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      “WHEE-E—E—E-OOO—OOOO! Whee-e—e—e—eee—-oo—oooo!”

      Daryl Mortimer sat up in bed with a jerk, rubbed the sleep from her eyes, then sprang to the floor and sped across the bedroom. As in fine weather she always slept with her window open top and bottom, it was barely a second before she was leaning out dangerously far, her flaming curls gleaming red in the early morning sun.

      “What is it, David?” she called in a penetrating whisper.

      “Come down and I’ll tell you,” was the only answer she received.

      Knowing from experience that nothing would make David Kershaw tell her more till she was with him in the garden, Daryl hastily drew in her head. Seizing a dressing-gown and forcing her feet into slippers, she ran softly along the passage to the bathroom. She did not want to wake her father, for Colonel Mortimer had a temper that matched the family hair, and even Daryl, who did not know the meaning of fear, sometimes crumpled up before her father’s wrath.

      This morning she performed her toilet in record time, and eagerly joined David in the grounds of Grinley Garth.

      Being an only child, Daryl would have been lonely, had it not been for the Rector’s fourteen-year-old son. Ever since they were toddlers Daryl and David had meant more to each other than many a brother and sister, and until David went away to school—and even now in the holidays—they were always together. Colonel Mortimer used often to declare that Daryl was more boy than girl, and that he was grateful to have a little peace while she was at the Rectory. No governess could be persuaded to stay at Grinley Garth for long, and after a series of changes that upset Mrs. Mortimer and infuriated the hot-tempered Colonel, Daryl was sent daily to the Rectory to study with the Rector. Fortunately the Rev. Kershaw understood his complex pupil, and to everyone’s relief the two became even firmer friends than they already were.

      True, every time Daryl was particularly naughty her father threatened to send her away to school, but somehow the threat never materialized, and Daryl continued to go quite happily to the Rectory for her school lessons.

      “What’s the big idea, David?” she demanded on reaching her chum. “Surely we hadn’t planned anything for this morning, had we?”

      “No, but it was so wonderful that I thought we just couldn’t waste it in sleeping. There’s not much of the holidays left, so I guessed you’d be ready for a before-breakfast spin. Are you?”

      “Rather! I adore cycling in the cool of the morning. It always helps to increase that breakfast appetite. Where shall we go?”

      “I don’t mind. You choose.”

      “Then let’s go to Hinchley Woods and get some primroses. Mummy’s going to see old Mrs. Williams in the hospital this afternoon, and I’m sure the poor old soul would rather have primroses than hot-house flowers. She loves everything wild, and hates being bottled up in ‘that prison’ as she calls it, and bathed and looked after.”

      “Poor old soul!” There was a sympathetic note in David’s voice. “If you want to pick flowers you’d better get a move on. Unpunctuality is one of the seven deadly sins at Grinley Garth, isn’t it?”

      “Yes, but breakfast isn’t till eight, and it’s barely seven now. Did you get out my machine while you were waiting?”

      “I not only got it out, but I pumped up the tyres, and tightened up a loose nut so that you shouldn’t lose your carrier.”

      “Thanks a million. You’re really becoming quite a Sir Galahad since you went to Blackfriars,” Daryl teased with a mischievous twinkle.

      “I’ll take that as a compliment, Pimpernel,” David retorted with a grin. “Pity we can’t find a Greyladies or Whitenuns reformatory for you.”

      “’Twouldn’t be any use,” sighed Daryl. “I’m beyond all hope of any reform in Daddy’s opinion. Can’t see why he always grumbles so much, considering I’ve merely inherited my red wig and my temperament from him!”

      “Probably because you remind him too much of what he oughtn’t to be and is,” remarked David sagely. “But for heaven’s sake stop such sermonizing and let’s get going.”

      Daryl’s only answer was to spring into the saddle and pedal away down the drive, leaving David to follow. She was an attractive figure in her navy shorts, white shirt, and navy blazer, her flaming red curls dancing merrily in the wind.

      Daryl was not really pretty, but there was an elfin charm about her pale clear-cut features and the upward tilt of her slightly freckled nose, while her deep blue eyes were rarely serious.

      “Thought you’d race me down the hill, did you?” shouted David as he sped past her, pedalling furiously.

      “I never think,” Daryl yelled after him. “I act.”

      It was not till they were trudging up the next hill that there was time to talk, and even then most of their superfluous energy was expended in pushing their bicycles. But suddenly Daryl stood quite still, a questioning look in her eyes that David could not ignore.

      “What’s wrong?” he asked.

      “I had a sudden feeling that I’d left the tap in the bathroom running,” Daryl answered with a frown. “There’ll be the devil to pay if the basin overflows again. You know how Daddy tore his hair when it happened last Christmas.”

