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CHAPTER 1.
Eleanor Lawton's Vanity,

i O lessons—hurrah1”
N Barbara Redfern, the captain
of the Fourth Form at Cliff Honse
School, looked round the crowded
Common-room with shining eyos,

“7 should think not,” said tomboy Clara
Trevlyn. “As if we could do any giddy
lessons when therc’s the school dance this
evening.”

““Hear, hear!”

But although there was & general chovus
of approval, it ] come as a surprise to
most of the Cliffi House girls when Miss
Primrose, the headmistress of the school,
had announced that there would be no
afternoon lessons. Who would have guessed
it? Not only was there tho joy of the
school danco, which was to take placo that
evening, but also no afternoon lessons.

Cheersl

Clara Trevlyn was perched on the hack
of an armchair in which Marjoric Hazel-
dene sat altering o dance frock. Barbara
Redfern, for all that she had only just en-
tered the room, was discussing a vory im-

ortant matter with her friend, Mabel

ynn, in front of the fire. That matter
concerned o dance frock, naturally. Tt
would, in fact, have been a safe gucss that
practically every girl in_ the rcom was dis-
cussing nee frocks, dancing, and hair-
dressing.

What & babel—what a chatter! But
then a school dance was a rare and a sery
precious event, the chicf topic of conver-
sation days and days before, as well as
dfterwards. They were all doing or saying
something.

There was Zugusta Anstruther-Browne,
showing some new danco steps to Jemima
Carstairs, who was pretending to be com-
pletely dazed by them, and tying herself
into purposeful knots which annoyed
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‘Augusts, a rather dignified girl; but it
amused the onlookers exuaedmﬁly. ’
“Now the left—no, no, no, the left1” said
‘Augusta, in exasperation. .
‘%’mrp—mrryl *  apologised Jemima,
“Start again. This is my left foot, what?”
“Yes, of course.” ;
“You're sure?” said Jemima, polishing
her monocle and looking very serious.
““Of courso I'm sure!” snapped Augusta.
“Really, one might imagine you were try-

ing pot to_learn, Jemima. It’s simple
enough. Look—"

. Augusta was really a vory good dancer
indeed, and extremely greceful. What is

re, she was quite well aware of the fact
herself, and liked nothing better than show-
ing off to the other girls gathered round.

But it was most unfortunate that Freda
Foote, the humorist of the Form, happened
to be present. Freda, with a faco ns
grave as an owl's, rucked the rug slightly,
as Augusta, dancing lightly and gracefully,
reached it.

Augusta, of course, was unprepared for
that. While the others watched with bated
breath, she mmght her foot in the ruck,
staggered, and then, to the accompaniment

of gasps, collapsed on to the floor in o
eap.

“Y sce,” said Jemima, “Looks quite
casy.”

““Ha, ha, ha!” "

Freda, repenting perbaps for her littlo
trick, pidked Augusta up; but what titters
of laughter there were!

Augusta turncd away haughtily, and
turned with such haste that she nearly
banged into another girl who was just en-
tering the room,

That girl had a flushed face that matched
‘Augusta’s. It was ?nde, and not humilia-
tion, that brought colour to her checks, and
the sparklo to her eyes, however.

At sight of her, the laughter died away,
and it wes she who became the centre of
ettraction in place of Augusta. Every
girl in the room was looking at her.

‘But it was not to be wondered at; for the

il wore a new dance frock—and such o

rock] Admiration and envy seemed to
ﬁ%lnz for mastery in the looks that the
others gave that frock. It really was mag-
nificent. .

“Well, it's arrived,” said the girl. “How
do you like it, girls?”

. Then she paraded like 2 peacock await-
ing admiration,,

-
—

Eleanor Lawton had been at Cliff House
only one term, but alrcady she had made
her mark. She had, in that short time,
earned for herself a reputation for vanity,
extravagance, and ttiness.  All  thred

ualitics now seemed combined in her ar
she stood in tho Common-room showing off
her new frock, ;

“SplendidI” eaid Barbara Redfcrn, in
her candid way. - “I think it's awlully
pretty, Elcanor.”

“Hear, hear!” paid Marjoric Hazcldene,

“Well, it ought to be,” said Eleanor,
with a smug laugh, “Considering what i
paid for it. You'd never guess how much.”

“As much as that, what?” said Jemima.
"Wﬁll, it’s decidedly swish, as one might
a;

say.
“Rather!” agreed Clara Trevlyn.
Eleanor, hand on hip affectedly, twiddled
and twirled so that nothing of the frock’s
beauty should be missed. Yet there was a
silence.  However much admiration the
f:rls felt they did not go into ecstasies.
t was not that they were jealous, bub that
they could not bring themsclves to play up
to this girl's inordinate vanity and conceit.
“"Same colour as mine,” commented Mabel
Lynn.
Eleanor- bridled at once, The idea that
anvone could have anything at all resem-
bling hers! Her small nose was turned
up loftily, and she gave Mabecl a contemp-
tuons look. . =
“What, that horrid old thing of yours—
this colour!” she said. " Nonsenso! It's
several shades different.” $
Mabel Lynn went rather red, and there
came a soft murmur from the other girls.:
“1 was referring to my new frock,” said
Mabel, “which you haven't seen.” i
“Are you having a mew frock for the
dancei” ‘asked Elcanor, and such was her,
tone that really it might have been an
offence directed against her for any other
girl to have a new_frock. |
“Yes, of course I am,” i
“And I,” put in Barbara, *“And most
of us, Eleanor,” 3
“T say, may I take a photo of you like
that?” asked Freda Foote, with great ecager<

ness,

Eleanor, of conrse, could never see when
she was being laughed at, and although
the others knew perfectly. well that Freda
was teasing, sho took it quite seriously.

“Y¥es,” she nodded. “Dut the light
isn't good enough. Besides, you might not
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ot the full effect. ¥ think I'll have it

one in Friardale, and scnd one to my
mother.”

She turned then and flounced out of the
room, leaving an uncomfortable silence be-
hind }mr.

Most gitls like to show their frocks to
their friends; most girls like to have re-
marks passed about tﬁcm, for that was only
::mlprnﬂ But_Elcanor went beyond the
limit. S8he aired her riches and her ex-
travagance. She flaunted her wealth in
the face of poorer girls. And that was
not to be forgiven her.

“That girl1” said Barbara in disgust. *I
sometimes wish I could be as rude to ber
as you are, Freda.”

“It's what she nceds,” agreed Clara
Trevlyn grimly. “I dare say she's gone
now to show that frock to Sh-ila—knowing
that Sheila’s as poor as a church mouse, an
can’t afford a new frock.”

Clara was right. That was just what
Elecanor intended to do. It scemed to
Eleanor & very fino piece of ludk that she
and Sheila Wynn had been placed in“the
same study. For Sheila was as poor as
Eleanor was rich; and what a fino chance
that gave her for airing her wealth!

Clara was right, too, when she said that
Sheila could not afford a new frock for the
dance, How long was it since Sheila had
hed a new frock? So long that even
Sheila could not accurately remember.

Elcanor had gono. upstairs, hummin

aily to herself, and turned into the Fourth

orm corridor. Qutside the door that bore
a little brass number—]l—she halted
laced her hand on the knob, and then
esitated, for from inside the study there
came o soft sound—almost as though some-
one were crying. Somconc crying in the
study? Whom could it be but Sheila
Wynn?

Eleanor, instead of feeling compnssion,
uttered a little cross exclamation. If Sheila
was erying she would not be in a mood to
admire @ frock. That was her only reflec-

tion. Not one thought, of course, did
Eleanor give to the cause of the other’s
ears. hat. did not worry her at all.

“Bother I” she muttered, for she bad par-
ticularly wanted to impress Sheila.  Sheila
was o f;irl who was never jealous at all, or
spiteful.  Xf o frock was ‘pretty, she used
to say so. If Eleanor looked nice—well,
she admitted the Fact honestly.  That was
Sheila all over.

Eleanor tapped at the study door—just to
ﬁwo Sheila time to dry her cyes. Sho

new her study companion well enough to
realiso that Sheila would not want to be
found crying. Sheila was as proud as ten
other girls, perhaps - because she was so

oo, i

“Oh—c-come in!" came a startled voice,

Elcanor pushed open the door, and did
not at once look at £heila; but out of the
corner of her cye sho_saw that Sheila was
dabbing her eyes. IHow red they looked |
And yet Sheila was ordinarily a pretty girl.

“Oh,” said Sheila. “You? I thought
it was somcone clse who knocked.”

Then Eleanor turncd to her radiantly.

“1 thouqht I'd give you a little trcat,”
she said. *“Not often you get the chance to
see a rcally pretty frock like this, I dare
say. ok—isn’t it sweet? And just look
at this embroidery. If only you knew what
it eost!”

Sheila dabbed at her eyes and fought
hard to smile.

“It—it's very pretty,” she said. And yot

Why, it's a

how toneless her voice was!

“Protty! I should say so.
model. ~ Not another like it anywhere.
And doesn’t it suit me?  See how it scems
to make my hair sparkle! And these stock-
ings—don’t they mateh well?”

Of course she saw that Sheila bhad been
mending a stocking, and how hurriedly that
stocking was pushed away. Ugh! A cheap
stocking—horrible!  That was all Elcanor
thought as sho looked down at her own
leg, sheathed in_a stocking that had been
sent especiaily down from London. Two
guincas a pair!

It was like Eleanor to give the improssion
that she had bought them herself, but it
had been her mother who bad paid for
them,

“Wonderful!” said Sheila, and touched
the stocking with the tips of her fingers.”
“How—how splendid, Eleanor!”

Sheila’s hair was brown, yel against the
soft skin of her checks it scemed to have
all the colours in the world: wonderful
gleaming lights were there, and it was silky
soft. cr complexion was like a_delicate
peach, and when she looked up with those
large cyes of hers no strangor could have
noticed what it was she wore—shabby or
threadbare, ill-cut or ill-fitting.

Yet it was Sheila’s shabby drill-dress
that Eleanor looked at, and her lips parted
in a slight ¢url of amusement and contempt.
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“And what are you weming?” she said,
aot because she was interested, but just to
feel superior and to know that $heila would
be gratifyingly humble,

“I? Oh, I'm baving my evening frock

cleaned !” said Sheila. “I dare say it will
be all right. And—and I'm having it
nl'iszmd a little,”

h, my dear!” said Eleanor in her
affected way, patting her hair. “Not that
silly old green taffeta! Why, everyone
knows that by heart. You simply can’t,
my dear! Really!l Why didn't you get
o new one i .

What a weary sigh Sheila gavel

“Because I can’t afford to—or mother
can't. I haven't any meney.”

Eleanor smiled in a most superior man-
ner. hat an admission for anyone to
make, sho was thinking. 5

“Oh, but a new frock,” she said, with
a short laugh, " what does that cost? You
could get a cheap little thing for ten
pounds.”

“If I could get a cheap little thing for
two, I'd have it,” said Sheila, and even
she could not keep just the faintest trace
of bitterncss from her voice. What an
effort sho made then to Fuil herself to-
gether! *8till, I shall like that frock
when it has been cleaned and—and trimmed
Anyway, it's like an old friend. I'm
50 used to it. You know, I don’t believe
I could part with it.” Just like Sheila to
try to make the best of things!

“Poor you,” said Eleanor. “How ter-
rible to be as poor as that!” And she
shuddered affectedly. “Dida’t your father
leave you any money? He was killed in
the War, wasn’t he—or something 7"

“Or something,” eaid Sheila, and her
bhands clenched.  She turned away, hating
Eleanor for that casual remark, but not
wishing to lose control of her temper. My
daddy was reported missing—and,” she
added brokenly—*“that’s the last we knew.
If he were alive to-day we’d be rich, But
—but_anyway “~—sho tossed her head back
and her eyes gleamed—"I'd rather have
him and be poor, than be rich without

im.
_ She fumbled as she picked ug the stock-
ing, tho toe of which she had been repair-
ing, almost as though she could not see it
roperly—as though tears were blinding
ner.

“The war was very terrible,” said Elea-
nor Jightly. “DBut it’s a long time ago.

Do Jou think T need a hair-ribbon with
this? T wonder, Sheila, i »

Sheila went to the door.

“T spoke to you,” said RElcanor shortly.

Bheila did not answer, but wont out of
the room, and Eleanor tossed ler head
nngrll{. Why couldn’t Sheila say what
sho thought about her hair ribbon? 16
would have been so nice to contradict her
‘n a superior way. 8till, Sheila was gone.

Stmngeg‘ enough, from Eleanor’s point
of view, eila often got huffed when her
father was mentioned, and Eleanor found
it rather tiresome. Just fancy Sheila in’
that old frock again! She locked in the
mirror, hummed a tune and smiled. Well,"
let Sheila look as much a fright as she
liked, Elcanor was going to be the belle
of the ball, And that was what really mat-
tered—to Eleanor.

That was what mattered, and yet not all
that mattered. .

There was something eclso—a diamond
pendant.

Eleanor, as she remembered the pendant,
wont white as death, and turned from the
mirrer. A moment later she was frantic-
ally scarching the room—searching again
for the hundredth time since it had been
lost, since that foolish day when she had
put it on io impress Sheila, and then lost
it, oodness knows where |

y —

must find it—I must!l” she gasped
dcsFerutely, as she searched.  *““Oh, what
will mother say if she finds I've borrowed

it? £he must never know—never!”

But, for all her searching, that pendant
which she had borrowed from her mother’s
jewel-box on the last day of the holidays
was not found—that pendant that Mrs.i
Lawton never wore herself because it was
too precious in sentimental, as well as
monetary value! Only two people knew,
of that- borrowing—Eleanor and Sheila
Wynn,

CHAPTER 2.
A Friend in Need.

HEILA WYNN wandered down the
Fourth Form corridor unseeingly.!
Tears blinded her eycs, and it was
.oll she could do to choke down a

lump in her throat. i
All the while she kegt saying to herself
“T must not be silly—I must not be sill
Yot she was silly cnough—if such was sillis!
noss—to wang to cry whenever Eleanor'
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made thoze casual, hurtful remarks about
her father.

Walking along, sceing nothing, she sud-
dunl{ collided with somcone,  Tremendous
shock it was, and realising that sho had
bumped into someone, she was full of
apologies.

“Ob, I am so sorry, really T am—so
frightfully sorry I she said haltingly.

he other girl caught her arm.

“Blind as_a bat—what?”

“Oh, Jemima!” said Sheila, and all at
once it scemed as though half her cares
had been lifted, although why that should
bave been she did not know.

“Just little me,” said Jemima. “Where-
fore this meandering? Thinking mighty
thoughts?"

“More or less,” sighed Sheila. **I say,
do you know when I can get a bus to the
village 7"

“I dare say I might roll out a time-
table from the litter 1n the study,” offered
Jemima, in her kindly way.

“Thank you, if you would. I've got to
colloct a nareel”

“What-ho " agreed Jemima,
“A frock! Thrilling "

And the way she patted Shetla on the
shoulder made it quite clear that nothing
would have pleased her more than a new
frock for Sheila. Jenflma was like that.

“No, alas! Not a new frock—the old

smiling.

one hashed up.” 3
“Just as good,” said Jemima. * Frocks
are tough propositions.  Perhaps you

wouldn’t get one that suited you guite as
well as that one—what?”
Eheila smiled faintly, and shook her

cad,
“You don't think that really; you're
just being kind. u think you're a

rling for saying it,” she said, and they
turned back to Jemima's study.

Jemima flung open the door and then
paused, sighing in mock sadness, The
afternoen sunlight lit up one of the most
untidy recoms Sheila had ever seen, and
she Jaughed. Jemima sighed and shook

" her head.

“The study,” she said, eyes twinkling.
“Qur study—Clara’s little study—Jemima’s
little study, and Marjoric Hazeldene's bur-
den—the trial of her life—what?”

Sheila laughed.

, T must say Fm two lead her a

dance,” she said. ~ “Poor Marjorie likes

overything so tidy, Aund
Clara—well, goodness.

doesn't she?
And vou?”

she grovelled and

There were books on the floor. There
were Marjorie's needlework oddments lit-
tered on the floor by Clara, who had
knocked over a chair, and, of course, not
picked it up, Shocs on the table, & comb
and hairbrush., Almost everything was on
the floor or table. 3

“Everything but a time-table,” said
Jemima.  “Sure to be! And to think
how sternly I was brought up—in the real
Spartan spirit, you know! “Don’t drop
crumbs on the floor.” *Mind you always
shut the door,’ and so on,” she added as
roped amongst the
litter for a time-table.  The buses went
quite near to Cliff House, and took one
into the village of Friardale.

While Jemima scarched, Sheila looked
around the small study. Untidy though
it was, what a home it looked! There
was & photograph of Jemima's father.
wearing a monocle such ag hers; a hand-
some, dapper-looking man, There were
{JI}‘IDtng‘l‘Elpl‘! of Clara’s people, and of
Marjoric’s father, Marjorie’s  mother
having died years mgo. TPoor Marjorio!
Was ik worse o have no father or no
mother?

“Here we are,” said Jemima, in triumph,
“ITurrah! Time-tablel Now, let me see.
Is this Sunday?”

“OF conrse it isn't.”

“Eaturday 17

You goose!” laughed Sheila. "“It's
Tuesday. = Fancy forgetting tho night of
the dance.”

“True, true,” said Jemima thoughtfully,
seated on the ground, “However, now
here’s @ very nice bus, threo-forty-five.
How would that do? Or I could offer you
one almost as good at four-fiftcen—quite
a nice bus, you know.” 2

“T'll take the three-forty-five, thanks,
Jemima,
Friardale?” R

“In Courtficld.” said Jemima. “Suppose
we 50 together 1"

“0Oh, yes, I'd like that!"

“You don’t look as though you like it
much,” smiled Jemima, rising to her feet.
“Look sort of sad and wistful, like a
pup};{y left out in the_ rain.”

“¥Yes, and I foel like it,” Sheila ad-
mitted, in a low voice.

Then how ashamed of herself she was!
Why should she worry Jemima with her
misery?  Just beeause she was unhappy,
was there any need for her to pass it on?

She tried to brighten, and smiled

Is there anything you want in
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“I didn't mean that,” she said, when
Jemima's grey eyes were upon her, seri-
ously, thoughtiully,

“Unfortunately, you did,” said Jemima.
“But cheer up, my cherubl If you look
as pretty as that to-night, you’ll be a sen-
sation. Why wasn’t I blessed with a
complexion like yours?”

“Silly "

But it was rather pleasing, all the same.

They went upstairs to the dormitory to-
gether, to put on their outdoor things.
Sheila, side-glancing at_Jemima, thought
how attractive she was. Not of the *“[rilly-
frilly ? type, for Jemima was always
rather severely dressed. Jemima looke:
smart, and she was extraordinarily good-
looking, too, with her reddish-brown hair
and_twinkling eyes.

“Dirty face?” sho askoed, as she found
Sheila’s’ eyes upon her, ~“No time to
wash. Try rubbing it off.”

*“No, of course you haven't a dirty face,”
Sheila laughed, *Quite the reverse. Come
on! We haven't any time to spare. We
shall miss the bus.”

And, arm-in-arm, off they went.

CHAPTER 3.
Sheila to the Rescue.

EING with Jemima_ was like a tonic

B to Sheila. She didn’t feel so miser-

able now. Somehow, verty

didn’t matter, and the fact that one
was shabby became of no account at all,
?ince Jemima seemed not to observe the
fact.

Of course, Jemima would not hurry; she
never hurried. But all tho same, they
managed _to catch the bus, with a little
sprint. Both of them had obtained moni-
tress’ passes earlier in the day, and they
were highly elated at being out of school
when it was not ordinarily a holiday.

How much jollier it seemed being in a
bus on Tucsday efterncon than on Wed-
nesdayl It seemed like going into a new
world. Different people in the bus, and
different business going on.

“Cheerio|” said Jemima, as the bus
Eu'llml up. “I may seo you when I come

ack through Friardale, what1"

“Yes, perhaps,” said Sheila.

She watched the bus go down the road,
and wgved a farewell to Jemima, then

turned towards the small shop where her
dress had been cleaned and renovated.

Of course the dress was not rcady!

. “Oh  dear!” Sheila said to the woman
in the. shop. “Won't it be rcady at all
this afterncen?” .

“In an hour’s time, I should think,”
said the woman. “I'll get on the ’phone.
It has to come from Courtficld.” §

“Courtficld! I might have gone on
there and then collected it, if I had
known. The bus has gone now, I think.
Oh, what a pity!” i

The woman was sorry, but she could do
nothing but telephone. What ages sho
scemed on the felephone, and even then
she enme back with bad news.

“Tho dress is ready, but it can’t be
sent out.  If you could call for it, miss—
at our Courtficld branch——"

Could she? What was the fare to Court-
ficld?  Eightpence return. How FEleandr
would have sniffed at eightpence! Such an
amount was beneath her consideration. But
to Sheila it meant 2 good deal.  £he had,*
in all, a shilling, and that would have to
last her for some time. Sixpence a week
was her pocket-money, and a journcy to
Courtfield and back used up nearly te
days’ supply.

“If not?” she said anxiously.

“I am afraid that it cannot como until
to-morvow,” said the woman kindly.

That scttled it, of course. Sho_ simply
had to go to Courtfield. §

While she waited for the bus in the
High Street, three other Cliff House girls
waf'ked by, girls in her own Form. The:
were Marcin Loftus, Gwen Cook, an
Nancy Bell. . H

She saw those threo girls exchange
glances and nudges, and then giggle.  Oh,’
it was easy cnough to sce that they were
Eiggling at her, It was tho shabbiness of

er winter coat that amused them, and
the fact that it was a little short in the
slecves because she had grown rather
quickly.  Very funny, of course.

Sheila knew the character of those three
ggrls. They were the “black sheep” of
the Fourth, ever ready to do-somo spite-
ful act. et

They had been vastly amused at Sheila’s

overty when first she had come to Cliff

ouse, but of late they had left her alone,
realising that Sheila (reated them with
contempii.

They nudged ane auother as Sheila ap-
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proached, and she could hear their re-
marks, uttored in tones caleulated to reach
her ears. DBut Sheila did not flinch. She
walked on firmly, her head held high.

Mareia, Gwen, and Nanecy were not
pop“lqr girls, and not in any way repre-
sentative of tho Fourth Form. .

Barbara Redfern, the Form captain,
Clara Trevlyn, Mabel Lynn—they were the
girls. Darbara, who was always happy,
who was such @ good lcader, and not a
bit conceited despite the fact that she
played all games so well. Mabel, who
could act as well as some E;ufuusionnis_
Clara, who was a jolly tomboy and de-
lighted in earning lines. They did not
eneer at her! —But Marcia, Nancy, and
Gwen—what did they matter? .

Yet they did rather matter, and Sheila
turned away as they walked past.

““Oh, ecut dead!™. said Marcia, with a
sneer. “What shall we do?”

' “Bit of luck!” said Gwen Cook. “'Pity
she wears the school hat. Really, it’s &
disgrace the way she goes about!”

*Perhaps she knows we'd eut her if she
didn’t cut us,” said Nancy.

All  theso remarks were made lond
enough for Sheila to hear them, of course.
How glad sho was that they were nob wait-
ing for the bus! And bow glad she was
;whon at last the bus came! .

: The journey into Courtfield took about
:twcntl\; minutes, but to Sheila, busy with
ther thoughts, 1t scemed no time ere the
:bus drew up in the Market Place, e

‘' The shop she had to go to was rather
thard to find in Courtfield, but she did find
‘it at last, and, what was more, her dress
iwas ready for her.

i She was quite surprised when she saw it.
iReally, it did not look too bad. = The
alterations had made & most astonishing
'difference. There was quite a sparkle in
ther cyes. 2
{ ‘The bill was paid, tho moncy having
ibeen saved up, with exactly the right
amount. And when it had heen paid she
had just fourpence left from her sililli.ugf

" ‘that and her return ticket.

£till, she felt a good deal kappier now.
:With the paper pareel tucked under her
arm, and_held lightly for fear of making
creases, she went out into the strect.
. Thero was no sign of Jemima, but then,
probably, sho was farther down in the
town, ~ Theo street in which Sheila stood
was only a sccondary one, and there were

few people about. — Cars flashed by now
and again, and as it was muddy, she kept
against the wall.

It was yet twenty minutes before the
bus went, so there was no hurry, and she
sauntered casily along, catching up, nover-
theless, the person who was just in front’
of her—a man who walked with a stick—
tapping it on the pavement.

It was not for some minutes that she
realised the significance of that. He was
tall, npright, and well-built, a fine-looking
man, ut he walked carefully, tapping
the stick in front of him. Blind! ‘hat
was it! Ho was blind!

Bheila's heart was filled with compassion
at sight of that tragic fisure. How dread-
ful it must be to be blind! she was think-

ing.
iﬁ)w he paused on the edge of the kerb

and listened. Surely he was not going
to oross that dangerous road—alone?
Sheila, quite frightened, gasped, and

hurried forward.

Yes, he was going to cross the road!
And now a large limousine was coming
along, making no sound that could over-
come that of a barrel-organ that was play.
ing farther down the street.

The blind man was stepping out into
the road, and he was behind a large van.
Thus obseured, he would step into the
road, and the limousine driver would not
be nble to see him until too late.

All that flashed across Sheila’s mind as
she ran forward,

“Stop " she cried.

The man seemed not to hear. Tapping
with -his stick, to judge where the road
was, he stepped off the korb, and the
Jimousine glided smoothly along, In a
moment the two would surely meet!

Bheila sprang forward into the road.
Tho limousine seemed almost on top of
the man, but she did not hesitate, Heed-
less of .the risk she ran, she caught the
man by the arm, and had an instantaneons
view of the chauffour of the limousine, his
face white, wrenching at the wheel.

Only just in time she managed to drag
the man clear. It was an escape from
death by inches.

“Oh 1" she gasped.

But the man was saved, Both of thera

were safe, And the car-driver, secing that
by a quick glance, went on, but more
slowly.
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“What was that?” the blind man asked.
“A cari” <

“Yes, yes, You’re safe mow,” Sheila
said comfortingly. ) k

How splendid he looked, tall, and with
fine features, yet a little alarmed, fully
realising the narrowness of the escape.
“You saved my life,” he said. “Thank
you! You are very brave!”

“Not_brave—quick!” she said, to make
light of it, “Please let me seo you across
the road.”

And cven as she said that she remem-
bered her parcel. Gone! In the excite-
ment it must have slipped out from under
her arm. But where was it?

Alas, it was easily enough seen! Thera
it lay in the road—paper split open, dress
bearing the mud marks of the wheels,
twisted and torn. s

“Oh 1" gasped Sheila, in dismay. “Oh,
goodness 1™ .

And, stooping, she gathered it up.

“You are not hurt#” exclaimed the man
anxiously. “Please! I'm so sorryl It
wag careless of me."”

“No, no! Tt is all right!” she said,
and choked back her tears. “I’m not hurt
a serap. But you really ought not to
attempt to cross the roads alone.”

“No, I ought not to,” he said; and his
voice was very pleasant, “Usually my
nurse-housekeeper is with me, but it was
her aftcrnoon out and I wanted some
tobacco.”

“Please let me see you home.”

“No, no, my child. ¥You are very kind
and very brave. Thank you for what you
did! Thank youl wish I could see
you. You have a nice voice, rather like
——" Mo broke off, the comparison un-
finished, “But I only live a short distance
away.

Y.

“Then I can help you home,”

“Ah, you are too kindl !
nuisance, I'm afraid. I live in the liitle
cottage with the black door. They tell
mo it is black. Rather nice, a black doar,
don’t you think? It is called the Little
Cottage.”

"}; kunow it,” said Sheila.

r.

She shook her ruined, muddy dress, and
tucked it under her arm. What did a
dress matter, really, compared with such
misfortune as his? How she hated herself

“It isn’t

I am rather a{J

then for worrying about such a petty thing
as_a dance frock!

Holding his arm, she steered him safely
across the road and along to the Little
Cottage, a small, attractive place, set back
from the road in the midst of a charming
garden.  The door was unlatched, and
there she left him.

But all at once she felt miserable and
ashamed of herself for making so much
of her trifling worries. She wanted to help
this man. e was so tall and courageous
with his affliction, smiling, and by his
look a man who emiled often,

“Perhaps I could come and read aloud
to you, sometimes?” she faltered. y

“That would be very nice of you. But
you must not trouble yourself—or worry !
He reachod out and patted her shoulder.
“Thank you very much—thank you a
thousand times!” 5

IMe raised his hat and went into,the
house, but Sheila stood for a while in the
porch, before turning away. How splendid
he was! He was just the sort of man
she had imagined her own father to bey
Oh, if only she could read aloud to him
sometimes! If only she could help him!

She went back to the roadway; then,
suddenly remembering  her bus, sha
hurried, turned info the alleyway that led
to the main_ road—and bumped inlo
Jemima Carstairs!

“Oh!” she gasped. *Fancy mocting you,
Jemima 1"

“And fancy meeting you!” Jemima sald
seriously, giving Sheila a long, admiring

look. “T saw you helping that blind man.
Good for you! Jolly good!”

Sheila blushed, and hid her muddy
parcel.

“Oh, that was nothing!” she demurred.
“I say, Jemima. don’t say anything at the

school—promise !”
“Rob! shall said

Of course I

emima,

“Oh, but you mustn’t. DPleasc!” begged
Sheila,

“Hiding your lizght under n bushel 2*
mused Jemima. “But just as you like.
What of the frock?”

“0Oh, that’s all right! T—T can put that
into shape,” said Sheila. wncomfortably.
“Are you coming to get the biis?™

“No. Got to take the mext,” said
Jemima.  “I must take these flowers to
the Little Cottage.”

say 1"
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But—but it

“I know,” smiled Jemima. *“That is
Captain Hargrave. My father knows him,
and I'm taking him some flowers. Ie
likes flowers. Cheer-hol See you at the
dance!”

Sheila hesitated, then smiled, and went
her way. It was strange that Jemima
should know Captain Hargrave; and yet,
why not? She remembered now that
Jemima had more than once mentioned a
friend of her father's, who had been badly
wounded in the War, and was living in
Courtficld.

Of course, it was the same man. Nothinz |
really surprising in that. Then Sheila
looked at her dance frock and groaned.
What was to be done now? The dress was
ruined beyond repair. No dance for herl
That money spent on cleaning—wasted,
And yet, had not the dress been spoiled
in a good cause?

Then Jemtmns pet picse of advice came
to her. “Chin up and a straight left!”
So up went Shmﬂs chin. But in her
heart—well, she could not help wishing
that she conld have helped Captain Har-
grave and kept that dress intact as well.

‘”}f’he—ﬂ)e Little Cottage!

CHAPTER 4.
A Shock for Eleanor.

Cliff House! The time for the
dance was drawing nearer. How
excellently the large Hall had
been decorated! The floor was cleared and
polished. The band had been given a
special position on the dais that Miss Prim-
rose occasionally occupied, and all around
it ]wcre palms, making it look very delight-
ful.
“ My }m' 0.K.!" was Cl'\m Trevlyn's
opinion. “Bit sl:ppcry, though !
And Clara slid a few steps across the
0OT,
“Oh, Clara, such a tomboy!” said Mar-
;nr:e, in dcspmr,
sus-say, you girls, where's the hoo-
fay 1" asked the thin, reedy voice of
Bessie Bunter.
“The whatter 2 said Clara.

WHAT 2 hustle and what a bustle at | fell.

