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THE GIRCUS GIRL OF MORGOVE!

CHAPTER 1.
. Paula Has an Idca.
OORAY! Girls, such news!”

T

Study No, 12, the “d she shared with
Detty Barton, captain of the Fourth.
“(Goodness, Poly, what ever's
mattér 7 asked Betty. “Has somcone left
you a fortune "' °
“No; better than that,” said Polly joy-
ously as she capered round the study.
“Cun’t you guess?” 3
“Weally, Polly, deah geal, I do wish you
wouldn't wonip wound the woom like that,”
sighed Paula Creel langnidly from the arm-
chair. “It makes me feel howwibly tired
to look at you—-?" )
© “Qui, ous,” said Trixie Hope, in the
peculiar French of her owu that she was so
fond hnf uiring, “ Apaisez-vous, calm

Polly Linton, the mudeap of
the Fourth Form at Morcove
School, burst excitedly into

5

own.

But Polly Linton showed no signs of abat-
ing her animation, and the girls in the reom
had to smile at the excitement that was
written so plainly on her cheeky face.

It was just before breakfast, and there
was quite a_number of girls in the room;
for Betty Barton was very popular, and
often the Fourth-Formers were {o be found
chatting and whiling away the time in her
study. "

“I've been to the sanatorium ** com-
menced Polly bteathlessly, but at the word
sanatorium all the fooling and questioning
in the room ceased abruptly.
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At once the thouglts of every girl present
were turned in the same direction,

A fow weeks carlier a little civeus girl kad
met with an accident in tho ring. whilst
the travelling circus in which she performed
was near Morcove. After the accident,
Bluebell—that was fhe littip dancer’s name

1 brought to the school sana-
A + that had been the mnearest
pped hospital.

She was a frail, but lovable little girl,
and had at once captured the love of the
Fourth-I'ormers of Morcove, and Betty &
Co.’s- delight had been great when a
stranger, who was interested in Dlucbell,
suddenly wrote to Miss Somerficld, and
offered to pay al penses  if  Bluebell
conld be allowed to stay at Morcove School
_as a pupil,

Miss Somerfield had acquicseed, and so
Morcove was wailing cagerly for the day
when the erstwhile civens girl could emergo
from the sanatorium and take her place at
classes.

Tossibly only one girl at Morcove awaited
the invalid’s recovery with greater interest
than the Ifou Formers. ‘That was Laura
Turner, a girl of the Sixth Form, for it
was Lawra Turner who had rescued Blue-
bell when, in diving through, a blazing
hoop, the little circus gitl’s clothes had
ht fire,

“You've been to the sanatorium,” Betty
Barton quickly prompted Polly.

“Oh, DPolly, how is poor littlo Dlueboll 1%

“Yes, how is she?’ echoed everyone;
and in their voices was a wealth of fecling.
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“Oh, yon sillies,” said Polly. *Can’t
you guess 7"

“You mean she is better?” asked Doty
eagerly. )

Polly nodded seriously.

" Oh, hooray!"” said Ilctty Barton gladly.
“That is splendid nows, goon she will be
able to come out- i

“Yes, wather,” said Paula Creol. “That
will be absolutely wippin’, you know. How
at_the school I"?

“Tres bon,” said ie  Hope. *““And
then she can be one of us "
“But when is she coming ount?” asked

Betty. “Did they tell you that, Polly 7
“They did,” said Polly; “and you'll
cl:ﬁg- when you know—io-day !”

day !”

Everyone was surprised; for Bluebell was
not expected to be up yet. awhile.

“Nurse says that she was not so badly
burned as was thought,” explained Polly.
“And you know that the rest in the sana-
torivm has worked wonders,”

“Bai_Jove, how simply wippin’!” said
Paula Crecl, for once aroused from her
lethargy.  “Now she will tcach me danc-
ing, bai Jove!”

*“0Oh, steady on!” laughed Polly. “Give
her a chance. No sense in her coming out
of a sanatorium to go into an asylum—"

* Weally, Polly—""

The girls laughed, and then, as they one
and all thought of the circumstances that
had led to poor little Bluchell's accident,
became serious,

“1 little thought, when T saw her cn-
veloped in flames at the eircus, that she
would ever live,” mused Betly with a slight
shudder,

“Perhaps she wouldn’t have lived had it
not heen for Lanra Turner’s heroism,”
‘added Polly wisely. “TLaura acted like a
brick, and she cannot have ‘been all bad,
for, apart from her heroism, little Blugbell
loved her.” -

“Poor girl, she needed a friend amongst
all thoso circus people,” sighed Betty.

“Yes, wather, bai Jove! I'm not at all
sure that I should wevel in a circus life,”
said Paula thoughtfully,

“I should think not!" grinned Polly, |

“And the circus wouldn’t revel in you, old
y-bones.  Bluebell’'s anything but lazy.
m glad she's going to have a chance at
this_school.”

“How lucky Mr. Courinay took pity on
ber,” Betty said slowly, “It is through his

kindness that she is being sent here—he is
paying her fees.”

Polly nodded.

“That author—yes,” she agreed. “It is
nice of him. And little Blucbell is so
grateful. She is simply longing to come out
of the sanatorium.”

“ At what time does she leave the place 1

“I don't know.”

Paula  Creel, who had been sitting
plunged in thought, suddenly spoke.

“An idea, geals!’ she exclaimed. “Bai
Jove, I'm quite thwilled. Weally, it's a
wippi® idea—-"

Polly Linton staggered back in moeck
alarm.

“My diary, quick!” she said. “Betty,
my diary!”

Paula’s jaw dropped, and she stared at
the madcap of the Fourth, wondering if she
had suddenly taken leave of her senses,

“Paula’s had an idea; chalk it up some-
where hefore it's forgotien,” Polly went on
eagerly,

“Weally,” said Paula in her dignified
drawl, "f fail to see any cause whatevah
for this wibald laughter. My suggestion
is weally pwiceless—yes, wather, bai Jove ®

8he paused, and the others locked at her
impatiently,

“Don’t say you've forgoiten it,”’ jested
Pn‘l]

it's a

5.
Wather not, deah geal, Weally,

wipper—simply a stunner, you know-yes,
‘wather!” i

And quite forgetful that she had not told

them the great idea, Paula leaned back and

fanned herself,

“It’s made me quite pwostwate,” she
si%hcd. not nof uj the look on their faces,
“Wippin® idea—what 77 .

“TIl make you pwostwater, you silly!”
said Polly iwon -darkly.  “What is the
wippin' idea ?

“Tai

ai  Jovo!” exclaimed Panla, quile
amazed. “I weally forgot to tell you. Ha,
ha! Why, deali geals, a demonstwation,

bai Jove, to cclebwate this gweat event. A
bwass band—

“ A-—a—what ¥ stuttered Polly.

“A _hwass band, you know, playin’ the
conquiwin’ hewoine, and a—a  triomphal
arch——"

“Ha, ha, ha!" peeled Polly. “0Oh, you
goose, Paulal Where should we get the
irinmphal arch or a brass band? Dut we
might show Bluebell how glad we wre to
have her.” d

P
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-**Hear, hear!” o .

“QOui, oui! Tres bon idea. Good idea!”
applauded Trixie.

“Yes, wather. That’'s my
know,” Paula added proudly.

The door of the study opened, and Madge
Minden smiled at them from the doorway.

“VWhat's the excitement?” she said.
“ Now, Paula, what have you been doing 7
. “Paula’s had an iden,” said Polly.
“Really—I'm not joking. All by herse
she worked it out—in her head, too, with-
out paper and pencil.

“Nover!” said Madge fervently.

But when they told her tho idea, she, too,
was_enthusiastic.

“Eet’s rake in all the Form!” said Polly
onthusiastically. “I supposs we can’t do it

idea  yeu

before breakfast; the bell will go any
minute now-—"

“We may as well tell all the girls,”’ said
Betty thoughtfully. “It's  your idea,

* Peula, so you may go and tell them—-"

“Oh, weally, I say!” protested Taula.
“Pon’t be hard on a geal, you know,
Don’t put all the work on me. The awiu
stwouble of gettin’ the idea has guite pwos-
iwated me.”

“Qh, come along,” said Polly, “for Blue-
bell's sake! One, two, three—"

She swung back a cushion, and Paula
Creel looked at her tentatively out of the
corner of her eyes. .

“Weally, —  Oh, all wight!"

She sighed heavily, and arose, Belty
Barton, smiling, took her arm and piloted
her into the corridor, where there was quite
a number of girls. 2

“Oyoz! Oycz!” called Polly. “This is
to announce that one, Paula Creel, lady of
leisure, has had an idea! Oyez! Paula, the
elegant, has had a brain-wave. She’s going
to lead a deputation, or procession, to cele-
brate the recovery of Bluchell—"
,“Bluchell! Is she better 1" asked several
voices. .

“Yes, and she's coming into the scheol
to-day,” Betty told them. “Do all rally
vound and give her a welcome, She must be
feu]inf strange and shy.” .

“Why, of course!”

“Rather!”

Polly moved on with several additions to
the procession that langhingly followed her.

They were out in the corridor now, and
making for the .breakfast-room, where, no
doubt, many of the girls would ‘b%

.cherknow !

“Qyez!” called Polly, and then she
sighted two girls who were walking with
stately gait just a little ahead of them.

“QOyez! Oyez, yc Grandways!”
called, i

Coraz and Judith Grandways, the most
unpopular girls in the Fourth Form, turned
as they were addressed, and frowned upon
the cheerful Tolly.

“Good gracious, Judith, whatever is this

27" exclaimed the elder of the two

she

sistors. -
Jan't think,” said Judith, with a slight

cer.

“Qyez, this is to announee that Blucbell
is  better. Here, Cora—Judith, follow
behind.,  We're having o demonstration lo
welcome Bluebell to the Feurth.”

“Weleome Bluebell ! exclaimed Cora.
“Whoever is Bluebell

She turned inquiringly and locked ot her
sister, who shook her head.

“0h,” said Polly, a trifle erossly, “yon
know Blucbell, the eireus dancer, surely!
You must know she’s in tho school
sanatorinm.”

“Qh, goodness!” said Cora, ‘with feigned
horrer. “Yon don't mean, surely, that we
are going to have a circus dancer in the
Fonrth!”

“A  common
“Cracious!”

“Oh, don't be stupid!” said Pelly, more
cros:sly still.  “She’s no more common than
you are, and a _great deal nicer.”
es, I should imagine that is the class
of girl you weuld admire,” sneered Cora.

“Bai Jove, Cowa, I weally think you_are

dancer!” echoed Judith.

a fwightful snob,” broke in Paula.  * Yes, -
wather I
“Weally,” mimicked Cora, in 2 censtic

“How wegwettable, bai Jeve, don't-
Yos, wather!”

Paula Crecl sniffed and raised her nose
scornfully.

But it did not affect Cora! Oh, dear no!
That girl was quite beyond tho effect of
scorn or contempt, and the Fourih-Formers
wisely went on, leaving the Grandways
isters to staro after them, with losks of

way.

ice.

"What utter imbecility,” said Cora, as
they faded away down the passage. “Ii's a
fine thing when Morcove shelters dancing
givls. T suppose we shall have street arabs
next !”

“(Oh, it’s unbearable!” snapped Judith.
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“This place will become an institution, The
girl ought to be told she isn’t wanted.”

“8he’s simple enough to go,” said Clora,
with a look of cunning in her cyes. “T
wonder- "

She looked meaningly at her sister, and
they both laughed in a manner that would
undoubtedly havo disturbed Betty Darton
had she been thero to hear it.

But Beity Barton & Co. were even then
rallying the rest of the Fourth unde: their
banner.  They fully intended that Paula
Creel’s great idea should be carried out on
a large scale.

As Polly Linton said, when Paula did
have an idea, it was up te them to back
her up; it was the sort of thing that only
happened very rarely. To which remark
Paula rveplied with more emphasis  than
gentility :

“ Wats 1

Breakfast was a meal of much chatter
and oxeitement, 5o much so that Miss Mass-
ingham, the striet mistress of the Fourth
Form, had on more than one occasion to
speak with stornness, and impositions flowed
in consequence.

Cora  and  Judith Grandways,
cnigmatical sncers upon their
aces, sat watching the others,
breakfast was over, and
shalled the procession,
away,

Had Betty: Barton & Co. known the
destination of the two, they would have
been alarmed.  For Cora and Judith went
as quickly as they could to the sanatorium,

with
unpleasant
and directly
whilst Polly mar-
they crept silently

CHAPTER 2.
A Strange Reception,

“ ERE she comes!”
Cora  Grandways drew  back
and caught her sister’s arm; and
Judith Incked up to where, round
the curvo in the staircase, a protiy, bluc-
eyed girl, with flaxen hair that hung in a
silken  cloud about her slim, graceful
shoulders, was descending.
It wos Bluchell, sweetly pretty ber faco
Eink with excvitement and happiness, Loer

lue cyes shining,

She saw the two Fourth-Formers and
halted, her hands clasped rathor nervously s

| What do they

then, with atjractive
ran down to them.

“Good-morning!”  she  said
though she did not know them.
" Cora and Judith did not reply. Instead,
they staved et the outstretched hand of the
happy girl.

Bluebell’s eyes rounded with wonder-
ment; she was puzzled at these two. What
did it mean?  Why were they so eold?
Her hand lowered, and her cyes lost iheir
bright lustre of exeitement. Her checks
went a little pinker,

“We've come to see you off,” said Cora.
“The circus wants you back—"

“But I ain’t goin’ back!” laughed Blue-
bell, in her clear voice. “I'm going to bo a
scholard like you.”

“You're not,” said Cora harshly, “That's
quite a mistake. You were allowed to think
that while you were ill. But it’s not true.
You're going back to the circus,”

“But the kind gen’leman—him wot writes
tales—he said—-".

*“ Listen I snapped Judith, roughly break-
ing in on the trembling words. * You sime
pleton, do you think anyene could pay for
u stranger’s education? Besides, you're not
our class. This is a school for ladies, not
circus hands. T ean tell you that there is a
pretty fine rumpus about it. The Fourth
Form are coming here to hustle you out.”
. "That's so,” said Cora. “And we came
to give you the tip. The sooner you go,
the better. They won’t be pleasant to meot,
In o minute they’'ll be coming in =
crowd—-"

“I—but Betty Barton, an’—an’' Polly!
They ain't turnin’ agen me ?” picaded little
Bluehell.

“Don’t be silly! .

impetuousicss, she

happily,

Of course they are.
want with you,” snecred

ora—“a cireus dancer? Look at the way
you talk 1"

“Tt ain’t vight, it ain’t!” said Bluebell,
a littlo wildly. “I ain’t ddne nuthink—"

“Here they come,” said Judith, from the
doorway. “They'll rag you! Run, Blue-
bell! Back to the cireus—"

Little Bluebell, her heart bealing fnst,
tears in her eyes, stood in the doorway
watching the crowd of girls thai cmerged
from the schoolhouse over il w They
were being lined up, and Polly Linton wwes
walking up and down in front of { I

“What did we tell you?” asked Judith,

¢’
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“Oh (lenr’ Don't let ’ém catch me!

TB) them, ‘cos T can’t run! Oh!”

o girls were coming across the quad-
rangle waving and cheering as_they saw
Blucbell. But the little circus dancer saw
them, and placed quite the wrong construe-
tion on that cheering.

One look she gave them, then fled, back
down the corridor, round the path ut the
back, and through the gateway into the
headmnistress’s garden, '

Cora and Judith backed away from the
doer and slipped into another part of tho
sanatorium.

“Hooray I yelled Polly Linton, dashing
into the doorway of the sanatorium some
scconds later. “Bluchell, where art thou ?”

The crowd of Fourth-Formers lined up
outside and waited whilst Polly ran
upstairs.

Polly Linton was quite excited, and
dnshuriy upstmrs three at a time.

h 1”7 she panted, out of breath.
"Nulsn., whoma httle Blucbcll

“Blucbell ? Why, isn't she in the school?
She went down a few minutes ago.”:

Polly blinked at the nurse in surprise.

“Weo saw her in the doorway,”
gasped, “but—but she came in;

“Came back? Good gracious, where can
the child have got?”

The nurse seemed quite agitated, and
went down the stairs in front of Polly. Out-
side the girls, a trifle impatient, were break-
ing up into groups.

Betty came inside, and DPolly told her
what had happened. The captain of the
Fourth did not waste a minute, and soon
organised a search for the girl. .

But tlfo search only elicited one fact—
Bluebell was not in the sanatorium. Where
the had gone they could not tell. The
back door had been closed by the Grand-
ways, and there was no other indication of
the flight.

It did not occur to one of them that
Bluebell might have fled into the head-
mistress’ garden.

Yet there she was, hiding beneath a bush,
shivering with fright, as shoe remembered
that crowd of girls.

Poor Bluebell;. she was not used to
school, she was awed by the immenseness of
Morcove, and by the immenseness of the
u]ea that she was to becomo a member of

H.cw diffieult it had been to believe Mr.
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Courtnay when he had told her that she was

to become a scholar there, and-—now her

doubts were assured. They would not have
er.

T ling to earth came her daydreams—
her vision of Bluebell the scholar—ihe
schoolgirl. Once more she was the cireus
dancer. -

e Gumhmsu,
there

Timt voice, kindly, and one she knew
well, interrupted her meditations as the
!:ush was parted. She looked up, startled,

girl, what are you doing

into the face of Miss Somerfield, head-
mistress of Morcove,

“My dear child,” went on the head-
mistress, “whatever made you come hero
and hide? Is—is—this some game?”

Thoroughly amazed, sho locked at the
scared, white face and frightened eyes of
Bluebell.

“0Oh, don’t let them touch me! Let me
go back agen. Why was [ cver took
away ?” sobbed the girl, breaking down now
that sim was faco to .face with someono
kindly. “I--I know I'm different to them,
hut it ain't my fault. Wot am 1 to do——-"

ou poor girl, what are you crying
for? What has ‘happened

Tenderly the heddmisiress clasped the
frai] form to her and looked into the blie
oyes f.hat swam in a mist of tears.

A voice was heard on the other side af
the fence—several voices—Polly Linton’s
jubilant shout, Paula Creel’s lazy drawl,

“Tham she is, guls"’ they heard Polly

“Come on!”

™ Let me go! Let me go!
touch me1”

In the girl's ery there was u frantie plead-
ing that alarmed and surprised ihe head-
mmtrcss

“Hush, gi

“Here she

Polly Linton dashed through the small
gateway into the garden, and pulled up
short as she saw the headmistress. Behind
her were many others, and in a hushed
crowd they stood, ammazed and anxieus.

And Beity—only she kept her presence of
mind. She haslened forward to the head.
m?strcss, and Bluebell, saeing her, hid hee
head in Miss Somerfield’s arm,

“ Bluebell,” rnupmurcd Betty sofily, *
is the mstmr

el 'way !” mumbled Bluebell hroker.m
“I can’t help it! It ain't my fault

Dor’t let “em

o

urged Miss Somerfield,
m

what
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“Someono has been frightening the girl,”

said Miss Somerfield. “Betty Darton, are
you instrumental in this? What means
this horde of girls?”

“Please, Miss Somerficld, we're a de-
monstration,” said Polly Linton in tones
far move subdued than was her wont, “We
—we came to tell Bluebell how glad we are
that she has recovered—-"

“And that we want to welcome her into
ithe Form,” finished Betty.

“Yes, wather!” agreed Panla Creel. It
will be weally wippin® to have little Blue-
bell amongst us, Miss Somerfield.”

Little Bluchell raised her tear-stained face
and loocked at them. Then eould be no
doubting the friendliness in the Fourth
1"9|'||imr's faces. And yet those girls had
ERN(l——

“You hear what they say, Bluebell7”
ashed Miss Somerfield kindly. “I knew
you wero mistaken when you said that they
didn't want you.”

“Didn’t wang her I echoed Betty, amazed.
“But who told her? Why, we're ]ongmg to
have Bluebell in the Fourth 1™

Little Bluchell starcd at her with wide
eyes, and Betty took her by the arm.

“Come, Bluebell,” she soid.  “We want
you, really we do. You know I'm your
friend.”

Bluehell’s face brightened, and once more
fhie sunny smile returned, and the blue eyes
became brighter.

“1 know,” she said softly. “But—but
they said I wasn’t wanted 'cos—cos I'm
only a dancer.”

“Who said
nantly.
had said that., We do want you.'

Blucbell, with Betty Barton's arm m-mmd
her, smiled at them all, and Miss Somerfield
patted Ler head.

“1t’s all right, Bluchell,” she said. “You
are amongst friends. Deity, thero goes the
Lell for morning lessons—take Bluebell \ulh
you. Miss Massingham knows about her.”

So Bluebell, with a crowd around her, was
led in trxumph to the schoolhouse.

“Fancy thinking that we didn't want
you!” laug ied  Polly.  “Why, Bluebell,
dear, we're simply longmg to have you in
the Form. Wo're all going to" help you
Jearn the silly things we learn.”

J!Iuehc!l laughud happily.

“I'm so glad,” she said.

that?” nasked Betty indig-

“1 want ever so

“0h, Bluebell, you didn’ t think we
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much to be friends; I mnt never done
nuthink to be ashamed of—

“No, of course,” said Boity,
worriedly.

Betty, in her good-natured way, was.
wondering how it was possible to give Blue-
bell instruction in the art of npcakmg
English without burting the girl's sensi-
bilities. Tt would be difficult, but it would
be necessary.

They led her to.the Form-room, where
some of the girls already were, and two at
least of those girls looked black with anger
und dismay.

Cora am:l Judith Grapdways exchanged
frowning glances, and Bluebell, she saw
them, but took no -notice.

“There, sit next to me,”
Paula took the girl's arm.

“0Oh, weally, Botty, I say, you know. ¥t
was my idea, deah geal. Besides, 1 can—er
—give her valuable winkles—"

“Ha, ha, ha! TIf poor Bluchell starts eat-
ing mnklns Miss Massingham  will be
pleased,” laughed Polly.

“Bai Jove, not those sort of winkles. I

rather

Betty urged, as

oy o

mean  winkles, not winkles,” explained
| Paula, her unfortunate lisp encumbering
her.

But that lueid explanation sent the girls
into further peals of laughtor. And Blue-
bell looked cuite at a loss, though she
smiled and looked politely as though she
did know.

Paula flushed and frowned alternately.

“Bhe  means she'll teach you a fow
wrinkles—give you a few tips,” explained
Detty kindly.

“Oh, I see! She'll tell me wot I'm ter
do,” nodded Bluebell.  “Course, as I'm sort
of new-like, everyfink will be strange—"

“Good gracious!” said Cora Grandways
loudly. “Did you ever hear such talk? -
You don’t know nuffink, Bluchell. You
w:mt learning-like—a temhing of suffink

Biuebell laoked nmaznd as onc or two girls
laughed, and Polly Linton frowned.

“Next funny remark, Cora,” she said,
“and you'll get a rap on the knuckles from
this ruler! Someocne played a low-down
trick, and it deesn’t take a great deal of
guessing to find who—"

More might have been said then, but the
door of the Form-room opened, and Misa
Massingham entered, followed by the head-
mistress,
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Hurriedly the girls took their places, and
Bluebell sat next to Paula.

Tor several minutes there was shuffling,
and Miss Somerfield waitod,

“Before the lesson begins,” said Miss
Somerfield, when there was silence, “I
should like to introduce, your new school-
fellow, Bluebell. She has no other name,
and for the present it must suffice. Any-
way, it's a pretty name. Now, please, girls,
do your best to make her at home in her
new surroundings—make her feel one of
you, and I shall have good reason to bo
proud of my Fourth Form. She has a lot
to learn, und though sho’s below the
standard of the Form, I have placed her in
it because she has friends here.”

Cora and Judith Grandways muttered,
and then, amidst dead silence Cora roso to
her feet, her face sullen, and her eyes
angry.

““Miss Somerfield,” she said.
to say a few words, if I may—

“Yes, Cora.” 2

“Well, I don't think it's quite fair,”
blurted out the girl,- with as much dignity
as she could muster. “I'm sure my fathor
for one would object to us having lessons
with a circus hand, And the governors
wouldn’t like it—"

There was a buzz of astonishment in the
Form at the utier, colossal check of the
girl, and all turned to look at her.

“Cora Grandways,” said Miss Somoerfield,
sternly, raising her voice, “how dare you
question my judgment. I am headmistress
of this school, and it is I who must decide
who is fit and who is unfit to be a member
of it. You—you are only a schoolgirl, and
io impress that fact upon your mind you
must  write me out five hundred .times:
‘I must not bo'an objectionable snob.’”

“But my father—"

“Another word and I
thousand.”

Cora Grandways sat down heavily, and
scowled at Blucbell.

But Bluebell, even though she knew that
the opinion just expressed was not that of
the whole school, could not help feeling
very uncomfortable. She was not wanted
by one—and perhaps there might be
others,

She was just a circus hand, not & lady—
and she did so wish to be just ike the
others,

“I want
" s

shall make it a
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Sho stole an envious glance at Paula Creel
beside her. Paula—she was so very much
a lady. How well she sjioke—how well sha
looked. If only she could be like Paula,

The girl sighed heavily, and locked at
Miss Massingham, who gave her a kindly
smile. The lesson started then, and with it
started the lifo, of the circus girl at Morcove
School.

CHAPTER 4.
Cora is Funny.
2 GRANDWAYS—"

M - Bluebell put her head shyly
in at the door of Study No. 7
that afterncon, and Cora Crand-

ways lowered her movel, Judith tore
herself from a Daris fashion book, and both
stared at the girl

They oxchanged logks, and Cora winked.
It was truly a case of walking into the
lion’s den. ]

“Come in, Bluebell,” smiled Judith,
“0Oh, do come in—make yowmself at 'ome.”

“0Oh, I can’t stay,” ezid the girl. “I—
I just sco this letter in the rack, and I
knew it were for you, so I brought it.”

“Oh!” said Core, completely amazed that
anyonc should have gone out of their way
to do anyone else a good turn. ‘Oh,
thanks!”

“Don’t go yet, Blueb:
she slit the envolope.

“ Paula Creel——"

“Miss Creel,” corrected Judith. ** Always
call your superiors miss, you know.”,

Cora glanced at the letter, and erumpled
it up. Then she surveyed Bluebell's pretty
slim figure thoughtfully. It was just Cora’s
way to plan deliberately some way of dis-
comaforting the girl,

“It’s lucky you came,” she said.
Monk wants to see you.”

“Miss  Monk,” stammered
“QOh, I—I—ain’t secn her.
teacher 77

“A teacher, great goodness, no! We don’t
have teachers here,” sncered Cora, * Misn
Monk is in the 8ixth Form. All new girls
have to bo sérvauts to tho older girls, 1
know Monkey—I mean Miss Monk—wants
to see you.”

Judith grinned. She knew Clarice Monk

I8s

ell,” sho urged, as
“ hes L]
o hury——

“Miss

Bluehell.
Is sho &
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well. Claico was not a popular Sixth
Former, for many good reasons, too.
was not at all ||k(‘ly that such a tyrant as
the would be popular. But the Grandways

it
-

gizls liked her—because they found her
useful, and she liked them for the same
reason. '

“You had better come with us said
Judith, “hecause Miss Monk r{.aﬁy does
want to see you, Blucbell. We've ﬁpokeu
to her about you, and recommended you,

““Oh, tlaank yuu," said Blucbeil doubt-
fully. ~ “I—I can’t go now 'cos Detty—
Miss Barton is going to learn me huckl:y,
please.”

“Oh,
jeered Cora.
fancy Monkey— that
like being kept w
Betty.” She winked at her sister.
we take the little Hower along?”

Judith eprang to her ioue wit.h alacrity,
and Cora, more languid, rose,

Bluebell, with a {unlung of doubt that |~
she could not explain, hesitate

“1 think I'd rather go with Betty,”

she's going to learn you, is sho?”
“That will bo nice. But 1
is, Miss Monk—won’t
ng. I'll explain to
“Shall

Z
B

she

said shyly.
“Go hon,” grinned Cora. “DBut Miss
Monk might have quite a deal to say.

You wouldn’t Jike to make a start in the
punishinent room.”
Qooooh, no! I—T'll come.”
And, very meekly, she fcllo\Aved the two

Grandways alon, the corridor. But
Blucbell was not happy at heart. She did
not like these two girls, and rather
regretted the rathor lmplllsnu. good-
Summd action tlm!; had led he: into their
en

Cora and Judith were in high fettle,
very well-pleased with their little scheme,
and Cora grinned as she tapped on the
door of Btudy No. 8 in the Sixth TForm
passage,

“Come in,” said a rather eharp voice,
and Cora pushed Bluebell into the study.

The cireus girl stared, bewildered, round
the lavishly-furnished opartment, wonder-
ing what was going to happen. She stared,
too, at tho gl who lounged, or rather
eprawled, in an arm chair in front of the
fire.

“This is Dluebell, Clarice,” said Cora,
and winked.
Clarice Monk lecisurely rose from Lhe

MORCOVE!

chair, and stared at the girl with a smile
upon her thin lips.

“So you are Bluebell 2"’ she grked. *“Yon
are the sweet little fairy that danced in
the eircus. Yeu baven't brought your
hoops with you ?"

“No, please,” said DBluebell,
if sha should smile.

“Never mind,” said the” senior, con-
solingly. “You've brought your accent.”

She laughed, and the Grandways Jomnd
her; but Bluebell was quito at a loss.

“Bhe's come to clean your shoes,”
Cora. “You've got a lot that
clcmmng. haven't you, Clarice?”

“(oodness, yos; there's- heaps the child
can do. There, gu-l open_ that cupboard,
there's & nice array inside.”

Bluecbell, still rather at sea, opened tha
cupboard door, and blinked at the many
pairs of shoes inside. There were many
shoos of all kinds and descriptions—all of
thp good and expensive,

u can clean all thusc,
“'] hat will be a nice start.”

“Clean ’em  ail?” nsked DBluebell.
amazed. “But I ain't got no time.
promised Betty as I'd be on the hockey
ground

“Promised what?”

Clarice jeered at her, and the Grand-
ways sisters laughed. -They meant to got
some cruel fun at Bluebell’s expenso; anid
the little circus dancer, not unpaturally,
Jeoked perturbed.

“Get on with it, girl!” commanded the
senior, “Don't sl:an'thrrB staring. You'll
find ﬂm shoe-cleaning things in the cup-
board.”

Clarice

wondering

said
wanb

said Clarice.

yawned and reached for her

back soon,” she drawled.
“And when I return, I shall expect to sce
all those cleaned. If not, there’ll Le
rmnbln I shall lock you in so that you
can' 't slide away."

ves, 'M:ss—hlnss
Miss Monl.”

Clarice frowned hea
Judith concealed ‘g I'hen, with a
swagger that was ended to be: very
stately indeed, the Sixth Form girl lounged
from the rooni.

Cora and Judith
and Corn turned to the
was standing amongst the

hat.
“1 shall be

Monkey—1 mean,

v, and Cora an:l

staycd back awhile,
us dancer, wha
oes.
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“Get -on with it!”" she said harshly
“And when you've finished there’s plenty
I can find you to do.”

“Yes, Miss Grandways,”
bell unhappily. “I—I will.

