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CHAPTER 1.
Mr, Barton Speaks Out.

HE mean street was not the sort of

[ place where ono would have ex-

pected to come upon such a well-

dressed group of schoolgirls. It
was the poorest part of o large town in
the county of Lancashire—a double row of
grimy little_houses forming a portion of
the awful wilderness of brick and mortar.

Vet here they stood, these jolly-looking
schoolgirls, in the smartest tailor-made
costumes, and wearing the particular style
of becoming hat that formed part of the
omfit for Morcove School, North Deven.

A weck to-day, and these girls would be
feeling the salt wind of the Atlantic upon
their faces as thoy alighted from the train
that would have brought them back to
another term of work and play at Morcove
after the Christmas holidays. Meantime,
however, it was an atmosphere odoriferous
of gas-lime, canal-water and coke whi
Betty Barton and ber chums weve breath-
ing as they stood grouped on the pavement
viewin, tﬁe squalid street like sightseers
from afar.

“Wall,” exclaimed Polly Linton at last,
"it’s an eye-opener!”

“VYes, wather " .

That was Paula Creel—oh, quite the
smartest girl of the batch, for was she
not the stylish aristocrat of the Fourth
Form at Morcove, just aa Botty Barton was
its captain, and Polly Linton its madeap?

“Bai Jove, geals, I wegard this twip of
ours this morning as a most impwessive
afieah|” declared Paula. “To think that
you, Bultl{ deah, were once—- I shall get

the word in a mement. Incarcewated,
that’s it !”
“Qh, help! When I'm two or three hun-

dred miles from a dictionary1” said Polly.
“It only remains for Trixie Hope to eay
something in French and I shall collapse.”

“QOui, oui,” said Trixic~ promptly.
“What a dreadfully hard lifo you must
have had, Betty. I never dreamed it was
quite as hard as this—jamais, jamais—
never, naver!”

“Jammy?" said Polly. “Not much jam
for Betty in those days, I reckon.”

“8till, we managed, mum_and dad and
Doris and Joe and I,” was Betiy’s cheery
answer. “I do sometimes wonder, though.
if we could have struggled along much
longer if my Uncle Gsorge had not come
home with a fortune in his pocket!”

“Do you know I've got an idea,” put in
Madgo Minden in her quiet way; " thera
must be hmis and heaps of poor souls
round about this district who are struggling
along just as Betty and her people had
to s!..l‘ugg’le before the tide turned, and so

“Hear, hear,” said Polly. “I don’t know
what the idea is, but it's bound to be a
good 'un!”

“T was only thinking,” said Madge, “wve
might get up a concert at the school, sril
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give the proceeds to the
ticular neighbourhaod.
strike you; girls?”

poor of the par-
How does that

“Bai Jave!” L]

*Qui, oui!”

“Hear, hear, and many of them1”
‘chimed in Polly, whilst Tess .Trelawny

patted the propounder of the fine idea on
the back.

“Well done Madge!”

Betty, in particular, looked most happy,
and altogether it was certain thai as soon
as they werc back at school the idea would
go forward with a bang!

Certain it was, too, that not only would
the town's luckless ones benefit by the
grand concert, but the girls would get any
amount of fun out of 1it.

“And so now I am glad I brought you
to see the old home!” Betty exclaimed.
“When you begged me at breakfast-time to
bring jou round here, I feit—well, rather
gueer. I thougbt it might make you
miserable, and you know I said you were
not to have a single humpy moment during
the whole of your stay with me, up here in
Lancashire!” .

At this instont somo bellowing steam
siren sent 1ts horrific shrick all over the
town. = Other factory eirens and steam
whistles joined in the uproar, but that first
one seenied to overwride all the rest. It
kept up its strident note after the others
had lapscd to silence.

“The din for dinner, eh?” said Polly.

“Yes,” nodded Betty, “and that dread-
fully loud hooter, you may be pleased to
know, belongs to Josiah Grandways’ mill.”

“The great Josiah?” said Tess. "“In
other words—"

“Yos, the one and only Grandways,
futher of Cora and Judith Grandways,”
Betty said with a smile and another nod.

“*I’ve not a word to say against Judith|

now; she made good long ago at school.
ut Cora- "
“y

es, wather! Howe .
Quite right, Paula! It's time
thought about dinuer,” said Betty.
“Ifear, hear1” laughed Polly. “I've got
a very empty feeling, in spite of that enor-
nmous breskfast, Tt must be the Lancashi
air  People do cat up here, don't they
“And work, teo,” murmired Madgo,
watching the sudden rush of a batch of
“ Lian who had been the first o get

wo

the corner.  "How herd life is for some
people, girls!”

es, wather!” agreed Paula, just as
foe}ingiy. “Que wesult of this visit to this
place, genls, will be to leave me more
domocwatic than evah.”

And so they relraced their steps, through
the workaday slrects, anything but in-
different io (he msny sights and scones
that were so oloquent of toil and want.

It was the gi -ll.s' holiduy time, and it is
certain that il wore plontifully supplied
with pocket noy.  How mus money
remained in their purses, however, by tho
time they got elear of tho mean streets. is
ancther matter,

Betty began i
ill-shod childrer. scamipering
very small council schuol whic
attended once. And the gencrous work of
unostentatious giving went on until she
and her chums must have lefu themselves
pretty well penniless.

“ Look, this is Grandways' mill, the very
biggest in the town,” Betly informed her,
interested companions as they approached
a gateway forming the enfrance {0 a high-
walled yard. “And that's the Grandways’
car, waiting to take the great Josiuh hote
to lunch, I expect.”

The showy car was standing at tho kerb,
whilst past it stroamed the great tide of
humanity that had just been released from
the huge mill. At least half the workers
camo fHocking past the schoolgirls, and
there was a free inferchange of glances.

Some of the mill-hands looked very juded
and depressed after the morning’s exhd®st.
ing work in the great hive of industry,
where the very atwosphere necessary for
their task was rullicient to sap theiz
energies. It would nol have been very sur-
prising, therefore, if w fow over-wrought
han cially ihe  young  girls—had
shown resentment npgainst the schoolgirls Tor
looking so well-plaomd in life.

But there was nothing like that. Twc
things forbade 1. There was the fact that
Betty and her ehums were moving amongsl
the toilers withoul any “swank.”  Above

1, Pehy was recognised as that
sie " who ept o
4 in the old days, when she and

when sl et o couple of
g b rom the
h she had

Cher people were high o the very work

house, and all through cruel adversity
which had made them pitied by all.
If ihere were one honest soul whose face

ewny from some mill or factory just round | suddenly lit up at the sight of Betty, and 3
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who voiced a cheery greeting, there mist
have been fifty. And whether our Betty
simply passed on with a mere -“Hallo, so-
and-so!” or stopped again and again to
ask after many an old friend of the family,
there is no need to say.

The pross of people about the mill gate-
way Wwas now very gren.t‘ and it gave
Betty's r:om‘fmnions rather a throb of alarm
to sco o sudden sort of arrested movement
thero, whilst at least two voices were raised
in_altercation. )

Was it a quarrel, and would it end in a
street brawl, they wondered?

And then, to inerease their uneasiness,
they &ll suddenly recognised one of the
angry voices was that of Betty’s own
father! Betty herself cried out in sharp

alarm :

“Qh, that's dad! But what—why—
You stay here, girls; F must go and sel

Not half a dozen steps had ehe run for-
ward, however, before her chums were
hastening after her.

In a few moments they were in the midst
of a groat throng, composed of home-going
mill-hands who were pausing to wilness the
disturbance. DBetly, in advanco of the other
girls, managed, somehow, to penctrato to
the very centre of the erowd, but Polly,
Paula, Madge, Tess, and Trixie, found
themselves shut in

“What is it all about, please?” Madge
asked one gient of a fellow, who was tall
enough to seo over the heads of the rost
*Mr. Barton—"

“ Ay, miss—hi and t’ boss. Theg’re at
it together, sithee.”

“What about? Do you know?”

“Nay, my lass; bubt we maun hope as '
boss gets it good and hard.”

At this instant ‘something voiced by
Betty’s father; in a tone of hitter scorn,
spused a great aproar amongst the by-
itanders—a prolonged, ringing cheer.

“Gud for you, Joe Barton! Gud lad!”
the men were roaring, just as if Detty's
tather was still one of them. And indeed
10 was, in tho sense that he was Lancashire
to the backbone.

*Say that again, Barlon, and I'll have
the law on you !’ now came in a_furious
voice from Josish Grandways. *“In front
of all my hands you ought o be ashamed
of yourself1”

“Put  the law
Betty's father,

challenged
the crowd

met”
again

on
and

roared its delight. “T have nothing to bo
ashamed of. ’s you, Grandways! You
wouldn’t have & man-to-man talk in the
office, and so the matter shall be discussed
out, there, or before the judge and jury—
T don't care! My hands are clean !’

“Gud lad, Joe!” went up another
approving roar. ' Let 'un have it1"”

The girls on the fringe of the crowd felt
terribly shocked. It seemed a terrible
thing to them that Grandways’ own ew-
ployeces should be taking side against him.

Whatever the cause of the' dispute, it
was certain that Betty's father was in the
right, and doubtless the mill-hands were as
sure of this as were the schoolgirls. All tho
same, this readiness to become purtisans in
Mr. Barton's favour only showed what a
hated master Josiah Grandways was.

At this moment, when the angry scene
was still at its height, the girls ind their
attontion attracted to the Grandways’ car.
For the first time they noticed thaut it had
an ocoupant—a schoolgirl like themselves!

“(lora—it’s Cora!” exclaimed Madge.

“PBai Jove, yes, wather | Howevah "

“Qh, to, wo're nct going to shake hands
exactly,” muttered E‘o[]']y; and she looked
the other way.

Tho others did the same, bub not before
there had been time for Cora to give them
a hostile look.

There she sat in the luxurious car, full
awaro, no doubt, as to who it was with
whom her father was making such a public
scenc; aware, too, of all the workers’
hotred of her father She thought all the
world of him, perhaps; let 1s Lope she did.
But in her heart there must havo been a
sonso of his having done many a hard thing
as an employer, to be held in such scant
estecm.

Suddenly the crowd split apart, and
Josish Grendweys stormed to his car,
cntered it, anu was driven off with his
pallid-looking daughter, Some hooting
was sent after him, and then the pleasanter
sound of cheering went up again as Mr.
Barton and his pretty Betty prepared to
quit the spot.

They were hand-in-hand, ihe father limp-
ing slightly es ho had for many a day now.
Betty was looking very upset, and yet there
was a spirited flagh of the girl's eyes that
showed she was not ashamed of anything
that her father had said to Mr. Grandways.

Some of the workers, hungry enough for
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their dinner, now pusried away, but others
pressed about Mr, Barton, wanting to know
oxactly why ho had " gone for™ Grand-
ways.

“Because I have ecaught him trying on
the same game with gome poor fellow that
he tried on me,” Mr, Barton exclaimed dis-
gustedly.  ““Just such another case, and I
say it is not good enough! The fellow was
injured at his work, and Grandways is out
to trick him into losing proper compensa-
tion, because it is a case that the insurance
did not cover.”

From all sides came angry murmurs,
which showed that everybody understood
now. Yes, it was 2 trick that Grendways
had played before, and it was time that he
came up against somcbody of an in-
dependent naturc—as Mr. Barton was to-
day—to see that another simple victin
should not be added to the list.

Mr  Barton began to smile now in a
rather grim way There was that in him

which made him feel a_ certain keen
pleasure in having “tackled ™ his one-time
amployer.

“But, Betty lass, what must you and

your chums think of me?” he exclaimed a
minute later, with a sudden rucful laugh.
“They won't want to spend another week
with us at any time when thoy find that I
am like this.”

“Den't you make any mistake about that,

lcase!” Polly said promptly. *We have

ad our own little bust-ups with Cora
Grandways at school, and so we can
sympathise.”

“Yes, wather! We wealise, don’t you
know,” beamed Paula, *“that the Gwand-
ways' tempewament is a wather aggwa-
vating one, bai Jove! The twouble secms
to be Mr, Gwandways is all waistcoat, bai
Jove, and no hcart behind it—eh, what?”

The girls exploded with laughter, whilst
Delty's father smilingly agreed that Paula
had "just about hit 1t."” |

“Ah, but it is o shame when a man has
such a lot of money and can yet try to
cheat others, Betly exclaimed with ex-
treme bitterness, after the merriment had
died away, ‘“Mr. Grondways should have
been as poor as we were once, dad! And
perhaps he will be, before the end!”

The father gave a painful side-glance at
his schoolgirl daughter, as if he were going

to say: .
*“Hush, Betty dear! It is best not to
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have thoughts like that, dear lass, We
maun bear and forbear, tha’ knows!” For
that was a favourite precept of his; one

that he practised as well as preached.

But perhaps because he knew that Botty
would never have spoken like that, only an
old wound in her heart had been suddenly
nPened—n wound surviving from all the
old, sad days of eruel ipjustice, when the
whole family had suffered at the hands of
harsh Josiah Grandways—no gentle rebuke
was voiced. ‘

Polly 1_md thoe rest also passed over
Betty's bitter remark in silence, and so it
seemed as if it were forgotten at once,
Forgotten, never to be recalled !

But was that to be the case? Or was the
hour not far off when thoso bitter words
were to be remembered by those who had
heard them—an hour when ecverything
would point to Betty's having voiced a
ery that meant more then a mere passing
wave of bitterness? An hour when she
would be accused, not merely of having
wished misfortune to Josiah Crandways,
but of having tried to bring it about with
her own hands!

Well for Betty, at any rate, that only a
loving father and loving friends had heard
her bitter murmur!

It was to be a shuddering thought recur-
ring to Botty herself time after time in the
next few wecks:

“Bupposing any of the Grandways had
heard, then what chance would I have
Stﬂad ?”

CHAPTER 2.
Something in the Air,

UNCHEON was over aft the very
L showy Grandways’ mansion, and Mr.
Grandways' expensive cigar  was
going, now that he had shifted out
of his seat at the head of the table to

spend hall an hour in the armchaiy.

Opposite him, as he sat near the hot fire,
was his wife, a good feminine counterpart
of the stern, hard-headed industrial king.
As for the two girls, they had withdrawn
from the room, cne at a time,

Judith, the younger, had been the first
to slip away, making for the drawing-room
and the book she had been reading when
the gong sounded for luncheon,  Cora,
coming in a few moments later, found her
sister at tho fireside, with the book upon

o -



*“THE SCHOOLGIRLS"

her lap, but her eyes anywhere but on the
printed page.

“Well 17 Cora threw out, after drifting
aimlessly about the very gorgeous room.
“What arc we going to do this afternoon
But I suppose you mean to sit there, read-
ing yourself silly I” :

“No, As a matter of fact,” said Judith
softly, “somechow I can’t get my head into
the book at all just at present. I—"

“It’s like father and his cigar; he's not
happy with it, I can see!” Cora snid, with
one of her bursts of sullen laughter, “And
the silence at lunch—ugh!1”

“V¥es, Cora, and what does it all mean?”
Judith asked, laying aside her book and
coming across to her sistor with a very
anxious expression, *‘Thero is something—
something in the air. TFather—he is so
irritable 1"

“You must know the reason!” Cora ex-
claimed jmpatiently. “Betty Barton’s
father had that row with dad outside the
mill this morning. Enough to upset any-
body for the day, and do think Mr.
Darton thould have been given into
enstody 177

“Is dad in the right over it all, or is—
Betty’s father 1

“Tt is no business of Betty's father to
interfere, anyhow!” was the rcply—one
so evasive that it left Judith locking more
unhappy than ever.

“But, Cora,” she broke out with a sudden
sigh, “thers is something else apart from
that upset. Father was like it at breakfast-
time this morning. ¥e has been g0 {ouchy
all through the holidays.™

“Well, busincss—""

*Is business bad, dear?™

“How do I know, any more than you?”
snapped the graceless elder sister. “But
all the world knows that these are wretched
times for the masters. The men themselves
know it, only they don’t choose to admit
it

“Well, after all,”” Judith said presently,
“I suppose if anybody can aﬁ‘orf to have
a bad time, we can. Father is so rich, slack
trade can’t be as bad for him as being out
of work is in the case of a—""

She broke off abruptly as the door swung
open and Mrs. Grandways rustled into the
room, preceding her pompous husband.

“ And what are you two girls going to do
this afternoont”  the mother wanted to
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know, rather wearily. “You can't have the
car—" g

“Why not, mother ™ asked Cora sulkily.

“Because I say you can’'t, and when
say you can’t, you can't!”

Buch was a fair sample of Mrs. Grand-
ways' mode of treating with her children;
not one, it will be imagined, that made [or
happiness in the home.

“Cora—Judith1” said Mr. Grandways,
waving ‘his eigar at them impressively,
“All I've got to say about it iz this: If
you're a-going out, and you should meot
that fellow rton’s daughter, and the
girls who are staying with the Darions,
you're not to speak to them—see?”

“All  right, father,”” Cora answered,
shrugging. “I'm sure I had no wish to
speak to them! They are no friends of
mine !”

“T'm well aware”—Mr. Grandways
nodded approvingly—"that there’s been

recious little love lost between you and

os Barton’s daughter. Well, just sec to
it that you give her and her friends a
colder shoulder than ever!” '

“¥es,” chimed in Mrs, Grandways, sub-
siding into a chair with imagined dignity,
“even if they do go to the same school,

ou aro a cut above them, remember.
What book is this?”

“It’s mine, mother!”

“Yours, Judith? Ruskin—tosh! 'That's
where it all began, this precious labour
unrest! And to think that o daughter of
mine should start reading Ruskini™

Mrs. Grandways pitched the Lock on to a
side table, whereupon her husband crossed
over and took it up, blowing at his eigar
as he twirled the pages through. Cora and
Judith quitted the room, shutting the door
b2hind them,

“Well,” the father exclaimed, throwing
down tho book at last as being something
beneath contempt, I suppose I must get
back to the milll Confound the business!
That’s my fecling at present.”

He flung the cigar-stump inte the fire
with some of the Erritahirity which had
filled Judith with uncasiness.

“Ay,” he went on, turning towards tho
door, “and this is tho time that that Barton
fellow chooses for coming to me and asking
me to chuck away money on an undoserving
case. It’s like his impudence.”

He let himself out of the room, and was
shutting the door behind him, when his
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gpunger daughter camo timorously towards
im,

*“ Father !”

“Well, what is it?"

Are 3ou—\vorned father? Pleaso don’t
be angry with me for asking if—if thore’s
anything wrong at the mill, fnxthcr?"

No, he was not angry. He was,
suddenly touched, softened by this dis;
of concern on his younger daughter's p'\rl:
At the same time, he wished sge had been

Ta ]itl.]e more discrech.
Judy, you shouldn’t come rushing at
me out here in the hall! Supposing somo
of the servants heard you!l Things are not

very grand at the mill. They're bad all
over Lancashire just now. Falling prices,
and s0 on. Buf you wouldn't understand.™

“gtill, father—r

“But just remember, my girl, we don't
want it shouted all round the house. Re-
member what servants are, Judy.”

In her affoctionate concern, she looked
Ioath to be put off with no moro talk than
this; but he detached himself from the
hand that bad cenght him by the arm, and
passed on.

“My things, William1”

That was an impatient cry to the man-
servant. who should have besn on duty in
the hall, but had gone to the library to
pive an eye to the fire and had stayed
there reading the paper.

William, in all the g]or} of livery, came
hurying oub to say, “Sary, sir!” whilst
he helped his pompous master into a fur-
lined cont. Just as Josiah Grandways was
swnggermv out of the house, E,nm. camo
running downstairs, dressed for going out.
Racing across the hall, she overtook her
tather en the porch steps.

“You can drop me in High Strect, dad ™

“What? O, But you're geiting
more and more ?nd of saving your legs
these days, Cora girl. What are you going
to do if ever there isn't a car to loll in 7"

She laughed lightly, and that was her
anly response until they were in the car.

o1 : 3
“Things are not as bad as that, dad, I'm
suro!”

“They are pretty bad. Going back to
Morcove next week, aren’t you?  Well,
mind you make the best of the term, in

caso it is your last. Only don’t go blabhing
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all over the place, Cora, ﬂmt your father
is .ot far from Queer Street.”
“Just as if I would, dad1”

0, ‘you \\ouldnt' but Judith, she's
younger than you, and a bit different,” he
mumbled, “You sec she don't talk, Cora!”

Then he took out his pocket-book and
pencil, and began ﬁgurmf out some bit
of the day’s business whilst the car sped
along, Cora meanwhile sitting in it like a
young queen.

She was a handsomo girl, no question
about “that; but she had inherited her
arents' cast-iron dignity, and that was a
Ead blemish,

Nobody, chancmg to see her in the car
s it flashod by, could have held any other
opinion of her than that she was—shall we
say it?—a vulgar srob.

In the High ‘Ehont si\e herself stnppcd
the car, got out, said, “So long, dad!” and
then turned away to bcgln her saunter
amongst the shops. For a whole Lour she
loitered in this thoroughfare, which was
quite the Bond Street of the town, diving
into o few shops to buy things and having
them sent home, and giving her name and
address with a hanteur that made some of
the shop assistants turn away to hide
smiles,

Then she drifted into a rather swagger
teashop, which generally filled up with
shoppers during the afterncon. The placo
was fairly erowded already, and she was
all amongst tho tea- tebles when she sod-
denly received a shock.

There, at_an extra large table that just
accommodated them all, were Betty & Co.

CHAPTER 3.
Mr. Grandways Makes His Choice,

NOTHER girl in Cora’s place just

A then, pot being cn [riendly terms

with these others, would have done

her best to have withdrawn without

letiing any of the rest of the patrons detect

any sign of strained relations. But Cora
did just the opposite.

There was one small table still vacant
quite closo to Betty & Co's. Cora, alter
stopping dead in the teashop to treat her
schoolfellows to a hostile stare, seated her-
self with an air of rude contempt that must
have scandalised all who witnessed tho
action.
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There was quite a stir of excitement
when, next moment, Betty was heard to say
to the waitress:

“Would you ask the managercss if she
can spare us a moment, please?”

This, in view of Cora’s insolent
behaviour, seemed to promise an exciting
development of some sort.

But 1t turned out that Belly was not con-
cerned with Cora ab all.

“Oh, T say,” the Fourth Form captain of
Morcove exclaimed geily, when ihe
manageress came up. “ We just wanted to
make sure! Have thoso things gone off for
the you-know-what?” °

“Yes, miss, it is quite all right,” was
the reassuring onswer. “The man left
half an hour ago.”

“Thank you. Then it only remains for us
to pay the bill—"

“Yes, wather! And geals,” put in Paula
Creel, who. had been touching her hair to
rights after catching sight of it in one of
the shop mirrors, I twudt I am to be
allowed to have my own way for once, bai
Jove! You—-" .

“Steady a bit!” said Polly breezily.
“We are all in this!”

“Polly deah—"

“Paula darling, you are not going to
pay moro than your share!”

“ But—"

“Get on with the cream buns,” said
Polly, helping herself to ono as she spoke.
“Let Beity settle up, and we'll settle with
Betty by and by! Cream buns, Madge
dear? Tess—— Trixiel”

Al] this was said in Cora’s hearing, and
next moment she saw Betty slip away to
settlo some account or other at the T ¥y-
desk, whilst the girls went on with their
tea and talk. .

Needless to say, Cora affected absolute
indifference to her schooifellows. But at
heart she was curious te know what it was
that Betty had cryptically referred to as
“you-know-what.”

She kept her ears.open, and, although
Beity and her chums were not a bit in-
clined to “shout” about the project they
had in hand, their very onthusiasm kept
them talking about nothing else, in more
or less subdued tones.

And so, bit by bit, the listening Cora
gathered that the girls had arranged to
ive an evening “treat” to the girls of

otty’s old Council school.

_Permission had been obtained from the
right quarter for the treat to be held this

evening in the. council school itself, this
buinlg quite fhe best place for it in the
wholo of the poor district. Somo of tho

teachers were to be on hand, but the entiro
expenses of th. evening would be borue by
the chums, who, of course, meant {v go
along and help with the fun.

“Nothing bui & show-off!” was Cora's
cynical thought. as she sipped her own cup
of tea. “I must tell Judy about this, and
we'll go along, teo. It will be something
to tell the girls about when we get back
to Morcove—how Belty and her cronies
swanked it to a lot of miserablo, snivelling
brats!”

Mecanwhile, in his private office at the
mill, Cora’s high-and-mighty father was
having & more worrying time than ever this
afternoon over his private ledgers.

Ho was all alone, for things were at such
a pass, as he knew, that it was not safe
to disclose the situation cven to his con-
fidential clerk.

All Jast year things had been shaping
badly, but it had needed the close of this
i:(mr to make him realise the magnitude of

is_losses,

Horo were the one or two small account-
books, with brass locks,  which summarised
all tho transactions recorded by the vast
staff of clerks in the office ledgers. With
one of these small books lying open before
him, Josiah Grandways could pui his finger
on the cause ot all'the trouble.

Yes, hore it was, just a brief entry con-
corning tho stock og goods on hand. An
enormous stock | That was beeause he had
tried to be clever, when other men in the
same line of business had decided to bo
simply cautious

The private book told him what that
stock had cost him to buy or make, and it
told him, too, that it was not worth half
the figure to-day.

Deep in! Ruiuod—\lm‘.rly tuined !

There was no blinking at the fact, ugly
though it was. He had his mill and ware-
houss cram full of stock-in-trade that was
a drug in the market. And the longer he
I[‘neld it there unsold, the less he would get
or ib. i

He wanted money—wanted it desperately
—to tido him along. Dut he could not

ossibly turn his stock into cash except by
otting it go at any price, and if ho did
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that, "lhe money obtained would not be
nearly enough for his purposes.

Insolvent ! That was his position.
According to law, he ought hot to go on
trading for another day without disclosing
his position. Until to-day the tion had

ctg too involved for him to be guite cer-
tain how he stood, although he fearcd that
he was going to “come out badly " But
now:

‘What was he to do?

Merciful goodness, what else could he
do but throw up the sponge—make it
known to all the world that he, Jesiah
CGrandways, was smashed ?

Pushing the tell-tale ledger from him, he
swung round irf his revolving chair and sat
cross-kneed, chin in hand, staring wildly
at nothing

His flabby face became every moment a
little more pallid and sickly as he pondered
dusdpuruteiy. and still spw only one possible
end to the crisis.

Bankrupicy—the eale of everything he
possessed for the benefit of his eredifors—
and even then they would suffer heavily.

The home sold up, the girls forced to
leave school—thrown eut into life to carn
their livings as best they could, and he had
meant them to be such fino ladies! ¥

Oh, how frightful it all was, this punish-
ment that was coming upon him for his
rashness! Fool. fool that he had been to
overreach himself!

CHAPTER 4.
Such Fun,
# ~OME ulong, Paula, do!”
‘ “Yes, wather, Polly deah!
Howevah—"

“You don’t come nlnng.-]’nuh!
lenjust stand there at your dressing-table

“My deah Polly,I gwestly wegwet—"

“Sg do I, I‘aul:v Eg do \\"‘; nll.gl think !
There's nobody who knows you, Paula, who
doesn't regret the awful vanity which
makes you pass every moment putting your
fair to rights!”

“Theal, you are gweatly mistaken,.
Polly,” was the bland protest from Paula
Creel, who looked very plainly dressed, con-
sidering this was a time of the evening when

-ghe usnally arraved hersclf most gorgeously

for dinner.
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“Without wishing to enter into any dis-
agweeable argument, Polly, I must pwotest
»

“Are you or are you not going to come
along #” vociferated Polly.

“Yes, wather! Howevah—"

“Hallo, hallo, halle! What's all the
rumpus about?” came the laughing inquiry
from Betty Barton, as she suddenly joined
Polly Linton in the doorway. “Tho old, old
story, eh{”

*“Yes, wather, Betty deah! You are a
weasonable eweature, Betty; you wealiss
that my hair is & twifle twoublesomo at
times. Therefore, don’t you know—-"

“Qh!” groaned Polly in mock dismay, as
the dandy of the Fourth Form turned back
to her looking-glass. * She is gcing to stark
again! Leave your giddy hair alone,
duffer 1"

“Haow you do twy me, weally "’ sighed
poor Paula, who, indeed, was a long-suffer-
ing victim of Polly’s love of teasing. “ Well,
I'll say no more, bai Jove! Geals, I'm
weally weady at last—yes, wather 1”

“ Hooray I

Polly, having given that cheer, passed the
information on to Madge, Tess and Trixie,
cach of whom was just coming away from
her nice bed-room in the Barton honse.

“Paula ready, girls! Just fancy—"

“One moment, howevah—"

“Oh, she's off again!"”

“Ha, ha, ha!” Beity flopped back on
Paula’s bed to enjoy the laugh to the full
as the pretty aristocrat turned back onco
again to take just another glance at herself.

“I wonder if you wealise,” Paula *aid,
giving a touch to her hat, “it is not a ques-
tion of wanting to look gwand this cvening,
but wather the weverse. Geals, I would not

“For the last time, Paula, are you coming
Pl

“1 wepeat, geals, T would not have those
poor childwen at the tweat be made uncom-
fortable——" «

“1 shall be making yon uncomfortable in
a jiffy !” fumed Polly, “You know what
am when I am roused.”

“Ves, wather!” sighed Paula. “When
you are woused, Polly deah, it generally
wosults in my getting wuffled! - Howevah,
here T am, bai Jove, so pway lead on!” |

“Ta-ra, ta-ra, tatee!” Polly said,
imitating a circus band. *“OR we go, then,
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and what fun it is going to be!”. Her arm
.went around Paula’s waist. in the old, old
loving way. )

“'Cos you're not a bad sort, after all,
Peula dear. Iknow I tease you awfully—"

“Ves, wather !”

“But you do forgive me,
Paula?”

“Yes, wather, bal Jove !

“ Because you are my great chum—-"*

“Yeos, wather!”

“ And besides you being so pretty—"

“Pwecisely, Polly deah! As I always
wemark—" 4t ‘

“Morc beauty than brains, eh?”

