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BARBARA REDFERN and Co.,
of Cliff House School,
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CHAPTER 1.
Off to Clit House!
NANNIE wasn't very old, but, any-
G way, it wouldn’t have mattered at
all how old she was because she was
such a darling, and Cicely Jerome
loved her. }

“1 shall miss you so much, grannie dear,”
Cicely said, as she leaned out of the window
of the train that was to take her away from
home to Cliff House School. “I shall miss
everything,” she added, a_little wistfully;
and then pulled her new school hat down a
little, just to prevent grannie seeing the
glisten of tears in her eyes.

“0f course, you will, Cicely, my dearest.
But don’t worry. You'll like school. I've
heard Cliff House is such a nice place, and

thero are such nice girls there. ¥ou'll
make friends, und then, fterhnpa, you won't
think so much about Pola.”

Grannie smiled as she said that, en ile
sting went out of the words. fieel
managed a smile, too, althongh it was hard
to smile when sho thought of Pela, her
pony, which she was leaving hehind—alas!
—for ever, T

There was nok cven the con-
soling thought that sho wonlkl seo dear Pala
in the holidays, for gramnie’s forlune was
lost, and the dear old home where they had
lived so happily together sivee the death of
Cicely’s parents in her babyhood had been
sold up.

“It’s as bad for you as for me—worse,
perhaps, grannie,”” Cicely said, casting a
look at the guard who was souling at her
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and m.lkmg discreot motions with the fag.
“I’1l be so horrid living in o fat alter our
lovely house, wou’t it 7"

Grannie had seen the guard's warning,
to, so she just nodded her head, and then
took Cicely’s hand in hers. Grannie's eyes
were very sad, even though she emiled, and
her mouth had just the faintest twitch,

“*Good-bye; and be brave! Write to me
often, won't you? Write to me to-night.”

“#Tonight, without fail. Oh, the train’s
goingl Oh, granuie!” Cicely exclaimed
pathetically, leaning as far out of the
window a3 sho dar “It's really good-
Eye! Oh, dear—=""

They kiszed, and the guard’s shrill whistle
hﬂd that th(' train had been delayed as
Iong as pessible. To Cicely, as the train
moved off, the station became a confu:

blae, She waved her handkerchicf
mc{.hmmnilv, and saw her grandmother
waving buck. She saw the bookstall, with
its_ bright-coloured magazines and pen—

adicals, blurred into a confused mist mada
by her tears.

“Bre-bye,
she called eoft

Then Cicely sank back into her corner
seat and sighed. She was alone in the com.
partment, end prannie, always nervous, had
tipped the guard to lock her in. All right
then until Courtficld Junction, and until
then Cicely could havo a pood ery.

She squared her shoulders, however.

“¢T must be bravo—I mnst! And it
ing to be so nice at school, with tennis and
hucI.(-y and plenty of friends. I'm silly to
(l’\r

So she
forced b

%rnnma and Pola and Gyp!”

dﬁhbed her eyes and bravely
tears, locking fixediy at the
ad  trying to forget grannie,
and the ol% hones with ils big,
garden where she had had so

rambling
nich fu.l, but which sho would never sce
again,

was to be a new life. No more
ses, but school for the first time,
aud she would have to make the best of

“'The givls must never know I've Leen
hey'll think T a baby. T've got
Aud T'm going to win the
ip this teym, so that zr:mme woun't
o0 on paying .? fee:

s chin sct firely, und she blinked
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her cyes several times to geb rid of all Lears,
and then, after mspec.lmg; herself in the
mirror, took up & magazine and looked
through it.

Keoping hc“ mind off home wopa not so
easy, hut she managed it, and busied her-
sell, when the magazine failed to hold her
Mtcnuun, with checking over the equipment
she had taken for school.

Time scemed to fly as sho
future lifo ab the school and built ecastles
in the air. She would win the scholarship,
and she would make a name for herself at
tennis, and perhaps at hockey, and she
would be one of the best students in the
Form. Oh, it would be splendid [un!

At TLanefield, she had been told, morc
Cliff House girls would join the train, while
at Cum'l.ﬁelg J:mctlon tho station would
be simply packed with them. A fine chanco
to sce how they all looked, and how they
were diessed.

Laneficld seemed ages in coming; thero
were so many small stations lm[m-@. but,
ot last, lcmnm_: out of the window she saw
the gluase roof of the station gleaming in the
sunlight in the distance. Nearer it came,
and then what a thrill, when ehe eaw bob-
bing sbout on the platform hats like her
own. Cliff Heuse guls!

The train steared in, and sha eaw the
mirls stooping to pick up” handbags, sawn
them gathering odds and ends under theit
arms.
= Now they were runuing for the truin, and
sho wanted to call out fo them fhut here
was a compartment; but, instond, bein
rather shy, she sat down and concealed
her face behind a paper.

!'(eully, there was no_nced {o call out, for
three girls came rvunning Fu\ hier compart-
ment and snatched et the door,

“Empty one here, Marcia

“One kid in it, Gwen!
stuck "

Tho two girls str

lanned her

tul the door's

ghed v:!.n the door,
while the third, ler giil, hung beck.
Cliccly, for the had forgotten
about the door being locked, and wondered
why they were struggling so.

“Bother tho thing! T say, vou inside!”
enapped  the gitl, who had been called
Marcia— and her faco was dark with m:ge:

—*“ean’t you make some cffort to help us?

“0h, she's o new kid,

Marcia!” said the
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other gil, Cwon.
mostly half-witted.”
Cicely went pink.
“The door's locked,” she explajned. “My
granmie—"
Mareia Lofius pauzad wiih her struggling
and laughed,
“¥our whatt
“My gran y grandmother thought
it would bo v if I were locked in.”
Cicely gaw nothing particularly amusing
in that; but the other girls did. Mareia
Jooked at Gwen Coolk and uigsled“ Gwen
Jooked at Marcia and sniggered, while the
third tall givl beamed broadly,

“Yon know they're

she asked.

“QOh, my goodness—her grannfe! Locked
in for safety!l Ifa, ha, bal”
“But where's her collar and lead?”

giggled Gwen mischievonsly. “I say, i3 it
zeally coming to Clff
arcia surveyed Cicely with a malevolent

Jarcia’s face was lean, and her eyes
st close together—a most unpreposscssing
girl, with an obviously bad temper. If she
were ropresentative of Cliff House, then all
Cieely’s castles in the air would come crash-
ing to_tho gronnd. But surely ithat was
impossible!

“Well, T mean to get in there,” said
Marcia. “Can’t have a new giil bugging
a whole compartment, you know.”

“Rather not. Tl watch the door.
Agnes, go and tell the guard this wanta
opening.”

But the guard, having noticed the con-
fusion, eame hurrying along and found his
key. He was a genial man and took his
tima.

“No need to hurry, miss; we don't go
for a minute. 1 can fet you schoolgirls in
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Marcia; “we're in good compuny here, you
know! girl is uzed to a spevial train!”

Cicely was not to be_dra
out of tho window. If she lad
Marcin Loftns better she would have ex-
peeted no better conduet from her; but, in
ihe circumstances, she judged the schaol
by the only members of it with whom she
had come into contact, and her heart fell
It was only the ught that she would
have nice friends that had nunbed the ‘paii
of parting. Dut if the other girls at CLli
House were to be like this——

Her thoughts were suddenly interrupied
by a prod in the ribs, and she twrned, to
find that the prod ecame from a lmr_vi:oy-
stick wielded by Maicia.

So Marcia was a hoekey player, she
reasoned, ang robably one of the “‘set.”

“Hey!1"” Marein. “Ave you a
echolarship girl?” . R
" “Not yet; but I mean o be this term,”
said Cicely unguardedly.

“What t”

ma

“Oh, my goodness—sho means to bel!”
mocked Gwen., “Did you ever! Can'i your
grannie afford the fecs, or what 2”7

Cicely faced thems, her face white with
anger.

“It isn't gronnie’s fauli she bas lost all
ler woney. It was some horrid man who
invesied it badly for ker. And I don’t sce
anything to be ashamed of in trying to help
her by winning a echolarship!”

Marcia Loftus fairly twittered with ex-
citemont. Bho was the biggest gossip at
Clif House; but her fl‘icnﬁ, Gwen Coolr,
ran her a close second. As a rule, it took
a good deal of hard work on Marcia's part
to rout out the truth aboul girle’ private

here. 'This here is a new young lady, so
be nice to her as she’s shy. That’s right;
in you gol”

He pulled open the door, and Gwen Cook
gave bim sixpence, Then Marcia stepped
into the carriage and trod on Cicely’s foot.

“Oh!1” Cicely gasped in pain,

CGiwen Clook followed, and Gwen did pre-
cisely the same thing; so did Agnes, the
third girl. And all three giggled menily,
ae thouph it weve a great joke.

Tears of pain sprang to Cicely's eyes, for
the three girls had used all their weights
but she bit her lip and turned to look out
of the window.

“Behave yoursell properly, Gwen,” said

affai pecially such affairs as they wished
to keep to themselves. But here was some-
one actually giving information away!

“My goodness, is that 507" che asked.
“Your grandmother has lost afl hev money ?
Tell me all about it."

Cicely shook her head. Tt was no affair
of Marcia's, for one thing, and, for an-
other, the topic was too painful {o be dis-
cusged. When her grandmother had broken
the news to hov she had wept. Everything
had secmed o secure and hey grandmother
had trusted Mr. Lynn so aboluteiy that
ynin had secioed impossible, and therefors
50 much worse when it had come.

“T don’t believo it!” sniffed
“That’s what all pavpers say
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were once rich. I suppose you had a
overness and a pony of your own?”
“Yes, I had—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” pealed Gwen. “Another

Dessie Bunter. And your uncle is an earl "
“No, he isu't. You're thinking of my

aunt—>"

Your aunt an earl?’ cried
Ciwen, her eyes dancing, and she sl;gpud
Marcia on the knee exultantly. “She’s
better than Bessie. Bessie never said her
aunt was an_earl.”

“My goodness, no! Ha, ha, hal”

Cicely clenched her hands hard,

“T didn't say that at all; only it happens
that my aunt married the Earl of Lalwerth.
I don’t sce there’s anything funny in that.”

But Gwen and Marela linked arms and
hugged cach othor in cestasy. There was
nothing they liked better than formenting
girls, and cepecially now girls, Cicely
scemed to them a Iprov:’dentm'! gift, and
Mareia sniggered and whispered something
to Grwen, who giggled.

Gwen rodded her head and laughed; bub
Cicely, her ears burning like fire, turned
to look out of the window, but saw nothing
but_mist. .

‘Was this what she was to endure at ClLff
MMouse? Was she to bo sneered at for a
pauper? Was it not bad enough to have
lost money without suffering this? And a
scholarship, too! She had thought it
rather splendid to work for a scholurship,
and to save her grandmother unnecessary ex-
pense.  But scholarships, she had to learn,
were something dizgraceful—at least in Lhe
oyes of Marcia, Gwen & Co.

How glad Cicely was when the train
hegan to wend its way through the tanglo
of rails that }n'aﬁagcd Courtfield Junetion!
1lere sho would have to change trains, and,
ot least, sho would be able to rid herself of
tliese givls!

“Mave to run for ths other train,” said
Gwen, as they got out, “over the bridge.”

“Rather—like anything!” Marcia agreed,

Cicely, putting her hat straight and
arranging her dress, grasped her one bag
and ihe papers, and followed them on to
the platform. Her larger luggage had beon
looked elraight through, so she would not
have to bother sbout it.

Courtfie!d Junction simply stagzered her.
Tt was a large, noisy siation, with boys in
uniform’ calling out chocolates and papers,
and busy porters trundling trollies hither

AT SCHOOL

and thither. But what held Ter sttention
l;lr:ost was the number of girls in Cliff Housa
ats.

Thero were laughing girls, smiling gils,
serious girls, pretty girls, girls not so pretty,
and one very fat girl, and one who was
extremely smart and striking and wore a
monocle.

Cicely had not time to cxamine them ali
carefully, but she did notice that they gave
her scarcely a glance, although all over the
place there svas warm_hand-clasping and
patting on the back, and faint cheering and
ringing, merry laughter.

Surely they were not all like Marein?
But were they perhops snobs, who looked
down on_scholarship girls?

‘““All change! All change!”

Cicely stood helplessly on the platform,
and then she saw girls picking up their
things and malking gur the bridge, so she
joined in, and, being nearver the bridge, was
over it one of the first.

At the top was Marcia tying her shoclace.
and Cicely loitered a bit. Then she followed
Marcia down to the platform below whero
two trains waited.

“Quick!” called Gwen.

Marcia and Agnes followed lier, and both
of them bundled into a compartment.
Cicely, however, had no wish to be with
them, and she went into the next one, put
her bag on the rack, and scttled in the
farthest corner with a paper before her face.

Now for Cliff House. A slow train to
Friavdale, which was the station for {ho
school, and then her fute wounld be scaled.

Dut alus, her fate was to be zealed beforo
that! arcia, Gwen, and Agnes had
sneaked out of the traim and climbed into
the one at the other platform, and there

they giggled unrestrainedly for several
minutes. For the truth was that Cicely
Jerome was in the wrong truin. Her frain

was not a glow one to Iriardale at all, but
an express to Liningham, a jomrney of
eighty miles!

And there she saf, with a paper befora
her face to conceal herself-—and so conceal-
ing from hersclf tho fact that the CLff
House girls were gelting into the other
tram, and that her own was about to start!

Cicely was congratulating herself that she
had got rid of the unwelcome presence ol
Marcia & Co. ‘What a relief it would be to
complete the journey in solitude, for even
her thoughts were pleasauter than the jeers
of those other girls.
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CHAPTER 2.
The Right Sort!

L) LL clear?”

A porter stood ouiside Cicely’s
compartment as the gnard asked
that gquestion, and he nodded his

head, They were off in a moment now!
Sho eimply had to take a final peep, and
was gratitied to know that she would be
alone on this journey. Her chief fear had
been that there would be a crowd.

But her heart missed a beat as a Cliff
House girl came running towards the train.
She was such a pretty Fll‘l, with such merry
blne eyes and pretty olive complexion, that
Cicely had to look at her despite herself.
And behind that girl came running another
—the girl who was eo emartly dressed, and
who worc a monocle.

“Whoa!” called the front girl, waving
her avms. “You can’t g yei!”

“Train’s going, miss,” said the porter.
““Stand back!”

But the girl dodged nimbly under his out-
stretched arm and whipped open the door
of Cicely’s compartment, tumbling in, while
the girl with the monocle waved her hands
to the guard to tell him to hold up the train,

Cicely, of conrse, was amazed at their
roolness. What a cheek, stopping the train
like that; and yet they fooked cheeky imps,
both of them! But they looked so jolly
that she liked them at once.

It was the shock of her life, thercfore,
when the girl with the merry eyes canght
hold of her arm.

“Quick, duffer!” she exclaimed. “Out
you come!” And called over her shoulder:
“Jimmy, get her bag!”

Tho girl with the monocle entered the
compartment and sratched up Cicely’s bag
and papers.

“Wrong train,” she explained, with a
{riendly smile, *if you want CLff House.
Nippy’s the word, too. Train always starts
at the whistle, you know. Very smart line
this,”

Sho went ont of the compartment with
the , while tho guard came along to
expostulate, and Cicely, wondering much,
suffered herself to be taken out on to the
platform, which now was crowded with
Cliff House girls,

“There she is,” she heard Marcia call.
“Barbara Redfern, you mean thing, why
didn’t ‘you let her go oni”
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“Trust Babs to
snnﬁ;pml Gwen. .

They were side by side and glowering
angrily, so Cicely looked at Babs besido
her and saw that that girl's face wore an
unwented {rown,

“I don't call it a japo sending a new
kid miles inte the country,” said Bahs
cuttingly. “If this is how you mean to
start tho term, Marcla, it's a pity you
came back,”

“AwFal pity,” agreed the girl with the
monocle, and yawned. “But never mind.
Perhaps you'll be found out this term,
what #”

spoil a good jape,”

Marcia and Gwen turned their backs, and
Babs laughed, looking at Cicely,

“Don’t take any notice of them,” she
said. “Just one of their spiteful tricks,
putting you in the wrong train. You're &
new girl, of course?” )

“Yes, I'm Clicely Jerome. I'm going
into the Fourth.”

“What, our Form?” asked Babs, “How
splendid I Well, come along inte our com-
artment.  There'll be room i Bessic
hasn't another piece of chocolate.
That's Bessie, there—-"

And sho pointed to the fat girl with
l-nr%? round glasses.

“You're looking at the pillarlox,” said
the girl with the monocle. * Our one and
only Bessio is in blue, but the confusion
is quito permissible, what?”"

Cicely's mind was mn a whirl, There
was such a_differenca between Bahs and
this girl and the others she had met that
she was astounded,

With Babs taking her arm, she was led
throngh a crowd of pirls, some of whom
amileg at her, nntil they came 1o a com-
partment where a girl with an Eton crcp
and a broad grin stood beating off all
comers with o rolled-up mnewspaper, It
was hardly elegant conduct; but then
Clara Trevlyn, the tomboy of the Fourth
Form, never wag very elegant, as the gir
who eat.behind her in the compartment was
explaining.

“Whoa!” enlled Bubara.  “[riends--
easo up, Clara.”
“Right!”  exclaimed  Clara,  “I've

book !:h\'s giddy compartment and T'm
not hnvms any intruders in it | here's
Bessio? Tell her to come and sit inside,
then there won't be woom for anyono
else. Bessie!” ehe called.

Clara stood aside, and Cicely went inte



6 THEIR FEUD

the compartment and sab down beside the
other  girls  there, sniled at her
p?c:uantiy. Babs and the girl with the
monoclo followed. Then they all called
to Bessie Bunter, the fot girl

But Dessio was standing by a slot
machine inserting pennies at a rapid pace.

#Oh, the duffer!” wos Clara’s breczy
exclamation. *“She’ll be ill.  She’s had
two packets of chocolates and some ralsins.

.1 know she'll be ill. That's her last
shillieg, and she's clanged it into pennics.”

Cicely took a peep out of the-window
on to the noisy platform thon, and saw fat
Bessie putiing ponnics inte the machine
and taking out small packages as quickly
as she could, while a teasing crowd was
gathered about her.

“New machine!” called one gitl. “New
machine, please!”

“Moro pennies, thon she'll have to pay
exters in tho teain, Only allowed to carry
a hundredweight.”

“Oh, really, you girlst” blinked Bessie.
“T've got jolly thin in.the b
at mel™

They looked, and there was more
Taughter, for if Bessic had got thinner sho
must  have been extraordinavily fat to
begia with, and Cicely could not help

]

¥

00

smiling. But now the guard waved ex-
citedly, porters calied, and thoy were
scurrying  for ths compartments.  Tat
Dessie, bearing her ckages, arrived
breathless, and was bauled in uneceremoni-
ously by Clara, who even used the fat
girl's phait to help her.

“All in?” asked Barbara. .

“Yes,” nodded Clara, looking round.

“And one extra.
asked Cicely.

= 0Oh, a new girl—-Cicely Jeromeo,” Dabs
explamed, “Mareia put her in the cxpress
that's just gone out—for a joke.”

“Just like Marcin,” shrugged Clara;
and then added: “But you mus: have
been o bit of @ ehump to go, you know.”

Then the girl siiting rext to Cicely in-
terposed. Her voico was gentle, and she
seemed to have influence over Clara.

“0h, Clara,” she protested, *‘she’s a
new gitl! Tlow can she know which train

is which 7"
ki flura Jocked at Bessic’s buadle
ed with lauglter. Babs locked
aud laughed, too; so did the girl with the
moncele, whom they called Finuoy, and the
girl Leside Cieely.

Who ave you!” she
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What the joke was Cicely did not sce at
first; and then she suddenly realised that
the emall packet did not contein chocalates
but--matelros !

=y codness! Going lo cat them all?”
asked Babs gaily,

“Y.yes, rather!” said Dessie. “T shall
have io, as you girls don't like this sort
of chocolate.”

“I'll give you a slulling if vou eat the
lot before Friardale,” said Clyra.

“And I,” added Jimmy. “TIll give you
a bob if you cet one packel”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Oh, really, nothing to laugh at! Are
you scrieps, Clara?”

“How can J be, duffer,
of your eating that lot?”

“T m-mean, about the shilling?™

“Yes, pather!”

“Then here goes.”

Bessio Bunter opened the first
moved it into the focus of
glasses, and blinked dazedly.

“0h dear! I s-say, they
she wailed dolefully, *This
matches!”

They hept straight [aces.

“OFf course,” said Jemiwa. ¢ What
did you think they werve, Tubby? Tlwry
up—tiot much time before Friavdale.”

Box alter box Bessie opened, and at the
expression on her [lace there was merc
hilarity. It really was @ ecream, aud
Cicely joined merrily in the laughter.
Bessio minded the loss of tho chocolate:
more than the teasing.

“That was Treda’s faull—Vreda Foote.”
said DBessie wrathfully. “All right—wail
until we got to CHLiff Iiouse, She jolly well
put a penny in that slot and pretended they
were choes!”

“Dear old Bessie,” said Babs, and looked
at Cicely. *This is ssio  Bunter, our
prize exhibit, one of the best-hearted kids
at ClLff House. But she’s never had a
squaro meal in her life. She keeps on
hoping, though-—-"

“And she keops on eating,” chuckled
Cl;-.r:hTrm-lyu. “§Lilt, she'll do to roll the
hard courts with, that's one thing."”

Tulk then veered round to tennis, and
Babs, whose fnll name was Barbara Red-
fern, and who proved to be the Fourth
I'orm captain, nsked Cicely if she had ever
played tennis.

“On a coust at home; but not very much,
you know.”

at the thought

hox,
Lier thick

ro matelies!”
is a box of
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“On, well, you'll soon
Hocley 97 asked I3 “We'rs always
looking for now talent. Never guite got
over losing Mabs, really—friend of ours
who left,” she c—xpiaincd.

“I haven't really played hackey. You
see, this is my fust schoel,” explained
Cicely.

“What!"

Tley weie interesied in her at onee, and
Clara Trevlyn, for once, was slightly in-

et practice!

credulous.

“Never heen to school hefore?”  she
wsked.  “My hat! llow strange you must
feel! Nol any sort of school?”

“No,”  Dblushed Cicely. “I've had

governesses.  You see, iy grannie—I mean,
my prandmother, brought me up. My
1190;:{6 dicd when I was quite a baby. Only

“I suppose yon made too much trouble
for the governesses,” eaid Barbara Red-
forn, with a rognish smile. “TIs that it? I
had one when T was little, and Jed her a
frightful dance.”

“I did lead her vather a dance, but she
was a dear,” confes Yieely, I hate
lunvi:!g her—only things being as they ase

“Thex packed you olf {0 school,” nodded
fara. “I}oml thing. ake you tough.”

“Foster the Spartan epirit,” said Jemima
Carstairs, polishing her monocle. “Great
stuff! Well, you couldn’t come to a better
schoel than Cliff Ifouse, what?”

“Ra:her not!”

“Rost school in tho country.”

“We've all manner of special things,”
explained Barbara. “Topping studics—iip-
ping playingfields. And there’s a gym, a

»

swimming-bath; everything you could
desive.”

“Even mistresses,” supplemented Mar-
jorie  IMazeldene, with a  smile; “and

Jessons.”

“Ugh, dov’t, Morjorie!” implored Clara.
“We try to keep that side dark—especially
the Bull.”

“0h, have you a bull?” asked Cicely.
“What fun!”

They l.thed then, and explained that
the “DBull ¥ was the nickname they gave
to Miss Bullivant; and they exploined - that
the Bnll was rather a tartar. They ex-
plained her so preeisely and with such a
wealth of colour that Cicely could sce her
in imagination, a thiv, gaunt woman given
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to wearing blouses of dveadful and fearful
patierns; a woman with a sharp tongue,
more scvere than just, and secming to take
a delight in punishing girls. ¥ .

“Oh, dear, she docsn’t sound very attiae-
tive, does she?’ Cicely mused. - “But I
suppose th are nice onecs. I supp
as much like the other mistresses as
is like you.”

They aceepted the compliment with smiles.
It was nice to be liked even by new giils.

““Oh, there’s Janey, our very own Form
mistress—she’s  sweet!”  snid Barbara.
“You'll love her, and the head mi
Miss Primrose, couldn’t bo better, T
wouldn’t swap iwr. But if anyone made o
rensonably decent offer for the Duill—0"

“There’s Cliff House!” cried 3 sud-
denly, who had been looking cagerly ont
oi the window. “Doeen’t it louk ripping
in the sunshine!”

Cheers sounded along the train for Clifi
House, and thero were many heads peering
out of the windows. Cicely was allowed a
special position as she was a new girl, and
sho feasted hev cyes on (he fine building
that conld be seen in the distance throngh
the trees. Ik was an old Tudor manor
houge, and spoke of Merri land in the
days of Bhakespen awns, . mature
trecs, and a quict sioplicity that was en-
tirely pieasing. Tt was a happy-locking
school and Cieely, looking at it, was Lappy,

0.

“I shall love it—I know I shall—and I
shall be so happy if only——""she murraured,
sitting back on to her seat.

“Tf only what?* smiled Darbara, put
her bhand on Cicely’s shoulders; and so;
how that action geemed to brace
She wanted to hug Barbara for it.

“Tf only T can he friends with you,"”
Cicely finished, and felt how silly and
affected it must sound. Yet that was what
was in her heart.

“Well, that’s easy onongh,” ssid Par-
bara. “Ii that's all that’s worrying you,
smile!”

And Cicely smiled; hut she was worried
veally, for Barbara did not yet know the
trath. They were all of them nice to- har,
all of them friendly and utterly different
from Mareia & Co., but they did not know
the truth—ihat she was poor, and. that she
meant to he a scholarship givl. Nor dared
she tell them after her experience with
Marein. A scholarship givl!  FEiiher she
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would be that, or she must leave ab the end
of a term unless fortune smiled upon her
grandmother.  And_ would Barbara be
friends with a scholarship ghl, might it
not be infra dizg? Were scholarship girls
at Cliff House treated as paupers—as things
apart?

ke train slowed up, there was a busile
to get luggage down from the rack, and
Cicely was near to Barbara. She fought to
tell what she judged to be her guilty secret,
“ but she dared not.

“Tumble out—""

“Run for a cab, Clara!”

“Porter! DTorter!”

Ouce again Cicely was in_the mob of ex-
cited girls, but this time Barbara was be-
zide her, and Barbara waa show her the
ropes, just as though they were the closest
of pals. How Cjce‘]i dreaded the moment
when that hand might drop, when Barbara
might turn her back upen her! nd then
she saw Marcia and Gwen sneering at her,
and_overhcard their whispers,

“T'1l pay her out—crawling up to Buba.”

“But Dabs doesn’t know she wants to be
B scholarship girl, Marcia.
| Marcia laughed unpleasantly.

“I'H make her wish she were back
her grannie—and before to-night, too.

That was all Cicely heard, but it was
enough to send her ixeart down_into ler
shoes, and bring a heavy black shadow
across the sunniness that had come into her
atle.

with

CHAPTER 3.
The Shadow of Uniappinsss.
UTSIDE the station at Friardale there
O was coufusion. There were onl
threo cabs, but there were crowds
There was a huge chara-
¢ that had been awaiting themi, and in
that they were supposed to .travel. But
that fact only made the girls more eager
to rido in a cab.

Clara Trevlyn, who had rushed out of the
station first, had reserved one for the Co.,
and as usual sha managed to ward off all
those who wanted it—and there were many,

icely, with Barbara holding her arm,
pushed her way out of the crowd, smilin,
broadly, forgetting Mareia and Gwen an
thei anpleasantness in this new excitement.

“Leook, there’s a monitress wanting a
cab,” said Burbara, and pointed to Stella

of girls,
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Stone, the schivol capiain, who was in the

station booking-hall with her luggage, being

surrounded by gitls and asked what sort of

holiday she had spent, and where she had
een.

“But we’re taking it.,” nodded Clicely.
“Good. What n dear old_hovse!”

“That's Nobby,” said Barbara. “He'll
be a hundred and something next week.
He was in the charge of the fu‘ght Brigade
and the Battle of Waterloo, and they say
that his mother was Black Dess who ioeok
Dick Turpin to York.”

They all managed fo crowd in, and
Clava, making a sort of trumpet out of
volled-up paper, pretended that it was a
coach and four. Tt made cnough noise for
ten as it wenb down the station yard into
the lane,

No one minded the ernsh inside, hot and
stuffy though it was, and they were all
anxiouns and eager for the first close view
of the old echool. There was argument
about studies, too. and whether they had
been done up, and who was to have which,

They talked incessantly all the way, and
although Cicely knew few of the people
they discussed " she soon managed to pick
up_hints.

Cliff House at lnst! The long, Jow wall
came into sight, and first the specially low
portion at the end of the headmistress’
garden, where girls who preferred going to
dances, or the second house al the pictures,
climbed over into fhe roadway. Then the
Jonger wall that ended in the imposing
gateway where the schoel poricr stood
beaming,

“I'm sure I shall enjoy being here,”
muttered Cicely, as she gazed atb tho pic-
turesque school buildings. But all the while
ghe was wondering what the girls would
say when they learnt that she would be u
scholarship girl.

Piper, the porter, was cheeved, as every-
thing else was cheered at tho beginning of
term, and then Bessie Dunter fought to
a view of the tue ‘slmr which nestled
sougly under a tree in the corner of tho
qnaﬁmngle, and was certainly well worth
looking at.

But Cicely was Jooking at the school
building itself, with its gnaint old roof, and
the latticed windows, and great oaken sup-

s.
“Phat's our Form-roem window,” Clara
pointed out. “Clara~fifty lines for loolk-
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ing out of window!” and she chuckled.
*Wonder how 1 shall earn my first lines?™
she asked.

© “Youn _won’t be long,” Barbara assured
her. “First day as usual.”

i The cab came to a standstill, and they
all patted the liorse before grabbing their
bags and departing, it being loft to Barbara
to settle the fare, the vest dividing up as
usual afterwards.

“Thig is the hall,” snyid Clara, standing
in the doorway. “This is where Miss Prim
says a few mouthfuls on occcasion—and—
ahem !

+ “Clara!” said a slern voice.
! Cicely gave a jump and a gasp.

“The Bull!” she murmured, recognising
the mistress from the others’ vivid descrip-
tion of her.
© Miss Bullivant it was, stern and grim,
with gleaming glasses and o perfectly fero-
‘cious blouse that made Jemima pass «
hand across her cyes.

“Oh, T didn’t see you, Miss Bullivant.”
said Clara. “T hope you had a good ho
day and good bathing—"

“I had a good holiday,” said Miss
Bullivant stifffy. “Bué I trust you will re-
member  that the holidays are finished.

!Bogin school guietly,
wish to Do punished.”
i Clara went upstairs after that, on exag-
gerated tiptocs, amidst sniggers from the
others, and Cicely followed.  She was be-
I%Jmmng to like tomboy Clara, and she felt
that the Bull, although stern, would be
rather fun.

i “Our cosy little home,"” explained Clara,
opcning a study door.

! “But not when you are playing the
ukulele, sweetest,” said Jemima genily.
s “And let me sce,” added Clara, “We
drew lots for studies becauso we can’t get
into one. I'm with Jimmy and Mm&jo,ric

ik

as of yore. isn't that it, Babs, in No.
“And
ohi—Miss

, unless  you

I “Right!” mnodded Barbara.
Bessic and 1 in No, 4—and,
Matthews.”

i “Janey,” suid tho irrepressible Clara.

i A youthful mistress Lad cmerged from
one of the studies. She was pretty, and
ther face bore a charming smile. Cicely
Mled her ot once.  She looked so kind, and
8o _attractive, quite the reverse of Miss
Bullivant,

. ““Oh, Barbera,” said Miss Matthews after
she had answered their solicitous inquiries
concerning her holidays, and been told a fow

of their adventures, “there’s a new givl
in our Form, and because she has never Leen
to school before I want you to look gfter
her. It was either you or Marzia amil
Gwen—so—well—" L

“Ts it Cicoly?” asked Barbara oggerly.
“Because, if so, we've already mer Ler.
This is Cicely.”

Miss Matthews smiled at Cicale
patted her shoulder.

“Why, yes, Cicely Jerome. How do you
do? ery glad to know that you are in
my Form. ou will get on with Barbhara
I'm sure. Study No. 4; and now I must
really go down and sce to things!”

Sho hurried down the stairs and Clara
gave o faint cheer.  Cicely was looking
after the mistress ndmirin%lly; but  she
turned to Barbara, hardly able to contrcl
her excitement.