      “Poor old Colonel Curry!” chuckled David. Then his face sobered. “Sorry, Pimpernel. Ought we to go back and investigate?”

      “No,” said Daryl decidedly. “It’s not as though I’m sure. We must risk something in this life. I’m not returning home until we’ve some primroses for poor old Martha Williams.”

      “I’m your man,” agreed David. “Lead on, Cleopatra! But I feel I ought to warn you.”

      “Warn me! Why?” interrupted Daryl, pausing in the act of springing into the saddle.

      “I think it’s quite possible that the next time the Colonel loses his temper with you, you’ll really be sent to boarding school.”

      “What makes you think that?”

      “He came over to see the Pater last night, and I heard them talking. He really seems fed up with your madcap ways, and declares my male parent spoils you. He said he’d pack you off to a school he knows, the very next time you caused trouble.”

      “Did he say where?” cut in Daryl eagerly.

      “Oh, St. Something or other, I forget where. They noticed me at that point, and I was turfed out.”

      “You always do miss the whole crux of the matter,” growled Daryl. Then she laughed. “I think in some ways I’d rather like to go to school. Grinley Garth is dull when you’re away, and I’d like to make some friends. But I’m afraid Father’s bark is worse than his bite. He has threatened so often to send me away, but even colossal rows seem to blow over.”

      “Better not let him suspect you want to go,” advised David. “Dear Colonel Curry thinks even the threat will change you into a reformed character. But let’s get on to your primrose copse, or Grinley Garth may be flooded before we return.”

      Daryl’s only answer was a quick nod, and a few seconds later they were speeding down the other side of the hill they had just climbed.

      It was barely eight o’clock when they said good-bye to each other at the gates of Grinley Garth, and Daryl, her bicycle basket filled with primroses, went quickly up the path to the house.

      It was one of those gloriously sunny mornings, and Daryl joined the birds in their song as she hurried along. Seeing one of the under-gardeners crossing the lawn, she called to him, and after removing her flowers, asked him to put away her machine. But one look at Tonkins the butler’s face, as she entered the morning-room through the french windows, froze the song on her lips.

      “What’s wrong, Tonkins?” she questioned.

      The man answered her question gravely, but there was a sympathetic twinkle in his grey eyes.

      “It’s the Master, Miss Daryl. He’s very much upset, miss. You see, the bathroom tap was left running and the water came all down the stairs and through the ceiling into the kitchen, miss. Connie discovered it, miss, and the silly girl shrieked loud enough to wake the house. I went to see what was wrong, and it really was a sight, miss. Small baths and bowls were swimming about the floor, bottles looked decidedly drunk—forgive my mentioning such a state, miss—and reeled round the cork mat, which was bobbing up and down. The water was already running along the passage, and so I sent Connie and Mattie to mop it up. I told them to go on till it was dry, and to do it quickly. I was just descending to see if everything was all right downstairs, when the Master arrived on the scene, miss.”

      Tonkins paused, and in spite of herself Daryl chuckled.

      “Was he terribly angry, Tonkins?” she asked.

      “He was, miss. I’m afraid you’ll not enjoy your breakfast, Miss Daryl, if he knows you’ve been out early.”

      “You mean he’ll guess I’m the culprit,” put in Daryl. “Well, I am, and now I suppose I must face the music. But I must have some breakfast first, Tonkin. Even a first-class row won’t satisfy my appetite this morning.”

      The old butler smiled. He was a valued and privileged servant and had known Daryl all her life. Secretly he admired the way she stood up to his master, though he—Tonkins—would have willingly gone through fire and water for the Colonel or any of the Mortimers for that matter.

      “I’ll fetch you some bacon and kidneys quickly, miss,” he promised. “The Master won’t be down just yet. He was hindered by the—er—er—flood, miss, and that hasn’t improved matters, I am afraid.”

      “Thanks, Tonkin. While you’re getting the grub, I’ll put my primroses in water. They are for old Martha Williams, and I want them to be fresh.”

      In record time the butler returned with a covered dish containing bacon, kidneys, and grilled tomatoes. Daryl thanked him gratefully, and promptly broke the unwritten code of Grinley Garth by beginning her breakfast before the arrival of the head of the house.

      “Tell me more about the flood while I eat, Tonkins?” begged Daryl.

      “Well, miss, when I got downstairs I found the water just pouring through the ceiling. Cook had collapsed in a chair, but she stirred to action when I told her that the cushions on it were waterlogged. The bread was floating round in the bin, and the chairs were dancing. I’m afraid it’s done a lot of damage, miss, though we’ve done our best to hide the worst of it. What time did you go out, miss, may I ask?”

