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How frequently one finds, a fortnight or
so after Christmas, that there is somcone who
has been forgotien, and who should have been
remembered when the little stock of Christmas
gifts were sent off.

Maybe, Daphne, your old school chumn, whom
you have never before neglected, will have cause
t> wonder why she has nmhienly been left out
in the cold. Of course, it is natural enough, in

the hurry and cxcitement of Christmas pre-
parations, to leave out someone.
When you suddenly remember the fact a

week or two afterwards, you feel that you must
make amends as soon as possible. And then
eomes the realisation that the festive season
has made big demands upon your purse, and
that you are “broke,” with the exception of
u few odd coppers lingering at the bottom of
your purse,

Never mind!  You can make those few pen

go a very long way, and if you are at &
skilfal with your fingers, can speedily pub
- together one or two novel and topical gifts

that will be highly appreciated.

A calendar is an article that is always wel-
come if it is artistic, and there are several
kinds which you can easily make at bome.

One that would include a happy personal
touch can be made from a piece of artistic
photo-mounting—the kind that looks like u
superior type of brown-paper, and is rough at
the edges. This can be bought in several
shades and colours.

Now, if amongst your photographs you have
a happy snap of yourself, nbout two inches by
three, you paste it in the top left-hand corner,
an inch and a quarter from the top edge and
one inch from the left edge. Possibly the
print ean with advantage be trimmed down,
in which case you can cut it down to a square,
oval, circle, or diamond.

To give a little extra finish to the portrait,
it can have a border of Chinese white, which
can be applied with a pen if watered down a
little. The border can consist of a single or
double line, ruled at even distance round the
portrait. "Or _you may decide that it would
look more effective in black or some other
colour.

Now comes the calendar part of the business.
If you are a neat letterer this can done by
hand, but that is rather a lengthy- business,
and, as you ean buy little ealendar blocks guite
cheaply, it would be an easier and quicker
method to purchase one of these, cover the
front sheet with a plece of your mounting
paper, and pin or glue the whole in the ru.,h'

NOVELTIES.
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‘ CHAPTER 1.
The Girl Who Put on Side.

L ORTER!”

P “1 say,

this1”

~As the train _came- with a- rush
and roar into the junction of Barnscombe,
{here were excited shouts for porters from
schoolgirls in_hais adorned with the band
and badge of Morcove Schiool.

* All of them were anxious fo get them-
selves and their luggage. into that train,
and it would be a very tight squecze
indeed.

The porters loyally did their best to cope
with Ifwis rush, for they knew that they
could expect substantial tips from the
schoolgirls. At the beginning of the term,
as the porters had learnt from experience,
the girls' purses were well filled.

But at last the rush subsided, the luggage
was packed in the train, save, of course, for
ihe personal bags and packages that the
gitls took with them.

Then came another rush, this lime for
compartments. Of course, friends wanted

{o get together, and they seemed oblivious

of ﬁlo fact that it was impossible to crowd
twenty girls comfortably in a compartment

intended to hold anlv ten.

porter, help mo with

“This way!” cried Betly Barton, the
captain of the Fourth Form at ‘Morcove
School. * Madge, Polly, Tess, come on!”

Madge Minden came #lying along the
platform,» with Polly Linton by her side,

and Tess Trelawny close behind. ‘Then
came ic Hope, with languid Paula
Crecl bringing up the rear.

“Which compartment, Dotty?” asked

Polly Linton, Betty Barton’s special chum,
. The guard was on the platform holding
his fag ready, and now the luggage was
nearly aboard. There was little time to
spare. -

Betty Barton had opened the door and
went rushing into the compartment. Polly
follawed her; then the others.

Polly Linton flopped dowr on to a scat
and gasped. And in another moment the
five others of the party were in the com-
partment with her.

Pheep!

The guard whistled and w
for now all the girls were it

“;‘Elurrlh‘." cried Betiy Dar
ofE 17

ved his fag,

ton.  “We're
“Yes, wo're off,” agreed Polly Linton.
“But—phew! What a rush, girls!”
And Polly commenced to fan herself.
These six givls had bronght none of their
lnggage o the compartment with them,
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having lefl it all in the luggage:van, and
now the rush for seats was over they looked
round.

Tt was then for the first time that the
girls had a chance to glance at their fellow-
Lm\vilms Two of IEEIIE they knew, they
weve Cora and Judith Grandways.

Cora Grandways gave the chums of the
Fourth a very cold and lofty glance. For,
though Cora and her sister Judith were in

the same Form as Belty Barton Co.,
ihey conndmul themselves much  above
those girls' level.

And Cora’s curled Ji[r indicated s much.
But that was not.what cauvsed the look
of blank surprise on Betty and the others’
faces. They were looking at the other girl

in the compartment.

She was not a girl they knew, but Polly,
us she glanced across at her, could not Lelp
an exo) amation,

“My word ™ exdmmm‘l Polly.
cheek !”

But the girl in the corner did not turn her
head. She looked loftily out of tho win-
dow, though she must have known that
some more girls had entered the carriage.

This girl wore no hat, and her fair,

“What a

wavy hair glittered in the sunlight. She
was leaning back ~against the soft
upholstery, a magazine in her hand. A

pretty hand it was, and white, but marred
vather with the two flashy rings that
adorned it. They were expeusive rings,
but Belty, as she stared, could not help
thinking  how rueh nicer the g would
have looked without such jewellery.
And that was not all. The girl’s trimly-
clad feet rested on the seat opposite so that
no onc else could oceupy 1t, and strewn
around her were bat boxes and one or two
paper bags.
“Excuse me,” said Betty Barton, cough-
ing, ut would you mind moving your
luggage from tho scat, please? I wani fo
sit down.,” Tt was quite a  polite and
natural question, for the compartment was
designed to hold ten cccupants, and now
there were only nine. DBut tho girl's boxes,
parcels, and person cccupicd scating room
for three people. To say the least of it, the
ir! was selfish.
i Betty's qncstion the girl turned

her

“Did yon address your remark to me?”
shie asked ecoldly.

And Cora Grandways in another cornes
seal, chuckled, Clora was always pleased ot

MORCOVE!

any rvebuff that the o
received.

“1 did,” answered Belty as politely as
she could, although the girl's  atbitude
annoyed her. "I should very much like to
sit down, and if you move your hat-box on
to the rack I shall have a seat,”

tus ot tne Fourth

“Couldw’t  you sit on one another's
knrc.sﬂ“h'u. asked  the  gicl, -speaking
affectedly.  “I'm y too |'m|l[mlab|u to
shifi. for anybody.  Yon shouldu't have

come into this car

** Heaw, hear? d WBdith Geandways,

MNo one spoke to you." said Polly
Linton, rvather netiled ot the new girl’s
tone, “One ill-mannered vl ot a time is

cnougly, 1 think.”
There was silence in the l(unp.nhucnl
then, an unpleasant silence, and the g
the corner looked ont of the window u;,ul
Betty  elenched _her hamds.  She
very augry at the new givl's be-
but Bebty was always penerous and
forgumg, and it ocenrved 1o her that pe
haps this girl was not aceustomed Lo giving
She might be an only child
hmught n[l 1 luxury.
“Wou o mind moving the pareels,
pl(.nsu"" s:ml Belly very paticnt

But the givl in the corner did not answer.,

Polly Linton eyed the pareels scornfully,
]‘nllv

almost glaring at them, in
could not  understand  anyone |
selfish as to fake up so much of ihe
parvtment with luggage.

Belore Betty. could stop her, therefore,
Polly had snalehed up the bat box and
flung it on to the rack.

Fc girl in the corner sprang to her feet.
Temper was ten plunly on her face,
and her brow was simply thunderous. Back
on to the seat came the hat-hox (hat Polly
had placed on the rack.  And then the girl
flung hersell back in the con soal
without saving a word pul her feet lu
back on the cushion opposiic.

“Well " exelaimed  Poll .mlmn ofter
a pause. “Of all the el

My word " osaid Tess Trelawny.
“I do think tlut il i= a Hide bit teo

much ™

But ]h'l iy ]Ll rlex

RS ey

e ity
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“T'm not going to stand all the way to
Morcove Road,” said Polly Linton firmly.

“1 have paid for my scat and I want to sit |

dov

rd-class passengers should go into
third-class compartments,” said the girl in
the corner, as though that scttled the whole
matter.

“We're mnot _third-class
sunapped Tess Trelawny.

As o rule it took a great deal to rouse
Tess' temper, but now even she was very
cross.

“If you don't want to be taken for third-
class rs you shouldn't look like
them,” said ra Grandways, with a sneer.

The girl in the corner, recalising that for
some reason unknown Cora was her ally,
turned round. But she said nothing.

Nor did Polly say anything, but she
acted.  With firm, rather rough hands,
Polly deliberately planted the preeious hat-
hox on the rack once again.

Then Betty sat down. There was just
room for them now, but the girl in the
corner still kept her feet on the cushions
of the opposite seat. .

With flashing eyea she turned to Polly.

“How dare you!” she shouted. *“T
shall eall the guard! Yon have no right to
throw my things about!”

“You should not take up the whole car-
riage, then!” retorted Betty, feeling that
sho must at last interfere. " We are quite
willing for you to have a seat yourself. But
you should know better than to place your
fcet on seat-cushions, and you——"

“Who are you?” shouted the girl. her
eyes  blazing as she glaved at Betty,
“Youre a checky lot of schoolgirle!  If
you're Morcove girls, then I shall ask aunt
to tako me away!”

At this, all the girls uttered a gasp of
astonishment.

“You're coming to Morcove?’ asked
Betty, in surprise.

“Yos, I am!’ snapped the girl.

“Well,”” said Betty, “yowll have to
‘change your ways, I1f you intend heing as
selfish and as rude as this at school, you'll
find your mistake!” .

"ﬁear, hear " said Polly Linton.

“Yes, wather!” added Paula Creel
“If you don’t know better you will have
to be taught!”

And the other girls all nodded approval
of this sentiment.

Tho gir} in,the corner looked up at her
paresls ou #ha rack, and then at the Mor-

passengers !”

cove girls. She hali-opened her mouth to
speak, thon shut it ‘again, and looked out of
}hu window, the angry frown still on her
ace.

_She realiscd now that, for the sccond
time, her hat box bhad been planted on the
rack, it must stay there for the rest of the
journey. It was a case of at least six
againat one; and, anyway, to take the box
down again would mecan another scene.
And besides, he retained two scats, for her
feet still occupied one.

Then, after a short silence, Betty & Co.
hegan to talk amongst themselves about the
holidays—which they had spent together.

They ignored this new girl and her scl-
lishness, sceming to forget she was in the
compartment.

But Cora Grandways could not forget her.

From time to time the two Grandways
sisters glanced at the girl in the corner,
weighing her up, as it were. The sisters
Jooked at one another and nodded.  Their
looks scemed to say: * Yes, this is the sort
of girl for us!” .

CHAPTER 2.
A Surprise for Betty Barton.

. ORCOVE Road!”
M The old porter on the plaiform
at Morecove Road, the station for

Morcove School, shouted out ex-

citedly as the train drew in at the platform.

“Morcove Road!” ealled the porter.
“Change ’cre for Morcove School!”

Out of the carringes, in a laughing, jest-
ling crowd, tumbled the schoolgirls, and
once again there was excited, impetuous
eries of : “Porter! Porter!”

Then there was a rush to get all the lug-
gage out. There were bags and trunks and
hampers galore.

“One at a time, missie—one at a time!”
said the porter. * Can’t attend to every-
one at once, ‘you know.”

But now & girl took his arm.

“ Porter,” she said imperiously, “I'll give
you ten shillings if you'll get me a cab and
attend to my luggage.”

Tho old porter hesitated, and scratched
his head. 'Fn:n shillings was rather a_large
tip—the usual was half-a-crown,
many gave fwice that amount.

“Parter!” ealled Madge Minden and
Polly Linton.

The porter looked from Polly and Madgo
to this girl—a girl he bad nover scen before,
yet a girl who could obvionsly afford to tip

though
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him on a gencrous scale, and he know that
from Madge and Polly be could only expeet
half-acrown. .

“All right, miss,” he said to this new
girl; “I'll get a cab,”

And off En went,

The new girl waited.  She had her hands
full, holding parcels. The rest of her lug-
gage lay strewn about tho platform. But
that could wait, Sho knew that the boxes
and trunks would be sent to school, for
they were addressed all right,

She did not appear to realise that the
gzrtcr sho had sent in scarch of a cab had

en requested to perform a similor office
for others: and yet Polly and Madge,
having travelled with her and become aware
of her sclfishness, were quite sure that she
had made her large offer of a tip to spite
them  But they said nothing.

The porter was not long In roturning.

“1've booked your eab, miss,” ho said, to
the new girl, ~ “Will you give me the
parcels 7"’

The girl, with the same tilted nose and
Jofty expression, piled up the perspiring
porter with her many goods and chattels,
then foliowed him to the cxit.

“Oh, what a girl!” exclaimed Detty
Barton. “ Really, she is selfish!”
“8ellish!"  echoed Polly Linton. 1

should jolly well think she is! Sho heard
us eall that porter long before we got out,
and he was actuelly coming towards us
when she nabbed  him. Waen't  he,
Madge ?”

Madge Minfon nodded, then shrugged her
shoulders hoge]cs:zly.

“What's the use of worrying now?” she
said. “Let's rush out and sec if there is
a cal left. Wo can leave most of this
luggage. But I want my bag.”

*“¥Yes, wather, and my hat-box!” lisped
Paula Crecl.

But Betty Barton left both bags and
boxes to the merey of the porters, and went
to the exit: After a moment’s hesitation,
Polly Linton followed. There was cer-
tainly no use in waiting about, for the
cabs would then he booked.

Outside. Betty saw the new girl again.
She was standing beside a cab which the
porter was loading up with wmany parcels
and hat-boxes.

The stood aside, watching, with a
very superior look on her face.

“There, my man!” she said to the porter.
“There is a ten-shilling note.”

She handed the note to the man in a mest

patronising  manner, and Polly
sniffed.

“What a snob!” sho eaid. “I don't like
?né, Betty, and it’s no use pretending that
0.

Linton

Betty was about to make a roply, then
stopped, for there was a new deve lopmont
now. Towards the cab in which the new
girl had ensconced herself walked two girls
—Sixth-Formers,

= v, there’s Ethel Courtway!” said
Betty. “Look, Polly!”

Surc cnough, it was the captain of Mor-
cove School, with her closest friend at her
side.  The captain of tho school was ex-
tremely good-natured and a favourite with
everyone.

“ Wonder what sho’s going to do 7™ asked
Betty, for she could see that Ethel was
walking straight to the cal in which tho
new girl was now seated.

Ethel's brow wore a frown. A frown
was not usual on Fthel's brow; as a rule,
she was a very cheerful, happy-hearted girl,
of a most amiable dispozition,

Betty & Co. were so near that they could
not help hearing what passed as the captain
of the school spoko io the man in charge
of the cab in which sat the new girl.

“I thought €f{ou promised to wait for us,
Jenkins #7 said Ethel to the cab-driver.

“H'm! Woll—ye-0s, miss, like as not,”
replied the cabby. “But a young girl in-
side—7 ) "

The cabman motioned inside the cab. Ho
did not say that it was the Jure of a large
tip that had helped him to break his con-
tract with Ethel.

“But we ordered you to

wait,” said

Fthel “You don't mean surely that you're
going to take another passenger? Is it a
i vess !

‘No, miss.”

Ethel's face was angry now, and she
looked inside the cab. When she saw that
the occupant was a junior, her Aushed.

“My word!” she cxclaimed. “This is too
bad, cabby! hy, it's a junior girl. I

won'b stand this!”

She opened the door of the carriage.

“Lxeuse me,” she saild, “but this is my
cab. The man had no right to lot you cuier
it, for T wrote and ordered it yestorday.
If you wouldn’t mind letting me have- it,
1 chould be greatly obliged.” .

Under the ecircumstances, any ordinary
girl would have allowed Ethel the use of
ihe cab.
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But ihe new girl scemed to have ideas
of her own.

“Mind your own business!”” she snapped
loudly. “I'm here, and I'm going to stop
here!” .

Dead silence followed that extraordinary
way of addressing a senior girl, and Polly

Linton muttered an - apprehensive: “ My
word I"
“There's going to be trouble,” opined

AMadgze Minden.
Ethel Courtway's face was black with
Nover before had she been spoken
te Jike that from a junior, especially
ont of other junior girls. Tt was too
much to oxpeet a senior to bear. But by
splendid self-control she kept her temnper.
“Will you get out of this cab, pleaso®”
she repeated, in trembling tones. “1 have
told you that this is the eab I ordered.”
Still the girl inside made no effort to
mm']((:, and LEthel Courtway’s brow beeame
acker.

“Girl,” she said, in an effort 1o caln her
rapidly rising temper, “I am the eaptain
of the Morcove School!  You are a new
girl there, I presume? I order you, as a
prefect—as captain of the school—to get
out of that cab!”

The new girl rested her arm on the win-
dow-frame,

“And as Tercsa Tempest, I refuse!” she
answered insolently. “Cabby, drive on!”

For a second Eihel Courtway remained
epeechless, whilst Betty & Co. stood irreso-
lute. And even as they watched, the cabby
whipped »up his horse, and the cab rolled
away down the station yard.

Ethel Courtway bit her lip and turned on
her heel, an angry flugh showing in either

GCK.

“ My goodness!” gasped Tess Trelawny.
“That has done it!” .

Now othotdgirls came up, wondering what
had happened.

And  Betty Barton & Co. explained.
Graco Garfield, Ella Elgood, Dolly Delane,
and about a dozen other members of the
Fourth Form gathered round and listened,
with rather awed looks on their faces. |

“Goodness, she’s going to be a handful I
said Ella Elgood, “Wonder if she’ll be in
the Fourth?”

Ang that, indeed, was what they all were
wondering. They looked at Ethel Court-
wafy, and knew that it would not be long
before the matter of the cab would be in-
vestigated.
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The new girl had started her life at Mor-
cove School conspicuously, but not well.

“Here, Kthel, you have our cab!”

Betty Barton had just got a cab—or,
rather, Trixic had run to get it—but it
was Betty who had made the offer.

Ethel Courtway turned.

“Thanks, Betty Barton!” she said grate-
fully. “I'm glad to see that you're not
all rude like this girvl, She’s Tempest by
namo, and tempestuous by nature, T'm
afraid 1"

And the captain of the school got into
the cab with another word of thanks,
anxious to get to Morcove School and meet
again the girl who had been so hinpudent.

Betty & Co. had fo wait some time for
another eab, but eventnally one volled up,
and inside they crowded—five of
Trelawny went outside with the driver.

At Jast the towers of Marcove School
came in sight, and the eab pulled up.

“8chool again!” sighed Polly, as she got

out.

But Polly was not so despondent as she
made berself out to be. Polly liked Mor-
cove, for she had spenk many a happy day
inside its much-lowed wallss

“It’s not too’ bad to be back again,”
said Madge Minden. “We've had a good
time, but—— Hallo, what you want,
kiddie

A small Third Form girl came forward
shyly, and it was to her that Madge had
spoken, % :

“Please, Miss Redgrave wanis 1o see
DBetty DBarton,” said the small girl, and
darted off.

Betty hurried neross the guadrangle, won-
dering rather why Miss Redgrave had sent
for her. Miss Redgrave was the junior mis-
tress at Morcove, and was liked by the
majority of the girls.

'Dm-in% the previous termn_ Betty had
helped the mistess, and Miss Redgrave had
nat forgotten this fact. She had alwaye
liked Betty, and had stood by the girl at
a time when Betty had been shunned by
many of the Fourth-Formers.

For the time had been when Betty's
mother had done charing to keep ihe
Barton home together. But that had heen
in the days before the sudden arrival home
of a rich uncle had enabled the girl to go
to_school.

But now, what cause cou
have for wanting her?

ild the mistress
That was what

Betty wondered as she ran up the staie

to the mistress’s study,
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And when she tapped on the door, Betty's
face wore a puzzled look.

“Come in!" called Miss Redgrave's voice,
and_Detty entored.

“You want to see me, Miss Redgrave?”
eaid Betty,

'I:I]w young mistress looked up with a
smile.

“Yes, Betty,” she said. “It is about a
matter that is_private, yet not unconnceted
with school affaivs. But sit down, dear!”

Betty sat down wonderingly, and looked
at_the mistress, waiting for ﬁwr to proceed.

But Miss Redgrave did not go on at once.
Iastead, she tapped her desk with a peneil,
&ad looked onut of the window, Her hrow
was frowning, and it was obvious that she
was not quite at ease.

“There are some new girls ceming this
term,” said the mistress.

#® Betty looked up.

.o “¥ees,” answered Betty., surprised ot
tho remark. Surcly the mistress had not
brought her here to acquaint her with that

ack.
“Ah.” smiled the mistress, “I am afraid
think T am in conundrums.

a

“I nnderstand,” said Betty, wishing to
lielp the mistress out of her difficulty. Buf
why there should he any diffieulty in dis-
cuesing a new girl Betty could not under-
stand, .
Miss Redgrave cxplained herself
now. .
“This particular new givl, Betty, is my

nieco .

“Oh!” Then Betty could understand why
Miss Redgrave was'eo perturbed.

Now she was giving the mistress a very
keen look indoog—-u look which the mis-
<2 (lid not fail to notice. )
My nicee,” continued the mistress, “ has

n spoiled by her mother, my widowed
iater, whom 1 have not seen for years. My
cother-in-law left quite a fortune, and my
nizee has been allowed to spend mon
wauch as she chose. In fact, she has been
alrowed her own way a great deal”

“And she is eoming to Morcove,” said

Betty.
“Yea: and why T have brought vou here,
Lesty, dear, is to ask yon to kecp an oye

or iy nicee.”

ohe looked at the captain of the Fourth
Formn with eyes that were soft and plead-
ne

THE TROUBLE-MAKER OF MORCOVE!

“Why, Miss Redgrave, I shall be only too
pleased to do so,” exclaimed Betty. “That
1z nothing to ask of me. OF course I will
keep an eye on her.”

“Thank™ you,”. said the mistress ‘grate-
fully. “But I do not wish you to make the
promise without being fully aware of the
difficulties which will beset your path, My
nicce is not by any means an casy girl to
manage ; on the contrary, she is headstrong
and self-willed. To guide her, as I lope
you will, you will have to be forbearing
and patient with her.”

There was a pause, and Betty nodded.

“I think I can do it,” she smiled. * Any-
way, Miss Redgrave, you ean rely wpon mo
to do my best, however difficult to manage
e may be!"”
he mistress rose and ecrossed to Detty,
who rese to her feet.

“You dear girl,” she said, pressing the
Fourth Former’s hand “1 believe you
wolild do anything for me, Detty.”

Betty Barton flushed. .

“I would, Miss Redgrave,” she replied.
“Anything. But this—it is simple,”

“You will not say that when you have
seen my nicee,”” sighed the mistress. “ You

|

will find Teresa Tempost A
1 Barton started back,
sa Tompest!”  gasped  Detty.

“Teresa—Miss Redgrave, you don’t mean
—you can’t mean that she is your nicee?"’

The mistress, though surprised at Detty’s
knowledge of the girl’s name, sighed and
nodded.

“Yes, Teresa is my nicce,” she said
“DBut how is it that you know her v’

“I—T stammered Betty.,  \We met
n the train.” -
Ob ! Miss Redgrave turned from tho
eaptain of the Fourth's red face, guessin
that by her arrogant manner her niece ha
already made herself unplensant.

“Ti yon wish to revoke your promise——""
began Miss Redgrave.

ut Betty shook her kead firmly, ¥

“No no!” she cried. “I have made my
and I will keep it.  Besides,
czn does meed someono to guide her.
You can rely upon me, Miss Redgrave,””

Onece again the mistress pressed Betty's
hand. then went back to her desk, and
Betty, ncr mind in a whirl, made her way
1o Stuly 12, the study she shared with
Polly Linton.

Teresn Tempest—Miss Redgrave's nicee!
That was the girl’s thought. “And T must
loak after her.  Oh, it will be diflicult!”

e
"
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But Betty clenched her hands.

“However difficnlt my task may prove,”
she vowed, ““I will not break my promise.
Always I will do my best to look after
Teresa Tempest 1”

CHAPTER 3.
Astonishing the Form.

HERIVS Fn'm ta Le trouble,”

l mured Ella Elgood,

“ And with a capital “T,” ”* eupple-
mented Grace Garfiold,

Tn the Fourth Form dormitory at Mor
cove School was quite a crowd of giv
most of them busy wnpacking trunks and
bags. Tho omnibus had arrived with the
Inggage that had been left at tho. station,
and the girls wero having an exciting time
with tho unpacking.

The topic of the conversation as the girls
unpacked was, not ummaturally, the new
girl.  Those who bad scen her and had
witnessed the scene at iho station had
much to say--and those who badn’t been
present on that never-to-be-forgotten odea-
sion had had it all explained to them many
times.

Betty took no part in the eenversation,
hut remained by ler box with rather
worried braw.  The more Betty thought
ibings over, the moro difficult her task
scemed to be, 'To lock after a girl when
she does not want to he looked after is
never likcly to be an casy task. DBut Botty
could saé that, to bogin with, ithe girl had
started by setting the whole Form against
herself. "

The whole Form? Not quite, as Detty
saw now; for Cora Grandways had entered
the dormitory-—and Cora was accompanied
by Teresa Tempost.

The new girl’s entrance was greeted with
dead silence.  All conversation ceased, amd

mur-

the girls stood by their hoxes, staring. "

Cora Grandways  smiled—her
sister, Judith, giggled slightly. was
insi. the sort of situation Cora liked. Time

ad been when she had made a sct at Betty
Barton becanse of the gi i
in the days before her rich uncle’s arriv
home, Now Cora had ceased to gibe,
although she and Deity, through no faull
of that gir were not really friendly.
roduce yoir all to the new

pest,” said Cora Jondly.
Vompeal—the Fourth Form !
eresa planced al the silent g
frowned It neated

unger

, then
hut ore glanee to teli

 Polly.

her what sort of opinion the Fourth Form
girls held regarding her.

And Teresa’s frown turned into a Jook
of contempt. She shrugged her shoulders,
and turned to Cora Grandways.

“Sociable crowd-—what ?'’ “she said in
affected tones.

Then Dotty,
went forward.

* Good-afternoon,

with outstretched  hand,
Teresa!” said Deity,
trying to be affable, although it meant a
gicat effort.  *“Welcome (o the Form! Let
me_introduce you all round.”

The new gl gave a short, unpleasani
langl,

“I'm sure T don’t want to be shown
round, or introduced to these girls,” sho
aid scornfully.  The seeent sho put on
*“these ” was not calenlated to enhanee her
chaneces of being popular with the givls.

“Q0Oh, leave her elone, Betey,” said
“T'm sure I don’'t wapt to be intro-
duced to her. She ean go hang for all T

hear!”  said  Madge Minden

“Think she might lcarn her
s before she comes to school.””

she’ll t some drilled jnto her
before jong,” shrugged Ella Elgood. “ She's
got, to see Ethel Courtway yet.””

And at that the Fourth Formers nodded
their heads. They had never before known
a new girl insult a_monitress on hor first
day at Morcove; but ecven without the
precodent, they were quite sure that it
wonld mean trouble for Teresa,

From time to time as she uupacked,
Detty cast anxions side glances at Cora
and Judith Grandways, who were talking
to tho new girl. At first Cora and Judith
had spoken loudly, but their toncs were now
almost subdued to a whisper.

Detty’s cars burned. In_eone side glaneo
she had ecaught Cora. nodding towards her,
and had heard the girl’s giggle.  Then
Betty knew as surely as if she had heard
the whispered words, that Cora and Judith
were speaking about her.

She caught’ a whisper now, and her face
coloured hotly, for Cora was saying:

“That girl—ol, yes, she's captain of the
Form, you know, but not of our class—el,
Judith 7

“Not g bit,” said Judith. ““Why, d'yen
know her mother once did charing ™

At that word ‘“‘charing '’ several girls

looked round, knowing to whom Cora
referred, and Polly Linton looked quite
indignant,
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Good gracious!” exclaimed the new
girl.  “TI say, you must be joking. Really,
¥ou d!(”l’t mean to say that—that girl—-—

say !

Her  tone  expressed wonderment first,
then contempt,, and the look she gave
Betty was openly scornful.

“0h, of course, we don’t mix with her,”
=aid Cora hastily “8he’s not our class,
yan know.”

And the new girl nodded. She sat down
grocefully and very carelully on the bed
which Cora said must be hers.

“On, wh a nuisance!” exclaimed the
new girl. here’s a wretched ladder in
v stocking. Oh, that does make me

savage., A mnew paiv—only bought yos-
terday.”

Cora nodded.

“Yes, it is a nglismlcn_.’)' she gaid.  “And

they were expensive——

“On, twenty-five, the usual, y'know,”
eaitl the new givl airily, g
“Twenty-five chillings!""  said  Cora

Crandways, in awed tones.

The new girl nodded coolly.

Cora looked at her sister, and Juditix
raised  her  eychrows. The Grandway
sisters were looked upon as the most ex-
travagant girls in the Form, but cven thy
scldom had the luxury of such expensive
sille stockings.

And  the other Fourth Formers—they
were frankly amazed.

“Swank 1”7 sniffed Polly Linton. *“She’s
o snob and a swank! Pleasant sort of girl
to put in the Fourth,”

And whispered remarks amongst the girls
expressed the same opinion. Such remarks
were not likely to set Betty’s mind at rest.
The new girl secemed to become more and
more difficult to manage at every point.

“I—I say,” said Betty haltingly 1o the
new girl. “T could not lm]P hearing what
you said. and I thought that, as captain
of the Tourth, I ought to tell you that
coloured silk siockings are not allowed for
juniors.  Yon must wear black stockings
with your school frock!”

Teresa Tempest leant back on her bed
and laughed.

“Oh, hark at her "’ she said. “ Mammy’s
little darling. The kind teachers won’t let
us wear what we want. You hooby ! she
finished scornfully, looking at Betty. ‘Do
yon think I care what you or anyone else—
misivesses, monitressea—like to thi of
me? If 1 care to wear coloured stockings
with my frock I'm going to! Awnyway, 1

shall wear real silk stockings, however much
they cost.  But I don't suppose kids-like
you can afford twenty-five shillings a pair!”

Detty fluched, and half-opened her mouth
to make an-angry retort. Bub Miss Red-
grave’s reguest came into her mind. Ik
would not help matters if she started Josing
ber temper with the new girl,  But Betty
hegan to see more and more how difficult
her task was to prove.

“If you bonght a book on eommon
ofiquette, yow'd do far better,” retorted
*olly nton hotly.

But cresa Fempest did not appear to
hear Polly's remark.

“My word, what & girl you ave!” suig-
d Cora Grandways sioothly.
resa nodded serencly and self-compla-

contly,
“Oh

I know how to put people in their
*she said, with a slight shrug of the
. ““One gets vsed {o it {hrough
g servants. i
¥ know,” .

Thoe new girl had unlocked the larger of
her two tranks.  As che threw back o lid
a layer of tissue paper was revealed. This
she removed, and there, on the top, lay

We've got  seven,

a  beaatiful  orange-coloured  charmeuse
dress,

At the sight of it Cora Grandways
f\lnmwd her hands, and dropped to her
nees,

“1 say 1" she cried. “Oh, isn’t that just

gorgeous! Look, Judith!”

¢l Clorn commenced to fondle the soft
material, whilst Teresa walched her with a
s on her well-eut lips—a palronising
smile that was very superior indeed.

“Oh, do put that dress oh—I'll
you,”” said Clora.  “Isn’t it just sweet!

“Porfeetly lovely I’ echoed Judith, as
enraptured as her sister.