#J—T'm in your stady ' she gasped. “It
can’t be true?”

“DBut it is.” said Barbara gaily. “Splen-
did.  That'll make three of ws. Come
along and see how you like it.”

She took Cicely by the hand and dragged
hor along the corridor, past fleet
glimpses of cosy little dens all new
decorated, und then to a study which bore
a number 4 on the door. .

“Fomo " exclaimed Batbara cestalically.
“ITome sweel home 1

“Looka topping,” said_Clara. “TFreshly
decorated and painted. But same old den
veally. There's the picture of Mabs--goed
old Mabs.”

“Yes,” said Barbara, and it seemed to
Cicely that n shade crossed her face.
shall miss Mabs, She was my best chum

"

and

=]

And how Cicely wished in her Ireart that
sho could take Mabs' 2 "

Barbara Rediern looked at  Ciecly
brightly. “8till, we shall be a three-some,”
sha added. :

“I'n try to make up for Mabs” said
Cicoly. “She looks a ripping sort of gil
in the photo—so jolly.”

“8he was,” said Barbare, a_slight eateh
in_her voice. “‘Ripping pal. I thought she
might bo comin ack to us agnin—but
there—can’t bo q)(‘l]\(‘.ﬂ. Throw your bag
down. You can hang up any photographs
you like, you know—do a.x:ytaix:g gou like.
_h's as mych your own room as ouss. Make

it home,
“I will, rather 1" said Cicely elaily,
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“T'll go and get some cakes,” squealed
Bessie, * How many, Babs?”

“QOh, two shillings' worth,” said Bar-
bara Redfern.  * Here—cateh 1™

She tossed Bessic a coin and then—then
sho and Ciccly were alone in the study,
and Cicely felt suddenly shy and guilty.

“Oh, I say, Barbara,” she W,
I feel I'm here under faise pretences.
1 feel you ought to know—"

“Talso protences? Why, what do you
mean, Cicely 1”

Barbarn turned to her in surprise.
Cicely looked down, blushed, and then
met Barbara's eyes.

“You see, I'm poor really, and if I have
any luck T=I shall be a scholarship girl
I\er[e,;'l she faltered, and waited for the blow
to [all.

* A scholarship girl 1" said Barbara.

“Yes, 1 ought to have told you hefore,
but 1 was frightened to. I know it was
wrong.

Barbara locked amazed.

“Frightened to—but why? What's wrong
with being a scholarship girl, for goodness
sake? Peggy Preston was when she came,
Shews a girl is jolly clever, I think, and
has pluck. I couldn’t win one.”

“I haven’t—but my grannie has lost her
niency, you sce, because some wretched man
—well, the money was badly invested or
something and grannic is ruined and our
bome sold up ard the dogs and my pony—
and—" She pulled herself together and
1t baek tears.

Why, you silly kid,” was Barbara's sym-
pathetic ery.  “¥ou don’t think anyone
worth while would think less of you for
that?

“No, but Marcia said—""

“0h, Mareia!” And what ringing scorn
was in Barbara’s tonme. ~ “Marcia
doesn’t matter here,  You and I are going
to be friends—all of us. Don't you dare
say anything more about that! Goodness!
Ii's suggesting I'in as bad as Marcia.”

“Then I'm sorry. Oh, dear, I'm 5o
happy,” said Cicely, 1 want to. bug you
for being such a dear, and I want {o write
to gronuie and tell her that i's lovely here,
beiter t!}a,n ever I expected in may wildest
dreams.

3,
“

Seribble 2 note to_catch this
.post,’” said Barbara quickly. *“Do it while
I'm getting tca.”

$o Cicely took some notcpaper and a
pen and with happiness in her Lcart sab

1i-ho.
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down fo write a gay note to her grand-
mother, full of optimizm abeut ler future.

And while she was writing, Bessie came
back with tho cakes.

Marjoric came in with a tea-cloth and
come china, and Clara bustled about to get
boiling water to make tea.

The table was laid, tea was made and
the chairs were just being arranged, when
the door banged unceremoniously open and
a girl entered, a b"'ﬁ in her hand, hat on
the back of her head, her face wearing o
broad smile.

What a commotion there was—what a sur-
prise, amazed, delighted chorusl

“Mabs I

“TIt can't be—it ean't be!” gasped Bar-
bara, smudiug petrified. “It's not Mabs,
it’s her ghost.”

But the girl entered the study, dropped
her bag and flung her urms round Bar-
bara’s neck.

“It is Mabs—and I'm back for this
term, at least,” she said, “Daddy decided
last night.  What do you think of that—
quick decision—but  daddy’s been makin,
a fortune, and I'm to come to school
for this term and take up acting again
afterwards—and oh, heaps of things!"

She and Bubara walized round and
round while Cicely stood by unheeded.
Handshakes there were, and kisses and
skipping for joy and great excitement,

abel back agein—dear old Mabs! No
wonder there was excitement! And then
Barbarn remembered Cicely.

“Oh, Muabs,” she said. **Meet Cicely, o
new girl—Cicely Jerome.” J

Barbara made a sweeping gesture in
Cicely's direction, smiling, and Mabel, look-
ing the cheeriest girl in tho world, held
out her hand welcoming.

“And this is Mabs, onr Mahs—Mabel
Lyon of Lynn's Yolly, Carthley, Essex,”
said Barbara.

Cicely had moved a step forward, but ab
Barbara's words the weleoming smile went
from hor face, and her r'q;hl. haund dropped
to_her sido.

Mabel Lynn of Lynn's Folly, Barbara had
said, and it flashed upen Cicely now; Mr.
Lynn of Carthley it was whe had been rgs.
ponsible for the Joss of her grandmothe!
money—and now Mr. Lynn himself had sud-
denly sceured o fortune!

This was the daughier of the man who
had ruined her grandmother! —That was
enough for Cicely, and with tightened nups
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gho half-turned {owards the door.  The
laughter and mcrriment in the study died
away, and the assemhled Fourth-Formers
stared at Cicely in amazement.

And Mabel Lynn, the lmpp% smile gone
Trom her face, dropped her hand to her
side, rebuffed, slighted, and in front of all
aer friends—scorned by a new girl!

—

CHAPTER 4.
Jemima Intervenes.

EMIMA CARSTAIRS it was who broke
the awful silence that had fallen, and
Cicely was immensely grateful to hoer,
Jemima spoke quite casunllfr, and it

would have been difficalt to tell by her
manner that she thought anything out of
the way had happeoed. She turned to

A1, well, and
Mabs " sho asked.

Mabel Lynn seemed to como out of a
trance, shie scemed to give hersclf o shake,
and thus remove the queer frown that
had scttled on her brow and disperse her
general air of hurt surprize,

“Oh, it was great! Wonderful! And
yet, you know, I'm glad to be back with
ou all, I am, veally! It's too marvellous!

he dear old study! Same faces.”

Cicely Jerome stepped to the door.
pne scemed
she knew that they would all discuss her
the moment that she went from the study.
That could not be helped. It was the
only natural thing for them to do.

Yot her knowledge ihat it would hap-
pen made her loiter, her hand upon the
knob of the door, while Clara Trevlyn and
Marjorie Hazeldene returned to their tasks,
and there was such a babel of talk that
surely no onoc was listening to what any-
ono eclso was saving. Tho newcomer was
the coniro of it all, the girl with the
bobbed hair, bright eyes, and fair face.

So this was Mubel Lynn. This was tho
daughter of the man who had robbed her
grannic of her forlune. No sign of base-
ness in her face; but then, had not grannic
trusted Mr. Lyun, Mabel's father? And
had he not proved a swindler?

Sick at heart, unable to stay there any
lonﬁr, not_wanted, and in the company
of Mabel Lynn, Cicoly opened the door
and went out inte the corridor.

how was the acting,

No
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to be noticing ler, and yet]

LIDRARY u

A moment beforoe it had scemed to her
that she wis guito at home. Only 2 moment
ago she had been friendly with Barbara,
bad been one of tho “set,” and what ages
ago that scomed, for now she was only a
new girl, just Ike any other, a stranger
in a foreign land.

Cicely walked on down iho corridor.
Soveral study doors were open, and she had
glimpsos of bright rooms, with flowers and
gay cretonno curtains, with books lying
higgledy-pigglcdy, and smiling faces every-
where.

Apparently they were all quite glad to
get back; evidently Cliff House was really
a jolly place. But to Cicely, at the moment,
it was as friendless as the North Dole.
Where could she gn if sho had no study—
except that ono where Mabel Lynn was?

In her hand she still
that she had been writing to her grand-
mother. The ink of tho last sentenco was
still wet, and she glanced at it, her cyes
misty.

“1 have made new friends alveady, and
I'm eo deliciously happy. Ib's going Lo be
marvellous here, it is, really—"

That was tho last sentence she had writ-
ien so  lightheartedly—and meant every
word of it. But now it was a le. ad
she made friends? Would Barbars Red-
forn be chums with a girl who had slighted
her special chum? ow could she be?

“QOh, dear! What can I dot”

Cicely toro the letter slowly across, as
though not certain that she might not be
able to send it. Finally, she tore it into
four picces and crushed them in her haud.

Having nowhere to go, sho stood in tho
corridor, looking out of one of the win.
dows-in a small alecove. The window gave
a view of tho great spreading lawus, and
the small tuckshop scercted in the corner
of the quadrangle.

The specinl Clif House moctor-coach
came through the school gales at that
moment, filled with laughing, merry girls,
and piled with luggage. A cab followed
it, a private car, and onc or two girls
on foot. CHff House was filling up; it
was like a hungry giant having a meal,
but it was by no means cven agrecabla
now to Cicely.

With a sigh, she turned from the win.
dow, and then she had the shock of her
life as she saw two girls standing side by

held the
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sido, eycing her. Thoy were Marcia Loftus
and_Gwen Cool.

“Tlallo, here she is!” said Marcia.
“Thrown ont alrcady! Ha, ha, ha!”

“So they've bowled you out? Thought
it wouldn't be long I” jeered Gwen.

Cicely tilted her head, and a gleam
came into her eyes.

“I haven't been bowled out or thrown
out,” she said steadily. “I—I am just tak-
ing a look at the school.”

“Glad you won the scholarship?” asked
Marcia.

Cicely made a convulsive movement with
the hand that held the torn-up letter, and
there scemed to be a queer lump in her
throat. She simply had to say something,
or clse she would ecry.

“I'm going down to tea mow,” she said.

Marcia hugged Gwen, and both girls
looked as mischievous as monkeys.

“She’s going to tea,” said Gwen. “Well,
my goodness! Isn't it sweet of her to
lc!‘l\lIls L’hat'f Not having it with Babs?”

No.’

“Even though it's your study. I hap-
pen to know that,” said Marcia, who made
1t her business, apparently, to know every-
thing.

Cicely bit her lip. She saw at once how
hard it was going to be to make girls
understand her true position. She could
not tell them what she felt about Mabel;
she could not accuse Mabel Lynn’s father
of wobbing her grandmother, for had not
grannic_warned ﬁer against that? Grannic
l:ad soid something about slander, and had
hinted that it would be a very serious
thing to mention a definite charge against
someone, mentioning names.

“If yow're going to have tea, you'd bettor
go,” said Marcia, “ Poor girls have tea in
1Iall, you know. Thick bread-and-butter,
a look at the jam, and tea you could cut
up into chunks,” Then she turncd to
Gwen. *'We'd bebter not be scen with her,
had wei”

“Better not,” said Gwen. “Don’t tell
the girls we've been speaking to you, Cicely,
will you? Come on, Marcia!” J

They walked off quickly, and Cicely,
after giving them a moment’s start, fol-
Inwed down the corridor and on_to_the
%, ircase. There sho paused, for the Hall
scomed to be crowded with girls, and neyer
lmdtshu scon such commotion and  excite-
ment,
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Girls were mounting the slairs now,
bumping past her, uiterly heedless. They
didn’t seem to notice she was there.

They passed up the stairs, having given
Cicely only a glance. If they bad locked
closely they would have seen how pale
she was, and that her eyes wero glisten-
ing with tears. They would mnot have
F\\(\sﬁcﬂ why, becauso it would have been
hard to guess that a new girl had actually
had a chance of sharing a study with the
great Barbara. Why, there wero girls
already in tho Fourth who would have
given all they possessed for that.

Cicely did not need 1o be told of that
fact, either. She could guess it quite casily
when she heard them all talking and chat-

ing.

“Babs.” That was the name on cvery
lip, and she, Cicely, had had a_chance
to be DBarbara’s friend—her study com-
panion; and now she had thrown that
chance away wilfully, and of her own ac-
cord!

“QOh, what a fool I am! Oh, why had

1 to come back—oh, wh

She stumbled o little blindly down_the
stairs, and stood by the girls in the Hall,
inconspicuous, a girl of no account what-
ever, but taking in cverything she saw,

A gir]l rather older than most of them
there, a girl of about seventeen, had entered
and was looking about her, having put
down her hockey-sticlk and  tennis-racket
and bag in the Hall

“Phew! It’s hot!” she said, and then
looked about her,

Her eyes fell upon Cicely, who moved
slightly under the scrutiny.

“New kid ?” she asked.

“¥Y.es. I am new here,” said Cicely,
while most of the girls turned for & moment
to stare at her,

“Good! Take this bag and ihese other
things u(i: to my study—and be smart about
it1” said the girl.

One or two of the others twittered.

“Your fag, Connic?”

“She’ll do for the lime being,’y  said
Connic Jackson. “1lurry upl “Smart
about it! Aecr the Iall, there, Sixth-
Form corridor. Come along, do!” sho
snapped. “Pull yourself together I

Ciccly jumped to life. Connie was ob-
viously a person of some importance, a
monitress, perhaps, and sho knew that moni-
tresses were allowed fags. Bo she picked
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up the bag and gathered together the other
things, although the bag scomed to be filled
with lead.

But it so happened that sho was not to
carry that bag, for suddenly she felt a tap
on her shoulder, and looked round.

“Cheerio!  Been looking for you overy-
where. You've missing tea,” said a cheery
voice; and Cicely found herself looking
into the pleasant grey eyes of the girl they
called Jimmy, the girl with a moenocle,
Jemima Carstairs,

“I have to carry this bag for—er—
Connie,” she said.

“Yes, get on with it!” snapped Connie.

Jemima  Carstajirs  surveyed  Connie
through her monocle, and shook her head.

“Can’t allow it,” she said. “Sorry and
2ll that, Connie. But it can’t be done,
you know.”

The talk amongst the girls near by
ccased, and Conpie, Cicely noticed, went
crimson with rage, her cyes sceming to
start out of her head.

“What! How dare you, Jemima? I

have just ordered that new girl to carry
my bag.”
“But Cicely’s one of us, in the Fourth,
you know,” said Jemima gently, “and thoe
Fourth can’t be fagged—even by moni-
tresses, Of course, as a special favour 1
dare say wo might sireteh a point, and
gany girl in the IFourth who really and
truly loved you, Connie—" said Jomima
gently, and ‘was interrupted by a laugh.

“Ha, ha, hal’

Connie clenched her hands and looked
as though she were trembling with anger.
Cicely took up the bag and then stepped
forward.

“Let me take it,” she whispered to
Jemima.
“Not under orders, cherub. Here's

Marcia—and CGwen. Marcia—Gwen,” said
Jomima, “Connic wants a favour done.”

Marcia and Gwen came at a run. They
always toadicd round inonitresses end
souglt to curry favour so that they might
have speeial privileges. Tt was not a
scheme which worked with most moni-
tresses, but it did with Connie, who liked
to hear keyhole information of wrengdoing,
and _gave passes-out in refurn.

A, g, ves, Connic,"” said Marcin,

“Of course, Connie dear!” fawned Gwen.

Jemima's face wore an amused smile,
and Cicely stepped away from the bag,
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while Connie Jackson gave Jemima a look
of decp hatred, and then indicated her bag.

“Would 5i(lou bo good onou{;h to carry
my baq?” e asked Marcia. " Just to my |
study.”

What a comc-down it was; and how
taken aback Marcia -and Gwen were!
Marcia left it to Gwen, Gwen loft it to
Marcia. This was not the sort of thing
they had quite expected, but they saw
Connie’s look, and so Marcia tosk the bag
and Gwen the racket and hockey-stick and
coats,

Jemima_bowed.

“Any time, day or night,” she said to
Connic. “By special request our expert
porteresses are at your service—*

But Conuie threw up her hoad and walked
away, and the others in the Hall recom-
menced their chatter. Then Jemima looked
at Cicely and took her arm.

“Now,” she said, “‘this is the way, up
the stairs, my cherub, and to tea!”

CHAPTER 5.
The Lonely Furrow.

ICELY had liked Jemima Carstairs
from the first. There was somothing
about Jemima that most people
liked, although, of course, there wero

such girls as Connie Jackson of the Bixih
who wore exceptions to tho rule. Miss Bul-
livant was another exception, as Cicoly
would find out later; but then Jemima wa
so smart, and Miss Bullivant so dowd,
and Jemima so obviously did not *“care
a hang " for Miss Bullivant’s most cuiting .
remarks,

With her sleck, Eton-cropped hair and
her slim, boyish figure, Jemima stood out
in any crowd. Now, as Cicely looked
fixedly at ber, she dived her hands into
the short school blazer she wore, her
monocle dangling at the end of its black
cord, and amﬁcd

;Vgant to post your letter—what?” she

asked.

Cicely shook her head, and held her
letter more tightly. Sho _had  been
frightened lost siu dropped it when she
took Connic's things, but she had it still
crushed tightly in her hand.

“No. I've changed my mind.”

*Not writing home to-night?”
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“I—I don’t kuow. T may. But not quite
the samo letter. Because—well, you saw
how it was,” she added, and blushed.

Jemima took wp her monocle and serewed
it home thoughtiully,

“Meaning Mabel?” she said.

Cicely walked on for @ moment or two
in silence, locking down at the floor and
kicking with her toes at the carpet.

“Yes, meaning Mabel,” she agreed, and
met Jemima’s eyes,

“\Whyt Mabs is a_darling. You'll like
Mahs—good old British breed, you know,
l'ough as leather, jolly as fun and all that,
she’s our star aciress, and now she's back
wo'll simply have to do a play or some-
thing. You'll have to take part.”

“1? But I can’t act. And besides, you
don’t seem to understand, I mean—— Oh,
I can’t cxplain,” said Cicely wretchedly.
“It's so difficult~and horrid. But you see
—Mabel—well, it in’t me only—it’s a sort
of feud.”

“A sort of feud?” Jemime asked. Then
her eyes twinkled. “It's mot n vendetta,
or whatever they call them, that they have
in ' Corsica, or somewhere, where one
family blots out another completely? You
haven't vowed a frightful vow to blot out
all the Lynnst”

Cicely gavo a short, unreal litile laugh.

“Of course not. Only perhaps it is some-
thing like a vendetta.” A sort of feud, in
a way. And so it's quite impossible. 1
can't be friends with Mabel Lynn.”

“Qh!” said Jemima, and stroked her
chin ihoughtfully. “But Mabel is Bar-
Lara's hest friend. Don’t you want to be
jviends with Babs1”

Cicely swallowed m lump in her -throat.

“"Who wouldn't? My goodness, it’s the
greatest thing I wantl § will be friends
with Babs!”

“Must be with both or neither, Love
me love my dog sort of thing,” said
Jemima, shaking her head.

“But perhaps they won't always be
i . Perhaps Barbara will find  her

. Perhaps I can—perhaps—" she

Jed lmnely.

Jomim: her
shoulder,

“My dear beloved,” she said, “it can't
be done, you know. You can’t part Babs
Aabz; and I'm not at all sure that
be the right and proper thing,

pub hand on Cicely’s

Oh, T didn't mean quite that!” said
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Cicely, in confusion. “That would be
horrid, , you won't let them koow
T said that?" she pleaded, and came to &

alt,

She looked into Jemima's eycs, and knew
that here was a girl she could trust. It
scemed as though she had known Jemima
for a long time, for ycars almost, so
friendly was she.

“Tell them? Of course
Jemima’s ready assurance.
They were standing on the lnnding

not,” was
now,
and in a_moment a decision would have
to bo made, because the Fourth-Form cor-
ridor was in front of them. Either Cicely
was going back to Study No: 7 or not.

“We can’t talk here,” said Cicely
anxiously. ‘“And I want you to understand
—1I do, really. The little alcove!”

So to the little alcove thoy went, and
really that wes the worst thing they could
have done, for Marcia and Gwen were
mounting the stairs now in_a very bad
temper, having carried Connie’s bag, and
only been rewarded by the curtest thanks,
in such & bad mood was Connje.

““You want to_be friends with Babs and
not with Mabs, is that it?” Jemima asked

quietly.

“Yes. But I don't want to be an encm
—not 8 real encmy, exactly. I havent
thought it out,” said Cicely ;miserably,
“just what I am going to be. Onl b
know I con't be real friends—not possibly.”

“As long as you don't want te parb
them,” sard Jemima, “‘that’s all right.
But couldn’t you take a hearty stab at it—
try to be friends?”

“No." .

“Well, I'm sorry,” sighed Jemima. “It's
tough, beginning_ school life meaning nob
to be friends with anyone; and it’ll be
hard when that person is Mabs, because
ghe's so popular. You'll bo out of things.”

“Oh, must I be?”

“ Afraid so. Mabs will forget the fach
that you didn’t take her hand, so come
on and try to be friends.”

Jomima took her gently Ly the arm,
but Cicely did not move, -~

“T ean’t—T can’t I she said, in low tones,
“It’s impossible!”

And at the end of the corvidor, Gwen
and Marcin, standing close togoether, ex-
changed glances, hearing the voices. They
made no sound. They just listoned in-

tently.
“Then we'll have to lcave it at that,”



“THE SCHOOLGIRLS' OWXN ™

said Jemima slowly. “But don't try to
part them. You'll never suceced, and it
would be rather a low thing to do—what?”

“Hateful! You don't think that of me?
I wouldn't really try to part Babs and this
girl Mabel, but—ol;, goodness, if—"

“If only a rmrucla ha j}pene(l and l}mj
were  parted ! eaid cmima, smiling
faintly, as she finished that sentence for
Cicely.

(,AL[!!J did nol answer, but Marcia geve
CGwen a queer, cager look, which Gwen
mldﬂrslnngmgl?. roturned. This was news
for them indeed! This was something
worth hear and it was not often they
beard anything cven mildly mlcresung
from kc\hﬂlrs or through half-open deors!

They did not speak, for Jemima was
speaking agein. But they had heard all
that they were going to regarding Cicely's
seeret, for Jemima talked of tea.

You'll have to have tea somewhere,”
she pointed out. “Trot into our study,
No. 7, and mako yourself quite at home.
Have you any. change? If so, the tuck-
shop i5 over in the corner, and you could
have tea there—it’s allowed. And if you
wunt to write home, there's pen, ink, paper,
ete., in my study, on top of the bookease.
But dust it, because it's been there all the
liols.- And now—chocrio 1”

Cicely watched Jemima
lLeart sank, for now she had made her
decision, Jomima bad been sent s an
cmissery, no doubt, and she had failed.
There would be no need to tell Barbara or
the others now; they would know.

Fith a heart as heavy as lead, she
turned away to go down to the tuckshop,
and at the same moment Marcia and Gwen
appeared in view in the corridor. If
Cicely had looked at them at all keenly
she might have noticed that they looked
guilty ; but she did not.
© “Why, here's the scholarship kid,” said
Mareia. “And erying, too. ok at the
tears!”

“Thinking of grannic and her aunt the
carl!” scoffed Gwen. * And—hallo 1"

Cicely did not turn, even though she
heard that cxelamation: she was ioo busy
trying to stem ber tears and dab them
from her cheeks. But if she had turned
she would have seen Gwen give m quick,

furtive look back, and then stoop to the
ground to pick np some fallen pieces of
puper--picees of Cieely's unposted letter !

go, and Ler
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CHAPTER 6.
To Spite the New Girl,

ARCIA LOFTUS and Gwen Cock
had decided on a feed on their |
own,

Mareia Loftus had a pot of jam,

coke, and a plate of bread-and-butter,

Gwcu had a tongue and o cold chicken,
and a bottle of ginger-becr.

Marcia and Gwen saw no reason why
they should share their things with anycre
else, and it was Marcia who suggested the
dormiwry.

“Beeause,” she said, “I want to look
ot Mabel's new case and the new dresses

“Yes, nnd that scent,” nodded Cw
“I'd lke to take a little of that,

We

“can - fill the bottle up with waler so that

she won’t know.’

Marcia agreed to that readily. It was
stealing, but Marcia did not work things
out as closely as that,

So sho and Gwen stole up to the
dormitory. The dormitory was, of (:ou"s
deserted, and as dusk was failin
would not bo scen by anyone who ¢ d
to look in, but they would have suflicicat
light for their purpose.

fabel Lynn's new dressing-case was be.
side lier bed, and several of the new dressca
lay on the bed itsel,

“Phew! Lovely dresses!” said Gwen,
o ‘-Vlih they were mine, Marcia ™

No better than my now ones,”
mld Murcm loftily, although there was
envy and_ bitterness in her heart. “Just
lika Mabel to swank about them.”

“Well, she didn’t, really,” said Gwen.
“Tho ofhors made her show (hem.” And
this lovely dressing-case—isn’t it fine?”

It was a splendid crocodile case, beau-
tifully lined and fitted. There was every
¢onceivable nrcessuly there, and a gooidl
deal more. Marcia and Gwen took outb
each article and examined it minutely,

“Bome girls have all the luck—and
money,” grumbled Marr-m “1er father
must wh now to sling prezents like

this ahmn a

“Probably got it dishonestly,” said
Gwen, “T wouldn't like to have it on
my conscience that 1'd heen ruining people,

would you?

No fear. But I wouldn't mind that
ense,” mmsed Marcia, as she ate sow:
chicken.



16 THEIR FEUD

There was a_thoughtful look in her eyes
which constantly roved in the direction
of the dresscs on the bed.

“Want to try ono on?” asked Gwen
slyly, “I wouldn’t mind—if you did.”

Marcia reflected.

“She might come up, and there’d be a
frightful scene. You know how Miss Prim
hates givls wearing one another’s dresses !
Not that she'd know=—it'd only take a
minute.”

She rose to her feet and took up one
of the dresses, holding it against herself.
It was a great temptation to her,- being
a pretty frock, and more expensive, de-
spite her boasting, than any sho was likely
to own. But Marcia was not a girl who
liked to bo alone in a scrape, so she held
out a dress to Gwen,

“Try that one.”

“Aro you going lo try that?”

e

“Well, go on, then.**

“You go on, You start—"

There was a pause, then they both slipped
off their own dresses, and a moment later
Marcia and Gwen were posing in two of
Mabel Lynn's new frocks, and %ecijug that
they luuﬁo.d so much better in them than
Mabel could ever do that it was a shame
they were hers at all.

“Suits me, doosn’t it, Gwen?”

“My style altogether, isn't it, Marcia?”

But, of course, they were not very much
interested in how cach other locked. It
was themselves that mattered.

Marcin went to the dressing-case and
fook out a bairbrush to tidy her rather
loose, untidy crop; Gwen picked up what
d to be a leather-covered scent-

botile,

“Can’t got it open,” she said. “Tiny,
isn't i6?"

“8omething  expensive,” said Marcia
uagcrli\g. “Sprinkle some on my hair,
Gwen.”

hen X get it open,” promised Gwen,
fiddling.

“Well, let me try.
button, you silly—"

Cen snatehed back and Marcia snatched,
and then the spring opened,

“0Oh, look ont1”

Qut came a stream of liquid over
Marcia's dress. Gwen, in horror, whipped
back her hand, and some of the liquid went
on_to her own dress.

Iu tervor both of them stood guile still,

There's a spring
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white-faced, staring in mutual reerimina-
t1on.

“Qh, you idiot I” fumed Marcia.

“You silly duffer!” said Gwen furionsly.

Then both~of them dabbed at their
dresses, under the impression in the gather-
ing gloom that it was scont they had
gpilled. But it was not, as Marcia was the

rst to discover.

“Doesn’t smell much—the stain will dry
out,” said Marcia, dabbing at it. “A
Oh goodness | Oh, Gwen, it’s ink I

“Ink?”

Gwen feli back a step and collapsed on to
the nearest bed, staring dazedly down at
her dress, while Marcia stared at hor open-

ing herself then, she snatched
up the small %catnﬂr-cuvmcd bottle and
examined it. Ink it cerfainly was. That
thoroughly-cquipped  dressing-case beld &
writing-pad and a bottle of k!

“QOh, what are wo going to do'f

“Don’t ask me. It was your fault, you
idiot !

It wasn’t. You opencd it
who strugeled.  You'll have to tell her.

“rell ﬁinbell" gasped Mareia. “Don't
be mad! My goodness—she mustn't
know.”

Gwen made a despairing gesture and then
frantically tore off the dress. 2

“How can she possibly help knowing?
She must know. We can’t got the stains
out in time—if ever. The dresses are
ruined

“And oh, look! In the suit-case, too!”
she ndded as she struck a match to ascor-
tain tho full extent of the damage.

By the dying light of tho mately, which
illuminated their whito faces, the two girls
exchanged accusing looks. But they knew
that they would have to ehare the blame—
that there was no way ouk. ¥

“ Anyway, she can’t thiule wo did it on
purpose,” soid Marcia in relief. “That's
something, 1t was a pure accident.”

“Tf she’ll believe us!™ said Gwen.

“Well, she believed abont Cicely—end

broke off, and look® mean-

nd—

It was you

b

—= Marciu
ingly at Gwen.

“She wouldn't believe it had been an
accident if Cicely had done it,” said Gwen
quickly, end looking at Marela rather
queerly.

“No,” murmured Marcia as the
died out and Gwen flung it away.

match
3 “In
fact, Gwen, I rather think that il Mubel
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found out—il no ono told her—she’d rather
think Cicely had done it.”

“QOl! Yes, I suppose she would,” said
Gwen, just as though that idea had not
occurred to her a moment previously. “I
suppase she wonld. I's just what that kid
would do, too.” s

“Of course she would,” agrced Marcia,
taking off her dress. “I'm not going to
say anything. Let Mabs find out—put the

resses back—leave the suit-case open.”

“ Beitor clear up the crumbs,” said Gwen.
«Tl light a candle. You go to the door—
quickly I

Marcia went to the door to keep wateh,
and Gwen cleared up all traces of their
repast, and hid the remainder of the food
in a caso under her own bed. That done,
therc remained nothing to prove that they
hiad been in the dovmitory at all, Amd, of
course, they wanted no proof of that sort
Iying nbout!

“Al right 7 asked Marcia from the door.

“Yes—no one about, Come and look,
then.”

Marcia made a sur
grinned in an ovil wa

“My hai! Shoek for Maliel—and per-
haps for ihat Cicely, c¢h? We owe her
one.”

«T -should think we do. Only a scholar-
ship kid. I dare say she’d have done it out
of revonge if she'd thought of it.”

Marcia and Gwen went silently, secretly
out of the dormitery, and down the stairs.
Thore was a light on the lower landing, and
there was some noise coming from the
Fourth-Form corridor.  The Fourth were
having a feast in honour of Mabel Lynn’s
yeturn, Some of the girls bad tables in
ilie corridor itself; others were in the door-
ways of their studies.

“ Batter find Cicely,” whispered Gwen.

“VYes—in cazo she's in the corridor, eh ¥

Thoy did not mean to make themselves
prominent in the  corridor, so Marcia
Loftus, standing diveetly on the landing,
switched off the corvidor light, and then,
with Gwen following her, alony softly
to their study, passing on ihe way girls
who rushed to put on the light.

“Third-Formers—or Fifth.”

“Qy that Cicely girl.”

There were muttered sounds snd squeals
in the darkness. Somcone dropped o plass;
someone clutched ab Bessie Bunter, who
shrieked, and' then on came the light, to

vey of the floor and
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find Marcia and Gwen in heir study, hearts
beating, quickly, but fecling safe.

Marcia wont at once to the door.

“Who put out the light 7’ ¢he demanded
angrily. “I've spillod something down my
sleeve 1”

“Goodness knows,” said Barbara, “but
never mind. There is no one in sight.
Better go and see, Marcia.”

“Chaso 'em off, Marcia,
added Clara. “Woof, woof!”

“Probably that girl Cicely,” Mareia said.
“T'll pull her hair 1”

She ran down the corridor, with all the
appearance of a gitl who had been incon-
venienced by the turning out of the lights,
and on the landing she looked about her.
No one, she knew, would have worried
much to discover where she and Gwen bad
been, and they conid all think they had
been in_their study the whole time.  That
was _sufficient alib. Now the had to find
Cicely.

