe

Really, .
here's uo holp for

at. any vate, 11
't. T think

hel. "
prit o the
was, loo”

T know," returned one of
b carming dross —

the others.
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“There’s only one like it in the 5!_‘1!()’)],"J

fodded Lthel, “with a_stern jook. *Cora
Grandways has & carmine frock.”

“‘Cora Grandways, the girl who is out fo
be clected captain’ of the Form!”

Ethel Courtway grimaced with disgust.

“I'll see whether she becomes eaptain of
the Form or not!” she said. *‘Excuse me,
girls; T think T had better go after her at
once.”

The others gave murn proval,
and sauntered away, discussi e the incident,
whilst Ethel Courtway hurried along the
shrubbery path towards the back of the

ouse.

All the way, she lad the faint scent of
tobacco smoke in her nostrils, couvincing
her that the giil in the carmine frock must
have been strolling about enjoying the secret
cigareite for several minutes

“Disgraceful, the sovt of thing T detest!”
she exclaimed  fiercely, passing in at the
back door.

And with a disgusted look siill in her
eyes, she was soon at the door of Cora
Grandways’ study, knocking sharply.

‘There was no response from within.

Turning the handle. Jthel opened the

oor a few inches and looked into the room.

It was deserted.

“Trying to give me the slip!” she mut-
tered. :;Iiidirag somewhere, that is evident.

wp—-

She broke off as a door farther along the

assage was whirled open and a girl came

urrying out.
. It was Betty, holding a letter ready for

e post.
“Hallo, Betty!”” ILithel greeted her.
‘'Been writing a letter to the people at
ome ¢’

‘“Yes,”” Betty answered breathlessly.
“I've made rather a rush of it, but dad
and mum won't mind. So long as they
hear from me reguluily, that’s all they
care.”

“I'm looking for Cora Grandways,” said
Ethel.  “If you should see her, tell h 1
want to speak with her at once.”

“I will, Ethel. I thought, though, that
Cora was—""

Betty broke off abrupily.

There were familiar voices on the stairs.
In a few moments several Fourth Form
scholars came trooping into the Dassage,
and one of them was Cora.

Cora, but not in a carmine frork!

LIBRARY
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CHAPTER &.
Turned Against Her.
HIEL COURTWAY  looked utterly
E amazed.

She waited until Cora and her
cronies had come along the corridor.
Then she spoke,

“Dida’t 1 see you in your carmine frock
jusi now ¥'* she questioned Cora,

That girl raised bher brows,

“Me—in my ecarmine frock? What ever
do you mean, please '

“I and someo oth
a glimpse of a gitl in a
ing around iu the
smoking a cigureite.”

“And so you jumped to the conclusion
that it was'1 you saw!” excluimed Cora
Grandways.

“I'm not one for
clusios

un

senier girls caught
armine frock, skulk
shrubbery.  She was

jumping {o any rash con-
' said Kihel caldly, “1f wa your
frock-—there can be no mistake about ihal.
There is no other frock of the same colour
beiug worn in the school.”

“You did not see me smoking P’ flared
up Cova. ““That’s all 1 have to say about
it

“Don’t be impudent!” Ethel admonished
her, with growing sternness. *““This is i
most serious matter: all the more serious as
you are a candidate for the captainey of
your Form. We can’t have Foim captains
who sm-—-""

““T have not been smoking, T tell you!”

“But the givl T saw—ihe frock-—'"

“Look at me

am I in a carmine frock

ed it. That would
50,

“You are determined to get me into dis
grace !’ Cora rushed on passionately.  “* But
Tuckily the plot won't work.”

“Plot! What on carih do you mean ¥

“The plot to damage me in the eyes of
other girls, so that Betty Darton will be
elected capiain of the FormP”

““Absurd ! shrugged Tithel
“Th is not a girl in the sehaot
imagine that I could stoop to such

Courtway.
who would
a thing!”

“And there's not a gidl in the e who
will believe your aceusation ag t e!”’
retovted Cora, “For the simple reason 1

can account for my movemonts during the
last hour or so. I've heen playing eroguci
on the front lawn, so there!"

“That's guite right, Ethelt™” .
“¥es, wather I’ Paula chimed in. “We've
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been playing ewoguet, bai Jove!
-weally, it’s worse than ewicket!”

80 you see,” sneered Cora, caring little
that it was the school captain she was vent-
ing her scorn upon, *‘it conldn’t have been
me vou saw smoking, after all!’”

Ethel bit her lip.

T'm sorry. 1 apologise, Cora.
exense is that the frock was yours, or one
absolutely the same colonr. And we know
of no girl who has a frock like it. I simply
cannot understand—-""

“Y can!”’ burst out Cora. “‘Oh,
all now! If you haven't been wa 1%110
ot me into disgrace, some other girl has.
Someone has been wearing my frock, on
}uu?n):sc to get me suspected of smoking.”

wOh

And,

My only

“Bai Jove, geals!”

“And I can name the girl!’ Cora almaost

reamed.  **There she is—Betty Barton, my
al for the election!”

“CGweat goodness!”

“Oh, I say!”

“Jess noise, please, girls?’’ Ethel en-
treated gently. * Betty—""
“I don’t know anything about carmine

frocks or cigarettes,” Bebty said calmly,
shaking her head. **Cora is tulking utter
nonsense !"”

“I'm not. and you are a fibher to make
out I am!?” eried Cora furionsly “Who
else would have tried to get 1
disgrace hut you? You, my 1
election, on the very eve of the voting!

“I’ve done nothing, Ethel, really,” Betty
said, ‘I merely came up to my den, a
Jittle while ago, fo finish a letter, as you
know. There’s the letter—""

“What proof is that that yow've spent
your time writing it?” demanded Cora.
“‘No. her story is not good enough, is it,
girls 1

a’s eompanions gave a chorns of
““Noes,”” whilst cven the few of Betty's
friends who had been drawn to the scene
looked as if the case wore a very nasty
complexion,

Eita Havgrove, B Drew, Norah Nugent
—these were thvee girls who had lately

become friendly with Betty, and these girls
were now present.
Betty turned to them, but they had

nothing to say, their silence implying that
she had better make haste and prove her
innocence.

Then Sybil Farlow and Eva Merrick came
romping along the passage, with Polly,
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Trixie, and Madge. A burst of tfalk
quainied these newcomers with the situa-
, and they became thrilled bystanders.

“Well,” burst out Cora, ‘‘isn't it a clear
case against hoer, girls? All she can say is
that she hos pue in her study, finish-

ti

Jave ihat is.all T have been doing!”?
cried Betty earnesily.  “Tsn’t my word good
enough, givls?’

*For me—yes,” said Tihel Courtway.

“And me—and me!’ evied Polly, Trixie
and Madge.

But the rest, they were gloomily silent,
feeling their recently formed faith in Betty
suddenly shaken. .

“So what are you going fo do?”’ Cora

| demanded hotly of the school captain. *You

were precious quick about accusing me—

“Cora, I will not be spoken to like that!
Understand——"

“You can think what you
way I speak; I don’t care! I——

“You are natuially upset, Cora, and I
make allowances for that,”” Lihel broke in
gently. ‘I will discuss the whole matter
with you, and attempt to_get you vindicated,
when you have ealmed down.”

“Yon—a fine lot you will do to clear me !
sneered Corn. **Walk away—yes, now that
eversthing poiuts 1o Betty Barcton being the
eulprig!”

of the

_lverything doos mob point to Bebty
Barton being the eculprit,” hel looked
back to say. **You have made a very far-

fetehed accusation againsd her, which she
has dono her best to refule. I am satisfed
that Betty Barton——""

“Oh, of course! Move favouritism?™”

Ethel stood guife still for a long moment,
Jooking at Cora. Then sho slingged her
shoulders and passed on to iho stairs, her
departnre being the sig for w lurst of
excited talk from all the girls.

Cora, afier a stecly look ai Thelty, went
to her own study.

Her sister followed her Mere, and so did
quite a number of the irl hen
the door was slumtned,
side came a fresh burst of
As for Betty, she w
Vot until Polly 3
£ did sho pull

irgument,

like ono dazed,
n urm -about her
apgethor,

T
“I's

all right, Netty, darling! It's all
isted Pally,
Divi- bl v

" anid Trixie,

nons

!

[ Y
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the less emphatically because she spoke in |
French. .

“Is it all right ?” returned Betty huski
“Eita, Elsie, and Norah—they’ve gone into
Cora’s study, They beli the charge
against me. And you, Sybil Farlow—yon,
Es\'-‘h Merrick 7

e

Those gicls looked uncomfortable. .
“Ib is a_most unfortunato business,” said

Bybil. * Happening the very evening before
i1 n.”

clection.
“Either say you believe T could not have
done it,” Betty cvied, “or olse say you
believe Cora! "I've given you my word—
my word of honour, so it must be one or the
other!”

%sjlhil looked at LEva, and Eva looked at

rbil.

!'0h, let’s come away to our den!" Sybil
said gloomily at last.” “We must think
about _it, liva.” ;

And lilcy turned into their study, leavin,
Betty alone now with just Polly, Trixie, an
Madge.

The four went together into Study No. 12,
where they sat about, talking far loss than
they were thinking,

“On the vory eve of the election!” Betty
exclaimed bitterly, all of a sudden. “I hato
the idea of making counter-charges against
my rival candidates, when I’ve nothing with
wﬂ'ich to back them up. But it looks as if
I'm the victim of a conspiracy—not Cora.”

“Of course yon are,” said Polly desper-
ately. “If not, how does it happen that the
time chosen was one when you were alone
in_the study ?” £

Madge Minden nodded gloomily.

“They’'ve got us there,” she sighed.

“How you are going to convince evervbody,
Betty, that you ieally were in the study
finishing a letter, I don’t know,”
“I can’t convince them,” was the tragic
answer, “Those thet won't take my word
of honour for it must do the other thing.
But—oh, it's hard ”

“Cruel hard!” agreed Polly. “To think
that you were in such a fair way of beating
Cora at the poll, and now nearly all your
supporters have been turned against you
like this!”

“They may yet vole for Botty,” said
Trixie hopefully, “Etta, Elsle, Norah, and
the rest—"

‘”I:Jxey won't!” exclaimed Betty. “You

see!”

And, sure enough, just before call-over
that evening a note was suddenly slipped
under the door of Study No, 12,
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Detly had an idea of its contents cven
as she darted across the room and snatched
issive from the floor.
ed by Polly, the only clum wha
was with her now, for Madge aud Trixic had
gone, she fore open the envelope and
scanncd the pencilled lines.

Then, without a word of comment, she
handed the note to Tolly.

“The unﬂcrsi%'nbd think it best to let
you know,” Polly read, “that, in view of
what has happencd this evening, they can
no longer give you theiv support in the
election. They will therefore record their
votes in favour of Cora Grandways.
“(Signed) :

Sybil Farlow,

Diana Forbes,

“ Etta Hargrove,

“Norah Nugent,

“Eva Merrick, Mabel Rivers,

“Kathleen Murray, Elsie Drew,
“Tess Trelawney.”

CHAPTER 5.
The Hands Go Up.
B THINK,” said Cora CGra dways, “T
l will wear the carmine frock for the
occasion.”

“I  would,
Judith.

And then both givls Jaughed.

IL was half-past one on Wednesday after-
voon. At two o'clock preciscly the Fourth
Form must assemble in the common-roon:
for the vital purpose of clecting a captain.

Only another ﬂ;ll[-lnour-—jmt a few moro
minutes—and then up would go a whole
forest of hands in fevour of Cora Grand-
ways!

No wonder that she and her sister wore
in_good spirits just at present!

No wonder that Cora, quitting her study
to make the change of frock somewhore
upstairs, laughed spitefully in Betty Bae-
ton's faco as she passed ‘that girl in ihe
eorridor,

Betty heaved a hard, silent sigh, and
turned into her own den. Polly was not
there. Betty had been wondering, in an
absent ‘manner, what had become of her
dearest chum since the school rose from
dinner.

She pushed the door shut and “sat down
by the table, westing her elbows upon the
board and her chin Detween her hands.

Tick-tock ! went the pendulum of the study
clock—tick-tock, tick-tock! And in another
half-hour— :

certainly I agreed
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Try as she might o Lear the eruel posi-
tion with Fortitude, there was such bitter-
ness in her heart as could not be banizhed.
In a quict moment like this it would have
bheen a welcome velief to her to give way
ta tears, only erving seemed such weakness—
a thing to be ashamed of.

Shonld she go down io the meeting pre-
sently ?  She must, unless she wanted {o
give more cause than ever for mocking jecrs
from Cora, when that girl come away from
ihe assembly, the victor at the pell.

And yet——

How awflul it
galling!

To attend the mecting and hear her own
name 1 out as a candidate, to hear tho=s
in favour of her asked lo hold up their
hands and to see enly three givls doing so
Zpally, Frixie, and Madge!

As for the rest, the letter overnight had
put Ehin;fs clearly enough.  They were going
i voie for Cora.

Cora Grandways, capiain of the Form!

Her i ing to be a disaster
fo the school. She s going Lo make a
fay worso caplain n Panla Crecl had
made. For Paula had been o slacker, and
nathing worse than that, whereas Cora had
a nature that took sheer delight in mischiel.

Oh, if only 1t had been possible for Poliy
or, =ay, Madge o sland as a candidaie al
the last moment!

Dt rigid eules of the school, too ancient
to he tampered with, precluded any givd
making an cleventh hour bid for votes. She
must cither be duly nominated, at a proper
time in advance of the eclection, or clse
not stand at all.

So there it was. Tn a few minules Cora
would be reiwrned practically unopposed !

Tick-tack, tiek-tock! Ilow fast those last
minutes woro passing!

Beity got up from her chair and took o
furn about the room.

Already she could hear girls meeting
together in  the ecorvidor, laughing and
chatting as they sauntered away to be carly
ai, the meeting.

“Iere's Cora! Oh, she's wearing the car-
mine frock!” Betty heard Grace Garfield
snddenly exelaim, with a langh.

“Tai Jove what a gweat idea, Cown!”

“Hn, ha ha! Yes,” chuckled Judith,
“It won't help to make Belty Barton feel
meore comfortable down at the meeting.”

«Y don’t suppoxe she’ll venture to show
Yrer face,” said Ursula Wade smoothly,

was going to bLe, bow
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the chattering remarks became less
fo Detty, and scon she was sncom-
by silence—n heavy silence, onl

Iroken by the rapid tick-tock of the cloc

on the mantelpiece.

Two o’clock!

The ehimes were actually dinning out the
appointed howe. The meeting would be
starting puncivally, and so——

“Betiy! DBetiy, quick!”

She felt her heart give a big leap as that
suelden, execited caine to her fromn the
stairs end of the passage.

It was Polly calling to her.

Tefore she could make a goess as'to the
veason for such sudden excitement, there
came a flurry of sieps alony the passage, tha
doov evazshed open, and Polly stood there,
panting wildly,

“0h, q , Beliy—ihe meeling 1™
T was going down at once, Polly.

Then
audible
passed

uick, T tell you!” urged her chum

wildly. *There is not a moment to Jose—
not an instant! Oh, if tho voting had
started we are too lale!”

, what does it matter?” ex-

“Why, Poll
ty. “You know 1 don’t stand

claimed Bei
a chance!™

%1 answer, afler all,” was

newer. “All ihe same,

cone We'll be in iime, if pos-
wilile!”

Catching hor chum by one hand, shé

cr off, af the same time

simply dra
, who now came,

calling to
out af the

“Come on, Trix
meeting 1"

Then, keing ntierly ond of breath, as if.
ghe had been rnshing hither and  thither
during the last hall-honr, the excited girl
dashed on down the slairs. .

Her strange agitation infected Detty and
tho othera. W

Utlerly bewildered, ihey haslened after
Polly, and followed hee into the common-
room, only to sce ber tuke her plage quite
quietly.

But perhaps there was
for Polly’s sudden ciforl i

For the m
before the asseniblo
was saying a few

“Tt is my duly
rules governing 1)
mistress woe savi

Madge g

; come on, Madge—the

n simplo reasoti
1 enlmness.

wl, Standing
lics Redgrave

'l
N
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candidates who have beeg duly nominated
can be_voted for, and no girl may vete for
more than one candidate.”

Bhe paused. A visible nervousness had
seized her. Hearing a whisper and a laugh
from Cora Grandways, she turned very pale.

“I am sorry to say—ycs—very sorry in-
deed!—to-day’s election has been  seriously
prejudiced, so far as one candidate is con-
cerned, by a thing that happened Jast night.
I have been warned by Miss Massingham
not to say too much about that affair, but
Cora Grandways, why are you titter-

ing?”
“I'm sorry,

Misg Redgrave !” smirked the
hopeful candidaf&‘
sure !”

I beg your pardon, I'm

“I am at liberty, and it's my duty, to beg
all of you 1o take the voting very seriously,”
went on the junjor mistress. “That is all
I have to say, girls, and so——7

“Please, Miss Redgrave, may I speak 7”

That was Polly Linton, and in a flash
every eye in the room was upon her.

“Yes, Polly, certainly, if you—7",

“Oh, must we listen to a lot of twaddle
from her?” wailed Cora impatiently.

“Don’t talk like that, Corat!” whned
Miss Redgrave. “What do you wish to say,
Polly Linton, before the vote is taken!”

ad Gnly this,” answered Polly, steppin
the front. “Betty Barton did not
up in Cora's frock last night!”

“Pooh!” gneered Cora. “We've
enough denials alrcady !

“I'can give you proof!” retorted Polly.
*Ves, absolute proof!”

‘The words caused gasps of amazement

from all present.

 Miss li'{edgravcfnll of you, pleasc
listen,” rushed on Polly. “It is supposed
that Betty, wanting to damage Cora's
chance of winning the captaincy, dressed up
in Cora’s fraek and got herself scen
amoking a cigarette. But it was not Betty
at all who was in the shrubbery wearing
frock.”
hat!”

“Gweat goodness, geals!”

“Go on, Polly; tell us, then—>

“It was Ursula Wade—yes, you Utrsula 1
Polly cried, in a ringing voice, pointing
straight at Ursula. “And I dare vou to
d.en% it1” .

) S S

“Bhe does deny it!” Cora almost
screamed.  “Don’t you, Ursula? Why don’t
you speak out, vou duffer?”

. Ursula licked her lips.

had
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“I—yes, of course, I do deny—"
“Then you are denying the truth!” Polly

flached. “T can prove it was you who went
to the shrubbery dressed up as Cora!”

“Prove it, then—go on, prove
jeered Cora.

“Yes, yes—-" 3

“Bai Jove, wather! Let's have pwoaof,
you_ know.”

“My proof is this,” said Polly. “Just
befote dinner 1 went in the shrubbery, feel-
ing T wanted to look at the part where
Betty was supposed to have been scen, [/
chauced to find Ursula there——"

“What of that?” sneered Cora,

“Ursula was looking for somecthing. But
when 1 spoke to her, she said she had only
come there out of curiosity, like myself.

“And why shouldn’t she have?”

“Cora,” interposed Miss Redgrave gently,
“don’t interrupt. Give Polly a chance to
finish.”

I felt jolly certain my notion was right.
Ursula was there looking for something,”
Polly went on. “ And suddenly it flashed
upon mg—she might have lost something
there, if she was in the shrubbery last
evening.” . "

“Oh T

“Urasla went off at cnce, and I myself
had to come in for dinner in a minuto or
two. I—I didn't like to tell Betty evep,”
said Polly, meeting her chum's eyes, “in
case it all cawe to nothing. But directly
dinner was over, I rushed off again to the
shrubbery. I hunted about, and—and look
what 1 fuuud!”

With the words, she whipped a hand
from behind her back and held it open.

On the palm lay a small amber-coloured

hair-slide.
“That’s Ureula’s!” Polly eried.  *She
won’t deny that, ¥ think? And so, Miss

Redgrave—all of you, if this not a proof

it

“It is—it is!” sang out Madge and Trixic.
“Who can believe otherwise 7

“Hush! Let me speak now,” said Miss
Redgrave, in “great agitation. “Ursula
Wade, is that your hairslide 7

“I—ye—yes,”

“When did you lose it?”

“Just before dinner to-day—I mean d

“It's not true!” broke in Polly. *Sho's
had her hair done without a slide—done
differently from her usual way—all day !”

“8o she has, now you mention it!" eried
Madge., “Mis=s Redgrave—"

“I noticed your alicred style of doing
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the hair early this morning,” the junior mis-
‘ress said to Ursula. “There was no hair-
slide then. So how did you come lo lose
the hairslide ju:f before dinner?

“I didn’t—"

“Bot just now you said you did. Ursula,
you are uttely seli-condemmed ”

“And Betty iz cleared, then!" eried
Polly clelmmwlv %he did one of her mad
capers.

*Oh, Pnllv ‘" burat out Betty, who had
been too nmnmd to utter a :-m word
up to now. “Y¥You have saved me—cleared
me m the eyes of the whole whnol‘ Polly

“Oh, bother! She is going to say a lot
of stuff about being grateful!” Jaughed
Polly, “But I shall be rewarded well
enough when I sce her topping the poll.
So please, can’t we got on with the clection,
Miss Reclgmve P

“By all means!” was the junior mis-
iress's happy rejoinder. “I do not think I
need make any comment on these timely
rovelations I

From Etta Hargrove, Elsie Drew—all the
girls who had signed that chilly note to
Betty overnight—there came nods and
murnurs.

Then hands up—" began madeap
Polly; but she was gravely checked by the
junior mlstross

“T'm in charge, Polly Linton! ITands up
the girls in favour of Cora Grandways!”

Up_ went a_ very few hands, almost
hncnkishly. and Miss Redgrave counted
them.

“Now, hands up those in favour of Belty
Barton !”

Whirr!

They were like a lob of rockets. the hands
that went up now!

“Nine, ten, eleven, twelve, thirteen,
fourtoen,” counted Miss Redgrave. “Cora
Grandways, seven votes; Betmy Barton, four-
teen!  Betty Barton is—"

“Captain of the For-rrm{” yelled Polly.
“Hurrah!™

* Bai Jove!”

“Bravo,

Detty!. Funah! Ilip, pip,
e .
“ Hurrah !” i
“Girls, I—T—"

“Hurrah1”
Tlm meeting was breaking up in great dis-

All who had voted for Betty were swarm-
ing about her, as she stood there in gscut
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confusion, overwhelned with joy, her chum
Polly slapping her wildly on the bael

As for Cora and Uo., they were backin,
to!\;‘auls the door, sccthing with 1\h|spere§
talk.

Miz=s Red
the crowd a
hm' hand.

* At Jast, Betfy!” she said. * The moment
that 1 have hoped might como. The position
that T always felt would fall to you in the
end, be your trials and difficulties never so
greak! Captain_of the Form—a position
\wll deserved and well won, too!”

“Won for me by Polly ™ said Betty, with
a bright ehining in her eyes. “You were
saying I was going to thank you, Polly
I ‘never can thank you enough! But L'l
try to prove my gratitude in the one \;ar
that I know will p]cnsc you best,”

“And that js—

“ By being as good a captain for the Forig
iu-TI can manage to bo—always with your
1¢]

- 'i'hat sald Polly,
them!”

. . . . . «

rave foreced her wa

through
out the victor, an

held out

“is the stuff to give

Mecanwhile in the Fourth Form
passage, ivs  was  suddenly
flashing round upon Ursuls Wade, who had
» dinking affer her.

ol 0\:( of my sight, you! ' Cora hissed
nice thing yon've done for mel
You've got me expelled, for a ecert!”

But neither Cora nor U
as dearly as that for the
had come to griel over,
may have been deserved.

At Betty Barton’s requ
kept the affair of the car
ears of Miss Somerlield
mistress

'lhat was an act of sheer merey, mapured
s0 far as Miss Redgrave was concerned,
the decp conviction ihat (‘ora’s power for
mischief was ntterly hroken new that thé
reins of leadership had passed into Betty's
hands.

But was it ?

A

beei cake™

oy ’
chly as expulsion

1, Miss Redgrage
» frock from the |
and the TForm-

.
CHAPTER 8.
Her Enemics )
PAUCKET of your special | te,

* Amd aboul two potindg of your



“THE

“Thank you, miss.”

“ About three dozen mixed pastries.,”

“Three dozen?”

“Yes, please. And let me sce——"

Betty Barton paused. 3

She looked first at a slip of paper in her
bhand, and then at her chum, Polly Linton.

“You are quite sure you can make ice-
cream, Polly dear, if I hire the freezing
machine "

“Rather!” said Polly.

el Theu will you please send an ice-cream
machine with the other things?” Polly saul
to the manageress of the Creamery Tea-
rooms at Barncombe.

That lady nodded and smiled.

“To Morcove School”

“Yes, please. The name is Bcﬂ_y Barton,
Fourth ¥orm, Mon.o\"o School.”

“Better put ‘Captain of the Fourth
Form’ on the label!” Polly struck in. “ My
chum is capiu:n of the FForm now !

“0Ob, I must congratulate you!” the

manageress exclaimed, beaming upon Betty.

Betty Barton laughed, blushi
prettily. The honour of being Form cap-
tain was one she was bearing with a very
charming modesty.

“I suppose you are giving a high-tea to
some of your friends to cclebrate the occa-
sion?” smiled the teashop lady.

“High tea! It's to be a regular banquet!”
declared Polly Linton. “I eay, Betty, if
you've done ordering, I'm going to stari
in

ik
“But I haven’t!” said Betty, “And yon
are not to order a single thing, or we shall
have our first quarrel, I warn you! Three
dozen creamy buns, please, and a good big
hoﬁ of chocolntcs, some lemon-curd eakes,
and—-"

“Yes, miss,”

“Oh, put in all the nicest things you have,
smta\ﬂe for a party of at least twenty girls.”

Thank you, miss!” said the manegeress,

as she ﬁnmi{ed writing.  * The things will be
delivered in_the mornin

“That will do mceLv,
“Come slong, then, Polly!”

The two girls, who had cycled into Barn-
combe for the c‘f:rees purpose of fixing up
the banquet, had had an ice each before
they went to the counter to give the orders.
They were passing out of the shop when
three other gnrls, wearing the Mm-cove hat,
came swaggering in.

l

nodded Betty.
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newcomers stood aside in the doorway and
sm.pr Betty a very maocking bow.

“Make way for the captain, girls! Ha.,
ha, hat”

“He, he, he!”

“Oh, bai Jove, wather!”

Two of the mockers were sisters—Cora
and Judith Grandways—whilst their sim-
pering companion was TPaula Creel, the
former captain of the Form.

Betty and her chum took absolutely no
notice of the newcomers’ sneers.  Their
calm ignorance of Cora and Co. stung thoso
three deeper than any retorts could have
done.