And the other girls—they stood speech-
less.  During ordinary schooldays the girls
always wore their plain serge d resses.
Only on Sundays were they allowed to put
on anything “special.” Thr-F it was an

tion to eec sanything but a white
ss—s0ve in very quiet shades,
Judith dressed in a pink, a fluffy pink
dress, bub that diess had often received
rebukes fromn misiresses  for  being  too
claborate.

Tt this orangn charmeuse!  Whatever
would Miss Somerficld, the headmistress,
say, it she were to sce that? Detty won-
deved,

The new gitl rose to her feet languidly.

!:(‘15‘1
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“]1 don't mind puttin’ it on, if you'd like
to sce it,”’ she remarked condescendingly,
and_yawned. p

o \%‘hnt lovely hair you've got,” said
Cora, smoothing the girl's wavy tresses
as she unplaited it. =

Teresa sat down in a chair, and folded
her hands in her lap. Tt was quite obvious
that she was used to a naid’s toilet atten-
tions.

And now Cora unwittingly had beeome
her maid.

“T wish my hair were as wavy as yours,"
said Judith (Grandways enviously.

Teresn laughed. . N

“Well, it can be, if you like to have it
waved,” she said. “It doesn’t cost an awinl
lot, y'know. I fancy I paid a fiver—or
something like that. I never can remember
prices and things.” : L

Cora gasped. The new girl’s tone indi-
cated that a fiver or two here and there
did not make much dilference to her allow-
ance.

“My gracious!” said Judith. “You mean
yow've had it permanently waved ?)

“Why, of course!” Teresa’s tone was a
trifle petulant. . y
“] must get mine waved,” said Cora

thonghtfully, as she brushed the new girl's
shining tresses.

“And L” said Judith. “But—but it
wor’t do to tell Miss Somerficld, the head-
niistress.”

“Pooh!’ said Teresa aivily. “Don’t
think that I take any nolice of mistresses!
1 don't come to school to be dictated to!”

And Cora and Judith murmured, “Oh,
my word!”

Most of the Fourth Formers had ccased
their packing. They simply could not pro-
coed whilst this scene was being enacted
before them, and Tevesa, fully aware of
the scone she was cousing, lolled back in
her chair,

“Ready?” she asked.

“Yes, here's the dress,” said Cora.  And
she unfolded the shimmering dress, placing
it flat on the bed.

Teresa Tempest slipped off  the plain
frock ‘she was wearing. and slipped on the
orange charmeuse, with Cora’s aid.  Judith
stood up admirvingly.

The dress was ot simple ent, and hung
wonderfully well.

“Now fhose shoes,”

lack suede ones, 1 nenn,

In =silence Cora handed over the shoces
from the teank, and ‘Teresa put ithem on

faid Tevesa; “the

-

with great care—then took them off, snd
took from the trunk another pair of black
silk stockings, and put them on.

She was ready now, except for her hair,
and tho Fourth-Formers stood about watch-
ing her, wondering what would be the next
move of this queer girl. E

“1 think Tl put my hair up,” said
Teresa thoughtfully. “}t suits me better.
And 1 don’t suppose it will matter much.”

“Oh—oh, dear! Nun-no!” stammercd
Cora.

“Nun-nun-nof at  alll” echoeds Juditly
faintly,

_How the Fourth-Formors stared at thoe
sight. of Teresa puttiag up her hair! Surcly
she did not intend going downstairs dressed
in such a manner?

At Jast Teresa stood radianf, with her
hair up, in crange charmeuse dress, and
silk stockings and suede shoes.

But she was not finished yot. Trom her
haudbag she took a small “gold box, and
from that box took a small puff.

Carefully she powdered her face, and
very ncatly, be it said. Next came a dah
of lip-salve, and the spoilt girl declared
she was finished. :

Then there was a dead silence in the dor-
mitory, No one knew what to say.

“Uoming down now !’ said Teresa.

The Fourth-Formers gasped—even the
Grandways sisters.

“Dud-dud-down !” stammered Cora. “Ob,
yes, rather, of course "’ R

They had walked half-way across tho
dormifory, when the door opened and a
small girl entered.

“Please, is Teresa Tempest here?” =he
askod.

The new girl stepped forward. i

“*Yes, I am she,” she said haughtily.
“What is it, child " .

“Please, lithel Courtway wanis yon in
hffr study, at once,” said the girl, and van
oft.

CHAPTER 4.
Teresa ‘ Tries it on!"
2k THEL COURTWAY!"

E Teresa Tompest frowned.

“And who may she be?” she asked
of Cora Grandways.

“She’s the captain of the schonl,” said
Cova. “If she wants wyou, Tercsa dear,
youw'd better go, but—but—-"

“She wants me in her room,” said
Tovesa, frowning.

Cora nodded.
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“Teresa!” All cyes were turned as the
name was called quietly, and the new givl
faced the speaker, Betty Barton.

The Form captain’s face was clouded,
and she came forward rather shyly.

“T—I don't think it would Lo advisuble
to go and sce Ethel like that,” said Betty
awkwardly.  *“She—she was the girl who
d your cab at the station, and she is
> captain of the school "7

Teresa stared, then tossed her head,

“I wish some of you would mind your
own business,"” shae said. .

Betty Barton flushed.  She was deter-
| AIPId 16 stop this girl from folly, if she
eould.

“You don’t undeistand,” she piotested.
“HKthel is a monitress, and if you go to

er like this ”

“Like this!” echoed the gil scornfully.
“1f 1 want to wear these flothrzs, T can,
T suppose! 1 should like to know who is
in stop wme!”

“You'll soon find out when you meet
Ethel Courtway,” cut in Polly Linton.
“The iden of a Fowth-Form girl going
abont the school with her hair up!"™

Tevesa tilted her nose.

“1 have not the slightesi intention of
going auywherve near Ethel -Courtway,” sho
said. “I don’t like her!”

The new girl shrugged her shoulders and
turned on hev heel. With Cora and Judit!
following her, she went from the dormi-
tory, loaving behind her a dead silence.

When they got ontside Cora winked at
Judith, and that gitl smiled.. They wanted
to see what would happen when Teresa
met Ethel: They felt suve that there wonld
be trouble. And the two sisters cared not
whether this girl were punished or not.

They had not long to wait for the cloud
to burst, for they had barely sauntered ten
yards when a tall, trim-looking girl came
along the Amesaga.

Cora and Judith recognised her at ance.
She was Ethel Courtway. FEthel's face was
angry and her brow clouded, which was
ouly natural. Never before had the school
captain’s authority been so openly defied.

“Wellt”

Tt was Teresa Tempest who spoke thus
insolently. She stroked back her wavy hair
with one jewelled hand, patting it into place.
And Ethel—she stood dumbfounded, unable
to say a word.

“Teresn Tempest!” Bhe shonied the
name, so angsy she was; her oyes blaz.d

TROUBLE-MAKER OF MORCOVE!

“Q0h, you insolent girl!
m; m(ﬁsa%le 4

efore this obvionsly envaged girl Teresa
slightly lost her accustomed ““nerve.” Then
shoe remembered that Cora and Judith were
present, and they were watching her

Did you not get

closely; she knew that, .
got it,” nodded Teresa coolly.
“You—

stammered Ethel.
why didn’t yon como af once?
you must have heen told
eaptain of the schooll™
esa Tempest shrngged her shoulders.

“Poo much fag,” she said easily.

Ethel Courtway drew in a deep breath
and controlled her temper h the utmost
difficuliy.

**Come

1 am

to the heudmistress at  once,
1 said Ethel Courtway. Then she bit
her lip, remembering suddenly that the
headmistress had not vet arrived at the
s[-.h:)ol.

grirl !

3 Teresa did nol move; and the four
girls stood there, silent the air electrie.
Now a voice broke the silence; a new
voice, but ono all four w o well.

Miss Redgrave came forward, The young

mistress’ face was while and anxions,
“Ethel, what is the matter?” she asked
agitatedly.
“This gixl!” exclaimed Eihel. *She has

been insolent and rude.’

Miss Redgrave nodded in what they all
thought a peculiar manmner,

“Yes, yes,” she said hurriedly. *Pring
her along to my room, Kthel, pleasc.”
eresa made’ no sign of recognising her
aunt, aud Miss Redgrave—she too wor-
ried to e the girl a wele at that
moment. he had heen expecting such o
soene ns this, and she was glad that she
had been at hand instead of another
mistress,

“Very well, Miss Redgrave,” shid Ilithel
Courtway, and turned on her heel.  She
followed the mistress along the passage.

Cora Tooked at Judith, and then hoth
looked at Teresa a winkes
"7 sho aske
poor velition,
her vound my

lafiily

“ Baek

Lo Tknow,”

o dovn 1he jnant.ly be-
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hind Ethel Courtway in an exaggerated
mimicry_of that girl’s walk. v
Miss Redgrave seated herself in a chair
in her study, and when Teresa had come
inside Ethel Courtway closed the door.
“8it down, please, Ethel,” said the mis-
tress. “‘Now, tell me what has happened.”
Ethel Courtway gulped and told the mis-
tress just what had occurred at the station,

and how Teresa had spoken to her in the

passage,

When the monitress had finished Miss
Redgrave remained silent. Ier eyes were
very troubled, and from time to time she
flance{l at Tercsa, noting that girl’s dress,
her hair, and her powdered face.

Teresa seemed unperturbed, and was, in
fact, scanning her polished finger-nails
eritically, just for all the world as though
this was a private affair between the mis-
tre:ts and monitress in which she played no
part.

“Teresa,” said Miss Redgrave gently,
suppressing a sigh.

*“Yes, aunty?”

Ethel Courtway started, and Miss Red-
grave flushed.

“You must not call me ‘aunt’ here,
Teresa. I am Miss Redgrave to you whilst
we are at school.” The mistress turned to
the monitress. “I must fell you, Ethel,”
she sighed, *“that Teresa is my nicce—my
sister’s dunghter. T—I have not seen her
for years, and it was only
learnt she was coming heve.”

“Oh!” said Ethel Courtway.

This fact added a mew complexion to
the affair. She gave thg mistress a sym-
pathetic glance, for she vealised in what a
diffioult position the young mistress was

laced by the arrival at Morcove School of

resa Tempest.

o 7 began the monitress. “T
think I'd better leave her to you. Miss
Redgrave,” she said. “Tt will he all right
if Teresa apologises. She is a new girl, and
perhaps not used to schaol life.”

yosterday I

ife.”
Teresa tossed her dark head.
“ Apologise ! she seoffed. *“0Oh,
can see myself doing that!™
Miss Redgrave brought her elenched hand
down on the desk. Neither K nor

Gthel
Teresa had ever scen the mistress look so
angry.

yes, T

“Teresa.” auid Miss Redirave, “apologise
at once! I vou do not, T will wiite to
your mothe

“Mother  woul let e il she
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knew how I was being treated,” returned
the insolent givl.

Miss Redgrave clicked her tceth.

“You will do as I say, Teresa!” she
almost shouted. Then sﬁe dropped her
voice to a lower tone. *“My dear girl,”
she said, “can’t you see what a bad begin- -
ning you've made? If this sort of conduct
continues, the headmistress may uask for
you to be removed from the school.”

“I dow’t care!” enapped the wilful givl.
“Bother the headmistress.”

“You will apologise now, at once, ta
Ethel Courtway,” she insisted angrily, “or
I will take you to the headmistress upon her
arvival and have you caned—caned before
all_the school I' !

There was a look in the mistress’ eyes

that cowed the girl, obstinate though she
was.
So now she allowed her false pride to
suffer  a temporary set-back, lest worse
should befall her. At least, it was easy to
apologise, and only these two would ever
know.

She turned her head and gave Ethel
Courtway a look that said: “T'm forced to
do_this; but you wait!” -

Then, very sulkily, she said, aloud and
ungraciously :

“T'm sorry.

“Thank you,” said Ethel Courtway, and
with a sympathetic look at the mistress
she left the room, glad to get away from
Fthe stubborn-natured girl.

When she had gone Miss Redgrave
looked at her nicce sorrowfully.

“Oh, Teresa!” she sighed. " *What a
foolish girl yon are. And whi are you
wearing those clothes? You know—you

must know—that you should not put up
your hair, not make up your face. You
should put on your drill dress, Now, go
upstairs _and change into your ordinary
dress.  Come, let us have no nonsense!”

Teresa jmnped to her feet, and her eyes
bluzedl.

“ Change 7" she said. “Do you think T'm
going to take notice of yon?  You may ba
my aunt, but you can think yourself lueky
that I recognise you at all, you poor re-
lation. I shall write and tell mother el
about you, so there!”

“Teresa——"" But the
and opened the door,
Redorave,

girl swished asida
“Teresa!” satd Miss

Slam!
Teresa Tempest was gone.
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CHAPTER 5.
More Trouble for Teresa.

& ERESA!”
Tt was Betty Barton who called

the girl's name. Botly was stand-
) ing 1n the corridor wge
gir! came along.
“What do you
agpressively,
Betty smiled
"1 came to tell

n the new

want 77 asked Teresa
atiently.

you that luneh is roadv,”
sho said  “If you like T'll wait whila you
change into your school-froe and show
yoir the way to the dining- hall.

Teresa drew back.

“No, yon won't!” she snapped. “VYou
may think you can worm an acquaintance
with me—but you dow’t. I've met your
sort before. [ don’t like toadies!™

Betty flushed, aud bit her lip.

“1 {hought you would like mo to help
you,” she replied steadily. “tho, don’i;
misunderstand me! But you're a new girl,
and you don’t know yonr way about the
school ™

““ Well, T can find ont,” said Teresa.

She was in'no mood then to speak politely
to anyone, and least of all to this girl, who,
nccording to the Grandways sisiers, was the
davghter of a woman who had  done
charing.

“Mother told mo to be particular ahont
nds,” went on Teresa coldly, “I don't
associate  with  charwomen’s

'I}rllv ﬂushez!

“Vory well,” she shru ged. “I'm sorry;
buf, you will find the dining-raom down-
stairs, the scaond door to the left.”

And Betty walked off, fecling that to
attempt friendly relations with this givl
was hopeless at present.

When Betty had gone the wilful girl stood
irresolute.

Just at the moment when she had half-
decided to yun upstaivs end change, along
the passage came two smiling girls.

They were Cora and Judith Strangeways.

“Halio, Teresa!” said Judith.  “Ho
did you get on 1"’

Teresa shrugged her shoulders,

“Wasn’t Jithel Courtway cross ¥

“She was,” said the new glr]
got round her all right.
s.-mothmg to cat?”

*'This way,” said Jud:‘t.h, with an indrawn
Yreath. "Bul:, I say, Teresa, you have
JBat a nerve, T wish T had balf your cheek.”

“bhut 1
Now what ahout
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Teresa  smiled, and shrugged her
shoulders. All thcught of changing her
clothes was gone now. '1‘0 do so would be

a decided “climb down,” and she would
never do that in front of those girls! How
could she after what she had just =aid?

But it was not without a tremor that she
entered the school dining-room.

Cora opened the door with a sy grin, and
winked at Judith. The two girls, although
they really did adinire Teresa in some gueer
way for her unbounded insolenco—or cheek,
as they chose to call it—wero quite aware

that she was “showing off ” for their
benefit, and they were anxious to sce the
fun.  And this is why they let her enter
rst, so that they should r nothing.

As Teresa enfered the room, all conversaa
tion ceased, and thero avas o dead silence,

The new gitl was really very nervous in-
wardly. But not for \“or!d% would she have
let. those Grandway girls know that. It was
her fir<t school, this, and she was slightly
un d, anyway, by the hundred odd
pair of eyes that were turned upon her as
she entered.

All the Juniors were attired, according to
regulation, in drill dresses; and even the
mistresses wore plain blouses and skirts.
Redgrave was sitting at the Third
]mm l_;an. wlmn Teresa entered, and her
faco p pink with vesation. Her
nicee lm:] dchbmafuly deficd her.

Now Cora Grandways hurried forward
and took a scat at the Fourih Form table,
inolmumg Teresa to take the one next tu

csu sat down, and then it was as
though Babel had been let loose.  Rvery-
one scemed to talk at once, and Teresa
went erimson.

Miss Massingham, the Fourth TForm mis-
tress, staved at her speechlessly.

F.om the Third Form fable Miss Red-
greve came acrass to her nicce.

“Teresa!’’ she eried angrily. “T told you
to change that dress! Why have you de-
liberately disobeyed me #

Her tone was angry, and  neross
tuble Betty gave the mistresy
passionate look,

Toresa 'Imr st cid not move,

“Miss Todgrave spoke  fo vou, girll”
suappoed Mnss l\lns'unr'hnm. “Do T under-
stand that you have already been told to
take off that ridiculous garment 7

Teresa did not amswer,

the

a  com-
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Miss Massingham rose from her scat and
etood behind the girl.

“Teresa Tempest,” she said as steadily
as she could, “leave this table at once and
go to your dormitory, You are a dis-
obedient girl. You have been twice ordered
to remove those clothes, and T will not be
defied.”  The Fourth Form mistress turned
to the Sixth Form table, *“Ethel Courtway
and Rita Powell, take this girl upstairs and
see that she goes to bed,” seid the mistress
an]grlly. “She shall miss her lunch, and
will have to be satisfied with bread and
water,”

For a second Teresa looked as though she
would vesist Rita Powell and Ethel Court-
way, but she now realised, too late, that
she should not have been so disobedicnt.

As the two Sixth Tormers lay hands upon
her she quite lost the last vostige of (I:mr
temper.

“Lot me go!"’ she shricked. “I won’t
be sent to bed! I'm not a baby! T won't
go! It isn’t fair! Ob, leave mo alone!”

But struggle though she did, she was no
match for the two Sixth IFormers, and at
last she was dragged from the room and
up to the dormitory.

And when the Fourth Torm went to
bed that night they found Tervesa fast
aslecp, lying on her side, the corner of the
bedelothes gripped tightly in her hand.

“My word,” said Polly Linton with a
shake of the head, *that giri—she will take
some teaching!”

Betty Barton sighed.

“It will be a hard task,” sho said, “But,
oh, Polly, don’t you think we might try
together. Can’t we give her some new in.
terest in life  Can’t we show her that
clothes and jewellery aro not all that
matter 7"

“That girl?” exclaimed Polly. “I do
most things for you, Betbty—but P blessed
if T fecl called upon to act as her fairy god-
mother!”

Several gils laugh
cries of “Hear, heart®
Betty Barton sighed and turned away,
Polly would not help. Betty felt she
could not blame her chum. But Betty—
sho had made that promise to Miss Red-
grave, and she must stand by it alono, it
seemed, and she must attempt to show this
wilml, headstrong girl the path she should

tread,

ed, and there were
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CHAPTER 8,
Teresa Faces the Music!
4 HE'S still got her bracelets,””
S ‘“And her gold wristlet watch
““And the diamond ];)euduml”
“And the brooches!”

“My word!”

Teresa Tempest could scarcely have failed
to hear those words uttered by the group
of Third and Fourth Formers, who stood at
the foot of the stairs watching her as she
made her way to the study of Miss Somer-
ficld, the following morning. Yet not the

ightest notice did she take of any of the

She treated them all as though they
did not exist.

And, althongh most of the giils were re-
gavding Teresa with contemptuous looks,
Belty Barton wore a worried frown.

““Teresa!” exclaimed Betty, stepping for.
ward. “I—I say. You can’t go to the
headmistress with those jewels on., It will
only make her more cross!’

Teresu turned upon the speaker with a
look of conteropt. Yet she did not say w
word, merely tossing her head.

“Swank!" hissed Ella Elgood. And the
ery was taken up by the others,
r%ven then Teresa did not heed.

Suddenly there came an interruption, and
the crowd of Fourth-Formers became silent.
For down the passage came the figure of
a young mistress—Miss Redgrave.

“Teres: she esclaimed, hurrying for-
ward. “Hurry yourself, my gizl.” Do you
not know that Miss Somerfield wants to seo
you 2’

‘““All right; I'm coming,” snecred Teresa,
but she did not hurry herself in.any way.

Miss Redgrave led the way down the cor-
ridor, and stopped when she reached a half-
open door, on which was the words

HEADMISTRESS.

At her tap a gentle voico called ““Come
inl” and the mistress threw the door wids
for Teresa to enter.

In went Teresa Tempest to that room,
sacred in the eyes of the other Morcove
girls,

Yet Teresa Tempest scemed unabashed.
She stood leaning rather on her right leg,
her left slightly bent. With her right hand
she patted a wisp of hair into place, as
unconcerned as though meeting a head-
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mistross was, to her, an everyday occur-
rence.

Miss Redgrave, however, was nervous and
ill at case. There were two other women
the study, Miss Somerfield, the heud-
mistress, and Miss Massingham, the mistress
of the Fourth Form,

All three mistresses seated themselves, and
gazed in no little doubt at this strange new
girl, who seemed so careless of their pres-
once, or of the punishments they were en-
titled to administer,

“Teresa Tempest,’”” said the headmisiress,
after a slight panse, ‘‘although you have
been anly one day in the school, you seem
to have caused unprecedented upheaval hy
your disobedient and unruly nature!”

Teresa Tempest nodded, and surveyed her
finger-nails.

“T suppose that is how they’d put it,
said.

Miss Somerfield sat back in her chair.
put it!” she stam-

** she

mered,
you are speaking? you know that 1
am the headmistress of this school?”

Her tone was terrifying, or would have
been to many another girl, but Teresa Tem-
pest, with conceited bravado, was attempt-
ing to set the whole school authority at

s Somerfield brought her fist down
with a bang upen the table.

“I have heard all about you, Teresa
Tempest,” she said angrily. “‘How you
were impertinent to Lthel Courtway, the
school captain, and how you had the inso-
lence to disobey your mistress, Miss Red-
grave—-""

““She ordered me to take off my dress-—-
my orange dress!” retorted Teresa.
not _going to be ordered about by her!

“T ean sec, Teresa Tempest,”” Miss Somer-
field said, in steady tones, **that you have a
very big lesson to learn. Let me tell you
in the first place, that I will brook no in-
solence. One more insolent word, and youn
will be sent straight to the punishment-
room!”’

“I shall ask mother to take me away,
said 'Teresa, her lip trembling now
she realised how firm the headmistress could

At home, when scolded, Tercsa had found
tears a way out of her difficullies.

Her father was dead, and her indulgent
mother gave way to her on every |

ou aware to whom Pfather
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Teresa had but to ery, and all scolding was
over. So tears came easy Lo her.

Miss Somerfield saw that the girl was not
now so stubborn, and she seized the oppor-
tunity to speak her mind.

“You are an insolent girl, Teresa,”” sho
resumed. *‘But you will do no good by
asking your mother to take you away from
Morcove.”

Teresa’s lips trembled more now, and
tears welled up in her eyes. This the head-
mistress affected not to notice.

resumed  the
isfortune to he

‘“Miss Redgrave, here,”
headmistress, ‘*has the 1
unt; but the relation between you
g you no excuse to defy her. Bhe
ordered yon, and rightly, too, not to wear
the finery in which you had gurbed your-
sell.  You were told not to wear jewellery.”
She waved her hand. **And now what do
sce, a diamond pendant, and a bracelet,
and brooches—""
“*They—they were presents fra
before” he died,”  said

m my—my
‘eresn tear-

fully.

Miss Somerfield opened her mhouth to
speak, then shut it "quickly. eresa was
really erying now, and the mistresses could
see the tears trickling down the gitl’s
cheeks, :

Miss Massingham sniffed scornfully. But
Miss Somerfield hesitated. If those articles
of jewellery were presents from her father,
then the givl miglit have acted simply ous
of sentiment.  But Teresu was probably
acting—so the headmistress mused. And f
that wero so, then Teresa was a fine actress,

At last the headmistress spoke.

“I—I do not wish to be hard upon you,

my givl,” she said. “But you must under-
stand—and T mean this—that yon are not
allowed to garb yowself in such costly
diesses, nor are you allowed to wear such
@ ge amount of jewellery.”
ut—but——"" stammered Teresa, letiing
he tears fall fuster.
Miss SBomerfield rose from |
watched by the two ather mist
the roum. She laid her hand
erving girl's shoulder,

“There, there,” she said <ofily. “Don’t
ery, my girl. None of us wish o be hord
upon you, I yo the  schoal
rules, you will fin 8 N

3 than
thosn

.

t

508, Crossed
upon the
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How suddenly . that scenc had cf d
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There are many

from its commencement,  Teresa, defiant
and .insblent, had met with reverse, and the
cunning girl had turned to tears as a way
out, And Miss RBomerfield—how counld she
be blamed? How was she to know that the
wirl was only acting—that Teresa was laugh-
ing in her heart at the way she had deceived
the Leadmistress ?

“I—I didn't mean to—to be insolent.
—il’s my hasty temper,’”” stammered
“I'm afwnys being blumed. No one caves
about me, no one!’’

Miss Sormerfield Jooked quite worried lest
this strange girl should suddenly become
Liysterical, for Teresa was erying now with
increasing bitterncss.

“Don’t cry like that, Teresa,” said Miss
Somerfield gently. “No one desives to be
unkind to you, but you must learn to cont-oi
your temper—""

“T do try—oh, T do!’ sobbed Teresa.
“But—but what’s the use?”

*“Hush, child !’ said the headmistress, with
gentle reproof, “¥ou mustn’t talk like
that. I think you had hetter go to yomr
dormitory and lie down for a while. Miss
Redgrave!”

The young mistress came forward.

“Take her upstairs,” said Miss Somer-
field. “I fear she is somewhat overwronght.
Poor child, I think she is not wholly respon-
sible for her insolence and disobedience. She
has not been aceustomed to discipline.”

Miss Redgrave nodded.

““Her mother is indulgent,” she sighed.
““Teresa has certainly had too much of her
own way.”

She took the girl’s arm, and led her io
the door, whilst Teresa dabbed her eyes with
a yellow sitk handkerchief.

“*Wait,” said Miss Somerfield. **Before
you go, Teresa, I should like (o impress
upon you the fact that, but for your un-
checked temper, this paiuful scene woult
not have occirred. In future, dear, try to
control your temper, and you will find life
much smoother and eusier,”

Teresa, her face still buvied in her hand-
kerchief, nodded, bot did not reply.

Miss Somerficld reimned 1o her
frowning., and she wnd ibe Fourth
mistress exchanged hopeless fooks.

il gl ta )
t I thi

is sorry, i
girls like her.”

Would that she conld have seen Teresa
on the other side of the door. Her opinion
would then have changed quickly.

For, once the oak door stood between her
and the headmistress, the new girl’s sorrows
and regrets dropped from her like a mantle,
and the real Teresa stood revealed.

She snatched her arm from Miss Red-
grave's grasp, and, turning to the closed
door, pulled a long, derisive face, and put
out the tip of her tongue in a most unlady-
fike manner.

Mi=s Re ve positively gasped at ler
niece’s duplicity.

“Teresa!”  she *“Oh,
wicked girl!"”

Teresa turned on her angrily.

“You mind your own business, aunt!”
she snapped. “This is all your fault! If
it hadn’t been for you putting your silly
nose into my affairs, that silly school marn;
wouldn’t have jawed me so!”

Miss Redgrave seemed struck dumb it
this strange, insolent speech. Never had
sho heard Miss Somerfield alluded to <o
rudely.

“Teresa! How dare you?”

“That’s right, shout!?” snapped Teresa.
“You'd like to bring tie whole school on
the scene, wouldn’t you? You're just like
all poor . relations—think you can get your
own_back on me just because you've a little
briel authority. i don’t care two pins for
you—or—or for any of them, not even thut
grey-haired school marm! My mother could
buy up the whole of this school, and never
miss the money! So there!” 3

And before the amazed, dumbfounde
Jjunior mistress could reply, Teresa Tempest
had stalked up the passage, her head held
very high in the air, and turned the corner.

Those crocodile tears—tears that had
gained her pardon—were still traceable on
her cheeks, and now Teresa sought to eradi-
cate them,

I'rom the front of her blouse she extracted
a smull gold case, and a neat, dainty power-
puff. Inside the case was a small mirror
and some highly scented cream powder.

With the aid of that small mirror she
powdered her cheeks, nose, and eyelids,
hiding  skilfully the tell-tale traces ihe
stroaming  tears had left upon her face.
to brighten her lips, she moistened
them with her finger-tips.

ly sorry.

exclaimed. you
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Scarcely had she finished than two giris
d the corner of the passage, and gave

"Teresa!” eried Cora Grand-
her younger sister, Judith,

'1em|1ust hastily concealed hey
])L\\’delvp\\ﬂ and faced the sisters with
radiant face.

“Hallo, de'\ls"’ she said.
to see you.'

“Heav you've scen Miss Somerfield,” said
Cera, giving the new girl a keen look.
** About that—ecr—aflair yesl,erday, 1 sup
pose "

Teresa raised her eyebrows.

“‘Somerfield 7’ she said, as though the
name were new fo her. “¥You mean that
srey-haired  school marm—the headmis-

&

“Didn't expect

Judith Grandways nodded.
“That's right—that's Miss Bomerficld,’
she said. *“Awfully strict, isn’t she? I sup-

pose yow've been gated?”

h, you dear simples!” Teresa said.
“Why do you suppose I should be punished ?
With dear Ruth Rcr.lgrnw, a mistress, for
an it, how could T be

Cora Grandways Limw a deep breath.

Judith remumcd silent, awed by this now
nn! s audaci

“ Well, whnb about brekker 77 said Teresa.

I ‘m ]mngly

, y-¥-yes,”’ stammered Cora, lll!'ll}lc 5]
take hor eyes from Teresa’s face.  “OF
course—brokker.””

“This wa; said Judith.

And as l{ey walked down t{o breakfast,
the Grandways sisters could not help ilm
mdu glances they cast at this strange new
who was able to avoid punishmens.
Aml they were thinking how very uscful
to them she might prove.

CHAPTER 7.
Their New Study Companion.

OLLY LINTON flung herself into the
P armchair in Study No. 12, and
sighed. Morning lessons were over,
and how jolly the small study seemed

this glorious September morning! °
“It's good to be back at school,” she
sighed. And Botty Barton, her chum and

sludy companion, nodded.

“Yes,” langhed Betty, ‘‘It’s a second
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home really. We grumble enowgh about
school, but, after all, it’s not so—""

Betty broke off suddenly, for there came
a tap at the door.

As both cccupnuts of the study c-\lled
“Come in!”" the door of the small study
opened, and the junior nrstress appeared.

“Why,” exclaimed DBetty, ‘‘Miss Red-
grave! This is a surprise. Do come inl!”

The two girls were looking rather sur-
prised at this wvisit, for it was unusual for
the mistress to visit the girls’ rcoms—and
Miss Redgrave, morcover, was not theiz
Form-mistress, and they wondered what had
brounght her to their study.

They were scon to know.

“T—I want you two to do me a fa
Miss Redgrave said.

‘A favour!” cried Betiy.
Miss Redgrave!”

And Tolly nodded.

“Ra-ther?” she said, no less enthusiastic
than her chum.

“Thank "you,’ sm:le('l the mistress. *'L
knew you would say ‘ Yes” But 1 haven’s
yet told you what 1 wamt.”’ She paused.
“You are at liberty to refuse, you know,
if you find what I ask impossible.”

But both girls shook their heads. They
were fond of this junior mistress, and botl
would do anything for her.

““Then I will proceed,” said Miss Red-

vour,””

“Why, yes,

grave. ‘*You, Betty, know all about the
matter. But I will speak now for Polly’s
benefit. It is about Teresa Tempest—-"

“Oh !’ said Polly, and kniited her brows.

Miss Redgrave went on quickly :

“Teresa is my niece, and 1 am soiry to
say that she has been brought vp to he
vain and extravagant by an indulgent
mo:!scn She is inclined to fits of temper,

When
Polly
rosa.

was quick to see

l’ull Linton pulled a long faee
Miss é‘\(dgr:we had asked a [avos
had no idea that it would concern

The mistress, though,
Polly’s look.