“Yes, bai Jove—I mcan—ch, what?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Haow [wivolous you are!” Paula ex-
claimed with another sigh when she realised
why they were laughing. ~ * Howevah, if you
will :;'usi, let me wun back to my room, Polly

don’t you,

]

“0Oh, no! No, you don't!”
“But, Polly deah! Pway wealise, T've
forgotten—-""

“You come along o' me!” said Polly,
keeping that arm tightly about Paula’s
waist; and so, like the good-humoured girl
she was, Paula resigned herself.

Down in the hall the merry party of girls
came in for a send-off from Mr. and Mrs.
Barton.. Betty's sister, Doris, and young
Joe, her brother, were going to tho poor
children’s treat, of course, and they were
ready.

“This is your affair, not ours,” remarked
Mr, Barton. *Still, you may find us look-
ing along presently to sce how the evening
is going off.”

“(Come with us now, dad—mum! Do!”
Betty promptly pleaded, whilst her chums
clamoured to the same effect. “'They will
love to see you.” .

But the father and mother, although so
Yeen on the whole thing, had made up their
minds to let the girls have the fun and joy
of carrying out all the arrangements, and so
it ended with tho young folk setting off
without much more ado.

It was a dark evening, inclined to be
foggy; nevertheless, Beity & Co. were
quite content to trudge the whole distance
to that poor quarter of the workaday town
where the treat ” was being given. Just
as they had all refrained from a display of
fine clothes, so they would have felt ashamed

to turn up at the school gateway in so many
swagger cars.

“We shall find tho kiddies all there wait-
ing for us,” Betty predicted with a happy
smile,

And she was right.

Not only did they find the lower part of
the school building &1l lit up for the occasion,
pot only was a riot of romping and laughter
to be heard from inside the place of entor-
tainment; the playground and its entrance
gate simply teemed with girls and boys who
were Waiting to greet the founders of the
feast. .

Over the way every street door was oper:
to the night, so that fathers and mothers and
other grown-ups could watch the happy
scene from their doorways.

OF course, such a fues was the last thing
on carth that the good-hearted schoolgirls
wanted the poor children to make; at the
same time, the very craziness of all this rush-
ing about and cheering was proof of the real
treat this evening was going to be.

Mobbed about by childen ranging from
cight years old to twelve, all of them some-
how rigged out for the occasion, tho boys
with at least a few starched collars amongst
them, and tho girls with ribbons in their
hair, Betty and her chums battled along into
the school, which recked like a pastry-
cook’s shop.

Betty's own old mistress was there, and
what 2 sounding kiss was exchanged be-
tween that good young lady and her one-
time ragged echolar—still the =ama
unaffected Betty, for all the dark days of
poverty were over and done with for ever.

There were other eager helpers, too, of
course, including the schoolkeeper and his
wife—an honest couple who were just in
their element getting tho trestle-tables
arranged and the tea and coffee made in
great silvery urns.

From first to last, however, the “tweat ™
was froo from all that stiff superinfendence
by grown-ups which usually attonds events
of this sort. Rather a disorganised time of
romping and playing games, perhaps, but
that was just what the kiddies liked aboul
it.

it.,

Tirst of all they all eat down to the checr-
ing display of sandwiches, meat-pattics,
cakes, cream-buns, oranges and apples, nuta
and grapes—such a *tuck-in,” and all at



Betty & Co.’s expense, although not a word
was allowed to be said about that.

Then, never mind the risk of indigestion
caused by jumping up too quickly after the
“banquet.” All at once there was a crash
of feet to the floor, forms and chairs were
pushed back, many of them being tumbled
over with deafening thuds, and away rushed
tho whole happy throng to a nico warm
class-rocm that had been cleared for the
ovening and gaily decorated.

A piano was there. Down sat Madge
Minden, Morcove's really brilliant+pianist,
and instently such music started as seemed
to change every little girl into a dancing
fairy and every poor boy into a young Puck.

Then there were games—musical games
some of them, with all the attendant vinging
and chanting and peals of hearty laughter.

Never in her life had Madcap Polly
enjoyed herself quite so much; such a
chanee there was for amusing others with
her foolish antics. As for Paula—-

Paula’s hair this evening! *“Ruffled”

was not the word for it!
““Bai Jove, it weally is wipping, this!”
sho said to her chums at the end of one
breathless game. I am utterly pwostwate,
geals! I shall never wecover, I know!”

““Musicn!) chairs I”

“Yes, wather! Hooway, hoowah !” Paula
could be heard exclaiming cagerly above all
the din of applause and bandclepping.

So chairs and forms were set down the
centre of the long room, and then Madgo
started off again at the piano, with the
breathless procession marching round and
round until—

A pause at the piano—a sudden wild
scullo—then shrieks and yells of laughter!
Somebody was ‘“out,” but, wonderful to
say, it was not Paula.

She was all alive this evening, was Paula,

Thoy started again; round and round,
round and round still, because Madge
meant the break to come as a real startler
this time! E

Then—another check to the music; an-
other excited br-r-ump! of everybody sit-
ting down—or trying to. And there was
Panla, with Pally sitting on_her, lap!

That, of course, was Lglm funniest thing
that had happened so farl

All the guests had discovered that Paula
was Polly's “butt,” and how they yelled
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with laughter to see the frail “aristacrat ™
looking elmost squashed under the by-ho-
means light weight of Madeap Polly!l

“He, a, Bal®

“Yes, wather!” beamed Paula, when ab
last Paula got up. “Oh, I don’t mind.

eals] Tho more you gwin, the more I
ike it, bai Jove !”

On agein went the merry game. Round
and round, round and round! Really,
Madge was artful! But the break came
at last, and this time Paula was out!

Br-r-rump, ﬁo?, wallop |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Panla, in fact, was sitting on the floor!

“Bai Jove—"

“Hsa, ha, hal”
were delirious.

“How wemarkable!” exclaimed Paula,
looking very surprised at finding she had
sat down where there was no seat for her.
“Howevah, I don’t think I could have
managed another wound, bai Jove!”

It was at this instant, when the game was
being resumed, that Betty caught sight of a
strange face looking in at one of the win-
dows. More than that it was a girl’s face
she had mno time to sce, for it was with-
drawn in a flash. She was going ‘to think
no moro of the occurrence, and then the
uneasy thought seized her—what if it wero
some poor girl who had got left out of the
evening treat, when she should have been
asked 7 .

Or, perhaps it was some poor girl who,
though not strictly entitled to have a share
in all the fun, all the good cheer, had
come creeping to the wingow to watch the
others, envying them the happy treat!

For Betly to he seized with a com-
passionate idea of this sort was for her
to feel she must slip out and see if the girl
was still in the dark playground, If she
was, she must be asked to come in!

That it might be Cora Grandways, doin
a bit of ill-natured spying, never entered
Betty’s head.

The peals of laughter

\

Unnoticed by the others, she slipped:

away into the asphalted playground, and
peered around.

No one!

But Betty was not satisfied. The very
swiftness with which that strange watchor
at the window had disappearcd gave proba-
bility to the theory t?mt she really was
some poor girl who felt she was “not
wanted.”

So Betty advanced into the centro of |
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the playground to look around in all direc-
tions. 'Therc was a gas lamp over the
gateway, and one or two street lamps also
Eave a faint illumination through the misty

arkness. But on the side of the big play-
ground away from the sireet all was deep
silence.

And it was from over there, suddenly,
that Betty heard o tell-tale sound. Tt was
just like that made by someone scrambling
over a wall.

Betty ran across to that remote gart of
the yard, stopped when she was close to
the wall, and called sufl.llv,':

“Is anyone there? Halla! Hallo! You
can come in to the party if you like!”

There was no answer., Instead, Betty
heard another tell-tele sound, This time
it was caused by someonc stumbling in the
dark on the other side of the wall.

In a moment Betty’s mind was made up.

She was nobt geing to be tho means of
scaring away some poor girl, whose ner-
vous shyness was simply cheating her out
of a share in the treat,

- “I'm going over after her!” decided
Morcove’s Fourth Form captain.

And next moment she was tackling the
wall, whilst the thought came to her how
much lower the brickwork seemed to be
than in the old days, when she used to come
to play in this asphalted yard, a very
shabby, illshod Betty, little drcaming of
‘the time to como when she would be the
leador of her own Form at a great board-
ing school!

Then sho reached the top of the wall.

“QOh, gracious!"”

That was Betty’s half-laughing exclama-
tion to herself s she jumped down on the
other side of the wa]i‘, to find herself on
o very nasty piece of waste i
between the Council school an:
cashire’s great cotton mills.

She peered around once more, but could
still sce nothing of the vanished girl, which
was o thing more puzzling than ever. On
across tho rough ground DBetty trod, her
curiosity piqued to a still greater extenb.
It memcdp foggior here, as it always does
on a misty night where one is on waste,
undrained l:mg.

The mill was all in darkness, a monster
pile of buildings looming_blackly in the
gloom. Betty ‘had got quite close to tha
grimy walls before she was suddenly re.

minded that this was the Grandways mill,

vound, lying
3 one of Tan:

1

by discerning the well-known name in huge«
white letters betweon the two long lines
of \WPOL’ windows.

“Well, 1 mustn’t go any further, or &
shall be trespassing, and ha¥ing the night.
watchman @atching mo!” sho reflected as
lightly as ever. *‘And yet it is queer,
the girl making off in this direction!”

She worked along under the towering
factory wall, remembering that there was
a sort of alley-way between two great store-
sheds, through which the elusive girl might
have flitted. Still more likely, Betty con-
sidered, tho girl might be timidly hiding
there, for to go on through the alleyway
would mean crossing the central yard to
get to the main exit in another strect, and
then the watchman would havo something
to say!

S0, when Betty got to the covered way
between the sheds, she peered around with
greater keenness than ever.

Then she remembered she had a box of
wax vestas in her dress pocket, some she
had used an hour ago to attend to the
Chinese lanterns in the school-room,

She struck o match and let its light
help hor to look round. On cither end
of her she scemed to be walled in by bales
of colton goods, and it looked an casy
thing for anybody to have climbed to tho
top of some of the bales and lain down
in_conccalment.

Beity extinguished the match very cave-
fully for fear of fire, and scrambled to
the top of one pile of bales,

“Y say, is anybody there?
please!” she entreated.

Still no reply.

She struck another match, and had an-
other look round by the aid of its steady
flame.

No onol!

That ended DBetty's efforts to befriend
one who, she was certain, had been drawn
to the schoolroom window by a wistful
longing. She blew out the match, and
scrambled down to the ground, and, fiva
minutes later she was in tho thick of all
the revelry once more.

Her absenco hed been remarked upot,
but nobody now had time to ask her,
lightly, what she had been up to, for tho
fun was raging more furiously than ever.

By and by they started olind man’s bluft,
and merrily the game went on for a full
half-hour. At the end of that pericd, who

Do answer,
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clse should chance to be “blind man ” but
Paunla Creel!

Tt was pondemonium let loose, then!

Such a nipping and darting sbout of
forly or fifty youngsters, all in fits of
laughter at Paula’s wild efforts to catch
someone.

In vain tho blindfolded aristocrat of Mor-
cove School dashed this way and that;
in vain sho waved her slender arms about,
or groped before ber. She banged  up
against walls, and she embraced objects
that she thought really must be human ones
at last, only to find that they were chairs,
or cupboards, or coats, hanging on the wall,

All the time the nimble youngsters were
dodging up behind her, to give her play-
fu! pinches and tugs at her hair, so that
altogether Paula had excuse for flopping
down at last with an exhausted:

“Poul! Bai Jove, geals, I wenlly am
too pwostrate1”

Then Tess allowed herself to be blind-
folded and the pame began again, it being
ono that the kiddies simply could not have
too much of. Betty was looking on, keep-
ing clear of the turmoil, when she felt
her gaze drawn to the open door by the
appearance of two newcomers on the scene.

They were her father and mother, and,
strange, there was none of that jollity in
their looks such as they might have been
expected to chow on arriving at the up-
yearious entertainment.

With a sudden throb of alarm Betty
was asking lcrself in an instant: What
did it mean—dad and mum looking “so
upset, so scared?

Avoiding the excited merrymakers, she
got to the doorway and voiced the anxious

question.

“Dad! Mother! Ts anything the
matter? ¥ou look—"

“Tt is terrible, Betty dear,” her father

answered hoarsely.  “Come outsido and

o 17 5

“Qutside, dad 1"

“Ay! We have
moment to tell you.
cotton mill——"

“Yes, what?" gasped Betty, with a leap-
ing heart.

And above all the shouting and laughter
of the party came her father’s agitated
ery:

“Fice! Tho whole mill is on fire, and
will burn to the groundl!”

‘only looked in for a
The Grandways
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CHAPTER G.
The Burning of the Mill.

ok IRE!”

F All over the night-bound Lanca-
shire town that one dread word
was being voiced.

People who rushed forth from shop and
parlour into the streets found the foggy
darkness luridly illumined by the great
glare in the sky.

And hark! There were the engines,
tearing and rattling through the wider
thoroughfares from the fire-station, whilst
the helmeted firemen clanged the warning
bells and roared their lusty:

“Hi, hi, hi!"

Hundreds of people tearing along in the
wake of the smoking engines; hundreds
were pelting through the side streets, to
get to the scene of the fire.

Wheve was it? Everybody seemed to
know .'mg was eager to tell overybody else,
“'is Grandways! A fire at 't milll”
Many a face turned white with its owner's
mere thought of what such an outbreak
was bound to mean. The enormous build-
ings, stocked with inflammable materials
—dreadful! But what was that first appall-
ing thought, compared with one’s actual
sight of the conflagration, when one had
thronged with thousands of other folks
as near to the burning building as the

police would allow? :

There, in the thick of that gigantie, awe-
struck erowd Betty and her chums could
have been found during the next two hours.

The children’s entertainment had been
cut short with dramatic abruptness, and
within n few minutes of the fire alarm
every boy and girl was with his or her
own people, thus freeing those who had
organised the “treat” from all anxiety as
to the youngsters.

But that other anxiety weighing upon
heart and brain alike, which the fire itself
was causing, how Betty & Co, felt it whilst
they stood packed together in the excited
crowd, along with Mr. and Mrs. Barton.

The engines had got to work, but what
effect were the rods of water having as
they were directed against the burning
building? None whatever, apparently.

Touder and londer roared the conflagra-
tion, as it spread pitilessly through the
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whole block of premises.” From smashed
windows darted tongues of flame amidst
the billowing clouds of smoke. Parts of
the roof began to fall in with a sickening,
rending crash, and then the flames leapt
forth up there.

In tho glare of the fire all sorts of
debris could be seen floating high in the
air, wafted towards the lurid heavens by
the furious heat,

Grandways' was going to burn to the

ground, that was a certainty. And it
meant how terrible a calamity to the
town.

Hundreds of people would be thrown out
of work. That was Betty's most distress-
ing thought. The sameo with her chums.

Ithough they had not been born and
bred to the work-a-day life of a cotton
town, as Betty had, they also realised
that that would be one of the most tragic
sequels to this terrible calamity—loss of
employment for hundreds.

Then there was the unhappy thought as
to what the fire would menn to the owner
of the mill. A terrible blow, surely.

Poor Mr. Grandways; poor Cora and
Judith. Although there had been nothing
much to like about the Grandways family
—vather, the reverse—still, one must feel
sorry for them mnow.

As to all this, however—the harm that
Josinh Grandways looked like suffering—
the girls presently heard people round
about saying most reassuring things.

They were saying that everything was
fully covered by insurance, and so Grand-
ways would be all right. “He'd come out
of the disaster on the right side, as he
allus did, somehow.” .

“Father denr, is that really so?” Betty
asked, giving a tug at the arm she was
holding.

- Heo tore his fascinated gaze from the
blazing building, which hr now was simply
a fiery shell of outer walls.

“The loss, father; will it fall upon the
insurance people?”

“Eh? Oh, for a certainty, my dear!
Crandways was too good a business man
not to be fully covered!™

“Ay, with a bit over and to spare,
sithee !” remarked one Lancashire stalwart,
who was standing by. Betty looked at
him, and recognised him as an employece
at the mill,
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“Dweadful, all the same!” exclaimed
Paula, her pretty face, like thousands of
others, all lit up by the glare. “If omly
because of tho distwess that is bound to
follow, Geals, if-thers is a welief fund,
don’t you know—"

“Quite s0; we'll know what to do!” struck

olly. “Phew, the heat1”

“Yes; let us get away now, my dears,”
pleaded Mrs. Barton sadly. .“Ah, it is
altogether too sad, watching the place burn
before one’s eyes.”

Mr. Barton nodded approval to the
suggestion that they should get out of the
crowd and make for home. He did not
say so, but it was his belief the building
would collapse at any moment. A glance
at his wa! told him that the time wus
eleven o'clock, two hours or a little more,
since the outbreak was discovered.

Only two hours! Not long, one could
say, for a costly building and all its con-
tents to change to a blazing ruin. But
how ruthless is the progress of fire, when
it has the right material to devour.

Again and again, aftér they had
struggled clear of the enormous crowd, the
Barton party looked back. Sometimes the
scene had darkened; at other times there
was a brighter glow than ever, as some
fresh fall took place amongst the burning

TUns.

Midnight found the girls at home in the
Barton house, right at the other end of
the town; yet even then they still seemed
to hear the hubbub of the crowd, the mad
pulsing of fire-engines, and the coutinual
roar of the fire itself. Last thing of all,
they looked forth from the upper windows
of the house.

The night was still slightly foggy, and
all they could see was a glare as great as
ever in the lowering heavens. At that
very instant the ding-gong of the midnight
Mbells was lost in a far-off, yet tremendous
rumbling noise, and they knew that that
must be the total falling-in of the roof
at the blazing mill.

Followed a few moments during which
the whole of the town seemed to be as light
as day itself; then darkness fell sharply
as the glare died utterly from theesky;
and Betty & Co. knew t{;en that the fire
had spent itself, and all that was left of
the great Grandways’ Cotton BMill was a
pile of smoking ruins,

13

in




l
|

14 THE HUNDRED GUINEA PRIZE!

GHAPTER 6.
Who Fired the Mill?

EXT day the appalling fire was the
N one topio for fiftty miles around.
Even the London papers had
lengthy accounts of the “great fire
in Lancashire.” As for the local papers,
under headlines that streamed right across
the pages, they had column after column
of print dealing with the disaster itself,
its robable effect upon employment,
anecdotes connected with the famous mill,
and interviews with its wealthy owner.
At breakfast-time, Mr. Barton gave the
givls the gist of that last-mentioned item
in the looal dailies—the interview which
the reperters had had with Jesiah Grand-

ways.

“From all accounts,” said Betty's father,
“he secms to be chiefly concerned with the
dislocation  to  busincss which the fire
entails. He seems to be_ anxious to let
overybody know that he himself was fully
covered.

“Then he will not loso by the fire, dad®”

“0Oh, no; and I am sure I would never
have wished him to. But thero is one thin
(randways said to the reporters that I thin
he would have been wiser to say nowt
ghout, even if he had his suspicion. He
rathor suggests that somebedy sct the place
on fire|” .

“Oh!” Tt was a shocked exclamation
from all the girls,

“T)ad, darling, do you think it is possible
—lelicvable—that even anybody with a
grievance could have done such a wicked
thing?" )

“No, my dear, I don’t,”’ was the father’s
emphatic reply as he tossed the paper aside.
“We aro a blunt lot, somo of us up here
in the North, but we don’t go in for that
sort of rascally work out of sheer spite—a
thing that only hits back at poor folk who
had their living to get cut of the mill.”

“Alr. Grandways will soon be_sorry he
ever insinuated such a thing, I_know,”
declared Mrs. Barton, in her quiet way.
“Too bad, to make a mere random charge
of that sort!”

Thatweopinion was DBetty & Co's em-
phatically, and it came very near to putting
& check upon tho good-natured impulse that
wd scized them all first thing this morning.

« After this, I, for one, have a very good
wind not to go round to sympathise with

Cora and Judith, as we talked of doing,”
Polly exclaimed, a few minutes later.

“It does alter onc's feelings, rather,”
agreed Betty, “The only thing s, we are
concerned with Cora and Judith, our two
schoolfollows, and not with their father.
So I think we'll go, shall wel™

“Yos, wather! I'm quite agwecable, if
tho west are!” said Paula; and so, an hour
later, the whole bunch of chums turned up
at the Grandways' front porch.

William, the liveried footman, admitted
them, ushering them into a morning-room
with as much dignity as if they had called
to sce royalty. He withdrew, to reappear
with the news that ®Miss Cora ™ would be
down in a minute,

“1id he say *her ladyship’1” grinned
Polly. *“Oh, how I hate this swank!”

“Mysclf, it positively distwesses me,

| gwicves me,” sighed Paula, the democratic

eristocrat.  “And what a fwightful Jot of
exponsive wubbish there is in this woom!”

“Hush—high trcason1” chuckled Polly.
“Ramember where you are, Paula dear|”

Paula remembered something else instead,
however, and that was that ber hair could
do with a setting to rights, after the walk
through the foggy strects.

She was quite serenely touching cne damp
curl into position when the deor opened and
Cora sauntered in.

“ Good-morning I she said loftily.

“ Good-morning, Coral” they all mur-
mured. And Beity asked:

“Is Judy sbout?”

“Qh, if you wanted Judith, why didn't
you_tell the man "

“We wanted both of you! Detty ex-
elaimed, doing her best to overcome the
impaticnce she felt et Cora’s being on her
dignity. “We felt it only right to leok
round "

“Yes, wather, Cora; the fact being,
don’t you know, that we are wather sowwy;
extwemely sowwy, bai Jove Y

“Oh, indeed!” Cora tilled her chin.
“But there really is nothing to he sorry
about. Father was insured. We shan't lose
by a single penny! And I hope,” she
asdccl, with a sudden malignant look at
Betty, “you will see what comes of trying
to hit ot people you hate! You have missed
the mark, Betty.” v

Madge exclaimed spiritedly :

“Nothing to be sorry about, Cora!

How
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about all the loss of work, and the in-
evitable—"

“One moment, though,” Betty broke in.
“ Whatéver do you mean, Cora, by anyini
T have ‘missed the mark’?‘* When have
tried to hit at people I hate? Who are
the people? I am not giw’n to hating—"

“Bah 1" blazed out Cora fiercely, so that
Betty and all stood amazed, You know
you hate us Grandways! You and your
people—you have always had your knife
into us!™

“ Cora—"

“And dare you deny, Betty—dare you
deny that you yourself caused tho fire last
night 7" was the angry challenge that came
in & hissing tone from Cora's lips.

For a moment afterwards, dead silénce
roigned. Then—checking tho other girls
just as they were about to burst out in-
dignantly—Betty spoke huskily:

“Tt is for me to say * How dare you!" "
she panted. * Cora, how dare you suggest
that I— .

“Monstrous thing!” gasped Madge,
whilst the others echoed the word.

“I accuse you—at least, I suspeet you,"”
Cora said wildly, *because I know you left
the school-room and went into the mill last
night! Ah, that makes you change colour
a bit—see!”

“You—you were the girl at the school-
room window |” cried Betty.

“1 was! I thought I would give myself
the fun of seeing you showing off. But I
saw something that was not funny, Betty

arton; something which father knows,
because I've told him!” -

“And do you mean, Cora—"

“J saw you sneak out of the school and
go across to the mill, You lit matches
there——"

“I did—yes. I admit it. But I was
careful—oh, ever so carcfull” protested
Betty. “I only went there because I felt
there was a girl to tako pity on!”

“You sot the mill alight. anyhow, and
father knows you did. Xnd‘—”

“Wicked wretch! Cora, not another
word!” Madge interposed, with a raised
hand as if she would strike Betty’s accuser.
“ Oh, what o thing to say ! But there's one
comfort—"

“Yes, wather!”

“No one will ever belicve such a
against Detty 1”7 cried  Polly. "
likely ¢

"

thin

4
Is it
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“Won't they? Wait and see!” flashed
back Cora, * Father may not take action
at once, but if he does feel justified in
making the facts known, plenty of people
will remember the grudge that Betty and

her people have always had. against the

Grandways’ family.”

Betty burst.snto tears, She could not
help herself, and in a moment Polly and
the rest wetre grouped about her, trying to
soothe her, begging her to come away
before Cora’s vicious fongue could say
another word.

If only to allay their distress—such good
chums as they were, feeling it all as much
as she herself was bound to feel it—poor
Betty suffered herself to be led away.
That pompous foctman must needs come
forward in the hall to see them out, but
Polly settled him with a withering:

“QOh, get awayl There's far too much
of you |

Then, having gained the open air, the
chums took full advantage of such a quiet
road as they were in to discuss the out-
rageous insinuation that Cora'had made.

Looking white and stricken, Betty gave a
faltering but exaet account of her behaviour
last night, and thereupon Polly and the
rest had only one thing to =ay. Best to

ot home and let Mr. Barton deal with this

usiness |

So presently they all re-entered Betty’s
home, to find her father weiting to greet
them with looks of great dismay.

“Come in here for a bit of talk, will
vou?” he pleaded gently, leading them to
his small library. ‘Your mothcr is ont,
luckily, Betty; she was out when Mr.
Grandways called.”

“Mr. Grandways! He has becneto sco
you?”

“Yes, my dear, and an abominable sort
of suggestion he bas been making!” Mr.
Barton cried indignantly. “I am loath to
tell you—"" - -

“Dad, I know—we all know!” poor
Betty broke in tregically. * We went round
to tell the Grandways giﬂs that we weio
sorry about the fire, and—"

“If you ever heard of such a thing, Mr.
Barton, that horrid Cora is suggesiing that
Beity caused the fire!” Polly exploded. .

“Ay!” tho father exclaimed, frownin
fiercely,  “Exactly what Mr. Grandwuys
suggested to me, But, Betty, it would be
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ridiculous, if it were not so ‘outrageous |
Don’t cry, dear!”  He kissed her tenderly.
“Just tell me overything, dear lass!”

9o for the second time that morning the
-poor girl faltered her. faithful account of
exactly what she had done last night in the
belief that there was someone wanting to
come to the children’s party and yet was shy
of doing so. ’

The father was nodding his perfect under-
standin%}of motives and actions all the time,
wiving the half-weeping gitl many a soothin
pat. Hardly had Betty voiced her last wor
before he was epeaking comfortingly.

“You only did what any other kind-
hearted girl” would have been drawn into
doing, my dear. It was a mistake to ven-
ture into the mill, and to strike matches
there.””

“Ves, father; but I was—oh, so carefulI”

“No need to tell me that, dear lass. Bah,
it is absolute rubbish to suppose thai you
conld have set the mill on five by accident.”

“Phey—they don't suggest that it was
aceidental,” wailed Betty. “That is what
makes it all so much worse! They say 1 did
it on purpose, and, as I was seen to go in
and out of the mill buildings, and light
matches— Oh, dad darling ""—she broke
down in utter distress—* what trouble I have
brought upon you!”

“No,” he answered sturdily, “say, rather,
what trouble are those people, the Grand-
ways, trying to involve us in? ‘But lek them
do their worst "’

“What can they do, father—ak tiheir
worst 7** Betty wanted to know, whilst her
chums looked equally concerned.

Mr. Barton drew a deep breath, and then
pursed his lips for a moment.

« As the very worst, Betty, they can never
touch you, even if the accusation poes for-
ward and is believed by all the world. You
are a minor—a mere schoolgirl. 8o don’t
worry, little girl.”

“But you?” she questioned, unable to look
~omforted. “Can’t they come down au you,
a8 heing my father?"

Mr. Barton gave a shrug. His one
thought, at present, was to allay the girl's
distress as much as possible.

“They cannot come down on me, Belty.
Ohb, not It would have to be proved first
that I put you up to doing it!”

“AhP’ Belty cried ont, her face blanching
again, “and that is just what they will try

to do, father! It was so clear, wasn’t it,
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girls, from what Cora said? They are going:
to make out that you incited me. to fire the
mill if I got the chance.”

“They'll have to prove it!” was the
father’s grim rejoinder.

“Yes, wather!"” agreed Paula, finding her
tongue at last. “Betty, deah—"

“Yes, Betty dear,” murmured Polly.
“This will be all over and done with in a
day or two. Long before you have to go
back to Morcove School.”

“But will it—will it?” Betty cried, strik-
ing her hands together., “When we lknow
what the Grandways are! Oh, what a thilis
for you to have hanging over you, dad; an
all because of mel How can I go back to
school next- week—-""

“Betty, you must not let it worry you. Ii
you were not quite certain that you were
very careful with those matches, it would
be a different matter altogether. But you
are certain, aren’t you?"”

“Yes, father—yes! Could I have been so
careless a8 to have dropped a lighted match
anywhere? It was a bad blunﬁer of mine
ever to have gone into the mill, but I can’t
—1 can’t believe I was clumsy cnough to
have dropped a lighted match!”

“ Neither can we believe it,"”” Madge Min-
den murmured. “Cheer up, then, dear, and
trust to your dad!”

Betty emiled a brave little smile through
her tears.

“I will try to be brave, but—but fancy
Cora thinking such a horrible thing about
me!’ she faltered. “I know she does not
like me, but just fancy her thinking T would
set her father’s mill on fire. It’s terrible!”

Paula indulged in au aristocratic sniff.

“Oh, Cowa, deah geals, would snlI any-
thing to twy to destwoy Betiy’s holidays:
She is a howwid litile cat, so there!” she
exclaimed indignantly.

“T quite agree with you there,”” burst out
Polly. “Cora _is never g0 happy as when she
is making hief or cansing un v
pain to people; but even I would not have
credited her with taking advantage of such
a calamity as last night’s fire to vent her
spite on Betty! A cat, did you call her?”
turning to Paula. “A hycum, I think, is
more appropriatel”

“Polly, dear, you must not speak like
that,”’ interposed Befty guieﬂy. “Cora is
very agitated over the destruction of her
father’'s mill, and does ..ot realise the full
significance of her words. When she gets

~
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over her excitement and can see things in
their true perspective, I feel sure she will
retract the words to which she has given

utterance,” "
“Retract 7’ cried Polly. “The ideal My
doar Betty, have you ever heard a_ cat

apologize for stealing fish from the table?”

