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      “IF I had known that Ransome child was coming here this term, I should have sent in my resignation.”

      The speaker was Miss Lelliott of St. Catherine’s School for Girls, at Minster. She and Miss Grainger—the Fourth Form mistress—were walking away from the Headmistress’s house, after the usual staff meeting held there on the eve of every term. Muriel Grainger looked up in surprise at her friend’s vehemence.

      “Why?” she asked. “What’s the matter with the child, and who is she, anyway? Miss Trevelyan didn’t mention a new girl of that name.”

      “No, but she said that Barbara Felrow was coming to-morrow, and I thought, as she didn’t put in an appearance two years ago when she was ten, that her mother had had enough sense to send her elsewhere.”

      “Barbara Felrow? What has she to do with the Ransome child you speak of?”

      “Barbara is the daughter of the Cora Ransome who was on the staff here about thirteen years ago. Surely you’ve heard of her, haven’t you?”

      “Yes, I have heard her name mentioned in the staff room, but I don’t really know much about her. Why do you dislike her so?”

      “I’ll tell you the whole story. But let us walk a little more quickly. It is very cold for September, isn’t it?”

      The two mistresses stepped out briskly. It was a chilly autumn afternoon, and they both felt they wanted a sharp walk before going indoors to tea. Most of the previous day they had spent in travelling. Then there had been unpacking and the staff meeting, so this was really their first opportunity for a good walk.

      “Cora Ransome was teaching here before her marriage,” resumed Miss Lelliott, “and if you had been here then, you’d understand why I want nothing to do with her or any of her family. She wasn’t straight.”

      “Good gracious!” exclaimed the younger mistress. “Surely you are making a mistake. Miss Trevelyan wouldn’t have kept her here if she hadn’t been straight.”

      “Miss Trevelyan wouldn’t have kept her if she had known everything,” retorted Miss Lelliott. “But then, as you know, the Head is often away at conferences and educational meetings, and Miss Lethbridge is too much inclined to shield people. Of course, I’m fond of her—everyone is—but sometimes I almost wish Miss Norton were her senior and Acting Head in Miss Trevelyan’s absence. She would have shown Cora Ransome up on several occasions.”

      “In what ways was this Miss Ransome underhand?” questioned Miss Grainger.

      “Well, she let certain girls—her favourites, of course—cyclostyle their own Form’s examination papers. At least, if they didn’t actually do their own papers, they did each other’s, so it was possible for the favoured few to get better marks than the rest.”

      “Whew! That was pretty bad. No wonder you dislike her so.”

      “Also,” continued the irate mistress, “she used to try and win the girls’ adoration—you know how impressionable some girls are—and then she would persuade them to give up arts for her wretched science.”

      “What, even if they were better at arts?”

      “Yes, and several girls have ruined their careers by listening to her. Lucy Miller, the Matron at Gainsborough House now, was quite brilliant at English, history, and languages, but she fell under that odious woman’s spell, and failed in her examination because she just couldn’t do science in any form. Look at her now. A hard, embittered woman, the strongest thing about her being her hatred of the one who spoiled her life. That is the kind of thing Cora Ransome did, so perhaps you can understand why I hate her so, and why I would give anything rather than have her child in my Form.”

      “But it isn’t the child’s fault. Perhaps she will be quite a nice little thing. Isn’t it rather hard on her to condemn her unknown?”

      “Anyone who has been so much under Cora Ransome’s influence as her own daughter must have been, will be hopeless. Still, Barbara won’t fool me. I know her mother’s little ways, and I shall watch for them in the child.”

      “Poor Barbara!” murmured Miss Grainger. “I can’t help feeling sorry for a girl who begins her school life with such a handicap. I quite agree with you that her mother would have shown better sense and taste if she had sent her daughter elsewhere.”

      “Don’t you be easygoing with that child. I warn you that she will upset the whole tone of our House if she is not kept under. There are some girls there already that I’d rather be without, and now this new child will be one more added to their number. You mark my words, she will be far more friendly with Greta Morris and Drina Labden than with the rest.”