Cicely was not at all difficult to find.
She was down in the ball, sitting miserably
in an alcove, looking out of the window.
1t was ton dark to rcud, although she had
o magazine in her lmné, and she did not
know whero the light switch was,

“QOh, liere yon are,” said Marcia. “You
young seamp! Did you twrn out the light
on our Jauuding 7* she asked threateningly.

«19" asked Cicely, turning, and it was
obyions that sho hid been erying, *““No.
Why should 177 .

“Bh. well, yow'd do anything to spito
Mabel Lynn!”

“That isn't true, Marein. I don't want
to be her friend, but I certainly shan’t be
her—her enemy.”

Mareia was a little taken back,

“Qh, indeed,” sha said. “And whal's
the difference, pray 17

Cicely shrugged lor shoulders. Sho did
not fecl inclined to describe that subtle
differenco to a girl who was not at all likely

good dog,”

to bring undevstanding to her sid.  Sho did
not care a vow of pins what Marcia
thought, and she uwned back to the
window.

Marcin langhed. .
“ niil you comne into the dorm,

ail W
that's all.*”

She walked away then, and up the stairs
a mement before the lights were turned on.
But she pansed on the Fourth-Form land-
ing to watch, She saw Cicely continue o
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Jook out of the window, and knew that it
would mot be long hofore that girl decided
that Led would perhaps bo the best place
for her, since she was an outcast.

Murcia proved to be right.

It was Stella Stone who tvrned en the
light in the hall, and she saw Cicely, and
crossed to her.

“Hallo, kid,” sho said kindly. “All
alone? Wby don’t you go up to your
sudy 17 -

Cicely tried to make hoer veico sound
level, and fought back the tears.

“T-1 was Wking of going to bed. T'm
rather tired, and—only I dou't know where
it s

«['ll show vou the way up,” said Stella.
“Come on--and don’t be homesick,
kiddic! You'll soon feel friendly with tho
others, Cheer up! You know, Cliff Touse
iy a first-class place if you let it be. Give
your best, and you'll geb it back.”

And Stella, liko tho brick she was, took
ticely’s arm, and led her up tho stairs.
Bravely Cicely fought Lack the tears—tears

that wore of gratitude rather than misery,

for this kindness touched her heart.

At the corridor that Jed to the Fourth-
Forin dormitory Stelia left her.
“Just at ihe end—that
right,” she said.  “And sleo

will be tho bed the third
Third, remember.”

Clicely waved good-night, #nd in the dark-
ness blow Stella’a lkiss; then she found the
third bed ia- the darkness, and undressed

rapidiy.

%mlm‘ the bed her suit-case had been
placed, and ehe got out Fer night clothes
and siipped into them. Here ab last, she
felt, was safety. .

Put, alns! Farther down the dormitory,
on Mabel's bed, lay those dresses stained
with ink. What could Mabel think when
sho cntered but that someone had tnmg\cmd
with her dresses? And who would be likely
to do that but the girl -vho secmed to have
such a strange and inexplicable “down ™
on her?

door—that’s
well. Yours
rom the door.

CHAPTER T.

False Evidenct!
" ALLO, early. bird!” commented
Barbara Redfern as, entering the
dormitory with the others, sho

noticed Cicely in bed, . X
“8ylks,” added Clara Treviyn, with' a
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faint yawn. “But I haven't much sym-
pathy “with her, myself, I must say.”

They were all of them tired, and most of
them were humming tunes of songs as they
had been in the Fourth-Form corridor after
their morry evening. They were still in
the mood for fun, and they grouped around
Cicely's bed.

Freds Foote was well to the fore, being
funny as usual.

“Sleep, ba-c-by,” chanted Freda. “Sleep,
light-ly ! Tasn't sho a lovely expression In
sleep, girls? Looks like a tudpole!”

“Look at her nose!” laughed Phgllis
]'_{m\l‘)nll. “See the nostrils moving slightly

“Then walch them move more,” urged
Freda.

There was suppressed langhter then as
the humorist of the Form approached
Cicoly's bed with a picco of cotton, and
very gently tickled the slceper'u nostrils.
It was the sort of trick that I'reda loved to

cly, being then soundly asleep, just
shook her head, and the laughter became
a little less suppressed.

¢ He—he—it’s making her drcam,”
gered Bessie Bunter.

“Dreaming of her grandmamma!” jeered
Marcia Loftus, “and of the wonderful house
sho once had. #ho_thinks it’s* her pony.
Make a whining noise, Freda.”

“QOh, let the kid sleep,” laughed Barbara
Redfern. “Come and geb into bed before
o monitress comes up. Wo shall loso our:
beauty sleep.”

“Pooh! I can afford to waste mine!” ro-
torted Freda [acctiously.

But Marcia, feeling that events were mov:
ing tao slowly, foggmi Freda's arm, and
Cicely awoke with a start, rubbed her nose,
and glanced quickly about her, obviously
surprised.

“Homething tickled my nose,” she said,
and then caught sight of ¥reda's piece of
cotton, and smiled rucfully. *Ob, it was
vou, was it? I was just dreaming of home,
tool”

Freda staried to sing “Thoy dream of
home ™ in a falscilo voice, but Barbara
dragged ler away,

“Vos, lot's get info bed.” yawned Mabel
Lynn. “And get sume—oh, goedness 1™

Mabel stood riveted to the floor in the
middle of the dormitory, staring at her
bed, aud at the dresses that rosted on it.

snig-
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Others, heaving her, hurried to sce what
was wWroig.

Tho crowd moved away from Cicely’s
bed ihen to gather round Mabel's, and so
prevented Cicely from seeing what was
amiss; but she was able to guess from
Mabel's words

“M; res: Oh, look!
T.ook "

Mabel Lynn's voice was tearful, aud from
the others came angry comment,

“It's been done on purpose!” was Clara's
indignant opinion. "It simply must have
been! Anyone can sce that. But what a
teyribly mean trick 1”

“Horrible! They're spoiled !

“Yt can’t have been an accident!”

“The girl ought to be expelled I”

The_ crowd’s good temiper vanished,
changing to anger as the full extent of tho
damage was seen,

Marcia and Gwen, who had hung back
at first, went forward after an exchange of
glances. They realised that they had to
he very carcful indeed if they intended to
divert suspicion from themselves.

Suspicion, as yet, had not turned in any-
one’s direction, for Mabel and the others
were far too anxiously examining the
dresses, and_ deciding \\-ﬁuthur or not the
stains could be removed.

“Might have been an accident,” said
Jemima Carstairs, who always. tried to
ook on the best side of everything. “No
one is likely Lo have been deliberately spite-
ful, what$”

“'&till, oven s0,” objected Mabel, o eatch
in her voice. "I don't see that any girl
has a right to be prying in my things, you
know.”

““Rather not!”

“H'm,” said Barbara thoughtfully.
“Tooks as though someone has a special
down on you, Mabs,”

That was what the others thuu%x:, and
an ominous silence fell.  When rhara
said that, she had no specinl name in mind.
But no seoner wera tho words out of her
mouth than 8 name ocenrred to her, and it
was that which oceurred to all—Cicely
Jerome! |

Tnvoluntarily, Barbara looked towards
(Seely, who was sitting up in bed, staring
ut them all wonderingly, and perplexedly,

*Cicely !” said Marcia, as though seized
hy inspiration. ““My goodnczs—she’s heen
up here all the time!”

“ Alone ! added Gwen Cook

That was aunitc enongli. No

ses—ruined |

other asccusa.
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tion was nceded. Cicely had sworn cnmity
for Mabel; Cicoly had been aloue in the
dormitory |

Mabel Lynn, her face dark with anger,
approached Cicely's bed, followed by the
others. It was anything but a merry, teas-
ing crowd now, however.

% Look here, Cicely,” she said, spreading
ona of the dresses over the bed. “Ilave
you_been interfering with my dresses?”

“T, Mabel? No!™ Cicely said in sur-

prise. *“Why should I%”
“Oh, the innocent!” mecked Mareia,
turning to the others. “Did yon ever see
anything like it? Never heard of dresses,
of course.”

“Wouldn't know a dress if she saw it,”
jeered Gwen.

Cicely jumped out of bed and faced them,
her eyes ablaze.

“My goodness!” she cried, "are you sug-
gosting that I ruined those dresscs, Gwen 7

Gwen k backed away, for there was n
gleam in Cicely’s eyes, and & spot of colouy
in her cheeks. Mabel Lynn 1t was, how-
ever, who replied:

“You need not go for Gwen,” ghe said
curtly, and caught Cicely’s shoulder,
“You're under suspicien, 1y, and you'll
have to elear yourself. Uetting into a tem-
per won’t help. This will take scme ex-
plaining, belicve me.”

Cicoly faced lier accusers, amazed and
angry, yet a little frightened when she saw
that there was not a single friendly face
amongst them all. The whole Form was
there, making Cicely the centre of a circle.
And now Clara brought up onother of the
dressea.

“Ink!” she said, holding it up. “Let’s
look at your fingers.”

Clicely showed her fingers,  Ter head was
held proudly high, and her jaw hed a grim
sct sbout it.

“No inlk there,” she said.

Marcia Loftus looked at,Gwen, and Gwen
looked at Marcia.

“Washed it off,"” said Gwen.

“Where's her face towel 7" asked Phyllis,

“Beside the bed.”

Dut it was not by the bed.

“No, it’s missing.”

“Hidden,” said §'Iumin, an:d stooped to
the ground, giving an esample that others
instantly followed. It was Jemima who,
reaching under the bed, brought out a tnwci
and displayed it,

The feco towel

@

was ink-stained in one
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and that ink-stain was the cynosure

corner, °
eycs!l Cicely hersclf stared at it

of all
fixedly.

“Why, however did that get there?” she
asked in roal astonishment; but even {o
her that question sounded silly.

# How, indeed,” chaffed Marcia, although
¢he could have cxplained that without any
difficulty at all. * Walked there, perhaps.”

Cicely met Barbara’s and Mabel's eyes,
and in thom, as in the others, read condem-
nation, .

All had jumped to the one cxplanation.
Cicely’s face towel was missing, a here
was ono_under tho bed. Naturally they
did not inguire if it were tho one that she
had used; or look to see if Mazcia's had

been used. .

“Proof _positive,” said Mebel Lynn
curtly. “¥You may as well own up to it,
Cicely ; these ink-stains on your towel speak
for themselves.”

“I givo you my word of honour,” sho
panted, “that I did not touch your dresses,
Mabel! 1 have nob had my fingers ink-
stained, and—and—and——" " She suddenly
took the towecl from Mabel, staring ab 1t
“And this towel,” she cried, “‘it is not the
ono I used before I went to bed.”

“There was an instant chorus of protest
and_disbelicf.

*Nonsense 1"

“Make it easier!”

“0Of course she would say that.”

Mabel Lynn was frowning darkly, §he
was vory angry indeed, and she had just
causo for anger, Bhe had been very proud
of those dresses, and now they were ruined.
What excuse could be found for the spitc
sho imagined to be tho causc?

“T'm afraid, Cicely,” said Barbara coldly,
“ihat wo can’'t accept that explanation.
It's & bit thin.”

“Transparent!” added Clara, 5

Cicely looked appealingly at Barbara,
and tears sprang to her eyes. That Bar-
bara should think her guilty of this!
Could it be possible? Could Barbara think
she was the sort of girl to bo so vindictive
and spiteful?

“You—you can’t think that of me!” she
cricd.  “Ob, please! I wouldn't spoil a
gitl's dress, however much I hated Ler—
really T wouldn't.”

But the girls wore shaking their heads,
and Mabel stood there implacable.

“0h, it’s no uso trying to back out!" sho
exclaimed, “Tt's s clear as anything to
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me. And I never want to speak to you or
have anything at all to do with you again.”

‘Hear, hear!"

““Nor L

“Send her to Coventry!”

That was the cry, and they all tool it up.

Clcely, white-faced, drew back from them
all, and so great was their anger and re-
sentment she wondered fearfully what was
to happen next. Never had she seen them
so angry. Even smd-tem;l:ered Barbara
was furious. And yet—small wonder, con-
sidering the offence!

But they were blaming the wrong girl;
could they not see that%

“Qh, lct her go her own way,” shrugged
Clara. " A girl who comes {o school l,!ln'sll_fui
some silly gricvanco is not the sort of gir
we want to know, anyway.”

“But listen!” Cicely cried. *“Oh, please
listen! Tt isn't fain”

“Rubbish!”

“Don’t answer her, Mabs!™

Mabel Lynn looked Cicely up and down,
then, without a word, turned on her heel
and walked away. Ono by one, the others
did the samo, deliberately and offensively.

Sent to Coventry! That was her punish-
ment, and she knew now what it meant.
She was to be ignored. They were i,romg;
to go about their business as though she
were not there ab all, as though she wero
no more important than a chalr; not to be
spoken to, never to reccive a kind look or
a word. She was an outeast!

Miserably, Cicely gave ono last appeal-
ing look at Barbara, who looked straight
past her, ono look at Jemima Carstairs,
who did not secem to know she was there
and then sho pulled over the sheets an
stole into bed, dazed bg the sudden up-
heaval, scarcely able to believe that it was
not a nightmare.

But no one made mention of the dresses:
Mabel was not a .meak‘ and obviously they
intended to deliver j t and sentence
in their own way.

One thing, however, Cicely did make up
her mind to—she was not going to take this
Ising down, she was not going to allow
Mabel Lynn to condemn her, She would
fight; she would spare no cffort to clear
her name and wring an apology from Mabel
and from them all. Yet, at the back of her
mind there was o something that told her
that she was in part to blame for their aceu-
sation—that she had toosfreely announced

her enmity to Mabel Lynn,
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“But she is an cnemy—they are all ene-
mics—for grannie’s sako I must not be
weak—] must hate that girl=1 mnst, I
must,” she told hersclf, and clenched her
bands and did not give way to her tears
wntil she knew that the rest were fast
asteep. 'Then, indeed, she poured out her
heart in the davkness, longing for the com-
fort of her grandmother's presence, the un-
derstanding, and the help of the ounly true
friend she had ever known. '

CHAPTER 8.
Keeping Her End Upl

TICELY, when she awoke the next

' morning, tricd to put on a brave

face. She knew that it would not do

to allow lersclf to be sat upon, and

she tried to conceal how much she was feel-
ing.

Consequently she hummed to hersell as
she washed, and met everyone’s eyoe and
pretended ﬂmb_ she was not in Coventry at
all. But she did not invite snubs by speak-
ing to girls. Yet how much she wanted to

speak! Sho wanted to ﬁn& what a lovely
wmorning it was; she wanted to nsk qnes-
tions nbout the lcssons and what they

would have to do.

There wero so many things she wanted to
eay, and thore was such a babel of talk
going on around her, too.

Wﬁen she had washed, she Jooked at the
towel and studied the ink stains, looking
along the line of beds. As she did so she
caught Marcia’s eyes, and saw that girl
suddenly look away.

Marcia, of course! Had she not already
suffered at Marcia’s hands? And now that
she came to reeall the events of the pre-
vions evening, had not Marcia and Gwen
hustled her up to hed? Indeed, they
had been responsible for her going to bed
early.

Why bLad ibat_been? Cicely stood quite
still, the towel in her hand, and thouj ht
things over. Marecia, of conrse—Cicely’s
heart thumped with excitoment as tho sus-
picion grew—Marcia and Gwen—they were
the most likely girls, and cerfainly their
conduct now was most suggestivo of fuilt.
For Marcia kept looking at Gwen and try-
ing to make her understand something or
sther, while Gwen was looking all too rigidly
straight shead of her. Certainly these two
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girls lookod anything but of free and open
mind. % ;

Cicely smiled e little grimly to herself,
and then decided to act.

Picking up the towel and putting it over
her arm she walked down the dormitory.
Instantly talk ceased, even though they
had agrced to ignere her, Marcia, who
had been looking at Gwen, now becamo
suddenly rigid, and turned to face Cicely.

“Good-morning,” said Cicely.

Marcia ignored her and turned back (o
her hand basin,

“Here's your towel,” Ciecly said dis-
tinetly. “Can I have minet”

Marcia half turned, then went back to
her basin. But Cicely did not move. She
repeated her question, and this time Marcia
wheoled upon her and pointed down the
dormitory. She did not speak, because girls
who spoke to others who were in Coventry
were themselves sent to Coventry, but sho
made a contemptuons gesture as though
Cicely were a strange animal she wished to
drive away, i

“Then I'll take it,” said Cicely, and took
“ﬁ) the towel which lay on the bar beside
tho wash-stand, and replaced it with the
ink-stained one.

Marcia Loftus gasped and stared, and
went rather pale; but she quickly recovered
her presence of mind,

“Tho check!” she cried. “That's my
towel! My gooducss—make her give it
back, Barbara.”

But Barbara was staring strangely from
Mareia to Cicely, and the others were silent,
wondering—and perhaps a little sus) ,
too. For Marcia Loftus was blustering
now, and trying to cover up her momentary
loss of control.

“ Marcia,”

exclaimed Clara  Treviyn.

5 {hntl I—I wounder }”? .
“My goodness—thinks she can put it on

to me 1" cricd Marcia, her voice gruff and

unsteady. ““Coodness] She could put the

blame on anyone like that. Oh, yes, very
clover! Just because you know ihe girls
bave a down on me. Is that it? I suppose
if it hadn't been me it would have been
Gwen. Revenge, cht”

That was rather a clever move of Mar-
cia's—although none too pleasing to Gwen.

“Ves—oither yonu or Gwen. You were
in it together,” said Cicely coldly. *1I won-
dored why you were so anxious that I
should come wp to tha dormitory, Now I
know."
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Marcin turned to the cthors.

“Y was down in the corridor, &3 you
know. My goodncss! You 2ro not going fo
beliove hert'"

Barbara Redfern shrugged her shouldors.

“No onc has suggested that. You scem
to Le getting excited ebout nothing, Mar-
cia. We know you were in the corridor,
and we haven't accused you yeb."

¢ Who herself excuses herself accuses,”
murmured Jemima Carstairs slecpily, stifl-
ing a yawn. “Secms clever of the French
to say that, what?”

“Qh, well, I know you're all only too
ready to think me guilty,” retorted Marei
“8p 1 shan’t be surprised if you do now

Sho was painfully conscious of the bad
impression she had made; just as Cicely
was well oware that she had secored heavily.
And she scorcd moro by taking things
coolly mow and not pressing thoe point.

T shie had orgued, if she had tried 10
Ern\'e that it was Marcia, she might well

ave lost all sympathy. But she muintained
a dignified aoititude in the matlor She
dressed without trying to speak to anyone
else, and was the first out oﬁhn dormitory,
knowing that they were all longing to dis-
cuss her, and anxious, on lher own part, to
give them all a chance.

She went downstairs with mingled feel-
ings. For although she was st1ll under
punishment there was every chance that her
name would be cleared; and if that hap-
pencd—well, sho would be in & good posi-

tion.

The hall was descrted save for o servant
who was arranging letters in the rack.
Lottor-time was always exciting, and soon
thore would be a rush of girls to see tho
post. Yirst day of tevm did not ns a rule
roduce many letters, but the girls always
ived in hope. Sowme kind uncle or aunt
might have been so grieved at parting as
te hurry off at once and send a fivo-pound
note as n consolation gift; but more ikely
might not!

Cicely went to Lho beard and looked at
it with intercst,

Jero 7 sho said. “Anything for
mo, I wonder?”

#¥es, miss. Cicely Jerome—Fourth
Form 1"

“Qh, ves, yes!” cried Cicoly eagerly, and
sho took tho lctter. “Trom rannie—I
mean, my grandmother! Ob, how splen-

i
She took the letter away with her across
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the hall, and then instantly changed het
mind when she looked out of the window,
and went out into the sunny quadrangle.

Instantly home camo before hier eyes, that
lovely place with its extensive grounds, and
her dear pets—and—and then sho suddenly
remembered that thers was no such place
now—thanks to Mr, Lynn.

Insteed of seeing the familiar notcpaper,
there was the address of an hotel,

“My darlingest,” tho lctter began, and
{here was a page or two of grannie’s'closc,
neat hendwriting, which was rather easy to
read, and seemed to bo so characteristic of
hor that it brought her before Cicoly a3
though she were real. It was easy to
imagine grannie spoaking ell that she had
written.

Poor granoie, what e day she had Tiad !
Solicitors, house-agents, flab ltuulinF, and
then this letter in time to catch the last
post.

“[ suppose there will be @ letter for mo
in the morning, darling. I'm sure you will
be happy. Of course you will. 1'm sure
you will work, too. Perhaps I may be able
to kecp on payiug your fecs for some time.
But that Mr. Lynn! Oh, how I hate the
sound of his name, darlingest! All our un-
happiness—all our misfortune—all due to
him. Ah, well, we_must face things
bravely, my darling.  Learn all %'ou can,
make friends, and write to me often and
often, and mevor ccase to love me, will
yout I am so lonely now—-="

Tears came to Cicely’s cyes as she read
that, Just as if she ever would cease ta
love darling grannic—or cease thinking ol
her! Yet she must pretend to her. It
would never do to tell the whole truth: that
she was miscrable at school, that she had
made no friends.  Nor did she want to eay
that Mabel, Mr Lynn’s daughter, was here.
No, she would have to pretend that she was
happy.  Say that she was having o merry
time, when in truth she was just as miser-
ablo as a girl could

And all through the Lymnns. Even now
Mabel was spending money which had beer
theirs. Thoso dresses that were ruined had
boen bought with that money, and might
have beon Cicely’s own, Nor had the
money boen obtained honestly. According
to all that grannie had told ler, it was
literally & swindle.

T hate her—I hate all the Lynns! Poor,
poor grannic!"” And yel—was it not rather

-
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awful to hate anyone? Could she hate
Mabel Lynn really and truly? .

As she asked hersclf that question she
saw Mabel Lynn coming across the quad-
rangle. $he had a tennis racket under her
arm, ond Barbara, Jemima, Clera, and
Aarjorie were just behind.

“Pennis—everyone  for {ennis,” urged
Cla;,n. “Come on, Mabs, wo'll take them
on

“You mean, Mabs and T will,” corrected
Barbara.

Barbara’s erm slipped through Mabel's,
and Cicely sighed, Barbara might have
heen her friend as well as Mnhc’f’s. Per-
haps she could have heen Barhara's friend
still if she had not set herself to be Mabel's

enemy.

Behind them came a crowd of others,
anxious to seo tho game; and how merry
and high-spirited they were. It was hard
to believe that this really was a school. It
scemed altogether too jolly.

Cicely stood in the quadrangle alone and
watched them go down to tennis, and her
Leart was heavy indeed, It was her own
choico that she wes not with them. If she
had not made hersclf Mabel's enemy sho
might even now bo a friend. Aud yet
would she not be a traitor? What would
graunie say 3f she knew that sho had made
friends with Mabel Lynn? It was a family
fend, and she must keep it up.

Soomer or later, Cieely thonght, Barbara
would find her friend out—and thon—well,
then Cieely would feel justified. At present
sho knew in her heart that she did not.
Doep down she felt that sho should give
Mabel Lynn a chance; that befors con-
demning that girl she should waich to sco
whether the wrongs of the father had been
vested in her or mob.

But the letter from her grandmother was
in her hand, and she stiffencd herself. At

tha Lynn's door lay the causo of their ruin;.

to the Lynu’s door she should. bring retribu-
tion! Whatever she might suffer in the
auez‘ctmcnr, that, «he told hersclf, was her
uty.

CHAFTER ¢
Mahel's Strange Lettor!

o OME on, Mabs! You can read that
' lotter later.”

Clara Trevlyn, in her hoisterons
way, canght Aabel Lymn by the
shoulder, and hauled her through the gate
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into the tonnis court. A letter had arrived
for Mabel by the pest, and she was now
busy reading it, at a moment when Clara
decmed that their game ought to be com-
mencing.

DBut Mabel Lynn, althongh she sufered
hersclf to be led on to the court, did not
immedietely take off her blazer aud start
playing. She wont on with her Jotter, a
most serious expression en her faco.

“Well, let's do something, for goodness’
sake.” said Clara. “Come on, Babs! Toss
for ends, if yow're fakin my and me
on. Mabs wont have finished that long
letter before brekker.”

Dut Mabei, elthough she had not read
the whole letter, liad finished it for the
time being, and now lowered it, to look
in some perplexity at Barbara, who was
watching }lﬁ‘l‘ with an amuscd smile.
Mabsf™?

“ Anything wrong, Barbara
asked. 8
“Nothing exaclly wrong, bub queer,”
Mabel answered her, slowly apd thouglt-
fully. “I can't quite make it out.”

« Jimmy's our puzzle expert,” said Clara.
“Forward, Jimmmy. and cluci—something or
other the mystery.”

“ Anything that will let me off tennis
for a bit,” nedded Jemima, adjusting her
‘monacle. “.‘.\'¥ot of bother with father's
handwriting, Mabs? Aged uncle suffering
from writer's cramp, or what 1"

But Mabel Lynn shook hier head and
looked more worricd than ever.

“QOh, no, it's nothing to_do with that,”
she said. ““Something—well, never mind!
Let's get on with tennis.”

They all saw that it was by dint of great
offort” that Mabel managed to drag her
mind off that puzzling sngje(‘*, whatever it
was, and start tho game. So tho gamo
began, and soon the ball was being pounded
unmereifully.

Quite a number of othor mivls bad come
down to the tennis courts, They had come
to play if there were room, and if not, to
watch, and their comments flowed very
frecly indeed, as was the custom ab Clift
House.

Still, it was good fun, and that was what
mattered. They were only playing 1o geb
a little oxercisa hofore breakfast, and cere
tainly thoy had that—if it was only lock-
ing for the balls that Clara kept sending
out of court inlo the shrubbery.
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By the time the bell vang for breakfast
they had all of them had enough, and they
were panting and gasping as they entered
the schoolhouse. Tut Mabel Lynn hung
back rather, looking thoughtful, so that
Barbara, slipping her arm through hers,
tried to find out what was amiss.

“Not trouble at home, Mabs?”
asked.

«“Eh? Oh, no, Babs! It's all right. Ovly
—rather quecr, really, Considering what's
bappened, I mean.”

Then Mabel, who elearly did ot wish to
explain_what was worrying her, pointed
gcross the hall to where fab Bessie Bunter
was standing arguing with Stella Stonc.

sho

«Qh, goodness, dear_old Bossie!  She's
arguning about a remittance,” Mabel ex-
claim

That is precisely what the fat gitl was
doing, &nd arguing (uite vohemently, too,
declaring that there really was somo gross
carclessness in the management of the post
at Cliff Housc.

“My remittance ou,
¢he said. “I do thin
the way things go astray.

Stella, who was the best-tempered moni-
tress in the school, only lughed. )

“My dear old Bessic,” she said, “you've
beon expecting that remittance for ages.
Perhaps it’'s carelessness at the other end,
:_Ftl),t;l know. Perhaps the duke hasn’t sent
it,

ht to have arrived,”
it’s a shame, Stella,

Bessio  Llinked indignanily thrvough her
thick glasses.
_ “0h, really !
it, because
you kunow,
was hard
sent it.”

“0f course,” said Barbara teasingly as
she arrived with Mabel.
i “No chanco of a mistake at all,”” agreed
Mabel. I should write to the Postmastesr-
General about it, Bessie, It's disgraceful
gl your fivers being delayed liko this.”
_Btella Stone, seeing that Bossic’s atten-
tion was now diverted, tiptoed away.

“It's a jolly .shamc," said Dessie. “A
new girl like Cicely gets a letier, and I
don’t. And I'm on old girl.”

“Funny old girl, tco,” agreed Clara.
“Poor old Bessie!”

«Apd it isn’t as though new girls need

They're sure to lhave so
I s-sont round an urgent appeal
to all my relations, s-saying
up. So they simply must bave

]
I,

AT SCHOOL
money, either,” went on Bessic. “Cicely
doosn’t need as much to eat as I do. . You

know we never geb mearly cnough here
any of us, So perhaps yow'd like to lemi
me five shillings until my romittance comes,
Babs, dear.”

“Sorry, dear, nothing doing.”

“QOh, really! I ssay, Mabs, Low aboul
yout” '

“Oh, Tm 6ne,” teased Mabol.  “Ask
Clara. Here, Clara, don’t hurry off when
Dossic’s frying to borrow five shillings.
Let's all stand together, for goodness’
sake!”

Bossic Bunter grunted then, and knew
that she was u.nluckg. 1f she liad beon as
good at pnyh:ﬁ back loans as she was at
raising them, then perhaps girls would have

een more willing to lend; bub the truth
was that Bessie’s momory was appallingly
bad when it came to repayment of loans,
Qo now she was left sadly alonc to_go in
to breakfast while Barbarn, Mabel,
Jomima and the others wenb to wash,

Tn their study, Barbara and Mabel tossed
down racquets and slipped off blazers. ‘Then
Barbara looked round the room and raised
her eyebrows in surprise.

“(ljcely hasw't bedded herself in, appar-
ently.
share with us.”

“Ve-es,” said Mabel. “Looks as though
sho hasn’t, That'll mean that she has gone
in with Marcia,”

“She won't like that. But—well, it’s her
own fault,” DBarbara  said, © oodness,
knows what she has against you, Mabel

“No,” said Mabel, in a gueer way.

“You don't know, do yon?” asked Dar-
bara in surpriso, noticing that Mabel had
gone rather pink.

“T don’t know, Babs.
her imagination--only--—— Barbara puck-
ered her forchead in &_frown, whilo her
friend hesitated and faltered. “But Tve
had o letter from home, and what da you

—of course it's

::

think-~between oursclves, Dabs?”
“Goodnoss knows!” Tarbara sbrugged.
¢ Anything  scrious?  Why, not about

Cicely, surcly 7 she added.

Beforo Mabel could answer Clara came
hurrying along excitedly, hanging upon the
door so that it went with a thud ogainst
the boakease.

“My hat! Stll gassing?” ehe asked
gonially, “Yon'd talk a donkey’s hind leg
off, Mubs. Drekker's waiting, and Janey's

Bit of luck, ch? BShe's supposed to

'
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gelting in a most awful stew. Come on, do!
iAnd where is that wretched kid Cicely 1"

C e Cicely?  Goodness knows!” shrugged
[Muhcl. “Tn her new study, perhaps.”

¢ “Bother! T've been nsked o fetch her,”
'grunted Clara.

4TI go,” offered Darbara. “Tart of a
‘Form captuin's duty, you know."”

So Barbara went along to Marcia_and
Gwen's stady, and opened fhie door. Then
sho drew up short on the threshold in eur-

rise,
Hp “Oh1” ghe exclaimed. “I say—what-
cver's happened 17

Mabel and Clara hurried to her side and
stared into the room, to find Cicely Jorome
‘sitting at the table, her head in her arms,
sobbing s though her heart would break.
| “Cicely !” oxclaimed Mabel. *“Oh, good-
ness! Poor kidi I say, Ciccly—" And
she dropped her hand on the girl's shoulder,
{ All three overlooked the fact that she
was in Coventry, and they stepped towards
Instantly, hearing their ~footsteps,
Cicely sprang to her feet, dabbing at her
tear-stained cheeks,

. And then at once they saw what was the

matter, It was not the fach that she was

in Coventry. but o iorn-up photograph en

the table told its own story. ;

. %A photograph of a pony,” said Clara.
ticely choked back her sobs.

“It's the only phote I have of my pony,
and—and le's dead now, and they_tore it
up! How could they be so cruel!” she
cried passionately.

“But who toro it up?” asked Barbara
in astonishment. “Surcly no girl could
be so nnkind as that!”

Cieely wiped her tears.

“Tt has been torn up, but I don’t know
Ly whom. Derbaps it was revenge!”
i looked at Mabel, and that girl went

red.

“Tf you mean that T did it, Cieely,” she
said, “vou're on ihe wrong track. I'm
frightfully sorry it has happened, but I'm
the last girl vho wants to hurt your fecl-
ings, really.”

i “Yon've no right to suggesf it was
ithout proof,” said Darbara, “It

Jikely to bo Gwen and Marcia—one or the

other, you know. Only somcone as mean

and epitelul as they wonld have done it

Mabel is neither.”