“The boofay! You know. I dare say,”
4. ?cszie pitronisingly, “you ecall it
busfit,”

Bessic Bunter was an exceedingly fat
girl, und her round face now Imkcdyvery
shiny. A pair of very thick glasses sat
u on her podgy, turned-up nose, and the

blink she gave Clara was intensely magni-
fied by them.

“The buffet!” said Clara, knitting her
brows, although, of course, she
well what Bessie Bunter meant.
first thought was naturally for
(]ﬂpartmeut. If Bessie had been stranded
in Tibet she wonld have guessed the
Tibetan for meringne—assuming  that
Tibetans eat meringues!

"Yﬂ!, the boofay!" eaid Bessie. “Where

we

"But this is a dance, Tubby!” said
{f_‘l?ru, doing more steps. “Not & bun
i

"ghil. we have to eat!” blinked Dessie.
“I get jolly hungry, dancing, And all my
pnrtuers suggest sitting ont the dance after
we've done a few steps.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked Clara;
Z\I:lrj:)rie smiled, too.

No wonder Bessie’s pariners suggested
slmx r out dances!

“fPerhaps  they forget to bring their
nes!” said Clara, shaking her head.
But the buffet will appear all right. Of
course, you heard the regulation? No girl
js to go into the buffet more than once.

Clara winked at Marjorie, but DBessie
did not see the wink, and her fat face

she

and

“Then I shan’t be able to dance,”
said. “Oh dear! Well, never mind.
shall be able to watch Ihe dancing from
thero if it’s near,the Hall.

. She meant to go in at once—and stop
in.

Bessie Bunter rolled away, and othera
came on the scene. It was not time to
be getting dressed yet, and the girls natur-
ally wanted to sce how things were going.
There was an air of bustle and excite-
ment in the school. Girls would bob out
of Hrm;ms bearing dresses, and disappear in
a flash.

No lessons anywhere. Tatin was for-
potten, were & mere myth!

with the

0
said Freda Foote, eye-
ing. ’ Wonder when my peopla
will be cnmmg’-‘"
Ces, and mine.” said Clara, "I shall
have to look mgh!.nlly good, you know.
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I say, what funl” And she jumped up
and down for the sheer joy of the thing.
“(Clara,” came a sharp voice, “behave
yourself t” s &
Miss Bullivant, the mathematics mistress,
swept across the Hall, thin and tall and

angular.
Miss Bullivant,” said Clara

“Yes,
meekly.

“Just practising new steps.” said I'reda
Foote in her impish way. “Can you dance
the creeping monkey, Miss Bullivant?”
she asked, in her peculiarly innocent way.

Miss Bullivant ;fmt up her eychrows,

“Certainly not. There will be no jazzing
here to-night. IF that was the—er—slecp-
ing monkey, then it will certainly not be
danced.”

“Oh dear!” said Freda Foote. “I've
learned the wrong thing.”
Miss Bullivant went on, and Clara

nearly doubled up. Fancy thinking a hop-
gkip-and-jump was a dance!

'Fhan Mabel Lynn and Barbare Redfern
came down the stairs.

“Post!” said Barbara,
all about it, girls.”

“My hat, so had T1" gasped Clara.
“Not that there's likely to be anything,
as my people are coming, complete wi
bags of money for me.”

Still, they all went to the rack, Either
most of the girls had collected their letters
or the mail was unusually small, for only
three lotters were there.

“One for Nancy Bell, one for Eleanor,
and one for Gwen,” said Barbara. “Prob-
ably important. Gwen and Nancy are out.
Eleanor's in her room. I say, shall I take
it up to her?”

“What, wait on that girl—poof!” said

lara. .

“Well, T may as well. It might be im-
portant,” said Barbara. And, like the
good sort she was, she took the letter up
to Eleanor’s study.

Eleanor was manicuring her nails with
an elaborate set spread out before her on
the table

“Td forgotten

“Oh, you did make me jump!” she
gn,.!pcl], as Barbara rat-tatted and pushed
open the door.  She sounded quite
peevish,

“Sorry,” said Barbara.
that one tho wrong shape?

Eleanor spread out her right hand and
looked at it with eyes half closed. Barbara

“Have you cut
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gave her an amused look and did the
same, moving her head to one side. ?

“Sweet,” she said. “A little more off
the forefinger, perhaps?”

4 don’t think so!” said Eleanor,
takmg}lher seriously. “This is the fashion-
able shape now, you know, and this polish
is really splendid.”

“Good 1" said Barbara cheerfully. “Then
everyone is satisfed. Here’s a letter for
you.” Thought it might be important.”

“Qh, put it down!” said Eleanor, and
looked at her other hand. Not a thank
you! Really, Barbara might have been
a servant. One look Barbara gave her,
then shrugged her shoulders and went

t.

out.

Eleanor threw a glance at the letter
then, and, sceing that it was from her
mother, took it up and opened if, pout-
ng.

I suppose mother isn't coming, What
a nuisance, when she wans going to wear
her diainonds!” she said crossly.

She took out the letter and read it. Her
mother would not be able to come,

"Bumething rather surprising has hap-
pened, dear,” her mother wrote. “We
think we have traced your Aunt Angela.
You have probably heard us mention her.
Her husband was reported missing in the
War—which really means he is. killed
Aunt Angela was always proud, and would
not aocept charity, and cut herself off from
us “all, - even ough she had a little
daughter, your Cousin Sheila. (Sheila
must be about your own age now.) Well,
dear, there is reason to believe that Aunl
Angela’s husband, Sheila’s father, is, afte:
all, alive! Alive with impaired memery
and perhaps under another name—"

Eleanor read the letter with a pout, at
though it were a tiresome obligation.

“Sheila!” she said, “Never heard of
her! Cousin Bheila? Cousins are s
nuisancs.” Everyone who might rob he:
of n little limelight was a nuisance.

She read on, however:

“Of course, if your uncle should prove
to be alive, he will come into quite a
fortune, which is now in the hands of the
Public Trustee. In any case, Sheila will
come into it when she is twenty-one.”



'“THE SCHOOLGIRLS® OWN " LIBRARY

Worse and worse! Eleanor frowned
darkly. Not only a Cousin Sheila, but
one who would come into a fortune. The
idea! Whatever next!

But the next words seemed to leap right
out of the letter.

“We pever told you anything of this
because you were so young; it all hap-
pened when you were quite a tiny girl.
And Captain Wynn—="

Wynn! Cousin Sheila! The letter
dropped from Eleanor's hands, and she
looked quite dazed. Sheila Wynn! A
coincidence, of course, she told herself.
Why should there not be two such girls?
Merely a coincidence, and nothing more.
But how strange—and Sheila Wynn, who
thared the study with her, had lost her
father in the War. Not killed—reported
missing? Then surely—

Eleanor sat quite still, the colour mount-
ing to her cheeks.

“What nonsense!” she exclaimed. “That
girl my cousinl What utter nonsense "

Then, biting her lip, she read on. There
was very little more about the matter
save to explain how charming and gallant
Captain Wynn had been. But there was
something else that made Eleanor gasp
aloud in dismay. A bad day for her,
this|

“Now, dear, for some bad news,” the

letter went on. “I cannot find my diamond
ndant—the one_that belonged to your
ather’s mother. I trust you did nob take

it out and mislay it in the ho!idazs,
precious; but there, I know you wouldn’t,
as you were forbidden to touch it. If it
is lost goodness knows what daddy will
say.”

Eleanor crumpled the letter in her hand.
1f it were lost—why, it was lost, and she
had lost it. Oh, what would her father
say? How angry he would be! He would
stop her lavish allowance; he would re-
fuse to let her have so many dresses.

“Mummy will never know,” she mut-
tered. “T will write to-night and eay I
didn't take it. No ono else knows—"

Sheilal Sheila knew. Had she not
shown it to her and bragged? But why
should Sheila _and_her mother ever meet?

Cousin Sheila—Cousin Sheila something

1n

seemed to say, If this Sheila were her
cousin, then sooner or later truth would
out. Sconer or later mother would knew
about the pendant.

Eleanor drew a quick breath.
ba"|§he can’t be my cousin. She mustn’t

But even as sho muttered the svords
thero was a quick step in the corridor;
the door opened, and there entered—
Sheila. Eleanor gave a violent start and
looked at her resentfully. Then, noticing
the muddy ﬂarcal, sho added :

' Why, whatever's that?”

Just my dress,” sighed Sheila sadly.
"tIt._tfell into the road—and look—just look
at_it!”

Eleanor looked, opencd her eyes wide,
and then burst into a peal of laughter.

“Look at it! Oh, look!” she cried.
“Just_look! Oh, you silly! Fancy drop-
ping it! What a sifht it {cnksl"

Sheila drew herself up, and for onece her
eyes were cold and her voice stern.
“I don't sce anything to laugh at,” she

said,

“Ha, ha!" sniﬁgcmd Eleanor. “I do.
YOI;I" l;"nll’ﬁ wear that to-night. You simply
can's.

Quite suddenly she became serious.

“Is your mother coming to-night?” she
asked.

“No,” said Sheila.

As if her mother could afford the farel

“Someone was saying your mother’s name
was Angela,” commented Eleanor, as
though quite casually.

Sheila looked q'\:;te surprised.

“I don’t see that my mother’s name is
anyone’s business, but if yon must oW,
it ia Angela,” she said, and then stared.
“Why, wl at.ever’s the matter?”

“Matter — matter? Nothing’s  the
matter!” snapped Eleanor; but she had
50313 pale. “Only I—I bet someone it was

lice. I knew it began with an A.”

She had quite recovered her composure
now, and Sheila, unable to understand this
interest in her mother’s name, turned away.

Eleanor, the moment the other’s attention
wys distracted, turned to the fire, and, with-
out waiting to read the end of her mother’s
letter, threw it into the fire. Sheila, her
cousin]l  Not if sho knew it; and she
watched the flames consuming the letter
until it was nll ash! For the present, any-
way, Sheila and mother must be kept apartl

““Your mother coming?™ asked Sheila.
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“No, thank goodness!” said Eleanor, and
then got up from her chair and went cut
of the room, Sheils staring after her.

What was wrong with Eleanor? she
wondered.

Almost as Eleanor went out of the study
someone else came in, a Cliff House servant,
bearing a large brown cardboard box.

“J".\gisu Sheila,” she said. “"A parcel for

01

you! :
“For me?" gasped Sheila.
The girl put the box on to the table, and
Bheila took it up, amazed. Sure enough, on
the box was the label:

“Miss Sheila Wynn,
Fourth Form,
Cliff House School,
Kent.

"

There was no mistake—it was for her.
And the name on the box—~"Lucille’s,
Courtfield.”

Why, Lucille was an exclusive dress-
maker. Lucillo—for her? There was surely
& mistake!

With trombling fingers she opened the
box, and on top of the tissue-paper was
an envelope addressed to her. Inside wns a
byfewri_éttn sheet.

t said

“As a _token of admiration for a very
noble girl, from one who admires her.”

That was all! Sheila stared at the box,
her senses reeling. Then, as in a trance,
she folded back the tissue-paper and took
out—a dress, and such a dress. It was the
most beautiful, the most ?leuﬂid frock she
had seen, a thing of wonder.

And it was for herl

CHAPTER 5.

Whase Frook!
HEILA WYNN huyj ged the dress to
her; and then, although her eyes

were too brimmed with tears to allow
her to m_nnythinﬁ very clearly, she
held that beautiful frock at arm’s rength

study it.
For her! Such a wonderful frock! Oh,
there was a mistake, surely! Who would
send her a frock?

Bhe looked at the label on the box; she
stedied the message that aceompanied it.
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No, there was no doubt that the frock was
hers, and that message, too, was easily
understood. Someone had seen her help
the blind man across the road, and this was
the result.

Rep, rap!
which was pushed open
Trevlyn to look in. i

“Hallo, hallo!” said Clara in hor cheery
way; and then saw the frock. “Goodness!
What’s this?” ¥ ;

“A—n frock. Sent to me,” said Sheila,
still quite overcome.

Clara turned back into the corridor, and
in a voice that could have been heard in
the school Hall, called to her friends:

“Babs! Marjorie! Jimmyl Quick!
Wonderful frock——"

Thon she entered the study and put her
arms _akimbo.

“Well, you are a frand,” she said, her
eyes twin]&’in¥ “ pretending you were going
to have an old frock touched up, and then
dazzle us all like this! I say, do look!”
she added ns Barbara Redfern, followed by
Marjorie Hazeldene, entered tho room.

Barbara stood and looked, smiling. Mar-
jorie Hazeldene, who loved frocks almost
as much as she did flowers, Went into

ecstasies. .

«Qh, Sheila, how splendid! It's
marvellous "

“Lucky you!” said Barbara. "“We're
doing a round of the studics to sec the frocks
before they're put on, you know."

“Tg sce what they're really like,” ex-
plained  Clara, fingering the delicate
material. “A pretly penny this cost.”

came suddenly at the door,
to allow Clara

Then Barbara stooped to the floor to pick

}x& a scrap of paper. She turned it over,
rted, and then hurriedly put it down.
But what a look she gave Sheila. It was
the messago she had picked up. .

Sheilablushed,

“I might as well bo quite honest,” she
said, with a nervous little laugh. “I didn’t
buy this mysel.”

“Not_out of your l&ockabmonay." agreed
Clara, laughing. “My hat, no! But nor
did I buy mine. I look to the mater for
that, you know. Give ap) aaliulg glancet
and_write letters with crowds of P.8.'s."

“But my mother didn’t b\;i it”

“Sounds like a riddle,” said Freda Foote,
poking her head in at the doorway.

“Qpiffing frock!” Mabel said quickly.
“YTooks as though it foll from the sky.”
“Whirh iz what it did, more or less”

v
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laughed Bheila. “Oh dear! I don’t know

if I ought to accept it. Yon see—'

y all look at  her wonderingly.
What was the ﬁ‘i)bl driving at? But there
was one gitl who knew—Barbara.

Poor Sheila was in a quandary. Ousznt
she to accept the present? hy, she did
not really know who had sent it] Suppose
it were a meve hoax, a joke of some kind?
Supfosu. the label was just a mistake?

- “Tyy it on,” said Clara. .“I'm all twitter-
ing with impatience. That the front?”

“Oh, Claral The back!” eaid Marjorie
Hazeldens mexrrily.

All the same, Clara was interested in
dresses, and she held up the frock, insisting
that Sheila elipped it on. Of course, stock-
ings would not match, and the dress would
hardly be shown at its best worn like that.
But what a temptation, especially to a girl
who had not had a new frock for ages!

‘The frock was put on the table. Clara
insisted, Marjorie pleaded, Freda gave
advice, and Barbara gave the casting vote.

But Sheila left the dress on the table, and
wondered.

Of cowrse, it was hard for the others to
understand how she felt. But the truth was
that Sheila, being so poor, was a little
awed by the magnificent frock, quite un-
able to believe that it could be hers, and in
2 panic lest it were not and she should spoil

it.
‘While they all stood thus in hesitation,

someone else came along the corridor.
“What's this crowd?” said someone

pertly.

Eleanor Lawton that was, of course!

“Just looking at a frock that’s arrived,”
said Freda, winking at the others.

Eleanor Lawton ste}:iaed into the study.
Bhe saw the dress, and tho cardboard box
and the tissue-paper, and her eyes opened
wide. Then she fail‘iy jumped forward and
toolc up the frock. =~

“Oh, oh! How ripping of mother!” she
cried. “What a darling it is, girls!
Another new {rock for me! Hurrah!™

She looked at them, not sceing how dazed
they were, Eleanor was far too much taken
up with her own del:giht to be aware of
anything else. She held the dress before
preened delightedly.

Bheila? Well, Sheila, instead of stepping
forward and taking thet dress ns the others
had supposed she would, hung back and
logked strangely agitated.

Eleanor’s frock? Why not? Was not
Eleanor very rich and much indulged?
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True, she had already one new dance frock
in which she had swaggered; but why not
two? The label was a mistake.
“T really don’t know which to wear,” said
Eleanor, thrilled. R R
“Better wear your own,” said Clara, in
her candid, blunt way. “It's best in the

lurﬁ run.”
Eleanor almost collapsed;
she recovered.

but instnnt&y

My own!” she said, tossing her head.
“Indecd! And whose is this, pray, if not
ming 1

‘What a shout there was!

“ Sheila’s!”

Eleanor was staggered; she lowered the
dress limply.

“Sheila’s]  Nonsense!” sho retorted
sharply. “What utter nonsense! This
wonderful dress Sheila’s? Why, she hasn't
a penny in the world !” 5

“Y'm afraid it is hers, though,” said Bar-
bara, rather sternly. “Here’s the box lid,
and there is her name written on it.”

Eleanor put the dress down, examined
the label on the box, and then before
Sheila, who_stepped forward, could stop
her, she had picked up the little slip of
paper that had been put inside the box,

“ ¢ As a token of admiration for a very
noble girl, from one who admires her,””
she read, and tho slip of paper quivered

in her hand.
Sheila reached forward, and took the
“Pm

piece of paper, almost guiltily.

“The dress is mine,” she said.
sorry ou  have been  disappointed,
Eleanor.” Even after all that rudeness
Sheila could find it_in her heart to be
sorry for Eleanor! But Elcanor was not
at all in reciprocative mood.

“Disappointed! _There’s & mistake.
What nonsensel T'd like to know wherc
that dress came from. An admirer, indced!
Poof! Why, I—" ‘

She starod at the dress, and then drew
up, a now light in her eyes.

“Thought of something?” asked Freda.

“Yes, I have,” snid,Eleanor. “Oh, yesl
I romembor a dress that someone was
going to have—a dress just like that! And
remember  it, Marjorie—and you,
Claral” s

She held up the dress and laughed. Oh,
it_was a_horrid_laugh’

Marjorie . looked ~ at  the
thought. Clara losked at it.

dress and
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“My hat!” said Clara. “Wasn’t Jimmy’s
new frock—"

“T think Jemima—" began Marjorie.

They broke off and cxchanged wonder-
ing glances.

%Icﬂnur laughed hysterically.

“Jemima, of course, This is
rqmpmbur her describing it.

hers. I
Ilz’a a little

different; but that’s been done deliber-
al:e!) What a look she gave Bheila.
Anywa\' will take it along to
Jemima."

Then Sheila seemed to come to life.
There was an angry spot in cither check.
Elgxul\:or‘n insults had stung her to the
[ uICcK.

o “You will do nnthing of the sort,” she
said, and took hold of the dress.

“1 will!” snapped Eleanor.

“Why not ask Jemima to come?” said
Barbara mildly. *Although, really, as it
is addressed to Sheila—"

Eleanor turned to the door, a very deter-
mined look on her weak face. Eleanor
was incensed. The idea of Sheila pretend-
ini tho frock was hers!

ut Sheila was not to be so easily down-
irodden. 8he held on to the dress.

Alas! Thero came the sound of tearing
material, and both girls dropped the frock
gs though it had suddenly become red

t.

THEIR SECRET QUARREL AT SCHOOL!

"Prett_', frock 1” said Jemima.

Sleanor 1"

Eleanor stared. Had Jemima not recog-
nised her own frock?

“No, it’s yours, isn’t it?” she said, a
iittle blankly, and quite taken aback.

“Mine ?” said Jemima. “Is it addressed
to met”

Everyone began to talk at once; and
Jemima, unable to hear anything clearly,
picked up the box lid.

“Sheila Wynn,” she zaid. “Congratula-
tions, Sheila! Lucky you, what? This
will stagger the n‘xtlvee, and_ bring faint
moans of envy, what?”

“Yours,

Sheila looked into Jemima’s eyes, and
suddenly she saw there the tru An
admiror! Who but she knew that she had

rescued the blind man? She, the man
himself—and Jemima Carstairs? No mere
onlooker, had there heen one, would have
known her name. The blind man could
not know it, unless given by Jemima.
Jemima, therefore, knew the truth.

“Oh, Jemima, you—you—-" But words
failed Sheila completely.

‘Words failed Eleanor, tool

“You mean to say this isn't your frock 1"
she asked.

“Well, my frocks don’t usually arrive
addressed to other eople,” said Jemima,
polishing her monocle, “Moreover, it's a

Marjorioc Hazeldene dropped to her | frock, and not a rag book, or anything
knees, picked up the frock and examined | like that. I seemed to see a tugn-nf war in
it, while Sheila, wide-oyed, could only |progress when I came. Who won?’
stare. That lovely frocki Ruined! “The dress lost,” said Freda. “Eleakor's

At that moment the door opened andjall cut u about’ it. She thought it was
Jemima came into the study, and sank fhers, and now she won’t believe it's
gracefully into a chair. Sﬁlﬁellf'sh] Wh,y:. not take it round the

™ school eanor ?
cm:i;marmfpmk arrived yet, Jimmy " asked I‘:l[earllfrkbls her lip. find §
gir % P “I thin vnum very unkind to make
W’hﬂ?: f]fits‘.’"smd Jemima., “No. Hal!nl fun of me,” she faltered, “How should I

CHAPTER 6.
A Rash Aesusation.

EMIMA CARSTAIRS polished her
monocle and surveyed the  strange
sceno in the study, and then she met
Bheila’s eyes. Sheila looked miserable

quite often, but never so miserable as
now. No one spoke for a moment. Then
Marjorie spole.

“I can mend this so k'h'\t it won't show,”

she said, “quite easily.”

know it was Sheila’s? And T don’t believe
1Bt. is noy. Sho wrote that message herself.

“Touh 1” said Clara abruptly.

"Nonsemel" said Barbara. Real]y,
you're being just spiteful, Eleanor.”
Marjorie azeldens smiled at Shetla

now, and patted her arm,

“Don't worry,” she said. “This can very
soon be mended. I'll take it to my study
and then brmg it when it's ready. But
—gll alraous, she gasped, “time’s getting on,
giris

All at once they remembered the timo,
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and what a scurrying there was! Jemima
was the first to leave. Jemima, indeed,
disappeared with what Sheila thought sus-
picious haste. There were so many things
she wanted to say to Jemima.

The study door closed, and Eleanor and
Sheila were left together,

Eleanor suddenly turned to Sheila, her
face white.

“And now there's somethin
say to you,” she said. “I
to pick. Where is my pendant?”

Sheila met her look calmly.

“1 have told you already I do nob know.
What do you i_ma‘gine, that I have taken

it .and hidden it?
to say!” exclaimed

“I wouldn't like
Eleanor nastily. “But I am wondering

I want to

ave a bone|b

la

gised Sheila, in her ready way._"But
you have no right to sugqeuf. that I know
mythinf; about it. Why,” she added, as
the realisation dawned upon her, “anyone
hearing what you have f'ust said might
think you meant that I—I sold your pen:
dant and bought that frock.” ;

Eleanor ceased her pacing. She walked
right up to Sheila and stood still, her face
s0 close to the other’s that Sheila leaned

ack.

“And how,"” she asked, “do I know thaf
you didn’t?”

Sheila met her eyes unflinchingly, for
all that her face crimsoned. To be called
a thief to one’s face! Becanse one was
poor one must be dishonest! Was that
what Eleanor thought, in her callous

where that dress came from. A fne idea]™ 7!

putting that message in! VYouw're as poor
as can be—your mother’s poor, our
EMhIef g d d

“ ou dare a word against m,
father ﬁ: = * d

Eleanor drew back, for there wns a
gleam in Sheila’s eyes that warned her
she had gone too far,

“I didn’t say anything about him,” she
eaid petulantly, with a motion of the hand.

“You're alwnyl. so touchy about him!
Several other girls’ fathers were killed in
the War.”

“My father was roported missing. He
may not be dead. He may be—— i
why do you always bring this up?”
Sheila’s voico rose almost to a wail, and
just for a moment Eleanor felt a glow
of triumph. Then she remembered the
pendant.

“Anyway, it has nothing to do with the
pendant,” she said. “I must find it. I
must, I must!” Her voice for a moment
became frantic, as though she had lost
control of herself. Then, calming herself,
she looked fiercely at Sheila. “And you
know something about it."”

“I do not, except that you were silly
snough to wear it one day when you went
into Courtfield. It may be anywhere—in
the lane—someone may have picked it up

“That’s right. Try to frighten mel”
eried Eleanor, her voice rising nearly to
a scream.

She walked up and down the rcom
frantically, her face working.
¢ “I didn’t mean to. I'm sorry,” apole-

a;
“You don’t know what you are Quyil;ﬁ""
she said. “How dare you suggest such &
thing! If ever you mention that pendant
again—"

“Well1” sneered Eleanor. "

“I shall go to Miss Primrose and ask
for my things to be searched, and insist
that you admit wearing it 'to go out.”

Eleanor went white, She stood quite
still, and it was casy to see that she was
terrified by that declaration. i

“There's no need to go into that,” she

said weakly. “I—I wasn’t calling you a
thief, of course, Sheila. Only you know
how poor are and what a temptation

o
it would ia, I—T'll have ancther look
for that pendant.”

Sheila went out of the room and closed
the door, feeling that she could not re-
main another moment in the study with
Eleanor. And Eleanor continued to stare
at the closed door, a look of concentrated
hatred on her face.

“And that ﬁirl is my cousin, is she!”
she muttered. “I'll take eare no one knows
it. My cousin! That! I know she took
my pendant!” 5

And then sho paced up and down again;
wringing her hands.

“Oh dear, oh dear! If mother should
find out! Oh dear, oh dear! T must find
it! What n fool I was to take itl”

She made a wild movement towards the
door, and actnally put her hand on the

knob, as though to go out. ‘Then she
changed her mind and her hand dropped
to_her side.

No, she decided, uscless to ask Sheila
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not to mention it to her mother. Anyway,
Mrs. Lawton was not coming to the

80 why should Sheila ever meet her? No
one puessed that Sheila was the lost
cousin. Sheila could not know that

Kleanor’s mother was her aunt.

To make that request would humiliate
Eleanor—tlie one person in the world who
must never suffer that. Besides, it might
arouse suspicion.

CHAPTER 7.

Sheila's Triumph,
ARENTS were arriving by the dozen
P at  CLfF louse—brothers, sisters,
cousins and friends. From far and
near they had come to this most
important function. And what an expec-
i—;nltl lcmwd it was that awaited them in

a

Gone were all Miss Primrose’s admoni-
tions, her warnings as to Iadylike deport-
ment and fitting conduct. The Hall rang
with the sound of voices and merry peals
of laughter.

The Sixth and Fifth Form-rooms had
been cleared of desks, and now were mag-
nificently appointed as cloak-rooms, The
games-room, leading from the Hall, was
a buffet, with tables and chairs in pro-
fusion, and lohster Euttieﬂ, rolls, sand-
wiches, and all refreshments in plonty.

Barbara Redfern, captain of the Fourth
Form, was greoting her mother and father,
while Marjorie Hazeldene, whose father
could not come, was entertaining Jack Tol-
hurst and_his friends from Lanchester
College. Clara Trevlyn, in the midst of
it all, was trying her hardest not to be a

mboy.

“Oh, Clara, your hair!”
mother. “So untidy, dear!

“Oh, that!” said Clara. "Sorry, mater,
but you know I pushed through  the cur-
tains of the buffet, and that isn’t good for
hair, Good old daddy!” she added.
“Glad you've come! Look, there’s Babs—
and Marjorie—oh, and Jemima!”

“I s-say,” came the voice of Bessie
Bunter, “when does the buffet open?”

It was unfortunate that at that moment
the first rush of greetings was over, and
there had coma a momentary lull, for
Bessie's voice rang out loud and clear.
There were peals of langhter from the

reproved her
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“Bessie Bunter,” was the whispered

planation,
By Bessie’s side stood Eleanor Lawton,
@ smart evening-cloak wrapped about her,
which was unsuited to her age but which
brought looks of envy from the other girls.

“Here comes a f-fine car,” said Bessie.
“It’s my father!”

The car swept up and halted. A man
stepped down as the chauffeur opened the
door, and Bessic jumped forward.

“Daddy!” she squealed; and then fell
headlong on to the carpet that had been
put down under the awning. Bump!

In amazement the man who had alighted
helped the fat girl up. He was a tall,
handsome man, with smiling eyes, and a
kindly voice. *

“Hallo, Bessiel” he said.
n,nt

“Sorry I'm
your_father, but if I must be fatherly
advisa you mnot to sit - there—it’a
draughty 1™
Captain Carstaira it was, and Jemima
came out to greet him,
gasped Bessie, “1

“Oh, really, T s-say!”
saw it was a {'l-jolly fine car, so I thought
it was my father,”

The first dance passed, .

“Anyone here seen Sheila ?” asked Freda
Foote. “X want my mother to see her
dress, I want one like it.”

Freda, drawing blank in Hall, went inlo
the buffet, and first person she saw was
fat Bessie Bunter. Bessie had become one
of tho sights of the buffet. "

“Where’s Sheila?” asked Freda:

“All gone,” said Bessie, munching a
sandwich. “But try one of these.” .
“Duffer! T said * Where is Sheila?’ "
“Oh, Sheila,” said Bessie. "She hasn'{
been in here—not while I've been here,

clear.
Bessie blinked reproach, and her partner,
Stanley Davidson Yates of Lancheater

Cﬂl[ege, smiled. i
“Finished the sandwich?” he asked
Bessie. “How about a spot of dancing?
CGives one an appetite, what?” i
Bessie sighed a little wearily. . !
“Y-yes, I suppose we'd better, you know.
Mrs. Jones keeps giving me looks, and
that's the third time she's moved the plate
of sandwiches out of my reach. i
“Queer,” sald Stanley Davidson Yates,
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shaking his head. “But who's this Sheila
they’re ali talking about? Who is Sheila?
Where is she?” he chanted.

“One of the Ptls." said Bessie.
“Just what guessed,” nodded Yates.
“My arm?”

So Bessie Bunter was escorted on to the
floor as the band struck up.

“8Seen Sheila?” asked Yates, as ho passed
Jack Tollhurst. #

“No. Seen S8heila?” Tollhurst asked
Gling-er Hawkins, who was dancing with
“lara.

. Inf moment it became quite the thing
to ask:

“Been Sheila?” s

., Eleanor Lawton, who was confining her
dancing to the lower end of the Hall
where there were two mirrors, Leard the
question and frowned.
! “I say, we must go and fetch her,” said
Barbara Redfern, whe passed near to
Clara with her friend Mabel Lynn, danc-
ing splendidly ather.

“Yes, let’s go and hunt her up,” Mabel
suggested.

. The dance was in full swing, but the
iwo girls went in scarch of their friend.
s They scarcely noticed that Eleanor was
dancing badly with Jack Tollhurst, out of
step, out of time, and ho was, of course,
retending that it was his fault, but won-
Enrim: what had come over Eleanor. He
saw Lleanor looking towards the staircase,
and noticed how she watched Barbara as
that girl went out of the Hall, Even then
he did not understand.

“Ahem1” he said, as he stubbed her foot
again. “Shall we—er—sit it out? Would
you_rather ?” .
g0 , I think so0,” Eleanor replied re-
and then gave him_ a haughty
look..  “You don’t seem to be in good
dancing form, do you? I've never known
a boy tread on my fect so often.”

- Jack crimsoned.

“Sorry,” he mumbled, "I am a bit of
&n_ass with my feet.”

But he knew quite we!l that it had been
Eleanor who had been at fault, theugh
Elen{mr, of course, would necver admit

t

a
{ “Waiting for someone?” asked Jack, as
they sat down.

I “Wes. I—uo, she
snapped.

i A moment later there was a burst of

of course mnot!"

1

handelapping from the landing w»n the
staircase,

There stood Marjorie Hazeldene and
Mabel Lynn. It was they who clapped.
And they were clapping because with them,
radiant and smiling, stood Sheila Wynn!