      “Well, we shall see what Barbara is like to-morrow, and in any case I don’t suppose I shall see much of her. Although I take the Fourth and you are the Third Form mistress, you are my Senior, and I can always hand her over to you to deal with if an occasion arises to merit it.”

      “That will be the best way. And now we must be turning back. I promised to have tea with Miss Lethbridge and Miss Norton, and I don’t want to keep them waiting. You had better come too, and then we can talk over the many things that one always wants to discuss after a staff meeting.”

      “I should like to come, if you think Miss Lethbridge won’t mind.”

      “Of course she won’t. You’ve been here quite a long time now, and are not new to things, like Miss Llewellyn and Miss Pratt.”

      For some time the two mistresses walked along in silence. Then they suddenly began discussing the vacation course which they had both attended during the summer holidays. Almost before they realised it, they were back at the School.

      Miss Lethbridge and Miss Norton were both ready and waiting for tea when the others entered the room.

      “I am so glad you have come too, Miss Grainger,” said Miss Lethbridge cordially.

      “Miss Lelliott told me that you’d like me to come,” replied Miss Grainger. “I think she wants to talk about this Barbara Felrow, and she wishes me to know your opinion, so that I shall not treat the poor infant too leniently.”

      “Barbara Felrow?” Miss Lethbridge murmured in a puzzled way. “Why should we discuss her?”

      “Surely you know whose child she is, Hilda?” exclaimed Miss Lelliott. “I have been telling Muriel that she mustn’t be too easygoing with that Ransome child. She is sure to have her mother’s horrid ways.”

      “Oh! I don’t think you should take it for granted that Barbara is like that,” broke in Miss Lethbridge. “Perhaps the poor child will be quite different from Cora Ransome—Felrow I should say, and it’s not fair to prejudice yourself against her before she has had a chance to prove her worth. Don’t you think I am right, Grace?” she added, turning to Miss Norton.

      “Well, I think you are both right,” said Miss Norton in her usual crisp tones. “You, Nancy, are quite right in expecting Barbara to be like her mother, and consequently in need of a firm hand. At the same time, I agree with Hilda that it is not fair to judge and condemn the child unknown. I shall certainly try to be just to her, probably all the more so because there is no love lost between her mother and me. I shall naturally punish Barbara whenever she needs it, and so try to make something of her if it is at all possible. But don’t let us waste our time talking about the children. We shall see enough of them when they return to-morrow. What do you think about Miss Edwards leaving at last? It will be a relief to have a new Games and Gymnasium Mistress after half term, won’t it?”

      “Yes, it will,” laughed Miss Lelliott. “Old Teddy, as the girls call her, is getting beyond the work, and Miss Trevelyan says that this Miss Maynard, who is coming at half term, is younger, and modern in her methods.”

      “Your House seems rather in disgrace, Nancy,” teased Miss Norton. “I have to give the Third extra English this term, because most of them failed in their end of year examination.”

      “Yes. It is Rosemary Neville and Heather Leyland who are the ringleaders in all the mischief. At least, in all the straightforward kinds. They are little monkeys, but one can’t help liking them, they are so honourable and straight.”

      “I wonder how they will like sleeping in different dormitories this term. Matron told me that Heather is sleeping in the Primrose dormitory, and that the two empty beds in the Marigold room are to be filled by new girls,” said Muriel Grainger.

      “That means Barbara Felrow and Merline somebody,” broke in Miss Lelliott. “They are the only two new girls in the Third besides some Second Form children who have been moved up. I think there are only two of those, because most of the old Third have to stay down, and so the Head has divided the Second Form into an upper and lower division. You’ll have a fairly small Fourth, Muriel, I think about six of my old girls and some of your old Form. They weren’t much better than mine. Gainsborough House was not very brilliant last term, although on the whole their conduct was a trifle better.”