The talk lanquished suddenly. Betty was
taking an agitated turn about the room.
‘When she stopped she etill looked as if
nothing could comfort her—nothing except
a complete withdrawal of the cruel insinua-
tion by Cora, and her father, and that with-
drawal it was hopeless to expect.

There was, indeed, a sudden look of worse
dismay in r Betty’s eyes, causing Mr.
Barton and other girls to wonder what
dreadful misgivings had now seized her.

“Well, dear?”’ the father asked very
gently. “Well, Betty?” 2

Before she could answer they were all
startled by a prolonged ring at the hall

loor,
Who was that? they wondered.
Swiftly enough the question was answered.
A servant tapped at the room door, and
then announc
“Tt is the police, siv. If you please they
hnvn”ccme to sce you about last night's
fire!

CHAPTER 7.
Audrey at It Again,

" H, how gorgeous the old school

O lookst'”

“Spiffing 1"
“Simply topping!”

All day there had been delighted oxcla-
mations of this sort, as train after train and
car after car brought the girls of Morcove
School back from the winter holidays—
back to another term of class-room work,
outdoor sport, and all the fun and merri-
ment of their cosy studies,

It was re-opening day in more lhan the
ustial senso of the word.

The girls who were flocking back to-day
could rememher Morcove School as luukinﬁ
little better than a mere shell of brick an
mortar, after the fico that had rendered
them houseless almost at the commencement
of last term.

Night and day ever since then, however,

. had a whole army of workmen been kept
at the big task of restoring the famous
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school in time- for the scholars’ return after
their Christmas holidays. And now—

“I’s just the same jolly old Morcove,
with a difference!""

“With a hundred and one improve-
ments ' z

“Yes, wather, geals! And, bai Jove,
how wipping!"”

This time it was Polly 'Linton, of the
Fourth Form, who had started the chorus
of pleased cvies. With her were Madge
Minden, Tess Trelawney, Trixie Hope, and
—Jast, but by no means least—popular
Paula Creel, the “aristocrat > of the Fourth.

These five had just got indoors, and had
“reported,” after travelling since early
morning from a town in Lancashire. There
had been s few exclamations of delight
even before the girls were really inside
the schoolhouse; but this was the climax,
so to speak, now that they had sought out
the old studies and found them all ‘‘done
up ** in the most wondarful fashion, replete
with new furniture.

At the moment the gixls were in the
study which Polly Linton had always shared
with Betty Barton, the Form captain. And
how Paula Crecl's pretty face beamed as
she took stock of the furnishings!

“Bai Jove, Polly deah! They've given
you new cheeahs—wippers, by the look of
them!” Paula cried, promptly stepping
across the room and sinking into the depths
of one lounge-chair,

“Woeally, geals, I hardly know how to
oxpwess myselfl Most gwatifying, bai
Jovel”

“Qut of it!"” Polly felt called upon to
tease her long-suffering chum. You've
got_your own study, Paula. Go to itl”

“Polly deah, you don’t mean that!”

“1 don't know so much!” said Polly, the
madeap grimly. ‘‘There’ll have to be a
change——""

“Not weally, Polly—""

“Yes, Paula. You simple wore out that
other best chair of ours by always coming

in and lolling about in it. We shall make
a charge, Betty and. I. In future—""

“Wigllt-ho, deah! Give me half a
cwown’s worth wight away,” d Paula
quite sgriously, so that the others all burst
out laughing.

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“Haow fwivolus you are!” Paula re-

proved them, with her delicious simper.
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“Pway be sewious, geals, on the first day
of term. Wemember—"'

“Luggage for Miss Linton, please!"
broke in a breathless, gruff voice from the
doorway, and Polly flashed out aily, to
say ““Olr, thanks!” to the porter ani to send
him on his way with a hardsome tip.

“Now,” Polly said to Tess, ““if you will
just holp me get this bag insido—— Some-
where over there will do,” she added, and
began, «with Tess's assistance, to lug the
bag across the room to where languid Paula
Creel was looking so comfortable.

“We will have the bag—'" Polly began,
and then something happened.

What bappened was that she let go of the
bag—was it by accident? we wonder—so
that it flopped upon poor Paula's lap.

}i\’hu]lopl,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Healp, I'm owushed!” came in a plain-
tive wail from the squirming Paula. Her
slender arms made frantic waves in the
air. “Polly deah—geals—healp!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Sorry, Paula, and all tha—""
“Sowwy!” gasped the long-suffering
victim of the madeap’a love of a joke.

“You always say you arg sowwy, Polly.

I wegwet to say sometimes fancy you

are wemarkably clumsy when I am about.”
“Well, if you sit there—""

“Polly, deah, pway wefwain! At this
wesent . moment,”” ~ Paula said, having
eaved the bpg on to the floor, “'I am

pwactically pwostwato after. the vewy twy-
ing twavelling. T—"

“Tuggage for Miss Paula Creel!” an-
~hounced enother gruff voice in the doorway.
““Where will you have i, please?”

“Oh, not here! Paula, hustle ! cried
Polly gaily, “Bustle up, Paula?’

With a dismal sigh, poor Paula heaved
out of the chair and went off to attend to
her partioular belongings, and then Polly,
having stopped laughing, said to her re-
maining chums:

“Qh, dear, how jolly it is to be back!
But 1 wish Betty were with usl”

“Oni—gaes,”’ agresd Trixie, who evidently
meant t0 air her a'leged French Jjust as
much as ever this term, “I never kuow
anything quite so unfortunate, jamus,
iamais—nover, never!”

«Jammy, jammy! I think I hear Paula

THE HUNDRED GUINEA PRIZE!

getting jammed in her doorway!” chuckled
the irrepressible Polly. ‘‘Hark!"

At this instant, however, the girls were
preveated from listening to the hubbub
arising from Paula’s enormous amount of
luggege being ‘‘moved in.” A girl came
to the open doorway of this study where
Polly, Tess, Madge, and Trixie were con-
grogateth

“Hallo!" she said sweetly.

«Hallo, Audrey!”’ they all returned, not
too cordially.

“Bo ;]vém have all turned up safely,”
Audrey Blain remarked, with a sweeb smile
on her very pretty face. She came a step
farther into the room, touching her hair to
rights. “But where is Betty 7"’

“Botty won’t be here until to-morrow.
She was kept back at the last moment.”

“'0h, fancy! Why?”

“Ti's a long story to start telling now,””
Polly said evasively, and, perhaps as a hint
that she preferred Audrey’s room to her
company, she turned her back and began
to unstrap the luggage.

“Pm sorry if Betty is in trouble "
Audrey purred, turning for information to
the utiner girls, “Is it serious, then? 1il-
ness?”

““Oh, no; not illness! Dut serious cnough
—at least, worrying,” Madge answered.

“You have been staying with her at her
home in Lancashire?"”

“YVes; we were afl there for ihe last
week of the hols. Want any help, Polly?”

““Thanks, Madge, if you wouldn’t mind!”

Even then Audrey would mnot take the
hint and go. She appealed to Tess Tre-
lawney.

“Do tell mel™ ;

“Qh, but we don’t know that Botty
wants it shouted all over the school!” Tess
said hrusqualy. “You'll hear soon enough,
no doubt.”

*“You are Audrey
commented dryly.

“The whole thing is very mysterious,”
said Tess. ‘I say, Trixie, we had better
get along and get our things unpacked.”

“Qui, out!” agreed Trixie eagerly, and
the pair of them departed. P

Audrey, too, went ofl after that. She
! simply had to, althongh it was evident
that her curiosity as to why Betty had been
prevented from returning to school on re-
opening day was very great.

very mysterious!"”
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Not that Audrey was exactly longing to
see Betty. It would, in fact, have suited

Audrey’s secret ambitions quite well to
hear that Betty was not to come back for
woeks!

With the Form captain away from the
school for a protracted period like that,
there might have been a chance for some
other girl to act ns deputy. Audrey herself,
for instance! .

Then, in the corridor, Audrey almost col-
lided with o scholar whom she had not yet
seen to-day.

“Cora! Hallo, Cora!”

“Qh, is that you, Audrey?”’

They were not exactly chums, thess two.
There had been a time, indeed, when the
bitterest feeling had existed between them.
But they both had that self-sceking, schem-
ing disposition which enables shaliow
natures to band together as allies without
bearing any goodwill towards each other.

“Had s good holiday?’ Audrey ques-
tioned airily, stepping after Cora Grand-
ways into the study which that girl_shared
with her sister Judith. *Where is Judy?”

“Qh, she is about the place somewhere "
shrugged Cora.

«“And, I say! Your home is in Lan-
cashire, too, isn’t it? Then what is this
about Betty Barton? She is not baok—"

“&he should be in prison, if 1 had my
way!l” exclaimed Cora, causing Audrey to
stare excitedly. ‘‘She would be, too, I
verily believe, if she were old enough to
be convicted.”

“Why," what ever has she done?”

“Pone? T will tell you in few words
what she has done!” Cora said fiercely.
“Tast week my father’s cotton-mill was
burnt to the ground—gutted—and I myself
have been able to as good as prove that
Beuﬁ se'h the place on firel”

“Not

«yes! She and her chums, they gave a
sort of tea-fight to some Council sehool kids,
Tt took place in the evenin% at the school
which practically adjeins the mill. Betty
slipped out. I saw her go into the mill and
strike matches—""

“Cracious! -But surely—""

“You are going to say what motive could
there be? The Lancashire police ‘been
{old the motive?’’ Cora said bitterly. ‘‘The
Bartons have always hated us Grandways.
Jealously, you know., It’s our belief that
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Mr, Barton put Betty up to setting the
place on fire.”
“QOh, but—""

“Oh, all right!” shrugged Cora. “You
find it hard to believe, but there it is. Of
course, nothing will be done to Betty.
Even if it were proved—and I am afraid
it won’t be—they would only come down on
the father. He may yet go to prison, and
I hope he willl"”

Audrey’s interest was as great as her
amazement.

«Extraordinary, Cora! Has the ecase
come on in the police-court, then?"”

Cora gave one of her sulky shrugs.

*“The police are so slow!’’ she exclaimed.
“Father went to them about it all the
day after the fire, and they went round to
the DBartons’ house and questioned Mr.
Barion and Betty. Of course, there were
complete deninls, Betty pitching some stor;
to account for why she went into the mill.
Afterwards the palice told my father that
the evidence was not good enough to act
on, and so—" i

“They are sort of marking time ¥’

“That's about it. But father will keep
at thom. I can promise you that!” Cora
said fiercely. “And Betty, when she dogs
turrl\, up here, will look pretty worried, you
see
“Ves, T can quite see that,”” Audrey mur-

mul n

Her small hand went to her fair hair in
that caressing waoy ngain, always a sign
with her that her thoughts were running
deep. After a moment she walked away
without speaking, another habit of hers
when she was starting to scheme.

Her own study was close at hand. She
went to it, closing the door after she had
entered, and stood quite still, starting a
{faint smile.

She was thinking. 1f Betty were to come
back to schoal to-morrow, burdened with
such a load of anxi as this, then what
about the chances of the girl tendering her
resignation as Form captain?

ow could she possibly carry on the
onerous duties of Form caﬂtnin when she
would have this awful cloud hanging over
her? She must be feeling worried to death
about it alll

Buf Audrey’s deep thoughts -did not"end

here.
Slowly, as she pondered what she had
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been told, there came another iden.
wait for the
resignation?

Why not put it about the school quietly
that whilst PBeuy and her people were in
the throes of this .great trouble the girl
sould not be expected—now, could she 7—to
see to Form affairs!

“T'll do it!’ Audrey said to herself softly
all of a sudden, ‘I have slways felt
would rather like the honour of being cap-
tain, and it ought to be quite easy to get
Betty just pushed out of the way!”

But would it be easy

Porhaps Audrey Blain didu’ know Betty
Barton quite as well as she imagined!

’\I‘HE HUNDRED

Why
Form captain to tender a

CHAPTER B.
The Creat Prize,

BOUT hali an hour nfter Audrey
Bluin had gone away from the
Grandways  girls” study someone
came bursting in upon Cora.

It was her sister Judith.

“Coral”

“Well 777

“Have you been telling it through the
school about Betty Barton and the fire
at the mill?” Judith asked in a shocked
tone, whilst she closed the study door, so
as to be sure of Erivacy. .

*] have told Audrey—only Audrey—""

“Ah, then Audrey has already told
others!” the younger sister exclaimed with
intense regret. *Oh, Cora—" )

“Don't be a stupid, Judy! It had to be
known, anyhow, Gracious——""

“Yes, I suppose it was bound to come
out,” sighed  Judith, sitting down de-
jectedly.  “But it does seem a shame—
before Betty herself is here., Besides, was
it fair of you, Cora, to suggest that Betty
simply must have caused the fire out of
malige, when you know that the police are
inclined to—""

“Qh, hang the police!” snapped Cora.
“What did father say the other morning,
Judy? They are prejudiced "

“Yes, ¥ know—I know father talked like
that,” Judith answered, after a pause.
“But, then there are excuses for his being

rather bitter and—and talking wildly about
it all. We are different, Cora. e are
only young, and—""
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“‘Qh, shut up

! You make me savage!”
cut in Cora, wi

th a violence that left her
sister wincing. ‘' We are father’s children;
his misfortune is our misfortune.”

“No one realises that better than I do,”’
Judith protested gently. “But it _was no
misfortune, as it happened, the mill being

burnt down. To the workers, yes; but to
dad himself—""
“He would have been ruined if he had -

not been insured!"”

“Qh, of course; but, like every other
business man, he was insured,” Judith re-
turned quietly. “And when we remember
how worried he was about trade at the
very time the fire occurred—"" '

“Judy, what are you saying 7"’ gasped
Cora, standing still to Jook at her younger
sister in a frightened way.

Judith simply gazed back caim]g.

“Why, 1 am_not saying anyt ing ter-
rible, Cora! Only that we know father
was greatly worried all through Christmas
and the holidays because trade was so bad,
and so the insupance money——"" 1

“Be q}\):iet about the insurance money—be
quiet about dad’s being wosried!” Cora
whispered almost Frenziedly, with: a nervous
glance at the closed door. ‘‘Next thing,
you'll have people putting the fwo things
fogether and saying that the fire came
just at the right time! You'll have them
Raying that father—that he wanted a fire!

» ¥

ey

“Coral Oh, no! Surely
ever hint such an awful thing?

Tt was Judy who was the excited one
now. She had jumped up from her chair,
and was staring in horror at Her sister,
breathing fast.

“For anybody to say a thing like that—
such a wicked thing,”’ she panted—" it would
be quite as bad as saying that the Bartons
caused the fire, when there is no real proof
that they did anything of the sort! Cora
darling, how can anybody ever say that
father—"" .

“Well, hold your tongue
her agitated sister roughly.
bell for assembly goMg; s0
about it all, Judy!" 1

Tn the silence that fell between them
then the familiar clang of the school bell
was quite audible, whilst another moment
produced the sound of %irls scurrying off
downstairs, talking and laughing as they
went.

nobody would

I’ Cora silenced
“There's the
that’s enough
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It was significant of the unhappy relations
existing between these two sisters at thiy
time that Cora presently went off without
Judy, who lingered behind, looking very
ill at case.

Time was when there had been litile to
chooso between the two girls as regards
character, or lack of character. The one
had been ns much disliked as the other for
those qualities which merit disapproval—
craftiness, tale-telling, mischief-making, But
although Cora, the elder sister, was still o
girl with strong inclinations towards call
that sort of thing, it is good to be able to
say that Judith had long since reformed.

. Nor had it been any half-hearted reform,
cither. It was her sister’s grievance against
Judith these days that the girl had become
too “sporting by half.

. Cora dido’t mind people being “sportive
in a fiy-away sense; what she hated was the
really “sporting ” type of girl. 3

. By hanging back like that in such a de-
iecmd state, Judith was one of the very
ast scholars to take her place in the great
Lall, The girls were scething with talk
as they stood lined up Form by Form—and
no wonder.

For, in the midst of all tho remnants of
gossip sbout holiday doings, the scholars
had suddenly got wind of something that
was to invest this first muster of the new
term with greater interest than ever.

In any oase, the assembly had promised
1o be quite an historie one, since it marked
the formal reopening of the school after the
fire. But what was this hint concerning &
mysterions “something " that would give
special and dramatic interest to Miss Somer-
field’s opening speech?

No one seemed to know exactly, but
evervbody knew that that ‘‘sometl ing ¥
was in the air.

And now “Hush! Sh1 Silence!” was the
quiet call, from mistress and prefects alike,
to quell all the excited chattering and the
chufflo of feet, It was the signal that Miss
Somerfield, with perhaps one or two of the
school governors, was about to step for-
E‘nﬁd upon the dais at the upper end of the

all,

Silonce there was—[or just the fraction of
a second. No longer. Then—

“Hurrah-h-h!” went up the first great
cheer, as all Morcove Schoal got a glimpse
of its beloved headmistress. “Hip, hip,
hip—".
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" Hooray-ay-ay

Nor, having started to cheer, were the
high-spirited girls in any haste to leave off !
Cheers as Miss Somerfield smilingly ad-
vanced to the centre of the dais, vociferous
cheers as sho bowed and smiled, louder
cheers than ever the instant sho opoened her
mouth to speak!

“Qirls of Morcove School—"

And off they went again:

“Hurrah! Hooray!| Hip, hip, hip—
hooray 1"

Ah, but it would bave been hard indeed
for most of the girls to restrain their feel
ings to-day! Grand to be back again at
the dear old school, and grand to have
found that it bad been made to look so
fine after last term’s fire—all the old dignity
and character of the place restored, and
many a jol!¥ improvement added, for the
comfort of all!

Aliss Somerfield was bound.to allude to
their being within the same historio walla
again after such a disturbing time as they
had had, and her speech might easily have
been a tedious one, But it Was not tedious.
Ceatch Miss Somerfield prosing!

With deep feeling, she said just enough
to give expression to all the delight that
everyone was feeling, and then she passed
to other topics. The coming term, sports,
all the phases of school life which made the
girls' schooltime pass so ha pily—sha
skipped from one subject to another. And
then—a pause. A look of amusement, too,
on Miss Somerfield’s face, as if she knew
that this was what all Morcove was waiting
to hear!

“There is one thing more, girls——"

Ah, now it was coming. A rustle of ex-
citement all over the hall

“Some of you may have heard that I
would have a special announcement to
make,” the headmistress went on. * Well,
it is this,”

Every ear was straining to catch every
syllable to be uttered. .

“ A certain lady, who was once & lscholar
at this school—I am nct going to give you
her name, for she desires to remain anony-
mous, for the present, at least. This lady
has offered 6 hundred-guines prize.”

“Oh!” came, in a great gasp, from per-
haps & hundred pairs of paried HF"

“Ves, girls; a prize to the value of one

hundred guineas, the winner having the
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right to chooso what form the prize shall
take. I must say, I like that idea.”

So did the girls, and they let Miss Somer-
fiold know it! It was q}u:te a half-minute
before all the buzz of whispering could be
quelled by rencwed entreaties for silence.

“ And now for the schemes on which the
offer is founded,” resumed the headmistress
at last. “It is as novel, 1 think, as it is
admirable. The prize will not go to the girl
who does best at her work, nor yet to the
girl who docs best at ber sport. To whom,
then, will it be awarded, when the time
comes?”

Miss Somerficld said the next words very
jmprossively, whilst she looked ocut upon
the sca of faces in front of her.

“The prize,” she said slowly, “will go
to that scholar of Morcove School who dur-
ing the neft few wecks exhibits a certain
fine quality to a special extent. Do you
understand 7

“Yes, yes. At least—-"

“Shi Silence, please!”
prefects soothingly.

“In an cnvelope in my study safe,” went
on Miss Scmerfield, “there 13 a scrap o
"'FPM with just one word written upon it.

hat word names the quality for which the

rize will be awarded. ravery?  Bril-
jancy at work? Skill at sports? Thrift?
Industry ?”

“Qh, goodness! Where do I come in?”
Polly Linton whispered at this point to
Paula Creel. .

“Those are all tho fine qualities that T
have named,” said the headmistress. “The
quality in question may be one of them,
T do not say it is, or that it isn’t. In
other words, no one is to know what that
guulii_y is that is going to bring the hun-

red-guinea prize tq somo girl or other.

It is to bo—""

“ A secret!” came the delighted cry from
half & hundred girls. “Oh—"

“Bai Jove!”

“How ripping!”

“My secrct, yes!” smiled Miss Somer-
field, with an air of being almost her final
remark, “Remember, girls, no one will
know what the fine quality is that will win
tho prize. So no girl can possibly make a
false show of having that quality, in the
hope of winning the prize unfairly. Of
course, if you were tolcr that thrift was the

. thing that would win the prize,

murmured the

you would
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all start saving your pennies to-morrow-—or
industry, you would all be bustling about
from morning to night.”

“Yes, wather!” agreed languid Paula
Creel. “Howevah——" '

“Sh—eh "

“There is really mothing more to say,”
wound up Miss Somerfield, “except that I
hope and_believe this novel competition is
gomg to keep all Morcove well up to ihe
mark. The new term has begun—-~"

“Hurrah I”

i “Girls of Morcove School, let that torm

e a—""

But the rest was lost amidst the deafen-
ing cheers that again went up—round after
round of hurrshing, lasting until Miss
Somerficld and her associates had quitted
the dais and the girls had broken ranks and
were flocking gway, to talk of nothing else
for the next hour or so but the hundred-
guinea prize!

CHAPTER 8.
The Word is—What?

« o HAVE just dwopped in for a minute,

l Polly deah,” = said Paula Creel,

coming into Study 12 round abouf
seven o'clock that evening.

And she “dwopped” into the easy-chair
that had so taken her fancy.

Polly was too occupied for the moment
to talk, but at last she broke out gaily:

“Well, what do you think of it, Paula
darling

“I think it & wemarkably comfortablo
cheah, bai Jove! Yes, wather!”

“Duffor! I'm not asking about the chair,
The hundred-guinea prize, you stupid!”

“Oh, bai Jove!” Paula beamed. “Weal,
don’t you know, it is agraat iden, keeping
that one word seewet! Yes, wather! How:
evah, 2

“¥ou never know,” broke in Polly, swing-
ing on to the edge of the study table. “It
may go to the girl who shows the most
fondness for fun, In which case, that prize
will_be mine.”

“Yes, wather! Howevah, has it stwuck
you, Polly deah—" .
“ Well 27

“The pwize may go to the geal who it

-1 won't say the pwettiest.”
“No, don’t! Or clse, where do you
come in?"
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“Haow fwivolous you are, Pollyl’ The
pwize may go to the girl who 1s wather
stwong on wefinement, don’t you know!
Gwa,c,e[ul mannahs, Polly; a wegard for

“Yes, I know! You think you are going
to get that prize, by being Just an_orna-
ment. No, Paula; not a little bit. But if
ever a prizo should be offered—" s

“For a certain awistocwatic dignity,
what 77

“ Avistocratic fiddlesticks!” grinned Polly,
“Do let me finish! If ever a prizo should
be offered for laziness——"

“Bai Jove—"

"I;.,ounging about in other people’s studies

“Polly I”
"A,nd wearing out all their best cushions

“My deah Polly!”

“ And always fishing out e pocket-mirror
and_comb to have a look st one’s head.
If, Paula darling, anybody is ever such a
duffer as to offer a prize for that sort of
thing—-" )

“Yes, wather 1

“Then youw’ll get it1" finished Polly.
“(ome in, Trixie! Is that Tess as well?”
3 Iti was, and the two girls came in accord-

ingly.

“What do you think of it?"” began Tess,
meaning the prize.

But Polly_chose to helieve that Tess
meant poor Paula when she said “it.”

“Qh, it's as big a nuisance as ever!”
sighed Polly, contemplating the bland Paula
in her easi chair. “It comes in when it
likes, you know, and doesn’t go when it's
wanted to. Such things are sent to try
usl”

“Yes, wather!” said Paula, in 2 rather
bewildered way. “I am not pwecisely
awesh w.pnl: you are weferring to. How-

Y S—

v
“Polly is referring to youl” eaid Tess,

laughing. '

“Qh, bai Jovel THowevah, this being
the first evenin term,” said Paula,
shaking up a cushion, “one must allow for
a littlo fwivolity.”

“¢ Qleep, darling, sleep!” ” quoted the
teasing Polly, as Paula closed her eyes, as
if for a nap. “I say, Tess—Trixie! It's
rather great, that about the prize!”

“Yes,” agreed Tess, T suppose it won’t
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go to_the girl who can paint a bit; other:
wise I might stand a chance.”

“Some peoplo think languages are every-
thing,” said Trixie. “I might get it, with

.| my French!™

“Your what?” asked Polly. “French?”

“QOui, oui!”

“It's French that is a wee-wee bit English,
I fancy,” chuckled Polly, “Hallo, Dolly!
Yes, come along in!”

. “T say,” exclaimed Dolly Delane, enter-
ing with a rush, “do yeu know what some
of the girls are talking about?”

“¥Yes; the hundred-guinea prize,” guesstd
Polly. “But they need not worry. You'll
get it, Dolly, with your obliging disposition.
That is the word written on the secrct
paper, I'm sure—¢ Obligingness.” >

“Ts that an English word?” asked Trixie.

“It is not French, anyhow!"” Polly re-
torted breezily.

“Oh, you all talk nonsense!” Dolly said
laughing. “But it is no joke, girls, what
is going forward in the Form this evening.
There appears to be a growing belicf that
Betty, when she returns te-morrow, will
want to resign the captainey.”

“Wha-a-a-at?” screeched Polly.

The others looked amazed. Even Pauln
sat up, all agape.

“Tt is like this,” went on Dolly gravely,
“That trouble Betty and her people are in,
about the Grandways’ fi¥e, is all over the
school. It is reckoned that she is bound
to come back tq the sehool awfully worried

“ And that’s a fact she will—poor Betty 1"
sighed Polly. *Still—"

“Yes, wather!”

“The idea of girls jumping to the con-
clusion that Betty will resign!” cried Tess.
“They might, at lcast, have waited for
Betty to give a hint.”

“Hear, hear!” said Polly. “But who
are the girls, then?”

Dolly gave a grimace.

“The usual lot, whenever there’s trouble
to be brewed,” she said. “Some that like
to lead, and others that are weak enough
to be lead I

“Not forgetting, perhaps, just one or two
who are fond nf-]me?ing in the background,
to pull the strings?” suggested Tess. Weo
know I’

Polly suddenly went
it, und looked forth.

to the door, opened
Further up the cor-
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ridor some half-dozen girls were holding a
confab, She sauntered forward, and
stopped when she was right among them.

“QOh—er—Polly,” said Grace Garfield,
“we have been talking about Betty. ]
—er—she's coming back to the sc{xuol o~
morrow with a whole pack of trouble, we
understand.”

“ And so some of you want to make her
pack heavier, is that it?” Polly returned,
quite frankly,

“Don’t be silly . What nonsense!"

There were many blustering answers of
that sort. Then Ella Elgood said, in a vir-
tuous tone:

“You are utterly wrong, Polly. As a
matter of fact, some of us icel we ought to
help Betty over her worrying times.”

“How 1"

“Well, she's captain. And it’s a lot of
bother being captain—->"

“It's an honour and a pleasure,” said
Polly calmly, “and if only tﬁa Form plays
up, Betty's captaincy won’t bo any extra
trial to her. It will be a rclief, I imagine,
from the family worry. Anyhow, before
vou slart casting about for another captain,
don’t you think you might wait and sce
\\}}at Betty herself has to say ?”

P

Grace Garfield wanted to answer, but was
rather stuck in her speech. She suddenly
gave an appesling® glance to Audrey Blain,
who had been standing by in a most dis-
interested fashion.” .

“I guite agree, Polly,” said Audrey, in
her honeyed voice. “Wo must see if Betty
really wants to drop the captaincy whilst
this trouble is about. Wo all think it is
fairly certain she will be much too bothered
to care about keeping on the capteiney. Still,
we arc not going to have a meecting until
to-morrow.”

“Oh,” said Polly, raising her brows, “you
are going to have a meeting, are you?”

“'!.F'cs, a Form-meeting. So you can come

“Thank you so much!” Polly’s ironical
answer made Grace and a few others look
furious. ““What time may T ask?”

“The aftermoon,” Audrey said vaguely.
*You know, there are mno elasses to-morrow
afternoon, so that just suits.”

“Tt suits you, no doubt. But may T just

int oul,’’ Polly went on. “Betty is hardly
ikely to be here before five o'clock?”
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“We had thought of that,” said Grace,

nding her ‘tongue again. “We shall
arrange a time accordingly.”

“0Oh, all right!” said Polly, .and she
walked away with Tess and Trixie, feeling
that that really was good enough.

But it was not © nlﬁig‘nu.”

The chums had not noticed that Grace
Garfield’s answer was a very adroit one,
capable of two- meanings, It was not until
after dinner next day that Polly and her
friends had their eyes opened to this, by
ieemg a notice pinned to the Fourth-Form

oard :

“There will be a Form-meeting in Clom-
mon-room at three p.m. to-day.”

“Three o’clock 1" Polly cried indignantly.
“ After what we said last night—after whas
the'y said—about waiting for Betty to turn
up i

“Bai Jove!”

“Come on!”

“Yes, wather!”

And away they went, racing up the sizirs, '
straight to Cirace Garfidld’s study.

Grace and Ella were there, also Couia
Grandways, Audicy Blain, and some of the
easily-led girls.

“That notice on the board!” burst out
Polly. *You say three o’clock—"

“Yes, that scems to be a suitablo time
for all of us.”

“Does it suit Betty? How can it suit
Betty, when she is not expected here until

fivo o'glock?” cried Polly hotly. “You
said y‘lﬁl would arrange a time accord-
ingly 1"

“Those were your very words!"” added
Tess severely.

And I meant them,” said Grace, with
a sudden grin. “Knowing that Betty won't
be here until five, we really have arranged
the time for the meeting accordingly!”