The handclapping was a signal; and
the signal was answered again.

From the other Fourth-Formers in the
room therg, came chhuer, a glad chees.,

“Bheila!” Hurrah!”

“Hurrah |”

Lleanor Lawton jumped to her feet,
white with anger. She stood there star-
ing as, ‘a moment after the band had
stopped, a_crowd of girls gathered about
Sheila—and not only girls, but brothers
and boy friends,

. Barbara Redfern came along, with dane-
ing eyes to speak to Jack Tollhurst. The
band was just striking up a tuns.

“Thank you,” snid Jack to Ileanor.
“Forgive me, won't you? I'm dancing this
with Barbara.”

“Not with me. T've passed you on to
Sheila,” said Babs, “if you can got a
fighting chance, The boys are round her
in a crowd.” :

Eleanor clenched her hands, Tears shono
in her eyes, and sho very nearly lost her
dignity so far as to stamp her foot,

There was Sheila, leoking charming; and
Eleanor, turning to make some remark to
some lady sitting next to her, found that
she, too, had fallen under the spell.

“Is that Shoila? What a pretty, charm-
ing girl, and what a lovely frock—quite the
loveliest here 1"

Elllea.nor, biting her lips, went out of the

all.

But no one noticed her oxit. Eleanor
was quite cffaced by Sheila,

o the dance went on without Eleanor
Lawton, but with Sheila the eynosure of all
eyes, happy, and quite forgetting the
miscry of her imprisonment. It was Sheila's
evening, and the girls teasted her with

inger-beer in the buffet. Sheila was

happy, and she had no wish to make
another girl miserable—not even Eleanor,

As [or Eleanor, when she returned at
end of the evening, looking white and w
eyes red-rimmed, it was to sce Sheila sti
the centre of attraction.

“Good-night, Sheila darling "

* Good-night—""

That was all that Eleanor had cars ta
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hear—that Sheila was
attroction.

Herself, she crept up to bed, no ome
caring whether or when she went; and
she was tucked up, and grctendmg to
slecp, when the others, tired, happy, and
chattor ni.' at last entored the dormitory,
tho bedclothes over her head so that she
should not hear the things they were saying
for her beaefit.

“I'll pay her out!” she muttered.
“Just let her wait, that's alll

Sheila, all unconscious of tha plans_her
enemy was making, undressed in the hap-
piest possible mood, only sorry that the
olliess, most .delightful * evening of her
ile had come to an end.

the centre of

CHAPTER 8.
A False Apology.
HAT yawns there were next day

\xf in the Fourth Form at Cliff Iouse!

How dull the girls were during

lessons, and yet how happy, re-
calling incidents of the dance, humming
tunes over again, living once more the
happicst moments |

“Yawaw I” yawned Clara, as morning
lossons nnre over. ““No danco to-night,
g|rl< nmy {1
‘Don’t 1" Peﬂded‘. Barbara, *As if we
don’t know

“ And now the d-.ncs is over,” suid Clara,
with a chuckle, “we've got to make up
for Ioat giddy time, and swot and swot and
swot 1"

“Bwot-ho I”” said Jemima Carstairs,

They were gathered in the Hall trying
to beliove that this scholarly, sedate place
really had been the scene of st evening’s
merry dance. How amazingly the school
staff %md effaced the traces of merriment!
But Clara, of course, managed to find a
sonvcmr—mrnconcs dance programme.

llo, Eleanor’s!” she sai

And before anyone
Eleanor's voice was heard.

“Oh min! I was wondering where 1t
had gone,”

She spoke quite sweetly, her mood sur-

visingly changed since the night before.

Lnt there was silence.

“Would you mind giving that to Eleanor,
Babs?” said Clara fmantly.

could  comment
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Barbara took the card and looked at it,
nnd frowned,
hen she handed it to Mubel Lynn.

"Wuuld you mind giving this to Llen.lor,
Mabs 1"’ she said.

There were one or two chuckles then, bug
most of the girls looked very grim_indeed.
Sheila hung back from tho crowd. Sho
wanted to take no part at all in this, but
sho know quito well that the girls haé de-
termined t Eleanor should be made to’
pay for her mean accusation,

Now Maboel Lynn had the
hnm'.’ and she ifrowned at it. -

“Eleanor,” sho said vaguely. “The name
seoms familiar, We used to know o girl
named Eleanor—"

““Wasn't there a girl named Elcanor who
faid things behind B]mh'a back against
Sheila lnst night?” said C

Mabel looked at Elcanor, nnd seemed not
to sec her.

They had just beard that that was what
Eleanor had done. 8he had tried to run
down Sheila to Jack Tollhurst end other

boy

"Ah well,” she said, “if I put the pru-
gramme on that chair, I dare say she’ll fin
it I nhuuldnt know the girl now, if I dld
see her.”

Eleanor went white. She knew what this
meant—Coventry, the most droaded of all*
punishments, They were going to cut,

or |

Sheila, when she saw the girl’s whito’
face, was suddenly sorry end uymp-utheue.
Sheila’s nature was not adapted to ven-!
geance, and even though she admlttad that!
Eleanor ougat to be punished, she could
not find it in her heart to be unkind, Yab
Eleanor did deserve it. -

L:me did the girls know Eleanor, how1
evi

b ImI’m sorry I’ she said.

“Sorry?” said Barbara, quite blankly,

hoila Jooked at Eloanor in wonderment,
and Clara Trevlyn clasped her forehead
dramatically, as though the apology had
stunned her.

Lleanor, however, was serious.

“I—1 know what you girls think, * shq

card in her

s:u:l'l “That T was being spiteful, " and—
“Well, that is about it,” said Mabel
Lynn grimly. “Jsn’t it true”

Eleancr hung her head.
“1 know I dnd wrong,” she muttered,
“and 1'm sorr..
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Thoe girls were in a quandary. It had
been agreed that Eleanor should not bLc
let off lightly, bat they had not cxpected
an apology. Really, it was not like her,
But when a girl did a‘folugisn, how could
the apology be rebufied?

“An apology docsn't quite seltle things,”
said Barbara ccldly. **You did your best
to run Sheila down during the dance to
people who were only visitors to the school,
It’s casy to say you arc sorry.”

Eleanor flashed an angry look
Barbara.

“Do yo: want me to go down on my
inees 7 she asked.

There was 1 silence. i

“It’s to Bheila you should apologise,”
Darbara exclaimed,

*Hear, hear!”

Elcanor turnod to Sheila.

“I'm sorry,” she said. “I only meant
it as a joke. I wasn’t joalous, maturally,”

“Oh, my bhat!” said Clara faintly.

at

Sheila looked at Elcanor, her eyes
shining.

“Don’t say any nmoro about it, Eleanor,”
she insisied. “I don’t bear you an

grudge. It wasn't a nice trick, but—well,
it's over and done with now.”

“You'll shake hands with me?” asked
Eloanor.
Barbara looked at Sheila, frowning.

Clara raised her cyebrows and stared hard.
But there was Eleanor’s hand extended.
*“Yes, of course I'll shake hands,”’ Sheila
said readily enough. “I don't want to be
cnemics with you, Eleanor, naturally.”
Sho held out her hand, and there was a
brief clasp.
* Then, amidst an uncomfortable silence,
Eleanor turned on her heel and walked
away, every eye following her..
It was Barbara who broke the silence,
and her voico sounded incrcdulous.
“Well, who would have thought that?
I—I don’t know what to say. She ocught
to be sent to Coventry, but as sho’s apolo-

1501
L Oh,
Sheila

Babs, please let her off,” pleaded
“ After all, she must have felt
badly about it last night, and I did have
a splendid time. A better time than I can
ever remember having in all my life.”

. Really, cvoryone was feeling relicved, for
it was always unpleasant to send a girl
to Coventry. There was such a bad atmo-
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sphere in the Form, and they wero all
jolly gizls, much preferring friendship te
enmity, No onc Eikod “cutting "' a girl,
least of all Sheila.

“Thank goodness!" sho said, in relief.
““But, honestly, I didn’t expect Bleanor te
be friendly. FPerbaps I've misjudged her,
you know 1" 2

“Rubbish 1" sniffed Clara.
play hockn:_y.
everyone |’

And a moment or two later they wera
all out in the playing fields—all ~except
Sheila, who had not a stick to play with,

“Not playing?'’ asked Barbara, when
they reached the ground.

Sheila blushed.

“I don’t think I will, thanks,” she ex-
cused berself. “I've one or two things to do
in_the school.”

Barbara nodded, smiling, and she and
the others went out on to the hockey field.

Sheila watched them for a few moments,
and then left the ground; but the truth
was that the dinner-bell would soon ring,
and Sheila wanted to_have a word with
Eleanor and put that girl at her case.

She had been furious when she had
heard some of the things Eleanor had said
ubout her while the dance was in progress,
and her thoughts of Eleanor had not been
of the kindost. Bmall wonder, either.
Eleanor had suggested that Sheila was
suspected of stealing, DBut she had had such
a happy time, and she had scen Elecanor
so white and near to tears just now. Her
own - anger had subsided.

In the clearness of morning she saw
things differently. Although Eleanor's con:
duel was not really excusable, Sheila told
herself that the girl had been jealous that
her poor study companion had suddenly
had an expensive, pretty frock, and that
she had acted spitefully on the spur of the
moment, Eleanor’s was, after all, a petly
nature, and it is not reasonablo to expect
people to act otherwise than hy the dictater
ﬂ[ their nature—unpleasant though it may

e.
Consequently, sho mounted the stairs to
put Lleanor quite at her ease, and by her
conduct and speech assure her that all
really was forgiven. Remorse had probably
overcome Lloanor now, and she would be
miserable and distressed, so that a kindly
word or two mnd a smile would restore her
wounded pride.

“Come and
I want waking up. Sticks,
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It was a cheery enough smile that Sheila
wore as she entered her study; but there
was nothing cheery in Eleanor’s greeting.

The girl was standing by the
window, and she wheeled round as Sheila
cntered, her face dark and angry, her eyes

gleaming.

“Oh!” Bheila said, rather taken aback.
“I—~— Just came to have a chat with you,
Eleanor ™

“Really7” said Eleanor, and her tone
was cold and forbidding. ‘How interest-
ing! How kind of you!"” Then she tossed
her head.

“Ileanor!" gasped Sheila, “ What's the
matter!  Oh, dear! Don't think that I
bear uny malice—""

“Malice—you!” cried Eleanor glaring.
“1 like that! It's I who ought to bear

malice! Making me apologise—humiliate
myself 1"
“Make you? Why, I didn't! You did

ourself.” .

“Yes; because they were going to send
mo to Coventry I”

Sheila stared, her heart heavy.

“Then, ou—you didn't ~mean
apology 7" she eried in distress.

“ Mean an apo]og;y to you? You! I
hate you—hate youl”

“Eleanor! And I came to say we could
be friends !” Sheila implored.

“Friends with you!” panted REleanor.
“Never!I” And her face was_contorted
with rage. Bhe ste) ged forward until she
was_quite close to geila, and she seemed
hardly -able to control herself. * Not
friends!” she rushed on. “Enemics—
encmies! From this moment on, Bheila, you
can count me as your worst enemy ! nd
look out!™

o
<hi
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CHAPTER §.
Bessie is Indignant.
SHE!LA WYNN could not belicve her
ears.
“ Eleanor, what are you saying?"’
she cried.

But Eleanor Lawton turned back to the
window, and remained there, rigid. She
secemed to be trembling with anger, and
there was no doubt that she had been
deeply moved.

Sheila did not_mean to let matters rest
there, however. It was an impossible situa-
tion. How could two girls. sharine a study,
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be enemies? Life would bo unbearable.
And_why should it be? It was not, after
all, Eleanor who had the grievance.

“I ean’t make you out at all,”’ Sheila
said quietly. *I gn not bear any malice,
and I don’t really see why you should,
Eleanor. I don’t see that you have anything
to complain about.”

But Eleanor did.
Sheila furiously.

" Nothing to complain about?” she cried.
“Oh, haven’t I, indecd! ven't for-
gotten the way you went on at the dance,
sweeping down as though you owned the
place! And then having tho check to take
my ?nrmeEAtcl]ing hin about me, per-
haps!”

Bhe wheeled upon

‘The note of anger had changed slightly.
That last remark had becn a definite ques-
tion. Was that, then what was worrying
Eleanor ?

‘‘ Eleanor, you are being unjust!” Sheila
protested. “I didn’t say one word to Jack
Tollhurst about you. If that's what's worry-
ing you, you can set your mind at rest.”

Elcanor did look a little relicved, but
thero was nothing to show it by her tone,
which was sharp and bitter as before.

“Of course I'm not worrying about that,"”
she said contemptuously. *‘Jack would
understand.  But it’s the—the principle cf
the thing—your having the check to go up
and dance with him when he was talking
to me.”

What a thing to say—as though Sheila
had behaved fo;'wardly]I’ It was :o wounder
that she became 3uitc angry herself. :

“Don't be absurd | Barbara brought him
to me, and gave me her dance!” she ex-
claimed.

“Oh, get out!” Lleanor eried in fury.
“Get out of this study, you little cadger!
My gracious! The idea of you trying to
wolm your way among nice people ! Get out,
do! Go and tell the girls what I’ve said I

Sheila, head proudly raised, opencd the
door, and without another word went from
the study. If she had turned back then she
would have had a shock; she would have
seen REleanor in the armchair, crying
bitterly, hot, angry tears scalding her
cheeks. But she did not return, being unlly
too glad to get away from her tormentor’s
prescnce,

The dinner-bell rang as she left the study,
and she joined the throng of girls descend-
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ing. But although she ;pnke to Barbara,
who was captain of the Iourth Form, and
to Mabel, not one word did she tell them
of the scene that had just taken place. If
she had Barbara would have had a good
deal to say; but Sheila could not bring
herself to tell tales,

“I sus-say, hurry up, Sheila!” squeaked
Bessic Bunter from just behind. “There’s
mastlnbncf for dinner! You might let mo

58 |

“Make way for Bessie!” called Freda
Fo?tc; “Clear a double passage-way there,
girla!"

But the girls, instead, blocked Bessic's
path effectively amidst much merriment
whilst the fat girl gasped and grunte
vexatiously.

“QOh, really, you're ju]ly well doing it
on purpose, Kik-Clara ! Bessie gnspecf

The girls in front of her exchanged winks,
and Sheila stepped in Bessie’s path as she
tried to struggle through, and then Clara
quickly filled her place. Bessie sniffed in

disdain, and in cxasperation gave Ereda
Foote a playful push.

*““QOooch ! iﬂspcd Freda. “Help, girls!
An carthquake A

Freda flung her arms round Clara's neck,
and Clara clutched at Sheila, who, to save
hersclf from falling, grasped Barbara, who
had the presence of mind to clingb to the
panisters. Bessie Bunter lost her balance,
:lutched wildly at the banisters, stumbled,
cell, and then, shrieking wildly, rolled down
the stairs. 8

“Oh, my goodness!’” gasped Clara.
*Bessie, you duffer—* .
- “Look out, in front!"

Bump, bump, bump! went Bessie down
the stairs. She was too fat to be hurt, but
fat cnough to hurt others. And at the rate
sho was rolling it looked as though she were
going to mow down the girls in front, So
indeed she would have done had not the
warning cry caused them to seatter wildly.
Buch & noise and commotion counld on{y
have onc result—the intervention of a mis.
tress. And now a stern voice was heard
in the Hall.

Y Qirls, what is this commotion?"

Miss Bullivant, clapping her hands, swept
across the Hall to tho staircase, just as
Bessie landed with a mighty bump at the
foot of the stairs.

““Bessie, you utter];l

ridiculous girl, get
up 1™ she snapped. *

ow dare you descend
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the stairs in that stylel Is this ladylike
deportment 1

Bessic Bunter set her glasses straight and
blinked,

“I j<jolly well fell!” she said.

““Bessie, gat up at oncel I suppose you
were hurrying to be first in the dining-

room 7"

“N-not exactly first,” said Bessie
cautiously. *Bus-second ! But  they
wouldn’t let me pass.”

“Then you will return to the TFourth
Form corridor, and will not onter the
dining-room until everyone else in the Form
is seated.”

“Ob, dear!"

Bessio Bunter, disconsolate, and feeling
injured more in mind than in body, wan-
dored back to the Fourth Form corridor.
it was amazing that she could possibly feel
hungry after her exploits at the dance the
previous night; but hungry she was.

Miss Bullivant, although she was not in
charge of the Fourth Form, was sccond in
command at Clif House, and tho orders
she gave had to be obeyed. Not until the
last Fourth Form girl iad taken her seat
would Bessie be allowed at table. That
was certain, for Miss Matthews, the Form.
mistress, would naturally suppert the
command.

Hunger perhaps quickening her wits,
oven Bessio realised that her only chance of
being carly at the feast was to round up
the stragglers; so she went along the Fourth
Form corridor to speed them up.

“Dinner, everyone! I say, Flap—Phyllis
—hurry up! Dinner!"

Phillipa Derwent and Phyllis Howell,
who had stayed behind to finish a story they
werp reading together, hurried past Bessic,
giving her a stray pat,

““Come on, Bessia| Aren’t you hungry?”

“Yos, T am; jolly hungry. But I can't
start until you're all at the teble—the
18?112’! orders. Do hurry up! Anyone else
eft 2

They did not answer, being already on
the staircase, so Bessic went along . the
corridor looking into the studies one after
another. In point of fact, there was only
one girl left behind—Eleanor Lawton.

Bessie did not bother about knocking at
doors, contenting herself with pushing open
each door, bawling “Dinner !’ and looking
round. That was her intended procedure
with Study No. 11
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But there was o differcnce. No_sooner
did she open the door than she saw Elcanor
Lawlon.

“OL!” Dessic gasped; then stood and
stared,

No wonder, either, For Elcanor Lawton
was standing by Sheila’s desk. The desk
was littered with disturbed papers; but in
Elcanor’s hand was o piece of cardboard.

“What do you want?’ snapped Elcanor.
“Go awayl”

Bessie Bunter gaped.

“I g-say, 1 only ccamo to ask you to
come down to dinner. I e-can’t start till
you get there. What are you doing with
Bheila’s desk?”

Bessie was always full of curiosity.

“Mind your own business 1"

“That's_a photograph you've got!" ex
claimed Bessie, as [leanor moved her

and.

“Get cut!”
“You little epy !

Bessie jumped back in alarm, terrified by
the girl's tone, But Elcanor's manner
underwent & sudden change. She was
always obeying second thoughts,

“ Are you hungry, Bessic?” she asked.

DBessio blinked and stared, quite over-
come by the change of manner.

““Well, yes,” she admitted. "It's a funny
thing, but I am. It's this cold weather,
you know.”

“How would you like a nice cake?’’
Eleanor asked, in scothing tones. “Look,
such a lovely one!”

And she took from the cupboard a fruit
cake that made Bessie's cycs dance—a two-
pound froit cake.

“You—you mean I can have it?" DBessie
gasped. ‘

Who had said, she wondered, that the
age of miracles was past?

“Of course, if you won’t say anything
about the accident I've had with Sheila's
desk,” Eleanor said, holding the cake
away from Bessio's hand.

Bessic Bunter breathed hard, She
blinked from Eleanor to the grate, where
some charred paper lay, Then she looked
at the tempting cake. It certainly was a
beauty, and she longed to taste it. But
why this sudden generosity? Why this
bribery, unless Eleanor had something to
coneceal ?

“Taka it,” urged Eleanor. “But mum’s

,c,rier! Eleanor furiously.
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the word, remember. Don't let anyone
know about this. Seef”

Then Bessie Bunter drow up. She re-
membered Eleanor’s guilty look when she
had pushed open the door, and she tossed
her head. Elecanor had insulted her then!

“You can’t jolly well bribe me,” she said
indignantly, “You're doing something you
oughtn't to—you're going to burn that
photograph. "T'll tell Sheila! You can't
jolly well bribe me—so there!”

Bessio turned to the door, and Eleanor,
suddenly white and frightened, leapt for-
ward and clutched the fut girl's pigtail.

DBessie squealed aloud.

“Help |  Ooch I”

Almost in answer to her ery came the
sound of running footsteps, and Sheila
Wynn herself appeared in the doorway.

“Help 1" Bessic wailed, * She's going to
burn that phot: =

Elcanor rcleased her grip of Bessie's
hair, glineed at Sheila, and—too lute—
tried to hide that photograph.

Sheila stood still for one horrified
second, and then leapt forward.

“Eleanor, give that to me!” she cried
in distress, “It iz the photograph of my
father—the only one I havel”

CHAPTER 10.

Eleanor's Spite.
HEILA took hold of Eleanor's wrist,
S and for a sccond there was a struggle,
while Bessiec Bunter, tears in her cyes
from having her plait pulled,”stood

and watched them.

“Cail” she said to Eleanor. “You
horrid, spiteful thing!”
canor drew back from Sheila.

“Let gol” she warned.

“Not until I have that photograph.
Why,” Sheila gasped in surprise, seeing the
state of her dl}sﬂ, “you’'ve been routing
amongst my things 1"

“She has—she has!”
“She's a spy and a sneak ! I'll jolly well
pinch her cake!™

Bessie was as good as _her word. 8ho
was taking Sheila’s part in the quarrel, =o
she took Eleanor's cake, hat action
momentarily distracted Eleanor’s attention
and gave time for Sheila to grasp the
photograph,

What a struggle ensued then, each hald-

Bessie squealed.
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ing a part of it! To and fro, this way and
that, while Elcanor, her tecth clenched
tlght her lips white with anger, twisted at
the photograph.

The struggle could only have one end.
The photograph was torn into two!

“Oh, goodness!"” cried Sheila,
stared at the picce in Ler hand.

It was the lower half of the phnl,ngmph,
showing the uniform tunic only. The head
was Elecanor’s rt—and that part was
swiftly consigned to the flames!

“Lleanor! What are you doing? It will
burn! Oh, stop!”

Fruutlmlly Shmln struggled to reach the
fire., If a mistress had scen that struggle
sho would have been shocked beyond words.
But Bheila was fighting with desperation.
Already the flames wero licking the photo-
graph—and that was the only photograph
she possessed of her father!

must have hurt Eleanor, so tightly
did she grip her, but she did not care.
Lleanor was merely ubstruchngh the way
to the fire, giving the photograph a chance
to burn, Only a minute was needed with
that ficree fire, and presently Sheila ccased
her 5lru%glcs. The end had come.

The photograph was in flames. Tho last
record oE her father's likencss was gone.

“There, that will teach you,” Eleanor
muttered suvagul y.

he was herself whito with fright, terri-
fied of what she had done, fearful that a
report would be made to a mistress.

Sheila, white-faced, drew herself up and
looked Eleanor full in the face. Her eyes
were flashing, and Eleanor l.cokad away,
unable to meet that steady

“You are the most s neful imtel'ul girl
I kunow,” she said del 1hernte|y “How
could even you do anything so horrid and
pointless ! It is the only photograph of my

ather. What good can it do you that it
is burned 7"’

How she would have liked to know tho
answer to that question! Dut_she did not
guess that thero was one. Yet Eleanor
knew, and a look of cunning came over her
face. Even if she were punished she had
at least the satisfaction of knowing that
it would -now be more difficult than ever
for Sheila to trace hor father,
i “TFind out!”™ she snapped,
head.
\ Sheila turned away, trying to control a
trembling lip.

as sho

{ossing  her
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“I came to tell you to come down to
dinner,” she said. And that is tho last
thing i shall ever say to you, Eleanor.”

Good ! said Eleanor, and turncd from
tho door to go down the stairs.

Shoila did not at once follow her. It
took some minutes for her to regain her .
self-control. The photograph was quite
gone; all that she had been able to retrieve
from the flames was a charred remnant
that showed the left ear. The photograph
had been taken full face, and she could
remember it clearly. But for how long
would she be able to recall the likencss?

Now there would not be even that. Her
father, who had died so_bravely, would
remain in pame only. What would hee
mother say? Her mother had & copy, but
this was the original. There was at least
that copy. Poor mother, she would be so
hurt when she know 1

Sheila would have given anything in tho
world to have had that photograph re-
stored. Almost anything she would rather
have lost than that; and Eleanor knew it.

Eleanor | Even the girl's name bocame
aomethm loathsome to Sheila. Never had

Bheila inown such petty bpitcfulness;
never had she been wilfully mjured by
another as she had by Eleanor.

The girls must have noticed at dinner-
time that something was amiss, but they
made no comment, and after dinner, in
tho intcrval before the commencement of
lessons, Sheila went away by herself,

If Sheila did not mean to tell the story,
however, Bessie Bunter did.

Barbara and Mabel, arm-in-arm, were
gmn into Study No. 4 with Bessie Bunter

mbling aftor them, for Bessio ihured the
study with those two.

s-say, Babs,” she squealed.

“Bounds like Bessie,” said Barbara,
winking. “Doesn’t it 1"

“Almost,” admitted Mabel, smiling
"Pcrl_\]ups she's expecting a remittance,

abs.

“Qulite likely, "agreed Barbara humox
ously. “I wonder if she’d like us to cesh
it in advance.”

They exchanged nudges as Dessie pud
on spced to such an cxtent that when

she caught them wup she was utterly
breathless.
“Qoch! I s-say, dld you offer to cash

mg,' rcnut.tum:l' Babs?
’ said Barbara solemnly, “I mvght
but I’m "afraid T haven't got o pound.”
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“I m-meant ten shillings,” said Bessie,
Liolding out her hand. .

! even ten shillings,” said Barbara,
“Not even five, Bessic. You sce, I don't
kelieve in your remittance.”

Bessie Bunter stood and gasped, blink-
ing through thick glasses.

“Oh, really, Bahs, I call that mean.
Why. you said you’d ecash it in advance.”

“No, dear, said wondered if you
wanted it cashed in advance.” And
RBarbara and Mabel went into the study.

For a few moments Bessio stood in the
corridor. Then she went into the study.

But just inside she paused and drew up.

There stood Barbara and Mabel, and
the looks on their faces were serious in-
deed. DBarbara_was wagging her fore-
finger sternly, Mabel was frowning and
shaking her head in a regrotful way. Then
Barbara pointed to the table.

“0Oh!” gasped Bessie. “The k-cake!”

The eake that she had taken from
Elcanor’s study was on the table, and Bar-
barn addressed her fat friend grimly.

“That_is Eleanor’s cake,” she said. *I
#nw hor buying it.”

“Oh. reallv, I know. But I—I was going
to tell you.™

“Did you take it from her study ?” asked
Barbara.

Bessie’s ronscience had already smitten
her for taking that cake, but hew tempt-
ing it looked! How splendid it would be
for teal

You

“¥Y-ves, but she let mo take it.
soe-—"

“What? Eleanor gave yon a cake?”
langhed Mabel. “Oh, Bessie, how can you
fib like that "

Parbara went to the door, and, looking
down the corridor, saw Tleanor just
emereing from her study. She ealled her.

“I say, Lloanor, did you give Bessie a
cake of yours?” she naﬁnd.

Bessie's sq“mkinf voice came excitedly

from inside the study.

“8Bho jolly well did. Babs, I'll tell you
all about it. She—"

Elcanor hurried forward, and Barbara
flung wide the study door for her. For
a moment Elcanor stood there looking from
Bessie to the cake. Then she laughed in
a rather unpatural way.

“Yes, I did give Bessie the cake,” she
eaid,  “Anything wrong with it? Dessio
il me_a_little service,” i
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Bessie’s jaw dropped.
“0Oh, really, you know—I—I—"
Barbara was taken aback.
- “Well, as long as you say she can have
it,” she said. *Sorry, Bessic, I didn't
know.™ ;
It was so scldom that Bessio was in the
right that she drew herself up now and
gave a patronising wave of the hand.
“Th-that's all right, Babs,” she eaid

airily.  “You jumped to conclusions, as
usual, instead of taking my word. This
is just beotween me and Eleanor, you

now.”

Barbara and Mabel exchanged glances,
Eleanor gavo Bessic a meaning wink, and
departed. A sccond after she had gone
Barbara looked at Bessic rather worriedly.

_“I don’t like your gotting in with a
girl like Eleanor,” she said, “What is all
this 77

Bessie put her tongue in her check and
contorted her face into what she believed
was a wink,

“Wouldn't you like to know! Dut I ean
jollv well keep a sceret—and a cake. He,
he, he!"

‘And not another word did they get out
of her. :

Perhaps when Bessie had finished the cake
her conseience might troubla her, even i
her digestion did not; hut for the present
there was the eake. and, anyway, Sheila
could tell what had happened if she wanted
to. That was Bessic’s way of looking at it."

As for Eleanor, well, she would be paid
out for her meanness by losing the marvel-
lons eake. ossie, as Jemima had once
sanid, could argue hlack were white if only
she thought white were edible!

CHAPTER 11,
The Chance She Warted.

HEILA WYNN had never fclt so dis-
S consolate in her lifo as she did
during the next day or two. Sho
was o girl who hated seenes, and wha
had no wish at all to be conspicuous. Thera
were girls in the Farm wlhn, when _they
quarrelled, liked to drag in the whole Form
on their side, but Sheila was not one of

them. -
Of course, the girls did notice how the
two girls were secparated, and most of
them  thought that Sheila had not cown
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sidered Fleanor's apology enough, and was
sending her to Coventry as well. And that
was not considered quite fair,

As for Eleanor, she made the most of
tho situation, adopting a martyred air, as
though she were the injured party. Sho
did not address Sheila when she eamo into
the study; but she took care that it was
she who had the study, and Sheila who had
to go clsewhero.

Lonelier thon ever now—for hitherto she
had been able to exchange ordinary re-
marks with Eleanor, even though that girl
bad been rather offensively patronising—
Sheila turned more than over for com-
panionship to her mother. She wrote home
almost every day, vet kept from her letters
any hint of her own unhappiness. Nor
did she mention the loss of the photograph.
The loss could be better explained in per-
son, she felt.

Many another girl might have unbur-
doned herself to those at home, but Sheila
had more consideration for her mother.
Tt was not as though there were anything
her mother conld do; and, since so much
was heing sacrificed that she might be
n CLff ITouse girl, surely the least she could
do in return was to get every possible ad-
vantage from it, and to seem as happy as
a girl conld he. But what bhard work it
was keeping a note of misery from the
Tetters.

As for Babhs & Co., they were as nice
to her as ever. Yet she could not be onc
of them. 8he felt that she had to worlk
harder than they, bhecause she was poorer,
and games were quite out of the question.

Oncoe they did persnade her to play ping-
pong after prep, when Clara had seen her
sitting alone in an aleove, and that even-
ing she had enjoyed immenscly, After
that, Jemima onite often songht her out.

Sho sought her out on Friday evening
when preparation finished.  Sheila was
reading a book in an aleove near the light,
woaring her winter eoat to keep her warm,
when Jemima fonnd her.

“Cheer-ho !” Jemima said.

Shoila  started and looked wup. then
hlushed. Jemima’s eves were twinkling,
but it was quite eertain that she thonght
Bheila rather peeulinr to he sitting there
by herself when she had a study.

“Oh, T didn’t hear you comel!” said
Sheila, smiling.
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“No? Too doeplf engrossed in the
book. Anything thrilling?”

“Not _very, but quite interesting. I've
read it before, though,” '

“Then it must be good.”

“I haven’t uny very new ones. Mother
gave me thia last Christmas. Wasn't it
ripping of her? And she couldn’t afford
it, really, and I know that she had to do
withoub—-""

She went crimson with chame, realising
that she was “airing poverty.”