      So the talk drifted from school matters to holidays and back again to school affairs. For an hour or two the four mistresses sat talking. Finally the visitors had to go back to their own House to be in time for dinner, to write a few letters, and to prepare for the next day.
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      “AREN’T you sorry sister Barbara’s going away, Baby Joy?”

      There was a world of love and longing in the elder sister’s tone, as she pressed the beautiful little three-year-old closely to her.

      “Is Florence going too?” asked the child, her lips beginning to quiver.

      “No, Florence will stay with Baby Joy,” said Barbara sadly and bitterly, letting the child go. “She hasn’t to go to school like I have.”

      Little Joyce Felrow glanced at her sister, a frown on her beautiful baby face, then she turned and ran out of the room. Barbara stood gazing after her for some minutes. The door was open, and she could hear the baby voice in the dining-room, chatting away to her mother and Florence Harrison. Tears filled Barbara’s eyes, and she walked hastily out into the garden.

      Meanwhile Mrs. Felrow and Florence Harrison were talking in the dining-room. Joyce had climbed up on to Florence’s knee, and sat there playing with the string of beads the girl was wearing. From time to time the child interrupted the conversation, but mostly she sat there quite contentedly, snuggling close to her beloved Florence.

      Florence Harrison had been a pupil at St. Catherine’s School when Mrs. Felrow—then Miss Ransome—had been teaching there. The mistress had allowed the girl to develop an unhealthy adoration for her, had enticed Florence to put her first in her life, and had succeeded, thus spoiling the Harrisons’ home life. For the past fourteen years Florence had given all her spare time to Mrs. Felrow. When still at school, she had given up her half holidays, whenever possible, to the mistress she adored, and as the Harrisons and the Felrows lived in the same town, Florence was now able to spend most of her time with the older woman. Mrs. Harrison had died many years before, and often Florence’s father remonstrated with her. But it was all of no use. Mrs. Felrow came first, and Florence’s younger brothers and sisters managed as well as they could with only scant attention from the sister who should have been a mother to them all.

      Mrs. Felrow loved admiration and flattery, and as Florence gave her both in unstinted measure, she had allowed her to usurp Barbara’s place. Perhaps she did not altogether realise how unhappy and unwanted Barbara often felt, for she did not mean to be unkind to her elder daughter. But all the love of which she was capable was centred on her baby, her little Joy. She was thoughtless, and had not seen that Florence was winning Joyce away from the sister who loved her devotedly, until the last time her husband was at home. He had pointed it out to her, and she had at once suggested sending Barbara to school, where she thought the child would be happy. Her husband had proposed St. Catherine’s, which he knew to be an excellent school, and she had been too proud to tell him how unpopular she had been there among the staff and the majority of the girls. So Barbara was to go there this next term.

      Captain Felrow was in the Navy, and often away from home for months together. He and Barbara meant everything to each other, and perhaps it was this knowledge that had first sown the seeds of jealousy in Cora Felrow, and made her more indifferent to her firstborn.

      Florence obviously never gave Barbara a thought if Cora was near, and this was balm to the mother’s heart. Not that either she or Florence were unkind to the child, but they were inclined to neglect her and devote their whole time to the charming baby.

      “Will you take me out, Florence?” begged Joyce, interrupting the talk. “I want to go to the town, and Mummy’s too busy to take me.”

      “Shall I take her off your hands for a little, Cora darling?” asked Florence.

      “Ought you to spare the time, Florence dear? Haven’t you anything else to do?” answered Mrs. Felrow, smiling at her baby.

      “Oh, no! There’s only some shopping that can wait. Do let me take her. You’d like to go and see Titania’s Palace, wouldn’t you, Joy?”

      “Yes, yes,” cried the little one excitedly. “Joy wants to see the fairy palace.”

      “Very well, precious,” laughed her mother. “I will dress you, and then you’ll have a nice long time to see everything.”

      “I can dress her, Cora darling, and then you can finish packing for Barbara. I want you to come out with me this evening, and I know you won’t get the packing finished this afternoon if you don’t begin at once.”