Polly recoiled a little. Therc was a sud.
den dramatic silence.

“¥You mean,” she snid huskily, at last,
“you really went to have the meeting before
Betty gets here?”

" \R’hy-—er—-you see—="

“Oh, let mc answer Polly, and then she
can clear out!” broke in_ Cora violently.
“In plain English, you girls, the meeting
is to discuss ome or two things that arc
best brought up when Betty is not there.”
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“0Oh,"” returned Polly, “well, I shall be
there ™

“And I—and I
her chums,

“Please yourself about that!"” shrugged
Cora. “Only don't think you ean get the
time altered, because you can’t! We arc
o majority, see?”

Polly’s answer to that was to walk away,
and her chum went with her, just as grimly
silent. They were half way along the pas-
sage when Audrey came stepping after them

wiatly,
N “ Polly-

Yes, wather!” rejoined

all of you!” she pleaded sooth-
ingly. *“Oh, don’t let’s have any bad feel-
ing! We want to begin the term without
& squabble. The Form--the good of the
What are you laughing at,

“T am thinking,” Polly answered, sud-
denly, checking her mirthless laugh, *if
the hundred-guinea prize was for a girl
who could say onc_thing and mean another,
I know who would get it!"

Audrey said, with the sweetest air of in-
jured innocence:

“That is unkind of you, Polly.”

“I think myself it is quite deserved!”
put in Tess coldly.

i yes!" agreed Trixie.

“Y¥es, wather!

And they all walked on_together, whilst
Audrey stood there, looking after them,
with the mask off for once.

Audrey's was acknowledged to be quite
the prettiest face in all Morcove School,
but it was not a pretty face just then!

CHAPTER 10.
A Lively Meeting.

T was a few minutes after three o'clock
I when the chums put in an appeerance
at the Fourth-Form general meeting.
They should have been there at three
sharp, but “calling ” for Paula bad caused
olay, as nsnal. go the mecting had begun
without them, and they found that Audrey
Blain had been asked to take the chair.
The whole Form hed turned up. There
were girls who scemed inclined to think it
was merely going to be a lark; others looked
very serious, taking the euo from Cora,
whose face was more sullen than ever,

The chums noticed Judith and how dis-

@
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tressed she looked. She was not sitting
close to anybody else, and scemed to belong
neither to her sister’s following nov to the
band of girls who meant to watch the absent
Betty's interosts.

Audrey gave the late comers a look as
they filed in and took their seats.

“I’m afraid yon are too lato to hear what
Cora had to say,” she said blandly. “The
first items on the agenda was to hear a
statement {rom Cora Grandways concern-
ing a certain matter affecting the -
being of tho Form, Cora can’t very well
repeat her statoment.”

“Oh, help, no!” Polly assented cheerily.
“What's next!”

Grace Garfield instantly jumped uE.

“I think the idea is that we ought to
pass a resolution sympathising with Cora
and Judith and her people over that busi-
ness of the fire.” £

“Hear, hear !” murmured Ella and others
automatically.

“1 proposc that resoluti

Up bobbed Ella.

“I second it!”

“Hear, hear! Hear, hear!”

“Those in favour? Against? Carried!”
Audrey said, with her usual blandness.

For all in the room had held up their
hands. Polly, Paula, and the other chums,
they felt they could honestly support a
resoluiion of that nature. There was no
love lost between themselves and Cora
Grandways; still, one could feel sorry for
her and her family.

“Then,” Audrey said, glancing at her
agenda, "that brings us to the next item.
Being in the chair, it is not for me to ex-
press very decided views, so will someone

said Grace.

“Yes; T will myself!” cried Cora, start-
ing to her feet. “ Having given the Form
a rough idea of what happencd at father's
mill last week, and having received such
kind sympathy, for which T am sure Judy is
as grateful as I am—our parents, too, when
they hear—hear—"

“Hear, hear!” someone murmured flip-
pantly, and was reproved by a glance from
Audrey.

But the interruption brought Cora back
to her point, .
uite ready to propose that this

the F

form passes a resolution

meeting o
which will have the effect of—er—
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“(eiting rid of Betty ms captain?” sug-
gested Polly, cuttingly.

“Yes! Just that, and nothing elsc!”
flashed Cora.

And ogain there was a chorus of “Hear,
hear!”

Then Polly sprang up.

““Bofore anyone is so foolish—not to eall
it crucl—as to second any resolution of that
kind may I saw & word? What happened
to the mill has nothing to do with the
Form 1

“Oh, oh!”

“Tioar, hear! Yes, wathor!”

“1f it had been proved that Delty set
firo to the mill—either by accident, or for
the purpose—then it would be different.
But it has not been proved!” Polly cried,
in a ringing voice, amidst a babel of cries
and counter cries. *Cora can’t pretend
that it has besn proved!”

“It will be!”

* Hear, hear !

“Never, never! Jamais, jamais!”

Trixie was giving her opinion in French,
of course,

“ Betty did!”

“Botty did not

“QOrder | appealed Audrey softly, tap-
ping her small table. with a pencil. *“We
want to be fair.”

“You all want to seize mpon Beliy’s
trouble as an cxcuse for making her drop
the captaincy.”

N 1™

“Yns', you do!”

“Well, if we do—o>

“Shanre, shamo, then !’

It was uproar again with Paula, among
others, now standing up to try and get a
hearing. I

“ (3eals, may I twespass upon your—"

“ Sit d\’:wn, booby |

“Without wishing to use any stwong ex-
pwessions, geals, I am constwained to we-
mark——->"

“Boo! Sit down, dufferl”

Rap, rap, rap! went Audrey’s pencil.

“We want to be fair,” she said sweetly.
“After ell, as Betty is not here, let her
friends speak for her.’

“Thank you for nnthinEI" Polly shouted,
causing fresh yells from Cora’s side, which,

course, Wwas roally Audrey’s section of
the mecting. “If you are so concerned for
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 fair play, Audrey, why not
meeting until Betty turns up?

“Hear, hear!” Madge Minden cried
spiritedly.

“Why did you start hours befare Betty
was expected to turn up?’ demanded Tess.

“The meeting knows the rcason!” Cora
jumped up to cry. “We do not consider
we are here to try Betty. We consider
sho stands condemned, and so she is not
wanted here for her to start trying to de-
fend herself. She—"

“Shame, shame!” from the Betty party.

“Nol Clora is right1” yelicd back Grace
and the rest.

“QOrder!” appealed Audrey once more.
“My idea of the meeting was that it should
give the Form a chanco to_consider the
position, as it is cortain that Beity will not
be able to carry on.”

“Phat is Cora’s idea, put in a more artful
way 1 Polly exclaimed scornfully. *‘You
are all alike. And you; Audrey, cre only
pretending to be fair. ae—"

“ Pol ”

“Oh! 'Turn her outl”

“I'd like you to try!” Polly deficd the
opposition grimly.

“It is not the fivst time to-day that Polly
has been worse than rude to me,” Audrey
said, with deadly calmness. *It is a great
pity she has got it into hor MWead that we
want to forca Betty's resignation.”

“8o you do,” Madge Minden remarked
coldly.

“(h, you think the same, do yout” re-
turned Audrey. “Bub you are wrong. Do
take tho sensible view, please! Betty is
going to be simply overwhelmed with worey
in connection witl that affair in Lancashire.
1f she has the good of ths Form at heart—
as T am suro wo all feel she has—sho will
be asking to be relieved of the
beforé the end of the week.

:ldj ourn the

captainey |
Lot us be:

es, yes|”

“ Hear, hear 1™ ;

“T will put my-proposal in enother form,” |
Cora jumped up to say. “I propaso that
this meeting, anticipating that Betty Barton
will not be able to carry on—"

“Hear, hear! That's got it!” applauded
Céra's rank and fils, “Go on, Cora!”

“This meeting is resolved that the Form
stands prepared, by adopting some girl as
Betty's ~ successor, for when the occcasion’
arises.”




“Bravo! Yes! Hear, hear!”

Cora sat down, flushed and panting. What
shg now hoped was that someone would
jump up and propose her as the future
captain,

Graco Garficld stood up. .

“I bog to proposc that Audrey Blain be
adopted,”” she said, and it was all Cora
cou!d do to suppress a gasp.

She could hear a lot of applause, and she
knew what it meant. Graco and the rest
must have been “got at” by Audrey.

“] sccond that!” eried Ella, *I—er—
" hope that Cora will not feel hurt. But I
think it would be o mistake to nominate
hier. as tho rest of the school might think
she had used the fire at the mill as an ex-
cuse for getting Betty's captainey !

A very plausible argument, too plausible
io have originated in Ella Elgood’s mind.
Cora was certoin that Audrey had put Eila
and the rest up to it.

“1—I am flattered—overwhelmed!” said
Audrey, with her false smile. “I didn't
think the Form had any opinion of me at

1

“VWell, anyhow, we shall have a nice casy
time under youd” blurted out Kathleen
Murray, one of the weaklings,

That rather gave things away. There
would have beer = panful silence, only
Polly, Madge, and the rest of Betty's chums
hulg]lcd bitterly.

“Beforo 1 say anything more,” Audrey
resumed.  “I must put it to the vote.
Grace has been good enough to propose me
#s caplain, in the ovent of Betty’s resigna-
i Ella scconds that. Those in favour,
then 1 :

A iot of hands shot up.

“Those against!”

Up flashed the hands of Polly, Paula,
Madge, Tess, Trixie, Dolly, “Blucbell”
Courtney and one or two others, including
~—Judith Grandways!

“(Carried,” said Audrey, without eoven
troubling to count tho “Noes."

Starting to smile, she pushed back her
chair and stood up.

“Members of th» Fourth Form—*

“Hurrah!"” opplauded Grace and a fow
others.

Cora was not one of them. 8he was
finding it hard to swallow her mortification
at the way the mill fire affair and this meet-
ing had been used—not to her advantage,
after all, but to Audrey’s.
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“J thank you very much.indeed for the
compliment you have paid me,” Audrey
said grecefuily. “When I was asked to
take the chair I never dreamed that things
would go like this. T did think that it was
going to be a big upset to the Form at the
very commencement of term for Betty to
resign. '’

“Qhe has not resigned yet!" sang out

olly.

“She, will resign, so you hold your row 1"
yelled Grace.

“She will not resign "

“Bah!”

“Please!” entreated Audrey, ever so
sweetly. “I do wish Polly and her friends
would realise that we are only preparing
for Botty's possible resignation! Derson-
ally, I do not see how it is going to work
at all, her trying to carry on the captaincy
at a time when she is worried about-—"

“Of course not!" exclaimed Grace and
Ella again. “She will have to resign!”

. “She won't resign!” insisted Polly, just
as stoutly as ever.

“8he will1” ' 3

“She will not resign ! eried someono who
suddenly flung wide the door and stood re-
vealed to the whole startled meeting.

And it was Betty herself !

CHAPTER 11.
“That's the word—Fortitude.”

EVER wero those present likely to

N forget the bombshell effect of Betty

Barton’s sudden, unexpected appear-

ance and the cry which bad at-
tended it.

Silence, dead silence, prevailed for a
seoond or two. Audrey sat_down, the
smilo fading from her lips. Betty’s own
chums, although they wanted to rush at
her and hug her, were too thunderstruck
to be able to do so.

There she stood, practically only just ab
this moment arrived from her long journey,
panting for breath so furiously that one
might have imagined she had run all the

WAY.
Then at last Polly and the other chums
found ti;hali,l; tongues.

" Betty, dear!”
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Bai Jove, Betty deah

“Ob, thank goodness you are here!”

Murmurs expressing far dificrent  feel-
ings were coming from the * opposition,” but
such, hostile sounds died away as Betty came
a step farther into the room,

Thera was something in Betty's air that
had an intimidating effect upon girls like
Graco and Ella.

“J had the Juck to catch a different train
at, Bristol,” she said, steadying her breath-
jng. “The connection would not have been
possible, only that train was a little late,
and 1 just had time to bundle into it.
saw the notice on the Form-board when I
got indoors, and so—"

She paused to take another steadying
breath.

“I may as well admit it,” she said; “I
stood outside just @ sccond or so, hearing
myself being discussed.”

*Listeners never hear good of themselves!”
remarked Cora harshly.

“1 heard the greatest good of myself!”
Betty answered crushingly. “I heard my
chums standing up for me, anyhow, I
heard them speaking for me.” .

“I was telling the meetinq)," Polly said,
“that you would not resign.

“And you were right, Polly,” rejoined
the Form captain very quietly. “I shall
not resign, I have a lot to—to worry me,
but I shall manage.”

“Yes, wather! Geals—"

“Qh, very well, then!” Audrey said,
standing up and throwing down her pencil
with a ]ig t laugh. “The meeting has
been all for nothing! I don’t mind; in
fact, I'm glad |”

“The meeting has not been all for
nothing,” Polly said, looking Audrey
straight in the face as that girl came away
from the table, “It has served to show that
there are girls in the Form who are not
above plotting to get rid of their captain
to serve their own miserable purpose e

“Heah, heah! Bai Jove !

“Tt is because the whole thing smacks of
a conspivacy,” said Betty, “T am resclved
not to resign. When I fail in my duty_to-
wards the Form, just let me know, and then
it will be another matter altogether., But
until then—" i

She turned to her chums.

tired. The journey—"

“Shell we get away 'u;:»sta{rs? T'm rather

GUINEA PRIZE!

“Ves, dear! Yes, wather!” all her chums
instantly exclaimed, and next moment she
was gone_from the room with them,

Grace Garficld presently ended the rather
flabbergasted state into which the “ gpposi-
tion” had been thrown by remarking
derisively :

“8he is tired, sho says. Of course! Not
with the journcy, I know, Hasn't slept a
wink for nights, most likely, And that’s the
girl who is still to hold the reins of office!” -

By that time Betty had reached Study 12,
and, in resp to their comp te mur-
murs, she certainly was owning to being
fugged out for reasons apart from the
journey.

“0Of  course, T—I haven't becen getling
much sleep lately,” she said, sitting listlessly
there with her hands in her lap. “To see
poor dad looking so worried about that ter-
rible business of the firem"

“What is the latest, dear §” Madge asked

oftly.

“Nothing fresh,” sighed Betty. “Mr.
Grandways is still urging on_the police to
take action, and the police still say there is
not sufficient evidence. They've got detee-
tives going, we learned this morning. Dad
has happier moments when he fecls that they
must be trying to find another way alto-
gether of accounting for the fire. Then he
fears that the detectives are only trying to
get cvidence against him.”

“You mean—"

“Yes, evidence in support of what Mr.
Grandways says, that dad put me up to
firing tho mill, because therc was a chanco
that ui§ht~ So thero it is,” Bolty wound up,
rising from her chair and unfastening her
coat, “and how it will all end goodness
knows 1"

“Weal, Betty, desh, don't wowwy "

«T wouldn't worry half so much, only—"

“QOnly what, dear '

But Betty was silent now. She turned

away to hide her face as a spasm of crucl
anguish twisted it.
. What would they think, she was wonder-
ing, if she told them of the awful misgiving
that came upon her at times—the horrid fear
that perhaps, after all, she really had fired
the mill, by accident?

Ono of the first questions dad at home had
asked heri :

“You are quite sure, Betty, dear, you
could not have had an accident with those
matches when you went into the mill
sheds "

5
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And she had been able to answer, with
absolute conviction:

“I am quite, quitn sure!l Oh, I was ever
so_caroful, dad!”

But the question had been put to her by
the police sinco then. She had been asked
the same thing so many, many times in the
last few days the effect had been to wear
her down. One night she had dreamed that

e fire was her fiult after all. And that
dream, it seemed to haunt her still!

Oh, it was impossible that the fire could
have been due to any action on her part!
And yet there were theso agonising moments
when her weary brain {eﬁ“n prey to this
vague fear,

“You will want some tea at once, dear,”

Polly said. “All right; we'll hustle. Out
of my way, Paula!”
“Bai Jove! Yes, wather! Howevah,

way let me be useful, geals! Betty, deah,

entweat you Lo wecline in that easy-cheah.
Do, deah!”

Betty shook her head,
remained standing.

“8o the whole Form knows!” sho broke
out at last. " Cora Grandways has not lost
miuch time in trying to turn that mill fire
affair to her own personsl advantago at
AMorcove !

“It is Audrey who is the rcal danger,
not Cora,” said Madge. “In a clumsy
fashion, Cora sct the mischief going, but 1t
was Audrey who was very artfully turning
it all to her own use, only you turned up in
time. I am so glad, Betty, that you are
resolved to carry on!”

“Yes, if yon really feel it won't be too
nmuch for you,” said Tess,

“Wo shall back you up, Betty—trust us!’”
came from Polly.

“Yon girls—I know you will! And I-—
Ves, I mean {o manage somehow 1" Betty
declared  resolutely. “It  simply means
showing a bit of fortitude.”

And after a mement she added, through
her set tooth:

“VYes, that's the word—fortitude !"

however, and

CHAPTER 12.
Audroy Wants to Know,
OME of the girls who had been weak
S enough to be led away by Cora and
Audrey looked rather sheepish when-
ever they encountered Betty during
the next day or so.

29

And the fact that Beity voiced no re-
proaches of any sort only made these un-
stable members of the Form more uncom-
fortable than ever.

I AmlgI Betty had flown into a tearing
passion that would have given the weaklings
an excuse for saying it was just as well the
meeting had been called, to give the captain
hp]ﬁl'n hint that they were not “hers for
ife
. But there was this silence on Betty's part,
implying generous forgiveness for the lapse
in their loyalty.

“We are not going to talk about it,” she
scemed to have decided. ‘I expect you all
know by now that you were doing a silly
thing, and you are sorry.”

That a good few of them really wero
ashamed wns what Audrey Blain realised,
and it was like her artfulness to lie quict
for a bit. 2

There again she differed from Cora, whe
was all the time trying to create further
discontent against Betty, only to_find that
most girls were sick of hearing Betty run
down Eehind her back.

Grace Garfield, Ella - Elgood, Ursula
Wade, and one or two others, they wero
uite willing to keep things “simmering.”

nrest in the Form was the very breath of
life to them. Far better sport, the baiting
of Betty, than the sport one got out of
hockey and such-like pastimes!

But Cora had no longer a majority of mal-
contents, She tried to get back that
majority, and was then forced to sce that
Betty’'s return had made all the difference.

udrey had seen that at once, and so sho
was just biding her time. It would come,
She was sure of that, For of this she was
convinced—Betty could not possibly go on
being worried about that terrible affair at
home without neglecting Form affairs,

Meantime, the whole school was still talk-
ing a good deal about that hundred-guinea
rize and the novel way in which it was to
6 Won.

‘What was the fine quality named on that
slip of paper in the envelope in Miss Somer-
field's safe?

Everybody was guessing. Could it be one
of the things Miss Somerfield had named—
bravery, thrift, industry? It might be. Or
it might be truthfulness, or tact, or honesty.
Nobody knew,

‘What &verybody did know was that the
girl who won that prize in the end—won it,
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without any conscious effort on her part—
would be quite the idol of the school for the
rest of the term. And deservedly so!

‘Was it a wonder, then, that in her quiet
moments Audrey Blain ‘often gave her
thoughts to that 1undrﬂd—5ninca prize. The
money—bah, that was nothing to her! But
tho gloryl Thers the mysterious offer
touched her weak spot.

No getting the captaincy just at present.
But if she could win that prize !

And, by degrees, she began to think about
the_two things together. Into her cunning
brain creEt. the idea that it_would be a
sﬁlendid thing if she got the prize just about
the time that Betty's captaincy broke down.

The Form would then be casting about for
a new captain, What more natural than for
all of them to choose, with absolute eager-
ness, tho girl who had won the prize? Not
only would that girl be the pride of the
Form, she would be the idol of the whole
school | "

So, as the first days of the new term crept
by, there was one girl thinking more than
all_.the others about the prize, and that girl
was Audrey Blain,

She was wondering—always wondering—
what particular quality was the prize to
‘be awarded for when the time came?

When the fateful hour should have come
for the envelope to_be opened, what would
prove to be the word written on that paper?

i only she could know ! If only one could
find out !

It was the very secrecy of the hidden word
that made the competition so different from
any ordinary contests.

When a prize was offered for, say, the
best bit of needlework, one just went in
for needlework for all one was worth, in the
hope of besting every other competitor.
PBut in this case no one knew what to “go
in for 71

But supposing the chance came to ‘some
%irl or other to get a peep at what was in
the envelope—just that one secret word [—
then—well, the girl who got that chance, and
who knew what the word was, could easily
get the prize.

These were thoughts that were soon run-
ning incessantly through Audrey’s mind,
whilst all the time she was biding her time
for another bid for the captainey.

Sho was watching Betty—not as Polly and
the eaptain’s other chums were watching
her, with admiration for the way in which
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the girl was struggling along. Audrey
watched with secrecy and a fecling of rage,
because the captain was not coming to grxei
at all rapidly. i)

“It is her fortitude,” A#drcv said to her-
sell more than once impafiently. “She has
all the fortituda in the world, that girl! If
the hundred-guinea prize is to be the reward
of fortitude, then—well, Betty will get itl
I wonder—— _Oh, I do wonder, what is the
priza to be given for!”

It was about this time that Audrey began
to find excuses for going to see the head-
mistress.  Once or twice sho went along to
the headmistress’ privato room, taking a
letter from home to see her about. Another
time it was to ask if her people could bo
put up for the night, supposing they wanted
to come down.

Miss Somerfield was alweys in her room
apparently. At any rate, Audrey never had
the luck to go there when tho headmistress
was absent.

Then at last—at last her chance camel

Tt was one evening about a week after the
school’s re-opening when Audrey made her
way downstairs to the headmisiress’ private
room. 'The cunning girl’s first feeling was
that the luck was against her as badly as
ever. Miss Somerficld was there.  She could
be heard talking to somconc—one of the
scholars apparently.

Audroy, however, decided to hang about.
8ho had not announced herself, andghnd not
been seen by anyone on_ her way to this
remote passage on to which the sanctum
opened.

She tiptoed to tho end of the passage and
hid round the corner.

Time passed—five, ten, fifteen minutes.
Still Aurﬂwey was waiting out of sight round
that corner whilst the headmistress con-
tinued her talk with the person who was
with her,

Then Audrey heard tho squeak of chair
castors, as if Miss Somerfield had got up
from her seat, to end the interview. few
moments more, and the door was opened.

“QOne moment, Betty, dear, You can
carry these books for me,” Awdrey heard
the “headmistress remark, as sho followed
Betty to tho open door. “There you arel”

In the pause that ensued Audrey heard
the headmistress clicking off onc or two
lights in the roem—sure sign that she was
leaving it for the prosent. This was, in fact,
her time for going in to dinner.
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* “Y am glad, Betty,” the secret listener
heard Miss Somerfiold remark tenderly,
“that I sent for you and have had this
talk.”

“It was very kind of you, Miss Somer-

eld:

“Not at all, Belly! Your Form-mistress
was remarking te mo how terribly worried
you scem to be, und so it was enly my duty
to go into mullers with you. I hope that
what I have said will console you a little.”

“Tt will-—it does! When I write home I
shall tell my parents how good you have
been fo me.”

“Al, dear child!” was the affectionate
response to that, and then they passed on
towards the hall, the stately headmistress
vesting & caressing hand “upon Detty’s
shoulder.

Audrey saw them go, her white fuce peep-
ing round the edge of the wall ¥or a
minute sho remained there, eyes and cars
on the alert.  Then she stole from her lurk-
ing place and crept towards the closed door.

Softly turning the handle, she pushed the
door open and glanced into the room.

One clectric light had been left burning.
Tt was a screen light, over by tho des
Evidently Miss Somerfield would be retur
ing for =ome more work after dinner, and
that was why she had not locked up the
safe.

For it was open—and this,
Audrey's chanee !

this

CHAPTER 13.
What Can Audrey Do?
AUSING at every other step to listen,
P in case somcone was coming, Audrey
crossedd to the open safe,

It was closo to the headmistress’
desk, and the suspended electric light shed
its rays into the interior, which was divided
into several seetions.
a3 one portion of the safe that
v of private books, all neatly
Then there were bundles
of docum packed away with the, same
ncatness. There were two or three drawers
which Audsey wouli doubtless have found
locked had she fricd them. But she had
no need to do that.

In the very instant thal she got o the
open sufe she fastencd lier gaze upon a wir
ctter-tray  which was there. In it lay

was |
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numerous papers which Miss Somerficld per-
haps intended to file away when she had
time to do so. Audrey stepped closer, and,
lifting the sheaf of papers, let them fall back
to the basket one by one.

Thus she sifted through the whole batch,
on the look-out for a sealed envelope, and
th‘c‘vrj\ ;L:gdenly—d

Yes, here it was! A large scaled cnve-
lope, bearing this inseription, in Miss Somer-
field’s handwriting :

“THE HUNDRED-GUINCA PRIZE.”

Audrey shot a glance over her shoulder
towards the room doeor. Nobody coming,
that was certain. And here, in her very
hand, was the envelope containing what had
come to be talked of as the headmistress”
scerot—the one sccret word naming that
speeial quality, in connection with which the
great prize would be awarded!

But the lctter was soaled—bother it!
Audrey waus biting her lip, feeling baffled
after all, Her daring idea had been to get
hold of the cnvefope, take it away, and
steam it open, afterwards returning it intact
to the safe, and so no one would ever havo
been any the wiser, But thoe scal—the seal
forbade all tampering with the envelope.

In a flash, however, she now had another
idea—the clectrie light !

There was the one strong light, burning
close at band. She turned towards if, and
held the envelope close to the electric bulb,
Perhaps, with the strong light behind it, sho
could read the one wcr(fon the slip of paper
inside,

Some vague, shadowy letbering became
visiblo directly she held up the cnvelope,
and then she read the secret word quite
easily. -

The one vital word, set down in hand-
printed charactors, and it was:

FORTITUDXE,
Fortitude!
Audroy suddenly shook from head fto
foot. With o hard grasp, she lowered the

sealed envelopo and roturned it to its placo
in the baskel. No ono would ever suspect
that she lad touched it. Nor would any-
one eclse {ry that trick with the clectrio
light to find oul the word. Of that she was
perfectly sure.  Other girls were not so
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clever as she, Audrey was saying to herself.
She might have added, nor so mean!

Out of the room she hastened, meeting
with far better luck than she deserved,
Nobody sew her, and before another minute
had sped by she was upstairs in her study.

“ Fortitude I

Under her breath she sald the word
again snd again, thinking all the time of
that girl who just at present was exhibit-
in% fortitude to such a marked degree.

ctty Barton! Betty, with all that load
of trouble to bear in_connection with the
affair of the fire, and yet “carrying on”
as captain day after day, bearing up
bmvu{; before all the school.
B} F that was not fortitude, what elso was
i3

!
Audrey took hold of her dictionary, and
turned up the word. Here it was:

“Fortitude: that strength of mind or
courage which enables a person to bear up
calmly under opposition, adversity, or
affliction.”

That was Nuttall’s definition of the
word. Audrey slammed #hut the dictionary,
and pushed it from her, frowning the while.

Now that she had had a secret glimpse of
the word in the envelope, sho should have
had an advantage over cvery other girl in
the-school. But how to practise fortitude
when there was nothing In_her dli!]}f life
calling for that quality? Ono needed to
have a big trouble, and to let the whole
school see one bearing up bravely under
it. What about inventing a trouble, then?
What about—— Ob, that wes the thing!
To invent ‘a trouble, and then—

The door opened, Cora camo in. She
was evidently in the mood {0 make common
cause with Audrey once again.

“Have you got -4 minute to
Audrey 7”7 she asked, shuttin
behind her quickly, *
look in, because f(
About Betty [™

“Oh1”

spare,
the door
“1 thought I would
—E've just ﬁud on idea.

“Yes. What a lot of duffers wo are!”
Cora went pn, with & grimace. “What we
want to do is to start a campaign—a
regular campaign! Never give Befty a
moment’s peace, but keep her bothered
from morning to night about things she
eimply must attend to as captain. Sco?”
@1 see, Cora—yes. But—'

Audrey gnawed a lip,
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* She was thinking., All that sort of thing.
would only give DBetty more and more
opportunity of displaying fortitude!

“No, that won't do,” she said.

“We are going to try it!” chuckled Cora,
“Grace and Ella and a few others think it
great, and they have already started. They
are going to spend the rest of the evening
dropping in on Betty, to pester her.”

“Betty will realise what you are doing
and lock the door,” said Audrey. “What
will you do then 7'’

“That is just what we hope she will do,
don’t you see?” cried Cora.

“I'm afraid I don’t,” rcplied Audrey
Blain truthfully.

“Why, you stupid, if Beity refuses to
answer our quesiions she is neglecting lier
duty as captain, and then we can call a
m_eetinéc and demand her resignation,”
cried ra enthusiastically. “Don’t you
think it a jolly good plan? I do!"

“But, dear, that is surely not a strong
onough reason for demanding her resigna-
tion,”” protested Audrey.

Cora raised her eyebrows
significantly.

“Not in itself, I agree, but one can
make mountains out of molehills somctimes.
Ha, ha, ha!” she laughed.

Cora went away, still  laughing
maliciously. As for Audrey, sho sat down
by her table and stared gloomily befora her,

This first.week of the term thal was just

ending, it figured in her mind as round one
in_a sort of tussle between Betty and her-
self. Other girls were involved. of course,
but that was what it all resolved ilsell inta
—DBetty ‘versus Audrey. And round one
had been won by Betty!
. Betty was still captain of the Fourth
Form. What was even more cxmpcmﬁnﬁ
to Audrey, the very fortitude bLy whicl
Betty was carrying on was pulling ler m
the running for that prizel

What o quandary Audrey was in nowl

She could not incite Cora ov any of the
rest of the girls to make Deity's life a
harder one. She waunted to, but she dare
not.

When the sealed lefter camo to be
opened, Miss Somerficld would say: “I
have to award the prize to the girl who, to
our knowledge, has shown the greatest
degree of forfitude just latcly. Who is she,
then 1

And then the answer: “Betty Barton.”