Cora Grandways, in particular, }ooked
furious with rage as she found how in-
effectual were cheap sneers,

Her underlip held between her teeth, she
looked as if shc would Jike io dart after
Betty and pull her hair.

But the two chums had gone, and so
Cora, Judith, and Paula—practically all that
remained of nhat at one iime, had been a
hostile party bent on making Betty's life a
miscry—passed into the shop. Tt was very
crowded, and the three had to take secats
at a small table near the counter.

Cora gave the order.

Icm, please—{wo vanillas and a straw-
berzy.

s, \m!.!ter,
for me.”

The Tuamous ices were bronght fo the
%:r]s, along with fresh, dmng wafers, and
the trio were taking “their firat spoonfuls
without much talking, when they heard
the manageress spcnl.mg to the cashier.

“Just book thig srder for the morning,

said Paula; “stwawberry

Misa Jones. Tellc sent to DBetty Barion,
lmlu of the Fourth Form, Morcove
100

“Bai Jove!” whispered Panla Creel, with
a 5pnenful of ice-cream }ml[ way to lher
mouth. “Heah that, geals?”

Cora frowned in a way that saii:

“Be quiet; I want to listen!”

=K pnckul: of our best tea, \[.ss Jonos,
iwo pounds of wedding-cake

“Three_dozen mixed pastries:

“Bai Jove! Gweat gmnlu(-w
Pastwies and—"

“Three dozen cream buns, as well, Misa
Jones.”

“Cweam buns!” breathed Paula.

“ A fifteen-shilling box of chocs-
“Gwaeious, Cowa deah!” &

geals!
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“One ice-cream maker—*

“leecweam! They are going to make
ice-cweam, bai Jove!”

“Lemon-curd cakes, three dozen and—-

Cora Grandways refused to listen to the
rost,

With an impatient shrug of her shoulders,
she went on with her ice, at the same time
distracting Judith and Paula by making a
encering remark.

“Let the kid buy u
who cares?” she sulke
head is turned, now
and-mighty captain !

“Precious little is she
me!” muttered Judith,

““ And, bai Jove, don’t you know, pwecious
little will she twouble me!” chimed in
Paula. “Weally, it was o gweat pity you
didn't get elected, Cowa deah!”

“Oh, don't start again about my defeat!”
snapped Cora.

“I wegwet it so vewy gweatly,” pleaded
Paula. “T wegard it as a most aggwava-
ting gwicvance that washerwoman's kid
getting all the votes at the clection.”

“Not all!” said Judith.

the whole shoo,
. “Of course, her
that she's our high-

going to captain

“Pwactically  all,” sighed Paula. *1
naturally voted for you, Cowa. So did
Judith, " your sister, and Gwace Garfield
an‘n'i Ella Elgood—"

Don’t mention those girls' names!”
Cora exclaimed, pushing her ice away ha'f
eaten. “They voted for me, but already
they seem to be going over to Betty, now
that she is captain.””

“They have accepted her invitation to
the wonderful banquet, anyhow,” grumbled
Judith, “Turncoats!”

“Oh, I wouldn’t wegard Gwace and E!'x
&s lost to us. just becauso they are going
to the banquet, bai Jove!” Eaid Egaulm
“ After all, one often has to attend funetions
given by people wather beneath one,”

“ Perhaps you will go to Betty’s party 1"
said Cora sulkily.

“I—weally, naw you ask me fwankly,
Cowa darling,” simpered Paula, “I will
say fwankly T would wather like to go.”

“You would 1

“Yes, wather! I'm not gweedy afier
eweam-buns and ice-cweam—pway don't
wegard that as the weason! But, after all,
don’t you know, Betty is captain—bi
majority at the poll, bai Jove!—so thea
you are. Just for the occasion, buwy: the
hatchet—what!”

“I shall not bury the hatchet!” Cora

' with a stranger.
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said fiercely. “If you want to go to the
precious banquet, go! But, as for me——"

“And me!” struck in Judith,

“For all Betty is captain of the Form,”
finished Cora, speaking through clenched
teeth, “she’ll yet find her path is anything

ut one of roses all the way!”

In an ill-tempered manner the speaker
beckoned to the waitress for the bill, It
was tnade out, and the three girls quitted
the shop, Cora coming last into the open,
after paying at the cash-desk,

heir jaunt into Barncombe Town, by
train from Morcove Road Station, had not
been quite a success. .

The golden sunshine of this carly even-
ing—it was only a quarter to six—was
pleasant enough, and the shops were as
attractive as ever. But the fact was,
nothing could afford the Grandways sisters
any pleasuro at present, for Cora’s defeat
still rankled. .

Paula, too, was not in the best of spirits.
She was too fatuous a girl to take her
friend’s election defeat much to heart, But
the very fact of Cora and Judith being so
out of temper made her rather ©de-
pwessed.”

And now Paula had not helped matters
by confessing that she would not be above
going to Betty Barton’s “banquet.”

Cora and Judith could not get over that.

They were “short” with Paula during
the rest of their look round the town, and
altogether it was a very gloomy party of
three that presently made for the roilway-
station.

The train for Morcove Road was sig-
nalled, the last but one for the daj. There
was another at ecight-fifteen, but, of course,
girls were not allowed to stay as late as
that in the town unless they wore accom-
panied by a mistress.

Amidst all the usual sudden bustle, the
train came in. Cora Grandways aud Co,
made for the nearest first-clasé compart-
ment,

A girl was all by herself in there, with
an _amount of luggage that suggested she
had come from a distance.

She ba made rather a litter of the car-
riage: during her journey—magazines and a
tea-basket were all over the place, along
with hec handbag, the hat she had removed
from her eunay curls, a chocolate box, and
an_cmpty lemonade bottle.

Cora was just in the mood for a squabble
She remained standifig
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after she and her ohums had entered the
carriage, although there was plenty of room
to sit down.

#Just shift some of this rubbish away,
will you?” she ordered the long-distance
passenger,

Judith and Paule expocted a quarrel-
some reply, a3 di ‘ora. .

To their secret amuzement, tho girl-
stranger obeyed the imperious request most
obligingly.

If she had hoen Cora's own servant-girl,
she could not have cleaned up that carriage
better than she did!

Clora and Co, [elt interested after this
Tt wes just occurring to them—could the
girl be a new scholar for Morcove? If so
—oh, whal a nice, tame sort of girl to treat
just as one wished!

To people who will do exactly what they

ere told to, is given the name of “door-
mat.”
They are presumed to be people so lack-
ing in spivit that they would willingly lie
down and allow themselves to be trodden
upon—to be nsed as a doormat.

Was this girl a “doormat ™ ?

Cora Grandways resolved to find onb

before the journcy was over.
“
[ She spoke in a patronising way,
“Pm going te Morcove School,”
answered the long-(fisfunm pasecnger, “I'm
Dolly Delane, and I shall be in the Fourth
Form, so P'm told.”

“Bai Jove!”

“Qur Form!” snid Judith Grandways,

The now girl looked very pleased. She
looked, indeed, as if it took very little to
please her. She was on the plump side,
with brown eyes that were capable of a
very demure expression,

“You'd: betler make friends with us at
once,” said Cora loftily. “We are rather
a set o our own up ab the school, and you
must belong to it.”

“JT¢'s pwactically the only set worth men-
tioning,” added Paula Creel. “As & mem-
ber of our wather exclusive sef, you will
wegard games as a bore?

“Yes,” said Dolly. .

“ Fapeoially cwicket, don’t yon know.”

“T'm rather fond of cricket,” confessed

CHAPTER 7.
Dolly the ' Doormat.™
WONDER if yon are a new girl for
our school 7 Cora Grandways began.
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Dolly Delane. “But if you say 1 mustn't
play, then, of conrse, I shan't.”

Cora nudged Judith.

“That's the style,” Cora snid, smiling
quite nicely. "gs a sort of novice, as 1%
were, in our scf, you will have fo make
yourself useful. But then you would have
1o fag for some girl or other, in any case.™

“Ves, wather,” said Panla. *But you
don't mind fagging—what #”"

«Qh, if it’s the custom for new girls lo
bLe fagged, then, of course, I must fag,”
said Dolly.

Cora nudged Judith again. Clearly Dolly
Delane was a “doormat ™!

And this was made clearer than ever
when they all alighted at Morcove Road
Station,

A earriago had been sent to meet the new
girl. It was an open carriage, with only
one upholstered seat, the other seat being
a wooden “tip-up.”

Dolly, being o new 511-] for whom the
earriage was intended, had every right to
“hbag * the cushioned sent, and even use the
rest of the space for her luggage, which
was too much to go up with the driver.

But Cora Grandways and Co., inviting
themselves into tho carriage, had soon made
themselves quite comfortable at the mew
girl’s expense.

First thoy turned her off the cushioned
soat, 56 that two of them—Cora and Judith
—might faco the way they were going. Then
Paula, being next to Dolly on the wooden
tip-up, complained that the scat was only
big enough for one.

“You'd bettor get up with the driver,’”
Cora said, looking quito seriously at the
new girl. “That's what you'd better do.”

“Yory well!” said the obliging Dolly.

And she did

Cora and her sister chuckled,
Paula breathed a soft:

“ Bai Jove, how widiculous—what

“Half a sec., driver " Cora sang out, just
as the uu’rinqﬁ: was st,cing away. “I can'
sit here with these Latboxes and things
about my feet! Dolly, havo them up there
with you, on your lap!

“Yery well,” eaid Dolly; “pass them up,

whilst

s

please.”
“Hadn't you better come and fetch
them 1" suggested Cora coldly, “We are

pot. new girls, you know!”

Dolly reddened. In-haste fhe clamhered
down, and scrambled about for a minute or
two with the surplns luggage.
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‘When at last the horse clopped away, the
Doormat was sitting up next to the driver,
with luggage on her lap and luggago piled
all round her.

And that was how Dolly, the Doormat,
arvived at Morcove School. .

For Cora and Co. it was the first bit of
real enjoyment they had had since the elee-
tion defcat gave them such a knock-out

low.

Up in Study No. 7, by and by, they sat
around in easy-chairs, chuckling and talking
about the new givl, whilst they waited to
soe if she would do all the things she had
been told by them to do on arrival at the
school.

“Just think what a usefnl sort of person
she is going to be,” grinned Cora. *I sup-
pose she is cortain to share this study with
vou and me, Judy, since we told her to ask
that she might be put with us. Well, then,
we'll fag her——"

“From morning to
assented Judith,

“Bai Jove, you geals have done a good
thing for yourselves!” Paula said enviously.
“1 shan’t have anybody to fag for me, don’t
you know. I never had a fag, even when I
was captain, bai Jove !

“We'll send her round to do any odd jobs
in your den when you want her,” smiled
Cora. “She'll oblige. But the beauty of
it is, of course, we can make use of her
against Betty Barton.”

“My word—yes!” Judith said, with a clap
of the hands.  “Tell her to do_somethin
that will bo awfully riling to Betty, an

then
th

night, rather!”

h, I've got a brighter notion than
that!” Cora broke in. *You’'ll see.”
“Bai Jove, Cowa, darlidg, you might tell
us what it 1st I twust you quite under-
stand, although I shall go to the Barton
banquet, I shall still wefuse to be on
fwiondly terms with DBetty., 8o, Cowa,
deah——"
“8h!” gestured Judith, starting up.
Then Doormat came in.

“IUs all right,” she said gaily. “I've
been before  the headmistress, and T've
finished with the matron, and I've had five

minutes with Miss Redgrave, who said I
eould be in this study.”

“You said just what T told you?" ques-
i Cora.  “That you were our friend,
wanted to be with us?”
es, of coorze,” said the Doormat.
Cora could not trust herself to meet the
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other's eyes. She felt that if she did so
she must explode with laughter.

“Well,” Cora said, lolling back in her
armchair, “would you mind geiting my
house-slippers from that corner, Dolly, and
tuking off these walking-shoes of mine 7

“You ean do mine, too, whilst you are
about it,” said Judith.

“Bai Jove!” TPauyla looked comically
envious. “I wish my slippors wore in
heah, don’t you know. Then Dolly could
sce to me, too, don’t you know.”

“Let her fetch them for you,” drawled
Cora, “Dolly, go to tho study next door
but one, and bring Paula’s shoes.”

“All right.”

And off went the Doormat, leaving the
three girls who were abusing her cbﬁ ing
disposition in sheer convulsions of laughter.

“Bai Jove, what a seweam!” tittered
Paula,  “She must be wather weak-
minded—what !”

“0Oh, no!” said Cora. “Don’t you make
any mistake; she’s not a dufferl She is
just an obliging sort of givl.”

And Cora was right.

It would have been as wrong to imagine
that Dolly Delane was a duffer as it would
have been to suspect that she wanted to
“ toady.”

She was a girl of intelligence and char-
acter, with just this one weakness for being
too ready to do whatever she was told, out
of a desire to oblige.

Of course, no mnice girls would ever have
dreamed of abusing what was, after all, a
very pleasing weakness. But Cora and Co.
were not nice §irh. although Dolly Delane
I‘}.:!t too “new,” at present, to be aware of

at.

She came back with Paula’s shoes, and
then the strange spectacle began of Cora,
Judith, and Igml&,' cach lolling back in
their respective chairs, whilst the Doormat,
kneeling down, unlaced their walking-shoes
and fitted the slippers on to their feet.
“Thanks,” said Cora, at last, .

“Yes, wather, bai Jovel”

“You can dust those walking-shoes
before you put them away,” said Judith.
“And then just straighten up the table.”

“ All right.”

“And 1% you have any time, don’t you
know, when you've finished in heah,”
simpered Paula, “you can twecat my stud}:
to & few impwovements.” .

The ex-captain of the Form was going
away to her own studiy 03 she said this,
and the Grandways girls followed her intQ
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the ;asenge. In the act of closing the door
of Study No. 7, however, Cora sucldenly
m’mmnbered to say something to the new

girl.

“Jf a girl ealled Betty DBarton comes
chasing alter you,” sho said, “don’t have
anything to do with her, You'll find she
calls herself captain of the Form, but the
way she got clected is no credit to hee.”

Dolly looked rather surprised, but her
brown cyes seemed to say: “All right; T
T wust <o as you say. Anything
to oblige.”

«Remember,” Cora added impressively,
“you are our friend, not hers.”

Then she drew the door shut, and she
and her sister went with Paula to that

irP's study, whilst in No. 7 the Doormat
ooked around for a duster with which to
wiga the shoes. .

" She had jusé found one, and wes giving
first rub to one of Corn’s cxpensive
shoes, when a knock at the door sounded.

Instend of calling “Come in!” the Door-
mat_went to the ﬁoor and opened it,

““You are the new girl, of course,” said
Betty Barton, for she it was who had
knoclod.

“Dolly Delane—yes,” was the answer.
“Can 1 do anything for you?”

Betty smiled.

“You seem to

ple at present,” she said.

‘ore’s shoes, surcly !”
© “Pm just dusting them—yes,” said the
Doormat. *“‘As a new girl, I've got 1o
fag for my friencs, of course. It 1s the
customs: 2

1t is nothing of tho sovt!” Betly broke
in, with a look that was half-admiring and
half-pitying. )

“Daily, they've hecn making a fool of

ou. Come and meet the other girls of the

orm. I came here to invite you to a tea
which I am giving in my study in celebra-
tion of my election. Do please come
along.”

And Dally, because she was so obliging,
immediately did so.

be doing enough for other
i “These ave

CHAPTER 8.
Paula Puts Her Foot in it!
HEY found Study No. 12 already
I crowded, most of the girls giving a
helping hand in arranging Betty's
“ colebration ® banguet. Dolly had
just been intreduced to most of the girls
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when Madge Minden suddenly came back
from the passage pantry, where she had
been to get hot water, with a tale of woe.

“ Bother ! The hot water has gone off 1”7
sho whispered to Betty.. “Whatever shall
we do? It's quite cold!™

Betty felt the two jugs of water. Theix
contents were certainly not hot enough for
making tea.

“All right; Tl manage,” she said.
“Madge, you might run and ask DMiss
Redgrave if we may light a spirit-stovo on
a small table in the passage, explaining
why. And by the time you are back, I’h
have it all ready.”

“Right-oh !

. And Madge was off in a flash, returning
in a couple of minutes with a serenc
countenunce.

21

Miss Redgrave had given permission [or
the spirit-stove to be used, fecling sure
the girls would be very careful.

By that time, a small bamboo table from
one of the other studies had been dumped
down outside the study door, and on this
the kettle and stove were set, close to the
jee-cream mixer which Polly Linton was
working.

“ Anything doing yet, Polly?”
asked, after she had lit the stove,

“I’s getting harder to work,
means anything!” said Polly.
Here, girls, have a look!”

The girls looked at the alleged ice-cream,
and—well, they did not look twice!

“Urrrrr!?” shuddered Madge Minden.
“Give me teal”

“ QOui, oui ! agreed Trixic Hope
to French, as usual. “Vitn—quici(,
Thé pour moi—tea for me!”

So, a little tactfully, the girls persuaded
Polly to leave the ice-cream to mako itself,
whilst she joined them at the festive board.

The two big pots of tea_were filled with
boiling water, and then Madge placed a
further kettle of water on the stove just
outside,

She was retarning to the room, ready fo
sit down with the others, when somcone
wuddenly tmmed up at the door with a
simpering smile at her lips.

It was Paula Creel.

“Bai Jove, geals! My gwaclous, what a
spwead 17

Betty Barton looked round, with the tea-
pot poised over a cup. Then sho set down
the pot and got up.

Detiy

if  that
“But—

sticking
Betty !




“What do you want, Paula?” she asked
coldly

“Bai_ Jove—er—weally, I tl:oug—: I
would just look in, don’t you know.”

“Well, you've inohed in,” said Betty,
“and I hope you've scen enough io fu:el
certain we are gcmg te eujoy ourselves.”

“Yes, wather !
“8o now you can go.”

“What! My gwacions, though—weally!
What about ~buwying the hatchet, bai
Jove

“There ave limits” said Betty, amidst

from the scated

an approving murmur
“You were in the know about the

gucsts,

shabby game Cora and Judith \\cr{- havmg’1

with Dolly Delane. After that

"Ynu weally mean to say 1 am not wel-
come ?

“T mean just that.”

“Bai Jove!” gasped Paula. “Oh, vewy
well, geals! In that cese, I—I will with-
dwaw!”

But what Paula Creel really did was to
step backwards into the ice-cream mixer,
setting one foot in the chilly mixture.

“Oh!” she gasped.

“IIa, ha, ha!”

Burrrang, crash! Smash!

And Paula Creel, the ex-captain, extri-
cating a dainty foot from the overturn:
machine, hopped away, leaving blobs of ice-
cream all along the passage.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Poor Paula! Ha, ha, ha!”

Betty Barton’s guests werc in convulsions
of langhter as she shub the door and joined
them at the table.

Even in the days when lots of these girls
had been chummy with Paula, they ghad
always been ready to chuckle at her fatuous
ways.  Her simpering talk of her great
pndc in being an indolent, dressy ““awisto-
ewat ” had caused many a yell of laughter
before now, But never had she been quite
s0 amusing as when she made her exit into
that ice-cream mixer!

“But T wish it had been Cora and
JudLlh ” said Polly L1nlm|, whilst the cups
were being h:mdcd round.

1En:(:d Madge Minden.
“Only, of cnm-‘e‘ those girls are much too
bitter to-fecl like showing their faces.
Panla—she's just a stupid, not to be taken
seriously. Bul Cora and Judith——"

“Ob, don’t let's talk about them!
pleaded Betty Barton, looking very happy

now that she had finizhed pouring out tea.
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“I meant to bury the hatchet to-day, but

at came towan end when I found out
about that business with Dolly Dehme Are
you making a good teu, Dolly ?

*“Splendid, thanks!”

“Have a cream bun, Delly?”

“I've had one.

“Have another, then.”

"‘ But Oh, all right, since you say -
so!”

The Doormat gave in obligingly, and
there was another roar of laughter as she
took the pastry she did not want.

Then the girls round about began to offer
her things from all the different plates. She
saw what they were up to, and tried fo
make a stand against thew; but habit was
too strong.

Polly said: “ You must have a jam-puff 1”
so the Doormat took one. litta insisted
that she must have a second lemon-curd
cake, and so she took one of those, too!

Hor plate, in fact, was getiing quite piled
up \Wlh‘l eatables acwplt!d to oblige the
utlmr girls, when Betty mlurwne(l again,

o stop your teasing, pi‘leadefl
the capfain of the Form, ‘DDUV knows lt 8
all good-natured : still, you will— Hallo

Betty broke off in a rather stariled \‘iﬂ.y.

She turned sharply in her scat at the
table, to look towards the deor.

“Qucu-" she exelaimed.
smelt—-7"

“Something burning I” said Sybil Farlow,
sniffing.

“My ice-cream refrigerator,
last!” jested Polly Linton. *I say, Betty

Gracious!”

With Polly jumping up, giving that
startled ery, all the rest of the girls also
sprang to_their feet

Botty had stepped to

I thought I

working at

the door and

ﬂpened it,
The passa ontzide was full of smoke,
and, Jﬂthou i Betty slammeod shut the door

in an mslmlt what all the girls saw was
enough to warrant the terrified cry which
from their lips.

“TFire! The passage is on five!”

CHAPTER 9.
Dolly’s Bravery.
JT one girl was there whose face did
N not turn with alarm,
On the ocuter side of that slammed
door there was a blaze of five.
Only that brief glimpse of it had they
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obtained beforo Betty Barton wisely
slammed shut the door. But that glimpso
was enough to convince them all that they
were in great peril.

A firo in the passage—the very worsb
place where one could have broken out,
sinee it -cut off the girls’ escape.

No need to wonder how the blaze had
started. The efirit—stovc was to blame. It
had either exploded through some fault in
the making, scattering methylated spirit all
over the bamboo table, or clse Paula, when
she blundered into the ice-crcam machine,
gimst. have upset the lamp without knowing
it.

‘After one moment of utter dismay, Betty
opened the door again, just a few inches,
and peered out.

Even as she did so there was a mild ex-
plasion close to the burning table, end then
a greater blaze of flame.

She knew the cause.

The glass bottle of methylated spirit had
burst, and now a full quart of spivit was
adding to the mischief.

Always a girl to grow calm in any sudden
crisis, she pulled herself together and faced
round to appeal for steady action. Tre she
could voico ono word, however, the fatal
thing happened.

. Twa or three of the girls lost
completely.

Uttering frantic cries of dismay, they
darted to the sludy window, only to turn
away, wringing their hands and moaning
with despair as they realised that the room
was thirty fect from the ground, and the
window offered no means of escape.

Their panic proved infections. Another
moment, and tho greater number of echool-
girls were seized with the same wild alarm.

They surged to the window, then blun-
dered tmfethcr towards the closed door,
only to fall away from it with cries of
despair.

In the terrible commotion some of the
girls knocked over others without heing
aware of it, whilst one or two swooned
awey and knew no moro of what was hap-
pening.

“Qrder—order!” pleaded Betty desper-

.+ % Polly—"
“Ves, Betty, I'm keeping calm,” de-
slared Polly; and it was true enough.
“Girls, let’s take it quictly, and then—"

“We can make a rush for it, one by one,”
Betty called out abovoe the confusion of

their heads
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voices. Only keep calm, and it will be all

right |

%hs signed to two of the girls to stand
apart, close to her, and then she opened the
door. But at sight of the blaze in the pas-
sage the conple whom she had singled out
to be the first to dart past it shrank back
in terror.

Then one of the others, almost crazy with
panic, made the rush.

She must have got past the fire without
injury, for they heard her cry out joyfully;
and that ery should have done much to
allay the panie.

Tustead of that, however, it caused at least
half a dozen girls to rush at the door all in
the same instant.

They crushed together there, and Detty
and Polly had- all they could do to drag
back one or two, easing the way for others,

And now nearly all the rest came packing
avound the door, with the fire raging before
their eyes.

The thaugl-ht in all their panic-stricken
minds was all too apparent.

. 8ince the only means of escape was to
dash through the blaze, chancing any burns,
each wantcd to be first. For ' those who
stayed to the last were certain to meet with
greater risk, since the fire was growing
fiercer every moment.

In the midst of all this wild scene, Detty
was vaguely conscious of olly Delane
becoming one of the latest victims of the
panic. That girl began to_join in the mad
seramble, and Bettf eried out to her:

“Keep back, Dolly! Keep back, T tell

youl”

Tt was plainly an effort for Dolly to obey,
but she did so. Betty took no more notice
of her, but continued the exciting task of
casing the crush, dragging out girls who
were on the point of fainting.

Then suddenly the jam at the door was
ended. Several girls surged headlong into
the passage and dashed past the conflagra-
tion without succumbing to the heat.

Others followed. In twos and threes they
made the risky dash for safety—risky, an

yet it was the wisest thing to do, all t"ling;
considered.
'ho room was full of smoke by now.

Betty, conscious that most, if not all, of the
girls had got away, made a-rush all round
the study to sce for certain that no one was
still there. The only girl she blundered
against was Dolly Delane, and her she seized
by onc arm and hustled to the deor.
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“Go on, Dolly! Quick!™

“All vight; Dut you told me to——"

“It’s your twrn now!” panted Betty.
“We can both go, for we are the only
ones here. Tolly—she’s gone, yes. Come
on!"

And together they made their dash for
salety.

Taking a deep breath, and shutting their
eyes against tlie searing heat, they darted
desperately through the very heart of the
fire, mes playing about them for a
maoment.

Betty was almost overcome as she reeled
with Dolly out of the danger zone; but
even whilst Polly Linton was beating out
sparks that had fallen upon her ('Eum's
dress, the captain of the Form pulled her-
self together.

In a confused way she saw'that one of the
girls had run for a firc-extinguisher, and
was trying to use it. It was Madge Minden,
an:d that girl cricd out hoarsely :

“How do you work the thing? Quick!
Tell me!”

Betty snatched at the brass eylinder.
She knew how to work it. |
“All right, I'll inanage. Cect apnother—

quick " she panted, unserewing the nozzle,
“And water from the pantry—quick!”

At that instant, when a lot of the girls
were turning to rush off for further means
of coping with the fire, there was an alarm-
ing cry:

“Tess Trelawney! Where's Tess? She's |
not here!”

“Not here!” gasped Betty. - But—-"

“She is still in the study—must be!” was
the cry of dismay from soveral girls. *Oh,
what can we do? What can we do?

“Here, Pollyt Hold this!” Betiy said.

But Polly shook her head.

“No, Ill get her cut, Betty. You stick
to the extinguisher; you are the best hand
at_that.”

‘With those words, Polly made a dash to
get back through the fire to the study; but
a tongue of flame suddenly licked all about
her, and she dropped, having to be pulled
back to safety by Dolly Delane.