“If—if you wish e to say no more—-""
she began.

But Polly shook her head.

““Not at all, Miss Redyg
though she no longer scemed enthy
£ (ln the junior-mistress a favour,

“Well,” vesumed Miss Redgrave, 1 wang
you two girls to look after Teresa. She
needs the friendship of givls who will show
her the right rvad—givlz such as you, and
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T “have asked Miss Massingham to put
Teresa in t]na study with you. I hope you
don’t mind 7"

For one long, tense moment there was a
silence—a tilence which was broken by a
hard, indrawn breath from Polly.

*Put—put her in here!” she exclaimed.

Betty Barton remained silent, although
ihn was no more keen on the idea thau

ul

",I_Iul.—'i)ut I say, Miss Redgrave,”
tested Polly. “*Can’t-—can’t she go——-

At sight of the look on her chwm’s fuce
I'ully broke off.

‘If you would rather she were put clse-

pro-

where,” said Miss Redgrave, with a heavy
srgh, “I will see that arrungements are
mado for-—""

“Well, it's—it’s—"> stammered Polly,

torn between a desire to have the room fo
herself and Betty, and a desire to please the
mistress. “I——— Oh, all right, if Betty
doesn’t mind 1"’

I don’t mind,” said Betty. quickly. *“'If
you wish it, Miss Redgrave.”

‘I'he junior mistress rose and crossed to
the two girls.

“You are two dear, genecrous girl,” she
said huskily. *You are the only [,;uls
can trust to look after Teresa, and 1 know
you would rather have this study to your-
selves. But you are doing this for my sake.
And I am grabafu!, dears, more grateful
than I can say.”

Then, before the gils could reply, she
was at the door, and bad clicked it to.

When she had gone Polly looked at Beity,
mld Betty pulled a woeful face.

“*Well, if that isn’t the limit,” said Polly.
“We're going to have th.’n: glrl foisted on
us, It’s a bit thick—

Polly Linton stopped short and stared.
For the study”door had sudenly been flung
open with no preliminary knock, and now
into the small room came Teresa Tempost.

To the two occupants she said not a word,
but her eyes roved critically round the
room,

“What a poky place !” said Teresa, sniff-
ing with disdain,

T’ely Linton’s_temper, already slightly
ruffled, rose rapidly.

“Well?” she said. “1f they don't knock
hefore entering a roomn where you were
brought up, I suppose they shut the door
after them?”

T'eresa’s eyes alighted on Polly, a% though
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she had become aware for ihe first (ime

-that there were two girls in the room.

“1 thought this was Study No, 12,” she
said, frowning. “But it secmns that I've
wandered into the maids’ quarters!”

Polly Linton fairly bubbled with rage.
She walked across the study and slammed
the door to,

“This is Study No. 12 all right, Teresa
Tempest,” she sai A]ld we're  your
fulme study t.um]uuuorw
Tempest  did nol; reply.  She
patted her hair—that siray wisp that never
scomed in place—and looked at the ceiling.
From there hor eyes wandered to the cur-
tains, and her lips curled.

Poor Betty Hushed, becoming aware for
the first time of the several tears in those
curtains, which she and Polly only a minute
before had spoken of so affectionately.

“Won't—won’t you sit down?” asked
Botty.

Terosa looked at her.

"Hniio, you here?’ she said. Lot me

see, you're the factory—or washerwoman’s
daughter, aren’t you?”’

Betty went a deep crimaon.

“My mother did charing- when we wero
poor,” she said gently. ~ “And 1 am not
ushamed "of it.”

Teresa sniffed.

“I'm not going to stand this,” she said.
“Whatever must aunt have been thinking
to ut me _in  with & charwowan’s
daughter!”  Her frown decpencd. bt |
won’t stand it!”

Polly Linton smiled.

“Well, you needn’t!” she said.

“Oh, Polly!” said Betty, with a frown,
to remind her chum of the promise they
hml made to the j 3umor mistrese.

“1 don’t mind,” shrugged Teresa, with
an unpleasant smile. “T certainly shouldn's
stay if T didn't-want to.” She looked round
the room. “It's small; but the view from
the window isn’t bad at all,” she said
thoughtfully. “And “with some pectable
fum;l,tuw instead of this cheap-jack stuff

“What's wrong with the forniture, you—
you swank?’ demanded 1olly hotly.

But the only sign Tere:a made that sho
had heard this outburst was a twitching at
the corner of lier lips.

“That isn’t much of a ¢lock,”
mured.

And sho gave Lhe stndy clock

she mur-

on tho
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mantelshell a look that was very critical in-
deed.

“It's been good enough for us,” said
Poily huffily. *It isn’t made of solid gold,
af that’s what you mean.”

Teresa tossed her head, and crossed to the
corner where Polly Lintou's writing-desk
stood. Once again she paticd back the way-
ward wisp of hair as she stood thoughtfully
gazing at the small picce of furniture.

It was not an expensive desk, but it had
b?u_u a present, and Polly was quite fond
of it.

Toresa kicked at it gently.

*“Cheap wood,” she commented. “Still,
I can easily buy something to replace it.
T've got a desk that cost twenty pounds,
you know.”

“You'ra welcome,” said Iolly, hor eyes
glittering angrily.

She looked at Betty, but that girl re-
mained silent, not knowing quite what to
say. She felt as indignant as Dolly, but
she knew that it would not do to upset this
givl—if they were going to carry out the
promiso they had made Miss Redgrave.

Toresa was now wandering round the
small study, eyeing and examining practi-
.cally every article of furniture.

Presently, just as she was pulling a face
at a picture irare, there came a rap al the
study door.

Polly wheeled round, then clicked her
teeth,

“Hallo! Here you are, Teresa!”
“Been looking for you everywhere.
Somecone said you were here.”

It wes tho Grandways sisters.  Cora and
Judith were not at all friendly with the
chums of Study No. 12, and it was rarely
indeed that they ever paid Betty and Polly
a visit. And now they were no more wel-
come than usual.

“What do you want?” asked Tolly Lin-
ton brusquely.

Betty Bartons worried look deepened.

“Not you!” said Cora OCGrandways to
Follv., I say, Teresa, I hear they've put
vyou in here. What a shame!”

Teresa nodded.

“Yes, it is, rather,” she said. “But T
can soon make this den look all right. Just
wants Lwenty or thirty quid spent on it,
you know, .and all this rubbish chucked
out.”

PPolly Linton swallowed something in her
thenat, and turned to her chum,
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“Are we going to stand this—this insult?” .
she domanded, **‘This is asking too much.”
She turned to the Grandways sisters,  “1IE
we've got to put up with Teresa there's
no reason why we should stand you!” she
snapped.

Polly was gelting cross, but neither the
Grandways girls nor Teresa seemed per-
turbed. DBut Betty, she felt she was in a
vory awkward position indeed.

“T suppose I can have my friends here?”
said Teresa Tempest, with a sarcastic smile.

Polly crossed to the door.

“Then I'm going,” she said. “I've had
just about enough of this. Betly, are you
coming ¥’

Betty Barton hesitated, drawn behween a
desive to go with Polly and a desiver to
keep the promise she had made. It would
hardly be keeping her promise io go and
leave Teresa nFone with the Grandways!

b £ " gtammered poor Detty, in
confusion. “Polly, dear, remember—-""

But Polly Linton was m no mood to
listen to reason, and before Beity could =ay
anything further, Polly had gone from the
study, slamming the door behind her.

For a second after Polly’s angry depas-
fure there was a silence in the study,
broken at last by & jarving laugh Irom
Teresa Tempest.

“Thank -goodness she's gone!” said
Teresa.

Betty gave her a reproving glance.

“ Polly ,is_ my friend,” she said. “1

think—

“Well, you can-go, too!” sncered Toresa:
and the Grandways sisters laughed and
nodded. X

How difficult it was for Betty to stay here
after that—after she had practically been
told she was not wanted. But Betty had
promised Miss Redgrave she would look
after Teresa. And, somehow, she felt that
there might be some good in the girl; but
she know that if Tevesa fortified hev friend-
ship with the Grandways sisters, that good
would remain well hidden. So Betty, with
an uncomfortable feeling, stayed.

“1 dare say she'll like to hang round
you!” sncered Cora Grandways. “All the
people who jump up in the world like to
mix with the upper classes !

Teresa, deeming this & compliment,
shrugged her shoulders.

“8he can stay if she likes,” she said.
Teresa was not displeased to have a few



L

«THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN ” LIBRARY

flatterers around her, and the more toadies
she had the better she liked it.

With difficulty Betty controlled her tem-
per, and stood awkwardly by. ‘“Teresa
walked to the armchair, and after giving it
a rigid dusting with her_bright-coloured
handkerchief, sat down. She crossed her
leg, and arranged her dress carefully. Then
she patted down that wilful wisp of hair
into place once move.

How that affected action jarred on Detty
—Betty, whose overy act was natural and
sincere! Yot her feelings for this new girl
were of pity more than of contempt. But
the Grandways sisters—this was just the
sort of girl they admired.

“What 1 came to sce you about,” said
Cora Grandways, “was to-norrow afternoon
—it's Wednesday, and a half-holiday.”

“Really,” said Teresa, effecting a yawn.

Judith nodded, looking at her sister.

* And- we thought you might like to come
out somewhere. 1 was thinking of a trip on

the sea—"
“Topping !” smiled Teresa. “Wc'll have
a good feed first, You must take me to the

best restaurant in the town.
shall stand exes I

“Thanks!” said Cora, her oyes shining.

“By the way, talking of foeds” sai
Teresa, “my furniture will arrive this oven-
ing, and I propose to hold o study warm-
ing. What do you say to that—ch?”

A study warming!” said Cora.

Teresa nodded.

“QOh, I always do things in style, you
know! Best of everything. Pay  top
Fricc, and you get the best things. ~ Now,
ook at these stockings. Some girls would
wear any cheap stuff—but not me !’

Betty was frowning now, for this girl's
boasting was really unbearable.

Toresa was about to expound upon the
style in which her mother kept house, when
a bell sounded.

“That's dinner,” said Betty.

Teresa rose languidly to her feet.

“Oh, dear!” she yawned. “What a life
—lessons, meals, lessons!  But what about
ikt outing to-morrow, girls? T suppose
it's fixed all right? You are coming?”

£ Cora and Judith nodded, the new girl
tramed to Betty.

“Youn coming, too, kid?” she asked
potronisingly, with a half-sncer. “1 dare
say you'd like to sce how the upper classes
really do things.*’

Of course, I

1

Betty flushed angrily.  How she would
have liked to tell Teresa what she thought
of her! But, Betty could not forget the
promise, and how worried Miss Redgrave
was about her niece.

“Tll come,” she muttered unhappily.

“0Oh, just as you like,” said Teresa
casually; and she followed the Grandways
sisters from the study.

Betty did not follow at once, but stood in
the study alone, her arms hanging limply by
her side. Her face was worried, and she
was frowning deeply.

How heavily this task of locking after
Teresa. hung upon her! More and more
clearly Betty saw the difficultios that beset
her path.

Yot sho was determined not to give in—
—determined to carry on with the task of
looking after Teresa.

CHAPTER 8.
The Interrupted Banquet!

“ HIS way, my man!”
I The Fourth Form corridor was

deserted, for it was a wonderfully
bright and sunny evening, and
most of the girls were on t]s;e playing fields.

Naturally, on such an evening as this, there
were a few girls in the studies. The sun-
shine and the green ficlds had offered at-
tractions far too alluring to be resisted, and
there was no one to see Teresa Tempest as
she walked mincingly up the passage.

DBehind her trudged Steggles, the school
porter, puffing and panting.

Steggles was heavily laden, bowed down
under the weight of a buge, iron-bound box
trank.

“1t’s a hard elimb!” muttcred Steggles,
as ho staggered along.

“That's the study,” said Tereso, as she
pointed to Study No. 12,
Steggles put the box

gasping.

“wQh, don't loaf about!” said Teresa
crossly. “There ave several more things to
bring up—there's the mircor and the pie-
{ures, and the armehair, and the desk.  You
don’t want to be all day!”

“QOrl right !> muttered the porter. “But
I ain’t a moving man!”

Grumbling, he rotraced his steps down
tho stairs, and went across the quadrangle
to where a Jarge pantechnicon stand waiting
at tho gates.

dowh, and stood
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This was Teresa’s furniture arriving, and
the one or two girls idling about in the
quadrangle took a lively interest in the pro-
ceedings,

Cora and Judith, when they saw the fur-
niture, guessed to whom it belonged, and
came racing up to the Fourth Form passage.

“My word!” panted Cora. “I say,
Teresa, is this your furniture?”

Tho new girl nodded, looking up from un-
packing the large box. An ornate clock,

ilded end expensive-looking, stood beside

Em. and there were two large cases, and

one or two other ornaments.

These articles the Grandways sisters eyed
admlrmgly and enviously.

“I'say,” murmured Cora,
clock!”

“And those vases!” echoed her sister.
“Aren’t they splendid!  Don’t you think
80, Cora?”

Teresa looked very pleased at the com-
pliments.

“Yes, I rathor fancy my taste,” sho said
airily. ~ “This study will )uuk better when
I'\a finished with it!”

“But there won’t be room for all your
things,” said Cora, looking round the study,
which now held as much as it could to look
comfortable and not crowded.

“QOh, I shall throw this rubbish out!
That cherwoman's girl and her friend ought
to be jolly pleased to have something de-
cent in the room!” ~ And Teresa looked
round scornfully at the room’s present con-
tents,

“You're going to t}lrow all these things
out!” stammere

And Judith murmured:

“0h, gracions!”

Truly, the new girl's methods were sur-
prising. Cora and Judith had always
veckoned that they had plenty of cheek, but
this—

A8 Yea: botter clear out this stuff first, T
snppese, said Teresa thoughtfully. “Help
me with this desk.”

She laid hands on the desk, and Cora,

with a meaning look at Judith, lent a hand.

One after another Betty and Polly’s

things were put into a spare room. It was

-"lucky for Tercsa that Polly was not there
then, or there might well have been a
seene !

“ Now,” said Teresa, when the study was
at last bare. She looked round "the room,

what a lovely
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which was empty now even of the ca.rpel:
and curtains, “I think we can begin.

The passage being deserted, they had
time to work uninterrupted. Sﬁegglas had
brought ‘everything up now, and the pas-
sage was looking more like a furniture de-
pository ihan anything else.

Teresa, with an air that was lordly and
pntnunising, bhanded the porter a pound

< Tlmh’s all right!” she said, with a wavo
of the hand. And Cora and Judith gasped.
Steggles looked at tho note, and then at the
new girl. Hoe was used to tips, and had
often received some quite substantizl ones.
But a pound note! He gazed at it for one
second more, and_then hurried off, lest the
new girl should change her mind.

“TFirst the carpet,” said the new givl.

And then they sct to work., But Teresa
saw to 1t that the hard work was done by
Cora and Judith, ~While they placed the
carpet down and hung the curtains, she
stood by, one hand on her hip, the other
patting back into place the wilful wisp of
hair that seemed to worry her.

Then the curtains went up. And Cora
and Judith did not seem to mind at all that
it was they who did all the work while
Terosa supervised. They were only too
pleased to do anything to keep in this new
girl’s good books,

And as they arranged overy article, Cora
and Judith made fawning, complimentary
remarks.

“And now,” sar.d Teresa, when the study
was eompmtn, “will one of you run off to
the shops and order the food?”

“1 will,” said Judith. “I say, this does
look topping, you know! That clock and
the 'mirmr—thcy must have cost an awful
ot 1"

“Pounds,” nodded Tercsa. “But what
does money matter to girls like us?  And
don’t spare a penny when you order the
food, you know. I'm paying. Get a lot of
lhmgs' The best of everything, you

now."

“1 know,” nodded Judith. *“TI'll put it
down to your account. Coming, Cora?”

Aml the two sisters, very excited, hurried
off. they were gono, Teresa stood in
front oi mirror admirving horself.  She
took out her powder-pulf, and dabbed her
nose with it. When she was satisfied, she
lounged into the expensively unholstered
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+ armchair, with which
Betty and Polly’s things.

Soon Cora and Judith returncd, their
arms full, with the intimation thsh the
school page was following with the rest of
what they had ordered.

The Grandways sisters had taken the new
girl at her word, and there was certainly
the best of overything,

After they had washed they commenced
to sct, the table, whilst Teresa, from the
armchair, once more superviscd. It was
surprising how readily the two Grandways
sisters obeyed her, and how meckly, too.

“Now bring in all the girls you can find,”
said ‘leresa. “All in the Form, you know;
thero’s cnough to go round.”

And once again Cora and Judith acted at
the new girl’s bidding.

‘Feresa, when they were gone, put on her
jewellery.  She bad taken it off during
lessons, but now she felt safe in wearing it
again.

When the guests begari to arrive, talking
excitedly, Teresa was sitting in the chair
again.

There were many, girls who came, despite
the fact that Teresa was not popular. The
teinptation of a good spread had softened
their hearis, and, as many of them said,
*“sho might be all right.”

*“(Good-evening,” said Teresa, to lla El-
good, the first to arvive. “Welcome! Take

she had- replaced

a scat. The others won’t be long.  What
do you think of the room?”

Ella leoked round wonderingly, The
change was certainly surprising. She would

have said sometbing, bub now the others
were arriving in their twos and threes.

Socon there were quite a dozen chattering
girls in the room, all lnnkmE in surprise at
the gold clock, the mirror, the large, showy
vases, and the well-filled table,

“All here?” asked Teresa. The study
was crammed, and it was indeed surprising
Tiow all theso girls had managed to crowd
into the room. “Mind that vase there; it
cost & lot of monoy! I don’t want it
broken "

Grace Garficld, who had really been
dangerously near upsetting the gaudy orna-
ment, shifted to one side.

Paula Crecl sniffed slightly.  She had
come with Tess lwla\me%nnd Madge Min-
den and Trixie H ut none of them
were feeling very comfm-tnble

“PBetty Barton and Polly Linton aren’t
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here yet,” said Norah Nugent. She did not
say that Betty was even then trying to per-
suade Polly Linton to putan an appearance
Polly was vory cross with Toresa, and she
ditl not in the least want to appear at this
“function,” as she called it. And Betty
was explaining to her chum that it would
be well to give Teresa a second chance—
that fo cut her at the outset would not help
matters.

“0Oh, we can’ ’t wait for them,” said Cora.
“l’m hungry.”

“ Hear, hear!” said many others.

“Right-ch, then!” said Teresa languidly,

ising. She mmaed to the head of the lnb]e.

“Sorry you can’t sit down, all of you,” she
said. “Movo that armchair to the head
the table here, somebedy, will you?"’
In silence the armchair was moved.
“Ladies,” said Teresa, on her feet, when

tho others had scated themselves as best
they could, some on the window ledge,
others on the desk and coal scuttle. “I
have stood you all this spxeud as a study
warmer. At least, that's what the mater
calls it when she has her friends to_ the
country house. We do a lot of entertainin®
at home, y'know. I've got used to it, hav-
ing titled people at our functions, y “know.”

Silence greeted this speech, most of the
girls fecling uncomfortable. Paula Creel’s
lips curled. Paula was a well-bred girl, and
moved in the highest society, But Paula
never swanked like this,

"T]le food’s hot much,” said Teresa
“T spent all I could, ithough, and
thcm should be plenty to go Cound.  Linigh
it up, you, know If you can't, take it away
with. you.”

She locked round as though expecting a
slight cheer.  But this time tho silence
scomed more ominous than before, and the
atmosphere was strained.

“Wo—we're goin% to have a good time,”
said Teresa, just a little more hesitant now.
“Be careful, though; don’t knock anything
over, Oh, do mind that vase, girll And,
T say, that dcwk cost pounds and pounds, so

o be carcful!”

Grace Garfield Jooked at the vas=o as
though she would eat it, then moved
further away. All the girls lcoked ill at
ease.

“More like a muscum
sniffed Toss Trelawney,
Betty will say to this?”

Tess Trelawncy was

than a study!”
“I wonder what

feeling annoved,
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and, when she was feeling annoyed, Tess
became a trifie sarcastic.

“] say, mind that carpet, Medge,”
said. ““T'hat cost a hundred pounds!”

Madge Minden grinned, saw the joke, and
passed it on.

“1 say, Trixie,” she frowned,  *don't
knock down that plcture I¢ was probably
given to Teresa by the Duke of Mud-
splash !”

But Teresa did not see the humour of
this remark, although soveral girls giggled.

“Now settle down, and eat all you can,”
said ‘l'eresa, looking round, ignoring the
remarks that were being passed. * Eaf just
what you like. I bought it for you to cat.”

Just then the door opened a fraction.
The girls who were gathered round it
squeezed aside.

“No room,” said Madge Minden.

“Open this door!"

“Bai Jove!” cried Paula Creel.
Polly Linton!”

Polly, with a face that was red and angry,
squeezed into the room, followed by Betty.

“A spread!” she exclaimed, *I—

Polly broke off, and gazed round the
room. Her brow became angry and thun-
derous, and Betty could not help an ex-
c]nn{:tmn of astmmhmenm

she

“It's

Vhat's happened?”  cried  Polly.
“Where's our clock?”
“And tho curtains!” gasped Betty.

Polly locked scarchingly round the room.
Then she turned to Teresa Tempest with
nl(i‘ucht.d hands.

This is your doing, I suppose?” she said

bluulv ““What have you done with our.
things ?” ;
Teresa laughed.
“You mean those cheap-jack tl:ulgs?

That awful clock and the shabby carpet?
YT've thrown them into the spare room !”
l’oﬂy clmkcd
*You've thrown out our things!” she

““‘h

Wm-ds failed Polly, and she could only
a'are round the study, looking from one girl
io the other. All the guests scemed to be
feriine awkward and ill at ease.
Well, you couldn’t expect me to hold a
with those curtains and that carpet!”
«) Toresa.

Linfon’,

Jou=— It's our study, and

s faco went as white as a
pushed past one or two girls,
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and rcached the vase of which Tercsa was

so proud.

“Come on, Betty,” she cried.. “We
;ﬂ:un‘t stand this. Clenr this stuff out of
hero,”

The vase in hand, Polly made for the
door. .

Teresa Tempest rose to her feet amidst a
dead silence,

“Stop!” she criecl angrily.
that vase back !"

Polly did not slop, but went to the door.
Then she returned for the clock. That was
enough for Teresa. She ushcﬂ past the
silent girls, and reached Pol

She clutched that girl's mm | whilst Betty
stood by.

“Put thal: clock back!” she cried angrily.

Polly shrugged her shoulders.

“It's your fault, Terecsa,” said Betty.
“You teally shouldn’t have moved our
things.”

But Teresa paid no heed to Bcll)'. she
rushed into the passage after Polly, who
had placed the clock on the floor.

Teresa snatched up the clock, and Polly
Linton put her hands on it. The two girls
| glared at one another angrily.

Then Teresa completely lost her temper.
She tugged and tugged at the clock, and
Polly released it suddenly. Back flew
Teresa as from a cetapult, falling heavily
to the floor.

Crash!

A splinter of glass and a buzz told that
the clock face had broken, and that the
works of the clock had been upset.

“Oh, you cat!” cried Teresa, in almost a
shriek.

She sprang at Polly, and that girl drew
back.

Like the crack of a pistol that sound rang
through the corridor as ‘Teresa’s hand,
sweeﬁung forward, met Polly Linton's
cheel

With a sharp cry of pain, Polly drew
back, her hand to her cheek. And from
the girls orowded in the doorway there
were cries of surprise and anger.

“You spiteful thing, Teresa!” said Tess
Trelawney.

But then the girls in tho doorway fell
silent, for a shadow had darkened the
passage, the figure of a mistresa,

“Miss Redgravel” breathed Ella Elgood.

The junior mistress camo forward, a

“@Girl, put

pained look on her face.
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“Polly! Terosa!” she exclaimed. “What
.is the meani of this?”

“Meaning " fumed Teresa. “This girl,
she has ruined my eclock, which cost pounds
and pounds |

Miss Redgrave frowned, and looked at
the fallen clock.

“Q0h, Polly I she rebuked sadly. *“VYou
should not have done that. You know——"

She broke off and sighed.

Polly Linton said nothing.
a sneak.

“Punish her, aunt!” shouted the angry
Teresa. “ You cun see what she has donc

She was not

“Sneak!” hissed the girls in ithe door-

way.

Miss Redgrave locked troubled.

“Oh, you foolish girls!” she sighed.
“Why must you always quarrel like this?
I have no deubt you are as much to blame
as Polly, Teresa. You will both write fifty
lines of Latin—-"

“1 won't!” shouted the new girl.
isn’t fair—"

“8-5-5-8-5-5553!"

“Teresa!” pleaded Betty, taking the new
girl's arm, “Calm yourself!”

Teresa shook Betty’s arm off angrily, and
made as though te follow her aunt, who
had turned and was now walking off down
ihe passage.

“No, you don't,” said Madge Minden.
“you'll stay here. It was like your cheek
to turn Puﬁy‘s and DBetty’s things out of

the study. We quite thought your stuff had

been put in with their permission.”

“I vote we help Polly and Betty put
their things back,” said Tess Trelawney.

And tho others gave nods of approval.
Then, while Teresa stood helplessly by,
gosticulating  and  shouting, the Fonrth-
Formers moved all her things out of Study
No. 12, piling them in a heap in the

* passage.

One by cne Betty’s and Polly’s things
were replaced, until Study No. 12 looked
its old self again.

“] shall complain!” shonted Teresa. 1
haven't finished yet!™

But Polly Linton slammed the door of
Study No. 12 in her face. The other girls,
Jaughing at Teresa’s well-deserved discom-
fiture, went into their own studies and shut
the doors. )

And Teresa was left alone in all her glory
with  the banquot and the expensive
furniture hezped in the passage.

“ry

“Better move them into the cwpty
study,” said Cora Grandways wisely.

And Terosa at length saw that that was
all she could do. So all the gorgeous
furniture was shifted into the dusty, empty
study at the other end of the passage.

And the rest of that evening Teresa spent
with the Grandways sisters in their study.
She cceupied the best ebair, and scowled
all the ning.

Teresa Tempest’s pliunes had been ruffled.
But Betty in Study No. 12 could not help
thinking how little she had done to help
Teresa to change her ways; and Polly,
in her outspoken way, had only mm{a
matters worse instead of better.

CHAPTER 9.
A Mean Trick,
ETTY BARTON closed ihe door of
B Miss Redgrave’s study hehind  her
gontly.

Detty’s faco was worried, for

she had had a-tong tulk with the
mistress, and the subjeet of their conversa-
tion had been Leresa "U'empest.

The mistress’ worried look had made
Betty more than ever determined to look
aftor Teresa. . 2

If only Teresa could be lured away from
the Grandways, Betty was ihinking, how
much better it would he. For if there wero
none to applaud her and cgg her on, the
girl might turn over a new leaf.

But how could she be expected to alter
when her every word and action was
praised and admired by the two Grandways
sisters?

S0 now DBefty made her way to the
Fourth Form passage. DPolly Linton, a
hockey stick under Txer avni, was coming
downstairs.

“Coming along?” said Polly.

Betty looked up, startled out of her
reverie.

“Coming? Where?” she asked.

Polly Linton looked at her chum keenly.

“Why, surely you haven't forgotien tho
hockey practice?” asked Polly. in amazo-
ment, for DBeity was usually so keen om

s

“No,” stammercd DBetty, in confusion,
“I haven't forgoticn. But, Polly, wonle
you mind very much if I didv’t play this
afternoon?” . <

“Didn’t play!” exclaimed Pally. “Buk
my goodness, Betty, I thonght yon were s
keen!”
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“T am,” said Botty. “But you know I've
prumiscrf to look ufter Teresa, Polly. And
1 simply can't let hor go out alone with
the Grandways this afternoon.”

Polly Linton frowned.

“Look here, Betty,” she said firmly,
“when Miss Redgrave asked us to look after
Teresn, she couldn’t have meant us to keep
an eye on her every minute of the day, and
to forfeit our own pleasures!”

“Perhaps not,” said Betty quietly. “But
—but I feel that I must stay with Tercsa
this afternoon.”

Polly shirugged her shoulders.

*“Oh, all riF t,” said Polly. *Please your-
self, Betty!”

And Polly went off to her hockey
practice, greatly disa pointed that Betty
was not to accompany her.

Betty, no happier than Polly, went along
to the Grandways study, and tapped on the

door.
“Come in!” called out Cora. Betty
entered. She looked round the study, and

her quick cyes noted the change in the
fnrni;{xing. Terosa Tempest had appar-
ently made the study her permanent abode,
and now most of the furniture in it was

crs.

“Hallo!” sncered Judith.
you want?"”

Teresa looked up.

“QOh, that's the kid we asked to come
with us, y'know,” she said."

Cora and Judith nodded. They could see
how displensingﬁthe new girl’s patronising
manner was to Betty, and they began i~ s0e
what fun theﬁ could got by humiliating the
captain of the Fourth if she came with
them.

Of the reason for this sudien friendliness
on Betty’s part the Grandways sisters knew
nothing, and presumed that she wanted to
“got on the right side of ” Teresa, And
that is just what Teresa herself thought.

“We've decided to go on the sea,” said
Teresa. "Xt will be expensive, but I am
[)aym , 8o that will be all nfht." She
oolced critically as Betty nodded. “¥ sup-
poso you've not got a better dress than
that7” she said, frowning. “We'll have to
get dinner out somewhere, y'know.”

“This d ig all right,” said Betty, look-
ing the girl straight in the eyo. Betty knew
quite well that Tercsa was taunting her for
the smusement of the Grandways, an
Botty was sure now that taunting was all

“What do
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she would get from this afternoon adven-
ture.

As yet it was quite early, and a trip on
the sea in such weather as this would indeed
be welcome.

“What time shall we return?” asked
Cora, looking at Teresa. “We can probably
got lato passes if we say that we are going

on the sea.

“Late passes!” exclaimed Teresa. “My
word, that's the idea, of course. Run off
and get them !

Cora frowned a bit at this peremptory
order, but sho only hesitated a sccond, then
ran off. In Cora's unscrupulons mind a
scheme was evolving, and Betty, hod she
known it, would bave been even less happy
than she was now,

But. she remained in ignorance of Cora’s
schome, and when that girl returned a fow
minutes later with the passes, Betty was
not, suspicious. But of that scheme she was
to learn later, to her cost.

“Now,” said Teresa, “We've nothing fo
ack. It's a nuisance, of course, that we
ave to go in these drill dresses and school

hats—

“Buat it can’t be helped,” slrugged
Cora. “8till, you could take your orange
frock with you,” she suggested.

Botty Barton shook her head.

“Pon’t you do_ anything so silly,” she
urged Toresa.  “You will only get into
trouble again.”

“Pooh! What do T care?” answered the
vain girl. Bus, all the same, ghe. did not
put on the orange frock.

Anfi when they reached the school gates,
Terz:a’s dress diffcred not from the others,
sav that it had an expensive look. Some-
bow, everything about Teresa scemed to
speak of money.

When they were out of sight of the
school, however, the mew girl opened her
handbag and drew from it iwo brooches,
two bracelets, a gold bangle, her %olﬂ
wristlet-wateh, and the diamond pendant
sho had worn on her first visit to the school.

“There might be a monitress in tho
village,” warned Detty, I shouldn't wear
that jewellery.”

"01:, mind your own business!” snapped
Teresa, “It's only jealousy. What a worry
you are with your ‘don’t do_this!' and
*don’t do thati’ Ave you paying for this
jaunt, or am I%”

And to that Betty made no reply. All
the way down to the sca the others  talked
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amongst themselves, seeming to ignore
Betty, and she felt half inclined to turn
back. But she remembered her promise to
Miss Redgrave, and she set her lips.