      “About a quarter to seven, so the flood had a good start before it was discovered. Quick, there’s Father. Take away the remains of my feast, Tonkins. You’ll have to escape through the french windows. Oh, do hurry!”

      Obediently the old butler hurried, but Colonel Mortimer was not easily deceived. He stood in the doorway sniffing the air like an old war horse. Then he saw Daryl, and he strode forward, his fierce eyes gleaming under their shaggy brows.

      “Was it you who left the tap running?” he thundered.

      “I—I’m afraid it was, Father.” Even Daryl sounded abashed.

      “When and why?”

      “When I went out to gather primroses for old Martha Williams who is in hospital. I am very sorry.”

      “Sorry! What’s the use of being sorry? Sorrow never paid a bill. Your pocket-money will be stopped till this damage has all been paid for. Such unwarranted carelessness brooks no excuse. I’ve had enough of you and your undisciplined ways. Off you go to school this very next term.”

      “Where to, Daddy?”

      “St. Ursula’s. Perhaps the Musgraves will manage you better than we have done.”

      “Had you already decided to send me there before this morning?” asked Daryl curiously.

      “What if I had?”

      “Nothing, only—only does that mean school is to be my punishment for flooding Grinley Garth, or not?”

      The Colonel cleared his throat, frowned, then cleared his throat again as though not sure what answer to give. Suddenly his expression changed.

      “Who’s been eating bacon in here?” he roared.

      “I—I have,” faltered Daryl. “I was afraid you’d be angry about the tap and the flood and take away my breakfast, and so I thought I’d have some quickly before you came. You see, I was terribly hungry, and it was after eight o’clock.”

      “Go to my study and stay there till I come to you,” ordered the Colonel, his face as red as his hair. “You must be punished in a way you will remember. Go.”

      “Don’t be too angry, Claude,” begged Mrs. Mortimer, who had entered the room unnoticed. “I’m sure Daryl didn’t mean to do so much harm.”

      “She’s done it, whether she meant to or not,” snapped the Colonel; “and she’s going to St. Ursula’s just as soon as they’ll take her. Musgrave may knock a bit of sense into her head—she needs it. Go to my study, Daryl, and you, Tonkins, bring in the breakfast.”

      Just a little bit frightened, Daryl turned away and walked slowly towards her father’s special sanctum. How was he going to punish her? Never before had he ordered her to wait there for him. And who were the Musgraves and where was St. Ursula’s? Was it a kind of reformatory? If Musgrave were to knock a bit of sense into her head, perhaps he would beat her and ill-treat her like Miss Minchin did the poor little girl in the film “The Little Princess.”

      Suddenly Daryl laughed aloud and squared her shoulders.

      “Take yourself in hand,” she ordered crisply. “You’re growing melodramatic and foolish. People don’t ill-treat girls in these days, and no girls’ school still practises corporal punishment. St. Ursula’s is probably a ripping place, and you’ve always longed to go to boarding school, Daryl Mortimer. If your revered parent did but know it, he’s rewarding you for your criminal carelessness.”

      With a peculiar little self-satisfied smile, Daryl opened the study door and went into the room. She crossed to the desk by the window and was about to sit down, when something that evidently interested her greatly caught her eye. It was a thin green booklet, with a gold crest and the two words ST. URSULA’S printed on the cover. With a little whoop of excitement she seized the prospectus and hastily began to scan it.

      Thrilled by the contents of the pages before her, she did not notice the passing of time, till the opening of the study door brought her back to the disquieting present with a rush.

      “Feeling thoroughly ashamed of yourself?” was the Colonel’s greeting, as he strode into the room.

      “I—I’d quite forgotten about the flood,” admitted Daryl honestly. “I was so excited about St. Ursula’s. It’s a lovely place, if all this prospectus tells about it is true.”

      “Glad you approve, since you are to go there next week,” came the dry answer. “Musgrave’s a fine fellow, though I don’t suppose he has much to do with the school. That’s his wife’s business. When he was blinded she did the only thing she was really trained to do—teach. St. Ursula’s has won quite a name for itself since then.”

      “Do you know the Musgraves very well, Father?” Daryl asked. “I don’t remember hearing you speak of them before.”

      “Musgrave was one of my best officers, and I was his best man when he married Judith Cranmore. Plucky pair they’ve been, and I hear that Mrs. Musgrave is a keen disciplinarian. That’s why you’re going there, Daryl. You’ve had your own way for too long, and it’s high time you were taught obedience. The summer term begins next week, and your mother is waiting to take you to be measured for your uniform. I have just had a talk with Mrs. Musgrave over the ’phone. You’d better go along to your mother at once, as she seems to think it will take every minute of the remaining week to get you ready.”

      Thankful to escape so lightly, Daryl turned to leave the room, but at the door she hesitated.