“Jolly deeent,” said Jemima. *Mothers
arc  ripping like that; one misces a
mother,” She frowned. Jemima, like Mar-
jorie, had lost her mother. *But the
governor's a ripper. You've meb my
guv'nor '

“Yos, T met him at the dance. He's a
dear,” said Sheila. *“He's what I'd like
my father to be—yon know, something like
your father and—and Captnin Hargraves.”,

“Thank you!” smiled Jemima. “I liko
Captain  Hargraves, too. The guv'nor's
only known him lately, but they’re great
;Ia‘alx, and I act as intermediary, y'know.

hey play chess by post, and I take my
father's move to Captain Hargraves,
Amazing how he ean picture where the
pieces are, but he can.”

“T should think Captain Hargraves loves
it,” said Sheila, her eyes gleaming. ' Oh,
Jemima, how awful to be blind! Isn’t

there anvthing I can do at all? If only
I could!”

“Why not?” said Jemima. “Youn conld
comeo with me sometimes. How about to-
morrow afternoon? Half-holiday. Doing
anything 2" :

“To-morrow? No, not a thing. Oh,/
Jemima, eonld T really? Tt would be so
wonderful 1”

And then an interruption came.

“Jimmy! That you?

Tt was Clara Trevlyn's voice,
“Cuilty 1" said  Jemima.
alcove.”
* Clara eame into view with Barbara Red-

fern. arm-in-arm, as unsual.

“There she is,” said COlara. “Been
dodging us all over the place. Just try-
ying 1o get out of hockey to-morrow, the
slacker 1"

“Ahem ! gaid Jemima,
children, but hockey’s o

“Hockey’s on!” Clera assured her, wih

“In the

”“ Sorry, dear

a firmness that was typical of her.
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‘When Clara chose to be firm she was do-
cidedly rocklike, and it took a very de-
termined girl to- withstand her.

Jemima shook her head.

“Very terrible of me; but, really, I've
more or loss arranged something else.”

“Yes, with Bheila,” nodded Clarn. “But
we'ro just in time. 8heila, stand by our
TForm and school, and don't encourage
Jimmy in this slackness. We excuse you,
even though I don’t agree with your slack-
ing.

"It really is important,” Sheila put in.
“I'm going with Jomima to—7"

She looked at Jemima, wondering
whether it were right to explain.

“To cheer up someone’s Jonely hours,”
nodded Jemima, who had not mentioned
her mission to Courtfield to the others,

Barbara sighed.

“It's a mood oause, but must you both
go? Couldn’t Bheila go alone?”

It was a peint to be considered.

“Or couldn’t you bring the lonely person
to watch tho match?” asker ara.

“He's blind,” said Jemima simply.

“Oh 1" said Clara.

“0h!" snid Barbara.

“In that case,” demurred Clara, a little
crestfallen, “of course—-"

“Yos, if that's so, Jimmy.” nodded Bar-
bara, “we’ll let you off. But we do want
you to play, really. We're short.”

Jemima polished her monocle.

“If Sheila doesn’t mind going,” she said.
“All will be well. T can explain, and one
is enough.”

Sheila jumped eagerly nt the chance,

“Of course I'll go,” she said cagerly.
“And Jemima can play hockey.”

That was how they settled it. and every-
one was perfectly satisfied. Jemima was
to play hockoy: and, thanks to Sheiln. she
conld do so without “letting down * Cap-
tain Hargraves. Of course, Jemima really
wanted to play, as Sheila saw, and it was
only out of consideration for Captain Har-
graves that she had refused.

s for Sheila, although she liked
Jomima’s company, she felt that it would
e nicer to go alone, and to fecl {ihat
she was not merely an assistant, but a real
helper. How splendid to be able fo rehd
aloud ta Cantain Hargraves, perhaps to
play to him, for she was no mean pianist.

hon Sheila took her book back to her
study that evening Eleanor said not a
word, bit sho noticed at once the change

in her enemy, Sheila was looking happy,'
and she actually hummed a gay little tune
to herself, That in itself struck Elcanor
43 mysterious. But moro mystory was to
follow.

Only a minute or two after Sheila had
put hor book away on its shelf, Jemima
looked into the study; ond she, too, had a

ook,

“Thoere!” she said. “That’s the ihing

the guy’'nor wanted him to read—or be reac
to. rather. If you wouldn’t mind—-"
. “Oh, Jemima, as_ if I should mind!
Why, I want to. Do I just go to the
i’.rié.tg(.:, Cottage, and say I've come from
ou

“That’s all. Say you are Sheila, Cap-
tain Hargraves knows your namo, told
him when I went to sce him, y'know, after
—dJemima glanced at Eleanor, who was
pretending to be reading, yet obviously all
cars—“after the little business of the other
day,” sho added.

“Oh, I see! Thank you awfully,
Jemima! You don’t know how happy 1
shall be to help him. As my own father
was—was killed in the War, naturally, 1
want to do all T can to help others whe
weore maimed.”

Elcanor pricked up her cars, but cun- |

ningly turned over a pnge of her book, as
though she were reading deeply. But as
no girl ecould really have read with thal
discussion goinr on, the pretonce was a little
transparent. Not that Sheila eared, how:
ever; it was nothing to do with Eleanor.

“Good for you,” nodded Jemima. *It’s
rather a tough case, because he has lost his
memory. He can remember nothing thal
happened before the time he was blown
up and blinded.”

Jemima went shortly afterwards, and
Bheila only stayed a few minutes. When
she had gone, Tileanor put down her book,
and her face was quite pale,

Captain  Hargraves bad been badly
wonnded in the War—had lost his memory.
At onee the idea came into her head that it

scemed ho might be Bheila’s father. And
Sheila did_not- know.
But Sheila was going there. Bhe might

find out the truth, if such were the truth,
and then what would happen?

In @ panic, Eleanor jumped up from her
chair.

Sheila must be prevented from going to
the villace! Captain Hargraves must be
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turned from her.
must be kept apart.

But how? Locking Sheila in would not
do. Could she be kept in—detained
by a mistress? Could she be blamed by
Miss Bullivant for something? Miss Bul-
livant was always kecping girls in.

And could she go in Sheila’s place? Cap-
tain Hargraves was blind; he would not
be able to sec the difference.

Feverishly the idcas ran  through
Eleanor’s mind ns she paced up and down
the study, How the two were to be kept
apart she did not know; but somehow they
must be, if her own ends were to be
served. And to Elcanor they alone mat-
tered.

Somechow she must manage to keep Cap-
tain Hargraves and Sheila apart!

In some way the two

CHAPTER 12,
Impending Disaster.
T did not oceur to Sheila, as she got
I together her books in the study the
next morning, that Kleaner was plan-
ning to upset her schemes for that
afternoon. ¥Yet, knowing Elcanor, she
might have guessed as much; for had not
Eleanor announced hersclf as Sheila’s sworn
enemy ?

The girls did not exchange a word, even
though they had occasion to stand close
togcﬁaer at tho bookcase, and could have
performed the task more simply and
efliciently if spccch had been . possible.
Sheila had to walk around the table to get
a book which Eleanor ecould have passed
her. Even Eleanor waited until Sheila had
taken her arm from a book before reaching

for it. .

Not a moment longer than necessary did
Sheila wait in the study, bubt hurried out
into the corridor.

Lessons were almost due to begin, and
there was a scence of much bustling in the
Fourth Form corridor. Girls, as usual, had
left everything until tho last minute,
though, as Miss Matthews had pointed out
on numerous occasions, thore was umpla
time between breakfast and lessons for girls
to have books ready, fountain-pens filled
Egnclls sharpened, ete. But the girls would

ve none of it. It wns not until the bell
was ringing that a girl found her pen had
no ink in it, her pencil lacked a paint, and
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that a Latin grammar was lost, stolen, or
strayed.

Consequently, Barbara Redfern, who was
nagmm of the Fourth Form at Cliff House
School, was crawling over the floor, look-
ing for the pencil-sharpener, while Mabel
Lynn was hunting high and low for her
algebra book, ;

As for Study No. 7, when Sheila went
along to sce if Jemima & Co. were ready
it rmils{ scemed as though a tornado had
struck tho place and then reluctantly given
pride of place to an earthquake.

“Ink! Ink!” eried Clara, in exaspera-
i “Not a drop in the gi[idy study any-

“Plenty on the

beloved 1™
Jemima.

“And on the earpet!” sighed Marjorie,
“and tht tablecloth.”

“It isn’t a joke!” Clara groaned, “First
lesson is maths, and that means the Bull.
You know what sho’ll say if I let on that
my gcn is _um‘gyty. She's so unreasonable,””

“She might say,  Use the ink well,” "
murmured Marjorie.

“Well, so I would, only I stuffed it up
with, bfubtlng—pnpﬂ. an put  somo
carbide in yours the other day. Bother!
It is a nuisance. No ink1”

“Cheer up!” ecxclaimed Sheila, re-
membering. “I can get you some. There's
half a bottle in my desk. I shan’t be a
moment, Clara.™

“Hurrah! Good for you!” cried Clara,
and gave her a slap on the back. “You're
more use to a girl in distress than these
two, anyway."”

. Sheila hurried off, while Marjorie, sigh-
ing, replaced the things which Clara had
moved in the search for ink.

Although Eleanor was in the corridor
Sheila did not give her a thought, yet sho
had overheard all that had passed in Study

0. T; for there was a_ possibility that
Jemima and Sheila might heve more to say
regarding the arrangement for that after-
noon |

But when she heard that Sheila was
going for ink she was cqually intercsted,
and followed her cncmr down the stairs.

hey wero the only two girls going
down; for the others never dreamed of
going uniil the boll rang—and usually not
until it had stopped ringing. Tt was almost

where 1" .
wall, said

a t of honour not to do_so.
heila, lesing no time, hurried to
desk, flun, and brought ocut

g it open
small, h.alfrfull ottle of ink. She heit o -
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ﬁ and looked at it with satisfaction.
cre would be ample there for Clara,

She had left the Form-room door open,
and as she did not expect anyone to be in
the corridor she went out with a rush.

Someone was in the corridor, however—
Elmnor',—nnr]. they met in a collision.

% Oy 1

“Ah! The ink bottle flew from Sheila's
hand, while she, more astonished than hurt,
staggered back, Eleanor, more prepared,
just reeled.

“You clumsy duffer!” snapped Eleanor
furiously.

Sheila struggled to her feet.

“I'm sorry!” she said bricfly. .

When she saw the ink on the wall she was
indeed sorry. She was horror-stricken.
It was pot so much that the ink was gone,
as that the wall was stained. But what
would Miss Bullivant say to that?

“Oh, dear! I must get a duster!” she
pasped.

Snatching up the bottle, she fled; and as
she did so tho bell for lessons rang. In a
moment Miss Bullivant would be upon the
scene |

AIthoug’h that likelihood disturbed Sheila
considerably, Elcanor gavo a little smile.

hat collision _bad not been at all the
accident that it had seemed to Sheila. It
had been planned. Naturally the chances
were a hundred to one that the ink would
bo spilled; and it was certain that Miss
Bullivant would bo annoyed when she dis-
covered the spilled ink. “The incensing of
Miss Bullivant by an action of Sheila’s was
Eleanor’s object. )

In a moment or two Miss_Bullivant’s
sharp cough was heard, and Eleanor, as
soon a3 she knew that the mistress had
turned into the corridor, emorged from the
Form-room, into which sho had hurried as
soon as Sheila had disal)peared.

Miss Bullivant was looking grim. BShe
always did. There was a hard_set about
her mouth, and a constant, determined
gloam in hor eyes which was magnified by
the pince-nez she wore.

Naturally she saw the ink. If there had
only been a tiny spot on the ceiling Miss
Bullivant would have seen it.

“Good gracious!” she said.

“What a mess!” said Eleanor, in the
ingratiating voice she used when in com-
pany of mistresses.

“A mess indeed !” Miss Bullivant agreed,
with asperity. “Is this your handiwork?”

*Oh, Miss Bullivant, no!”
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“Then who did it?"

Miss Bullivant’'s was not a soft voice,
and it carried well cnough for other girls
to hear. Already the warning bad gone
forth that the Bull was “at large,” and
the girls, not wanting punishment for being
late, were hurrying down. There were
some of them in the corridor already.

“I—I would rather not say, Miss Bulli-
vant!” muttered Eleanor, and hung her

ead.

Miss Bullivant arched her brows.

“What? What? How dare youl!
is sheer impertinence 1™

The other girls, awed by the mistress’
anger, drew up, exchanging glances. Bomo
of them knew who was responsible, for
Sheila, roturning to the corridor, had made
no sceret of the fact that she had spilled
ink and wanted a duster.

No other mistress would have made a
girl sneak; but Mis Bullivant differed in

This

many ways from other mistresses.

“I—I—it was onc of tho girls,” said
Eleanor.

Clara whispered to Barbara.

“My hat! TFancy Eleanor shiclding
Sheilat”

“Yes; she can't bo as bad as she scems.”

At that moment Sheila onme hurrying
through the erowd with a duster, and, seo-
ing the mistress, stopped short in dismay.

* Oh, dear!” she said.

Miss Bullivant eyed her coldly. .

“Ah, Sheila—the culprit? %ou spilled
this ink 1"

Sheila flashed a look at Eleanor. Hex
first thought was that Eleanor had sneaked.

“Yes, I did. Tt was an accident, Mis¢
Bullivant. Tt fell.”
“Indced! Then wipe it up with that

duster, and take fifty lines for carelessness.”
TFifty lines! A stern enough punishment;
but not as stern as Eleanor had intended,
and she looked quite crestfallen. Those
fifty lines would not keep Bheila in during
the afterncon, of course.
hat did please Eleanor was the look
that Barbara and one or two of the others
gave her. For naturally they thought that
she had been unusmally sporting in mnot
giving Sheila away.
“Tough luck, Bﬂuila |” whispered Clara,
who had been able to fill her pen with what
had been left in the hottle. “'T ought to dc
those lines for you
“‘Silence!” "Miss Bullivant snapped.
“You are in the Form-ronam naw. (lara.
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To your places, lgirln, and quickly. Sheila
is not in need of your assistance.”

There were many spots to be wiped off,
and really a little assistance would not have
been out of place. Even though she hurried
Sheila could not please Miss Bullivant, who
further rated her for having taken such a
time over the task.

“[However, geb to your place, Sheila, and
another time learn to be more careful. The
carelessness of you ﬁrrla is really stagger-
ing. The girls of to-day geem to be utterly
incapable of controlling their movements!”
Miss Bullivant rapped on. “Bessie Bunter,
twenty lines for chewing sweets in class!”

There was a faint giggle then as Bessie
Bunter protested that she had not been
eating a sweet at all; but the ‘“East wind
look the mistress gave the Form brought
silence.

“Do not argue with me, Bessiel”

“But it's no-pot fair. It wasn't a
B-sweet at all. It was a bit of biscuit!”
gasped Bessic, aggrieved by such gross
injustice. )

he Bull’s eyes glittered. .
- *“Fifty lines, Bessie. If there is any more
laughter you girls will bo detained 1”
iss Bullivant was in_a right royal rage
by this time, and the girls settled 'in_their
desks, and sought to look really intelligent,
peek, and very mild. )
ut the mistress was in just the mood
that suited Eleanor's purpose. If only
Sheila could be made to offend the mistress
in aau?:e way—then surely she would be
te

Sheila, however, was a model of attention
and good hehavigur, and Eleanor found no
way of a,_v.u:nlin%l that conduct except by run-
ning the risk herself of bqinﬁ gated.

At the end of the lesson Mi
Bave o warning.

“I1 shall expect the lines I have given to
be finished bLefore girls are free for the
afternoon 1"

Then Eleanor gave a little purr of satis-
Iaction and rubbed her hands.

" The rest of tho morning lesson, with
Miss Matthews

&5 Bullivant

in charge, passed off
imoothly enough, and in the interval Sheila
sttacked her punishment, putting the un-

finished sheeb of foolscap back in her desk.
glrce_tly the bell rang to ferminate the

orning work, Sheila finished the lines,
and then hurried them to Miss Bullivant’s

udy.
Miss Bullivant, as they all knew. was

29

engaged with the Sixth Form, and so would
not be in her study, :

“Good for you!” said Jemima, as Sheila
returned and told them that tho lines were

lone,
“ Weight off my mind!” Sheila agreed.
There would have been a weight on her |

mind instead, had she but known of
Elecanor’s plan!
—
.CHAPTER 13.

Eleanor to Blame!

- UCK up, Jimmy! Don’t stand there
B talking 1" called Clara Trevlyn.

“Come op, Jemimal” ~ urged
Barbara.
The Yourth Form hockey team and

followers were crowding in and about the
motor-coach that was nﬁcing the grls awa

to Fh¥ their match against Danesford
Hall. It was, as may be imagined, a happy
and light-hearted crowd. Freda Foote was
tooting the horn to wake up Jemima; and
Clara Trevlyn was rattling hockey-sticks
with Mabel Lynn.

Jemima Carstairs, however, was talking

to Sheila.

“That’s O.K.,” she added, waving to
her friends. “i}‘uud-bye, Sheila! I must
leave you—here—who—""

Clara and Barbara, exasperated at being
kept, wumnf, had rushed up and caught
Jemima. Clara put a throttling grip on
Jemima's blue-and-white scarf, and DBar
bara moro gently took her arm.

“Walk or be dragged!” said Clara.
“Which 7"

* Ugh—ooh—ugh |
staggering.

" Please yourself1” said Clara cheerfully.
“I'm bringing Jemima’s scarf, g:rl.s, and
she can come with it if sho likes.”

As the scarf was bound round Jemima's
neck she had really very little choice in the
matter. She went, © accompaniment
of cheers from the waiting tcam, while
%heila, a book under her arm, waved good-

ye.

Because she had something definite to do
that afternoon she did not so much miss

oing with them all. But usually how she
onged that sho mlﬁfnt be a member of the
team! Sometimes sho had accompanied the
;t;u-la and cheered, but that was not so much

un as playing, of course. And then tho
opponents could not be expected to provide

gasped  Jemima,
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o tea for spectators, which meant buying
ten out—always rather expensive,

Now tho crowd in the motor-coach settled
down. Thoy were just about to give the
signal to go, when there came a wild squeal
from the dircetion of the schoolhouse.

“W-wait for m-me, girlst Here I am—
Oach 1

There  she was—fat Dessic. DBunter--
sprawled full length on tho path, and she
grunted and wheezed as Shetla helped her
to her feet, Bessie was wearing her thick
coat and at least three scarves, while she
carried a worn hockey-stick. But what
caused a perfect shrick of laughter from
the girls was the fact that a pair of shin-
guards adorned the fat girl’s legs.

“Oh, my hat!” said Clara. *'She thinks
there’s going to be a real bun-fight. Kick
as kick can!”

“W-wait for me, girls. I'm going to
cheer you on; and, Ensidcs. Babs said I
was tenth reserve,”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

* N-nothing to jolly well laugh at! TI've
done my lines for the Bull, you know.
What do you think the old cat said to me?"”

“'Shush! Look out!" warned Barbara,

“Oh, reallyl” protested Bessic. “The
blossed Bull-—"
“Hurrah!”

Bessie’s definition of Miss Dullivant was
drowned in cheers, as the motor-coach
startled; and Miss Bullivant, who had a
moment before emerged from the school-
house doorway, looked after it grimly. She
really looked in half a mind to call it hack;
but tho cheering would have prevented any-
ono hearing if she had. ITence the checers,

However, there was Sheilal

“Bheila 1” snapped Miss Bullivant.

Sheila had tactfully feigned to ignore the
mistress’ presence, and she turned now,
wondering if she were going to take some
of the anger which had been Bessie’s due.

“¥Yes, Miss Bullivant.” she said.

“Why are you dressed for outdoors?'

Sheila starcd. What a question |

“Beeause I am going out, Miss Bulli-
vant,” she eaid, hoping that that simple
statement would not L\hc interpreted as
insolence.

“Indeed? And did I not expressly state
that you were not to go until the lines
Imd been done!?”

" ¥-yes,” said Sheila wonderingly, *“‘But
T hdlid the lines, They'ro on your study
table.”

“What? You have the impertinence to
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pretend that you have done the lines and
put them in my study 7

- , ¥es. I put them there before
dinner, Miss Bullivant. I can show you just
where.”

Miss Bullivant g;iam her a keen, steely
look, and then with a comunand to her to
follow, turncd back to tho schoolhouse and
led the way in. Sheila, rather dismayed
and perplexed, reached the  mistress’
corridor, and cntered Miss Bullivant’s
!L"d]{]' almost on the mistress’ heels.

“Now search—and without unduly dis-
turbing whatevor else is there.”

Sheila turned over the papers on the
desk.  But there was, naturally enough, no
sign at all of her lines. The more sho
searched the more bewildered she became.

“But—but I know I put them here,
Really, I did, Miss Bullivant!” she pre-
tested. “I—I cannot understand it!”

Miss Bullivant answered in grinding
tones:

“If you put tho lines there, then there
they would still be. They cannot have
wallced; they cannot have blown away;
and it 1s quite certain that they are not of
sufficient valuo or general interest to be
stolen.™

**No, Miss Bullivant.”

Shoila’s mind was in 2 whirl. She simply
could not understand where the lines could
have gone,

“Then what is your explanation 2"

“I put the lines therc.” Sheila pointed
to the desk. “I do not know where they
are now, though.”

Miss Bullivant breathed hard. '

“TI'm sorry to say that I cannob belicve
you," she said icily.

“But, Miss Bullivant,” Sheila gasped,
“I can provo it. Several of_the girls saw
me_ writing the lines; and T told them I
had Emt thom in your study.”

“Tt you bave evidence, produce it."

Tho girls were gonel

“They—they're out of the school—in the
motor-coach, Miss Bullivant,”

“Ah, I scel Well, I am not satisfied.
Go to the Form-room and write out the
fifty lincs, Sheila.”

There was a sound of hurried movement
in the corridor, but Sheila did not notice
it. Even if she had, sho would have
guessed  that it was Eleanor Eawton
anxiously overhearing what was passing.

Eleanor was on the staircase when Sheila
went on her way down to the Form-room.
Sheila, although she felt that she had been
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. urjustly treated, could seec Miss Bullivant's

point of view. There was no
the lines had been done. Miss tthews,
of course, would have accepted Sheila’s
word; but even Bheila herself could not
imagine what had bappened to the lines,

When gl saw IEleanor, however, a
sudden suspicion entered her head. There
was something rather peculiar in the look
that girl gave her, and she paused.

 Eleanor,” sho said grimly.

Eleanor did not even turn her head, but
walked on. Sheila, however, caught her
arm angrily. Thoughts ran rapidly through
her mind.”  The lines could not have
vaunished; thercfore, someone had removed
them. And who would do that savo from
some spiteful motive? Who would be so
spiteful but Eleanor, her avowed encmy 7

8o it was that Sheila, angry now, and

determined to thrash the matter out,
cau%ht hold of Eleanor’s arm,
“Oh, oh!” cried Elcanor loudly.

8heila, in astonishment, released
“Wh

her grip.
y, I—I didn't hurt youl!”

she pro-

\"—Oll', you have twisted my srm!” ex-
claimed Elcanor ]qudI]ys.
In o moment Miss Bullivant was on the

scene.

“What s tho
demanded angri
* “I took hold
Sheila; *“but—-

“Sho_snatched at it as I was passing
her 1" Eleanor moaned, making a grimace
:nd moving her arm as though it pained

meaning of thig?"” she

,of Eleanor’s arm,” said
H

er.

Miss Bullivant pointed down the stairs,

“Your lines are doubled, Sheila. Go to
the Form-room at once1”

Bheila_gove Eleanor a biiter look, and
thon without another word went down the
staira, ere e had on]E suspected
before, now she was sure that Eleanor was
the cause of the missin lines; for it was
cbvious that Elcanor had cried- out not
because of tho pain but in order to bring
Miss Bullivant on to the scene. Tho
malicious triumph in her glance was
evidence of thal.

here was clearly nothing to be_done,
however, but the lines; and Sheila, in
angry mood, entered tho IForm-room. It
was not until she had scated herself at the
desk that she noticed on the board a chalk
drawing.

“Oh, goodness 1™ she gasped in horror,
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For that drawing was a grose caricature
of Miss Bullivant.

At once Sheila knew that she would be
accused of drawing it should the mistress
come into the Form-room, as she surely
would. At once Sheila grabbed the duster
to eraso that offensive sketch. .

Miss Bullivant was depicted erudely, but

er long nose, her untid hair, and the
thinness of legs, ocmpnredy with the large-
ness of feot, showed clearly whom it was
meant to represent. :

Alas! It was not Sheila’s lucky after-
neon, or clse there was more conspiracy.
For no_sooner had she found the duster
and rubbed out the feet than the door
opened and Miss Bullivant entered.

Frantically Sheila endeavoured to com-

lete the erasure, yet knowing that it was

o‘pcélten :u;nd that her fate was scaled,

“Stop 1"

Miss Bullivant marched up to the dais,
her eyes f}‘ntering. There she paused, star-
ing at what remained of the earicature,

‘I didy’t draw it, Miss Bullivant,”
Sheila grotested. “I found it on tho board.”

She had suffered enough for other girls®
faults; and this was the end, It might
scom sncaking or not. She did not care.
If she wero glamnd for this she would be
gated for the whole afternoon. And then
what of Captain  Hargraves, waiting
patiun’ﬂy for & book and some entertain-
ment

“You did not draw it? Someono drew it
and left it thero for you to be blamed for
it?” Miss Bullivant said.

Sheila gave a little gasp.

“My goodness! Yes, that is most likely,”
she agreed,

Miss Bullivant gave a short, harsh langh.

“Indeed? You appear to ba quito a
shuttlecock of fate, Sheila. Someono takes
your lines, someone plans to gect you
punished. ~ Most remarkable!” Then her
tone changed. “Go to your dosk,
wretched girl1” she snapped furiously.
“And stay there for the rest of the after-
noon. After you havo finished the lines you
will continue” with the excrcises in factors
we were doing this morning.”

“Miss Bullivant! But I must
have an appointment!” cried Sheila in
distress.

“Not_another word! Go to your desk!”

Miss Bullivant picked up the duster and
wiped the caricature completely from the
board. Then she flung down the duster and
bmarched to tho doorway.

éo out—I
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Sheila turned to her desk, and, too angry
for tears, sat down and took out some
paper. But she did not start work.  The
door closed upon Miss Bullivant and Sheila
sat there, frowning.

Captain Hargraves was_ expecting her—
expegting somcone to read to him. There
was no means of sending a message, and
Jomima bad gono with the team. What
would he think, waiting there by himself,
disappointed and hurt?

Yet what was the alternative? To break
detention |
. _The mecre thought of that made Bheila
shudder.  Break detention indeed! Dare
sho? To break detention, or to let Captain
Hargraves down?

‘There seomed only one answer to that,
and, trembling with suppressed excitoment,
sho took up her pen. fho would write fifty
lines and no more; then she would go!

It was a deaperate plan, Sheila realised
that to break detention was a very scrious
offence, and. would probably entail heavy
punishment if she were caught, But when
sho remembered Captain E;Iargrngcs, all
thought of her own ppssible punishment
vanished.
¢ Her pen moving rapidly, she scttled down
at the desk, not even bothering to remove
her hat and coat; and whilo sho, thus
-busied herself, Eleanor Lawton, humming a
little tune, took a last look at herseif in the
mirror before setting out for Friardalo—
and Captain Hargraves.

CHAPTER 14.
The Pendant!

LEANOR LAWTON felt a thrill of
E excitement as she set out for Friar-
dale. She considered that she had
been very clover indeed, and rather
wished that she could tell others all about
What a schemer she was, she told her-
First, she had managed: the business
of borrowing her imother’s diamond
pendant, without anyone at home guessing
that it was gone. And then, having lost it,
had successfully hushed matters up.

Of course, Sheila knew that the pendant
was lost; it was unfortunate, too, that she
had shown it to her; but on the other hand
is had been very pleasant to sce how
astonished Sheila find been, and how deeply
admiring of a girl who could afford such a
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thing. At lcast, that was how 1t seemed to
Eleanor that Sheila folt.

. Bhe had been rather clever, too, she
thought, in the way in which she had
managed things regarding Sheila. She Lad
found out that sho was almost certainly
Sheila’s cousin, but she had not yet heard
of that truth being suspected by gheiln.

And now—well, now, Eleanor was going
to put an end to Sheila’s visit to Captain
Hargraves. She was not suro that Captain
Hargraves was Sheila’s father; it was just
a rather wild guess, but she meant to ba
on the safe side.

8he reached Friardale in good time,, and
then commenced the task of finding the
Littlo Cottage. She went at once to the
post office, for naturally they would know
tho whercabouts of all” the houses in the
district.

“There is no Little Coitage hers,” said
the woman in charge.

“But Captain Hargraves lives there,”
Eleanor said, in the lofty and rather
patronising tone she used towards people
she imagined to bo her inferiors. “You
kad better look it up again,”

The woman gave Eleanor a grim look.

“There is no meed,” she said curtly.
é":%‘hr's,re is no Captain Hargraves in Friar-

ale.

Then Eleanor had a shock. Friardale?
Had anything been said about Friardale?
Was it perhaps Courtfield? Of a sudden
she saw that sho had not really managed
this affair with her usual skill and eunning.}
She had jumped to conclusions.

“Oh, T scc!” she said, and swept from
the shop without so much as a “Thank
youl” The woman in tho shop could no
longer be of servico to her, so Lleanor
simply obliterated her from her mind.

Of course, she now blamed Sheila, Why
hado’t Sheila said Courtfiold in the first
place? Just like Sheila, of course, being
secretive!

As she walked to the station Eleanor
wondered how it was that Shcila knew
Captain Hargraves., Ho was a friend of
Jemima's father; but Sheila had met him
recently, it seemed. Well, that would scon
be settled. Sheila did not know him wall
—he did not know Sheila well. If she
called horself Sheila and mado hersclf
a nuisance Sheila would not be asked
agnin|
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Elcanor turncd fowards the station,
walking casily, humming to herself with
satisfaction. She bought her ticket, and
then wandered up :amdg down the platform
waiting for the train.

Onoe or two other people came through
tho booking oflice from time to time, but
-Eleanor gave them scant ottention. Sheila
.was the only persen she did not want to
scc; and Sheils, as she knew perfeetly
well, was now in detention, owing to that
caricature. Eleanor had made sure of that
before departing.

And then, wheeling to walk down the
?Ial'form. she suddenly stopped dead, her

ace “paling.

Hurrying through the booking hell on to
tho platform was Sheila Wynn !

At the same moment Sheila saw Eleanor.
Sho paused and stared at Eleanor, and then
frowned.

Bheila out of detention! Had Miss Bulli-
,vant let her off, Eleanor wondered. Had
the fruth been . discovered that it was she
.who bad taken thoze lines and drawn the
caricature on the board?
leanor, in a sudden panie, walked down
the platform; but Sheila took not the
slightest notice of her.

Eleanor it was who had put the bar
of silence betweon them, and it was she
who now wanted to lift it._ Dat Sheila
deliberately looked away as Eleanor came
abreast of her.

It scemod impossible to Eleanor that
any  girl would dare to break dectention;
s0 that Sheila simply must have been ex-

cused. But why, unless the truth had
?o_mn out? She became quite agitated with
right.

Tho train cam3 in, and Elcanor made
for her first class compartment with as
much ostentation as she could, and then
looked back to see Sheila clamber into
a compartment marked “3.> But there
was littlo satisfaction in that, compared
with thoe nnoasiness that assailed her.