So for the rest of that evening Audrey

and  smiled
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Blain romained alone in her study, think-
in&r deeply, R

Blhe Esd lost round one, but did that
mean she was beaten?

Was there no way, no possible hoga
whatever, of getting both the prize and the
captainey ?

How make a start with round twoe?

That was the dosperate problem con-
fronting Audrey.

CHAPTER 14.
Piling 1t On 1o Betty.

GIRL came along the Fourth Form
corridor at Morcove School and
turned into the Form captain’s
study.

“ Betty Barton—-"

“Well, Ursula Wade?”’ o

“Some of the girls are wondering, did
you write to the lgnmcnmbc House captain,
as you promised to do?”

“Qh, yes! The letter went off this
morning.”

“1 thought you might have forgotten,”
said Umuﬁa.

“When I bave a thing to do, I do it,”
remarked Betty; and with an air of hav-
ing ticked off her visitor, she returned her
atfention to the task at present engaging

er. i

1t was the hour for “prep.,”* and Betty,
like her chum Polly Linton, who-was scated
on the opposite side of the study table, had
settled down to tackle the two or three set
lessons for the evening.

There was no question about Ursula
Wade fecling that she had been ticked off.
Looking rather sulky because she could not
take the conversation any further, she
flounced abont and withdrew, slamming the
door behind her as she went.

Polly Linton drow a loud breath.

“QOh!” she fumed. ‘‘They are piling it
on to you shamefully, Betty ! Just because
they know you have a whole load of per-
sonal worrty Lo beer, and because they want
to see you give up the captaincy in despuir,
Betty dear, I am not going to look on and

“Here's ancther, I reckon,” Betty inter-
posed, with a calm smile, as the door was
tapped again. “Come in]”

e girl who entered said at once coldly:

“Betty, did you put my name down for
that garty that is going into Barncombe
next Saturday ?"’

owx " -,

“Yos,” )
“You are sure you didn’t forget?”
Betty, refusing to lose her temper, got up

and sought out & list of names.

“There you are, Grace Garficld, and now
T hope you are satisfied.”

_“Oh, ‘all right!” Grace said, with very

litile grace indced, aofter lpickmg out her

name on the list.  “I only wanted to be
sure you hadn’t forgotten. This is what
comes of having to trust to the captain over

every little thing 1"’

“Qh, clear out!” exploded Polly.

“J beg your pardon!” said Grace.

“Push off 1"

Polly, the madeap of the ¥orm, had
acquired such phrases as these, it is to be
fearcd, from a rather madcap brother.

“You rile me!"” sho_explained bluntly,
waving Grace away, “I'm fed-up with the
whole jolly lot of you!’*

"I am not aware that I have bothered
glou,” Grace said, tilting her chin, “If one

as to see the captain about every little
thing that’s going, then help
coming in here?”

And she went out, the door closing with
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how can I

another loud slam,

“Betty—"

“Yes, dear; but don’t let it upset you
s0,” counselled Betty. *“I say, let’s finish
prep., end then we'll know where we are.”

She put the list of names back into the
drawer from which she had ‘taken it a
mg{nent ago, and resumed her seat at the
table. %

Poily. with another foud breath of sup-
pressed anger, fell to at some arithmetic,
whilst her chum plodded on with French.
The one girl was mentally teking fourtecn
from fifty-seven, and. tho other was ‘whis-
pering some bit of French grammar, when
tho door again opened.

And there_ugam was Grace Garfield.

“Det B

Betty—

“0Oh1” ghouted Polly,

“Beity, I have been thinking. I don't
think I'll go to that show in Darncombe,
after all.”

“Very well.”

“Ho will you take my name off the list?
Scrateh it off now, then I shall know.”

“I'll remember.

“If you don’t mind. I'd prefer to see
you orase tho name at onco. Then I shall
know there is not going ‘to be any mis-
take.”

Polly slammed & book about so violently
that she upset an inkpot.
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“Hang!

"Rca}ﬁ'."
what you have got
may “be a bit trying,
to seo the captain.
that case—

“Qh 1"

“Tho obvicus remedy is to shift to
another study, Polly. Or else let us have
another captain. Have you got the list,
Betty 1

The captain did not answer, for no answer
was needed. Laying the pesper down, she
took her pen and ran it through Grace
Garfield’s name,

“Thank you,” Grace said, having seen
this dome. “And now, Betty, as you are
captain of the Form—"

At this instant_the door flew open once
more, end Cora Grandways stood revealed.

“ Betty, as you are captain of the Form,
will you write a letter to those outfitters in
Barncombe, hurrying up those sports things
you were to get for usi”

“ 1]l make o note of it—yes.”

“Don’t forget! Some of us are ashamed
to turn out until we get those things. Hallo,
Dil” Cora said cordially, as Diana Forbes
now appeared in the doorway .

“Betty,” called out Diena, “as you ore

captain of the Form—"
out?” yelled
“There's

“Will some of you clear
Polly, simply spoiling for 2 row.

no peace at all, end I know what your game
is. Shame—shame on you!”

“Why, what off earth have we done?”
went up the bland chorus.

“You—you »”

“Polly, it’s all right,” struck in Betty
soothingly. “I'd just like to assure these
girls that tho various matters will be
attended to. Then—"

“Half a sec.l” broke in Diana Forbes.
“You don’t know what I had come to see
you about.’”

“ Well, fire away 1”

Thus invited, Diana began a long rig-
matole dealing with something of no real
importance at all.

The whole purpose of her visit, as was
the case with the cther girls, was to drive
poor Betty Barton to distraction,

Cora Grandways stood by the door, grin-

ndg. So did two or thres other girls who
had turned up to see the fun. And there
was Polly Linton, looking as if she would
hike to go for the lot of them.
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Bother you, Girace Garfield I”
protested Grace, “I don’t sce
to blame me for! It
having constant callers
The obvious remedy in
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As for Betty, however, she gave the most
patient hearing to Diana, and so the crowd
withdrew at last with rather less laughter
than they had hoped to enjoy. If only they
could make Betty give up the captaincy in
despair! But no, she had fight in her yet!

“Well, we must keep on at her—that's
the wheeze,” counselled Cora Grandways,
when she had assembled her band of weak-
lings in her own study to talk over the
situation. “If you want a new captain, 1t
is now or never!”

“I—I suppose we do want o new cap-
tain?” said Kathleen Murray rather
dubiously, thereby drawing upon herself
some very hard stares.

“You pleaso yourself!” Cora exclaimed
rnugﬁ:ly. “RBut T thought we had all come
to that conclusion. With a new captain,
the Form is bound to have a jolly =ight
better time.”

“Qf course!” agreed Ella Elgood im-
patiently, “Just fancy, girls, if Cora here
took on the captainey |”

“Qh, thank you, but I shan’t be the
one!” Cora said decidedly—all the more
decidedly bocause she knew full well that
such an honour as the coptainey was uiterly
beyond her hapes.

Even these pliant girls who were with
her now—easily led girls whom she had
been able to use in ier vendetta against
Betty—cven théy could not be relied npon
to “plump ” for her en masse.

With them, as Cora knew, it was one
thing to take a hand at getting rid of
Betty; it was quite another thing (o say
“(ora shall be captain!”

In proof of this, Grace Garficld now came
out with a remark, which must havo ex-
pressed the general feeling, beeause of tho
approving murmurs that grected it.

“What we want,” said Grace, giving a
wink, “is an easy time, and yei ho able to
keep the support of—well, girls who are not
like us!™ !

Grace evidently meant by ihat girls who
were not quite such slackersl!

“Well, then, what did I tell you?” Cora

ursued, when tho murnmuirs of approval

ad died sway. ““Thero is a girl in. the
Form who would make just the captein wa
want—one who will wink at things that
Betty would be so quiclk to put e stop to;
a gn-l who looks nice, and is nice—"
She ougght to bo all things to all
people,” said Ella. “IUs the only way.”
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“The girl I mean is just that,” declared
Core. ‘“Bho—"

“ Audrey Blain, ¢h? You mean Audrey?”
put in Grace; and Cora promptly nodded.

“ Audrey is a gueer K
dyin;‘;’l to get the ceptaincy, but she is too
proud——"

“QOh, call her jolly artful, and be done
with it!” grinnei Ella. *We know Audrey.
But not as a captain, Cora,”

N

“0Oh, I don’t mind if she is!” shrugged
Elle. “Only give us a new captain who
will let us do as we like, I don’t carc who
she is.”

“Now listen to me!"” Cora said, with
such sudden, passionate seriousness that hor
companions were electrified, Bho was sit-
ting at her study table, and she suddenly
flung out an arm and struck the middle of
the table a blow with her hand.

#J have made up my mind there’s got
to be another captain, not because I'm in
love with Audrey, or any other girl, but
because I mean to seo Betty Barton resign
the post! I mean to make her resign—
somehow, so there!”

In the dead silence that followed this
fierce doclaration, a girl who had beor tit-
ting quiotly rveading in a corner closed her
book and got up. She went, without sayi
a word or giving a glance to the con-
spirators, towards tho door.

“Judy, where are you going?” Cora
snapped, for the girl was Judith Grand-
ways, -

“Qh, nowhere—anywhero rather then sit
here and——" :

Cora interrupted by springing io her feet
noisily.

“That is pretty rich, .Tuﬂﬁ,’_’ she burat
out roproachfully, “to let theso girls sce
vou siding against me, when we are sisters!
‘And when you know as well as ¥ do that
there is_every rcason for feeling bitter
ngainst Bothy."”

“] seo no reason, Cora, as I have said
before, for our sctting other girls agascst
Betty. Even if Betiy Barton was the canse
of father's cotton mill being hurnt to the
ground——""

“7f—if1” echoed Cora scornfuily.
stamped & foot. “0Oh, I'm tired of repout-
ing it] I myself saw Betty stcal into the
mill yard that night. I saw her striking
matches in_one of the sheds. And the
Barton family always ‘l"mted us Grandways

~-you know they did!

She

girl, we know. She's,

OWN " LIBRARY 35

“I know this,” Judith said, turning the
handlo of the door. “ Father has noﬁgbeen
able to convince the polico that either Betty
or her father had any part in the
fire. And so I think it wouldpbe only fair,
Core, for you to tall less against Lietty in
front of these girls.”

* Judy—"

But Judy was gone, sighing hard to her-
self as she gained tho passage and pulled
the door shut behind_ her.

She wandered on aimlessly, but was only
half-was to the stairs when some scrap of
paper lying upon the passage floor caught
her eye.

It looked as if it might be a note that
had been dropped by sccident, and so sho
stooped and picked it up, thinking to -re-
store it to its owner. But in ancther
moment she realised that the scrap of paper
was meant for whoever might find it.

“DOWN WITH BETTY BARTON!"
she saw serawled upon the paper. *“GIVE
US AUDREY BLAIN!"

All of a tremble, Judith Grandways stood
gazing ot the words in a shocked way.

“I know who wrote this,”’ she whis.
pered to herself at last. “She has tried to
disguise the handwriting, but hasn’t quite
succeeded. It is Audrey Blain herself!”

CHAPTER 15.
Give Us Audrey Blain.

T that moment someone who was

A neither scholar nor servant eame

round from the staircase and into

) the Fourth Form passage, advanc-
ing with a graceful, stately step.

Judith Grandways glanced up, and swiftly
she crumpled the note in her hand as she
saw who this was,

The headmistress!

Miss Somerfield looked as if she had some
anxiety on her mind as she came on along
the corridor. It wes like her, however, to
raise a genial smile as she met one of her
scholars.

“Well, Judith! You appear to be rather
in the dumps! I am sure that is not the
way to win that hundred guinea prize!”

b

“You can't have forgotten!” smiled tho
hondmistress,  “TIsn’t évery girl in the
school remembering that the one who ex-
hibits most of a certain fing quality in the
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course of the nest few weeks will get the
hundred guninea prize offered by an old
scholar,”

_ She patted the dejected Judith in a rally-
ing manner,

“What it is that will secure the prize,
no one knows until that envelope in my
safo is opened,” sho said. “But I am
sure the hundred guineas is not intended
for the gitl who looks most humpy. 8o
cheer up, my dear! And now, which is
Audrey Blain’s study, tell me.”

Judith faced ahout to point to a certain
door, and the hecedmistress nodded her
thanks,

“I was passing this way, so I thought I
would have a word with Audrey Blain,”
she remarked, passing on to that girl's door.

And next instant she was inside the
room,

Audrey was there,
with which she jumped up sepming to cn-

ance her acknowledged prettiness. A
smile broke out upon her lovely face, and
it was an adorable, an angelic smile. At
that instant she looked sweetness personi-

ied.
“Oh, Miss Somerfield!” she exclaimed
demurely, “What an honour for mel”
“T always say the pleasure is mine when
I look in upon any of my scholars,” the
hoadmistress answered. “Thigs time, how-

the wvery quickness

ever—no, udrey, 1 cannot call it a
pleasure, T am distressed—-""
“Ohb, what about, please?  Nothing

surely, that I can have done!”

“Is it your doing, Audrey? That is what
I wish to know at once,” was the grave
rejoinder. “This scrap of paper—I hap-
pened to be the one to pick it up in one
of the downstairs passages just now. Read
it, will you?*

Audrey did so, starting to look very up-
sot. On the scrap of paper there was an
appeal similar to tho cne that Judith had
found only a minute ago:

“HOW MUCH LONGER ARE WE TO
PUT UP WITH BETTY BARTON?
GIVE US AUDREY BLAIN!

Audrey wes drawing a deep breath as
sho raised her eyes from the paper.

“Oh1” she cried put loudly, in a scandal-
ised tone. “How disgraceful!”

“Yes. indeed. Infamous!” agreed Miss

-the

“omerfield indignantly. “And so 1 want
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to know—I mean to find out, too—who
wroto thase words. You are going to say

“I did not write them, Miss Somerfield.
Oh, no, no!"” Audrey protested vehemently.
“My name is mentioned, but not with my
permission. You will accept my denial,
won't you? Oh, you must!”

“I want to, Audrey,” was the solemn
reply. " But, frankly, this disguised writing
has a faint resemblance hiere and there to

urs.

“What! Let me sec again!” panted
Audrey, and she scanned the wording once
more, whilst Miss Somerfield looked round
as she heard some whispering at the open
doorway.

Several girls wero there.  They had been
attracted to the spot by hearing Audrey’s
excitable tallk, and now, as Miss Somer-
ficld looked at them, they were joined by
athers.

“Well, Audrey?” she asked at length,
without having sent the other girls away,

Audrey slammed the paper upon the table

angrily.
“I did not write it! If there is any
I‘L‘-}emb}nncu in the writing—"

‘There is your Creek ‘e’ here and
there,” Miss Somerfield said, s

“Somebody has done that on purpose,
then! I am innocent!"! Audrey protested,
drawing hersell up. “It is a great shame
if I am to—"

“One moment before you say any more,”
headmistress sitruck in, and then
stepped to the table. “That scurrilous bit
of writing was done with violet ink. Have
you any ("

“Violet ink? See for yourself!” chal-
lenged Audrey.

The crowd the doorway, pgrowing
every moment larger, saw Miss Somerfield
cast ebout in vain for any tell-tale bottle
of violet ink. Its absence was obviously
going to count in Audrey’s favour, and
the headmistress had already lost some of
hor suspicious expression when her ecyes
fell upon the girl’s blotting-paper. [

Miss Somerfield caught up the pad and
exemined it, but there were only blottings
made with "black ink. She set it down,
again with an expression of relief, and
ﬂ;'en she turned over a “folder ” of blot-
ting-paper, and on the side that had been
face downwards to the table there were
many violet blottings!
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“Audrey, look here! And yet you tell
me—" _

“I cannot help it!" the girl exclaimed
wearily, “Is it likely I would stoop to
writing notes like that and leaving them
nbout the glace?”

She was appealing to the girls at the
door, but none answered. There were
those who thought she might have been
capable of doing it—why not? She had not
such a blameless record as all that. And
there were others—the Cora Grandways
“got "—who thought it was quite likely
sho really had done it, to bring things to a
nead.

Miss Somerficld suddenly asked if Betty

was there. She was not, but they ran aund
fotched her.
“Ah, Betty!” the headmistress said

quictly when the Form captain appeared,
companioned by Polly Linton, Paula Crecl,
and two or three other deveted chums.
“Would it surprise you to know that some
very desﬂizah]c attempt has been made to
stir up the Form against you?”

“Yes, wather!”

“Paula Creel, T was not addressing you!”

“No, Miss Somerfield, that I wealise,”
simpered Panla. *Howevah—"

“Paunla, will you kindly allow DBetty to
speak ?”

“But, Miss Somerficld

“Polly ton, you heard me reprove
Taula for interrupting! Now, Betty!”

“Such a thing would not surprise me at
all,” Betty said gently. “I have had it
made quite clear to mo ihat my resigna-
tion would be welcomed by some of the
girls. But—""

“Well 27

“As they are not exactly the best girls
we have in the Form—"

“0h, T like that!” Cora almost shouted
from the doorway, perbaps hoping to ercate
quite an angry demonstration against the
frank speaker. No one «clse, however,
scomed disposed to challengo the captain's
statement.

“T am just carrying on as usunl, that's
all,”” Betty continued.

“And quite right, too!” was Miss Somer-

" began Polly.

field's approving rejoinder. “Did you
speaks, Paula?”
L | Yes, wather; I did dwop a we-

mark,” owned that

with her best drawl

amniable young lady
“1 weally felt con-
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stwained to wemark, don't you know, that

it’s quite wight of Betty to cuwwy on.
Yes, bai Jove, wather [
“The Form knows—the whole, school

knows—that you, Betty, arc cartying on
under very great difficulties indeed. = We
know that you have a great deal of worry
to bear in connecction with that fire in tho
north, and I for onc have been greatly
impressed with the fortitude you have
shown. I would have expected this to be
& time when the Form would rally round
you, not forsake you. As for this sort of
underhand  busi "—and she waved the
paper in the air—"it would be bad cnough
at the best of times.”

“Don't blame me, please!” protested
Audrey, with all the air of an injured in-
nocent.

“I am going to blame you, Audrey; I
am going to punish you,” Miss Somerfield
announced, in na stecly tone.  “For the
simple rcason that I am _convinced you
wrote these words, I am quite satisfied—"
ou are going to do mo a great in-
justice—"" :

“No,” was the emphatic answer to
Audrey's ery.  “I have not a reputation
for condemning people before their guilt ia
proved. That Greck ‘e’ the blotting-
paper, tho fact that the seurrilous appeal
puts you yourself forward as s desirable
siceessor to  Betty—these things, to my
mind, aro sufficient!”’

“Hear, hear!” cried Polly, whilst Paula
put in a drawling: *Yes, wather!”

And then Audgey burst into tears,  Ount
came her handkerchief, so that she could
dab it to her eyes, and some of the girls
wondered if this breakdown was the pre-
liminary to a frank confession. Excite-
ment amongst the crowd was intense.

Tn another moment, however, Audrey was
checking her tears. Bhe stood before Miss
Scmerfield and her schoolfellows, very erect
and very pale, with her underlip caught
between, her teeth. Her eyes flashed. She
was like one who, unable to vindicate her-
self, is suddenly resolved to bear injustice
with the spirit of a heroic martyr!

“It is cruel of you—cruel!” she said
huskily at last. “But Betty Barton is not
the only girl who can show fortitude. Con-
demn mo, if you like, Miss Somerfield; I
shall say no moro!”

“T think you stand condemned,” was the
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headmistress’s stern resporse. “You have
been guilty of undermining the girls’ loyalty
to their own captain at the very time when
she needed that loialty to the full, I say
again it was a wicked thing' to do, and it
must be punished, Go to the detention-
room at omce!”

“What!” Audrey grasped, recoiling a

little.

detention-room—go ! her head-
mistress insisted, waving her to door.
““Convinced of your guilt, I do nob feel
you are fit to remain amongst my other
girls!  Go, I say, and you will have to
purge yourself in no haﬂ'—hearlcd manner
before T let you return to your usual place
in_the school!” i

Even es the angry headmistsess waved
the culprit to the door, the girls who were
crowding there had fallen apart to let
Audrey pass. Now there was a gap in the
crowd plain for Audrey to sce. For a
moment she remained stockstill, holding
hor breath as if she could hardly believe
that such an indignity was to be Jaid upon
er.

Then, seceing the inflexible look in Miss
Somerfield's face, the girl threw up her
head with an air of great fortitude and
marched from the room.

Less than two minutes later she "was
alone in the detention-room, and now the
strange thing was she was smiling to her-
self in the most delightful manner!

Yes, it was strange, until one knew--as
no one in Morcove School either knew
or suspected—what a deep game she was|
playing.

Her ambition was the captaincy, and she
meant to get that proud position in the
end. To be in disgrace like this did not
seem much like progress towards her
coveted goal, but it was!

For this was the beginning of what was
to bo called in the end Audrey Blain's
martyrdom—a martyrdom borne with such
fortitude that it would be found, when
the senled letter in the safe wns -opened,
that she was the very girl who deserved
that hundred guineas prize!

The cunning of Audrey Blain—was there
ever anything like it? Already, by the
most cunning device, she had found out
what nobody else knew, and that was the
word in the envelope. Fortitude! And so,
on purpose to give herself the chance of

being acclaimed by and by as a girl who
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had displayed the greatest degree of for-
litude‘, she had arranged her own"martyr

om.

With her own hand had she_decliberately
written those scurrilous appeals_ in wvialot
ink and dropped them around fho school.
Miss Somerfield had found one; other scraps
of paper would bs found as time went by,
Meanwhile, she was already condemned as
the cngrit—packed off to the detention-
room, Just what she wanted!

For unless Audrey's plans went wrong,
she could count upon a certain person being
dropped upon for the whole business before
long, and then would be her own triumph!

Tgmn it would be:

“ Poor Audrey, what a shamo it was that
you were wrongly punished! But you did |
bear it bravely. e hundred guineas
prize proves to bs for fortitude, then you'll
certainly get b’

And the school would find that the prize
was for fortitude, and so she, Audrey,
would get it!

“Yes,” she pondered, sitting there in o
dim-lit room quite resigned to all the in-
dignity and hardship of such punishment,
“and if the girl who wins the prize can't
turn her sudden popularity to good account,
by getting the captainey, too, human nature
isn't what I take it to be.”

She almost chuckled as she considered
all this; but there was a well-assumed air
of martyrdom upon her pretty face directly
she heard someone turning back the key
in the lock.

Miss Redgrave came in. She was tho
youthful and immensely popular assistant-
mistress to the Fourth Form, a young lady
who would go out of her way to woo a
wrong-doer back to the right path, rather
than coerce her. '

Audrey—-"

“Yes, Miss Redgrave?”

The artful girl knew that martyvs never
sulked, and so she was going to be most
demure and complacent.

“I am so very sorry about all this,
Audrey,” the youthful mistress exclaimed,
with deep feeling, “It is a_shocking hin,
you have been guilty of. You deny it, %
know, but—oh, Audrey, what is tho use
of denying it when Miss Somerfield has dis-
covered evidence proving your guilt?”

“Miss Somerfield will be sorry some day,”
Audrey answered, with an injured, inno-




cent look. “I eay no more. I am sent
‘here, and——"
She heaved a pathetio sigh.
“I must be brave, that's all!"
Miss Redgrave's distress made her wince,
“Now listen, Audrey. I have it from
Miss Somerfield that yougmay go from
here immediately on condition that you pro-

mise to hand her a written admission of
your guilt, and that you epologise to
Betty.”

Audrey said. very "heroically ”:

“1 cannot do any such thing, Miss Red-
grave, No!’

“Then you will have to stay here.”

“Very well. I have more fortitude than
some people imagine,”

“You will have to remain here until call-
over, and then attend the muster as a _givl
in deep disgrace. You will be allowed to
go to your dormitory for the night, but
in the morning you will at once return
here.”

“Very well.”

“ And here you will spend the whole day,
except for excrcise that you will take whilst
other girls ave in school.”

“Very well,” Audrey said, as submissively
as before; “if Miss Somerficld can be so
cruel—""

“Audrey, you have not a crucl head-
mistress.  She is the soul of good nature.
But you have incurred well-deserved punish-
ment by a very scandalous, mean action,
a hit at tho captain, just when the girl
needs everyhody's support, Think, Audrey!
It is a terriblo thing to hit a person who
is down.”

Audrey pursed her lips and reared her
head aside, as if all this was being said to
an entively innocent girl who scorned to
reply. :

“Will you, then, Audrey—oh, will you
own up, and say you are sorry?’” pleaded
the mistress. Bga laid a gentle, imploring
hand upon the girl’'s narrow
“Will you, Andrey?”

“No!” It was said flatly, but not mm-
pudently. “It is going to %e hard on me
to have to put up with the punishment I
am threatened with, but T shall not give in.
And eome day, Miss Redgrave—some day
;:h‘:l r"A'.h”]B school will see what fortitude I

a . 4

shoulders.

Migs Redgrave said no more. With a lpok
of bitter disappointment she stepped back
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to the door and passed out, turning the key
upon Audrey again.
Once mors the girl was left all alone, and
once more she smiled to herself in her secret
delight! . 3

CHAPTER 16.
Worse and Worse for Betty,

LL next day other scraps of paper,
scrawled  with  phrases  directed
agamst Betty Barton, were turning
up in the school.

They were found between the leaves of
cluss-room books; they were poumnced upon
in various nooks and corners where they had
escaped attention up to now.

Sometimes it was one of the scholars who
found one of the hateful “screeds™; ab
another time it would be a mistress or a
servant. The headmistress impounded all
the papers that she heard about, and when
gho realised to what an extent the sowing of
mischief had been carried on, she felt all
the angrier with the culprit..

That so many scraps of paper should have
turned up after Audrey’s Eanishment to the
detention-room did not, of course,. argue
that girl’s innocence. Nobody needed to be
told that the pn%lers had certainly been
#pread about by her in sceret yesterday,
and were being found to-day because the
whole school’s interest had been aroused.

So, if the headmistress was angrier than
ever with Audrey, others were angrier, too,
‘Had the culprit been mingling as usual with
her schoolfellows, she would have been
made to feel the utter scorn in which sho
was held.

As it was, there were only two or three
fugitive occasions when Audrey was amongst
the scholars, and at such times the presence
of mistresses forbade any hostile outburst.
Yet a good many girls managed to give the
culprit such a look as should have made her
cringe with shame. B

What was the result, however? The more
opprobrium Audrey suffered, the better it
suited her plan! So when she wdf being
bronght in to take her place in the muster,
or led away again, the more the girls dis-
played disgust and contempt, the higher she
held her head!

But the best element in the echool did
more than proclaim its indignation by
treating Audrey with this fierce contem[i:g
Time after time, from first thing in tl
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morning until after tea, Betty Barton had
aesurances of &; mpathy and onaltly from
many of her schoolfellows. They felt sh
deserved some word of consolation and en-
couragement, and so indeed she did.

Poor Bett;

Heavy mdyead was the load of care she was
bearing these da

If only this “%m' at her in the school
had come at any ordimary time she could
have borne it with serene composure. But
she had been called upon to grapple with a
host of extra difficulties arising out of the
captaincy just at a time when ghe was ier-
ribly worried about that awful fire which
had  guited the Grandways’ cotton mill
during. the last week of the holidays.

There had been a_letter from home for
her this morning, and she had been reading
it again and again during the day—when-
ever she had a_moment to herself. Once
Polly had caught her brooding over the
lotter, and had asked: “Can't 1 read it,
dear? Can’t I help you somehow?"” Bui
no! Betty had felt that ik was not advisable
to let even her bosom chum know all that
was in the letter.

Polly was so intensely sympathelio, for all
hers was such a madeap disposition; the
coutents of that letter would only leave her
worried almost as much ns Betty herself.
Worried, with no possibility of doing any
good b?r wouymﬁ)

“Well, dear,” Polly was remarking, now
that I.hey had had tea very quietly together
in Study 12, “I expect you want to get a
let,tet ready for the post, and so I shall clear

n

'm off,”’ Polly insisted cheerfully.
“For a change, I shall go and &it in Paulas
ntudy, instead of Paula coming in here
to—— Hallo! Whe's that, I wonder1”’

It was Paula. There she stood, having
followed het tap at the door by Hoatm.g into
the room. already her pretty eyes were
going to the comfortable armchair which
wr.:a er favourite luunge every evening.

“Whuals’ Polly said promptly. “Right-
about turn, Paulal”

Polly, how fwivolous you arel

wstier wondah that you can indulge in
Ewwnluns wemarks when you wealise that
poor Betty is so wcwww =

My very dear Paula,” said Polly grimly,

“ting herself mn front of the chair.

“it i3 just because Betty is so won md that
your presence is not desired. {
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“Bai Jove!'

“Oh, it’s all right, Paula!” put in Betty,
forcn% a emile. - “Don’t take any notice
of Polly. There's the chmr—-

“Yes, wather! Howevah—

“Across my body first !’ Polly smd put-
aula
r out! Vamoosh!’

"I am constwained to wemark, Polly—""

““No speeches! T put it to you, Paula—
how can Betty endure a girl sprawling in
that chair, either making fatuous remarks ox

olse enoring 1"’ )
Polly. I twuet I have

“Not snorwing,
nevah committed the indisewetion of snor-

dear, quit! C]

wing, I twy to make myself a%ueaab]e,
don’t you know. I come here to bwighten
you up. If Betty does not dewive a little
welief fwom my agweeable society—""
“Q0h, come off it!”
“I will certainly withdwaw!” finished
Paula. “Howevah—""

eval
Polly ended zll palaver by taking hold of
the elsgnnt Paula smd turnmg her round.

uick march, Paula!
ut, Poll:
“Lefu right ! Leit right!"?

Thore was very little of the “left right 1"
about Paula’s_exit from the stu y, how-

ever. Squeezing the elegant one’s waist
between both hands, Polly, the madeap,
simply ran her cut of the room, and a re-
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had collided” with the passage wall opposite
the door.