Cicely Lit her lip and terned away, and
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Barbara, Mabel, and Clara, after a
moment’s hesitation, went out of tho room.
“Can’'t do anything with her,” said
Clara. “Of course it is pretty awiful to
have a photograph like that torn up.
Doesn't (fwe ber a good impression of Chff
House, does it? DPretty awful for the kid 1™
They all agreed on that, and they were
all certain that the culprit was Marcia, or
else Gwen; but it was impossible to prove
that, and they had no timo to discuss ik
further, owing to breakfast. 3
As it was, the three of them received
lines for being late, and thero was a faint
rattle of knives aund forks when they
renched the table. Even lines had not been
able to brouk that bad habit of the
Fourth’s. There always was a ratile of cut-
lery when & latecomer at last errived.
“Yours was_gebling cold,” said Bessie in
a whisper to Berbara, “so I ate some of i
{for i:[ou." i
“My ﬁloudunsn-fi-hnnkst" said Barbara,’
and laughed. ' i
“And I had just o bit of yours, teo.
Bessic added to Mabel, “You don’t
mind 7"
“Not much use if I do,” was Mabel's
emiling reply. 5
“Where is Ciccly?? asked DMiss
Maltthews. A
“ Cicely—who is Cicely 1" frowned Phyllis
Howell, and thero was a chuckle. ¢
«Js thero a girl name of Cicely 7" asked
Treda Foote innocently. i
“Fifty lines, Freda,” asked Miss Mat-
thews sternly. *Clara, I asked you to find
the girl. Why did you not do s0?” 3
Clara’s reply to that coincided with
Cicely’s arrival, and, of courso, everyone
noticed the tell-tale traces of tears. Miss
Matthews gave her a searching look, and
then glanced quickly up and down the
ranks at toble, noticing that everyone was
going to_groat lengihs in order mob to
notice Cicely, oven though Cicely en-
deavoured not to look at anyone. i
Phyllis Howell, next {o whom Cicely’s
{lum was set, looked right past her/
Philippa Derwent made 2 romark about
fecling a draught, and said that something
seemed to have brushed by Ler. :
Most of the girls, nolicing her tears,’
jumped to the conclusion that it was her
shame that was the causo of it, the reaction
of their punishment, for they not know
as yet of that torn-up photograph.
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Cicely sat ab hor place, and was gorved
with her breakfast.  All around her the
pirls were carrying on conversations, and
thero wore soit Jaughs end occasional
giggles. But they were not diseussing her.
Tndocd, thoy simply did not know sho was
there. . No one passed her the mustard,
pepper, or salt and she did not want to
attract Miss Alatthews’ attention by ask-
ing for them.

This was the beginuing—bhor first rcal
day at school. Iow long was it to go on
like this? Was it to stay in this place that
ghe liad to work hard to earn & scholar-
ship?

And vet sho knew that if only she were
in a differeut position she could have been
as happy as any ono of them. Light hoarts
wero all about her. Lveryono was happy.

Then sho stole o look at Mabel Lynn,
and was omazed to find that girl looking
at her, and in such a queer way, too. Only
for a socond their cyes met. There had
Lieen pity in Mal , and Cicely had @
queer misgiving. s she in the wroeng?
Should she be friends with Mabel, and end
all this unhappiness?

When broakfast fnished
orderly retreat, but Cicely
sho was last out of the room, staying to
pick somothing [row ihie. floor, for she did
hob want to sufer more humiliation than
WS NCECSSATY.

Out. of the room they all filed, and Bar-
Tara and Mabel, the moment they were
ontside, were arm-in-nrm, as Cicely saw,
She stepped aside as she saw Barbara
glance back, and stood inside the door.
'ﬂ:u‘is it was that she overheard what they
said,

Snid Darborat

“Qh, what was it i,;on were going to say
about your father when Clara came along
~-and about Cicely?”

Mabel, too, looked round; but they were
alone, and Cicely, not wishing to overhear
confidences, tried to cough; but a eongh
would not come. Her throat ached from
Ter crying, and she found that there was
only o lump to swallow.

“Yyell, it's botween ourselves, Babs.
so quecr. e secms to know Cicdly, and
he says that I'm to make up to her. I'm
to bo [viends with her--go out of my way,
if necessary.'”

o "l’u make up to fier for what?” asked

Inrhara.

there was an
loitered so that

It's

H

AT SCIIOOL
CHAPTER 10
§ soon as Babara and Mabel had
gone  from e corvidor  Cicely
mads up her mind to_ seck out
Mareia Loftus. She felt a good
had heard Mabel's romark to Basbara.
Further, she was practically certain that
Marcia was the girl responsible for the
damage to Mabel's dresses, and also to
proved. But what gave her confidence was
the knowledgo thab Mabel Lynn was feel-
ing puilty, and that Mt. Lynn was
appareutly, from the tono of Mabel’s con-
Marcia Loftus did not prove ab all ensy
to find, There wero iimes when Mazein
was too much to the fore, as Clicely had
found; but Mareia could make herself
Cicely deromo did not mean io be sat
upon, and ehe intended to show the Fourth
that no amount of injustice conld_ break
her spirit. Sho would do what she thought
popular fecling, and sho had no intention
of altering hev deeision just becanse they
were going to treat her harshly on account
of it.
of the term there was much sighing and
groaning, and & preat deal of lossing
abont of books. Most of the girls were in
their studies, despito the hl‘i?‘ht sunshine,
would be needed for lessons.

Marcia Loftus, however, was not in the
sindy; she was not in the Common-room,
nor to bo scen anywhere in the quadrangle,
was lying low. .

There remained the dormitory, and
Cicely mounted the staiva in the hope of
finding Marcia there. at ¢he was ignoy-
rulo which forbade girls to return to the
dormitory after rising. | .

Jemima Carstairs was in the dormitory
corridor and she looked up as she heard
looked straight at her, for Jemima had
scemmed inclined to be friendly at fist.

“(Food-morning,” said Cicely, wondering

The Fourth Against ler.

deal more sure of herself now that she
her photograph, but that had yet to be
versation, suffering ihe pangs of remorse.
exceedingly scarce, 100, and she did so now.
was right, even though it went against

As usual on the first real work morning
busy arranging thoso textbooks which
0 that it was only too evidenb that she
ant of the rules, and in particular of the
Cicely’s footsteps. Yicely, of course,
it she wenld be snubbed or if Jemima
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would prove {o be weak and darc to,camo to o

gpeak to her behind the others’ backs.

Jemiroa, sho found, was not that sort of
despicuble givl. 8 did smile faintly,
becanso she had no  disposition which
enabled Ler to disl any girl strongly,
and cspecinlly uwob to order; but she did
not break fuith with the Form's decision
by spoaking to a girl who was in Coventry.

Instead, Jemima ypointed to the dormi-
tory, looked at Cicely, and shook her head
in “a horrified way, making it clear to
Cicely that the dormitory was oub of
bounds.

Ciecly looked at her, smiled broadly, and
raised hor shoulders in a shrug of be-
wilderment. But she did not speak, either.
She pointed to the dovmitory, to hersel f,
and then made the motion of runmin
after someone, and next drow a rough
caricature of Marcia on the wall with her
finger.

Jemima stared open-oyed ab fiest, and
then laughed. Her look seemmed to say:
“Well, you're n queer onc! This is a
funny way ol taking Coventry.”

Bub Jemima joined in the spirit of the
thing. She drew a caricature, too, this
tima of Bussio Bunier's face—a face par-
ticularly casy ta draw since it consisted
mostly of circles. One largo ono for the
face, two smaller onca for thy glasses, and
then an immense ono for Bessic's fat
person. After it sho diew a question mark..

Of course, the marks did not show on the
wall; but it was casy to see what was
drawn; and Cicely laughed and shook hoer
head.

The absurdily of it struck them both,
and they laughed. Dumb show was per-
missible, of coursa, Lut this scemed to bo
quite a revuo in its way.

At last Jemima pointed to the dormitory,
pointed o aly, shook her head and then,
making lieary sighs, commenced to write
imaginary  lines st a tromendous rate.
Clicely understond that.

She nodded lier Lend in thanks, and
turned back down the staivs, Jemima
following. Barbarn Kediern, captain of
the Fourth Form, was approaching with
Bessic Bunter, and Cicely smiled at her,
too, and mads signs of the deaf and dumb
alphabet—or what might be taken for

hem.
Barbara just stared, and Bessic Bunier
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standstill and  DLlinked in
astonishment.
“G-good gracious!

her?” she asked.

“Qffering to give you advance on your '

What's wrong with

remittance—in deaf  and dumb,” said
Barbara with a smile. “Come on—she’s in
Coventry.”

“Oh, really! Bub is that really what
sho's taying?” asked Bessie. “What's the
danf and dumb for five shillings, Baba?”

“You can’t borrow five shillings from a
=irl in Coventry,” said Barbara severely.
“Don't be ridiculous.”

“Serve her right if I did,” said Bessic
vindictively, and held up her hand with
the fingers and thumb spread out.

Cicely was enjoying hersclf immensely.
Tt seemed that she had succoeded in malking
tho punishment look ridiculous alrcady.
Pessio Bunter would surcly have spoken if
Barbara had not been there. Barbara,
realising  that this was mnot dignified,
caught her fat friend by the shoulder, but
Bessie's podey bands still showed the sign
of five.

Cicely looked
both hands. Ten

Ten shillings? That was more than flesh
and blood could bear—more that Bessic’s
could, anyway.

“Let me go. Babs,” eho protested. “I
ssay. She's going to lend me ten shillings.
T snid oll alongz she was a good sort_and
ought not to be sent to Coventry. Let's
makeo it up—"

“No, you don't” interrupted Barbara
sternly. “ You awful little cadger!”

Bessic Buntoer, proteséing, was dragged
away, and Cicely continued her way down-
stairs, She did not meet with the same
fortune with the others, for these were gitls
she did not really know.

There was Peggy Preston, Cieely knew
hor nome and knew her by sight. Peggy
was & “swot "—but a nice girl, and with
hov was Vivienne Leigh, her closest friend.
Then othors walked by up_ the staivs. All
of them ignored Cicely, and Lier momentary
sunshine vanished.

But her jaw had o grim, set look. 8he
was innocent of their charge, and she
did not mean them to make her crawl.”
What a shock for them all when she
proved that they had been unjust.

She went into her study again and sorled

zlhcmgllt!u! and held up
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oul lier books.
table placed there for her by Barbara
Redfern,

Her books were all of them
she arranged them on a
Marcia Loftus’ and then looked round the
room. There were blank spaces on the
wall where she could put her own precions

hotographs, but much of the room hac
heen taken already by Marcia and Gwen
Cook. There were photographs of their
people, and all manner of little ornaments.
’Il‘ha mantelshelf was simply crowded with
them.

On {he whole ib was not a nice study,
telling too much about Marcia and Gwen,
iheir slovenliness, their meanness, and their
unpopularity. Rackets, hockey-sticks and
other sporting equii]mont were sadly lack-
ing, and in their place were choap novels,
fashion papers, and old chocolale boxes
stuffed with rubbish.

b was dificrent altogether from the
study Cicely might have shared with
Barbara—but with Barbara and Malel.

There was the rub.
Quite suddenly the bell for the first
Jesson rang, interrupting Cicely in the

middle of a daydream about home. Be-
cause sho was a mnew pirl she Ohtﬂjfd the
bell’s summons instantly and snatc ed up
Jier hooks and ran to the doorway.

Miss Bullivant proved to be a fartar
that morning, tmdp Clicely was glad that
she was good at figures.” She knew that
some givls who are clever ab other things
are often duffers where figures are con-
cerned; but i iss Bullivant also knew
that sho did nob take it into consideration.
Her idea was that a girl who was mnob
good ab figures could be made excellent
by having a sufficient number of lines to
write out, and by being ridiculed by the
Form.

Bossie Bunter, Clara  Trevlyn, Agnes
White—all of them came in for their sl

are
of condemuation; while Maud Devine, who
was “a dud » at algebra, bub good at

history, was in tears when the lesson
finished.

“Now she’s happy,” whispered Clara.
“Qhe's drawn tears. That takes tho
pressure off.”

And, sure cnot:lagh, Cicely found that
after that Miss Bullivant calmed down.
Tt really did seem that she worked herself
up into a pitch of fury that reached its

There was a lessons time-;climax when someorio cried.

new, and |just before Clara was
spare shelf round | Clara even promised to nudge Maud on
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After the
losson, indeed, Clara suggested that Mand

chould ery at-a certam stated interval,
due to receive lines.

the shoulder at the proper time.
But Maud did not agree
although she smiled throngh her tears.
“Blessed if the B-Bull would ever make
me cy,” said Bessie Buntor. I know
sho's wrong half the time. It’s cheek,
the way she pretends tfiat two x doesn’t
equal nought, because 1 know; my father
proved it to me. He can prove a lot of
things like that, He proved o lot of
shares, or something, were worth hundreds
of pounds to a man who bonght them and
found they weren’t worth anything.”
“Good old Bunters!” said Jemima.
Cicely stole a look at Mabel. Mabel
returned the look and blushed. Strange
that menticn of such a fictitions swindle

to that,

as that should make Mabel look at
Cicely, and strangn that Mabel _should
blush at meeting Cicely’s eye. Tf that

Iy
were not guilt—well, what was it? Cioely
wondered.
Bessio  rambled on, with the Torm
laughing at her, and when they went out
into tho quadrangle she was still trying

to explain low scrupulously honest tha
Bunters really were, and would someone
lend her five shillings. But no one would,
! although Jemima did offer to prove to
Bessio that if x equalled half-a-crown, then

two x cqualled five shillings, and thero-
foro, nccording to Bossie’s reckoning,
nothing. Jenima cven gave Bessie
pothing, and said she would have the two
half-crowns back on Sah\rd‘\f.

Cicely, although not inc uded in the
conversation, was in he group that
gathered round Bessic and Jemima to
hear this “business” transaction. Then
the crowd drifted away from her, and she
saw Barbara gathering  her friends
§ugeU1er.

What's (his—the concert?” asked
Clara.

“No, something else,” said Darbara,

looking in Cicely’s direction.
With an air of tremendous importance,

half a dozen gitls went to Barbara’s study,
and Cicely felt a pin-pricking of excite-
ment, and an eogerness to know what it
was all about.

That mecting was indeed about her, apd
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was serious. Mabel Lynn was
somewhat self-conscious, and
Tarjorie Hazeldene, Clara

and Jemima Carstairs, Phyllis
Howell, DBessie Bunter, and Philippa
Derwent.

“Now,” said Darbara, “about this kid
Cicely. I don’t know what you think, but
tmy impression is that she rings true.”

*Hear, hear!” chimed in Mabel.

“I saw Connie speaking to Marcia and
Gwen & minute ago,” said Phyllis Howell.
“Pm sure she was asking why Cicely's in
Coventry.”

Barbara nodded her head.

“That's just it. Connie is sure to bult
in, and she'll make the most—or, rather,
the worst—of everything. Miss Primrose
will take a very serious view of this, and
1 think we ought to go into it a bit more
deeply.”

“Hear, Thear!” concurred Jemima.
“Speaking personally, y'lmow, I rather
like our little Cicely. A nice kid, but a
bit too ngainat Mabel for my liking.”

“Jealousy,” was TDhyllis®  opinion.
“Might be becanse Mabel’s coming put her
nose out of joiut.  She thought she was
gellingy on _awfully well with Babs.”

“Something in that” nodded Clara.
“Pat I think it was something to do with
~—well, things before she came.”

And Clara stole a sideglance at Mabel
Lynn, who looked more confused than
ever.

Then Mahel straightencd herself.

“Itact is,” she seid, “she has a grudge
agouinst my father, T think. Of course,
ji’s a misunderstanding; she’s gobt things
all wrong. But—but I can see her point
i and I'm sorry for her. I T could
ds, I would. Tm going to try,

Barbara
there, lookin
80 were
Trevlyn,

Fven though she’s in
sked Clara.

w fler sho spoiled your dresses?”
added Phyllis in dismay, as well as sur-
prise. “Thal wis a hor i There’s
00 eXCUSE that, however much of a
insk your father.”

all that.

for
grudge she had ax
abel admitied
“Put, you sce, I don’t think she did it.
I'm gotling more and more suro {hat she

didn’t.  After all, sho docsn’t act at all
like a girl who has a guilty conscience,
does she? And then there’s that photo-
graph business.” She told them about the

LIBRARY 2

photograph that had been torn up, but did
not mention that Cicely had practically
accused her. “Who'd do that sort of thing
but Ma h "

“Well, certainly more like Marcia,” -
admitted Phyllis slowly. “I don’t want tc
blame the kid if she isn't really at faulf,
naturally. And there is no doubt Marcia
is capable of anything.”

“And knows Cicely has

a down on

Mubs,” pointed out Clara.
“Marein it _is,” agreed Jemima. “I'm
voting for Marcia. Whenever there's

viliain¥ afoot Marcia’s my first choice.
My safety first, as it were.”

Barbara looked round the table at them
all and raised her eyebrows.

“Then what's to be done? We ecan’t
take the sentence off without some other
kind of proof, surcly!”

“My hat, mno!" said Clara aghast.
“That would make us look the mest price-
less asses| Must have proof first.”

“Then,” said Barbara, “we’ll have to
look for it. In the name of fairness, you
know, we must do that!”

“And I hope we find it,” said Malel
quite piously.

“Ss0 do I" said Dessie thoughtiully.
“She might change her mind or spend that
ten shillings, mightn’t she?” .

The meeting was about to break up then
when the door was pushed open, and Peggy
Preston looked into the study.

“Heard the news,” she asked, “about
Connie

“No.. Don’t say she's gone off popt”
said Clara hopefully.

“No. She’s on the varpath,” said Peggy
warningly. “8he’s looking into the busi-
ness of Mabs' dresses, and they say she’s
going to make things very hot for Cicely.
She can make things look pretty black.”

The girls in the study exchanged looks.
They had not arrived at their decision too
soon, apparently. Connie Jackson, when
she wanted vengeance, did not waste time.

“Well, she can’t malke things look
blacker than the dresses after the ink went
on them,” said Mabel ruefully. “But I
think we’ll make Connie feel pretty small.”

“What-ho! And perhaps our beloved
Marcin won’t be any too happy,” sighed
Jemima. .

Then, becanse there was quite a com-
motion in the corridor, #hey wenk out of
the study.
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That commolion was not really iurg{];is-
ing, for Connie J son was selting aboul
matters in a businessli ge i
said that even a mare’s nest might as well
be hunted for methodically, at which
(icely, coming from her study, smiled at

Jemima with pleasure.

For that remark gave away the sceret of
the meeting. They must surely have
decided in her favour. And that meant
not only that her sentence would be re-

. mitted, but also that she would bo in n
very strony position indeed. She had won
the Worm’s esteem, and that was no
mean achievement in the Fourth Form at
Cliff House.

But she had won something else, too—
{he suspicion of Connie Jackson, and that
monitress was now doing ler very best to
fathom the twuth
spoiled dresses—the truth, because she
thought that the truth was that Cicely had
behaved disgracefully.

“Barbaral Where is Barbara?” Cicely
heard her gay. And, of course, rbara
had to go to Connie obediently, instantly.

“Iera I am, Conniel  Anything
wrong "

Connie was very businesslike indeed.

“Yes. I am investigating this disgrace-
ful business of Mabel Lynn's frocks.”

Then Mabel interrupted :

“Qh, Connie, but I don’t wish to make a
complaint, you know."”

“Never mind whether you do or do not.
This affair will have to be gone into
thoroughly. We cannot have ClLiff House
girls acting in this way. Tt is absolutely
nnt'!r‘:inknblc. This girl hates you. Is that

o
Mabel Tynn looked considerally con-

unsed.

“7 don't think she knows me very well.
She can hardly hate me after knowing me
only a day."

Connie snapped her fin
She realised that Mabel was “backing
down"” from making a charge, and
realised, too, that she would have the
sympathy of the Form in that, for it was
generally felt in tho Form that they could
punish their own wrongdoers without
appealing to monitresses or mistresses.

“Now look here, I shall be very cross
in a minute!™ Connie said sternly, and
gave Mabel a severe took. “I don’t want

ra impatiently.

of the affair of thep
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any deceit. Ifas this girl opanly expressed
enmity for you?” =

Mabel shrugged her shoulders.

“In a way, 1 suppose, she has”

“You suppose?” Connie gave Mubel a
hard look, and then turned to Marcia
Loftas, who was well to tho fore.
“Marcin,” she said, “did I understand you
to say that it was well known in tho Form
that this girl Cicely was a sworn cnemy
of Mabel's?”

“Yes, Connie;
Marcia said meeldy.

Then she looked about her as though
she weve trying to convince the others that
she could not help letting that out. Dut
thore was no one present who showed any
signs of belief.

“And that is tue?” asked Connie of

everyone knows

arbara.
*Yea, it's true,” admitted Barbara, since

here was nothing clse to bs done. “But
that isn’'t rcally evidence, is ilI"
“That's my ullair, Barbara. "This girl,

then, crme fo the 'school, and the first
thing she did was to pick a quarrel with
somuone—is that it?"”

Connie, as usval, was putting the very
worst possible complexion on the affair,
and the girls looked reseritful. They did
not know what lay behind Cicely’s objec-
tion to Mabel, but it could hardly be said
with any degree of truth that the had
picked a quarrel with Mabel.

“Well, now, to be quile fair,” said
Mabel, “she did not want to male friends
with me. 1 think it’s a sort of family
affair, that’s ail.”

“8Sapd the girl to me,” said Counie
loftily,

Clicoly was =ont for. She came, and she
saw that the sympathies of the crowd were
not  actively against her. They were
curious, and they obviously felt now thal
they were going to hear the iruth of the
matter.

Jicely felt that she had nothing of which
sha need be ashamed, and her chin was up
as she faced Connie. Why she disliked
the Lynns was surely no affaix of the
monitress’, but she meant to lell the truth.

“Now then, you,” said Connie harghly,
“what's all this vendetta business? ¥
have you made a dead sct against Mabel ?”

Ciccly gave a swift glance at Mabel
Tynn, and saw what she thought was a
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look of appeal. Mabel was embarrassed,
and_decidedly ill at ease.

Was she afeaid of what Cicely was
going to say? Was it her guilty conscience
that_gave {mr ihat look?

“Come on, ount with it!” threateved
Coonie.  “Ts it jealousy? Is it because she
has more money than you, eh? Because
she had pretty dresses, and you Lhnu?vbt.
von ought to have them, so you spoiled
hers?”

Cicely drew horself up.

“Certainly not. am not jealous of
Mabel. But T simply don’t want to know
“anyone of hev family. Thal’s all.”

“RBecause,” said Connic, slowly bul
clearly, “you think that her money ought
to be yours, bocanse you think the Lynns
rohbed your people of their money
_ Cicely staried back, amazed by the
question, quile unprepared that Conuie
should know so_much. And then she saw
Mabel’s face, white and strained, her eyes
angry, and saw, oo, that it was Mabel
who was now the eynosurc-of all eyes, that
girls  were  nudging  each  other  and
whispering.

“Is that it?" Connie insisted.

CHAPTER 11.
Making Plans for Mahel.

“ 8 that it?"”
Connie Jackson’s voico had a ring
of triumph in and the girla who
glood by waitiug to hear Cicoly’s
rosponso drow ncarer now in tho hope of

some reul gxcitement.

Hitherto, thoy had not known the real
vause of the enmity, but if this were jt—
well, they were interested! From Cicely
to Mabel, from Mabel to Cicely their looks
wienl, and dwelled more upon the accused
than npen tho accuser.

Uicely had to reply, but the words did

not come indantly Lo bher lips. A simple
“yos " would lmve been the truth, and
fonmie wonld have heen satisfied, but Cicely
caw the look on Mabel's face, and felt a
sudden new pity for fhe givl,
. ST dow't (hink that is either
there,” Cicely said gui ol
all that scems necess
Lynns.”

Clonnio Jackson smiled maliciously.

“Wel, that's as good as a confession,”

here or
Ty, I have said

I dislike the
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she =aid. “But yon haven't cven the
courage to make an open accusation in fron
of Mabel.”

Cicely flared ab that.

“T have the courage,” she retorted, “bul’
it is a family affair, and I don’t see thal
it concerns anyone else.”

At that thore was more murmuring
amongst the crowd, and Connic Jackson
became grim.

“You don't seem to appreciate that you
are a Clff House girl now,” she said, “T
am not your governess, but you will fing
thal you can’t have your own way here.
We dou't spoil and pet new girls, you kuow.
You'll have to go to Miss Primrose.”

“Now 1

“Yes, now,”

said Connic harply, “Cao

along.  Tell Miss Primrose that I have
sent” yow. I will follow and make my
report.”

vicely turned on her heel and, afier a
look at Mabel, wont down the corridor to
the staircase that led to the hall. Behind
har the crowd's whispering ow, and
Connie Jackson, imminenscly enjoying the
situation, made the very best of it,

“Now, I don't want any gossiping,” she
said stornly,  “It may or may not be truo
what this girl says, so don't start perse-
cuting Mabel."”

At once there waa a

“ Persecuting Mabel 7
gasped Clara.
that_cvidenee.”

“Just as if we would, even if it were
true!” added Marjorie indignantly,

Tt was indeed absurd to suppose that
the Fourth Form would turn suddenly
against ono of its favourites. But Connie
Jackson lerself would have turned against
anvone on the slightest cvidence, and so
sho judged that others would act in =
similar way.

But whether tho Form meant to visit any
judgient on Mabel or not, the fact re-
mained thak that announcement liad caused
something of an unpleasant situation.

“Don’t tako any notice, Mabs” eaid
Barbara, and linked arms with her friend.

“Forget it,” advised Clava. “The kid's
off her head, you kuow. Probably her
family has lost moncy, and she's just mad
about it.”

“And, anyway, we know your father,
dear,” Marjorie added softly. “We know
that ihe whole thing is merely absurd.”

rotest,
My giddy aunt!”
“Just as if we would—on
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But in spito of her friend’s comforting »
words, Mabel looked mnone teo happy. !
Whero mud is flung some is sure to stick,
and she knew that the subject would soon
be gossiped throughout the schoel, and
that girls would be locking queerly in her
“dircetion _and nodding mysteriously.

“And daddy asked me to make a friend
of her,” she mused, wrath in her tono.
“T']'Iiﬁ is a fine way of repaying him, isn’t
Y

“Beastly 1" said Clara, in wrath. “But
never mind that, Mabs, Come and chat
about this concert. You're going to bo
a rip-roaring success.”

“Yes; come on, dear,” said Barbara. add-
ing her persuasion to Clara’s. “There's
heaps and heaps to talk over, and we want
to wake up the whole village.”

They all saw that Mabel really had been
hard Dit by that accusation, even though it
had not boen backed by the slightest hint
of proof. And they intended, if possible, to
turn their Iriend’s thoughts into happier
channels,

The iden of the concert had been Par-
hara’s, Barbara Redfern, as befitted a
Torm captain, was full of bright ideas, and
it had occwrred to her that there was no
better way of welcoming Mabel back lo the
gohool than of “siarring  her in a concert.
After all, it was not cvery school which
could beast among its members a gitl who
had appeared on the stage—a real stage—
so naturally encugh the Fourth wanted to
make the most of it.

As for Mabel, she had been ouly too keen.
She had not wanted to drop her acting
completely, and it was snch a chango from
one to the other that a little interlacing
would be welcome. .

But Mabel now was not in one of her
livelicst moods. She went with her friends
Lack to the study, but she did not take
much part in  the arrangements and
wrangles that went on, and her friends
sigl\eg, and exchanged worried looks.

“Now, you suggest things, dear,” urged
Barbara, sharpening a peneil.  “Wo want
the thing to go with a zip!”

“And a whoop!” added Clara, perching
herself on the table. “Of course, Mabs will
bo a brilliant attraction as Lady Macheth,
But I'm not sure the villagers aro too keen
on that sort of thing. Couldn’t we write
something that would show up her -ability
better 1
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Clara asked that in all scriousness, a.d
Jemima Carstaivs looked at her through
her monocle and smiled gently.

“A slight improvement on old Bill the
Bard 7 she asked.

“Wihy not?” asked Clava, “I'm sick of
these * Forsooths!’ and ‘ Go to, thou scurvy
knaves!’; anyway, they've cured scurvy
now with a_fruit diet, or something, Let's
write a really ripping play, shall we?”

Clara’s eyes danced with excitement, and
the excitement met with sympathy from the
others. It was not a bad idea, really.

“If wo could write a play,” said Marjorie
Hazeldene, a little (]OIIEHL]“_)’. “But why
not do that thing of Captain Carstairs'’ we
did once before "

“Well, we did it before,” said Darbara,
“and all the parts are booked. We want
something good for Mabel, don't we?”

“I ssay, you girls,” suggested Bessic
Bunter. “How about me? You know
what clever little stories I can write. Well,
suppose I write a play "

There was langhter at once.

“0Oh, echeese it!” said Clara slangily.
“My dear old Dessie, this isn’t 2 time for
joking. 'This is jolly serious!”

“Well, T ean write a s-sorious play, you
know,"” said the fat girl, with enthusiasm,
“ A banqueting scene with a real bang—I
mean, real food, you know—and—and—
Mabel is poisoned.” .

“Hore, 1 say!” protesied Mabel. “XNot
with real poisont" :

“ a, hal” N
-perhaps not real poison,” admit-
“Put you've read about the
Berzois in history ¥

She blinked excitedly throngh lher thick
glasses, expecting applause; but, alas! she
received only laughter, and ihe laughter
boeame so great that, the other girls locked
in to sce what was the m.tter.

“My goodness! Ts this o riot?” Phyllis
Howell wanted to know,

“Qh, no; only Bessie and the Berzols.
Sho wants to write a play about them,” ex-
plained Jemima.,

“T thought they were a kind of dog,™
said Phyllis.

“'Shush! Dessie doesn't know that,”
whispered Clara.

“Yes, T do. I meant whatever it really
»

is
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“Porgia ! suggested Barbara,

“That’s it, They poisoned people. I
think it's a jolly ripping idea!”

“QOh crumbs! Don’t yon start up in
busincss as a poisoner,” eaid Clara ner-
vously, “You might have Cicely imitating
you, and then where would Mabs be—eh 1*

“Yes, that's s0,” nodded Phyllis Howell.
“That gir]l really does scem to be beyond
the edge!”

“Alabs won’t mind,” =aid Freda Foote,
who had added hersel{ to the erowd, *Like
she has no poise off, and
Comt M

Claza threw a book, and ihere was a
general groan for Freda’s pun,

“Seriously, though,” said Darbara, “wo
might do_something with the Borgias, I
suppose. She was a goodish sort of charac-
ter, and we needn’t stick true to history,
need we?”

“TFear, hear! Let's have potted history,”
said Jemima, “just to sce what the mis-
{resses say-—what 1

“Oh, rather!”

“Ripping I

Clara apped her hands at that idea, and
Barbara laughed. It would certainly be
queer, they agreed, il they wuddled their
Listorical facts, and the mistresses would
indubitably have something to say about it.

“Qnly,” said Clara, “shall wo get away
with it? You know what misiresses ave,
don’t you!?! They're always butting in, and
divectly they knew it was an historical
thing, we'd have to ] ave everything right—
costumes, and so on.”

“Tot DBessio write it,” said Barbara:
“then all tho facts will be wrong, anyway.”

“Let's all write it,” suggested Phyllis.

“All do a bhit, you know, an erib things

out of Shakespeare and Milton, and make

a roal rag of it. What do you say, Maba?**

Aabel Tynn came to with rather a start.
She bad been immersed in  her own
thoughts, and had not been listening for
tho Jast fow moments.  All about ler there
- had been enthusinsm; It sho had not been
affocted by it at all. TIn [act, she looked
surprisingly miscrable.

“Eh?” sho asked.
hear.”

Phyllia repeated Ther

Mabel nodded her head.

““Yes,” she agreed,
“Why not

“I—T didn't quite
suggestion, and

listlessly.

rather
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“Well,” Phyllis answered, zud paused,
being rather surprised by Mabel’s manner.
“It's up to you, you know, Mabs! You're
going to play the lead. You can choose any
sort of part—we don’t mind.”

“Wo can vrite anything,” enid Jemima,
leaning back. ‘*Another * Hainlet,” another
* Macbeth, or something light and sna;py,
ldke ‘ Charlic's Aunt.” But ‘ Lucretia
Borgia' scems rather good. Nice Lialian
name, and a dash of poizoning always
makes people feel at home.”

“Unless wo have a crime ploy,” said
Clara thoughtiully, “I'd ko that, I'd be
a detective—" .

“T could,” shrilled Bessic.

“No. You'd be the comic relief, You
could bo one of the dead bodics which fall
out from behind pictures,” eaid Darbara.

“Qb, really, I ccouldn’t g:i behind a
picture!™

For a while there was argument about
whether they should have a ““crook ™
or not; but as_it was really obvip
tho first that Miss Primrose would never
lend her support to such a thing, the idea
was abandencd. For Miss Primrosc would
want to seo the play rehearsed, would vani
to read the seript before she agreod thak
they should be allowed to perferm it in
public.