“(iet the boat from old Thompson,” said
Cora. “Then go into Geltham—that’s a
scaside place—for dinner.”

“Topping!"” nodded Toresa. “And you
say we can geb a motor-bout?”

Cora nodded.
his way,” she said.

They were right by the sea now, and
Clora, who know the small village well,
wont straight to the house of the only man
there who owned a motor-boat.

“Can we drive it ourselves?” asked Cora,
when they had settled the terms for hiring.

“Better let the man drive,” whispered
Beity to Teresa. “We don’'t wani any
accidents.” -~

Toresa tossed her head.

“T can drive a motor-boat as well as any-
one,” he said. “I've driven,onc before.”

But Mr. Thompson was not quite so sure.
Vet at the sight of a five-pound note that
Teresa dangled entrancingly, he acquiesced,
stipulating first that he would see her get it
under control.

But when they reached the boat, Tercsa
certainly showed she knew something about
motor-boats, And Betty knew that it was
useless for her to protest.

The man knew the Grandways, and knew
the school. He realised, morcover, that a
girl who could afford to tip five pounds
could afford to pay for a damaged motor-
boat, should an accident occur. #And the
thought consoled him.

“This is great!” said Cora, as the boat
shot through the wator at a tremendous
speed.

For miles they went, and Cora langhingly
suggested thet they might well go to
‘America.
although this suggestion was not

But
adopted, they went. a ﬁuod disfance.
Geltham was many miles along the coast,

e
but in the fast moving moftor-launch it took
comparatively no time.
It was only when they

ulled up_in
Geltham that they realised

ow time had

own.

“Weo shan't have time for something to
eat,” snid Betty, in relief. *“We had better
go back at once!” 5
* “Go back!” cried Teresa. *“We'ro going
to have a meal of some sort.”

“Dut we shall be late,” protested Betty.

“We've late passes,” said Cora. “Don’t
be o prig, DBotty Barton. “You'll get a
dinner for nothing, so what are you grumb-
ling about T "

“Baut it will only get Teresa into trouble,”
exclaimed Betty.

“T ean look after myself, thank you!”
snapped Toresa. “Here's an hotel. Come
on, Cora!”

And Cora,
at her side.
then followed.

How the people stared at the four school-
girls as they entered the hotel lounge! It
was an unusual sight to seo schoolgirls in
Geltham, for it was out of bounds for Mor-
cove girls.

Betty clutched Teresa’s sleeve.

“Teresa,” she pleaded, “don’t be silly.
Wo mustn't come here. This town is out
of bounds really!”

“Pooh!  What does that matter?”
laughed Teresa. “I'm going to have
dinner. Mamma always takes me to hotels
for dinner.”

And Betty did not know quite what to
say, She wished she could have gone back
then. But there was no way back for her.
The trains did nok run straight from Mor-
cove to here; the railway route back was
roundahout, and would not land her back
at the school before very late at night.

So Betty followed the others into the
large hall lined with tables. The four girls
sat down at a table, and the waiter
inromched.

‘Four dinners,
“On_one bill.”

“No, no,” said Betty. “I'll pay—"

Teresa shook her head, and tapped the
table with her hand so that her bracelots
jingled. .

“TThis is my dinner,” she said loftily.
“One bill, waiter.”

And what a dinner they had! Seven
excellont courses, Detty could not finish
hers—she did not feel llun];rry cnough. But
the others ate it, to make out that they
were used to this sort of meal.

“YWhat about cigarettes?” asked the new
girl, us coffee arrived.

Judith and Cora looked at one another
doubtfully.

“Teresa 1” exclaimed Betty. “Dou’t ha
silly! Someone might come in. Besides,
you won't enjoy it."”

Teresa curled her lip.

nothing loth, went with Judith
Betty hesitated for a second,

please,” said Teresa.
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“Enjoy it!” she laughed, “What's a
cigareite” )

Betty was getting desperate. She simply
could not let this girl smoke! And she
knew that Teresa was only showing off to
Cora and Judith and anyone clse who might
ho near!

But an idea camo into Betty’s head.

“1 say!” she eried, looking round.
Cora! Judith, look! Who was that?
Massingham 7*°

The ruse succeeded.
bravado  disappeared,
looked alarmed.

“M-miss  M-Massingham !"
Cora. “I say! Supposo she saw ns

Judith was looking even more agitaied
than her sister.

“Lot's get out of here,” she murmured.
“Geot the bill, Teresa. It's no good asking
for trouble ”

Teresa was at first inclined to argue, bat,
with o shrug of the shoulders, indicaiive
that sho at ins& didn’t ecare if she wero
scen, she took tho bill

And how relieved they all were whon at
Jast they wero back in the launch.

“It was a spifing feed,” laughed Cora,
and Judith nodded approval.

“Yas, I reckoned I did you well,” nodded
Teresa. “By the way, I bought this.”
She held up a large two-pound box of
chocolates. *Pass it round.”.

The chocolates were munched, hut Corz
and Jndith did not hand the box to Betty.
Betty did not mind in the least. She was
too pleased to think how they had got out
of the hotel to worry about anything else.

-Of course, she had not seen Miss Massing-
ham—she had merely asked Cord if she had
seen her. Cora and Judith, fortunately for
Betty's scheme, had jumped to conclusions.

During the home journey, Cora and
Judith and Teresa muttered amongst them-
sclves, aud appeared to have some joke. As
they looked at her Betty knew she had
something to do with their laughter. But
what, she couldn’t say.

Toresa was driving the motor-launch
helter-skelter over the water, and was quite
a long distance from the shore. Time and
time again Betty implored her to draw in
1o the shore, for it was getting late, as
Botty knew.

But no, Teresa would not return till she
thonght fit, and by the time they reached
the ~hore 1t was a long way past calling-
over

“QOn,
Miss

Cora and Judith’s
and even Teresa

stammaored

P
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Betty started to hurry back to the school !

“We shall be late!” she cried.

Cora laughed.

“You will,"” she said.

Delty stared.

“Why not you?” she asked, .

“We've got late passes,” .ﬂniggcmd. (ora,
“till half-past nine. You haven’t.”

Beity stopped short.

“I—I haven't!” she -stammered. “I
thought you'd got passes for all of us,
ordinary passes for nine e'clock.”

)

. shoole her bead.
“That's the joke,” she laughed, “T only
got three.” ~

“1la, ha, ha!”

The Grandways sisters and Teresa burst
into a roar of laughter at Betty's flamin
face, while Betly stood stoek stilﬁ
astonished  and surprised at Cora's mean
trick.

“0h, Cora, how mean suid  Betty.
“You knew that I was coming. You said
you had got passes!”

Cova shrugged her shoulders,

“If you will push yourself ou people you
st usf)ecn what you get!” she exclaimed.

“Bo that's why you kept the boat out so
late !” exclaimed Betty angrily.

I'eresa Tempest nodded.

“Just a little joke,” she said. “You've
had & good fecd, though, so why grumble?”

And Betty, as she wandered back to
school, was very miserable indeed.

The first person she met on entering the
school was tho cagtain of Morcove.

“Betty, Miss Massingham wants you,”
said Ethel Courtway.

Very red in the face, Betty ran off to
Miss Massingham’s room.,

“Well?” said tho mistress, when she
entered. “Where have you been, Betty,
till this time?” -

Betty flushed.

#“J—Tve been out in & motor-boat,” she
stammered.

Miss Massingham thumped the {able.

“You have been at this school long
enough now to know, Betty, that the time
for you to return is at call-over, unless, of
course, you have a late pass. You had not
ane—T

ascertained that.

%No, Miss Massingham. I—I thought I
had, though.”.

Miss Massingham rajsed her eycbrovs.

“Thought | she said scornfully. “How
eould you think such a thing 7 en, as
Betty did not reply, she went on: “This
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seems to me, Betty, o lame excuse. You, as

_captain of the Form, should set an exam le
by conforming with all the school regula-
tions. What must this new gii'rl, Teresa
Tempest, think of regulations when you set
such an example ?”

Poor Betty shiftod uncomtortably. She
said nothing about the Grandways and
Teresa Tempest, though; and she thought
herself fortunate indecd when at last she
left the mistress’ study with only two
hundred lines to wrile.

But she explained it all to Polly, and, in
the dormitory that night, Polly, like the
loyal chum she was, went for Teresa and
the Grandways.

“You three,” said Polly scornfully,
“ought to be jolly well ashamed of your-
selves: What a mean trick to play! You
simply tried to get Beity into disgrace!”

“Hear, hear!” oried {/Eudgc Minden.

“ Awiully mean!” said Tess Trelawney.

And Paula chimed in:

“Yes, wather!”

“Woell,” snapped Teresa sulkily, “suppose
it was so? SlEe hung round us. After all,
she got a boat ride and a hotel dinner out
of it. Ask her that. I've spent a couple of
quid on_her this evening.” "

And Polly gave it up. But several girls
cast enrious glances in Betty's direction,
wondering if she really were toadying up to
the new girl, as Teresa suggested.

They did not know, as Polly did, the
promise that Betty bad made.

-CHAPTER 10.
Betty Takes the Blame.
[ ] H, what a beautiful comb, Teresal”

O Judith Grandways picked up a

diamond back-comb &nd admired it

with shining eyes. Like most of
Teresa’s things, it was cxpensive and
ornate.

“@Glad you like it,” sighed Teresa, sitting
up in bed. She was not an_early riser, and
seemed heedless of the fact thal rising-bell
had sounded some few moments before.

‘Most of the other Fourth-Formers were
dressing, and mow a splashing sound
indicated that many were washing.

Very languidly, watched by a dozen, pairs
of eyes, Teress Tempest arose and yawned.

Judith Grandways was still admiring the
comb, &nd hor sister Cora was looking over
her shoulder.

“Pretty expensive?” asked Cora,
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“Expensive!” said Tercsa, with a slight
shrug of the shoulders. “Oh, so-so, you
know! I never can remember the prices of
things. That comb probably cost a fiver!”

From other girls in the dormitory camo
scornful sniffs at this swanky remark. Al-
though they had become accustomed to the
new girl’s swank, they could not yet
tolerate it.

“What's a fiver matter? Pooh!”
claimed Polly Linton, with tilted nose.

Betiy Barion caught her chum’s arm.

“Don’t, Polly,” she pleaded. “Leave her
alone. You can do no good by mimicking
her, dear. You'll only rouse her temper,
and, goodness knows, we don't want any
more scenes.”’

Polly laughed.

“Do her good to be chipped a bit,” she
answered. And Polly, not heeding her
chnm’s advice, commenced to *‘make-up.”

“That's the style!” laughed Ella Eligood.
“Here's a ring,. Polly.”

“And herc's a bracelet,” smiled Madge
Minden, throwing across a slave hangle of
her own.

The Fourth-Formers caught on to the
idea rapidly. And the girls-began to take
from their lockers the one or two picces
of “quiet,” unostentatious jewellery they
possessed.

Teresa Tempest did not turn her head.
She may have realised that there was some
jape afoot; if so, she kept her suspicions
from tho eyes of tho girls. Teresa was
chalting with Cora and ?udith Grandways.

Cora Grandways, out of the corner of her
eye, caught sight of Polly Linton, but Cora
said nothing.

To tell the truth, Cora was not displeased
to sce Polly Linton making fun of the new
girl. Although, in a way, Cora admired
Teresa, yet she know that the new girl was
“showing off.,” It rather amused Cora to
play this double part, toadying to the girl's
lr]nm, but ready to laugh at her behind her

ex-

ACcK.

Polly Linton now was rcady. Her hair
was “up,” with a string of pearls shuing
across the knot she had tied at the back.
On her arm there were quite half a dozen
bracelets.

Her face was white, made so by ihe
application of some boracic powder, a tin of
which lay on her washstand. Her lips wera
a bright scarlet—that colour heing due o
tooth paste applicd with strenuons rubbine
of a tooth brush.
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“Haw, haw!” she said. “Not bad
b]li'n,fgzlets, what! Ouly cost a fiver or so—
e

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What price that back-comb?” langhed
Tess Trelawney.

“Aw, a fiver, y'know—nothin’ under a
fiver, Weap them a weel, then give 'em to
the sorvants, what! We kecp ten servants !
And a car—I mean six cars!”

Teresa Tempest wheeled round, her hands
clenched, her eyes flnshinf‘.. Jora and
Judith Grandways were behind her, and
they hid their faces with their hands,
endeavouring to hide their grins.

“What do you mean?” exclaimed Teresa.
#Look here—"

Polly Linton pretended to look down at
her from an immense height.

“Eh, did you speak?” she asked. “Get
away, girl1”

“What a beautiful dress!” cooed Graco
Carfield.

“And what fine bracolets!”
Ella Elgood. :

“Oh, only a fiver!” said Polly, trying
hard not to laugh,

Teresa wheeled on her two companions,
end Cora and Judith resumed their normal
expressions with difficulty.

"Don’t take any notice of her!” urged
Cora.

“The impertinence!” ecried Toresa, toss-
ig her head. “I'm not going to stand
thas [

“1 shouldn’t!” said Judith, with difficulty.

“No fear!” supplemented Cora.

“ Blessed nheei, what ! mimicked Polly
Linton, “Don’t suppose any of you jealous
girls have & fiver amongst you!”

Teresa stamped her foot.

“Will you stop it?” she cried.
be persceuted like this!
aunt to punish you!”

“I shall ask auntie to punish
there I” mimicked Polly.

And from the othor Fourth-Formers came
a gust of uncontrolled laughter.

It was too much for Teresa She made a
rush for Polly, and that girl dodged round
Betty Barton, who was standing, a worried
spectator of the scene, -~

The other girls were simply doubled up
with langhter.

“Teresa!” implored Detty. “Do calm
1f. Polly, stop, dear, please!”

But the voice of poor Betty was un-
heeded.  As Teresa dashed round the cap-

murmured

“I won't
I shall agk my

you, so

You
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tain of the Fourth Form, brushing her
aside, Polly Linton dodged ithe other way.

Tercsa’s .temper was no longer under any
sort of control. She grabbed at the nearest
weapon, DBetty Barton’s washing-basin, .
and, before anyone could stop her, hurled
the contents straight at Polly Linton.

Just in time that girl dodged
and—

Swoosh !

The water splashed on to the floor,

“Oh1”

aside,

That general exclamation came from the
whale Form, and for a sccond there was no
mevement.

“I say,” breathed Madge Minden at last,
“that’s a bit thick !

“You spiteful thing ! eried Tolly Linton,
“Can’t you stand a joke?”

The new girl’s eyes flashed.

“If that’s your idea of a joke, I canmnot,”
she snapped. 5

“Then it's time you learned to!”
answered Tess Trelawney. “Make her clear
that water up, Betiy.”

“Hear, hear!” came a dozen voices.

“On your knees, Tercsa!” eried Dolly
Delane.

Teresa. shrugged her shoulders, and

marched across the dormitory, but she had
not gone many paces before several hands
were placed on her shoulders,

She wheeled round savagely,. and knocked
the hands away.

“Leave me alone!” she snapped.

Polly Linton stepped forward, Polly was
angry now, very angry. It was not usnal
for cheerful, happy-go-lucky Polly to lose
her temper, but now it was casy to sce that
she was enraged.

“¥ou'll clear up that water, Teresa
Tempest!” she said steadily. “You made
the mess, and-you shall clear it up!™

All eyoes were upon the new girl nmow.
The air in the dormitory was eclectrie.

Polly Linton and Teresa Tempest faced
one another, The look on the faces of both
was stubborn and angry. Yet it was
obvious that one of the two must give in.

-Now the whole Form gathered in a group
round the two girls,

“You_ will clear that water upl”
Polly Linton, pointing to tho floor.

“1 won’t1” said Teresa, with a toss of
the head, patting into place a wilful wisp
of hair, “Who are you that you should
order me ahout?™

said



turned to Botty,

“Betty,” sho smd, in quick tones, “you
are captain of the Form. Make Teresa wipe
ﬁp that water. If she doesn't do it, report

“Report! What do I care!” retorted the
new girl.

All cyes were upon Detty Darton now.
Betty was the captain, and it was to her
that the girls looked for leadership. They
all felt that in_this matter she should take
a firm stand. It would not do to give way
to Tercsa.

But Betty's face wore a worried look.
She did not veply at once, although she
could feel the eyes of the other girls upon

or.

For' Betty was thinking of the promise
she had made to Miss Redgrave, the
popular junior mistress—a promise that she
would look - after Teresa. Only Dolly of
them all new of that promise, and Polly—
her way of looking after the new girl did
not scerm to he effective.

But Bel word was her bond. Onece
she had made a promise she would stand by
it, whatever unforeseen diffieulties should
cross her path.

“Order her!” said Polly, less fifmly now,
wondering what was in her chum's mind.
Amd the other givls, they were looking puz-
zled, too. Had any of them been captain
of the IForm, there would have lbeen ne
hositation about giving that order.

Botty turned pink.

"llon’t you think you’d better
up. Teresa?” she said miscrably.

Teresa sniffed. She knew thai she could
refuso with unconcern.

“Think so! I don't!" she retorted. “I'm
not a skivvy! That's morve in your line—
your mother was a charwoamn, wasn’t she?

ou clcar it up. T'll give you sixpence to
do

“I say, Betty, you can’t stand that!”
said Polly.

But Betty Darton shook her head.

“You don't understand, Polly,” she said.
“It's no good ordering her—"

“Ne good ak all. Tm glad you realise
that much,” laughed Teresa. “I'm going
down.™

And she furned away to the door. There
was nono to stop her. All the girls were
too dumhfnum'lml at Betty's. unwillingness
to punish the girl to =ay anything.

clear it
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Then, "oven *whilst the Fourth-Formers
watched, Betty Barton did an  amazing
thing. She opened her locker, took from
it an old skirt, and dropped to her knees.

With bmnmg cheeks she commenced o
mop up the waber, which was rapidly soak-
mg into the carpet,

“Mum-—mum—my word!” breathed Pully
Linton., “Betty—I say, Betty dear—"
Every faco there oxpressed wonderment,

Even Cora and Judith Grandways were
surprised. There was an exception, how-
ever. That exception was Teresa Tempest.

The new girl turned back and laughed.

“The old ways and habits are too strong
to resist,” she sncered at Betty. “It's your
job, nnd you can’t help doing ik, Thero's
the sixpence 1 promised! And if you'ro
vory gnud, T'll take you out with me
again.”

Polly Linton clenched Lier hand till the
knuckles showed white. -

“Betty I she cried hoarsely. “ Betty!
You can’t take that lying down! If you
won’t go for her, let met™”

And Polly would have carried out her
threat, bub at that moment the door of the
l'olu'lll Form dunmmry opened.

face peered in, and from the Fourth-
Formers gathered round the kneeling Betty
came n gasp of dismay.,

“onr”

“Miss Massingham "

With frowning brow the mistress of the
Tourth Form came into the dormitory. Past
Teresa Tempest sho brushed, and that girl,
prepared for an angry scene, shrugged her
shoulders and miseﬁ her head proudly.

“What is the meaning of this?”

ex-
claimed the mistress.

“You arc late for

breakfast. Betty Barton, you are eaptain
of the Form, you—— Goodness, girll
Why, whatever—* %

Miss Massingham broke off, and stared: -
simply_stared—at the captain of the Tourth
Form in amazement, whilst Betty, red with
dismay, looked up at the mistress.

“This—this _water!” exclaimed  Miss
Massingham.. “Who has spilt this?”

There was silence, and Dolly Linton
looked meaningly at Teresa, as if telling
that girl to confess. Dut Tercsa kept silent.

“Thore—there has been an  accident,”
said Botty.

Miss Massingham’s lip enrled.

“An accident!” she scoffed. “Gross care-
Jessness!  Your brain is empty. I take it
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that this water is from your basin, Beity
Barton 1" s

Betty nodded, and the other, girls simply
opened their eyes in amazement. One or
two turned to Teresa, and mnodded
frowned at her. But Tercse did not heed.

“It is!” said Miss Massingham. Then,
Betty, you will take fifty lines! Only last
night I had_to rebuke you for some offence.
If you continue to behave in this strain, it
scems to mo the Fourth Iorm had better
maoke preparations to elect another cap-
tain.”

There were gasps then from the TFourth-
Formers, and Betty went quite red.

Polly Linton opened her mouth to speak.
Sho felt sho could not stand by and hear
her chum blamed for a deed for which she
was quite guiltless. It was on the tip of
bor tongue to tell about Teresa’s share in
the accident. But she could not sneak, for
that would be quito as bad as Teresa’s
silence.

“I—1 had something to do with it, Miss
Massingbam,” said Polly, “It was really
my fault—"

Then, hefore Miss Massingham could
reply to that, Teresa Tempest, the cyno-
sure of all eyes, camo forward proudly.

The new girl's mind worked quickly. She
had scen the look the girls were giving her.
and, contemptuous though she was of
authority and law and order generally, she
did not guite want to be treated as an out-
cast by the whole Form.

So she decided to give hersclf u
justice—and, of cour:

“1 did it!” she said.

“Youl” stammercd Miss Massingham, in
bewilderment, She looked from Betty to
Polly, then to Teresa.

“Yes,” said the new girl, patting the
wilful wisp of bair into place. “But I don't
see that it’s done much harm.”

At this insolent speech the Fourth-
Formers simply gasped. They had never
heird a mistress addressed quite in this
way before.

“Dud—dud—done much harm!” stuttored
the mistress, quite staggered. “Oht”

“Ig’s only a cheap carpet!” said Teresa,
rubbing the floor covering with her dainty
shoe. “T'll buy another if you think this
is spoilt 1"

“My word!"”

“ (Good gracious!”

Alisa Massingbam drew herself erect. Her

p to
make the most of it.

and
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eyes glittered, and she gripped Teresa
hghtly by the arm.

“You'll pay for the carpet?’ sho said,
through her teeth. “Girl! How dare you
speak to me like that! How dare you offer
to pay for a carpet! You will write me two
hundred lines!”

Toresa was just a little shaken from her
calm attitude of contempt. .

“Bui—but if T pay for tho damage, it's
all right,” she said. = Sho scemed genuinely
surprised ~ that that method  would  not
entirely finish the whole affair,

“1'Il make it ten quid. then you can let
the matter drop,” she s

Aliss Massingham clutched ihe girl's arm
tighter until Teresa gave a wince of pain.
Then Miss Massingham's hand rose ahd fell
three times.

Slap! Slap! Slap!

Teresa, with a yell of pain, went stagger-
ing back on to the bedstead, und Miss Mas-
singham whisked to the door There she
stopped, and turned. Y

“Phat water must he mopped up!” she
said grimly, then slammed the door close
after her.

“Oh, oh, oh!” moancd Teresa.

“Serve you right!” said Polly Linton.

“T'd have slapped you myscll if I'd been
Miss Massingham ! said Madge Minden.

“The check of the girl!” said Tess Tre-
lawney.,

Teresa Tempest
Darton.

“It’s your fault!” she eried, tears of rage
commencing to trickle dowr her cheek. "%l
yon hadn’t have fooled ahonl ihis woualdn't
have happencd!”

Beity Barton, surprised and dismayed,
staggered back, and from the Fourth-
Tormers came ejaculations of surpriee.

“Well, I'm blessed!” criedl Polly Linton.

turmed  upon  Betty

“Did you hear that, girlx? After Betty
tried to shield her, too!”
“Tor sheer ingratitude she takes the

cake!” exclaimed Dolly Delane .
Tess Trelawnoy shrugged her shoulders.
“QOh, come away! I'm fed-up with her!”

she eried. *

And the others, with a lmekward glance
at Teresa, shrugged their shoulders and
followed Tess Trelawney down to breakfast.

Betty was the last 1o leave. She stayed
to give the ill-tempered Tercsa a consoling
glance,
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Teresa jumped up and stamped hcr foot

at But(_y angrily several times.
“It’s your fault!” she cried.

" But~but, Teresa——"" pleaded DBetty.

Teresa lcmpost brushed past her, and
went from the dormitory, slaumning the
door in Betty’s face,

With a hopeless sigh, the cuptain of the
Fourth Form went from the dormitory,
none the less determined, however, to
maintain ber promise and stand by T
to guide that girl through the difficull
trials that lay ahecad of her.

CHAPTER 11.
Teresa’s Stheme,

AP!
Miss Redgrave, the junior mistress
—and perhaps the most  popular

once—looked up from (he book she
wus reading as that tap ecmme at her study
door.

Breakfast was almost due, but there was
some short time yot to wait.

The mistress’ brow was frowning, and
she had not been reading her book with the
usual interest. For Miss Redgrave wus
worried.

“Come in!” she cried,
the visitor could be. -

Then, as the door opened, she slarted.
Tor the givl who entered was the girl who
had been in her thoughts, cansing the lines
upon  hoe  usually  serene brow—Teresa
Tempest, her niece.

“Teresa!” exclaimed the mistress,

Teresa nodded coolly.

“Hallo, aunt!” she said, and flung her-
sclf, uninvited, info the comfortable arm-
chair out of which the misivess had rizen
at _her entry. -

Miss Redgrave frowned, opened
mouth to speak, then shut it again.

“Phew!” breathed Teresa, fanning her-
self with a gaily-coloured handkerchief she
had drawn_from the front of her dress.
“What a time I am having! I am quite
sure if mother knew the kind of girls t!m

wondering who

her

“Teresa,” sald Miss Redgrave augrily
“do mot be absurd! If you were not so
insolent and thobcdlent you would not be
so often in hot water.”

“Oh, it’s my fault, of comse!” sneered
Toresa, I might know that, You would
take the part of thuse girls!”
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She dragged another and smaller chair
near to ber and placed her feet upon it,
then she placed her clbows on the arm-rests
of the chair in which sho was seated, and
clasped her hands beforo her.

Quite unconscious sho secmod of the
storm-clouds that blackened the young mis-
tress's brow, nor did she seem abloe to
realise how rudely she was acting.

“Teresa,” said Miss Redgrave, “when
will yon learn that I am a mistress here t”

Teresa smiled scornfully.

“0Oh, do drop that sort of talk, auntic!”
she pleaded, with a wave of the lmml
“Why do you keep lecturing mo? As if it
;wt bad cnough to bave Miss Crassing-
am:
“Miss Massingham it is, Teres, and sho
a very just woman!” said the junior

mistress.

“Well, Massingham, then,” snapped
Teresa ryudely, so rudely that her aunt
clenched her hands and drew in a deep
breath, finding it hard to control her temper
bl..fch this girl's eolossal impudence.

hat I came to see you_ about,” re-
sumed Teresa, with a frown, “is the way in
which some of those common girls speak to
me. That Betty Barton, for instance—ihe
charwoman’s kid!"

“Betty Barton is a very well-bred girl,”
rebuked Miss Redgrave.  “She kas been
kind_to me, and I will not have you ins:it-
ing her, T little dreamt that my own nieco
would develop into such a snob. If you
took more bheed.of what Betty Barton said,
yon would be much better behaved!”

Teresa patted back the ever wilful wisp
ﬂf ]lBIl from her forehea
Pooh!” sho exclaimed.

"'Bcuy Barton

—fiddlesticks! She's only—"
“Teresa!” interrupted Miss Redgrave
sternly.  “IF this is all you have come here

to say, I should be obliged if you would
go, aud .at once!”

Teresa made an impaiicr! motion of the
hand.

“You might wait wdil T've finished
before interropting!” she said. “I came to
tell you that I have leen Ilmmiliated—
hwmiliated in front of all those kids. And
s T wanl to ask you, auut, to punish that
girl Deity Barton for me,”

“What”

Miss Redgrave drew back,

“Toresa!” she  exclaimed, in
“Whatever are you aying?

wonder,
You have the
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cifvontery to ask mo to punish Betty to
please you! Have you taken leave of your
senses 177

Teresa sighed wearily,

“There you are, aunt,” she said, “you
go ramping on _before I've had a chance to
utier a word. T wish you'd let e speak, T
was Just going to say if yow'd punish that
girl I'd buckle to and get the captainey
of the Form from her-

“You—you get th

0

captainey of ihe
Form! Redgrave, ufterly
amazed.

hnt. Teresa nodded coolly.

o8, rather faney myself as Form
ruptuin, ? ghe answered ihoughtfully. “I’'m
nsed to managing people. I used to boss
the servants at home, and poodness knows
they were difficult to handle. They used to
answer back rudely—""

“Much "as_you answer me back,” sug-
gested Miss Redgrave coldly. “Oh, Teresa,
will you never learn that at school you can-
not be the idol your mother made of you at

me? Here you are, just a Fourth-Former,
and that fact, hard ﬂwugh it may be, you
simply must rcnlm!

“Oh, bother! Theve you go again, aunt,”
eaid Taresu. in tired tones. “I never did
meet anyone quite like yonu for grousing.
¥ never can do anything to pla\um you. Now
I am trying to reform and get the Form
captainey, you won't help me. Miss Mass-
ingham threatened to take it away from
that Barton girl—that’s what pnt. he idea
into my head in the first place!”

“Oh!’ said Mits Redgrave. There was
not much clse for her to say. She felt heip-
less in face of this girl, though she was
angry as no Morcove girl had ever seen her
before.

“If you give her a few lines, aunt,” said
Teresa thoughtiul}y, “that will tame her
down a bi

Miss Redgra\e drew herself to her full
lmught.

“Teresal” she said, then breathed hard.
“The bell for breakiast hus just gong,
give you two minutes to get out of the
roum [*?

The new girl frowned and eyed her aunt,
1+ wzcled at these new tactics.

Miss Roadyrzve pointed to the door, her
lips tightened, and her eyes glittoring. For
just one second Teresa hesitated. Then she
sprang f:om the chair.

“Oh, alt right, use your authovity,” she

gasped N
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sajd. “But I think you're mean, and I shail
tell the mater!”

With a baughty toss of the head Teresa
Tempest moved to the door, and departed
from the junior mistress’ study And as she
made her’ way to the dining-hall, she seemed -
quite unperturbed by all that had happened.

In faet, during hreakfast, she was un-
usually tllollg,l\tfld’ Cora and Judith Grand-
wayg, to whom she had wiravelled her plans,
knew of what the new pivl was thinking,
and they winked at one another,

They did not for a moment dream that
Teresa would be successful in her bid for
stainey, but neither of them minded
ing her,
esa were successful, then it would
11l the better for them—that is what they
W thinking.  What wonld happen to
Teresa were she to [fail, did not concern
the two snobs.

But any scheme for the discomfiture of
Betty Barton was ecertain to gladden the
hearts of the Grandways.

And Betty, she could not lleIp \\mldelmg'
why Teresa was so_silent. sresA Was not
as a rnle given fo silence. The glances that
from time to iime she stole at the Fourth
Form captain did not go unnoticed,, and
Betty wondered, with a ray of hope in her
heavt, if Teresa were really intending to
reform,

If only Betty had known
ing in the new gi mind!
and plans for gaining the «

M
they would have surprised Beily Bmmnl
When breakfast was finished, 'I'evesa went
up to Cora and Judith G 1w , and took
the elder sister by ||m slee
“I want you two,”” she said. “1’ve got a
schemc, il yow'd like to cume into it with
me.”

Thinking of the E ainey still 77

she said.
Tevesa nodded thonghilully.
“I am,” she said. “Aund 1'vo found a

way.
the lowered her voice, an
phm she had evolved.

1 told them the
forn opened her eyes

“M word! Tt—it' visky!" she said.
“ Jolly llBk}, echioed Judith. “But there’s
a chance.”

Teresa smdu] sorens d confidently.

“Trust me!” she said.” “1’m no bungler!”

 And arm-in-avn the thice went down to
lessons, ’1‘« sa_very pleasod indeed with her
morning’s work, -
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CHAPTER 12.
Deceiving the Form!