Sheila had alrcady guessed Eleanor’s
state of mind, and sure as she was that it
was Fleanor who had drawn the caricature
dand planned to havo hier detained, sho knew
that Eleanor muslt he wondoring how things
had gone wrong. She did not intend cn-
lightening her.

hy had Kleanor planned to have lher
dotained? Was it meroly spite, or was
it to preyent her keeping this appointment?

33
And why was Eleanor going to Court-
field ?

Only at Courtfield could that be dis-
covered; and Sheila realised then that
Eleanor would either await her at tho
station, or follow lher to her destination.
Purposely she took a roundabout route
to the Little Cottage, and on the way sho
paused for @ moment outsido a large shop.

There werg four entrances and exits io
the immenso shop, and Sheila, with an
impish smile, marched in, knowing that
Eleanor would either await her exit or
follow at a discreet distance.

In the shop 8Sheila wandered from
department to department, and then out
at another exit. There was no sign of
Eleanor. Bhe had been shaken off.

It did not take Sheila long to reach tho
Little Cottage, and the housckeeper wel-
comed her in, smiling.

“You're Jemima
she asked,

“Yes, I'm Sheila,”

“Captain Hargraves is expecting you,
“’hzl.t”n lovely afternoon, isn't it? This

1 .

Carstairs’ friend 1"

w.

S}ixeilu was shown into & charming litile
sitting-room. Captain  Hargraves was
scated at a table near the fire, typewriting
slowly and cautiously, his dark-rimmed
glnsses glinting in the firclight.

“Hallo! Who is this?” he said.

The firelight lit up his handsomo face
in profile. It was a rather careworn face,
and his hair was groying; but that only
increased Bheila's sympathy. What a deep-
toned, pleasant voice he had!

In = moment she was chatting, quite
at her case. Captain Hargraves showed
her his typewriter, and then asked her Lo
check what ho had typewritten.

“Just a story,” ho said. ““An historical
romance. Dull?”

But Sheila found it thrilling, and said

S0.

“Do go on, please,” she urged. “It's
so thrilling. I want io know what hap-
pened. Ts tho man found hiding in tho
trees, and does his horso get caught again
or run righl awny 77

Caplain llargraves laughed.

“Wao shall have to wait and see what
happens in tho next chapter,” he said,
“We'll write it togother, shall we? You
sy what yon would like to happen and then
we'll see what happens when we start
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typewriting. But now—the book. I've
heard good reports of this. It may scem
dull to you, and if it does, just stop reading.
Most uncommonly good of you to come and
read to me.”

The book was about Ancient Egypt, and
didn’t scém _really dull. he read care-
Iullg while Captain Hargraves smoked and
made occasional comments. Then tea came
in and proved a very jolly, happy meal.
8ho was rather surprised to find how happy
Captain Hargraves seemed to be.

“I_am _enjoying myself,”
80 I

she  said.

do hope I'm not boring you.”

“You're a little brick, Sheifa..'" he said.
“A real little brick] And you must como
again, please. A nico name. Sheila, too.
It scems to strike some chord in my
memory—"" He clasped his forchead, and
a strained look came over his face. -

Tho nurse-housckecper who was
removing the tea-things,
quick look and shook her head.

““How do you like school?” she asked
quickly, obviously mnxious to change the
subject.

Captain Hargraves gave up his attempt
to solve tho riddle of the name that was
locked with other mgsfnries in his pumb
memory. They talked of Cliff House, and
she told stories of Bessic Bunter and
Jemima, of Clara and Barbara, and the
others, so that time passed rapidly.

Very soon it was time to be back at

ool again. Bho was alone with the

busy
gave SBheila a

he eper for a t,. and.,received
@ warning.
“Don’t let Captain Hargraves worry

about his memory. If he tries to recall
things it upsets him that he can’t, You'll
remember, dear?”

““Oh, yes, of course!” said Sheila. *“1t
must be very awful not remembering, I'm
so sorry. But isn't he a dear? He scems
s0_happy always.”

Then Captain Hargraves himself came
into the littlo hall where the two were
standing.

“Oh, Sheila,” he said, *“I'd like to make
you a little gift—just as o token of thanks
for what you did the other'day! I know
you don’t want any reward; gut I want
you to have it.” -

Sheila hardly knew what to say then;
but if she was abt the moment tongue-
tied she was dumbfounded & moment lator,

“A& little trinket,” said Captain Har-
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graves, and held up something that flasled
when it caught the light. *“It feels like

endant,’”

heila’s oyes widened as sho saw tha
beautiful little pieco of jowellery; shi
stared at it, utterly bereft of spcech. Fo
tho thing that he held in his hand wal
Elcanor’s lost pendant!

“Like it?’ ho asked, smiling at her
“I came across it the other day. Thers
my dear, take it; it is yours!”

And, so saying, he thrust it into her hand.

CHAPTER 15.
Warse and Worse!

HEILA stared at the pendant in her
S hand, not knowing what to say. 8he
was consclous, too, how strange it
must seem that she was silent. The
housckecper had gone, and there was no
one to sce her confusion. Bat did Captain
Hargraves guess?
“You like it?” he_asked her,
Naturally she liked it. Who
]ikin? such a beautiful thing?
" Oh, yes, I like it | I think it's wonder-'
t——""She faltered.

could help:

ful. But “It's awfully
valuable.”

“*And the scrvice you rendered me was
valuable. The most valuable service any-
one can render. Take that littlo pendant,'
my dear. You like it now, but you may
like it even better when you are older,

“Thank you. I—I’m sure I shall.”

Oh, hew she longed to ask questions|
There was no mistaking the fact that i
was the same pendant as tho one tha
Eleanor had lost. How, then, had Coptain
Ha:%ruea obtained it? !

“You're too kind,” she began, “and—
and—-"

‘*Nonsense! It is you who aro kind, T
cannot tell you how much I appreciate the
fact that you have given up a sunny after-
noon to sit and rmdgto me when you might
have been playing games and
yourself.”

“I may como again?” sho asked.
isn’t a sacrifice; tt—it's a privilege,”

“Come us oflen as you can spare the
time,” he said. *Wo are going to be greal
friends.” N .

The pendant clutched tightly in her
hand, Sheila went back to the station,
thinking over again all that had hap-

i

enjoying'
|

1y
1
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pened that afternoon.  What a splendid
story it was he had been writing; how
nice it was in the littlo warm sitting-room
reading to him !

But as soon as she ronched the station
she remembered the awful truth. Sho
had broken detention. At Cliff House Miss
Bullivant would be waiting for her.  She
tried to assure herself that the punishment
would be a fow hundred lines, yet at the
back of her mimd was the fear that it
might indeed be more.
i+ To break bounds! To defy, of all mis-
tresses, Miss DBullivant!  Surely there
would be a very heavy bill to pay for that!

In supposing that there was oxcitoment
on her account at Cliff House, Sheila had
not judged amiss. There was a hunt all
over the school for herl
+ Miss Bullivant had indeed issued orders
to Piper, the school porter, to the servants,
and to such girls as she saw, that Sheila,
on her return to school, was to be sent to

or.
Eleanor Lawton, who happened to be in
ILL][ was qulslmno

‘Elcanor, have you scen Sheila this
afternoon since the moment when you
were quarrelling 77

“Quarretling 7”7 said Eleanor, in gentle
reproof. “Oh, Miss DBullivant, I wasn't
qunrrulhngb——”

“Never mind whether yon were or not,”
Miss Bullivant_ s ped. ‘ou know to
what occasion I am referring. Ilave you
scon_her since

*Well,+T—"

“ Answer me.”

I saw her
into @ shop.”

“Courtfeld I Ah! Very well, if you soe
her send her to me at once, Eleanor. She
has deliberately broken detention—"

It was then past tea-time, and the hocke:
team was returning from the match fuly
of good cheer, for CLff House had been
vietorious. _As they all crowded excitedly
into Hall, Miss Bullivant was on the stairs,
and, turning, she descended.

Bossio Bunter, unwrapping her scarf, did
a little dance.

“It’s all rig
exultantly.

+ Miss Lullivant had only one
mind—the missing Sheila.

“Ah, she has r{\turm‘il’”

“Oh, really
said  Bessie.

in Courtficld, going

, Miss Bullivant 1" she said

idea in

we won ¥
Miss Bulli-

o ! ut
o 'I'Iu-w h:l two,

“door
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vant. Clara was _|uat. racing down tho
field li-like this— Bessio  suatched
Clara’s hockey stick, and, raising it to

give u demonstration, caught Mabel Lynn
on the head.

“Ooooch 1" gasped Mabel.

" Bessio I eried Miss Bullivant,

"The bub-ball was at her foot,” went on
Bessie, in shrill excitement, “and n girl
was coming across, so I kik-colled out:
'Lunk out, Clara !’ like that, only louder

“Nessic Bunter, go to the Form-room
and sta thcrc—stsy thcle"’ thundered
Miss Buflwunt “Go

Dessie Bunter went
fallen,
others,

“The rest of you will disperse quictly.
Have any of you scen Sheila Wynn? he
has broken detention this afterncon.”

They stared at Miss Bullivant in  dis-
may ! It was news to them that she had
been gated. 2

“8Sheila 7" said Barbara, who was cap-
tain of the Fourth Form nt Cliff House.

looking very crest-
and Miss Bullivant turned to the

()h. but vi'xs she
“8hould I be hﬁﬁly to say that she was
if she were not?" demanded the mistress
heatedly.

“Really, you gn‘is, you are too
trying. If you sece S%m: la ler to report
to me at once. Now go!”

The girls hurriedly wcnt with Miss Bulli-
vant in such a mood that they had no
wish to linger in her company.

“Phew!  Somcone’s been waving a red
rag at how 17 said Clara in dismay. “Poor
old DBessie I

The girls mounted the stairs, and the
mbllnhon they had felt at their victory
rather c\-aporutcd. Jemima dropped into
the armchair in the study rather \\e'lkly,
(‘lahmdlellcd against the wall, and Marjorie
sighe

“Toor uld Sheila,” said Darbara sadly.
“Too bad 1”

“Yes, Sheila was being a good Samari-
tan,” Jemima nodded. *‘Poor old Sheila.
But what a brick, you know, risking the
Bull’s wrath to do someone a service 1

TFor a while the mateh was_ discussed,
and then Jemima went downstairs to look
for Bheila. She felt, in a way, that she
was to blame for this state of affairs,
although it could hardly be laid at her
at Sheila had becn gated. Nor
could Jemima understand how that had
happened. Sheila was not a girl who was
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often in the mistress’ black books.
worked hard, 3

Jemima had been waiting for nearly
twenty minutes, when Sheila at last came
through the gloom, i

“Cheer-ho I”  gaid Jemima. “I say,
we've just heard what o first-rate heroine
you are, brnving the Bull's wrath and
all that. Good for you I

Sheila’s smile was wan.

“Oh, you’ve heard! There’s a hue and
ery, then #** :

. hue, and loud, whooping cries, I'm
rather afraid the Bull is in a rig-snurtmg
mood. Sorry! Anything I can do?”

““ Nothing, But it's nice of you to
worry, Jemima. Captain Hargraves was
quite pleased to see me, T think. I read
to him, and he’s wriling the most thrilling

story—

'J.l;ﬁcy walked to tho staircase, talking of
that story, and then Sheila halted and
grimaced. S

“Um! T think I'll go along to the
study, and take my hat and coat off first,”
she said,

Feeling \'eErY agitated, Sheila went in to
her study. eanor was there, waiting for
her, a look of triumph on her face. She
w%al having g lonely tea with a well-spread

C.

She

;‘d]idiss Bullivant wants you,” she said
coldly.

Sheila, wondering frantically what she
could do with the pendant, took off her
coat and then, hanging it on the peg be-
hind the door, slipped the pendant into
her pocket.

Alas, the pondant dropped to the floor.
What, in her excitement, she had thought
was the pocket, was the belt,

The pendant lay upon the carpet for a
moment, catching the rays from the lamp.
And that second was enoughl With a wifd
ory Elm’mgr fs?'rang upon her chair.

*“You thie

CHAPTER 16.
The Duplicate.

Tl QU thief 1” 2
Y Eleanor’s faco was white, and

her eyes gloamin¥ as she snatched
the Eende.nt rom the floor a
eila could act.
he two girls faced each other tensely.
It had troubled Sheila all the way home
to know what to do with the pendant, and

up
moment before 8§
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what she would say if Eleanor should find
it before the decision had been made? And
now Eleanor had discovered it | ot

“That is not your pendant,” Sheila said.
et 5

“It's  yours,” jeered Eleanor, and
laughed. "“Oh, my dear, don’t be funny I
How could this be yours? Why, it’s worth
pounds and pounds! My ‘mother—my
mother bought it for me! Really, yours
indeed | Do you suggest there may be two
exactly like this?” i

Sheila, quite palo, her hands clenched,
nodded her hea£

“Yes, I do suggest that there may be
two. After all, wgy should there be only
ona like it7"

“Then where did you get it?" sneered
Elcanor. “Funn{_“- you haven't had it be-
fore, isn’t it? ca 2, I must say that's
strange, you know. And let me tell you
this—this cfcndant ‘Was once an oar-ring.
It belonged to m¥ g]:anr}mothcr. You can
rml]{ seo if you look—" :

Beforo 8heila could argue further the
door was pushed open so suddenly that she
staggered, and Barbara Redfern, with sn
unusually grave face, looked into the study.

“Oh, here you are!” she said. "I say,
8heila, trouble brewing. The Bull's hunt-
ing for you. Sorry, but she wants to see
you instanter.” B

Sheila nodded her head, and then, de-
ciding that the issue of the pendant would
have to be deferréd, sho opened the door
wider. . i

“Thank you, Barbara, I'm going
she said quietly. *“Wish mo luck 1"

arbara flashed o look from Sheila to
Eleanor, noting the signs of a quarrel, but
said nothing about it. t

“Of course I do; we all do.”

Sheila_went her way, trying to look as
though she did not mind facing the Bull.
Bug avegma knew that sho really did.
Who, aftér all said and done, did not?.

Miss Byllivant was in her study correct-
ing exercises and snorting jn annoyance ab
mistakes, The girls whoso misfortune it
was to have their work corree on this
night would find that red ink had not
been spared. Red ink was mlways a
symptom of rage with Miss Bullivant, and
her Een was kept busy, TS

When Bheila entered, however, she did
not even look up. She went on with her
correcting until the particular book was
finished,

now,”
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Bheila looked about the room idly, not-
ing its severity, and then was brought to
atiention.

“Well, so_you have been good cnough

to return, Sheila?”

Miss Bullivant's glittering cyes wero
upon her,

"¥ns, Miss Bullivant. I'm sorry that
“Sorry, mnonscnse! You deliberately

broke defention 2" -

“Yes; I did the filty lines.”

“And did I not double those lines and
cider you to stay in detention ?”

“Yes, Miss Bullivant,” quavered Bheila,
knowing that she was quite in the wrong.
“But I did not do that drawing on the
board.”

“8o you are to be the judge?! Is that
it? If you fancy you have not deserved
punishment, the punishment is not to be

Miss- Bullivant leaned back in her chair,
“I am waiting for your excuse. Your
reason. You were scen to go into a shop
in Courtfield. You have spent the after-
noon_shopping "

““No, Miss Bullivant; I had to keep an
appointment.”

re sho tell the truth—that she had
been reading aloud to & War vietim?

“Very well, you will be gated for the
next two half-holidays. I have discussed
this with Miss Primrose, and that is the
punishment  deocided upon.”

“Gated 1" eried Sheila. “Oh, but I—"

“Enoygh! You will write those lines
after preparation this m-cning. and you
will be gated for a weck, detained for
the next two-half-holidays, doing tasks that
I shall sot for you, Knough! But for
your previous record I should be more
severe.” i

Sheila went from the study, her mind
in a whirl. ated for a week ! he
was not to see Captein Hargraves for
the next two half-holidays. How could sho
explain that to him? It would not be right
to let him know that she had risked so
much to see him; it would put him in
quite a false position, She would have to
write to him and eoxplain. The house-
kooper would read the letter to him,

But how she would miss secing him !

In the Fourth Form corridor she found
Barbara and Jemima waiting for her.
“Gated?” asked Jemima.

57

“Yes, for the next two half-holidays.
Nice! But I suppose I'm_ really lucky.’

"Foar_full_y,” nodded Jemima. “Not
many izr]a get gated for a week, what?
Only the chosen few. Poor old Sheilal

ut it was in the best cause.
play ping-pong.”

Come and

 “Can’t. I've got prep. to do, and
lincs.”

“Bother prep.,” said Barbara. " You
want cheerin, u&). you know. You're
looking fgx,xrf{ﬁly own in the mouth. Let's
ave a ripping game. Come on, do—"

Barbara plucked at her arm.
“No, no. I'd love to, but if I don't do
prcF. that'll mean another row, and I
really must do the lines, too.”

So cventually she had her own way, al-
though goodncss knew she wanted to play

ing-pong in preferenco to writing lines|

ut there was no sense in asking for more
trouble.  Besides, there was Elecanor to
face still,

FEleanor was pacing the study when
Sheila entered, and she wheeled upon her
in fury.

“Think ﬁoursc]f luck% that I am not
reporting this to Miss Primrvose. I think

know now how you got that dress for the
dance. You stole this pendant and pawned
it. Perhaps you have taken the dress back
—perhaps you only got it on approval or
hired it7"”

Sheila bogan to_gct out her books for
preparation, but Eleanor snatched them
away and flung them on the floor.

“Kleanor 1” Sheila gasped. “ Really 1

“Yes, really. We're going to have this
out,” snapped Eleanor, “here and now.
Where did you get that dress?™

“It doesn’t concern you, but it was a

present.’

“T see. This was a present, too!l”
sncored FEleanor. “We'll sco what Miss
Primrose has to say about it.”

Sho walked to the door and paused with
her hand on the knob. Sheila turned to
her anxiously, and then shrugged her
shoulders.

“Do as you like,” sho said.
must make mischiof, do.”

But Eleanor had no intention at all of
going to Miss Primrose. She had no wish
to be asked where she had obtained tho
pendant. Miss Primrose would realise that
1t was too valuable to be her own, and

“If you
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might suspect that it was her mothers.
Then, indeed, the fut would bo in the fire!
“I don’t believe it is your pendant,”

said Sheila suddenly, discerningly. “It's
probably your mother’s,”
canor went white.
“You spyl” sho cried furiously. *“©h,
you horrid spy! Have you been reading
my letters 7’

Too late, she saw she bhad given her-
sclf away. Sheila looked at her steadily.

“Of course I have not locked at your
lotters. But I know you mow. I know
that you would go to Miss Primrose with
that silly story—yes, and like to go, too,
only it would mean that you would get into
hot_water.”

Eleanor had no reply prepared for that.

*“Apyway, it isn’t your pendant,”
said at last, lamely. “¥ou stole it! Thici!
Common little thief!”

How casy it would have been for Sheila
to say that Captain Hargraves had given
it to her; yet bhow ooulﬁ she say whero
she had got 1t ? The pendant was obvicusly
Eleanor’s. The design was peculiar, and
it ccrtainly had beon converted from an
ear-ring. Could there be two similar ?

Elcanor's words scemed to echo in_the
silence the followed them. *“Common little
thief I”  But Sheila had had cnough,

“ Elcanor, you dare say that again!” And
there was quite a flash in Sheila’s eyes.
‘“If you dare to say that again I shall go
to Miss Primrose myself}'”

Elcanor had not been spoken to like that
before, and she was quite dazed. Was this
Sheila  addressing her—the underling, the
pauper! Really ! "As for putting down the
pendant—never! Eleanor marched out of
tho study with it in her hand, and then
went up to the dormitory to put it safely
away.

When she reached tho dormitory she
studied it lovingly, turning it over in her
hand, . Sho had the light switched on, and
was standing in the direct rays, the botter
to cxamine the pendant. Dut what she
saw when she locked at the other side
staggered her.

ho pendant was not hers! Thero was
a difference. On tho back it said “Aniela,,"
but the cngraving was so elaborate that it
took quite a moment to r it. Angela!
Why, it had said Muriel on the other one.
Muriel was Elcanor’s mother’s name, and
Angela—Angela was the name of Sheila's
mother|

she,
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Eleanor felt quite giddy all at once. The
pendant was Sheila’s mother's, then. But
why had Sheila not said so? Surely she
would have said if that wero so? Then
whenee had it come? Where could she
have got it that afterncon except from
(‘,‘nfa!uin Hargraves ?

er mind in a whirl, Eleanor switched
out the light and went from the dormitory.
But it was not to her study to find Sheila
that she went. Even though sho knew
now thgt the pendant w.s mnot hers, she
meank keep it—and then investigate.
For if Captain Hargraves had had this
imndamt, whom could he be Lut Sheile's
ather—and Eleanor’s uncle ?

“Goodness!” murmured Fleanor. “My
uncle—I wonder ? are 17" And then
she smiled wickedly.

CHAPTER 17.
Lost—and Found.
8 SUS-8AY, Babs!”

I Barbara Redfern was busy writing
an essay in Study No. 4, was
two days following ths cvents

alrcady related, and Babs was in no inood
to be interrupted by fat Bessic Bunter.

“Givo" her another sweet, Mabs,” she
said wearily,

Mabel Lynn, who was looking at a small
blot on the wall for inspiration, took out
a bag of sweets from the pocket of her drill
dress,  Very carofully she unstuck one and
gave it to éea.sin Bunter.

“That should last you twenty minutes,”
she said. *And if I haven't finished this
beastly essay by then I shall just put down
any. rubbish.”

"Cnp? mine,” said fat Bessie grandly.

“Well, that'd be a sure way of putting
down rubbish,” reflected Barbara. "E.'Buther
now. I've put the word rubbish down.
Whﬁ can’t you keep quiet, Bessic !’

The cssay was not an casy or pleasant
one. It was about courtesy. and, of course,
as ever%v irl would mention about Sir
Walter Releigh, the cloak, and Queen Eliza-
beth, that had to ho omitted.

“Blessed if I know why you girls make &
fuss like this about a simple cssay,” said
DBessie, shaking her head, the sweet hastily
finished. Really, giving Bessio a swoet to
mako her stop talking only encouraged her.
“I've just given a description of how to
drop a——"
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*'Drop what ?"” asked Barbara in surprise.

“Why, a curisy, what we had to write
about,” said Bessie in equal surprise. “¥Youn
just put back your left leg—your right,
and nearly sus-sit on it, only not quite,
you know, Of course, I dare say if you
girls were—""

“Ha, ha, hat Courtesy—politeness,
chivalry,” said DBarbara in merriment.
“Dropping a curisy is just a form of
courtesy, But Janey won't like that essay.”

Ii ook a moment or two to persuade
Bessie that she had written her essay all
about thoe wrong subject, and then there
was some degree of peace while she re-
wrote i, mentioning how Sir Walter
Ralvigh had put down his cleak in the mud
and ltﬁ)en offered it to Queen Elizabeth to
E’ut on to keep off Lhe rain. And Queen
ilizabeth had pever smiled again, accord-
ing to Bessie, which is not to be wondered

at.

The essay finished, Bessie started again,

“I sus-say, Babs, you haven't answered
my question yet.”

“What question ?” said Barbara amicably,
now that tho essay was finished,

“Why, about findings being keepings,
you know., Now, suppose a girl fuf-found
something——"  Bessio’s cycs goggled be-
hind her large glasses, and she wagged a
forefinger at her fricnds.

“It has been done,” admitted Barbara,
and then looked up as the door opened.
“Hallo, Clara!™
_“Hallo!” said Clara. *“You kids men-
tioned Sir Walter Raleigh and the cloak

““Ha, Not"s

.
“Good!” said Clara. “The first ones
that haven't. Anyone would think it was
the only giddy courteous thing in history.
And is it right what Freda says—that
Richard the Second gave up the crown to
Henry the Seventh, saying: ‘You're a
better man than I am, Gunga Dhin *
“Ha, ha, ha! 0."

*

“Bother!” exclaimed Clara, “I'll take
that out of Treda. put it in, Tsn't she
tho limit?  Still, it’s right at the end,
Juckily.”

“I sus-say, Clara!” exclaimed Bessie, as
she was gomg.
¢ “Well, say on.,”
“I put that bit about S8ir Walter
Raleigh, you know. Bub that isn’t what
I was going to say. Suppose & girl—sup-
pose a girl found something rather valuable,

&8

you &now. Well, suppose she did—""
Bessie eyed the girls incasuringly.

ra and ﬁabel were looking ak
Bossie in perplexity. She was cortainly
being mfster:ous. nd Jemima and Mar-
oriv, who came along at that moment,

d to have it explained to them. .

“1 should try cold water,” snid Jemimn.
“Get a big jugful, Clara.”

“Right-ho!”

“Stop!” cried Bessie. “This is jolly sus-
serious, Suppose a girl—any girl—not me,
you know—just eny girl, ful-found some-
thing rather \ralua:g:le. Suppose ‘it were
a ring or a brooch, for instance—'"

Barbara looked at Mabel and then at

Bessie,

“What have you found, Bessie?” she
asked quite anxiously, for DBessie, although
honest, was quite stupid about the wvalue
of things.

. Bessic assumed

ook.

“Who said T'd found anything? T wat
just putting a hypotenuse case.”

““Oh crumbsl ypothetical, you mean,”
said Barbara. “Too long a word. What
is it you’ve found ?”

Bessie rose from her chair.

“I refuse to discuss the matter,” she said,
with dignity. *“I shall wait until therc's
a_ reward offored—I mum-mean that—"
She broke off and blinked at them. She
would havo gone from the study then, but
Clara barred the doorway.

“Whoa!” she said, *Not so quickly,
Fatima." s

The girls wero serious now. Ag first
they had been amused ‘by Bessic’s hypo-
‘thetical case of a girl who had found some-
thing; but now they really believed her.
They saw it was not a subject for laughtor.
Bessie Bunter was quite duffer’ ernough

an injured, martyrlike

to imagine that_ because sho had found
something and did not know tho owner
she could keoep it. That would not be

stealing to DBessiel

“If you've found anything,” Barbara
said, ‘““you really must take it to Miss
Primrose, Bessie, although it’s funny that
no one has montioned losing it.”

Jomima intervenad.

“Might have been at the dance.”

That was an idea.

“ My goodness, yes!” exclaimed Barbara.
“Of courso. Thero was heaps of jawel]er,y
being worn, and perhaps the owner didn’t
realiso it might have been lost lere.”
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“Yes, that's so. Rake it out, Bessie,”
advised Mabel. “Let's see it.”

But Bessie seemed rather aggrieved.

*“There ought jolly well to be a reward,”
she said aggrievedly,

“Woll, perhaps there will ko,” said Bar-
bara patiently. “Only you ought to want
to give it back to the owner without that.”

en Barbara mecant business she spoke
firmly, and there was firmness in her tonc
now. So Bessie, although she grumbled,
gavo in.

“Very well,” sho said, “I'll show you
just where it is, girls, Of course, . re
hidden it in a dirightlully clever place,
naturally.” -

“Naturally,” said Clara, *Whore you
won't Lo able to find it again,”

“I ean_find it."”

Bessic Bunter went to the study enpboard
in a most mystcrious way that made the

irls more impatient than ever with her,

hen she flung back the door, watching
them the while to seo the effect. Noxt she
took out a toffce-tin.

“0Oh, buck up!” pleaded Mabel.

Bessie swept the tin round, and then,
removing the lid, held it forward, much
as a conjurer might reveal a trick.

“There!” she said, *“Takes your breath
away, eh?”

Tt did take their breath away. Dessie,
short-sighted though she was, could sceo
how amazed they looked, and a faint un-
casiness camo over her.

“Wh-what’s the matter 2 she asked.

“Why, you duffer,” said Darbara, in
anxicty, ““it’s not there—it’s gone!”

“Gig-gone 1’ Bessie squealed,
my diamond pendant gone?’”

o glared into the tin, and then went
he diamond pendant had certainly

pa

gone. .

What a silence there was! .

“ Are you sure you put it there, Bessie 7"
Barbara asked. -

“I'\:ip-pusikive," said Dessie, quite dis-
tressed,

“But ne one would have taken itl”
Mabel execlaimed worriedly. “That’s too
ridiculous. No one’s been herel”

“Oh, really! Sheila came in!” said
Dossie.

“¥ea! BSheiln came to borrow a book.

I said she could,” said Ba:bara. “But
don’t start mentioning nameces, Bessie. It
isn't at all fair, Sheila isn’t that kind of

“Mum-’

THEIR SECRET QUARREL AT SCHOOL:

girl, naturally. But—but what ought wn
eport

o 7. it to Miss Prim?”
“Or ask questions first,” demurred
Jemima.

“ Ask questions,” said DBarbara. “Come
on. Just in case gomcone has been play-
ing a joke. Then if no one admits any-
thing we must report it.’”

Barbara and Mabel went down the ond
of the corridor to start, while Clara and
Jemima went the other. They reached the
doorway of Study No. 11, and then paused,
Thg door was ajar and they had a giimpse
of ‘& girl inside, It was Sheila Wynn.
Sheila had something in her hand, some-
thing that flashed in the rays from the
light, and at sight of that Mabel clutched
Barbara’s arm, and Barbara gave a gasp
of dismay.

For in Sheila’s hand was a diamond pen-
dant! And Sheiln was the girl who had
been to Study No. 41 There.was only ono
explanation ; there could be only one—that
Sheila lad taken the pendant.

rbara Redfern was quite pale as her
cyes met Mabel's, Sheila Wynn, of_ all
girls, a thief, a sncak-thief, whe pried into
cupboards when girls were out of studies.
Conld it be possible ?

Yot what other explanation was there ?

Barbara drew back and took Mabel's
arm. They moved out of carshot.

*Are you going in,” asked Mabel in-
dignantly, “and demand where she got it 7"

ut Barbara had another line o

“No,” she said under her breath,
can't do that. Let us give her m sporting
chanee. I will say that something valuable

.has been taken from our study—for a joke.”,

Mabel nodded ber head in agreoment.
It was better not to have n scandal in the
Form. Thua fronted, Sheila would have
a chance to admit the truth. But how
appalling it all was—a thief in_the Form,
and that girl one they had all liked!

Together they returned to Sheila’s study,
and Barbara pushed open tho door. As she
did so Sheila swiftly hid her hand behind
her back, turning to faco them.

How hard Barbara found it to try tc
speak casually, to keep a look of condem-

nation from her eyest
#8heila,” she began, “someconc’s been
playing a joko in our study—someone wha

went in there while we wero out. Some-
thing was taken from a tin i1 the cupbeard.
I suppose you don’t know anything alout
it?
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How closcalg they studied her then, And
she went red.

‘“Barbara!” Sheila cried. * Of course not.
You don’t think I would take anything
from your study?”

Barbara’s heart sank, and Mabel's mouth
becamo grimly set.

What DBarbara wanted to say at that
moment was: “Then where did you get
that pendant?” DBut she could not forget
that Sheila had been a friend of hers, and
the words would not come. So all she
said _was:

“Well, it's a rather serious matter. I'm
going to give the girl a chance, We shall
all be ont of the study, and she can put
it back.”

That said, Parbara turned to the door.
A moment Jater she was out in the corridor,
““I's pretty clear,” said Mabel misorably.
h, Babs, Sheila a thief!”

. A thief!” said Barbara heavily. *Yes,
it looks like it. I shall know .that pendant
she was holding if T sce it, and if it's
returned to our study—well, we shall know
who was the thief.”

“And it not 1’ queried Mabel, a tremor

faco was

in_her voice.

Barbara’s She
shrugged her shoulders.