“Perhaps something a_fittle more gentle.
Supposo we hsve something about a famous
woman pionecr 1 said Marjorie.

“G-Grace Nightingale!” shricked Dessie
excitedly. “That's 1t! Crace Nightingale
rowing out to the resene of wounded
soldiers in the Battle of Ballyclava-—ch?"”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The girls simply shrieked with laughter
at that. If they wanted poited hislory—
well, there it was!

“Bessie could bo Graco Nightingale, the
Lady with a Lamp,” suggested Jemima
artlessly.

In hi‘{e height of the laughter that fol-
lowed Freda Foote gave a ruwdden warning.

“Miss Prim,” she whispered.  And Cicely
with her—looking blue. ook out!”

Miss Primrose was hardly likely to cat
them; but the girls “looked out,’” and
before many moments Barbara, Mabel, and
Bessia were left alono in Study No. 4=
alone, that is, until Miss Primrose’s wells
Imown warning cough was heard, and then
her voice,
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CHAPTER 12.
Connie is Not So Clever,

ICELY had gone to Miss Primroso

‘ with considerablo forchodings, She

bad met Miss Primrose but once—

on the cvening of her arrival, and

sho was not at all sure how stern sho was,

and how she would take tho news of this
vendetta.

When Cicely had reached the study Miss
Primrose was working, correcting Sixth
Form paipors, and .he looked up with a
smile. It it had been Fourth Form papers
sho might not have smiled, but the Sixth
iad a. way of doing work exira-
narily well—almost as though they liked
doing it that way.

“Well, Cicoly, and what is the reason for
this wvisit 7

“Connic Jackson
Drimrose.”

Then, of course,
looked scrious. It
girls to be sent to
wrongdoings were so slight that they could
easily be punished by a monitress, although
it was an unwritlen rule that new girls were
treated with leniency in their fie:” wock.

“Indeed! That is rather strange. I trust
you have not been misbehaving yourself 2”7

“I don't think so, Miss Primrose.”

“Ah!” eaid Miss Primro:c quictly, buk
in o volce that scemed just slightly tinged
with rebuke.  “Then we must wait to hear
what Connie has to say. It is just possible
that ber idea of behaviour and yours may
not coincide.”

But the smile which accompanied Miss
Primrose’s remark took the sting from the
words, but not the flush from Cicely’s
cheeks. .

Ciecly stood in the centre of the emall
room and leoked around her as tho head-
mistress resumed her work. For all that
her counscicnce gave her pno qualms, she
feli strangely ill-at-ease. Miss Primrose was
such an import: person and this room
was so scented the savour of a court
of justice that it was impossible rot to
feel strangely emall and insignificant.

Most girls, when they were summoned to
this . room, ‘answored the command with
sinking hearts nnd nameless dread, for very
few of them Lad clear consciences, and very
Tew left the room witheut w o that they

sent me  here, Miss
tho licadmisiress had
was unusual for new
her. As a rule, their

AT SCHOOL

had not been so foolish as to have given
causo to be sent there.

Miss Primrose was never uokind, nor was
she ever stern without reason; indeed, her
reputation for justice was such that girls
who had left Clif Houso years before re-
turned to her to ask advice, knowing that
it would be wise and well-considered.

But Ciccly hardly knew Miss Primros
and now she took good stock of the mi:
tress, noting tho fim rel of her head, tho
strong, yeb lissom, hands, and tho neat
severity of the rcom,
 Outside, the sivong September sunshino
lit up the pleasant grass and tho even paths.
Cirls were Iking sedately across it, but
running on the playing-fields in anything
but sedate manner, for hockey practice was
in full swing

“I trust you will take no undue time in
setiling down, Cicoly,” Miss Primroso eaid
at last. “Tt is a great change from lifo
you have been nsed to, but if you give it
& chance you will learn how to enjoy it.”

“Yes, Miss Primrose, Tl do my best.”

Cicely shifted from one oot to the other
uncomfortably. It scemecd to her that the
headmistress was able to look into her mind
and divine her thoughts. Yet, really, was
it possible that, with so many girls under
her care, Miss Primrose could give ecarcful
stady to them all?

“I hope so. And I hope you will make
friends. 1 arranged for you to sharo a
study with Barbara Redfern, becauss sho

is the most reliable, trustworthy girl in
your Form, and now Mabel Lynn has re-
turned I cannot imagino  anything

pleasanter for you.”

Cicely changed colour, and it scemed fo
her only fitting that that remark stould
bo followed wup by Comnio Jackson’s
approaching footsteps.

Connie %knocked on tl
entered, looking very im
though  sho

door and then
rtant indeed, as
lad to make some serious
charge, whi rather went against  tho
grain, Imt wl she made because duty
eamo first with her always, That was how
sho tried to look, but she did not deccive
Clicely, and it may be that she did not
deecive Miss Primrose.

“Now, Connie,” said Miss Primrose, “let
me_hear all the details.”

Hoer mouth twitehed ever so slizhtly as
she said it, and Cicely’s heart Jeapt. Miss
Primroso was at least starting with an open
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mind, unprejudicod by the fact that a girl
had been condemned.

“I'm afraid the details in ihis case are
yather upusual,” returned Cenwie, some-
what sharply, as near to rebwke as sho dare.
“Because this girl, out of wilful malice
and spite, has gamag(‘d dresses belonging
to another girl.”

Miss Primrose sab bolt upright, startled.

“Really?  This—this is rathor extra-
ordinary. You have been hiere such a liktle
while. How comes it, Cicely,” she asked,
looking the girl in the eyes, *“that you havo
alveady conceived a diskike for a girl hero 7

Cicely shook her head,

“1 don’t dislike any girl here, Miss Prim-
roso,” she said. “And I haven't destroyed
anyone's dresses, or touched them at ah.”

Connie Jackson made a gesture of im-
patience. - .

“Perhaps_you_ would like to hear the
evidenco, Miss Primrosc{” she asked.

“Naturally.”

Connio Jackson ihen recited from her
nolebook the outline of the facts, as she
had gleaned them: that Cicely had been
alone in the dormitory while the others
wore downstairs, merry-making, that when
the girls had gone to bed they had dis-
covered the dresses  spoiled, and  Cicely
:Lippsrantly asleep, although the fact that
sho had faken a_good deal of waking made
some of thenr—Marcia and
ihal it was no more ihan & Qreience.

“And is that all 1" asked Miss Primrose.
“There is no mention of motive 7"

“Phe motive 1 said Connie. “Jealousy,
because this girl thought she was gettin
on well with Barbara, and then 'Mnbcﬁ
camo. Then revenge, because this girl has
openly stated that she will have nothing
to do with Mabel Lynn—has sworn cumity,
in fact.”

“But why 1" asked Miss Primrose, look-
ing ot Cicely measuringly.

“Because,” said Connie, saving her tit-
bit to the last, in the manner of an
epicure, “sho thinks that Mabel’s newly-
ained things shonkl bo hers; because she
clieves that the Lynns are responsible for
her own family’s loss of fortune, It is &
cxse of revenge, pure and simple.”

Miss Primrose sat back in her chair,
obviously surr‘riaed, obviously anxious to
contemplate those facts before making any
comment.

Gwen—suppose

38

But Cicely did not intend Lo let Connie
have it all her own way.

“Jt ig all guesswork, Miss Primrose,” she
said hotly. “'There is no proof at all. 1
did say, though, that 1 did not want to
be friends wilg Mabel, and I do think that
her father is responsible for our losing our
money."”

Miss
frowned.

“You have proof of that?” she asked.

“ My grannic—my grandmother—told me,
and she knows,” said Ciccly. * Dut, any-
way, I didn’t touch Mabel's dresses. T went
strught to bed. On my honour, 1did1”

Connie Jackson intervencd, lest Cic
earnest profession of inpocence mighs ha
gome eficet, influencing Miss Primrose i
ber favour,

“There is other evidence—tiho evidence
of her hand-towel bLeing ink-stained, Miss
Primrose,” Connie said slyly.

“Ah! ‘That seems to be moro conclusive
evidence, certainly.”

“Jt was not my towel. Someone had ex-
changed it,"” said Cicely quickly.
Miss Primrose held up her

silence.

“Let. us get this straight, Ciccly. You
dislike Mabel 7"

“Yes—well, J dislike the Lynns.”

“That i3 nok the answer to my question.
Do you dislifte what you know of Mabel
Lynn hersell 1

Cicely hesitated, and then shook her head.

Y rather like her,” she confessed.

“What nonsense!” eut in Connie quickly.
“My goodness, Miss Primrose!”

“gilem:ﬂ, Connie! Please allow me to
conduct this matter myself,” Miss Primroso
said, and gavo tho monitress a reproving
glance, “Now, Cicely,” she added.” “You
aro corrying on_what seoms to be a ven-
detta. Vou are hating the Lynns—you bato
even tho Lynns you have not seen, and
about whom you know nothing.”

Cicely shook her head.

“Y don’t hate any of them, Miss Prim-
rose, But I can't honestly bo friends with
them, can 17 It would be—be playin
false to grannie. It would be disloyal.
Knowing what I do, how could I be
friends 1

Miss Primrose shook her head slowly.

“You must toke people for themselves.
You would not, T iako it, he pleased if you
were shunned Lecanse of some wrongdoing

Primrose pursed ler lips and

2
u

“hand for
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of your grandfather—wrongly imagined,
perhaps 1

Cicely bit her lip fretfully, She did not
wanut to appear a stupid, vmdictwe girl, and
yet, somehow, that was the impression that
she had given the headmistress,

“0h, but please, Miss Primrose,
that T hato Mabel. I don’t, maify, but—
I couldn’t be friends if I tried. Thero
wonld always bo something betwecn us.
How counld I accopt an invitation to her
homne—and—remember ours—and—"

Cicely’s lip quivered, and it was only by
dint of §1eat effort that she managed to
control rself at all. Miss Prumrose,
noticing how docply she was fecling, went
to her,

“Of courso—of course!” she said. “I
undorstand all that, Cicely., I know how
much you are suffering, und I am very, very
sorry for you. But T think you have per-
haps been misled; that in the heat of the
moment, in the agony of despair, judgment
has gone slightly astray. But to wreak
vengeanco on Mabel will not help at all

it isn't

“But I didn't do it.  That would be
beastly. Really and truly, I didn't do it,
Migs  DPrimr " QCieely eried mrnestIv

“it‘s atl

But ¢ven to save hersell she could not
possibly snouk on Mavcia and Gwen, not
|m1n though she was convinced of their
guilt,

Miss Prinwose looked at Cohnie and then
signulled to her that the interview was
iinished.

"I will ialk it over mrh Cleely,’ Connic.”

“Yes, Miss Primvose.”

Connio swung oub of the room, but she

lnokod back thmnqh the haif- oi»en doorway
. and gave that girl a look of utter

o mistake. Tt must have been

Latred.

“Well, Cicely,” said Miss Primrose, when
hmv were alone, “T think I must take you
in lrand and insist on yonr line of conduct.
I do not approve of this vendetta, and I
must suy that the evidence against you in
the matter of the dresses is very stron

indeed. Bt T will overlook that, provide
¥ou arve w illing tu make a fresh start. Ave
o

¥os, N|-s Primrose: bub T ﬂohl.

want mu 1o think I spoiled the dresses.”
“I wili look into that matler most cave-
fully, and ev il I decide against von T

will 'still treat tho matter ns completely in
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the past, if you do as T say. And that is—
make friends with Mabel Lynn.”
Cice!v stared, and her eyes rounded in

Miss Primrose!
make me?” .

But Miss Primrose smiled at that.

“Naturally I cannot make youn feel
friendship for any girl; but I can put you
in a position to give yoursoli um? her a
chance. Therefore yon are going mlm
Study No. 4 with_Darbara and Mabel.
am going to ask Barbara to sce that 3ou
have a chanee in any schemo that the Form
has on foot. If you do not agree to this—
well, really I cannot allow two girls to
have th:s feeling . of enmity, So in that
cnse

Cicely’s heart pumped madly. “In that

ase-——"_ What did those words portend?
“ hat copld they mean but that Miss Prim-
vose would not suffer ler to remain al
school 7

“\'on cawe hero to do your best to get
on with tho girls, and I understand to win
a scholarship. Ts that so?”

“Yes, Ml.« Primrose,
schnlmalup.

“Then win the affection of the ::ll‘lG too.
Come, let uz talk to Mabel Lynn.”

And Cieely, feeling hewildored, defeated,
and a little aggvieved, followed Miss Prim-
rose from the study, “ondm-mg- what Mabel
wonld sny, and if any good could possibly
come of this.

You—you would

I mecan lo win a

CHAPTER 13,
When All Seemed Well!

ARBARA REDFERN, Mabel Lybon.
B and DBessic Bunter sprang to their
feet when Miss Primrose entered tho
study, and the headmistress smiled at

them in the pleasant way she had, a way
of making them all feel that she was n
friend, and not romcone who was about to

Tevy terrible punishments,
“Good-mor
chornsml

liss Primrose,” they

added  Beszic tact-

e
iing,

¥.

“Yes, Bessie, a nice morning.” said Miss
Primrose, ]ool.mn' about {he 5l|uh

At onco the three girls hecamo conscious
thot the stndy could have been tidier, that
there was no necessity to have quito so
reny books on the floor when there were
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which Bessie had scraped clean did not look
nug too_well on_the mantelshelf.

But Miss Primrose seemed to observe
none of those thiugs, if they were to judge
by her expression.

“A nico little study,” she said. “And I
think large cuough for you four”

Mabel looked at Cicely, and Cicely
Jooked back at Mabel.

“Yos, Miss Primrose,” said Barbara. -

“As o rulo I do not interfere in the
Form's offairs, Barbara. Cicely is a new
girl, and is not used to school, so will you
make it your especinl duty to show her the
ropes 1™

“OF course, Miss Prinrode, only—"

“Yes, I understand. Cicely has not been
willing; but weo have talked things over,
and she realises that she has been a little
tasti«' in her judpment. Isn't that so,

eoly 1

ompty _sliclves, and that the d'm- of jam
1.

Cicely did not know what to say, so she
nodded her head and looked terribly guilty
and confused.

“I am sure that you are willing to be
{riendly with Cicely, Mabel,” Miss Primrose
said, “‘and will not take to lheart anything
which Cicely may, in the heat of the
moment;, biave unputed spainst  your

5

“QOh, no,” suid Mabel, without an
amount of enthusinsnr.

**And you, Cicely, will try to forget old
ﬁriamnces, I am sure, and be a member of
this happly little family 7"

Cicely swallowed her pride,

“Yes, Miss Primrose. I'll do my best, of
course.”

Miss Primrose locked from one to an-
other, and Mabel brought her hand from
Dohind her back. Cicely, somewhat stiffly,
stepped forward, and the two girls shook
hands,

“Hurrah 1 said Bessie, *Sh-she's not in
C-Coventry now, then?” she asked eagerly.

“Shush{” cameo a warning from bel
and Barbava, but too lato.

“Ng, Cicely i not in_Coventry,” said
Miss Primrose guietly. “I wish you oll to
start the term afresh—if the grievanco you
have js the one I imagine it to be—about
the dresses.”

“0b, yes, it was,"” said Barbara. “T sup-
pose we were wrong. Sorry, Ciecly.”

“Sorry,” said Mabel, a littlo dour y.

And then Miss Primrose went out of tho
study, closing the door quietly; foeling that
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she had donc the best thing possible. DBui
the three girls in the study were not quite
so sure, except, perhaps, Bessie Bunter.
*1 s-say, what wero you irying to teil me
about your rcmit!_.mce Cicely '* she asked

cagerly., “Somcthing alout t-ten shillings,
wasn’t it P
“Dry up,” urged Darbara, [rowning.

“Don’t sponge, Dessie!”
Cicely smiled. She knew thal she could
buy Bessie’s good will for ten shillings; but

she had no intention of bribing her way
into the affections of the lf , quite apart
lro“:u the fact that she was hard up.

. “Men_shillings?
ing, “ihat's rather a lot.
your_remittance for?"

“Nothing,” said Mabel.
know Bessio yet.”

Bessie, considerably aggrieved, sat down
in the urmchair.

“I've nover met such a mean crowd,” sho
said wrathfully, “T jolly well won't write
that play now. You kiow yon can have
the whola pound when it arrives !

“T'll lend you ton shillings,” offered
Clicely, “if you promise to pay it hack in a
weck.”

“Done !” said Bessie, jumping up, gaiety
once more coming into its own.

“Done’s tho word!” agreed Barbara,
“DBut we'ro not going to let you ‘do’
Cicely. Here’s a shillin Run ond get
somo toffee, Bessic, Dyebye!”

Bessie looked at Cicely, took the shilling,
and disappeared. Ona shilling’s worth of
toffce was not to be ignored, and she-knew
that Barbara was n givl of character. If
that offer werc 1ot accepted at once it
would bo withdrawn, and, anyway, the ten
shillings might he obtained later.

he three girls stood eilent in the siudy
after Bessie had gone. Thoy were all
obviously uncomfortable, nnd Mahel's face
bore a rather set look. She had not for-
gotten the insinuution regarding her father,
and Cicely had not apologised.

“Well,” caid Barbara, after a Jong panse.
“we may as well start joiting down 1
cast of lﬁc play. Cicely must have a part.
Have you ever acted, Cicely 7

“Qh, yes, at me! But I say,” sho
added, “I—I don’t _want_you to give we
%ll‘t! ‘jnst becauso Miss Drimvose said so,

ot if you don't waut to, that is, And it
yowd rather I weren't in hove much—well.
so_far ns I am conceyned, I'll—"

Mabel spoke theiz

Well,” she eaid, laugh-
How much is

“You don't
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“Yos, it might be mt‘mr awlward for
you,” she enid coldly. You might be
contaminated, mightn’t you?

Cicely went crimson, and Barbara looked
dnat.r'-r-\ed, murmuring something quite in-
audible.

1 dldn t mean {hat,” said Cicoly quictly.

“Still, you think my fathce is a swindler,
and that it runs in the blood, don’t you?t”

Cicely shirugged her shoulders,

“And I dow't sco bow I can be frionds
“|th any girl who thinks that my father

" Mabel began, and then broke off. It
was obvious that she was deeply moved,
and tears glinted in her cyes. “If you knew
my father youw'd never say such a thing—
would she, Dabst”

“OF courso not,” Barbara agreed, gei.lting
out a sheet of or and poncil.  “Cicoly
doesn’t  kuow t’s all a mistake.

She's said she’s sorry.”

“8he hasn’t said it to mo, and she hasn’t
said it to all the otheys,” said Mabel, “You
know that it will be all over the school,
and thero are girls only teo ready _to
beliovo it. Marcia and  Giwen, for in-

stance,
© Cicely looked at Mabel, and she [elt
miserable. Also sho felt rathor a pig.

“But, you see, T dido’t eay anythin
nover meant to,” she protested. * »ca‘hy
it wes Connio who forced it out, and i
don’t know how she guessed. I‘enlly, I
don’t know.”

“'That’s true cuuugh.” admitted Parbara,
with a lock ut B nhcl.

Barbara was trying not io take part in
this, If sho took sides with Mabel, then it
might casily degencrate into a “row,” and
sho cortainly could not side with (loaly.
She vumtcd as usuzl, to be fair, and sho
wuutcd peace,

“Well M,a. l admit that,” nodded Mabcl.

“But it doesn't alter the fact that it’s out,

tI at Cicely has supported it, does it? i

“But what can T do?” she usked plain-
tively. “I''n sorry, Mabel, I don't want
1o hurt your feelings, Y vealiy did not want
to mako all this horridness, 1 simply meant
to go my own way. Only that wasn’t pos-
sible.”

“ Unfortunately,” said Mabel.

“As it furued out, yes,”

| a minute, children.
,
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ened in her dcc::;mn to demand an apology
from the girl.

“0h, well, it's l:ap')cnud and it’s benstly
for me,” Mabel said, “But I dou’t think

ou meant to be mean abont it, Cicely.

think yow're a duffer to think my father's
a swindler, and I've a jolly good mind to
ask him here so that you can sco what—
what a ripper ho is,” she added, lier voica
feltering.

Cicely was (nm:lmd.

“I'm sure he is,” she eaid, and then
blushed, fecling fuoluh. “I'm sure ho's
ripping to you,” sho amended. “Of,
course, he is. My father died when T was
very young. I've ncver known my father.”

“Then you don’t understand,” said Bav-
bara quickly. *“Lhot's what it is. I know
how mad I'd be if anyone said anything
against my father.”

“Or anyone said anything against your
grandmother,” put in {n Bol,

Cicely smiled fainily.

=1 suppose 1 do scem silly,” - she said.
“ And rl] try to be sensible, Tl try to
be I'rir-nrls‘ and I'm sure it won't need much
t.q"mg, she added.

Thoe icn was broken, and thore were
sunny smiles. Barbara Redfcrn could bave
danced with joy, and she took Mabel and
Cicely by the armn

“Como on,” sho said. “We're
bo friends. Tho bell will go for

ing to
inner in
Lol’'s go for a stroll
in the quad.

Cicely rather wanted to ery, but not with
migery-—with relicf. She did not know

quite why, but a_lond secwed lifted from
lier mind at a_time wien it should have
heen heavier. Hure sho was going against

Mabel

her principles—being  [riondly  wit
Lynm; nn\i’ not only (riendly with Mabel,
but boasting that friendship to the whole
school by walking with her, arm in arm.
Was she pleased, or was sho annoyed,
that as she walked past hier old study Gwen
and Mareia worn standing in tho doorway ?
She did not quile know; but sho held her
head high, and those two exchanged looks,
What wers they fecling?. Were they
droading the outcome of the truth? Did
they think that they lnd already been found
out, or wero they planning Emsh subter-
fuges, d fresh scl off

Cizely ecandidly, |
‘They both admired her for her honesty,
and Wabel Eynn, for the moment, weak-

pub
dolm‘tl(m 7 Hand in hand with ("onmc they
indubitably were.
Mabel ]nghcd

Barbara laughed, and
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Clicely joined with them, not caring what
Marein and Gwen did now.

And yet it would have paid her to cave,
for no sooncr was sho gone from sight than
Marcia turned to Gwen urgently,

“Go  on—quick] Take her books in
there I”

“No. Leave them here, silly! Put the
thing in and leave them lere.”

“0Oh, all right!”

Mareia picked up one of Cicely’s books
from the table, a book she would need that
afterncon, and opencd it. Then she groped
on the table for a cutting from a news-

in,”  said
“before someone comes.”
“No. Let’s read it again,” said Marcia,
“It’s worth a sccond reading. Lucky Con-
nie had the paper. 'This is how rhe guessed
about Mabel’s father. Phew! What a sen-
sation when this falls out of Cicely’s book !”
“Yes, yos; but put it in,” said Gwen.
“Wo don’t want to be found with it, silly!
Weh want them to think she's downing
abs,
But Mareia, with relish and joyfully, read
aloud:

“CMR. JAMES LYNN ARRESTED.
TIHOUSANDS OF POUNDS INVOLVED.
PITIFUL STORIES OF VICTIMS,
WIDOW'S PATHETIC STORY."”

Marcia looked at Gwen.

“This will be Mabs’ finish,” she said
delightedly. * Absolutely her finish 1 -

paper.
“Put it ,G\ven anxiously,

And Marcia Loftus put that newspaper | Barbara,

cutting into Cicely’s book and closed it,
putting it between two others, nd when
that book wes opened in class, and Cicely
naturally enough read the eutting, and was
ordered to take it to Miss Bullivant—

It wonld, indeed. as Marcia had pro-
phesied, be the finish of Mabel Lynn!

CHAPTER 14.
The Blow Falls!

HE Fourth Form trooped into lessons

I that terncon regretfully.  The
Fourth usually did; for, after all,

the sun was shining very brightly,

and the tennis courts were deserted, and
the hockey ficld a splendid, inviting green,
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With many sighs, the bell's summens was
answered, and not the least of these sighs
came from Barbara Redfern, Mabel Lynn,
and Cicely Jerome.

Cicely had been shown all round the *
school, and, of course, there had been mnch
to sce.  She had visited the playing-fields
and inspected the grass, doing her best to

ivo a learncd opinion as to its condition.

hen they had looked over tho tennis
courls, thrown a ball at Phyllis Howell,
who was practising a service, and hur-
ricdly departed.

The gymnasium, the clock tower, the
model kitchen, and even the school kitchen
came in for inspection; although as to the
latter, the cook was in charge, and had a
few words to say about the girls going
where they had no right to be,

However, Bessie had not been with them,
or there might have been suspicion regard-

.ing some cukes that were heing made.

“And there's the bell,” Barbara said,
“Lessons.”

*Lessons ! sighed Mabel
could do iout lessons,
would be, Babs,”

“You did without them while you were
on tour,” smiled Burbara.

“1 had lessons even then, and there

't any fun attached, as there is here.
I¢s the Bull this afternoon.”

“Groans for the Bull I added Cicely, and
they all three groaned.

*“Yes, if it were Jancy I could bear it,”
agreed Barbara; “or 1f it were French.
French is stunning—no work and plenty of
fun!”

“French last lesson,”

“If only wo
what fun’ lito

o

Mahel reminded
“So cheer up, children, and lock
bright.”

They went arm-in-arm back to the school,
and were met by Clara Trevlyn and
Jomima Carstairs.

“DBuck up, slackers 1 said Clara.

“Best leg forward!” urged Jemima.
“Boeware of tho Bull. T hear we're going
i is x? business again.”
“What, old ‘x' still missing?” asked

Mabel,  “Haven't found it while I was
away?”

“Alas, alas!  Wo never shall!” sighed
Jemima.  “Scon as one is found therce's
another. Dt cheer up, me gals, 'tis to

glory we sail!”

Lhey darted along to their studies for
hooks, and then regathored on the stair-
case leading down to the Form-room. Thero
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was a hurrying and seurrying all over the
school, and the girls did not look really
iscrable, despite tho fact that lessons were
beginning.

The term was gelting nicely into swizif;
row, nnd mistresses were, as Jemima said,
getting into their stride, and ﬁndil‘l% the
faults they spent their lives looking fo

Miss Bullivant was sitting at her desk
when they arrived, and she frowned at
them.

“Hurry up, hurry up!
places at ance!”

Cicely found her place nnd sat ihere,
hardly knowing what to think about things,
Jarbara and Mabel were not far away, and
the givls sho liked best were quite near her,
Whiloe Miss DBullivant sorted out good
picces of chalk from bad, Cicely glanced
about her.

The windows were on her right, and
through them she could see the pleasant
lawns and ths gravel drive up to the school,
and the tall trees in the distance.  The
leaves of the trees were just begiuning (o
turn with the tint of autumn. Dut although
Cicely usuzlly thought that a rather sad
time ‘of the ycar, she did not feel at all sad
at the moment. She felt rather happy.

The others might groan about lessons;
but how much_better it was lo have lessons
in company with such girls than alouc with
a govorness ! ow much jollier !

‘here was Jaughior at a ridienlous gasp
of fright from Dessic Bunier as Miss Bulli-
vant %mzl addressed the fat girl, If Miss
Bullivant had bitten lier Bessie could not
Lave made more fuss.

“Don’t make that absurd noise when T
addvess you, Dessie, What are you fumbling
with in the desk?”

“Fum-fumbling? W-was I [-funbling?”

Take your

asked Dessio,
“Yes, you were fumbling.
Now! Open
one hundred

Get inlo your

kand out of the desk at once!
your books at once! Page
and four.”

There was a rostle as books were opeaed,
and Cicely found the page and looked up.
But she Liad Found something else, too, and
slie looked down again.

What she had found was, of course, the
newspaper eutting that Marcia and Ciwen
bad slipped in, and now sho stared at it
wonderingly. She saw first the reverse
side, which said only “Eeep that School-
airl Fignre,” and was obviously part of an
advertisement,  How it had got into her
now book she could not imagine.
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But as she looked she suddenly remem-
bered Bessie, and stole a glance at the fat
girl.  What splendid advice for Bessic!

Cicely caught Clara’'s eye and smiled.
Clara winked, Clara, of course, was
ready for anything to alleviale the dullness
of lessons. and as Miss Bullivant had now
turned to tha board all was well.

Miss Bullivant, when she started to
stribble on the board, often forgot that the
§xrls were there, =0 deeply intecested was
she in the problems. Consequently, Clara
lounged ack, Jemima replaced her
monocle, and Dessic Bunter's hand stole
again into her “esk, groping for a lmE of
toffee,  All the while Miss %}ulii\-:mt ept
on talking, but so fast and with so little ex-
planation that, quite unable to follow ler,
"the girls gave up the effort, and just said
“Yes, Miss Bullivant,” or “No, Miss Dulli-
vant,” just as she appeared to feel about it
herself.

Cicely slip}]’md the piece of
girl next to her, Phyllis
was at that moment arrang & small ball
of paper 1o llick across to Philippa in tho
next desk, a miniature game of tennis with
rules of its own, and only interrupted when
the rest of the Form were saying * Yes” or
“No, Miss Bullivant,” and Phyllis and
Philipf}lm felt consirained to join I

At first the game was too engrossing for
Phyllis to notice the paper.  Then she
took it up and looked inquiringly at
Cicely, who nodded towards Bessic,

Phyllis passed it to Philippa, who looked
at st in surprise.  In (he process of passing
it had beeu turned over, and now Philippa
gave a sﬂip.

“ Philippa!”

Miss Bullivant spun round from the board
and, too late, Philippa tricd to hide the
cutting. Cicpiy groaned and sighed. Bui
she did not really mind.  Indeed, she
rather wanted to be lined by the Bull, to
prove to them all that she was not a prig
who was afraid of offending mistresses.

Clara looked at Cicely, and made
grimace to express symputhy; Barbara
shook her head playfully in rebuke; while
Jemima smacked tho baele of hor hand.

paper to the
owell,  Phyllis

Miss Bullivaut leoked at Ihilippa, and
motioned to hcr fo step out to the front.

g with vou that picco of paper.”
Philippa hesiiated; but the ovder had to

bo obeyed; and, with s quick glance ab

Aabel Lynn she marched out to the front

and placed the paper on the mistress’ desk.
Purposely she torned it upside-down,
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Miss Bullivant, adjusting her glasses to
 closer focus, read aloud:

“¢Keep that Scholgirl Figuve,”
“M-me?” asked Dessie, starting up.
“Ha, ba, ha!”

“Silence ! Philippa, why wero yvou pass:
ing this ridieulous_thing across the Form?

v did you get it?”

: Bullivant turned it over, and then
her cxpression changed.  TFor on the eppo-
site sido was the account of the arrest of
Mr. Lynn, and tho paragraph had been
cut out so neatly that it was obviously that
which had been selected from the paper,
and not the advertisement, of which only
a portion showed. )

“Ah, I sce! It is this side which is im-
portant.  Philippa "—tho mistress looked
up sternly—“am I to understand that you
Lave been passing this round the Form?”
-“It was passed to me, Miss Bullivant,”
"By whom{”

“T'd rather not s:

“T passed it first,
spoke up.

Miss Bullivant looked at her keenlv, and
then smiled in a way that pcrpiexc.d Cicely,

g
Miss Bullivant,” Cicely

¥0 grim and sour it was.

“Well, 1 might have guessed it
many girls have read this report
© There was urpriso Lthen, and none was
more surprisei than Cicely. Whaf report

Iow

was that? she wondered.” No, girl, how-
ever, raised her hand. i
+ “You have read it, Philippa?” the mis-

Lress acked.

“Most of it, Miss Bullivant. I didn’t
mean to pass it on, though, of course. That
would be a horrid thing to do!”

Everyone was looking at Cicely now, and
wondering what she had done—what that
newspaper  cutting contained. IF no one
had read it, everyone was wishing that they
had, as was quifé ovident.  Dut Cicely was

looking sed. 5

“1 am amed of you, Cicely,” said
Miss Bull L. “Ts it nol cnough for a
mirl to be wodl, it broadcasting

isgr ¥
the details of her futher's shame 77
Miss Bullivant looked sideways at Mabel
Tynn; and, of comse, atlention changed
from Cicely to her. Mystery was, however,
redovbled.” Disgrace!  What was all this
about? Cicely, as much ns anyone else,
wondered that.  What was it all about?
“You have my sympathy in this matter,
Mabel,” said Miss Bullivant; *“and if you
wish to be exeused lesson you may."”
Té was not unnatoral, “in the ecircum-
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stances, that the mistress should imagine
that what the papers knew Mabel knew iu
advance; but she was wrong. abel
knew nothing at all about it, and looked
quite bewildered in consequence; but uo *
more bewildered than Cicely did,

[ don’t understand,” said Mabel.