HAT Teresa Tempest was no. dunce

I was made obvious duving lessons

that day. Mise Massingham had

me so far as to compliment the

girl, and Teresa had eoolly nodded. Whereat
Miss Massin

adghum had compressed hor li%s,
and resolved that mnever again would she
take the trouble to praise thie self-opinion-
ated girl,

But, despite her undoubted capability at
Form work, Teresa was not any means
an ideal pupil. 8he lounged about on her
desk, and from time to time gazed throngh
the open window, forgetiul altogether of
the Form-room and of the mistress.

Her quick brain saved her several times
from  punishment, for ecven when Miss
Massingham at unexpected moments pounced
upon her to answer some questions, Teresa

had her wits about her, and replied suffi-
J:ient,]]y well to save hewself from the mistress’
wrath.

The lesson in progress at the moment was
a];;;hm, not a very popular lesson, be it
sald.

“Now, hevo is a little problem which some
of you might even work out in your heads,”
said Miss Massingham. She looked at her
book. “*T bought a horse and a dog for
£25. Had I given ten per cent. more for
the dog, and two and a half per cent. more
for the hovse, I should have spent just one
pound sterling more. What did I pay for
the dog and the horse?””

The mistress lowered the algebra hook
from which she had been reading, and
glanced expectantly round the Form.

Teresa Tempest was looking out of the
window, absently, and Miss Massingham’s
eyes glittered.

“¥ou did not hear the question, perhaps,
Teresa 1"’ sho snapped. “You do not appear
to have been particularly attentive. lease
jet me have the answer to the problem.””

Teresa looked up with a start.

“I was just thinking,”’ she said coolly.
“It couldn’t have been much of a horse,

you know. I think the question’s absurd
really. Mi mater inid over fifty pounds
for her Pekinese—""

There was a titter at this, and the giris
looked at one another meaningly. Round
the room went a whisper, *Swank!”

Miss Massingham seemed to bubble with
wrath, and, really, it was not surprising.

“You were not asked your opinion of the

7

OWN > LIBRARY It
dog’s pedigree, Teresa,”” she said sharply.
“You were asked to say how much was
g};jd for each, The question is in your book,

. 5, page 259, of the problems. What
your mother chooses to do with her money
is no concern of mine!”

Teresa clenched her desk and eyed the
problem. It was not a difficult one, and
there were half a dozen girls simply longing
to give the answer.

Betty, out of sheer kindness, leaned over
tn Teresa and whispered in the girl’s ear.
Betty did not want the new girl to get into
trouble, although she ought really to have
allowed the girl to solve the problem of her
own accord,

‘What the answer was that Betty whispered
no one else could hear; but no one doubted
its aceuracy, for Betty was very good at
algebra, and could do most of the problems
in_her head.

Teresa half turned her head to Betty and
nodded.

“Thirty pounds seven_ and eightponce
f:}ré}lling, and a fiver!" she answered hur-
riedly.

For a moment there was dead silence,
then a perfect wave of laughier swept across
the Form, ;

Miss Massingham thumped her closed hand
down upon the desk nearest to her, causing
the occupant of it, Dolly Delane, to draw
back in alarm.

“Thirty pounds seven and eighipence
farthing  and—and a fiver!” she stormed.
“You utterly foolish and ridiculous girl.
The iwo animals together only cost twenty-
five pounds. That answer is absurd and
impertinent.

Teresa bit her lip and flushed. Not ono
of the Fourth-Formers guessed that she was
acting.

“I am not blaming you, Teresa, foolish
though you are.” She turned to the captain
of the Fourth Form. “Betty Barton, come
here!” ghe cried.

Poor Betty flushed and started. The other
girls gazed at her in wonderment. They
all thought, naturally enough, that she had
whispered that ridiculous answer to the new
girl, although Betty, as a vule, wae not
given to such foolish joking.

“Betty!”’ whispered DPolly.
did you do it 7"

Betty Barton did not reply, but walked
with downcast head to the front of the class.
Betty’s mind was in a whirl. The answer
she had given Teresa had been the correck

“Why ever
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one—twenty pounds for the horse and five
pounds for the dog. How in transmission
it had become so changed she could not
uess. And_Teresa—she looked so confused
that poor Betty did not suspect her of
wilfully_changing it.

Miss Massingham looked at Betty angrily.

“Betty,”” she said, “what has come over
ou the last few éaya 1 cannot imagine.
Jut first you stay oub late without a_ pass,
then you create a disturbance in the dormi-
tory, and now—now you play a stupid joke
upon a new girl. Did you hope to get her
punjshed "*

Betty flushed with shame.

w N’?," Miss Massingham,”’ sho said. “I—

Betty was going to say that the answer
she had given Teresa was the correct one.
Bat how thin that wonld have sounded—and
how like a feeble excuse to evade punish-
ment! Besides, Teresa would be punished.
And had not Betty promised to do her best
to_keep that girl out of mischief!

Miss Massingham set her lips.

“Very weﬂ,gBetty," she said. *“You must
write m? out fifty lines. That maked a
hundred in all with the fifty T gave you this
morning. As Form captain you should have
prevented that disturbance in the dormitory,
and yon should not play practical jokes on
other girls. You, Betty, of all girls, should
endeavour to set an example to this new
gizl. I am surprised and pained—extremely
disappointed in you, Betty. If this sort of
conduct continues I shall really have to think
serionsly of tuking your captaincy from

o,

Beity hung her head miserably, and there
was a buzz of awed whiepers, hushed im-
mediately by the mistress’ eye.

“I—I'm gorry, Miss Massingham,”
meved Betty., “I—"

Just then the door opened, and another
mistress entered. It was Miss Redgrave.
The junior mistress stopped short with sur-
prige at the sight of Betty standing before
the class shamefacedly, with Miss Massing-
ham eyeing her angrily.

“ CGracious!” exclaimed the junior mistress
involuniarily, and she gave Betty a com-
passionate ?ook, wondering what the girl
could have done wrong.

Miss Massingham turned to her.

“VYes, it is indeed surprising, Miss Red-

ave,”” she said. “Betty has just misled

levesn Tempest into giving a simply absurd
answer o an algebraic question.”

Aliss Redgrave opened her eyes wide,

stam-
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“Betty has!”’ she exclaimed. “Oh, Miss
Massingham, thero must be a mistake! I

cannot believa that! Why, Belty——"
She hroke off, and stared at the captain
of the Fourth. Betty Barton raised her

head, and gave the junior mistress a plead-
ing look that went straight o her heart.

“Oh, Betty!” said the mistress. “Cun
this be true?’’

Cora Grandways sneered,

“Y heard her,”” she said.

“And I exclaimed Judith Grandways.

Miss Massingham waved her hand  at
them.

“You were nof asked to speak,’” she said.
“T saw Betty whispering, and sl admits it.

Nothing more need be said. B
te your place.”

With cheeks erimson wilth shame, Belty
Barton returned to her desk, tho tears very
near to her eyes. As rho pussed Teresa’s
desk that girl gave her u sneeving look of
triumph. Betty saw that leok, although it
came and vanished so gnickly that none of
the others had a chance to il

Had Tercsa deliberately given Lhab answer’
to get ker into troublo? Metly wondered.

She looked up at Miss Redygrave, and the
hurt, reproving glance that, 11 Lross gave
her, cut the girl like a knife.

Miss Rcdgﬂ'ava thonght sho had hroken
her bond—that instead of helping Teresa
she had tried fo embroil her in tronhlo.

Betty half-opened her month 1o speak,
then shut it_again.

Misa Redgrave, holding in her hand
the book she had come to borrow, moved to
it:.he door, Teresa Tempest junped {o her
ect,

“Miss Massingham,” she eried, “can’t T
have half that punishmen 1 suppose I
oughin’t to have given 1 answer though
the Barton giil did give it to me.”

There was a gaep of wonder at this. No
one had expected Teresn Tempest to make
such a proposifion. But Teresa was not
rvisking much. Even if she were given half
Betty’s punishment, it would only mean
twenty-five lines. There wouwld "be mno
humiliation for her—only praise for owning

by, return

up.

pAnd Miss Redgrave—she was more sur-
prised thun anyone else. Bhe knew Teresa
better than did the others, and she had not
expected this. . L

ho glanced at hier nieco in .sur{prlse, and

Teresa threw back her head proudly. i

“If Pve done anything wmqg. T'm quite
willing to be punished,’” she said.
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One or two could not help giving this
self-complacent girl an admiring look—for
there was no actual need for her to make
that request.

Miss Massingham sheok her head.

“The ,matter is finished,”” she said, and
picked up her book. “Now problem six—
Tess Trelawney. ™’

Teresa sat down, and Miss Redgrave, with
one last sad look of disappointment at Betty,
went from the room.

Once or twice during the rest of the
lessons, Polly Linton tried to whisper to her
chum, but Miss Massingham kept an eye
upon her, and Polly deemed it wiser to
remain silent.

No sooner, though, were lessons over than
a crowd surrounded Betty.

“ Betty,"” cried Polly, “why ever did you
do it? ~ You knew Miss Massingham was
watching 1

“Besides,”” said Iilla Elgood, “I think
it a bit mean. If Miss Massingham hadn’t
seen you whisper, Teresa WOl'ﬁd have pot
into awful trouble.”

Cora Grandways laughed.

“What do you expect from her?’ she
sneered.  “She ecan’t help it with the up-
bringing she’s had."”

Teresa Tempest nodded,

“Oh, T don't blame the kid,” she said.
“S3he doesn’t know any better, |'nn1]ly. But

I must say it was rather low-down.

Betty flushed, and gave Teresa a look that
was very straight indeed. Betty could not
quite make up her mind how that whispered
answer had come to be altered. She could
not believe that Teresa had made the altera-
tion maliciously, She could not believe that
of any girl. But Betty was still in doubt,

And Polly—she was as puzzled as her
chum. Now that Cora and Judith Frofussrxrl
—untruthfully, of course—that they had
‘heard Betty give that humerous answer,
many of the other girls imagined that they,
tnﬂ.llmd heard it. i Bl Bl Al

t wasn’t quite playing fair, ty,”" sai
Madge Minden. 4 e

And Trixie Hope, who was pood at
Froneh, said: “Cétait méprisable—it was
mmean.”

“I—I—" stammered Betty. “I think
Teresa must have misunderstood me. I gave
tho right answer, twenty pounds and five
pounds 1’

“That’s vight I’ said Cora. “Try and back
ont now *

And Te

sa nodded.
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“It wasn’t much of a joke,” she said, “but
you might as well stand by it. I admit I
was taken in.””

Betty gulped as several girls began to
laugh.” Now she came to think of it, her
stnbement certainly did sound thin. -

Polly was frowning, ?:\ibe puzzled by the
turn events had taken, but she said nothing

decent of you to own

just then.

“It was joll uﬁs,
Teresa,” said Madgo Minden bluntly to the
new girl. “I don’t mind saying I hadn’t
much of an opinion of you at first; but it
was jolly decent of you to try and take the
blame.”” 4

“Hear, hear!” said Tess Trelawney.

“In fact,” said Ella Elgood, “I don’t
think we’ve given her quite a chance, do
you, girls?”’

There was a shaking of heads which made
Teresa smile to herself,

How well her plans were working out!
Shlie had nob expected that incident in the
Form-room, yet she had been quick to turn
it to her advantage. And now, even sooner
than the cunning girl had hoped, these
F¥ourth-Formers were purning, round, and
actually praising her. .

“Well, come along to the tuckshop,'’ she
sugmrested,

There wae no hesitation then. Some of
the pgirls felt rather ashamed that they had
judged her so hastily. True, she was still
the same swank irf, but she might have
many good points hidden away out of sight,

So down they went to the tuckshop, where
Teresa Tempest stood them a royal feast—
the best that money could buy,

And those girls, as thoy sipped their
ginger-heer and ate the many goodies Teresa
provided, had no idea how ecleverly the;
were being duped by this strange new girl.

Only Cora and Judith Grandways knew,
and they were keeping their knowledf@ >
dark. Once or twice they winked knowingly
at their rich companion, but that wes the
only sign they gave of their complicity.

And Teresa made a epeech, such a speech
a millionaire might give to some paupers
he was entertaining.

But the girls suffered that. After all, they
had aceepted her hospitality, and they had
agreed to try to overlook some of Teresa’s
fuults. At loast she.was generous.

Teresa was progressing—Put in what a
wiy!

5
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CHAPTER 13.
- : A Bid for Favour,
" ETTY, dear, you didn’t do it!”
In Study No, 12 Polly Linton
clasped her Iriend’s hand, and
looked into her eyes pleadingly.

Betty Barton was sitting in the armchair,
her hands clasped, her head downeast,
looking despondent and miserable.

am sure—oh, 1 know I didn’t!” she
said. “Polly, I wouldn’t do a thing like
thpé:g’ Teresa must have mistaken what I
said.

Polly Linton_sniffed.

“1 think Teresn meant to
punished,”” she said blunﬁ{.
she mistake twenty pounds for
gseven and eightpence farthing?

Betty shrugged her shoulders.

“I know it sounds silly,’”” she said huskily.
“Dut, oh, Polly, what a position I am in!
Miss Redgrave thinks I meaunt to get Teresa
into trouble!” Her lips trembled.

“Oh, you goose, Betty!”” said her chum,
‘with an attempt at jocularity, “Miss Red-

rave ought to know Teresa botter than
fhab. I'll jolly well go and tell her.”

And Polly rose from the chair. But Betty
pulled her back. .

“Don’t do_anything so silly, Polly,”” she
said. ”"Ils will all come right zoon, I sup-

@

get  you
“How could
thirty pounds

s

“1 don't think she meant you to suffer
for Teresa's sake,’ said Polly. ™Ii's all very
well to promise to look affer the girl, but

“But, Polly, dear,” sighed Betty, “she
«iould be expelled if she weren’t looked
after.”

Polly sniffed. ;

“She wants chipﬂmghmasing, that’s the
only way to cure her.”

But Betty did not think o, and she shook

er head. ”

“Well, I think you’re silly, to take the
blame for_her,” said Polly candidly. *“And,
anyway, Betty, it’s no good sitting here.
Come down to the common-room.”

And thence they went, arm in arm. Polly
knew that it would do her chum no good to
“mope *’ in the study.

Teresa was in the common-room when th
arrived, and there.was quite a crowd of girls
round her,

The new girl was sitting at a small table
in one corner, and the girls were clustering
A}])undbher, peering at something she had on
the table. &
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As Betty and Polly entered all heads were
turned in_their direction, but save for a
casual smile of recognition no notice was
taken of them.

There was no doubt at all now that Teresa
was holding her audience. Thero was some-
thing fascinating and compelling about the
new girl, and the Fourth-Formers seemed
to be carried away by her smooth, musical
voice and her airy manner.

That she was wealthy was impossible to
doubt, and all the girls had a liking for
prefty clothes.

On the table before 'Teresa was a large
steel despatch-box, which she had just un-

locked.  From it tumbled jewels, necklaces,
pendants, rings, and brooches.
dany of the girls who locked on

had wealthy parents, but they were not
accustomed to such a display as this,

As shoe_heard the exclamations of wonder-
ment and admiration, Teresa could scarcely
hide the smile of pleasure that stole round
the corners of her well-cut lips.

“Not bad, are they {'” ehe remarked casu-

ally, as Ella Elgood, with awed fingers,
picked ug a beautiful platinum ring, studded
m emeralds and diamonds.

“My word !’ breathed Ella, and the othar
girls gathered round her. “What a beauti-
ful ring!”

Teresa nodded casnally, She did not think
it necessary to mention that the ring was
her mother's—that she had borrowed it
from her mother’s jewel-box, whero it had
remained stored away, unworn, for several
ears.

A “And those pearls!” murmured Norah
Nugent. “I say, Teresa!l”

How the new girl sunned herself in these
expressions of wonderment and admiration,
seeming to take upon heigell some credit
for the beauty of the stonea. v

“There are some cheaper ones here, like
this bangle,”’ she said. “You know you cap
'ix_]li:m\’f any of these if ever you want to,

ivla 1"

“Borrow them!”’ cried Ella Elgood. “Qh,
Teresa, I'd love tol’”

“And 11" cried Norah Nugent and several
others. Norah picked up the bangle.

“You ecan have that little thing,” said
Teresa to Ella Elgood, indicating a small
single diamond ring. “You can wear it on
special occasions. * .

The girls gasped.

“Have it!” exclaimed Ella.

“But—but
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“Well, borrow it indefinitely, until I want
to_wear it mysolf,”’ said the new girl.

This was a new light on the girl's charac-
ter. But the girls little dreamt what motive
lay behind it. They were thinking how

nerous this girl was, and that, after all,
ihere must be a great deal of ood in her.

“Yes, yes; take if,”’ said Teresa. “And,
Cora, you can have that ring. I don’t
care much for it. Supphires never did
appeal to me.”

Cora picked up the ring, quite a magmfi-
cent one, and slipped it on to her finger,
then looked at it admiringly.

Ursula Wade came forward then. Uisula
_was the slyest and meanest girl in the Form,
and Ursula did not intend to be out of this
distribution.

She picked
bracelet.

“Oh, what a darling "’ she said cunningly.

‘eresa waved her hand, after some aligilt
hesitation.

“You can wear it if you like,” she said.
“ After all, the mistresses 'ongfjln’t to be
able to forbid jewellery!™

“No fear, not when it’s like this,”’ said

up a beautifully carved

Judith, picking up a ring.

n less than five minutes quite a dozen
girls had had things lent to them.

And then Tercsa unfolded one or two
eimply magnificent dresses she had breught
down from the dormitory.

“There are these,” she said ecasually.
“T'm iather tived of them. Thought of
burning them——""

“Burning!" cried Cora.
Why, I—"

“Well, you_ can have that one,”” said
Teresa. “I didn't think of that.” She
turned to_the others who were crowding
round. “TIF there’s anything heré that firs
You, you can have it,” she said to no one
in particular.  “1 shall only have to burn

“Surely not.

them.

Then, rather shyly, the girls took the
dresses. They were lovely dresses; and
what a wasto it would be if they were
burned !

“You can keep those dresses!”™ samid

Teresa loftily. “They’ro good ones."”
1id soon she was handing out presents

all round. The girls did not know how to
refuse her wounderful generosity. There
were photo-frames, strips of valuable lace—
all manner of gifts

“I say!” said Grace Garfield. “Are
sure you won't want these things?
mean—--"

you
I
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“Pooh!” said Teresa. “I can afford it.
‘What's a few presents, anyway? The mater
gives me heaps of money!”’

Polly Linton came forward, and glared
at Toresa,

“You silly show-off swank!” said Polly
witheringly. “I suppose you're trying to
buy over the support of these sli'fliea by
giving them jewellery.” She turned io the
other girls, who were looking a triflo un-
comfortable. “Can’t you &ce what a laugh-
ing-stock she's making of you all?” cried
Polly scornfully.

At that Ella Eigood bridled up. Sha felt
she was n the wrong, but she did aot want
to be dictated to by Polly,

“ Mind your own business!” she snapped.
“Thoy’re — they're Teresa’'s rings and
dresses!”

¢ . youw're only jealous!” sneered Cora
Grandways.

Teresa sighed.

“Dear, dear!” she,snid. “ What a jealous
girl you are, Polly! Here's a ring for you.”

She handed Polly a shinin owel, and
Polly pushed the girl’'s arm back.

“Keep it!"” she snapped. “You've wom
these sillies over, Teresa,” but: you can’t do-
ceive me, I tell you!” ¥

Scveral girls were looking very uncom-
fortable indeed, and there were many of
them who would have longed to hand
Teresa back her presents. Bub their prido
held them in check. Now that ol

olly had
spoken they simply could not retract! That
was how they felt.

There was an uncomfortable silence.

“SBurcly you're mnot going to inke any
notice of her!” sneered Teresa to tae silent
girls. “I'm blessed if I'd be dictated tol!”

Grace Garfield shrugged her shonider

“Nor am I!” she said. “I don’t i
Torcsa wants to give us presents why ve
shouldn’t accept them.”

But, all the same, Graco did not feel ¢om-
fortable under the glance that.Polly was
giving her, i

With one last scornful look at the girls,
Polly turned on her heel and went back to
her chum, who was standing in tho door-
way_still,

“Come on, Betty,” she sald. “I'm fed
up with them!” "

After she hd gone there was silence—
zn awkward silence. The %:rls realised for
the first timo what a break had occurred
in the Form.

“I'm a bit fed up with Polls,”
Grace Garfield slowly.

said
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* Hear, hear!” eaid Ella Elgood. “And

Betty—she’s hasn’t been playing the game
lately. That trick in the class-room this
afternoon—it really was a bit too much.”
And there was & nodding of heads.
She does appear to have a grudge
against me,” snid Teresa slowly. “I—I
know Ive been a bit swanky, and—and
rude. But that’s only my way. Desides,
I'm new to school life. I didn’t mean to
offend you all!”

This was said so penitently and with such
an air of candour that none of the girls
could find it in her heatt to suspect Tercsa
of duplicity.

“And we, too,” said Girace Garficld, act-
ing as spokeswoman. _ “We've misunder-
stood you, Teresa. I—I'm sorry——"

’]"r.irces smiled genially, and held out her

and.

“T know,” she said. “Il’s been a mis-
understanding all through.”

Grace shook the hand extended to her,
and_the others followed suit.

“Perhaps Betty Barton bas treated me
&0 badly because she thinks I might oust
her from her position,” suggested Torosa,
as though the idea_had just occurred to her.
“That mistress this morning—Miss Mas-
singham—threatened to take the captainey
from her, you know. And this afternoon

>

“You take the captainey I” exclaimed Ella
Elgood, unablo to conceal her amazement.
“PBut you're only a new girl, and 2

“ And what?” said Teresa quickly.

Eila fell silent.  There was nothing she
could say. She would have said that Tercsa
was not the kind of igirl they wanted for
captain. But how could she when tho new
girl had been generous, and when Ella
even now had one of Teresa’s rings?

“T should rather like to be captain,” said
Teresa tentatively,

Cora locked at Judith,

and tho twa
n ed.

“Well, I'd vote for you,” said Cora, and
Judith cchoed her sister’s reply.

“And 1,” said Ursula Wade.

Then Teresa looked hard at Flla Elgood.
and that girl shifted awkwardly from one
foot to the other.

Now all the girls had a feeling that they
hed been bought over, and it mado them
feel very mean. .

“Wo could have a topping time if I were
captain,” mused Teresa. “1 don’t mind
swhat I spend, you knaw. What does money
matter?

We conld have some splendid |
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times, all of us. Big picnics and things

“What about hockey ?” put in Tess Tre-
lawney suddenly.

“Haockey I'"_said Teresa. “Oh, I'm a dab
at hockey! You ought to sec me in the
forward line. I can tell you I take some
stopping I

One or two of the girls grinned at this
boastful statoment. But they let it pass.

They felt that, after all, they could put
up with her swank. But they certainly
did not want her for captain. That was
evident from their faces.

“Bosides,” said Teresa, with a feeling
that she was not pro; sing as favourably
as she had hoped, “I'vo got a pull, you
know.”

“A pull!” exclaimed Graco Garfield
“How do you mean?”

Teresa winked.

“Don’t you know?” she exclaimed.
“Why, Miss Redgrave is my aunt. I tell
vou I can twist hor round my little finger.

She'll let mo do anything T like!”

“But—but that would be favouritism!”
eried Dolly Delane,

“Pooh!"” scoffed Tercsa. “What does
that matter? Don’t you seo what a time we
can have together?”

There was a silence. And Teresa, looking
round, was surprised. Somchow, the girls,
instead of being clated, were looking dis-

pleased.

Teresa, if only she had known it. was
playing quito tho wrong game. Very few
schoolgirls approve of favouritism., = And

to think that Miss Redgrave would favour
Teresa because she was a relation—it was
discomforting !

“TI—I don’t think you cam,” said Ella
Elgood slowly. y

“I can get round aunt all right,” per-
sisted the new girl. “In fact, T'll show you
how it's done. Do we have her for any
lesson to-morrow

“Yes, last lesson,” answered Norah
Nugent shortly. “But I don’t think Miss
Redgrave will be mean enough——"

“Mean enough!”’ said Teresn. " 8ho'll do

as T ask her. She's only a poor relation
of mine, anyway! And, what’s more, T'll
get hor to punish Betty Dartan. ['ve only
got to ask her! ¥You wait until te-merrow
morning, and you'll sce!”
And she slainmed the door”
“Well” enid Madeo Minden,

when the
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new girl had gone. “I say, girls, what do
you think of that®”

“Sho’s bluffing ! said Dolly Delanc. “It's
only some moro of her swank!™

But Cora Grandways shook her head.

“That's all you know,” she said. “I
know for a fact she's evaded punishment
once. Sho can twist her aunt round her
finger!"”

“Then all T can say,” spid Elle Elgood
crossly, “is that Aliss Redgrave isn't the
good sort I took her io be, Only a mean
woman would faveur a givl, And I think
Teresa is «till move mean to try it on!”

“Hear, hear!” said Teas Trelawney and
others,

“IF she does it, then T'vo finished with

her? exclaimed Graco Garfield,
Tercsa hadl taken n false step. Any
other girl woukl have realised that. In

- fact, any other givl would have known that
schoolgirls  object to favouritism. Bui
Tercsa, she thonght she would be admired
because sho conld--or said she could—-
twist her aunt vound her finger.

But she was to leorn differently,
CHAPTER 14.
Returred Without Thanks!

& UNT!"
A Miss Redgrave stopped on her
way down the corvidor next morn-

ing as Teresa. with a very wae-

Logone expression on fier face, halied be-
fore her in the passage,

“Well 77 said M Redgrave,

want now.

iss
what her nicen could
“I—I don’t feel well.” snid Teresa.
got an awful toothache aud headache. I
think it's neuralgia.”
“Oh!”

wondering

“T've

“ And—and.” stammeved Tevesa, “T don't
like to ask ¥ Massingham to cxcuse me
from lessons. Sho—she'd think T was not
telling the trath. But [ am!”

And she placed her hand to her check,
muffling it fenderly with a bandkerchief.

“Don’t you think you could manage to
attend morning lessons ¥ asked her aunt,
giving the girl a keen ook,

Teresa nodded. -

“I-T'll try,” she gulped, in so hevoie a
voice that Miss Redzrave was plainly con-
vinced that this exense was gennine.

“You'can lie down on your bed laet lesson
this morning,” she said at last.  “I am
taking the Fourlh for that lesson.”

“¥ou are!” exclaimed the girl, as
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though it were a new discovery to her
“Oh, but T don't want to miss that!”

Miss Redgrave smiled, (attered rather, for
the girl's tene sounded so sincore,

“If your head aches you'd better not
attend the last losson,” sho said. “It's
botauy ; you can read it up afterwards if
you like.” .

Toresa nodded willingly.

“I'll_read it up,” sho said.
would Le better to lie down,
very mich,”

And then she walked off, while Miss Red-
grave, very surprised at the change in her
nicce, went down to the Third Form, which
she was taking first lesson that morning.

How cagerly, too, the Fourth-Formers
waited for last lesson of the morning to
arvive. From time to time they looked ab
Teresa, end she vetumed the looks with nods
of confidence, as much as to say: “ You can
rely npon me!” *

Polly and Betty knew nothing of tho
wmntter, and, indecd. there had Leen little
opportunity or need to tell them,

At Jength the time for last lesson ar-
rived,  Miss Massingham  went out, and
Teresa, with a emile on her face, followed
the mistress.

Nor did she return, not even when Miss

Redgrave came into the room.
The Fourth-Formers saw the mistross lnok
at Teresa's empty place, and saw, too, that
she must have known of her nicce’s ab-
senee,

Yet the mistress made no comment, And
Madge Minden gave Tess Trelawney and
Trixie Hope a meaning look. All the girls
were looking at Miss Redgrave. and the
mistress was surprised to note how surly
some of the givls appeared.

“She’s  done it!”  whispered Madge
Minden o Trixie Hepe when an opportunity
oceurved.

“Tu as raison !" agreed Ty
vight: but what about
punished 7

Madge Minden frowned and shrugged her
shoulders. 8he did not think that even
Teresa would go as far as that,

“I'm _finished  with her!"
Madge Minden,

And then Madge passed a note round
amongst the girls, But none of them wanted
fo be told what fools they had been, and
they "agreed to Madge's message, asking
them te meet in the common-room after
morning leasons,

“Perhaps it
aunt. Thanks

=

““You are
getting  Betty

whispered
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Madge was going to hold a meeting, and
undoubtedly the common-room was the best
placo for, after morning lessons, it wais
usuall unoccupied, most of tho girls being
wut of doors.

Towards the ond of the lesson, when
everyone was looking anxiously at the Form-
room clock, Miss Redgrave turned to Betty,
\vlﬂ\ a al:gim frown on her face,

“Betty,” she said, “I ehould like to sco
you in my study after lessons, please!”

Madge {\'Emden and the others started.

Teresa had cairied out her boast. 8be
had iﬂt Betty punished. Of that they had

t

not the slightest doubt. How she had done
it, they neither knew nor cared. Bul the
mistress’ stern look spelt punishment as

clearly as the printed leiters.

Dong, don

At the imgmg bell Miss Redgrave
snapped her book to, and thoro was an
opening and .elluttlngBDf desk lids, and a
rush for the door etty, however, with
Polly at her side, made her way to, Miss
Rudgmves study, there to await the junior
mistress” arvival.

And while Betty was inside the study,
Polly waited without.

Miss Redgrave was not long in ar z,
and she shut the door behind her carefully.

Her face was worried and anxious, and
s]m sat down before speaking.

- “Betty,” she said slowly. “when she had
motioned the captain of the Fourth to a
chaiv, “T—

Then. she broke off, and she looked more
worried than before. Betty looked at her,
wondering whether she ought to speak.
Then Miss Redgrave resumed.

“Betty,” sho said; “have T been asking
too much of you? Has Teresa been too
troublesome? I know her faults—I realise
all your, difficulties, and I hoped you would

I have, Miss Redgrave,” cried
“1 have tried. Surely vou do not
# Betty choked. It hurt her to
think that the mistress imagined she had
fuiled in the trust imposed upon her.

“But yesterday——"" said the mistress.
“Oh, Belty, I would rather you had come
to me, and asked to be released from your
promise, than acted as you did in class!™

Betty flushed.

“I meant to explain to you, Miss Red-
grave,” she said. “It was a mistake all
along. Do helieve e, please.
ing the truth,

Teresa was a long time in
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answering, and I—I prompted her. I know
it was wrong, but I thought it might save
her punishment,”

“Yes, ves, that is what I thought at
first,” said the mistress sadly. “But, Betty,
why did you give her a false answer?”

“I didn’t. 1 told her the corveect answer,”
exclaimed Betty. “There has been a mis-
take somewhere, or—or Teresa did it for
ﬂn. would never have done a thing like
that.

\Ilss Redgrave still hmltnlod

“I want to believe you,” she said. I
have alwayes. trusted and adinired  you,
Betiy. Can it be possible that Teresa
made up that wrong answer?”

Betty did not reply.

The mistress sighed.

“I ean sec that you suspecl my nicee,"
she answered. “Maybe, Teresa is i:n;uble
of this. Yot T thought when I saw her
this mmnmg that ﬁe had changed her

W

"Su did 1,” answered Betty. “But there
is no mneed for you to release me from
that promise, Miss Redgrave. Teresa is
pgenerous, and I am sure there is good in
her. She wants to show off and boast too
much. But—but she may change. I am
mrn she will, in fact.”

Miss Redgrave crossed to the girl's side.

“Botty, you are a dear, generons givl!”
the mistress said. “I am sorry 1 accused
you. can see mnow, quite clearly, that
Tercea played a spiteful trick upon you,
And you huve evidently forgiven her.
Botty, that is splendid of you. Only a fine-
natuved, generous-hearted girl like you
could have done that!”