      “I’m terribly sorry I was so careless this morning, Father,” she said seriously. “It’s good of you to send me to such a jolly school as St. Ursula’s, and I’ll try to be a credit to you there. I’m sure I shall like the Musgraves after what you’ve told me about them. Have they any children?”

      “Two, I believe, a boy and a girl. I don’t know how old they are or anything about them. That may seem strange to you, but I had rather lost touch with them till recently. There’s your mother calling, child, so don’t waste all our time by asking questions. If you wait till you get to school you’ll probably learn the answers for yourself.”

      “All right, Daddy, I’ll be good,” Daryl promised with a twinkle. “But I must just give you a kiss for being such a darling, before I hand myself over to tailors and shop assistants.”

      An instant later she was dashing along the passage to where Mrs. Mortimer was waiting for her.
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      “GOOD heavens!” exclaimed Colonel Mortimer, looking at the pile of luggage in the hall. “All that gear for one insignificant unit going to school? Pity girls don’t have kitbags.”

      “The big trunk’s gone in advance, Father,” chuckled Daryl. “These are only odds and ends left for us to take with us in the car.”

      The Colonel snorted, and strode into the dining-room, followed by Daryl, who looked trim and attractive in her dark green and silver uniform.

      “You will have to hurry if you are to catch the through train at Silchester,” declared Mrs. Mortimer, as Daryl expressed her desire to go to the stables after breakfast to say good-bye to all the animals.

      “You’re to be ready and standing on the mat by half-past ten,” barked the Colonel, without looking up from his Times.

      “Which mat?” began Daryl naughtily, but Mrs. Mortimer hastily intervened.

      “Don’t be silly, Daryl,” she admonished, more sternly than usual because she was trying so hard to hide how terribly she was feeling Daryl’s approaching departure. “Is the car running better, Claude?” she went on, turning to her husband. “There was something definitely wrong with it when I came back from the Beverleys’ place yesterday.”

      “I told Straker to look her over, and he’s reported this morning that everything seems all right now. Bit of trouble with the plugs, I think. Nothing to worry about. It’s only fifteen miles to Silchester, and the express doesn’t leave till after half-past eleven, so I’m not running any risk of our missing it.”

      It took Daryl longer than she had anticipated to make her farewells, and it was only by the skin of her teeth that she reached the hall, hatted and gloved, by the appointed hour.

      “Am I first, Tonkins?” she asked in surprise, for she had never known her father to be an instant late for an appointment.

      “Yes, Miss Daryl, you are,” replied the butler, as he picked up some of the luggage to carry it out to the waiting car. “The Master’s been detained, miss. A gentleman from London’s come down to see him on important business.”

      “Where is my mother?”

      “Lying on the couch in the morning-room, miss.”

      “Lying on the couch?” repeated Daryl incredulously. “Is something wrong?”

      “The mistress had a fall, miss, and twisted her foot. It’s nothing serious, but I’ve ’phoned for the doctor. He had gone out on his rounds, and so—” but Daryl was gone.

      “Whatever have you done to yourself, darling?” she demanded, bursting into the morning-room. “Has anyone rendered first aid?”

      “Of course, Daryl, and Tonkin has ’phoned for the doctor,” Mrs. Mortimer told her. “I’m quite comfy, and my ankle isn’t hurting so badly now. Don’t fuss, Daryl dear. Isn’t it time you were leaving for the station? I shouldn’t like you to be late and keep your father waiting.”

      “He’s not ready for me, darling,” laughed Daryl. “He’s closeted in the library with a gentleman from London. It’s awfully important, Tonkins says. Ought I to pop along and jiggle his memory?”

      “I hardly know.” Mrs. Mortimer frowned. “If he’s engaged he will probably suggest my taking you, and I can’t.”

      “Then I’ll go by myself, precious. Straker’s quite reliable, and he won’t try to kidnap me,” joked Daryl. “I think I’ll just run along and say good-bye to Father. He’ll probably get rid of me as quickly as possible. I’ll not worry him, and if he suggests me going to the station with you, I shan’t say anything about your foot. He’ll only fume and fret, and what good will it do?”

      “He’ll be terribly annoyed when he finds out,” murmured Mrs. Mortimer rather wearily, for her foot was aching badly.

      “It won’t matter if he is,” declared Daryl with an impish grin, “because I shall be miles away at St. Ursula’s, and you will be an interesting invalid, embarrassing and disconcerting to my—er—ebullient male parent.”

      In spite of herself Mrs. Mortimer laughed, and before she could recover sufficiently to speak, Daryl had sped out of the room and along to the library. At her perfunctory knock and hasty entry, Colonel Mortimer looked up with a frown.