The new girl saw that Betty dare not hand
over the extinguisher to any of the other
girls without making matters far worse.
Iivery fraction of a secand told in the use
of the chemical by a deft hand.

She saw a look in Betty’s eyes which
plainly =aid:

“Td go if T could, Ihnt I must—T must

Jeave it to somebody else.
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So Dolly went hersell. i

With a rush she was back through tha
burning doorway, and for those in safety in
the passage there were moments of terrible
suspense, moments that scemed like hours,
whilst they wondered had she only got to the
study to fall senseless to the floor.

And then——

“Hurrah! Hurrah!”

It was one great, hoarse cheer of mad
relief as Dolly Delane came dashing through
the flames again, her mouth ang nostrils
swathed about with bits of white
cloth.

In her arms she held a swooning girl—
Tess Trelawney, whom, as she explained
afterwards, she had found lying unconscious
almost under the table.

Fager hands relieved the brave rescuer of
her limp bLurden, and then Dolly Delane
clawed the muffler from about her mouth
and tried to spealk.

But no words came from her parted lips.

Emitting only a sping sigh, she sud-

sone

denly drooped her eyelids and toppled to the -

{ floor in a dead faint.

CHAPTER 10.
Cheers for Dolly Delaine.

INING her eyes at lust, after what
O scemed to her a very big lapse of
time, Dolly Delane for in

¥
und hersel
the Fourth Forn dormitory.

She had been put to bed, and sezted
the bedside now was the junior mistress
the Form,

The great room was darkening with the
fall of night. Dolly glanced this way and
hat, hardly stirring, and what with the
decp gloom and her own stillness, she had
been conscious for a full half-minute before
Miss Redgrave looked round upon her and
saw her wide-open eyes.

“ At last, Dolly!” the junior inistress ex-
claimed happily.” “And you feel quite all
right, do you

ak
of

*0h, yes--ves!”

“We all felt certain there was nothin,
very muech the matter with you, dear,” sai
the junior mistress gently. *You were just
used up for the time being. But that was
more than two hours ago.”

“Two honrs!™

“Yes, as long ago as that. .

“It is all very quiet,” Dolly said, aftqr a
moment. “The last T remember, therg was
such an awful noise and excilement. The
fire——"
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“If you had not lost consciousness when[
vou did,” broke in the junior mistress, “you
would have seen the fire got under in the
fiext few minutes. That was largely thanks
to Betty Barton. She stuck to the extin-
E:ishcr work, and then some of the others

Iped with pails of water. When Miss
Massingham and I got to the passage, hav-
ing heard the disturbance, the fire was no
longer @ menace to the building.  But it
must have been quite that at one time.”

“ A nice thing if the whole place had been
buyrnt out!” Dolly Delane exclaimed simply.
“Will there be a—a row about it, please?
I mean, the spirit-stove—"

“0Oh, none of you girls were to blame;
you can set yonur mind easy about that!”
Fliss Redgrave hastened to assure the girl
“But what terrible peril you were in for
the moment! XNo one else in the school
knew thet a fire. had started.”

Dolly. *“All

“No, of course,” noddec
the Form was at the party.”

“All excepting the Urandways girls,
Ursula Wade, and Paula Crecl,” rejoined
Miss Redgrave. “ Panla was upstairs, chang-
ing; Ursula was in the quadrangle; and the
Cirandways sisters had gone for a walk,
being in a bit of a sulk about the party,
T suspect. So there was absolutcly no one
to notice the lire when it first started.”

“Well, if no one has suffered worse than
me,” smiled Dolly, *“there is nothing to
wmake a fuss about, thavk goodness!”

“ Yot we are going to make a fi
great fuss, by-and-by,” M
smiling down into Dolly’s
“You are going to have your name on
honour board, Dollv.”

“NMe—a new gi
bere n’duy or so!

ceyes,

“the

Why, I've only been
And—and what did T

“You risked your life to save Tess Tre-
lawney! You—"

#rom the head of the staivs came stealthy
sounds as of several girls appreaching the
dormitory very cautiously.

Dolly and Miss Redgrave watched the
door,

Presently it creaked a little wider open,
and in the gloom a cluster of anxious faces

e,

* whispered o voice. “Miss
Redgrave, how is she now, please”

“Q0h, you mayv come in, givls!” the junior
mistress” answered, in a  normal tone.

“Dolly’s quite all rvight.”
Then all the stealthiness gave place to
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a whirling rush of at least a dozen girls to
the bedside, headed by Betty Barton.

“ Dolly—oh, Dolly 1™ they began ; but Miss
Redgrave checked them with a gentle laugh.

““Now, girls, steady! The last thing
Dolly wants is to be smothered, after bein
nearly smothered by the fire.” N

“But she wants to be thanked! She—""

“T don't want to be thanked at all,” said
Dolly. “All I want is not to be laughed

t any more for being such a doormat.”

“The Doormat you got yourself called,

olly, dear, and the Doormat you must
remain,” said Betty, “Dut—""

“Oh, all right!”

“Ha, ha, ha! As obliging as ever
chackled o few of the girls.

“But when you hear us calling you that,”
went on Detty, “you know it's enly affec-
tion, Dolly. ¢ Doormat '—it makes one think
of doors, doesn’t it? And when we think
of this Doormat, girls, we shall always think
of a fiery door-—"

“ And Dolly coming out of it with Tess in
her arms!”

“Here's said that stepping
close to the bedside, “And wants to
know if yowll settle down in her study,
Dolly, starting to-morrow? You simply
must- i

“All right! said Dolly obligingly;
there was yet another peal of lnug%ltcr.

“Ol, but we sre prond of you!” cried
Betty, “1f we thought it really wouldn’t
do you any harm to give you a cheer, we—
Miss Redgrave, may wet”

“Well, girls, not too Jond.™

But that cheer, once it had started, swelled
and swelled until the very ceiling secmed
ta shake, whilst one after another all the

=
=
@

girl,

and

clainled & handshake with their
1oraine.,
“Hueralt! Hurrah! Hip, hip, hip e

“Yos, wather—hoowah !” chimed in a sim-
pering voice, as the girls were giving their
last  long-drawn-out  ovation. *“I quite
agwee, geals, Dolly is a hewoine—what !

And across the room came Paula Cre
Poula, with all her faults and weaknes
not such a bad girl at heart, after all!
like Cora and Judith, anyway, who, hover-
ing at the threshold of the room, merely
scowled sullenly.

“Pai Jove!” said Paula, holding out her
hand. “If you wiil pérmit me, olly
Delane, it will give me gweat pleasure!
Yo simply must, bai Jove!”

“Hu, ha, ha!”
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“T do not wegard myzelf as fwiendly with
eals who are [wiends of Detty’s,” said

anla, “I cannot forget, either, Lﬁat I was
made to feel widiculous—extwemely widicu-
lous—by being pushed into the ice-cweam
maker! Howevah, therc are times, don’t
you know, when onc weally must buwy
the hatchet—what !”

““Hear, hear!” laughed all the girls. “ And
ﬂlg‘(s is one such time, Paula.”

Yes, wather, I weally think I—|
Hallo, Cowa, darling! Hallo, Judy! 1 say, |
bai Jove, aren’t you coming in?*

But Cora and Judith turned quickly in
the doorway, and went downstairs together.

“ Paula, too!” hissed Cora fiercely. “Just
seo what it ‘means, Judith! She’s going the
way of all the rest!”

“Let her!” muttered Judith.

*“But it means,” said Cora, through her
clenched teeth, “we shall be left all alone
goon! Just you and I and Ursula—but
8ho’s no use—tho only girls in the Form still
against Betty Barton!™

CHAPTER 11.
Bearing it Alone.

-4 ETTY, what a glorious day for the
match [”
No answer.
“Betty, isn’t it simply a topping
afternoon £
There was something the matter with

Deity Barton, captain of the Fourth Form

at Morcove School, that was evident. |
Half a dozen time in the last two minutes |

her greatest chum, Polly Linton, had made
& romark without getting any response.

The two girls were in the study which they
always occupied together. Polly stood by
the window, gazing out delightedly upon
the sunny school grounds, whilst a fresh
breeze from across the sea blew in upon her,
fluffing_her hair,

But Betty, with her back to the window
and the sunshine, was scated at the table,
looking very thoughtful.

Ding, dong! went the school chimes.

Ding, dong!

“Half-past two,” said Polly Linton. *Tho
Combe House team will be here any minute
now, Betty, dear—"

“Yes, Polly. Were you speaking 7"

PQHK stared at her chum in amazement.

“What the dickens is the matter with you,
Betty ?” she exclaimed. “You’ve been like
this ever since first thing this morning.
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Yet you got out of bed in such high spirits
—as excited as any of us about the match.
Betty, dear, is there nomethinf———"

Polly’s usual flippancy was all gone now.
She was the loving friend, standing close
to Betty, with one hand resting sympathet-
ically on that girl’s shoulder.

“If there is anything worrying you,
Betty, dear, surely you can tell me 17

“I—no, Polly.”

“ Nothing worrying you 1”

“Nothing that T %eel I ought to worry
you about,” said Betty, “I know what you
are, Polly—always so ready to go halves
with_any trouble. Buot——"

“Tell me, Betty. I think you might!”

“I think I'd better not,” answered Betty.
“It’s nothing to do with the school or my
captainey.”

“News from home, then—bad news?”’

“Oh, Polly, please—"

“All right! I'm sure
pry, dear—"

“You are not prying. You simply want
to help mo if you can, and—and I feel it is
not right to let yon!”

Betty got up from her chair, took a turn
about the room, and at last looked out of
the window.

“ Just help the Form, as T know you will,
Polly, for all you are worth. Help defeat
Combe House, and for one day you will
have done quite enough to show what a

I don't want to

brick you are

“ All right ¥ nodded Tolly, marching back
to the door. “If that's all, T can easily
promise you satisfaction.” .

And she passed from the room, affecting
all her usual madeap spirils, although she
did not slam the door behind her with the
usual boisterous crash.

Left to herself. Betty commenced to pace
to and fro. Now and again sho seemed to
make an effort to banish the anxicties that
troubled her, and with the intention of going
down to the field she even got as far as the
study door.

But always her secret trouble chained her
to this quiet room, and presently she was
back at her chair by the table, sitting there
with elbows on the table-edge and her pretty
face framed in her hands.

The chimes sounded again, but even the
iron-tongued bells failed to rouso her with
their summons.

Hoaving & deep sigh, she took a crumpled
letter from her pocket, spread it upon the

table, and read it through very elowly,
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- There were portions of the letter to which
her oyes returned again and again, and al];
the. time she sighed heavily.

Then suddenly the bells pealed once more.
Ding, dong! went the quarters, and after
they had ended the biggest bell of all
vibrated on_the air.

Bong! Bong! DBong!

Three o'clock! -

The Combe House girls had turned up in |
good time. Down on the field now the rival
teams were waiting for Betty.

What overwhelming anxicty was hers that
she could no longer even fight back the tears ‘

that hed been trying for hours to flood her
eyes?

She was almost crying now. Only by the |
greatest effort did she check the tears by
wiping them swiftly from her lashes and
then jumping up, to walk about the room.
Poor Betty, suddenly saddled with such a
big load of secret sorrow on a day that had
promised to be such a happy one!

Happy had all her days been E'ust. lately,
and often had she caught herself thinking
how wonderful it all was—that she, who
had been so despised when first she came
to Moreove School, not so many weeks ago,
should have become the Form’s elected cap-
tain; should have won for hersell such fine
friends as Polly Linton, Trixic Hope, and
Madge Minden; should have made such a
change, too, in the whole life of the Form.
But now—

This sudden sccret trouble bad befallen
her, coming like a holi from the blue, and
hore she stood, feeling utterly broken down
with grief and anxiety, whilst down in the
ficld many tongues were asking what the
Form captain meant by keeping them wait-

ing.

@Qtart without her!” exclaimed Cora
Grandwaye, her tone betrayimg all her un-
dying animosity towards the absent captain.

“That's right!” agreed Cora’s sister
Judith.

The two girls were secretly glorying in
Betty's absence, hoping that it would g
offence all round. And, indeed, there were
not a few girls who, friendly as they had
been towards Betty, were looking irvritated.

«J{'s swank—sheer swank!” went on Cora,
trying her hardest to make mischief, *Just
because the girl is captain, she thinks she
-is entitled to keep us all waiting!”

“«Pai Jove, Cown, deah,” simpered Paula
Creel, “it weally is d "\-‘)(*(‘fllh“

“T don't see that you need make a song
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about .it, anyway.” said Polly.
not playing in the match, Paula

“Much to my gweat welief!” answered
Paula. * Cwicket, to my mind——"

But the crowd on the field was spared
Paula’s scathing opinion of ericket, for sud-
denly several girls cried out joyfully:

“Here's Betty! Come on, Betty-—slow-
coach!”

The breathless girl was soon the centre of
ttering erowd, which included most of

e7

“You are

I

the visiting team, and now Cora and Judith
Crandways walked apart together, exchang-

ing whispers full of malice,

“Sho’s worried about something, of course,
But what?’ Cora asked her sister softly.
“T sav, Judy, I wondor if——"

.“She had a letter from home this morn-
ing; we know that, anyhow,” whispered
back Juadith,

“Then it's some trouble to do with her
people, you may depend upon that,” Cora
reasoned gloatingly. “A trouble she feels
she must keep scerei, too; that's the queer
part_about it!”

“Yes. She hasn't even confided in Polly,
although they are such close friends!”

Cora gave a sudden smilo.

“My word, 1 do hope it is. something
that means an end to her being ab this
school. Judy, I tell you what—-"

“Well 27

Cora spoke in a lower tone than ever.

“T'Il write home to dad and mother about
ihis business,  Betty’s people live in our
town, don’t they?”

“ And dad always knows everyone's busi-
noss " chuckled Judith. My word, yes, ib
will be 2 laik if we find out!”

The scheming sisters checked their
whispered talk as Paula Creel camo up,
“Vour side is fielding [rst, geals,” she

drawled, “so I wish you good-bye, don't
vou know, and good luck, what! I sha!l go
for a stwoll myself, ewickot matches being
to much of a stwain for me to watch.”

“(ood luck, did you wish us?” grinned
Cora. “Ha, ha, ha!”

“He, he, he!” tittered Judith.

“Vou sce, Paula darling,” Cora explained,
“we are not cxactly keen on winning the

match! Tt only means winning it for our
precious  captain,- for her to get all the
credit.”

“And so,” chuckled Judith, *“if T muft a
fow catelies, and get out first ball, you'll
know why it is. Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove!” said Paula, with her mouih
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wide open. “Well, geals, I don’t pwofess to
be a fwiend of Betty Barton’s. The fach
that she onece went to a council school, bai
Jove, is a gweat dwawback, I'm afwaid.
But aren’t you playing it wather low-down
on hcl‘ ?”

“0Oh, we know you are not hall as bitter
against her as you used to be,” Cora said
sulkily. *You are going over to Detty like
all the rest.”

“1 wegard Detty with mixed feelings,”
said Paula. “As a member of an awisto-
ewatic family, don’t you know, it is too
much to expect me to be weal fwiends with
her. Yes. wathah! At the samo time,
Cowa deah, the geal has her good points.”

ANl right! We don’t want to have a list
of them!”

“I will only mention ome,” said Paula.
“Botty mak.s a far better captain than I
made. Yes, wathah, bai Jove!”

And with that emphatic remark—which
was surely to her eredit—Paula Creel, with
that minecing step of hers, departed for her
“stwoll,” entting a very stylish, dainty
figure as she drifted across the grass.

“Never mind, Cora,” Judith
soothed her sister, who was b
“You and I arve now going to
et 1
ot !” muttered Cora. “Ji's going
to bo anything but ericket 1 shall play—as
Betty‘r Barton will see before the match is
over !

ndways

CHAPTER 12.
Mot ' Cricket.””

T is safe to say that the Combe House

I team had come over to Morcove expect-

ing a licking. They went in to bat
with couragcous feelings. At the same
time, their private opinion was that they
would be lucky if they knocked up thirty
runs between them.

But now, wonder of wonders for the
visitors, the match had been going on for
ten minutes or so and not a wicket of theirs
bad fallen.

No thanks to Polly Linton, as tho Combe
House girls were saying to themselves.

olly was at the top of her form, and her
bowling was full of cunning. If the Cembe
House givls at the wickets were keeping
their ends up, and even snatching a few
runs now and then, it was because the Mor-
cove fielding was not on a par with the
bowling.

ng a lip-

For
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Already Cora Grandways had muffed &
catch, and twice her sister Judith had
bungled a throw-in when, if she had only

cen reasonably  sharp, somebody might
have had to walk off with a rueful shrug at
having been *run out.”

Nor were the Grandways girls the only
couple who scemed to be letting down their
side in a most shocking way.

Betty was not making a brilliant showing
by any means,

In her case, however, it was plain to all
who watched that she was simply out of
form, and wild with herself for being so.
Sowme of the onlookers soon hegan to suspect
that Cora and Judith didn’t really care
whether their side won or lost; but nebody
could harbour such a suspicion against

ey,

Ten runs te the good were Clombe House
when the fivst wicket foll. And up with &
bound had gone their spirits by the time the
next girl had gone in to bat.

Polly made one or iwo changes in the
field, and then the first ball of 2 new over
went spinning down tho pitch.

It was for the girl who had just come in
to tackle it. She swiped blindly, and the
ball went up, up—an easy eatch for Betty,
towards whom it was going to fall.

And Betty missed it!

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

The fortunate Combe Idouse girl sighed
with relief.

“Betty, you duffer!” sang out one or two
members  of the Morcove crowd. “Pull
yourself together, Betty !

Sorry,”” Betty ecried, very ruefully. *T
—I'm doing my best. At least, it is the
best T can manage to-day.”

“Bhe's dead off the game,” muttered
Ethbel Courtway, the head girl of the school,
watching from the shade of a big clm<ree.
“What's the reason, I wonder?” =

Nobody troubled to answer, for now
another ball was speeding down. Another
swipe, and then a shouted “Go on!” from
Eo]rlnba House, for Cora failed to ficld the
all,

It shot past her, and was stopped instead,
by Madge Minden,

Madge threw in, with the batting girls
still running hard; but the throw fell shorf, -
and Cora ought to have caught it np and
sent it tho rest of the way in a flash.

Instead, she handled it in the most listless
fashion, threw in blindly, and another run
was seized,
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Then the disaster scomed to infect other
girls who were fielding.

They allowed Combe House to get twos
when there should have been only ones.
They missod catches time after time, and it
was entirely thanks to Polly Linton that
any change at all took place in the baiting.

For Polly's fellow bowler—Sybil Farlow
—was scon off the geme, too, and DPolly’s
were the only balls that laid out any
stumps.

Fitty-three runs had Combe House scored
at eight wickets down. Tifty-three!

Tor onco in her lifetime Polly, the cock-
sure, must have felt anything but hopeful.

“T'm sorry.” pleaded Sybil. “I did hope
to do better at my end, Polly, but I secem
to have caught the complaint of cther girls.
Can't you try someone elso?”

“Rut who is there?” sighed Polly, look-
ing around, No one that I can rely onm,
unless— Dolly! Here a second !”

Dolly Delane, a new girl who had been
dubbed *“The Doormat,” owing to her
obliging disposition, came running up at
once.

“«Vour fielding hasn’t been so bad, any-
way,” said Polly. “Can you bowl a fow
overs?” -

« Anything to oblige,” said Dolly. “Yes,
certainly !”

“(o to -the other end and bowl,” said
Polly grimly. “Bowl as if your life de-
pended on geting the rest out without
another run! You at your end, Dolly, and
T at mine, have got to stop this business !
Fitty-three! Oh, help! What would my
brother say ?”

So Dolly did just as she was told, as was
ever the way with her. Tt was said of her
that if von asked her to lie down and let
you wipe your feet on her she would do it

to oblige. And so she was called “The
Doormat.”

“What will she do, T wonder?” Ethel
Courtway pondered aloud, still watching

from the shade of tho elm. “It’s always
nice to see an untried girl take a hand at
the bowling, and—"
“Whoe-ooo!” breathed a score of other
onlookers, Look at that! She's—-"
“Ont 17

No mistake about it.

With her very first ball Dolly had lein a
middle stump flat upon the turf!

“It's %lmi\t—toppingt" Polly commented.
“But—oh, let me weep and gnash my

2
‘mu&h! Send for sackecloth and ashes—
uick 1

“Fecling a bit jealous?” asked Graco
Garfield.

“Jealous! I'm thinking what a noodle 1
was not tz put Dolly on before. Dolly,
you're to get that next %ir] out ditto!”

“All right! [ I can,” was the obliging
answer.

And Dolly did!

There was no repetition of that middle
stump business, but she sent down a tricky
ball that the batting girl just tipped and
instantly wished she hadn't.

Polly made & whirling dart, one arm
stretched to the sky.

The ball lodged between her finger-tips,
and stayed there, and again the loud cry

All out, too, this time. But what a score
for Morcove, in its present bad form, to try
to beat, Inifty-three!

Cora Grandways and Diana Forbes went
in first, and whilst they were_getting ready
for play Detty came up to Polly, locking
very shamefaced.

“Polly, I—1 don’t know what you must
think of me. I do feel wild with mysclf
for the awful game I've played!”

¢I only feel wild about onc thing, and
that is your not telling me what's been
gelting on your nerves,” Polly answered.
| % As for the match, never mind! We licked
them that other time. Desides, we aro
going to win, after all.”

Some of the Combe House girls, hearing
this, smiled amongst themsclves. They
knew Dolly.

“Aren't you just a little bit oplimistic 77
one of them suggested.

“Bless youa, yes!” Polly answered, beamn-
ing. *Never say die! That's our maotio!
1 say, Dolly! Here a second !”

Polly came up, obliging as ever.

“I'm going in next, said Polly. * When
you join me you're to help me puil this
match out of the fire-—see?”

“All right!”

“It's up to us,” said Polly. * Del
T say, Trixic, what is it they say in
when you're oub of action?

“Hors de combat,” said ‘T

Trixic Hope prided he
although it did not always cor
text-books.

“Qui, oui!” nodded Tolly
the game completely, &
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the others have gone to picces. So re-sister.  “Wonderful how the Form hég

menther 1

At that instant Cora was out for a
“duck,” and Polly went in to bat, eutting
the first ball to the boundary.

That_first hit scemed to be a bit of a
fluke, however, for she cortainly did not
pile up the runs during the rest of the
over.  And then Diana Forbes was caught,
and Dolly Delanc was already wanted for
the other wicket.

_ A fine partnership she and Polly made of

t

After spending a raiher nervans minute
or two getting “set,” Dolly started in io
punish tho Combe House bowling quite as
desperately as Polly, Twenty-six runs was
the score by ihe time the Doormat was dis-
missed by being caught at slip, and twelve
of those runs were hers, ¢

Polly Linton, left behind, saw Belly
coming out to Join her, and she had great
hopes of her chum _doing better at the
wicket than she had done on the field.

Dut, alas, after scraping through one over
in which Polly knocked up several rnms,
the captain of the Form was in disgrace
again.

Snick ! went her bails, and Betty was out
for a “duck.”

Tt was awful!

So she was saying to herself, and so
others were saying openly, as she returned
to_the hit of shado under the clms.

Ethel Courtway came up to her in a
minute or so, mixing a word of sympathy
with_her regret.

“This is_very terrible, Betty,” said the
captain _of the school.  “What's {he
reason 17

“Oh, don’t ask me, please!”

“But it's not like you to go to picces,”
went on Ethel, “I’'m afraid something must

be wrong. If that's ihe case, and you are
in nced of any help, any advice, you
know: il

“Thank you, Ethel; it’s like you to be so
kind,” Betty said, rather gulping out the
words. “But—— Oh, Madge is out now,
and she hasn't scored!”

“Gracious!”  was
# Another ¢ duck,’ too!”

Another duck's-egg of & nought was
entered in the score-books.

Cora Grandways went by close to where
the school captain was standing.

“Wonderful show we are making, aren’t
we, Judy?” the jeering girl called to her

Lthel's  comment.

bucked up at games since Betty was made
capta s :

Etl Courtway was bound to hear the
sneer; but she chose to ignore it, casting &
pitying glance at Betty as she walked away.

Presently the suecring started again, One
or two more wickets had fallen, Polly still
being the anly girl who could keep her end
up, and Cora strolled across to look at the
scoring shect.

“Ha, ha. ha!
chuekled.  “Thirt;
down !”

“0Oh, we’ve lost,” declared Judith, with
a shrug. *“And I hapo it has taught some
people a lesson.  The Form was going to do
such  wonders under Betty Barton's
captainey !

YWell, I, for one, can remember our
doing far better than this under Paula
Creel,” said Mabel Rivers. She was a
girl who had been supperting Beity lately,
but who now secemed inclined to lay tho
blame for the coming defcat upon the Form
captain.

Nor did poor Betty feel that this was
unfair. 8he had no great opinion of herself
as a cricketer, but she did feel that for the
Form captain to have played such a poor
game was largely the cause of others in the
team going to “pieces.” 1f only she could
have come on to the with a steady
nerve and a proper sp matters wouldn’t
have been going like this.

But, oh, it was no use! That letier from
home had been preying on_her mind all the
time. In a sense, she had not been taking
part in any cricket match this afternoon.
Heart and head alike were far away from
Morcove—far away in that Lancashire town
from which the letter had come. Mother—
dad! She was with them all the time in the
spirit. And—ob, if she could only be with
them !

A sudden outery brought her back to her
actual surroundings. .

Combe House was cheering again at the
fall of another Morcove wicket.

The score was only thirty-nine, and now
the last girl was going in to bat with Polly,

Invineible Polly, still keeping her end up
grimly, was_fighting such a singlo-handed
fight as wonld ﬁnvc made her brother shout
his praises had he been here to sec her,

And maybe Polly was saying to herself if
only she could get the batting she would
geb cvery one of those runs needed to win

How ridieulous it is!” she
six runs, and six wickets
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tho match. It might be & case of “sncak-
ing 7 some, but if only her partner would
run—just run hard at every possible chance
—the winning score might yet be achieved,

hat a partner was this, however, for
desperato Polly, It was Judith Grandways
who had gone in last, and Judith little cared
about backing up Betty's chum. Help Polly
to win the match? Not likely !

A few more runs Polly was able to hit off,
and then suddenly the end came.

Polly made a cut at a ball that should
have meant one safe run. She hersclf sped
off, calling to Judith:

“ Come on—quick "

Judith ran out from her end, but only a
yard or two, Then, with Polly already half-
way down the pitch, she turned back.

‘ghe ball had been fielded. Polly, find-
ing that Judith had not backed
darted back to the empty wicket.