Poor Botty did not know what to say
in roply to this, hut the wmistress gmlcfu]b
pressed her hand.

“You will guide her throngh and make a
fine girl of her, I am sure of that, Betiy !
she said, as, blushing, Betty went from the
roon,

And then Betty's resolution to look after
Teresa bocame more firmly fixed than ever.

Meanwhile, the meeting was being held in
the common-room. The pgirls gathered
there wore solemn. apd rather angry faces.
With them they bad brought tho presents
Teresa had given them—presenis that they

were ashamed of having accepted.  Truly
they had been deceived,

Cora and Judith weve ihere, too, bug
they kept well in the buclwrnnml They

had no desire to quarrcl with Toresa, If
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she conld “twist Miss Redgrave round her
little finger,” so much the -botter, ‘That is
the =way they looked at it.

When Teresa entered the room at last in
company of Tess Trelawney, who bad gone
to fetch her, there was a silence.

“Hallo!” eried Teresa checrfullyy patting
into place her wilful wisp of hair.  * Now,
what did I tell you? Haven't I twisted my
aunt round my finger?”  She looked round
the room. “Why, what’s the matter?” she
eried. “Why are you all looking like wax-
works?"

Madge Minden spoke up scornfully,

“T suppose you think you’d make a fine
captain!” she exclaimed,

Teresa looked at her hard.

“Well, of course,” she answered, more in
her usual tones. “What are you making
that face for? Look here, fvou’m going to
vote for me, I snpposo? intend to ask
Miss Massingham to call another poll "

There was a silent shaking of heads.

Teresa frowned: heavily.

“You've mnobt!” she almost shonted.
“Look here, what do you think I've heen
spending my money on you for? You
don’t think I stood you that feed for
nothing! Why—why it cost pounds. And
--and those rings and dresses and things!
You've got to vole for me!”

She stamped her foot angrily, and threw
back her head imperiously.

“So that was why yon gave us presents?
That is why von've been polite lately,”
gaid Graco Garfield coldly.

“To buy our votes!” added Ella Elgood
seornfully.

“You are weally the meanest geal I evah
met!” lisped Paula Creel.

“ Teresa Tempest sneered,

“T soc!” she exclaimed bitterly. “You
think you cen back out. You'vo had my
feed, you've got my presents, and now you
think you can throw me over!” She shook
her finger at them. “You seem to forget
that T can pay you all out easily. One
word to my aunt, and I can geb you all
gated!”

Madge Minden flamed up at that.

* It seoms that you've got Betty punished,
yes,” she cried. ¥ And you think you. can
get us gated. We'll see about that. Wo
won't stand it. I used to think a lot of
Miss Redgrave, but if that's what she’s
e

“T'vo had cnough of her!” finished Dolly
Delane.
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presents,”  snapped
Norah Nugent, with unusual heat, “there’s
your bracelet!”

The gold chased bangle clattered to the
floor at the new girl's fect, and her face
went a deep crimson, then while,

“You—you dare!” she cried.

Ella Elgood took from her pocket tho
ring Teresa had given her, and fung it at
the new girl.

“There you are !I'” she cried. “Take it 1"

And then every girl who had anything of

ercsa’s—save, of cowrse, Cora, Judith, and
Ursula Wade—flung back the presents they
had recoived.

Teresa clenched her hands as thongh she
would spring ab them all, then stooped and
picked up her property.

“Now you can clear out!” snapped Ella
Elgood.

“And you necdn’t speak to me again!™
eried Norah Nugent.

Teresa's lip curled.

“1 don’t want to,” she said. “But you
haven't hicard the last of this yet. T don’t
forget, and aunt will sce that you're pun-
ished all right.” i

“T shouldn’t bo surprised if you did twist
that answeor round that Betty gave you yes-
terday,” snapped Madge Minden. *It—-""

Terese interrupted her with a laugh.

“Twist it round!” she jeered. “Why, of
course I did.  You boobies! I made thas
girl sit up!” )

And Teresa went from the common-room,
slamming the door aftor her.

Then Madge Minden spoke up.

“Well,” she said, “if that gir] does get
Mies - Redgrave to gate us all I shall go
to Miss Somerfield. T won't stand it. It's
a downright shame.”

Then the Fourth-Formers realised they
had a duty to perform. They went out and
apologised to Betty, and they even endured
Polly’s ecorn, -

One and all they vowed they were finished
with Tevesn. But Tercsa—she was not

finished with them!
“
I Betty Barton followed the dirce-
%ion in which Polly Linton was point-
ing, and saw two girls in vividly coloured
dresses walking down the lane.

CHAPTER 15.
Birds of a Feather!
SAY, Betty, do look! There's Teresn
ahead! But who ever's she with?”
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Tercen's companion—she had . Teresa's
swagger, Teresa’s affected little shruﬁ:: of
tho shoulders, and motions of the hand
when talking.

“But how silly of her!” said Betty.
“Anyone might seo her—a mistress or a
monitress.  Miss Somerfield hersclf mi%?rt
drive through the town in her trap. Ve
must warn her! Really, we cun’t allow her
to bo geen in that get-up!”

“And_n jolly good job, too!” said out-
spoken Polly, It would serve her right if
she were severely punished ™

But Betty, as her face expressed, evidently
did not think the same,

She quickered her pace in order to draw
level with the two girls who were walking
abicad,

‘Levesa was speaking, in hor drawling
tones, to the girl by her side—a girl who was
dressed oven moro showily than Teresa.
But she was an older girl, and had prob-
ably loft school. What she choso to wear
was her own business,

As Beity aud Polly drew near, the latter
made a grimace,

“Bhe’s worse than Tercsa, the way she
taiks,”” she whispered.

Aud Betty nedded.

* D you get rathah fed up with

they heard Teresa's companion
7 Must  be simply frightful bein’
ordahed aboub by misiresses and people !”

Teress nodded.

*“Oh, I don’t take much notice of them!”
she replied in her airy tones.

The girls in front suddenly became awave
that someone was following them, and they
locked round.

Teresa Tempest's expression changed.

“What do you want * sho asked sharply.

Betty made a stop forward,

“Just a minate, T should like a word with
vou, Teresa, please,” she said.

Teresa and her well-dressed friend moved
with Betty to the side of the road.

“Well ?” said Teresa ungraciously to
Betty. * What do you want? 1It's like your
chuei: coming barging into us like this! I
suppose you want an intro. to my
friend——"" .

“I want nothing of the sort!” said Betty,
“I mevely want to warn you that if Miss
Somerfield, or any of the mistresses, should
see you now with your cowplexion made up,
there would be trouble.”

Teresa almost glared,
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. “You—you've stopped mo to tell
that ¥ she exclaimed angrily, “Of all the
cheek! Look here, Betty Barton! You
needn’t try to work the *fairy godmother ’
stunt on me! I don’t like it.
after myself quite well, thank you! If I
want to walk about in these clothes, I'm
jolly well going to! I shan't ask your per-
mission, nor the silly hegdmistress! It's a
hali-holiday and I shall do as I like!”

She  tossed her lead and would have
woved off, but Betty Darton took her arm.
" she cried. “You don’t under-
ns nothing to you!

—if shie saw you, you
would he severely' punished—might  even
be expelled !”

“My gracious!” Teresa drew herself
e and eyed Betty scornfully, almost
fi . “Do you think I'm going to be

dictated to like this? Yon may be captain
of the JForm, or King of the Woolamaloos,
for all Tcare. And Miss Somerficld—pooh 1"

She made a deprecating gesture of ihe
hand; then. shrugging her shoulders, turncd
her back on Betty.

* Damaris,” she said, “for goodness’ sake
come ‘on! ‘These little” namby-pamby kids
are annoyed with us!™

Damaris Leander laughed merrily.

“Oh, T heard whal the kid said!” she
answered, looking at Betty.  “Don’t you
take any notice of her, Tovesa. I suppose
you're not going to be ordered about—""

“I should think not!"” eried Teresa.
“The very idea!” She turncd to Betty.
“You can go and tell Miss Somerfield, if
you want to,” she sncercd, a ring of scorn
in her nob unmusical voice. “Do anything,
but for goodness’ sake keep away from me!
I don’t want anyone Lo think I know you!”

Betty flushed, and Polly Linton’s eyes
blazed angriiy.

“I'm sure we don’t want fo ho associated
with you!” she snapped angrily. “Come
on, Betby ; snobs inake me ill1"”

And Polly led the way off; she held her
head high in the air. A laugh followed her

—a forced, affected luigh from Damaris
Leander.
. . . . . '
“Hallo! What's wrong "

A group of girls stood round the notice-
board at Morcove.,

“Read it out, Madge!” cried Ella Elgaod.
“You're the ncarest to it.”

me

I can look

b
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80 Madge cleared her throat, and, while
%hﬁ others listened, commenced to read as
ollows ;.

*“*Mrs, Norton-Davis has kindly invited
the girls of Morcove School to her garden-
party at Headley House, on Wednesday
next, at three o’clock. Only white dresses,
or dressos of delicate shade, may be worn,

“* listnen SoMmERFIELD, Headmistress,’ ”

“My  word!” gasped Tess Trelawney,
clupping ber hands delightedly.  “I say,
it's splendid, girls! Who says “ Yes*1”

“Yes!” came a laughing chorus,

“I think it's jolly decent of Mrs, Norton.
Davis, whoever she may be,” said Aadge.
“As this is a special occasion we shall be
allowed to wear our best frocks. I shall
wear that blue crépe-de-Chine of mine.”

“I'm going to ask her if she'll let me wear
a pale green frock mother gave me,” added
Ella Elgood. “I shouldn’t think she’d
mind, as it’s a garden-party.”

“Who's coming to Miss Somerfield to ask
her what we can wear?” asked Grace
Garlield.

Immediately there was a show of hands.

“Come along, then,” said Grace, taking
what was for her the usual place of leader.

In a chattering, lnu%hing group, they
made their way to the headmistress’ studys
and tapped on the door.

Miss  Somerfield stared when they all
entered.

“Dear me!” she said, “What does all
this mean 7’

Grace Garfield explained their mission.
Miss Somerfield heid wp her hands for

silence.
“You can wear preity swnmer dresses, of
course,” she said. “But 1 presume that

rone of you are ihinking of wearing any-
thing vivid in colour

“No, 1} Somerfield!” came another
chorus; and then they all looked at one
apother, the same thought sceming to strike
ell--Teresa Tempest, she would wear some-
thing bright!

And Miss Somerficld was thinking the
same, as indeed her next words showed.

“If any of you should see Teresa
Tempest,’” she said, “please tell her that
sh: must not wear an_ythmg bright. And,
remember,” added Miss Somerficld, “only
those who have satisfactory rr]wﬂs"will bo

@

allowed to attend the garden-p

of  the

«Miss Somerfield, with a n
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hand, signified that the interview was closed,
and in a silent crowd the girls went from
the room.

“That means a disaﬁpointment for some-
one,” said Grace Garfield with a grimace,
“I know. I, for onc, haven't been all I
should in class, Still, this term, no one has
had much time to get bad reports.”

“Except Teresa Tempest,” reminded Ella
Elgood. “8he scems to have been rather
good at jt.*’

“And Betty Barton. You know how
cross Miss Massingham has been with her
lntely,” said Norah Nugent. *It’s chiefly
due to Teresa, of course, but Miss Massing-
ham doesn’t know that.”

There was a nodding of heads. None of
the girls had forgotten how meaunly 'l'eresa
had acted in getting Betty Barton into dis-
grace when that girl had ‘done nothing but
help Teresa to the best of her ability.

“If I wore Betty I would not put up with
her,” said Tess Trelawney, *“What puzzles
me is why Betty is always so friendly with
her! You'd think really she’d cut her, after
the way she’s been treated.”

“Onc cortainly would think -s0,” agreed
Ella Elgood, with 2 nod and a shrug of the
shoulders. “But perhaps Betty is, as Toresa
suggests, trying to make friends for snob-
bish reasons, You know what Betty's
mother was—a charwoman once.”

Madge turned sharply.

“Oh, Ella!” she cried. “You ought not
to say things like that! Betty is not the
sort of girl to act in a snobbish way, And
I can’t see how you imagine she wants to
be friends with Teresa for her money or
position I

Loyal Madge Minden was very angry at
this unjust accusation, But the silence made
it obvious that Ella’s opinion was shared by
not a few,

CHAPTER 16.'
Who Is to Blame?

S the Iourth Formers, in a crowd,

A rushed into the hall half an hour

later for “calling over,” Miss Mas.

singham eyed them grimly. “You

are late,” she szid coldly. *Why, may I
ask?”

“Please. we've heen needleworking for the
garden-party, and we didn’t notice the time,
Miss Massinighamn,” said Betty Barton.

“You should be more punctnal next Lime,
Betty.” answered -the ress.  “Yon are
exeased now, bt do not led it cecur asain.”
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Then, when abt last all the girls were
ready and in place, weiting, the nistress
commenced to call out the names of the
Fourth Formers in alphabetical order.

Each girl answored her name promqﬂy,
and soon the roll was taken, with no black
marks being made against the absentees.

But several of the girls were looking along
the lines questioningly. ubt no word was
said unti]%\iisx Massingham_gave the order
to dismiss, The other rolls had becn called
some few minutes prcvinusl{.

“I say,” cried Tess Trelawny when the
mistress had gone, “Terosa Tempest—I
didn’t know she was out, and I didn’t hear
her name called!’” R

“It wasn't!” said Grace Garfield.

“Then she must have a late pass out,”
opined Madge Minden.

“8ho did,” said Judith- Grandways with
a nod, “Jolly handy having an aunt for
& mistress.”

“You mean that Teresa got a pass from
Miss Redgrave without a proper reason—by
favouritism 7" asked Polly Linton quickly.

Cora noddod.

*“Why not ?” sho asked coolly. “I know
1 would if Miss Redgrave were my aunt.”

Polly Linton sniffed scornfully.

“I dare say you wonld!’” she answered
curtly. “But I don't think it’s playing the

ame.  In fact, I think it is very mean of
Miss Redgrave. Don’t you, Betty 1™

Polly looked hard at her chum. But Betty
Barton remained silent, a slight frown upon
her forchead.

“Well, I think it’s mean. oven if Betty
doeen’t,” seid Grace Garfield. “ Perhaps
Betty would have liked to be with Teresa
and share the late pass 7’ suggested Grace.

Cora Grandways laughed.,

“Teresa doesn't want anything to do with
8 charwoman’s daughier!” she sneered,
“Betty may think she can erawl round, but
Teresa wouldu't have her, not even to clean
her boots!”
don’t know what you mean quite,
Cora,” said Betly quietly.

Belore Cora could reply, Grace Garficld
spoke up.

“Look here, Betly DBarton!” she said,
“TI'm not afraid to speak, even if the others
are. It scems a bit queer to me that you've
taken such a sudden liking to Teresa Tém-
pest. We don’t like Teresa, and you, who
profess to have such a contempt for Cora
and Judith, cortainly ought not to like her.”
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It was very dplain speaking, and Betty
could not misunderstand Grace’s meaning.

“You—you think that I am a snob ?” she
cried quickly, her faco very red. “You
think that I am——

Betty broke off and stared in surprise,
mingled with dismay. For into the hall
came Miss Sumnrlicldy, the headmistress, and
the headmistress’ face wore an unusally
severe frown.

A silence fell, and Miss Somerficld stoppod
before the Fourth Formers,

“This afternoon,” said Miss Somerfield,
“T posted in the hall a notice inviting you
to a garden-party, I little dreamed when I
posted that notice,” went on the head-
misiress in sad tones, “that I should have
to take it down again and rescind the
invitation

* Re-rescind
Madge Minden.

“I am pained to say, Fir}s,” she resumed,
““that a girl from this school—from this very
form, in fuct—has so misbehaved hersolf in
Mrs. Norton Davis’' prosence as to compel
that lady to write to me, saying that, since
the scene she witnessed this afternoon, she
finds it impossible to entertain any 3Mor-
cove girl at her garden-pariy.”

There was a gasp, and the girls looked
from one to another in dismay.

“Hands up the’ gitls who have been in
Barnscombe to-day,” said the headmistress.

There was a show of hands then, quite
halt the Form.apparently had been into the
town that afternoon, for there had been mo

the invitation!"  echoed

girl has sullied the name of her
school,” said Miss Somerfield sternly, “and
it is one of the girls who went to Barns-
combe to-day. I know how you were all
looking forward to this treat. Now it is
cancelled, and you have one of your own
number to blame ("

Without another word the headmistress
turned on her heel and left the reom,
* Who did it 1"

“Yes, who was the girl 17

Mad Miaden, Tess Trelawny, Grace
Garﬁn]ﬁ, and half a dozen others. took up
the indiinant questions as the headmistress
lefi. the hall, and soon the girls were staring
at once another mutely,

. Then Polly Linton stepped forward, a
light of nn§er in her oyes. Betty tried to
clutech her friend's sleeve, but Polly shook

her pff, .
kpow!” cried Pollv. “It was Teresa
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Tempest. I am sure of et

Hett{ and I
saw hér with a friend in Bar Sha
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But. Betty hung back.

was all dressed u
“Teresa!” breathed the girls.

"0]1, the mean thing!” said Tlla.

'And T shan’t be able to wear my best
dres: groaned Graco Garfield.

“Nor [1” came a chorus,

“And all through Terosa, {not”

“My word, wait till she comes in!” ex-
cl.umcd \Imlge Minden.

And the angry .exclamations and fieree
Jooks boded exceedingly ill for Teresa Tom-
pest when she should arrive.

Bed-time came, and no sign of Teresa.
The Form, b(-1|| au and  disappointed,
tramped up to bed, %‘lt 0 sooner was the
dormitory door shut as the last
tered, than it was
girl cutored—a
coat and a school hi

girl en-
ushed open again and a
Fn wearing a long, dark

“ Cheerio ! called Teresa coolly, and
sauntered Jto Ler bed.
“Well 2
It was Madge Minden who spoke, end

Madge’s tone was very grim

Teresa mrned and gazed coolly at the in-
furiated M She took some hairpins
from her hair, whmh fell dewn her back in
Jung, luxuriant waves.

“Yes, you ecan well stand there as if
nothing hed happened!” snapped Madge
Minden ecrossly. “You ought to be
ashamed of yourself!"

Teresa shrugged her shoulders.
“I don’t know what you are thinking

about,” she sneered, “and you wuuld oblige
me greatly by not getting excited.”

"Listen to me, Teresa Tempest!” eried
Madge, “You were in Barnscombe this
afternoon, weren’t you 1

Teresa procceded to brush her haiv, but
mnde no reply.

ke her answerP cried Tess Tre-
law: “Put her on trial. Make Betty
the ]udge, and we can be the jury.”’

“That’s a good idea!” cried Madge
eagerly, “Here, put a chair on Betty’s bed.
someone, Lock the door. We'll have a
proper trial and sentence hera. Things have
‘gone bayond a joke now.”
ickly the preparations were made. A

chair was stoo n Betty’s bed, and over
_ the back of the ugnur was ﬂung a blanket.

ThoNgzrls stood round in a ring.

Betty,” said b',[adgﬂ “You take
:hhc Judgns chlxr, dear—I mean, your wor-

be the.judge, Madge,” she
smd nwkwurdly “I—I'd rather not.”
“Don’t be

silly,” said Madge, “TUp you

got
The girls looked at Betty and smiled
meaningly Detty made up her mind

quickly, and climbing to the bed, scated
herself 'in the chair.

“Who's defending ?* asked Madge briskly.

"Ik}} defend her,” said Cora Grandways
quic]

"Aml I'll be counsel for the prosecu-
tion,” spoke up Madge Minden. “I shall
muuv hemg that.”

“We get over it quickly, anyway!”
s\mppcﬂ "Tevesa,

“Prisoner,” said Madge ‘\lmden sternly,
fixing Teresa with her eye, “ you were scen
in Barnscombe this afternocon, and you are
charged with creating a disturbance there,
so  that one Mrs, Norton-Davis becamo
annoyed at the tment of a girl repre-
senting this school; and, furthermore, you
are charged with brmng disgrace on the
fair name of the Fourth Form at Mor-
cove.”

“Oh, stop all this tmnf(?nferyI" said
Teresa, stamping hcr foot. you want
to know, I was in Bamscomhe \v:th my
friend Damaris, and also I may tell you
there was a bit of a scen o.”

“Then you plead * Guilty ” I” cried Madgo

-
]

Minden. ou are the girl who upset
Mrs. Davis 1"’
““And a_good joh, too!"’ snapped Teresa,

Madge Mmden ﬂushed. then she turned
to the gltls. ¢ Guilty * or *not Guilty '™

“GuiltyI”’ came a chorus that more re-
sembled a howl than anythmg else,

“Then sentence her, judge,” said Madge,
lcakmg éx at Betty, on whom now all eyes
were fixes

Eagerly

they waited for lha sentence,
but

cf:t.y Barton did not speak.

“Go on, Betty!” said Madge, with a
frown,

She wondered what was delaying her
chunr’s verdiet. Polly herself would not
have hesitated a moment.

Twico Betty half-opcned her mouth to
speak, but no word escaped her lips.

“Send her to Coventryr eried Madge
Minden. ‘“Go on, Bett;
shook her head.
thmk we might give Rer another
chance,”” she said,

Thore was a gasp at that, and Madge
Minden stepped % rward.
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* Detty,”” she whispered, “what's the
matter? They’ve judged her guilty. You
must sentence her, Send her to Coventry !

But Betty stili shook her head, though
her face was flushed. Bho could not hel
the whispered remarks that the other girls
were passing. © She knew that they were
thinking this more evidence that she wanted
to gain, favour with Teresa. DBut she could
not help that. To send Teresa to Coventry
would ﬁc to break her promise to the mis-
tress, and that she could never do!

Teresa Tempest threw back her head and
lau'ghed.

‘‘If the game is finished: she began.

Madge Minden broke in furiously.

“The game is mot finished,” she said.
“I don't know what is the matter with
Betty, but if she won’t pass sentence,
will Teresa Teinpest, you are sentenced
to Coventry for a week !

* Hear, hear!’ came a cry.

Grace Garfield stood up.

“And anyone speaking to ber will he
sent to Coventry, too!” she amended, with
a mcaning glance at Betty Barton.

The next day saw Teresa Tempest, to all

arance, utterly scornful of the sentence
that had been passed upon her.

She held her proud head very high, and
took her place in class as though nothing
had happened. -

ftor a morning and afterncon of silence,
Teresa added a remark to Judith Grand-
ways. The girl coughed awkwardly, and
turned her head away. Teresa shrugged
her shoulders then, but when, during the
evening, she was by hewself, she fell to
brooding.

The study she shared with the Grand-
ways was hers alone now., The other occu-
pants” were in the common-room,

‘The girl had lit a fire, not because she
was cold, but for companionship. She had
drawn back the curtains and opened the
window wide, so that the air in the room
should not become oppressive.

She sat over the fire, leaning forward in
her chair, gazing into the smouldering
embers. It was depressing. What memories
those embers stirred!

For the first time she realised how happy
she might have made her life at Morcove,

But 't was too late nmow. They would
not speak to her, let alone cheer her. She
was the outcast, ignoved, treated as though
ho did not exist, 4

Bhe had boasted, swanked, pretended she
But she did care! She knew

”

b care.

‘give her a chance.

that now. And they had been willing to
They had given her
every opportunity. But she had offended
everyone even her aunt.

As the fire died still lower in the grate,
she rose to her feet, a sudden resolution
made as she thought of her aunt.

This silence—these flickering shadows—
&he could bear them no longer. She must
speak to someone, hear some voico speaking
to her, She resolved to go to her aunt.

Even as she walked across tho room the
door of the study epened.

As sho tried to identify tho newcomer,
she realised for the first timo how dark it
had become. She™ could no longer hear
shouts from the hockey-field, It must be
quite late.

“Who—who's that?"’ she asked, a trifle
huskily,

The newcomer had erossed the room, and
Teresa felt.a hand placed lightly on her
shoulder. i

“It is I, Betty Barton!™

Toresa started.

“Betty Darton!”. she breathed. “What
do you want ?"”

he captain of the Fourth Form gripped
the girl’'s avn and pushed her Ihto a chair,

“Want?”? asped  Detty. “I  want
nothing, T only want to help you_”

“You must want something,”” said Teresa
bitterly, looking up. Fr'renﬁs always want
qurlm:tt.h'i_ng. I've never had a friend yet who

idu’t,

“Then, Teresa, you've never yet had a
real friend,”’ said Betty., *“True friends
are not like that. Lebt me help you, please

want to! When you arc out of (}Puvenv
try you will be given a chance. Why don’f
fro“ take up games—try to forget your
home and the luxuries and freedom you had
there 1" .

Teresa remained silent, thinking. In her
present depressed and unhappy mood she
felt tho nced of a friend as she had never
felt before,

“Do—do you think there’s a chance?”
she asked. " “I mean, will they speak to

me if—if I'm not—not so haughty? But
I'm not used to school life at all.””

“I know—I know,” said DBelity. “But, *
Teresa dear, do try!”

Teresa Tempest bowed her Lead.

“I have been mean all along,” she said,
in a thoroughly repentant mood. “I have
been rudo to annt, and I'm going . to

apologise.”

“You are?’ cried Detty, “Oh, Teresa,
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that is splendid I’ And Betty's cyes shone
with genuine pleasure. She gnpged tho
new girl’s hand firmly. * Teresa,” she whis-
pered, “you will soon become one of the
mnost popular girls in the Form. T know
‘you will. Let us go and see your aunt at
once.””

Within a few minutes both girls were in
Miss Redgrave’a study.

The mistress was greatly surprised at this
sndden change of front, and while Teresa
stood with hanging hecad, Betty rapidly ex-
plained all that had happened.

*“Oh, Teresa!” sighed tho mistress, her
face quite bright_and happy, a thing it had
not been since her niece’s arrival at the
school. **And you genuinely mean to alter
your ways?"”

“¥Yes, aunt,” murmured Tercea.

Yet now she was beforo the mistress, and
she felt forgiveness was within her reach,
she became moro confident.

“‘I mean to alter,” she continued. “I
can see that I have done wrong. I didn't
mean to get all the girls kept away from
Mrs, Norton-Davis’' garden-party, 1 didn’t,
really, aunt!”’

“I know—I know!"" said Miss Redgrave.
“But you acted vory foolishly, dear, and I

think you ought to apologise to Mrs.
Davis——"

“I will do it!" she eried. “If Miss
Somerfield will let me see Mrs. Norton-

Davis, I will apologise to her.
Betty took Teresa’s arm and pressed it
Together they went from the study,
watched by the mistress, from whoso mind
a weight had been lifted by this sudden
reformation of Teresa.

Out in the passago there was a crowd of

irls.

E“\thb does this mean, Betty?’ de-
manded Mndqp Alinden, pointing scornfully
to Teresa, ‘You know that girl's in
(.‘ovcutr;y 1

* Yow're h'ying to win favour with her!”’
encered Grace Garfield, “*What did 1 tell
Yyou, girls?”

“Mind your own businese!” snapped
Teresa, more in her usnal style. “If Betty
Barton chooses to speak to me, that’s her
business '

Madge Minden ignored her.

“I'm not speaking to you,” she said
curtly. She turned to Betty Barton, “Are
you going to speak to this girlf Vou know
sho’s disgraced the school and the Form,
Betty.”

Betty Barton bit her lip and looked at
Madge.

. “Teresa has reformed,” she said.
is going to change her ways.”
t this there was a burst of laughter.

* ancy we'vo
scoffed Mmlgﬁ Minden. olly 17
. But Polly Linton was taking a back part
in this scenc, and she said not a word, but
looked hard and pleadingly at Betty.

“You still mean to speak to her?” asked
Norah Nugent to Betty, pointing to Teresa,

Betty nodded.

“Yes, I—"" she began.

“Then I'm finished with you!” said
Norah curtly. “And I think the Form had
better look out for a mew captain.’

“‘Hear, hear!”

Betty Barton flushed, and opened her
mouth to speak. Dut she shut it again, as
the girls turned their back upon her and
commenced to walk away.

*“Bhe

CHAPTER 17.
A Much-needed Lesson!

5 ERESA!”
I Betty looked into thg new girl’s
study. Tercsa was there, quite alone,

crusing a fashion paper.

She looked up at the captain of the
Fourth. frowned sli hlsly‘ ihen smiled,

*“Hallo?” she snig. “Comg inl "These
silly duffers seom to be kecping up their
frozen attitude !’

Betty entered the room and crossed to
the girl. She could sec that Teresa, though
sho treated the matter lightly, was still
affocted by the silence which even Cora and
Judith Grandways were maintaining.

It was the evoning following Teresa's

raiseworthy decision to apologiso to Mrs.
P\'ortonrDavia for #he scone in the village,
and Betty had come (o inform Teresa that
permission had been obtained for them to

go. 5

Taogether they went down the stairs and
out of the school. :

“I suppose it won't take long #” mused
’I;]eggfn. “We can get a train at the station,
£l

Betty nodded,

“Yes, there will be a_ train from Mor-
cove Road,” she answered,

It was a splendid evening and very
pleasant for wnﬁcing, but it was obvious
that that means of transit did not appeal to
Teresa. As a car flashed by che locked nt
it enviously.



48

““That’s

the way to- travel,’’ she
grumbled.

“0Of course, wo've got soma
cars at hom P

o
She broke off and stared ahcad. The car
that had flashed by them had drawn up,
and the giri driving glanced round.
“My word!” cxclaimed Teresa.
thet's Damaris Leander !’
“Damaris "’ said Betty,

were with—" .
It was not at all to Betty's

“Why,
“The girl you

She frowned.
liking that this girl should appear on the
scene NoOW.

Teresa did not heed Deily, but van for:
ward, her face hrif(ht with pleasure. And
Betty, perforce, followed, but at a walk.

The girl in the car leaned back and gave

a nod.

*Cheerio, Teresa!” she said. *“ Whither
bound 7"

“Ih? Oh, Barnscombe ! said Teresa.

Meeting this girl, all her old ways and
mannerisms, all her swank and airy manner,

camo back. She did not like to teli

Damaris that she was on her way to

apologise to Mrs. Neorton-Davis.
“Barnscombe I’ eried Damaris, *Then

jump in; I'm going there!” y
In her momentary excitement ab meeting
PDamaris, Teresa forgot all about Betty.

“Right-ho!"’ she said, and opened the

cor.

In she climbed, with a shout to Betty to
jump in, But before Betty could follow,
ths car had moved off, and Betty—she was
too amazed at first to realise what had hap-

ened.

chhen she shouted, but the noise of the
car moving off drowned her ehout. There
in the ruagwny sha stood, staring in amaze-
ment after the fast-moving car.

Teresa Tempest had gone, and left her to | |,

walk!

But the new girl, looking back, saw whal
had happened.

“Damariz!”’ she cried. * Betty Barton!
That girl I was with! We've left her
behind I

““Left her behind ! said Damaris. *“Who
is she?™

“©h, that girl who spoke to me the other
day when T was with you!” she said.

“That girl!"” said Damavis scornfully.
“1 thought you weren’t friends with her?
You told me she was a charwoman’s
daughter, or something—"

“I-well—"" stammered Teresa, then
lapsed into silence.  “ Anywav, T suppose |

THE TROUBLE-MAKER OF
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can wait for her in ’anzéombe. She is

sure to catch a train,

“Yes, of course,” shmﬁged Damaris.
“Please yourself, you know!'”

The car was simply leaping along the
lanes, and the spoedometer, as esa. noted
:it]‘ a thrill, registered forty-five miles an

our. .

It was a reckless pace, and Tercsa had as
much as she could do to keep her hat on
her head.