“The door slammed then, and Bluebeil
was .left alone., The little dancor looked
glunly at the shoes, and then out of the
window where the playing-ficlds were
visible. It was a half-holiduy and they
were crowded,

Why couldn’t she go and play with the
others? She didn't know that schoolgirls
had te black shoes; but she glanced round
the expensive apartment nng sighed,

On the mantelpicce a clock ticked softly
and solemnly, and little Blucbell, used to
work, started resignedly upon her task.

Not for a second did she doubt that tho
senior had been justified in the task sho
had sct her; not for a moment did she
suspoct tho trickery, tho deceit of the
Mandways sisters—those sisters who oven
now were laughing at the trick played
upon the unsuspecting girl.

“8een Blucbell 27 Cora was answering
Polly Linton. “Good gracious, no; I'm
not_in the hebit of looking after ocircus
dancers! T suppose she’s gone back to her
pals.”

And when Polly, her face worried, had
wandered off, the two sisters chuckled de-
lightedly to themselves.

“That lettor?” asked Judith,  “That
was from dad, wasn't it?”

“Oh, yos; - I'd quite forgotten,” her
sister answered. ' Lucky I didn’t quite,

answored Blur-
But—

though. Uncle Cyril’'s coming,”
“Unele Cyril,” eochoed Judith. “How
splendid ! t means a big P

Cora winked knowingly. The two sistors
had no real affection r uny of -their ro
lations, but thoy had an eye to the main
chance always, and Uncle Cyril, who had
plenty of money, usually handed out a
substantial tip.

That he did so with slight contempt dil
not worry the girls,

“Wo'd better get in a good supply of
tuck, and gwn iim a gooll study set-out,”

1o

mused Clora like that. And sup-
Paula.  He was rather wild
clan't m't en in school. " He's
sure to h o it if we know anyone so classy

us Paul
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“(Ciracious, yes: ho might double his tip.
You never know.”

““Come on, t[mn. and get in some food,
T'll find Taula.

And the two sisters hurried off.

CHAPTER 4.
Paula to the Rescue.

AULA !

P Cora  Grandways waved her
hand to a girl who was saunteri
aleng fhe Fourth Form corridor.

Pawla Creel was looking rather worried,
and she scemed far more concerned than
was her wont.

Bhe_ turned as she was hailod by Cora,

and nodde.

“I =ay, Cora,” she said worriedly, “have

yovu any ideah wheah my [wiend Bluebals
is?"

“0h, nover wmind the circus kid,” said
Cora. “TLook here, will you come to tea
with us this afternoon, Paula dear?”

Paula blinked at the .girl in surprise.
It was many a long day since Cora Grand-
ways had called hor “dear,” and she was"
surprised. she been anyone else she
would have been suspicious, ~ But Daula’s
war an unsuspecting nature.

“Bai Jove!” silo said thoughtmllv “Do
you know, T can’t say at all. I—T'm look-
in' for my fwiend Blueball-—ahe s going to
teach me to dance, you know. She said
I'd make a wippin’ dancer.”

“Yes, of course,” said Cora flatteringly.
“No one would make a better dancer. But
that will do some other time. We've an
important guest to-day——""

“Yes. But you soo, Cowa, deah geal, T
have invited my fwiend Blueha}l to tea. 1
weally cannot think, i Jove, wheah

Blucbell can bave gone,” murmured Paula
worriedly. “I suppeose you lmvn scen
nothin® of her this afterncon, Cowa?

“(h, don’t ask me!” said Cora crossly,
realising that it was vain to hope fer
Paula’s company at tea. “Tind out!”

And  the deceitful Cora stalked off.
Taula, n very thoughtful look on her face,
watched the Fourth-Former, and shook her
head doubtfully.

She walked out into the
staring about her inquiringly.

quddrangie,
It was a
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sutny day, ideal for a half-holiday, and
ideal for hockey.

But Paula was not intent about that
execllent winter game this afternoon, She
wanted to learn to dance, DBut now Blue-
bell was missing.

She surveyed the school, and ihought
idly how beautiful and imposing it looked
in the afternoon sunlight. Sﬁo glanced
up at the latticed windows, reflecting the
sun.

As she glanced along them, ono window
caught her attention—for there at the
window a figure stood, Transfixed for a
moment, she stared at the face, A hand
waved. and she knew that what she sus-
pected was corroct,

Tt was little Bluebell. How had she go!
fhere? What room was it?

But someone clse had seon tho figure,
and was hurrying back to the school.
Paule glanced round and looked into the
face of Clarice Monk.

Immediately, in her mind, sho connceted
the two, and a little calculation mado her
quite sure that Bluebell was in Clarice
Monk’s study. y

Then, from hor languid self, Paula be-
tame transformed into a being of energy
and nactivity.  Sho hurried after Clarice,
her mind filled with doubts.

For Paula knew Clarice—knew her bully
ing propensities, and guessed at half what
had happened.

Clarice Monk. hearing footsteps behind
he1, turned, and stopped,

“What do you want?” she asked.

“I supposs I have a wight to walk
newoss the quadwangle?” asked Paula. “[
know of no now wegulations, yes, wather.
I mean, wather not.”

“Well, .don't follow mo!” snapped the
Sixth-Former, little realising how sho was
giving herself away.

As she walked on, Paula followed, How
surprised Polly and Betty wonld have bess
if thoy could have soen cir  usually
languid chum transformed info a sleuth.
hbund—following Clariee !

The Sixth Form girl hurried on, and
Paula tellowed still. When the Sixth Form
corrider was reached, there wero only a
fow yards separating thom,

Clarico stopped.

“Why are you following me ?” she asked
angrily. “You have no right in this
passage 1”?

“I have como here to see a fwiend,” said
Paula fearlessly, “I have a perfect wight
Ot ,

Clarice strode on to her etudy, and
turned the key in tho lock, She attempted
to shut the door. after her quickly as she
passed in, but Paula was flﬁk}\\‘ing closer
than she thought,

And before she had time to wheel round,
the Fourth Form girl was in the study be-
side her, £

It was too late then for concealment, for
in the centre of the room, her hands
marked by blacking, and her face stained
where her hands had been, stood Bluebell.

“Bluebell,” exclaimed Paula, “whatevah
are you doin’ heah 7"’

“Will you go?"” snapped Clarice.

Bluchell looked from ono to the other,
puzzled, _

“Miss Monl said I was to elean her
shoes,” she said.

“Gwoat Scott! What uttah chock " ox-
claimed Paula in great indignation.
“Clawice, how dare yéu? <You have no
wight whatevah to fag my fwiond——

“You mind your own. business, Good-
ness-—-"

Clarice Monk broke off, as she stared
ths shoos that Bluchell had cleaned. Thero
was & very bright polish on most of thom,
but onc or two pairs were dull,

“F—I couldn’t shine them,” said Blue-
bell nervously, “I did try—"

“You little idiot—oh, yon stupid im-
becile!” shouted tho Sixth-Former wrath-
fully. “My best. suede shoos—blacked—
blacked with boot-polish—ruined "

Open-mouthed, sho stared at the onco
splendid pair of black suede shoes, which
must have cost at least two guineas.

The suede was covered with blacking,
which had been industriously rubbed in!

“Bai Jove!” murmured Paula, who
quite apprecizted the ruin and the damago
done. .

Bluebell looked on, wide-cyed, surprised,
and not a little alarmed.

“I'did try so hard to shine ’em,” she
said, “But I couldn’s, cos the stulf was
soft—- . i

Clarice Monk turned, her face livid with

anger, and caught hold of the - little
dancer’s arm,

“You little cat!” she shouted. “Vou
did this purpesely.  Don’t tell me you
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didn't, You have ruined those shoes, and
1 shall report you—="

She raised her arm and brought it down
twice, thrico, hard upon the circus girl’s
barc arm,

Slap! 8lap! Slap!

* Bluebell uttered & sharp ery, as much of
surprise as of pain; and then Paula Creel
flung hersclf straight at the enraged senior
snd tore her away.

“Great goodness! DPaula, what are you
doing?” exclaimed the Sixth-Former.

Paula Creel did not loosen her hold, but
held the girl back. Her two eyes wers
blazing with quite unwonted angor, and
Yier graceful arms scemed to Clérice to be
made of stoel.

“Bai Jove, you shan’t hit her! . I shau
pwevent you; yes, wather, you spiteful
geal ! Paula exclaimed indignantly.

She picked usj a thick, round chony
ruler from the table, and held it aloft.

“Touch my fwiend, and you will foel this
wuler wap your knuckles. 1 mean it—yes,
wather!”

Clarice set her teoth, but sho made no
effort to move.. Paunla Creel looked danger-
ous, and already tho Sixth-Former had

_realised that in that apparently muscleless

figure there was a wealth of strengib.

For a moment thore was a tense silence,
then Clarice broke in with a laugh.

“You can go,” she said through her
teeth. “Dut, if you think this is the end,
Jot me tell you that yon are mistaken,
Paula Crecl.  As for that Cockney circus

irl, L shan’t forget the damage she has
one."”

“You doserved it,” answered Paula
calmly. “Novah have I heard of such

shockin’ tweatmont.”

“0Oh, get out!”

Paula took Bluebell’s arm, and together
they beat a huvried rotreat, hardly gotting
clear of the door before it slammed noisily.

“Did you black them purposely 1" asked
Paula, rather waorriedly looking at her com-
panion,

#1—1 thought they had to be blacked
I know 1 dido’t ought to ba’ dono it
now——""

glad, Bluebell.

“I—~I am But pway M

‘not say vou didn't ought—say you oughtn’t,

you know.”
“I oughtn't. T wish 1 couid speak like
you, Miss Creol—"" |
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“Call me Paula, please, deah geal. 1
am weally glad you didn’t play a twick
upan Clarice, She acted vewy badly, but
a lady does not descend to wetaliate. We-
venge is vewy low."

“ see,” said Blucbell, greatly
puzzled. She was only just getting used
to Paula’s lisp. “Jt was the fault of Cora
—Miss Grandways.'”

“Woally, Bluebell,” protested Paula,
“you must not call anyone ¢ miss’ but the
mistwesses, And ono should nevah tell
fales about anyone else, you know. That's
sneakin’, yes, wather, and that’s not nice.’

“Oh, yos, Miss—Paula, I won't over
again,” mumbled Blucbell, wondering i
she would ever be able to remember ail
these rules.

“I want you to teach
please,” said Paula. .

“Oh, 1 should love to!” said Blueb:ll
'u:,'{‘ull_y;',. “Only I promised to play

ocke

me to dance,

“Bai Jove, weelly! Then you must—
yos, wather! A Jady always keeps her
pwomiscs. You must come and explain to
Betty why you were detained.”

Bluebell looked up, hob blue eyos ad-
miring, ns she followed Paula across the
quadrangle. How nice, she thought, to he
like this girl, and know all the rules,

Half-way across the quadrangle, Cora

Grandways waved to the two.
“T say, Paula,” she said, “do come in
tea. You can bring the kid if you like.

Only uncle will want to see some of our
friends. After all, we can toll him she's
not at the school—"

“Wenlly, Cown, you unuttahable snob!
ion are without any weal feelings-—¥es.
wather! 1 wegard you with contempt.”

And Paula turned her nose up in scorn.

Judith, in the gatoway. waved to her
sister,

“Here's uncle!” she enlled.

Almost as she spoke, an upright, smiling
gentleman came in at the gates—not thn
sor: of man one would expect the Grand-
ways to have as an uncle.

But strangely enough, he only recognisad
Judith by raising his hat, and crossed tha
quadrangle to where Cora was still stand-
ini: with the other two.

*aula would have gone, but little Blue-
beli clung on to her arm.

“ (3ood-afternoon, uncle! said Cora,
with her most ingratiating &mile.
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“Good-afternoon”  said Uncle Cyril
cuitly, and raised his hat.

Past the amazed and outraged Cora ha
went, straight to little Bluebell; and she,
with a fond ery, ran forward into

arma!
w

his

oh!" she cried.
gen’l’ man "

Paula Creel stared; and Cora—she was
simply amazed, For Unelo Cyril, the man
sho was trying her hardest to impress,
had picked up Blucbell in his arms, and

“It’s the kind

was' hug; ller—huggmg the “con-
tem; tihln%ltt dancer ”

“Dear ltttle Blunbell " .said  Mr.
Courtnay, " So you have started school?”

CHAPTER 6.
An Apology to Bluehell.

n R. COUR[NAYI"
M With a shout of wolcome, &

half-dozen or so of hockey
players, came from the field.

Botty i‘immn led the way, with Polly
Linton, Madge Minden, and Trixie Hope
only just behind.

AMlr. Courtnay tumed and raised his hat
to them,

“How are you all?”” he smiled. %1
have just come to sec my little Bluebell—
my adopted daughter—"'

Cora and Judith Grandways,
side, drew forward, amazement
darkly wpon their faces.

Was Unecle Cyril this “contemptible
little dancer’s” guardian? Was it he who
had adopted her? Vet what doubt could
there be, as they saw the happy look 19
the child’'s face when ho embraced her?
And they had been passed by for her!

“Wo didn’t know you woere coming,
sir,” said Betty Barton. “We haven’t got
anything for tea.”

“But I have, bai Jove!” smilcc! Paula
Creel.  “Bluebell was comin’ to tea with
me—yes, wathcr*nnd now Mr. Courtnay
can conie and all—

“Thanks, thanks!”  cheered
“Let’s make a reu.!. high toa of it,
add to the stores.”

Bluebell, her face radiant, stood in the
centre of tham all, proud and happy, look-
ing admiringly at the fine gentleman whn
had adopted her.

side by
writtan

Polly.
We'll

L way.”

“Come along,” cried Polly Ihnton, “let's
Ect the banquet ready—a banquet to cole-
ute Bluelmll’s first day. Come -along,

girls I’

“Ah, you high-spirited girls,” said tho
novelist, it makes me wish T wero young
again, to sce you all so happy at the

prospeet of a banquet! But I am glad
b—ﬁ]ud that you are so fond of Blue-
% 5

“Why, of course wo are,” said Dotty, *
“Mzr. Courtnay; she will soon be one of the
most Ennulal irls in the school.”

ope s0,” said he. “I judge people
by thctr friends. There is something
wrong with the girls who havo no friends,

It shows that they have somne nean
spirit.”"
Cora and Judith, in the background

scowled, for that thrust—\vhnt could” it b
but directed to thom ?

The excited Fourth-Formers gathorad
rcund the novelist, and when he protested
that he had to seo Miss Somerfield, thaey
were very reluctant to let hiln go, DBut he
went, and they rushed helter-skelter to get
things for the banquot.

Blucbhell Paula led to her study, and
there the little cireus girl, her eyes s\inim;,
helped to lay the meal. How splendid 1t
was to have these friends, and such a fino
adopted fathor as that kind gentleman !

Betty and Polly, Madge and Trixie,
brought pastries and chickon and ham and
many dainties with which to supplement
the meal Paula had prepared. Fnr with
sazmany of thom there would naturally be
a greab deal wanted.

“I want the whole Form to come—jyus,
wather " drawled Paula; and sho sank
on to the couch. ecally, T am. pwos-
twated with this awful exertion!”

“That’s right, Paula, you lie down,”
laughed Polly. “You'll only be in the
And she arranged half a dozen
cushions under Paula’s head, so that
the elegant girl seomed miles above tha
couch.

What excitement there was when, tho
meal prepared, the whole Form turned up
to enjoy it! Mr. Courtnay was given the
place of honour to share with his adopted
(lagglltcr, and Paula sat at the opposite
on .
“Avre wo all here?” asked Polly.
the roll, Betty.”

“0Oh, we're all hero—all that matter!”

“Call
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she laughed. “Cora and Judith Grand-
ways—"

“Oh, we don’t want them!” said Polly.
“They would only sit and sncer. They've
}acen against  Blucbell often enough s
ar—

She stopped short as Me.
Courtnay’s eyes upon her.

“Cora and Judith Grandways,”’ he said.

" “Why, they are my nicces! Suroly thoy
%;alvie not been aggressive towards Bluo-

el 77

There was an awkward silonce then; for
no one wished to tell tales against the
g}nlr!s, mean though they were. And Polly,
she blushed as she realised her blunder.

Myr. Courinay smiled.

“T understand your code of honour,” he

said, “And will press the matter no
farther.  Sometimes silence is more elo-
quent than words.”

Thon the spell seemed broken, and thoy
ail chatted. Blucbell, ot the head of the
table, smiled happily, and ate the dainty
cakoes thoy all pressed upon her.

It was a happy benquet, that. But a few
doors away, in Study No, 7, thero was
another banquet—a banquet without guests.
- Cora and Judith Grandways, their brows
black with anger, sat in opposite armchairs,
regarding the tables they had been at such
expense to make look attractive. There
were meat patties, slices of ham and
chicken, pastries—everything.

But no guests to eat it.

“Oh, ‘bother it—bother it!” Cora was
muttering. “Who would have dreamt this?
To think that it is Uncle Cyril who has
adopted that kid1” 3

“And now,” wailed Judith, “what shall
we do? Wo're hard up. We've spent prac-
tically all we had on this meal to get a
it

“Which wo shan't get now,” said Cora
bitterly. “Thanks to Bluckell. My good:
ness, I'll make that kid sit up for this!
.8he shan’t come between us and uncle!”

“8he will,” fumed Judith. ‘What is the
good of saying sho» won’t? You know as
well as I do how fond he is of her. She
will have all the big tips in future, and we
shall have none.””

Judith kicked the fender 1-i:inusli;
Cora, with her eyos narrowed thoughtf
stared in the fire. 7

““8ho shan’t have the big tips1” she
vowed, “He doesn’t know much about her

she felt

and
ully,

13

yet. Supposo she turns out a regular littls
cat—a thief, perhaps? Suppose she has na
friends—-""

““Oh, what's the use of supposing?” said
her sister crossly.

Cora smiled cunningly. ¢

“There arc ways,” she said quictly.
“Don’t forget that Clarice Monk’s dow on
her, But we musin’t show her our hands.
We'ro going to bo her best friends. We're
5oing to kiss her, and say how we love her
arling eyes I’ N

“I'm not,” said Judith.

But when Cora had said a fow words,
Judith changed her mind. The banquet
was left on the table, and togethor the
sisters went along to Paula’s stugy.

From bchind the closed door came the
sound of shouts and laughter. The feasters
were ovidently thoroughly hnlp y, and the
rattle of cups and saucers told liow much
all were enjoying themselves,

Cora Grandways tapped once at the door,
then, as she received no answer, opened it.

At first their entrance was nat noticed;
but Betty, who was in a scat that faced the
door, sprang up. Immediately everyone
turned round, and Mr. Courtnay stared at
Lis nicces.

““ Please—please, uncle, we've come to—to
say how sorry we are,” said Cora meekly.

“My goodiess !

Polly Linton almost dropped her cup, aud
one or two others seemed cqually overcome
by theso unusual tactics on the part of the
Grandways sisters.

“ You—you've come to apologise I” asked
their uncle.

Cora and Judith nodded, the latter keep-
ing in tho background to let the elder sister
get on with the talking.

“¥es, wo're_sorry ﬁnt we—we haven't

been kind to Dleebell,” said Cora. *“And
wec'd like to apologise to her.””
“Water | "\"'ater " moaned Polly.

“Cora’s sorry ! .
“Wait 1" said Mr, Courlnay sternly, “Let
us be fair. I you really wish to tender an
apology, Cora, of course I am sure that
Bluebell will accept it.” :
“Course I wil,” said Bluchell readily.
“I-want cveryfink to be orl right. ain’t
never wanted to quarrel with no one,”
“Then there’s my hand on it,” said Cora
theatrically. '*And I will never say ancther
unkind word to you again.’’
“Bplendid—splendid I"” said Mr. Cowrtnay,
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as the two
camo forward.

irls shook ‘hands, and Judith

“I am more p\eascd than I
cen say to know that my nieces and my
adopted daughter are friends. It grieved
mo to hear, Cora, that you did not like
Blucbeil.””

“I--1 suppose I was jealous, uncle,” said
the girl, hanging her head, “T'm sorry.”

“Then all is well,” said Betty Barton
happily. “T am so glad.”

Cora and Judith. ?ooking very apologetic
ell the time, took their stand near tho table,
and aeccepted the tea and cakes that were
passod them.

Thers was not seating accommodation for
them all, and many were standing. But
Cora and Judith &itf not mind. They were
thinking how splendidly they had duped all
these girls—even their uncle.

]Jlut hind they duped them all? One girl,

at least, was still giving them suspicious
glances—and she was a girl who knew them
weil-—one who had once been on friondly

Lo with them. That girl was Paula
Creel, little Bluchell’s best friend.

CHAPTER 6.
A Lady!

“ UT why?" asked Blucbell.

B Paula  Creel rubbed her  nose
thoughtfully. Paula was engaged in
tho somewhat difficult task to teach-

ing her friend English.

“Why isn't ‘singing’ a verb ?”

Bluebell’s eyes were puzzled as she looked
up at her wise companion for n solution of
that question. Lessons were proving very
trying indeed to the littlo circus dancer,
whe had only been taught to use her fect.

And Paula—she was floundered. Iaula

was not very good herself at lessons, and
the 1m‘stions Bluchell was asking proved
troublesome. :
“Weally, I suppose it’s hecause it isn’t,”
suid Paula vaguely. ““Yon see, the man in
the book says it isn’t—yes, wather; and he
ought to know, you know.”’

And she sighed with relief at the solution,
But Blucbell was not so well pleased.

“Tt says here,” she read, ‘¢ the singing
of the birds is beautiful.” "Well, why isn’t
singing a verb? 1If I say, ‘I am singing,’
is 5.“ a verb ?”

*Oh, yes, wather, absolutely,” said Paula,
glad to be able to answer so certainly.

“Bai Jove, yes; but—but therc's a differ-
ence, you know-—""

“Yes, but I can’t see no difference.”

“ Ahem! Woll, theah may be = mistake—
yes, wather, that's it. They are frightfully
carcless, these w’iters—"’

“My gentloman’s a writer, and he isn’t."”

“Ahem! Nunno. But, you sce—you sec
—well, this is a pwofessor, and they're
fwightfully absent-minded, you know, bai

ove. And you see what it says under-
neath.  ‘ Birds’ is a noun.”’

Bluebell placed her hand to her heed and
frowned. hie wanted badly to learn; she
wanted to got on, and speak like Paula.
But when the book made silly mistakes,
progress was difficult.

““Are you sure it's a mistako?” she said

at last.
“Well, weally—lot us wead it again.
Powway 2

Paula picked ufx the book, and frowned at
it, wishing that she had paid more attention
herself to instructions in grammar. Sa
intent was she that she did not hear the
door open, nor did she hear a whispered
remark. »

The first she knew was an emphatic slap
on the back, which made her drop the book,
and a peal of laughter from Polly Linton.

“Good old thoughtful I’ said Dolly.
“TFanoy Paula swotting.”
“What's wrong?” asked DBetty, sceing

Bluebell’s worried Jooks.

And then the book was shown to her, and
the difficulty explained,

“Why, of cowrse it's a noun !’ she said.
“The suffix ing* docsu’t make tho word a
verb, Blucbell, dear. If ono says, ‘The
birds are singing,’ then it is a verh, But
if one says, ‘1 iku singing birds,” it is an
adjective, deseribing what kind of birds one
likes. And herc one is praising something
about the birds. If one says, ‘ The feathers
of the birds are bcautiful,” *feathers?®
would be a noun,

“8o, you see, “singin’' isa noun. It isa
name deseribing an ac®on. This music of
birds would be the same meaning, practi-
cally, and that would be a noun.”

“Yes, wather,”” said Paula brightly, “Of
course.  That is what I meant. Yon seo
that, Bluebell? If it were, “ The birds were
singing,’ it would be an adjeetive—-"

“Verb, silly,” corrected Betiy.

“Bai Jove, yes, wather. A verb, silly,
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And—and if it were—well,
it would bz something else
« "

Ha, ha,

“You'll be the death of me if you go on
teaching, Paula,” pealed Polly. “Wo shall
have you ousting Miss Somerficld yet."”

“Bai Jove, I wathah fancy mysclf as a
teacher, you know. It wequires someone
with a—cr—lucid explanation of things—""

Even Bluchell smiled at that, although it
was at her friend’s expense. She could sce
that Paula was not & “lesson experf.””

“Put the book away
Betty., ‘“Come into the Common-roem, und
show us how to dance, will you, Blucbell 2”

“Will 1% asked the girl. “I should just
think so. Thou h—thcugh- I aiv’t got the
right things on, like—"

“Qh. but you can dance in those!” pro-
tested Betty. ‘““Do show us. Woe do so
want to see you."

And Bluebell, really delighted to have
an opportunity of showing them how she
could dance, went with Betty into the
Common-room.

Btrangely enough, Laura Turner was
there, although Bluebell would not have
thought it so strange had she known that
Laura had come at Betty’s invitation.
Laura was back in her old place as a Sixth-
Former, and she welcomed Bluebell.

“Tt is not so long since we were together
in Samways’ Circus, Bluebell,” said the
senior. “DBut those days are past now.
You are glad, of course?”

“Yes, I am glad, Miss Turner—"

“ Laura, dear.”™

“Yes, Lawra, I am glad, ’cos it's so

the : gtlml; thing

much nicer here amongst friends. But
they—they were kind to me at tho
circus .

“That's tho way to talk,” said Polly.
It shows that you are grateful for what
thoy did; though it couldn’t have been an
easy P
Bluebell seated hersclf in a chair, but

she wae not allowed to stay there for long.
The girls wanted to see their new Form-
fellow dance.

The little circus dancer obliged them,
and the applanse they gave her was well
merited. Although she was attired ns they
were, in a drill-dress, unpoetic and hard,
yot she looked sweelly entrancing as she
swirled and stepped rhythmically. And be-

now,” laughed [
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cnuse there was no music to guide her, it
was all the more wonderful. *

“Bai Jove, wemarkable!” said -Paula
Creel. *“I weally wish I could do that,
you kmow.”

“You cun,” smiled Bluebell. “It ain't—
isn’t very hard. See if you can.”

Paula stepped out before them all, and
bowed. Polly Linton gave a mocking
cheer,

“Jolly good!” she said, “Know any
more like that?”

“Weally,” prolested Paula, “I haven't
begun, you know.”

She twirled round on her toes, and her
legs seemed to bo tied together. 'Then,
before anyone could stop her, she fell—

Crash!

A peal of laughter went up at that, and
Paula, unhurt, rose to try again. Three
steps she trotted across the floor, and raised
her arm like a bird. Polly Linton, in a
whisper, suggested that it_was a scarecrow.

But Paula was not up to the exertion,
and after a few more steps she finished.

“Woeally,” she panted, “I feel quite
pwostwated—-"" g

“Tm afraid you wouldn't do for a
cireus,” said Laura Turner, amidst
Inughter. “It wouldn’t do to get ‘pwos:
twated’ in the middle of your turn.”

“Bai Jove, no—wather not! But I'm
going to learn. It’s only a knack, you
know,” said Paula, with a wise nod of the
head. “Bluebell’s going to teach me.”

“Yes, I will teach you, Paula,” said the
girl. WYoull be a good dancer.”

And for that evening, at least, Paula
Creel gave up e idea ‘of learning to
dance. A little was enough at present, she
explained, wntil she got over the feeling
of “pwostwation.”

‘It was a merry evening, and everyone
was quite happy. But even the best times
have an end, a scon the juniors were
hurrying off to bed.

This was all new to Bluebell, and when
she reached the dormitory she looked about
her with interest. The rows of beds looked
so neat and tidy, and although the room
was nob furnished lavishly, it looked com-
fortable.

There was a vacant bed that she fonund
was hers, and she went to it. Paula Creel
was on one side of her and Betty Barton
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on the othaer, and for two finer companions
she could not possibly have wished.

Very glad she was to get between the
sheets to dream of the day that had gone.

She did not regret the circus—she was
far too happy with all her friends. Lessons
were lengthy, but to her thoy were new,
and she ¢ dy not object to them as some
of the others did. *

Soou she fell asleep, and not till rising-
bell tolled out noisily did she wake.

When shoe learned what the summons
meant, she was almost the ﬁl‘st out of bed,
and dressed quickly.

During lessous that morning she was
naturally ai sea, for she knew very little
about anything, and the previous morning
had been spent in arranging her books.

“1 think,” said Miss Massingham, the
I<mm-m:shess, “that you had better learn
by yourself, Dluebell. I will give you

s to read, then will question you about
them. But you must learn, and read very
carclully. 1 ean trus you to do that?”

Yss teacher—I  mean, Miss Massing-
ham.”

And she was given a book. Tt was a
'hlstmy book, and she found it deeply inter-
esting. The whole of that day she spent
in roading difforent books, And some of
the time Miss Massingham was beside her,
showing her how to do things.

Bluebell could write, and %1 knew simple
addition and subtraciion, but little else,
Her guickness saved her, however, and Miss
Massingham was quite well pleased with the
progress she made.

“Now,” said Miss Massingham during
the Iast’ lesson, *‘take this history book,
]allu'eb,é;]l, learn ail you can, but don't over-
o it.

The little dancer took the book
nodded.

S f will learn,” she said.

“Yes, learn you must,” said Miss Mass-
ingham.  “Mr. Courtnay will want to sce
you getting on, and to waste your time
would be ungrateful.”

But Bluebell’s eager look assured her.

After lessons, Cora Grandways sidled up
to the girl.

“ Bluebell,” she said, “would you like us
to give you some instruction in Roman
history 7 You have the book here, but it’s
rather dry reading. We can teach you if
you come to our study. Come to tea with
us.’”

and
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“Thank you,” said Bluebell gratefully,
glad that these two were friends at last.
“I should like to come. Tt is sort of diffi-
cult-like, rcading a thing.”

““Oh, quite,” said Cora, scarcely -able to *
cunuenl a sneer at the girl’s way of express.

ing hersclf. “Come along in a few -
minutes,” *
. CHAPTER 7.
The Victim.

S Bluebell went into the Form-room
A next morning the mistress smiled at
El’
*“Did you study
mght?" she asked the girl
*“Yes, Miss Massingham.™” :
“Then let’s sce how much you remem-
ber, Here is some paper. And there is
a desk where you will be quiet, away from
the others.
Bluebell cheerfully took the paper, nnd
went to the desk after a grateful look a
Cora—a look that girl pretended not to

sce.

While the lesson proceeded, Bluebell
wrote at & furious pace. Her circus train-
ing had cultivated her memory, and she
remembered what Cora had teld her, almost
word for word. How happy she was that
she remembered it, little drexming of what
she was l.umg‘ in store for herself.

“(Goodness,” said Miss Massingham, when
she had collected Bluebell’s answers, ““you
winst have studied hard! T hope this is all
right. You seem to have written a greaf
deal. I feared you might bave been
nltmctcd by the pictures, and not have read
much,”

Bhe took the papers, end then went-back
to her desk, leaving the Formn to “swot ”
at their geography  bouoks, - learning the
mean annual rainfall of Africa.

Miss Massingham’s brows beeame black
as she read the first page, and she glanced -
at the girl, who was looking out of the
window. The mistress opencd her mouth
as though to speak, then changed her mind.
‘When she had finished ihe whole compo-
sition, she rose and crossed to the girl.