There was a dismal wail from Paula, but
in a moment Polly flashed back to assure
Betty that no harm had been done—to the
wall, at an ratu‘—and then the study deor
slammed, leaving Batty all alone, with the
ghost of & smile at her lips.

That emile soon faded. Out came the
letter from home, and down she eat to read
it once again, before taking pen and paper
to answer it.

This was darling mother who had written,

ting the letter yesterday evening. The
gg:t page was full of bright gossip, penned

ng bang suggested that poor Paula

by one whose longing was to allay Betiy’s
anxieties. O\relleaf however, there were
15 fire, and

to
although her mother had bravely put the
best appearance on things, Betty could read
between the lines:
«

“ v About the fire, Betty darling.
You must not worry. it i true that
Josiah Grandways is still setting on the
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police to take sume action against your
ather, on the grounds that he incited you
to set the mill alight. But we still trust
that nothing will come of such a wicked
insinuation.

“I am sure that if the police had felt
there was anything in Mr. Grandways’
story. they’'d have arrested your father
before this. 8o I eay again, darling, don’t
WOIrY.

“Poor Betty! It would all have been
hard enough for you to bear, even if your
name had not been mentioned in the case.
How hard it must be for you to attend to
your studies and carry on all your work
as captain of the Form when there is this
hanging over.our heads! But we all keep-
as brave and cheerful as we can up here,
‘and you will do the same, we know. G
bless you, darling Betty! We all send our
fondest love and tons of kisses. . .”

Betty could read no more. Her eyes were
di

m.

She pressed the loving letter to her lips
for a moment, then sct it down upon the
table and drew a pen and ink towards her.
Taking up a sheet of note-paper, she put the
date and the address at the top, and then
wrole:

“Darling mother—""

That done, she sat pondering as to how
she should begin. She looked at her mother’s
letter again, and this time re-read the post-
seript:

“., . . What comforts us such a lot,
Betty darling, is knowing that you are
certain you did not use those lighted
matches carelessly that night. I am eure
that the way you answered the police-
inspector’s questions satisfied him .that
iuu did not cause the fire, even by acei-
ent.

As Betty raised her eyes from that pest-
script_her face looked more pallid than ever.
A sudden sigh of extreme anguish escaped

her. The thought that had persisted in
troubling her since her return to the school
was in her mind again., Why—why did it

keep on recurring?

‘Was it becauso she had got so worn-out
with worry that she was prone to yield to
fears that had never troubled her at the
start? Or was it because there was real
iustification for her awful misgiving?

She could not tell. She only knew that
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now, whenever that awful question .took
shape in her harassed mind—“qcould I have
ha an_ accident with those lighted

matches ?”’—she found herself answering in
these words:

“I might have done! T may have caused
the fire, after nlu" N

She suddenly thumped her elbows upon
the table and hid her white face in_ her
hands. For a little while she sat thus, shud-
dering with the thought of such a possi-
bility. Then she tried to brace heiself to-
gether—tried to banish the dreadful mis-
giving as being cne that had no right to
trouble her.

At that moment she heard some girls
drifting about_in the Eassage, and her gaze
went to the door. She realised that Cora

and others might have arranged to pester
her again this evening, just because the
knew how worried she was. Why not lock

the door, then?
No!

She would do no such thing; that she
decided ﬁrumpt]iy. If Cora or anybody else
her,

came tering she would let them seo
that shg was still capable of carrying on.
‘What was the watchword she had chosen

just lately 7 Fortitude!

And so, taking up the pen again, .she
dipped it in the ink and began the letter
with her door still unlocked.

She was just writing the first sentence
when she heard some renewed sounds in the
corridor, Some subdued talk was going on,
but it did not scem as if she was going to
be interrupted, for it was taking place out-
side another door.

Betty took another dip of ink and wrote
on, trying to ignore all sounds from outside
the room. Buddenly, however, several feet
trod forward along towards her door, which
flew open.

“Batty "

It was Polly who voiced the excited cry.
But Polly was not alone.

Betty heaved to her feet, giving something
that was like a faint scream of surprise as
she saw her mother there in the doorway—
her mother, and two men in uniform!

A police-inspector and a constable!

* Mother! —"

“Betty darling—oh, my Betty, my poor
Betty I’ came in a sobbing voice from the
anguished mother, as she and her schoolgirl
daughter rushed to each other’s arms. *
had to come, dearie—I had to come!"”

““Mother, oh, I am so glad, in a way, and
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yot—— Why is it, mother darling? These
policemen—""

Betty broke off in a dazed manner. The
whole thing had left her with a stunned
feelin; Vaguely she was aware of Polly
explaining how the visitors had first in-

uired at the wrong study—Paula’s. Then
she realised that Miss Somerfield was here;
she heard the beadmistress saying that this
should not have happened, but no one was
to blame.

“¥You asked for me, I am told, but I had
not then come back in the car, and 2

“Q0h, T couldn’t wait about; I had to find
my daughter,” Mrs. Barton pleaded in great
distress. “Miss Somerfield, we are in great
trouble at home!”

“Ah, I am sorry—terribly sorry! That
affair of the firs—"

“YVes!”

Mrs. Barion was trying in vain to stem
her tears, whilst Betty hung about her, cry-
ing in an agonised way:

“Mother—mother, darling! Ok, don’t—
don’t cry! We'll manage!’”

And there were Polly and Paula, trying
to get closer to Betty to whisper comfort-
ir_)glj\;_-

“Betty dear, anything we can do—""
“Yes, wather!” “'Oh, Betty dear! Betty
darling!” “ Your chums, don’t you know!”
“Bai Jove—yesawather!”

Miss,Somerfield spoke quietly.

“« All'you girls, you must please go away,”
she said, waving Polly and Paula and several
others out of the room. “Yes, I know
are sorry for Betty, but this is the kindest
thing you can do—leave Her!"

So at last the room was clear of all save
the mother and daughter, Miss Somerfield,
and the two representatives of the law.
th“ Dad? What about dad?’” Betty panted

en.

And in a heartbroken voice came the
mother’s answer:

“Your poor father, Betty darling—he is
arrested!”’ .

CHAPTER 17.
The Polica Want Eotty.

RRESTED!

Even as the dread word wae
uftered, Betty’s whirling brain was
able to appreciate one appalling fact.

When the police had been eo slow about
taking action, it made the ultimate arrest
all the more alarming,
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“It was very early this morning,” Mrs.
Barton explained tearfully. “And as soon
as it happened 1 got a friend to look after
Doris an(? e, so that I could come by the
first train # Morcove. The police said they
would have to question you again at the
echool, and I—— Oh, Betiy darling, I
couldn't bear that you should be without
ma when—when—"

A fresh storm of weeping silenced the
poor distraught mother, and now the police-
inspector made a few remarks.

“You know me, Miss Somerfield—I belong
to Barncombe,” he said to the headmistress.
“I had a ’phone message explaining mat.
ters, and instructing me to come here—""

“Not to arrest this schoolgirl, surely ?”

“Well, to question her, for a start, and
then, when arrangements could be made for
her going to Lancashire in proper company

“T am ready Lo go now,” Betty broke in
steadily. My mother is here——""

“Yes, miss, exactly! Your mother having
got here so quickly, I expect that’s what it
will come to—your going off with her right
away. Firs of all, thongh, I am instructed
to ask a few questions.”

“Well 2

“Tt has been suggested that you, at your
father's instigation, set the Grandways mill
on fire.” .

“I did not do anything at my father’s
instigation.”

“You have admitted you were ab the mill
that night.”

“] went into one of the sheds—yes. Every-
buﬂ&‘- nows why.”

“Tg look for somebody, e¢h? And you
struck a match or two?”

“VYes, sir.””

“Now, miss, are you as sure ae ever that
you did not cause tgna fire ?"*

Before Betty could answer the police
added gravely:

“T must caution you, miss. Anything you
say will be taken down and it may be used
in evidence against your father, or against
yourself, for that matter.”

“Betty, dear,’”” Miss Somerfield murmured
tenderly, * you guite understand 7"

“Yes, Miss Somexfield.”

“Well, then? asked the police-inspector,
standing notebook in hand.

“I—1 was certain at the time that T did
not cause the fire. I—I—T am not so certain
now—-"

“What!” gasped Miss Somerfield, falling
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back a step, whilst Mrs. Barton cried out
"UELieyt Ob, Betty durling—"

“ Bet , Betty darling—'

“Mother dear, I only want to be quite,
quite honest, At first T was certain I had
nothing to do with the fire, and so I said so.
But since—since I got back to the school—I
don’t know—worrying about it all so much
—— Qh, mother, it 13 dreadful, I know, but
I have begun to wonder *—Betty was on the
verge of tears now—“to wonder if I did
cause tho fire!’”

“Heaven help us, then!” moaned Mrs.
Barton crazily. “Ah, darling, T am not re-
proaching you. In any case, 1t was an acci-
dent. Only it makes it all so bad for your
poor dear father!”

The police-inspector was conversing softly
with his inferior. After & moment he turned
to Miss Somerfield and Mrs. Barton.

“In_view of all this, I think the young
lady should be got to Lancashire by tho first
possible  train,” he suggested,
one from Barncombe in an hour’s time, con-
necting at Bristol, and sog—""

“Mother darling, do yon hear? Shall I
get ready at once?’’ Betty asked, taking a
fresh grip on herself.

With a handkerchief at her eyes Mus.
Barton nodded distractediy. Nor did Miss
Somerfield fecl it was any use trying to get
the journey deferred until the morning.

To tho depths of her heart was the head-
‘mistress touched by the whole terrible sitia-
tion. She was grieving for Betty—Betty,
the Form captain, and ever one of her
dearest scholars. She was full of compas-
sion, too, for Mrs. Barton,

If Miss Somerfield could have had her
own way she would have given the dis-
traught mother rest and comfort for the
night; but only to look at Mrs. Barton was
to see that she would prefer a thousand
times to start back at once, taking Betty
with her.

She had come in a car from Barncombe
with the police, znd it was the inspector’s
Buggestion that that car should take them
all to Barncombe railway-station in time for
the train he had menticned. And so he
and his constable withdrew to wait pre-
parations for departure.

What a ing away from the dear old
school was this! Had there ever been any-
thing quite like it before? Never! It was
just as if she herself were under arrest!

few minutes of wild scurry to get a
emall bag packed, and then she had to go

“There’s”

with her mother and Miss Somerficld down-
stairs to the headmistress’ study, and no
chanca at all of getting a talk with any of
her schoolfellows.

It almost secemed as if che was not even
going to exchange one good-bye word with
Polly, Paula, Madge, and other devoted
chums. At any rate, Betty could not help
noticing as she went downstairs that not a
scholar was to be seen, which seemed to
suggest that they had all been ordered to -
remain in their studies.

In the headmistress’ private room there
was some refreshment for the mother and
daughter, but in vain Miss Somerfield im-
plored them to drink the coffee and manage
a sandwich or so before starting.

The steaming cups were almost unsipped,
and not a mouthful of food could either
Betty or Mrs. Barton swallow.

Then the clock on the mantelpiece tin%ed
loudly, and that was a needless reminder
of the flight of time.

In the meantime, all eorts of rumours had
been flying around tho achool. The polica
had come for Betty. Betty, was actually
under arrest. They were gowg to take her
straight from the echool to prison. The
whole Barton family were to bo put on trial
for having conspired to burn down the
Grandways’ cotton mill!

Such wild talk as this was naturally dis-
counted by the more sensible girls, including
Betty's chums. All the same, they were us
eager as any to see Betty, if only to have
a chance of proclaiming their unshaken faith
in_her.

So when that impressive procession came
forth from the hLeadmistress’ private room
there were girls packing every inch of floor
space downstairs.

sudden hush fell, and yet that silence,
so dramatic as it was, told just as much of
wild excitement as all the bubel of tongues
had done only a moment eince.

Yes, there she was—the captiin of the
Fourth Form! There, with YI(‘I‘ weeping
mother and the two officors of the law,
whilst Miss Somerfield came last, looking as
if the next moment would see her also in

tears.

Silence——that impressive silence, whilst
mother and daungher moved on towards the
front porch in such ominous company; and
then suddenly there was & sort of scufflin,
amenggt the crowd of girls, and one o
them broke clear of the throng to make a
rush at Betty.
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“Betty darling!'”

It was Poly, and her cry was one of
great anguish, Her arms were stretched
towards the chum she loved so well, and
those arms would have gone about Be!tf:
shoulders, but the inspector brushed Polly

aside.
“I'm sorry, my qirtl},)_hxﬁnthis is not the
ing!

THE HUNDRED

time for that sort o
“But I-X can’t bear it!” was Polly's
agonised cry. “Where are you taking her,
thon? When shall we see her again? Oh
“It is cwuel—downwight ewuell’” wailed
Paula. She, with Madge, Tess, and two or
three others, had followed Polly’s example
in trying to get at their beloved Betty.
“You—you howwid welches, you!”

“ Paula, dear, hush !’ pleaded Miss Somer-
field sadly. “These men are only doing
their duty. I feel it, too—terribly! giut this
had to be, it seems.”

Betty and her mother were at the door
by now. All over the hall girls were stand-
ing on tip-toe to sce over the heads of others
—to caten a last glimpse of the Fourth Form
captain. They saw the deor thrown_ wide
open, revealing the night-bound grounds and
the waiting car; they saw Betty, at that last
moment, turn and look back at them all,
and then on the silence there fell the inspec-
tor’s brusque remark:

“Come along, missy !”

And she was gone. Gono!

Gone like that, and they would see her
again—ah, when, if ever!

Not the only ones were Polly, Paula, and
Madge to burst into tears. There was
quiet weeping everywhere in that thronged
hall, h, and who was the girl who sud-
denly rushed away blindly upstaire to shut
herself in one of the studies and there fling
herself down like one crazy with grief?

Judith Grandways!

CHAPTER 18,
“ You did it—youl™

L 0O much for Betty Barton—hurrah!”
S exulted Cora Grandways, sailing into
her study a couple of minutes after

the car had driven off. Then she

atuE ed dead, observing her sister Judith
huddled in a low chair, hiding a tearful face.

fire.

“What are you howling about?”’ eried!
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Cora impatiently. “When you ought to be
glad, you duffer!”

“Glad! Oh, Coral”

“Glad, of course!” rushed on the elder
sister.  “It was father’s own mill that was
burnt down, and if he had not been insured

we would all have been ruined.  And Betty
did it!"

““No, Cera—no!”

“8he did! I have always said she did!"”

insisted Cora. “So you hold your row! The
police have only done what they should
have done on the very morning after the
But I've got no time to waste in
talk, Now that Betty is gone—and may
we never see her here againi—we are bound
to have a new captain. And so, hurrah!”

Judith rose from her chair, fighting to re-
gain her corposure. She went to a chair
at the table and seated herself there, then
pulled open a drawer to rummage for some-
thing.

“What are you up to now?” snapped
Cora.

“I—I am going to write to Betty,”

“Write to Betty—you!”

“Yes, I must,” Judith answered, still
rummaging in the drawer for letter-paper.
“I know I am the daughter of the man
whose mill was burnt, but I—T feel—"

“Well, that’s my side of the table you are
silting at, end my drawer you arc turning
upside-down !”" cried Cora impatiently. * Oh,
Judy, what a duffer you are to excite your-
sclf 50! You—well? What's the matter
new 2”7

Tho scornful question was fung at Judith
as that girl suddenly staggered fo her feet,
looking at something that she had chanced
upon i the drawer, amongst all*the litter
of papers.

“Coral"” came in e horrified gasp from
tho young sister. " Oh, this sheet of paper
—violet ink—="

“What ! screeched Cora. -

“Look at it—look!” gasped the other.
“It is a sheet of paper on which someonc
was practising disguised writing for those
lines against Betty! And it was in this
drawer, Cora—your drawer1”

Cora snatched at the sheet of paper, and
would have crumpled it up, but Judith
snatched it back.

“No, Cora, you shan't destroy it!” Judith
panted, falling away from her sister. “You
wroto those papers, then? You—"

“Judy, I did not! I swear—"
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“Ah, how can you say that,” was the
younger sister’s wild cry, “when what
have found by chance proves it? You were
bitter against Betty—"

“That doesn’t matter; T didn’t write
thosa  papers!” Cora almost shricked.
*“Judy, hold your tongue! I—— Oh, why
won't you believe me 7"

“How can I, when all along you have
been  Betty’s enemy?” pleaded Judith,
“This, then, proves that Audrey Blain was
not guilty, after all.  You let her be
blamed——""

“Judy, I tell you I did not bave anything
to do with those papers that were spread
about!” Cora yelled the words again,
stamping & foot. “T did not! I—" !

And_there she broke off, recovering her
spent breath with a loud gasp as she saw
the door fly open in front of Miss Red-
grave and several of the girls,

“Cora—Judith I came sharply from the
youthful mistress. “What is all this quar-
relling about? You made such a noise, I
could not help hearing.  Something about
Audiey Blain and the papers that she
wrote—-"

Standing apart from each other, the two
sisters remained silent.  The paper from
tho drawer was still held by Judith in its
crumpled state. Cora’s wild oyes went to
it in a panicky fashion. The mistress spoke
again :

“That paper, Judith, let me sce it.”

“No!"” implored Cora, with an imploring
gosture, but Miss Redgrave insisted.

“Yes, hand me that paper, Judith.”

So, amidst dead silence, the shect changed
bands, and Miss Redgrave's were not the
only eyes that scanned the tell-tale scrawl-
ing in violat ink.

Since she flung open the deor and strode
into the room, half a dozen girls had been
crowding behind her. Polly was one, Paula
another. cre were Madge and Tess,
too, and Trixie Hope and Biuegcil Courtney,

“\.‘_"hy," burst out Polly, “it looks as if

“¥Yes, wather!  Oh, bai Jove!™

“Violet ink !" cried the others,

“You found this, Judith—where? the
mistress asked gravely.

“In that table drawer.”

“Y see. And so I was not mistaken.
You really were accusing your sister of hav-
ing been the author of those srurrilous
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attacks on poor Betty, as captain of your
Form 1" -

Cora broke out passionately :

" Miss Redgrave, I have declared to Judy
L did not write any of those atfacks on
Betty Barton, I wasgbittor against the
girl—good reason, too, I think !—but I did
nof—"

“You must say it all to your headmis-
tress,” Miss Redgrave checked the excited
girl with a raised hand. ““Go before me
now,”

“I won't—T won’t 1"

“Cora Grandways, control yourself. Such
violent behaviour can do you no possible
good in tho eyes of those who witness it.
Go, I say,” the mistress repeated calmly;
and this time Cora obeyed.

"I don't care. 1 shall be able to clear.
myself,” she was saying over and over *
again in an excited way, as she passed
along the corridor and down the stairs.
“Audrey put that shoet of paper in the
table drawer, that's what it means!®

And that was one of the suggestions she
put forward in self-defence ak soon as she
had becn brought face to face with the
headmistress. "

“It’s all very well for you to say that,
Cora,” Miss Somerfield commented sternly.
“Don’t forget, however, that Audrey has
always persisted that she was entirely inno-
cent. Her own story is that she was vic-
timised by someone’s using her folder of
blotting-paper.”

“My defence ought to bo as good at
hers!” Cora exclaimed hotly. . “Why
shouldn’ it be? T tell you,

“Bilence | Now, listen !” Miss Somerfield
broke in, “Until you were bronght in like
this, a minute ago, I was absolutely con-
vinced that Audrey Blain was the culprit.
Had there been a shadow of doubt in my
mind, the school knows that Audrer \;mxld

Well,

have had the benefit of it. am
bound to say that I scem to h.ve done
Audrey a grave injustice, after all. o
will have Audrey brought from the do-
tention-room,"

A meaning nod to Miss Redgrave accom
panied these words, and the youthful mis-
tress hastened away, to find another crowd
of excited girls hanging about cutside.

She appezled to them to keep calm if they
could not do the better thirg and go away.
and so the girls were sient emough s
Audrey was presently brourht slovz,
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Calmly, and with head erect, she went by
the staring girls who lined the way, still
the injured innocent who was bearing mar-
tyrdom with fortitude! And now—was it
a wonder if a good many of her school-
follows began to admire her, rather than
scorn her for bearing herself like this?

Tt had not been & pose, after alll How
could it have been? the girls were saying to
themselves when evidence had just come to
liglht_th;t Cora Grandways had been the
culprit. .

« Audrey,” Miss Somerfield began quietly,
“ don’t know if Miss Redgrave has ox-
plained to you——"

“Yes, she has,” the girl from the deten-
tion-room throw out in a tone that matched
her calm, confident expression.

“Here is tho paper that was found in
Cora Grandways’ study,” the headmistress
went on, brandishing it before her. “Itisa
paper hearing _traces of somebody’s _first
attempts at a disguised handwriting. Violet
ink was used.”

“And so I am accused of the deed,”
cried out Cora excitedly. “Audrey, you
know I didn't do it. It was done by you,
in your room—it must have been!”

«Nothing of the kind I” Audrey answered
quictly. 1 was_acoused—Miss Somerfield
was so very certain—>" .

“Yes, Audrey, I am afraid I was” ex-
claimed the headmistress, in a tone that
chowed she did not mean to spare herself
over the apparent miscarriage of justice.
“I blame mvself-—"

“QOh, I do not think you ought to do
that 1" Audrey interrupted demurely, “Ib
was such a clear case against me, you were
bound to feel convinced. Only I would
just like to point out—"

“Well 2"

“Prom first to last, Miss Somerfield, T

think you- will admit_that my attitude was
. that of an_innocent girl.”

Cora, clenching up her hands, echoed
chokingly; " Innocent girl—bah I" But Miss
Somerfield gestured to hoer to be silent.

“Ves, Audrey, I quite agreo that what
seemed to be only s pose was, after all, &
genuine display of fortitude. I will be

* my immediate duty to set you rith in the
eyes of the school, and then——"

8o you are certain that I did it nowt”
Cora broke out wildly again. “You are
going to find me Enill.y—’

“I am, Cora Grandways, and this time
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thers will be no miscarriage of justice,” the
headmistress said solemnly. “You are
known to have been extremely bitter against
Betty Barton, The specimens of disguised
handwriting have been [ound in your tablo
drawer. Your violent state of mind sinco
the charge was made is in itself a confession
of guilt.”

“How ocan I help feeling wild?” Cora
protested hysterically,  “I—it's liko being
caught in a trap. Miss_Somerfield, it is
true 1 was bitter against Betty Barton, but
I did not write those papers. I didn’t—I
didn’t1” wailed the wretched girl. “Oh1”

She burst into tears, and would have sab
down to weep into her handkerchief, but the
headmistress made a sudden sign to Ruth
Redgrave to take the girl away.

“To the detention-room—yes.”

Cora recled to her feet. Sho looked as if
she would like to spring at Audrey and
strike her, and it was to prevent any such
painful incidents as this that Miss Redgrave
took the infuriated girl by the arm and el-
most dragged her away.

“T didn't—1I didn’t do it!” Cora was oub
of the room now, shouting her frantic
denials as she was made to go along to the
detention-room.  “It was Audrey, I tell
you! She cunning—oh, she’s a wretch—a
wreteh I"”

And Audrey, left standing in the head-
mistress’ study, scemed to hear those cries
unmoved,

“ Audrey 1"

“Yes, Miss Somerfield 1"

«] shall certainly make it my duty, as I
said, to set you right in the eyes of the
whole school.” | had thought of addressiog
a fow remarks to the girls when they
assemble at call-over, but I de not see w!
we should even wait until ¢hen. T will
speak now.”

 Just as you please, Miss Somerfield I”

Thus said Audroy, as demurely as ever, ag
she still stood before her headmistress in
that lady's private room.

Miss Somerfiold gave heed for a moment
to tho jabber of talk that was going on
outside the study, and then she nodded to
herself decisively.

“(Come this way, Audrey!”

So saying, she crossed to the door and
opened it, to find almost every member
the Fourth Form there, and certainly h
the remainder of the g t

*All you girls,” Miss Somerfleld sald at

.
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once, in a ringing voice, “I want you to
know that Audrey Blain_should never have
been punished by me. I want you to give
her credit, as I do myself, for having acted
with great fortitude whilst suffering such
undeserved disgrace. I blundéred badly,
and although Audrey herself is generous
enough to say that I was almost bound to
deem her guilty at the time, yet I cannot
forgive myself, -So, girls—"

The speaker, as she paused, rested a
gentle hand upon Audrey’s shoulder as the
girl stood before the gazing crowd, droop-
ing her head as if she was bashful.

“If you want to lessen the pain I feel over
that mistake. of mine,” the headmistress
went on earnestly, “will you take Audrey
back into your everyday life with tho best of
goodwill? Will you do that, girls?”

There was a cheer, and then an absolute
hubbub of talk as Audrey was simply
mobbed by friendly disposed schoolfellows.

Seniors, Fifth-Formers, youngsters in the
Lower Third—all were infected with this |-
sudden change of feeling towards the girl
who Fad been all day under lock and key.

Girls like Grace Garficld, Ella Elgood, and
Diana Forbes—they saw great things coming
for them now.

Truo, they were the very girls’ who had
been ready to conspire with Cora, but Cora
they seemed ready to forget about now,
which showed just how much their fricnd-
ship was worth™o anyone. Audrey | Audrey
for them! That was the cry, whilst they
fluttered about her all the way upstairs.

And soon that cry was giving place to
one that Polly and the other chums could
not hear without experiencing a heart-
throb of dismay,

“ Audrey for captain—Audrey!”

Why not? tho girls who were all for
getting a slack captain wanted to know.

Just before call-over that same evening,
Grace Garfield and Ella Elgood locked in on
Audrey in her study.

“I say[” burst out Grace, rather ox-
citedly. “Some of us_girls in the Fourth
have been thinking. Now that Betty has
had to clear ou -

“And goodness knows when she will be
back!” put in Llla,

“ Perhaps never |” rushed on Grace. “So,
Audrey, wo have been thinking, The cap-
tainoy will fall vacant,”

“There will have to be s deputy for a
time, that is certain,” declared Ella.

OWN " LIBRARY 47

. ““Then, Audrey,” clamoured Girace, jean-
ing across the table in her great excitement,
“what we want to know is, will you let
us bring you in as captain? It can be done.
Only say the word.”

Audrey did not answer. She was too
clever to diselose all her ambitions and her
yearnings to girls who might bo turning
against her in a_week.

But she was thinking—why not ?

CHAPTER 19,
The Schoolgirl Witness.
“ EXT witness! Call Betty Barton!”

N A rustle of excitement went

through the crowded police-court
as onec of the lawyers voiced
these words.

For some of the men and women in the
public seats of the court this was the dra-
matic moment which they would not have
missed on any account. It was the know-
ledge that Betty Barton, a mere schoolgirl,
was to bo ealled to give eyidence in the
case agaivst her own father that had made
people line up outside the police-court as
soon as daylight broke.

“Betty Barton, go to the witness stand,
my girl.”

There sho was, sithee! Poor lass, was
the compassionate thought that seized
many a tender-hearted woman, whilst the
men folk' frowned and mumbled to them-
selves with the same degree of pity, How
deathly pale she looked, and what wonder,
when it rested with her whether her own
father would be acquitted of the terrible
charge which had been brought against
him, or would be committed to the assizes,
with the certaintly of being fonnd guilty
and sent to penal servitude!

It was a full bench of magistrates this
morning. and even they all leant forward
in their raised seats to take a good look
at this pretty little wimess,

Whilst the usher was administering the
oath there was a pitiable sound of stifled
sobbing from the well of the court. Mrs,
Barton was there, sitiing with & handker-
chief to her eyes.-

In tho dock stood thi aceased, pale and
anxious, yet holding limsdf erect with
tremendous courage, whils he looked
across at his youthful duughier. One could
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guess his thoughts. What a daughter to
be proud of—his darling Bety, with those
large, honest eyes of hers to make every-
body feel that she was here to tell the
truth. Ay the truth and nothing but the
truth, be the . consequences what they
might

“Now Botty Barton——"

“Sh| Silence—silence!” called an usher,
and all the whispering and the shuffling
and rusiling died away, leaving a great
stillness, Kven if the lawyer had been
speaking in & whisper he would have been
heard quite easily

“You are the accused man’s daughter,
we know, and you go to school at
Moreove, in North Devon? In fact, you
have been fetched away from Morcove
School to be present at this inquiry 7 °

A nod from Betty. She was saving her
breath behind pressed lips.

“Well, now,” went on the Erosecut'mg
lawyer, not too sternly, “you know what
the charge is sgainst your father. It is
that he incited you, a minor in the eyes
of the law, to commit what wo call arson.
That is to say, by persuasion, if not com-
pulsion, your father got you to set fire
to certain premises in this town namely,
the cotton mill belonging to Mr. Josish
Grandways.”

Betty, gripping the rail of the witness-
stand, shook her head.

“My father mever persuaded me to do
an‘ything of the sort, sir.”

‘On the night of the fire it is n fact
that you entered the precincts of the
mill?” )

“Yes, sir,”

“And struck matches there?”

“VYes, sir. 1 have always admitted that.
Wo—T and some chums of mine—we were
giving & sort of treat to some poor chil-
dren in & building next door to the mill.
It was tho counci? school, and whilst the
party was in full swing I saw a poor girl
as I thought her to be, looking in at the
window, as if sho wanted to be invited in-
side to share the fun.”

“Well?”

“8o T went outside, sir, and saw the girl
was hurrying away. I thought that was
beecause sha was shy. 1 went after her,
following her into the mill yard, but it
was foggy. 1 called out, and she did not
gnswer.  Then I struck a light to sece

around. 1 was ever so careful—""
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“How many matches did you
Betty Barton?”

“Two or three, sir, 1 really did not
notice.”

“1 ses. At any rate, the alarm of firc
went up socon afterwards,” pursued the
lawyer, “and you—where were you-then?”

“Back in the schoolhouse, sir, enjoying
the party. The first 1 knew was when my
father came in to say that Grandways' Mill
was blazing.”

“Very well, then'” the lawyer was
bristling up at last, “Is it a fact that your
family and the Grandways family have
never been on good terms?”