“Ay-my word!” she nspcd. “This ia
moving, you know! I don't like to go at
this pace. It's a bit risky.”

Even heedless Teresa was awed for once.

They were in the town now, and Damaris
half-turned her head.

“Where shall I stop, Teresa?’ she asked.

“Oh, anywhere!" said the gixl. “I1 don’c
suppose Betty will arrive for a long time.’’

The car slowed tp, and Damaris steered
it to & kerb, where it came to a standstill.

“Well, if your fricnd’s not coming yet,””
she said, “what do you say to tea ?”

Teresa had already had tea at the school,
but_she nodded, not wishing to decline the
invitation of this finely dressed compaiion
of hers.

Damaris looked round thoughtfully, then
operated the self-starter, The engine
purred, and the car moved forward.

*We'll make it the River Café,” she said.
“That’s a decent sort of place, and there’s
dancing there.” L

Teresa had no objection at all, so
Damaris, who apparently knew the small
town very well, stees e car down a
side turning that led to the river, On the
right was the River Café. Damaris ran the
car on to a stretch of grass by the water's

dee.
'%m’esn alighted, and her companion fol-
W

owerl.

“This way,” said Damaris, and strolled
inta the café,

All thoughts of Betty Barton had now
gone from E‘eresa’s mind. She always loved
the sound of clinkin chs, mingled with
laughter and song. Somechow it seemed to
fit in with her peculiar temporament.

Out on the lawn behind the café tables
were placed, #nd people sat at them sippin,
coffee or lemonade through straws, and
munched dainty cakes.

Damaris ordered two iced drinks, then
she lit a cigarette and vuffed away.

“Long time in bringing things, these

ople,”” she said. “Come for a stroll.”
And she rose from her chair,
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Teresa not unwillingly followed suit, and
together they strolled along the lawn.

* A Dbeautiful river,”’ said Damiaris, uﬁm
ing the scenery thoughtfully, “and that
mill ‘there is, picturesque, don’t you think 7"

“Very,” nodded Teresa, with just a casual
glance at the fine old mill, which stood
slightly to the left, its wheel turning
rapidly as the water roared upon it.

“Rapid stream,” said Damaris; “ come on
to the towpath.”

At the bottorn of the long lawn was an
iron gate, leading on to ihe riverside, and
throngh this the girls wont. .

“T onee sketched the mill,” said Damaris.
“You know——" E

Woof! Woof!

At that sudden, angry bark, the smartly
dressed girl jumped, and turned round.

But there was no danger. The dog that
had barked was behind the railings of a
garden. On the fence was a “ Beware of the
Dog " notice. But the huge mastif looked
harmless enough. .

“J¥ierce thing!” snapped Damaris. “It
quite frightened me!”

Before Teresa could stop her, she had
picked up a stone and hurled it at the dog.

“There!” she cried. “Now don’t make
that noisc again!”

As the stone thudded cruelly against his
ribs the dog gave a howl of pain that
changed almost instantancously to a roar of
rage.

He came at the railing with a rosh.

Damaris Leander gave a scream,

“My word!” she cried. “He is coming
for us. Run, Tercsa, run!*’

Both girls turned togeiher, for the dog
looked perfectly ferocious,

“Run!” cried Damaris again. “The car’s
at the top of lhe towpath.’

'ho posts across the path were just ahead,
and the two girls rcached them almost to-
gether. They were far too excited to think
of slipping under the bar that erossed, and
‘there was only roomn enough for one to get
through at a time.

“Let mo t  throngh—let me  get
t'hmufh ? shrieked Damaris, quivering
with fear,

Roughly she pushed Teresa eside and tore
belwween the posts.

It was a sudden revelation of the girls
true, cowardly natuave. he had run on,
not earing what happened to her friend.

“ Wait for me, Damaris!” ¢ried Teresa.

Bhe glanced round, The dog was down
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now on the towpath, and, seeing the girls
running, set off in chase of them.

x
She strained every muscle, fear lending

her wings. Then her foot caught a trailing
root of a tree.

Thud! i

Down on the towpath sho went, all the
breath knocked out of her body. She could
hear tho dog behind her.

She jumped to her feet, The dog was
almost upon her. Teresa, with a sercam,
her hands in the air, drew back a fatal step.

In the excitement of the moment she had
forgotten that she stood upon the river's

brink. She took one step too many, and
with a tremendous splask went into the
river.

The dog paused just for a fraction of a
second, then raced on after the still-flecing
figure of Damaris,

“Help! Oh, help!” shrieked Teresa.

But Damaris Leander did not hear, or, if
she did, made no sign. Not once did she
look round ro see whetlier or not her chum
was following.

Of her friend’s danger Damaris heeded
nof.,

Teresa was being carried awey by tle
strcam! She loocked up, and for the first
time remembered the mill.

There it was in front of her, the wheel,
turning with roaring regularity, churning
the water.

And still the unmerciful stream carried
her on. Teresa almost fainted, then she
struck out with fresh vigour. But she could
make no headway against the stream, for her
ankle ached pamfully, and she knew that
in falling she must have twisted it.

Nearer and neaber to the turning wheel.
A black curtain scemed to drop before the

girl's 3
“Help!” sha shrieked. *Oh, help, help!
I shall be drowned!”

And then, like a voice from afar, came
an answering_ecry.

“Hold on; I am coming!"’ 1

Teresa half-turned and sank like a stone.
In that brief second memories of her selfish
life crowded through her brain,

Suddenly a fiem hand teok her under thu
annpits as she came up to the surface. A
low, swoct-sounding volce said in her car:

“Don’t struggle!”

Teresa choked; she could searcely breathe.
She kicked out, then suddenly became siill,
a dead weight upon her nnknown rescuer,

And the eirl that had dived in to her
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rescue—what a task she had!
were set and hor strokes long.
she was used to the water,

Gone were Teresa’s curls. Her hair was
o wet mass, but she was lost to the world
now, quite unconseious,

The girl from the mill, who had seen the
whole cccurrence, swam strongly, and at
overy stroke drew the unconscious schoolgirl
away from the dreaded wheel,

And now on the bank appeared anothor
figure—a schoolgirl—who bhad arrived jusk
ion late to do as the girl from the mill had

But her teeth
Evidently

girl was Betty Barton. As she saw
sa's brave rescuer was making for the
opposiie bank, where there was no cwrrent,
Botty raced along the towpath and crossed
by the bridge that ran thirough the mill.

On the other side she waited, and v.hen ad
last the girl, with her unconscious burden,
ne near -enough, Betty leaned over,
grasped the girl’s hand and dragged her
“up.

“My word! How brave that was!"
cluimed Betty, unable to concea! her admiin-
tion. **1t was at the risk of your life, and—-
and for a girl yon do not know,”

“Ii was nothing,” said the other softly.

She was quite a young girl, and Betiy's
isc made her flush. She dropped to her
ices, and giiickly eommenced to apply arti-
I respiration,

Betty lent 2 band, ond anxionsly they
watched for signs of life.

For a long time Teresa remained a wl
limp figure: then Betty, waiching careft
zave a glad ery.

“Hhe lives—oh, she lives!”

Teresa Tempest had opened her eyes, -

She blinked round, looked at Betiy, then

dddered,

Oh, the wheel—the wheel!” she mut-

[.nmj(l, then shuddered agair,
“IPs

h

all right,” said tho strange girl
soothingly.  “¥You are safe now—q

sale,”
Teresa turned her almost lifeless oyes to

selly,

“You did this,” she exclaimed, “and
Damaris.”

y shook her head.

s the girl who rescued you, this
ve givl,” she said, turning to the un-
10WN rescuer,
Teresa Tempest sat up suddenly.

" she exclaimed, staring at the girl.
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“You did it! T don’t know you! You did
this for me—me, whom you don’t know ?"

Her voice trailed off.

“Why not 7” asked the girl. “T saw that
fmu‘ friend had run off—saw that you were
eft alone in the water.”

“And you rescued me?"’ finished Teresa
hoarsely.” * You rescued me and—and I am
nothing to you! Damaris—"

“8he is a false friend,” sail Betty.
Teresa—-Teresa, this is a lesson
Dam is no friend.”

Ter Ier mind full of remarse, nodded.
Then a shiver ran through her.

“Come,” said the girl who had resened
her. “You mmust dry your clothes. I live
here by the m Come with me.”

Between thein. they raised the exhausted
Teresa and led her 1o the house that stood
by the mill. -

“And you—you, too, nend u change!™
gasped Teresa, looking at her rescuer,

Then Betty smilod. Tt was the first un-
solfish remark she had ever heard Teresa
make. This was a new Teresa, a_girl who
Lad learnt & lesson ta think of others,

“0h,
to you!

*Here they come!”

There was quite a crowd of girls at the
gatoway at Morcove School *when Betty
and Teresa at length got back. It was
past calling-over time, and the girls were
curious and not a little anxious about the
absence of the two girls,

“Fino thing when our captain goes oui
like this, with a girl who has been scut to

Coventry by the Form,” said Grace Gar-
field. .
“Why,” exclaimed Norah Nugent, as tho

two givls came neaver, “what's happened 17

And there were gasps of amazement,

For Teresa Tempest wore no hat, her
dress was serewed up—in faet, it was not a
school dress at all, but n neat, though fav
from smart and well-fitting, serge dress,
one that the givl who lived by the mill had
lent. Teresa.

“What a shabby dress!" eried Tlla
Elgood. "1 say, Tevesa—"
“What's wrong, Betty?’ aked Dolly

Linton amazed, taking her chuni’s arn.
“There's been a slight aceident,” sanl

Beity. “Teresa fell in the river and a givl

resened her.” . i
‘here were eries of amazement at this.
“How did it happen ?” eried several girls,
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But Teresa did not answer, and Betty, she
did not stop either.

Whon she reached her study, Teresa flung
herself into a chair.

“I want to think,” she said to Betty. “I
want to think. I've been a fool. I realise
that now. I have been sclfish; and that
girl to-day—she rescued me at the risk of
her life, while my one friend -

Teresa left the rest of her remark to be
imagined.

Betty nodded.

“I understand,” she said, with bright eyes.
#0Oh, Teresa, I am so glad you sce things
in that light.” :

And Betty quictly shut the door.

CHAPTER 18.
Called to Account,

T !
Betty Barton looked up, and

Teresa Tempest, tho other occupant

of Study No. 7, gave a slight start.

The study belonged to Cora and Judith
Grandways, but it was also sbared by
Teresa Tempest. At the present moment,
however, Cora_and Judith were absent.

“Who is this?” asked the new
“Someone clse to make inguiries.
in, silly!”

The door opened, and Teresa's jaw
dropped slightly. TFor the visitor she had
addressed as “silly  was pone other than
Miss  Massingham, the Fourth Iorm
mistress |

“Good-evening 1’ frowned the mistress.

“We—we didn't know it was you, Miss
Massingham,” stammered  Botty. “We
thought that it was some girl—"

“Presumably,” said the mistress coldly.
Her brow was dark, and Beity could see
that there was trouble ahead,” “Teresa,”
went on the mistress, with a glare at the
new g}i‘ri. who was lounging in an armchair,
“the headmistress wants you in her study
immediately, And, Betty, you had better
come, too.”

“ M-miss
Teresa. ©

But catching a quick glance from Betiy,
she said no more.

“Come !” said the mistress, and opened
the study door wider for the girls to pass
through. 5

Miss Massingham led the .vay to the

girl.
Come

Somerfield wants me?” asked

7

beadmistross’ study in silence.

“Come in!" said Miss Somerfield’s 1oice
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in unusually stern tones. And the two girls
and thoe mistress entered.

Teresa, hor hands clusped, eyed the head-

mistress almost ohallengingly.

“Teresa Tempest!” said Miss Somerficld
sternly.  “ Last night you had permission
to leave the school in order to apologise
to Mre. Norton-Davis for your conduct in
the town the other day. Did you do thist”

Teresa held her hoad upright.

“1 did not, Miss Somer(ﬁ:ld," she said.
“T intended to, but—"

“But  what?” said the headmistress
quickly. " You had permission to lcave the
school, only on the understanding that you
would go to Mrs. Norton-Davis.” She
turned to Betty Barton. *“You, Betty,” she
resumned, “as captain of the Form, and
Teresn's companion on the mission, why
did you not sce that my wishes were carried

ut ¥

Betty flushed uncomfortably,

Then Teresa spoke up.

“It was my fault, l\giss Somerfield,” sho
said steadi “Betty could not help her-
self. A friend of mine came along in a
car, and offered me a lift—for the moment
1 forgot all about Betty Barton.”

“Forgot!” ecxclaimed Miss Somerficld.
“What story is this yon are telling me?
And who was this friend 7"

“ A—a friend of mine,” said Teresa
vagu. v “You don’t know her, Miss
Somerecsl, Anyway, T forgot, and she and
I went to tea somewhere.”

The girl's outspokes aml almost challeng-
ing tones dumbfounded v wadmistress,
who did not scom to know qaie wna. to
say. She looked at Miss Massingham, and
that lady shrugged her shoulders.

“You are a very difficult girl, Teresa,”
said Miss Somerfield. _* How to punish you,
I don't quite know. Last night your aunt,
Miss Redgrave, told me that you were re-
pentant  of your folly—that you had
decided to reform. That is why I was so
willing to let you go yesterday to Mrs.
Norton-Davis, ~ You have misused the
freedom I gave you. On_your own con-
fession you went to tea. Really, you scem
incorrigible I”

o Miss Somerficld!” pleaded Betty.

“Pleaso, please give Teresa a chance. 1
am sure there is good in her. It was only
thoughtlossness—-—""

“Silenco!” said Miss Somerfield sternly.
“You, Betty, should have thought of that
before, and have looked after this givl.
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it is, the slur still remains on the name of
tho school. Through 'Teresa’s conduct in
the town the ether day no Morcove girl
may go to tho garden-party Mrs. Norton-
Davis is giving to-morrow. No one is more
sorry than I that her invitation to the
school should have been withdrawn.”
Toresa scemed to swallow something in

her throat. .
she said, “I will

“Miss  Somerfield,”
apologise.  Let me go again to-day, and

The headmistress brought her clenched

hand down with a thump upon the table
before her.
. “Silence, Tervesal!” she eried. “Do you
think you will be allowed to repeat your
eseapade® You have acted stupidly and
thoughtlessly. I wrote to Mrs. Norton-
Davis telling her you would come last night.
Now-——" The mistress shrugged her
shoulders. “In her eyes the school must
appear more Wl-manncred than ever. 1
cannot let you go again, Teresa. "T'here is
now ouly ouc course open to me.”

Betty Barton’s heart sank. As she had
feared, Miss Somerfield had taken the
blackest view of the whole circumstance. If
only DMiss Somerfield had known of that
aceident of the night before! The captain
of the Fourth gave her companion anc
glance, and mado as though to speak.

“Stop!” hissed Teresa in her car, anu
pinched Betty's arm. “I can stand it.”
8o the story of Teresa’s fall into the
river was not told.

“Please do not whisper,” ordered the
hendmistress severely, *Teresa Tempest,
you will be gated for the rest of the week—
kept within school bounds. You under-
stand ?”

At first Teresa did not reply;
look crossed her face. But a ta
arm from Betty changed her mind.

“1 uaderstand, iss Somerfield,” she

said.

Tho beadmistress nodded.

“Then the intérview is closed,” she said.
“You will return to your studics. But
fist, Betty- "

“Yes, Miss Somerfield I”

“Betty, you will be more careful in
future. When you are placed in charge of
a girl, do not let her wander off at will
wi(?: any companions she may choose. I am
not at all satisfied with Teresa's account of
her adventures last night—-"

Teresa turned back from the door.

a sullen
on the
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“Betty couldn’t help it,” she said. .“Tt
was my fault. There—there was an accident,
I fell in the river—that was how I forgot
the apology. And the girl I was with was
Damaris Leander, a friend of my mother’s.”

“A friend of your mother’s!” said Miss
Somerfield. “Oh!”

Then, as she said nothing more, the two
girls went fromn the study.

Outside in the passage was Polly Linton.

“ Betty,” said Polly, “what is it? Have
}'ouJ!.won punished?  Has Miss Somerfield

Betty Barton shook her head.

“Tt 1z all vight, Polly dear,” she auswered.

“But that girl!” exclaimed Polly,™ point-
ing scornfully to Teresa, “She would not
mind gelting you into trouble. She has
got you inio disgrace before.  Ob, why do
you bother’ about lier now, Deily dear?
Wo have both tried——"

You mind you own business!” snapped

Teresa, in something like her old toncs.

And then Betty had io act the part of
peacemdker. Sho stepped between the two
girls, and gave Polly a pleading look,

“Polly,” she whispered, “trust me, please
—trust me!  This will be all right. Tercsa
is a different girl now. I can't explain,
Only give her a chance 1"

Polly hesitated, and then shrugged her
shouldors.

“1 suppose you're right, Belty,” she
answered rather shortly. “You usually
e

And Polly Linton turned on her heel,

“That gnl!™ said Teresa, with a slight
sncer.  ““What a mad-brained, harum-
senram she is!”

“Polly is my friend, Teresa,” said Betly
gently,

The old Teresa—the Teresa Morcovo had
first known—would have made some snappy
reply to that. But this was the new Teresa,
changed by the rescue from the river.

“YI'm sorry,” she said.

She pushed open the door of Study No. 7,
and togother tho two went inside.” It was
quite dark now, and Teresa lit the gas.

That ornate, expensively furnished room1
Teresa glanced round. How empiy all this
gilded show seemed! ~ What did all this
avail her? She answered for herself—
nothing !

“0Oh, Betty,” she said, looking up,'* what
a fool I have been! All along you have
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be.sn right. I have been selfish—mean. I
see that now, That girl last night showed
me reason. When I think of the unselfish

way she dived into the river to rescue me

A glad l:iht shone in the eyes of the
captain of the Fourth Forin as she leaned
towards Teresa,

“Teresa,” she whispered, “I am so glnd
I know now that you hmc altered. AI
your old boasting is gone. Ior you to—"

Abruptly Betty broke off in the middle
of ber sentence, to glanco up as the door
opened,

Into the study came a crowd of girls, and
Betty and Teresa jumped to iheir feet.

“ My--my graclousl exclaimed Betty.
“What does this mean "

The foremost girl, who was Grace Gar-
field, pointed to Teresa.

“Mean!” lsughed Grace. “Why, woe
want to know the reason why you, Betty
Barton, the captain of the Form, accom-

panﬁ that gu-l--ﬁ.hub swank—when she goes
cr flaunts ?”

Betty did not reply, and Teresa smiled,
and shrugged her sgouldc,rs

“We're not going to stand it,” said Ella
Elgood, and there was a murmur of
approval.

“You've swanked and boasted,” ox-
claimed Norah Nugent, “and now through
you we've been forbidden to go near Mis.
Norton-Davis’ house. We've missed ihat
garden-party, and all through you!”

Teresa remained silent.

“That's right, sit like a dummy!” said
Grace Garlield. “I hope you pgot into the
row you deserved this evening!” She
turned to linu.y Barton. “As for you,”
she said, you'rc as bad as Teresa! I'm
finished Wllll you both1”

“And 11"

It was a regular chorus. One angry look
more did the erowd give the twe girls, ithen
the door slammed.

“Good riddance!” said Teresa instantly.

Then her expression seemed to undergo a
ra{ml ehange,

Botty,” she muttered, “do you think I
should apologise to them? Would it help?”

B--try smiled,

Jmlu ise ” she eried. “I am sure it
woul lmF Teresa, How glad I am you
thought of it. They will know then that
you are sorry for what has happencd., They
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cannot help judging you by the way you
ve acted in tho past.”
know,” said Teresa. “I know. But I

P
will try to’ be different, I will, Betty.”
And Betty could see that she meant 1t.

CHAPTER 19.
An Urgent Summons,
OMING down to the gates?”
Teresa linked ber arm in Betty's
and looked at that girl with a

smile.

It was Wednesday, the morning of the
garden-party, and, breakfdst over, the girls
were whiling away the interval before the
start of the nmrnmg- lessons,

“Down to the gates ¥ asked Betty in sur-
prise. *“ Why

b Postumu.' answnrnd Teresa. “I'm ex-
pecting a letter and a remittance from my
mother. The postmman scems to be lute, £0
I thought we might go and meet him.”

Betty nodded her head.

“ Right-ho!” she said. “I'll come.”

Bo they wandered down to the gabcs..
There were several Fourth-Formers in the
quadrangle, and they gave Teresa and
Betty looks that were very cold and un-
friendly indeed.

“Any lotters for me?” asked Teresa,
quickly stepping forward as the postman
appeared.

“Name?” asked the postman.

“Tercsa Tempest. It will be in a round

handwriting, on a blue envelope. Mother
always likes blue.”

The postman grinned.

“No blue envelopes here,” he said. “But

1 think there’s one for you, all the same,
miss. I noticed it on account of the new
name,”

*Then hand it over,” said Toresa, paiting
into place the wilful wisp of hair—much in
her old style. But then, as Betty realiscd,

it was impossible for thiz girl to dl‘cp
immediately all her old ~ habits and
mannerisms.

The postman handed out the envelope arrd
then passed on, and Teresa stared at it
quite puzzl

“I don’t know this writing,” she sail.
“Unless "—she looked at Betty—unless it's
from Damaris.”

She slit the envelope eagerly, and dver

out a folded sheet of notepaper. While s} ¢
read it, Betty watched her.
“Well,” she said, as Teresa made n¢
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sound.
Tercsa

“What is— Why,

for Teresa-—she
in her hand like

y started forward,
was starin ':h t]m letter
one in a
What is lt’
is it had news?”
The new girl shook her head dumbly, and
handed the letter o Betty.
That girl took it and perused it rapidly,
quite as surprised as her ecompanion had

" eried DBeity. *“Ob, Teresa,

‘rom the girl's mother—the girl who
:d you!” she gasped. *“Oh, Teresa,
H-—ill, and nearly dying Lln, waoman

resa took back the letter and read it
again,

“ All through me !” she muttered. “ Betty,
this girl is ilt!  She must bave caught cold
throngh that wetting the other day. And
it was all through me. All my fault. Ob,
Betty, I must see her—I must!”

She looked at the letter in her hand, and
the words swam before her eyes:

“Come if you can, Cissy is cn'[lmg for
you. She is delivious, poor child!”

“8he wants you,” said Betiy, when she,
too, had read the letter. “Bhe knows your
name, the mother says, hmui;h reading it
in your hat, which you left behind. Teresa,
,?;uA—Hus afternoon--directly after

said Teresa, then suddenly back
to her mind came the interview of the
night hefore, and the Theadmistress’
sentence.  “But, Betty,” she exclaimed,
" Miss Sonierfield has gated me. I can't
0.

“Can’t go!” repeated Betty. “Oh, T bad
forgotten that! Surely Miss Somerfield
would let you go, Teresa, if she knew! She
must !”

Toresa Tempest set her lips.

“Whether s]ne does_or doas not, Betty,”
she said, “ oing! This girl, shc
saved my lnl'c:. anﬁ now that she wants
me I must g

Belty ﬂlltﬁ‘l’el‘ .arm round the girl's waist.

“Teresn, I am glad to hear you talking
“ike I.hal. I know that you want to go.
Phis is the making of you. You must go,
amd T will ask your aunt. Miss Redgrave
will explain everything to Miss Somerlicld,
nlmvc aps we could not.

*Yon I ask her, Bettv?™

=

eried Teresn.

goodness !
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“But suppose she says ‘No’?  That will
ouly make matters worso, For I must go—
I shall go, whatever they say !

Betty shook her head, and gave the girl
a pleading look.

“If you are refused permission, you must
not go, dear,” she said. “ Teresa, you really
must not. You would be expelled.  You
know what Miss Somerfield said. She's go-
ing to keep an eye on you. And she will
be very strict about that gating

“But, Betty.” exclaimed Teresa,
must go!”

“Then I will ask Miss Redgrave,”
the captain of the Fourth Form.
come, Teresa; there goes the
lessons, ™

And into class the two went.

All that morning 'Leresa Tempest was
most inattentive, and brought words of
wrath upon her own head. Miss Massing-
ham was not a mistress to be lightly treated,
and she rapped her desk with the pointer
several times, and called Teresa to account,

And how the other givls smiled! They
felt that the girl deserved all that she was

getting. Betty gave Teresa a warning look
to be careful.

How eager Teresa was to get the morn-
ing lessons over! Bhe did not know quite
how she endured them. All the time ber
thoughts were centred on the girl who had
rescued her—the girl who was now lying
ill, erying for her in a delirium,

And Toresa was gated!

Towards the end of the lesson Miss Mass-
ingham called for silence.

* Girls,” she said, “dd not forget that all
of you are gated this afternoon.  Miss
Somerficld has taken this precaution to
make sure that no girl goes to the garden-
party.” 8he locked hard at Teresa Tem-
post. “But for one girl,” she resumed,

‘you would most of you be n'iﬂe in enjoy
yourselves at Mrs, Norton-Davis'.”

Someone started to hisg, bu \I|.-,s Mass-
m%:ham silenced it immcdiatul)

That is enough,” said tho mistross.
“Dut do not forget. Any girl scen going
out of the school—unless, of course, she re-
ceives speecial permission, which is not very
likely—will be setcle!y pnnlshcd =

At that Betty gave Teresa a
ook to tel! her it would not do
take matters in her own hands.

Lessons ended at.last, however, and there
was «quite a rush for the door. Detty -

“0h, I

said
“ But
bell  for

meaning
at all to



“THE SCHOOLGIRLS’ OWN ” LIBRARY B

crossed to Teresa's desk, and, when the
othcrs lmd gone, said:

“Teresa, I'm going to Miss Redgrave;
1t’s the only way,”

Ho Teresa, of course, agreed. Hopeful of
success, the captain of the Fourth Form,
accompanied by Teresa, went along to Miss
Redgrave's study, tapped on the door, and
entered,

Teresa waited outside,

“Miss Redgrave,” said Betty,
bave a word with you, please?”

The popular young mistress looked up.
Her face, Betty could not help noticing,
was very sad and worried. Her trouble-
some niece had told upon ber even more
than Betty had suspected.

“What is it, Betty?” she said. “ Some-
thing about Terosa? Oh, please do not say
she is in further trouble!”

Betty shook her head.

“Not in trouble, Miss Redgrave,” she
eaid. “But Monday, when Teresa went to
Barncombe, she fell in the river. A pgirl,
at great danger to herself, dived in and
saved Teresa. And now that girl is ill—
delirious—and asking for Tereza, Here is
the letter from the mother. Oh, Miss Red-
grave, please let her ”

“Let her go!” repcated the mistress
slowly, as she leaned forward to take the
letter Betty handed to her. This she

rused. Then, with marked surprise, she
ooked up.

“ Betty,” she said to the girl who was
waiting anxiously, “I can sce that this is

enuine, But—but how can I persuade

iss Somerfield? It will be difficult, very
difficalt.  Once before Teresa had permis-
sion to leave the school with a worthy
object,. and 1 have heard how she used—or,
rather, misused—the permission to go tea
with a friend of hers!”

“But, Miss Redgrave, | is genuine,
Teresa really is changed. s grateful to
that girl who rescued her; and—oh, let her
go, please! She will go, T know tha( and
1f slie does not get pertssion she \uii zo
without it.”

“Go -.nthont permission " exclaimod the
mistress. “You cannot mean that!”

“I do,” said Betty. - “Oh, it is genuinc,
Miss Redgrave !

So pleading was the girl’s tone that the
mistress could not help but be impressed by
it. Once more she glanced at tho letter,
and saw (lic urgency of Teresa’s missior

“ean I

“It is a matter of life or_death,” she mur-
mured. I‘hls Marjorie Staincs is callin,
for T Marjorie, the rescuer o
Tcmesa. Bhn placed the letter down sud.
denly, rose from her chair, and nodded
quickly and decisively.

“Very well, Betty,” sho sighed. "I will
sec Miss Somerfield, T will do my utmost
to persuade her to allow Tercsa to go. For
llns ]mnur-y may do Teresa all the good in
the world. It is the first time shie has ever
wanted to do anything for another girl.”

And, with the mistress’ promise, Botty
left the study to fell Tercsa the good news.

Out in the quadrangle a crowd of girls
stood, sulky, and not at all contented.
Their afternoon had been spoilt. Polly Lin-
ton had tried to organise n game of hockey,
but there had been ne keenness. On any
other day the girls would have played
readily enough.  But they knew that they
were gated, and not allowed out of tho
grounds, and they wanted to go. More
ithan ever the river and the open felds ap-
pealed to them, But the open fickds and
the flowing river were as cioscd books that
afternoon.

The sight of Teresa, some minutes later,
walking to the gates, was like a red flag to
a bull, and a whole crowd of them set in
chase.

Betby was with Teresa, and as she heard
the girls she turned.

“What is it?” she exclaimed,
Cross|

Madge Minden, Tess Trelawney, Trixic
Hope, and Grace Garfield, and half a dozen
others, stopped. Polly Linton kept well in
the rear. Polly had complete trust in Detty.
She had decided that whatever happened
was, in tho long run, for the best, and this
—well, she conld not understand; but, any-
way, Betty probably knew best.

* What 1s it?” repeated Tess Trelawney,
“You may well ask that, Betty Barton.
Why is Teresa wearing her school hati
Why is she walking to the gates? She can-
not go out. Wo are all gated!”

Teresa turned pow and looked at them
scornfully.

“1 am going out!” she said, with a rotur
to her old way. “I don't see what it La-
to do with you at all. 1 have permission.”

“ Permission !

The girls looked sur| rumd.
Mmdul pointing, sai

“Why, here comos l\ilﬂb Redgruve !

rather

Then Mad:s
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As the young mistress approached there
was silence, and many of the girls stared at
her doubtfully.

“Teress,” said the mistress, “Miss SBomer-
field says you must be back by six o’clock,
and not a minute later.”

*8ix,” nodded Teresa, “Thanks, aunt.
‘Thanks for getting me permission.”

And Toresa, with a grateful nod, walked
aith Betty to the gate. The mistress re-
twned to the school house. But, when she
hai gone, what an outery there was on the
peat of the Fourth-Formers !

it isu't faiv 1" exclaimed Grace Garfield.
+isn't !

sheer favouritism 1” snapped Ella El-
guod

And that was the general opinion. Really,
what else could they think when they were
kept in on this fine afternoon, and 'T'eresa—
tha cause of all the trouble—was allowed to
g3 oub until six o'clock? .

And while. the Fourth-Formers angrily
dumussod Miss Redgrave and her alleged
feyvouritism, Detty was saying a few warn-
ing words to Teresa Tompost.

“Don't be late, whatever you do!” whis-
pered Botty. "6!1, Teresa, remember! If
you are late, if you do anything silly as you
dicl hofore, your last chance has gone.”

« 1 know,” said Teresa quictly. Then she
laughed—her old laugh. “Oh, trust me!”
she raid, n pot a bungler

But Betty, as she returned to the school,
was not so sure that things were all right.

Suppose Teresa should meet her [riend
Damaris !

CHAPTER 20.
Speed!
“ M, Miss Tempest, I am glad you
O have come!”

It was Mrs. Staines, a thin,
rather shrunken woman, who
iened the door of the small cottage by the
mill. It was a dark house inside, with old-
fushioned rooms crowded with odds and

s, and dingy picces of furniture.
Teresa gave one look round the small
'sont room as she entered, and could not
Ip an involuntary shuddgr. To one who
been used to every luxury, this was
15 She followed the thin wumun

“Hnsh ™ said Mrs. Staines, and sly Jaid
Lor {nger to her lips. “The doctor is in
s dewr giel”
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Teresa entered- the room—there was no
need to warn her to go silently. She was
a changed gicl. In hLer now there was no
trace of swank, no trace of her airy manner;
and conceit.