Turiously she dashed to save that wicket,
but too late! Off went the bails, and up
went a dolighted ery from all Combe House.

“How's that?”

“Qut!"”

The match was over. DPolly, let down
ghamefully by Judith, had been run out,
with twenty-seven runs to her credit.

The Morcove total was only forty-four,
and Combe House had won by mine runs!

“T'm so gorry 1 let you down, Polly,”

rinned Judith Grandways, coming across to
the one girl who had distinguished herself
in the match. “I really c:)ulgn’t, help it.”

b & supfmsn you couldn't,” said Polly.
“ After all, sportsgirls, like spertsmen, arc
born, not made!”

And she walked away, leaving Judith
squirming nt the thrust that had been dealt

er.

er up,

CHAPTER 13.

Beware, Betty

TIAT cvening the junior mistress of

I the Fourth Form heard a tap at her
study door:

“Come in!” she called, and then

stood up to woleome the visifor with & very

fri&nd]y smile,

May I havo a word with you, Miss Red-
grave 7" asked Detty. i
“The very girl I have heen feeling

inclined to send for,” replied the mistress.
%80 you can tell how pleased 1 am to see
vou.  Well, Betty 7

She drew forward a chair for the Form
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captain, bul Beity remained standing, look-
ing very ill at case.

“Were vou really wanting to see me?”
the schoolgirl broke out. ‘It must have
been because you were disgusted, like
everybody else, at onr losing the match.’’

**No, Betty—""

“I am not exactly in high favour this-
morning,” said Betty woefully. ‘‘Miss
Massingham gave me anything buk a pleased
look just now—and no wonder! We ought
to have won that match.”

“The best of teams will go to pieces
sometimes, Betty.” -

“It is very kind of you to say that,””
yeturned poor Betty. ‘‘But I didn't come
here to try and explain away the defeat,
or to geb it explained away for me. Miss
Redgrave, I—I—"

Betty paused in econfusion.

“Well, dear?”

“1 came to see you about the Pinkerton

Prize.

“The Pinkerton Prize! Why, I had no
idea you were interested in it.”

1 have made up my mind to go in for it
if T am eligible.”

“Oh, you are eligible, Belty,” said the
junior mistiess, persuading the Form cap-
fain to sit down at last. ‘It is open to
every girl in the school—"'

] mean to say, if I am in time to give
in my name as a candidate.”

“VYopu are just in time,”” answered Miss
Redgrave. ‘‘The list goes on the board
in the morning, and that list is final. But
—you mustn’t mind my saying this, Betty
dear—do you think you had better enter
for the prize this term? You have not
been long at Momcove.”

Betty was silent, but the look in her
eyes showed that she was very keen on
winning that prize if she could.

“You know the form in which the prize
is competed for, of course,”” went on Ruth.
““It is a prize of twenty pounds. There is
only one subject for the examination—a
au}-prisa ,subje('t.”

Nres?

«That is the eole purpose of the Pinker-
ton Prize,”’ continued the jmlio!‘ mistress,
1t is intended to test girls’ general know-
ledge, their papers being judged accord-
ing to the standards of knowledge expeoted
from the diffevent Forms. For example,
supposing the surprise subject turns ouk
to be a certain period of English history."
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As Miss Redgrave paused, Betty gave
an atlentive wod.

““Well, you und other girls in the Fourth
Form would write the best pnlper you conld
about that period of English history. Girls
in higher Forms would do the same, and
perhaps their papers would show a much
greater knowledge of the subjeet. But when
the candidates’  vavying ages and their
Forms were taken into account it might
easily be that you or any other Fourth-
Form girl would secure the prize.””

“That is just how it has all been ex-
plained to me by Polly Linton,” said Betiy.
**And so, really, there is no reason why I
should not compete——""

“‘Except the reason I have hinted at,”
broke in Miss Redgrave. ‘‘Of course, dear,
I don’t want to discourage you; it is not
my duty to do that. But you have not had
time {o acquire much learning at Morcove,
this being your first term.”

““Oh, I know there is a great chance of
my making a duffer of myself, like—like I
did on the field to-day,”’ Betiy said, with a

sad smile. “‘At the same f{ime, the sur-
prise aub{'fact might happen 10 be one
that I-—

‘“Yes, dear, T know. Yon were no
ignoramus when you came to the school,
The teaching you had prior to that was a
sound one, and I fancy you have always
been a great reader. So enter for the prize
by all means, Betty, and goed luck attend
your effor{s.”

The two were standing up now, and the
mistress’ right hand went out to Betty,

“You kunow, dear,” added the junijor
mistréss, very quietly, ‘““your career at this
school is one I am wedehing, night and
day, with the keenest interest. When you
were made captain, replacing a givl who had
let down the Form very badly with her
-slacking, T was so thankful. T felt suve
that with you as captain a new era had
dawned for the Form,”

“‘There was a good deal of the old era
about to-day’s match!’ Betly grimaced.

**Bother the. match!” langhed Miss Red-
grave. “If is not an isolated disaster that
counts, hut the gencial striving for a goal,
day by day. You were off the game this
alternoon, Betiy, and so were others.”

“Wasn’t -Polly wonderful " exclaimed
Betly. ““And she hasn’t been a bit savage
with me at the way I went to pieces! It's
some of the girls who played as badly as
I did who are rounding on ‘me so bitterly.”
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“You will find it is like that all throughi
life, Betty,”” was the half sorrowful answer.
“Polly is not the sort to make a song
about your being a bit off colour. For
that is all it ounted to in your case,
Betty. And I only wanting to see you
this evening to ask: Is anything worrying
you?

“Nothing that T feel it is wise fo talk
about, please,” answered Betty. **You
dow’t know what a temptation it is for me
to explain, when I have such offers of
sympathy from you, and Hthel Courtway,
and Polly. But—-"

She drew a deep breath and shook her
head.

“There are some troubles one ltEEl,lt

t,

to
bear alone, that’s how I look at it,”’ she
said. “If it were anything to do with the
school, or tlie life of the Form, then it
would be so different.” As the mistress
veleased her hand, after pressing it, she
added: ““So you will enter my name for the
Pinkerton Prize, won't you?”

“Certainly, Betty! But what do you
want with (wenly pounds?”’  jested ‘the
junior mistress.  Ave you mnot rolling in
weallh—you and your “people—now that
your uncle is home from the States with
a huge fortune?”

“I—I want fo win that prize.”’

“‘The girls will think you greedy,” smiled
Miss Redgrave. *‘What does Polly Linton
say about your going in for an exam. that
is_only held for a money prize?’!

Betty coloured.

“Polly doesn’t know yet. I—I am going
back to tell her now.”

“I expect,” said Miss Redgrave, follows
ing the gl to the door, “you have some
fine reasoun, really, for wanting to win that
twenty pounds. TIf you win it, Betty, we
shall find you giving it all away to some
deserving cause. It would be just like
you.”"

“No, T—"

“Go along with you, and don’t pretend,’?
langhed the junior mistress. *‘Goodhighty
dear, and good luck!” : .

Then the door closed between them, and
Betty went very slowly back to the study
where she had left Polly, whilst the miatr
found a list of names of Fourth Fer
scholars who had alveady entered for. the
contest, and added Betty's to it. :

That list was given an hour later to Miss
Somerfield,  the headmistress, and on the
following morning the whole string of nameg
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appeared In iypescript on the school’s chief
notice-board.

It was a notice thut did not excite much |

interest at first.

The Pinkerton contesi took place once
every term, so it was by no means a novelty.
And again it was a contest for which the
usual entrants were givls who could do with
a little hard cash.  Such girls were not
looked down.upon as being * paupers ’—
except perhaps by just a few snobs, such
as one linds at any school.

ut the very Tact that the prize was
scrambled for by needy scholars caused
most of the other girls 1o turn a blind eye
to the whole business, so as to spare the
competitors’ feelings.

In other words, amongst nice girls at
Morcove, it was not considered good taste
to make the Piukerton Prize o topic of

conversationn  One never knew whase feel- |

ings one might be wounding.

%ub by-aud-by that list on the mnotice-
board caused enough talk amengst a cer-
tain section of the school, and that section
was the Fourth Form.

Loud talk, too!

““Why, look! Betly Barton has enteved !’
Cora Grandways almost shouted, eoming
ont of school at midday.

“Bai Jove,” ejuculated DPaula. “Oh, T
say 1"’

“Oh!” jeered Judith.
why owr wonderful Form captain let down
her side yesterday. She was bothering all

* the time about winning a precious money
prize !

The sneering outery arrested other giris
who were coming away from the class-

room.

Many of these, whatever their own
achievement on the field had been yesterday,
were feeling very sore about Beity. She
was captain of the Form, and captains
mustn’t go to pieces, whatever others do!

And now their attention was being drawn
to the fact that Betty had entered for the
Pinkerton!

““Ratber infra dig, to say the least,” re-
marked Mabel Rivers coldly.

“Infwa dig, bai_Jove! = Weally, geals,””
drawled Paula. “I may have done some
fwightful things when I 'was captain, but 1
didn't go gwubbing after money prizes,
what 7'

“Twenty pounds! What does Betiy want
with  twenty pounds?”’ exclaimed Elsie
Drew bitterly. Her own name was on the
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ylist, and she had not sought to disguise the

act that twenty pounds would be very
useful to her. Bhe cume of a good fumily,
but they had been badly hit by the war.

“It’s in the blood,” suid Cora scornfully.
“IE you liave o washerwoman for your °
mother, and a cadging cripple for a father,”
you can’t help picking up a copper where
you ean.”’

“T thought the Burtons weve all rolling:
in wealth now,” said Novah Nugent.

““Yes, bui Jove!  Simply wolling in it,
what 7
*Perhaps that was only Betty’s swank,”,
d Grace Gurfield. “Giving us to under-
stand that she bad heaps of moncy.”” 1

“*Oh, no,” snid Cora. “Judy and I know
all the facls, for Betty comes from owr
town, remember. The ]‘{}arlons have really
got fons of cash wow, and this grubbing
for more is simply in the blood, I tell
you.” :
“Gweat  goodness!”’  commented Pauls
“How welieved T am when I wecollect t!
I belong {o a wather aristoewatic fur
above all that sort of thing, what?" .

“And they made her captain—youn, all
of yon, mude her captain?’ Cora eried re-
proachlully at the girls standing avound.

on voted for ber, and now see what
yow've done for yourselves!'”

“Yes, bai Jove! You know, geals, T
always did- wegard it as a_gweat pily that
Betty got in. Her family is wenowned
neither for b ¥ nor bwuins—can’t he!”

“Her fami sneered  Judith.  “Tt’s
only a few months ago her mother was
cleaning onr steps at home, and her hum-
bug of a father was beidg kept out of
chavity,”

“That’s right,” added Cora.
we {old you—-7"

“Yes, wathuh youw've told ns a gweat
deal too often.” said Paula, feaving she was
going to be “‘bored.’’ ‘‘Pway, spare my
feelings, Cowa darling. T wegaid this going
in for the Pinkerton as vewy infwa dig,
dow’t you kuow. But pway let it end at
that!”

But Cora and Judith would do nothing
of the sort.

With sceret delight they had seen how
this entering lor the Pinkevton had lowered
Betty’s prestige. Many a girl who had
been supporting the new Form capiain was
now feeling her loyally severely taxed.
And thut sort of thing had got to be taken
advantage (1] . -

s

“I think
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“Judy,” exclaimed Cora, as soon as the
two were alone in their study, “‘we’ve got
a really great chance now! There is Ella
Flgood and Grace Garfield, Etta Hargrove,
Elsie Drew, Sybil Farlow—oh, I believe T
could count a” dozen of our old fellowing
who may come back to us over this!”

Judith nodded, her eyes agleam with
delight.

“Put it that Polly, Madge, Trixie—oh,
and the new girl, the Doormat persou—
will stick by Betty through thick and thin,”
she said, ‘““we can reckon all the vest will
come back to us.”

“Yspecially,” said Cora, lowering her
voice, ‘‘if Betty wins the prize—and wins
it unfaicly !

“Unfairly 1"

Cora took a prowling turn about the
stud%. thinking hard.

“Yes,”” she exclaimed at last, very softly,
“T've got a splendid idea. It means we
shall want someone to help us, Judy; but

“Upsula Wade?”  suggested  Judith.
“It’s the sort of job for Ursula.”

And Cora nodded, smiling.

“Quite right, Judy darling. It is just

the job for Ursula!”

CHAPTER 14,
A ‘“Jdon' for Ursula.
FTER dinner Cora Grandways came

A into the study, bringing Ursula

Wade with her,
“8it down, Ursula,” she said.
“Then I will tell you what my sister and 1
want you to do for us."’

Ursnla seated herself, her shifty
glancing from one sister to the other.

She was a sly gil, generally despised,
nor had Cora and Judith any fondness for
her company. Indeed, it was not so long
since Cora had vowed that she would have
nothing more to do with this girl, who had
bungle% badly over a scheme which, had it
succeeded, would have been a big blow at
Betty Barton.

But at present Cora, being in real need
of an ally who was not troubled with
si:mplevs, was disposed 1o forget all about
that.

“You know all about the
Prize, of course,” she began.

“T'm going in for it myself,” said Ursula.
“T'm never too well off to despise money !’

“Oh, you are going in for it! So much

eyes
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the better,”” smiled Cora. “You will be
all the keener, then, about trying to beat
Betty Barton.”

““She can't need the money as much as
lI do,” Ursula said, in that sullen way of
hevs.

““But she means to grab that twenty
pounds if she can,” rejoined Cora, *‘and—
Ursula, I won’t beat about the bush. My
sister and T don’t mean Beity to get that
prize! Or, if she does get it. she is to be
accused of cheating afterwards.'

“It amounts to the san
know,” said Judith. ““She wi
the money back."”

““‘Besides being expelled,
nodded Cora.

Ursula wetted her lips.

“Well” she asked hinskily.

“This is our idea,”’  wenl on Cora, in a
whisper. “First, we must get to koow
somehow, if possible, what the subject is
that will be eet for the cxwmn. It's a sur-
prir‘«'e'su‘ujeuf,—f"

thing, you
lve to give

very iika]y,"—

“Qupposing for the moment the subject
is weography —a certain part of the world—
the British Colonies we will say. e mi
pet Betty suspected of having got to know
that that was to be the subjeci, and having
read up all about the Dritish Colonies.
See ?”

“ But—but—""

“Tt will be quite easy,” rushed on Cora
softly. *“One or two of i
books from the library deu
subject to be set, and we sh
into Betty's study on the Q.
she happens to pull off the p

“We can charge her with cheating,’”
struck in Judith.” **And then, Ursula, per-
haps the prize will zo to you.”’

ra was nodding and smiling, whilst
Ursula still leoked from one to the other,
drinking in everything eageriy.

“ Because, don't you sce,”” Cora went on,
“you will have had a chance to read up
the subject, Ursnla. You will be the only
«irl who will have had a chunee to do so.
Ouly find out for us sunchow what the
surprise subject is to be, and that prize
is as good as yowrs.” .

Ursula’s eyes flickered. £ E

“Yes, I see what you mean,” she said.
“But aren’t you asking me o do the im-

possible 7 Find out what the surprise sub+
ject is going to be?! Ii—it can’t
done!"”

£
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“It can, I do believe.,” Cora answered
excitedly. “We all know the course that
is followed every time this contest comes
round. A régistered leiler arrives from
the school governors for Miss Somerfield.
It contains the printed question which the
headmistress is to pul before the candi-
dates at the time of the exam. So,
Ursnla——

“IE you can only get a look at that
letter!'” struck in Judith. *“Can’t vou do
that, Ursula? Can’t you nose round—seize
. your chance to find ont what the subject
is to be? History, geography, scripture—
think what it means for you' if you know

in advance.”

The sly girl got up from her chair, She
was_trembling slightly,

“Ivs very risky,” ehe said. “‘Ti—if I
ehould get canght—* .

“You won’t—not you!” urged Judith.

“*And even if you do,”’ added Cora,
“Judy and I will try and get you out of
the bother. We—we'll make it up to you
somehow, Ursula. You know Judy and I
are not exactly paupers. Besides, you can
always plead that you were tempted—turn
on a few tears—and it will be overlooked.”

“Yes." Ursnla’s white face was looking
less uneasy now. *‘I suppose T conid always
get myself out of any trouble that way.”

“Then you will 2’

“Tl try, yes!”

“Good!” burst out Cora, clapping her
hands softly. !'Then it’s setiled, Ulsula,
and, to avoid any suspicion, we are not
gcing to talk about it any more after to-
day.”

“The exam.

comes off on Saturday,’”

Ursula said, halting on  the way out.
‘*And this is -Thwsday. I should think
that registered letter will come in the

motning.”’ |

“If it hasn't come alveady,” rejoined
Core. “I'm not certain; there was a regis-
tered letter for Miss Somerfield
ing, but it may not Lave been the right
one.”

““8till,”” urged Judith, “you had better
not delay in setting to work, Ursula.”

“I shan’t,” was the smooth reply. “‘I
want that Ewent,y pounds. I—T shall do my

est, trust me!”

And thep she opened the door and slunk
out of the room, stepping aside to let Paula
Creel saunter in,

“Hallo, been having a call from that

this morn- |-
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geal I'* drawled the ex-captain, after the
door had shut. “Well, Cowa darling, yon
know your own business best, hai Jove, but
I—weally, I've no use for that Ursula per-

son [

“Why not 7" asked Cora sharply. “ Any-
how, she is not one of vour Counci) school
sort. "

“That is twue.” said Paula. “And so -
one can’t plead that excuse for her, as ono
can for Betty Barton, when all is said and
done.  You know, geals, 1—I wathor
I'm being a bit pwejudiced uga
Barton. “Tt's only wather natoal, )
posc.  As a member of a wather awisto-
cwatic family 1 was bwought nup on pwe-
judiees. B bai Jove, 1 wather fancy I
hi to ty don’t you know !"
what "

“Well, Cowa, twy to make allowances,
what? The peooah ‘goal—I'm weferring {o
the Barton person—has circumstances she is
weally not to blame for.”

“Oh, all vight! Go on——7»

“Cowa, pway do not jump  down my
thwoat,” pleaded Paula. “And do wefwain,

beg of you, from expwessions like “Go
on!’ Tt is so vowy like the vulgar * Garn 1
one heahs vulgar people say.”

* *So you are calling me and Judy vulgar,
are you?” fared up Cora.

“My deah Cowa, not at all,” was the
bland reply.  “Only when you eweate sneh
an awlul ouiery you do wemind me of s
fact that I always pwefer to forget.” .

“What do you mean?” demanded both
sistors hotly.

“I weler,” said Paula, “to the fact that
You are not—youn weally are not—members
of an awistoewatic family. T would like tn
welrain from further talk, but——"

“0Oh, you'd bettor clear I said Cora
furiously. “Go on with you! If our com.
pan{ isn’t good enough——2"

“My deah Cowa—-"

7o and make friends with Betty Bar-

ton.’
“Yes, go on!” shrilled Judy, as mad as
her sister. “Go and take wp with Beity

You've been wavering for days about hor !
“Weally, geals, T—"
“ Anyhow, clear out now !” said Cora.
And as soon as Paula had drifted into the
passage, looking quite flabbergasted at this
sudden storm 1 a teacup, Cora shut the
door with a ferrific:—
Slam !
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CHAPTER 15,
Found in Her Study.

NOTICE.
Candidutes  for the Pinkerton 4

Prizo will assemble for the examina-
tion in Small Hall at half-past ten
this (Saturday) morning.
Such  candidates  are
attendance at other classes.
(Sigred) BSTHER SOMERFIELD,
Headmistress,
Morcove School.

excused

to this notice as she camo out o

OLLY LINTON gave a floeting glance
I ““break "

class at that Saturday
morning.

It was twenty past ten, so she knew that
if she was to have a last word with Betty
before that girl sought the examination hall
there was no time to waste.

As the notice stated, Betty and the other
candidates had been excused from ordipary
classes this morning, and so she and Polly
had been apart since morning school began.

Pounding upstairs in her madecap way,
Polly was soon whirling into the study, to
find hor chum seated at the table.

This latter was littered with a whole heap
of books, sugpesting that Battry had been
spending her Emt hour or so reireshing hor
mind on a dozen different subjeets, any one
of which was likely to be *sprung” upon
the examipces.

Yet Polly had a strong suspicion that her
clun had not been studying so very hard,
in spite of the big show of books. At any
vate, sho caught Betty in a very penwise

attitnde,

“Well, dear,” cried Polly, giving a
friendly slap to her chum’s shoulders, “since
vou made up your mind to lift. the prize,
may it come to you to-day. The best of
luck, Betty—the very best I say!”

“Thank you, Polly.”

“ [Tow do you feel, dear? A bit jumpy?”

“Well, T don’t know. X
e vou fclt on the day of the
Whoa, though!” Polly

“Mustn’t mention that
cricket match. I say, Betty, T do wonder
what subject they will take you in? Not
ﬂ.az._in matters much ; you are great at them
all 1”

herself.

”

~Oh, Polly, how you do—-
“AWoll, you are such a clever little person
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-—en different from me. Lucky thing I don't
need any extra pocket-money, because the
moon would fall out of the sky before 1
won the Pinkerton or any other prize!”

The door opencd, admitting Trixie Hope,
Madge Minden, Dolly Delane, and a fourth
girl—Tess Trelawney.

Dolly Delane was in Tess' study, and Tess
was great frionds with her, the result being
that Tess was anothier of the very few girls
who were still friendly with Betty.

If Betty were good enongh for Dolly,
she was good enough for Tess—that was the
simple way Tess argued the matter.

“Trixie,” ecricd Polly, “what's *good
luck ' in French?”

** Bon—cr—bon something-or-other,” said
Trixie.

“Oui,

oui !” said Polly. “Of course!
How could I have forgotten? Well, girls,
we all wish Betty the best of bon sumetging~
or-other, don’t we?”

“Yes, Betty,” laughed tho girle, *“Mind
you win that prize! For we are perfectly
certain you have some plan up your sleeve
for spending the money when you get it.””

““And when the exam. is over,” rattled
on Polly, “then we'll see vou your old
happy self again. DBeeanse of all the humpy
girls I've ever known you'vo been the limit,
Betty, the last few dags!”

“F—T'm very sorry, Polly, I'm quite
aware——"

“Oh, I'm only teasing, o don't look se
distressed. I say, girls—"

But what Polly was going to say did not
transpive, for suddenly a bell clanged out
downstairs, and full well she and her friends
knew its meaning.

“Thero you are, Detty, that’s for the
Pinkerton ecandidates!” Tolly eoxclaimed.
“8o off you go, deayr, and once ngain—-"
“Vive la capiteine!” cried Trixie.

“Qui, oui! And many of them,” said
Polly. *Ta-ta, Betty!”

They followed her into the passage, watch-
ing her until she had passed ont of sight at
the head of the stairs: then they all turned
back into the study.

“Well,” said Madge, aftor u rather heavy
pavse, “have you been able fo make any-
thing of her this- movning, Polly?” * %
here was a sudden sigh fromn the
usually high-spirited girl.

“Can’t understand it a hit,” she con-
fosserd vucfully. 1 have felt almost wild
with Betty now and then. yel T know it was
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wreng of me, for it's evident she has a good The suvprise subject have Theen
reason for not confiding in me.” announced only a few moments ago, for the
“It would be a relief to know what has | candid tes were just in the act of taking
been preying.on her mind this last week,” | up their pens to write,
murmured Dolly Delanc. Polly saw Betty. Sho was sittin
* Her going in for the Pinkerton Prize is | of the front desks
~as puzzling as anything,” added Tess Tre- | hor righi-hand n
lawney. “Especially at a timo when she | enough, had started to write, as if finding
certainly seems to have cnough trouble to | th surprisoe subject one that was just to
keep her mind occupicd.” ‘t liking, whilst many anothes girl was
“0h, well,” sighed Polly, * werhaps she | still staving woefully at” the ce g as if
went in for the exam. just to take her mind utterly " dished.”
off the trouble. Look at all the books,” she | Then Betty looked up from her writing
added, waving a hand at the littered table. | at the end of a sentence, and Polly Jusk
“I may as well straighten up the placul waved through the glass—"Good luck 1”
whilst we are talking. Here, a second, Miss Bomerlicld was taking a turn about
Dolly ! Just help me, will you?” | the examination chamber, and, cat ng
Dolly, needless to was as obliging m‘ sight of Polly's roguish face, she gave a

in one
ado for
addly

ever, and so, whilst the others stood by, | frown that ended in a smile.
talking amongst themselves, she and olly “Come away, Polly! Ilow dare you?”,
set about icturning the books to somo | cried Miss Redgrave, who was passing at
shelves in a recess of the wall. 5 the moment,  She also could not help laugh-
“Hallo!” Polly suddenly exclaimed, as|in , although she had to affect shacked suv-
she was fitting in her last batch. * Library | prise.  “The idea of looking in there I
books! T didn’t know we had all these in But Polly had had her glimpse, and sho
here.  ‘India, Past and Prosent - um ! feit she would not have winded & month's
‘* Races and Religions of the Indian Penin- gating as a penalty for it, becquso the sight
sula’—um! ‘The Conquest of Tn ——" | of Betty working away with sach coniposlive
M"Lfl'ow much more about India?" Janghed and faciliy had been a very fine thing to
adge. see,
“That's what I'm thinking,” answered Tt was half-past twelve when the Pinker-
Polly, still kneeling by tho bookshelves. | ton candidaten  camme vt of Small Hall.
" Here's another—and another——>" . Betty Darton, going straight to the study
“And this is abont Indin, too,” said | which she shared with her chums, found
Dolly—*this book that was tucked away iting there not only Polly, but also
under the bottom shelf,” | Trixie, Madge, and IJulﬁv.
*“Gracious ! Polly gave a Jangh., “Of “Well,” they elamoured eagerly, “how
course, Betty is responsible for all this. She | did you get on "
has been repding hersclf silly about India. Ok, not so bad, I hope!” smiled Betiy.
Strange place for a girl to keep interested “I took a squint at you,” said Polly,
in!” “You scemed to be pegging away if the
subject was just one that suited you, and
out to be India,” remarked Trixie. “In | was jolly glad, Betty. By the way——""
that ease, Betty ought to do a great paper.’” | “Yes,” broke in Madge, ““what was
“Oui, oui ™ said Polly, | the subjoct, Betty 77
Then the bell rang for all the school t.o' “India,”
reassemble after the morning “break,” and “ What 7"
she and her chums scurvied off downstairs, “We were asked fo write all we knew
On the way into the Fourth Form class- about India.”
room_Polly, for one, took a peep through “Oh, good!™ said Polly. Then, tarning
the glass panel of a door opening nto Small | to the bookshelves, she added: “We've got
all, . & lob of books that really beleng to the
She saw a score or so of girls sitting for | school library, so I may as well take them
the Pinkerton ordeal. Girls of all ages and | back. You've done with this?”
out of all the different Forms were there, “0Oh, yes, thanks, Tn fact, I didn’t know
sitting well apart from dne another, each | T had been using any library books I
with a spotless blotting pad and clean sheets Betty spoke in an offhand way, sitting
of foolscap placed in front of her, i down in her old place at the table. Hex

“Let's holpss the Pinkerton subject turns
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back was to Polly, who stood still for a
moment, looking at her. It scemed to Polly
rather strange that Betty should know
nothing about the library books on India.