“Blucbell,” she said, “this is the worst
composition of any sort that I have had
the misfortune to see. It is badly written
and badly spelled, which is not your fault.
But it shows ihat you did no move than
glance through the book I gave you. Tho

f{our history la.sb.




“'THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWN " LIBRARY

facts are jumbled and absurd. Either you
are too stupid to learn, or too lazy to want
to!”

*“Oh, Miss Massingham!”

Poor Bluebell was nearly in tears, and
ihe rest of the Form were staring at the
_mistress, amazed. 5

‘It is ‘disgracefulI” went on the mistress.
- “Ta think that Mr. Courtnay is wasting his
kindness upon you, when you don’t even
take the trouble to learn. Do you realise,
ungrateful girl, that he is spending
hundreds of pounds on your education?”

TS L, S
lessly.

Her mind was in a turmoil. Surely she
had not got those things mixed up. She
hadn’t looked at tho book, Cora—— She
turped to look at the girl, and saw that
Cora’s face wore a sneer.

Blucbell’s heart seemed to give a leap,
as she realised that she had been tricked.
Instantly she felt an overwhelming desire
to tell Miss Massingham what had hap-
pened. Then she remembered what Paula
had told her—a lady never tells tales.

She could not tell about them, then. So
she sat there saying nothing, because there
was nothing to say.

. . . - . v

And so Cora and Judith Grandways es-
caped the punishment that was due to
them. They had passed Bluchell in the
passage, and she cut them dcad. But that
didn’t trouble the Grandways.

2 goodness,” . said Cora, “we’ll soon
get nd of that kid, Judith. That plan
worked well.”

“Yes,” agreed her sister. ‘““Once uncle
thinks she’s not buckling to, he’ll drop her.
~You know he always says there's nothing
he hates more than ingratitude.”

But the best laid plans are apt to go

wrong, as Cora and Judith werc destined
to find out,
GHAPTER &

Borrowed Plumes. -

- AT Jove !I”

B Paula Creel staggered back as am
excited girl came rushing into the
doorway of the school house,

“Sorry I laughed Polly Linton,

Betty Barton, who was following quite

(Y

stammered Bluebell help- |

by

close behind her chum, took Paula Crecl
by the arm,

“Not hurt ?'” sho asked.

“Bai Jove, no, Botty!’ the swell girl
answered the captain. *“But weally I am
flustered—quite pwostwated,”

Polly Linton picked up Paula’s hockey-
stick, which had fallen to the ground, and
thon with her other hand jestingly fanned
her Janguid friend.

“Diddums huctums ¥ she murmured con-
solingly. **Poor ickle fing '’

“Pway don’t be absurd!” pleaded Paula,
“But 1 wish you wouldn’t wush about in
that widiculons mauner, Polly.”

“We are locking for Blucbell,’” . Poll
Linton explained. *“We are going to teacl
her to play hockey.”

“DBai Jove! That's a wippin’ idea. I
think she is in the study—swottin’, you

now.”
“Good |” said Betty Barton. “I'm glad
an_interest in her work,

that she is takin,
It is only right that she should tiy to repny
Mr. Courtnay for sending her to ‘school.”

“Xes, she didn’t show up very well over
that history affair,” said Madge Minden,
who had come up. “‘I hope sho turns out
well, now she is here.”

“Oh, we must do all in our power to give
her a chanco and help hor,” said Betty, in
her generous way. “It won't make her any
better to let her fcel she has done something
wrong.”’

“Thut’s s0,”” agreed Polly. “Come along;
let’s make her give up lessons for a little
while and’ forget them in hockey.”

“¥es, wather, bai Jove!” agreed Paula.
¢ All work and no play makes Jack a dull
boy ’—1I should say * geul” Dwag her out
to hockey.”

8o Betty, Polly, Paula and Madge has-
tened to the Fourth Form corridor.

“The door is shut,” said Detty,
reached Paula’s study.
hard at work.”

She tried the handle, but the door réfused
to budge. ’

“Hallo!” said Polly. “Lacked! She
doesn’t mean te be interrupted.’”

Paula tapped gently on the study door,
and Polly Linton “coo-ecd.”

“Bluebell, dear geal,”
“pway leot us in.”

There was a shuffle from the inside of
the .;tudy. and presently the kev clicked in

e lock.

as they
“I suppose she is

said Taula softly,
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“ Hard at it 7 askod Betty, entering the
study. and then she stopped.

“(ood gwacious!”

Paula’s exclumation was involuntary.

The others—they, too, stood still
stared ot Blucbell.

The Jittlo circus dancer seemed a trifle
confused @s she met their glances. The
sunlight, falling on her faxen bair, made
her look sweetly pretty, but what completed
the charming picture was the dainty dress
she was wearing.

Vot that dress—it was not Bluchell’s.
was Paula Crecl’s, as they all recognised.

“Bai Jove, you—er—er—look awfully
_w1lpgin‘, Bluebell, dear!” said Paula.

“T'm’ glad it suits me,” said Bluebell
«T want to wear somefint nice, ’cos T loves
protty clothes. I think this a bit of orl
right."

The circus-girl apparently saw uothing
wrong in- borrowing the dress without the
permission of the owner and weering it,
and the girls in the doorway—thoy quite
realised that. While they werc hesitating
as to what to say, other voices became
audible in the passage, and Dolly Delane,
Ella Ellgoed, and Grace Garfield came up.

Betty mado as though to shut the door
to prevent them from seeing into the study,
for the captain of the Fourth, in a quick

lance round the room, had noticed that on

o chairs and tablo lay articles of attire
belo]\\:agin to various girls in the Fourth.

My Ent P said Polly Linton suddenly,
and looked at one of her own hats that lay
on one of the chairs.

“What's the matter 7"’ asked little Blue-
bell, her hi¥ blue eyes surprised at the girls'
attitude. *“‘Don’t lylouk orl right?”

“You look topping,” said Polly hastily;
“hut—but we thought you were working,
Bluebell I

Before Bluebell had a chance to answer,
tho other Fourth-Formers were standing in
the doorway, Grace Garfield drew up in
surprise, 5

““Oh, here rfrou are, Betty!” she said.
e wondered where you had gone. Good-
ness! Is that Bluchell 2

“Doesn’t sho look smart?” chimed in
Ella Elgood. “But, surely—isn't that
Paula’s dress!"

“Yes, wather,’’ said Paula. *Doesn't she
—or— Jook toppin’ in it?”
ace Garlield did not answer that

and

It

ut
question.

She pointed-to the shoes Bluebell !
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was wearing, and her eyes flashed indig-
nantly.

“Why, they are my best shoes!” she said
“How dare you wear them, Bluebell—how
dare you!”

“Qreat goodness, and that’s my blouse!™
interposed Ella, “Oh, what a cheek !”

Bluebell's big eyes widened, and DBetty
Barton bit her lip with voxation. Sho had

hoped so much that the little dancer would
make good progress at Morcove, bub
this—  DBluchell was making horself -

pu{m]lr!

Polly Linton, frowning heavily, tock up
her hat. It was a good hat, and one that
Polly reserved especially for Sundays.

Tila Elgood, her face angry, stepped for-
ward and took her blouse.” Grace Garfield
looked down angrily at Blucbell’s fect.

“If you don’t very much mind,”’ she said
sarcastically, “I should like my shoes. This
mothod of dressing may be popular in a
circus, but we don’t appreciate it at Mor-
cove.”

““Neo, we don’i,” agreed Ella.

Betty, Polly, Madge, and Paula. said
nothing, and poor Blucbell—she was quite

upsct. . i
“] don’t sce that it is anything to get

annoyed aboub,” said adge Minden
pacifically; “tho things aren’t hurt.” She
crossed to the armchair. “Why, oodness,
that's my best pair of gloves! Oh, luebu}[.

how could you! And I was saving them 1™
“ But—but——"" stammered Bluebell.
“You shouldn’t have done it, dear,”

Betty c}ndingli.

so bad if you had

h's‘v‘ on.

said
“It wouldn’t bave been
only taken old things to
But these are our best clothes.”
didn’t know—"

“But why didn’'t you ask?” said Polly.
““We could have let you have the things
t‘m:g;’ didn’t matter, if you wanted to dress

up.

Madgo Minden picked up her gloves, and
Grace Garfield was still standing waiting for
her shoes. .

“T didn't know T'd done mothin’ wrong,”
stammered Bluebell, and “she sat down
heavily to take off the shoes. “I wouldn't
a-done it, only—only—"

Tears were near her eyes, and Paula
Eroel, realising that fact, strove to pacify

er.
“Tt doosn't maiter sbout the dress,’’ she
said. *“You can keep_that on, if you like,””

Very lugubriously Blucbell handed back’
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the shoos, and Grace Carfield scowlingly
inspected them,

“If they are injured,” Paula said wor-
riedly, “pway let me set the mattah wight.”

"Oli, thegvn il right. s ib hanpans.”
said Grace. “DBut if this sort of thing is
going on, I shall lock up my clothes.”

o shant never do it again,” stam.
mered the little circus dancer. “Honest, I
won’t! I didn’t know that—that—"

“40h, don’t make excuses!" unap‘md
Grace, whose temper had been thorcughly
roused. “You've worn them, and there’s
an end to it. I dare say you have stretched
them out of shape.”

“Weally, not unless she got both feet into
onc shoo, deah geal, which she could de
quite easily, bai Jove! Yes, wather!”

“I don't want any insults!” snapped
Grace. “And if you're going to stand up
for her, she'll nover be any different.”

And Grace Garfield staniped out of the
l'Qﬂf]_lu

Llla Elgood, her blouse held tenderly in
her hand, followed her, after one last,
angry look back at Bluchell.

“'Well,” said Betty, “I-—I think you'd
better changeo, BIuebelE, and come down to

hockey.”
you,” gulped Bluebell. “I—I

“Thank
“Come down in

want to learn.” :
“Righi-oh!” said Betty,
a few minutes’ time.” s
She spoke in as friendly a tone as she
could muster, although she could not help
feeling annoyed at the girl's conduct.
Paula would have stayed, but
caught her by the arm.
“Botter leave her alone,” she said, and
Paula, nodding, followed the captain of the

fourtn,

Bluebell, left alone, stared after them.
The little circus-girl locked forlornly at her
dress. It suited her so wonder!u]g'. She
did not know it would annoy them so, but
it was no use erying over spilt milk. She
had learnt that at the circus.

B8he changed quickly back into her drill
dress, and took from a corner the hockey-
stick which Mr. Courtnay had brought for
her. She went from the study along the
-Fourth Form: passage, but presently she
stopped as, ahcad, she saw two figures she
recognised,

* Cora and Judith Grandways, hearing foot-

steps, turned.
“Hallo, Bluebell!” said Cora, half con-

Betty
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cealing a sneer, *How did they think you
ooked in thoso clothes 7

Bluebell’s eyes flashed, and her hands
gripped tightly. i

“I didn’t know them clothes belonged to
them,” she said. “You told me they were
yours.”

Cora shook her head and laughed un-
pleasantly,

“You must be mistaken,’”’ she sneered;
“I said no such thing. Did 1, Judith ¥’

“Of course not,”’ said Judith.  “Just as

if we should tell such an untruth. You
must have misunderstood Cora.”
Bluebell looked at them searchingly, She

was sure—at least, almost sure—that Cora
had admitted the ownership of the gar-
ments. but she had no proof.

“If I'd aknown,” she said, “I'd never
’ave put on them clothes. They was cross
with me. Even Paula was different, though
she said she didn’t mind.”

Bluebell looked at them for a _second
longer, and then walked off down the pas-
sage.  Cora and Judith glanced after her,
and when she had rounded the corner, Cora
gave a short laugh. She looked significantly
at her sister.

“That's that!” she said. “We'll soon
make that kid unpopular here. We'll make
Morcove too hot to ?mld her. To think that
U_nlcle Cyril should have adopted a circus-
girl1” -

“Yes, and at our expense, too!"' snapped
Judith. “No more big tips for us while she
is here.”’

“Then_ she mustn’t be hore!” frowned
Cora. “We are his only nieces, but good-
ness knows iow we’'ll stand now this kid
has come on the scene.”

And the two sisters looked at one enother
voxedly.

CHAPTER 9.
Paula is Surpriged,
“ FOLLY good, deah*geal I .
Paula Creel, accompanied by the
little  dancer, opened the oor,
dropped her hockey-stick on to the
expensive carpet in her “den,”” then
lounged into the large, comfortable arm-
air,
Bluebell’s face was flushed with the exer-
tions of the afterncon. -
“I'm glad,” she said eagerly, “’cos T
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:az_'nts to be able to play hockey like you

“Yes, wather,”” drawled Paula. “You
soon will, you know. If I weren't feeling so
howwibly pwostwated, I would give you a
few tips.”

“Thank you so much,”’ said the little
cireus-girl gratefully, as she spread the cloth
on tho table, That was just like Bluebell,
so willing, always willing to do her share,
and a little bit more.

Paula looked up at her lazily from the
armechair. .

“I weally ought to assist yow, Bluchell,
deah,” she said.

“T shall get it done direckiy; I ain't as
tired as you,” answered Bluebell.

“Thanks awfully I” drawled Paula; then
added, with a slight shudder: * Pleaso don't
say ‘ain’t/ deah geal. Say ‘I am not)
instead.”

“I sce,” said Bluebell. "I am not as
tired as what you arve, and you ain’t used
to this kind—er—I mean you am nog used
to this 'ere kind of work.”

“Weally, that's not cowweet,” protested
Paula, worried. “It isn’t ‘you am’; it's
¢ you are.” Yes, wather!"’

“But you told me to say ‘am not,’
instead o{ “ain’t.’ When is it ‘are,” and
when is it ‘am’?”

“Well, you sce,'’ said Paula.
—pr—well, there’s a difference, you sece.
Yes, wather. VYou'll soon learn, you know;
it's vewy easy.”

Blucbell looked puzzled, and put the
kettle on to boil. Paula was not very good
at oxplaining things, and poor Bluebell was
in far greater confusion than she had been
before,

“I do wish T could talk like you,” she
said, after a pause,

“When you

“You do talk so nice.”’

“¢ Nicely,” '’ corrected Paula, “ All adjec-
tives—I mean, verbs—er—pwonouns, that is
—anyway, whatever ‘mnicely’ is—always
end in ‘ly’; such as ‘stupidly '—not
¢ stupid.” You sec, you wouldn’t say ‘ Don't
talk_so stupid.’ "

“Isn’t that an adverb?” asked Bluebell,
who had been diligently studying her
grammar-book.

“Pwobably—ye-es, vewy pwobably. Don’t
let the kettle boil over, deah geal.”

nd Paula, to avoid subsequent awkward
questions regarding English grammar,
began to talk of hockey. ut Bluebell was
thoughtful, and after tea was finished the
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littlo circus-gir] took a sheet of exercise
paper and a pen. ’

For several minutes she sat before the
sheet of paper, seriously regarding it. At
last she wrote upon it, slowly and in large
capitals: “Things to remember.” |

Then on the line bencath she wrote:

“1. Never tell tales.

“2, Nover say ain’t; sometimes am and
sometimes arnt.

“3, Never borrow othor girls close.

“4, Dont hit with the back of the stik.

“5. Dont rase stik above tho sholder.”

Sho sat thoughtfully chewing her pen and
looking from time to time at Paula Creel,

Paula, looking up, intercepted that glance,

“ Anything the mattah, deah geal?”

“I was just wonderin® how to
“shoulder.” Is thero an ‘a’ in it?”’

“Bai Jove, wather not! 8-H-0-U-L-D-E-R.
But what are you w'iting? Pwepawation,
deah geal 77

* Nunno,” said Bluebell; “nothin’ much.””

Paula glanced at her curiously, then
sighed and rose. One look she gave at the
sheet of paper, then smiled.  Blucbell,
watching her anxiously, secmed rather hurt,
and Paula placed her hand- on the girl's
shoulder.

“‘Wippin®, deah Bluebell!” she said, “1
am vewy pleased to sec this. It is the wight
spiwit."”

“Yes, I want to be white,”” nodded Blue-
bell. “Mr. Samways said he liked a white
man. Some men have yeller streaks, he
used ter say.’’

“Pwobably; but I meant *wight,’ not
¢ white,” deu{ geal.”

“Qh, y-y-yes,” stammered Blucbell, look-
ing at her idol; “I—I see.” R
“Weally, it’s my lisp, you know,” ex-
plained Paula, “Yes, wather, bai Jove! I
say * wight ' instead of ‘wight,” and  wip- .
pin’ * instead of * wippin'.”

Blucbell smiled.

“You mean °‘ripping,’ "’ “0Of
course, you say ‘w’ instead of ‘1.’

She remained thoughtful for a moment,
then resumed her wiiting. Paula, with a
sigh, started preparation, and Blucbell com-
menced, too.

Sho found lessons none too easy, but
Paula Crecl was there to assist her, though
it must be admitied that elegant Paula was
not herself very brilliant at lessons,

Still, the- work was done, and satisfac-

spell

she said.

5
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torily, so that in quite good time DBluebell
was able to lay down her peén and say that
she had ﬁnlshed

“I am goin’ to write to Mr. Courtm\y—
the kind gentleman wot sent me here,” she
said, rather shyly,

“Splendid I n.grr.\ed Paula, lying down on
the sotice. “Give him my vewy kindest
wegards. Yes, wather!”

Bluébell chewed her
thoughtfully at the blank shect of paper
bofore her; then she commenced tho letter.

Ii took her a long time, and, before she
1ad finished,” Paula went out of the study
;0 find Betty. Bluebell remained  alone,
writing slowly.

Then, very carcfully, she scaled the en-
relope, and looked about her for a stamp.
There was not one to be found. She would
aave searched, but ima; ined that it ight
be wrong to scarch Paula’s desk.

Where could she get a stamp? She only
really knew the study of the Grandways
for certain; she was not sure which was
Betty Darton’s study. So to the Grandways’
study—No, T—she went.

. Cora and Judith were there, and they
scemed rather surprised when they saw their
visitor.

Have you pgot a I could buy,
please " askud !uebc!l a ?ﬂ;tla diflidently.

Core glanced at the letter the little cireus
dancer ﬁeld and nodded.

“Want that posted?’ she asked,  “T've
gut someothing that must go by the next

ri put a stamp on yours and send it,
like.”
h, thank -you!”’ said Blucbell. *“The
lund gen'leman wants to know how I'm
a-gettin’ on.'’

* A.gettin’ on—what’s a-gettin’?" asked
Judith,

“She means ‘ getting, explained her
sister. ¥ B}uebell will soon learn to speak
English, won't you, Bluebell? At present
you mll retain an accent, but you’ll drop

at.”

n, and  stared

if r¥mu

y

“I hope so,” sighed Bluebell, not sech
that these two were “getting at her,” “I
do wish I could speak like Paula,”

Cora looked at hor keenly,

“Do you really ?” sho said. “Well, why
not ? %mpiy say ¢ w’ instead of ‘1, and
imitate her. She will like it, if you follow
in her footsteps, you know. Paula’s very
keen on dopartmcnt. Why don’t you try to
walk like her, too?™
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“T never thought of that,” sazid Blucbell
hesitatingly. o—do you really think
that she would like it ?"

“Sure of it,” sain] Cora emphatically, and
Juduh nodded.  “Just tr L urgcd Cora.
“Say ‘ Bai Jove, yes, wat! er y'know.” *
“B bai Jove, yes, wather, ylmnw'” re-
peated Bluebell, who, by her circus irain-
ing was an oxcellont” mimic. *Weally

wippin’ I”
"%p]undld!” cried Cora enthusiastically.
" Good gwacious,” went on Bluebell, quite
enthusiastically, weally feel pwos-
twated! But won’t she think I'm making
fun of ber

“(racious, no!” exclnimed Cora. “She’ll
be nwi’uﬂy ﬂntr cred. You can walk like
her, can’t you?

Bluehcll, with a very good imitation of
Paula’s lounge, eross the room, and Cora
winked at her sister.

“You'll do,” she said. “Go rIown to tho
Common-room and try it on them.”

“I will,” said Bluchell, after just a
moment’s !wsttatxcn “if you are sure sho
will like it.””

The letter she left with thq Grandways,
little dreaming that it would not be
posted—that even at that moment they
wero reading it through, amidst g‘gglcs.

Very cautiously Bluebell épened the door
of the Common-room and peered in. Her
heart beat a little faster, as, imitating
Paula’s well-known walk, she went across
the room.

“What have you been doing all this time,
Bluohcli'-‘" asked B

“W’iting,” nns"\ereti the little dancer.

“Whiting 7" asked Polly. * White-wash-

mg, do you mean 1
‘No, witing a letter, yes, wather, bai
Jove!”

The effect of that was electrical, and there
were gasps and a few laughs. Some took it
as a joke, and somo as a dircct insult to

aula.

W W-what did you say?” asked Betty.

“Witin’ to Mr. Counrtnay. Yes, wather 1"
said Blucbell, now a little doubtful as to the
courso she was taking.”

She locked round the Common-room in
search nf her friend, but Paula Creel was
not ther

“Go :Ils " Bluebell1” urged Grace Garfield,
enjoying the fun. “That's the way to
grateful "

“Weally, there ain’t nothin® wemarkable,”
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protested Bluebell. “¥You don't say nothin®
when Paula speaks like this. ¥es, wather—
I mean, no, wather!”

The door of the Common-room opened,
and Cora and Judith entered.

Betty Barton was frowning b
rather angrily, and Polly, too, was locking
cross. Several of the girls were surprised,
and the Grandways—they were just enjoy-

in% this.
luebell walked across the room in
Paula’s style. Sho was confused by their
Jaughter, and still kept up the mimiery,
although she meant not to.

Then the door opened in the midst of 2
burst of laughter to admit Paula.

“(wacious! What's the joke?”
asked Cora.

“Only your littlo fricnd taking you off,”
Etl:ln':-:ad Cora, “Weally wippin’'—ch, Blue-

at Bluebell

she

“Yos, wathor!” stammered the girl, con-
fused. “I—I mean—"

Paula Croel stood still, quite amazed,
dumbfounded, and she cast a hurt look at
the little circus dancer.

“Weally, DBluebell,” she protested, “I
think it is gwossly unfair to cawicature me
in this way.” :

«“1—T wasn't,” denicd Blucbell, her face
crimson. "I weally—I mean, rea!ﬂy——did it
'cos—— Well, I want to speak like you.”

“Ha, ha!" laughed Grace Garfield.
“There’s your friend, Paula. She wears
your dressos when you're out, and then
‘makes fun of you."

“Yes, Dluchell, it was mean,” said

otty.

Bluchell was standing now, her face
flushed, and her bluc eyes half brimming
with tears.

“Tt doesn’t matter, weally,” sail Paula,
with an effort.

“Oh, it's the circus humour 1" sneered a

voice only a few recognised as Judith's, for
she had taken cover behind her sistor.
. And that remark was grected with nods.
Bluchell looked accusingly at Cora and
Judith, but the sisters only laughed. Paula
was talking to Madge Minden, and not one
Jook did she give to the circus dancer.

Paula, her friend, was cross with her,
and it was all Cora’s fault. Very sensibly
Bluchel made a vow never to believe them
again, But Cora’s trickery was not yet
finished, as the little dancor was te ﬁndy.
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CHAPTER 10.
Laura to the Rescue.

ke A, ha, ha!” .
H "Thero was quite a crowd of girls

gathered round the notice-board

in the corridor of Morcove School
and that crowd was convulsed with
langhter. .

“Qh, do look!"” chuckled Grace Carfield.
“What spelling !” "

Grace pointed to a sheet of notepaper
that was on the board, and laughed agaio.

“(oodness, isn’t it awfull” echeed Ella
Elgood.

Cora and Judith Grandways came up
just then and joined the group.

“Funny, isn't it?” asked Corea. “ And
that is a letter from a Morcove schoolgirl.”

“Did you pin it up there " asked Clarice
Monk, of the Sixth Form.

Cora Grandways shrugged her shoulders,
but did not reply. Many girls, secing thoe
crowd round the board, came up, read the
paper, and laughed. i

ruly it was funny, and yot pathetic, and
in placing that letier on the board Cora
had done & most unkind and dishonourablo
thing, for that letter had been the one she
had promised to post. . bt

It was written in a large, round, girlish
hand, rather cramped in places, and ran as
follows:

“Dere kind genleman,—May I call you

daddy please cos you are my daddy ain’t
you I am gcttin_on orl right hero now
and Paula Creel is my frend but it ain't

[ cos i dident learn nothing like
lessons at the circus peacher ses Tm
gettin on fine she ses didn"t oughter

lay games but learn but i likes hockey

tty barton is & nice girl i like hef and
'iolly and your neaces are nice to me now

oppin this finds you as it leves me at
. pressent,

“Yor affechunaie
“ BLukBELL."

funny in
think it's a

«1 don't see anything ver;
that,” said Madge Minden.
shame.”

“Hear, hear
just reading it.

Sho turned indignantly upon Cora Grand-
ways, her eyes blazing and her hands
clenched. <

“I think you are weally the most

" said Paula Crecl, who was-
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despicable cweature I have ovall scen!
Take that down at once!”
“0Ob, go away !" said Clarice Monk. “It’s

fum)yt You mind your own business!”

Paula stretched out her hand to reach the
letter, but Core thrust her back, catching
the gn-ls arm so tightly that she win
Tinle for more, however, she had not, for
suddenly she received a stinging slnp on
the clieck,

Dead silence fell, and Cora whecled about
to find herself face to faco with little Blue-
bell—Blucbell, no longer & child, but a
girl fiorcely angry.

“Lesve my friend alone!” she

““ Why,

through her teeth

“You—yon——-=" Fluttercd Cora.
x[;ou little sp‘ltﬁrc I'll box your cars! Don’t

ring your circus manuners hero!”

The two stood facing one another, and
as Cora moved aside, Bluebell, for the first
time, got a glimpse of the lofter that had
been placed upon the board.

She gave a hoarse cry and sprang for-
ward,

“That’s mine!” sha gasped. “Give it me!
‘Who put it there 7™

The 8ixth Form fnrl thrust her aside.

. Clsnce Monk was deservedly not popular.
“You want showing up,” said Clarice.
“Your sort is not wanted at this school,

said,

let me tell you! That letter shall naj'
there.”
“Shame!” cried Madge Minden, and

soveral echoed her words.

The noise had attracted other girls to the
scene, and now Betty Barton and Polly
Lintan were there.

“If it isn’t taken down,” enapped Polly,
“we’ll take it by force! Whatever Blue-
boll has done, it is not decent to pin a
private letter on the hoard.”

It looked then as though there might be
a turmoil, for PD“E and %Otty wore angry,
and Clarico was w ite with temper. Poer
Bluchell! Her eyes were brimming with
tears at her Jetter, written in all sincerity,
being exposed to these girls' unfriendly
gaze.

Just whon things scemed to-be at the
crisis another voice was heard—a voice
that caused them all to turn their heads.

Belind themn stood Laura Turner--Laura,
who had once been moro unpopular than
Clarice, but was now quite an 1dol of the
schoal, by reason of the manner in which
she had redcemed herself,
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“What is the meaning of
asked sternly.

No onc spoke for a minute, and Laura
pushed her way through: the crowd to the
notice-board, what time Clarice gave her
an insolent Took.

“Who pinned up that letter?” asked
Laura indignantly, turning to them.

“Never you mind!” retorted Clarice,

“No one asked you to interfere. T suppose
yow’ll stick up for this civeus kid,”

“I shall stand up for fair play!
Laura.

“Since when?” sncered Clarico.

Laura did not reply. Instead, she reached
out, and with her long arm suatched the
lettor from the board. Clarico jumped for-
ward as she did 50, but too late.

“Givo it to me !” shouted the hully.

Laura shrugged her shoulders,

“Who put this on the board?”
demandud, facing the crowd.

Cora and Judith vainly tried to make
their cscape, but Polly Linton prevented
that very successfully, and the Grandways
sistors, ﬁy their acnon, gaye themselves
away.

"You"’ said Laura. oI might have

cssed it. This is just the sort of trick

at you might be-. cxpected to play, Cora.
You pnt this up here 1"
“Yes, I did. What's it to do with-you ?”

“This much—that if I find you interfer-
ing with Bluebell agam I shall report you
to_Miss Somerfield

hern— begm Cora angrily,

Laura Turner, linking E arm

thrm&h Bluebell's, had walked oﬂ' leav-

ra and Judith to the meréy ‘of the
Fo\z:t

“Nemr mind, dear,” said Laura, to the
little cxrcus dancor. “Don’ tery; they're not
worth it!"”

“I hate them—I hate them!” said Blue-
bell. “Why are they so unkind? I-gl can’t
}mlp my spelling, and—and they——~

“Poor Bluchell1” said Laura. *Come into
my study, dear, and have tea. Lei's talk
about old times.”

23

this?”  she

vetorted

sho

And, in Laura’s study, Bluebell was soon _
lmlpmﬁ to get- tho tea. They had mmuch to
talk about, for they had been in Samways’

eircus boget.hcr, for Laura had recently run
away from Morcove in disgrace,” to dance
under an assumed name.

*Ses “The Schoolgirls Own bemry
‘No. 103—"A Disgrace to Morcove!”
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“Cheer up, kiddy!” said the Sixth-
Former, “You'll pull through. Never mind
the Grandways—no one bothers about
+hem 1"

“But—Dbut I wish I could be friends with
them, 'cos Mr. Courtnay—my daddy—is
their uncle, and I know he wants us to bo
friends.”

“Po you ever wish that you were back
in the circus?””

“Sometimes,” she said. . *“DBut I want to
be a scholar. I want to be a lady like
Paula Creel, only—only I've offended her.”

And she told sympathetic Laura of the
trick Cora had played.

“Paula is a good sort—one of the best,”
said Laura. “Sho- will not mind, Blue-
bell. Do your kest, learn all that you can,
and oct fairly and honestly—then every-
thing will be” well, have no foar of that.
Don't give up hope.”

And that little talk with Laura Turner

ave her iresh hope. For Laura—she had

een “down,” she had known hard times,
and now she was through all that—she was
one of the most popular girls in the school.

“If only I can be popular!" thought
Bluebell.

And she resolved that, come what may,
she would fight her way through.

CHAPTER 1.
A Costly Mistake.

L AN I help you?”
‘ Bluebell asked that question
rather shyly as she looked at
Paula across the study table.
Paula, with a very worried look on her
aristocratic brow, was dressmaking. It was
rather unusual to find Paula so engaged,
but she had resolved to make & dress.
Taula had not said much to Bluebell that
day, and the little cireus dancer was rather
worried. She was trying to act up to her
resolve and become popular, because she
knew that that was what Mr. Courtnay
wanted. Had he not said when he came
{h:‘gt he judged a girl by the friends she
had 7

When he came again she must have

-plenty of friends. i€
“1g let me ’clp, please,” she said.
“Weally, I don’t think you could,” said
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Paula. *Dwessmakin’ is fwightfully
difficult, you know—vewy skilled.. In fact,
I'm not at all sure I can do it myself. It
wequires a gweat deal of judgment and
thought.”