Never before had she been confronted by
sickness, and it awed her.

The small bed-room was bavely furnished,
just with the few necessitics, and one or
two cheaply framed pictures on the wall,

On a bed lay a sick girl, white and thin.

Toresa started forward as the girl tossed
and turned on the bed.

The doctor, who sat pationtly watching by
the bedside, raised bhis hand impctuously,
almost angrily,

So Teresa stood quite still, her heart beat-
ing quickly. Her cyes took in the whole
see impressing it lastingly upon her
brain.

She stared in mute amazement at the girl
on the bed—the girl who had rescued her.
She turned and looked at the mother, who
was dabbing her eyes with the corner of her
aprob.

*“Oh, she did so want you io come, Miss
Tempest I’ she whispered, “1t is good of
you "

T'eresa almost laughed.

" Good of me!” sho exclaimed, in choked
tones. “Uood! “When she is suffering for
me—for my selfish folly 1"

And she clenched her bands helplessly,
her heart filled with bitter remore.

Remorse, the Dbitterest of emotions,
brought back to her mind all her [ollies,
all hor boasting, and her heedlessness.

And now—now for the first time she was
face o face with a tragedy—a real tragedy.
Never before had she treated life seriously.
She had serambled through it, caring for
nothing, except the fact that behind her
she had money and a home.,

Onee again she looked round the room,
at tho walls stained and dirty, at the chair
with its broken seat, and lastly, with a lump
in hier throat, at the bed.

The givl in ihe bed sti

“Teresa!” she moancd.
pest! Teresa Tempest!”

Teresa stepped forward impulsively, and
dropped to her knees.

B

od.
“Teresa Tem-

op!” she whispered hoars “0Oh,
't speak like that! I am here! T am

i Pnst!” ’
The girl’s wendering hand  gripped
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Teresa's, and still that moaning voice went

on:

“Toresa, Teresa, Teresa Tempest I

Teresa turned to the doctor.

“(an't you do anything?” she exclaimed.
“Oh, why do you sit like that? Why don’t
you do something 1

The doctor sighed and shrugged his broad
shoulders.

Wait,” he said. *We can only wait.”

Tn an agony of suspense Tercsa sat there
holding the delirious girl's hand. On the
other side of the bed the mother leaned
her head on the counterpant and eried
softly.

At last, as four o’clock struck, the doctor
rose. He crossed to the weeping woman
and patted her shoulder,

“7Fhe worst has happened,” he said,
“We must get a specialist immediately,
“Ono cunnot play about with double pneu-
monia.”

The woman looked up.

“ A specialist1” she cried. “But the
money. We cannot afford it! And, oh, she
will die1 Marjorie, Marjorie—speak, speak !
Oh, my darling!”

And’ the woman fell upon the bed, her
whole thin frame shaking with sobs,

“on’t worry, my gond woman,” said-the
doctor sonthingiy. “1 will see that things
are all right. Have no fear. In Tauntoun
c¢ven now the very man—the finest man I
could obtain—is siaying. He is a friend of
minc—Sir Luxton Vane.”

“But

“Taunton!"” exclaimed
how far away is that?”

“TForty miles,” said the doctor, with a
slight shrug. ““We must get a car and send
someone.”

Teresa ghook her head.

“1 will go,” she said. **I can get a car;
wmy friend has one”

Waiting only for the doctor to write the
address, she grabbed at her hat and pulled
it on her head.

’J]‘lm woman, with tear-stained face, turned

\or.

“Oh, you dear, unselfish girl!” she ex-
claimied,  “Mow grateful 1 am that you
camo !

“1t js uothing, nothing compared with
what sho did for me!” said Tercsa hastily,
evading the woman’s embrace. “But I
must not linger {”

And she rushed lelter-skelter down the
stairs, oul of the house, and on to tow-

Teresa,

io
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path. Through the mill, over the bri(lga
she ran, and then past the river café to the
main street of Barncombe, *

Then she paused. Which way should she
go? Damaris would surely be out! Damaris
Why, of course! Damaris would be
at the garden-party. _That girl had nervq
cnough for a dozen. Despite the thing sha
had said about Mys. Davis, Damaris would
somehow manage to be at the garden-party.
Her people were well known, and re.
Davis was new to the district, so Damaris
would be asked, not for herself, but for-
her name’s sake. .

So Teresa, after a hurried inquiry as io
wh the garden-party was to be beld,
hurried on. "

Yos, theye was the house—a large house,
and up a side street were parked more than
a dozen cars, Teresa ran her eyes over
them hastily, She could not see Damaris',
ypt she felt sure it was there.

She entered the grounds, and ran down a
path, looking to right and left.

Everywhere were fashionably dressed
women and a few men. All gave the girl
curious, balf-amused glances, + But Teresa
did not heed them. E

Sho approached a lady,

“Excuse me,” she cried. *“Have you
scen  Miss Leander — Miss Damaris
Leander 7

The lady, who had been smiling to an ac-
quaintance, turncd sharply at the sound of
the vgice, and Teresa's heart gave a leap
It was Mrs, Norton-Davis!

She was almost tempted to run away
then, for the look on the other’s face—it
was simply ferocious.

“You!” she exclaimed. “Why, I
thought——" h

Teresa turned away, and as she did so a
girl came running towards her—a fashion-
ably dressed girl, who held out her hand.

“Moresa )? she exclaimed, “My good-
ness, you—""

Damaris seemed to have quite forgotten
the incident of the river, when she had ran
away, leaving Teresa struggling in tho
water. Neither did Teresa trouble to re-
mind her,

“Come quick; not a minute fo spare!”
cried Teresa urgently. “Oh, Damaris, it is
a muth.:r of life or death! I want your car.

“ome "

Damaris frowned and hesilated, but the
schoolgitl gripped her sleeve and draguoed
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l:ler off, dfol]u\md by the surprised looks of
the gar cn-pnrty ests,
And Nor

rton-Davis,  absolutel
nstounut.d glaved after the two girls
through her lorgnettes.

Tercsa led the protesting Damaris to the
gates, not listening to one of the girl's ex-
cited wor

: “Where is it?
st go to
[

" eried Teresa.
irl dying. W

Oh, hurey—hure
rmaris saw then that Teresa was in
deadly earnest.

She burried round to the side road as she
had not hurried in her life before. There
was something so compelling about Teresa’s
manner that Damaris felt under a spell,

The car was reached, and it was Teresa
who went into the driving =xcat, and
Damaris meokly got in beside her.

Terosa started the engine, and, rovers-

ing her gears, sicered the car back, Then
the car was sent forward at a leap.
As thoy raced along the dusi} road,

Damaris held her breath.

“I say, case u{a Teresa ! she panted, as
the car leapt along a straight stretch of
road.  The speedometer registered fifty-two
miles an hour.

And -Teresa _had gasped when,
night before, Damaris had raced
much slower than that.

1t was dangerous driving at that speed,
but it was a matter of life or deat!

Tn a fow short sentences Terésa epr.nned
Lhr\ nrgency of the case.

“It's forty miles to Taunton!’ added
Teresa throngh her iev.th “We must get
thoro in at least an hour.”

Then you want a "planc!”

1 Wtat's the good of talking
"Plancs don't happcu along
sand Tercsa.

But Damaris looked quite excited.

“Teresa I’ she eried, “Teresa! Heve you
Hm nerve to fly "

Norve ! vx:,lmmed the schoolgit]. “Of
rmrw T've the nerve i fholLs @ machine
anywhere. But there isn’t.”

a few
the car

“You'ra 5, with
:hmwg oyoes, is a machine, and
- here, runabout owned by a

of the pater's. He's only just got it.
in the Air Foree”
eyes sparkled, although
e too good to be true.

rge house lying back on the

this
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left here,” said Damaris. “We'll pns it in
a minute. Put her all out, Teresa't*

Which Teresa did. ey raced up a
small gradient, and slid down. Then into
view came a higl, imposing-looking man-
sion.

Damaris waved her arms.

“That’s the place I’ she cried. “ Pull up,
Taoresa !

Teresa Jet out the cluteh, and applied the
a Tho car came to a stundstill. Almost -
mnnorimtci‘y theiv heard a roar.

most  shricked ~ Damaris
L('ull(](‘l “The machine!  It's going to
start ! Oh, huiry, of wo shall bo oo Jate [

And into the garden of the house they

ran.

At the back was a wide, flat field; arotind
this o small biplane was faxi-ing.

The two _girls ran_forward, waving their
arms and shouting, But the whirring of the
acroplane engine deadened the sound of
theiv voives.

The madl
right direction.
wards the girls.
ml(]c.nly the pilot saw thew, shouted,
turned, and shut off his engine.

Teresa and Damaris ran forward.

Tho pilot shook his fist at then: angrily.

“You silly girls "’ he eried. “You might
have heen killed. Didn’t you see the danger
notice 1

“*No, no, Mr. Gordon. Ob, never mind
that ™ said Damaris, flushed mrh oxcite-
ment, “You know me, I'm Damaris—t!
is my friend, Teresa Tempest, Will _',ou
take her to Taunton, p\enso”'

t's o caso of saving a life!" exclaimed

5 A girl is dying. 1 must get a

ne wheeled to take off in the
and it came siraight to-

spovialist 1"

“But,
Then he looked at Toresa’s anxious,
face and tmmblmg form,

“Haven't got a_weak heavt, T hope!” he
asked.

Teresa shook her head.

Damarns—’ began the mau.
eager

“I'm all right!” she
please; every moment i s

Mr, Gordon motioned the girl tu the scat
behind him.

*Hop in, kid!” be soid briefly. And mak-
ing a nmgnphonu of his hand shouted acrovs
to_a shoed on the other side of the ficld;
“Johnson 1™

The mechanic emerged from the shed and
came lllnlﬂllﬂ ACTOSS,

lnku mc,
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“&wing her!” said the pilot laconically.

A few misses, then, with a roar, the en-
gine started, and the propeller spun. The
nrachanic jumped. back, and drew Damaris
clear, ks

As the machine taxied off, Teresa waved
hier hand to her friend.

“T'hanks!” she shouted. “I shan't forget

this!

‘I'ic machine wheeled slightly, then took
off, and rose gracefully.

It was Teresa’s first acvoplane ride, but
she lost the first glamour of it in her anxicty
over the safety of Marjoric Staines. Taunton
must be reached and the specialist brought
Lack,

Up, up went the machine till it appeared
but a tiny speck to Damaris watching below.

Teresa looked back to where, thousands of
fect below, and some iles behind, the sca
glistened—marked out by the wavy coast-
line.

So high was the machine that the ground
below seemed to be moving slowly.

" Faster 1 she shouted. But her voice
was carried back to the wind.

How she would have enjoyed that daring
trip on any other occasion! But now she
wanted io do_something, wanted to help in
the piloting of the machine—to send it faster
and faster,

Yet they wers moving at the rate of a
hundred miles an hour!

No, she no longer took an interest in what
was passing below, but watched the leather-
caped head of the pilot.

It was not hot up here. She noticed that
at once, but she did not heed it.

Then they started to descend. She sersed
it rather than knew it. For with the Lklue
sky above and around she lost her sense of
direction.

She looked over the side again, and
caught her breath, for the earth was at a
slant, and seemed to be rushing up 6 1ncet
the machine.

8he thought not how terrible if there
should be an accident—not on account of the
consequences  for  berself—but because, if
disabled, she would be unable to reach the
specialist, unable to complete her mission.

But landed safely, gracefully, and Teresa,
loosening  the straps, leaped from the

" she said to the pilot. “T shall re-
i the specialist. He must go. You
must take him.”
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“Right!” =aid the pilot; lighting a
cigarette. “Be as quick as you can.”

Teresa stared round the wide meadow,
then darted off in the direction of the town.

Ilow bieathlessly she ran along the roads.
She inquired her way, and was directed to
the road on the slip of paper the doctor had
given her,

Bang! Dang!

She knocked at the door, and how im-
paticnt she was that the maid came slowly
along the passage. Why couldn’t the girl
hurry ?

Want to_see the specialist? Of course
she wanted to see him! Oh, all this horri-
ble delay!

But it was different when at last she was
in_the presence of the great man himself.

He wasted not n moment, first ordering
his car, then packing a-bag, talking to the
girl all the time,

“You have saved the girl’s life prob-
ably,” he said, in bis quick way. “Hope so.
Car ready, Jones? Thanks! Come along,

my girl.”

Teresa, all eagerness, followed tho
specialist into the magnificent limousine,
and it started off before she was scated,
flinging her on to the cushions.

“ Direct driver through tube there,” said
the specialist briefly.

The girl was trombling now with reaction,
but with the great man at her sido she felt
confident, He seemed so understanding, so
assured. He was not like the other people,
needful of explanations. He acted as quickly
as» he thought, and he spoke like a machine
gun.

“Come, my girl!”

He jumped out of the car almost before
it stopped, and helped Teresa out Then
they crossed the field to where the aero-
plane was stationed.

" Cheerio " said the pilot breezily, “Back .
again?”

“Very good of you to help us, sir,” said
the srccialist. “Barncombe, please. Alight
in field near mill, H'm! Yes, squeeze tor
f us. But that’s all right. Get in, my

two
girl.”

Teresa wasted not a minute, but got in
with the specialist.

Then the pilot jumped down. Fortunately
only one swing of the propeller was needed
—it was on compression—and, with a roar,
the enginc: started,

In clitabed the pilot.

The machine taxicd
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then tock off. Up they went, and the re-
turn journey had started.

As they rosc, Teresa caught a glimpse of a
clock in a church tower. The hour hand
pointed to six, and the minute hand to five.
Five-and-twonly minutes past six |

Five-and-twenty  minutes ago
should have been back at the school!

She shrugged her shoulders  belplessly.
What would happen on her retwn she did
not dare to think, but in any case it could
not be helped. ‘A gitl's life had been at
stako

The pilot, realising the urgency of the
mission, raced his engine, and to the ex-
cited girl it semed only a matter of minutes
ore the mill came into sight.

They had passed Mr. Gordon’s house, and
Damaris, who had waited there patiently in
a car, looked up, saw the machine, and
almost instantly started her ulgmo.

Bhe followed the fast moving acroplanc,
saw it doscend. and she made in the diree-
tion of the mull.

Mcanwhile, in the house by the mill the
sick girl lay still as though in a trance, her
mother, standing agitatedly by, and doctor
patiently watching.

“Oh, will 'lclesa never come?” moaned
thao mnthur “Oh, she has been gone an
age!”

Teresa

* Havo mﬁ:cnce " whispered the doctor,
* Patience I"'

‘Then the roar of the acroplane engine was
sudible, The woman rushed to the window,

and stared in amazement.

“An acroplane, Iandmg—m the field 1”” she
ericd. “ What car. 1t mean ?

Next moment she became almost hysteri-
eal with joy.

“Ob, goodness, it is Teresa, and a man !”

‘The doctor went to the window, and
started with surprise.

“Suved ' he exclaimed,
specialist 1™

In another moment the spu:m]:sr and
excited girl were in the sick-room. Not
a seccond did the great man lose; he took
_in the whole easo with a quick glance, while
ine mother hugged Teresa Tempest in an
westacy of joy.

“You have saved her ' she =obbed. “Oh,
you \\cndnrfnl girl, you have saved Mar-
jorie’s life!”

The epecialist looked up.

“1 hope she has,” he said. “But ”—he
shaok bis head—* her life is in the balance.”

; "'I‘hat is the
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Then he turned to Teresa,

“My girl,” he said, “I think you had
better return to schodl.  You can do no
ij,-ol(i:d now, though you have acted wonder-
ully.

And, after some persuasion, Teresa allowed
herself to be led from the room, Outside tho
house, to her surprise, was Damaris in the
car.

“Hallo !’ said that girl. “I waited at Me.
Gordon'’s place.  Saw the aeroplane come
down, so followed, Want a lift to the
school 77

In some queer way Damaris scemed ro-
pentant, sorry no doubt for the way in
which she had deseried her friend and left
her to the merey of the stream.

“Yes, please,” said Teresa.” and quickly "

Off like the wind went the car.

CHAP’TEH 2.
pelled !
ISTI' R ANNL sister Anne I* chanted

S Polly Linton, “Can you sco any-

ong coming "’
Betty Barton looked at her ehum
reprovingly.

“Ok, Polly,” she s-id, “1 do wish you
wouldn't jest! This s serious really,
Teresa may be expelled.

“And a good job, too!” came a regular
‘chorus,

Round the gates of Morcove quile a crowd
of girls were gathered. It was nearly eight
o'clock, and dusk was falling, but theve was
no sign of Teresa.

““ Miss Somerfield give me orders fo send
Miss Toeresa to her when she awrived,”” re-
mmkcd Stvggles, thn portor.

know,” said Betty. “But someihmv
jmwﬁ hn}vo happencd. Hero's a car! Por-
aps——

But Betty’s hopes dropped to zevo as
sho’discerned that the approaching car was
cimpty.

Tha chauffeur alighted and came to the
gates. He nodded to rlm school porter.

““Miss Sqmerfield in?”" he asked. “I've
a note from my mistress, Mrs. Norlon-
is.”

“A note!” eried the givls, “Oh!”-

The chauffour nedded, and pushed back
his cap.

“Some of you have been getting into mis-
chief—eh ” he said playfully. “ Don’t know
what things are coming to, I don’t. That
girl this afternoon—""
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"Gu‘l i nxcinmed Betty eagerly, think-
mg of Teresa. “ What happened?” -

“ Haven' tlyou heard " said the chauffeur,

chkusly g&d they had not, for he liked
to be a bringer of tidings. “Why, the
rumovr's been going round the people at

the garden-party that a young girl's been
flying—acroplaning or something. Flew
forty miles to fetch a doctor!”

The Fourth-Formers' faces expressed nt-
most disappointment. They had expected to
hear something of Teresa’s doings.  They
thought that perhaps, after all, she had
Leen to tho garden-party.

“ Jolly Plucky thing,” smd the chauffeur.
“I've only ’eard bits of the stury. The
footman lold me—-"

“ A girl going for a flight—that wouldn’t
be Tumsn ** laughed Polly Linton.

“Not to fetch a docter for anyone else I
chimed in Grace Garfield. “ Teresa wouldn’t
move an inch to save her best friend "

“That’s not truc!” cried Betty. “You
know—at !eas-—-—- Bouy did not finish
her sentence. “I think you're unfair,” she
added lamely, “Toresa would help a girl.”

And then started an argument. The
chauffeur, with a grin, walked off. rdly
bad sho gono than Norah Nu'gcn(‘. who

was standing in the roadway, gave a shout.

“IIi, girls! Here’s another car!”™

The girls crowded nearer {o the gates, and
watched the car cagerly, It pulled up by
tho school, and a girl alighted. Then the

car drove off.

“Teresa !"' went up a shout.

“ Arrived by car! What impudence 1”7 ¢x-
claimed Ella Elgood.

Teresa Tempest feigned not to hear, but
pushed her way through the group. — The

irls erowded round her, and would have

eld her back.

But even as Betty, pmssmg forward
cagerly, gob by tho new girl's side, a voice
broke in upon the shouts of the g

“Girls!_ Silence! Stand bm:kl

It was Miss Massingham |

The mistress strodo to the front, her eyes
glittering angrily, and the girls fell back
on cither side.

“Tercsa Tempest!” exclaimed the mis-
tress, “You disgraceful girl! Come with me
at once to the headmistress!”

The new girl au\pé)cd forward, outwardly
calm and unabashes She gave Botty a

‘“I‘EE ECHOOLGIRLS' OWN * LIBRARY

61
glance and a nod—a nod that asked for

trust
Betty, though at first inclined to.

duuhl: the glrl had no such feclings now.

Teresa followed the wrathful mistress into
the school and up to the headmist ess”
room. In the corridor they passed the
chauffeur, who had delivered his messae.

That message Miss Somerfield had fust
finished reading when the door opened to
admit Teresa and the mistress.

“Tercsa!” cxclaimed the headmistress,
"Yuu arc back ab lask. Oh, you deceitfrl

irl !

Tcresa tightened her lips and remained

silent. How coull she tell them of the
acroplane incident? How could she expect
her story to be bolieved? They would think

she was Jying. Rather than’ tell them of
her good deed she would suffer punishmont,
That one good decd of her life must re-
main_her own treasure—to barter it against
||lmhhmont o use it as a means to evado

il no! It was impossible! It

“I have u note here,” said Miss Somer-

ficld. ““A nate from Mrs, Narton-D vis say-
ing ihat the girl who insulted her in tho
village the other day was at her garden-
party this afternoon

“It's not-———" began Teresa about te
deny the statement. Then she remembered
that hurried rush in the garden of rs.
Narton-Davis’ house io find Damaris, “I—K
did go there for & mwnnule !’ she exclaimed.

“You went thero!” repeated tho head-
mistress. * And you speak casually about the
visit, as if it were a mero nothing.  Girl,
do you not realise what you have done
You have broken your promise—the promise
you made not to go there! You were
the privilogo, which no other girl was
granted, of leaving the school. But you
were told to return at six o’clock, Did you
do it? No. Instcad, you had the audacit;
to go to the garden-party !”

“J—I—" stammered Teresa i

“You are an incorrigible girl!” broke in
Miss Massingham. “Twice you have been
given a chance. Each time you have abused
a [)I'l\‘l'(‘g(‘ I suppose you met that friend
again 1"’

“[—yes,” stammered poor Ter osa. “I mo$
her, Miss Somerfield.  But——"

She bit her lip, and said no more. Thers
W&S DO CXCuse };l Ler to make, unless sha
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told of her visit to the specialist, and that
she would not do.

“And.” resumed tho headmistress, “ Mrs.
Norton-Davis saw you go carcering off in a
car, Is that true?™ "

I“ Y;s, M’i-:s Somerfield,” mumbled the girl.
s ,

“Very well, then.”

Miss Somerfield set her Ii]pa

and brought

her clenched hand down hard upen her
[
“Then, Teresy Tewpest,’ she said, “1

have no course open to me but to expel you.
T shall write to your mother, and ask her
to take you away. You are a thoughtless,
solfish girl, Yon have placed your awnt in a
most awkward position. Ever since you have
been at the school you have been a souree of
anxiety and worry to everyone who had
come into contact with you 1"

Tercsa hung her head, and for the first
time looked sorry for herself.

Expellad! Sent away from school in dis-
grace. And this at the time when she was
reforming. when she thought she was well
upon the better road, stony though it was!

“You aro a disgrace to the school!” re-
sumed the headmistress.  “And T cannot
allow you to remain. TIad you taken ad-
vantage of ihe chances you have hecn
given, my deeision might have been other-
o, IInt at overy turn y get worse in-
of better. You must go. Pack your

stoard

trunks, amd prepare yourself for departure.
am writing your mother to-night. Go!”
Teresa turned on her heel. and now, with

her head erect, went from the room.

© As she opened the door there was a

senffling eound. and a girl seutticd along thae

naszsage. Toresa bit her lip.
" An cavesdropper ! The conversation had
been averheard, and in another minute the
news wonld be all aver the school,

But she shrugged her shonlders.  Sooner
or later they would all know. 2o why not
now?

CHAPTER 22.

Acclaimed by the School.

¥ EXT morning Teresa was to go, and

N theré was excitement in the Fourth

Form. They could not say they

were sorry to see the last of her,

yet they were surprised at her new and
quic attitude,

Ske scemed to have lost much

of

her.
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bravado and show. Though she professed
not to care what happened, there were wor-
ried lines upon her brow at she sat at
breakfast.

The enly time she brightened up was
when Madge Minden produced a cutting
from the Jocal paper.

“What’s that, Madge?” whispered Tess

Trelawney,  And Madge, with a sido
ﬁfancc at the Form-mustress, whispered
MCK @

“A cutting from the lecal paper. It's

about that girl and the acroplanc!”

The Fourth-Formers ncar turned their
heads, and there were cries of :

“Show me, Madge! Let me soo!”

But Madge Minden shook her head.

“Not now,” she said. “I'll show you
afterwards. “It’s not much. They rushed
it into the paper late last night,” It says
some givls raced along in a car, got in an
aeroplane, and flaw ?urt}‘.mik‘s—rig"!t to
Taunton, in fact—to fetch a specialist I

“Phew!” cried Polly
that’s more like o film.
chance 1

“Jolly plucky, anyway,” said Tess Tre-
lawney. * Wonder who she was?”

Madge shrugged her shoulders.

“Dou’t know,” she =aid, “The paper
doesn’t say. Probably it's a film actress.”

“But what a norve!” said Norah Nugent.
“1 shouldn's much care to go flying., Prob-
ably, as you s Mniige, it was only a film
actress doing or the films,”

Madge glanced at the cutting agair.
“Noj it says here it was a givl—a girl of
about fifteen,”

“No one from, Morcove,” said Polly. “ Wo
were all gated! What an honour for the
school that would be if it had been one of
us! No such luck, though!”

Not one of them thought of Teresa. She
do such o thing! 1t was tdo absard for
them to consider. And from what Trsula
Wade bad told them, they wers all assured
that T'cresa had spent all the alternoon at
the forbidden garden party.

But Betty knew.  And she glwoed at
Teresa. That girl, with Pashel face, looked -
down at her plate.

After breakfast, Tui. add Beity
for a quiet stroll in the selinol
Then, turning, they made their
to the school house.

As they entered the school, Miss Somer-
ficld calfed to them. .

“1 say,
Wish I'd had the

M
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“Teresa!” she said sternly. * Are your

‘bags and boxes packed? . Your mother is
coming for you this afternoon.”

i ']‘Ich, Miss Semerfield,” answered the girl
ully.

Quite a crowd of girls were standing round

watching tlo scene, and Miss Somerficld did

not order them away.

“tio, then, Teresa,” said the headmis-
iress, “and soe that everything is ready.
Stegeles will be vp there to carry them
down.”

When ihe giris had gone upstairs with
Beily by her side, Miss Somerficld turned to
the crowd of whispering girls,

“(irls,” she said sternly, “let this be a
warning to you. It is not often that I have
io make such an example, but in this case
it was necessary. [t does not pay to be de-
fiant and rude to mistresses, Teresa has
been a disgrace to the school, and should
any of you bo thinking of following in her
worthless footsteps, think well before you do
so, for I should not hesitate to expel any
girl who acted in a like manner I*

Dead silence followed this short speech,
and the mistress was about to turn away,
when a tall, keen-eyed man entered the
school house.

He doffed his top-hat, and bowed to the
mistress.  The girls gave him curious but
admiring looks, wondering who this smartly-
clad, well-bred looking gentleman could
be. -

“Good-morning, madam !” he said, “ May
I see the headmistress, please?™

“I am she,” soid Miss Somerfield, in sur-
prise. “ Will you follow me——"

The man made a slight motion with his
well-gloved hands.

“No time, madam,” he said. “I am a
busy man, Yesterday a girl flew {0 me
by aeroplane on an urgent errand. Plucky
girl—resourceful I’

At this there was a murmur of surprise
from the girls. They looked at one another,
and then at this gentleman,

“Ves?” said Miss Somerfield, in surprise.
“But what—-~="

I've come to tell you that a report
which appeared in the newspaper, which
the girl might have se i
patient, the girl whoso li
save, lives. e paper reported her death.”
“But the girl—the girl, who is she?”

ejaculated the headmistress, moving aside
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as Steggles, with a trunk on shoulder, camo
lumbering by.

“Eh? Jove, I forgot! I haven't told you
her name. Her name—her name!” said
the doctor, clipping his thumbs in per-
plexity. “Dear me; it’s on the tip of~my
tongue ! T¥’s—it’s——"

Suddenly he looked up.

Down the stairs came Teresa Tempest,
and, with her, Beity Barton.

“By Jove! Luck’s in!” said the doctor,
with a faint smile. * Madam, there’s the
irl—the brave girl who saved tho life of
Marjorie Staines!”’

And he pointed to the staircase,

Miss Somerfield iurned, and from the
assembled girls escaped a ery.

“Teresa Tempest

‘he specialist nodded.

“My girl.,” ho said, turning to Tovesa,
“Marjorin Staines lives ™

“Lives!” cried Teresa.

“And iz progressing favourably,” said
the doctor. *“*But I must really not linger
here, madawn. Good-morning, Miss Tem-
pest.  Yon deserve a medal, my girl—a
medal! You saved that girl’s: life!””

Then he was ont of the school house as
quickly as he had entered it.

Just a second’s pause, just a second’s
silence, then it was as ithongh Babel had
been let Joose. © Everyone scemed to be
talking at once.

“Teresa.  Tempest,”  oxclaimed Miss
Somerficld, “I—I read of that adventure
in the paper. You were the girl. That is
why—why you were late. Why did you
not tell me that ?”

Teresa did not reply, but her face went
crimson.

For the first time
Tempest had blushed.

“@Girls,” eried Betty Barton, “three
cheers for Teresa. Whatever she may have
done, forget. Hip, hip, hip !

And then, after ever so slight a panse,
came a deafening :

“Huwrah '™ §

“Chair her!” cried Polly.

And as the Fourth Form put Polly’a
words into operation, Miss Somerfickl
walked off quietiy, a smile on her lips.

“Tet me down—let me down!” erizd
Teresa. “I must go and sce Marjorie!”’

in her life Teresa

Marjorie Staines was well on ilie road %o
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recovery, as-Teresa found when she reached
the small house by the mill. And how
grateful Mrs. Staines and Marjorie were!
But when she found that the girl was all
right, Teresa burricd away to hide her
Llushes.

Praise—it was a new sensafion for her!
She a heroine. a heroine who had been
“chaired !” How much better it was to be
o popular heroine than an unpopular outcast
of the Form.

She returped to the school, and her
mother was waiting. having heard the whole
story from the lips of Miss Somerfield.

In the headmisiress’ room was quite a
small erowd, Miss Redgrave and Betty,

sa, her mother, and, of course, Miss

Redgrave’s eyes were shining with
15 moistness as Teresa took her hand
ed her cheek.

1 sorry I've been so 1mcan foayou,
sha said. “Oh, I know I've been a
Betty showed me that.  Dear

aunt,”
fool !
Betty 1"

And she hugged that giv! affeciionately.

“1 know,” said Miss Redgrave. "It is
Betty we must thank, Teresa. You did not
krow, bnt Betty has suffered much for
vou. She promised me to look after you,
and how well she has kept that promise!”

“8he did?”’ cried Teresa.  “Oh. Belly,
van're the best friend T have. And now I
must go——"

“ut not beeanze vou are expelled,” said

w T {
\
THE TROUBLE-MAKER OF HPROOVE!

Miss Somerfield. “I want you to stay,
Teresa, but your mother insists that you
accompany her to the Continent, She is
lonely without you.” '

“Oh, Teresa,” sighed Betty, “I do wish
you could stay! You, Polly, and I—how
happy we could be !

Tempest shook her head,

T want Teresa o come abroad with me,”
she said. “She will have hor old governess.
But I am lonely withont ber, - She is my
only companion, you know.”

da, later that day, Teresa and her mother
went down to the gates to where their car
waitod. 3

And what p erowd there was to sce them
It :

" waved Teresa.

And the Fourth waved back to her.

“(ne last choer, girls, for the heroine !”
cried Madge Minden.

And once more three hearly cheers rent
the air,

And then the ear moved off, with Teresa
leaning ont waving good-bye.

“(lome again some time "’ shouted Betty,
and Teresa roplied by a nod of the head.

Pt whethor or not Teresa would ever
come again, they did not know.  Certain

“‘L}oncll‘r)yn, g

it was that if she did sho would reccive a
roval welcome. Like the famous month of
Mareh, she had come in like a li
gone out like a lamb !
Jamb !

lion and
Bul such a lovable

NOTE!—Three more splendid numbers of “ The School-
girls’ Own” Library will be on sale on Friday, Feb. 5th.
See page iv of cover for [urther particulars. . -
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