      “All right, dear. I know Barbara won’t do anything without me. She is playing in the garden now, instead of helping to put her things together. I’ll call her and get things finished while you look after Baby Joy.”

      Far from playing, Barbara was wandering moodily about. She kicked a stone savagely, and then noticed that she had badly scratched her shoe. Fortunately it was an old one that did not matter.

      “I’m glad I’m going to St. Catherine’s,” she muttered. “This isn’t like my home when Daddy’s away. Florence has Mother’s love and Joy’s, and I’m not wanted.”

      She stopped to pick a rose because it smelt so fresh and sweet, then regretted her action. Her mother did not like odd roses left about in vases, and if she were going away to-morrow it would just be neglected and left to die. To-morrow! Barbara’s pale face flushed, and her eyes lit up. Soon she would have other girls as companions. That would be jolly, and it was all thanks to Daddy. He had asked her the last time he was at home if she had many friends of her own age, and when she had said no, he had suggested her going to St. Catherine’s. She was glad the school was at Minster, for dear Aunt Adela—Daddy’s favourite aunt and her godmother—lived there, and she would be able to see her sometimes.

      Barbara had wandered to her favourite seat in the little summer house at the farthest end of the garden, and she sat down there. This summer house had always been her refuge. She leaned against the wall with a little sigh of satisfaction.

      Her home life was a lonely one and more like that of an only child, so Barbara was given to going off by herself and day dreaming. Now she tried to picture her new school. She saw herself eagerly welcomed by the other members of her Form. She would choose her friends, two very special ones; she would call them Tubby and Bandbox, though their real names would probably be Margaret and Tamara. Barbara liked the name of Tamara, because Daddy had given her a delightful book in which the heroine was called Tam. Tubby, Bandbox, and—what would they call her? Baffy, perhaps, as her second name was Adela. The three of them, thought Barbara, would be awfully good at games and win the Form’s matches—Tam had done that in the book. And they would⁠—

      “Barbara, Barbara, where are you?” called an insistent voice, and with an effort Barbara came back to earth.

      “Yes, Mother,” she answered, running out into the sunshine, “I’m coming.”

      “Come along, child, do,” said Mrs. Felrow rather crossly. “We have all your packing to do, and I want to finish before tea. Come upstairs quickly.”

      Silently Barbara obeyed, and soon they were in Barbara’s little bedroom, packing the school trunk. One by one the things were checked and put into heaps on the bed, all ready to be neatly packed into the new brown trunk with the letters B.A.F. painted on it in black.

      “Now, Barbara, you can hand me the things as I ask for them,” said Mrs. Felrow when the last heap was completed. “The heaviest things will go in first. I must just go and fetch something. You can get together the books that you want to take with you.”

      “Very well, Mother. I will bring them up here. They are all ready in a pile on the playroom table.”

      Barbara was back in her room before her mother, and having put the pile of books on the floor beside the trunk, she turned and looked lovingly at all the new school clothes. How glad she was that the uniform was dark green! Dark green suited her as well as anything ever did. When one is small for one’s age, has a very ordinary pale complexion, grey eyes, and straight, bobbed, mouse-coloured hair, one doesn’t look really nice in anything.

      But green was one of Barbara’s favourite colours, and the new ivory japshan blouses to wear with the green tunic looked so smart and trim, with their saxe blue ties. The outfit was very complete, and Barbara gazed proudly at the dark green blazer with the school motto nihil sine labore embroidered in saxe blue on the breast pocket. The velour hat of the same dark green with saxe-blue-bordered hatband was quite becoming. Barbara slipped it on, and turned to look at herself in the mirror. At that moment her mother entered with a small pile of books and a new hockey stick.

      “Fallen in love with the St. Catherine’s uniform already, child?” she asked laughingly. “Well, you’ll be wearing it to-morrow, so take off your hat now, and help me. I have to go out this evening and want the trunk packed first. Are these the books to be put in?”