      “What is it, Daryl?” he asked testily. “I am very busy with important business, and do not wish to be disturbed. Is something wrong?”

      “The car is waiting, Father, and it is nearly a quarter to eleven,” said Daryl meekly. “I thought, we might miss the train if I did not remind you.”

      “I am afraid you will have to go without me,” said the Colonel gruffly. “You had better tell your mother that I am unable to go with you. She will see to you. Here is some extra pocket-money for you, and I hope you will like St. Ursula’s and be a credit to us when you get there.”

      “Thank you, Father,” said Daryl, gravely kissing her father as she took the pound note. “I’ll try to be good. I know I shall adore school. Good-bye, and I hope your business isn’t dreadfully worrying.”

      “Good-bye, child, and for goodness’ sake hurry, or you will miss the train at Silchester.”

      Obediently Daryl hurried. Back along the corridor to the morning-room she ran.

      “It’s all right, darling,” she told her mother. “Daddy can’t come, and I’m to get off at once. Straker’s waiting, so good-bye. I’ll try to send you a card to-night, and I’ll write every week and tell you all about everything. I hope the ankle will soon be all right again. Good-bye, sweet Mother mine. You’ll have a happier and more peaceful time without me to rouse Colonel Curry to fury. Take care of yourself and the peppery pet. How I love you both, and Grinley Garth, and everything here! I never knew how much, till to-day.”

      A swift kiss, and Daryl was gone. Mrs. Mortimer heard her speaking to Tonkins in the hall, and a few minutes later the car was purring down the drive.

      Daryl sat poring over the St. Ursula prospectus, although she almost knew it by heart. Still the pictures of the lovely old half-timbered house fascinated her, and she was never tired of weaving romances round the old oak and the mullioned windows overlooking an Elizabethan garden that stretched away to modern playing fields. Beyond them a lovely lake formed a natural swimming-pool.

      Daryl became aware of a sudden silence, and she looked up to find the car had stopped.

      “What’s up, Straker?” she asked. “Won’t she take the hill?”

      “She can, easy enough, Miss Daryl, but she just won’t. Obstinate as a mule she is when the fit takes her,” snorted the chauffeur. “I expect it’s them plugs again. Wants real overhauling, she do.”

      “Will it take long to put right, Straker?” asked Daryl, glancing anxiously at her watch. “We oughtn’t to stop here more than about ten minutes.”

      “I’ll do me best, Miss Daryl, but I don’t rightly know what’s wrong,” declared Straker in worried tones. “I thought everything was in order. I spent all yesterday evening running over the engine, and it went as sweet as a bird when I’d finished.”

      “Must have been a cuckoo,” chuckled Daryl, but she was obviously rather anxious. “I think I’ll get out and walk, Straker. It’s only a mile to Heathlands Farm. I can get a lift from there to Silchester. It would be silly to risk missing my train by sitting here waiting. I’ll just take my small case and walk on. If you can spot the trouble and put it right quickly, you will overtake me and there’ll be no harm done. If not, I’ll get Farmer Blundell to take me to Silchester, and you can get off the luggage later.”

      “Very good, Miss Daryl. I’ll do my best to pick you up quickly, but I’ve a feeling it’s going to be a long job. Are you sure you’ll be all right, miss?”

      “Of course. No one’s likely to try and kidnap me on the main road in broad daylight,” cried Daryl with scorn. “Enquire at the farm when you get there, Straker, to make sure I’ve gone on to Silchester all right. If you should miss the express, have the rest of my things sent on as soon as possible.”

      “Very good, miss. Is this the case you want to take with you, Miss Daryl?” asked the chauffeur, lifting out a small green morocco one from the pile of luggage.

      “Yes, thanks, Straker. I’ll be off, and don’t get het up if things take a long time to put right. My big trunk is already at St. Ursula’s, and I shall get there with what I absolutely need. The rest doesn’t matter. Mind you’re at the station to meet me in July, if I don’t see you again before. Good-bye, and good luck.”

      With a wave of the hand Daryl strode off down the road, and after gazing at her for a moment, Straker—with a shrug of the shoulders—returned to his engine. It was a lovely morning, and Daryl whistled gaily as she walked along. She and David were great favourites at Heathlands, and she knew the Blundells would welcome her and see she got to Silchester in time for her train. As she topped the last rise before the farm, Daryl turned to see if Straker were coming, but there was no sign of the car. With a satisfied grin she left the high road and began to cross the field to the farmhouse.

      “I was wise not to wait,” she murmured. “Might be sitting there till after the last train of the day to Hope-in-the-Vale had gone, and if I once returned to Grinley Garth, Father might change his mind again and not send me to St. Ursula’s at all.”