In a moment or two, however, she had
collected the half-doren books about India,
and gone with them to the door.

In the passage. just as she was going past
the Grandways' study, Cora came whirling
out. It was strango that she did this, for
Polly, carrving the books, had scen her
only a mement previously enter the study.

“Bother " ericd Cora, as if she were

vexed with herself.  “I've just forgotten
that I Oh, I'm so sorry I
Tho laughing apology came as Cora

knocked violently against Polly, scattering
oll the books upen the floor.

“Clumsy  of me!”  Cos
another laugh. * Let me pick
you!”

In a fash she was on her knees gathering
up thoe volumes, some of which were heavy,

# M!y word, what some of you good people
read she commented, glancing at the
titles, ¢ Tudia, Past and Present.” * Races
and Religions of India.” Why, Polly, every
blessed one is about India.”

“ Let them alone ! Polly almost shouted.

And, catching up all the books, she rushed
off with them to the library,

eried, with
them up for

CHAPTER 16.
Called a Gheat.

111i Pinkerton exam. was nof one of
those contests in which the candi- |

dates have to wait ages for the result.

Under the terms of the trust

creaiing the prize, authority was given fo

the headmistress of Morcove School to judge
the papers immedrately after the exam.

So over (hat week-end Miss Sowmerfield
any a quict hour to_the serutiny of
on lndia, and by Monday midday
able to have this announcement

she w 4
affixed to the school notice Loard:

THE PINKERTON PRIZE.

The result of the cxamination for the
above prize will be announced to-morrow—
Tuesday.

The whole school will assemble for the
purpose of hearing the result in Large Hall
at twelve-thirt

(Signed) BSTITER SOMERTFIELD,
Headmisty

TIIE MORCOVE ELECTION

In the interval of waiting no doubt moat
of the candidates went through all the
anxious suspense of wondering which of
them was the fortunate winner. As for the
rest of the scholars, a little desultory talk
about possible vesults went on, but nothing
more than that. Nope, it is certain, were
greatly cxcited. Only it was remembered
afterwards that Cora and Judith Grandways
seemed to be rather wrought-up about some-
thing, although they let fall no remarks sug-
goes that their excitement was due to
the coming result,

“(Geals,” IPaula Creel said to the :isters,
drifting into their room a few minutes
hefore the nr]minl.cd time for the muster in
Large Hall, “I lhave Leen thinking
sewionsly.”

“Wonders will never ccase,” was Cora’s
langhing remark.

“Ji the prize is to come to the Fourth
Form,” went on Paula, *then I pway that
it may be any geal but Ursula Wade.”

“Oh, you want Betty to be the winner?”
shell wegard it os a gweat pity if
Ursula gets the pwize. As for Betty éa
ton——"" Paula paused, as if she realised
that she was about to make an historic re-
mark. “I am not sure but what, if Betty
pwoves the winner, I shall not wegard my-
self as her weal fwiend at last,

“QOho! Now you are showing your true

Ll

colonrs ' sneered Cora.

“T twust it is nothing to be ashamed of,”
“I am not forgetting that I
wathor i

said Paula.
come of a
WNevahtheless,
and more in
in what the headmistress always says: Class
pwejudice doesn’t help to malkc the world
go wound.” =

“Ia, ha, ha!” =niggered Cora. * What
a duffer you are, Paula. Come on, Judith
darling ; it’s time we went down!™

And the two s rs scurvied away, leaving
Paula to drift alter them at a slower pace.

Just as she was passing inlo the Big Hall
a minute later, the ex-captain was overtakea
by the present captain of the Form. Paula
g{anccd at her, and somelh in Paula's
eves showed that she was feeling the direct
impulse to step close to Betly and shake
hands with her there and then, . ¥

But somehow the impulse w not acted
upsn—only perhaps because Taula was too
indolent by ure to do anything in a
hurry, And Betty went Lo her own place in

fami

awistocwatic
I am

2

Morcove School. ' the Dbig assembly utterly ignorant of the
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goodwill which another one-time ill-wisher
was beginning to feel towards her.

With all the usual briskness the different
Tows ' of olars were formed up, names
cailed and answered to, and then the vast
assembly hushed itsell unbidden by the
Form mistresscs.

There was a low platform, or dais. at the
upper end of the hall, and straight towards
this faced all the girls, waiting for Miss
Semerfield to appear. According to enstom,
none of the Pinkerton candidates were on
the platform. The winner’s name would be
announced, and she would have the pleasant
crdeal of leaving her place in the muster
and stepping up to trl:o
deafening plaudits.

The olick of ‘a side door, and then the
worthy headmistress stepped  before the
meeting, taking her stand in the centre of
the dais.

“Silence! Bilence " was the formal ery
from some of the Form mistresses,

Miss Somerfield was obviously discharging
& very happy duiy, She smiled out upon
the vast sea of faces confronting her, glanced
towards some windows where the sun was
streaming in, and hen spoke.

“ Well girls, T am not going to detain you
more than a moment, But before annonne-
ing the result of the Piukerion examination,

feel I must say a word of prajse for the
papers that w submitted.  AJl showed
very great merit, which means that the
winning papes had to bo exceptionally good
indeed to stand out from the thers,”

A rustle of delight went through the great
assemblage.

“*“There were, in fact, two papers of very
outstanding merit,” went on the speaker,
**Both, you may he rather surprised to hear,
from the same Form. The Fourth——"

" Bravo, the Fonrth!™ sang out Polly
Linton

“Ursula Wade—no, sho is not the win-
ner,” Miss Somerficld sai hastily, as some
loud whispering becanie audible. * But hers
was the essay that came very close to the
one I deemed quite the best, Girls of Mor-
cove School, the Pinkerton Prize goes this
t(‘rm.’ to the captain of the Fourth Form

!],Isd Polly.

“Betty Barton!”
the Fourth! Hurr

“ DBrava,

“Hooray!” went up cheere from all barts
.of the room. X
“Yes,” cried Miss Bomerfield. * Come
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platform  amidst |
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) forward, Betty Barton, and let me have the
| great pleasure of-——-»"

“Please, Mis Somerfield—please may I
speak 7
! It was a voice from the row of Fourth
Form scholars.

Cora was standing a step forward, with

one hand upheld—the usual action at Mor-

cove for.any scholar desiring to be heard.
“Well " demanded  Miss  Somerfield,

breaking the startled silonce. “What is it 77

ity

~I wish to lodge a very scrious ob-
Jjection to the award, if yon please,” Cora
said, looking as if she were dischavging a
mmr;' unpleasant task. “I--I'm sorry, but

you have to say,
is the objection

“IE's this” Cora cried back across tho
great hall.  “I am convinced that Botty
Barton knew what the surprise subject for
the exam. was to be.”

The words eansed a terrific sonsation.

“The subjeet was India T have been told
since the exam.,” Cora went on, in a ring-
ing voice. “Well, I wish to say that Betry
Barton had half a dozen books from the
| library days before the cxam., and they all
{ dealt with India.”

“0Oh, oh!”

“Bai_Jove!”

Miss Somerficld was as staggered ad woro
all the girls,  All she could do was to make
a beckoning motion to Betty and Cora to
join her on the platform.

They did so amidst a babble of excited
talk, and then there was a ory for silence.

“What you have said, Cora Cirandwa
constitutes a very serious charge,” said Mise
Somerfield impressively, “What is your
answer to it, Betly Barton?”

“T did not know what the subjeet was to

“L will hear anything
Cora Grandways, "What

“Did vou have a lot of Looks on India
from_ihe library 7"
“ No.”

“She did!” Cora insisted quistly, « Polly
Linton will tell you—-"

“Come forward, Polly Linton.”

But Polly was alveady ihere—she was, at
least, in tho act of mounting to the plat-
form,

“Have yon scen a suspicions number of
books on India_in the study, Polly 3

“Well, Miss Somerfield, I 2

“You know you did!” flashed ouf Cora,
“You know very well I ran into you in the
passage when you were taking them back
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(s the library. Five or six books all on
JIndia!”
“‘l‘hnt isn't to say that Betty had them

“Did von have them out for your own
reading?” sncered Cova.

Polly, like Betty, was very pale now.

Miss Somerfield drew a deep breath and
frowned.

“Th

very unpleasant,” she said. “ And
[ am eorry to say it revives another nn-
pleasant incident that I had dismissed as
cing tho result of pure imagination on my
part. 1 refer to the fact that on Thursday
ovening last week T had a sudden suspicion
that my room had been entered, and that
papers in a certain drawer had been slightly
disarranged.”

Waiting until the buzz of exeited whisper-
ing had died away, she turned her keen
eves upon Betty.

“In view of Cora's statements, Detty
Barton, I feel bound to harbour a very
rrave suspicion. T feel bound to ask you—
did vou find out prior to ihe examination
what the subject was going to be?”

“T have said that T did not know in the
least !”

“It’s very queer, thai’s all T ecan say,”
interjected Cora. “ Why should a gir] sud-
denly want to borrow heaps of books on
India?”

“1 did not borrow them.”

“But it is admitted that they were in your
study,” said Miss Somerfighd,

“1 had nothing to do with them.”

“And you, Polly Linton?”

“No."  Polly shrugged miserably. “I—1
was only very surprised to find them there.”

Mizs Somoerfield suddenly took a turn
about the platiorm. ¥er Yips were puckeréd,
and her brows were drawn together. All
watched her, and all were quite certain she
was arriving at one of her swift, fair-
minded decisions.

“Well," zhe stopped fo say at Jast, “T am
very, vory soiry, but I cannot consider you
absolved from suspicion, Betty.  The evi-
denee is too—too overwhelming. And yet
it is &lill ineredible to me that you could
have stooped to .cheating.”

“T did not cheat. I have never in my
whole life'——"

“TLet me speak, Betty, If the exam, had
been one offering a ehanee of advancement
in the school, even then it would have been
hard enough to imagine you would feel
like cheating. But it was only for a twenty
pound prize. And what is Lwenty pounds
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to vou when your people are now so well
P

“They are not well off.” Cora spoke up
again, in a loud voice. “1 had a letter froin
home a day or so ago. I have heard that
'a people are almost penniless.”
“What!” .

Miss Somerfield, falling back with a sharp
gasp, stared again ab Betty 3

“fs this the fact, Betty? If so——"

“Yes, it is true,” gulped poor Betty,
brushing a hand across her wet lashes.

“That's why vou wanted the twenly
pounds!” sneered Cora. 7

“Yes, that's why I wanted that money,”
faltered Betiy, “and why 1 have been feel-
ing =0 upset.

There was a heavy Miss
Somerfield asked :

“What has happened to your people,

pause before

all to do with uncly,” she almost
eobbed. “Ho came home ever go rich from
America ; but now it seems that his right to
ihe fortune is being disputed, and they—
the law—have stopped his handling a penny
of it. There is someone in America claim-
ing that unele had no right to the Jand
which brought in so much money. I=I
don't understand these things—"

“1 can understand,” broke in Miss Somer-
field, a little less sternly, “T can sympathise
very deeply, teo.  But, Betty, misfortuna
should not have tempted you to become a

“(Cheat? You—you are going to call me
a cheat!” borst out Betty. -
“1 am going to awavd the Pinkerton Prize
to the writer of the sccond-best -paper.
Treula Wade, come forward, please!™
Ursula quitted the Fourth Form row with
a pleased smirk on her pallid face. - No one
cheered. Tn silence sho worked her way
to the platform, and the next the whole
school knew Miss Somerficld had quietly
handed over the coveted twenty pounds,
murmuring a few half andible remarks.
“That, givls of Morcove School, is all I
can do at present,” the headmistress oried
out a moment later. “The matter cannot
end here, of conrse. The-—the eulprit is a
'l*‘m-m‘ captain, and I must take zome action.

“Let me save vou the trouble of *takin
any action,” pleaded Betty, removing her
hand from her oves to speak. The tears
were coursing down her checks now.
cheat eanmot be captain of a Torm, and,
ginee you Lold me guiliy of cheating—"
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“I am forced to accept all the evidence!”

“Yes, Bomerfield.  Oh, L know—1
sce how you are placed,” eried poor Betty.
“But I dido’t cheat--I didn’t! You won't
believe me, though, so 1 can't be captain
a moment longer!”

Then she burst into a_violent storm of
weeping; and there was Polly —loyal Pells
—winding an arm_about the poor girl’s
neck, and saying, loud enough for scores
of others to hear:

“All right, Betty darling—all right! 1
lmlie‘_';e il’],y‘)th Yes, I do! And I don't
if—" -
olly Linton,” exclaimed Miss Massing-
lm]rfn!,‘ the Form misiress, “ you forgel your-
self 1"

care
“ P,

“Al, one must make allowances,” Miss,

Somerfield said to the colleague who bad a'|

moment since mounted to the platform.
“You had better go away \vilgl Polly;
Polly-~that is the best thing. Go with her
at onee. This—this is too painful!”
“Hush! Silence!” the other mistresses
were pleading, as they stood with all their
girls m the body of the hall. And again
there was a tensc, stillness, only broken by
or Betty’s violent sobbing as she suffercd
olly to lead her from the meeting.
As soon as Misz Somerficld gave the order
to dismiss, Cora and Judiih hurried away
upstairs to their study.

Slam! went the door, and then Cora
turned and faced her sister, giving a
malicions chuckle.
© “That's that, Judy! What a triumph at
Lot M |

*“8plendid !”

"Eﬁ‘sula gets the tweniy pounds, so she

is satisfied,” went on Cora. * Afid you and
»

“We _are to have the. pleasure of sceing
Betty Barton expelled. For it will come
to_that, of eourse!”

The door opened, and Paula came in,
looking quite dazed.

“ Geals—?

“Why so dismal?” asked Corn, with
another laugh. “You ought to be over-
joyed, Paula.”

“I am not,” said Panla, with a sigh. "I
am thuroughly wetehed, bai Jove! To
think that I was almost on the point of

shaking hands  with Belly before the
muster———""
“Lucky you didn't,” said Cora. " But, 1

say, Paula, you will have to put up for
captain again. The Form hasn’t a ecap-
‘tain now.”
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“Pway do not mention the captainey,"”
drawled Paula. “I weally haven't any do-
sire to be captain. I wegard being captain
as a bove, don't you know!”

“Well. cheer up, and vote for Cora,”
chuekled Judith. *

“L will vote for Cowa with pleasut
Paula soid. “But T eannot checr up, geals.
I—I feel too thowoughly wetched.™

She stood up, and drifted aimlessly to the
door.

“Becanse,” she added, tu
“T weally thought I was 1o be gwenal
fwiends “with Betty in the end. There
seemed to beosomething about that geal
that—that did me good, bai Jove!
o -——-"

She opened the door a little wider.

“Pway exevse me, geals. My hopes have
beenstwampled upon, and T foel stwicken -
yes, stwicken with gwicf, bai Jove!™

‘hen she went out, shutting the door
softly, whilst from insidé the stidy came a
peal of shrill Jaughter. 3

“Ha, ha, ha!”

ng the knob,

CHAPTER 17.
Polly's Plans Upset,

: OLLY -—-"
“Oh, don't Lother me!”

t was not usual for

Linton to answer like that.

she cvidently had a very fair excuse for
being a bit “shovt ” with other girls to-day.

Sitting at her_table in the study which
she shared with Betty Bartop, Polly Linton
looked as if she was ftrying her hand at
authorship.

Her fingers were inky, her face was
flushed, her eyes had an excited sparkle.

In addition, there were about fifiy fresh
blots of ink on the carpet, it being Polly s
habit to shake most of the ink off the nib
every time she dipped it in the pot.

“But now you have looked in,” she
calmed down to say to the girl who had
just put her head round the door, “you can
tell me how to spell * necessary.” »

Madge Minden grinned.

“It will be necessary for me to consult the
dic. first,” she said. “You've a dic. there.
Why not use it, Polly?”

“Too busy! And, after all, these noies
are ‘only for myself,” Polly went, on, put-
sting a few papers together. “ As’it is ab-
solutely cerfain  there will have to be
another election for Form captain, Madge,
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I feel it is advisable to—— Iallo, Trixie!
What do you want?”

“Bon jour!” grected Trixie Hope, who
always spoke French when she could. Tt
was French of a kind; but Trixic had great
hopes of being able to converse freely with
the natives when her parents took her to
thc Continent during the summer holidays.

“ Don’t bon jour me!” cried Polly Linton.
“It’s not a good day ot all. It's a sad, bud
(Iay [ox me, and for mc:)bori} else in the
l'orm‘

I quite agree,” sighed Madge Minden.
'me what I have jusg bcen tald——"

* Please don’t repeat it,” pleaded Polly.
“T can guees exactly what js.  As Betiy
Barton has been suspected of cheating over
the exam, for the Pinkerton Drize, she is
no longer eaptain of the l-mm And =0
!]1(‘:'(: is to be another election.”

“Bat—-"

“1 don't want to hcar about any formal

notices on the board!” rushed on Polly. *

know exactly what you are going to tell

. Madge ™

I right! But——-

'lhmv is Lo be another election, and Clora
a going to offer herself as a

\nd she reckons to get in, of

vou I don't nt to hear!” in-
sisted  Polly. T know actly what Cora
Grandways is saying. going o be a
walk-over for her, she thinks, because most
s in the Form have made friends
again, now that Betty Js in such

? asked Trixie. *“Ma
-ty poor, dear friend!

disgrace.
*“Where is Bett
pauvre chere anni
Helas ™

" Oui, oui,” said Polly, using the only
French word she was ceriain about. “ Betiyv
has gone for a long, lonely walk. Poor old
Betty!  It—ii’s  abselutely  broken her

heart 1”
- “It’s ernel!” said Madge. “But we
three, anyway—and Deolly Delane and Tess
Trelawney, they are two more—we are cor-
n }h-n_y simply could not have cheated!”
Unthinkable!” declared DPolly. “But
theve 1t is; all the facts were against her,
and out of all the following she had, in the
Form, there arc only five of us left. And
Cora Grandways is overjoyed, of course!
She thinks she is bound to get the ecap-
tslncy‘ But she won't get it!

‘ Polly, you had better Jet me tell yon
what I—"*
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“ No, Madgu dear; T don’t want to hear
it!” cut in Pol !ﬂ again.  “It will only rile
me! Let Cora brag as much as she likes,
she will not get the captaincy, She is going
to find she is up Agumst-mal

“But, Polly—

“Bee theso papers!” Polly still rattled on, -
&natching up er smudgy manuseript.
“These are notes about things I mean to
draw atiention to when I start cammmg!
Bﬂoe\lhu I'm going to alnnd for captain,”

“But you can't, ol

“Can’t? \Iadge, dont be sillyI” Polly
exclaimed, “You gn]s can nominate me,
and thero \.nu ar Once I'm formally
nominated, 1 start assing! And won't I

just tell the girls what it means if Cora
gets in! Nothing but snobbery and slack-
ing for the Form! Worse than it was in
the Iold days when Paula Creel was cap-
tain!

Madge tried again to get in a fall sen-
tence without being euf short.

i loIIv dear, I'm awfully sorry for pou,
bunt—

“‘-mrr\ for me?  What ever for? Be
corry for Betty Barton as much as you like;
Lt why pity me?”

“ Becanze you can’t be captain!”

“Can’t be! Oh, don’t talk piffie!”

“You can’t be captain,” insisted Madge
sadly. “You ean’t even put up for the
captainey, because—there is not going to be
an_eleetion!”

Polly sat down, gasping.

“Not going to be an election?

Madge

dear—Trixie—what's all this?™
“Only w I havo been tuving to tell you
the Jasi five minutes,” said Madge. = But

you wouldn't let me get a word in edge-
wayvs! You know there are certain rules
n!)out the holding of Formn captaincies”

“Yes. I believe there are printed rules
omewhere; bui who wants to bother about
them? We all know the usual routine,

As Betty has had to give up the c&ptnmh
n'mlhm election must fake place.”
¥ Wrong—quite  wrong!”  said Ma ge,

shaking her head. *Thero is one rule we'v
all been forgetting alout, hecause it so
seldom applies. But it applies in this case,
exactly ¥

Polly jumped up with a sndden wild look
of dismay. It was quite elear that all in &
flash she had remembered the rule M
was hinting at.

Polly

“ Rule 7"
“Oh, I remember now!

ed out excltadly.
Nmu‘thlug rhout

i
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" §f a girl has to give up the captainey within

‘one month of her election—'

“That's it!” breke in Madge grimly.
“Listen to this. -I've copicd it out of the
rule-book, so as to get the exact wording.”

And, opening out a slip of paper, she read
aloud : P

“If, for any reason, a FForm caplain is
compelled to give up the position within one
month of her election, the givl who came
next to her at the last polling shall take
office for the rest of the current term. In
such case there shall be a new clection
directly a new term commences,”

“Oh,- Madge!” gasped Polly.
It means, then—-""

*“Cora Grandways came noxt to Detty at
the last clection,” nodded Madge gloomily.

“Tri

“And so Cora Grandways is alrcady
captain I””

“For the rest of the term!” sighed
Trixie. * Malheur—bad luck!”

Polly pondered for a moment; then she

took a few turns about the room, looking
half crazy with dismay.

“It's awful!” ske -anted. “That rule
ought not to be applicd in this case. The
Headmistress—"

“I'm afraid the Headmistress can do

nothing—nothing ! said Madge. *“She is
bound to by the rules. Once stark
tampering with them, and where would the
school be1”
_ “But that girl—Cora Grandways—captain
for the rest of the term!” cried Polly. She
looked as if ste could tear her own hair
with despair. “My goodness, what a time
we are in for!”

“It’s jolly hard luek,” agreed Madge, T
only heard the news a few minutes ago, and
I haven't neerly got over it yet.”

¥ 8o muich for my plans !” Polly exclaimed
bitterly, staring at the littered table. * All
my plans for getting the captainey and
holding it until poor Betty had had a chance
to_prove her innocence and so become cap-
fain again! That was my one idea, girls, 1
thought if enly T could hold the eaptainey,
it might make things beiter for poor Betty.
But now—"

She took wup the papers again and
crumpled them into a ball.

“That's that!” she muttered, throwing
the ball into the waste-paper basket. “No
getting nominated; no canvassing; no fresh
election! We'vo got to go on for the rest
of the term under Cora Grandways! And
What <o vou want, Judith Grand-
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ways?” the speaker broke off curtly, as
Cora’s younger er suddenly appeared at
the open door

Judith Grandways was looking very jovial.
There was a rk on her foce that faivly
maddened Polly.

“I've only come with a nessage,” said
the visitor sweetly,  “You arc wanted,
Polly.”

o '\\.'aufcd by whom "
“ By iy sister Cora,” said Judith.

captain of the Form!

“The

CHAPTER 18.
One Thing to Fear.
POLLY LINTON -caught hmi breatly.

She was a most impulsive, head-
strong girl; but for once she kept
a good grip on hersclf,

She looked at Madge Minden and Trixice
Hope. Then she walked to the window and
stood thore, looking out upon the sunny
prospect.

“The captain of the Form,” said Judith

5

Grandways, “wants lo sce you at once,
Polly 1

“ Bother the captain of the Form '™ blazed
up Polly, without turning round. *“The

captain of the Form can come to me if she
wants to sce me! But, no! I den't want
hot in here !

The infuriated givl turned round now.

“T'll go and sce the precious captain, if
it’s only to give her a bit of my mind !

nd sho stormed past Judith into {lhe
passage, reaching a neighbouring study in
half a dozer. quick sirides.

After a polite tap at the door, she sent
tln:\‘t door s\i\i-inging open very violently.
> Pl B

“Well, what do_yon want?" Polly de-
manded sharply of the handsome, proud-
looking girl who was greeting het with a
balf-mockirg snnle.

Another giri was in ihe study with Cora
Grandw ; this was Paula Creel, the girl
who had been captain of the rm  bhefore
Betty secured that proud position.

Paula was a good-looking, stylish gic!,
proud-of her aristocratic birth.

She had not taken it a bit to heart when
she was forced to give up the captainey on

account of slacking. Nor, much as she
prided herself on being a very aristoeratic
voung lady, did she cherish sneh bitter

wostfity te

s Betty Darton as did the
Grandways

18,



4

“Oh, ecome in, be
friendly I Corn said sweetly to L |
suppose Judy ruffied you by bringing word
that the eaptain of the Form wanted lo sco
veu? Ha, ha, ha! That was only a joke,
Polly 1"

“ It sonnded very much like swank,” was
¥ie retort. “But T understand you really
wre captain—-""

“Oh, yes! It's on the notice-board down-
and all the Form knows by now!
1 Y5 nob going to be any clection, and
so—ha, ha, la'-~-I am not going to have
tho pleasure of being your rival candidate,

“Well 77

“Bat T do hope T am go[ngi to have the
pleasure of being your friend, Polly 77

“T am not fond of feuds,” said Paolly.
“ But friendship with you is—unthinkable!”
* Oh, come ——-"

“Yoven if Betty Barton had never entered
the school and become my dearest chum,”
Polly went on, “I couldn’t have been your
friend, Cora Grandways. know what you
are, the sort of snobbery and slacking about
that von believe in. Na games;: not a bit of
regard for the sports that the Fourth IForm
once had such a record for. You—you are
simply not my sort [

“Well, let’s try to mix togethor——'

“It's trying to mix oil with vinegar, and
“That's without taking into account the fact
that T Betty’s chum, and you are eruclly
down on Betty !”

“Isn't thers eause to be down on her?”

TITE

and sit down, and
Polly.

»

burst out Cora, giving up the attempt to|

wheedle.  “Ble was only a washerwoman’s
kid ~when she came to the school. And what
has her recoid been lately? Look at that
business of the Pinkerton Prize! Cheat-
ing——

“8he didn’t cheat”

“She did: She must have cheated !

“Yos, wather, bai Jove!” Paula echimed
in ut this point. She was not fond of
taking part in any angry argument; but
now and then she would offer a feeble,
drawling comment.

“If T may make a wemark, Polly deah,”
ghe said, Jolling en the study beneh, “it is
serfectly obvious that Betty Barton cheated.
t has been pwoved that she needed money
badly—""

“Oh, I know all about that!” cried Polly.
“Detty has adinitted that her people are in
terrible straits again, and she was dead
Aeen on winning the twenty-pound Pinker-

| snecred Cora.
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ton Prize, so as to be able to send home &
little cash. But she was out to win that
prize fairly [ .