“Then, of course, I shall report every-
thing to Miss Primrose. Sheila will have
to explain’ where she got that pendant.”

But Sheila Wynn, little dréaming what
a dark cloud hung over her head, was at
that moment putting back the pendant in
Elcanor's writing-case which lay on the
table. It had been given to her—and yet
it was surely Eleanor’s. Then and there
she made a resolte. .

“Whatever happens, I will never say that
that pendant was given me by Captain
Hargraves,”

grimly sct.

—_—

CHAPTER 18.
Clever Eleanor,
Olbne," said Tomboy Clara Trev-

B
N, o
The questioning parties had
y just rejoined in the Fourth Form
corridor; —and i’iarbnm Rediern and her
special I'mmd, Mabel Lyon, looking pecu-
Liarly distressed, faced Jemima, Clara, and
Marjorie.

“You didn't mention the pendant ?” Bar-
bara asked.

“Noi Jemima

said not,”” Clara ex-

a

plained.  ““If it's lost it will have to go
to Miss Primrose. It’s the usual rule when
things are lost—no description published
before it is claimed.”

Barbara Redfern nodded hor head, but
she did not mention to them what she and
Mabel had seen.  First, she would sco if it
were returned.  And if it were, then the
less scandal in the Form the better. That
was how Barbara looked at it. If Sheila
had fallen in @ moment of folly, Barbara's

resent decision was that she should not bo

randed, and, as would be inevitable, ex-
pelled from the school.

“Well, we'd better go dewn and play
ping-pong,” she said. *“You trot along and
get the things, and Mabel and I will go
straight down and wait for you.”

“I s-say,” piped Bessie Bunter. “P-per-
haps it was a burglar, you know.”

“Perhaps,” said Barbara carclessly, and
then gave Bessie a sovere loock. “But wo
don’t want this talked about, remomber.
Not. a word 1”

The Study No. 7 trio went back for the
ping-pong things, and Bessie Bunter accom-
panied them, remembering that there was
a cake in Study No. 7, which might be tact-
fully mentioned when other things were
ftaken out.

Barbara and Mabel went down the stairs
in silence.

It s0 happened that Eleanor Lawton was at
that moment coming up. And Eleanor had
at last made a decision. The discovery that
thoro were two pendants had worried her
considerably. For suppose the other one
should come to light? Sheila would know
that there were two; and then, indeed,
things might begin to movel

That was the very last thing that Eleanor
wanted, so she decided mow to meke dis-
creet inquirics.

““Oh, Barbara, could I have a word with
you?” she said, much as though it were
doing Barbara a favour.

*“You can have a word with both of us
—no extra charge,” Barbara said,

“The fact is, I've lost somothing valu-
able,” Eleanor said, “and, naturally, Im
not a girl to make a fuss about it.”

Something wvaluable lost! No wonder
that Barbara and Mabel took notice.

“Yes, very valunhle. And I don’t want
nows of it to get nbout. Some girls might
not be above stealing.”

It was on the tip of Barbara’s tongue to

say: “There aire no thieves at Cliff
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House ”; but suddenly she remembered
Sheila '\i’ynn.

“What is it you'vo lost?” she said.

The answer came as a shock, Eleanor
could not have given greater surprise had
she said a pet elepbant. She said:

"Mg diamond pendant 1

Barbara and Mabel necarly collapsed.

“ A—a diamond pendant? Describe it?”

Eleanor deseribed it minutely.

“ How—how long has it been lost 7" asked
Barbara faintly.

“Oh, beforo the dance!” Rleanor said.
“Only I bhaven't wented to mako a fuss.
All the samo, I know there’s one girl who
has had her eye on it—the only girl who
has ever seen it here,” she uwdded. **
won't mention her name!"

But what wealth of meaning thero was
in her tone. Who was likely to have been
the only girl to have soen_it? The girl

- who shared her study—Sheila Wynn!

“It’s been found,” Barbara said, con-
trolling hker surprise. “Bessie found it;
but now it has been lost again. Oh, dear,
this is really awful 1"

“Bessie ! Why didn't she give it to me?”
5;‘;‘;". Elcanor furiously, *“How did she lose
i
There was nothing to do but tell her.
*It was put in a tin in the study cup-

board, and has been taken,” Mabel struck

in.

“But we fancy the girl who has taken it
will put_ it baci’." Barbara added. *“We
aro leaving the study empty—so as to give
the girl & chance.” p

Eleanor opened her eyes wide.

“Thon you know the name of the girl
who took it? Tell me! I demand to
know !” she exclaimed imperiously. =

But Barbara was firm,

#1 shall not tell you,” she said. “But
—but I saw her with it in her hand. When
it iz put.back in_our study you shall have
it. = That's all. TE it is not pub back, then
T shall take Bessic along to Miss Primrose
and make a full report.”

That quite satisfied Elcanor, who went
uﬁ the stairs humming, and so to her study.
She did not say a word to Sheila when she
entered; but she wanted to get that girl
out of the way.

Tt did not take long for Tleanor to make
herself such a muisanco that Sheila pre-
ferred not to stay. She brought out her
gramophone and, knowing that Sheila was
reading, put on a noisy record.

Tor & moment or two only Sheila  fought
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against the uneven odds; then sho rose
from her chair and went out. |

“Now,” muttercd Lleanor, and locked

the door behind her enemy.
. Then she went to her writing-case, opened
it, and took out the pendant, not noticing
that it had been moved. She did not know
that when she had been writing a lotter
early that morning the pendant had 1i%) ed
a little sideways, thus rovealing itsclf to
Sheila.

The pendant in her hand; she shut tho
writing-case. ext, with @ little mecan
smile, she took an envelopo from s packet
of Sheila’s an the bookecase, and put the
pendant inside. Tho next minute she had

assed. out into the corridor, and, unscen
by anyone, had tossed it on to the table
in_Study No. 4.

Barbara Redfern and her friends, mean-

while, played ping-pong to keep away do-
pressing thoughts,  little dreaming how
Elojxmor was_planning to mislead thom.
. The games’-room was newly-built and ad-
joined the Common-room proper, so that
while some made as much noise as they
liked, others could read or play draughts
in_comparative ace.

Barbara, Mabel, Clara, Bessie, Freda
Foote, and one or two others played off a
tournament in anything but quiet style,
while  Augusta gnshul:her-Bl‘Dwnu kept
getting up furiously from her armchair in
the Common-room to tell them to be quiot,
But, of course, no one took any notice of
Augusta.

atio Smith was reading a “thriller,”
leaning forward in her chair, a rapt expres-
sion on her face; Marjorie Hazeldene was
mending & frock of Clara’s; Nancy Bell
and Marcia Loftus were quarrelling over
drnug ts. That was tho scene that Eleanor
foun moment or two later whon she en-
tered the Common-room. And not one of
them looked up as she cntered. Not even
Katie, who ‘was sitting in Eleanor's
favourite chair.

f:iKatie, you've got my armchair,” she
said. !

Katie was far too immersed in her book
to hear. To make Katic hoar in such eir-
cumstances one simply had to shake her.

Of course, the chair was not really
Eleanor’s any morc than Katie's. y

Eleanor tossed her head, and then, seing
that thore was no armchair for her, she
went to the door of the ping-pong-room,
pushing it ajar. There came the tap, tap
of a rapid game. :
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‘““No entrance,” came Clara’s voice, as
the door was pushed. *Game in progress.
Dry up, Bessiel Ninectoen, sixteen!
Change scrviee! Sixteen, nincteen! Swipe
away, Mabs!”

Elennor, now thoroughly annoyed, put
her foot in the small opening she had
managed to make; but Clara did not bud%e.
An entrance then would have cramped the

players’ style, for the table had been
iu.ml\-ud nearer to the door on account of the
ight,
* " Well, really,” expostulated Eleanor,
“this is the limut. Cl‘:\?, will you be so
good as to open this door immediately?”
No reply.
“1 ssay,”

Really,
B ¢

A%

For stupidit;

{;liped Bessio Bunter, when a
cheer followed the announcement that Bar-
bara had beaten Mabel by two points, “I
say—you girls, something J-jol}y important |
I've thought of something !’

“ Rubbisgh ! exc!nimedgclara.

“Don’t exaggerate, dear,” said Darbara.
*“Come and play ping-pong, and rest your
mind for a minute.”

“Oh, really | But it’s fearfully impor-
tant.  It’s about the pendant,” Bessic
squealed.

Elcanor had been about to push hard
against the door, but now she stopped and
listened.

‘““What about it?” said Barbara. *'If
you'd told me in tho first p]nce; instead
of having all this scerccy, there'd be mno
bother.”

“B-but T was waiting for the reward,”
rebuked the fat girl. “'And what T've ro-
membered is this: Suppose I didn't put it
in the toffee-tin.”

“What? You said you did1” came a
chorus. i s

They stared at nLLe fat girl in dismay.
Bessic was the limit.
kn-know; but I've just remembered,
I took.it out of there,” said Bessie, ‘‘and
hid it at the bottom of my bed undm;’the

mattress, It camo to me in a flash.

CHAPTER 10,
Proof Pasitive.

HATF to make of the fat girl now
Barbuara Redfern & Co. did mnot
know. Really, Bessio Dunier was
the most exasperating of girls,

she could have won rows of

medals, as Clara pointed out.
“Do you realise,” said Barbara, gquito
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soverely, “that you may have causcd a lot
of unplensantness and  suspicion just for

nothing 7

“Me?” said Bessie innocently. “I liko
that! Why, it was you made all the fuss,
Babs! You jolly well know you did! You
went round the Form, not me.- So there!”

Barbara sighed and locked at Mabel.
Then they both luu%hcd relievedly. If tho
gondnnt was rcally there, then the fact that

heila had been into their study did not
matter at all. And why should she have
thought to look under Bessic's bed?

There were two pendants. That was tho
obvious conclusion, and one of them was
Sheila's.

Barbara led the way from the ping-pong-
room, and, despitec Augusta’s furious pro-
tests, they simply tore across the (ommon-
roout and tumbﬁ:d out in a crowd. In a
bunch they swarmed up the staircase to tho
dormitory, and made for Bessic's bed

“Now produce the pendant, Fatima,”
said }Inb—eg.

Bessic Bunter went to tho mattress, and,
with the air of a conjurer, xlsullcd it back.
But there was no sign of the pendant.

“Not here,” said Barbara. “Search far-
ther along.”

They scarched and searched. They even
took the mattress right off; but there was
no pendant, and Bessic Bunter blinked in

dismay.
““Oh, reallyl But I'm certain I put it
there, you know. 've got a ripping

memory, girls!”

“Oh, spiffing!” sniffed Clara. *Vou
were certain it was in the toffee tin, you
duffer |’

Bessio puckered her forehead, seratched
her ear, and blinked hard. he was
puzzled. The mighty brain of a Bunter
was completely bewildered.

It was, however, no laughing matter.
Bessie claimed to bave found a pendant,
and there was just her word to go upon.
Apparently she had lost it. Thero was no
proof really that it had ever been found,
except that Bessic would hardly tell such
Pa deliberate and stupid lie. 5

Nevertholess, unless it came to light very
;nml, sho would be beld responsible for its
0s5.

Back to the study was then the only
journcy for them; and back they went to
sce if the pendant was there.

““Not much chance,” said Darbara, as
the study vas reached. ‘‘And—"
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Her finger was on the light switch; the
others were grouped about her.

Tlick! On came the light, and, as tho
study was illuminated, Barbara and Mabel
stepped forward at tho same instant. But
it was Barbara who picked ug the envelope
from the table. An extraordinary expres-
sion was on her faco as she felt the solid
article inside.

“My hat !
Clara.

Barbara, for reply, pulled out the con-
tents, and a diamond pendant winked and
Hashed in tho light. N

No one spoke; there was nothing to be
said which everyone could not guess. There
was & thief in the Form! ﬁub Barbara
and Mabel alone thought they could guess
her name.

Jemima, however, was tho first to speak,
and she spoke worriedly.

“This 1s_rather uncomfortable, what ?
We know that someone’s a thief—but who
is it? Means we suspect almost everyone,
you know. I don't quite like it.”

“The envelope's a clue, of course,” said
Mabel.

Clara gave a short, jerky lough.

4 Yes, it's onc of mine,” sho said. I
sold a packet to Sheila the other day, so
shat’s not much help. mean to say—
Sheila! Well, it's absurd!1”

Barbara and Mabel looked as white of
face as though they were guilty, and their
mnanner affected the others.

“Why, what's the matter?"” asked Clara.

For reply, Barbara closed the door.
Then sho faced them. i

“1 think you ought to know,” shg said.
“We can keep it dark from the others,
and say that it’s turned up. No one need
20 suspected of theft.’”

That was instantly agrced upon,
ourse, -

“But there's something you ought to
know, as you believe that one of the gizls
is & thicf—and that is—well, we passed a
certain study, and saw tho girl there look-
ing at this pendant.”

*Oh, crumbs 1" said Clara faintly. *“Who
was it?"” . .

Barbara looked steadily at Bessie.

“PBessio dear, will you run over to the
tuckshop and see if they have any of that
mixed toffee left?”

Bessie blinked.

“Y¥Y-yos, after I've heard the girl's
name.”

Surcly that isn't it?” gasped

of
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“I may not tell her name,” said Bar-
bara. ‘“Run along, there's a dear.”

But Bessie knew quite well that she wae
to bo kept in the dark, and she did not
liko the idea at all. But she wanted the
toffee, so she held out her hand. The door
closed behind her a second later, and then
Barbara whispered the name. &

“ Betweon oumsclves,” she said, “it was
Shoi,ija. Mabs and I saw her, and—and

The door opened suddenly behind then,
and, startled, thoy all spun round, to find
Eleanor in the doorway, dragging Bessio
by the shoulder. i

“A little sp»!” cried Eleanor. “She
was listening at the door!” '

*“QOh, Dessie!” exclaimed Barbara in
dismay. !

Bessie quaked. !

“I wasn't!” babbled the fat girl, “I

didn't hegr you say anything. I really
didn’t, Babs. If you think heard you’
give tho girl's name, I jolly well didnt!

“You may have said Sheila or not—or any-
" she finished mather lamely. t
“Bessie! If you re ufter one word of
this!” said Barbara furiously. “I think
ou're perfectly horrid to listen, and tho
east you can do is to hold your tonguo!”
Bossie Bunter, meeting Barbara's eyes,
muttered something which might have been
an a o]usy, and then fairly slunk away,
humiliated, while Eleanor closed the door
and faced the girls in tho study.

Then she saw pendant on the uble.l
“Ah! Found!” she cried. *“Oh, hurrah,
hurrah! How really splendid!” And she

picked up the piece of jewellery delightedly.
‘I can tell you what nameo it has on tho
back—Angela—look! Read it. Barbara, if
you want proof!”
Barbara read the name and nodded.
“As it is yours, here it is,” sho said. “I
suppose really I ought to ask for proof.” .
“Well, my mother could prove it—or
Sheila—she's closer at hand.” 1
“Bheila!”

What & Eup it was!
“Yes; she has seen it often enough,”
said Eleanor innpcently. “Too often, per-
haps. It's not a nico lhms to say, but—
we{’l, that girl once sneaked it from meo!”
The others wore dumbfounded. 1
Eleanor eyed them, and nodded her head
as though fo an unspoken thought. '
“It was Sheila who took it. You may
as well tell me. T heard what Bessic said.”
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Barbara was in a more worried frame of
mind than ever now. She had never in-
tended that Elcanor should know this,

“We don't want to get it all over the
school!” she said. “Wo—"
b3 No, no!” interrupted Eleanor dramatic-
ally. “Goodness, no! Spare her. I want
to!"” Sho spread her hands and looked ab
them in turn.  *“Promise me, all of you,
not to let this go any further. It is my
pendant, and I am the one who ought to
complain, if any. But I do not want to
down a girl. Sheila is r, and, after all,
sho lost her father in the War.”

Bhe eaid it all quite dramatically, and the
girls were impressed, dospite themselves.
How strange that Eleanor should be thus
imploring them!

“Well, of course, we wouldn't make a
fuss,” said Clara. “The only thing to do
is to hush it up. But jt's not a nice
business, is it?”

“Horrid!" eaid Mabel Lynn, “of
course, I'm finished with Sheila after this]”

It was with difficulty that Eleanor kept
the delight from showing in her face.

“Poor Bheila!” she said simply. “T sup-
pose it is awful to be poor; but that is
really no reason at all why one should
become u thief, is it? Well, thank good-
fiess it is back, anyway! Thank you, Bar-
bara. T'll keep 1t in a snfer place after
this—away from light fingers 1™

‘That said, she went out of the room.

“Oh erumbs!” groaned Clara, and
dropped into the armchair. “This is
awful 1"

“Dreadful I"”

A thief in the Form—and that thief

Sheila Wyon! How could they cver treat
her as a friend againl It was not the
theft of the pendant alone. In order to
find it, Sheila must have pryed inlo the
cupboard and the biscuit-tin—for no one
doubted now that the ﬁendani had been in

_tin. A girl who pryed in other's
studies—well, she could not be a friend
of theirs.

“Wo just have to drop her, that's all,”
said Barbara. ‘“‘But not too obviously. 1
supposo it is right to keep it dark—not to
report it 7"
¢ “Bhe had too much of a Iright,” nodd
Clara. “She'll never do anything of tRe
gort again! But I'm jolly surprised, and
dxsappo;nmd_. It's quite cut mo up.”
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CHAPTER 20.
The Form Against Her,

HE next fow days wero the loneliest
that Sheila Wynn had ever ssed
at Cliff House. It was rare in tho
ordinary course of cvents that sho

did not receive some smiling remark from
Barbara, or walk arm-inarm with Jemima.
But now it scemed that they avoided her. :

And Eleanor, too! There was a queer,
triumphant manner about that girl.

One night, in the study, Eleanor was
busy with some padlocks and keys. oila,
sitting at the table busy with preparation, !
makeﬁ at her in surprise. She was more,
sméprised still when the study door opened’
and Piper, the school porter, entered. :

*Oh, that’s tho thing I want padlocking,
Piper!” said Eleanor, and pointed to the
desk in the corner, and then to the tablo
drawer. * And don't leave screws for any-
one to undo easily.”

Piper nodded his head in his gloomy way,
and examined the drawer and the desk.

‘“’Specting burglars, miss?”

“Well, one never knows. I don't want
to be robbed again!”

And it was at Sheila she looked de-
liberately. Piper looked at Sheila, too, and
saw that she was crimson. course,
Piper would say something about that
later. At present he just took measure-
ments and nodded. .

“Right, miss, T'll do It first thing in the
morning when the studies is being done.™

When he had gone Sheila locked up
grimly.

“ Aro you locking up the desk and drawer
tokkgep the things from me, Eleanor?” she
asked.

“Yes. Rather trying of ne,” drawled
Eleanor. “Still, the others are doing the
same.”

Bheila E[:n:ll: down her pen. The colour
drained from her cheeks now.

“What do you mcan by that?”
gaspoed.

“Mean?” asked Eleanor, looking down
at her books, “Oh, nothing at all, of
course; but T had to warn them that you
are a thief!” .

“ What, Eleanor? What are you saying 7"

Sheila sprang up from her chair,
hands olenched, her oyes blazing furiously,

““Well, aren’t you?"” demanded Eleanor,
“Didn’'t you steal my pendant?”

she
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“I did not. That pendant was given
me.”

““Well, you're a receiver of stolen goods.
Obviously the pendant was found, and sold
cheaply to somcone without a scruple—a
friend of yours.™

Sheila stood there quite numb. She counld
not Dbelieve that she had been branded a
thief.  Who would belicve such a silly
story told by ¥lcanor?

“Haven't you noticed how they're all
cutting you?” went on Eleanor lightly, and
laughed. “What a thick skin you must
have, to be sure!” :

“You're talking silly nonsense!” re-
torted Sheila chokily. *““No one would be-
lieve so silly a story!”

“No?” said Elcanor, and she went over
.to ‘the gramophone and put on a record.
““Well, perhaps you'll say who gave you the
pendant, as you call 1t; then I'll very

quickly sce that the poliee are on their
track.”
Sheila sat down again, but she was

trembling all over.

“That is mere nonsense,” she said un-
easily. “You don’t imagine gomconc has
burgled the school 17

“No, don’t. I know who stolo the
pendant,”

“It was mnot st
picked up, and:

She was going to say that perhaps it
had heea found by a blind man who had
not known its value. Bubt Captain Har-
graves had scomed to know its value.

“Found! Well, people who find valu-
ablo things and keep them go to prison!”
stecred Eleanor.

Sheila opened her mouth to deny that;
and yet she knew it must bo true.  ~Her
heart sank within her. Captain Hargraves
had “come across ” the }Jcnéunt, as he had
said.  And what eould that mean but that
ha had found it? He was not a thief—that
was unthinkable.

A moment lator Eleanor went out of tho
room; but Sheila sat still, unable to work.

Now she began to understand why it
was the others had seemed to shun her.
‘Why Barbars, sccing her coming up the
stairs, had turncd back; why Mabel Lynn

d scemod not to hear her when she
called; why Clara had forgotten all abont
their appointment to practise hockey. She
was branded o thicf!

Suddenly the study secmed unbearable to
ier. Sne felt that she could stay there no

olen; it may have been
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longer. A thief! That was why thoy had
looked at her so strangely; wily Marcia
Loftus had turned away her head when she
passed.

Sheila went out of the study and down
tho eorridor.

On the stairs, as she went down, she ract
Philippa Derwent and Phyllis Howell, talk-
nﬁg merrily. At sight of her their manncr

changed.
Phyllis Howell, however, stopped, and
Lier voice, when sho spoke, was gruff.

“Oh, by the way, Sheila!” she said.
“Sorry to disappoint you; but the fact is
we've found that—er—Ihilippa’s aunt can't
have as many girls to tea as we thought.”

Bheila hardly knew what sho snif

“Oh, on SaturMay, you mcan?”

Her voice was like lead,

“That’s it,” nodded Philippa; in relief,
but her face was pink. “It must bo a
disappointment——-""

“Not at all,” suid Sheila, raising her
chin; and there was a touch of scorn in
her. voice,

Then she went on quickly, knowing how
they stared after her. But what a fib that
had been! How she would bave liked to
go with Philippa, Phyllis, Barbara and the
others to tea with Philippa’s adopted aunt,
who had such a lovely house, and gavo
visitors such a stunning time! It was a
week ago that tho- invitation had been
given; now it was retractod!

Was there no onc loyal to her? Was
there no one to doubt Lleanor’s wild state-
ment?  Had she but known the whole
truth, then she would have understood, and
m'hght have cleared her name.  But she
only thought that Eleanor had told the
story of the pendant, and that she was
being judged on that alone.

Where was Jemima? Jomima was just.

SBurcly sho could make Jemima under-
stand1

1t was in the Hall that she found
Jomima.

“What choeg?” said Jemima; but the
brightness secomed gone from her voice, and
ila’s heart sank,
Should she tell Jominwa about the
endant; explain that Caplain Hargraves
had givon it 4o hor? She nearly blurted
out the truth, but fear held her back.
For Jemima, too, would wonder how he
had gained possession of it.
“Jemima,” Sheila said, while Jemima
polished her monocle with that cngrossed
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air she had. *If—suppose a person found
something rather valuable, and—and keft
it, not—mot knowing the owner. Would
it be stealing? Would you—would you
despise that person?”

Jemima gave a slight start, and looked
at her steadily.

If only Sheila bad not heen in such an
anxious, flustered state she would have
realised how Jemima would interprct that
guestion—that ghe would think that it
was a rcpetition of Bessie's hypothetical

se,

“Well,” Jemima said, “a thief is & thief,
alas; and thieves are despicable, you know.
Stealing by finding is still stealing. So
there we are, Oh, there’s Babs calling me.

So-long 1"
And n.waY sho went, although it was not
Darbara calling her at all.

Even Jemima! Now she had not a friend
left in the school—not cnel On every side
there  were uniriendly looks; everyone
turned the cold shoulder,

Her pride said: “Let them think it!
What does it matter when you know thoat
you are innocent?’

Yet, what consolation was there in thai?

If 0“13 she could tell her mother, and ask
her guidance! If only she had a father—
comeone like Captain Hergraves! Oh, if
it were possible to tell him all that haa
happened| He was not a thief; there was
some mistake somewhere. He could not
be a thief; he could not have found that
pondant. Surely he must have bought it!

Dare she? Could she go and explain to
bim—even though it meant breaking
bounds?

CHAPTER 2.
The Last Straw.

F there had been a scene, if all the girls
I had faced Eheila with the theft, then
it would not have seemed half so bad.
She could have cxcused herself. She
could have explained. But this dropping
her—this fading out of their friendship—
was the unkindest cut of all. 8he had no
remedy. " ’
“T can’t go on like this,” she told her-
self miserably,
There was a strange solemnity in the
school Hall. How ponderously the clock
ticked.  Stella Stone walked from the

L1d

menitress’ hall, saw Sheila, nodded and
smiled. )

It was like a ray of sunshine through
fog. Stella had smiled—and one of her
kindest, brightest smiles, Stella, the head
monitress, did not condemn her! Sheila
wanted to run across and take Stella by
the arm to explain’ everything to her, and
to ask her advice. But tho door was
closed upon Stelle, and Sheila hersclf had
not moved.

Besides, S8tella had smiled because she
did not know what rumour was saying. If
she knew, would she smile?

_Thero came a footstep on the stairs be-
hind Sheila, and she made an involuntary
movement to run away. But pride held
her fast, and her head went up. by
shonld she run away? She was guilty of
nothing. Let her face them all proudly.

The girl who camo down the stairs waa
fat Bessio Bunter, and she had not yet
seen Sheila.  Bessie was short-sighted, and
at that distance she could not have recog-
nised & girl, even with her thick glasses to
lend assistance.

“I1 sus-say, wh-what time is it?”

“Ten minutes to eight!” said Sheila, and
her heart leapt.

To have even fat, silly Bessie to talk
to was better than being completely
ignored.

But Bessic Bunter, hearing Sheila’s voice,
drew hersclf up.

“Oh, is that you, Sheila?” she said, in
a uliar, curt way.

‘WI:{_. yos—"

I didn’t recognise you, you know. J.
don’t want to know what the time is, thank
you, from you.”

And fab.-Bessio_strutted down_the staira
and across the-Hall, walking right up ig
the clock, peered ‘'at it mistily, and re«
traced her steps,guthn‘g up her fat nose asg
she walked past Sheila.

Sheila’s face was crimson.

Bessie Bunter disappeared from view,
having shown what aﬁa thought of a girl
who robbed her of a reward—which
Eleanor would surely have paid.

But after Bessie came others.  There
sounded voices, and Sheila, who had jusi
started mounting the stairs, hesitated, and
then was caught in two minds, for reia
Loftus, Nancy Bell, and Gwen Cook came
on tho landing_and saw<her.

“Oht” suid Marcia, and drew un.

“
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Gwen Cook and Naney Bell looked past
Bheila, and then exchanged glances,

“Just remembered,” went on Marcia
dramatically. “We'd better go back. I've
left my study unlocked——

“And she's coming nmp the steirs,” said
Naney. “Quick, then! And I don't
think I locked the lid of my desk, cither

Fheila stcod rooted to the ground. Tho
three girls disappeared down the corridor
in_great haste. as_though they were indecd
terrified lest Sheila should dart into their
studics and steal things from the drawers
and desks|

A thief! They all believed it. They
really thought that she would go the rounds
of the studics and pry into cupboards,
taking whatever small articles came to
hand! ;

It could not go on. It was impossible.
Sho would have to explain.

Tears camo into _her eyes, and sho paced
up and down the Huall, not knowing where
she was, going nowhere in particular, dis-
traught with agony of mind. A thiof!
Branded a_thief—when sho was quite in-
nocont—and she could not explaini

She must explain.  She must go and sce
Captain Hrrgraves and get him to explain
about the pendaunt!

But cven as she made that decision a
still, small voice within her said: “Coward

it matter what they said!
Girls such as Marcia, Gwen, and Nancy—
what could it possibly matter what they
thought and said!

But it was not only they: there were Dar-

bara and Mabel; cven fut Bessio scorned

er !
She turned back to the sfairease. She
would have it out with Barbara. She

would explain that she had not really stolen
the pendant, but had it given to her.
Surely that would be simple!  Surely that
would be cliar to Barbara! It would
only nced explanation, and all would be

ell.

Scon Stella would know, and Stella’s
face would harden, 'hen  the mistresses
—finally, Miss Primrose. And it was
Eleanor who was to blame, It was Elcanor
throughout who had been the cause of it
&

It was spite, because of that new frock
at the dance. Just thut, and she was
branded a thiefl
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Overwrought,” dotermined that it must
end, that she could not possibly go on, sho
moved towards the stairs, :
. It was then that Elcanor, having waited
in vain in the study for a chanco of taunt-
ing E'ihc:i!r:,f for showing that she was not to

be treated with conteinpt, came down to
find her, -

Eleanor met her eyes, and Sheila did
not flinch,

“Crying!” said Eleanor, for all that she
had resolved not to speak.

Sho could not’ resist the taunt. I

“Yes, erying,” said Sheila. “And it's
all your fault.” 1

“Mine 1" i

“¥You know that T am not a thief.”

“I know nothing of the sort,” corrected
Elcanor, with a short laugh. “In fuct, I
know otherwise—the whole [Form know .
you are a thief—-"

“Yes, you have spread tho story,” Sheila
said fiercely.

“I--well, you stole my pendant, and you
know it,” said Eleanor,” *But what is'the
use of talking?”

Then, from behind Sheila, came a stern
voice—Miss Primrose’s,

“What is this?”

Sheila wheoled round fearfully. There
stood Miss Primrose, not half a dozen
yards away, her face vory grim, and yet
marked wi{-h astonishment.

“I=~I—I was arﬁuing with Eleanor,”
said Sheila, in suddep Pright.

Miss Primrose nodded her head coldly.

“The Hall is not the place for such argu-
ments.  You will come to my study and
wo will finish the matter there.” +

#he turned on her heel, and Sheila, her
heart beating furiously, gave onc look at
Eleanor, first accusing, then appealing, |
and followed Miss Primrose,

Miss Primrose knew already! And what
would she say? What could she say? H

But as sho walked across the Hall £heila
held her head high, remembering her re-
solve.  She would not bring Captain Har-
graves into this. a8he was not a thicf, and
therefore no one in the world could pos-
sibly prove her one. g . i

In @& moment they were inside Miss Prim:
roso’s study. t

Eleanor scemed duite unperturbed. Sha
was fiddling with her hair, wanting to
Jook her best in the headmistress’ study.
That was her first thought, . She smoothed
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her dress, and she assumed a look of great
satisfaction. Bhe had nothing to fear.

Miss Primrose went to her desk, and
seated hersclf.  There was a businesslike
air about her that told that she knew
how important this matter was,
- ““Eleanor, T heard you call Sheila a
thief. That is a very scrious charge which
I cannot averlook. Kither you were guilty
of slandering her, in which case you must
apologisc—or—but let me hear what you
have to say.” 5

Elcanor scemed shy. Bhe scomed to
fight for words, as though she wero relue-
tant to charge another girl so seriously.

Tho suspenso was dreadful, and all at
once Sheila saw that Kleanor's silence end
‘hesitancy was making it worse. It was
for her to speak. .
© “Lleanor accuses mo of having stolen a
pendant, Miss Primrose.”

Miss Primrose's fingers
Eleanor.
¢ “A pendant?” she said. “Pray whose?”