Miss Ballivant raised her eychbrows,

“What! Don't you know that your
father——" 'Then, realising that
saying too much, she broke off: *
will say no more about it.”

But, of course, it could not be left like
that at all. Mabel now was thoroughly
elarmed.  Her fright showed in her facc
as she jumped up, white-checked.

“My" father—has anything happesed to
him? ~ An accident ?" ¥

8he was so frightoned that Miss Bullivant
decided to hand her the paragraph to rcad.

“] am very, very sorcy, Mabel,” she said,
in a far more kindly fone than they had
heard her use hefore, “And if you wish to
be excused tho remainder of the lesson, yoi
may. In any case, yon would learn this—
probably from other girls.”

Mnlmr Lynn took .the eutting, read ihc
headline, and thon staggered back,

“My father nrrested—aurvested for Fraud!
Oh, he can’t bel  There’s a mistake, it's
all wrong. It's a wicked lie!”

She was white to the lips, and her cres
blazed, as she turned to face Philippa Der-
went, who drew back in dismay.

“Where did this come from?” sho de-
manded, and then suddenly remembering
Cicely, faced that gitl, to hilippa's

(&
= I” don’t understand.

:c;‘]y jumped up in lier ,lem:te.p -
141 aper s

*This papor sags that my father has beeu
arvested for fraud,” said Mabel chol s
“It says—it says—— Oh, you know what it
s]uys, “i'f you passed it round the Form. I—

She broke down then, covering her fuco
with her bhands, and the Form jllmfn-\] up,
vestraint  quite  gone,  excited  and
whispering, and -questioning going ou
all at once.  Miss Bullivant took Mabel by
the shoulder, and then signalled to Bav.
bara to take charge of her. ;

“Silence !”  thundered  the  mistress,
“QOrder, cvoryoue! Sit down ! Don't
stand there shaking your fist at Cicely,
Clara ™ =

Dut it was some moments before the gitls
did sit down, and Cicely was nearlv in
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tears horself, for so much had the others
been talking that they had not heeded her
cxplarations. _ But she addressed hersell
now to Miss Bullivant.

“T did not pass it on because of that, I
didn’t know it was there. I_did it
hecauss of the advertisement. ¥ meant
Bossio to get it as a joke,' she said.

“Nonsonse1”  retorted Miss DBullivant
curtly. “You have behaved in a despic-
nble ‘way. X have heard that you are an
cnemy of Mabel's. Not another word, or
you will be punished. Clara! Phyllis!”

And so order was restored. But Cicely
rat in her place, her face like marble, her
heart beating furiously. She was only just
beginning to comprehend what cveryone
was thinking—that she had ecut out that
paragraph, and that she had passed it
yound the Form in triumph! And what the
others felt about that—well, it was only
tco obvious.

CHAPTER 15,

P Not Wanted]

L ABS datlinz, don't—please don't !

M lplem_dcd Burbara, as Mabel Lynn

ay in the armchair of her study
and eried as if her heart would
really break.

There was little ennurh that Darbara
could do—little enough that rhe could say
to consolo her friend. For that dreadful
varagraph could not have been an ahsolute
ibel. It was too circumstantial and too
matter-of-fact.

Suppose it were true? Barbara won-

doved,  After all, Cicely had hinted ot
comething very much like it. -If Mr.
i Mabel's

Lynn went to gmmn, why, then,
career ot school would be finished. She
would be pointed out in disgrace! Never
would sho be able to hold up her hend
again,

Barbara_had done the hest she could to
stem her friend’s tears—done all that was
possible to essure her that there might be
o mistake, and now it remained for her to
think what might happen next, and what
wonld be best_for them to do.

Barbara had to do all the organising,
and her young shoulders had often had to
hear'a heavy burden of responsibility. She
forosaw now all manner of diffieultics, but
her immediate thoughts were of Cicely
Jerome. .

After thofr reconciliation, for Cicely to
have.done this! How mean and despie-
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able! And yet how utterly unlike her!
But Lthat mada it worse, because there was
no doubt that she had dene it, and, there-
fore, all that Barbara could think was that
Cicely was an utterly unrcliable girl—a
hypocrite.

Mabel raised her face from tho cushion,
and Barbara steoped down, dabbing her
eyes and trying to be cheerful,

“Poor old Mahs!” she whispered softly.
“T tell you it’s all a mistake. It’s anothor
man, of course.”

But Mabel would nof. be comforted, and
now, rvepressing her sobs, she sat up and
looked across their small study.

“It's true! It's true! Cicely has been
hinting at it all along. But daddy isn't
guilty. They'll find that out. The, ro
]:ﬂ;[oll!;% because he has got rich, that’s what
1t is

“That's what it is,” agreed Barbara, who
would have assented to anything that was
likely to o Mabel comfort. *Of course
that's it, dear. Angd it will ell come out,
and he'll bo cleared.”

Mahol bit her lip fretfully, and twisted
and untwisted the wet hanky that was in
lier hands. She was thinking of all manner
of things—of what the_girls would say; of
how her mother would be suffering at homo.
How beastly everything would be until her
father’s name was cleared!

“T11 be all over the school " she said,
her lips guivering.

“No, no We must make them keep

quiet,” said Barbaro. DBut she must hevo
knawn teally that that was hopeless. It
would be all over the school—end by tea-
time, too!
. ““And _Cicely—Cicely found it and passea
it round after—after—" Mabcl ‘broke off,
and then looked up at Barbara. “8he must
have heard rumours about it before she
came here.”

“T supposc she must!” frowned Barbara.
“DBut they're all wrong.”

“She thinks my faihor has rabbed her of
her money and her home!  Oh, but daddy
wouldn't do that! Fo simply wouldn't!
1It's baastly of them to say it

Mabel started to walk up and down tho
study in restless excitement, and Barbara
walked with her Suddenly Mabel stepped
and _turned to Barhara. .

“Bahs, 1 want {o send o telogram, or
telophono .or remething., I must find out
tha temih, Ohb. 1 must! I shall go crazy
if T don't!”

“[asily done,” said Barbara, in ber com-
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i‘;f.“"g way, “Fll do it for you, dear, shall

"No, no! I will. T want to talk to
muminy. Poor darling, she will be in such
nstato! I wish I could go home. I wish
I had stayel at home.”

““Oh, Mabs!” Barbara slipped her arms
round lLer fricnd’s shoulder and sighed.
“Bnt ow what you mean, sten,
dear!  We'll go and phono and see if it's
true.  That’s all wo can do. First lesson
will end in a minute,”

hat was a warning, and Mabel certainly
did not want to meet the other girls yet,
She wanted most cf all to telephone home
and ' obtain reassurances. But her faco
was tear-stained, and the last thing she
wanted was thalb the others should see her
n this state,

“I'va g;ut to put a brave face on it,

Babs,” she muttered, “I mustn’t scem de-
pressed.”
“‘That’s the spiril!” cheered Barbara.

“8uff upper lip, as Jemima always eays.
Chin up and o straight left.  Just treat
the whole accusation with scorn.”

“And contempt,” added Mabel. “That’s
tho line I'm goiug to take. I don’t loak
as though I've been erying 7" she pleaded.

But, of course, she did; she looked as
though she had been crying her eyea oui—
which she had. .

Barbara, of course. was factlul, and sug-
gested remedies-—such as cold water, an

ntle sponging, and opening the eycs and
shutting them  tight—to make ~“smile
wrinkles,”

Mabel did overyihing possible when they
went up to the dormitory. = The bell for
the end of the first lesson rang. and thev
decided to stay away from second losson
and risk gelting into a bother, Mabel
would bo excused, anyway, and Barbara
was not goiug to leave her friend alone
now.

Thoy did not expect to sce any of the
others, Lecatse lessons went straight on
one after the other, cxeept for the moment
or two when they Do withoutl a mis-
tress.  Dut thev received a visitor, all the

same.

It was Cicely Jerome.

Cicely had | £t the Form-toom close upon
Mina Bullivant’s and before the givls
ad had a «han o ask her questions.
First, in fra huste, she had gone lo
Mubel’s study; and then, gressing the
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next likely spot, she had made Ler way
to_the dormitory.

When sho entered Mabel had finished ber
task of hiding the traces of tears, and
ooked just haughty and defiant, while Bare
bara frowned,

“0Ob  hera you are!” Cicoly
* Thaak goodncss I've found you 1"

“Well 7 sad Mabel coldly.

It was not afnod reception, but il was
what Cicely ued expected.

“I want to explain about that paragraph.
I dide’t know what it said. I found it in
my book—really I did.  And then 1 saw -
that avout keeping a schoolgirl figure, and
it tickled me so I want it passed to
Bessie to see,” sho explained breathlessly.
But she saia it, too, with a einking bearr,
knowing that Mabel was not listening at
all sympathetically, and hed shown signs
of disbelief.

“That's what you say,” Mabel returned.
when Cicely had finished. “But you don't
expeet me to believe it, surely?  'Of courso
vou know what it said on the paper.
Philippa read it, Vhy not you? nd
isn't it what you have been saying? Aren't
you glad now that you've gob proof—well.
enyway, proof that olher people think the
samo I

Cicely looked quile pethetic then,  She
was miserablo at heart, and near to tears
osrsolf out of sympathy for Mabel.

“No, T am not glad,” sho eaid, in a low
voice. “'I'm not glad, Mabcl; I'm fright-
fully sorvy. I Lknow what it must mean for
you, having your home sold up.”

Cicely said that from the bottom of her
heart. Her own homo had been soid up,
And il Mr, Lynn went to prizon—il he had
to make g that monoy—well, Muabel
would suffer all that Cicoly had suffored
and worse. It was pure sympathy, and
yob it was not taken as that. ut Mabel
was as juslified in her woy of taking it
as Cicely bad been in her offer of
sympathy.

“My gooadness! Rub it in!” said Mabel.
“You want me to sco all that it is going o
mcan!”

““Yes, for goodness’ sake, dvy up!” added
Barbara sharply.

“I wasn't rubbing it in. Oh, Dabs-
Mabel, I didn’t mean it liko that!" Cicely
pleaded.

“Well, what else did you mean ?” asked
Mabel bitterly, “It’s your hour of triumph,
of course, You've lost all your moncy, and

said.
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now you think I'm going to lose mine, 1
suppose it's only natural you shounld crow!”
sho ended unhappily, and sank down on the
bed, very near to tears again,

Cicely clenched her hands.

“I wish you wouldn't misunderstand me.
I'm not trying to crow—I'm not really,
Mabs! T'm over so sorry!”

“I don’t want your pity. For goodness'
suko go!” Mabel cried furiously.

Barbara pointed to the door.

“Yes, go, Cicely,” she implored. *You
caw’t expect us to believe that you've
turned so suddenly. I thought you were
friends before dinner, but now that this
proof has come—well, naturally you don’t
tako back what you have said, You hate
Mabel.”

“1 don't—oh, I don’t!” cried Cicely.
“Oh, Babs, won't you understand me? I
didn’t send that piece of paper round know-
ing what it had on it _If I had zeen
that 1’d have torn it up—I would, really.”

“But you think my father guilty "' asked
Aabel.

Cicely sighed.

“¥Yes, I do, because—— But Mabs, it's
not your fault. I'm not blaming you.”

But Mabel turned her back on her, and
Cicely wont out of the dormitory, her heart
heavy. In the corridor she naused, realising
that nothing could be gained by staying,
heedless of the fact that she should have

one down to lessons. Her mind scemed
in such a whirl that she hardly knew what
to_think at all,

It was true, all that she had hinted.
Mahel Lynn’s father was responsible for
thoir loss of fortune. It was his fault that
their home had been sold up. She eaid
that sho hated him. Well, his wrong was
still the same, and there was proof now.
Did she not hate him1

She conld not find it in her heart to deny
that. She did hate him. He had ruined
not enly her grandmother, but hundreds of
others.  How could one help hating a man
like that? But Mabel—poor Mabel—she
had done no wrong, and yet she was to
suffer for the wrongs of her father! Tor
Mabel, Cicely felt the deepest sympathy.
She was living through again, for Mabel,
all that she iad suffered when tho first
blow had fallon upon her own homo.

Now the tables were turned. The biter
was bitten, He, who had ruined homes—
if the report were true—was himself ruined.
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Now was the time to be triumphant, to feet
that vengeance had been done—if one could
ever feel that way; but Cicely could not,
Especially could she not hate Mabel Lynn.

And hatred just now Mabel might have
horne. She might havo felt that Cicely,
believing what sho did, was justified. Dut
pity—sympathy, she could not bear that. It
was like heaping coals of fire on her head.

But who would understand how Cicely
feli¥ Who would believe that inwardly
she was not crowing? Who would ever
believe that it was not she who had cut
that paragraph from the paper and broad-
cust it? nd who, now, would doubt
that she had spoiled Mabel’s dresses out
of revenge?

Yet it was not of thoso things that Cicely
thought as she went back to the Form-room
to roceive punishment for her absence, but
of Mabol Lynn; of what would happen to
her; for now ﬁer first. liking for Mabel,
half-stifled by her dislike of Mr. Lynn, had
grown into something stronger. Mabel was
her chief concern—it was Mabel who had
to be studied now!

CHAPTER 16.
Public Opinion!

HE uews was all over CLE House
by tea-time, even as Barbara had
said that it would be. There was
not a Form that did not know about

Maubel's father, Some girls even went to
tho length of buying newspapers, although
that was against the rules.

Connio Jackson probably had something
to do with it; but there really was a con-
siderable number of newspapers fluttering
about in_ the school.

Could it be true? That was the question
that everyone asked. And the answer that
almost everyone gave was that it was in
tho paper. And 1f papers printed things,
they were tiue. That, after all was said
and done, was a fundamental truth,

Graco Woodficld, whose father was a
newspaper editor, said that cverything that
uppeared in a newspaper was absolutely
truth—so ohviously it was. If the Fourth
had only lieard that, they would have im-
mediately declared that everything that
was published in a newspaper was clearly
an untruth, DBut they were not conecrned
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with Grace's - dictums then,
worried about the news.

What a sensation, if it were truel

In next to no time it came to bo whis-
pered about the school that some girls’
parents had been ruined in the general
smash, and that their loss of fortune was
direcetly attributable to Mr. Lynn,

There was a girl in the Third Form, it
was said, who had not heen able to return
to Clif House simply bocause her father
bhad been swindled by Mr. Lynn. And
then, naturally enough, it was said about
every girl who had not retwrned to CLMf
House after the previous term.

In most of those examples there was no
vestigs of truth at all; 'g)nt TUMOM'S Were
apt to fly at Clif House, and lose nothing
at all in transit.

All told, Mabel Lynn felt life was going
to_be unbearable.

Sho did not, naturally encugh, hear all
the stories that were current, but when she
did go down to the post to send a long
letter to her mother, she could not be un-
conscious of the looks she was receiving.

Whevever sho went she attracted atten-
tion, and girly’ heads would go together,
and there wonld be a good deal of whis-
pering. Seniors and juniors alike went out
of their way to take a look at her, until
sho vowed she would stay in ler sludy
for good.

Barbara Redfern became very angry, and

irls who tried to find out from Darbara
how Mabel was feeling received very short
shrift indeed. rbara was standing by
Mabel, and she was not going to inke part
in_any kind of gossiping.

Very soon, however, almost before tea
had been finished, Cicely’s name was con-
nocted with Mabel’'s. Girls remembered
they had heard something about Cicely
hating Mabel, and of revenge,

Consequenily, the Fourth Form corridor
became a cenfro of considerable interest
with those who wanted to find out the

they were

ruth.

Fifth-Formers who pretended not to know
that such a Form cxisted went down to
have a chat, and tho Fonrth Form made
the most of it, assuming mysterfous, signi-
ficant looks that suggesfed thal they could
sy a good deal if only they wanied to.

Flora, Cann, the Fifth TForm captain,
tried to get the latest details, and had the
good fortune to reach the Tourth Form
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corridor just as Cicely Jerome came ont
of the study into the corridor, end Ilora,
who knew her by sight, called out:

“Cicely! Here!”

Cicely, her face pale, turned to face Flora. °

8ho rcmembered Flora quite  well—re-
membered the day of her arrival at Clitf
House, and Clara's pointing out the girl
to her and saying that she couldn’t do
anything but swank. Flora’s manner now
was lofty in the extreme,

“I want to ask you about Mabel,” said
Flora, “whether it is true her lather is a
swindler.”

“1 don’t know,"” said Cicely coldly.

“Well, it's true, isu't it, that your people
lost their money through him¥” persisted
Flora. “Decause we want to get to thae
bottom of all this. It's a pretty fine thing
to_ have a girl here whose father is a
eriminal, you know.'"

She was not noticing Cicely, but Cicely’s
brows were knit in a heavy frown of anger.
Sho could not sco what it had to do with
Flora Cann, and certainly sho had no in-
tention of gratifying that girl's curiosity.

“It's prelty fine to have a girl like Muhe!
here,” agreed Cicely. “And it's a pity
there_aren’t more like her.”

“What? Bot I thought yon hated le
esked Flora, in amazement, “If it's true
about bher father, you mugt hate hor!”

“T don’t hate her,” returncd Clicely.
“I'm sorry. I think she’s having a very
rough time,” she corrected hersell, “ And
all the decent girls are rallying round ler,
of course. It doesn't matter much what
the others think, does it 7" sho asked, look-
ing at Flora rather queerly, as though she
included her in the latter category.

“H’m 1" said Flora thoughtfully, “T sup-
pose the Form is ashamed of her aud
doesn't like the rest of the school knowing.
IVll ruin that concert yow're geiting
if Mabel plays the lead. Everyoue will
stay away—"

Cicely turned fo walk away, and would
have left Flora to falk to the cmpty air;
before she could go more than a slep or
there came a rush of many steps on the
staircase, and into the corridor poured
Fourth-Formers and Thivd-Formers in =«
erowd.

“There sha ir!”

“There's Cicely

“She’ll know!™

“Uooduess, won't she be glad!”
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Cicely drew back as the horde advanced
and gathered about her excitedly, anxicus
for news.

“Sho know it all along,” said one girl.

“ Aven't you glad, Cicely, that the biter's
bitten ¥ asked another,

*He's ruined thousands and thousands!”

And it was when Lhcij were clamouring at
their most that two eilent figures came up
the staircase, One was Darbara Redfern,
and by her side was u girl with a white,
drawn face—Mabel Lynn.

“YWas it your people who
arrosted, Clieely 77

*Yes, it was her people!”

had him

CHAPTER 17.
Misunderstood]

% 183 PRIM!”
M “Look out!”
The crowd becamo suddenly

silent. One or two girls tried to
sneak into studies, Others belonging to
other Forms could find no way of escape,
«0 yvomained there, looking meok; but
Cicely drew herself up and faced Miss Prim-
yoso fearlessly. )

Miss Primroso regarded tho crowd with
grave displeasure, 5

“What is all this commotion? Why are
vou girls not starting your preparation?
1Tow dare you make such’'a noisel”

Marcia hung her bead; Gwen tiied to
ook as though she were an innocent party
who had been hemmed in by the crowd
when she had wanted to . scape.

Miss Primrose surveyed them zll, and she
was probably not deceived biy any of them.
She had been in charge of girls for too
many years not to know which were the
black sheep amongst her flock,

“Is this a meeting 7" sho asked,

“In "a way,” admitted Marcia.
were talking about Mabel Lynn.”

“T thought as mmch.”

“] suppose she'll have to leave CIl
Iouse 1”7 asked Agnes White boldly.

Miss Piimross pgave Agnes a hard,
measuring look, as Cicely saw; and it was
elear to her, if not to the others, that Miss
Primroso would allow no persecution. II
the others did not understand that from:
her laoks, her words left no doubt.

*1 fail to sce, Agnes, what business thal

“We
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is of yours. I do not qu
you girls learned the n

“From Cicely,” said Marcia,

Cicely flared up.

“That isn't {rue at all.”

But Miss Primrose held up her hand.

“Rilence, Cicely. Mise Bullivant has
already told me of whet happencd in the
Form-room., Where you obtained the cat-
ting from ihe newspaper I do not know,
and T am not going to inquive. But J am
disgusted that you should bave endeavoured
to brand ono of your schoolfcilows by cir-
culating it.”

“Oh, Miss Primrose, but I dido’¢1”

s Imieed. weo saw you,'” put in Marcia,

Cicely turned upon her, cyes gleaming.
She had liad sbout cnough of Marcia.

““Someone put it into my buok,” she said.
“1 saw the other side—an adverlisement—
and T passed it on, meaning Bessic to get

iite nnderstand how

it—

“Oht That's fine? mocked Gwen,

“What a Iibhcri"xmid Agnes.

Miss Primrose spoke shavply anl angrily.

“How dare you bicker in my presencel
I will not have it! I know quite well what
heppened in the Form-room, and I am able
to draw my own conclusions. Dut what 1
want you all to understand is that there
must be no perscoution of Mabel Lynn,
Understand that, Cicely!”

Cicely started.

“17 1 do not wish to persceute her, Miss
Primrose !

“As long as yon do not do so, it will be
all right. But I will tolerate nothing of
the sort. Whatever Mabel’s father may or
may nct have done, Mabel is not held to
bleme in any wey, and please rvemember
that until Mr. Lynn is proved guilty, ho
must be assumed innocent.”

“Yoas, Miss Primrose,” said Cicoly
quietly, but her heart ached.  That Miss
Primrose should think her spiteful! Should
imagine that she wished to (riumph in
this disaster and persccute Mabel—how hard
it was, when her true feclings were of pityt

“And you, Cicely, T tnke it that you
have changed your mind since this morn-
ing 7 asked Miss Primrote,

“1 have not, Miss Primrose. I want to
be f'x;i':nds. but Mabel won’t be friends with
me.

Mazcia Loftus winked, and madged Gwen.
Gwen Cook suiggered. Aud what conelu-
sion conld Miss Irimrose draw frem Lhab,
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Cicely wondered, but the onc that those
girls wished her to draw-—that Cicely was
telling untruths? .

The look Miss Primrose gave Cicely
showed thrt she had noticed thoso winks
and the nudging, and bad indeed inferred
that Cicely was a hypocrite.

Cicely could have cried oub with fury.
But what could she do? She was lelpless
against theso  cunning  schemers. ow
could Miss Primroso believe a word she
said pnow!? How could the hendmistress
understand her feclings in the matter?

1 quito apprecinto your feelings with
regard to your loss of fortune,” seid Miss
Primro<e, « little more kindly. “DBur,
even so, there is mever an excuse for ven-
geance, The law will take its course, and
it is not for us fo interfere in any way.
Revenge is always despicable, Remember
that, Cicely, and I am sure yeu will profit
by it.”

Miss Primrose turned away, and there
was silence after she had gone, broken only
by Marcia’s restrained giggling.  Cicoly
looked after the headmistress, and then
walked after s
* Marcia caught her sleeve, and then Ciecly
wheeled round with such a blazo of angor
in her eves, and her hand drawn back so
menacingly that Sarcin really feared she
was going to be struck,

But the blow did not fall, Cicely dropped
her hand to her side, freed herself from
Marcia's hand with a curt, contemptuous
shako, and then walked down the corridor.

Sho was guivering with suppressed tears,
She wanted to run after Miss Primrose and
hiold her by foree until the true story had
been heard. And yet what good would
that do?

It was her own words that had brought
about this wnhappy sitvation, If she
not slarted by “cutting ¥ -Mabel, by
naming her as an coemy, none of this
would have happened.

“Oh, what & fonl I wast T did feel venge-
ful—I did—and il was wrong!” she told
hierself miserubly.

Aimlessly she wandered down the stairs
inte the hall, and pansed there, TFriends
she could have if sho would side with
Marcia Loftus, Gwen Cook, and the others,
Lut they were not girls she wonld have for
friends.

The girls she really liked—Dals, Jomima,
Clara, Marjorie, Phyllis Howell, well, they
would Lavo nothing to do with a girl who
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persecuted Mabel! It was her own faulf,
she told herself, and thero was nothing sho
could do, Even if she offered the hand
of friendship, it would be accepted as
pst.romsin_;?, offonsive pity—just a way of
showing that she was now top dog, just a-
way of underlining her revige!

Was there nothing at all she could do?
For Mr, Lynn she felt no sympathy, but
he would not suffer alone. There was
Mabel.  Poor Mabel—her wholo futura
was ruined, Always sho would be labelled
as the daughter of the swindier.

Worst of all, was it not her grandmother's
solicitors who had brought the charge, who
had raised it'all up? It was she, then, and
her own people, who were hounding down
Mr, Lynn—and Mabel.

Suddenly she turned and locked across
at the monitresses’ room. The telephono
was in there. Suppose sho telephoned to
her grandmother and told her about Mabel,
It was a sudden and seemingly brilliant
idea, She had the wild hope that che might
even now be able to end all this Gisgrace;
that Mr. Lynn might bo mada to pay tho
money back in some way'so that ne ono
would be ruined.

“Qh, goodness—I wonder if it can hap-
pen?” sho gasped. “It must! Oh, it must
—and I shall have saved Mabel|”

She ran across the hall and burst open
tho dour of the monitresses’ room alter a
hurried knock., Two girls were in there,
talking angrily—Stella Stone and Counie
Jackson.

They broke off sharply when Cicely
entered, and she looked from ono fuce to
the other—from Stella to Connic. Stell
had spoken to her kindly, but it was not
a kind look that Stella gave her now.

“Well 2" sho said.

“QOh, please—please could I uso the fele-
phone? It's most frightfully important aud

urgent. I want to ielephone my grand-
mother.” "
Stella pursed her lips. Connic shrugged

her _shoulders. _ 4
“T've got some work to do,” gaid Connic
sulkily, and then amazingly changed her
note, almost as though an idea had oceurred
to her. “Still, if sho won’t be Jong—"
“Yos, you can use it,” said Stella, and
gave Cicely a look of grent disapproval.
Cicely looked back at her, hurt and dis-
appointed.  Why hadn’t Stella smiled?
Why that frowning leok? She watched
Stella a3 the captain of the school weut
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aut of the room, but Stella did not look
Lack, and closed the door rather hard.

Connio Jackson gathered up her papers.

“You ncedn't go,” said Cicely, *If—il
you're working, I mean!”

«Qn, I'll go,” snid Connie. “Mustn’t
liear anything that's important and secret.
Got a new clue to hound down Mr. Lymn
with? Is that it9” <
No,” said Cicely sharply. *“That is not
it—quite the roverse, in fact.”

“(loing to save him?” said Connixz: open-
ing Lor eyes. Then shoe langhed. **Well,
I supposo that would anno Mabel more
than anything—if you tried to save hor
father at this stage. The_nu_li}o heroine
relenting, and saving the villainess, Sort
of Beau Gesto, ch?’

“I'm not doing it for
ink it's horrid of you!”

that reason. I
gaid Cicely

warmly. “Can’t enyone believe I have a
good molive?”
“Ilardly,” said Covnie, “¥You ought to

have heard what Stella was saying about
you, tool”

“Stella—about me ' Cicely was aghast,
“QOh, goodness| What was sho saying?
I noticed the look she gave me. tella
doosn't hate me?  Ob, please say she
doesn’t | She’s been such a brick I

If Cicely had been wiser, she would have
known that that was just enough to lead
Conpie on to make things sccm very black.

“Fate you? Oh, well,. Stella has prim
ideas. She docsn’t agree with vengeance,
vou know. Still, I don't blame you, It's
your turn now, So naturally you wish to
wake the lest of it, ch?”

“Stella thinks that1” gasped Cicoly.

“\Well, everyone does, and that’s the
truth. First the dresses, and now this little
{riumph 1"

Connie went out of the room, leaving
Cicely staring, and Cicely was standing
there some minutes before sho went to the
telophone.  But she did go at last her face
grim. Whatever they said, surely it was
hottor to save Mr. Lynn than not? What
Jid it matier what they said? Mabel
would be glad, really.

But, alas! There were no London
numbers in the telephone bool, and too
late Cicely realised that by now her grand.
mother would have left the hotol and found
a flat, Letters would be forwarded. but
pol telephone messages,
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“Oh, bother! And I can't, anyway.
They'll think I was ouly boasting, Oh,
goodness—what a mistake1”

She went erimson with shame at her
foolishness. If only she had not let them
know her intentions! Now it would look
as though she had been bluffing. t

Chagrined, she waited for a-momoent or
two, and then went out of the room.
Connie was not far away in tho hall, and
looked as though she had been nearer be-
fore the door opened. ;

“Iinished P asked Connie, with a sneer.

“Ves, thunk you. I—I couldn’t get the
nuomber.”

“QOh, that was it?” and Connic gave a
short Jaugh that made Cicely loathe her
more than cver. She would ?lave loathed
her cven more if she bad known whab
took place next.

Connie, as soon as Ciccly was on her way
upstairs, went back into the monitresses’
room and took the receiver from the tele-
phene.

“ Iriardale 49, sho said, after consulting
the local nowspaper that lay on the table.
A moment later she spoke again. “'I want
to spoak to tho news editor, pleose.”

Anxiously she looked towards the door
and then spoke quickly and in an altered
voice into the mouthpicee.

“T thought you'd like to know that tha
daughter of the swindler, Lynn, is a Cliff
Houso girl—at school now, in case you'd
like to interview her.”

That was all, and the reeciver was hung
up again. Threo or four minutes later
Stella re-entered the room, and locked
surprised to sce Connie there.

“hat was @ quick call for a trunk[”
sho said. 1 eame to fetch a book.”

“Y dow't suppose it was a trunk-call,”
said Connie. “The kid was Dbluffing.
More likely ib was a local call”

i{-‘uf-ul]:x lifted the roceiver of the tele-

1ONC.
“YWhat was the last call from here?”” she
asked. “Ta what number?”
“Friardale 49—the lecul newspaper,”
answered the girl :
Connie glanced wp innocontly and saw
Stella frown heavily. But Stella did
not say anything. = Looking very grim,’'
sho went out of the room, and Connio
winked at the wall and then settled down
to her work, not at all perturbed by what
she had done,
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CHAPTER 18,

Nothing to Say!
ICELY kept to herself the next morn-
‘ ing when the Fonrth-Formers took
tho air before breakfast, For the
Fourth Torm was now divided into
camps—those who meant to stand by Mabel,
and those who meant to let her sharo her

father’s blame.

If sho had wished, Cicely could have
been quite a heroine. There were many
girls in the school who would have liked
a chat with her. She was pointed out as
much as Mabel was, and in o different
way. Lvoryone said ‘‘poor kid »* when
she passed by, and cveryone knew that
she had come to Cliff House because her
prandmother  had  lost all her money
through Mr. Lynn.

No one knew or cared how tho money
had been lost, or what Mr. Lynn had
roally done, but the word “swindler”
scemed to fit the case, and Mabel becamo
known quickly as the swindler's daughter.
Cicely, of course, was the victim.

But Cicely did not_want to be that sort
of horoine at all.  Sho looked yearningly
towards the gronp of girls that escorted
Mabel Lynn deliantly across the guad-
rangle, and she hoped that she did look
yearning and nob triumpliant.

Ilaving nowhere clse to_go, she strolled
down to the gates, where Piper, the school
porter, sat outside his lodge with one or
iwo girls near.

“Do let’s see the paper, Piper.” urged
Froda Foote, * Be o Briton, you know.”

“Tain't allowed, Miss Freda. I know
what you want to see. He'll get seven
vears all right.”
father will?

“Mahs' Seven years?’’
gasped Freda.  “Oh, crumbs!  Poor old
Mabs!”  And  Freda, for once, was
scrious. .

Cicely stood appalled, not realising that
Piper was drawing on his imagination,
and knew mo more than anyone else
whether Mr, Lymm would Dbe adjudged
guilty or innocent of 1he charges brought
agoinst him.

“Faney, soven years!” said Freda, in
Lollow tones, “In prison! Faney not
scoing your father for seven vears!™

“ (loadness " said Phyllis Tlowell mourn-
fully, “How dreadful!”
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IMer eyes were sofb with sympathy for
Mabel.

“Protky awful for thom what's last their
savings in ’is wild-cab schemes,”  sai

iper.,

“Wild-cat schemes ? Was he trying to
ell wild cuts?” asked Freda, not able to
lose tha chance of a little mild humour.

“No, he warn't,” said Piper. “I can’t
tell you what it was all about, because it
was complicated financo which you wouldn't
understand,’’

Freda winked at Phyllis.

“Never mind, When we're grown up
and as clever as Piper we shall under-
stand all about finanee,” she said con-
solingly. “Won't we, Fiper?”