“You and one or two other girls are the
only people in the school who believe itl”
“Thére's just & few of you
who would call black white, if it concerned
Betty 17

“How many times have you called white
black, when it concerned Detty ¥ reto:
Polly hotly. “You've been down on her all
along! Just because she once went fo a
Conncil schocl!”

“She ought not to Le at Morcove. I
saicd it when she first came to the school,
and T say it now!” eried Cora.

“And, weally, don’t yon know,” drawled
Paula, “1 must agwee with Cowa. T admit,
Polly, I was beginning to fecl wather dwawn
towards Detty. [ was beginning to feel I

' had been just a_twifle pwejudiced.”

“Yon are prejudiced.
but horrid snobbory I

“Well, yon know, as the member of 8
wather  awistoewatic  family,”  simpered
Pawla, “T was wather bwought up to look
down upon geals like Betty. Dut, weally, if
it bad not been for this business of the
Tinkerton Pwize, I might have bk‘ﬁﬂ fwiends
with her. A gweat pity, weally !
“1ts just as well Betty did get shown up
over that affnir,” muttered Cora. ‘It saved
vou from inaking a duffer of yourself, Paula.
Making friends with that kid—pook 1"

“Well, T'm feiends with her,” Polly fe-
minded the new captain bluntly. “So it is
hardly likely 1 am going to be very friendly
with you !

Cora scowled. -

“Very well! away andl hang round
your poor Betty I flaved up Cora. “ ¥You'll
find before the day is out that I've got all
the friends I wan

But Corn was to make the speedy dis-
covery that she was not to geb back all the
old following of girls, even though she
had jumped into the captainey. i

A few minutes after T'olly had slammed
out of that study, the new captain and her
sistor went downstairs and into the opes.

It was a Wednesday halfer, and the play-
ing fields were a scene of great activity.
The Fonrth Form was the only one that
had no “fixture " for to-lay, but quite a
nuwmber of the members of that Form were
in evidence. In some cases thoy were plays
ing a quiet game of tennis, whilst others
wero looking on al erickel matches whigh

It is nothing else
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. were in progress, both the Sixth and Fifth
Forms having met visiting teams on the
home ground,

Cora's object in sauntering down to the
field was simply to-air her new dignity as
the sl:op‘g-n%l captain. . )

Walking this way and that, with her sister
always at her side, the proud girl had a
smiling look for everybody—a look that
seemed to say:

“Well, girls, aren’t you going to con-
gratulate me?”

A few did so—but only a few. Ella Elgood
and Graco Garfield were a couple who had
been very slow indeed in_ taking to Betty.
So they were all the quicker in resuming
their attachment to Cora.

Then there were Diana Forbes and Mabel
Rivers; they, too, were ready cnough to
quite “thick ”” with Cora again.

Bat all the rest—no; they did not exactly
fall over one snother in their eagerness to
congratulate the new captain and promise
their support !

It was not_that they felt there had been
any miscarriage of justice over Betiy's
lﬂ‘iir of the Pinkerton Prize. With varying
degrees of regret, they had been compelled
to belicve that Betty rcally had cheated,
and so sha was quite unfitfed to hold the
post of Form captain.

Only, that was not to say that they had
wanted to see Cora jump into the capleincy
like this,

They were sorry about that rule which
made " a fresh election contrary to the
tradition of the school. No doubt it was a
well-meant regulation, intended to obviate
frequent clections with nll the excitement
and disturbance of election times.

Generally speaking, too, what could be
fairer than that the girl who had polled
next to the winner in the most recent
eloction should step into the vacancy caused
by the winner’s sudden forfeiture of the
post ?

The system was fair cnough—that, the
girl admitted. But they were sorry it had
come as such a stroke of luck for Core. Ior
-the simple truth was, they had always felt
that as captain of the Form she would be
just too autocratic.

It was for this reason that many of the
girls had even voted for Betty Barton a few
weeks back, although they had been
members of Cora’s set at the time. Cora was

| right up to a point; but as captain—no !
There would be a bit too much of the high-
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and-mighty touch about her for their
iking |

And so this afternoon Cora did not have
the pleasure of hearing any terrific cheor-
ing when she sauntered on fo the field, She
dig not find all her old following swarming
around her oflering “congrats.” Nor did
she find many girls ready to accept her
invitation to tea in study.

“Never mind,” aid, with a sour
smile to her sister Judith later on in the
cvening. Tl do something in style, Judy,
and that will rope them in {7

“A sort of study banguet—

“No; that would seem like copying Detty
Barton because she gave a study feed,” said
the new captain. “Besides, it's not the time
of the year when girls want to be cooped up
indoors,  Judy, how about = glorious
picnic?” :

“ My word "

“I'd stand treat to evervbody who likes to
come,” Cora went on. “We will go to Cove
Castle—those wonderful ruins about two
miles from here along the cliffs £

“Topping " cjaculated Judith.

“On  Saturday,” continued her sister.
“So, lo do the thing properly, Judy, let's
get ont a list of the gils we will invite!”

Judith was all cnthusiasm. She flopped
into a seat at tho table, and teolk pen and
paper, ;

“Ella and Grace, of course,”
starting to write.
Mabel Rivers.”

“Yes; and Paula, don’t forget! Then
there is Etta Hargrove, and Lisie Drew,
and Norah Nugent——""

“In fact,” struck jn_Judith, still serib-
bling away, “the whole Form aro fairly
cortain_ te accept, with the exception of
Polly, Trixie, Madge, Tess, and Dolly.
those we shan't invite ””

“8o they won't have the chance of de-
clining " rejoined Cora, with a malicious

rin.

“ Ursula, thougl?” Judith asked, sud-
denly pausing  gravely. “What about
Ursula Wade 1"

“That girl!
TUrsula to

she said,
“And Di Forbes and

And

We are not going to ask
any picnic!” Cora exclaimed

scornfully. ** We know what she is "
“Yes, But_ don’t forget: " Judith
glanced uncasily at the door. “Ursula

knows what we are, Cora!
that she—-"

“SR!” pestured the new captain, with a
sudden seared look. “What do you want

Don’t forget
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to biing up that subject for, Judy? ¥You
can't Lo too careful ! They——"

She broke off with a nervous start, for
sumcone was tapping at the door.

“Come in!” she called out.

And Ursule Wade entered.

CHAPTER 19.
The Old, Ord Spite.

RSULA WADE was a girl who was
known in the school for her sly,

slinking disposition.

She usually kept to herself—or,
vather, was left to hersell. Nobody liked
her, and her unpopulari was deserved.
Kven the Grandways girls, though they had
not been above using Ursula as a confeder-
ate once or twice, despised her as much as
she was despised by others.

Bui Ursula did not look such a s
sort of girl just at present.

With a sceret throb of uncasiness, both
Cora and Judith realised that their visitor
was wearing a rather bold air.

“AWell, Corn ! she said, shutting the door
hiehind her.  “Well, Jndy !

“T'm only Judy to my friends
vounger sister,

“And I'm captain of the Form, please re-
member that I added Cora haughtily

Ussula smiled a sickly sort of smile,
she invited herself to a seat.

“1 suppose T can call myself a friend of
sours?” she said, “ Considering it's thanks
to me that vou are captain, Cora!”

Cora caught at her underlip, biting it
hard,

“What do you mean?”
Jooking very worricd all
“Look here, Ursula, we don’t want any
ing o what's over and done with! That
ness with Betty Barton and the exam.

ing

't

said the

Then

she demanded,
of a sudden.

T'm sure T don't want to talk aboud it,”
Ursala hroke in.  “Only I did think that
voit were going to count me amongst your
fricnds—one of your sef, as it were—alter
whot 1 did for you ihe other day.”

“¥You did a pretty good thing for yourse'f,
whilst you were about it!” snapped out
Judith.” “So you've no reason for grumb-
Ying! lhe prize was passed on to you when
it. was found that Betty had cheated!”

“Yee " Cora scowled at Ursula. “You
got the twenty-pound prize, which was what
you were after, and T reckon vou ought to
{eel centent I
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“1 am very pleased to have the ﬁlonny\,
goodness knows,” Ursula answered smoothly.
“gtill, I do think that there is somaﬁh':;liﬁ
still owing to me {rom you, ra, I- ;
think you'd do your best to get the other
girls to—to like me.”

“Rather o hopoless task, isn't it 7" Judith
iarked, with a harsh laugh. " *“No,
Ursulg-—" : .

“We really can't make a fuss of you jus
becanse you fell in with our plan for getting
Betty Darton in disgrace over the exam.,
Cora chimed in.

Ursula  stood
ever,

“I'm_sick of being cold-shouldered by

up, looking boldoer than

other girls,” she declarcd sullenly, I admit
the prize momey was a—a big inducement
for mie to do what I did; but I was expect-

ing something clse besides.
to be nasty—"

“Thank yon!” Cora struck in haughtily.
“On the other hand, Judy and I don't want
to be—well, we don’t want you hanging
round ns, thanks!”

“Perhaps you may have to bave me,
whether you like it or not,” 'Ursula seid
quictly; “and the menacing words fairly
staggered the sisters. “You wouldn't like
it if 1 gave the whole game away, would
you "

“Pshaw!” exclaimed Cora, with all the
eomposure she could muster, “You can’t
blab about us, Ursula, without condemning
yourself I :

“That she can'i!” said Judith fiercely.
“Tt was yon, Ursula, who found out what
the surprise subject was to be for the Pinker-
ton exam. and then borrowed books from
the school library, on the quict—books that
dealt with that subject—"

“ And put them in Betty Barton's study,<
chimed in Cora, *=o that we were ablé to
say that Botty had been rcn.dimi up the
subject, knowing whal it was to be! Youw
did everything—" g

“You suggesied everything," rotorted
Trsula.  “And yon are mistaken if you
think I can’t fell about you without eon~
demning myself! There is such a thing ‘as
an anonymous note te the Headmistress,
accusing you of the whole scheme, without -
mentioning mysell.” 4 4 .
Anonymous notes will only go into the
c-paper basket !

Don’t be so sure!” was the sly 'g_:'t,l.’u’
answer. ' Anyway, 1 cun manage it lf_
want fo. Db what do we want to talk like

I don't want “
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_khis for? I'm sure I only want to be friends.
T .came here just now to say how plensed
T was at your gettmﬁ the captainey, and T
felt sure you would be—grateful.”

Cora was in a desperate fix.

She_turned to her sister, but could gain
no help from that quarter.

“Well, what do you want us to do?” the
new captein of the Form burst ont
savagely, “Do you want us to have you in
this study to live with us?”

“Don’t be silly!” smirked Ursula, “T
only want to be put on tho same level with

your other friends.”
© “With Paula and Ella and Grace—"
“¥es!”

“What cheek!” gasped Judith.
sup) you expect to come to our pi
*Judith, be quict!” Cora exclaimed
quickly; but she was too late.

“Picnic! 8o you are. going to have a
ienic ™ Ursula said, looking very pleased.
“Then, of course, I shall expect to be in-
vited! That will be just the sort of chance

“And I
ic—""

I want—a chance to mix with the others,

as if I was onc of them, and not an out-
sider,”

The unhappy ceptain took a desperato
turn about the room.

“Oh, sll right! Go away!” she snapped
at last. “I suppose if you haven't pride
eneugh to stay away from where you are

not wanted, we must put up with you!”

“I certainly think yvou had belter,” said
rsula, crossing to the door. “So it's
settled—eh? When is the picnie to be?”

“We don’t know—at least, it's not quite
Bxed yet,” blustered Cora. * You—we—
T'll let you know.”

“Thank you, Cora, I'm swe,” said the
sly girl; and she went out, certainly the
winner in the rather ticklish encounter.

Cora and Co.—they were absolutely
furions.

‘A nice thing!” the eclder girl fumed.
#0h, Judy, what an awful hole we are
in! Think of Paula and Ella, and—and all
of them! They simply bar that girl!
Bhe'll lose. us all of them as friends before
she’s finished.”

can’t be helped,” sighed

“Well, it
Judith. “We've got to keep in with her.
If we don't, she—she really can make
trouble, you know, without getting into
+trouble herself.”
hus the two raged on, until suddenly a
at the door heralded another visiter.
© It was one of the school maj
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and apron. She had a rather battered-look-
ing brown-paper in her hands, and she
held this out to Cora.

“Txcuse me, miss, but are you the cap-
in of the Fourth Form?” the maid said.
“Yes, I'm captain—-" y

“Then I suppose this parcel is for you,”
the girl went on.  “It has just come in by
carrier from the railway-station, with other
things for the school.”

Cora glanced at the label, which was
partly torn, then nodded:

“All right!”

But the moment the servant had with-
drawn there was a look in the new cap-
tain's eyes which suggested that things
were_not quite “all right.”

“Here, Judy—Ilook!” she muttered.

Judith camoe across the room to ser
the parecl.

It had suffered badly in the transit; nor
could it have been very securcly done up
at the time of sending off. The knotted
string was almost slipping away from the
crumpled wrappings, whilst the gummed-on
label was one-third missing.

There was, in fact, no name on the Jabel
now; but, just below the portion that had
got torn oft in transit, there was still suffi-
cient address;

ta

ise

“Captain of the IVth Form,
Morcove School,
North Devon,”

Those lines of writing were still there;
in addition there was the official stamp
showing where .the parcel had been sent off
—Ribbleton, Lancashire.

All this left no doubt whatever in Cora's
mind—and in  Judith’s, too—that the
parcel was for Betty DBarton, from her
home up North. -

“Her young sister must have sont it,”
scowled Cora. “Look at the kid's clumsy
writing. Well, I suppose Betty must have
the thing, some time.”

Judith gave a sudden chuckle,

“I say, Cora, what a lark to open it!
And why not? It says ‘captain of the
Fourth '—and you ave captain!”

¥ No, there is the Ribbleton
stamp, Judy.”-

“Well, don't we come from Ribbleton?"
retorled Judith gleefully.  “Do open it,
just for a lark! %"ou can always plead that
it was aspure misunderstanding. Weo both
thoueht it was from our own people—ah?™

ut—
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Cora hesitaled a moment. Then, with a
sudden reckless laugh, she tore away the
string and unwrapped the brown paper.

Ouc or two small garments fell to the

o0
“Gmuinns!” sneered Cora,  “Tlas Beily
DLeen asking them fo send old clothes, for
her to hawk round the school 7
“Ha, ha, ha!” pealed Judith.
—there's a note as well !
Cora snatched it up. The envelope was
not gummed down, the note having been
slipped  amongst the folded garments.
“Read it!” wged Judith, “We can al-
ways say we had to read it because we were
puzzled I ;
d

“But look

nd Cora read it

With  her looking over one
shoulder, the elder girl took the neic from
the unscaled envelope, and glanced it
through.

“Jt's from DBetly's smﬁm nght enough,”
grinned Judith. “ What a lavk!”

“Tt aakes one thing quite cloar,” mut-
d Cora. “Detty hasn’t had the courage
ile home and say she has lost the cap-
y. That's why the kid up yonder ad-
ssed the parcel to * The Captain of the
Yourth Form.””

“Of course, the kid would want to let
all the world know that h ister was cap-
tain!” sneered Judith., nd =o the old
rags of things have Leen sent for Betty to
give away to some poor person round about
bere. What nonsense it is!”

“The sort of thing Bctly wmlld lllm ta
do, just to show off,” said Cora.
reckon she and her peoplc lmd better l:crp
all their old cloihes for themsclves now.
They look l:kc needing them. Do you sce
what the kid writes about iheir—-
Hark !

Cora crushed up the letter as she heard
whirling steps in the passage.

ext instant the door was flung open, and
Betty Barfon darted into the room.
! You have opencd it—my parcel!™
she eried out disgustedly. “You mean
creatures !”

“Steady a bit!” flashed Cora, glaring at |

the justly indignant girl. “Don’t you be
quite so free with your compliments!™

Betty slammed the door behind her, and
then drew herself up.

“So you are—mean creatures, both of
you, to do a thing like that!” she "burst out.
"I-hca};d that a parcel had just come for
me-~——
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“For you!

dignation.
wrapper.

“How long have you been. captain " re-
torted Betly scornfully.  “A few hours,
that's all! And you could see that there
was a name, only it bad been torn oﬂ—my
name, as you must have known”

We didn't know—-"

“Look ut the official stamp, telling you
that the pareel came from the town where
I live! 'There is no excuse!” Betty rushed
on passionately.  “You have deliberately
opened the pdl'wl—\nu ve vead the letter.
Give it to me, Cora!”

And she snatched
hands.

“You've done this sa
affairs ™

“Look at this label on the
‘ Captain of the Fourth Form

the note from Cora’s

to pry into my
the indignant girl wenl on, pant-
ing for breath.  *Oh, it's too bad—too
cruell You make my unbearable with
your spite and your mi of-making 1™

“What do you mean—spite, mischief-
making?” blazed out Cora, - You are up to
the old injured-innocent game, are you?
Trying to make ont that you didn’t cheat at
the exam., and that we——"

“Joyer since I came to Morcove you have
been hitting at me oue way and another,”
Betty cried out. “And I can’t even ha\e
my sister write to me without you—"

“We toll you it was an accident l"
shouted Judith.

“It was pot! It couldn’t have been!”

“ Are we telling libs, then?”

“Yes—yes! 1 can soc it in your eyes!
You-—— Don't touch .me, Cora Grand.
! I'm not in the mood for pumns up
mlh anything more, I warn you!

But Cora simply rushed at Betty Barton.

“Come on, Judy! We'll t her to
call us fibbers!”

Judith, as much beside herself with ruga
as her sister, made a clutch at Betty.

That g hands were loaded, for the
moment, with the contenis of ‘the parcel
and the httlu note that had been enclosed
with them, She didn't like to deop all
these things, and so the sisters had her at
a disadv antage.

“Now!” his
her open han
hat

“T'eke {hat, Betts—und

Slap, slap!
“ And that from me, frn " panted Judith.

Gasping with indignation, and looking as
BEN

Iow were we to know it was
for you?” -struck in Cora, with affected in- '

ed (‘cm. dealing a blow with

-
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:_white as a shect, Doty tried to tear hersclf
ree.

Next moment she was down on the floor,
having lost”her balance in the struggle to
get free,

“Now beg our pardon for calling us
fibbers!”. Cora ordered her, half kneeling
upen the prostrate vietim,  “Come on!
Say you are sorry!”

“I won't—I won't!”

Dropping the things she had been hold-
ing, the poor girl made another desperate
attempt to struggle [rce; but again the
effort was in vai

“No, my dear, you can’'t get away!”
Cora taunted her. *You don’t leave this
room until you have begged our pardon,
and promised not to tell anybody about
that parcel!”

“I won’t beg your pprdon! You opencd
it, knowing it was for me, and I— Oh,
you are hurting me! Don’t, don't! Cora,
Judith !”

Crash !

That was the door, as it was sent swing-
ing round against the wall, and in the self-
same instant Polly Linton was in the room,
almost shouting:

“What's the matter? Oh,
Cora—Judith—-"

Belty

CHAPTER 20.
Polly Makes a Diference.

i OU stand still!” Cora Grandways
Y cried at the newcomer upon the
scene.  “The girl has insulted us,
and she is going to apologise!”
“1 won’t! Polly, it was no insult!
They've opened a parcel—read a letter for
me from home. And I couldn't stand it
any longer. 2
“Be quie Cora cried,
prostrate girl another smack.
Then Polly sailed in!
Whatever the rights or wrongs of the
case might be, that smack settled things, in
Polly's opinion!
. . Bhe seemed to iuke a lithe spring clean
through the air, with Cora for her objec-
tive.

the

dealing

Next moment it was Judith who was
eprawling on the floor.
Then, before there had been time for any

crowd to gather at the doorway, Betty and
Polly made off, the former carrying all tho
things that had come in the parcel.

, The sound of Cora and Judith scrambling
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to their feet and spluttering with anger,
whilst one of them slammed theiv study
doov violently, might well have left the

chums chuckling over theiv triumph. For
triumph it had been—a triumph  that
brought out, once again, the unfailing

loyalty of Polly towavds Betty. 4

But there was an element of gravity in
the whole affair that forbade all levity,

Alove togetl in their_own study, the
two chums were grimly silent for quile a
long time. Belty, after putling her dis-
ordered hair to rights, rcad through the
letter from home, and examined the things
that had come with it, whilst Polly was
lost in thought.

“You sce, Polly,” Betty broke out at
last, “Cora could not possibly have been
mistaken about the pareel She hasn’s
been eaptain long cnough for parcels to
come for her, by rail, addressed to her as
¢ (‘aptain of the Fourth Form,””

“1t's disgraceful I exploded Polly, “Of
course, the thing can't be roported; but if
it did get to Miss Somerfield’s ears, it
would mean an ‘end to Cora’s captainey L'
She added,” in a softened voice: “ What's
the news from home, Betiy? Are matters
mending, dear?”

“T'm afraid not,” sighed Betty. “You
shall read the letter in a minute, I wrote
to Doris—not wanting to bother mother
about it—asking her to send a few old
things for the child of a poor woman dewn
ere. The woman and her husband ars
living in an awflul sort of tent place, in an
open field, and the poor child is such a
sad sight, Just Dogis’ age. 1 found they
had hardly any warm underclothing for
her; and so—" Betty shrugged her
shoulders.

“What a brick you are, Betty darling I'*
Polly exclaimed, with the old admirimg
look. “And youw’re the girl that others
deem guilty of cheating at an exam.! U'd
like to tell all the school about your kind
thoughtfulness for those poor people.”

“If you do, Polly, I—"

“Qh, I suppose T shall have to heid my
tongue!” grinned Polly. “You'd be angry,
T know, And so there iz no better nevs
from home about your people?”

*“No, Polly. ris is only a child, and
she doesn’t exactly understand the position:
But she says that mother and dad and unclo
talk as if they hadn’t 2 penny to call their
own. I spppose they really haven't, either,
as uncle is not allowed to touch a penny
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of the fortune he came home wi
that someone is disputing his right to it.

Betty looked again at the letter.

“My sister says how she wishes I were
at home! She little knows how near T
have come to being sent home—expelled !

“ Betty, darling, don’t—"

“But it's true,” was the sad rejoindor.
#Miss Somerficld told me yesterday that,
after thinking things over, she had decided
1o let me finish the term here, but only as
an act of grace. She thinks my people
have cnough worry—and so they have—
without lknowing that I—that I—"

There was a sudden sob in Betty’s voice.
She could say no more, but had to turn
away to hide her brimming eyes from
Polly.

“Dear,” said Polly, coming close to her
chum, who was sitting down by the table
with a sudden dreop of the head, “how
can I say all that T want to say, Betty,
dear?”

“There is no need, Polly.
know how you feel for me! Whetever hap-

ens, I've always got you. And there is

rixie, and Madge—Dolly, too, and Tess—
they still believe in me. But all the rest,
Polly—"

“Some day,” whispered Polly, with a
hand on her chum’s shoulder, “you will be
righted in the eyes of the whole school,
as you have been righted before. You
‘didn’t cheat at the exam., but someone else
did!”

“0Oh, Polly—>"

“I am suve of that, Betty—quite, quite
sure, or 1 would not,say so. It was all a
plot, of course, and I am waiting and
watching, Betty, dear—waiting and watch-
ing to find out who the plotters were.”

Betty pressed her loyal friend's hand;
and_aiter that there was silence.

“Well, dear?” smiled Polly at last.

“T'm thinking,” answered Betty softly.
FTm thinking of something that I read in
4 book of poetry a few days ago. It was
that poet, Robert Browning, whom people
an they never ean understand. ut I
tinderstand. the lines I'm thinking of:

I know—oh, 1

EWhat a glorious thing friendship is,
World without end!”

Polly gave a merry laugh.

“QOh, if you are going to quote potery!”
she cried. ~ And she sailed from the room,
whistling gaily.

CHAPTER 21.
Paula at the Picnic. £ .
HE affair of the parcel from Ribble-
I ton did not reach the ears of Miss
Somerficld or any of the other mis-

tresses. =

But Polly Linton did not scruple to me-
quaint the girls of the Fourth Form with
what had happened, and with some of them
the feeling of indignation was great.

Ella Eigood and Grace Garfield treated
the whole matter as o joke; but, then, they
were ready to be apologists for anything-
that Cora might do, now that she was cap-
tain,

But Paula Creel, in a vague way, felt
what had happened was “not quite the
thing, bai Jove!” And she said as much
to the Grandways couple, but was soon
talked round, Cora pleading that the open.
ing of the parcel had been a genuine mis-
understanding. <

There remained in the end, however, at -
least a half-dozen girls—beside those who
were Betty's chums—who considered the
affair of the parcel was just an instance of
Cora’s high-handed manner now that she
was captain.

It confirmed them in their uncasy feeling
that she was going to be “too jolly uppish,”
and so, to give her a bit of a take-down,
they firmly declined the invitation to the
wonderful picnio |

In vain Cora and her sister tried fo
wheedle these girls into a better mood. It
was not to be done,

Baturday came, and not one of the refusals
had been changed into an acceptance!

Looking at the list of girls who were to
form the pm-tir, Cora could not help scowl-
ing. She could only count, including her- _
self and Judith, eight girle. Nine with
Ursula Wade!

<Less than half the Form!” was her rue-
ful thought. “And how many are coming
just for the sake of what they can get 7

Scanning the list again, she could decide
that four at least were joining the piomi
simply for the sake of the good s
that would be going. 8o, altogether, the

irls who had accepted out of genulfie
riendship were by no means numerous!

Nor was the weather inclined to favour
the grand outing. .

Saturday morning was hot and sunny—
blazing hot. But tﬁe glass was falling, and
everybody agreed that there was thunder
about.  Miss Massingham, the Form mis-

& s S
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tress, discussing the intended excursion with
Cora, after dinner, warned that girl to keop
an cye on the sky.

“We don’t want you all to come back
drenched to the skin,” said the Form mis-
tress. **So you had better take your maes.”

Tt was getting on for three o'clock when
the party set off, Cora Grandways feeling
seeretly relieved that Urusla had pot joined
the muster at the school gate.

To look at the stylish aristocratic Paula,
and one or two otf:er girls, was to realisc
how fhey would turn up their noses whoen |
they found that Ursula was invited! For|
Cora and Judith had kept very quict about
Ursyla’s invitation.

Slowly the picnickers dawdled along the
cliff road for a mile or so, in the full glare
of the sun. Although they were high up
on cliffs towering a couple of hundred feet
above the open sea, they hardly felt a brecze
stirring. The sca itsell was Jike a sheet of
molten metal, calm as a mill-pond.