“But can’t I ’clg) with the sewing? I
used to sew a lot,” said Bluebell, with a
note of wistful pleading in her tone. g

“Vowy well,” said Paula guardedly.
“But pway be vowy careful. ou see, I
have a pattern heah, and I have to cut this
matewial to it.” .

Sho tilted her head on one side thought-
fully, while Bluebell watched her.

“T wondah—yes, wather—whether this is
the wight way wound of the material? Dc
you think there is a wight and wong way "

“T really don’t know,” confessed Bluchell,
“PBut I should think so, really. Shall I ask
Betty

% %onlly, Bluebell, I am sure Dotty can-
not know any more about it than I do. I've
elwnys wathor fancied I could dwessmake.
This way looks wippin’.”

And, ~ very thoughtfully, Poula com-
menced to cut out the materinl from the
Fa(tcm, slowly and very carefully, but un-
ortunately none too straight.

“Polly Linton said I couldn’t" do this.
But Ill show her! Yes, watheor!” she said.
“T am goin’ to get this finished.”

“If you cut it out, I'll sew it for yer,”
said Bluebell, “I sew quickly., You won't
want to_sew.”

“Bai Jove, no! I never thought of that.
I forgot about sewing. ¥ou see, I'm an
orgauniser, bai Jove. The twue art of dwoss-
making is in the cutting and designing.”

“Then lot me sow it when you've cut it.”

“Thank you, Bluebell, Tf you will be
so kind, am weally wather fatigued
alweady. These scissors are wather heavy,
don’t you know."” .

And Paula, as she went on with her eut-
ting, sighed again, :

The dress was of the fussy, much draped
type, with a bouffant effect over the hips,

and if it were to hang well it had to be
properly cut. >
“Erven Cowa is wather good ab dwess-

making, I think,” said Paula thoughtfully,
“So I know I shall be vewy good at it.
Does this look all wight? You sce, it is
cut in four diffewent picces and then sewn
togethor.”
"Hack, hack, clip went the scissors!

“T suppose that is wight,” mused Paula.
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“It looks wather funny, but that’s the art,
bai Jove! Yes, wather; things always loock
wough-and-weady, but ‘when they're made
up, they're simple.”

The various bits did seem like a jigsaw
puzzle, which was hardly surprising when
one saw how Paula had cut them. But

they were “cfm in the main, and when
sewn up the dress should have looked really
splendid.

“T'il start to sew it up—eh ?” asked Blue-
beil cagerly anxious to help Paula, “It'll
look a bit of orl right-—"

"Ahem! I think you'd better start
sewing,” DPaula answered. “It's quite
almplc, ¥'know, Yos, wather! It will look
wippin’, I'll go along and tell Pollys The

icture is there and_ the

gaucm, but it
ooks wathah confusmg:. ewwaps Polly
knows which are which.”

She hurried from the room in a very busy
way, and Blucbell was left staring at the

ress.

Paula had only been gone a few minutes
when the door of the study opened and Cora
Grnndwa)s looked in,

dI hear Paula’s making a. dress,” she
. Bluebell looked up and nodded, not wish-
ing to have anything to do "with  the
Grandways. But Cora was not to be put
off like that.

“Good gracious!” she said.

“She has cut
1t nll yrong!

My goodness, it will be in a

i All wrong ! asked Blucbell.

Yegs. That bit there, that wants to be
cut to that pattern. See? There ought to
be four bits liko that. And this centre bit
wants cutting up the middle.”

Bluebell nodded as she watched, and
picked up a piecc of chalk which Paula had
used for marking.

*This is the way,” said Cora, tninng the
chalk, and she marked out tho pattern,

Bluebell nodded, and stared at it as
though she knew. But this manner of
dressmaking was as Greek to her. Paula

bad said that Cora was a good dressmaker,
and Paula hersolf scemed not to know much
about it.

“Til do thut for ber,” said Cora cun-

“ningly.
, “No, I will,” pleaded Bluebell. “ Lot
me. She'll be so pleased ta Im\n it right,

You mark 'em, and I'll cut it.”
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Cora, with her eyes half-closed as thongh
she were luukmg at a picture, marked ouf
several other picces, and handed Blucbell
the scissors.

“That’s better!” she said. "Hurry up.
she' has gone to_find Polly in the
You've got time if you set about it qu]ckly

As she closed the door she gavo a cruel
grin, which Bluebell, being intent upon hey
cutting, did not seo,

It was just like Clora to concoct such a
schemo—a erncl scheme, a trap into which
Blueb~ll went with her eyes open, but quito
innocently.

Snip, suip, snip went her scissors busily,
as_she cut nlnng the chalked lines! Suipj
snip, snip!”’

“Paula- wont be half-pleased!” she
murthured to herself, and hurried to gel
the job finished boforo her chum slmuld
return. Ilow she wished that she could &
it all cut out and sewn up before Puula
returned !

But that was scarcely possible. For
hardly had the scissors closed for the last
time when the door was thrown open and
Polly Linton entered.

“Here, is this it?” she asked, as Paula,
followed by Betty, came. into the room.

“Yes, it is theah,” Paula replied.

Then they all looked at Bluebell, who was
standing by.

“It won't want a!tﬂrmg now,"” sa:d the
cireus dancer. “I've finished the job.”

“You have?’ ejaculated Polly. Whnt do
you know about drsasmulnng¥
She broke off as she nmmd at ﬂm materlul.
“Goodness !” she cried. hat have you
done Bluebelir-why, this is cut to ribbons.
—ruined !

“Ruined 1"’

Three voices repeated the word interroga-
tively, and Polly Linton nodded.
 “Jpst look at it!” she said, “Look at
these” jigsaw bits, There are about six
sloeves, and goodness knows what these
little bits are for!”

Blucbell's faco wont white as they turned

to her.

“Blucbell!”  ejaculated Paula  Creel.
“What have you done? This—this
matewial is wained !”

“But—but—" * stammered  Bluebell.
“That is the r:;ht way. I—"

“Right way!” Erlmcd Polly Linton. “T

should eay it is! Look ai it! How anyone
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in their senses could think thab was right, I
don’t know! It's a funny sort of accident.”

Betty Barton looked séverely at the girl
of the circus.

“If this is what you think funny, Blue-
bell—"" she began sternly,

“1 don’t,” stammered Bluebell. *I never
did it ’cos I thought it was funny. I meant
to help.”

“More harm than help,” said Polly. "I
think, in futnre, you'd better leave thesc
things alone.” 1

Bluebell did not xeply.
say without giving away
would be sneaking,
on_her for that,

There was only one thing—she must grin
and bear it. She sighed heavily, for she
found these rules very hard to keep,

Paula looked despondently st the ruined
material and then at Polly.

“Bai Jove! Can nothin’
asked woefully,

Polly shook her head, and Belty shrugged
her shoulders. They could sec quite casily
that the material was absolutely ruined.

“So now I can’t have the dwess? Oh,
what a nuisance I sighed Paula miserably.
“I did so want to dwessmake.”

“Took at these chalk-marks, too,” said
Betty Barton. k, you can see how
these have been cut by the marks. This
must have been what Bluebell cut.”

Bluebell locked tearfully at Paula’s sad
expression,

“Couldn’t T sew it hup again?” she asked.
Polly snapped at her then quite angrily.
“Don’t be so stupid! How could Paula
.wear a_dress that looked like a patchwork
quilt, all sewn up?”

Bluebell bit her lip to keep back the tears.
She had tried to help, and this was the
result. It was so hard!_ But what wounded
her more than Polly Linton’s scorn was
Paula’'s hurt look, Poor Paula would not

* have her dress now,

“T'1l buy you some stuff,” said the circus-
girl, *Please let me. I'll buy it direckly I
get my money from Mr. Courtnay.”

“Don’t bother, Bluebell. It's all wight,
§'know,” said Paula, with an effort. “It’s
not weally as important as that.”

“It would be a good thing if you did let
her, to teach her a lesson !” gaid Polly. “I
cen’'t understand anyone making such a
hash of material. And such expensive
spatazi, tenl Of all the idiots!” ¥

:

What could sho
ora? And that
They would look down

be do;le?” she
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“Really, Blucbell,” chimed in Belly, “you
ought to leave things you don’t understand
alone.”

Blucbell, her lip trembling, loocked the
picturo of misery as she listened to their in-
dignant comments.  And then the threo
girls went from the study, leaving poor
Blucbell alone with her thoughts,

CHAPTER 12,
The Eecaped Mice.
i CAF.EFULLY!" whispered Polly Lin-

on.
Betty Barton nodded as she very
carefully raised the cage of white
mice from the table in the pets’ house.

Polly Linton was very fond of her white
mice, and she did not at all like the idea of
{]lem being in the pets’ house away from
her, . .

Dusk had fallen, and, under cover of
darkness, sho intended carrying her pets
into the warmth of the school house. True,
it was against the rules, but then Polly
was never one to bother her head about
regulations, 1

“Tf Miss Massingham finds out,” mur-
mured Botty, “she’ll be terribly eross.”

“QOh, bless her!” said Polly disrespects
fully. “Have you got Tiny? Go gently,’
because he’s got a cold.”

“T'll go gently,” nodded Betiy.

And for fear of jolting the mouse, she
went very carefully indeed. A clonk had
been thrown over the cages, so that no ono
should guess what they contained, and with
luck the iwo would have been sblo to get
them into the school undetected,

“Who's this?” asked Polly suddenly, as
she iweavd footsteps,

voice answered them,
young and reassuring:

“QOnly me—DBlueboll.”

“Oh, good!” murmured Polly. “I
thought for one awful, fearful moment that
it might bo a prefedt or Miss Massingham,"

“Can I ’elp?’ asked Bluebell.

Bebty went on, but Polly stopped to put
the cage down in order to rest hor arm and
change over. i

“No, thanks!” she said.
everything. We—— Oh, dear

Polly broke off and sighed heayily.

a soft voice,

“We've got
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“Blessed if I haven't forgotten their

ood!” sho said.

“T'll get it!” said Bluebell eagerly.

But Pu!l_y ahoo.c her head.

“You won’t know whem x kee)
said.  “Tll have to go back.
alter these mive—or, better still, cntch up
Belty. I'll run back for the food. .Caroful
with them; they don’t like being bumped.”

Bluebell nodded, and very ecarvefully
picked up the cage. It was quite heavy
enough for her to carry, and a few yards’
welking made her arm ache. But she did
not ive up. -

Polly Linton had spoken to her in quite
a friendly manner, and perhaps Polly
would liko it if she helped her. Whero was
Betty—on ahcad?

! The mice squeaked, and the figure on
ahoad, which she thought to be Betty,
turned. Tt was not Betty Barton, however.

“Hallo!” snid Cora Grandways' voice.
“What bave you got there—white mice?”

“I don’t want ter speak ter you,” said
Bluebell. “You're deceitful, you are.”

“What !" gasped Cora angrily.

“You made me spoil Paula’s material,
and I ain’t a-goin’ to listen to a thing you
say in_future, Dare say you'd like me to
upset Polly’s mice.”

“Don’t be a little idiot!I” retorted Cora;
and then she added impressively: “I's
likely T.should do that when I know Miss
Massingham’s waiting to see them?”

“Miss Massingham?” asked Bluebell.

“Yes, Miss Massingham. Not deaf, am
you? Really, I know whnb 1 say.
needn’t pretend that you're not taking them
to her, because I've secn Betty Barton with
& lot. You'd better be cﬂrelulywﬂ;h them, I
‘can tell you. Miss Massingham’s down on
any crnelty Take them up, to arice
‘Monk; she'd like to see them.”

?. It was cunningly said, and Blucbell curled
‘her lip in anger.

L “T'm likely to take ’em to Clarice,” she
saul. “I can see through your tricks now,
"Clora., You wanb me to get inter trouble
with Miss '\lu.sﬁmglmm. ‘Well, I shan’t. I
‘shall take ’em straight to her,”

And Bluebell hugried on. Betly by now
.was in the school house, cautiously making
he!‘ way along the corridors so that no one

\ghould sce her burden. She wondered what

ad happened to Polly, but she did not stop
'as delay might be risky.

it,” she
ou
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Cora Grandways looked after Bluebell,
and laughed softly to herself.

Meanwhile Bluebell was walking along the
passage carrying the white mice very carve-
fully. Several girls saw her and stared.

By the merest chance there were no pre-
fcds about, although it might have been
better had there boen someone to prevent
ber taking the white mico to the Fourth
Form mistress’ study.

But Blucbell, all unconscious of what she
was really dmng, went along to Miss Mass-
ingham's study, and, placing the white
mice on the gronnd opened the door in
rosponse to the “Come in!”

Miss. Massingham did_not at first look
up, being busy correcting exercise-books,
and Blucbell stood in the doorway with
the white mice in her arms.

“Close the door; it is draughty!”

Even then Miss Massingham did not look
up. At last, howevor, she leaned back and
adjusted her spectacles.

t Slght of Bluchell stared,
craned her head forward.

Bluebell smiled and sligped the cover off
the hcnge. In doing so she loosened the
(:ah'

she and

l'vu bronght the wlute mice of Polly
Linton's,” she said,

“You've brought what?”" exclaimed Miss
Massingham, for if there was one thing in’
the world Miss Massingham hated, it was
mice,

But before Blucbell could answer the
queslion, :hie became aware of the fact that
somehow the cage door had ome opened.

Qut came the mice, five of them, slither-
ing down her clothes to the ground.

“Catch them! Oh, vou wicked girll
Catch them!” cried Miss Massingham,

Hor voice rose to a_shmnll crescondo, and
Bluebell, vealising that something very
greatly was wrong, sprang to life and
chasod the mice. But they were not to be
caught. It was their freedom, and they
meant to make the most of it. Round le
floor they scampered, and up the very legs
of the desk. One sat upon a pile of papers
blinking at hur, and in terror the lenurth
Form mistress’ spectacles fell off.

“8hoo, shoo! Help, help!”

Not unnaturally this commotion did not
pass unncticod, and in less than a minute
the door was flung open wide. Girls of all
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ages and Forms stood there, looking in
amazement at the strange scene.

Then almost in chorus they burst into a
yell of langhter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tako them away—take them away,”
shricked Miss Massingham.

One of the mice, scared at tho sudden
burst of laughter, ran amongst the girls,
and one or two nervy. girls rushed about in
8 panic.

What a pandemonium there was then!
Some girls mischievously sent the escaping
mice back into the room, and tried to alarm
the Fourth Form mistress by telling her
that they were near.

“Look out, Miss Massingham!” yelled
gomoone. “There’s ono just behind you!”

Poor Miss Massingham went nearly off
her head then, and was only saved by the
arvival of Polly Linton,

Polly’s face was white with alarm, for she
knew that this affair would not ge un-
punished. .

By name she called the scared mice, who
had huddled togother, and at last thoy
were all gathered up. The laughing girls
helped her, realising that for Polly this
maiter had no humour, :

Bluebell vainly sought to undo the harm
she had unwittingly done, but Polly
brushed her roughly aside,

“And now,” said Miss Massingham, her
eyves glittering as she looked at the.owner
of the mice, “I want to know, Polly Linton,
how it is that you bring white .mice into
the school? It is against the rules, as I
have told you dozens and dozens and dozens
of times!”

Miss Massingham thumped the desk, and
poor Polly shivered in fearful anticipation.

“Your wretched mico shall be taken
away!” she stormed. ““And, as for you,
you shall be detained! It is disgraceful!”

Polly, white-faced, bowed her head, and
sympathetic glances were cast at her.

But all eyes turned from her as Bluebell
went forward.

“Please, Miss Massingham,” she said, “it
—it weren't Polly’s fault, I—I brought
'em here.”

“You stupid girl! Why did you do_it?
Did Polly sanction your bringing them into
tho school?” 2

“Ves," Polly broke in, in her impetuous
manner. “I was bringing them in, because
some of them are ill—" =
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“Huch nonsense!” snapped the mistress.
“Do not talk such utter rubbish to
Polly Linton! The mice shall be take

away, and you will stay in all Saturday
afteruoon as & punishment. And you, Blue-
im-

bell, you will stay in as well for
pertinence in bringing them to me.
seoms almost as though you wished to gi
Polly away. ~ But I am glad that your
better feelings prompted you to speak up
and tell the truth. Nevertheless, you will
be pnnished.”

* But—"

“There is no *but.' Go!” ;

And Polly, her face very set, her eage and
the panting mico under her arm, left tho
room, with Bluebell in close attendance.

Quiside, with the door shut, Polly
wheeled round.

“You little sneak!” sho exclaimed.
“You did that to get me into 4rouble. You
mean thing!”

And then she stroda on, leaving Bluebell,
white-faced, her eyes wide, realising that
once more she had been tricked. :

—y

CHAPTER 13.
Was She a Traitor?
« ¥T was mean of you, Bluebell!™
l “Hear, hear! Jolly mean!”

“Shame !"

Bluebell, in the Common-reom,
looked round at their angry faces, unable to
check that growing tirade with any excuse.
And yet it had not been her own fault!

Why—oh, why had she believed Cora?
And yet the girl kad said it so naturally!
Blucbell had thought the trickery of it was
the augiastion that Clarice Monk would like
to see the mice.

She could see Cora, and the look on that
gitl’s face made her writhe. Judith, too,
was grinning in her cruel way. How sho
disliked them, with their cunning and
artifice! Why, they were far, far worso
than anyone in the cireus! }

Yot they were her cousins—only adopted,
it _is true, .but they should have becen her
frien i

“It’s her idea of a joke,” said Cora sud«

enly. |

And, as Bluebell heard the words, sho

started and paled. What now was Cora;
going to do? ‘What other plans for her -
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downfall had the cunning and unserupulous
girls made?

“What do you mean?” asked Polly, still
angry. “T should just like to know where
the fun is in having my white mice taken
away and being gated!”

“Yes, gated, so that you cannot P in
Saturday’s mateh,” added Betty. *There
is nothing funny in that. You're talking
stupidly, Cora.” :

Cora Grandways shrugged her shoulders,

“I know what I know,” she said mys-
terionsly. “You can belicve me or not,
just as vou choose. But remember that
Bluebell spent a great deal of ber time with
Duffy, the clown at Samways’ cireus.”

“What of that?”

“What of it? Why, she's eultivated his
peculiar sense of humour, that's all.”

“Oh, that’s mere guesswork!” said Polly
irritably. “We know that you don't like
Bluebell.”

Cora sucered, and shrngged her shoulders.

“Just as you like,” she said nastily. “I
was trying to warn you for your own good.
‘All these things DBiuebell thinks are very
funny in her own way. Of course, she'’s 50ITY
when she sces that you don't like them.”

But the girls wore not ready to listen to
what Cova supposed. They were angry;
but even in their anger they were just, and
not ready to listen to the insinuations of
Cora,

“Perhaps this will convince you,” said
the girl. “You all remember Sheila
Gmrett that girl who danced in the
r¢'lIEIIE

-““You mean Laura Turnm"s rival?” asked
“Ves. What o
n| oldnd a ]at-tur that she took from

e

"I h1d this from her,” she said. ““She
writes about Bluebell, and asks how we like
the jokes she playsuher funny, practical
jokes. She says that she became very fed-
up with them herself. Bluebell used to be
at them day and night. Putting glue in
their shoes, and tricks of that order.””

There was a buzz in the Common-room,
for the girls were very greatly surprised to
be told that Bluebell, the girl they had so
admired, the girl who had always seemed
so quict and reserved, was in reality a prac-
tical joker who caused much annoyance by
hér Aricks.

“Let me see,” said Betty.
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Cora handed her the letter, while Blue-
bell, wondering, stood by, completely

astounded by this surprising announcement.

It was untrue, and she knew it. But
then it was just like Sheila to write such
a letter. How had Cora got into touch
with her, though? DBluebell did not think
much about that, however; already she had
coine to the conclusion that Cora would
nl\;:y: find ways and means to secure her
ends.

““Yes, it is true,”” Betty nodded, and the
others crowded round. “She says quite a
lot about Bluebell, and about Laura, too.
But she doosn’t run Laura Turner down.”

Cora Grandways, her lips curled, luoked
at them all.

““It’s true, you see,” she said. ‘‘All these
things Blucbell has dono have been jokes.
First with Clarice Monk’s’ shoes, then that
history thing she wrote for Miss Massmg
hnm, then Paula’s dress, and now Poll
mice. We ‘shall have a lively time.

“1, for one, am not going to put up with
it,”” said Judith, “*and that’s flat! If Blue-
bell wants to be funny, she Had better choose
some other time and place.”

All eyos were turned upon the little
circus dancer, and poor Bluebell, clenching
her hands, realised her utter helplessness
against this cunning.

At every turn Cora’s hand seemed raised
against her, and she could not be prepared
for every trick and artifice of the girls.

“It's a in].ly shame!” said Polly Linton
heatedly. *‘To think that my poor old mice
have $ol: to go because of Bluebell’s fun-
niness.

¢ Funniness—I should say so!™

The hostile looks of the Fourth-Formers
were turned upon Bluebell, and she stared
hard at Cora. g

Ii was nob true—not a word of it!
Cora lied, or—

What could she say to disprove that
lettert

“It ain’t true! Ask Duffy!'” she said.
“Ask any of 'em!”

Cora Grandways
laughter.

“That’s very cluver," she said. " You
know that we can’t. The circus has moved
on. Tt sounds very fine to speak like that

“Moved on?” asked Bluebell.

And then she felt suddenly sad, realising

Had

burst into mocking
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acutely for the first time that her old friends,
‘Duffy and others at the circus, who had
been her companions, had gone. Gone!
But where?

Sho was left alone with these girls, who
had been friends of hers, but now, how
they were against her! Not one of them to
stand by her. All believed her at fault.

She looked at Paula Creel, who gave her
a pleading glance that seemed to say: "I
want to believe you, yet how can 17"

Then Bluebell, not waiting & minuto
ionger, turned and fled from the Common-
room.

Cora Grandways gave her sister a quick

jook and a wink that the others did not
. That wink said: “Things are going
well.””
And, from ‘the anger of the Fourth-
Formers, it was quite certain that Cora’s
cunningly laid schemes were working quite
as well as she hoped.

“It means that we shall have to keep a
keen eye on her,” Madge Minden said.
““She isn't a girl we can trust. She’s quite
linble to tell a mistress about the dorm.
feed.””

‘“Bhe ean’t do that,’” said Betty; ‘‘she
knows nothing about it.”

“Then it’s a good job,” remarked Polly.
“I’s a pretty fine thing to have that kind
»f humorist in the Form. Goodness, we
don’t know what to expect next, with her
about!"” E

Then as the subject had been raised, the
conversation was on the dormitory feast that
had been very quietly arranged. The Form
sometimes had such feasts, and this one
was because of a large hamper that Polly
had received from home, and she, in her
usual generous way, wanted to share it out.

““Mind, everyone,’”’ warned Beity, “not a
word to Bluebell. Perhaps we ought to
trust her, but we don’t want to talke any
chances, do we ?'"”

*No fear!” chanted everybody.

So Bluebell was not told of the arrange-
ments. But tho others might have noticed
that Cora Grandways was smiling, and
Judith’s face wore a knowing look; but
they were not concerned with the Grand-
ways, and those significant expressions
passed unobserved. %

“If she knows that Betty is going to
break bounds, she may think it funny to
tell someone,” said Polly.
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“Bai Jove, I do not think that, Polly!”
said Paula Creel. “I weally think it is
wathah unjust to Bluebell.”

But Polly. thought otherwise, and they
had all to agreo not to tell Bluebell thab
Betty was going to break bounds.

“T’s a pity she's got to do it said
Polly. **But it can’t he helped. I thought
that Madge had got the things—-""

“And I thought that you had,” grinned
Madge. *'It’s been a frost all round, really.
That’s the worst of keeping things so much
a secret. Couldn’t we posipone the feast?”

“Not very well,” said Polly. ‘‘Soma
things in _my hamper won’t keep much
longer. Beity'll Le all right, ~She can
knock up old Parsons in ke village shop.
He’s a good sort, and he'll let her have the
things. They're all packed ready.”

And as Betty did not mind breaking
bounds, what could the others say?

Bluebell could not help naticing the air of
mystery that hung over the others when
she saw them, and, finding that Paula did
not speak to her, she went from the study.
It was miserable to stay there in silence.

She wandered along the corrider, and
stood for some minutes in a recess, looking
at the large moon that was rising. Presently
she became aware of voices in the next
recess, yet it had been empty a minute

ago.

““We'll finish her ‘now,” Cora was saying.
“It's quite simple. You get up—or we
both can, Judith—and open the window of
the box-room. Betty is going down to do
her preparation, so we must wait until she
has gone. We can creep back, and no one
will any the wiser, Or, better still, open
it while the others are in the dorm. un-
dressing. Then we shan’t have to go out

“And in the morning,”’ said Judith, ‘“‘of
course, we shall say Bluebell opened it. We
can rouse them in the night direcll_y she
has gone. That will be better, won't it?
And she’ll be found by the .window, It'Il

be easy to say she was going to let in one
of the circus hands to steal the silver. We
can make the evidence.”

“That's it, of course,”” nodded Cora. ‘‘I

will be easy. Window found open—Blua.
bell near it.”
“No one is likely to shut it, I suppose?’,
asked her sister. g
“No, of course not, They won't know it"s
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open. I’ll do it just before we go inio
dorm.”

Then the voices sigpped, and Blucbell
stood quite still, trem‘t&ing.

So that was another plot against her
But what a wild plot! How could anyone
believe that she would do such a thing?
And yet they were all against her now,

* and Cora, with her cunning, might do any-
thing—she might easily fake evidence that
would make evoryone believe that Bluebell
was guilty.

Undocided what to do, the liftle circus
dancer did not move. She was trying to
work out some plan of action. But it was
not_easy. The only way would bo to wais
until Betty had gone down to do her pre-
paration, and then to close the window,

The knowledge that all this cunning was
being cxerted aglinst her worried the girl,
and until bed-time she was morose. She
went to the box-reom, and thought of wait-
ing there. But they would miss her from

e dormitory.

0, that was the only way.

“Look after Bluebell,” whispered Betty,
as they went to bed, and Paula Creel took
the little circus dancer by the arm.

s she undressed she turned to look at
Cora and Judith, and saw the former nod
and wink.

The window was unfastened, and perhaps
all the other evidence had been arranged.
Bluebell’s heart beat faster, and she snuggled
down between the sheets, longing for ty
to go out, so that she could carry out her

an.

The lights were turned out, and the
Fourth-Formers got into bed. There was
quite 2 lot of whispering at first, but it diad
away, and presently everyone seemed asleep.
Then from Betty's bed camo a rustle.

“Is anyone awake?”’ whispered Betty.

But Biucbell did not answer, and in a
moment  Betty .got up.  She dressad
silently, and in almost magical time was
out of the dormitory.

Bluehell, her heart beating faster, sat up
in bed and wailed a minute.

“(ora,” she called softly—* Cora !”

But there was no answer. So very, very
quietly sho slipped from her warm bed,
and, with her gym. dress slipped over her
nightdress, crept from the dormitery,

hey wonld not eatch her, sho was sure
of fhat. She ran as Fast as she knew how,
and shut the open window and latcbed it,
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Now it did not matter if she were caught,

the window was shut. It would be ull
right,
She wheeled round, and then, as she

heard pattering foolsteps, drew back.

Into the box-room came Polly Linton,
and behind her Madge Minden,

“Bluchkell,” cried Polly, as sho lit &
match, “what are you doing? (Goodness,
she’s shut the window 1"

Paula Creel, half-asleep, came into tho
box-room, but she became very wide-awako
as she heard that exclamation of Polly’s.

“Cioodness gwacious!” she gasped, Uk,
Bluebell, you twaitor!”
“raitor I gasped Bluebell. “What

d’yer mean? What have thom Grandways
been sayin i

“The Grandways have said nething,”
interrupted her, “I€'s no use trying
to bla them, Bomething woke mo un,
just as the door shut after you—Iuckily,
and”I looked round to see who had gono
out.

“VYes, wather, Bluebell,” drawled Paula,
in great distress. “Cowa had nothin’ 13
do with this. Woeally, it is tinfair of yoa
to blame them. You have shut the window
t> get Betty in disgrace. Yes, wather!”

“% have not. 11—

“Oh, what’s tho use of arguing?” sald
Medge Minden crossly, *“You've done if,
and we're all witnésses.”

And Madge, with a very businesslit%e
manner, opened the window. But she did it
rather noisily.

It was not unnatural that the wvoices,
which had not been too well guarded,
should have aroused someone, and the girls
realised that when thoy heard Miss Mas-
singham’s voice.

“Goodness, girls! What are you Eoing
here?” she exclaimed.

Sho saw the open window, and nodded,

“PBreaking bounds, 1 dare ” she
murmnured, with tightened lips,
ecmo in time. Very well, I shull expect to
see you in the morning. ivow go back to
your beds, all of you. Go along, now !

Then she closed the window as they all
weont out; but Polly Linton dofiged into a
reeess, and slipped back to re-open the
window for her chum.

But no sooner was the news known than
the dormitory was in an uproar.

“Sneak!”

" Praitor "
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Buch were the epithets hurled at Bluche!l
as she cowered in her bed and gazed round
wide-cyed, completely at a loss for an ex-
planation of it all.

Cora had not told them! Ne, but Cora
had thrown a ball of paper at Polly Linton
and awakened her in timeo to hear Blucbeil
leave the dormitory.

And when Polly bad lit a match sho had
scen that Bluebell’s bed was empty.

“8he ought to be sent to Coventry!"
suapped Grace Garlield,

“Hear, hear!"”

“Wait till Betty returns,” urged Madge
Minden. “She is captain.”

But that did not seem to abate the girls'
anger,

And Betty, when she returned, was
greatly surprised to lind them .all talking.

Then it was all told to her, and Betty
turned to Bluebell

“Is this true?’ she asked, in pained
tones,

Blucbell nodded. For the facts they had
stated were true; but the motive they im-
plied—that was grossly unfair!

“But what did Bluebell know about tho
matter ?”’ asked Betty. “How did she
know that I was going out?”

“I—I did it. It was my fault,” said
Cora Grandways, “I told her you were
going out, because sho asked why everyone
was so secret. I told her not to say any-
thing. S8he said she’d play a little joke,
but I warned her not to.” o

“Then that's why she thought you'd
told us,” eaid Polly Linton.

Cora nodded, and Bluebell—she was far
too gwuzed at Cora’s duplicity to be able
to 1Mke any prolest. And now what was
the use of the protest? How thin her story
would sound !

“There is only onc thing for it,” went on
Felly—" Coventry !"”

“Is this the opinion of everybody?”
asked Betty sadl{l.
“Ra—ther!" they eried.

Bluebell still blinked at them, not under
stunding the schoolgirl torm.

“I don’t want to go away,” she said
tearfully. B

“You won't,” said Betty pityingly.
“The sentence that the Form ecalls on mo
Lo pronounce means that no cne is to speik
to you. You are sentenced to silence—
ghunned 1? 8
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“Shunned |”  Bluebell ropeated dully.
“But—but—"

“That’s the sentence,” said Polly curtly,
“and you jelly well deserve it, too! As
o beginning you won’t take part in this
dormer feast !

TPaula Creol gave the girl a look of sym-
Fathy, but Bluebell, her pretty eyes blinded
by tears, saw nothing, save a blur of hostilo
faces. She was shunnod—sentenced
silence ! .