“Please, mine, Miss Primrose,” pleaded
Eleanor. “I didn’t want to make a fuss
wbout it. It’s ratber a valuablo pendant,
and I lost it. I didn't want to make any
trouble——""
i “You should have reported tho loss im-
mediately,” Miss Primrose said sternly,
and with a touch of anger. “It was tempt-
ing the girl who found it to keep it, when
the loss bad not been reported.”

“I didn’t think there would be a thipf
at Clif House,” Eleanor said, and hung

descended on

her "head—for shame of Cliff House!
“Nor I! Did you find this pendant,
Sheila

Had she “found »

“I—you see—I—

“ Answer my question, Did you have
Eleanor's pendant—*yes’ or “no ' 1»

“Yes, Miss Primrosc.”  Sheila met Miss
Primrose’s eyes, terrified. She saw now
how she was trapped. “I—I was not sure
it was hers, though.”

it?

" “She knew it was, There was only one
ke it had i foul
1, you 2 scon it roviously,
Sheila?” ° r "
“Yes, Miss Primrose. Dut I—I thought
»

there might be two.
“Nonsense! If it closely resembled
Eleanor's, your first thought must have
been that 1t was the ono she lost. Was
that your first thought?”
Bheila raised her head, and her voico
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was so low that it could hardly he heard.
Ehe spoke what was the truth—but how
it necused her !

“Yes, Miss Primrose. That—that was
my first thought when I saw it.”

“Did you return it to Eleanor—did
inform her——>

““No, Miss Primrose.”

“Very well ™ Miss Primrose’s tone way
hard as steel. There was a gleam in
her oye, a grim set to her jaw. It scemed
as though sho had heard enough to con-
firm_her decision.

“Oh, please, Miss Primrose,” pleaded
Elennor earnestly. “I know Sheila ad-
mired it—T think she only meant to keep
it_for a little while; only when I saw her
with it, natarally I—I was a bit cross and
accused her—— on seo—only I don't
want her to—be—well—"

Miss Primroso made a curt motion of
the hand. \

“The matter is out of your hands,
Elecanor. The pendant was lost—Sheila
knew it was lost; she found a pendant
which she at once guessed was yours, but
retained poetession of it. Have you any-
thing morc to say, Sheila 77

Sheila proudly put up her head.

“I did not steal it. am not a thicf,
Miss Primrose.”

“You kopt it—belicving it aras Elcanor’s.
That is the same thing. Whethor yon
found it and kept it, that does not matter.”

Sheila bit her lip hard. All at once she
suw that even if Captain Hargraves had
given her the pendant she was guilty ac-
cording to Miss Primrosc—since she had
not taken it at once to Eleanor and offered
it to her! She must stand on her own
feot,

“Unless you con give me a reasonable ex-
planation how it came into your posscssion
—and why you did not give it to Elcanor,”
said iss Primrose—she paused—*“then
Sheila, despite your previons good_ record,
there is only ene thing possible.  You will
be_expelled from Cliff House.”

Eheila swayed, and all the bleod scomed
to go [rom her head. lxpelled for some-
thing she had not done!

';iI E iting,” snid Miss Primrose.

i

youm

Sheila's voice seemed to come from a
vast distoree.  She hardly knew what she
was faying; she could hardly control hier
thoughts, - -
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*“No!” she said.
“Very well, I will ring for Stclla, who
will e you tl,m detention-room.

Eleanor, yon may go.”

Miss Primrosc’s finger descended on the
bell-push; and then, as the door opencd to
let Elcanor gut—as Eleanor cast one trium-
phant look back—Sheila broke down com-

lutedy, and wept as if her heart would

reak.

CHAPTER 22.
Beyond Her Control.

LEANOR did not hesitate to spread

E the rumour.  There was, as she

knew, a mecting in_the music-room

to discuss tho details of o concer
that the Fourth Form was arranging, and
she hurried there the moment she had left
Aliss Primrose.

It was only a little while before bed-
timo for the Fourth Form, and the meet-
g was rather a last-minute affair. No
onc would have guessed by the cheeriness
of that meeting that a tragedy was in
coursc_of cnactment. ‘Rho girls were all
guite jolly and happy. 2

Barbara Redfern was taking the chair—
or trying to. and Clara Trevlgn was en-
deavouring to maintain order, but making
o good deal more noise in the process than
the luthcra whom she was endeavouring to

uell.
9 “Now, girls——

“Order!” called Clara, and thumped on
the floor with her hockey stick. .

“I sus-say, you girls—" squealed Bessie

Bunter.

“Gao it, Babs!” i

Darbara looked round the room with a
wigh; but she could not help smiling. Order
was not being maintained, and every time
ihat Clara bumped her stick on the floor
there came fresh laughter and cheers.

“8ee how many it takes to_break the
foor!” giggled Freda Foote. * Biff away I”

Barbara, hoarse with shouting, pointed
to the clock .
‘Oh dear! Do give me a chance! It's

sbout ihe concert, girls.
pattling ak the door?”

* “Sheila,” said Marcia Loftus, who had
rot the least idea, In point of fact, it
was Eleanor. 5

*Well, sho can’t come in,” said Clara.
'Go on, Babs. They're quict for =
winute.”

Now, who's that
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o Barbara raitled on. R ,
“@Girls, the hospital in Courtficld is ap-
pealing for funds, and I think we ought
to offer to holp. My idea is a concert—-"-

. , hear!”

“I'll singl” squeaked DBessie DBuntex
waving a fat hand.

““Oh, Bessie, do dry up!” gried Barbara.
“@Girls, listen to mel All those who are
prepared to hclp in this worthy cause. are
Fto send in their names to Mabel Lynn—

and state what they can do——"
. “Not what they hope they can do,” put,
in Mabel Lynn.

There was a rush at once, and Mabel was
surrounded. ¥

*“0Oh, put me down, Mabs!”

“And me!”

“I can sing.” 1

“ Look—T'll do this dance—""

In the excitcment, Marcia Loftus forgot
to sccure the door, and it opened to admit
Eleanor in & state of great excitement.

“Girls—girls—"

But no one heeded her at all

“Tleanor will do a comic song,” said
Freda Foote.. “Without meaning to—""i

Eleanor danced round on the edge of
the crowd and then fook Barbara’s arm ex-
citedly. '

“Barbara, will yon listen to me? It’s
ahout Sheila! She’s to be cxpelled.”

“ Expelled 1 £

Elcanor had their attention then. Girls

stopped at once, whatever it was that they
were doing. Those who clamourcd around
Mabel Lynn paused with their arms out-
stretched, and then dropped them limply.
Bessio Bunter, who had opened her mouth
to give a good yell and make herself heard
beyond the others, just gave a faint,
peculiar wail, and closed her mouth.
Clara, Marjorie, Jemima, Barbara—they
just stood and stared. ¥
Expelled | e
“Elcanor, what do you mean?” askea
Parbara, coming to as from a trance. " Ex-
pelled? How? 8ince when " H
“How did Miss Primrose get to know1”

asked Jemima, and &here was an unwonted

sterness in her tone—so unusual in Jemima.
Eleanor faced them all, and sought t¢
appear deeply moved and contrite. =3
“8heila picked a quarrel with me xa
Hall. Shke said she wasn't a thicf; an
then Miss Primrose came up and said we,
were to cxplain cverything. Sheila ad-

nritted it, and she is to be expelled,”
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“Oh, poor kid !” said Clara m\ro]unmnly.

; “DBut—but sho admitted it, and—
- stammered Mabel,

1 “Yeos, sho admitted it,” said Eleanor as
tragically as she could. “So what else
coud Miss Primrose do?”

All the fire, all the excitement, had gone
from the mecting now., Therc was not a
smile to be scen. Marcia and Gwen and
Naney—they, perhaps, did not feel deeply

‘about it. They did not cacs at all, but
'even they forbore to voice delight.
¢ “This is awfull” said Barbara. *Of

ends; we can’t go on
Sheila is in_bot water
like this. I am sorry. Poor old Sheilal”

“I'm dreadfully sorry!” Marjoric
Hazeldene said, with tears in her oves.
,*“Oh, how horrid I was to her! As if it
svere not bad enough! T wish I hadn’t
‘shunned ber. I do T wonder if I could
‘go and speak to her?”

She turned to the door; but Clara caught
her arm, and Clara was solemn and serious
hkt& the others,

o, no! Detter not! She’ll be weep-
ing het cyes out. Sho may think thut we—
wei we're sort of triumphing.”

@ 8he might,” said Barbara miserably.

Marjorie said nothing, but her checks
were soarlet. Her kind heart had openod
itself at onco to 8heila. Whatever the girl
had done—thief or not—Marjorie could not
hound her down. There was only pity in
Marjoric’s heart. Sho wanted to do some-
thing to make Sheila’s lot less bitter,

! Wery quietly then the meeting dispersed.
Girls hﬂked in whispers, and it was as
though in some way Sheila’s disgrace re-
'flected upon them.
: Tt was rarely that a girl was expelled at
Clif Housc; . for it was a most scvere
‘punishment—the most sevore one possible—
and only given for the most scrious of-
‘fences. When such a sentence was given
& heavy cloud scemed to descend over the
whole school.  Guunes, lessons—everythin
as affected. It was almost as thoug
omeone Were serio ill in_the school,
‘and there was necessity to walk about on
tiptoe.
i ore than one girl endeavoured to go 1o
the punishment-room. There was quite a
‘arowd of aaghtsccrs on the stairs—hut
unishment corridor was out of bot
tella Stone was there keeping guard 50

course, the meclmr
with it now poor old

that the condemned girl might have no
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chance of communicating with friends, or
of eseaping.

“Go back!” said Stella angrily, a=
Marcia Loftus and Nancy Bell appearcd
in view.

“Oh, I say, Stella, is it nght"
Marcia. “I heard a rumour

“Yes—and you know it is right!” said
Stella tartly. ‘““And it's no use thinking
you will be able to sce her! Begone—all
of you! Any girl remaining here will re-
ceive a hundred lings!”

So the sightscers disappeared. There was
nothing to be seen but a locked door and
& monitress sitting on a chair.  Behind

asked

| that door paced a fretful, overwrought girl,

sentenced to cxpulslon. Looking at tha
door, they secemed to see her. That was it.

Lloanor Lawton did not go near tha
punishment-room. She was in her study,
and, now that the first excitement was over,
she was afraid ?—terrified of what she had
done.

It was sho who had had Sheila expelled.
8he conld have saved her. But she had
not done so.

The awfulness of it was made apparent
by the eleetric atmosphere of the school,
and now REleanor began to sce that she
had started something fhat she could nat
stop.  Whether she had really meant to
get Sheila expelled she did not even know
for certain hersolf. She had meant to ot
Sheila decp into disgrace; but cxpulsion

And Sheila was her own cousin !

Now Sheila would be expelled—and it
would remain for ever a mystery who she
was,

Eleanor tried to take consolation in that.
Tt was, after all, what she had wanted. Yet
she shook with fear, and her face was
deathly white.

Captain Wargraves—if only he knew {hat
Sheila was his daughter! Tt was from him
she had got the pendant. The truth would
soon come out.

Easy cnongh then to nndo the damage
that had been done.  All_Kleaner had to
do was to go to Captain Ilargraves. DBut
daro sho—dare she? Would not everyone
realise the troth thent  Would they not
know how she had conspired to this end?

No, it could not be. The ball had been
act rolling with mmnazing case; but row thar
it was gathering momentum, nothing could
stop it!
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CHAPTER 23.
Freadoml

HEILA WYNN hardly knew what she
S was doing. There were tears on her
checks, and as she paced the room
she was muttering to hersclf hys-
terically. Words tumbled out in any
order; she bhardly knew that she was say-
ing anything at all. What she muttered
Was 3

“I must not mention him—I must not!
Ho is blind—blind. I must not add to his
misery. Oh, mother—mother, what am I
to do? Mother—"

And then she flung hersclf on to the
bed and wept.

She did not guess w!rg
tain Hargraves matter
that her love for him was so deep. She
believed her own father to be dead; and
not for one moment did it occur to her
that it was Captain Hargraves she had
mourned as dead for so many years; that
lie was the man she had so often prayed
she might sce in her dreams.

And outside in the corridor Stella Stone
stood close to the door, her own face pale.
Tt was not the first time that she had
guarded the door when a girl had been
sentenced to expulsion, but never before
hind she heard such bitter weeping.

Stella could not stand there and _lisfen
to it. 1t was preying upon her mind; she
was becoming nervous and over-worried
hersclf. At last she put the key in the
lock and entered the darkened room.

“* heila—Sheila, pull yourself together
she snid huskily.

Quite suddenly Sheila sat up and stared
at Stella, drawing back.

“Who aro you?” she gasped, and drew
aw, ay on tho bed.

am Stella—you know me—Stella

it was that Cap-
so much to her;

Stone

b 011 Stella, I'm not guilty! I'm not a
thief—I'm noft—not—> cried Sheilz.

Her sobs ended, her voice queerly hoarse.

“Then you must say where you got the
pendant. ~Oh, if you can, you must!” in-
sisted Sheila.

Sheila stood up unsteadily and covered
her face with ands.

Tell them whcre she had got the pen-
pant—not be expelled! Her mother would
not be disgraced! Captain Hargraves
would understand; he would explain.
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Surely he would not wish her to be as
miserable as this!

hose thoughts ran thraugh her mind,
and as she looked up again she saw the

open door. Escape! Escape! She could
run down to Courtfield and find Captain
Hargraves |

Under the stress of emotion her mind
moved swiftly. Stella stood there regard-
nﬁ her pityingly as Sheila swayed, and
when that girl gave a sudden dart for-
ward she was ungrepm-ed

In a moment Sheila had leapt through
the doorway.

lam ! T}m key bad turned in the lock,
and Stella was hammering on the pancls.

Without a sccond’s pause Sheila raced
down the corridor. Down the stairs she
tore, finding the corridor emply. The girls
were now in their dormitories. All was
clear. Oh, if only she could open the door

The bolts were withdrawn, the door was
open, and no ane had seen her. Freedom
at last! She was free! Now for Courtfield
and Captain Hargraves!

But
Marcia and Gwen, who had sneaked up
the stairs to take a peep to see if Stella
were there, had gone up to the very door
of the dctention-room itself.

“8tella, n that yon?” they cried.

“Yes. Is the key in the lock?
has escaped—run away. Let me out

It was but a second’s work to let her
out, and then Mareia and Gwen fled back
to the dormitory with the news.

The dormitory fairly shook with the
babel of voices. Everyone talked at once.
Girls half-dressed rushed for the door.

Shel[ﬂ.

Eleanor Lawton. Put a moment later

Tleanor was putting on her_clothes again’

with as much haste as possible.

Then, like the wind, she flew oub of the'

dormitory, and cunmng made her take the
back staircase. She ran as hard as she

cnuld and her heart pumped. madly with

She:lﬂ. had_run uwnymnnd where would
sho be running to
graves? She must be capture —she must
be brought back!

Eleanor scemod to seo in this escape
the signal of her own doom. Sheila, ex-

hausted by her crying, would not be able

to fum so swiftly as she; and Eleanor, in

tella’s hammering had been heard.:

But
there was one girl who stood quite still—'

but to Captain Har-!
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her cuuning, had outmanceuvred Sheila
already.

[ Yor Sheila, as soon as she reached the
quadrangle, realised that there would

‘a huc-and-ory, that Miss Primrose would
get out her car. At all costs the road
must be shunned. She must run. It was
five miles to Courtficld, and she could not
run all that way, but she must run until
she was somo distanco from the school, and
then rest in the wood—in the dark, lonely
wood where the erackling of twigs was like
the sound of rifle-shots.

Eleanor, too, made for the woods, hot
upon Sheila's heels, knowing that that girl
would make for Courtfield, and would not
be silly cnough to choose the rond.

Sheilas tumbled on, erying to horself,
and then making a frantic effort to pull
herself together.

When she at last reached the wood she
stood still and listened, But she had ne
jear of anything but pursuit. She was only
istening to make sure that she was not
seing followed.

. But footsteps came from behind her. She
icard the breaking of twigs, the sound of
nattering fect, ung terror lent her wings.
For all that 2 moment ago her breath had
seemed gone, and there was a sharp pain
in her side, she managed to run on. At
last, she knew how a fox feels when pur-
sued by hounds.

t But it was Eleanor. and Eleanor alone,
_\v‘h?‘ followed her. Those steps were one

irl's.

Eg Sheila stumbled, slipped, and knew that
she was done. She could run no more.
&he must hide.

{" Panting, gasping, cvery breath she took
.an agony, she crawl hind a tree, and
.80 pitiful was her state that she hardly

!'ea red then whether she lived or died. But

-the footsteps came nearer.

! Whoever it was that followed was in as

ibad a statc as she, breathing hard.

: “Bother! I can’t hear her now!”

It was Eleanor’s voice, and Sheila caught
her breath and tried not to zasp so loudly,
Eleanor ! It would be her, of course! Even
‘to the end she must pursne her. Fven whon
;she escaped she was not to be given a
chance.
| She almost stepped out into tho open to
give vent to her rage; but Fleanor went
on slowly, pausing every now and again to
listen. 4
i But thero were no other followers. Once
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Lleanor was shaken off sho was sale. She
must stos when Eleanor stopped, and then
must dodge her in the wuné,a.

Now she was p ing Eleanor, stopping
when Eleanor did, so that she should not
bo heard.

‘“Bhrila,” came a voice in the darkness,
“is %{:nt you? I'm frightened. Where are

ou

And then Eleanor seemed to turn aside
as though to make for the road, and Sheila
listened and then hurried on. She knew
that the road could mnot be reached from
there; she had wandered through the wood
horself on a sunny afternoon, and knew
that the stream, swollon with reeent rain,
was there.

Soon Eleanor must return,

She forged on, and roached the placa
where thero was a ford across the stream.
The water rushed and swirled in the dark-
ness, making an unecanny noise. The
stream itsclf could not be secn, but tho
noise of it was audible. It was racing—
flooded. swollen. But how deep? Was
even the ford, where there were stepping-
stones, under water?

Sheila  hesitated  on the bank of the
river, and stepped eautiously forward to
make a test.

If it were up to her knces—if it were
wadeable at all—she would get across.
Elscwhere it would be too deep. It was
almost twice as wide as it was before.

And then, as she stood hesitating, she
heard a voice—Illcanor’s voice—ery out in

terror:

*“Oh, it's deep! Oh, help =

Sheila drew Eack, her heart leaping.

Eleanor's voice roso to @ seream, and in-
stantly Sheila realised that sho was in
the river! Exhausted as she was, what
chance had she of fighting that raging
current !

“Help 1™

CHAPTER 24.
To Save Her Enemy,
a, ELP I”

H That wild cry came to Sheila
Wynn as she stood hesitant on
the bank of the stream; and the

voico was unmistakably Eleanor Lawion's,
Eleanor, her encmy, was in distress!
“ Rescue—Sheila 1"
Sheila did not hesitate. It seemed ay

-
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though all momory of what she had
suffered at this girl’s hands went frem her
mind. She forgot that she was hersclf a
fugitive, that time was essential if she werc
to cscape. To delay now would mean
certain capture.

e it,” she called, “I'm here—"

Llcunor’s frantic cries became quicter,
Was she overcome t

In frantic haste, her movements quick-
ened by the fact that the nced was so
desperate, Sheila fought her way through
the undergrowth aleng the bank to the spot
whenee Eleanor’s voice came. The girl was
drifting with the stream 1

Sheila  stepped into the water and
instanily it decpened. In a moment sho
wns up to her waist, and then was swim-
ming in the icy coldness of the swollen
stroam.

“Sheila—"

Eleanor was nearer now, and Sheila,
guided by the voice, struck out. She was
grewing numb with the cold, but all her
being was concentrated on finding Eleanor,
and it scemed as though some invisible
power was guiding her hand when she
groped in the darkness.

Eleanor, wild with terror, struck out,
and, flinging her arms about Sheila’s neck,
dragged both of them below the surfaec.

Sheila feught that choking grasp from
about her, knowing that Ilcanor, in her
frantic terror, was incapable of reasoned
thought. It was no time for gentle
measures, so she tugged at the other’s hair
to keep her head above the water, and
struck out for the bank.

She was vagucly conscious of voices, and
of an cloctric light flashing.

“ Here—quick, someonc—take this—"

“Barbara, don’t go in I

It was Stella Stone taking charge, and
Barbara Redfern, contrary to orders, waded
cut into the stream, and catching Sheila,
dragged her up. Clara and Jemima fol-
1 d her, making a chain_by linked hands,
Then Stella Stone took Eleanor in  her
strong arms and placed her down on the
banle,

“Oh, my word--all right, 8heila " gasped
Iarbara.

i Sheila, a little dazed still, nodded her
hend.

There was a small erowd an_the bank and
they did everything possible. Barbara,
Clara, and Jemima took off their thick coats
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artificial respiration to Elcanor.

As for Sheila, she was made fo run up
and down to restore her circulation, sup- |
ported an either side by rbara and Clara.

‘“What happened 7" asked Marcia Loftus,!

“Goodness knows—except that Sheila was
saving Elcanor,” said Barbara. “ And that’s
enough to be going on with.”

“1 should think so,” panted Clara. “Good
old Sheila 1

“Shan’t let them expel you after this!”
said Jemima. *Can't Ec dene—""

Ciroulation restored, Sheila was allowed
to rest for a moment while she was warmly,
wrapped in coats, Isabel Drake, of the
Sixth Form, had run back {o the road to
intercept Miss Primrosc’s car which was
due to pass by in o meoment, and it was to
the road they all went now,

There was the ear waiting. H

“Eleanor’s ceme round,” said Sheila,
“Help me carry her, someono.”

I’hgllis Howell and Grace Woodficld, of
the Fifth Form, gave the required assis-
tance, and it was not long Before Eleanor,’
frightened out of her wits, was put in the
back of the car with Sheila and then raced
back to the school,

Barbara, Jemima, Clara, and the others
watched the car go and turned for school,

.
to enwrap the two girls, and Stella applied
i

again.

“Well, my goodness, what an end to it 1" |
said Barbora. *Sheila told me that Eleanor
fell in.”

“Well, what was Elcanor doing there?”,
Mabel Lynn wanted to know. “She bolted
off at once, of course, but not to save
Sheila,” i

Clara laughed shortly. i

“ Has she cver given a sign of wanting to
save Sheila? My hat! Sheila’s a brick 17 |
‘“Hear, hear 1" 1

That Sheila was a brick was everyone's
thought, and at Cliff House the news of
what had happened quickly spread. Sheilal
had saved hor enemy. At risk of her own'
life sho had saved I"Hnaner from drowning,!
and at the samec time had encompassed ‘her
own capture. |

In the Fourth Form dormitory there was
scething excéomcnt. i

“If Sheila’s expelled aftor this,” said,
Clara, standing on her bed, "I've a 'ﬁ[ly,
good mind to get up a deputation to Miss
Prim 1”

““Hear, hear |
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i “Any girl who docsn’t agree?” asked
Clara, agd looked at Marcia Loftus,
- { Marcia Loftus said not a word.
! Whether or not Miss Primrose would
take any notice of a deputatien from the
‘I'ourth I'orm was doubtful, but probably
‘there would be ne such need. The head-
¢ |mistress horself had not remained wun-
'aﬁ'uctcd by the brave rescue.
i_ At the very moment when the Fourth-
Tormers were agreeing with Clara, Miss
{Primrose was in the sanatorium, whither
the two girls had been taken.
| Bheila, however, was no worse for the
‘ordeal through which she had passed, but
iEleanor, on the other hand, was shivering
and scemed to be delirious.
° Tho school sanatorium contained only
those two girls, and it scemed strange
to Bheila ti‘mb she should be sharing a
ward with her enemy. Ierself, she was
warm and cosy, although very far from
happy, as she watched Miss DPrimrose in
earnest consultation with the matron.
Presently Miss Primrose crossed to her
bed, and {xer_ facoe bore a kindly smile.
“8heila, my doar, you have been very
brave indeed. I understand that Elennor
fiellvsn‘m the strcam, and you rescued
er

“¥es, Miss Primrose. DBut anyonc clse
would have done the same. Babs or Clara

. “That does not alter the fact that you
acted very bravely. In tho ecircumstances,
1 really feel—"" But Miss Primroge did
‘not pursue that train of th_ou‘ght although
‘her “words quickened Sheila’s iaeatt and
brought a flush of colour to her checks,
For what did tho words imply but that
itho headmistress was likely to change her
‘decision 7

. “Eleanor was chasing you?” Miss Prim-
irese asked at last.

| “8he was following mo—yes, Miss Prim-
‘rose, and I dodged ﬁn Then apparently
s—=well, she fell into the stream.’”

| %I see. You are fecling exhausted, of
'course—foverish 7"

i 41 feel all right, Miss Primrose, thank

you."”
L A moment later Miss Primrose went
laway, and Sheila, her heart heavy within
|her, lay without movement. Ilere she was,
{back at Cliff Housc. Supposo cven that
she were not to be expelled—would it mean
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they did not think her a thief, or would
it just be a reward for bravery?

She knew quite well that the fact that
she had acted bravely would not alter Miss
Primrose’s decision regarding the pendant.
She would still be thought & thief—a thicf,
but a brave thief. And if she were not to ~
be_expelled, would she be justified in
bringing Captain Hargraves into it?

It really secmed as though she would
be worse off now than she had been befere.
She would have to remain at Cliff Housc
\\"il.lé that dreadful cloud for ever over her

cad.

And then she heard Eleanor in the next
bed muttering :

ST must—IL must—I must catch her! T
musErI must  catch hor—Sheila—Sheila

Sheila sat up in bed. The matron was
no longer in the sanatorium ward. There
was o nightlight burning, casting rather

ecrio shadows across the room. How
strange Eleanor's voice sounded, too.
“Yes, Tleanor, Sheila is here,” sha

called softly.

But Eleanor did not seem to hear her,
Her mind was working automatically.

“I must catch her. I must—-"

Eleanor’s voice took on a frantic note
now. :

There was no culming hor. To speak to
her was worse than to say nothiong, and
when the matron entered a moment later
S}:?i(]’n was glad.

h, matron,” she said, “I think
Eleanor is delirions ™

“Qh, dear, dear! Poor child!l You
haven't talked to her?”

“I did try to answer her, but she didn’t
understand what I said.”

“Then you had better not talk. When
she is better, and knows you are here, it
will ecalm her. She had a bad shock. I'm
nfraid sho’s highly strung.”

How like Eleanor it was! Ifer experi-
ence had been no more  severe  than
Sheila's, but she had collapsed utterly,
and now would be @ centre of attention.
The doctor was on his way; and, of coursc,
Eleanor, even when she was a little better,
would like being the invalid—being tho
centre of attention.

The doctor shook his head gravely over
Eleanor when he came, and said something
about shock, erdered hof er bottles, and
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soid she must be kept perfectly quict.
Sheila he smiled upon.

“Not much wrong with you—eh? And
so you were the heroine?
Wouldn’t get me diving into a stream at
this time of night1 You’'ll be right as rain
in the morning—right as rain!”

Then he gave instructicns to the matron,
ved his hand jovially to Sheila, and
arted. x
ight as rain _indeed! Certainly she
would be up and about with nothing to
show for her ducking; but then she bad a
geod hold on hersclf, and wasn’t_hysterical.

But if enly the doctor had known the
truth! If only he had known her state of
.ind ! Sho was terrified of the morning,
for in the morning what was to happen?
“xpulsion, or just suffered to stay on
beeause they thought she was brave?

Nevertheless, for nll her worry, Sheila
soon fcll asleep; and, probably because she
was so worn out with the troubled day,
her sleep was calm.

da

CHAPTER 25.
Teo Cunning hy Far.
& EELING O.K., Shecila?” asked Bar-

F bara Redfern.

“¥es, Barbara, thanks!”

But thero was a worried look in
Sheila’s  eoyes, nevertheless,  Barbara,
Jemima, and Clara had come to the sana-
torium as a deputation on behalf of the
Fourth Torm 1o express goodwill and
admiration for her bravery.

“Well, I dare say Miss Primrose’s news
has bucked you up,” Barbura smiled.

“News? Miss Primrose cnly asked how
I was,”

“Didn’t she tell you that—well, she’s
going to put everything before the
governors with a recommendation that you
are not expelled 77

Sheila guve a litile gasp of surprise,
and Eleanor, in the next bed, ccased her
mumbling, and quite forgot for the moment
to be delirious. .

“Not expelled? Oh—oh, she didn’t say
anything. Is it just beeause of what hap-
pened Just night 7 8heila asked.

“Yes, rather! And so it ought to be,
too! It was ripping of you!”

‘The matron came along then.

“Now, now,” she said. *I think yen
had better o, if you ecanmct talk  in

Brave girl! ]
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whispers. The other poor child is delirious
again, I think.” :
arbarn & Co. fell silent, and looked
at Elcanor, whese face was pale, and whoso
eyes were closed, hut who was -tossing
restlessly from side to side of her bed.
Barbara looked at Jemima, and Jemima
frowned in perplexity. )
“1I think you had better go,” said the
matron, £
There was no chance of protesting, and

rogretfully the three girls bade Sheila
good-bye. . 3
“But I don’t want you to think me a

thicf,” she pleaded. “Just because I
rescucd Elcanor docsn’t alter that. If you
still believe 'm o thiof it won’t make mo
any happicr that you think mo brave.”

“Qilly goose!” said Darbara noncom-
mittally, and yet very uncowmfoptably. X

That was all the reply that Sheils
received, and sho sank buck on to her
bed, her heart heavy as lead. Eleanor's
mumblings had ecased.

“If you would liké to get up_and dress,
you may,” said the matron. *Miss Prim«
rose has given ycu permission, and I think
that Eleanor will be better by herself. But
you must promise not to leave the school.”

That was what Sheila wanted; she was
not ill, and, lying in bed, she felt o
prisoner.  She wanted to walk about—she
would walk and walk and walk backwards
snd forwards across the ficlds, and clear
her mind.

As soon as she was dressed in clothes
that had been brought from the dormitory,
she descended the stairs, and therefore sho
did not cncounter Misa Primrose, who re-
entered the sunatoriuin a few minutes after
Sheila left.

Eleanor was much quicter, her delirium
secmed to have passed, and she was con-
SCI0UE,

“Eleanor, I have sent for your mother,
and she will arrive early this afterncon,
You were mentioning her in your deliriun
last night, nurse tells me.”

Elcancr, who had tricd to look very ill
at mention of the fact that her mother
had been sent for, mow sat up—so great
was er surprise. DBut she instantly
relapsed with the proper show of weakness,

“Oh, T am glad ! she said weakly.

But that was not at all the way she felt
about her mothes’s arrival. Her mind at
orffe ran feverishly over all possibilities,
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There would be mention of the pendant!
Her Inother would know the truth at once.
é\’}\nt wus to be done? What was there to
o T

Hes  heart beat furiously, and she was
literally shaking with fcar. She was in
u state of terror. It would all come out
about the pendant now. Suppose her
mother loarncd that there were twe pen-
dants—that the one Sheila had was en-
graved with the name of Angela, the
missing aunt |

When Miss Primrose had gone Eleanor
was really in o highly nervous state. There
¥as mno nced for affectation, as she was

ione.  She bit her lip incessantly and
locked u;:)1 at the ceiling, clasping and un-
:lasping her hunds restlessly,

Hor mother would learn the truth. Her
mother would connecet Sheila with Aunt
Angela, and would want to know where
the pendant camc from. Then Sheila
would be brought into it. Then the next
thing would surely be that Captain Har-
graves would be mentlioned, verything
would come ont—everything.