      “Yes, Mother. Are those that you are carrying to go too?”

      Mrs. Felrow flushed, and answered hesitatingly and rather nervously.

      “You had better have them, child. But don’t show them to anyone else at school. You have been very well prepared for your school work, but you are rather young for the Third Form, and I’m afraid the work may sometimes be beyond you. These three books will help you with your maths.”

      “Does everyone have them at St. Catherine’s, Mother? And if so, why mustn’t I show them to the other girls?”

      “No, everyone does not need them. Only the more backward girls use them, and I don’t want the staff to think you backward. That would be letting me down, Barbara, and you don’t want to do that, do you?”

      “No, Mother. I quite understand. But I shall try to work hard, so as not to need those books.”

      “This hockey stick is for you too,” broke in Mrs. Felrow, abruptly changing the subject. “Your father bought it for your birthday, but I think you had better have it now. As you are to be in the Middle School, you will probably need it this term. Isn’t it a nice one?”

      Barbara’s eyes were shining as she took the new treasure and looked at it lovingly.

      “How good of Daddy to get it for me! I shall love to have it, for I want to play hockey so much.”

      “They have an excellent team at St. Cath’s, dear, and you must work hard and try some day to win a place in it.”

      “I should love that,” cried Barbara, her eyes dancing. “That would be the best way of thanking Daddy for this beautiful stick, wouldn’t it?”

      Soon the packing was finished, and Barbara heard Florence Harrison bringing Joyce upstairs.

      “Is Florence staying to tea, Mother?” Barbara asked, hoping that her last evening at home was to be spent alone with her mother and baby sister.

      “Of course she is,” came the answer, shattering all her hopes. “And we shall be going out directly Joy has been put to bed. You had better go to bed early too to-night, for although it’s only a short journey to Minster, you will want to be fresh to-morrow. Now, are you quite sure nothing has been forgotten? You will have to wear your big coat over your costume for travelling, as I can’t make room to pack it in the trunk. You won’t be too hot, for we shall take a taxi to the station. You will be met at the other end. There, that is the key of your trunk. Don’t lose it. You had better put it in your purse straight away. Then wash your hands quickly and come down to tea.”
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      BARBARA was at school at last, and she felt very shy and excited as she sat on her bed in the Marigold dormitory, awaiting the arrival of the rest of the girls.

      Owing to a mistake on her mother’s part, she had been sent by an earlier train, and had therefore arrived at Minster before she was expected. Fortunately, one of the mistresses—Miss Lelliott—was at the station meeting two of the Juniors, and seeing the school uniform, she had taken Barbara under her wing. Upon arrival at the school, Miss Lelliott had taken Barbara to the Matron of Gainsborough House, who had shown her her dormitory and left her to unpack.

      Barbara was wondering how long she ought to stay where she was. She hadn’t liked to ask the stern-faced Matron, and Miss Lelliott had hardly spoken to her on the way from the station. She had talked quite a lot to the Juniors, but she had only made a few everyday remarks to Barbara.

      Suddenly hearing a sound of wheels, Barbara ran to the window and saw a party of girls alighting at the entrance to the House where she was. More girls, obviously Seniors, were driving to another building on her left, and the Juniors—she knew them by their primrose ties and primrose-bordered hatbands—were entering a large House on her right. She was just wondering what she ought to do, when the door behind her was flung open, and a tall, auburn-haired girl ran into the room, followed by several others.

      “Come along, Heather, let’s hurry up and get unpacked. I want to have a look round the old place before tea,” cried the girl with the auburn curls.

      “I’m coming,” laughed a jolly looking little dark-haired girl, “but do give us a chance, Ros. You always want to finish everything before you begin it. Why!” she exclaimed, catching sight of Barbara, “who are you, and what are you doing in my cubicle?”

      “Matron told me I was to sleep here,” replied Barbara shyly. “I’m sorry if there’s some mistake, but my name is on the list for number five cubicle, and this is number five.”