“Tt ain't no laughing matter, There's
Migs Cicely over there,” said Piper, indi-
cating her with his pipe. “‘8he’s lost all
her money. It says so in the paper.”’

Cicely gave an excited jump and looked
towards the group.

“My bat! Is that so?” asked Freda.
“Phew! Aren't wo getting famons, Piper!
I lost sixpence down a drain yesterday.
My photograph is not there, by any
chance 1

“his ain’t a comie paper, Miss Frede,”
said Piper, *Haw, haw, haw!”

gt it? asked Freda, vallying well
“Why, I thought your photograph was
there—look 1"

“That—that’s an advertisement
¢ Monkey Brand,'” said Piper.

Freda ran off laughing, with Phyllis
Howell; and Piper, when the subilety of
the remark had dawned upen him, frowned
heavily, and tried to think of a retort.
But his eyes alighted upon Cicely, and he
contorted his weatherbeaten featurcs into
a look of pity.

“Bad busincss this ’ere, miss,”” he said.

“Yes, very bad,” said Cicely shortly.

“Shocking bad,” Piper rambled on.
“It's all about ycr Qi“m,m in the paper.
An’“a]l about Mr. Lynn being arrested,

too.

Cicely bit Ler lip vesatiously. I that
wero in the paper it would make it all
more than ever an affair between the Lynns
and the Jeromes. 1t would look more than
ever like revengel

“Gob your own back, like,"” said Piper,

for

and then jumped up as a man came in at
the gate,
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Cicely took a look at the man, and then
stared at tho large leather case he had
with bim, Another man entered the gato

o

“Good-morning I’ said the first man.

#This is Cliff House School?”

“1t is,” said Piper proudly, as ihough
Le had made it. “All of it is. And I'm

the porter.”
#Js Miss Mabel Lynn here, by any
chance?’ asked the sccond man. *We're

from the local paper, I've been requested
fo obtain en interview with Miss Lynn.
Here's my card.” i

“ Reporters ! exclaimed Piper.

Cicely drew back, They wero the very
fust people that sho wished to meet. And
Mabel! Surely they were not going to
ask her questions? Foor Mabel

But worso was to come. Tho man
‘with tho lenther caso_had taken out &
camera and was adjusting it. -

“VYou can’t come in_herc. Not going
to take mny photograph for the paj ers,”
said Piper. *'Tain’t allowed. Miss Prim-
rose don’t "old with it,”

“You'ro not Miss Lynn?” asked one of
{he reporters, turning to Cicely.

#J—oh, no! Miss Lynn's out,” said
Cicely primli'. “T'm afraid you've come
on a partiewlarly hopeless quest.”

“ghe's Miss Jerome,” said Piper un-
thinkingly.

IBOH‘ men started, and exchanged
g

ances.

“Ys ihat so—Miss Jerome? Then
yow're the granddaughter of Mrs. Jeromo
—is that so?”

Cicely looked from one to the other
anxiously. But others had been attracted
by theso visitors, and now who should be
coming across but Mabel Lyon and her
friends, wondering what all this was.

“Will {nu let mo have a photograph,
miss?” asked the photogropher.

“No, nol Please don’t tako mol”

Cicely covered her face with her hands,
as the man raised his camera.

Bub now the other gitls in the quad-
rnnglq, seeing @ photographer, camo
hurrying forward, Marcia Loftus, Gweén
.Cunk, Agnes White on onoe side, and, keep-
ing away from them, Barbara Redfern,
with- Mabel Lynn, Clara Trevlyn and
Jemima Carstairs.
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Cicely drew away ler hands, hearing
tho others; and the camera man gave &
nod of satisfaction.

“And is Miss Lynn here?” ho asked.

Cicely turned ab once.

*Mabs!"” she cried warningly, but she
did not realiso that she was doing the
worst possible thing for Mabel.

“Qh, that's Mabs!” said the man; and
elick | went the comera again, while Mabel
Lynn stared open-eyed, wondering what on
carth it was all about, yet thinking that
it was nothing to her & vantage.

“I'm a reporter, miss,” explaincd the
other man, ““And if there’s anything you
can say, I'd like to make a noto of it.
Just a few words, you know. All this
came os a great shock to you, of course—
about your father?"

Mabel Lynn stood and stared, while the
crowd grow to tremendous proportions.
Marcin Loftus and Gwen Cook exchanged
excited glances, and struggled through tho
erowd to Cicely.

“(toodness ! Now's your chanee, Cicely,™
said Marcia bmath\nss!;;, “Bpin them a
long yarn. Go on, do 1"

“Yos, doi” added Gwen.
it, of course. What funl
paper, and perhaps in a
t00.”

Moanwhilo, Mabel stared at the reporter,
speechless.

yust @ few words, miss,” he coaxed.
«1 ‘have been nsked to intcrview you on
behalf of tho paper.’”

hen Mabel Lynu found her voice.

“How dare you!” she exclaimed. L o
won't say nr?thing except that I love my

“They'll love
All in the local
London paper,

father, and L know he is innocent. It's &
wicked falsehood to say that he has robbed
anyone! Ho is tho dearest man in all the
world 1 ;

But the reporter was taking it all down
in shorthand, It was just what he
wanted.

Then Barbara squeezed Mabel's arm.

“Jg's all right,” she said, “Ilerc comes
Stellal” .

“"Ware Stella!” said Marcla. “Go out
into the lane with them, Cicely, and spin
the yarn!”

But Cicely stood quite still, lpoking to-
wards Stella Stone, who bore down upon
;he erowd, an angry expression on her
ace.
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CHAPTER 1.
Miss Primrose Intervenes.
S’L‘ELLA STONE advanced towards the

group ut the gates, and it was obvions
that she was cxtremely angry. _ Sho
was even more angry than Mabol
Fgnn herself, and Cicely struggled o free
herself from Mareia and Gwen, who tried
to push her forward,
“What is all this?” Stella demanded
sternly, looking at the two men, and from
thom to Piper, the porter. “Piper; why did
you allow these people in at the gates’r”
“f couldn't help it, miss, I roally
couldw’s. ‘These 'ere reporters are o push-

ing-——

“Please leave this school immediately!”
eaid Stella, turning to the reporters,

“Certainly. I think_ we’ve finished!™
said the young man to his colleague.

h, yes' DIve all the information I
require.”

Mabel Lynn, her face white, struggled
free_from her friends.

“Yon are not o publish that photo-
graph 17 she cried fievcely.

“Sorry, but we have to ohey orders "
said the man, with a faint emile.

They tnrned to the gates, and some of ihe
girtls gave a faint cﬁc.‘cr, at which Stella
spun round and, singling out ringleaders,
senttered lines so briskly that the che 4
died,  She was pot, however, finished with
tho reporiers, for 'she followed them out
into the lane, where the girls—at risk of re-
ceiving further punishment—went, wo.

Stella did her very best to. dissuade the
men from making use of any information
they had gained, and requested them to
eall wpon Miss Primrose.  But the men
had a ear waiting outside, and, thanking
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Mabel is suffering enough?  Ilave you no
feclings at all|”

Marcia drew back, and then scowled.

“That's fine from voul” she jeered.
“You scem to have a lot of feeling for
Mabel, 1 must say! Why don’t you tell
them how much you love her, and how
sorry you are her father's been arrested
You hypocrite!”

The engine of tho car liad been started,
ana e had evidentiv made up their
minds to go, co Siclla Stone turned back
to the echool, She looked at the girls as
though secking for comcone, and at once
wade for Cicely.

“Clcely,” sho said, “was it you who fold
th porters thui Mabel wis at schoel
here?”

Cicoly gave & start of genuine surprise.

“I7 Goodness, no, Stella!™ she replied.
*“Why should 177

The whole crowd had now turned its at-
tention upon ner, and she found that none
too pleasant. As for Stella, her iuce
showed her anger, and Cicely could have
cricd nloud to know that such a lool was
for hor from Stelle, whom she so much ad-
mired.

“Stella, you ran't Lelieve I did that?™”
she cried pleadingly.

“You will como to Miss Primrose with
me!” said Stella, * You see, I boppened
to inquire 1n the movitress-room what call
had been put through after yew used the
telephone—and it was to the local paper!”

There was a murmur of amazement from
the nssembled eirls. Mobel Lymn, who
had been silent, surrounded by her friends,
now gave an angry exclamation.

“Cicely, youl” she cricd.  “Oh,
conld you!”

how

Stella, said that they really bad to hurry | * My hat! IE that isw’t the limit!" eaid

back without delay. Clara, “1 never heard of such a beastly
Cicely stood baek in the crowd, her heart “’1ﬁk' o

pun st ws she wondered what sort of Shame |

report would car in the paper. That
paor Mabel's wretchedness should be made
publie scomed terrible to her, but she saw
that no possible form of interference could
do any good now. But liow she hoped
that Miss Primrose would bo nble to do
something !

“Aren’t you going {6 tell them any-
thing 7" Marcia Loftus whispered in hor
eur.

Cieely turned upen her in fury.

“Indecd, I'm not! Don't you think

Cicely stared at Stella unbelin\'inily,
uite unable to make head or tail of what
she had heard. _She knew quito well that
she had not made a |‘Ele¥hm|e call at all,
since she had forgotton her number, and
how Stella could say such a thing passed
her comprehension.

“But—but I didnt have a cell at all1”
<ho managed to gasp. I didn't, Teallyl
1—1I forgot the number!”

A murmur came from Marcia ab that.

~ Petter tell a better one thau thati” she
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said behind her hand, but in a voice that

carricd well. “Stella’s not a fool!"
“Yes, you had certainly better find some

other excuse if vou want to bo believed !

said Stella angrily. "I have never heard

apything more spiteful in my life!”

ticoly did not move,

“You hear me?” asked Stella grimly.

“Bat, Btella, it isn't true at alll 1
did’t have a call—I didu't speak! 1t;
must have been somecone else.  Oh, Stella,

please believe me!” she cried in distross;
and then, in despair, she turned, appealing

to Mabel. “Oh, Mabs, you do believe
me?” pleaded.
For cr Mabel Lynn turned her

Lack: and her friends turned almost as
one with her. Even the others did not
scem inclined to believe her, and there
were murmurs from tho erowd which
showed that the gencral feeling was that
Cieely had behaved abominably.
iitle humbug!” said Freda TFoole, in
disgust.

“Lying her way out of a scrape!” added
Gwen Cook jeeringly.

That was pro:iscly what Stella thought,
and she took Cicely unecremoniously by ono

arm,

“(ome along to Miss Primrose at oncel!”
she_commanded. |

There was nothing for Cicely to do bt
obey, and alihough she folt that she counld
not hold back her tears, she somchow
gained control of hor feclings and walked
with Stella proudly, head in air.

Not o word was said until Miss Prim-
rose's private house was reached. — The
headmistress, from her window, had scen
the crowd at tho gates, and was on her way |
down the gorden to see what it was all
about when Stella arrived.

The hoad-monitress guickly explained
what had happened, and Miss Primrose be-
came exeeedingly grave.

“Phis is very serious, Stella. We cannot
possibly allow these photographs and re-

orts fo appear. I must go at once to
%rinrdule to sce tho editor, — But how ever
did they connect Mabel with ClLff House?”

Stella looked at Cicely.

“Ciccly ean explain that.  She asked

permission to use the telephone yesterday
in order to call up her grandmother; but I;
found afterwards that it was a local num:|
ber she had ealled—the newspaper office. T

did not guess why at the time—but the | Primrose.

reason is obvious now."

AT SCHOOL

Miss Primrose’s oxpression altered while
she listened to that recital, and what had
been dismay now became anger. — She
looked more angry than Cicely bad ever
known her to be before.

“(icely, how dare you do such a thing!”

“Miss Primrose, I did not. I did not
use the telephone at all. I meant to tele:
phone my grandmother, and then reulised I
had forgotten the number.”

“Nonsense! Do not be so absurd. You
cannot, expect me to believe such a stupid
story.”

“She
Stella,
rcPurtm‘.”

‘T was s‘ofusing {0 say anything to him,”
said Cicely. “I wonldn't bring the ro-
porters here, Miss Primrose. Goodness
knows, T don’t want them any more than
Mabel does!”

Miss_Primrose, however, was unmollified.

“It is uscless for you to argue, Cicely.
Coupling onc thing with another, T can but
conclude that all along you have had a
deep hatved for Mabel, and have dono your
best to injure hor. have alrcady ox-
pressed my views and wishes, so I nced not
onlarge upon them now. You will go into
the school, and T will consider your punish-
ment. may ask your grandmother to
take you away from Clift_House. In any
case, T do not think thut I con recommend
sln'u asa snitable porson to sit for a scholar-
ship.

Cicele, when she heard that, reeled.

“Miss Primrose! You can’t mean that!”
sho cried. “But I—but I thought it war
arranged that I should try!l h, Miss
Primrose, it will mean so much to me, sc
wuch to gramnie, and—and-——""

She could not realise that Miss Primrose
really meant what she said, and yet the
stornness of tho headinistress' face showed
that she was not merely trying to frighten
Cicely, but that she did indecd mean every:
thing that she said.

“There is no room at Cliff House for a
il who acts in such o despicub!e manner !
Go into the school, Cicely !

Clicely stood her ground. It was the
time to fight. If she allowed hersclf to
be wrongfully {mnished now, defenco later
would not avail her at all.

“It’s all a mistake!

was waiting at the gate,” put in
“and saw her speaking to a

It isn't true, Miss
T did not telophone to the news-

paper. I did not spoil Mabel’s dresses,”
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she rushed on hotly. I don’t know how it
hanpened at all—-"

Miss Primrose pointed to the School
Houso, .

“Cicely, do not defy me. Either you
are guilty, or you must prove that some
other person or persons spoiled the dresses,
and that someone else put through that tele-
phone call in order to let the blame rest
on you. And that, of course, is simply
incredible,”

Cicely raised hor head.

“Tt is just what must have happened—aund
I'm going to provo it, Miss Primrose!” she
said, andgtumgd upon her heel.

Groups of f”ls wero standing about in
the quadrangle, and all looked at Cicely as
she went from tho headmistress’. house
.across to the school. Nor were the looks
thoy gave her fiiendly.

* y%ncmel”

“ Little humbug 1" i

Such were tho terms she heard referring
to herself, and her heart was as heavy as
lead. If she could have foreseen that this
was to be her lot she would never bave
come to Cliff House at all.  Yet what high
hopes she had had on her first day ! How
she had planned to be happy and be one
of “then™ !

Barbara Redlern and Mabel Lynn, with
{heir special friends about them, were
standing near the school doorway, but as
Cicely drew near thcg turned their backs
upon her, Cicely hesitated just for a
moment; and then, biting her underlip
hard so that she should not ery, she walked
on_past them.

ow low_she had fallen! And yeb she
was not guilty of one charge that they pre-
ferred agninst ber! = Miss Primrose was
right, of courss, and the girls thought es

she did. If she were not guilty, then she |

had to prove that someone else was; and
nntil she did <he would remain the scape-
goat.

But how wa
had she ot proving anythin,

rove it she must, or Joso all chanco of stay-
ing ab Cliff Touso—loso the respect of these
girls for cver—yes. and perhaps, too, the
respect of her grandmother!

It could not be.

“1 must prove if, T mnst! Tm going
to make them like me! I’ going to meke
them toke back all they havo saidI” she
told herself resclutely when, some minuics
later, shie was alone in the Fourth Foim
corridor,

she to hegin? What chance
so vague! Yet
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CHAPTER 20.
Marcia is Not So Clever.

LIFF BHOUSE SCHOOL had never
been known to eccupy itself with
one paiticular incident for very
long. Thero were too many girls

there, and too meny exciting happenings
for onc only to have the wholo attention of
the school for very long.

But although after the arrest of Mr,
Lynn, and pending his trial, the matter lost
the first flush of its importunce, Cicely
Jerome was still {eeling the effects.

Thanks to the loyalty of her friends,
Mabel Lynn was in a quite different posi-
tion, for the girls who had rallied round
Mabel were those who really matiered in
the Form—they were the nucleus of the
kockey team, the leading spirits of the
drumatic  society, and the best tennis
players; so it was but natural that where
they led the others should, sooner or later,

ollow.
And it lm‘[:]pcncd that all_ihe cepsure and
blame turned now upon Cicely. Cicely,
after all, was a new girl, and therefore had
not had timo to matter very much to eny-
one.  Mabel, on the other hand, was an oid
and tried friend.

Cicely, refusing to join with Marcia &
Co., und bein shunned by the others, was
left very much to herself.

It was impossible, of course, for her to
go into Maocl’s study. so thaf she found
that for study companions she had to bo
content with~ Marcia Loftus and Gwen
Cook, neither of whom did anything to
make her feel comfortable or at home.

In other studies there was hagpinms and
fun enongh; and Cicely sighed often for
{riendship. Fricndship of a sort she could
have had—and had euilf—hut it was nob
the sort she wantod. f only she could
lkave joined in with some of Clara’s fun,
have listened to Jemima’s witticiems, or
been able to enj]:)y some of tho good-
natured chu,[ﬁnpial at went on at the ex-
pense of Dessie Bunter, ‘she could have been
happy.

No suzgostion of her unhappiness, how-
ever, was over allowed to oreep into her
letters to her grandmother, but, of course,
she made no pretence about Mabel Lynn,
The more she saw of Mabel the better she
liked her, and so it was that when she wrote
to her grandmother she expressed ope
{hat the Lynns would not be ruined, and
{hat whatever wrongs Mr. Lynn had done
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yot she knew that that was unavoidable.

Tt was too much to ask that all the people
who had suffered through Mr. Lynn
withhold their claims upon
ceuse of Mabel; yet ab times
wished thab.

Nover lid sh . ecaso to regret her foolish-
ness wher she had entered the school, ana
so openly shunned Mabel. — Too late 1ow
sho saw that that was to blame for all her
unhappiness. ¢ had never disliked
Mabel—she had never had reason to—but
pven the hatred of Mr. Lynn that she had
visited on the girl_ who_was his daughter
vanished now that Mabel wes so unhappy.
_ Mabel, of eourse, did ber very best to hide
hor feolings; and eing such a good
netress, she succacded,  But a day or two
after the visit of tha renortess “heoh
passing Mabel's study, had heard the sound
of crying, and pausing just for a fraction
had heard Barbara’s voice trying to com-
fort her friend.

Vet outwardly Mabcl's was a braye show,
and it did much to impress the other giris
with her fathi r's innocence.

The arrangements for the concert went
on, anc Mabel rehearsed her part almost as
though nothing had happened.

Soraetimes Clicely was able to pecp in at
rohearsels, for they were not wholly secret.
They were held sometimes in the ool
gymnasium, sometimes in the Common-
room, end more often than not in tho musc-
room; and, of course, anyone who wented
to look in did so.

Then, indeed, Oicely’s admiration for
Mauhel would .ncrense; for Mabel wns, with-
out doubt, an actress of genius, a girl whoso
name would one day become famous on the
stage. How terrible then to think that her
carcer might be blighted by her father’s
disgraco! 4 .

Whilo the fur went on, Cicely would hide
hersell away in a corner of the room and
watch, trying to convince herself that gho
was not really apart from a!l this, but one
of the party herself.

The rebearsal vas moving well. Bessie
Buntor was pleying the part of an aged
duchess—bad  tompered  and infirm. but
always eating too much. All Bessie had to
say was “pass this, pleaso,” and then eat
whatever was passed to her. — Naturally,
sho, was boru for the FArt, and thero was no
acting required until the time came when
one of the things passed to her proved nob

him just be-
Cicely almost

should |
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his family would not Le mado to soffer, And | to

her liking. Then she lad to “bring the
house down” with her wrath,

“Remember, the third disagrees with
iy}ou!” whispered Barbara, as she passed

cssie a plate of doughnuts,

There wore only three on the plate, and
Bossie nodded hor head, while the aundience,
wondering how she would simulate dwiusie
watched eagerly The fab girl exceeded
their wildest hopes, although naturally she
did not follow her instructions to tho letter.

: [t was tho very first one, sttango to say,

which disagreed with her.

She took wo bito at the donghnut, and
then threw up her hands.
“QOw, ooh, al—ooch | she spluttered, and

clasped her mouth

The audience sat up
This really was acting. One might almost
think that the doughunt actually lad dis-
agreed with the fat girl.

“Ooooch—lielpt  Oh dear! Qochl”

Bessio hopped about as though sho were
on hot bri She knocked over her chair.
Sho bumiped into Clara, and sent_her stag-
goring. Then, quite suddenly, it becama
obvious that something was wrong, and
girls sprang to their fect,

This was mnot really geod  neting
Bossie’s part, but natural realism.
doughnut had disagreed with her.
thing was wrong.

Jemima Carstairs, who always acted
quickly in an emergency, snatched up the
doughnut that Bessic bad bitten and stared

at it.
“ Mustard 1” she gasped. “ Mustard I”
“0Oh d-dear, in memy mouth ¥ wailed

and took motice.

‘Dn
The

Some-

Bossic.
“Someone has put mustard in the dough-
nut!” eried Clara, in wrath. “I say,

what a Leastly trick! Poor old Bessie!”

“Wator—and bread !” called Barbara;
and girls searried out to bring both, in the
hopo of giving Bessie relicf,

The music-room, where this particular re-
hearsal was being held, was soon in an up-
roar, and everyone was asking everyone
clse who bad done it.

Cicely, who had been laughing as much
as onyone, . suddenly drew back in her
corner, as girls looked at her, Why she

should be suspected she cowld not imagine,
but_that she was suspected quickly became
evident.

“There’s the girl who di

here’s _the ; d i1 jeered
Marcia, pointing at Cicelv.

“T know it!”
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“YWa hoth know it!” added Gwen, “Eho
did it, Mabs!”

Mabet Lynn looked at Cicely, and then at
tho other two. Thoy had appealed to her
hecause she was nearest, and now she said
what there was to say.

“T don't helieve it!” she said quictly.

“What 1’ cried Marcia incredulously.
“You helieve her in preference to us? The
girl who's hounding you down—the girl
who's telling all soris of lics about you,
who—""

“(h, dry up, do I"” Mabel broke in. “That
has nothing to do with this.  This is o
mean trick on Bessie. 1 know Cicely
fotched tho mustard, because I was in the
shop, and I know she didn’t try to hide
what shio was buying.”

“That's nothing to do with it 1" blustered
Gwen.

But it was;
Mahel’s deeision.

Cicely had turned away, but conscious
|!1at. Mabel's cyes were upon her, she met
them,

“Thank you for believing me, Mabel 17
she said; and thero was a cateh in her

and Barbara stood by

voice.

“T wish T conld helieve about the dresses,
and tho telephoning, tool”. said Mabels
and then, as though surprised ab herself
for saying it, she turned away.

But Cicely had heard, and her  heart
loapt, Sho wenl out of the room, hut ehe
went out with a glad heart—the icars in
hev cyes brought there by the sudden kind-
ness shown hor, and the ray of hope.

When tho day_of publication of the local
paper arvived there was @ good deal of
excitement in the school. It ap cared
onee a week only, and it had been the day
of the pablication of the previous jssuc that
iho orters had arrived, £o that a full
weak had clapsed Dbelween then and the
first n!npm-mmtv of putting the * inter-

A |

A i t.

Mizs Prinw Liad, in the interim, for-
hidden Cieely and Mabel to talk to any
reporter o other on connected with a
nowspaper. 'To make quito suro she had
gnmnzl Cicely for thres weeks, leaving
Mabe! Lynn en truosh

Tt came as n shock, therefore, after all
{ho Readmistress’ cfforts to enae that
nothing appeared in print, when the news-
paper was  published confaining pholo-
graphs of the {wo sehoolgivls,  And in next
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to no timo thero were at least fifly cop
of tho paper seattered about the school

here was not a Form without a paper
or two at ils dispesal; and there was, natu-
rally, considerable excitement when it was
discovered that Mabel and Cicely weve
there on the front page.

Tho local paper had only recently taken
to reproducing photographs, and the pro-
coss was not perfect.  Nevertheless, Mabel
could just be rccognised, and so could
Cicely, and that was all {hat mattered.
Generally the local paper reported only
cattle shows, local ericket matches, and the
various ‘squabbles in the council chambors.
But now it had taken a new line, quito
out of aceord with its policy. Tho fact was
that the cditor was on holiday, and the
undergraduato son of the proprietor was
taking charge, frying his hand in an
amateurish way., The girls did not know
that, however.

“FRUD AT SCHOOL.
Girls Fight Parents’ Baitle.
Ciccly Jerema's Story.”

&5

Tt was tho last heading of the fhres
which ceused girls to sit up and teke
notice; ard although when the papers ar-
rived it was nearly breakfast-time, tho
whole article was read throughout by
anyone who started jt—and n strango
article it was, too.

Freda Focte had a copy, naturally, and
c0 had Marcin and Gwen; while Jemima
Clarstairs had pracured one to see if thers
wero any canse for Mabel to complain.
Her friends were rallying round liex with
a real willl

Freda took her copy down to the
Common-room, where a  erowd quickly
gathered, dividing up into groups ceniring
about girls who bad obtained papers.

“OA” prefly, vivacious gir of four-
teen? * said Freda, reading aloud.

“Qh, veally! W-what bave they got mwo
in for1” demandcd Bessie Bunter.

“Ya, ha, ha!”

“They haven't,” said Freda.
su?nlcmont.”

“But it says
ot fourtcen’!

“No comie

‘a pretly, vivacious -girl
Js therce a photograph of
mot

“No fear!” raid TFreda. “0ld ladie
with iwenk heerts read this paper; and,
anyway, 1's ouly about ten eolumns wide
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—they'd have to publish your photograph
as o serial.”

*You m-mcan thing

“Dry up, Bessiel”
“Read on, Freda!”

Freda Focto read on, and thero was
silence. No one observed Mabel cater the
room; no ona saw Cicely Jerome creep in
just behind her.

wi A prelty, vivacions girl of four
teen,” ” read Preda, *°met mo’—ihat’s
our cocrespondent—' at the gates of the
school. She had just returned from the
playing fields, where she had been en-
deavouring to forget her worrics. “ Yes,”
she said, in response to my inquiry, “it's
quite true. I am Cice![y Jerome, und my
grandmother has lost afl her money. Mr.
Lynn persnaded her to invest in some com-
pany or other that failed—and now we
havo practically nothing.” — Tears welled
up in her eyes, and it was casy to sce how
deeply sho had been aficeted by the sell-
ing up of hwr home, and all her dearest
possessions, When I mentioned the name
of Malel Lynr her face hardened, and it
was apparent that there was no love lost
between the two girls. From the moment
of her arrival Cicely has “cut ™ tho other
girl dead, and there has been between. them
2 gulf_which nothing conld bridge. The
sympathy of the otﬁers is naturally with
Cicely !’

“T eny!” exclaimod Freda, lowering tha

aper. *That's a bib thick, you know!”

‘Ighllﬂ]f):"

“Read on, Freda!”

Freda sclected another portion.

441t has been very hard for Cicely to
endure the triumph of the other girl, now
richer than eover, while Cicely 1s almost
panperised.” "

“Phew! T say!” said Clara,  “That's
beyond tho giddy limit, you know.”

“Did you ever!” chimed in Thyllis.
“How can any girl make a show of he
gelf like that?™

“1 yather faney it's all wrong,” said
Jemima Carstairs. “Not allowahle while
the case is being tried, you know. Scarcely
cricket, what? Sub judice, or somecthing,
they call it."

ST mig!w prejudice someone who was
zoing to be on the jury,” nodded Barbara.
“But I suppose the newspaper knows what
it ean and can't do.”

“¥os: and we know what a zirl ean and

came a chorus.
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cannot do!” enid Clura. ‘“ And {his is one
of the things she can’t. Where is Ciccly 1"

Put Cicoly had gone. There was no trace
of her in the Common-room. Freda read
on, but fow of the girls were listening
now. 'Thoy had heard cnough to sabisly
them that Cicely bhad acted: abominably.
Much of tho report was purely imaginary,
and cealt with all manncr of things that
had never 'lmlppencd; but there was men-
tioned Cicely’s persccution of Mabel, her
spoiling of her dresses,  And whai di
pleased the girls moro than anything
that i6 was ail treated as though it were
just what might be espeoted of “elly
schoolgirls.”  Cicely had let down CliT
House. Cicely nad made people think that
they were a set of silly, stupid, petty
“Conts.?

“Find Clecly!”

“Where's Cicely ?"”

“Make her go down on her knees io
Mabel I”

“Hear, hear!”

_But Cicely was nob casy fo find, The
girls crowded across the hall and up the
stairs, then down the stairs and into the
hall, gathering girls, snowball fashion, as
they went along.

And then Miss Primrose appeared.  She
silenced the noisy crowd with a curt inove-
ment of her hand. '

“(icely Jorome s leaving CIff House
to-morrow—ior good!” she said, *“For the
good of tha echool. Any girl with a copy
of the local paper is to bring it to me al
once.”

What a buzz there was from the crowd
then. Nemesis had overtaken the avenger
with surprising specd, .

“R »

Te\. led ! |
Cicely Jerome, who lad been at Cliff
House sueh a shert ile, was now to
leave it for ever, in disgrace—-espelled!

CHAPTER 21.
Brought to Book.
188 PRIMROSE, in very augry
M mood, returned to her room, where
she had left Cicely, on hearing the
commotion in the hall.  When
she reached her study she found Cicely by
the telephone.
" "Cicel{}” she cried, “Wha$ is the mean-
ing of this? TIow dare you use the tele-
phone without my permission 2”
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Cicely turned to Miss Primrose, her face
grim, and held out the receiver.

“I have just been telephoning thut news-
paper, Miss Primrose. The cditor is
speaking now.” ;

Miss ’rimrose faitly swept across to the
salnflwnn and took up the receiver. ;

b fallo! Yes,” she said, “I am_ Miss
Primrose, the headmistress of Chff Elouse

chool.”

Cicely stocd by, her heart beating fast.
Shere were tears in her eyes, and yot she
did not look cowed, but rather definut, and
her mouth was very firm. It had been on
her own initintive that she had rung up
the newspaper the moment the headmistress
tad gonc out of the room. For, knowing
that ehe had not given that interview her-
self, she was determined to find out who
had_done so.

“Did you get that report divect from the
girl Cicely Jeromet” Miss Primrose usked,

“Indivectly. We had it from a CIlff
House girl,” came the reply.
¢ “But directly from Cicely 77

“Not. nctnnlﬂv from her 'lips, of course,
but indiectly., I much regret that it
oceurred, madame; but I havo been away
on holiday. Nuturally, I will do everything
in my power to get to the bottom of the
matter. Tho reporters were amateuss, and
1 assure you that I woukl never have
allowed such a disgraceful thing to go
through.”
* Miss FPrimrose put back the recciver and
looked ot Cicely. -
© w1 will go and seo the editor directly
after breakfust,” Miss Primrose said. *“This
mattor muss be gone into thoronghly. The
editor has apologised; and the report was
printed in his ubsonce. Neveriheless, that
does not esonerate you. In any case,” Miss
Primvose ended, “we will interview them
after breakfast. You will have your break-
Tast, and report to me divectly afterwards.
You understand 17
i % Yes, Miss Primrose,” said Cicely, quite
relieved.  “X'm sure T shall be able to prove
I had mothing to do with  this wick

rua?]rt._

So sincorely did she speak, and with such
honest conviction, that even Miss Primmose
scemed suddeuly to be shaken from her
former cortainty. And Cicely had not in
any way the air of a girl who had beon
found out in gnilt, or of a girl who acts in
defiance. It was diflicult to see that there
could he any aliernative attitude possible to
adopt if she were guilty.
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Miss Primrose, therefore, looked un-
certaiu in mind as Cicely went g0 calmly
from the room; and Cicely’s hedrt

quickened with hope.

It was o moment or so yct to breakfast,
and with all possible speed eho sought out
Marcia Loftus, not finding that girl hard to
discover, for Marcia was well to the foro
in_the Common-room.

Marcia Loftus saw her and stood there
lehuntly as Ciecly approached, little droain-
tagr what line of action that girl was going
to_take. .

There was a crowd of other girls about
Marcia, for Marcia had a paper, and was
reading extracts from it whilo others mado

angry mterjections.
“(;icclyl The cheek of her coming here

Some gitls iunrned their backs; but
others, noting how angry Cicely was, stood
and staved. Of those latber Mabel Lynn
was one, and Barbara- Redfern another.
Clara Trevlyn had o challenging look, bus
sho stuod and stared, loo, as did Jemima
Carstaivs and Marjorie Hazeldene.

Cicely walked sh-ai(ight up to Marcia.

“Marcia,” she said, “pou'rc the nost
hateful girl I know! It's useless for you
to prelend any more, because I've just
telephoned the editor of that paper; and
Miss Primrose and I are going to sce hiui
after breakfast.”