Then, striking away from the road, when
it turned inland, they crossed the undula-
ting grassland, always kecping closo to the
cliff's edge. A mile or so of ihis gentle
sauntering, and they reached their destina-
tion, thankful to scatter themselves around
in the shade of the thousand-ycar old ruina

Cove Castle was the merest relic of by-
gone times, and its fragments of walls and
towers—the walls were five foet thick—gave
Jittle suggestion of what the mighty strong-
hold had been like in former days. But the |
cluster of ruins made a very picturesque
scene, famous for picnic-parties.  One of
its great charms, teo, was its complete iso-
lation.

“Bai’ Jove, how womantic!” exclaimed
Paula, feeling inclined to talk aficr she
had been lolling for ten minutes in the
- cool shade. “Cowa darling, this is §:wcut il
.~ “Gracious, it's four o'clock!” Jaughed
Cora, glancing at her gold wrist-wateh.
“Who says tea?”
" “Tea,” said Paula, sitting up languidly,
“would be vewy wefweshing, Cowa darling.
Bu Hallo? Bai Jove! Who's this
person

It was Ursula Wade.

Cora shot a glance at the approaching
girl, and then she did not know which way
to

. __She could tell, by the sudden silence, that
Ursula’s appearance had caused an imme-
diate fall of spirits.

“Hallo, Ursula!”

Judiih sang ont, with
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enforced amiability. “So you've come to
jain us!”

This was said in the hope that the others
would think Ursula had iovited herself.
But Ursula quickly made her position clear.

“You invited me, didn't you?” she
smiled. i

“Bai Jove, geals!” breathed Panla.
“You know, I-I don’t like to be pwe-
judiced ; but—weally !”

“That girl!” muttered others sullenly.
“We might just as well have had Betity
Barton with us!”

“I would rather have had Detty, any
day,” confided Eva Merrick.

“Yes, bai Jove! If we are to have out-
siders, we—oh, well, geals! Ti's weally. too
hot to make stwong wemarks!” Paule fin-
ighed, Jolling back again.

Doth Cora and Judith went in for a lot of
false merriment after that, Put the picnie
was falling fat. Cora could feel that.

Nobody couid be made to laugh, nobody
was in the mood for chatier. Nor were
there any wonderful expressions of delight
when the dainty cloth had been laid out
on the shady grass, and covered ‘with its
showy array of catables.

“Come along, girls—come zlong, Paula!
Gather round!” pleaded Cora, with another
false laugh. “Urusla, you—you might sit
there.” She pointed out a speecial place, re-
mote as possible from the othera. ““All the
rest can squat where they like.  Paula,
come on!”

Paula was very slow in bestirring herszelf,
and so Cora went across to her and started
to haul her up.

“Bai Jove!” brealhed Paula, as she was
dragged to her feet. 1 say, Cowa darling—
just a whisper, if I may! That geal, you
kg

“Qh, don't bother about her!”

“] would pwefer to overlook her pre-
gence,” said Paula, in a stage whisper.
“ But, weally, I can't help looking at her,
don’t vou know. She—she dwesses so badly,
what 7

“She dresses miles better than Betiy
Barton

“Well, I'm .not so sure,” doubted Paula.
“Betty DBarton always looks pretty, what?
As for Ursula— Bai Jove, Ursuls,” the
drawler went on, going close to the
“epread ”; "L eay, wonld you mind we-
moving that bwooch fwom your fwoek?”

“My brooch 7 stared Ursula.

« Pwecisely,” said Paula sweetly. It
can’t be weal diamonds, so—if you wouldn’t
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mind wemoving it, please? The glare, bai
Jove! Like a lot pf miwwows—looking-
glasses, don't you know! Oh, thanks!”

With a shrug and a smile, Ursula had

}akcn out the offending bit of cheap jewel-

ery.

“T'mn sure 1 don’t want to make mysclf
objectionable!” she said. “I only want to
be friends!”

“Yes, wather,” said Paula. “Of course,
we all see you want to be fwiends. Only
we—er—don’t exactly want to be——"

“Your tea, Paula!”

“QOh, tha-a-a-anks, thanks!”

Cora was pouring out, still trying to
canse laughter by having little aceidents
with the cups. But the mood of the party
in general was like the mood of the weather
—thundery! The brightness had gone out
of the gathering, and so had the brightness
gone, suddenly, from the surrounding scene.

For o haze had dulled the sun, and now
the smooth sea was all copper-coloured—
two unmistakable signe of an imminent

. storm.

“As T was wemarking,” said Paula, find-
ing that nobody clse was inclined to talk,
“we know yoa want to be [wiends,
Ursula. Howevah, I feel constwained to
wemark that T—"

“Try a cream bun, Paula dear

“Tha-a-a-anks, Judith dear. But I would
pwefer a morsel of cake, don’t you know. 1
wather faney TUrusla is watching those
eweam buns, and I don’t wish to depwive
her of them. I should wegwet being
gweedy, what?”

Some of the girls laughed—quite hearty
laughter for once.

“T have often wemarked,” went on Paula,
encouraged by the amusement she was
creating, “life is weally made up of pwe-
judicos, what? Some of us are pwejudiced
in favour of cweam-buns, some of us pwefer
cake! In the same way, geals, some of us
Ii flashy jewellery—bwooches, and such

like, whilst® some of wus wegard cheap
bwoaches as—"

« Another cup, Paula?”

“Thanks, no more, Cowa darling! Baij
Jove, how sultwy the sky looks, what? I
hope——"

“Hark 1 broke in Ella Elgood sharply.

A sudden rumble overhead drove an un-
easy cry from all the rest,

“Thander !”

“Yes, wather, bai Jove!”

“Twook at the sky—black!” exclaimed
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Grace Carfield, jumping uvp in alarm,
“Cora, what are we to do if it rains?”
“0Oh, bother rain! It won't—"
“But il’s raining now!” ' .
“Yes, wathah! ~ Bai Jovel - Gwacious
A blaze of lightning shimmered in the
inky clouds, and the crash of thunder was
followed by a few more splashes of rain.
“It’s nothing 1” cried Cora ill-tempezedly.
“ Anyhow, we can take time to pack up and
make for home.” :

But her companions were of a very -

different opinion.
Huddling together for a few moments,

like a lot of frightened sheep, they felt ..

convineced of two things. One was, that
the storm might burst at any instant; the
other, that the ruins offered not a scrap of
shelter,

For the rain, when it came, would be &
deluge! g

Out of the deep gloom came another blaze
of lightning, and it lit up faces that were
blanched with fear. .

Then there was such a rattle and crash of
thunder as made the girls cower down.

Cora, pulling herseli together, started to
bundle Lﬁc {ca-things back inte the picnic-
baskets and bags, whilst she called to her
companions to help her. But only Judith
responded.

Then, suddenly, two or three of the most
terrified girls deserted. They simply bolted
for home, unable to hear the thought of

 being canght in a violent storm anywhero

along the cliffs.

Their flight was the signal for others to
make off.

In vain Cora and Judith yelled to them,
above the hurly-burly of the thunder peals;
on they scurried, leaving only Paula, Ella,
and Grace to keep the sisters company.

“T say, bai Jove,” palpitated Paula, “this
js sewious, what? We've no macs.,, don’t
you know! If we get dwenched——"

“Let me get the things packed up, and
then——"" Cora began; but a perfect pande-
moninm of thunder, right overhead, over-
whelmed her shouting.

“Come on!” fumed Ella, geiting as
panicky as the girls who were now a good
way ahead.

“But the baskets—"

**Oh, bother the baskets; come back for
them some other time!” burst out Grace.

Cora and Judith alike were only too

-4
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anxious to get away. So, what with the
others’ urging, and the blinding Hashes of
lightning, and the pealing of thunder, they
gave up caring any more aboub the tea-
things. - ~

With a rush, Cora stowed the baskets,
and other articles into a rough-and-ready

hiding-place amongst the ruined walls, and |

then sha chased after her companions, who
had already holted off.

“Bai Jove!” panted Paula, starting to
labour for breath ere she had run_a hun-
dred yards. *““This is weally sewious! I
say, geals, T—weally, you know 5

Soce-iss! The lightning burned again,
streaking down the inky sky, and then
the whole heavens racketed once more.

There was a fecble ery from Paula, and
the others locked round at her. She was
staggering along as if half-blinded by that
last glare.

“Don’t” be a duffer!” Cora shouted an-
grily. “Come on! Hurry!”

“PBut—but—— Oh, my gwacious! Cowa!
I say, Cowa—all of you! Help!”

Paula had stumbled heavily over a big

stone as she blundered on.

“I'm hurt, geals! I say, don’t leave
*mel” the girl shrilled pitcously, “T've
spwained my ankle!”

But neither Cora nor Judith heard

Paula’s appealing cry.

m they ran, helter-skolter across the
storm-darkened uplands, whilst Paula Creel
remained where she had come to grief, sob-
bing and moaning with pain every time
she tried to drag herself along.

CHAPTER 22.
What a “ Bwick.”

T'8 still holding off I’ panted one of
the girls who had becn the first to
flee from the ruins. “Shall we wait
for tho others then?”

‘1

_ Her companions, exhausted with  run-
ning, leoked up at the inky sky. .
“] don’t know,” one said uncasily.

“There may be a deluge any moment!
Hadn’t we better keep on, and—-"

“No: let's wait a minute, anyhow,” broke
in another. * They can’t be far behind!™”

8¢ they all hung about.

The spot at which they had come to a
standstill was just where they had emerged
on to the cliff rord, after a long race across
the grass. There was still no shelter for
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them, if the rain should start, and it was
only a minute or so before a few of them
were anxious to be off again.

Then, suddenly, a vivid flash of lightning

‘| showed them Cora and three other girls

racipg towards the readway.

“But where’s Paula?” exclaimed Diana
Forbes, with a throb of alarm. “She's
not with those girls, and they are the last
we have been waiting for! It's queer 2

“Yes,”” muticred some of her companions.
And in a momeont they were all shouting at

ora :

““Where's Paula?
was with us, Cora?”

“Bother Paula!” gasped the new eaptain
of the Form, as she and her three com-
panions came rushing up in a breathless
state. “I'm mnot going to wait for her.
Come on, unless you want to get web!™

Even as she gave the ery, large drops of
rain began to splash down.

That settled it, so far as bothering any
more about Paunla was concerned !

On again ran all the girls, with the des-
perate hope that they might yet get in-
doors before the rain got bad enough to
drench them.

In a few seconds the scared throng had
passed out of sight along the winding road;
and their disappearance was the signal for
a solitary girl to emerge from the shelter
of some bushes, close to where the others
had just waited.

The girl was Betty Barton,

She had net been crouching amongst the
bushes to scek shelter from the coming rain.
There , indeed, not the slightest shelter
from rain either there or unywhere eclse
close at hand. Besides, she had a water-
proof cloak over her other garments.

Betty had, in fact, hidden herself
amongst the bushes simply to escapo being
scen by the picnickers.

She was returning to the school after
taking the bundle of garments to the poor
folk who had exciled her pity some days
ago, when she became aware of a wholo
bunch of girls running hard for the school.

Knowing them for Cora's party, and not
wishing to have an encounter with them,
she had slipped into the bit of “cover,” so
as to let them go by and. get in advance of

er.

But now that they were all running hard,
so far ahead, she did not follow. Instcad,
she looked in the direction from which they

You diduw't think she
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had all come, her pretly eyes doing their
best to picrec the stormy gloom,

Again the lightning Dlazed, lightin
all the countr,
but cven then
Paula Creel.

Another erash of thunder, and then down
came the rain, full pelt!

The deluge fairly roared in Deity’s cars,
and she could even feel the sting of tho fall-
ing drops through the thickness of her
waterproof and other garments.

The wackintosh was keeping her dry; all
the same, this was such a storm as nobody

up
c with great vividoess,
sho could see no sign of

would wish to be out in for a moment
longer than could be helped.
Vet Betty turned her back to the only

source of refuge, the distant school. She
started to run, Jabouring along through
tho heavy deluge in the direction of the
distant ruins.

On and on she struggled, the mackintosh
fapping about her kneos, the rain stream-
ing down her flushed checks.

The lightning glare was almost continual
now, and soon she could make out the ruin,
a low mass of crumbling walls showing
starkly against the black sky.

Drawing swiftly closer, she was even able
to sce, of a sudden, a pitiful figure floun-
dering about on the rain-whipped grass.

It was Paula Creel.

Hoer focble crics of distress sounded pite-
ously whenever there was a Iull in the
thunder, and Betty felt she simply wanted
to fly the rest of the way to the hapless
gitl's aid.

At last she was with her, and they cried
out to each other above the noise of the
dreadful storm:

“Betty! Oh,
rom !’

“Y felt sure you were in neod of help,
Paula. How awflul, to sce you as helpless
as this!”

“It's my ankle, Betty! Gwacious, T've
never had such paint The others have
wun away, too, leaving me like this! But

o

“TI'Il help you,” said Betiy, and unbutton-
ing her waterproof she dragged it off.
“There you are, put that on, Paula!”

“Buat you? Oh, bai Jove, Betty, you
ﬂuu't”wuﬂﬂ_\’ mean I'm to—to wear your

“T do
“Then

where did you come

you are a downright bwick,
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Betty 1 declared Paula unhesitatingly. “Aw
Ym— Bai Jove, I'm jolly gwateful to
you!” : :

Detty helped her to struggle ot
waterproof, which was at least going
protect Paula, all lightly clad as 5!
from & chill. o 341

“Thank you, thank you!" gasped ‘oub -
Paula, who was in rcal pain from hcr
ankle. “You weally are a bwick, Betty! I
won't forget this, bai Jove! But I wish
vou hadn’t given me your coat, dom’t you ' .
know, ooo! Careful! I must be
careful, bai Jove!” §

“Yes, take your time,” Betty advised,
helping the girl to rise. “Can you venture
to walk at all, do you think?”

“T—I must! We can’t stay out in this
awful storm,” gasped the injured girl
“Qnly, you'll stay and help me, won't you
Betty? I say, you won't wun away like
the others?”

“No, Paula.” e

And then the lightning flashes, blazing
out again and again, revealed Betty half-
supporting the injured girl across the
drenched grass, whilst the rvain drummed
down with tropical violence, and the thun-
der roared and rumbled incessantly.

CHAPTER 23;

Life or Death.
AULA CREEL could just walk, and
P only just. Mvery now and then
she gasped aloud, or winced.with
pain; but when Betty, growing
alarmed, suggested running off for help,

the injured girl would not hear of it.

“Cwacious, no!” pauted Paula,  “'It's
not weally making my foot any worse, I'm
sure of that. If you don't mind ing
slowly, Betty deah! I—I'm so gwate?:l. to

you, weally, But you are getting -
dwenched ! .
“That's nothing!” laughed Betty. “I'm

as hard as nails!” ;
“Weally, I'd give something to be as
hard as nails myself,” said Paula, ** !
Betty, won't you let me give you back
mae, " S
“What good would that be? I'm soaked!”

“Tlalf, then!” Paula said, rising to-a -
height of unsclfishness to which she had
never before attained. “Bai Jove, Beiiy,
we—we must go halves, what?" PR % o

And they did! :




“‘having: 8 fair

At least, for all Paula knew, Betty was
share of the mac., now that

it wns being used capec-like about the pair
of them. But Betty scereily took care to
take far .l than her proper shave.

Tn this fashion they struggled along,

very slowly, wntil they got to the road.
Then, with the rain coming down harder

than ever, and with Paula’s foot slowly |

otting more painful with the strain of
imping along, they made a sheer snail’s
pace for a couple of hundred yards.

“You are poing to drop,” Betty ex-
claimed suddenly. *‘It’s too much for you,
Paula I

4 J—I weally am in gweat pain now,” con-
fessed the injured girl. “ But whatl else can
we do, Betty? I only there was a bit, of
shelter!”

“We couldn’t wisely take shelter, Paula,
pow that wo are drenched. I mean—-"

“Are you dwenched? Wight to the skin,
Betty ? I'm not, and thai’s because Bai
Jove, what & bwick you are!”

“Look here—— Oh, she's fainting

Tt was true.

With o sudden weak, moaning sigh,
Paula would have collapsed upon the rain-
washed roadway, only Betty held her up.

And now, what was Belty to do?
lay her swooning schoolfcllow beside the
road, for the rain to lash down upon her,
whilst she herself ran for help? It was a
course that some girls might have followed;
but Betiy——

No; she could not bring herself to do

u that fearful delnge of rain, with the

terrifying lightning play and the crash of |
. thunder, it scemed beartless to leave Paula

alone like that. She must be carvied the

rest of the way; that was all! To abandon

her, even temporarily, was unthinkable.
Gathering breath for the effort, and call-

ing up her ronnining strength, the courage- |

qus girl raised her drooping companion,
liEtinﬁ her clear of the ground. And, hold-
i er thus, Dotty staggered on—splash,
splash ! through how many puddies of rain,
with the rain all the time whipping down.
She had been drenched to the skin five
minutes ago; but that would have heen less
serious if no more rain had soaked through
her clothes. But it was sopping through
econtinuously, keeping the garments nexi to

- ‘her skin always icily cold.

Simply |
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i citedd talle; but Betty
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Betty, however, still had no thought of
her own plight.

On and ou! What an unending journey
it seemed to her! Not a soul did she
meet; and all the time Paula was lying
like a lifcless being in the girl’s saving
arms. On and on, with the rain lashing
down ever faster, as it seemed fo Betty,
and with her burden growing ever
weightier.

At last, when the shimmer of lightning
gave Betty a_glimpse of the school, she
was almost at ber last gasp. But she sirug-
gled on and reached the sehool.

Right up to the front porch she carried
the swooning girl, to be met there by an
excited throng of niistresses and scholars.
Some cheering mingled with all the ex-

had an idea that the
plandits were mock ones. She knew that
she must present a bedraggled sort of ap-
pearance—*like a drowned rab!” she was
thinking-—and so it was no wonder if =

| few girls were inclined to cheer ironically !
“¥ou said that before,” Betty laughed.

Panla was taken in hand at once, none
of the mistresses asking for details of what
had been happening, but simply urging
Betty to hurry away, and change into dry
things.

So off she went, the throng hanging back
{o hestow sympathetic remarks upon Paula
whilst that unconseious girl was being cars
rvied gently away.

Half an hour later  Betty was
serambling into dry clothes Behind a baths
yoom door, when she heard a loud knocke«
mg.

% ‘ou in there, Betty?” It was Polly
singing out lustily, “1 say! When am I
going to get a word with you? And
Panla is asking for you, Betty! And Miss
Redgra

“All

right 1"
s Redgrave wants to sec you as soon

as poss. !”

““Right-oh I” Betty answered again.

She completed her dressing ‘wirriedly,
and then went downstairs to present herself
to the junior mistress. The sense of being
in a glowing heat was passing ;- she caught
herseli shuddering onco or twice, and hez
steps were a_bit staggery, as if she were
still carrying Paula.

“You are sure you haven't taken a bad
chill, Betty?” Miss Redgrave asked her,

“QOh, no! I'm as hard as nails!”’

“Thank goodness for ibet!” exclaimed
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the junior mistress. “How I wish that you
could come  as well oub of your other

troubles, Betty. I—— Oh, here comes
Polly ! .
“I'm sorry, please,” Polly Linton

pleaded, as she slipped jnto the room;
“but I'm fed up with waiting about for a
word with Betty! You—— Oh, I don’t
know what to enll you, Betty! Doing all
that for Paula—for Paula!”

“Js. Paula one of your bitter enemics,
Betty?” Miss, Redgrave asked, with a
pained expression.

“She used to be against me——"

“She isn't now, I ean tell you!” struck
in Polly. ““She is in her study, looking
quite tho grand invalid, all swathed in a
dressing-gown and blankets and things !
‘And matron has made her & basin of gruel.
Ugh!”

“Her foot—"

“It's nothing, after all,” grinned Polly.
#She just moved it about, and all of a
sudden it camo right again! So it couldn’t
have been a ‘ pwoper spwain’ after alll”

“You had better run along and sce
Paula,” Miss Redgrave suggesed to Betty,
“and geb some of that gruel for yourself,

1

Botty, then jump into bed and keep
warm!”
“] think I will,” said the modest

heroine of the storm.

With that Betty and Polly left the
Junior mistress's study. Betty was about
to make her way to Paula’s study when
she hesitated.

“ Paula can see me in the morning.’” she
gaid. “I—somehow. I—I'd rather leavo
things until the morning. I shall feel more
Jike it then.”

But, come morning, Betty Barton was a
flushed, feverish, half-delirious girl, causing
the greatest anxiety to the Headmistress,
%he matron, and the doctor who had becn
’phoned for.

Evathed in blankets, they took her across
to the school “san,” there to be tucked
up in one of the little cots, The doctor
was round again just after dinner, and
®olly, hovering near the sanatorium en-
grance, saw how gravely he was shaking
Ig_is_hcud as he came away from his second
~Fisit.

“"4We must hope not,” he was saying to

Miss Somerfield; “but her condition does

ot improve!”

Again, about five o'clack, the medico
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made a third visit, and this time hi
departure was followed by sending off a
telegram to o certain address up north,

“Your child Betly seriously ill. Comie®#t- |
onece 1™ ¢ :

And that night a solemn hush brooded,
over the whole of Morcove School. Even
the loud, spiteful tongue of Cora Grand-
ways was silenced for once.

Lifa or death for Betty
was it o be?

Bartoi—which

In the solemn quictude of the twilight
hour, there came somecone to talk with
Polly Linton as that girl sat all alone in the
old study.

“Pway excuse me, Polly,” pleaded tha !
visitor, sinking miserably into a chair. “I
don’t want to interwupt you at all; but
1I—1 am so miswable! I feel—" -

Paula Creel took out her dainty handker-
chief and wiped her cyes. '

“She was such a bwick, don’t you.
know !” was her quavering remark, after a
little sniffing. “And, weally, it is coming
home to me now how ewucl I often was!”

Polly Linton stood up, staring out at .
the fading afterglow in the western sky.

“Perhaps,”’ she said softly, “it has all
happened to make other girls realise, Paula,
how cruel they have been!”

CHAPTER 24.
In the Hour of C

= OLLY!” .
P “Yes, Madge !’

“Is there any fresh news? Any.
thing to cheer one up a bit?"”

bit?*
As Madge Minden asked' that
her c¢hum, Polly Linton, gave a sa
of the head. 5
“Come in and sit down, now you are
here,” Polly said, for Madge was only hover-
ing in the study doorway. “*No, I'm afraid
there is no change.” g
The other girl sighed heavily as she shut
the door and dropped into a seat. 4
“ Betly’s people are on the way here, ab
any rate 7" she said, after a spell of silence.
#Yes, Madge. They wired that they were |
leaving Ribbleton earlLthis morning, ahd
they’ll’ be here long before dark.  Dene *
your prep. yet?” 5
Madge Minden shook her head.

uestion
shake




he confessed.

Same with me,”’ shrugged Polly Linton,

locking at somé school books standing open

on .the table,

She uddai, as the doov opened  and

*Any mews, Polly?” asked Trixie Hope,
drifting dejectedly” into the study. I
thought pe‘fhaps you might have heard

something 7'

“T've just been tclllngiyudge; it's a case

of no change either way.

““Well, so long as poor Betty isn’t_worse,

that's something,’”” said Trixie.

“Je suis

tres triste co soir—I am very sad this even-
ing.”

sixte was not showing off her French,
nor was she using French for fun. There

was little inclination for fun amongst any

members of the Fourih Form at Morcove

Hchool at present.

Trixie’s French was just a habit
had been studying it up very hard

She
or some

time now, her parents having hinted that
they might be going on the Continent with
her for the summer holidays. As yet the | twuly sorry, Polly. For Betty would never

ir] could not ?enk guite “‘like the native.”

or was her

vench like that one gets in

the grammars. 1t was, in many respeets, &

gpecial brand of her own.

But Trixie’s French and everything else,
. indeed, was of little importance at the
resent time. The only thing that counted
_in the minds of the Fourth-Formers of
** Morcove School just now was the condi-

tion of Betty Barton.

r

She talked sympathetically with Polly
for seteral moments, trying to relieve the

unhappy git’s anxiety for her chum, and

when she seemed just a little

bit more

cheerful, Madge got up from her chair,

and Trixie followed suit.

“We may as well get back to our rmAr;

_den, Trixie,” Madge said listlessly.
there is no fresh news I—I don't know what
else there is to do except moon about.””
Trixie nodded in agreement, and the two
girls sauntered away, leaving Polly alone
50 this den, which was hers and Betty

" . Bartons.

<to glance up from her work to see

" Dear old study, where they had spent so
. many hours together! But now——

. Would the cosy litile room ever. know

+ Betty Barton’s sunny presence again? Or
were the happy times when Polly had only

the shum
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she Joved smiling back ab her across the
table gone for ever?

Tor Betty Barton was very, very ill.

A violent chill had developed into rheu-
matic fever, and at this very moment the
poor girl was lying almost ab death’s door
over in the school sanatorium.

Now Polly Linton heard a tap which
heralded another visitor, and she called
softly :

“Come inl!"”

The girl who entered was Paula.

“Weil, Polly,” she said, with a sort of
simpering sigh, ‘I was wather hoping you
had heard something [wesh, perwaps?"”

“No, Paula. Our only bit of comfort is
that Bettys’ parents will soon be here now.””

“Bai Jove, what a .welief!” exclaimed
Paula very earnestly. “I—L say, Polly, 1
know I'm looking in upon you pwetty fwe-
quently lately, bus, weally—""

“That’s all right, Paula. I'm only too
glad to see you, knowing what it means.
You are as sorry as any of us about poor
Betty.”

“T ‘weally om,” declared Paula, sitting
down dejectedly, ‘1 have weason to be

have got wheumatic fever if she hadn’t
sacwificed  herself for my sake in that
dweadful_storm!”’

“Ves, Paula. It was just like Betty—""

«It was jolly bwickish of her, as I kept
on saying at the time,”” went on Paula.
“When she came out to find me in the
storm, because she knew I'd hurt my ankle
an.r} couldn’t, walk,”

W

“Qhe w'apped her awn mac. awound me,
Polly. She had to cawwy me in the end,
too, bai Jove! And I—T'm a geal who use:
to look down on her, bai Jove!”

“¥ou don’t now, Paula. All that’s past
and done with; forgiven and forgotten by
Detty.”

“If only I could think so,”” sighed Paula,
looking as if she were on the verge of
toars. **But I—they won’t let me go into
the sanatorium and speak to her, don't you
know 1"’

“They daren’t let one of us bother Betty.
But she did send out one message to you,
didn’t she, Paula?”