      “Then where are you, Heather?” asked Rosemary crossly. “I suppose I’m still in number four?”

      The girls ran across to the neatly printed list pinned on the wall next to the electric light switch, and Rosemary read it aloud.

      “Number one Brenda Gillette, two Helena Privet, three Pauline Chandler, four Rosemary Neville, five Barbara Felrow, six Wendy Sanderson, and seven Merline Jefferson.”

      She turned and gazed at her friend for a moment, then gasped:

      “Why, Heather, old thing, you aren’t here at all. Where to goodness has the Miller put you?”

      No one spoke for a second, then a fair head was thrust into the room, and a shrill voice cried:

      “Welcome to the Primroses, Heather. I see you are sleeping in our dorm this term.”

      “Are you sure, Enid?” questioned Heather eagerly. “Isn’t there some mistake? Why, they’ve two new kids in this dormitory, and yet they’ve made me a Lemon. It’s not fair!”

      “Of course I’m sure, Heather,” said Enid Handley half teasingly. “You needn’t be so unwilling to come to us, though I can understand how you hate being parted from Ros.”

      “Who else is in your dorm, Enid? Tell me quickly and let me know the worst.”

      Enid laughed.

      “There’s Evelyn and Isobel, me and you, Drina Labden and Greta Morris, and Violet Godfrey has been moved up and is in Iris’s old bed.”

      “Oh, it’s a beastly shame!” cried Heather. “Why couldn’t I stay here with you, Ros, and one of the new girls go into the other dormitory? I’ve been an Orange ever since I was moved into the Middle School. Matron’s an old cat, and I hate her! I won’t try to be good now.”

      “Excuse me,” interrupted a rather tall girl with corn-coloured hair and dark eyes. “I’m Merline Jefferson, one of the unwanted new girls in this room, and if you like I’ll go and ask the old cat—Matron—to move me into another dormitory, then Heather can have my bed.”

      The girls stared at this new girl. She was so unlike the usual type, and looked older than the other occupants of the room. She returned their gaze, half smiling, then she laughed.

      “I’ll go at once and see what can be done,” she cried, running out of the room.

      “Jolly decent of the kid, but I’m afraid it won’t be any use,” muttered a slim dark girl whom Barbara supposed to be Helena Privet, as she had begun unpacking in cubicle number two.

      They were not kept waiting long, for in a few minutes Merline came back into the room, an apologetic frown on her face.

      “Sorry, it’s no use. Matron says she won’t allow Heather and Rosemary to sleep in the same room. By what she said, I gather you’re too big a handful for her, so you’ve got to be separated. It’s rotten luck.”

      “Thanks for trying, Merline, it was decent of you,” said Heather. “This dorm can think itself lucky that they’ve got you in my place, instead of some whiney new baby.”

      “Merline’s all right,” burst out Rosemary, “but she isn’t in your place. We had to have one new girl in number seven. It’s that Barbara Felrow who’s turning you out.”

      “Well, she can’t help it,” replied Heather sensibly. “And anyway, I must go and unpack. Bye-bye, all of you, and don’t grieve too much for me.”

      “It’s hateful, Rosemary, especially for you,” said Helena sympathetically, “but we’ll still have lots of sport.”

      Brenda and Pauline were chatting to Merline, and they now moved across to where Helena, Rosemary, and Wendy were standing. Poor Barbara felt rather out of things, left alone in her cubicle, and the old unwanted feeling crept over her. Was this the only welcome she was to have? Where were the friends she had dreamed of? The others were all whispering together. Suddenly she heard Rosemary say:

      “She can’t be. Her mother wouldn’t have sent her here, surely. Are you quite sure, Pauline, that you’re not making a mistake?”

      “’Course I’m not. You saw the name yourself when you read out the dormitory list. But if you don’t believe me, ask her and see.”

      “You’re Barbara Felrow, aren’t you?” called Rosemary. “Come over here; we want to speak to you.”