“But, please, I didn't do it!” she said
tearfully, *“Detty!” No reply. “volly!”
No reply.

Then Bluebell, erying, now turned plead-
ingly to Paula,

“Youwll speak ter me, Paula?”’
asked huskily.

But Paula, though sho looked at tho
little circus dancer commiseratingly, mado
no rosponsoe. :

The sentence had fallen, and little Blue-
beli flung herself down op ‘the bed and
burst into a flood of sealding tears. Not
tears of shame or remorse, but the bitterest
tears of all—tears of self-pity.

And there she lay whilo the feast pro-
ceeded. But it was not a inorry foast,
and most were glad when it was over,

Even that brought no relief to the girl,
and half the night she lay awake, unhappy,
sleep impossible, and very far away. What

to

sho

prospect was there for her here? How
shattered now wero all her dreams! How
far, far better off she had been in the

circus! But that, too, was gone—she knew
not where,
BShe was alone—in silence |

CHAPTER 14.
The Jdoker! -

. HIS isn’t my beok!?
I Grace Carfield, of the TFourth
Form at Morcove Schoal made

that remarvk, and almost immedi-
ately it was ecliocd by othe
The Fourth Form =oom
and the girls were waiting for Mis
Massingham to arrive. Tetiy DBarton, tho
captain of the Fourth, was standing by her
desk at the head of the orm, holding an
arithmetie book, and staring at it with
a look that was extremcly pu o.
“This isn’t mine. Here, Polly, this is
yours !I”

was  erowded,
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Polly Linton, her chum, deftly caught
the book, and nodded as she noticed her
own name scrawled across the cover. Polly
was not careful, and the writing was easy
to recogupise, if only because of its un-
tidiness.

“Wonder how this got in your desk?”
she. murmured,  “Blest if 1 can under-
stand it ! :

“Someone’s been fooling with the desks,”
said Madge Minden. “My books have
wandered somewhere. This one is Ella
Elrgmxd'ﬁ."

“Herc's one of yours, Madge.”

Books exchanged bands, and it was not
unnatural that in passage they got slightly
demaged,
¥ ok ﬁ dear, that’'s knocked the cover
off 1" langhed Polly, as she flung back one
of Cora Grandways' books.

Cova, not being a pleasant-natured gicl,
scowled, but the others launghed. The
Grandways could well afford that small
repair. Cora and her sister Judith, how-
ovor, always ondeavoured to make them-
selves as unpleasant as possible.

Miss Massingh the I istress,
should have been there, but apparently sh:
had boen detained. It was unusual for
her to bo late, and in the excitement of
exchan;-i'ing the mixed books the girls
forgot that the mistress might appear at any
moment,

Somo of the smaller hooks made excellen:
missilos, and - Judith Grandways emptied
her desk of its contents by flinging them
helter-skelter across the room. Nome of
thom bolonged to her, it may be mentioned.

“0Oh!” exclaimed Ella, as one caught
her cheek.

She stooped and flung it back, but the
book hit Grace Garfield.
vather particular about her books, was
angry that they should have been interferad
with, and she snatched up the small book
and flung it back.

That searted it! Books were flung in-
discriminately, and presently a battle royal
of small books was raging. They were not
flung hard, and could not hurt, but there
swas very soon a litter of torn pages.

“Btop!” exclaimed Betty Barton, jump-
ing on to a form. “Girls! Miss Massing-
ham will bo here in a minutel Ella,
“mind—""

Just in time, Betty ducked, and a girl

Grace, who was |
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sitting in front of her gave a sharp ex:
elamation as the book hit her.

But the girl picked up the book, and
placed it on the desk besido her, Her faco
was pale, and her lgrge, bluc eyes were
rather sad, althongh they brightened onde
or twice at soveral amusing incidents
the battle.

“ i, Blucbell I” shonted Grace Garfield.
“@Give me that book!”

Cora Grandways madc a movement.

“Don’t speak to her,” she said, *She's
in Coventry "

“0Oh, yes, I forgot!”

But Bluchell returned tho book to Grace,
whe nodded, and then her eyes beeamo
sadder,

Sent to Coventry! Yes, that was ber
sentenco—the sentence for something ct
which she had not been guilty. Sentenced
to silence, and now they would not speak
to hor, She was with them, but not ct
them.

Judith, with deliberate aim, hurled a
beok at Blucbell, and caught the one-tiine
circus dancer on the head. .

Bravely Bluebell smiled, and passed back’
the book. She was taking no part in this

.contest, for a glance at the books in het

doss had heen suflicient to show her that
they were her own—all brand new, for she
was a new girl.

“(h, do stop!” Betty Barton shouted for
about the twenticth time. “ ¥You will all be
detained! I know you willl”

“QOh, rubbish!” snapped Judith,
hurled a book at Dolly Delane.

The book went past Dolly, and on is
sailod—right to the door.

And the door was opening. Home saw
it, and regained their seats, hastily trying
to grther the books from the floor.

and

i

The book was arrested in its courso—
and so was Miss Massingham, BShe stopp:d
short, with a gasp, as the book whizzed clo:o
to her head.

Trom the Fourth Form came a gasp, and
Betty plumped back heavily into her seat.”
Then in the Form-reom there was dead
silence for a moment. "

“Good gracious!” cjaculated the Form
mistress, as sho stared at the littered bools
and pages. “Whatever has happened "

Her cyes flashed through her pince-nez,
and she tightened her rather thin lips.

“Potty Bacton,” she exclaimed aeidly,
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“you are captain of the Form!
the: meaning of this horseplay 7'

“I—I— We—— 'T'he books have heon
changed somchow, Miss Massingham, We
erc trying to get them back.”

“Changed?. What do you mean, girl 7™

“Well,” said Betty awkwardly. “some-
ono has Leen in hero and shifted all the
books round.” =

“But that is no reason why the books
should be flung about, Come out in front
all who were concerned in this !

Thero was n slight hesitation, and then,
almost en masse, the girls went out to the
front. One or two, whe were inclined to
remain in their seats, followed the others’
lead, for very few had not been concerned
in it

But one girl remained soatod, and Miss
Massingham starcd at her. And the Fourth
Yorm stared, too,

For Bluebell—she had not moved, and
rtainly she had not taken part in the
ing of tho. books.

%mml:!" hissed somcone.

But they were silenced.

“I am very pleased to see, Bluebell,”
said Miss Massingham coldly, “that you
have not taken part in this disgraceful
scene I

“My—my books was all right, please,
Miss Massingham,” stammered tho girl,

Her vway of speaking was still curious,
althongh she was improving.

There was silence then, and Miss Mas-
singham wheeled round, to face the otners,
who were lined up against the wall.

“Bo your books have been changed
about?” she asked. “Was this some
schemo to cause delay in the lesson, or has
somcone been playing a practical joke?”

“Please, Miss Massingham, I ‘think it
was a practical joke,” said Betty. “I had
some of Grace's, and she had some of some-
one clse’s. They have been muddled up
completely.”

For a moment Miss Massingham stood
thoughtful and silent; then she turned to

luebell.

“Yours,” she said, *“had not been
changed .

“No, Miss Massingham,”

“Surely,” said the Form mistress, “is it
not strange that of all the Form your books
alone shonld not have been touched? Is
1 tnyone  else whose books were

What 13

ct
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At that there was a general shaking ot
heads, and Miss Massingham nodded un-
derstandingly,

“I sce,” she said. *“Then it looks very
much, Dlucbell, as though you have hal
scmething to do with this. "I have heard
of your taste for practical joking.”

Littlo Bluebell simply stared at tho

mistress.  She was completely amazed by
that sudden accusation, and” whet could
she reply?
. They had accnsed her of this practical
joking before, and it was so utterly false
that there was nothing she could say in
defence,

“That's so, Miss Massingham,” saic
Cora Grandways. “I had a letter from ono
of the circus people. She said that Blue-
bell was a practical joker, and used to got
them into all sorts of scrapes.”

“I dido’t!” denied the little
dancer,

Miss Massingham turned to the other
Fourth-Formers,

* You have had some experience of thls
girl's practical joking!” sho asked.

At first there was a natural hesitation
at giving Blueboll away, but Miss Mas.
singham’s angry frown meant that sho
wanted an answer., i

“We think so,” said Norah Nugent hesi-
tatingly. “She has dono one or two rathor
silly “things in the way of practical
joking.”

*Yes, wather, bai Jove!” drawled Paula
Crecl seriously, ““Howevah, I weally do
not think she is weally dospicable—not
like Cowa. I mean she’s not a bad sort—
wather not.”

“That {s not what I am asking, Paula,”
retorted tho misivess. “It is casy to soo
that you girls have seen somo of Bluebell's
practical joking, and I cannot help think-
ing ihat his is another cxample, . If you
remember, sho staicd late in here last night
to finish her work,”

Betly Barton, who had been hoiing’ that
it was noi fruo, looked glum, ¥s Miss
Massingham broughts forward what was
really convineing evidence, all elso con-
sidered,

“What is more,” said the Form-mistress,
“Bluebell did not finish hor work, and
camo prepared to punish her for it 1
wondered how she spent her time—and nox
1 know I

At that Blucbell opened her mouth, hut

eireus




“THE SCHOOLGIRLS'

she shut it egain Pmmediately, without
uttering & word. She would not tell tHie
Form-mistress that, instead of working,
she had been crying—that no thought ot
tampering  with the books had ocourred
to her. Ior how stupid it would sound !
Yet it was frun. She had been miserable,
unbappy, and fceling so lonely that tears
were the only outlet for her emotion,
Twenty acousing pairs of eyes were
turned upon her, and ihe little rirens
dancer wished that tho feor would open
up and swallow her, 5
Miss Massingham was talking, but
first the giri did not heapr b
“You will lm gated I she heard the
mistress say. And if I hear of any move
of these jokes, \mz will be taken to Miss
Somerl lrl She will know how to deal
with yo.”
Then the lujstres5 turnied to the others,
o rou,” she said sternly, “1 look
n being equally guilty. You will
ﬂ'l se does nol expect

Was Miss \Ins ngham also taunting her?
wondered Bluebell, Coinld they never forg:
That she had come from o circus? How she
liad tried to bn » schoolgiri like the others {

What was tho uce of trving, whon ali
these  aceusations o mad~— accusations
that she eonld not disprove?  Who had
tampered with the books? Had i% been
done to get ber into disgrace? 1t was
strange that hers should not have boon
touched,

She lnuke\d ab the Grandways sisters, and
her surmise beeame a certainty as she saw
Lera givo her sister an claborate wink.

What Cora wlmpum] she did not hear,
but she saw Judith grin.

“8he won’t stand in our light much
longar " Cora had said. * Perhaps unale
won't_be so fond of her if she’s expelled.”

And Judith’s grin bad said quite plainly
io her sister:

“We'll scon gob hoer expelled !

What chance did the girl stand against
iwo such plotters?. Xven now the whole
Form was against her! No wonder, tnes,
that Blucbell raised her book to hide two
tears that glistened upon her checks,

as this better than the circus? For
tnswer, the two big tears splashed down
on tg' tlm little dancer’s desk
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CHAPTER 15.
Her Friend,

o CWYiN'v"
Languid Paula Creel asked that
question as she entered her study

on the Fourth Form corridor.

Paula was still shavivg her study with
Bluebell, for Paula was still as keen to
have tllt girl as her friend, and it was at
her request that the nrrangem&.nt had been
made.

Bluebell made no response. She was sit-
ting in the armchair, one arm crooked on
the side, and her head rested in it. She
was crying as though her heart would

ren

There was a worried frown on Paula's
face as she regarded the givl, for the poai-
tion was rather difficult.

“T'm weally sowwy,
said, shutti ing the door
don’t ewy!"”

She crossed the study, and placed her
hand gently upon the little cireus dancer’s
heaving shoulders. But st]l.l Bluebell did
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deah geal!” she
softly. “Please

not !m:lc f

I—er—1 know it’s \a\\y hard,” said
Paula. “Bat, weally, it’s—-er—your own
fault! I—-=""

At consoling people Paula was not an
adept. Certainly it was not he] .n Blue-
bell to tell her it was her own even
werc that the case.

“You—you shouldn’t play such pwactical
jokeés, deah!” went on Paula. *I don’t
want to lecture. Wather not! But, all the
same, you would be happier if you didu’t.
Well, weally—""

She stared rather helplessly at the weep-
ing girl, and shook her head. In Paula’s
heart theve still lingered affection for the

circus dancer, affection and pity. For
Paula realised that Bluebell’s training had
not heen conducive to weilvmnnnere con-

Bh- still kept her hand on the girl'a
shoulder, and slowly stroked the flaxen
plaits that hung piteously about the shaking
shoulders.

“Don’t ewy!” she repeated,
anything else to say.

Bluebell looked up, her eyes bright and
elightly red-rimmed with crying.

“I—I can’t help it!” she choked. “I
ain't wanted ’ere. I might have known a
circus-girl couldn’t get on among ladies.
Why don’t they give me fair play?”’

for lack of
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. The suggestion that the givl was not get-
ting fair play caused Paula to pause. She

was o faiv-minded girl, and believed in
justice. Yet, so far o3 she could sce, Blue-
ell's treatment had been ouly in keeping
with her behaviour,

“I know it's vewy twyin’ not to be
spoken to,”’ she said.” “But Coventwy's a
usual punishment, y’know. You awill" win
thwough, deah geal. You see, the geals
think that if you are punished you won’t
play twicks.”

“But I didn't! Oh, I didn’t!” exclaimed
Bluebell passionately. “Tt ain’t fair to say
that I did!?” |

“You shut the window after Betty, so
that sho couldn’t get back when she bwoke
bounds.”

Bluebell, the tears trickling from her eyes,
ehook her head.

“Why should 17 she asked. “I Jike
Betty. Why chould I want to get ’er into
trouble 1"

“Yes, that’s s0,” said Payla thoughtfully.
“But, weally, why did you, y’know? Ves,
wather, why? Aud you wuined my dwess!’”

“1 didwil Tt—>
was about to say that she had

ith the best possible motives when
she had cut up Paula’s material when that
girl was dressmaking. It was Cora who
ad advised her to act as she had done.
But she would not sneak! .

“It's wemarkable—yes, wather!”
mured Paula. “Vewy stwange!”

The two were silent a moment, Bluebell,
sitting forward in the armchair, Tier elbows
oy her knees, her face in her hands, staring
into the fire.

Suddenly the door of the
and Cora Grandways looked

“1 see,”” she said sueerin%ly, “you are
talking to Bluebell, Paula. suppose you
know that she is in Coventry?*’

“Yes, wather, I know. But I fail to sea
what business it is of yours, deah geall’’

“Ouly this,” eaid Cora. - “That you know
as well as I do that when a girl is sent to
Coveniry no one is allowed to speak to her.
If they do, then they receive the same

unishment. If you want to be sent to

‘oventry, speak to her!”’

Paula’s face became grave, and she hesi-
tated. She knew quite well that the ruie
was as Cora had given it, and, unless that
rule were maintained, it was useless to send

mur-

study opened,
in,
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a girl to Coventry. It would be no punish-
ment.

“I understand,” she replied coldly. “But
I am not afwaid. It is not your business,
but DBetiy’s. I'm quite suzh she would
have spoken to Bluebell, if she found ner
crying.”” 5 .

“That remains to be seen!” retorted
Cora. “I tell you, the girls are wild with
Bluebell; they won’t stand any more of her
nonsense. She’s been sent to Joventry, and
you've got to keep the sentence as well as®
anyone else. That’s all!”

And Cora slammed the door, Bluebell
staring after her.

Paula stood still in the centre of the
room for a minute. She did not speak,
and her wrinkled brow told that she was
endeavouring to puzzle out what line of
action she should take.

If sho spoke to Bluebell, she would ba
cub. Cora was right when she said that
the Fourth would stand no nonsense. Betty
would have to send her to Coventry, even
though it would be against her wish.

Avnd was Bluebell worthy of it? If the
girl were guilty—and Paula saw no reason
}ol suppuse otherwise—the sentence was
air.

‘“Cheer up!’ she said gently, stroking
Bluebell’s hair. “The sentence will be
dwopped when you wepent, deah geal, and
pwomise not to do it again.”

“But I shan’t, I have never done it!”

At that Paula sighed heavily. What was
the use of speaking to the girl when she
took such an unreasonable view? They
knew she was guilty. Everything pointed
to her guilt, and Blucbell herseif had prac-
tically admitted it.

Paula said no more, but walked from the
room, giving the [fir one last sympathetic
look. Bluebell did not move, nor did she
look gp, and the sound of the closing deor
echoed but distantly in her ears, i

Bluebell sat there for a few minutes,
then rose to her feet, and looked at her
face in the glass,

w sad she seemed! How _different
from Bluebell of the circus! She had been
happy _at times with Duffy, the good-
natured clown, and even Mr. éamwaya, tha
rough-tongued proprietor of the circus, had
not been unkind,

‘What a fool she had been to desert all
that for this! And somehow ehe missed
the dancing, somchow she missed the
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aundience and the handelaps that had always
greeted her entrance.

There were no handelaps
sneers, She was just one o
the least of them.

here, only
many, almost

fter all, what was cducation worth?
Thus the girl, alone with her bitter
thoughts, mused. What was it worth?

She had earned her living before, and she
could do no more. What would she ever
be able to do hut that?

But, with a sigh, she determined that
she would not give up. Whatever it cost
her to stay at the school, stay she must.
For Mr. Courtnay had been kind, and it
would be unfair not to do her best.

She must win through—she would win
.through! She would show them all that,
circus-girl though she was, she had grit
and pluck. She would not go under. Never
would she bow to Cora Grandways® trickery!
Booner or later they must be found out,
and then all would be well.

oor Bluebell!  She litile realised that
those two girls were plotting for her com-
plete downiall, for her disgrace and oxpul-
sion.

Their only ambition was to get her in
their uncle’s black looks. Mr. Courtuay
had always been very c{,’mscmus towards the
Grandways sisters, and they did not want
anyone to rob them of their unclo’s gifts.
If " Bluebell remained at the school,  she
would receive most of the tips that he had
to give. They had always been favourites
of their uncle’s, and-could not bear the
thought of somebody else supplanting thiem.

By a great effort, Bluebell pulled her-
self together, and made an attempt to tidy
her hair. n

She must fight her battle single-handed,
without friends, without any sort of assist-
ance.

Head high in air, with proud step, she
walked along the Fourth  Form 038040,
It was not yet dark, for most of the girls
}:,-ellée only just returning from the hockey

e

For a while she stood in the quadvangle,
leoking a trifle wistfully towards the Pa'y-
ing-fields, whence laughs and shouts of tiie

hockey playess floated on the evening air.
Betty Barton and’ Polly Linton, laughing
and joking, were coming towards her. As
yet they had not scen Bluebell, but pre-
sently ﬁetty looked up; then quickly she
looked away, and Bluebell flushed.
Twao, more Fourth-Formers passed, and
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feigned not to notice her. The girl felt
that she must rush afier them_ and pul
their sleeves until they simply had to recog-
nise her presence.

But she restrained herself, and stood,
with clenched hands, in the middle of the
guadrangle. She did not want to stand
thero and bo ““eut ” by everyone—she was
far loo proud for that—and. in a minute
she walked on.

The gates weve just ahead, and idly she
walked towards them.

Beyond the gates lay freedom.
cirens was somewhere without the
the circus, with her pon;

The
ates—
and Dufty, the

clown. How she wished that she’ could
hear his laugh. : :
But Duffy was far away, for had not

Cora said that the circus had moved on?

She saw some girls near the gates, and
heard them laugh. Then she heard some-
thing that caused her to hwrry forward, her
faco alight with a new cagerness.

¥or someone in that crowd had laughed.
Yt was a inan’s laugh—a laugh that she
knew well.

And as she drew nearer to the girls by
the gates she knew that she had guessed
right. For a short, jolly-faced man turned
towards her.

“Why, Bluebell!” he cried,

And little Bluebell ran forward, with
ontstretched hands, to greet Duffy, tae
clown—her friend!

CHAPTER 16.
Faithful Duffy. -

o UFFY !

D Blucbell was - hardly able to
believe that it was mu]]z tho clown
standing there. Yet, how was it

possible to mistake that laughing, merry
face and those alert eyes?

“It's me, all right!"” grinned the clown.
“And it is veally little Bluebell 7’*

The other girls who wore there stood back
as the clown embraced the girl, and the
school porter etood back, rubbing his chin
thoughtfully. 4

“] am so glad you came!” said Bluebell,
“I—1 wanted to_see you

Duffy bowed deeply.

“At ur service!”’ he gaid. “Never
shall it said that Duffy failed. Alwaya
the little gentleman, the gallant knight
just in time—that’s me!”
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Bluehell smiled wanly at his grimaces,
and sdveral other girls griuned. The clown
was well known, for when Samways’ cireus
had beon in the neighbourhood, most of
them had paid it a visit.

“I—I thought the circus was far away,””
said Bluebell.

“It is,” said the clown, for once serious.
“It is far away from hero.”

“Then—then” you'll be late for the por-
formavnce,” said” the girl, frowning. * M.
Samways will be cross.”

Duffy sighed.

*“There is no performance for Duffy,” he
said.  “No longer will the handelaps
thunder, and the roof cave in with the
rattlo of applause, Duffy the clown is no
longer!”

Bluebell looked puzzled, and Duffy sighed
again.

“No longer?” asked Bluchell.

“No—still five foot four in socks, alas!
No longer!” - He grinned widely; then once
more his face became serious. *“ Farewcll
the conical cnp—gnne the merry motley!
The jingle of bells is silenced. Duffy the
clown gives way to Duffy the gardener!”

Most of the girls were” grinning hugely,
and some laughed. But little Bluel eil,
knowing the clown better than they, was
serious. »

“You mean you—ycu've been sacked 7"
she asked.

Duffy shook his head.

“Hay not so, fair one!” he replied. “Who
could sack Duffy? T threw the jester's cap
aside, foreswore the greaccpaint for the
spade. And now I trow—or should I suy
‘I trowel *7—for a-gardening shall go!
Tra-la!  A-gardening I shall go”

e saw the look of amazement still on
Bluebell’s face, and patted her check.

“Oh, frown, take wing—give place to
sunny brow! I have come to answer an
advertisement as %lgrdmmr, so that I could
be near my little Bluebell, and tend her!”
¢ “Q0h, my hat!”" exclaimed Grace (ar-
field. “What a manl’’

Duffy frowned at her disapprovingly.

“What is that in your hair?” he asked
suddenly, and reached forward.

Grace was too late as she stepped buck,
and Duffy, with a triumphant grin, tock a
emali white mouse from her hair.

“Oh ! exclaimed Grace, and went white.

“And a girl of your age smuking. too I’
said the clown seriously. * Faney [
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And he took a cigar apparently from
Grace’s hand.
Grace blinked at him, and the others

tared.
“It's all right,!” laughed Bluchell. “Ii’s

onl: oonjurinsgl’

hen some laughed. But Grece Garfield,
feeling that she had been made u figure of
fun, frowned heavily.

“Then I ecan’t gay it amused mel” she
said.  “If that is your idea of a joke,
Bluebell, it isn’t mine. No wonder you've
been playing such tricks, if this is your
master I’

Bluebell bit her lip, and Duffy looked
surprised.

8

No offence, miss!” he said. “No .
offence! No harm in a little joke!™
But Grace wheeled on her heel, and

stalked off to the house. The othors looked
alter her, some sympathetic, others smiling.

There was quite a large crowd.now, and
Cora and Judith Grandways were there,
looking on.

Cora glanced sideways at her sister, and
drooped “an eyelid. Their little story that
Blnuf!ull was_a-humorist had worked re-
markably well, and Dully’s entrance, in-
stead of giving their story the lie, only
strengthened it. .

“The headmistress, I must see her,”
said Dufly. “To-morrow I shall rise with
the lark, and ?ly my spade right worthily.”

“This way,” said Blucbell, and took the
clown by the hand.

They left ihe crowd laughing and staring
after thom.

“He'll: make a funny sort of pardener,”
mused Elia Elgood. = “specially if he
starts conjuring  with Somerfield’s
favourite tulips.”

But Duffy was really quite a good gar-
dener, and cerlainly fond of flowers.

“You remember, little Bluebeli,”” he was
saying to tho circus girl, “how I tended
my portable garden. True it was but a
ba)L‘—lnothIng ut a box—yet the flowers

Miss

Ho shrugged his shoulders, ns words
failed to express the mugnificence of that
portable garden,

Bluebell smiled. As usual, she felt happy
and cheerful in tho clown's company,

“1 am so glad you ave come to Mor-
cove!” she murmured.

Duffy gave ber a quick look, searching
and keen.
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“ Arven’t on  happy, little girl?"” he
asked. “I thought you always wanted to
come to school—to be a fine lady 7"

“8o T do,”” said Bluchell slowly, with a
widtful note in hor voice. “But it's so
difficult! You see, I'm only a circus dancer
really, Duffy. T'm not a lady. And—and
some of the girls don't like it.”’

“Then they shall be made to repent of
that unworthy decision,” said the clown,
“Bhow me those creatures of scorn, and
let me rend them asunder with biting
words that sting, Let me tell them home
truths. hy, it would take a round baker’s
dozen—round dozen, not a round baker, you
understand —of them to equal you!”

Bluebell sighed.

“I wish that was what they thought,”
she said sadly. “But, never mind, Duffy,
ib will be much, much better with you
here."”

) I‘ If I get the job,'” said the clown doubt-
ully,

“But_you must! I'm sure Mr. Courtnay
would help you, Duffy, if he knew. 1t
isn’t hali good of you to waut to be near
me, and I want you!”

They were on tho steps of the school-
house” now, and Betly Barton and Polly
Linton were in the doorway. Paula Creel
was just behind th

The girls stopped as they saw and re-
cognised the clown, and Duffy bowed low.

“ My ‘guudness! It's Mr. Duffy, the
clown I'" exclaimed Polly. “Fancy meeting
you !

Yes, we ave the inseparables,” said
Duffy, linking arms with Bloebell. “My
constant companion, little Bluebell”

The three girls looked somewhat awk-
ward then, for it was rather a difficult posi-
tion. Bluebell was sentenced to silence,
yet they did not wish to let the clown
know that. To cut Bluebell while he was
present would be difficult.

“How do?” said “Polly jocularly. *This
is a pleasure we did not expect!” .

“Ah, no! But I am to be gardener
now!’’ .

He explained how he had seen the ad-
vertisement and come to answer it, to he
near Bluebell.

The girls nodded, lmt made little
ment, and then Duffly walked on,
Bluehell to show him the way to the
mistress’ study.

“My goodness!”

ocom-
with
head-

said DPolly Linten.

s i
How stra'gge_! 4
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“Fancy Duffy coming!
didn’t know a gardener is wanted.

“Yes, temporarily,” said Betty. “Old
Stiggs Lux ot the ‘ﬁn, and Miss Somerfield
is sending him somewhere. So the matron
told me. I suppose Duffy will be accepted.
At any rate, he knows enough to carry on
till Stiggs is better.”

“1 suppose s0,” agreed Polly.

“Wather fun, weally,” murmured Paula
Creel.  “Bai Jove, I should like to be a
conjuah—yes, wather 1"

At that Betty and Polly laughed. They
could not imagine Puula 2s a conjuver;
everything would be linble to go wrong.
And it was not improbable that the elegant
girl would guickly become ‘pwostwated,’
to use her favourite expression,

Duffy’s interview with the headmistress
was very short, but to Bluebell, waiting out-
side the door, it seemed to last ages.

hen he came out he was smiling, and
Bluebell dapﬁd her hands.

“Hooroo! Hooray ! chanted the clown,
and did a little dance.s

Bluchell bappily joined in, and it was
quite like old circus times. But it was
not to last for Jong. The door of. the head-
mistress’s study opencd, and Miss Somer-

_licld stopped short with surprisc.

“Good ;E]:'nciuus!" she exclaimed.  “Duff,
what is the meaning of this?  Blucbell,
how dare you?"

The sight of a Fourth-Former exccuting
a dgpee with the gardener—truly, it was
amazing, and Miss Somerfield, for a
mément, was at aloss.

For she had not rccognised in Dulf,
gardencr, the clown of Samways’ Circus,
and he had not enlightened her, for fear of
jeopardising his chances of success.

“‘Duff, pray proceed to your dutics,” eaid
Miss Somerfield. “And you, Bluebell, get
along to your study, and let me have no
more nonsense !’

The two rted, and the headmistress,
shaking her head in a puzzled manner, stood
regarding them,

She wonld have heen still more puzzled
could sho have seen them shake hands on
the steps of the schoolhouse.

“I shall sco you again, my little Blue-

bell!"!_said the clown hnppll]',:._ “Cheer
up! Every cloud has & silver [ining—often
gold. Kecp your pecker up!”

And he patted her cheek. Bluebell,

smiling happily, waved her hand to -him



40
- as he went, with jaunty step, across the
quadrangle. X

With her heart lighter than it bad been

for several days, Blucbell returned to her
etudy.

Bui half way along the Fourth Form [!n!-‘

sage the Grandways sisters stopped her.

“I sce your old circus pal has come!”
snecred Cora, making certain that no one
was about who might overhear. “The
whole schoo! will be turned into a circus
soon, I suppose?”

Bluebell looked at her coldly.

“Anyway, it ain’t no business of yours!"”
she retorted, and pushed past them.

he was firmly determined never to listen
to Cora and Judith again. Already she
had suffered too much at- their expense.

Cora and Judith looked at one ancther,
and Cora laughed,

“Little Fool!”” she said. "Judith, she’s
played into our hands. Tt won't be very
long hefore we sen her back—and for the
last time, too! Uncle won’t bo & koen
on the circus-girl when she’s bebn  ex-
pelled.”

faction.

GHAPTER 17.
A Command Performance.

ik ETTY, deah geal!”
. B Paula Crecﬁ pushed open the door
of Betty Barten’s study, and looked

in.

Betty was deeply engrossed in her pre-

aration. A sheet of paper lay before her,

ut Betty’s eyes wero thoughtful, and her
brow ruflled, as she leant forward, her hands
supporting her chin.

Polly Linton, whe was reading, looked
up, and put a finger on her lips.

“8h!" she hissed warningly, and indi
cated Betty with her hand.

“Yes, wather; I sce, deah goal! But it's
fwightfully important, y'know! A Woyal
conimand, bai Jove!”

“A Royal command?” asked
staring., and Betty looked u?.

Paula Creel came into the study, and
closed the door behind her.

“Wippin’ news!” she said. “A Woyal
command, y'know! Do you think 1'd better
wear my woyal blue dress?”

Betty Barton turned round on her chai
and, with a very serious cxpression on

Poliy,

And Cora rubbed her hands with satis-

‘»
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faco, shook
Paula,

* Now,” she said. frowning
“what aro you talking about?

“8it down and cool oft!" Polly said, very
sternly.  “You're rambling. Is this an
effect of glorious spring 1

“ Wather not, deah geall
exciting—yes, wather!”

She scated herself in the chair, and panted
slightly, her face aglow with excitemoent.

Polly rose, and, taking a_large silk hand-
kerchicf, seriously fanned Paula with it.