And when it was known that Sheila had
the pendant from Captain Hargraves, she
would no longer be accused of theft.
Perhaps then it would be realised that she
~—Elecanor—had planned it all,

Eleanor went pale with terror,

“Mother  mustn’t  come - mother
musta’t1” she whispered in despair.

Was there naﬂu'ng,' she could do now to
prevent her mother's arrival?  Could she
prevent Miss Primrose from lcarning the
truth 1

Her mind was in a whirl, Suppose she
begged Miss Primroso not to montion the
pendant?  Would the wish of a poor sick
girl be granted?

Better still, supposed she muttered it in
foigned deliviom ?

It was a wild idea, but in her despera-
tion it scemed to Elcanor the only possible
course to adopt. And, hearing the matron.
she closed her eyes and rolled her head
from side to side on the pillow.

““Mother mustin’t know—mother mustn’t
know- ** she mumbled.

. The matron was near the bed, listen-

ing.

“Mother mustn't know about the pen-
dant—she must net! Mother must mot
know abeut the pendant——" X

nd all the whilo she kent telling hee-
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self that this weuld do it. To sparc her
they would keep quiet about the pendant—
or her mother would not be told. Oh, how
clever she was1

*“ Mother—must—not Dbe tcld—about the
pendunt——" " muttered Elcanor, a little
more distinetly.

Then she Leard the matron whisper:

“8h-sh I”

There was a whispering near her bed.

“Delirious again, poor child! This is
how she was last night. Thank geodnoss,
you have come, Mrs. Lawton !

Eleanor opened her eyes, blinked, and
stared, then went off into a faint as sho
saw standing beside the bed—her mother !

CHAPTER 25,
Ths Mystery Clears,

LEANOR was not pretending now.

E She really had fainted, and her

mother, standing by the bedside, was
greatly distressed.

“What is it about the pendant?” she
asked. ‘‘Poor child! There’s something on
her mind.”

“I think it’s the matter of the theft,'”
Miss Primrose said gravely. *“I had not
intended to mention it. Eleanor is ap-
parently very disturbed about it, and on
another girl’s account.”

‘“Yes, the dear child has a very generous
nature,’”” nodded Mrs. Lawton. “If she did
not wish me to_hear anything about it, then
perhaps it need not be mentioned.”

““A girl is to be expelled for the theft,”
Miss Primrose said—‘the girl who was in
the stroam with Eleanor. It was Eleanor’s
pendant that was stolen. Tt really shows a
very forgiving nature.”

Mrs, Lawton could not repress a start of

surprise,

“RLleanor’s pendant? DBut she had no
pendant.”

“Not_a diamond pendant?” exclaimed

 Miss Primrose, and it was her turn to laok

surprised then.  ‘“Surely Elcanor has a
pendant? Why, the other girl is accused
of stealing it.””

Mrs. Lawton was somewhat pale now,

“I'm afraid Elcanor has been naughty.
The pendant is mine—a very valuable one.
Bhe 1mist bave borrowed it during the last
holiday.”

Not a word did 'El\e eay abouteEleanor’s
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having denied taking the
was a _domestic affair which did not concern
Miss' Primrose. Bub . Lawton’s face,
nevertheless, wore an exceedingly troubled
look, and it was obvious that she was dis-
tressed.

“Would it be possible for me to see the
pendant, Miss Primrose? 1 don’t like the
iden of its being left about anywhere.”

Then Mrs. Lawton took her place beside
her daughter’s bed and stroked Eleanor’s
forehead tenderly. For all her wickedness,
Eleanor was not denied her mother's lave.
Mrs, Lawton was very fond of her daughter,
and quite blind to her faults.

Miss Primrose was not so blind, and her
face wore a_  peculiar expression. She
realised why it was that Elcanor had not
mentioned the loss of the pendant soouer.
But whatever wrong Eleanor had done,
Sheila’s theft was not excused.

Mise Primrose went down the stairs from
the sanatorium and_ into the quadrangle.
Morning lessons had ended, and the girls
were now crowding into the quadrangle.

Phyllis Howell and Ihilippa Derwent
were on their way to play tennis when the
headmistress intercepted them.

“Please tell Barbara that I wish to see
her—oh, and Sheila!” *

Phyllis took Lhe message, hurrying back
to the school as fast as possible without
running—running being forbidden.

“Babs—anyone seen Bahs?” she asked,
on meeting Clara in the Hall.

£ ﬁ:stairs with Bheila—in Study No. 11.”

Phyllis ran up the stairs and burst open
the door of Study No. 1l. Barbara was
there, talking to ghcﬂu, who was packing
her f‘lings. i

“Mies Prim wants you both—at once—just
outside sanny!” panted Phyllis, and fled
back to her fennis.

Barbara looked anxiously at Sheila, who
grimaced. - *

“Better come and see what Miss Prim
does waunt,” suggested Barbara glumly
But she pnused on the threshold. * Eﬁmil;
she said, “I can't believe you'rc a thiefl—
I simply can’t!”

8he put out her hand.

Bheila took it in silence, but a lump came
into_her throat.

“I'm not a thief, Babs. Perhaps I can
explain it all. Only—only there’s someonc
else I didn’t want to drug into it. Of
course I'm not a thief.”

endant, for that
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In a moment or two they were with Miss
Primrose,

“Do either of you know where Eleanocr
keeps her pendant?” was her unexpected
question,

‘“She has a jewel-box, Miss Primrose,”
Barbara said. “It's sure to be in there.”

“Then_please go and get the box.”

And with that the mistress went back inte
the sanatorium,

Babs and Sheila re-entered the school
building and went to Eleanor’s study. The
{)awel—box was not to be seen at firet; but a

rief search unearthed it hidden behind some
small books on the bookease, and Barbara
took possession of it.

‘When Miss Primrose reccived the jowel-
case she took it into the sanatorium.
Eleanor was by this time conscious of her
surroundings and of her mother’s presence.

“Where are your keys, dear?”’ asked her
mother.

* Keys, mother?"”

Eleanor’s voice was startled, and yet she
knew. Her mother had obviously over
heard her remark about the pendant.

‘“Yes, dear; I have your jowel-case hore.”

Mrs. Lawton’s voice was unusually stern,
and Eleanor wondered what line of action
she had better pursue.

“Oh, mother, I—I’ve got a coufession to
make! It's been worrying me so! I—T bLor-
rowed your pendant, and then another girl
stole it, and I was too frightened to say
anything., But I've got it back.”

“Oh!” Mrs. Lawton fought back her
sternness. ““Well, I shall have somocthing
to say to you about that later. For the
moment you had better let me have the
pendant.” .

“Yes, mother, but it’s not in the jewel-
case. It—it's in my writing-case in the
study.”

“My
Eleanor!” s

““I—I'm sorry, mother, but it’s safer there.
You see, anyone would think it was in the
jewel-case——""

*Is that the only thing of mine you have
taken?"’

“ Yes, mother—oh, yes!” cried Elcanor,
She sat up in bed now, thoroughl
frightened lest the jewel-case were ﬂ]mnedy.
It was not that she had anything else of
her mother’s in jt, but that ona of the
pendants was there—and the very one she

did not want har mother to sce.

pendant—in &  writing-casol
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Are you telling me the truth, Eleanor?”

Yes, mother—yes. You know I am.”
“You scem very eagor fo take the jowel-

case. You mustn’t snatch it, dear.”

Miss Primrose, standing by, looked very
grim indeed.

“I think it had better be opened. Eleanor,
give irlour mother the keys.”

*Oh, but—hut—""

And then Eleanor, with a last desperate
hope of saving herself, did get the keys,
unlocked the jewel-case, and then gave a
little gasp.

“Why, the pendant is here! Oh, good!
T must have moved it.”

She held up the pendant so that it winked
in the Jight. If only ker mother took it
without scruting—if only she did not look
at the name on tho back.

“And what else is in the box?” asked
Miss Primrose.

Eleanor turned out the box on to the
counterpane. There was nothing else of her
mother’s there.

“Let me put the pendant on you,
mother,” she said cunningly, for that would
hide the name completely.

“No, dear. I want to know that ii's
quite safe. Yes, the dinmonds are all in
their scttings—-"

°  Mrs. Lawton, having turned over the
pendant in her hand, stared at it in per
plexity. Then:

“This is not my pendant at all,” she
exclaimed.

Miss Primrose started.

“Not your pendant, Mrs., Lawton ?**
,Eleanor fell back on the bed, stunmed.

“It—it must be yours, mother. I took it
from your box.”
“Nonsense, dear.” Mrs. Lawton ex-

amined the pendant, a heavy frown on her
eyes. “Really, cannot make this out.
‘The pendant is a duplicate of mine——"

“Why, then—then the other girl must
have stolen i exclaimed Miss Primrose.
“If there are two she may have obtained
this elsewhere. She must have.”

“In which ecase, whero is mine?” asked
Mre. Lawton. “This pendant I know well.
I must find out where it came from. That
is important.”

“Then I will get the girl, and yon shall
uestion her,” Miss Primrose said, and went
rom the sanatorium.

A moment or two later she returned aec-
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companied by Sheila, who looked pale and
anxious.

“Will you please look at this pendant?”
Miss Primrose requested.

Sbeila looked from the bed where Eleanor
lay to Mrs. Lawton, and she trembled as
sho saw the pendant. What was to come'
now, she wondered. Was this eome new
acensation ?

*“Will you tell me where you found this?”
asked Mes. Lawton.

‘I didn’t find it,” said Sheila.

‘Well, whero you obtained it, then?”’
replied Miss Primrose sharply. *“Mrs. Law-
ton has an important reason for asking.”

“The pendant was in the possession of
Eleanor’s aunt, and we’ve lost touch with
her,” said Mvs. Lawton. *“It has her nama
on_the back.”

How Sheila stared!

“But, Mrs. Lawton, I thought it was
yours. I had it given to me, and—and T
thought— 1 colﬁdn’t. understand it at all,
because it secmed the same as—well, as the
one that Eleanor had.”

“No, no, this is not the same,” said Mrs.
Lawton. “There are two pendants exactly
alike, My husband’s mother had them us
ear-rings, and then they werc made into two
pendants—Eleanor’s aunt and I had one
each. This is hers, not mine.”

“But—but that isn’t the pendant thad
was in the writing-case?”

“This was in the jewel-case.”

Sheila_could hardly control her excite-
ment. There was a pendant in the writing-
caso still; and there had apparently been
one in the jewel-case. Not only were there
two, but both were in the school.

‘I had that pendant given to me by Cap-
tain Hargraves,’” she said. “I did not wish
him brought into it. He's an officer who
was blin in the War, and has lost his
memory. I—I don’t know whero he got
the pendant. I thought that pgrhaps he
might have bought it from somcone, or
hag it given to him; and that it had been
From Eleanor, didu’t
so—-"1

a

stolen but that he
know it, and

“So that was why you said nothing,”
exclaimed Miss Primrose. *““You were will-
ing to risk expulsion rather than bring him
into it.”

Sheila went crimson.

“He’s blind; and I thoufht he had
troubles enough. Besides, as I didn’t stea!
it, T didn't think T could be expelled.’
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Miss Primrose put her hand on S8heila’s
shoulder.

“My dear girl,” she said, *“of course you
won't be expelled. If you'd explained mat-
ters before, there would never have been
any gnestion about 1t.”

“I'm sorry, Miss Primrose. I tried to
act for the best.”

Mrs. Lawton looked confused, and gave
Elcanor o most peculinr side-glance.

“My pendant is in the writing-case, then,
Eleanor ™ .

Sheiln looked away. It scemed to her now
that Eleanor was to get her just deserts.
She had known that there were two pen-
dants, and had allowed the false charge of
theft to _go on.

But Eleanor was too cunning.

“Faney, the pendant was in the jewel-
case all the time!” she said. *Oh, dear,
I am sorry she waa acoused of theft!"

She was going to say Sheila, but sho was
frightened that her mother would guess the
'I:Jrur.h, and so guess the motive for her con-

uct.

“You were very careless, then,” enid Miss
Primrose.

“I—I didn’t know there were two,”
whimpered Eleanor. “It’s exactly like the
other, And—and she wouldn’t explain.”

“We will go into that later,” Miss Prim-
rose said. * For the moment will you give
Mrs. Lawton Captain Harpraves’ address?
Fleanor scems to have made a remarkable
recovery, Mrs. Lawton, and I fecl sure you
could leave her to go to the village.””

“Captain Hargraves lives in Courtfield,
Miss Primrose,” Sheila put in. "T'll give
you the address.”

Mrs. Lawton was trembling with excite-

ment.

“1 rcn“{{ﬂlink my brother-in-law is found
at last. e must have had the pendant
with him during the War. And now—now,
if we can only find his wife, the reunion
will be complete. Goodness has come out
of evil?”

CHAPTER 27.
Sheila's Great Day.

RS. LAWTON had gone from the

M sanatorium, but iss Primrose,
Eleanor, and Sheila remained.

“Now,” said Miss Primrose

grimly, “I think I will go into this more
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closoly. Did you know that there were two
pendants, Eleanor?”

“No, Miss Primrose. Really!”

“How did you imagine that yours was
lost if it was in the jowel-case? Did you
not look there?”

. “Yes, roally I did, Miss Primrose. And

it wasn’t there. If I'd known there wero

:;;-u I wouldn’t have accused Sheila of
oft.”

“I trust not,” said Miss Primrose, and
zave Fleanor a keen and steady glance
“Did you write and tell your mother that
the pendant was lost?"’

“I did write, Miss Primrose, but the
letter must have got lost in the post.”

“Eleanor, how dare you tell me such
falpabla untruths! You took the pendant
rom_your mother’s jewel-case, and if it had
not been found you would not have said
another word. What is that but stealing?"’

“QOh, Miss Primroso, I didn’t! Oh dear, |
my head’s aching so, I don’t know what
I'm saying!™

“No, you want time to think out'a
fabricntion,” said Miss Primrose curtly. “I

will have a serious talk with your mother
about you, Eleanor.” 4
The headmistress turned away and beck-

oned to Sheila to follow her. ut Eleanor
made wild signs behind the headmistress’

back.
““What is it?" asked Sheila quiablr.
“Explain for me,”” whispered Eleanor
anxiously. '‘Think of something to say—
you know- " ghe stopped as Miss Prim-
rose looked back, and then assumed the
wearied, worn-out look of an invalid. :
As for Sheila, her breath wos quite taken
away by that plea. She was to tell lies for
Eleanor; she was to think of an elaborato
story which would make Eleanor’s part in
all this seem innocent, natural, and all for
the best! Really, that was the limit, even
for Eleanor. :
Sheila shrugged her shoulders and walked
out of the room, 4y
Qutside, Miss Primrose put an arm round
her shoulders. Sheila was amazed. Miss
Primrose had always seemed to her rather
severe, and not a person to show any emo-
tion.
“‘Sheila, my dear,” said Miss Primrose,
“I have nothing but praise and admiration
for the way in which you have comported
yourself in most diffioult and trying eircum-
stances. I know vou're not a thief, and I

1
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,wish to say how sorry I am that I believed
.tho charﬁ? against you!’” y
1 “Than® you, Miss Irimrose. I—I don’t

mind now that it is all over.”
i “But it’s not quite all over, Sheila; I'm
convinced that Iilcanor has pjayed a most
swicked part in all this,” .

} “I—I—" Sheila began, but Miss Prim-
rose interrupted her. =

i “I know you're trring to say something
for Eleanor. There's nothing to be said.
Come now, there goes the dinner-bell. You
will go in with your Form.”

! Sheila went out into the sunshine, and
there were tears in her eyes; tears of hap-
pmess. It segmed as though a tremendous
weight had been lifted from her shoulders.
Cleared! She was no longet under a cloud,
no longer scorned.

A crowd of girle were going into the
schoolhouse, and she ran after fhem, ‘dab-
bing tho tears from her eyes.

Lveryone was amazed, a few moments
Jater, when Miss Primroée called the dining-
room to order, and then made a short
speech; but the speech amazed them still

re.
+ ““Girle, I wish to express publicly my
regret that Sheila Wynn was falsely accused
of thef e charge against her is un-
reservedly Wwithdrawn. I hope that recom-

ense will be made to Sheila for what she
Eaa suffered. This can best be ensured by
giving her convincing demonstration of your

7 “Hip, hip——'* began Clara, but was in-
stantly silenced. e

. “Far from being a thicf, Sheila is a
heroine,'’ went _on iss Primrose. A
irl of whom CIliff House may bé proud.
ow, gipls—"" =
Stella Stone ros

Hip, hip—-"

from j;er' ‘seat.

- Sheila was thumped on the back and
patied, and had -lhg hand shakén by every-
orne, Was hugged &nd even kissed] It wae
er great moment. She was the hercine of
e school—and all the more & heroine be-
‘cause of what she had wrongfully been made
to suffer. i
i She was happier at that moment than
e had ever been before. If only her
other could hear those cheers; if only
Jher father—but that thought was eadness,
the only touch of sadness in ihe whole
affair.
She thanked good fortune as she resumed
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her seat and calmnese came. that Captain
Hargraves would not have cause to wonder
why she had been expelled. Rather would
he have cause now for happiness, since it
was she who had been instrumental in bring-
ing about the glad reunion that would mean
s0 much im.

CHAPTER 128.
A Waonderful Reuniom.

“ EARD the news?”

I—l . Jemima Carstairs put her head
in at the door of Sheila’s study
that afternoon after lessons, and

her face was gleaming with excitement.

“News? No,” said Sheila; but she knew
at once that it was news,

Clara and Marjorie came along together
to hear, and Jemima addressed all three.

“Captain Hargraves, I've just heard,”
she went on, ‘‘is reaily Eleanor’s uncle.
Apparently he lost his memory, and was
given any old name, or one they ﬂmuﬁhh
suited hiar'n, you know. But all's well.

“Oh, ’'m glad!” cried Sheila. “He will
be so happy now. How marvellous!™

“¥Yes, it’s just splendid,”” agreed Clara.
1 don’t know him, but I wish him luck.”

““And what will happen? XHe—he won’t
go away?’’ said Sheila, a sudden cold fear
taking possession of her,

““ghnb-hul He'll go back with Mure.
Lawton,” Jemima said. “The place in
Courtfield will be closed up. Borry to lose
him—— Why, what’s the matter, Sheila?"”

Sheila turned away her head.

“M"{l hat! She’s crying!” Clara ex:
med. -
glad!” Bheila said. " That’s all.”*

it’s certainly good,” admitted
“Give him my oungmthags.”

And Clara hurried away. Marjorie went
with her; and Sheila, thinking they were
all gone, dabbed at her eyes.

Jemima’s gentle voice camé to her.

“Sheila—not cr_g'ing?"

“Oh dear! I'm sorry, Jemima. It's
horrid of me, I know. I'm not thinking of
Caé:tnin Hargraves so much as of myself,’
and that’s mean, an !2

“Of yourseli? 1 see.
said Jemima. “¥ou'll
course.’”

“I—l—{uu sec, now this is all over, 1.
thought ‘I could go and see him; and

Poor old_ youl”
miss him, of
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there’s so much I want to tell him. He
scems euch a friend. He’d understand my
point_of view. Bui now he's going away.
{\ml ,I shan't even be able to say good-
hye!”

“Can’t be allowed,” said Jemima, polish-
ing her monocle, ehan’t let him go;
and 1 don’t suppose he will go without say-
ing good-bye.!

ila  turned to
eyes shining,

“Ol, Jemim,

look her

at Jemima,

Do you really mean that?
You think L ill come here?’” Then her
face fell. “Why should he?”’ she asked.
“T'm nothing to him. Just somcone who
used to read saloud to him.”

“Jieo never forgets anyone who's kind,”
Jemima said. “Pesides, Mrs. Lawton is
sure o return to the school with him.
Cheer up! You ean write him long letters
and huck him up, you know. He can have
them read to him.”-
seila. went rather red.

There’s something else. T know I1'm
boing horrid and petty; but, Jemima,

ean’t bear to think of Lleanor as his nieco.
To think that he should be her uncle!
She'll play mean tricks, I know. She’ll take
advantage of the fact that he’s bli and,
besides, she’ll put him against me.

“Um!” said Jemima, “But so long as
you're both at school it’s O.K.”

“Put—but sho may not_be here,” said

Skeila. *'1’'m_ afraid that Miss Primrose—
well, she’s taken a rather serious view of
it all.”

“Not surprising.””

Jemima put her arm round Sheila and
hugeed her.

“Buck up! Evil never really prospers,
you know. You've come through this all
right—chin up, like a’ brick; and Captain
Hargraves will think all the world of you
when he hears al it."

“THMears about it 7™

“Yes, of course,” said Jemima, in sur-

prise. “He'll have to know. I conldn’t
slop my tongue from wagging. 1 won't
mention names; but he's going to know

what a brick you ave, although it’s my
idea he knows already.”
ila braced hersclf up.

orry I've made all this fuss, Jemima.
TBut you do understand ? Oh, I do want you
to undersiand, Jemima.

“Of course. Perhaps wo shall be able to
get Captain Hargraves to the banquot?”

Jemima’s eyes were twinkling, and Sheila,

THEIR SECRET QUARREL AT SCHOOL!

at mention of a banquet, looked at her in
a startled way.

“*Banquet—what banguet 7"’

Jemima took her by the arm and'led her
to the window,

“Took! See that procession?”

Sheila could not ﬁelp secing that pro-
cession. Barbara, Mubel, Clara, Marjorie
—and, of course, fat Bessie Bunter—werc
coming across the quadrangle, their arms
laden,

“Jemima, why—

“'83h! Secret,’” snid Jemima, putting her
fingers to her lips. ‘‘In henour of a very
popular girl. I'll give you three guesses.
And now I'm off to do my sharve.”

Jemima disappeared, and Sheila sat down
in the armchair. A banquet for her—in her
hononr! Iow different from her status a
few days agol

Standing at the window, a few momenis
later, she saw a limousine enter the school
gates, and her heart leapt as she saw Mrs.
Tawton alight, and then Captain Hargrayes.

Sheila’s first impulse was to run down inte
the quadrangle, and then she remembered
there was much to be done first, Captaiu
Hargraves would have to meet Eleanor.
There would be private matters to discuss.
But she did not move from the window.
It was only a moment later that Mrs.
Tawton emoerged from the eanatorium,
entered the car, and was driven in it to the
schoolhouse door. She was coming inside.

Then Sheila heard Jemima's voice.

“Yes, this is .the door, Mrs. Lawton.
Sheila !’

Sheila drew back as Mrs. Lawton entered,
and then an amazing thing happened, rs.
Lawton, teare in her eyes, advanced, arms
outstretched.

“Sheila! I've found you at last!’

Sheila was in Mrs. Lawton’s arms next
instant, being hugged and kissed, but ehe
was quite dazed, and did not understand.

“Kiss your aunt,” said Jemima, whe
stood in the doorway.

“*My—my aunt!”

Rheila’s eyes widened.

“Your annt, dear, of course,” said Mrs.
TLawton.  *Eleanor-—she—she has told me
that she thinks you’re her cousin. It
occurred to her suddenly—if you're Sheila

Wynn—and if your inother's name is
Angela.”
“Yes—yes it is!” said

Bheila, simply
p:mt'mgi with excitement. ‘“And that’s
why Eleanor asked.”
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‘“Eleanor asked you? But she told me
she did not know your mother’s name.”

“Oh, "aunt, I didn’t guess! Mother will
be so happy! DBut—but then, Eleanor is
my cousin?”’

*¥es, dear, and Captain Hargraves—'

“Oh, of course, he is my uncle!” cried
Sheila. Bhe trembled with excitement.
“Oh, aunt, how marvellous!”

“But he is not your uncle, dear,” said
her aunt gently.

“Oh!"” “Sheila’s face fell.

“Not your uncle, my dear; he is your
father!”

“My father!’’ Sheila gtood as_one in a

tranco. "My father! ptain Hargraves
my father! Oh, aunt, aunt!”

And then there came a step in the cor-
ridor; the door opened, and there stood

Captain Hargraves, Sheila’s father.

ilently then Jemima, who had guided
him thither, and Mrs. Lawton stole away
to_leave father and daughter together.

What a reunion it was! Sheila, in her
study, kissed and hugged the man she now
kuew was her father.

‘“Oh, what will mummy say? Oh, what
will she say? BShe’ll be samhappy, she won’t
know what to dol”

‘‘Poor mother]” said her father softly.
“ And to think I did not know you, Sheilal
But the shock has restored my memory,
I can remember everythin i
loose ends together. o wonder I was so
fond of you, Bheila darling!”

“And when are we to fu to mummy "’

“ Aunt Muriel is going first to break the
news, and then we’re going to drive to her,
Oh, my darling Sheila, this is the happiest
day of my lifel”

““And mine!”” cried Sheila. *‘And you
woq’t?,evar go away from mother and me
Rgain 7

“Nevoer, never! And the doctor told me
that any great shock, such as joy, might
restore my sight. It will come fw.ck to
me. I know it will. It was a shock that
drove it away, and mow—— T’ve been
efraid to say anything, but—but—""

HDaddy !
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Sheila
“Yes,

but it still seems so dark——
“Of course it does. OF ocourse, there's

i\zﬂligh& on, and we've let the fire go out.

gipped his arme,
heila, I can sce—T can see you,

In a moment the light was on, and he
covered his eyes against the dazzling bril-

liance. He could see—ihat movement alone
told the story. Sheila, understanding, put
the light low again, and then flung hex

arms round his necclk.

“It’s a bad dream ended, that’s all,” he
said huskily. “We’re all together again,
Sheila, in the most marvellous way.
Through a long, twisty tunnel we've come
to happiness. Never, never again will we
be unhappy I"

*Never, never again!” echoed Sheila.

There they remained .in the half-light,
close together—pals. Then, some minutes
later, came a gentle tap at the door.
Jemima it was, and Sheila went to the door,
whispered the great, glad news, and pulled
Jenuma inside.

“Welcome, Jemima! I can just see you,
too, my friend,” said Sheila’s father. “I
must see you all. Sheila and I have been
weeping with happiness; now we—-""

““Now you must come to th's banquet,”
z;ig Jemima. ‘“If—that is, if you want

Sheila looked at her father, and her father
was now able to look back at her. Of
course they would go to the banquet!

So to the banquect they went. And what
a banquet it was! o one mentioned
Eleanor, no one really thought of her at
all, so thero was nothing to spoil their
happiness,

But Eleanor, in the sanatorium, had
found that her retribution had come too late.
Too late she had told the truth about Sheila
t3 save herself. On the morrow she wonld
leave Cliff House for ever, at Miss Prim-
rose’s request.

One girl had found happiness and another
disgrace; but who cour say that eithes
had not received her deserts?

THE END.

FOUR more splendid numbers of “The Schoolgirls’

Own " Library will be on

sale on Thursday, Oct. Ist.

See page iv of cover,
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Now that September is here the ground
will soon Lo carpeted with leaves fallen
from trecs and with theso leaves there are
many jolly games that a Guide can plny
which will prove as instructive to her as
they are entertaining.

Sccure as wmany different specimens of
tree-leaves as you can find, and on return-
ing to headquarters, sort out the differcnt
speeimens and keep only tho best.

Now mount the specimens that Fou
decide to keep on postoards, and in onc
corner of the eard print a small number—
not larger than your thumnh,

Someono should make a list of the names

* of tho leaves on a separate picce of paper,
the number on your ‘l)l"lst, of course, corres-
ponding with the number on the card, ie.,
No. 1 Elm, No. 2 Oak, ete. etfe.

Put those cards away for a fow weeks and
ono winter's evening bring thom ouf.

Let someono hold cach of the cards for
a space of a minute so that everyone cun
see the leaf, but let the holder have her
thumb over the number. Let these Elnying
the game write down the name of tho tree
to_which they belicvo the leaf belongs.

Let the helder of the card, who can also
have the key-list of the names and numbers
of the leaves, make an accurate list of the
names of the leaves in the order sho shows
them.

After ono card has been held up for a
full minute, let it be put away, and another
shown.

When ton cards have been thus exhibited,
let the person who held them up read out
their correct names, and you'll bo surprisod
how many of you have mistaken ol
leaves for lime leaves and made other
mistakes.

Iave you an artist in your troup, or a
Guide who can trace tolerably neatly?

Let her trace round the outline of your
mounted loaves, and accurately (accuracy
is very important. of course,) fill in the
dotails, veins, ete, in the leaf.

Get her, or them, (if there is more than

SOME AUTUMN GAMES FOR GUIDES.

one Guide capable of tho job all the better
for it is a long task), to mako four copies
of cach kind of leaf, on post-cards alt of tho
same size and colour,

ow you have a sch of “Snap” cards.
They should be well shufiled and dealt out,
just like Snap ocards, but the players
of this game will have to know their
leaves very well to be the first to eall
Snap at the right time, and not et the
wrong.

As in Snap, the first to call rightly takes
her opponcnts’ cards, and anyone who calls
wrongly puts her cards in tho pool to be
won by the first Guide to call Snap-pool.

Yot_another game is played with two
scts of copics of various kinds of leaves— -
it is better to play with copics, as the
original. mounted leaves will get damaged.

A sct of say ten different (ree leaves aro
shuffled, and dealt to ten different girls
standing in a lino on one side of the drill
hall, facing tho wall,

An cxactly similar set is dealt to another
ten Guides standing in a line on the other
sido of tho hall, also facing the wall.

When each girl geis her card she pins it
on her chest or_to her Guide scarf, where,
it ean be EIaiu?y seen.

The Guide captain, or person in charge
of thoe game, places two chairs closo to-
gether at one end of the hall, equal distance
from bLoth lines of Guides.

Then she calls:

“ Ahout turn!”

Fach Guido then looks for her 'eaf
amongst the other batoh of Guides. The:
may run towards each other, and there will
be much bustle and excitement whilst the
search is made. The cards shonld not have
tho name of the leaf upon it Identity
should be recognised purcly by knowing the
leaf, or comparing one card with another.

When two girls wearing the same leaf
find each other, they link arms and race
for the chairs. The first pair to bo seated,
wins. s -
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NEXT MONTH'S NUMBERS

On Sale Thursday, October 1st, 1931.

No. 316.—FIGHTING FOR HER RIGHTS AT SCHOOL

A new and original stor: especially written for next month’s number
f “The Schoul Own " Library Telling how a schoolgirl came
from Canada only to be threatened to be cunningly deprived of her
rights. and how she fought to retain them-—at school.
By RUTH MAXWELL.

No. 317..—DAUGHTERS OF THE STORM.

This enthralling stury i= one every girl showia read. It tells of a
plucky British schoolgirl who shared the trials an. sorrows of the
French people living within sound of the guns during the fatefni

—s

years, 1914-1918. Eileen Merton and her little ich friend. g
Julienne Klament, are two splendid characters vou will not soon |
forget. By MURIEL HOLDEN. j

No. 318.—THAT STRANGE SECRET OF PEPITA'S

Few of the passers-by who paused to listen to the quaint old tune:
played by the hurdy-gurdy realised that there was a mystery at-
tached to that old street organ and the pretty young girl who turned
its handle. Yet Pepita was keeping a solemn trust in the midst o
strauge circumstances that puzzled her more and more each day

By JOAN INGLESANT,

No. 319.—THE MORCOVE VENDETTA.

A story of the early adventures of Betty Barton & Co., telling how
the famous old school was suddenly startled by a vendetta against
one of its mistresses. Mysterious messages signed *The Mystery

Sr—1:

Three ™ were circulated, “but the practical joker could not be
traced. By MARJORIE STANTON.
ORDER FROM
YOUR Price Fourpence Each. YOUR
COPIES NOW NEWSAGENT
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