      Barbara advanced shyly towards the group of girls, and stood there rather awkwardly, waiting for the string of questions she supposed she would have to answer.

      “Pauline says that you are the Barbara Felrow whose mother was teaching here as Miss Ransome. Is that true?”

      “Yes,” answered Barbara shyly. “That’s why I’ve been sent here.”

      “Your mother might have had more sense,” replied Rosemary bitterly. “But I suppose she thinks that because some of the girls were mad about her when she was here, the rest, who hated her, don’t matter, and their younger sisters and cousins and nieces will welcome you with outstretched arms. I can tell you they won’t. You’ll not be a pet, Barbara Felrow, and I don’t envy you being in the same House as our Matron, Miss Miller, Linda Northcote, Ursula Denham, and me.”

      Barbara recoiled and grew white, then pulling herself together she said proudly:

      “If that’s all you have to say to me, I’ll go back to my own cubicle.”

      The girls watched her in silence, then Helena slipped her arm through Rosemary’s and said softly:

      “That was a bit stiff, Ros. After all, it’s not the kid’s fault that her mother was a rotter.”

      “It wasn’t your cousin whose career was ruined,” cried Rosemary angrily. “But for goodness’ sake let’s forget that new girl and go and talk to Merline. She seems a sport. Merline, what Form are you in? You are more than thirteen, aren’t you? I suppose you’re a Fourth Former.”

      “I’m fourteen,” laughed the older girl. “But I’m such a dunce that I’m to be in the Third Form for a term or two, till I’ve learnt enough to move into the Fourth.”

      “Nice for us,” said Pauline politely. “Isn’t it, Ros?”

      “Rather! Tell us all about yourself, Merline.”

      “There’s not much to tell. My father has always spent most of his time travelling about, and until now I’ve always gone with him. My mother died when I was born, and Daddy didn’t want to be parted from me till an interfering old aunt made him believe he was standing in my way. This is the result. I am at school, and he is somewhere in Europe. Now it’s my turn to ask questions. What did Heather mean when she said she’d always been an orange and didn’t want to become a lemon?”

      “That is an old joke,” laughed Rosemary. “This is the Marigold dormitory, because everything in it is orange and cream, and the room Heather has moved into is the Primrose dormitory. But we are both Third Form rooms and are fond of ragging each other, and we call ourselves the Oranges and the Lemons. Enid, that fair-haired kid who came to tell Heather where she was to sleep, is an original little ass, and we are always having friendly fights. Even the prefects call us the Oranges and Lemons now. It’s so much easier than the Marigolds and Primroses.”

      Merline laughed a jolly, infectious laugh, and slipping her arm through Rosemary’s and Pauline’s, asked to be shown the school.

      The six girls left the room, laughing and chatting together, and poor Barbara flung herself down on her bed, and lay there dry eyed and unhappy. Was this the school life to which she had looked forward so eagerly? What had Rosemary meant? Why was she to be unpopular because she was her mother’s daughter? The loud clanging of a bell suddenly roused her, and she hastily tidied her hair and straightened her bed. Then she went slowly out of the pretty orange and cream room.

      She hesitated for a moment in the passage, wondering which way to go, when a tall girl of about eighteen came hurrying along and saw her.

      “Hullo, kiddie. What’s your name, and who is looking after you?”

      “Please, I’m Barbara, and I’m in the Marigold dormitory. I was alone there when I heard the bell, and I did not know what to do.”

      “Well, come along with me now, and I’ll show you the way to the dining-room. I’m Linda Northcote, your Head Girl.”

      Barbara followed thankfully, and was soon entering a large room that seemed to be filled with girls. Girls of all descriptions, and they all turned to look at Barbara as she entered in Linda’s wake.

      “Here is one of the Third Form’s tables. Barbara. You had better sit there, next to Greta Morris.” The Head Girl turned to Rosemary. “Are you still Head of the Marigold dormitory, Rosemary?”
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