“Thanks, deah geal! I fecl weally pwos-
twated.  ¥You know Miss Somerfield has
called a performance?”

“Well, T hope she got it,” suid Polly
facctiously. “Did she whistle for it, like
you do a cab?” 3

“Xon know what I mean. Some diwece-
tors or somethin’ are comin’ to-mowwow,
or next week, or some time, and Mise
Bomerfield wants us to give a concert, or
somethin’ like that, v'know!’

" How thrilling, or somethin’!" murmured

her pen admonishingly at

portentiously,

But it's wather

Folly sarcastically. *“But what's it all
about 7" N
“Weally. I don’t know. You sce—

Oh, bai Jove, I had quite forgotten! ~ She
asked me to send Betty. Betiy, deah geal,
you'd bhetter huwwy!  Miss Somerfield
doesn't like bein’ kept wailin’, But don’t .
be a mowment, deah geal!”

Betty stared at the girl, and shook her
fist in mock anger. Yo

“You're a finc herald!"” she said. *‘Why
couldn't you tell me- that before?”

And Betty hurried off to find Miss Somer-
field. Almost out of breath she was when
she tapped at the door marked *Head-
mistress,” and her attempts to look self-com-
posed were not vory succcssful.

“Q0h, here you are!” said Miss Somer-
ficld. “¥ou have heen running. How many
tines have I told you girls not to run
about the corridors? Never mind, though,
now. Just sit down.”

The headmistross took up a letter, and
glanced thiough it,

‘“There are some school governors coming
this weok, and T should very much like you

irls to give a performance. 1 had an idea
that we might give "a concert for charity,
and the governors would like to see how
the girls perform.  As you have little Blue-
boll amongst you, it will be an excellent
opportunity. éhc must be well to the fore
and perhaps sho could instruct the othes
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JBetty was silent, for she could imagine
how the FForm would take that. It was ex-
tremely improbable that they would like to
be instructod by the very girl they had all
sent to Coventry.

But it was, as Paula had said, “a Royal
command,” and Botty could see that there
was nothing for her to say but “Yes.” :

“You think it \\III be all right?” asked
the Headmistress. “If you think yous Forui
is not up to the performance, say so, and I
will let somo other Form })ar[orm—mth

course,

Betty was proud of her Forg, and she,
nnh\mlly wanted then to have the honour of
giving a performance.

“I'm sure that we can _manage it, Miss

Somerfield,” she said. “Several girls can
sing wel ud you imu“ Madge Minden is
a wonderful pianist.

“I had thnu hr of that,” said Miss
Somerfiold ; El erhaps you might give
a scone from S’m espeare. our Form-
mistress will supervise that. I will epeak
to Miss Massingham about it. That is all

now, I think. You have not much time,
but the majority of the girls should be in
practice.”

“Yes, Miss Somerficld, thank voul ? said
Bctty. as she rose from her chair. T will
sec that it is all right,”

And, as Miss Somerficld nodded, the cap-
tain of the Fourth took her departure. But
once outside the study she became worried.

Miss Somerficld was right when she de-
vided that Bluchell should have a leading
part, for the girl knew ‘more about staging
than any of them, and certainly she would
not hava stage fright.

But it would be very difficult,

Betty returned to her study, and found
it empty. She guessed that her chums had
gone to the Common-room, and hastencd
there.

Practically the whole Form was gathered
inside tha not too Jarge-Common-room, for
the news oE the * Waﬁal performance * had
beon spread.

“Waoll 7 said Polly eagerly, as her chum
entered.

Betty told them of the command perform-

ance, and all the faces brightened.  The
Fourth-Formers were very keen on any
kind of stage performance, and, quite
naturally, they wished to show the

srovernors how well _they could sing, recite,
and act.
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“But there's one other thing,” said Bétty
slowly. *“Bluebell has got to take part,”
**Bluchell I
“We don’t want her!™
i "‘\Io, fear! We can get on without Blnc
e
Betty shook her head.
“We've got to have her,” ghe said. “It's
Miss Somerfield's onlnrs, and we can't very
woll say anything.”
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“I'm not going to act with her,” said
Cmn Grandways virtuously.

“You're not!” grinned Polly, “Nor
without her, for tho matter of that! But,
seriously, we don’t want Bluchell. Shc‘]l.

probably do somc of her practical joking.”
There were angry foces all around, and -

1o one seemed ploased that Bluchell should
be tn.inug part.

“8he’s weally a good dancer. y'know
suid Paula. * Pv.ubahly she'll be all w)g’llt
And we want to make a good impwession—
ves, wather!”

“We can do it without her,”
Gnrfl‘ld eurtly.

said Graco
“She’ll do more harm than

good.”

“Yes, rather! It isn't as if we don'd
know the sort of jokes she plays,” said Ella
Elgcod wxenly “I'd rather staud aside

than bo in the samoe show as she.”

Betty, laolung round at them, could sco
that Ella’s was the general opinion. The
girls looked angry and determined. They
were not to be casily unsettled from Lhnt
view, cither—and yet Blucbell must take

“Yon won't need to act with her,” sheo
said. * “ After all, she will dance alone.”

Ella Elgood shrugged her shouldors,

“1 shouldn't dance with her,” she said.

“But I thought you were keen on ballet
dnncmg, Ella?”

“8o I am. But, you sce,
on uhderhanded circus kids.”

For-a moment Betty did not speak, and
Poily grimaced # she saw the troubled
look in her chum’s eyes.

“Then we cannot give tha show, We
must leave it to the Fifth,” suid Betty.
“T’ll tell Miss SBomerfield.”

But at that thore were cries of dissent.

“We can't do that,” said Ma adge Minden.
“We shali have to put up with it. 1f we
tell Miss Somerficld whu she’ll be nngry

“I lhmk we' d better give IL on our own,”™
eut in Polly. “We can give Bluebell a
part ; it doesn’t matter much.  But we wang

I'm not keen
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to make the
about Duffy ?

“Duffy 1"

“¥os; you know what a wonderful clown
and {ug":im' he is. He'll make tho show
g0 spl (\anid]_v! It'll be all the better if Miss
Somerficld lets us give a public perform-
ance.”

“It’s not a bad idea,” said Betty slowly,
“if Miss Semerfield doesn't mind.”

“We'll put it to the vote before I ask
Ler,” said Botfy. “Hands up for Duffy!”
.__Thera_was some hesitation at first, but
Betty, Tolly, Paula, and Madge quickly
toak the lead, and the others followed. Scon
there was quito a forest of hands for Duffy,
and only a few remained down:

#Then T'll -ask him,” said Betty, *“He
may be able to suggest little things that
will make the show go well.”

Sho ran off to Miss Somerficld, leaving
her compenions discussing the suggestion.
There were many opinions put forward,

ut no onc appeared to like the idea of
Bluebell being in the limelight.

“It can’t be helped,” said Madge
Minden pacifically. *There is no need for
us tg speak to glcr, even if sho is in the
cast.

show a success. I say, how
n

But i} was not going to be so casy as
Madge thought.

In the middle of the cnsuing discussion
Betty returned with the news that Miss
Somerfield would be very pleased if the new
gardener took part in the performance.

“Then let's go and see him,” suggested
Ella Elgood. “Hc'll bo in his lodge, 1
suppose 7"’

They all agreed to that, and in a minute
there was a rush for hats and coats. - As
most of the garments were in the various
studies, the Common-room was very quickly
deserted. - .

It did not take them wvery long just to
slip on their hats and coats, so in a very
short while there was juite & crowd ready
to pay a visit to the new gardener.

Probably it was- the first time that the
gardencr’s lodge had been honoured by a
visit from the Fourth Yorm in force. ~At
any rate, the school porter ‘was greatly
amazed, and simply blinked at them all,

A light was burning in the lodge as the
girls approached it, and voices were
audible.,

Betty rapped on_ the door, and it was
cpened by Duffy. He stared ‘at them won-
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deringly, and there was a look of alarm on
15 face. >

“It’s ali right, Mr. Duffy,” smiled Betty.
“We've only come to ask a favour.” ,

“Then it’s welcome you are. to ihe 'old
fireside!” said the clown. “Enter!”

“We can’t all come in,” said Betiy,
“You come, Polly, and Paula.” .

So the three entered the small lodge.
At first the other ocoupant of the room,
who was sitting in a chair out of the light,
was unnoticed.

“Make yourself at home!"” urged Duffy.
|,“Therce’s your friend, Bluehell—*=

Detty and Polly looked round at the girl,
and smiled. There was nothing clso for
them to do. Recally Betty and Polly were
not feeling at all angry with Blucbell, save
for the rather mean tricks of which they
believed her guilty.

“Delighted!" said the clown, when Betty
had made her request. “Then once more
we shall faco the footlights together, my
little Bluebell; once more you will charm

the thousands with your 'light fantastic
frivols! Oh, for Neddy!”
“You want me to dance?” asked Bluc-

bell, her face bright, as she went forward
to Belij.
The door of the lodge was half open, but
it was thrust wide apart by someone's foot.
“Nol” came a shout, and Bluebell went

white.

“It's all right, Bluchell,” said Betty.
“You are to dance—that is settled. And
you will—er—clown, please, Mr, Duffy!”

But Duffy did not answer. His hand was
on Bluebell’s shoulders, and he was glar-
ing, with unusual anger, at the crowd in
the doorway.

Betty, ever quick to take action, bade him
a hasty good-bye, and, going, closed the .
door behind her.

She knew that Duffy was angry, and she
did not want to annoy the clown. But the
others did not care, .

“They don’t want me,” whispered Blae-
bell, inside the lodge. “Oh, can’t you sce
that they don't, Duffy 7"

“Never mind, my little Bluchell!” ho
said, stroking her hair. “Wec'll show them
what's what! You shall dance till your
toes ache and their hands ache with clap-
ping. It will be the success of a lifetime ™

But had Duffy been able to overhear what

Cora_and Judith Grandways were saying,
he might not have been so certain of that.
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¥ CHAPTER 18.
Not Wanted!

: USH! Here she comes!”
The girls in the musie-room fell

silent as Dolly Delane spoke.
They were all gathered there wait-
ing for the Form-mistress. =

Some held. mnusic, and some books with a
favourile picce of poetry inside. All were
prepared to do something to show their
prowess on the platform.

In a far corner sat Blucbell, in a dancing-
frock that had faced the footlights many
times in the cireus, and by her side, in his
‘clown’s dress, was Duffy.

Tt was so obvious that the girls did not
want Blucbell! No one wes paying any
heed to her, save, perhaps, Paula Creel,
who, with a look of sympathy on her !ls.co,
turned round to the girl. Paula wished she
could speak but the Fourth Form were oven
less pu\sud than ever with the circus
daneer since the news of the forthcoming
concext.

And Paula did not wish to be on bad
terms with the Form, Cora and Judith
always secmed to be near when the elegant
Paula attempted to speak to Bluebell.

Miss  Massingham  entered tho musie-
room. and smiled to the girls.

‘“All here, then!” she said, with her out-
of-school manner. * “That is good! want
this concert to be a great succcess, mu.l I
am sure it will be, ’§ have talent in the
Form, exclusive of Blucbell, but with her
help and Duffy’s we are sure of doing somoe-
t}un_% really good.”

s, Miss Massingham,” said cveryone.

“ Madge plays e‘culfcntly, and her ‘ turn
hardly nceds & rehcarsal; nor does yours.

r, Du I understand you will give con-
]m ing tricka o

”Yc-s, ma’am.”

“Very pgood! Now, girls,” said tho
Form- mlstress. looking at them with a
smile, have struck on a really brilliant
notion. Ballet dancing1”

“Good!" said several girls.

“Then stand out all those who can dance.
You, Ella and Grace. And Madge and
Judith, I think you dance. You have becn
rrnclia[ng under the dancing-mistress, I be-
ieve

Very willingly, the girls came forward,
for fhnne mentioned had really shown an
interest in the maiter.

“Excellent! And now we can get on.
Bluebell, we ehall want you to take the

»

lead. You have had experience of stage
work.”

Bluchell, rather sh\ly
the Fonrth-Formers looked glum.

Judith Grandwnys, with a shrug of the
shoulders, stepped back to her place, and
the others followed suit, Miss "\‘Eassmghnm

did not notice that, for she was waiting for
15||l(.ben with her back turncd to the girls.

Now, gnris," said the mistress, turning
to them, **we will have the dance which you
have all practised, and with which you - re
all conversant. 1t is an ordinary dance, and
I am sure Blucbell can dance it.”

Then, as she noted that they had fallen
back to their original places, she amplyod
hali-way across to the piano, and frowne:

“I want all the girls who wssh to take
part in the ballet to step forward,” she said.

But from the ranks of the Fourth thero
came no movement, and the faces of ‘the
would-be dancers were set defiantly.

“*Come, girls!” said Miss Massingham,
realising that something was cmiss. *You
kave all said you are keen on dancing.
brucc Ella, don’t you want {o dance 1

“No, M:ss ’\‘lxasmghmn s.ml Graee alier
some hesitation.

“And you, Ellat”

“No—no, thank you, Miss Massingham

“Indeed !” i

The Form-mistress set her lips, and glared
at them,

“Am 1 to proceed, or shell the whole
affair be handed over to the Iifth Form "
she asked.

The girls who had not intended to take

art in the ballet looked at those who had,

ut Grace and the others shook théir heads
firmly.

There was a use then, and the girls
could sce that t.ﬁ: mistress was trying to
make up hor mind whether to go or stay.

Then Paula Creel stepped forward.

“Ahem! I am—ci—perfectly willin® to
dance with Bluebell, Miss Massingham,” :he
said. “Yes, wather! DPewwaps we could
dance on our own. I—I'm not vewy good,
but Bluebell could do_the most.”

“We'll see,” Miss Massingham said. “I
am glad that one of tho Form is taking an
interest in the performance. But what is
that about ma{x:l] ? You say that you wilt
dance with her. - Am I to infer ihat the
others will not '’

“Yes, Miss Massingham,”
Grandways sulkily, and the ot
their heads.

came forward, and

P

replied Judith
ers nodded
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The Form-mistress raised her eyebrows.

“*So yon rcfuse to dance with Bluebell 7
she asked. “I will not ask for a reason.
Perhaps you have had some petty quarrel
with her, But Miss Somerficld wants Blue-
bell to dance, and I should like to sce this
ballet. Who will dance with her, please ¥’

Blucbell went rather whito as no one
stepped forward.

“I—~I don’t mind,” she said.
don't—"

**It is not for them to decide in that way,”
interrupted the mistress. ' Perhaps they will
refuse to have lessons with you, in  tho
extraordinary hope that they will be excused
them!"”

There was an angry light in Miss Massing-
ham's eye, and Botty, who was not one of
tho dancers, gave them a meaning glance.

Madge Minden stepped forward, but she
did not look at Blucbell. And Madge's lead
was followed immediately by tho others,
Ouly Judith Grandways remained behind.
But no one minded that, and least of all
Blucbell.

Duffy, from his corner, was watching all
this with sorious face. It was quite new to
him for anyone to refuse to dance with Blue-
bell, and the clown felt it as a personal
slight.

But all the girls were there now, Bluebell
in the centre, receiving their instructions
from the mistress.

“You will all report to the dancing-
mistress to-morrow afternoon,” she said. I
will excuse you the last lesson, in order that

ou will have plenty of time. Just show
luebell what you have done, girls.’”

The mistress turned from them, and in a
minute there was a proper rehearsal of the
songs that were to be sung and
recitations,

Bluebell and Duffy worked up the_conjur-
ing tricks, and Bluebell found that it wiled
away the time wonderfully. She hated being
with the others when they cut her, although
one or two girls had said a few words to

er.

She was hoping ageinst hopo that if she
led the ballet really well they would all be
friendly with her again.

They tried their tricks upon an audience
of girls, and everyone applauded, for they
were both amusing and elever.

“Jolly good!” exclaimed Polly en-
thusiastienlly. “It's a mystery to mo how

“If they

ho does the things! That pound-note trick
is clever.”

“Puts it up his slecve,”” said Cora, who
had been standing very close to the clown.

But that suggestion was laughed aside,
because it was simply absurd. That Cora
knew, but she was ever ready to pick to
piec‘fs anything that Blucbell did or helped
to do. ] 4

“Must be expensive if they're really
pound notes!” said Dolly Delane.

“Well, they're not burned really, and I
don’t supposo they’re real!” smiled Betty.

But the fact that the mysterios still
remained mysteries was froof that the tricks
were good, and Bluebell was pleased and
proud of her friend the clown.

“Never fear, Bluobell!”" he said. “We
shall be a success, and so will the ballet.
The others aren’t extremely good, but my
little Blucbell will show them all how to
dance.”

“Ill do my. best,” said Bluebell, smiling
up at him. “What a friend you are, Duffx!
I couldn’t a-bear to lose you again!’’

And she squeezed the clown’s hand. Duffy
looked away, but his eyos glistened
strangely, and when he broke into the
refrain of a comic song his voice was husky.

CHAPTER 19.
A Friend’s Part.
“ J°M so happy!”

[ Bluebell, perched on the table of a
small ante-rcom that led off the Hall,
swung her legs and smiled. “ To-

night is going to be wonderful !*
aula Creel, the only girl in the room,
nodded her head.

“It will be a gweat night—yes, wather—
bai Jove!”’ she agreed.  “They were awfully
pleased with Polly’s song, and with her
recitati And Madge's playin’, too, Your
conjurin’ turn was wippin’! They all liked
Dufly, bai Jove! Bui he's a pwofessional,
and we’re only amatcurs—ycs, wather!”

“ Everything has gono well,” said Blue-
bell. “Hallo, who's bag is this? Ain't it
pretty 77

She picked up a bag that lay on the
table, and ]oolznc{) at ib, x

“Bai Jove, I don’t know! Looks like
Cowa’s, but I can't be sure.”

Paula ook it, and pressed the clip, to see

B
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if the name wero inside. For it was a rule
@t Morcove that all the girls’ possessions
should be properly indicated.

“¥Yes, Cowa Gwandways,” she said.
Jovel’”

“What's the matter 17

“Gwacious! Theah are pound notes in it.
How stupid to leave it lyin’ dbout!”

“No one’s likely to steal it,”” said Blue-
bell easily. “What’s the next?”

. “A song by Gwace,” replied Paula, look-
mg at her programme.

he would have said more, but at that
moment Polly Linton came into the room.

The madcap of the Fourth was flushed and
excited,

“Oh, it's going fine!" she said. “‘I hope
- the ballet will be a success. Do your best,
Blucbell. This is your trial. The sentcnce
has been suspended for the evening, and if
you carry the ballet through, we’ll take it off
altogether and give you a fresh chance.”

“I know!” said the little dancer happily.
“Batty Barton told me. It will be a
success, I'm a-goin’ ter see to that!'”

Sho Irowned as she saw a figure in the
doorway. It was Judith Grandways. The
sight of either of the sisters always caused
Bluebell’s heart to beat faster, for she never
felt safc when they wero near. She was
afraid of their trickery and cunning.

“Quick, l’nuln—l’nlly!” said Judith. “Do
come and see the audienco!”

Paula and Polly rose and followed the girl.
For they were both excited, and wanted to
be sure that things were going well

Grace Garfield was singing. She had a
very pretty voice, well-trained, and it was
obvious that the audience was pleased.
Quite a number of the girls were in the
wings, and Polly and Paula joined them.

Of course, they should not have been
there, and Miss Massingham would not have
approved of it, for it was possible that it
might make the girl on the stage nervous.

In the middle of Grace’s song, Cora
Grandways coughed, and the girl stopped
and was momentarily nonplussed. Then she
went on. '

Miss Massingham, standing at the side of
the Hall, guessed the rcason, and quickly
went round to the side.

She beckoned to the girls who were in the
WIIIEI, and Lheﬁ went to her.

“Don’t stand there!” she said crossly.
“You ought to know better. Go back to
the room quietly !

“ Bai
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With long faces at the rebuke, the six or
seven girls went to the side woom,- where
Bluebeﬁ was still sitting. As they came in
she put down Cora’s handbag, tho neat
work upun which she had been admiring.

Cora was the first to enter, and she went
forward.

“What are you deoing with my bag?™
she demanded.

Bluebel! stared et her,
beat faster.

“Only looking at the embroidery,” she
stammered. .

She looked at Cora nervously. She never
kuew when to trust tho girl, and she was
frightened now of what Cora might do

and her heart

next.

Cora sunatched the bag, and opened it.

“Oh, they're all right!” she said, in
relicf, as she opened the bag and took out
the notes,

“Gweat Scott, Cowa! You didn’t mean
to accuse Bluebell of stealing them!” said
Paula aghast.

Cora sncered, and shrugged her shoulders.

“ v

She broke off as her sister advanced.

“They've not all right!” said Judith.
“Look!" )

And, taking the notes from her sister,
she held them up. .

Bluebell’s face went dead white, and her
heart thumped. What were they going to
do now, these cnemies of hers?

“See what they are?” demanded Judith.
“Duinmy notes—sham notos——""

She turned o Bluebell.

“Look at her, girls|” she shouted. “Does
she look innocentt hese are the notes
Duffy used in the conjuring trick—sce?”

The girls craned forward, and there was
a buzz as the printing on the imitation
notes was read. Tho back of them laoked
quite real, but the front, save for the
colouring, was an imitation, plain to see.

Blucbels sat as though she had been
turned to.stone. She, too, recognised those
notes. But how had they got into Cora
Grandways' bag.

“I—I can’t believe it 1" said Paula.

“Well, you werc with her,” said Polly.
“When could she have done it?”

“She was loft alone when you two came
to the wings!” sueered Judith. “It is long
enough for an assistant conjurer. I dare
say sho knew the bag had money in it.”
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Blucbell clenched her hands tightly, and
Jooked at Paula,

“I knew,” said Bluebell, “but I didn’t
take the money. 'Course I didn’t!”

“Well, how did these get in? You were
alone with the bag. You knew the money
was there,” went on Cora. **And now we
find dumn'y notes of yours!”

oy turned to find Miss Massingham
and soveral girls in the doorway.

“YWhat dons ell this commotion mean?”
demanded the mistress. “It can be heard
from the Hall I”

(,:\).n only too glad at the opportunity to
explain, told the mistress what she had
found.

Dliss Massingham looked sternly at the
little circus dancer.

“It soems very clear,” she said. *But
where are the other notes—Cora’s money 7"

““Bluchell hos got them—she must have !”
said Cora.

“That remains
they, Bluehel

Bluckell's head was in a whirl at all.this.
She knew that she had uot stolen the notes;
she knoew that it was all a trick. But sho
could mnot disprove it. Where had the
Grandways put the notes?

She glunced towards the heap of things
in tho cornes. They were the puraphernalia
uwsed iu the conjuring turn,

Every eye was upon the girl, and all saw
that quick look Jmmediaiely Cora went
forward and p up the {ni&c-cuvcmd
bag that contained the oddments.

“They must be in here. This is where
the gardener put the trick things,” she

said

igs Massingbam took the bag, and
opened it., She plunged in her band, and
brougiu out a fow notes.

te be scen. Where are

“They are dummies,” she said.  “Nol
Hore nro a few reel ones in the mlddlu
Gracious!  Then-—then—Biluebell—"

Bhe siared at ihe girl, balf angry, half
sorrowful Umt she should be a thief. And
from the girls arourd came an angry mur-
mur.

“Hhe’s a thief—a thiefl” said Cora
scornfully, und the words stung the circus
dancer lixe a lush.

Then cams an interruption. Grace Gar-
felc] bur:t through the girls.
“IU's time for the ballet!” she cried.

THE CIRCUS GIRL
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“Goodness, it’s late,
getting impaticnt 1"
Miss Massingham started.

“This must be scttled later,”

and the audicnce is

she said.

“I will takc charge of the notes. On to
the stage, ballet girls, quick! Go along,
Dlucbell

Almost n. a daze, the iittle dancer got. -
down from the table and followed (he
others from the room. She felt every cyc
upon ber. But she was numbed, confused
at the suddenness of the accusation, and
her legs scomed leaden weights.

How couid she dance with the awful
knowledge that she was deemed & thief?
How the word stuck in her thyeat. .Yet
they had proved her a thief, and. she had
becn able to say nothing in seli-defence.

Bhe went on to the stage listlessly, and
the other girls staved at ler.

“Pull yourselves together!” said the -
dancing-mistress, who was flushed with
oxcitement, “Bluebell will lead you.
Now, Bluebell—all depeuds on goul Ring
up the curtain, Betty !’

All depended on her—and her legs were
like lead! 8hbe felt as though she were
rooted to the stage. Yet she must dance—
dance as though she wore some sylvan
nymph !

Up went the cnitain slowly, and the white
dises that represented the audience's fucos
becamo noticeable.  The footlights glared
at her, and idly she counted them.

But she did not move.

The orchestra played the prelude. There
‘was no movement, and it was played again.

Someone in the room coughed, and the
back row of the ballet whispered. Madge
Minden essayed to dance. Grace Garfield
stopped.

Bluebell tried to move hor legs. She half
raised her arms, but they dropped back to
her sides.

The orchestra was playing the pmlude
again, and whispering was going on “in
front.” Everywhere' was dark, and
through the brain of the little circus dancer
sang the word:

“Thief, thief, thief!"

She essayed a step, then stopped hangmg
her head on her chest.

“I can't—I can't!” she moaned and
dropped on her knees to the wooden fmm-ds
of the stage.
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The audience was in a buzz, and
Plucbell’s sobs were hardly hoard. Faintly,
as from a great distance, there came to the
girl's ears:

“Ring down the-curtain!
the curtain!”

Down came the curlain, swishing, cut-
ting out the white-faced audience.

Pandemonium broke loose then. Some-
one raised Blucbell to Hbr feet. Tho ballet
was broken up, and the dancing-mistress,
almost in tears herself, was repeating again
and again: i

“Ruined—the whole
Foolish, foolish girl!”

“What's tho matter?”

The ballet girls were standing together,
talking and expostulating.

bl the stage, girls!” cried Miss
Massinghem. “Quick, Polly—a song. Run
on, girl! We must save them all from
rushing oug!”

Polly went on, and the concert was saved.
Under Miss Massingham’s guidance, things
calmed down. Bluebell was led, crying,
to the ante-room, where a crowd of gugs
were discussing the uncxpected end of the
ballet,

“I ain't o thief—oh,
Bluebell.

Somcone pushéd through the girls, and
Miss DMassingham stared at e grease-
painted visage of Duffy, the clown,

“What's wrong?” he asked hoarsely.
“Who's been upsetting the girl? Who says
she’s a thicf 7"

Half a dozen girls willingly explained
what had happened, and Dulty opened his
eyes wide,

“You dsuy that Blucbell's a thief!” he

3 ed,

said Miss  Massingham
“We do mnot want another scene.

Ring down

thing’s  ruined!

I ain’t!” said

1
sharply.
Be good cnough to hold your tongue, Duff.
The notes were found in the baize bag——"

. Duffy half opened his mouth, and stared

at the mistress. Then he looked at Blue-
bell, who had raised her tear-stained faco.
. “I—1 stole them,” he said, with an effort,
and his husky voice was almost inaudible.
The effect on tho room was electrical
Cora and Judith specchlessly stared at hin.
“You did!” i
od

The clowvn .
ho said, with an cffost.

T stole or
“I'm goul at conjurin'l”
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He oponed his mouth again, but no words
came, and he shrugged his shoulders.

Blucbell opened the door of the gar-
dencr’s lodge very gontly, and peered in,

The clown, in ordinary attire, sat before
tho table, his head resting in his arms.

“Duffy 1" whispered Bluebell, and placed
her hand upon her friend’s shoulder.

A tear trickled down her hand, and she
shook the clown. He moved, and wiped
his hand across his cyes.

“Hallo, Blucbell!” he said, trying to
grin.

“Duffy, you didn’t steal that money !”

“’IQQursu I didn’t, Blucbelll Nor did
you !”

The girl looked at him, and stroked his

hair,

“Why did you say you did, Duffy, dear?”

“*Cos it was a P!ant, Bluebell—on you.
I can stand it. I've been sacked. But I
can ﬁu back to Samways. Tho lady said,
as I'd owned up, she wouldn't send me
to—to prison.” -’

“Poor old Duffy—dear old Duffy!" said
Blucbell huskily. " But you shan’t say you
stole it! It was those Grandways—-—*

She locked up as a shadow fell across
the room. and saw the schoal porter in the
doorway.

“Come along!” said the porter. * Time
you was going. Weo don't want thicves
round here,”

Duffy grinned at him, rose, and tock up
hiz bag.

Bluebell clenched her hands, and looked
angrily at the porter. She would have said
something, but the clown laid a hand upon
her slecve. |

*Good-bye, little Bluebell!” he said.
“You'll pull through. But I'm kce}:ung an
eye upon you, mind. Trust Duffy !

He toock her hand, and shook it; then
turned his head away, and walked heavily
from the lodge.

CHAPTER 20.
Back to the Fold.
Lt 1IEAH up. Bluebell!™”
‘ Panla Creel put down her pen,
thoughtfully at her
i Paula’s

apd frowned
study compani
w4 worried as she Joake
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“It's all wight,” went on the elegant giil,
in her soft, drawling tone. *‘They won't
accuse you of theft now, deah geal—"

“I know,” said the circus dancer. “But
—but Duffy—>

“Yaas, 1t is wather wuff on Duffy, T
know,” Paula nodded thoughtfully. “8iill,
he stole the notes, bai Jove! An' I sup-
poso ho deserved—ah—what he got, yes,
wather "

“But he didn't steal the uotes,”
Blucbell. “I am sure that he didn’t.

“Then pway why did he say he did?”
asked Peula, greatly puzzled.

“To save me,” answercd the one-time
civeus dancer huskily, “He'd do anything
for my suke, Duffy would. Ho was fond
of me when we was—I mean, wore—in the
cireus togelther, and—and he practically ad-
mitted that he said he stole the ‘silly notes
to save me.”

“*Bai Jove! DBut they were stolen.  Who
gtole them? TIt's fwightfully decent of the
clown, bai Jove! You know, I supposec,
theah’s a lot of good in some of those
cireua people, weallv. T nevah thought
much about them before.”

“There is a lot of good in them,” said
Blucbell “Some of tﬁg girls thero were
getto}" thun—tl‘mn somo of the girls I've met

ere,

“Yes, wather! T suppose you mean Cowa
and Judith Gwandways. Theah must be
dogens better than they; still, they are
your adopted cousins.”

“Sometimes,” the little dancer went on,
“T wish that Mr. Courtnay had not adopted
me, and taken me frem the circus to come
to school here——"

*“But you were vewy pleased at first—"

“¥ez, until the girls were unkind to me.”

Paunla Creel rubbed her nose reflectively.
Tt was certainly a fact that Bluebell’s life at
the school so far had been by no means a
bed of roses; but, then, as Paula looked at
it, Bluebell had not acted in an cxemplary
manner.

“I know what you're thinking,” the little
cireus dancer said. “You'ro thinking of
the jokes I'm eupposed to have played—
when they said I'd ruined your dress, and
shul”Bctty Barton out of the dormitory

denied
»

Paula nodded, rather awkwardly.