      Although Daryl kept looking for him, she saw no sign of Farmer Blundell as she crossed the fields. Taking no notice of the board warning people to beware of the bull, Daryl opened a small gate and entered a field, carefully fastening the gate behind her. It was a short cut to the house, and Daryl knew that the big black creature that looked so savage would not hurt her. She and the Emperor were great friends. Only the previous year she and David had ridden the bull and tried out on its broad shiny back various feats and tricks which they had seen at a circus. As she spoke to him, the great creature trotted up, roaring a welcome that would have scared most people to flight. For a moment Daryl stopped to caress the black mountain, then with a glance at her watch she hurried on.

      Mrs. Blundell answered her knock, and seemed delighted to see who her visitor was.

      “Miss Daryl, this is a surprise!” she exclaimed. “Come right in. Father will be sorry to have missed you.”

      “Isn’t Farmer Blundell here to-day?” questioned Daryl anxiously.

      “No. He and Pipps have gone to the horse sale over at Crowfield. Betsy’s gone lame again, and Father thinks we need a younger mare for the harder work.”

      “But you’ve got Firefly,” said Daryl.

      “Yes, but only Father can manage him, and he can’t always do the driving himself. Pipps used to take the stuff into market with Betsy. Now it means Father has always to go himself, seeing Pipps can’t drive the car. But I’m forgetting me manners. What will you take, Miss Daryl? A⁠—-”

      “Nothing, thanks, Mrs. Blundell,” cut in Daryl. “You see, I’ve got to get to Silchester in time for the eleven-thirty express. I’m on my way to school. But the car broke down. I left Straker tinkering with the engine and came on here. I thought Farmer Blundell I would take me into Silchester.”

      “And ’e’d have been pleased to, dearie, if ’e’d been ’ere,” burst out Mrs. Blundell. “But ’e isn’t, and what you’re to do I don’t know,” she ended.

      “Has Farmer Blundell gone to Crowfield in the car?” asked Daryl suddenly. “If so, could I borrow Firefly? I can manage any horse, and I’d rather arrive at the station on horseback than miss the train.”

      “Father used Firefly to pull the cart. You see, he took in some pigs for a friend, and the car’s out of order, too. It’s a chapter of accidents, that’s what it is. I’d ’phone into Silchester for a car for you, but the ’phone’s gone dead. I tried to get on to two different places this morning, and nothing happened.”

      Daryl stood there without speaking. For a moment she frowned and bit her lip; then suddenly her face cleared and she laughed.

      “I’ve a brilliant idea, Mrs. Blundell dear,” she cried. “May I borrow the Emperor?”

      “Borrow the Emperor!” exclaimed the astonished farmer’s wife. “Whatever for?”

      “To take me to Silchester. You know he’ll do any thing for David or me, and he’s as strong as Sampson and Thor rolled into one. He’d carry me to Silchester record time—there aren’t any more big hills—for, as you know, we taught him to gallop when we broke him in for our circus.”

      “It’s far too crazy and risky a thing for you to do, Miss Daryl,” declared Mrs. Blundell firmly. “The Emperor might be safe enough in a big quiet field, but imagine what might happen if he met a lorry or a steamroller.”

      “Alone he’d be scared—probably charge it,” owned Daryl, “but not if I’m on his back. He knows I’d not let him down, and he’d just wait quietly till the thing that made so much noise had passed. He’s quite safe, or he wouldn’t be out in that field. Come on, dear Mrs. Blundell. Be a sport,” begged Daryl. “I’m late now, and if I miss that train I’ll have to return to Grinley Garth. Then perhaps my father will change his mind again and not let me go to school at all.”

      “And you want to go?” asked Mrs. Blundell curiously. “I thought young ladies never wanted to go to school. But then you always was a law unto yourself, Miss Daryl.”

      “Then I can have the Emperor?” cried Daryl happily. “Oh, Mrs. Blundell, you’re an angel! Can’t you feel your wings sprouting? I’ll be getting on my way, for I’ve none too much time. A bull isn’t a horse, and he won’t travel at breakneck speed all the way. I’ll leave him in the station yard with Monks and see he’s fed. Good-bye, and thanks again.”

      Before the bewildered farmer’s wife could speak, Daryl had sped away to the field that housed the handsome bull. When she called he came to meet her, just as he had done when she and David had trained him and tried to turn him into a performing circus animal. In a moment Daryl was on his back and trotting away through the open gate to the road. Seeing Mrs. Blundell bearing down upon them, and fearing lest she might have changed her mind, Daryl waved gaily and hurried on before she could be stopped.

      The Emperor seemed to understand what was required of him, and he padded along the road taking no notice of the other traffic. But after a while his pace slackened, and Daryl consulted her watch more frequently and more anxiously.