©“Ves, wathah. And T tell you it upset
me, Polly. I'm twying all the time not to
cwy, you know; bué I—weally, when ink
of how cwnel 1 often was, siding with
Cowa and Judith againsi the poor geal, and

-
B
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now— e Y

iven and forgotten!
sgnge. Polly deﬂl, and T-
\\en]]y must cwy !”’

Paunla sat there, dabbing a scented
hzlndk(!lchm[ at her tearful eyes, and giving
little quavering sobs until Polly went up
to the repentant girl and kissed her.

“Paunla dear, do you know, I nl»\n)f« felt
ihat somehow you were nob as bad at heart
as you sometimes seemed to be. And now
ylon are going to make good altogether,

‘ Tell Paula all the past is for-
That was the mes-
Bother it, I’

“ Yes, wather, bai Jove! When T think
of the way I went on

“Don't think of it, dear!”

“I've just one \\em‘uk I would like to
make,’” said Paula, standing up. “I-~1
wather fancy Pve been a bit of a sneb up
to now, what? Nevahtheless, Polly, I—I do
not mean to be a snoh any longer. No!*’

_ Pally caught Paula’s “hand and pressed

Bhe knew that all hostility  between
Paula and Beliy had ended, never to start
again.

CHAPTER 25.
Self-Betrayed
HERE was good news for Botty when
I at Jast her father and mother
arrived at Morcove. For a cahle
had  been reccived from America,

saying that her uncle's claim to his land
had been allowed, and the family fortunes
were all vight again.

Business called AMr, and Mes,
from Morcove, but their v brief as it
was, cheeved up Betty considernbly and
helped her past the erisis of her illness,

Cora and Judith Grandways were furious
at the turn events had taken, for the girls
of the Fourth had flocked again to Betty,
and waited auxiously for news of her,

Barton away

On one thing, however, they could con-|

gratulate themselves, Betty was not vet
cleared of cheating over the Pinkerton prize
affair, Only one person conld do thai—and
that girl was Ursula Wade, But Ursula
dared not speak for her own sake!

As they were discussing the matter, a
knock came to the study door, and Ursula
Wade entered,

“Well, what do you want ?"" snapped Cora
Crandways.

“ A little civility, for one thing "’ retorted
Ur-auln, nlosmg the door,
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She had the reputation of B
girl, without. nmchpimnt gein‘
towards the Grandways
getting very bold just lately. N
cither, when Ursula held the §
\u-rc in the hollow of her handf

“Say what you want, and c.'l&ar
Cora exploded again,

She disliked Ursula, and was ruemg Very
bittexly the day when she had mede #n
accomplice of this girl in the plot. 3
Betty suspected cheating over
Pinkerton exam,

Instead of “clearing out,” Ursila in Ed
herself to a seat, 3

“You had better not, either of you, keep
up ihis tone with me,” she said, with aén
unpleasant smile, “I thought lt Was gﬁ
of my reward, for what T did for you,

1 was to be ftreated as a friend, So at Teast
yon might be civil!” k
“Ursula, it's no good my prctnndmg r.hu
T like ym\ company, because T don’t, .
Cora flatly, “ And you needn’t thmk I lm

afraid of you, because I'm not.””

“Youw've been showing yourself here tiim
after timo just lately,” went on the, capt”
tain of the Form, “and T'm tired of seei
you! So von had better stop it—see 77’
L‘rmh only smiled, .
“Judy and T bave talked it over, and wg
are umlol satisfied that v(m] can't’ gw';ou#
away without giving yourself away, P
said Cora, speaking wn)h greater VELQ)M
than was perhaps wise. For she was raisi
her voice to a risky extent, “It was al
your doing: 3
“Tt was all saur planning,” broke jn
Urcula, with a mlmncﬂ; that only dd
Cora the mere,  “You suggested *that J
should find out what the surprise swbject
was fto be for the Dinkerton exam., . and
[then put boois in otty's study. dealing
th that subject, so that. ¢

o

“You did it &l, anyhow! And yén
the prize money, when Betty was dig
qualified a cheat!” broke in- Cora
violently. yor're ae @uilty as We arel
And—r" i
“0Oh, Cora, don’t ta.lk 50 loud ™
claimed Judith nervously. don

who may be passing in the co:rldor'
She stepped across to the door and opén:
it, then slammed it shut and turned
\vlth a white face,
ra!  Ursula!
listening 1"

Someone

has
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. . the Pinketton Pwise, If any other geal in
was oulside when 1 opened | my place had mot folt bound to stand still,
“it was Paula Creell!” too surprised for anything, then—""
i Is [ Cora wrung her hands.! *‘You were not doing anything mean,
: Vhiat wad I saying? Could she have Paula!” some of the girls eried out, “Con-
heard: eno b to—to understand every-| sidering the very mention of the Piukerton
thing 2 Harkl” ) K . Prizo was bound to make you think of Betty
" Mute and #till the guilty trio stood listen- | —="

lni: ity " “Poor Betly, yes!” broke out Polly Lin-
ren} a neighbouring study came the mur-| ton, almost tcarfully. “‘She’s been suffer-
mur-of voices talking excitedly. ing all the shame of being called a cheat,
'ﬂmﬁe -avas ‘s rush of steps along the she’s had the captaincy taken from her, and
sage, and, Cora and Judith backed ac it's all your doing, Judith CGrandways!”’
the room ‘a5 the door was flang open, admit- | “Shamo, Cora, shame!”
ting Polly, Paula, and a dozen others. | “Cloar out!’ was almast all Cora could
“Olora!” came the furious ery from Polly. | say frantically. “I—I deny cverything, so
it was all vour doing—your plan-| there! Paula didn’t hear—-"
now we know—we have proofi— “Now you are trying to save yourself
that Betty didn’t cheat!” . .| with bluster,” said Polly. “But it won't
8hame—sheme on you, Coral" cried|answer, Core Grandways! You are not
y . Others, “You and your sister, and you | going to hold the captainey any longer! We
ko, Ursula—shame [ { will take jolly good care of that!”
. “I-T'm_not to blame!* Ursula protested | * Hear, hear!"
buskily: #I—they tempted me! It isn't| “You aore moing to—to tell the head-
-fair -to_blame me! I am nov so rich as | mistress "’ Cora said, her voice sinking io

;émlne of you!” .| a husky whisper.

“You o got  that twenty-pound prize| “My idea is this, girls,”” Polly ned to

un'f'a.lr!y i} . say to her friends. “We will give Cora half
I was tempted!” was all Ursula could | gn hour in which to say if she will make

plead again, with a frantic gesture, full cor'xreﬁsiun in the proper quarters. If

“Qhe was tempted, yes! And it is that | not——-"
couplo who_really are mostly to blame!” “] won't! It means—it means expul-
Polly rushed on, pointing a finger of scorn | sion!™
at the sisters. ‘‘Ursula is merely their | * Well,” sa’d Madge Minden scornfully,
aecomplice!” ¢didn't it mean something as bad as ex-
“Shame, shame!” pulsion for Betty? She would have been
Cora Giondways made a desperaie e(fnrt-l sent home, only, as her parenls were in

-to_pull-herself together. such trouble, the headmistress wanted to
*What are you all making such a rowsparo them a further upset.’”

-about?'’ she asked defiantly. “Are we agreed about that half-hour?”

. %Qh, drop. that!” cried Polly. "Thclnskm}_ Polly.

truth has come ont. You'vo given your: “Yes, yes.' X

selves. away, thanks to your l‘um}tclnpurcdl “Then come along!” said Polly, and sho

jabbering.  Paula heard—"* marched out of the room, the others

S *Paula 15 a sncak!” Judith hissed. following.

“Pyway let me speak!” pleaded Paula. «p|  Most of them kept together in Polly’s
much wegwet, as these girls know, that I|study, whilst the minutes were ticking away.
heard shat was not intended for my ears. Al first ther were seething with indignant
As: p, .member of a wather aristocwatic | talk about the revelation; but, as the time
family,»T am not in the habil of listening | drew near for Cora to answer the ultimatam,
at doopst But——" a tense silence fell upon all.

#You were listening at the keyhole, you So, at last, the clock on the study mantel-
gnepk Y. picce showed that the time limit had ex-

WL piwotest that T was not listening at | pired. Withont a_word, and without wait-
eyhole,”” said Paula.  “That is an | ing another second, Polly went back to tha
tion I stwongly wesent! I was justhisters’ ctudy, followed by her friends.
to tap at your door, when I heard you Ursula Wade had gone away. Judith was
g ‘the most wemarkable things about | standing moodily by the window, whilst

¥
Busi
ing
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Cora was huddled up in a low basket-chair,
the very picture of despair.

“Well 2 demanded l’o]l_y Linton.

TI re was no answer, :

“Aro you going to confess, Cora? With
Bet!._y Iying as 1ll as she is, we are not
going to waste time!l”

And then, coward that she was at heart,
Cum burst into tears.

“Oh, show a little pity " she
plaringly. 8he tried to rise, buf
by grovelling at Polly’s fect, *
it means if I confess! Three of us!
shnll all three be expelled!”

““Then you are not going to make a clean
hrc'{st of things 7'’

“I ean’t! Oh Polly—Paula—all of you—
vnﬂt'. a lltllc while!”

“No!” Polly spoke the flat refusal, but
it was echoed by all the rest. ““Not with
Botty lying thcm, with the thought preying
on her mind night and day that nearly the
whole school deems her a cheat!”

“Oh, what shall T do—what shall I do?"
wept Cora. ** Judy, shall I confess-—shall 17"’

“Ne!” burst out Judith. “Fight it eut
somehow!  They—they ecan’t prove it!
Paula may have made it up, about what
she heard!”

Polly Linton turned back to the doow.

“T think we'd better go!” she said.

““Yes, wather, bai Jove!”

‘And they all went out again, the girl
who was the last to leave shuiting the door
with a slam.

Then they held another grave debate in
Polly’s study, and the upshot of it was that
Polly was deputed to go to the junior mis-
tress of the Form, Miss Redgrave, and place
all the facts before her.

Miss Redgrave was in her private room
when PoIly arrived theve, nnrl so there was
no delay in acquainting the junior mistress
with the grave state of affairs.

With undisguised amazement and herror,
Miss Redgrave listened to what Polly had te
say, hardly making a single interruption
until the story was ended.

“The girls all thought it best that we
should tell you first, Miss Redgrave,” Polly
wound up, “To hush the thing up was un-

eried im-

nded up
hink what
We

thinkable, of course. And yet—well, it’s
awful to think of three girls getting
expelled !’

The junior mi:trees nodded, her brows
drawn together. )
“Expelled they will be, that is eertain,”
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she said, “if this affair ins to the head-
mistress’s cars. Buf: you have: oomr“la m
in tho hope that I—that

perha;
“Yes!” Polly exelaimed’ 7 g
if there is 8 middle way I:hnugh

—a  way that will mean Be{ty “heing
righted, and yet a bit of hrerey &wg
shown to those three—then let’s take itl

The junior mistress took a E.houghﬂnl
turn about the room.

“Polly, send Cora Grandways ' m Hw,
please,”” she said.

“And Judith—Ursula 7+

“I will deal with them later.
the principal eculprit.”

““0h, Miss Redgrave, if you thmk jgou
can do something l.hut will* answer the
purpose without—'

“I know what you mean, Polly. Well,
you w:ll see what I intend to do. I want by
Cora.”

Polly hnreied away, and in &, fmv
ntes there was a nervous tap gt.the
junior mistress’ door, and: Cora came slink-
ing in,

“Stand there, Cora Grandways!” un:l
Miss Redgrave.

And the captain of the Fourth Form feh
as if she wero a_self-condemned pr)aonm

arraigned at the bar of justice!

CHAPTER 26. .
#' Keep the Flag Flyingl'n 2
=L OU have rcfused to confess?'” way

Y tho first remark Miss P.edgmv‘o '

mado.
“I-P've nothing to contull"
Cora  gasped huskily. "It wasn't  true
what Paula said she heard !

“Your eyes tell a different sfm'y. Cari,”
said the junior mistress. ““ Now - listen.’
The truth of the matter is this. You. aad
your sister induced Urusla Wade o  find

out what the special subject was to_be for

the DTinkerton exam. When TUrsula: had : -
done that, she borrowed books from' the

library dealing with the surprise anb_]ﬂet.'.-

and placed them in Betty’s study.”
Cora Grandways was silent,
“The result was, when Betty came.ouf:
top in the exam, as having done the best
essay, you were able to suggest that . she
had known what the subject was ta be,
and had studied it up from the books,”
Still not a word from Cora,
“The charge against DBetty was, 1!‘




i eved, awd the prize given fo Ursula—to
Drsyla, who 1 dono the second best
espay. .m0 wonder, when she had
known all ‘#long . what tho subject was to
be! Ursula- got the twenty pounds, Cora,
and you—yon got the captaincy!”

PIp il Y
“Now lat me tell you, without a
. momént’s delay, what is fo be done about

all. You will go straight from here,
Cora, and write out your resignation of

the captainey, giving as the reason that
you know Betty did not cheat at the
exam.!”’

“That's as-good as

o Y confessing !’ panted
TR, t means

expulsion just the

“Not necessarily, You will not own that

gou, and Judith, with Ursula, were at ithe

ottom of the whole business, As a sheer

#ct of grace towards the three of you, 1

;¢ allow yeu to ‘maintain silence when ji'hu

ars ‘questioned as to how yon know that

y - was innocent. 1 myself thall say

F‘ nothing, but shall make it guite clear that

# 1 have had prcof that Betty really s

innocent. Miss Somerfield will sce that I

am_giving someone in the Form a chance,

and she will decide not to probe too deeply

into the matber. 8o, Cora, the three of

N you will escape the cxpulsion you deserve,

and if you do_not make amends in the days

 to come—well, there will be no mercy for
you mext time!”

Cora opengd and shut her hands with
pervous tension.

“Do you accept the chance I give you”

“¥es, I suppose Oh, but give me
time I'" wailed the miserable culprit. ' Miss
Redgrave! Show a little pity, and give
me tine—until to-morrow—"

“No.. I feel as Polly and the rest feel
about it. Poor Betty must not be allowed
#o pass another night, ill as she is, withouk
knowing that she has been cleared of the
awful, unmerited stigma!”

The junior mistress pointed to the door,

*Go away and write out the vesignation,”
she said sternly, * You have half an hour
. in which to write it and bring it to me
here 1"

Cora drew a hard breath as she turned
‘away. ‘Blowly she slunk from the room,
and then Miss Redgrave sat down to wait.
. Onjy & minute after the hali-hour had
expired when Cora came in with the letter.
- 'Miss Redgrave took i, read il through,
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then nodded her dismissal of the culprit,
saying not a word.

Hardly had Cora skulked off again before
the fum’or mistress herself departed, in
search of the hcadmistress. And what
passed ab that interview may be gathered
from what followed,

When the sun had sct, and the last red
embers of the afterglow were dying out in
the west, Polly Linton received a summons
to Miss Redgrave's private study.

“Ah, Polly!” the junior mistress reeted
her, with untroubled eyes. “Miss Somer-
field and 1, along with your Form mistress,
Miss Massingham, have just ended a long
talk by going over to the sanatorium.”

*Oh, ?:a\-n you seen Betty " exelaimed

“ How—how is she now, please?”

“Worlds betfer, thanks to what the head-
mistress and Miss Massingham had to say
to her. But you are to go over to the
sanatorium and see Detty yourself, so 1
needn't say any mere!”

She added, smiling, as she nodded Polly
to the door: .

“Now, don't you stay too long, mind!
And mo scaring nurse by doipg a waltz
round the ward!”

“1 promise!”

laughed Polly.  “But,
gracious,” she was saying o herself, as she
tushod off downstairs, '*whatever is hap-
pening now 7

There was a touch of the old madeap
Polly about the way in which she 5 rinted
for the sanatorinm doorway, And she was
up the stairs in & moment, for all her great
care about mot making any noise.

Nurse opened the door of the ward to
her, smiling a welcome.

“'please, nurse, may I—"

“Qh, yes; I've becn expecting you, and
so has Detly!” said nurse. “It's rather

dark—

“Is it7 1 don't mind, anywayl” Polly
whispered  breathlessly. “Betty—Betty.
ear !

“Qh, Polly 1" came faintly, but iu a_tong
of great joy, from the bed where Betty
lay. And in a moment Tolly was there,
and her head went down so that her lips
might shower kisses on her loved chum’s
cheeles. i
“1 can hardly see you, dear,” Betty whis-

pered, with a little catch in her voice;
“but we don’t mind not hav a light, do
we? We're t9got1\er. Polly—"

B

“Yos,

dear. r the uiling
zitl’s hand, and hekl it fast.

* And so long
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as we are together nothing scems to malter,
ever !

“Just what I was going to say,” mur-
mured Betty. *““And you've come, Dolly,
becauso—""

“I was told to come. But I really don’t
know why, except that T'm sure you are
ever so much better, and it’s quite, quite
all right about—about that exam. busi-
ness 1"

“Vas, Polly. Oh, if you only knew how
much better 1t has made me feel!”

“T knew it would. That’s why I—why
all of us wouldn't allow another night to
pass 1”

“You are a good, iruc friend, Pollyl
And the others are all like you now ; Trixie,
niud \Ildge and Paula; Tess and Dolly;
they—"

“We are just longing to have you back,
]'h‘ttv, dear, as our caplain once again!”

Tn the darkness a very happy sigh came
from the bed.

Nurse eame across the ward and made a

motion with her lips that meant:

“Now, Polly, time's up!”

“All right, purse! I'm going. Only,
before 1 L‘o say good-night, Betty, I—
No, I lun t know that I can say anything
after 2l Polly finished, with a helpless
laugh. “T feel as if—as if T must do that
nnlar round lhc ward, after all! Dut I
won’t, Betty

“Do it whcn you get back to the old
den, where 1 hope to be with you again
soon ! smiled the girl in bed,

* Soon—soon, come back soon!”
Polly exelnimed, Yloldmg her hands agam.
“That’s what I want to say, Betty, dear!
On behalf of \Jndge and Trixie, Paula, and
all_the rest—it’s all- there is to say; geu
well soon.”

“T'm sure I shall,” said Betty, “now I've
nothing to weigh upon my mind. ‘io good-
mn-hr gi’cl]y. dear, and—good luck 1

i\enp the flag ﬁsmgl 1 won't forget

your words, lety Good-night, dear!
Sleep well! You've got to get rsgf)t again
soon 17

CHAPTER 27.
Back to Her Captaincy.
rase run-

T last!
A That was the joyful
ning 1 Detty ]Bm-tons mind, at
twelve o'clock a few days later.”
The school chimes were dinning out the
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hour of four—the welcos
release from the school

Oh, but d
timo of waiting for ths
when, bidding o loving g
whoe had tended her so fa
her crxtl:‘:ﬁ illness, she eould:
the silont building and plu
into all the life of the school

True, she was not going 't}
place in clasa for a fow days. But, sha W)

going back to Study No. 12-haok, 10’
old happy life with Polly Linton, nn‘ﬂ‘
all the other girls who had become
Joyal friends as Polly

And the Form hnd already turned:
give her a rousing reception—ne |
about that.

Even if nurse had not c'[rnwn Be“'y’!
attention to the crowd swarming nl.l
the sanaborium entrance, Betty would:Hi
known the meaning of all the jabbeér that
now floated up to her through tha’ ogm
windows !

Polly Paula, Tess, and 'I‘nne-—-»Mn%a,

1 Wc!'i, it was no uso “funking " the
rific demonstration that was eermnly.
store for her. That was what d{ B
to herself, as she crept softly do'm’l%w
stairs to the cntrance porch. w4

““Hurrah! Here she is!”

“ Hooray 1

“Yes, wather!
for Betty Barton I

“ Hurrah I"

The storm of cheering had burst, and
was no- use Betty dodging hack into. th
orch, feeling that she could fnce
o]t;gr u}\ a,t]fe\v m!Dmell’_lf‘iL N ﬂi

agerly tho girls of the Tou Form

rushed at her, and out into the 5 they-

had her in a twinkling,
them lifting her shoul er high

Bai Jove, geals, what a tweqt 4t

see Belty -out again !’ cried Paula

“Yes, Detty,” they were all
heartily, ““we are glad, you knowi™

And, as they flocked around ﬁ
she had been set upon her feet, ﬂlq‘
ing was resumed:

“ Hurrah I

Goals, hip, h:p, hooway

Lhrna or

“And again, geals! Hip, hip,
hooway I* . 2

“Paula, do be quiet! laugh
Barton, “Stop it, Polly, dear, d
Trixie—shake hands, and let it rest
please! Hallo, }lm(lge, dear "



wd suddenly opencd out to
rfield and one or two of

C3.
ns, Betty, dear!” the head-
school cried heartily, hold-
nd. “You didn't feel you
l,v;vith nurse another week #”
.~ you didn't,” laughed Miss

d back whilst Miss Massingham
‘Redgrave each tock their turn
Betty on her happy return to

- & gencral movement was made
> y No. 12 Tt was really
amfgng the number of giﬂs who managed
o, growd_into that study, all happy and
ches; ‘Because their captain was back.
+ of ocourse, had known that this
the day of Betty’s return, and

i

was o be
) Nﬁ‘&ld planned a little surprise.

w Betty alonc when the bell rang
for

oon lessons: but, as soon as
were over, the girls were back
3 ‘in Study No. 12

Clear .out, you girls!” cried Polly.
“Come_back ngnin in half an hour, and
ten :‘E be ready.”

came  stragglin in at that

" gnoment. She was overloaded with parcels,

v
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for, as scon as she had been freed from
lessons, Paula had dashed to the tuck-shop
and laid in & supply of goods which bade
fair to cclipse all previous study “spreads.”

Polly succeeded in_clearing the study of
most of tho gitls, although a large number
remained to set out 51(: tea-things and.
prepare the meal.

And what a meal that was! Nearly
every girl in the Torm was there. The
Grandways girls, of course, remained aloof;
but they knew that their domination of
the Form was as good as scaled.

“Girls!” cried Polly, in the midst of all
the hubbub, standing on a chair and
raising a glass of ginger-beer. *IHere’s to
Betty Barton, the best captain the Form
ever had! Here and now 1 welcome Betty
back to her own!”

“No, no, Polly!” cricd Betty. “You
must carry on—"

«1 shan't do anything of the kind,
Betty,” replied Polly, “You're the cap:
tain, and the captain you shall remain !

“Yes, wather” came the voice of Paula
Creel: and the next moment overy girl

present had sprang to her feet with a glass
of ginger-beer, and was pledging:

“Betty Barton, captain of the Fourth
Form 1"

NOTE!-Two more splendid numbers of “The School-

giris’

Own"” Library will be on sale on Friday, Mar. 6th.
See page iv of cover for further particulars.
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The Most Popular Girls’ Hol
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What s the most popular girls’ hobby?

That question, put to If-a-dozen  girls,
elicited a wide variety of replies, t none of
them thought of the most common of all,

a hobby that is popular not only w girls
but with z]:eople of all ages ia ewry wuntvy
of the wol

And that lnubby Is collecting things.

It is doubtfui whether there is a girl in n
hundred who has nut at some time or other
falleu to the fascination of this pastime. Iln-
deed, it might almuﬂt b\, said to be an inherent
trait in the humaa character.

Perhaps tlla reason is that it is the simplest
hobby, and one of the few which makes no

rgzular demand ou one's time, pocket and
idBenuity. Besides wi it offers a tremen-
dous field for one who has plenty of time aud

 little spare cash, and can also be used as a
means of adding to one’s pocket mouey.

In earliest girlhood nearly everyume collects
her toys fur a period long after she has out-
grown her use for them. Then comes a time
when she becomes a cathusiastie collector of
weekly periodicals. The papers that contain
her favourite characters are saved, often with
the intention of one day going over them aud
re-reading all the old stories, but very fre-
no other ohject than just collect-

Later, the hobby Is developed on more dis-
crimunntlng llncs, and the objects are saved
with an eye their value—more frequently
E euacalmn.ﬂ or ientlmeutni than of actual cash.

Under this heading comes the collecting of
stamps, coins and picture cards. Haven't you
at one time or another treasured some? All
three of them may give you a better knowledge
of the world ilaa your studies in geography
aad history,

One girl T know fllled several albums with
the stamps she had E:rndua!ly collected over
a period of years. They did not cost hEI a
hallpenny, for she enlisted the aid of all her
felends 1o getting them together, and had a

regular  system of exchange with other
enthusiasts.

Soon she found that the stamps of each
country h:d a language of its own. The

pictures on them told of the industry and the
life of the various countries, stmarks
mwade her familiar with the mlp:)rtalt towns,

thé prices on them taunght her tlm E) stam 0}
w!u-lr'c .nn! many other things of [!n. vh.lho
Rec: istory, too, is very lar,
by the m wner i which stamps are surc h
and alt . For those who gain an intin y
knowledge of philately and are careful in
specimen-collecting, there is a_ fair chm;me.
making it a paying hohby.
Cigarette-cards cre very popular with yuup

i

collectors nowaduys. There are 50 man:
series of widespread in ,t qowudays 3§ “
we all fird ourselves jol the - oM

Zest is added by the fact t’fm there l’a

element of chance i getiing all the 1

we desire, nod the nearer we get to comp!

the collection the greater our keeuneus gmayl.
The ohtaiving of signatures is nuouur zuﬂiﬂ:ru

ing craze that las a constant \ogue

are some girls who limit their activitles’ w he

circle of their [riends and acquaintances,

there are others who disregard their friends:

for the more precious s:g:mtures of  celebfities.

nm‘

The latter are maturally more difficnit to -7
obtain, and for this reason m-my g!rls nrq uil;»
fied with reproduced co “be

fonud occasionally in TS
There is [ittle value in l;lum byut, navcrlhe}en
they provile the hobbyist wi W a sense.
satisfaction that she hersell would find dlﬂlou]b
to explain,

Few would care to try to give a remson
respouding to the cruze; suflicient is: 1§ that =
it undeninbly gives pleasure and occuples wha
would otberwise be dull spure moments.

S0 far only the most popular cnlleutlnns have
huan mentioned. There are others as

they are origioal,
Hu.sr owa fascinations.

Perhaps it Is the unusualoess that ntlﬂeﬂ
~-certaiuly one would find it difficult o emi!e
to explain away the collecting of =~ differen
specimens of wood, rm.k, stones, etc., trcmf
all parts of the world.

Souvenir-gatherivg is another strnnpa 'nohbg
yet there are invumerable girls wha m-ﬁka
point of bringing home and saving odd b ﬂﬂp
from amy aew place they may visit. »£;

nud wrmdlcl[i

But, however out-of-the-way or com
your colle:tum may be, you will mm
has few limitations, aud the pleasure
is never-ending.

RIR,

culiqu
but all no dmﬂ?‘ ”
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