“Well, s o _mattah of fact, that is just
what 1 was thinking,” she agreed. ‘“How-
covzh, pewwaps that will be forgotten—"

“But I didn’t do the things they say I

Jinked arms with the cirens dancer.
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did,” protested Bluebell. “Tt ain't fai: —

- “8till, they'vo given you ancther chance,
deah girl.” Paula replied. “You will he
able to pwove your worth, yes, wather—"

Paula broke off as tho door of the study
was flung open, to adit Polly Linton, the
madeap of tho Fourth Form, followed by
Betty Barton. ”
. ““Hallo!” said Polly checvfully. “We've
just como to tell you, Bluebell, that you
will be given another chance—a chance to
prove your worth. You let down the con-
oert—=""

“But that can bo excused,” put in Beity
Barton. “Poor Bluebell had been aceused
of theft, and considering that sho was
under a cloud, it wasn’t fair to expect her
to ho at her best.”

“Weo rentenced you to silonce, bhut now
you can speak and be speken to, Bluebell,”
said Polly dramatically, as she wagged her
forelinger. “Henceforth what is past s
past, and uniess you demonstrate with
some more of your jokes all will bo well.”

““You sce,” explained Betty, “welvo just
had a meeting, and decided that Bluebell's
conduct could be put down to -her circus
training, which by now she may have
lived down.” .

“ And now comge inte the Common-room,
Blucbell, and say how-do,” laughed Polly.

And, in tho friendlicst way possible, she
nue-
bell, her face shining, and her eyes bright
and happy, went with them to the junior
Cominon:room.

Four abreast they went down the passago.
Polly Lintdn, in her boisterous way, kicked
open the door of the Common-room, and
they entered.

“Here we are, ladics—here we arel”
called out Polly. “Allow me to introduce
you.  Bluebell—the Fourth Form. The
Fourth Form—Blucbell. This is to declarc
and certify that Blucbell, hereafter known
as the reprieved, is to be a member of the
Fourth Form, hitherbefore known as the
aggriecved—"

“As decided by a mecting of the Form.”
. “Any complaints?” asked DPolly jest-
ingly.

The question was not asked scriously, and
what was Polly Linton's amazement when,
from a group of girls, two came forward.

“Yes, I object!” said Cora Grandways.
“It_was not a proper Form meeting.”

“No,” agrecd hor sister Judith, *It
was not representative.”_ .
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<1 don’t understand,” said Betty Barton
coldly. “’E‘ln: majority of the Iorm were
présent when the voting was taken. Bes-
sides, as Form captain, I have a certain
voice in the matter,”

“8o have we,” exclaimed Cora Grand-
ways. “Let mo tell you we're not at all
keen on having circus girls amongst ws.
Bluebell was acensed of stealing my money.
The clown said ho was gnilty—"

“Well, he was” sRid Polly angrily, I
can't understand what you mean, Cora.
Weo know that vou're down on Bluebell.”

“Hear, hear!” :

“And with reason,” went on Cora. "I
say thal it was a put-up thing, that theft,
Those two cirous hands worked it between
them. Remember Bluebell's face when we
accused her——"

““Oh, for goodness' sako don't go on talk-
ing!” said Polly Linton depreecatingly.
“If you wanted to mako a fuss about this,

why didn’t you do it at the time?” .

“Because I thought vou would all see
I didn't think you’d make a heroine
of this kid—"
“We'ro not. But_'we are being fair,
which you are not. You have a personal
grudge against Blucbell, Cora, and you've
no right to bring it into this.”

“Well, if you want a thief and circus hand
for a friend, I don't!" snapped Cora. *°
shall ¢us her-—"

“You can please yoursclf,” said little
Blucbell, her face flushed, and her eyes
angry. “Perhaps I shouldn't speak to you
# you wanted me to. don’t trust you,
Cora Grandways, nor your sister!”

Cora Grandways bit her lip at that picce
of plain talking, and some of the Fourth
Formers laughed.

It was casy to see that the majority of
the girls bore the little circus dancer no
malico, and Cora Grandways ground her
teeth in anger.

Then she strode across the Common-
ioom, with her sister Judith just behind

er.

Perhaps  you'll change  your  minds,
later,” she hurled at them from the door.

But the TFourth Formers only laughed.
They did not take Cora Grandways at all
seriously.

Little Bluebell, however, had a sad look
in her eyes as Paula Crecl linked arms and
led her across to the chairs the Grandways
sisters had vacated.

“I—I wich they weren't like that about

|
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“I would Jike to be friends with
yone, "CUos Mr. Courtnay says he
judges a girl by the friends she has at
school.”

“Bai Jove, that’s vewy twue; but who
could bo fwiends with them, y'know,” said
Prula.

But little Bluchell, ever forgiving, wished
that she could make friends with the Grand-
wavs ers. She sat thinking about them,
while tho other girls talked.

Perhaps if sho went to them they might
bo diffcront. Perhaps they were jealons—
perhaps they thought sho was an cnemy.

8ho looked round the Common-room, but
no one was looking at her; an argument was
in progress, and cven those who were not
taking part in it were listening, and smiling -~
at tho various speeches.

Paula Creel was well to tho fore, holding
forth upon hockey, and Bluchell, sceing
that sho was not noticed, slipped out of the
room.

She hurried along the passage to the cor-
vidor where the Fourth Form studies wero.

Study No. 7—that was.the Grandways’
study. She tapped lightly on the door, and
the voices within stopped immediately,

Bluebell opencd the door and walked in.

ra Grandways, who was scated in an
armchair, sprang to her feet.

“What do you want?”’ she ecxclaimed
angrily. “Goodness, I should have thought
that by this time you'd understand that we
don’t want you!”

“I've como 'cos I want to be friends,”
said Blucbell. “I don’t knmow why yon
always try to—to plot against me; I want
to h,r’: iriends. It would please Mr. Court-
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me,”
ab

y.

“Oh, would it?” asked Cora. “Perhaps
Mr. Courtnay will sco that he’s made a
mistake in adopting a circus kid. Let me
tell you this, Bluebell. We don’t want
you at Morcove, and we don’t want you
az & cousin. Wo were quite happy till you
came. I know what you want—Mr. Court-
ray’'s monoy—""

“Mr. Courtnay’s money?” asked
cireus dancer, round-eyed with surprise.

““Oh, you ncedn’t pretend you don’t know
ho's well offI”” sneered Judith. “We know
quite well what your game is!”

the

h!"” snapped Cora. “‘Don’t tell us
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that. You may think you're very clevor,
Miss Blucbell, gut you can’t frick us. The
sooner vouw're out of Morecove the better
wo shall liko it.”

Dlucbell frowned, and bit her lip. She
had not expected this reception. She knew
now why the Grandways hated her—becaunse
they had fallen from their throne of im-
portance with regard to their uncle—and
thoy were jealous.

Without a word, Bluecbell turned on her
heel and Jeft them, closing tho door quietly
behind her. 2

They were her enemies, and they would
never be her friends. he could see that
clearly enough. It was quite uscless to at-
tempt to bo friends with them; the only
thing to do was to keop an cvo upon them
in future. She knew they could not be
trusted —they hed tricked her before,

CHAPTER 21.
A Letter for Bluebell.

i LUEBELL, deah geal, a lcttah !
Paula Creel lounged into the
study, and handed Bluebell a
rogistered package.

Little Bluebelllooked up and smiled. She
was seated in the armchair, glancing at an
atlas.

“I wonder who this is from ?* she mused,

- turning it over.

“Don't know,” answered Paula. “T can't
wait for you, weally, must get down.
I pwomised Betty I would dwop into her
study, and I'm late alweady.”

She went ont of the room, closing the
door, and Bluebell, with a thoughtful
frown upon her brow, stood turning tho
package over and over.

At last she ent the string and tore apart
the seals. When she had opened it; how-
ever, sho paid no attention to tho small
articlo that rolled out. Instead. she took up
tho letter which lay folded inside.

“Dufiy!” she cjaculated, as she recog-
nised the writing.

And she wondered what her old friend
had to say.

Duffy, the clown, was her friend, they
had been at Samways’ Cireus together, and
so fond of her hai’ he been that he had
s01ght and found employment at the school.

Now, as she glanced at tho letter, her
eyes became sad. Through her mind passed
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the thought of Duffy, the clown, happy
and joking as she had scen him on the
occasion of the Form concert—the coneort
that would have meant so much, but which
bad ended disastrously,

How utterly her drcams had been that-
tered that night when she had been aceused
of theft—acoused of stealing tho Grand;
ways' money—and then Duffy had taken

the blame. .
He was not_guilty, she was sure of it, brt
Miss  Somerficld, the hecadinistress, ha

taken him at his word. And Duffy had
been “sacked,” dismissed from his temn-
porary position.

She unfolded the letter, and smiled at tho
large characters and words which sho now
knew were mis-spelled. DBut what did that
matter, when she knew the faithful heart
that_had prompted them?

“‘Dear Blucbell,” she read, and then her
eves followed cvery word gloatingly., .

It was quiito a long, letter abont the cireus;
how glad Mr. Samways had been to tako
him back; for nover could he have found
another clown so able at pleasing an
audience. >

Then Bluchell’s eves widened, and her
hand reached out for the small articlo
wrapped in tissue paper.

For in the letter was a paragraph couched
in Duffy’s own language, saying it was
somcthing he had found in his green braize
bag of iricks. Did she know whose it was?

Quickly her nimble fingers unfolded the
thin paper, and a ring was exposed.

She stared at it t%oughtfu ly. Whoso

And how had it got into Duffy's
bag? Then she started. Was it somethirg
that had been stolen together with the
notes? The notes belonging to Cora had
been found in the green baize bag. Was
this her ring? It was possible.

Blucbell stared at the ring, trying to
remember if she had seen i1t on Cora's
hand, but sho could not.

The morning sunlight was streaming
through tho window, and Bluchell let the
emall diamond in the ring flash in the rays.
It was a pretty ring, she told herself.

For a moment she remained with the ring
in her hand, pondering on how it had got
into the bag Duffy used.

Tt was still a mystery to her. Who had
etolen the notes? How had they got into
Duffy’s bag? She had not stolen them, and
she was £ure that Duffy had not. If so, i
ho were a thief, vhy had he sent hack this
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He could easily have kept it. Cora
had not missed it.

No, Duffy was not the thief. A sudden
thought cunfered her head, and she started.
Could it be possible—was the theft a fake
to get her accused? Had Cora put the
money in the bag somchow?

Perkaps the ring had slipped off, or per-
haps that, too, had been placed in the bag.
Could this be evidence against the Grand-
ways? -

Bluebell Lesitated, and bher heart beat
faster as that idea occurred to her.

Clang, clang!

The bell for the commencement of morn-
ing classes rang through tho school, and the
little circus -gnncer put down the ring.
What should she do? There was little timo
for action. IF her surmise wera correct and
she gave back the ring now, her evidence
x{lou}‘d be gone. She must have time to
thi

ring ?

nk.

Wrapping the ring in the paper, sho
slipped it into the drawer of the tuble which
contained her things and Paula Creel’s, and
stuffed the letter from- Duffy down the
neck of her drill slip. .

Then she hurricd off to classes, her mind
full of her new discovery. " .

The rest of the Form were in_ their places
when she entered, and most of them gave
her kindly smiles, but Cora and Judith
merely scowled.

“T ‘shouldn’t be surprised,”
an‘ying. “I'll ask her—" =
‘No, you won't!"” said Polly Linton.

“Why not?” sncered Cora.

“Because we won’t let you,” answered
Betty Barton quickly. “You've no ground
for saying it, Cora.”

Detty was angry, and sp was Polly; but
she conld see that their anger was directed
towards Cora Grandways., What was it
Cora had been going to ask her—for there
was no doubt in Bluebell's mind that they

“had intended -to question her.

« Bluebell—" began Cora.

Polly Linton leaned over and twitched the
end of Cora’s plait, and Madge Linden, who
sat next to her, nudged her heavily with her
e

Cora  was

W
Cora turned on Polly, her face furious.
“You idiot!” she suapped. “Why did
you do that?”

““Because you needed it,” returned Poll
with a grin. “Eyery time you try to aslvr
silly questions your plait will be pulled—
like that!” :
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and Madge nudged at the same time. Polly
had not pulled hard, but Cora yelled—just
as the door opened, foo, and Miss

Massingham entered.

It was just one of Cora’s tricks, for the
sneoring smile upon her face showed that
she knew the mistress was coming.

Miss Massingham stared at Cora.

“Good gracious, cannot you girls he left
even for a minute without some eommo-
tion taking place ?” she exclaimed. “Whut
is the matter, Cora ?”

“Nun-nothing, Miss Massingham,” said
Eorlia, rvubbing her head tenderly at the

ack.

Dearly would Cora have liked to_“sneak,”
but she dare not, in aectual words. With
her usnal cunning she succeeded.

“You are rubbing your head,” said the
mistress.  “Someone has been pulling your
hair. Who was it?”

Bhe glared accusingly at the givls behind
Cora, "and Polly Linton reluctantly rose to
her fect.

“I—I did, Miss Massingham,” Polly said
boldly. !

“Oh, did you, Polly?

Polly did not answer.

“Very well, then!” snapped the mistress.

And why, pray ?”

“Bit down,  You will write me out a
hundred  times, ‘I must not  create
disturbances.” >

. Polly sat down, and glared at the back
of Cora’s head. But that givl did not twm
round; and her face wore a smile of
triumph.

Morning lessons seemed to Bluebell inter-
minably long, but they were finished at last,
and the Form rose to go. hen it was

that Bluebell became aware that Cora
Grandways was talking to the ¥orm-
mistress.

As the girls were about to leave the room,
Miss Massingham held up- her hand.

“One moment, girls!” she said.

The girls stopped, and, after a moment's
hesitation, returned in an orderly manner to
their desks.

“Cora bas just informed me that she has
lost a valuable ring,” the Form-m 53
announced. “Have any of you seen such
a ring? Describe it to them all, Cora.”

“A gold ring,” said Cora, “with a small
diamond, a snaicy kind of ring. It was a
bit large, and could have slipped off.”
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No one answered the query, and Miss
Maussingham frowned.

“Aro you sure that it is lost, Cora?
When do you remember wearing it?”

«On the night of the concert,” said Cora.
«T didn’t miss it, because I don’t often wear
it. I'm sure it was lost then. Somegne
may have picked it up.”

““Dut surely they would have retwrned it,”
said the mistress. “There are no thicves at
this school. Ah!”  She paused, “That
clown. Is it possible that he had it?”

“Why, of course,” modded Cora, “it's
quite possible. I hadn’t thought of that.
What shall I do, Miss Massingham 1*

«Pofore making a definite accusation of
so serious a nature, Cora, T should be per-
fectly cortain, if I were you, that it is' not
comewhere in the school,” Girls, dismiss!”

The girls went out chatbering, and Cora
Grandways was left with the mistress.

Bluebell went out slowly, not knowing
what she could do. She would give back
the ring to Cora, somehow; but how un-
fair it was to accuse Dulfy of theft.

Cora had said the ring slipped off easily.
Where had it slipped off 7 Hardly in
Duffy’a green baize bag; and, if not, how
had it got into the bag? Who bad placed
it there? Obviously the thief. And it
wonld not be Duffy; for if he had been a
thief he would not have sent the ring back.

He had not dome it.  And why should
any other thief place the stolen notes in
Dufly’s bag ? =

There was only one reason—ifo accuse
Duffy or herself of the theft. Who wonld
bo base encugh for such an action? One
name jumped into the girl’s mind, and one
only—Cora Grandways. Was it she who
placed the notes there? Was it one of her
tricks?

Then that explained the mystery of the
ring; she bad lost it in the bag; it had
dropped off there. Bluebell’s heart beat
faster na sho felt certain of that fact. No
one was a thief—the notes had never been
stolen; Cora had placed them there!

Bluebell hurried along to her study, to
f)et the ring and produce it as evidence of

uffy’s innocence; for poor Duffy was still
under a cloud.

She burst open the study door, then
ﬁ‘;l“{!d up in surprise, for in the centre of

e room was Paula Creel, surrounded by
half n dozen or so of the Fourth Fora.
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Something in Poula’s hand glittered in
the sunlight. Paula, all unknown, had been
to the drawer of the table and discovered
the ¥ing Duffy had sent.

“0Oh!” exclaimed the little circus dancer,
and darted forward. “The ring!”

CHAPTER 22, "
Conclusive Evidence. .

“ HE ring—%as ey
I Betty Barton nodded her head.

“Bit how comes it in your pos-
session, Bluebell? Where did you

t it 17

The littlo circus dancer smiled. ;

“Dufly sent it,” she said. “It was found
in his green baize bag where the nctes
werg—"

“Goodness, then Duffy stole it?” ashked
Madge Minden. “Why didn’t he give. it
back with the notes, then?”

Bluebell, still smiling, shook her head.

“Because he didn’t steal the ring, or the
notes,” she said. “ They weren't stolen—""

“Who says that?” .

Cora and Judith Grandways spoke
together, and Blueobell wheeled to find them
just behind her in the doorway, The look
in Cora's eyes rather unnerved the girl, and
shie hesitated.

«That's my ving,” snapped Cora, stepping
forward and snatching it from Paula Creel.
“8o it was you, after all, Blucbell, who
took it?”

1t wasn't—nor was it Duffy.”

Bluebell threw back her head proudly,
and  Cora Grandways stared at her in un-
concealed amazement.

«That's undoubtedly very clever,” she
sneered. “And who did steal it? Are you
going to accuse Paula, or Betty, or Polly ?”

“No, I'm not,” retorted Bluebell
heatedly, stung by the sneering tono of the
other's remark. “Duffy is innocent. He
returned the ring with this letter.” : :

She hended it to Betly, who read it and
nodded.

“Ves,” agreed Botty. “Dulfy returned
the ring. He would ‘hardly have done that
if he had stolen it, I suppose.”

Bluebell pointed aceusingly at Cora.

«“Pho notes were not stolen,” she cried.
“You put them in Duffy’s bag!”
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For a second Cora, surprised rather,
finched. Then, laughing, she recovered.

Y Indeed,” she asked, “is that so? You
amaze me. And how do you work that out?
It isn't very likely that 1 should put my
own monoy into that clown’s bag for him
to walk off with?”

There was a rather high-strung effect in
that speech, but it passed unobserved by
the Igir]s who witnessed the scene.

“I say you dif” retorted Bluebell.
“That’s how you lost your ring. How else
did it ‘get into Duffy’s bag ?”

““ Several ways,” said Cora, after a pause,
“T lost it, and Duffy may have picked it up,
or you may have, for all I know. I don’t
suppose either of you is very particular.
When, pray, conld I have put the notes
into the clown’s bag? You were left alone
with my hand-bag, after Paula saw the
:mtcs in it. Only you could have changed

PR

“Bai Jovel” exolaimed Paula Creel. “I
nevah thought of that,” You are wight,
Cowa. Bluebell was alone with the bag
after I saw the notes.” .

“Of course,” went on Cora triumphantly,
“that is what I'm trying to prove. As L
wasn't alono with the hand-bag after Cora
saw the notes in it, how could I possibly
have done as Bluebell suggests 7

Cora looked round pleadingly, and there
was silence.

“Then it amounts to this,” said Betty
Barton, “either Duffy stole- the notes or
Bluebell did. But how could Duffy steal
them?! I didn't think of it at the time.
But what chance had he to steal them unless
he went into the 10om while Bluebell was
there. And if he did—why return the
ring 7”7

“That’s so,” said Madge Minden.

And the others nodded their heads.

“Yes, yes; that's right,” said Bluebeil.
“If Dufly stole them, why did he send the
ring back——"

“He didn’t steal them,” said Judith with
a sueer. “You've cleared him, but at your
own expense, my little, clever cireus hand.
You stole them, and you know it, Yon
were keeping the ring, too. Why didn't
you tell Miss Massingham you had it.”

“Because,” Bluebell answered, “I didn’t
want to get Cora into trouble with Miss
Massingham. [ intended to say what I
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thought of you all, to Betty and Polly and
Paula. That’s why!”

“Likely,” sneered Cora. *“You wers

going to stick to it, more probably.”

“Well, I can only say I am surprised,”
said Betty. “To think that you let your
friend take the blame and be dismissed for
your theft. Oh, Bluebell!”

“But I didn’t. It's not true,” protested
the girl wildly. “Oh, can't you see how
Cora has been against me all along? I tell
you she placed the notes in my bag.”

Betty Barton shook her head sadly.

“We can't believe it, Bluebell,” she said.
“You've got no proof for saying that. Wa
know that Cora did not have an opportunity
for doing as you suggost.”

“¥es, of course,” said Cora indignantly.
“I'm ashamed of you, Bluebell. hat ever
will gcmr uncle say? To think that you
should have stooped to theft after the way
he’s treated you.”

“I didn't™ I haven’t!”

Bluebell stamped her foot, and tears
glistened in her eyes. Bup she knew that
they would not believe her; knew that she
was looked upon as a thief!

“It’s mno good, Bluebell,” said Betty
Barton heavily, “We've done our best for
you, but—-"

“Yes, wathah, Bluebell. T wenlly con-
sidah you have acted in a most we-
pwehensible mannah; your conduct is not
that of a lady, wather not, bai Jove!”

“Moreover, yon owe Cora an apology,”
said Madge Minden. :

“Oh, don’t bother about that!” said Cora
airily.  “I'm only too sorry to think that
Bluebell has acted so disgracefully. Good-
ness knows what uncle will say.”

“He need not know anything about it,”
Betty interjected. “There is no nced to
tell everyone.”

“Then someone ought to write to the
clown,” Cora said thoughtfully. “He's
under a cloud, remember. 8. at some-
one has owned up—or that the real thief
is found.”

“He ought to be told, I suppose,” nodded
Betty. *“But mind, girls "—und she looked
round at them all—*not a word to the mis-
tresses. I will write to Duffy, since he must
be told.”

Blucbell, her head upright, did not speak.
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“You have nothing to say?” Betty asked
her. “Wan’t you confess?”

But Bluebell walked from the study.

Belty Barton sighed heavily.

“What a strange girl,” she said. “And
yet T am sure that there is a great deal of
good in her. Her training was against her.
Tion’t let’s cut her, girls—help her. 1If we
cut her, she will become bitter.” °

Cora Grandways looked at her sister,
smiled, and left the study, Judith following
just behind.

“Gooduness! I never thought we'd pull
it offI” whispered Cora. “Did you notice
my look when she said about the ring? It
must bave been true, Judith; it slipped off
when I put the notes in the clown’s bag.”

“You got out of it all right,” her sister
assured her. “They really think that she
did it. But why did you let them think it
was the clown who took them, when he
owned up at the concert?”

“Becanse,” maid her sister grimly, “he
was dangerous. 1 thought I could clear her
out some other way. Buf, just my luck,
1've got rid of them both.”

“But not of Bluebell,” pointed out
Judith., “8he’s still here. You won't be
able to get rid of her without telling the
mistresses, and perhaps uncle wouldn't like
that.”

“I shouldn’t be at all surprised,” said
Cora solemnly, “if Miss Somerfield did find
out. Something tells me that she will. Tt
must be some sort of premonition.”

Judith grinned.

How fortunate for Bluebell if they eould
have been overheard! But the Grandways
were far too careful for that to happen.

And little Bluebell was sitting in her
study, her eyes tearless, and her face white.
All the others had left tho sindy, and she
had Tound it empty when sho crept back
te it. .

In the next study were three gitls put-
ting their heads together to send the clown
o letter

“Tell him,” sajd Polly, “that the real
thief has been found, and that he is now
cleared. No use telling him it’s Blucbell;
he'll ouly maintain that he did it.”

“Yes, I shall say nothing about Bluebell,”
nodded Detty, as she wrote on; “it would
only npset him. What is his address

* Tiversen,”
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“That registeved packet Bluebell had must
have come from Duffy, y’know.”

But -that letter was to have a dramatic
effcet that the girls were not expecting.

CHAPTER 23.
The Last Straw!

g 1SS MASSINGHAM!”

M he mistress of the TFourth
Form stopped in surprise as Miss
Somerfield called her.

The headmistress was frowning, and Miss
Massingham wondered what conld be the
matter; it was unusuul for the headmistress
of Morcove to be in the corridor at lesson
time.

“I have just had a poculiar letter from
the man who was here as gardencr. The
man named Duffy,

“Tt appears,” went on the headmistress,
still frowning, “that sommone hus written
and informed him that he is not guilty of
the theft of those notes on the night of
the concert. I had hoped that that un-
fortunate affair was finished.”

8he handed the letter to Miss
Massingham.
“This is very strange!” she agreed. “He

admits that he did not do it; his iden was
to shield Bluebell. Apparently, then, my
Form have discovered the guilty party.
They have said nothing to mo about the
affgir.”

“He writes because he wants to rosume
his position here,” mused the headmistress.
«I cannot decide about that now, of course.
Whom do you think thoy have accused 7

“I cannot say,” said the mistress. “Wo
cannot let the affair, drop——"

“No, no,” agreed Miss Somerfield.  “I
could not possibly rest, knowing that Mor-
cove sheltered a thief. 1t is impossible. We
must find out. Come, we will interview
your Form.”

The Fourth-Formers looked surprised at
the headmistress” sudden appes d
one or two of them looked dow
desk, wondering whiat escapade of theirs
had been brought to light.

“Girls,” said Miss Somerficld severely, “on
the night of the concert you recently gave,
there was an unfortunate ineident. Notes
were stolen, and the gavdener who wus here
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cunfessed to stealing them. He has now
wriiten denying that, and stating that he
has heard from someone at Morcove that
the name of the real thief is known. I
must know that name, girls.

“I cannot allow a thief to remain in this
school,” went on Miss Somerfield. “If the
thief is in this Form, I command her to
step forward.” )

Unconsciously, all eyes turned upon Blue-
bell. But that girl did not move. -

Miss Bowerfield frowned.

“I see that you are all looking at Blue-
bell,” she said.” “What does that mean?”

No one spoke. Then Bluebell, trembling
slightly, rose to her feet. -

“Pleagse, Miss Somerfield,” she
“they say I did it. But I didn’t!”

“Very well, Bluebell. Who makes this
accusation ? And on what grounds? Betty
Barton, you ar¢ ecaptain of the Form.
What do you know of this matter 7

Betty rose, and then, very reluctantly,
she told the headmistress exactly all the
knew, of the ring that Duffy had returned,
and of- the notes.

Miss Somerfield was determined to thrash
the matter out, and she called upon girl
after girl to speak.

Cora and Judith told of how they had
seen Bluebell with the handbag of Cora’s
in her hand, and others bore testimony to
it. Paula unwillingly told how she had
noticed the notes in the bag before Bluebell
was left alone.

Miss Somerfield’s face grew more and
more serious.

“I am afraid,” she said slowly, “that the
evidence is far ioo convincing to allow of
any doubt. And I am surprised that Blue-
bell should have allowed the clown,
apparently an honest man, and loyal, to
take the {Inme she deserved.”

“But I didn’t,” protested Bluebell tear-

i o
Meilencel” thundered  the
“I am convinced. You shall only stay here
until your guardian can take you away.
shall write to Mr, Courtnay to-night—"'
“0Oh, don’t, don’t—please, don’t!” pleaded
the little cireus dancer. “He will believe it,
and it isn't true! Oh, Miss Somerfiold 1
“I am glad that at least you have the
grace o be ash 1,” said the headmistri
“But it is rather late in the day for re-
morse now, DBluecbell. You should have

snid,

hoadmist
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thought of Mr, Courtnay’s feelings before
you stooped to steal——"

“But I didn’t steal the notes!
trick " protested the girl.
ring—"

“That is enough!

Oh, it's a
“And the

You will follow me,
Bluebell. You have acted disgracefully, and
betrayed "the trust placed in you by M.
Courtnay.”

Those words stung Bluebell as none other
could have. 'To be told that she was un-
grateful to the kind gentleman who had
befriended her—that reproach she could not

ar.

“And I shall tell him that you will he
better off where you were before. It is a
waste of moncy and kindness to take an
interest in you, whon there are others
needing help for which they would really be
rateful !

“Follow me. You will stay in your study
under lock and key, and I will” telephono
Mr. Courtnay, or write him to take you
away.”

Bluebell walked down between the desks,
her head still proudly ercct, and before she
reached the door she turned and looked at
Cora Grandways.

But that girl was smiling, as Bluebell -
could plainly see, though ra was vainly
endeavouring to conceal the fact,

Bluebell followed the headmistress from
the room. No sooner were they gone than
a2 buzz of talk broke out, which Miss

.| Massingham found it difficult to control.

“8Bilence, girls!” she said. “I want no
further conversation on the matter this
afternoon. Get on with your work, all of
you. Turn to page four hundred and fifty-
eight in your history books.”

And the lesson began.

But Betty Barton & Co. were worried.
Betly realised that it was her letter that had
brought the' matter to Miss Somerfield's
knowledge.

And now Bluebell was to leave Morcove
for good. She was going in disgrace. What
would Mr. Courtnay say? Poor Bluebell!

Much as she would like to believe that
there had been a mistake, Betty could nat.
The evidence was too conclusive.

“I must apologise. I didn’t realise——
Can’t we console her somehow?® sho
whispered to Polly.

And Polly nodded her head.

“ After lessons,” she -replied.
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So Betty waited patiently until morning
Jessuns were over, and then hwried along
to the Fourth Form passnge. Folly went
with her, and Paula Creel.

Paula was genuinely sorry that Bluebeil
was to go, although Paule, like the rost,
had been forced to the conclusion that the
gitl was guilty.

“T weally am sowwy,” said Paula.
didn’t ihink she would be expelled.”

“Woll, she isn’t, really. Mr. C
coing to be asked to take her
that isn’t veally expulsion.”

“Wather not, and yet—it’s a disgwece,
hai Jove!” :

They drew up outside the door of Paula's
study and tap ou the doov. k

“Powwaps she's ewyin’,” suggested Paula.
“Whisper thwough the keyhole.”

“ Bluebell, it’s only us—Pauln, Polly, aud
Betty! Dluebelll”

But there was no reply, and Betty triéd
the door.

“Tt's locked,” she said in puzzled tones.
“T wender why she docsn’t reply 2

waps she fainted, y'know,” mused
Paula, frowning.

Just then oilier footsteps sounded in the
passage, and o new voice spoke.

“What are you doing there, glrlﬁ ™

1t was Miss Massingham, aud, at her
words, they stepped away from the door.
They knew that they had no business there.
It was against all rules to have converse
with a girl whe was detained for punish-
ment.

“You should not speak to her,” said the
Forin-mistress  severely. “¥You, Betty,
should be aware of that.”

She took the key and put it in the key-
hole,  while the three girls watched her
breathlossly.

Miss Massingham threw open the door
and entered. Betly, Paula, and Polly
lnoked over her shoulder at the open
window of the study.

hen together, they exclaimed:
“She’s gonel!”

oy

Inay is
v, but

CHAPTER 24.
“To the old home.”
ATLESS and  coatless, Bluebell
wandered along  the leafless lane
that van in front of the school.

It she was not cold, The sun’s

reys were warm: the bursting buds told of
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spring; and she could almost imagine that
Morcove and all that had happencd there
was but a dreain—a nightmare.

As her eyes wandered down to glance ab
her deill dicss, thoy became sad.  She
looked over her shoulder fearfully, expect-
ing shouts, or perhaps the sound of a car.