      “Do get a move on, old boy,” she begged. “If you don’t, I’ll miss the train, and that would be too bad after all our heroic efforts.”

      When they reached Silchester, Daryl realized that she must act quickly if she were to be at the station by eleven-thirty. If she rode through the streets she would never be in time, and so the only thing to be done was to take the path across the fields to the railway line. Once there, she could follow the wide pathway that ran right down on to the station platform.

      As she rounded the bend and the station came into view, Daryl saw that her train was in.

      “Two minutes, Emperor,” she cried. “Oh, do your best now!”

      As though he understood, the great beast increased his speed. Down towards the platform he galloped, Daryl—who had lost her hat in the wind—clinging to his back. Shrieks of dismay greeted their approach, as terrified travellers sought safety. Heads appeared at the windows of the carriages, and Daryl saw that many of them belonged to St. Ursula girls.

      “Steady, old boy,” she soothed, as they gained the platform. “Stand, Emperor!”

      Obeying the voice he loved, the bull slowed his pace to a walk, and finally stood still. In royal isolation Daryl dismounted and stood stroking her mount’s nose.

      “Thanks, Emperor, I won’t forget,” she whispered. “You’ve been splendid. Hi, Monks, come and take the Emperor and look after him till Farmer Blundell comes for him. Here’s five bob. See he gets the best feed ever.”

      Grinning, the red-faced porter came forward and began to talk to the bull, which went with him docilely.

      “If you’re wanting this train, miss, you’d better get in,” said a gruff voice sternly. “I can’t have my train held up any longer, and your arrival has caused consternation enough.”

      “Sorry, Guard. I know it was unusual, but my car broke down, and I couldn’t get another one or a horse, and so I took the Emperor. I’ll get in here and not keep you waiting a second longer,” and Daryl opened the first door she came to, and jumped into the carriage.

      A moment later the train stirred to life and set off, jerkily, on its way. Unable to prevent herself, Daryl fell forward on to a tall dark girl sitting in a corner seat.

      “Sorry,” Daryl apologized. “It started before I expected it to. I never thought I’d catch this train, but I did, thanks to the Emperor.”

      “An unusual mount,” murmured the tall dark girl a trifle crossly, “and hardly one suitable for a pupil of St. Ursula’s. I can’t think Mrs. Musgrave would approve.”

      “It shows I’m keen, anyway,” grinned Daryl. “I could have stayed in the broken-down car and missed the train, but I didn’t want to do that. I’m more than keen to get to St. Ursula’s.”

      “Indeed,” drawled the girl in the other corner, but there was a hint of laughter in her eyes. “Lindsay, is that Ilona Jefferson in the corridor? If so, just ask her to take this new girl away and look after her.”

      Daryl flushed.

      “Golly,” she cried, “have I forced an entry into Olympus? I’m most dreadfully sorry. I didn’t realize this was a prefects’ compartment. I’ll skip. I certainly seem to be doing everything wrong to-day, but then, I’ve never been to school before. Are you the Head Girl and awfully posh?”

      “I am your Head Girl, Susan Cavendish,” agreed the owner of the twinkling eyes gravely. “These are two of my prefects, Lindsay Crisholm and Mavis Bentley. Ah, Ilona, here is a new girl. Please look after her and see she arrives at St. Ursula’s in one piece.”

      “Yes, Susan. There’s plenty of room in our compartment for—for⁠—”

      “Daryl Mortimer,” prompted the owner of that name, “and I’m fourteen. My father’s a retired colonel, who does little, my mother’s his wife, who does less, and I’m an only child. I may as well tell you I’ve been sent to school because I’m⁠—”

      Blushing like a peony, Ilona hurried her charge out of the compartment, and carefully closed the door behind her.

      “Of all the cheeky kids I’ve known, you take the cake, Daryl Mortimer,” she spluttered. “First you charge the platform on a mad bull, then you gatecrash into the prees’ special compartment, and then you hold forth as though you were at least their equal. I think you must be mad.”

      “Neither I nor the Emperor are insane,” said Daryl with a toss of her red curls, “and I did apologize to the Three Graces for gatecrashing. Your Head Girl’s a peach. I’m going to like St. Ursula’s.”

      “More than St. Ursula’s is going to like you, perhaps,” snapped Ilona. “Cheek in a fresher is bad form at Ursie’s, as you’ll soon find out.”

      “Oh, don’t be sniffy, Ilona,” begged Daryl in her most coaxing tones. “I’m sorry if I’ve done the wrong thing, but I didn’t intend to. I’ve had a hectic day, and I’m more to be pitied than blamed.”

      Ilona regarded this extraordinary new girl with suspicion. But the twinkle in the deep blue eyes was infectious, and Ilona felt herself laughing. Before she could speak, another girl joined them.