“We did not bear any malice.”

«I suggest that there has been this
bitterness for a long time, between your
father and Mr. Grandways—"

“Father had good reasons for feeling
bitter, I think.”

“Ay, gud lass, 'tis true enow " mumbled
some gruff voice among the’ public seats,
causing the ushers to exclaim:

“ghl Hush there—silencel”

“1 further suggest that between Mr.
Grandways' two daughters and yourself
at the sohool there has also been bitter-
ness?’ asked the lawyer.

“\We—we have mot been friends, Cora
Grandways and I, Judith Grandways
wanted to be friends some time back; she
chan; a good deal, And so l-vwc’ll, I
just became friends, that’s all.”” i
ith such delicious simplicity that a mur-
mur of admiration filled the room.

“And you mean to tell me,” the lawyer
snid, trying to frighten Bett with o sud-
den glaring look, “that nfthough there
was this—this enmity, I will call it—your
father never incited you——"

“Never, sir—never!” -

The lawyer gnawed his underlip. Betty's
vehement answer had made it useless for
him to try any brow-beating

“Be very careful how you answer this
question,” he said at last, breaking the
profound silence with his metallic voice.
“Did_you or did you not set fire fo the

strike,

mill ¥’
w iy, I—I was very carelul. I—
“Did you or did you not set fire to the
cotton mill? When you used those
matches that night—" )
«T have wondered since, sir—dad and

mother krow—I have worried a great deal
as to whether, perhaps, 1 did cause tho;
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fire. T was—oh. so carefut, I am suret I
can't imagine myself being so careless as
to drop a lighted  match anywhere.”

The lawyer let a moment go by after
Belty’s anguished voice had died away.

“Now, listen my girl. I suggest thab
you did set fire to tho cotton mill, although
perhaps you did not go thero with thab
intention You caused the fire to start by
accident, and instead of fhying to put it
out, you ran away—'""

“No, sir! Oh—"

“QOne moment, let me finish, you have
a lawyer watching the case on your behalf
end your fathor's. I suggest that you,
having set fire to a part of the mill by
accident, made off like that, because you
wero suddenly tempted to let the place
burn, It was the Grandways' Mill, and
your father had talked—"

“No sir; ho had not talked—"

“ Arp you going to say he had not talked
with uuum:ﬁ bitterness against Josiah
Grandways that day, because of a fresh
dispute they had in the open sireet?”

otty clutched the rail tightly again.

“My father was—he was very disgusted
with Mr. Grandways.that day. At home
we wore all led into speaking bitterly. Bub
as for father enconraging me to burn down
the mill if ever I got a chance—ch, it
isn’t true!” Botty oried, in a ringing voice,

In the buzz of excitement that followed
this vehement protest, the lawyer sab
down, and the one next to him stood up.

This wes the solicitor who was acting
for the Bartons.

“I just want you to tell the magistrates
this, Betty Barton,” i
#0On the very morning after the fire,
the police come to your father’s house and
question you, and did you tell them that
you had entered the “mill ocutbuildings
overnight?”

Betty said: “Ves, sir”

“Vou haye kept nothing back then?”

“No,
was afraid T might have caused the fire,
boonuso ot that time I had not tho least
idea that I might heve caused it. It was
when I had been worrying for several days
that I began to wonder—to wonder”—
Botty almost broke down—"*just what I
did do on that night and what I didn’t,
sir,

1.
Again there was a slight sensation in

he said soothingly. |-

sir. T did not tell them that I
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court, causing frown
“Silence|”

Then in the renewed hush, the Bartons’
lawyer straightened up and spoke to -the
magistrat s,

_““I submit that this witness has not only
vindicated her father's innocence, but her
own also,” ho pleaded. “You will observe
she only began to imagine that she might
bave caused tho fira after she had been
worrying herself halt crazy about it all.
A very natural outcome of such terrible
anxiety! All right Bebby, you may go!”

He dismissed the schoolgirl witness with
a kind smile.

Then he also sat down. and the tension
ended for a moment except that it was
distressing to see tho struggle. which Betty
wes making to bear up still whilst she
resumed her seat next to her agonised
mother.

The magistrates shifted in their chairs
to be able to put their heads together a3
they conferred with one another in lowered
tones. At this moment the accused man
seemed to become a more prominent figure
than ever in the crowded court, for tho
witness-stend was now vacant, and the law-
yers were scated. :

Tick, took—tick, tock ! went the clock on
the wall whilst the justices deliberated
amongst themselves, It was long past mid-
day now, and the case had started at
eloven. For more than an bour and a half
Betty's father had stood there in the dock,
whilst the f)rosucution did its best to
demonstrate his guilt, and his own lawyer
had made counter efforts to_smash all tho
evidence that was so damning.

It was strange, bat at at  instant
Betty was thinking in a detached way of
Morcove School—ot how they would be cut
of classes ut this time, getting a bit of
hockey practice in the sports field, or

assiping in the studies. The old school!

h, if she were only there this morning,
and if only this had never bappened !

Tho old home, to>—how awful it was
going to be if ﬁmy decided that darling
father really had—

“Silenon, silencel” called the ushers, as
tho magistrates suddenly showed that they
had come tc a decision. “‘Silence, over
there!”

And what a decison it was, now that
the presiding magitrate wis ready to
speak !

the wushers to
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“We have gone very carefully into this
case,” he began ip an even voice, “The
prosccution hes certainly made out & very
grave caso against the accused-—"
“0Oh, father darling.”
_ “On the other hand the defending lawyer
is quite right in pleading that the daugh-
ter's evidence is constant with a desiro to
be perfectly honest. There is slso some
conflict of evidence a8 to whether a fire
starting in one of the sheds could so
quickly have involved the main buil-

di“i!'
The magistrate took up & pen and dipped
it in the ink.

“ Altogether, it is & caso for judge and
jury to decide and so we ghall commit the
the accused’ tc take his trial at the next
assize.”

In the very moment that those grave
words were voiced, causing the whole court
to seethe with talk, whilst poor Mrs.
Barton suppressed . ecream of anguish, the
defending iawyer sprang to his feet to ask
for bail. 1If thai was refused, then Betty's
father would have to remain in custody
until tho trial came on. .

“Pail 1 returned the presiding magistrate.
“1 don’t know; arson is a most serious
.charge.”

He consulted his enlleuguen on the bench,
who all shook their heads.

“No, the case is too serious, far too
serious for bail to be rfrsnted. 1 am sorry,”
tho chief J.P. said, starting to write
rapidly, “bubt the accused must remain in
custody.”

‘There was & warder's hand on Mr.
arton’s shoulder at once.

“Come along 1" the warder said
grimly, whilst Betty and her mother

Poth reelod to their fcet in the well of
the court, and cried out wildly:

“No, no! Oh, dad—dad, darling! Ob,
don't take him from usl”

But they hurried him away. hardly gave
iy timo to sena back one pitiful glance
to his agonised wife and child before he
was taken to the cells below, And then
the magistrates adjourned for lunch, and
tho reporters hurried away, and the
policemen and ushers shepherded out the

dispersing erowd, and thp lawyers put
their papers together. g
Swiltly the court-room emptied; but

there, for miany & minute after ell others
lad gone, the mother and daughter sat
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in tears, their voices choking‘ with soba
whenever they attempted to comfort
each other,

Tick, tock—tick, tock!

Heavily the moments were going by.
And—oh, poor Betty was thinking distrac-
tedly, to think of one’s own dear father,
an innocent man, doomed perhaps to
wear out months and years of imprison-
ment, moment* by moment like this, be-
hind prison walls!

CHAPTER 20.

Blow Upon Blow,
OLLY LINTON sent the door of
Study No. 12 crashing open,
and them stood and stared &b
Paula Creel, who appeared to be
on the verge of dozing off in a most com-

fortable armchair.

“Hn_.}lm So you are there, Paula, arc

you?
“Yes, wather, bai Jovel” drawled the

aristocrat of the Fourth Form at
Morcove School. “Heah I am, don’t you
know, just weelining—"

“Well, you just go and recline in your
own den, Paula!” .

“My dear Polly—"

“Hop it, do you hear? Skeedaddle I’

“The pwecise meaning of that word,
Polly, deah, 1 do not quite gwasp. How-
ovah, if you are pwoposing that 1 should
womove my wetiring form fwom this
study—""

41 mean this Paule, and I'm serious!”
Polly said, coming right_into the room. "It
js half-past four, and Betty Barton may
turn up at any moment now, for we know
¢he is returning to the school to-day. And
I put it to you, it isn't going to buck Betty
up to come in and see you lying half
asleep, as if you didn't care a rap 1®

“As wegards nobt cawing a wap, Polly,
deah, I twust thev Detty will wealise I cara
a gweat deal more than a hundwed waps,
or even a million, bai Jovel To tell you
the twuth, I came in heah on purpose——"

Polly said “Oh!” in o fuming way.

“J ‘am open to cowwection, Polly, deah,
fub it appears to me, don't you know, that
a soothing pwesence like mine—] think
you will agwee mine is a wemarkably
soothing pwesence—what 1"
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#“QOh, soothing isn't the word!” said
Poll{, casting up _her eyes to high heaven,
83 li‘f to say: “ What shall I do with this

irl 17

“Weal, then; gwanted that mine is &
soothing pwesence, we awwive at the vew,
wensonable theowy, Peolly, desh, that
shall wather soothe Betty. Theahfore, 1
pwesume 1 may wesume my cheah—eh,
what?”

“Resume anything, dear, so long as you
don't resums the argument,” gave in Polly.

“Pway what is the matter now, deah 7"

«Paula darling,” rushed on Poliy, standing
in front of her chum, “how are we going to
cheer Betty up when she arrives. It is
awful! We have scen in the daily papers
that her father is committed for trial,
Betty herself will be in prison before the
end of it, yousee. And here at the school,
whilst Betty has been away up north—"

She broke off abruptly, rearing her
head to listen

“Hark! There is someone saying that
Betty is here. Oh—-"

“Bai Jovel”’

“Come onl”

And away dashed the madeap of the
Form, reaching the corridor almost before
Paula was out of the easy-chair,

Vet Paula was behaving with what
was, for her, remarkablo celerity.

After rising from her chair sho never—
wonderful to say—paused to fiddle with
her heir. With ~her ather mincing step
sho went from the study, going past
several girls who were standing about in
the corridor in twos and threes. Some
of these wore chums of hers, and they
went on with her to the stairs, full of ex-
citement over the return of Betty.

Thers were one or two others, however,
who intended to give the Lancashire girl
m‘ything but a friendly reception.

*QOh, yes, she has come|” cried Cora
Grandways derisively. ‘‘What on honour
to the ‘school, when gll the world knows
that her father is going to geb five years
in prison!”’ =

«] wonder she had the nerve to come
back,” exclaimed Ella Flgood scornfully.

Moantime, Polly had already gone
through the house like a whirlwind, and
now she fetched up with an impatient
“Oh!" and a stamp of the foob, as she
found that there was to be o minute or
80 before she could rwh at Betty and hug

her, for the returned scholar was with the
headmistress in that lady’s private room.

But at_last Betty came out, to find Polly
Linton, Paule Creel, Madge Minden, Tess
Trelawney, and Trixie Hope all there to
greet her, Nor had these girls voiced
the first loving *Betty darling!” beforo
Bluqbell Courtney and Dolly Delane camo
rushing upon the scene.

“Botty ! Oh, you poor darling! Never
mind, though, you have had a cruel time
of it, but—"

_“We've boen thinking of you all the
timo, Betty dear.”

“Yes, wather!”

And Betty knew, then, that one has to
suffer in this life before one can really
Lnow the extent to which the loyalty and
sympathy of friends can go.

These girls—ail such good chums of hers
for many a day now—mobbed around her
in that downstairs passage, hali crying
because they saw how her eyes wero
glistening, and yet giving her their cheer-
up smiles when they noticed how she was
tr{mg to stop her own mouth from
falling at the corners. It seemed s3 if they
would never leave off embracing her, bub
at last thero was a move for upstairs.

Then if Betty had been a girl of different
mettle she really must heve broken down
—not, because of any warm-hesrted
greeting from the Form in gereral, but
because their greeting was just the reverse
from cordial. g

The tea-bell was going, and Betty en-
countered almost all the other girls in the
eorridor. Somo gave her u deliberately
hostile look; others went by with eyea
averted. The most she got in the way of o
voeal greeting was s brusque “Hallol”

The moment her chums hid got her to
Study 12 a look passed betwein Madge
Minden and Polly, ‘There wis an ap-
proving mnod from the madoap, resulting
m Madge acting rather mysteriously. She
nudged Tess and Trixe, wnd gave @
“Follow me!” sort of glaice to Paula,
Biuebell, and Dolly, and_ al at once the
whole lob of them melted sway. 3

Then, finding herself left lone with
Polly, Betty took off her osutdoor things
and laid them aside.

“You had a comfy jourtey, Betty "

“QOh, yes, dearl Mothe dida’t come
with me; T've made the joirney so often,
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I convinced her that I would be quite all
right. And so—here I am, Polly!”

“Jolly hungry, too, I'm surel Even
though you did have che usual half-hour
at Bristol to give you time to get a snack—
eh, dear?”

Beity did not say so, but sho had spent
that half-hour between trains as she had
spent the whole day’s journey thinking,
thinking, always thinking about poor dad,
under remand at Beston Gaol.

Not a moment of the day passed but a
vision of him was haunting her wcary
brain—a vision of his sitting there in the
prison cell on a plain stool, with the sun-
light striking into tho gloomy place
through the one little barred window. Oh,
but she would remember it to her dying
day—tho brief and agonising interview
that she and mother had had with him

In vain had the lawyer and others tried
to explain to mother and child that the
gravity of th: case had warranted the
magistrates retusing bail, and that this
was what many another accused person had
had to submit to, only to be found “Not
Guilty!” in the end.  °

To Betty and ber mother alike it scemed
as though her father was already con-
domned—shut away behind these prison
walls, to drag out whole years of pining
for frecdom and the loved ones whose
hearts would be breaking for him!

“I must explain, Betty darling. There
would bo tea ready for you in here—our
own dear old study—only Madge thought
you might like to be quiet afterwards,
and the clearing away 18 always such a sct-
out! So sho has prepared a spreaed in
her study; and 1 expect we ought to go
along at once.”

“Thank you, Polly, I——— ¥Yes, I'll
come. 'You—you are so good to me——""

“We need to be, Betty,” was Polly's
sighing answer. “I have something that
had better be told at once, dear, and—oh,
oh, please, please don't take it to heart too
much, although i know it is bound to scem
like the last straw.”

“I think 1 can guess, Polly.”

“I didn’t write and tell you, dear,” said
Polly, “but whilst you have been away
they have made Audrey Blain captain of
the Form.”

Betty was silent once again. She moved
aside as il to hide her drooping face from
he- chum's loving gaze.
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Then the bowed head was suddenly lifted
up, and Polly saw a face that was very
white and tense, and yet f{ull of sublime
fortitude.

“I would have had io resign the cap-
tainey, of ecourse,” Betty said, very
steadily. “*If they find father guilty at tho
assizes, I shall even have to leavo the
school. But I think- I think they might
bhave made a bett-r choice than Audrey.”

“It's awfull” fumed Polly. “She simply
slipped inte the thing in the most artful
way. Some of tho girls are entirely de-
ceived by her charming pose; others
wanted her to be captain, simply because
they know very well that she will let them
slack about as much as they like. She—7"

And there Polly broke off, as she realised
that the very girl they were talking about
was standing at the open doorway.

With a step as quiet ns it was grace-
ful had Audrey Blain come along from her
own study—for what purpose, the false
smile flickering at her lips made clear,

“Hallo, Betty dear!’” sho said sweetly,
“1 heard you wers back! How are yout”

And she came forward, liolding out her
small, shapely hand.

Betty did not take it.

“How am II” the ex-captain returned
calmly, “How would you feel, Audrey
Blain, in my position? TI'll be along at
Madge's in a moment, if you will just
tell her and the girls—the few who aro still
my chums!

It cost Polly art effort to tcar herself
away, but sho went off at last, and then
tho ‘deposed captain and_her artful sucees-
sor faced each other alone.

“I didn't want the captainey,” Audrey
declared, with one of her demure shrugs.

“Didn’t you?” returned Betty. “Then
you must have changed very greatly from
the Audrey of last term—of all last year!
Then you simply didn't want people to
know that you wanted the captainey !’ j

Audrey could not help flushing.

“8o you are going to he bitter about
it, are you?’ she said with a grimace.
“T don't think that will win you much
sympathy. Even your best friends cannot
say that I have acted in an underhand way.
If you ask them they will have to admit
that my appointment found favour with a
very big majority I

She added with affected regret: )

“1 suppose yeu are not going to give
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that support to me that one person who
has held office generally gives o successor?
Very wel—"

T have not said T will not support you,”
Betty broke in calmly. “Come in any
time, and I will go into malters with you.
Now you must excuse me, as I am keeping
nty friends waiting.”

‘And so they went their ways—Audrey,
back to the solitude of her costly furnished
study, there to sit pondering this first
encounter with the girl she had deposed,
whilst Betty was soon feeling that, however
hard a time she was passing through, her
heart conld never quite break whilst she
still rotained the love and loyalty of her
old, tried chums!

CHAPTER 121.
Audrey on the Throne.

URING the next week or so, beau-

D tiful Audrey Blain went on playing

her own ggme as cleverly as ever,
without & single blunder.

Now that she had got the captaincy she
meant to keep it—oh, rather! nd so her
policy was to be “all things to all people.’

Full well she know that certain girls
looked to her to do all that Detty Barton
had done for the Form} from the sporting
point of vlew. These girls she took care
to appease by pretending to be very keen
on sport.

At heart she looked wpon hockey and
such-like games as an “awful bore,” but
sho took care to tnrn up on the field of
practico looking her very sweetest, ani
with her glossy, fair hair specially coiffured
50 that at the end of play not a tress would
be out of place.

Then there were those girls who had
hoped that her appointment to the cap-
tainey would mcan a chanco for some
“glacking about.” Audrey gave them that
chance,

How sho did it was wonderful, but she
kept up this pretence of wanting {o see the
Form shino at eport, and at the same time
she managed to let girls like Ella Elgood
and Grace Garfield give the hockey a miss
whenover they wanted to. In public she
rated the girls for “slacking,”
always found her ready to say in an easy-
going tone afterwards: ]

“Qh, it's all right!

Please yoursclves as
to what you do;

shan't ever pull you up—
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not really pull you up, as some captains
might!” )

ut all this was only a minor part of
Audrey's system. It was no use being
captain unless one “‘made a splash.’ In
her eyes, indeed, the captaincy had always
meant a gosition in. which one could queen
it over the other girls. She knew what
she wns about when she went in for enter-
taining in her study on the most lavish
scale, That sort of thing made such an
impression !

% was her belief, in fact, that she had
nothing to fear so long as sho went on in
a royal way. The girls who had not much
strength of character would simply become
so many toadies. As for the better element
in the Form, oven they would ba so
dazzled by such a lot of pomp, they would
come to feel at last that, although the
Form was not exactly living up to its old
reputation, term was passing very nicaly.

Tt was after Betty Barton had been back
at school some ten or eleven days that
Audrey Blain let it be known that she was
going to give a special “spread ” in her
own boudoir-like study.

This grand function was fixed for the
\Vﬂdnesgay afternoon in that week, and it
was quite too important for any out-of-door
fixtures to be allowed to clash with it.

There should have been a_hockey match
that day, but it was cried off, end the few
girls who felt that they must have a bit of
recreation contented themsclves with a
hare-and-hounds run_across country.

Even they were back by three o'clock,
and getting into warm baths prior to
drossing for the party. The tittivating for
tho ‘‘banguet ” was tremendous! Audrey
had always been a great ono for wearing
expensive and elaborate frocks, and so the
guests had made themselves look *draw-
ing-roomish,” to use their own phrase.

As for Audrey herself, her lavish toilette
had been made by the middle of the afier-
noon, and she was to be glimpwed now and
then taking in deliveries of expensive cakes
and other catables from the Barncombe
Creamery, and supervising ths laying ol
the table.

Such an claborate affair memt Far more
than one person’s work, and so Avdrey had
got Cora Grandways and Grace and Ella
fo help her, It was largely die to Cora’s
backbiting ©of Betty in the pist, and the
big trouble between Cora’s family and
Betty's at home in Lancashire, that Audroy
had got the captaincy.
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The two girls—Audrey Blain and Cora
annﬂwayn—m;ghh _certainly_ have boen
bitter enemies by this time, For it was not
so long ago thet Cora bad fclt sure she was

be_il? unished by the hcadmistress for a
misdeed that Audrey had committed. ~But
Anundrey, with her usual adroitness, had

managed to convince Cora in the end that
they were both injured innocents, victims
of u culprit who bad altogether escaped
suspicion, and so a sort of peace had been
patched up between the two.

Accordingly, it was “Cora dear,” and
even " Cora darling '’ these days, i
Cora, for her part, was nothin, loath to be
“in * with tho gueen of the Form.
who form tho queen’s court, Cora was
shrewdly arguing, get the queen's favours!

Just upon four o'clock, when the com-
pany was duo to arrive, Cora was returning
to Audrey's study with one or two things
sho had been to borrow from tho school
kitchen, when Polly met her.

“You are going in to Audrey Blain?”
Polly said brusquely. *Just give her that,
will you?"

“That » was a note in an cnvelope, and
when Cora saw it she scented its meaning.
There was a knowing smirk on her face as
she passed into the study, where Audrey
was tinkling silver spoons into the saucers.

“Note from Polly!” Cora announced.

«Oh" said Audrey demurely. *What
does that mean, I wonder?”

She opened out the missive, and read as
follows:

“PDear Audrey,—As you know, when i1{0\2
invited each of us to como to your gather
ing, we gave you our cordial acceptance.
We did this _quite supposing that Betty
Barton was also being invited
“Now, at the last moment, we suddenly
Gnd that Betty has not received an invita-
tion from you, and in these circumstances
we must ask you to excuse our inability to
{o present to-day.
“Yours; cte.,

“ Porry LINTON,

“ MapGE MINDEN,

“Paura CREEL,

“ Tggg TRELAWNEY,

# BLUEBELL COURTHNEY,

“ Doty Derane.”

Audrey’s expression became one of

od innocence mingled with righteous
ignation
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And I
shabby trick

gave no heed.
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“Qh, how abominable!” shoe cried. “To
say that I have not invited Dett: 12

“What's the trouble; Audrey? They say
what
“They say that I have not invited Betty !

id invito her! I—— But this is &
1" Audrey panted furiously.
“'Phey have mo right to charge me with
having slighted their former captain!”

4T would tell them so,” grinned Cora.

“T shall—at once!™

And with the words Anrlmg whigped‘
apen her study door and stepped haugl tily
along to Study 12.

Noticing by her looks how indignant she
looked, two or three girls followed her,
Other guests-to-be were just coming away
from tﬁeir studies to assemblo in the cor-
ridor, when Betty Barton came by.

Clora Grandways threw up her head and
laughed., -

“There she is!” the spitfire of the Form
chuckled, after Betty had gone by. ‘“There
goes the girl who "thinks she s ould still
be captain, although her father is in gaoll”

Detty heard the malicious words, but
She saw Audrey turning
2hout in tha doorway of Study 12 to wait
for her, and with a calm, dignified step
the ex-captain approached that girl.

“T have just recgived this!” Audrey said
indignantly, flourishing the wacte from
Betty's chums. * You put your cronics up
to writing it, of course!”

“Nothing of the sort!” cried  Polly
Linton, coming to the study doorway aluus
with Madge and the rest. “We agree
amongst ourselves the moment we heard
that Beity was not invited,” X

“Yos, wather! Bai Jove, Audwey, if you
think we uicant to come to your spwead
when Betty was not invited—-"

“Petty weas invited!” doclared  Audrey
passicnately. .

«1 was not invited,” Betty hersclf said
quictly. “I said nothing to anybody about
it. am not exu,rtli in the mood for
parties these days. When my chums found
that 1 was not getting ready to attend the
spread, they wanted to know why it was.
Then 1 tol em—""

"If you told them that you had never
been invited, you told & falschood,” Audrey
eried, with the whole IForm now crowdin,
around. “Why, I went to the
trouble of writing your invitation.”

“T never had any—" _

«Listen to me. all of you!” ~Audrey

specia
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rushed op, addressing the crowd that
thronged about her, “As I particularly
wanted to study Betty's feclings, I made &

oint of writing her a nice letter. I said
‘f hoped she would not feel T ywns—wa}l,
swanging, now that I am captain of the
Form, by giving this rather special party.
1 said I hoped she would come along and
enjoy hersclf—try to forget all her troubles
for once. And what- more could I do than
that "’

“T pever had any such letter,” DBetly
declared solemnly, *I—"

“But you must havo had ib!” insisted
Audrey. “T left it on your study table two
days ago.” .

“7 don't belicve you !” Polly said bluntly.
“No, I don't, so there! DBetty would have
had that letter if you had ever written it.
But it's you who are fibbing——"

“Qh, oh!” Cora shouted, giving the cue
for others.

Audroy stood very still for & moment, her
handsome face as palo as a lily. Then, as
if she were too disgusted and indignant to
bandy further wotdgs, she flashed about and
strode away.

“Cora!” she called along
from her own doorway. * Grace—ILlla!”

They scurricd along to her, although
thoy would have liked to stay and enjoy a
wordy combat with Betty and her chums.

“Tet us take away the seats we_had sct
for those girls,” Audrey said, with sup-
pressed indignation, " We don’t want an
empty chairs to remind us of such—sucl
contemptible tricksters!”

So the unwanted chairs were bundled out
of the study, and the tablo was re-arranged
with lighthing speed. The eager guests
were now ready to come in as soon as they
should get o sign to do so, and on the
stroke of four the; ﬁut the word from Cora,

By that time Audrey had lost her ruffled
look. Some of the more toadying girls had
made up their minds to condole with her
over the upset she had had, but they found
her_looking so serene and happy, they held
their peace.

At the samo time, the very fact that she
could look like this seemed to prove thab
she was the injured innocent again, and so
s]inc went up higher still in the opinion of
al

the _corridor

“Now,” she began gaily, when ali her
guests had been received and had taken
their scats, “I hope we are all going to
enjoy ourselves hugelv! Does everyone

)| Betty 1* the queenl
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fecl all right, and nice and hungry? I
do!”

-

A laugh went round the table, and Grace
Garficld said, with genuine admiration:

“You are wonderful, Audmi! To have
got over that upset so quickly!”

“Oh, you mean that horrid business about

captain said, starting
to pour out., ‘“‘No doubt it was all done to
upset me, bub I would be a silly to fume
about it. have done my very best to-
wards Betty, and there the matter ends,
so far as I am concerned.”

“So I should think!” applauded Cora.
“Weo know what it means. Your clection
as captain was so fair and above board,
Betty simply couldn’t find any gricvance
to mir. So she seb about making one!”

“T really docs look like that,” said Jitta
Hargrove, and her words were significant,
as coming from a girl who had never shown
any real malice against the ex-captain,

With all her usual grace and charm,
Audrey set the teacups going round the
table, whilst the pretty plates became laden
with various daintics—lobster patties, sand-
wiches, bread-and-butter - and preserved
ginger, cakes and tarts and cream-buns,

The pretty hostess was on her feet most
of ihe time, seeing after her guests ~Now
and then she even walked roand to the .
back of somebody’s chair to adk, with an
affectionate handclap on the sheulder:

“Are yon having what you want, dear?
Do make a good tea!” 3

And now the talk took on a gossipy,
jovial character. There was 8 disposition
to discuss dress, which just showed the in-
fluence Audrey was having upon the Form.

“What is that you are saying about mo?"’
sho asked sweetly, catching some remark
from one girl to another at the far end
of the table,

“We were just saying how perfectly

charming you do look this afternoon,” cricd
Elsie_Drew,
“Gh, very nice of you, I'm sure!”

Audrey langhed, “T am not aware of my
being enything in particular to admire. Of
course, when ono is perfectly happr—"

«Ah, happy!” exclaimed Sjbil Farlow,
as if that word had caused a sucden thought
to strike upon her. *Girls, has it ever oc-
curred to any of you—the myserous prize
that is being offered, you know—"

Yes, they all knew.

In the headmistress's safe was the ene
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velope . with one word written upon the
slip of ‘paper inside it. The word might
casity \I:’o “cheerfulness,”  “studiousness,”
“amisbility,” or any other kind of tho
hundred different qualitics that most people
admire,

*Happiness—a happy disposition; it may
be thet!” Sybil went on, elated with her
sudden notion. “I never thought of that
before!”

“Gracious, don’t tell me I am in tho
running for the hundred-guinea prize, as
well as having the captainey!” Audrey
langhed. “But I have been awfully happy
lately, thanks to the way you girls have
all backed me up.”

“Don't forget,”” put in Ella, “we were
saying the other day that you would get
tho prize for fortitude, if that chanced to
bo the word.”

“Oh, be quiet, all of you!” pleaded the
¢ueenly capfain, pretending to be over-
come by such [lattering talk. “As regards
fortitude; there is Betty Barton—"

“I don't sce it at all!” demurred Ella
quickly. “Not much fortitude about a girl
when sho takes the loss of the captainey
with such bad grace! Now, if ghe had—""

here was a sudden interruption.

Tho study door was tapped softly, and
then it opened in front of a maid in cap
and apron, who had some missive on a
salver.

“If you please,” the comely girl said,
with all eyes upon her, “here 15 a tele-
wram for Miss Grandways.”

“Qver here—thanks!” Cora said, startim
up from her chair to soize the buff-coloure
cnvelope. Her sister Judith wes present,
but Cora was senior to her, and so the
message was rightly hers.

“And now,” she muttered, starting to
tear open the telegram, whilst the maid
withdrew, “I wonder what this means!”

What, indeed?

CHAPTER 22.
Telegrum and Telephone.