Miss Somerficld had a car—how many
minutes would it be before they set out
in_chase of her?

Tscape had been easy, for life in ihe
us had taught her to master. fear of
height. Down the ivy-clad wall she had
climbed without a tremor, and, thanks to
the hour, when all were at lessons, she had
not been seen.

She knew that as soon as her escape was
discovered they would be in pursuit, but
they must néver catch her. She would not
o back, just to be turned out of the school
n disgrace.

Back to the circus she would go, where
she had friends—where Duffy was now, and
her pony.

Some of those old ocircus days had not
Beon happy, yet some had heen very happy.

Jow she was stronger, her health was
belter, and she would uot notice the rough-
ness of the hard life.

Once again she logked round fearfully,
and this time she realised that il she kept
to the road she would have little chance of
escape; however fast she walked the car
would move ten times faster with easo.

She looked up and her heart sank, for
drifting overhead were dark, ominous clouds
that spoke of rain.

Where was she to go? Across the ficlds?

That way might mean cseape, but she
did not know in_ which direction Liversen
lay, and it would be hopecless, plodding
aimlessly across fields.

8o she walked straight ahead until she
reached a signpost. 3

Which way lay Liversea? There was
nothing on the signpost that conld tell her.

For a moment she stood there completely’
at a loss, till a noise in the distance behind
her caused her to turn. It was the sound
of an electric motor-orn, and she darted
to the roadside.

Without waiting to ascevtain what car it
was, she dodged behind a  hedge and
cronched there, trembling.

But the car -was not Miss Somerfield’s,
as she realized after just one casual glanco.

ci
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Sighing with relief, she went out on to
the road, only to dnrt back again into cover
at the sound of a noisy car-exhaust.

But it was coming from the wrong dirce-
tion, and, langhing at her own nervousness,
she rose to set forth upon her journey again,

As she did so a sporting car raced by,
and one glimpse of the driver caused her
to dodge back, so guickly that she fell.

For that glimpse had told her that the
occupunt of the car was her guardian—Mr.
Courtnay. HMe, too, would be in chaso of
her; but he - must never catch her.

Her mind worked quickiy, and she
decided unhesitatingly to cut along the edge
of the field until she could find another
road, or some place where she could ask the
way.

Mr. Ceurtnay must not catch her She
was determined that he should not. She
was not ungrateful for what he had done,
but she dared not fuce his scorn. She would
write to him when she got to the cireus,
and some day, fromn her earnings, repay all
thut he had spent on her.

How she longed to prove that she was
“worth his kindness! But how could she do
that with cnemies like Cora and Judith
g}:l-la;mwuya always plottthg for her down-
al :

They had succeeded now; they ought to
be satisfied. She hoped devoutly that she
would never see them again. Perhaps they
would be happy now that she was out of
the way. No longer could they accuse her
of wanting Mr. Courtnay’s money.

She wiped her hand across her face and
looked up as she felt a drip of rain.

The heayy, black clouds were overhead

and presently she walked into a perfect wall

of rain. Bul she did not turn back.

On, on, she plodded, her feet slip ing
often in the mud. She was wet throug
the skin, and her clothes were :lmglng
tightly to her. But what mattered that
now? Scon she would be in the warm,
amongst friends.

8he broke through the hedgeway and out
on to the road. %‘resnnﬂy she came to a
level crossing, A van was waiting by the
gate, and she went up to the driver.

“Can you givo me a lift to Liversea, or
part of the way there, please ?” she asked.

“Liversea. can land you within half a
mile of it. What are you—lost1”
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Yes; 1 didn’t know the way.”
Rightoh) Beiter get into the back,
Tt s um pty. cre, slip over tho seat here!”

{ Bluebell got into the van, where
|L was dry. She could see through the wind-
screon, and anxiously she searched for Miss
Somerficld’s car.

But there was only a eyclist on the other
side of the gate, and an errand- boy, with a
sack over his head, stood dejectedly holding
a hand-barrow.

Then, like a flash, round the corner on
ihe other side, several cyclists appeared,
One glance was suflicient to realise that they
were Betty Barton, Polly Linton, and Paula

col.
\Vould they sco herf
Bhe crouched down [uu-fullv, and did not,
see the train that thundered ly) he raised
}mﬂr head and peered carefully by the driver's
side.
The gates werc opening. Th
the car on the other side was s

¢ engine of

the van in which she was lying jerked
forwa

Bump!

The van's off front \\]mcl had, bumped the
hand-barrow, and the driver .whecled the

car round to the left and sent it eudduliy
forward with bis foot on the accelerator,

Sho was saved, and well she knew it, as
she peered Lhmugh the half-open doors nt
the back, and saw one of the girl’s looking -
back; but they kept their direction straight
ahoad.

Down to the other end of the empty van
she crept, and pecred through the doors.
The hn‘sgg@s were flying past and- disappear-
ing. She was making for freedom; and her
pursuers were going in the qnnrcly wroug
duectmn.

Through a village went the van, then
through another, and at last the driver
slowed up, and pushed aside the curtain.

“Now, missy,” he said, “if you want
Lure;sen it’s straight up this road on the

ht. 1’nst. the fair, Not a bad fair that,
[ hear.”

“Ne,” said Bluebell. “Thank you very
much for the lift, Past the fair, 1s it?”

“That’s right. Afternoon!”

He sot off ngam with a jerk, and was
soon lost to sight

Bluebell, shivering with the cold and
i(am]mcs! of her clothes, hurried down the
ane.
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Past the fair, he had said. But she was
not- going past it—not likely !

What & dear, homely place it looked!
Sce, there was Sheila. ~ She had not liked
Shicila before, but now she was pleased to
seo the girl

Where was Duffy 7

How she scampered across -the mud and
wet grass to the cavavans, with their cosy-
looking intevioral

Then bLali-way across she stopped, her
face beaming. For she had heard a voice
hail her.

“Bluebell! My little fairy!”

It was Duffv—in his clown’s garb. She
raced to him, and le lifted her high in the
ar,

“Here we are again, then!” he chortled.
“Back to the old nest, Bluchell1”

But he stopped lnugl:ning as he placed her
on her feet.

“You're wet,” he said, frowning.

He turned and waved to Shoila, who was
wandering about with a shawl over her
head.

“Sheila !"
faivy back!”

Sheila frowned as she saw Bluehell.

“Bluebell here!” she exclaimed.
how——-"

“Pon't know,” said Duffy.
Shall hear all about it later. Meanwhile,
she’s wot. Get her dry and give her some
clean things, Sheila. ~ We shall have her
dancing to-night. And when you're dry,
little fairy, come and tell us all about it.”

Sheila was kept too busy replying to Blue-
boll’s questions to find iime for questions
of her own; but Blucbell knew that the
time would come when she would have to
say something. .

But fiest she would tell Duffy; and
presontly, dry and in warm clothes, she
stepped across the intervening mud and
puddles to the caravan of the clown,

he called. “We've got our

“But

“Don’t care!

CHAPTER 25.
Tho Gramtiways Disagree..

“ UN away!”
R M. Courtnsy raised his brows,

and stood silent for a moment,
Ho had just arrived at the school,
and Miss Somerfield, rather agitatedly, had
told him what had happened.
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“But I should like to know ihe reason for

leaning forward in his chair. “Why was
the girl placed in her study under lock and
key? And. your telegram—whai was the
rcason for that?”

Miss Somerfield frowned.

“It is something that you will be dis-
_tressed to hiear,” she bogan, with obvious
hesitation, *You are fond of the girl, and,
as you know, I was, foo. But since she has
been at the school we have learnt somethin
of her true nature, She is not popular with
ihe girls.”

“But that is not the reason why she is
being asked to leave the school,” suggested
My, Courtnay patiently. ““I should like to
know everything, if you do not mind.”

“Sho hds been accused of stealing, and
the case is proved against her,” said Miss
Semerfield.  “You will understand, of
course, that before expelling a girl I mako
made against her. A grave injustice has
been done. A gardencr we had was dis-
missed for theft—a_theft of which Bluebell
is now proved guilty!”

“Indeed! What did sho steal, Miss
Somerfield? She should net be in waat of
money. I have given her encugh to spend.”

“Possibly ; but sho must have stolen the
money. However, I will tell you all that
happened.”

The anthor’s faco was set grimly when
the headimistress bad finished her recital,
and his eyes were narrowed thoughtfully.

“Tt is most extracrdinary !” ho exclaimed.
“The dummy notes were found in Cora’s
bag, aund the real ones in the clown's?”

“That is so. And Bluebell was left alone
in the room where both tho bags were, and
she knew then that Cora had money’in her
bag. Paula had rathor foolishly opened it
and dia?l ed them.”

“Paula had?” He paused. " Bluchell is
certainly condemned by circumstantial
ovidence—if that can be relied upon,” he
said slowly. -

“Tf that can bo relied upon!™ repented
Miss Somerfield, in annoyed toncs. -““But
sur Mr. Courtnay, is not the evidence
convincing " .

“Hardly convincing,” he smiled.

“Were

conclusive to imprison a man. _Either Blue-

beli is innocent—or a fool. The gardener

this, Miss Somerfield,” said Mre. Courtnay,

quite suro that she is guilty of the charges *

L

1 a magistrate it would not be sufficiently



" against Bluebell

« PHE

said that he had done it—and his word was
accepted 7"

“Well—ye®: We did not imagino he
would accuse himself of a crime he had not
committed; and the notes were it his bag,
really, although Bluebell, as his assistant,
had a share of the bag. Ior all wo know to
the contrary they might be accomplices and
equally guilty. You see, ho was the clown,

uffy, who was at the circus with her.”

“Duffy! I understand. New, the only
evidonce against Bluebell is that she was
left alone with the two bags—and that the
notes were found in Duffy’s bag? That
being so, the fact that Dulfy's confession
was  accepted shows that the evidence
was not conclusive—for
another opportunity of stealing the notes
was n.llowclf"

“Of course, that is so,” agreed the hcad-
mistress slowly. “The clown had no chance
of stealing them, as he wgs not alone with
the notes.”

“But suppose,” mused the author, *“that

e iheft was committed at some other time

here is no reason to presume that it was

mmitted while Bluebell was alone—"

“Except that the notes were in Cora’s
handbag before that time, and after it were
replm.'cg by dummy notes,”

“Is that known? If the dummy notes
were a fair imitation, would Paula Crecl
have noticed the difference? You see my
point? The notes might have been ox-
changed beforehand, and the notes Paula
looked at have been imitation.” "

“That—that is so,” nodded the head-
mistress. “Dut Paula was not mistaken;
we might question her. But why should
anyone elss have put the nctes in Duffy’s
bag? Surely they would have kept them i

“It is strange. DBut why should either
Duffy or Bluchell, were they guilty, have
accused thomselves by substituting dummy
notes, which cveryone would recognise as
theirs?”

“They might not have thought of that.”

“No, perhaps not. But we had bebter seo
Paula Crec.”

Miss Somerfield rang the bell and sent the
maid for Paula. That girl was some minutes
in arriving, and scemed greatly surprised
when she saw Mr, Courtnay.

“I wish to seo you nbout the accusation
against Blucbell,” said Mr, Courtnay.
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Paula’s face fell. Sho bad no wish to
bring further accusation against the girl

“I'd wather not, please,” she said.
“Blucbell was my fwiend—"

“But it is in tho hopo of proving her
innocence,” said Mr. Courtnay. *Now, can
you be quite suro that the notes you saw 1n
my nicee Cora’s bag were real notes, and
not_dummies 7

“Well—bai Jove, no!—they were very
much like woal riotes, and—"

“You thought they were real, because it
didn’t enter your head to think that they
were dummies. Have you scen the dummy
notes? Are they like real notes 7

“Not fwom the fwont,” said Paula
positively,  “But walber like fwom the
back. You sce, he used them in a twick
wheah people had to think they were pound-
notes fwom the back of them, though the
fwout was quite diffewent.”

“And what did you sce of the notes in the
bag—back or fromt?”

“Er—back.”

Mr. Courtnay smiled and looked at Miss
Somerficld. '

““The case breaks down,” he said, “This
witness cannot provo that there were real
notes in the bag when she loft it with Blue-
bell. They may bhave been changed before.”

“But, surely,” said Miss Massingbam,
“only Duffy or Bluchell .could have stolon
them—or rather, made the exchange?
Duffy is not guilty, as he sent the ring back,
which be need not have dene, and would
not have done if he were a thief. Bluebell
may have made the exchange carlier in the
evening.”

“Had_ she the opportunity?
alone with the bag?”

“ Wather not!” exclaimed Paula excitedly.
“The woom was cmpty, but Blucbell was
with us for the gwealer part of the time,
bai Jove!”

Miss Somerfield tapped her pencil rather
impatiently.

“It must have been either Dulfy or Blue-
bell,” sho said. “Dulfy we are practically
certain is not guilty, and that leaves Biue-
bell. Why should anyone else put the real
notes in Duffy’s bhag 1

“Only to get him or Blucbell ace s
nodded My. Courtnay. “When wo exciuda
tho possibility of cither Bluebell or Duffy
being guilty, it only leaves the chance that

Was she
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someonc excented the theft to get Bluebell
or Duffy accused. Some enemy.”

“That is what Blucbell horself suggested,”
said Miss Massingham rather uneasily.
“But surely no Morcove girl would do such
o thing ¥’

“Blucbell accused Cowa,” said Paula
aoubtfully, “But-—-".

“Cora!” cjaculated Mr. Courtnay. Then
he smiled. “She is certainly connected in
the affair, since it was her handbag. Thank
you for your evidence "—he smiln(f at Paula
-=it has been of great importance.”

“If you do not mind, Miss Somerficld,”
said the author. “I would like to have a few
words with Cora—alone. Perhaps in her
study "

“ Cortainly,” agreed the headmistress. “T
will €3l the maid, who will show you to the
studp, Miss Massingham is returning to
her  Faew, and \\-ilf send Cora to you

£ maid came Mr. Courtnay went
to the Fourth Form corridor. He
his nicces’ study until the door
openad and Cora entered.

“0Oh, uncle!” exclaimed Cora. “I didn’t
know you had come”

“Blucbell has disgraced ug, then?” he
asked. .

“Yes, unele,” said Cora, with mock con-
cern. “She’s a thief. O course, Judith
and 1 are upset—-"

“Naturally,” said her uncle gravely, “If
is a serious charge, but apparently well
founded, The Form is glad to be rid of her,

erhaps? It was difficult for me to assess
f:cr character at first.”

“Yes, uncle. The Form is glad—eand
Judith and I are really, though we did try
to like her, for your sake. Still, it wouldn't
do for a thief to remain in the school.”

“Of course not. But bow foolish of Blue-
bell to have put the dummy notes in_your
bag! But ]mrha?s she hoped that Duffy
would be accused.” ?

“That was it,”
¥ You see, he admitted it for her sake.

“Were the dummy notes very like the
real, so that you thought at first your notes
were intact?’

“Yes: hardly any difference,” said Cora,
feoling that she was safe. “They were very
mueh: alike, uncle.”
hen when Paula is not sure whether
:ov were real or duinmics she saw, no ono

agreed Cora ecagerly.
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can say that Blucbell was alone with the
real notes?” " ) .

Cora started, and bit her lip. i
Courtnay, watching her, did not fail .to
notice thht brief show of alarm, P

“The exchange may have taken place
bofore that time. Dufly perhaps may %mve
been guilty.”

“Yes, of course,” said Cora. “But the
bag was not left there until I’aula and Blue-
bell were there. He had no chance. We
were all in the room before that, and I went
back to leave my bag, as I didn't want to
coxrry it about. So, you sce, it must have
beon Blucbell.”

“J soe,” nodded Mr. Courtnay.  *“Then,

‘| indecd, it does secm that Bluebell must be

uilty, if you had your bag with you before
%mobeil was left alone with it. Bluebell
suggests the possibility that someone ma.
have put the notes there to get hor accus
It does not scem likely, does it? You know
the Form well—has she any cncmies likely
to do that?”

Pecling those scarching oyes upon her
Cora looked away.

“No,” sho answered, with an effort, 9
Lknow of no one. It is ridiculous! As if an;
ono would do such a thing! DBesides, what
opportunity had they 1

“Very well. If you are satisficd that it
is impossible, we had better let the matter
drop,” said her uvnele. “I think you'd
better roturn to your Forn, the mistress
may bo anxious. Thank you for your
answers to my questions.” 5

“Not at all, uncle,” said Cora, glad that
the interview was over.. “But you see that-
it was impossible for anyone to do as she
suggests 17

The eagerness in her tono was hardly dis-
guised, and Mr. Courtnay nodded his head.

“«Jt looks black against Bluebell,” he
agreed. }

Cora hurried back to the Form, but
hardly was she settled in her place than
there came ‘a knock at the door.

It was tho maid, with a request that
Judith should see Mr. Courtnay in her own
study. 3

Judith, wondering why she should be
called, entered Study No. T with many
qualms.

Mr. Clourtnay geve her a reassuring smile.

“Hailo, uncle [” exclaimed Judith. “¥You
want met”
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"Yes. I want to know what happened in
this_Blucbell affair?

“I have just interviewed Cora,” Mr.
Courtnay went on., ““She has confessed——
“Confessed 7” said Judith hoarsely. “But

The expression on her face was extra.
ordinary.

“Yes, she has confessed that she has
never really liked Blucbell, and that the
Form did not like her either.,”

Judith sighed with quite obvious relicf,

and_smiled.
“We don't

“Yes, yes, uncle,” she aald.

like her, Nor do the others.”
“H'm! At first I was doubtful about her
uilt,” went on Mr. Courtnay. “Paula

recl is not certain that she saw real notes
in the bag# So Bluebell probably took them
before she was alone. ﬁe had opportunity
to, I suppose? For, if she didn’t, Duff
must have been guilty, and Bluebell
innocent.” .
- :;Dhl \ms:'"f cried Judith ea ﬁﬂy[; *She
s onty of opportunit; e bag was
thomp cffn’m 8{? ofty it there, s.]: re-
nember.  Bluebell is guilty,”

“/Judith might not have been so satisfied

®with this statement had she known that her

sister said precisely the opposite. But
she was so keen to prove that Bluebell was
guilty that she did not pause to consider her
answers.

“That is very strange,” remukcd Mr.
Ceurtnay drily. ~ “ Your sister said that the
contrary was the case. Perhnis you are get-
ting muddled. You should have arranged
more carefully what you were to say. What
I want to know i id Cora put the notes
therc_,r,_or you? You, I suppose, will accuse

ra

“Did Cora accuse me?” asked Judith in
great agitation.

Mr. Courtnay shmgged ‘his shouldors,

“Neither of have very high

rmmplcs,” he smd. “1 should not take

ra’'s word for it—but by weighing up
what you both say perhaps I can decide who
was guilty, and act accordingly.”

“Oh!* Judith trembled, and she scemed
momentarily lost for words, “It iso’t true,”
she protested. “I didn't do it—it was Cora.
She suggcstcd it. I—I told her it was silly.
T said it wasn't fair to Bluebell—"

“I cen imagine you saying that,” re-
marked her uncle, with quiet sarcasm, *“So
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it was Cora. She put the false notes i in her
own bag, and you put the real ones in the
clown’s bag?”

“No, no; I had nothing to do with it;
sho pua them both in tho%:eze I—I asked
her not to,” She paused, then went on ex-
citedly: "I ean prove 1. Iler ring was
found in tho bag—it slipped off I’

“Then you had better qxphuu that to
Miss Somerfield. Come with me,”

Judith, in great fear, followed the author
to the huarlnust.mss study. Miss Somerfield
looked up in surprise as she saw the ex-
pression on the girl's face,

Mr. Courtnvay, standing behind the gixl,
made a sign to the hcadmistress not to
speak,

“It appears, Miss Somerfield,”” ho said,
“that it was not Judll.h who put the notos
in the bag, but Cora.

“Yes, Miss Somerfield,
girl, white with fear.
mo, Cora suggoested it; I—I tried to stop
her. But she put the dummy notes in her
bag, and the real ones in Duffy’s while the
room was empty. It was Cora who did it.
T&mts where sho lost the rmf;—n slipped
o

Miss Somerfield stared at the girl in
absolute amazement,

“ Gracious I she exclaimed. *And--and
you mean that this was a trick—that you
did this to get Bluebell blamed 7*

“Cora did it,” cried the wretched girl.

Miss Somerfield thumped the bell, and in
a few minutes Cora Grandways, defiant but
iuwnénily foarful, entercd the dread apart-
ment.

“Your sister has confessed for you,” said
Miss Somerfield. “We know all.”

“You will be expelled I’ thundered the
headmistress. ‘‘Never have I beard of
such conduct—of such eunning and deceit!
This w:ll be your last night at Mor-
cove—""

Mr. Courtnay turned to Miss Somerfield,

‘“May I have a word thh you alone, Miss
Bomurﬁe}d 1” he asked. “If you will send
these girls back to their Form

Miss Somerfield very t:urt.l{I ordered the
girls to return, and when they. had gone
faced Mr. Courlnay.

“As a specm] favour,
he asked, ill you spare these girls ex-
pulsion ? ’.I'.‘heu- mother—my sister—is ill,
and if they were sent home the effect might

}:Iensa,” cried the
was Cora, not

Miss Somerficld,”
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T should not like to Lbink that
of my sister——- You uuder-
for ‘my intervenlion their
o remained u-uhs.(rw

ory well, AMr. Courtnay.”

. Where
aame,
sond for

Miss Creel
ill ke so good us

0 ’m the second time Pav'a cutored the

and_willingiy gave the information

1. But Paula wanted to accompany

, and Miss Somerfield, sffer a look

f:cx n the autbor, agreed. .
“A fricnd will be of assistanze,”  he
inged out.

ccitement ab heming the news
Jnnocence and Cora’s guilt,
sitting beside -Miss Somerhield’s

nd how cheered they wero when thoy
came in sight of the tents and caravans!
wedly waited for the car to ﬂ(up
3 *lm n]nghlnd
, forgerful of her elegant shoes, she
ran llncugln the mud.  Several cireus h!ll)(ls
starad at her Llapkly, end Dufly, coming
[mm his caravan, stood still with aurprise.
! Daily ! eried Paula, “Pway

|nk-. v Bluebell.”

) uot answer; he was looking
keer the headinistress and Me. Court-
ne;

Lokl 17 ho asked, “ What's happencd

5
. " You mear she
(‘.\\;rimv.

The clown grinned.

alh unlut sny anyibing 3 l‘mt,

id, & 1 slll)\\ld‘\t think
a thiel.”

Jed Mr.

a0t here?” as

M, Courtony stepped forward, and the
clown, wnh his jaw sct, pat his back to the
cardva: door.

L p]OTill‘H‘(i er 1 \!Odlilllf Tet yoa take
ber back,™ he said. * Nor will T. ‘llus
Dback in the cirens, and hore sho stays.’

My, Courtnay slopped and laughod.

“Well said, Dulfy,” he exclaimed. “I

agree with every word you say. They didn't
valuo her, but they will now; :.hea been
proved innocent, and so have yon. Now be
a good sort, and let her choose.”

“Let hor choosc——" Duffy paused, “I
will,” bLe said. “That’'s only fair. If she
wants 3 ao--well, it's hers to choose,™
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He opened the caravan door, and called
the girl by name.

A sccond later, and Bluebell, in
dancer’s diess, stood in the doorway.

“You've been proved innocent,’”

her

Courtnay. “Blucbell, dear, give school
another chauee.”

Bluebell hesitated and  tuer ‘o the
clown, who was standing by witl & very ,
downeast face.

“What shall I do, Duffy dear?” she

asked.

The clown drew himself up, and placed a
hand upon her shoulder.

“It's your life, Bluchell,” he said. “1
want you here—but perhaps you'll be betier
there v nh |2 new start. I only wish I ¢'d
comie, toe.”

“You can,” said Miss Somorficld qmckl}A
“I feel that 1 owe you as muc The
position of gardener is still vacant, "and I
thmk I will have to pension oft iho reguilar
wan,”’

“Then it's us for tho school, Bluchbell,
my fairy,” exclaimed the clown, *“when
I've finished up with Samways. T mus

soo tho month out, and then guorl bye
the grease-paint, cap and bells. Iloordy.”
And he hugged Bluebell.
'il come—thank youw”
Courtnay.
And that
Bluebell.

she said to Mr

was the Jast the cireus saw ol

“You'll remain at Morcove,” said Miss
Somerflicld sternly.

Cora Grandways hung her head, and
Bluebell smiled happilg
“Remoember,”  said the headmistress,

“that it is only on account of your mother's
illness that I take this course. In future 1
e upon you, so you -had

“Thank you, Miss Somerficld.”
“I—1'm sovry, Bluchell,”” she said.
Little Bluebell ran forward and elaspod
Lhc irl's hand.
h, Cora,” she said, “let’s forget Mmt L}
past—let’s be friends.”’
She took her adopted cousin’s arm, and
led her from the hondmistress’ study,
Outside Cora drew back as she
surrounded by a crowd of hostile girls.
“No, no," ericd Bluehell. “Lev's forget.s’

was
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2 And the crowd, Ieaving Cora by hersclf,
5 shouldered little Bluchell excitedly.
g * Along to thwe feast I* eried Polly Linton,

And they rushed along to Paula Creel’s
atu(l{, where the table groaned and creaked
es though it were in pain; and well it
m:‘th be, judging by tho load of dainties
it had to bear.

Mr, Cowrtnay was there, taking part in
L all; and whet & merry feast it was,” Some-
how the whole of "the Fourth Form
managed to bo present.

‘Fuvther down the corridor two girls sat
in their study, their faces downcast. Cora
and Judith Grandways had not been in-
vited, and the Inughter and cheers coming
through chinksgin the door made them even
more miscrable, ¥

Cora Grandways gritted her teeth.

“I haven’t finished yet,” she said, “She's
their heroine now, but—"

That scntence was not finished, for from
the feasters came wild cheering, -

_“Thtﬁo cheers for Bluebell! Hip!

i T

3
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These lusty cheers told that Bluchell was
¢nee more in the good books of the Form.

“With all our best apologies,” toasted
Polly Linton, “We're sorry we belioved
wrong of you—but we shan’t again in a
hurry.”

And Bluyebell laughed merrily as that
toast was drunk. At last she was going to
be happy at school. She felt now as she
looked round the study that she loved them
all; that they were all her friends,

They were too, as they showed her, and
when Mr. Courtnay said geod-bye later that
evening he patted her on the back,

“You've pulled through, DBluebell,” ho
said. “Nevor fear. Never mind what is
said about you, keep siraight ahead. I'm
proud of you—and so is the Form. You'vo
had a rough time so far, But now for the.
silver lining.”

And  Bluebell, the

standing on steps

watching his figure caten up in the dark-
ness stretched out her arms as though she
would embrace the happy future:

' Three more splendid numbers of “ The Schoolgirls’
- Own” Library will be on sale on Friday, Dec. 3rd.
See page iii of cover [or further particulars.




@wu@a%{
o
Iy

FOR WINTER

PARTIES.

sveeil

! < €05 050 DRY
““Hallo, Helen! Why, you are a stran, !l‘,! that ping-pong is just optional for visitors

I luven't scen you for a whole twelvemonti

The cusual meeting between Clara and llelen
kept two tongues busy for half an hour. They
Juwd always been quite good friends, but when
Ilelen had moved farther away from Clara's
home they had not seen or heard much of each

other.
HIt's lovely to see you, Clara,” said Helen.
“1 Luve often been going to write.”

“Well, why not  ecome
again?”  was  the

round and see us
- “Come rtound on
Wednesday evening, and you'll have a greab
time. We've a dozen or so friends coming,
#od we're going to have a tenmis tournament.””

“ Tennis?” queried llelen. I didn't kuow
you'd had a hard court laid down in the garden.
1t's havdly big en—-"

“Ha, ha, hal"” laughed Clara. *No, it's not
Iaid down in the garden, but in the dining-
room. A fine hard court, too?”

Helen looked puzzled, so her friend went om
to explaju. :

“Of course, I mean a table-tennis court.
And it's the greatest fun imaginable. You
really must come and join in our tournaments.
They have become such a sueccess in the neigh-
bourhood that we hold them every week—each
Wednesday.”

“Nut I can't play!” objected Helen.

“That doesn't matter,” rejoined her friend.
“When we started playing tennis, or ping-
pong, last winter, we used to do so on a tiny
! d

little ordinary dining-table, with
net and bats, d three celluloid balls—total
cost threepence. We used to drag these out

when various friends enme, and it became so
popular that everyone clamoured for ping-pong
and eume to us specially to get it. Soon we

5!=Ilh"d having regular parties of eight or
niore.” N

“RBut your father and mother, didn't they
object?”

““No fear! They very soon became s keen us
anybody on ilie game. Besides, the tournaments
were not always held at onr house. Our tennis
cuests bheemine so keen that they'd buy sets
for themselves io get in a little practice in-
between tournaments,  And then, of course,
they sturied to hold ping-pong parties of their
own. 1 can tell you, we socon became fright-
fiilly ndept.  Surprised ourselves the way in
which we improved. And surprised ourselves,
too, to find out what a lot of real skill thero
is in the game.*

“Bnt don't you get fed-up with
pong at your parties?* Helen askes

“XNo! came the answer. “For

cternal ping-
d

the reason

We reserve the dining-room for that. The draw-
ing-room is kept going for those who like
little music or dancing. The gramophone is
put on, and players amuse themselves how
they like whilst they are waiting for their turn
to play ping-pong.” But generally there is so
much excitéient in the tournaments that people
prefer to stay and wateh, even if they have
been knocked out themselves and have no
further interest in the game.” .

““What kind of toursaments do you run?"
asked Helen, getfing quite lutarustgd in  the
notion.

“Oh, either American or knock-out tourna-
ments.  Whichever the gucsts prefer. Some-
times both, if we have a long evenimg to do
it in. In American tournaments, where every-
one plays everybody else, generally we arrange
thut the lirst” player to reach fifteen point:
s.  In the kunock-out game, of course, th
player has to reach twenty-one points to wi

“In these games we give handicaps, whic
are altered frequently as the players improve.
And then at the end of the season we arrange a
big tournament, raking in everybody, to decide
the championship of our little circle. There
were thirty-two last year. And I hope you'll
be there this year.”

Clara was a_bit dublous about that. She

had never handled a ping-pong bat. But she
soon changed lier mind after her first evening
at one of Clara’s ping-pong parties, Starting

with a generous handicap of ten points, and
playing better than she ever bmagined she
wonld, she was only beaten in the final round.

“That brings your handicap dow
said Olara, with a laugh, “I
minus five before long.”

And Helen intended that she would do her
best to win the coveted clwmpionship. She
bought a set of her own for a- shil
soon had the rest of the family
over the game. FEre lon,
own cirele of players.

Her hrother Jim, as keen ns any of them,
quickly decided that the short dining-rooin table
wasn't good enough to test their ability, so,
being a hawdy lad as a carpenter, he made n
board nine feet by live, and hinged in the
middle, so that it conld he taken out on ping-
pong nights and restedd on the dining-room

A

ng, an
enthusiastie
z she had started her

and edged round with a broad
v makes an ideal board.

tle proctice, Ifelen will win
ment.  She's getting on fine!
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