      “So you got her, Lona. Good for you!”

      “Yes, Olwen, this is Daryl Mortimer, and I’m looking after her at Susan’s request.”

      “Goody. Come in, Daryl, and meet the gang. I’m dying to hear about your bull. Do you always use him as a means of transport?”

      “No, he’s not mine,” Daryl answered, following Olwen into a half-empty compartment, and she explained all that had happened that morning.

      “But why didn’t you go back home?” asked a girl so like Olwen that Daryl stared at her in amazement.

      “It’s all right, Daryl, you’re not seeing double,” giggled Ilona. “She’s Bronwen, Olwen’s sister. They’re twins. You’ll get to know them apart in time. We’re fairly proficient at the game now, though the mistresses are more easily muddled. Olly and Brolly have their uses. This is Kirstie MacFarlane, our Scottie, and this is another fresher—Maureen Fergusson. Kirstie’s her nursemaid—the Twins aren’t responsible enough to take charge of anything.”

      “Aren’t we?” stormed the sisters with pretended wrath. “Then you can jolly well arrange your own carriage feast.”

      “Sit down and behave,” ordered Ilona. “We’ll have our feast directly we’ve passed Hinton. We aren’t likely to be disturbed after that, and we’ll have a whole hour for gobbling.”

      “Do you always have a feast on the way back to school?” asked Daryl with interest.

      “Rather!” answered the Twins together.

      “Grub’s confiscated when we reach Ursie’s,” Kirstie explained, “and as we can’t secrete much, we make a point of eating all we can en route.”

      “It’s a sort of last glorious feed to last us till the next hols,” grinned Ilona. “Most gangs arrange to have one, and I half suspect Susan and Co. of succumbing.”

      “Wish I’d known,” sighed Daryl. “Then I could have left this case in the car and brought the tuck box. But perhaps if my gear arrives late, I’ll be able to salvage something edible for our private consumption.”

      “Not if Matron’s fit and well,” giggled Kirstie. “She has eyes like a hawk, and a nose that can smell plain flour a mile off.”

      “One can’t buy grub on the train, I suppose?” asked Daryl hopefully.

      “One can, but we can’t,” Ilona told her. “The staff have been forbidden to serve us ever since a Junior had fourteen ices and disgraced herself.”

      “Jolly good effort,” put in Maureen, speaking for the first time. “Do we ever get ices at St. Ursula’s?”

      “If we’ve permission to go into town we do,” Olwen told her. “We can spend our pocket-money on sweets or ices, if we like, but it’s not much and doesn’t go far. The tuck shop doesn’t do ices often, either.”

      “What’s St. Ursula’s really like?” asked Daryl. “In the prospectus it looks awfully jolly.”

      “It’s heaps jollier than it looks,” declared Ilona quickly. “It’s the best hole in England, and the Sergeant Major’s a pearl beyond price.”

      “The Sergeant Major?” Maureen sounded mystified.

      “That’s Mrs. Musgrave,” explained Kirstie.

      “Isn’t there a daughter?” cut in Daryl. “Is she at the school?”

      “Rather! We shouldn’t be complete without J. P.,” Bronwen told her.

      “Why do you call her J. P.?” asked Maureen.

      “Because her names are Jocelyn Prudence,” Ilona answered.

      “Is she terribly proper and prefecty?” questioned Daryl.

      Ilona gurgled.

      “J. P.’s a sport,” she declared. “As full of fun as anyone, and she’s my special chum. Are you two in the Fourth?”

      “Don’t know yet,” said Daryl. “I’m not clever, so I ’spect I’ll be where the duds are.”

      “Me, too,” echoed Maureen. “Lack of competition makes one backward. I think govvies are the last word.”

      “Our rector taught me,” volunteered Daryl, “so I’ll probably be able to hold my own in Latin and history, but I’m an utter fool at maths.”

      “Shake,” cried Olwen, springing to her feet and treating Daryl’s hand as though it were a pump-handle.

      “Oh, I’m so glad I’m not lonely,” laughed Daryl, rescuing her hand. “I’m going to like St. Ursula’s.”

      “If you don’t,” warned Ilona, “you can ’phone for your old bull and depart. But there’s little fear of that,” she added quickly. “Aren’t we nearly at Hinton, Twins? I’m hungry.”

      “Five minutes should see the feast under way,” Olwen told her, consulting her watch. “Can’t five minutes seem an eternity?”

      “A lifetime when you’re careering along a main road on a big black bull,” chuckled Daryl.

      “Vive l’Empereur!” cried Ilona, springing to her feet and striking an attitude.

      The rest chortled. Then they followed Ilona’s lead and wholeheartedly cried:

      “Vive l’Empereur!”
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