Mareia Loftus had been quite unprepared
for such a_dircet attack as that. She had
faced Cicely coolly, with a mocking sneer
on her face; but this directness—well, she
was quite off her guard.

“Wh-what do you mean?" gho gasped.

“You know what I mean. It's too luto
now for you to try to draw back. You
should hive made a better arrangemeut
with ,',hc editor if you wanted 1t kept
He swore he wouldn't tell. He

Aarcia’s hand went up fo her face, which
suddenly flooded with colour. She looked
about her quickly, fearfully, as though
hoping against hopo that her words had not
been heard.

That was far too faint a hope. Tvery
word had been heard distinetly, and every
word had been understood. :

“Marcia! Youl!”

“What do you menn, Cicely? What had
Marcin to do with it?” eried Rabel Lynn
in_wonderment.

Cicely pointed {o Maieia.
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“Lock at her face. Doesn’t that tell
you?” she asked.

Marcin, too late, sought to recover her
m_mi;usum and to turn the attack upon
Cicely.

“8he’s making this up—tryin
me. 1 had nothing to do with it. Why
should I? I don’t hate Mabel. It's sho
\J.vlso"hatcs her. She gave that report—she
id I

Cicely shrugged The
others were siﬁnt, she
would say.

“How can you
sho asked. =

"I:-I know you did, I waiched you go

“When?” asked Cicely. “Where was I
going? What proof-had you where I was

to accuse

her _shoulders.
wondering what

be so sure what I did?”

going

“1 followed you. Gwen knows I did,”
said Marcia, speaking more cvenly., *Ask
Gwen. Isn't that true, Gwen?” :

«Y—T dow’t know,” said Gwen, not wl_sh-'
ing to bo brought into it. “T had nothing
1o do with it at all. I was all against it—
1 mean—" R

“She was all ?&amut following Ciecly, she
means ! cut in Marcia with a fierce look at
her cowardly all

Then Barbara

‘#(Ono moment!” she said.
all this quite clear. You say you followed
Ciqc}lry l.g the newspaper office, Marcia?”

“Yes.'

“When 1" . :
“The other morning. I—TI can't say
quite which,” said Marcia cunningly,
Mabel Lynn took up tho guestioning.
“You're sure she went inside the office 7"
the_asked. .
“Yos, yes! I saw her go inside. Phyllis
knows it's true; she saw me cycling out of
ihe gates. And I had a pass to Courtfield
for the pugpoeu. Cicely sneaked out with-
out one. You can prove the dn{)—"
Barbara looked at Mabel, Mabel Jooked
at Barbara, and then they both looked at
Jemima Carstaits, who was polishing her
monocle. .
“Rather good, what?” said Jemima
roves beyond all- doubt that dear ]
tuow; where the newspaper office is,
was actually at the door. We can find the

snorning, and it remains to prove where

Cicely wag. At least we know that on that
n};_)hil}‘lg Meorcia was at the newspaper
ofhce.

Marcin changed colour.

She began to! struggled—"
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seo that she was getling into rather deep
water. She had confessed that she had
been dangerously near the newspaper offica
on that morming, bub it was yet to be
proved that Clccfy had even so much as
eft_the school.
“1 don’t seo that there's any need to
I've telephoned the editor,” said
Cicoly.

She did not !ai that he had mentioned

Marcia’s name, but Marcia’s guilly con-

seience had caused her mind to leap ab that
ecture.

“Tt’s o lie! Ie didn’t give me away—
he didn't,” floundered nreia, “say I'd
followed you, that is! I—I went in_and
asked him if—if you had been in—"

Cicely smiled.

“And you didn’t mention this to anyone
when you came back! You didn't tell a
singlo ‘girl that I had been to the news-
paper office, of comrsel You kept it to
yourself until now!”

“Bit steop,” said Jemima, shaking her
head. “'Think of a betler one.”

The temper of the crowd had changed.
Tt was now intent, but it was not hostile to
Cicely, although it was beginning to treat
Marcia derisively.

“It looks as tlmu%‘h Marcia_ will' bo
cxpelled instead of Cicely,” said Mabel, *if
Miss Primrose knows this.” '

“She doesn't,” Cicely said quickly. “I
shan't tell her that Marcia was responsiblo
—I shan't, that is, on_ono condition.”

Marcia Loftus clenched and unclenched
her hands.  She had thought she was safe,
that Cicely would be accused, and that the
newspapet people would not divulge her
name._ Dut now—well, surcly there was
expulsion ahead of her.

“T won't tell Miss Primrose, on one con-
dition,” repeated Cicely. “That condition
is that you or Gwen tells the truth aboub
the dresses in the dormitory.”

Marcia licked her lips; and then a hard
glitter came into her eyes. .

“Right! I'll do that,” she said. “The
fact is, Gwen and I went into the dormi-
tory, and_Gwen wanted lo try on one of
Mabel’s dresses.”

“Tt was not me!” said Gwen furiously.

“Pon’t listen to hex! It was Marcia; not
mo. She suggested it—"
“Tt was you!” screamed Marcin. “Yon

know it was! Vou spilt the ink! You
took the ink out of the case—"
«T4 wouldn’t have spilled if you hadn't

o
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They shouted in fuy at cach other, and
Mabel Lynn put her fingers to her ears.

Cicely laughed™ The sight of those two
allies quarrclling ro ungrily and catfily wus
too much. ‘Logcther they had stood,
divided they had fallen.

“ Anyway, I bad nothing to do with the
paper. I was all against it!” fomed Gwen.
“If you want to know the truth about that
you can have it. Maicia went to the news-
paper ollice —"

“No, I didn't!”

“She did! And she told them all that
rigmarole,” said Gwen spitefully. “I had
nothing to do with it at all.”

Barbara Redfern stepped betwcen them
gs they faced onc enother, glaring. Bar-
bara's face was white with anger, and her
eyes gleamed.

“You're a disgrace to Cliff House, both
of youl Yon ought to be reported to Miss
Primrose, How any givl could lct another
suffer as you have let_Cicely I do not know
—when you_werc guilty zll the time!”

Cicely " walked to the door, but Mabel

Lyun  rushed across  the ioom  am
intercepted her,

s, °t ot I want to say I'm
sorry ! ase—please  won't  you shake
bauds? ‘This time¥”

Ehe held ont her hand; and Cicely looked

at her for a moment coldly, and then
gmiled. Next moment her hand was in
}Habcl’s. Next moment she was hugging
hex.

“QOl, Mabel, I'm so glad]” sho whispered
huskily. “Bo glad you know the trutl
now! 1 don’t hate you a bit; T—T—— It's
quite the oppositel And I hope it isn't
tive about your father. I hope I can do
something to—to save him.”

“Well said, Cieely!”

Tho girls crowded round, and now there
were apologics by the dozen, and hand-
shakings wand  paltings on  the back.
Thoroughly nshamed that they had for so
Jong blumed her unjustly, the girls wanted
to do all they eoulil o make good.

Cicely langhed and cried alternately with
happiness.

«“Ag long as yon don’l think all those
Torrid things aboub o any longer; what
has happencd—well, has happened.  We
can start again.”

And so it was {hat she wont down to
brenkfast between Barbara Rediove and
Mabel Tynn—aim-in-arm.
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CHAPTER 22,
MNew Evidence.

T was only & few moments after break-
fust that someone tapped at the door
of Miss Primrose’s, atutf. and the head.
mistress, putting her papers in orde

before tho journey to Courtfield, gavo
stern_“Come inl” expecting tho entrant tc
be Cicely Jerome.

The H:'r] who entered was Marcia Loftus
“Well, Marcia, I am busy. What is it
said Miss Primyose, who was nover very

pleased to ses the snoak of the Fourih.

Marcin looked very pale of fave and

agitated, and she ,camo cringing into tho

room.

“Qh, M-Miss Primrose,” sho stammered,
“I've come to make a confession!”

Miss Primroso started. It leapt into her
mind at once that thero was some connec-
tion hetween Marcia’s manner and stato-
ment and tho miserable affair of the news-
paper report.

“A confession? What about?” she asked
sternly.

Marcia looked down at the carpet, a cun-
ning Jook in her eyes. But she simulated
tears, dabbing at hér eyes and shifting from
one_foot to_the other.

“Yes, Miss Primrose. I—I have heard
that Cicely is to be expelled for—for
sending that report to the paper.”

T is €0,” said Miss Primvose, re-
Eaulmg the wretched girl sternly. *“Why

as that brougbt you here?”

“I—I can't_bear to think of her being
expelled. I—I don’t want another girl to
sulfer for—for my silly joke.”

“Joke? Marcia, what do you mean? OQut
with_it, girl!”

“Oh, Miss Primvose, ploase don’t bo
angry! I—I know it was sill{ of me; bat
I was tempted by the reporters, you sce,
and T dida't_know it would be so scrious
for Cicely. If I had known she might be
oxpelled—— But I dido’t. But now—now
I have come to confess.”

Miss Primrose sat down heavily in her
chair,

“Mareia,” she said, after the pauso neces-
sary to aseimilate that information, *
must confess that I am at a loss for words.”

“The reporters practically made me do
it—really, they did, Miss Primrose! I
couldn’t help myself. I'm sorry!
dreadfully sorry—really, I am! don’t
‘:'tln": to lot Cicely suffer for—for what ¥
aad.
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Tt wns disconcerting to her that Miss
Primrose - did not interrupt. Marcia had
hoped that sho would be applanded as a
uogfe gisl for taking the blame when she
snight let it fall upon Cicely. But, of
courso, Miss Primrose knew Marein as of
oid, and now she looked the Fourth-Former
up and down measuringly.

“YVon came to confess, in the hope of
saving Cicely from being expelled?”

“Yes, Miss Primrosel” Marcia cried,
looking up. < That’s exactly it.”

“Yon pealise that you may be cxpelled
in her place?”

“]—J——" Marecia dropped her jaw. She
bad hoped that her confession would make
a heroine of her; but she saw only stern
condcmnation  in _Miss  Primrose’s face.
Marcia’s cunning always becamo more acute
when =he was desperate, and it did not now
dosert her. “Oh, yes! But I had to risk
that. My conscience is—" sho managed
to say.

i Miss Primrose, silent for a while, spoke at
ast.

“Very well, T must accept that, Marcia.
1 am glod indeed to discover that you have
a conscicnee, and that it has prompted you
to save another from wrongful pain. It
would,” she added with a touch of sar-
casm that mado even Marcia wince—"it
would be painful for me to fcel that you
confessed merely to anticipate your bein
found out, and in the hope of being spare

unishment. will, therefore, take the
Einder view, and suppose that what you
say is correct, and that nothing but the
very best motives prompted your visit to
me. In which case, you will be gated for a
month, and will write out five hundred
lines. Another time I—well, let us trust
thera will be no other time. You may go.”

Marcia crept from the study and sighed
in relief. er punishment was anything
but a light one, since it would rob her of
all her spare time for weeks to come. DBut
at least she had escaped expulsion; and she
hoped she had cut a fine figure in Miss
Primrose’s._eyes. She was not, however,
too sure about that.

Cicely was standing in the hall, and
could_not conceal her amazement when she
saw Mareia emerge from Miss Primrose’s
study. Her first thought was that there hed
been further treachery, but when she saw
Marcia’s face that look went.

“Yve owned up,” said Marcia eullenly,
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“hecause I don’t want any other gil tc
suffer for what I may have doue.”

Having said that, she walked on,
Cicely to starc after her in a

roater wonderment than before.
Marcia should do_ such a thing as thab
seemed utterly incredible, an Cicely

uckered her brow in a pewplexcd frown.

ut there was something in Marcia’s
manner—a suggestion of boast when she
had made her remark—that really gave
some semblance of truth to it

Any doubts Cicely had were quickly
banished when Miss ¥’a~imruse came to the
door of her study and called to her. The
headmistress’ tone was kindly, and there
was complotely lncking the sternuess which
had been so noticeable before breakfast.

Indecd, iss Prinrose was  almost
apologetic when she addressed Cicely.

“Marcia has made a most extraordinary
confession, Cicely,” sho said. “And I fear
you have been misjudged. It _appears that
it was Marcia who caused that wretched
report to be insorted in the paper, although
she suys that she did so under persuasion.”

Ciecly’s face lit up, and she could not
repress a_smile.

*Qh, Miss Vrimrose, then you are nob
going to expel me now?”

“In the circumstances, no, Cicely. I
have misjudged you, and I shall take the
carlicst opportunity of letting the whole
school know tho truth.”

« And ‘may I mako the paper contradict
it all, and make them put in a true report
—that Mabel and I are now the best of

leaving
state of
That

[riends t”

Miss  Drimrose looked more than
surprised.

“Yau are now the best of friends? But,
really- ”

“Yos, yes, Miss Primrose! Mabel knows
now that it _was not who ruined her
dvesses; and T wanb to do all T can fo help
her father, There must be some mistake.”

Miss Primrose put a hand on Cicely’s
shoulder, and there was a kindly and
admiring look in her eyes.

“T connot say how glad T am, Cicely,
that it has all ended in this way. I, too,
wish that Mabel’s father could clear his
name. as I fecl sure that there is somo
dreadfu]l mistake eomewhere. ~But the
matter is completely out of our hands, and
we can do nothing but hope for the best.”

“Tm afraid there is nothing,” sighed
Cicely., “But I feel so guilty about it all,
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Miss Primrose. T feel thab it was my faulk
that Mr. Lynn was avvested—my fault and
grannie’s—but—""

Cicely turned then, hearing a commeotion;
and Miss Primrose hurried down the cor-
ridor to the Hall, where girls were crowding
with cvident signs of excitement.

“Mabel! Where's Mabel 77

“ Anyone scen Mabel? Her father wants
Ler on the 'phone!”

Cicely followed Miss Primrose into the
liali, and the headmistress went at onee
to the monitress’ room, where the call for
Mubel Lynn had been reccived. Mabel was
uot to be found at the moment; for she
was in the scheol gymuesium, trying to
persuade fat Bessie Bunter to perform on
the horizontal bar

Miss Primvose,
to the telephone;

Mabel’s absence, went
and Cicely stood at
the door, with a crowd of girls avound her.
*“Yes, Mr, Lyun,” Miss Primrose was say-
* Ing, “they are looking for Mabel now,
there any message that I can give her?”
There was _a pause while Mr. Lynn was
speaking, und the givls held their breath in
exciternent.
“Semething thrilling!” whispered Freda
ld ke l" silent for move
istinetly heard him say

ant voice sounded
to the girls stauding so fur from the re-
ceiver; and there was a soft chuckle, which
died away when Counie Jackson [rowned at
them all. i .

“Yes, Mr. Lynn, I will do that. Ciecly 1s
heve now.”

Cicely!

Everyone twned to look at that girl at

v, and_everyone quite wrongly thought
v. Lynn had read that report in the
was telephoning a complaint.
vas cuickly learned. .
aid Miss Primrese, firning
. telephone, “have you any Lknow-
of a blue envelope containing some
comected with an oil company 17
Cjeely gave a liktle jump of surprise.

“A blue envelope?  Yes, Miss Primrose.
Cienmpie was sold some shares in some new
oilfields, or scthing, and they're worth-
legs.”

“pMr. Lyon suggests thet they ave not.
But that remains yet to o preved. In
that envelope there was placed by mistake
a most important letter. T[ that ean he
found it is practically cevlain 1hat the ense

a2
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against Mr. Lynn will collapse, because
that letter proves that he was uacting
honestly, and in full belief that the sharea
he was sclling were worth a great deal of
money."” % 3
There was a hush amongst the crowd—
a most excited hush—while Cicely stood
quite still.
“T know il—that envelope!” she gasped.

o ’l:z, but where is it? Surely grannie has

=

“No; Mr. Lynn wonders if you have it,
by any chance. Your grandmother. believ-
ing it worthless, did not bring it from the
!lu'l:sc. She suggested that you might have

“I? Oh, no!"

And then Mabal Lynn, greatly exciled,
came on to the scene with a host of other
girls, and quickly the situation was ex-
plained to her,

“Cicely, you haven’t it?” she asked.

“No, no! I'm sure I hoven’t. But I'L
look. I don't sce why it should be in my
things. But I can look.”

“Oh, if you would!” pleaded Mabel.

“0Of course—at once! Come end help
me,” suggested Cicely eagerly, and yet
only too conscious that it was highly im-

robable they would meet with any reward
or their searching. “More likely,” she
sighed, “it is left at the house in the old
lumber-room with things the gardener had
been told to burn.”

I burn?” cried Mabel, aghast.
“Qh!” And all the colour drained from
her cheeks.,

“Then it’ll be too late!” gasped Barbara.
“Oh, my goodness! If only it had been
known before!”

“You search my things!” said Cicely
}:1-1,:—1:}3'. “T1 see if I can be allowed to go
ome.”

They were on the staircase, with Miss
Primrose_just behind them, and the lead-
mistress heard that lnst remark.

“Tf the papers cannot be found, you must
go home, of course, Cicely. It is not so
far by road as by train, and I can drive
you thero. Anything we can do we must
do it if it is to clear gﬁr. Lynu’s name."

The search was really frantic; things were
pullod oub of Cicely’s trunks and cases, and
evorything flung “about. But, although
photographs of icr home and of her pets
came to light, there was no blue envelope.,

Miss Drimrose, convineed now ihat the
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papers were not ab the school, made up her
mind that the only thing to do was to take
the two gitls to %icely’s old home, in the
hope that the papers would

been burned. ¥

Clilf House simply seethed with excite-
ment; and when the bell rang for lessons it
was ns much as mistresses could do to geb
the girls into the class-rooms—and ihat was
not possible except at the expense of lines.

Some moments before order was restored
and lessons begun, Miss Primioese, accom-
sanied h? Cicely and Mabel, was driven out
3 the school gates, taking the last desperate
shanee to save Mr. Lynu.

not yet have

CHAPTER 23
The Reward of Her Bravery.
L OW left, Miss Primrose; along
here; and there ave the gates
They had been nearly three
hours on the road, when at Inst they reached
the lodge gates of Cieely’s old home. There
wore 1m0 new occupants yet, and the ;f:nea
were wide, the grounds deserted and show-
ing signs of neglect.

Miss Drimrose drove up the drive throngh
the avenue of trecs, as dirceted, until finally
they diew up outside a magnificent. Georgian
hionse, now solemnly quiet and deserted.

‘i'o C’iccl{7 the ‘memories of the place were
poignant, bringing tears to her eyes when
sho remembeored how it had always looked.
she thought she could picture curlnins at
the windows, and & window open, with her
grandmother silting there reading; a dog
out on the broad, smoeth lawn, and her
;p_?nyt in the paddock beyond, But all was
silent.

Round at the back there were sizns of
decorators’ men at work; there were lad-
ders and other paraphernalia suggestive of
industry, but the men were having Junch in
a field near by.

“The boxes,"” said Cicely exgitedly, ““were
in that top room. There are heaps of old
books and things we didn’t want—all left
up there. But the house is locked up.”

“We must find one of the workmen.
think 1 can hear them,” said Miss Prim-

Tose.

She went across to one of the fields; and
Cicely and Mabel exchanged glances.

There was a ladder running up against
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the side of the house, and a window open
near to it.

“Shall 177 asked Cicely,

“Ig's yisky!” objected Mabel. “And the
men will be here in a moment, you Lknow.”

But Cicely decided to take tho ¥isk, and
she mounted the ladder cautiously, while
Mabel, Jooking unxious, waited at the bot-
tom. When she was half-way up, however,
Ciccly stopped and sniffed the air.

“What is it?7" -asked Mabel, suddenly
conscions by tho_ other’s expression that
something wos amiss.

it retarned Clcely, suiffing again.
“T can smell something burning—"

“The men have been burning off the old
paint with blowlamps, that's all,” Mabel
suggested.

“No, no!
horror, .

From one of the windows above camo a
curl of black smoke and a redness that told
of flames within. A room was alight.

“Fire!” shrielked Mabel.

Cicely monnted the ladder more quickly
and hauled berself in through a window.
Come what might, eie must oblain the evi-
denee that would clear Mr. Iynn.

Aabel Lynn, down below, called frantie-
ally for help, and_then went up the ladder
in pursuit of Cicely.

But before she was even half-way up Miss
Primrose returned in great hasle, accom-
panied by three of the wovkmen,

“Mabell  Mabell” she cried
“Come back!™

“But Cicely’s inside.
fire, Miss Primnvose!”

“Come back at once! Cicely should not
lave gove! Oh, gracious! Look at the
blazel”

The fire had reached the window of one
of tho rooms, and now the smoke curled
out ominously, and there came the sound of
erackling wood.

The workmen busied themselves at once.
The house was opened, and they ran in-
side, with pails of sand and water, to fight
the conflagration.

Cicely, meanwhile, was inside the house,
and, knowing her way, went at once to the
room where the fire was. The roar of it
was deafening, and it was with dread that
che approached it along the corridor,

Tt was the lumber-room, the yoom where
come old painting eqeipment of her father’s
had  Deen  stored—palettes, paints, end

Ah, look!” evied Cicely in

urgently.

The house is on
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bottles of myslerions mixtures, and parallin.
No wonder it was so well alight!

Plucking up courage, she opened the door
of the room; and then staggered back, as
black smoke wraithed out upon her, and the
great orange flames 19::?!: out to scorch her
face. Then, terrified lest the open door
might spread the fire, she pulled 1t shut.

“Help! Upstairs in the lumber-room!”
she called, @3 she heard the approaching
workmen.

“Right, miss—right!”

Thoe ludy men soon took the matter in
hand; and Cicely went frantically into the
uext room, where all the papers and books
were, That room- was already foggy with
smoke, and on the floor she saw a trail of
paraffin oil.

“T¢’s that fellow we saw hanging about
here!” she heard one of the workmen say.
“T woe sure he ceme into the place!”

“Set it alight, he did!”

Cicely stared wildly about her in the
second lumbey-room. Papers and books of
all sorls wore littored about on_the floor,
some of themn covered with paraffin. If the
fire reached that room everything would
De ablaze in a moment. And it was in that
room that the blue envelope was most likely
iuv be!

Cicely stood guite still for o moment. To
go or to stay? If she went the papers would
nover ho found: if she stayed—was there
not terrible risk of her being suffocated?

But that hesitation was but brief. Dip-
fing her handkerchicf in one of the pails of
water brought by the workmen, she tied
it round her mouth, ‘and veturned to the
socond lumber-room.

Tn a moment she was on the foor, grovel-
ling amongst the papers, pushing them
nsitle, casting them here and there, as ehe
duy, like a rabbit-hunting tewier, for the
revions blue envelope.

must  find  it—T must!”
isedd thought.
moment the smoke beeame denser.
coa waiered; she could hardly see in
tror:t of her. The hiss of the water thrown
on to the fMlamee was frightening, the roar
vose liko thunder, Tt wos like a log fire
~with paraflin thrown on to it, but magnified
a thonsand times! And the heat!

And then—then before her she saw the
blue envelope—saw it li

p

was her

it np by the glare
of the flames that had now spread on to the
ceiling of this room! Iler fingers snaiched
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at the envelope and clasped it just as she
heard, ns though from a great distance,
Mabel's voice _fmnticall%lcal!ing.

“Cicely! Clcag! Where are you? Oh,
where are you, Cicely " S

With _all” the remaining power of her
lnr‘u;sr. Cilocly shrieked one word:

‘Here "

And then ecverything became black, as
she dropped amongst the papers on_the
floor, her hand cluiching, as though in a
vice, the blue envelope!

. . » x .

‘When Cicely opencd her eyes, it was to
find herself ou the grass outsido the house.
Mubel Lynn was luceling beside her, tears
streaming down her face, while Miss Prim-
rose, red from the cxertion of bringing her
round, was looking worn out.

“QOh, thank goodness! Thank goodness
she's alive!” Mabel cried, and dropped her
head on to Cicely's cheek, sobbing with
pent-up emotion and indescribable relief,
while Cicely’s arm encircled her neck.

Outside the house was the fire-engine,
which had been hastily summoned, and the
fire was being surely, if slowly, mastered.

“Oh, Cicely, why did you stay? ¥ou
might have been killed I'”” Mabel cried.

“You foolish, brave ii'rll" whispered
Miss Primrose. “We have been dis-
tracted I”

Clicely managed a smile.

“1 ‘mot the envelope! the letter
there 17 she asked.

“Yes, yes, it is here!” Miss Primrose re-
Plied) “But it was not worth risking your
8.

“Tt was! Oh, it was! It was worth any-
thing to—to prove,” said Cicely, spealdng
with an cffort—*‘'ta_prove I'm sorry I was
ever such a pig to Mabel.”

The hug that Mabel gave her showed
that all the proof necessary had been given,
and for a while the two of them remained
thers, while Miss Primrose_interviewed the
fire brigads captain and elicited the informp-
tion that the fire was_‘“under.”

The ride home was the most exeiting they
had known; for at the first town they tele-

honed to Mr. Lynn, telling him that the
etter had been rescned. Mr. Lynn had ex-
pressed his delight and his admiration for

Is

14 Y.
“The share certificates ave safe?” he
asked anxiously.
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“Yes, daddy. But aren’t they—well,
aren’t they—" said Mabel, nob liking to
use the word “worthless.”

“Worthless? No, my child!  They’re
worth ten times what they were bought
for. I have just had a caﬂ]a to say that
oil is simply gushing, and eo Cicely's fortune
is more than recouped.”

addy, daddy, is
eried Mni;cl. :

Vs, absolutely true! It’s in the papers.
Naturally, I am saved now. The people
who " thonght of getting rid of worthless
sharves will find themselves immensely rich.
So thoro’s no need to worry at all.”

Mabol told that to Cicely; and then
Cicely, clutching the transmitter, made
htunﬂﬂing, halting, but sincere apologies for
over having thought wrongl of Mr., Lyon.

But none of that mzﬂ.teredyno\v. All was
well. Mr. Tynn had no stain upen his
character.  Cicely's fortune was yegained.
‘And all the way homo the girls babbled
with excitement and sang, and really would
have danced if that had been possible in
the car. Miss Primrose, because sho under
stood o well how they felt, said not a word
of criticism.

Naturally, after that, Cicely was the
heroine of the hour at Clif House School,
and she arranged that a party should be
given in honour of the happy ending to
what might have been an overwhelming
trngcdy.

Marjorie Tazeldene resigned from the
play, saying ehe had other things she simply
had to doj so, of course, Cicely was offered
her part, and accepted it with great en-
thusiasm,

The banquet was

3
that really true?”

to take place following
the performance of their play in the village,
and the days that preceded it were paclied
with excitement and fun.

Marcia Loftus and Gwen Cook were not
taking part. The Fourth Form saw to that.
Those two girls were almost completely
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jgnored during the days that preceded the
concert, and_they felt very eorry for them-
eclves indeed.

.Connie Jackson once or twico tried to be
unpleasant, but perhaps her eonscience
touched her; certainly she never liked
calching Cicely’s eye, and it came to be
quite a joke in the fourth whenever Connie
was nbout to urge Cicely to “give her a
look.”” Tor, while there was no proof that
it had been Counie who bad oviginally given
the newspaper information, there was excels
lent grouud for suspicion.

But Connie stayed at_school when the
great majority went to the concert, so sha
knew mothing of Mubel’s tremendous ova-
tion, and n’?’ her success, which brought
delight to all her friends, and espeeially to
Cicely Jerome.

‘And the banquet—the success of that had
been a fogpgone conclusion, and there was
enongh_to sutisfy even Tessie Bunter; while
Freda Foote’s speech was o {riumph; and
Jemima’s reply to it was as witty as any-
ome_conld wish.

The toast of the evening, however, was
given by DBarbara to Mabel Lynn and
Cicely Jerome, once divided by a feud and
now friends

“And mzy nothing ever happen amain to
mat their ‘friendship!” concluded Barbara.
“Here's to che buried hatchet which uo one
is ever poing to dig wp again!”

To which there came in yesponse &
“Hear, hear!” that was atinost deafening.

Up jumped Clara.

aAnd may Cicely forgive us for cver
thinking that she was anything bub a xip-
ping, good sort,” ehe cried, “and a girl
we're prond to have in the Form!"

At which cmotion choked Cicely so that
sho conld only stammer her thanks and raise
her glass to them all—the happiest girl at
Cliff ouzel

THE END.
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“WHY NOT A WALKING HOLIDAY?

Why not, indecd? ¢ what pleasanier
way of spending a  holiday could be
imagined than \nﬁki:wg or rambling across
the eountryside, either in this country or
abroad? Certain it is that there al
more enjoyable or more health-giving holi-
iys.

the first place, walking is a splendid
ecxercise; to walk briskly until you are
|)|uasantiy tired is a deli as many of
you who belong to the Girl Guides well
know. in a walking holiday, too, you
have more opportunitics of sceing things
of interest; you can stay as long as you
like at any place, or move on whenever you
Jeel iucliun(&.

Naturally, the summer is the scason for
a holiduy of this sort, as the weather plays
a very important part in the programme.
IT your walking holiday is to occupy only
w day or two you will not have any pre-
parations fo make, beyond planning your
goule.
" If, however, you succced in collecting a
atber of [riends 2 Iking holiday
of two or th on you will
have quite o lo
Aval s jolly |

he amsential
yore preopose o follow.

1o map ont the ronte
we Lhe contre
k

from which you i ., and i
i £ map. If you
are going wilth o number of other girls

i
you will find it better and more interest-
ing to avoid all main rouds, making use
of only lanes and footpaths. Main roads
are usually very uninteresting to walkers,
and are frequently crowded with traffic.

Tarved roads, too, tire the feet very
auickly, s
Dou’t attempt too much at first. Don’t

atterapt to “break all rccords,” and thus
spail your holiday by hurrying and over-
e yvourself. ou will derive ever so

muel more pleasure from a shovter walk
1 from a long, m’rmF tramp.  Bight
o ten miles o day is ample, in with,

course you will find that to-
md ol yonr holiday yon can
without tiving.

voof a walking holiday lies
om routine, and so it is
fo make too many plans

e of
ale the

L [wekhr
Il el

beforehand. Remember tha® unexpected
pleasures are often more delightful than
those to which you have been looking for-
ward for u long time.

Of course, it isn’t absolutely necessary
to walk all the time. To jump on a bus,
or to board a train, in order to carry one
over country which muay not be very in-
teresting, is quite permissible.  Indeed,
it rather adds to the delights and sur-
prises of the Joliday.

Planning a walking holiday is almost as
good fun as the holiday itself. You must
have a large-seale map, marked with foot-
paths and lanes, and you will be amazed
at the enjoyment derived from studying
it. Fow things are more faseinating thau
a good map, especially when one is plan-
ning how to spend a holiday. |

If you intend going for a long walking
tour it will be ncecessary to have suitable
clothes and footwear for the occasion.
Walking is a warm pastime, especially in
the summer, so you will only need ﬁgllt
garmoents.  Be sure to include a strong
ckintosh in your equipment. You will
(- stout. shees, and socks, worn
your siockings wre a great comfort. A
hroad-brimmed hat is advisable on a walk-
ing holiday, as it profects onc’s head and

it

over

neck from the sun.
It is_advisable to take a walking-stick;
you will find it ‘a great help when you

ure ncaring the end of a Jong day’s walk.
All your personal belongings can be car-
rvied in a haversack, slung over your
shonlders in Girl Guide fashion.

The best times for walking are the morn-
ning and evening, so you will be well ad-
vised to do the greater part of your tramp-
ing at these times. It is better to rest
in the middle of the day, when the sun
is hot and onc feels naturnl}y tired.

Don’t forget to keep & diary or note-
book of your walking holiday. It will add

tly o the interest of the tour, and in
ars will remind you of many happy

hours.

A camera, too, is a delightiul asset to
a walking holiday. You will find number-
less subjects for jolly snaps.

80 when next you are rlmmmg a summer

holiday, consider a walking tour.



¥, At 5 1t e O

You Must Not Miss These Splendid
Companion Volumes !
s e 3 e 8 £t 3 8

AT SCHOOL 70 P TECT

e s Hlﬁ IIS'I‘IR b —
ASK FOR STORIES OF
" THE ALL
SCHOOLGIRLS' KINDS
OWN"“ THAT
4d. SCHOOLCIRLS
LIBRARY LOVE!

P et 3

e 4

e

{ Z&Scﬂmmms Ow [1BRARY Ne 295

o 6 3 e e 3 e

o——

Printed and published on the first Thurs
Ltd., The Fleetway H:
House, lnilim.dnn e
transniission by Can:

in each month by the Proprietors, The Ams d I ns-c
] o LW,