% HAT about second cups?’ in-
W quired Audrey Blain  sweetly.
“Pass them up, girls! Cora
dear, 1 do hope that telegram is
rothing— Ob, what’s the matter?”
For Cora, now that she had opened the
mrissagu and scanned it, was going deathly
nalew .
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“Coral™

Almost every other girl at the festive
table cried ouf like that, noticiug the ap-
palling change in Cora’s face.

" From your people at home, is it? Tell
ust™ - . g

But Cora crumpled up the flimsy paper
with a shaking hand, and kept silent. P?n
a distraught way she stirred her tea and
drank it down. It was obvious that she was
making every effort to restore her shaken
nerve, but she could not do it.

“If you would like to go away fo your
own study, Cora, we will cxcuse you, of
course,” Audrey purred from the head of
the table. "But can't we share your
trouble, if there is one?”

“N-n-no!” Cora said roughly; she was
not a polite speaker at the best of times.

Pushing back her chair she stood up, at
the same time looking dazedly at her sister.
Judith, too, was looking very wupset,
although she had no idea as to what the
message was about.

“Yes, Judy, you—you come away with
me to our study,” Cora said huskily, and
went in a blundering fashion round the
table to the door. . >

“Pity 1 murmured Audrey, with a suit-
ablo air of distress. “Bub come back pre-
sontly, Cora. We shall not he dispersing
for a good while yet, I hope.”

Cora did not answer. She got outside the
packed study, and then swept a shaking
hand across her forehead. Judith followed,
closing the door behind her, and then they
went together down the corridor to their
own study.

“Well 7" panted Judith then. *Oh, Cora
dear, what—what did the telegram say 1"

“Read it?” the elder sister said hoarsely,
thrusting the crumpled flimsy into Judith’s
hand. And these were the awful words
that met the younger girl's dilating oyes:

“Your father has disaPpenmd.
home at once.—MoOTHER.’

Return

A sharp cry of eanguish broke from
Judith.
Oh,

Cora—Cora dear! But why—why
has ho disappeared? What are we to do?
What docs it all mean? And yet I know.
1-1 seem to understand, Cora. It is be-

cause—"" .
“Hush! Hold your noise!” burst out the
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elder sister excitedly. “Don’t shout it
all over the school!”

Then, alter they had stood mute and
still for a fcw moments, utterly stricken
by this dramatic turn of events, a loud
call went through the house that made
Cora exclim in great agitation:

“Hgrk! That's Betty Barton being called
to the ’phone downstairs. It must be a
trunk call, or the sorvant would have taken
time to come up for Betty, instead of call-
ing to her to come at cnce. Yes, there
she goes!”

They heard Betty go racing by in the
corridor, answering:

“ Al right—coming I"”

Judith suddenly sank into a chair and
moaned, with her hands before her eyes.

“(0h, how awful—how dreadfull It means
—it_means—""

“Quiet, T tell you!” hissed Cora. ‘Puil
yourself together—start packing! I'll be
back in a jilfy. I am going to see if I can
overhear Betty’s talk on the ’phone.”

In a flash she was out of the room, and
she drew a breath of relief at finding the
corridor was otherwise deserted. By this
time, Betiy had whirled downstairs. Cora
stolo along the passage, and went down
one or two flights, then stopped.

Betty was in the lobby at the back of the
ground-floor, calling into the 'phone, and
the stealthy listener could hear every word
her schoolfellow was saying. .

“Hallo, hallo! Yes—oh, mother, darling,
is that you? What? I can’t quite hear!
That's better!”

A sudden silence. Betty was listening to
the voico that was coming to her along hun-
dreds of miles of wire. :

Then, suddenly, the ex-captain cried out

- joyfully.

“Released? . Released, you say? Oh,
mother darling, how grand, how splendidl
And they won't be—"

- Another pause,

Cora gasped to herself If only she could
hear every word that was coming through
the telephone. And yet—ah, she was like
her sister Judith; she knew! In the very
instant she read the telegram, she had
realised what it all meant.

In the next few moments Betly began to
call out breathlessly :

“Yes, mother darling—no, mother dear!
Oh, yes, I understand! All right!"”

They were phrases ihut conveyed little
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to Cora, except that Detty’s thrilled, joy-
ful tono still witnessed to this one thin,
—that the whale situation was changed, nn§
that it was no longer the Barton Eamily
that were in trouble, but the Grandways!

Then Betty rang off, and Cora took alarm
and ran quictly back to her study beforo
she should be secen.

Judith was still there, of course.  She
had pulled one or two portmanteaux from
a cupboard and thrown them open on the
floor. But, having done that, she scemed
to have fallen into a sort of stupor,

“Yos, it was Mrs. Barton on the "phone,”
Cora panted, after shutting the study deor
end turning the key to keep out intruders.
“Betty’s father has been set free!
heard that much, anyhow.’”

Judith’s lips moved as if she was echoing
the words to herself.

“Botty's father—free!”

“Well, come on!” Cora suddenly
stormed at her, stamping a foot. “In a
minute the headmistress will be sending
for us, or we shall have to go to her,
anyhow. Judith, we must catch the six
o'clock to Exeter. We have simply got to
cateh that train, and get away from here
before the nows leaks out!™

But Judith still stood overwhelmed,
dazed. If she roused herself at ell, it was
only to send a wild look around the room.
And perhaps the tragic thought was in
her chaotic mind—never again after te-day
would she see this or any other school
study.

If what she had guessed prored to be
the case—then, for her and her sister alike,
schooldays were over and done with for
ever.

CHAPTER 23.
Just Like Beity.

L OLLY !”
P “Hallo!”
“Paula! Madge! Thss, all of
you I $

“Bai Jove, what—what? Eh?”
. Free, free! He's free! They hive set
him free—my father!”  Botty Barlow

Eimﬁll yelled “erazily, as she came daching
back into Study 12, after that sisit to the
telephone. “He’s at home wih mother
now !* -

“ QR

“Gweat Scott! Bai iove—hoovayl Yo,
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wather!” was Paula Creel's contribution to
the }ubitunt cries that went up. “Fwce,
bai Jovel!”

“Which means,” exclaimed Polly, looking
us if she were ready to throw a somersault,
*they must have found absolute proof of his
innocence, of coursel Something must
have happened, or—""

“They would never let him out unless the
whole case against him had abselutely col-
lapsed,” put in Madge Minden. “Even if
evidence came to ligih in his favour, thev
wc\lx'ld p’l;uhab]_y have decided to try the case,
and——

“You know something, Betty!” struck
in Tess, gazing at the cx-captain's excited
fnce. “Ouat with it—oh, please!”

“Quni—oni-—yes, yes!” implored Trixie
Hope. "1 never knew anything so wonder-
ful; jamais, jamais—never, never !”

“Jammy, jammy,” echoed Polly, quite
the madcap again already. “Keep away
from me, Paula! I'm dangerous!”

Taula beamed.

“Bai Jove, this is weally most gwatil, ying,
don’t you know. Weally is! Betty deah,
pway let me congwatulate you in a few
welt.chosen wemarks——"

“Whaoa, there; no, you don’t!” cried
Polly, and she ran Paula backwards across
the study, shunting her, as it were, into an
armchair. “Now, Detty-—let’'s have it!
Explain!”

“If 1 do repeat what mother told me on
the 'phone.’” Betty said in o lowered voice,
it must bo under a pledge of secrecy.
Zivls, it is o fact that the case against dad
has completely collapsed. It seems that
some accountants have been going into cer-
tain books that were not destreyed by the
fro at the Grandways mill, because they
were in a fre-proof safe. They reported
to the police. At the same time—""

S Well??

“Mr. Grandways
Mo did not como back.
out where he was. a—

- “You mean,” Polly burst out, “he has
bolted! Skeedaddled—done -2 bunk, be-
cause—-""

“The hooks had disclosed a bad state of
affairs. i3 that it?” Madgo questioned in
har calmer way. “Was it he, then, who-
oh, Betty! Supposing it was Girandweays
fimeelf who fired the mill!”

Bettv added i 4 deep whisper:

“That is jud wrat has been proved.

went away suddenly.
Na ono could find

GUINEA PRIZE!

girle. All of a sudden tho case has been
put together like this! Josiah Grandways
was insolvent; ho was heavily insured; he
set firo to the mill himself!”

“Gweat goodnoss!”’ gasped Paula,
tho depths of her chair,

“That bears out what one witness sug-
Fesbed at tho police-court hearing: that the
iro didn’t start in the sheds at all,” Betty
went on. ‘‘But proof of
Grandways’ bolt-
ing!” o

%iPhen what about the Grandways girls?”’
oxclnimed Tess. “I say——"

“ITali a sec, Polly; where are you o
to?" broke out Betty, as Polly took a
sudden stride to the door.

“Don’t you worry !’ was the madcap’s
airy response. “T ‘am not going to say
anything you have asked me to keep @

from

the absolute «
guilt is, of course, his

But Polly was gonel )

Along the corridor ghe went, with a hep,
skip, and a xup, and fetched up at Audrey’s

00T,

Thump! ‘ent Polly’s fist uwpon a panel,

as a sort of “May 1 come in?" Then she
entered.

The babel of tea-table talk ended
abruptly. Cups were set down clumsily,
In a sudden dead silence Polly said
smilingly :

“I thought you might be interested to
know—Betty's father is out of prison. The
charge against him has broken down.”

Some of the girls gaped. Others said,
“Oht” A few breathed an astounded
“ Phee-ew!”

“gy that is what the telegram to Cora
was about?” Audre‘y said at last, as
serenely as ever. *They have decided,
have they, that Betty cnly set the mill on
fire by accident?”

“Betty did not set the mill on fire ab
alli" Polly retorted pertly. “You'll know
who did some day!”

And she left them to make what ihey
liked of that, backing out of the room and
closing the door with a resounding slam.

One by one chairs were pushed back, and
their occupants stood up. Cakes and cups
of tea were left unfinished. When Audre;
Blain moved towards the door, all followed.
They trooped after her as she went out
into the passage and along to the Grand-
wavs girls’ study.
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The sisters were in there, bui~ when
Audrey tried to open the door she found
that the key was turned against her.

“Cora—Judith |" she called, receiving the
savage response:

“What do you want? We
are busy |”

The time soon came, however, when Cora
simply had to unlock that door. That
was when she and Judiih were summoned
to the headmistress’ private room down-
stairs.

Then some of the other girls glimpsed the
half-packed portmanteaux in _the sisters’
study, and all sorts of sensational things
began to be whispered.

Mere conjecture, a lot of it, and yet how
soon it got to be known that this was
really the case. Cora and Judith were
going off by the first possible train. ey
wero never coming back—never! Fate had
turned the tables in the most dramatic
manner, and now it was the Grandways
family that was in terrible trouble and
disgrace, not the Bartons.

So the whisper went from lip to lip, and
so it was known to be before another hour
was out.

For when half-past five had come, and
the two girls’ belongings were being taken
down to the waiting cab, and the moment
had actually arrived for the sisters to say
good-bye aifruuml, Judith’s own white lips
voiced the frightful truth.

Cora, for her part, had put on a beld
front by that time, and she had nerve
enough to start saying a breezy good-bye
to this girl and that, as if she would be
back at Morcove before many days were

Go away!

out. .

But Judith—she hung back in the old
study after her sister had quitted it, and
the girls had to come to her there if they
wanted to get a last word with her.

“Why is it, Judith?” Grace Garfield
did nat scruple to ask. “Your sister won't
say; she is pretending it is nothing ver
bad. But we all feel sure it is an awful
upset of some sort over that business of the
fire.”
“And you are right—it is!”
Judith,

Tears were glistening aling her lashes,
but she wiped them away, then faced the
crowd ahout the door courigeously.

“1t means that we Grandways have all

replied
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been acting unjustly, cruelly, against the
Bartons,” she owned in a wroughtup
manner, "It means that Cora and I have
a father who is a—— Oh, I feel I could
die with shame, yet fairness to Betty
compels me to say it. We have a father
who is a fugitive from justice!”

“What!" gasped at least a dozen girls,

“My poor unhappr father!” Judith
broke down hysterically. “Oh, why—why
did he always put money before all else?
What has it brought us to in the end but
lifelong misery, when we might have been
s0 happy if only he had been content with
the fortune he made years ago? Tt is
utter ruin now, disgrace for all of us—for
my poor mather, left alone with us to face
the world as best we can!”

“Judith—Judith dear}” several of the
Eirla exclaimed oam;]a:nssiunately, for their
earts were wrung by her wild state of
grief and despair.

“1 must go,” she faltered between her
sobs, takinﬁ a last look round the dis
mantled study. “I-—I don’t know what will
become of us, but Cora and I—you'll never
sco us again. So—she gulped back
ariother sob—"good-bye. An§ when T'm

one, tell Betty I was %}nd for her sake,
ﬁcuuﬁe that is true—oh, it is the real
truth! Far, far better for all this dis
grace to have eomo upon me and my own
people than for Betty’s father to have
suffered unjust punishment 1"

She walked a few paces between the girls,
then turned about for an instant to plead:

“Will some of you tell Betiy that,

leaso? It is true, If T could have scen

ity 1 would have liked to tell her, but
she is not here.”

Polly Linton suddenly broke away from
tho crowd and dashed back_to Study 12,
No, DBetty was not there, either—not back
yet from the interview she had been called
away to in the headmistress' room down-
stairs,

“By Jove, you know!" Paula breathed
distressfully, as she wandered mto the
famous study behind Polly. “This is
wather affecting, Polly deah. She’s gene,
poor Judith—yes, wather! Gone row, and
1 weally—"

“If only we could tell Betty ir time!”
Polly fumed. "I am sure shs would want
to say something generous to Julith—-"

“Yes, wather!”

“Then why are you standing there, and
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why am I’standing here?” Polly wanted
to know angrily., *Come on, what are we
aboat ¥ -

Weally, Polly, I don't pwecisely
know ! Howevah—"

“Oh 1™

Tt was one of Polly’s exasperated cries
as she darted past poor bewildered Paula
and went whirling up the corridor.

Down through the howse rushed Polly.
She bounced on to a mat at the foot of the
stairs, then tore on round to the head-
mistress’ study.

“Betty! Oh, thank goodness!" the mad-
cap gasped, as she met her churm just
coming away from the sanctum. “Quick!
The cab is just off,- but you may catch
them—Cora "and Judith,” yes. It is
Judith—"

“Why, what—"

“Oh, Betty darling, if you only know
how sorry she is, how finely she has spoken
before all the girls about youl”

That was enough for Betty. Away she
streaked, darting out through the porch
door just as the cab was grinding away
down the gravel drive.

“Stop—stop a minute! Whoa!”

The horse clopped to the standstill.
Betty whipped open one of the cab doors
and stoud on the step to reach inside.

“Who's that?” snapped*Cora. “Yon,
Betty! Get away!”

Betty ignored the elder sister altogether.
"8he suw Judith huddled there in the cab,
weeping wildly. c

“Judy, I mustn't detain you, but oh, try
to believe how I feel for you! I can
do anything for you at any time, I will,
Judy ! Cood-bye—good-bye!”

She reached farther into the cab to
bestow one caressing touch upon the weep-
ing girl’s shoulders, then sprang away and
slammed shut the carriage door.

“All right, driver!”

The horse clopped on again, and  the
wheels crunched over the gravel. Swiftly
the laden vehicle rolled away down the
long drive towards the old gateway, and
so cut into the open roadway.

And Betty, as she stood looking after the
enb, realised how that open road beyond
the school gatos symbolised the wide, wide
world upon which Cora and Judith were
snont to be adrift,

She had a vision, too, of that ruined
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home to which the two girls were returning
—a_home that would soon sold over
their very heads. And, whatever she and
her people had ever suffered at the hands
of the Grandways family, it was all for-
gotten then, or at any rate, forgiven,

Never yet had it been Betty's way to
hit at a person who was down. And the
Grandways were down now, and where and
by what means they would ever rise again
—ah, who could say?

CHAPTER 24.
The Opening of the Envelope.

LL next day the Fourth Form at

A Morcove saw very little of its

queenly captain outside of school
hours.

Audrey Blain was keeping to the privacy
of her atudg viewing her own position
in the light of yesterday's dramatic
happenings.

Cora and Judith had gone from the
school for good, and once again all the
girls of Morcove were drawing breath, as
it were, after a tremendous sensation.

Audrey could see that a good many
members of her Form were very subdued,
doing a lot of thinking, and this made
her all the more disposed to ponder tho
situation.

Was it going to be suggested that she
should resign the captaincy, so_that that
proud position could be restored to Betiy
Barton? Was she even expected to tender
her resignation straight away?

Tt was a galling thing to Audrey to
vealise that the answer to those questions
was “Yes,”

Betty's father had been completely
vindicated; the whole family had emerged
from that terrible ordeal of suspicion in
connection with the mill town fire with
untarnished honour. And here at the
school there was naturally a great swing
of the pendulum once again; feoling was
once more all in favour of Beity.

The fortitude with which she had
endured so much anxiety and anguish was
the talk of everybody in the school, except
perhaps that weakling " clement whose
opinions really counted for nothing at any
time.
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The headniistress and her colleagues, the
seniovs of the Sixth Form, and the girls

of the Fifth and Lower Fourth—all were |

saying that if that hundred-guinea prize
should prove to be intended for a scholar
who had shown great fortitude, then Betty
would get it

And foriitude, as Audrey Blain knew—
because she had managed to find out in
the most cumning way—fortitude really was
the word written on a slip of paper inside
that envelope in the headmistress’ safe,

Nor would it be long now before that
envelope wus publicly opened and the
award made,

Already there was a mnotice on the board
downstairs fo the effect that the secret
word would be revealed at the special
muster on Wednesday next. And already
Audrey could hear, in fancy, the whole
school acclaiming Betty Barton as the
desgrving recipient of the great prize with-
out one dissentient voice.

Well, Betty had beaten her there. But
how about the captaincy? Was the girl
to be given back that proud position, as
well as given the prize?

The prize, bother the prize! 8o Audrey
was in the mood lo say to herself, with a
shrug. What did a paltry hundred guineas
matter to her when her people were rolling
in wealth? The captaincy, though—that
was a different thing altogether.

It was the thing she had coveted from
her very first day at Morcove School.

When had she not been striving, one
way or ancther, but always in secret,
always with great artfulness, for the
captaincy ? Now she Lud got the coveted
post—had held it for just a fortnight or
so—und she must give it up, must she?

In the solitude of her study, beautiful
Audrey Blain began to feel that she could
not give up the aptainey—no! Not even
if it meant :inking one’s pride a little.

Doubtless, if she did not offer to resign
there would soon be hints that she ought
to. Well, she must affect not to be aware of
the desire i see Betty reinstated. She
must appear to take il for granted that the
Form wished her to remain in office—
say, until the end of term. And all the
time she world be as much their queen as
ever, giving the girls more opportunities
of seeing what ¢ jolly, easy-going time
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they could cnjoy whilst they had a real
Society girl for their “cap.”

Ono thing shd could count upon, and
that was Betty’s own refusal to set up any
clamour to have the captaincy returned.
Audrey was quite sure that Betty would
never dream of making herself so “cheap ™
as to start agitating for reinstatement.

And so it proved.

During the mnext few days Audrey
certainly did receive many looks and hints
sug%asting that the handsome thing would
be for her to resign her coveted position,
but not one of those looks or hints came
from Betty.

As she had made up her mind tfo do,
Audrey calmly ignored such hints, and she
felt that if only the bestowal of the prize
could be got over on Wednesday without
any outright demand for Betty's reinstate-
ment, all would yet well,

So at last the hour for the ¢pening of
the fateful envelope came round.

In the great hall of Morcove' School the

irls lined uwp Form by Form, and how
ghe whole place seethed with talk during
the minute or so that elapsed betwsen the
calling of the roll and the appearance of
Miss gumerﬁe]d on the dais.

Then—no need for mistresses and girl
prefects to call for “Silence!” DBreathless
was the hush that fell upon that vast
assembly as the headmistress stepped to
the middle of the platform and locked out
with smiling eyes upon the sea of faces
before her.

*Well, girls,” she began, whilst they saw
her lay aside the vital envelope ugon the
rastrum, “you all know why we are med °
together like this. At the beginning cf
torm I announced that a former scholer
had written inside this sealed envelipe one
word describing the quality she most
admires.”

Miss Smerfield paused, and all over {s:
hall voices were making whispered guesses
at the word:

“Industry—love of
tidiness—jollity I .

“That’s me!” Polly Linten was heara
to say with a laugh.

“Yes, wather! Howevah, it may bz
elegance, don’t you know, in which rams
bai Jove—"

“'8h! FHush, girls!”

home—keenness—
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And so the excited outburst was quelled,
and the headmistress resumed.

“Y must own to being very thrilled my-
self,” she smiled. = “There are so very
many qualities which are to be admired
and encouraged. What I wonder is, how
T am to decide which of you girls best
descrves tho prize if it proves to be for
some quality which—"

“QOpen it—open it!" some of the scholurs |
could not help crying out in their excite- |
ment; and Miss Somerfield’s next action
showed that she did not mean to prolong
their suspense.

Amidst sudden renewed silence she took |
up the envelope, tore it open, and unfol ded
th'e‘.ﬂ:el'e‘t of paper that was inside.

{4

“Read it out! Oh, let us hear! Miss
Somerfield—"
“¥ORTITUDE!"

was_the hendmiatresﬂ'l
ringing cry. “FORTITUDE!”

The word was taken up

“Fortitude!”

“Then,” came the absolutely overwhelm-
ing shout from Polly Linton, “is it Betty
Barton—"

“Hurrah! Yes, Deity Barton! Betty
has it! Miss Somerfield, Betty—Betty for
the prize Betty, who bore it all so
bravely t"

“Yes, watherl Ceals—"

Paula’s amiable voice was heard for just
that instant, then drowned in the general|
uproar. The girls were deciding for Miss
Somerfield, or rather, they were endorsing
the docision which she herself had come
fo in the very instant that she read the
word. “Fortitude ” meant—Betty |

And now, whilst the mad clamour
changed to applause, and whilst Befty
Rarton was working her way towards the
dais in respomse to a beckoning sign from
her heaming headmistress, Audrey Blain
was almost quaking in her shoes.

Would there be a sudden ery of “Betty
for captain”? That was her fear.

“Brave, bravo! Well done, Betty!”
cheered the girls, as the ex-captain shyly
came forward to have her hand  seized
and held by Miss Somerfield. “You
deserve it, Betty!”

“She does, indeed!” cried the head-
mistross, as soon as she could get a hearing.
“T shall make a point of letting the donor
of the prize know exactly under what

by everybody.
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circumstances this scholar of ours bore her-
self with such splendid fortitude. The
prize is yours, Betty dear, which means
that you may choose for yourself what form
it shall take. In the meantime, there is
one thing we can all give you on the
spot. Grirls—"

“Three cheers for Betty Barton! Hip,
hip,” vociferated Polly, “hooray!”

Yes, wather, bai Jove!  Hoowah,
hooway! Hip, hip, hip, geals—"
“Give her another!" appealed Ethel

Courtway, the head girl of the school.

“(iive her the captaincy!” sang out two
or thros voices from the Fourth Form
line, but the extra cheer that had been
called for by Ethel drowned those words,
and they were not heard” again.

Polly, Paula, and a good many others
were looking at Audrey to see if ‘she had
taken the hint; but Audrey pretended_fo
be carried away by the general excite-
ment, Standing on tiptoe, she joined _in
tho cheering, ond waved, o8 others w¥re
waving, towards the blushing, embarrassed
Botty. 5

Five minutes later the girls had broken
ranks and were seampering away, an
Audrey was one of the quickest to get up-
stairs to the studies.

Well, that is over, thank goodness! she
was saying to herself. There had only been
that unheeded ecry from just two or three
girls, nothing more—no hint thrown out
by the headmistress. And so—

Tap, tap, came a knock ab Audrey’s study
door, and there were the very girls who
had called out in the hall, “Give Betty
the captainey!”

“ Audrey,” began one, with significant
gravity, “now that PBotty is in higher
favour than ever with the TForm, don’t you

thin!

“QOh, would you mind speaking to me in
the morning?” Audrey broke in, dabbing
her forchead with a handkert jof that
reeked of eau do Cologne. 1
started a nasty headache. Qo sorry,
2l that. In the morning, yesl”

And so sho closed the door upon them,
and then laughed to herself at the ruse she
had played.

ave
and

s E v . . .
“u\Well, Betty—well?” burst out Polly

Linton an hour later, when the ex-captain
came into Study 12 after another inter-



" «THE SCHOOLGIRLS'

view wilh the headmistress. "What did
you choose for the prize?”

“1 chose money,” said Betty calmly.

“Money !” echoed Polly. “My word, I
wish T had a hundred pounds to play with,
Betty! Whatever will you do with it?”

“I am afrgid I have already done with
it—spent it, yes,” was the cool reply that
left Betty’s chums with jaws agape.

“Eh, what? A hundwed pounds, Betty
deah—spent alweady? Yon extwavagant
aweature, weally! And pway tell us, how
have you spent it, deah?”

“Oh, that's my business!™

“What!” yelped Polly. “Mean to say,
Betty darling, we aren’t ever to know *

“Never, if I can help it.”

Paula turned then, in a giddy manner,
to let herself collapse into an armchair.

“Bai Jove! she breathed. *“There’s
some mystewy heah!”

“There’s not,” said Polly, as she stood
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looking into Betty’s inscrutable face. “Oh,
Betty darling, you can’t hide it from me!

I've guessed. You dear, darling
Now, Pauyla, you duffer, don’t you

“Er—weally, no—at least—"

“Betty has sent that hundred pounds—
every penny of it—to Judith Grandwaysl”

Paula sat upright in the armchair.

“Betty deah, 1s that the twuth?” she
demanded.

“What the dickens has it got to do with
you?” Betty exploded, in great confusion.
“0Oh, Polly—Paula! Don’t so
ridiculous I

“We are not!” declared madeap Polly,
as she and the aristocrat of the Form
almost tore their chum to pieces between
thém. “We are only showing how we
admire you—Ilove you, Betty 1"

And ganla said:

“Yes, watherl™

Three more splendid numbers of “The Schoolgitis
Own" Library will be on sale on Thursday, June 7i3.
See pagde ili of cover for further particulars,



THE GRIEVANGE THAT GREW.
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To go or not to go?

That was the problem that perplexed Susan
a3 she sat in the window seal at home gazing
out inte the sunlit street.

There shouldn't have been any doubt as to the
answer to that question, for it was just an
ideal day for the outing about which Susan
was bothering her head.

The picnic had been well planned. There
were to be two six-seater cars, and the party
was to be composed of seven of her chums,
four very bice elders whio were not too old,
and herself. The programme was to ride to
Bentmere Heath, thirty miles away, partake
of a nicely-prepared cold lunch, and then walk
over the heath for miles and miles, have ten
at a charming old-world cottage, and return
by another route and drive back through the
cool of the evemng. A

Wot much to hesitate wbout in that, was
there?

Put Susan counldn’t make up her mind. The
more she thought about it the gloomier she
became. At last a knock on the door broke
into her thoughts. She dashed to the ‘front door
to find Patricla there.

“Ilurry, up, Susan!” cried Pat. ¢ Get your
hat on! Musta't keep them all waiting, you
know. Why, what's the matter?” she finlshed,
as she noticed the gloomy look on Susan's

face.

«Afraid I can’t come,” answered Susanm,
making up lLer mind all in a hurry. “No,
seally it's impossible!” As though to check
the protest of her friend: ‘‘Mother's not very
well, and I shall have to stay and look after

her.”

+Oh, jolly hard luck,” sald
ally. *Uive her my lave.
she'll soon be hetter.
Sorry you can't come.”

Pat waved her hand as she ran down the path,
and for the moment Susan hesituted as to
whether she should cnll her back and tell her
she eould come, after all. 1t was not strictly
true that she was staying at home on her
mnother’s accoynt. That had been a convenient

Pat sympathetic-
Tell her 1 hope
1 must run, now.

for, tfough her mother_was unwell, she
ed Susan to go on the trip.
uih of the iwatter was that Susan

2 o little ¢ golk.” All over the picnic,

D.n}y the previous evening she had, from her
point of view, made an upsebling discovery. 1t
had not originally been intended to ask her
t» go on the picuic. In {fact, she had only

B sttty

been invited to fiil the last plnce when two
other girls had been asked and had had to
refusc for different reasons.

And ever since her discovery Susan had been
thinking that her friends might not have waited
until the last place had been refused twice
before asking ber. Why, she was much more
friendly with the organizers of the party than
several others who were golng,

If. they didn't thiok enough of her to invite
her earlier, then she would show that she could
be independent of their favours.

It wasn't at all fair, she thought. The more
she thought, the unfairer it seemed. 8o Susan
brooded over it, until she felt guite convinced
that the other members of the [;van{'1 would look
upon her as the ¢ makeweight,” the girl they
had to ask because they could get no ome

Jse.

HMaving refused to go, Susan began Almost
to wish she had gone—just to spite them ail.
She could have shown them that she was not
the kind of girl to be sat on.

All this and many other things, Susan thought,
working ber little grievance up to great pro-
portions.

To make matters worse, she ran into the
pienic party as vheg returned. They all crowded
round her. «Qh, Susan, what a pity you
couldn’t come; we had such a lovely tlme!™
said three of them in one breath,

«We're having another next month,’” sald one
of the elders, ‘‘and you must come to that.
You're invited now, o you mustn’t say you
ean't come. I should have invited you earlier
to this one, but I dide’t thiuk your mother
would be well emough to lei you come.”

So that was the reason why she hadn't been
asked earlier. Susan bit her lip ond conld
hardly repress the tears ns she recalled the
horrid things she had attributed lo her friends,
and the fun she had missed through her own
stupid fault.

She realised it mow; it
own rather sulky temperiment that she had
missed a great treat. , she wouldn't miss
the next ope through being such an utter little
stupid. And, in future, sho determined, she
wouldn't nurse real or {imaginary grievances.

8he would fght then out on the spot, Better
to have o ligkle “flare up ” and get things

vna all through her

over than to allow liem to *smoulder ™ for
bours on end.
Susan kept to ler determination, and she
5 much betterliked nowadays.
C. R/B
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