





THE JAPE OF THE TERM

By HILDA RICHARDS

Authoress of ‘‘Bessie Bunter'’

CHAPTER 1.

| PAINFUL FOR PEG.
MUNCH! Munch! Munch!

It was an unaccustomed sound in the Fourth Form room at St.
Olive’s.

Pamela Duncan looked round quickly, May Carhew suppressed a
chuckle. Other girls turned their heads.

It was quite 2 loud munching sound. When Peg Pipping’s teeth
got going on a large ripe apple, they got going in earnest,

Peg, at that moment, was enjoying life!

Miss Moon, who was taking the Fourth in geometry, had turned her
back to the class, while she chalked on the blackboard.

That seemed to Plump Peg an excellent opportunity for taking a bite
out of the apple hidden in her desk.

It was a large apple. It was a lovely apple. Peg liked large lovely
apples, True, it was strictly forbidden to bring anything of an edible
n?turei-{ into the form-room. But that ripe red apple was worth a spot
of risk.

Peg had had no time to eat it before class, She had found it in
Gwendoline Page’s study only just as the bell rang for third lesson,
which was geometry with Moon. Peg had had only one bite at that
apple before she had to rush down to class. Since then it had been
in her desk—and Peg's capacious mouth had fairly watered for it,

Now her chance had come. The class had a view of Miss Moon's
back, as she wielded the chalk. Having no eyes in the back of her
head, Miss Moon naturally could not see Plump Peg. .

So the plumpest girl at St. Olive’s had grabbed the apple, intending
to take just one more bite,

She did not expect to have time for more than one bite, So she
made it a good one!

Peg Pipping’s mouth was extensive, But that bite from the ripe red
apple filled it to capacity. In fact it rather over-filled it, She munched
with vigour to get through that mouthful. Munch' Munch! Munch!

All the girls in the St. Olive’s Fourth heard that sound of vigorous
munching. They looked at Peg—and they looked at Miss Moon. They
wondered whether the maths mistress would hear, There was a ripple
of suppressed merriment in the class. Nobody wanted to draw Miss
Moon’s attention to Plump Peg at that moment. But the sight of Peg’s
fat face, crimson with exertion, as she munched and chewed, and chewed

and munched, to get rid of that cargo of apple, was almost too much

for them, But they suppressed their merriment as much as they could.
Miss Moon became conscious that something was going on behind
her back. She looked round. :
“ Goodness gracious! What is that? ”’ she exclaimed, She peered
round the form-room through her spectacles. For the moment she did
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CHAPTER ILI.

THE JAPE OF THE TERM.

o OW did Plumpers know that we had jam roll? ’ asked May
Carhew, addressing space,

Pamela laughed.

The chums of the Fourth were in Study Two, after class that day.
May had found a little parcel nn the study table, recently arrived by
post, Unpacking it, a jam roll was revealed—a thoughtful present
from home. It was quite a large jam-roll: and Pamela and May decided
to dispose of it without delay, asking several other girls in the Fourth
to the feast. And it was at that moment that the study door was
pushed open, and the plumpest figure at St. Olive’s rolled into the study.

Peg Pipping, certainly, couldn’t have known that there was jam roll
going, in Study Two. But she had arrived at a fortunate moment—
for herself! Her little round parrot’s eyes shot to the jam roll at
once, '

“T say, I never knew that you had jam-roll! ™ said Peg, 1 came
to speak to you about something else, But I'll have some, if you like.

" T'll let you girls have something out of my hamper from Pipping Park
—when it comes.”

“When! " said May. ' Do you mean if?"”

“No, I don't,” snapped Peg, “I mean when! Hampers get delayed
in gle post these days, you know. It may come any day from Pipping
Park! ”

“If any!” murmured May, and Pamela laughed. The St. Olive’s
juniors had heard a great deal—from Peg—about Pipping Park. It was
—according to Peg—a most magnificent residence, Even Wentworth
Hall, the stately home of Isolda Wentworth, the wealthiest girl at St.
Olive’s, was—according to Peg—a mere trifle in comparison, Peg was
always on the point of receiving a hamper from Pipping Park. But
that hamper never seemed to materialise,

“TIl cut it for you,” said Peg, taking the knife, with a gloating eye
on the jam-roll.

“You needn’t trouble, Plumpers,” interjected May.

“No trouble at all,”’ said Peg, ** Besides, I don’t mind taking trouble
for a girl I really like! There you are! Shall I help myself? All
right. Just a slice! ”

Peg helped herself to a slice. It was a large slice, In fact the slice
“was larger than what remained of the jam-roll on the table, The next
moment there was a sound in Study Two that reminded Fam and May
of the apple incident in the form-room that morning., Peg had, it
seemed, come to Study Two to say something to the chums of the Fourth,
But her plump jaws were too busy for speech now. She munched, and
munched, and munched. |

May made a grimace, and Pamela laughed. Then they started on the
remainder of the jam-roll, It was not much use now asking a party to
the study to share it. Peg was a party in herself,

Peg’s big slice disappeared before Pam and May's smaller ones, Peg
was a quick worker, in that line. She cast an eye at the empty plate,
and wiped up a spot of jam with a fat finger, and transferred it to her
mouth, Then she was ready for speech.

“ T say, that cat’s given me a hundred lines,” she said. ** Moon took
me to her, and made out that I'd been eating in the maths lesson, What
do you think of that? ”

“I think that if you're speaking of Miss Ducat, you ought to have
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your ears boxed,” said May, * Miss Ducat is a duck, not a cat.”

" She’s given me a hundred lines,” hooted Peg, ** and if they’'re not
handed in to-day, I have to stay in tomorrow and write them, and
to-morrow’s a half-holiday.”

 Better write them to-day, then! " suggested Pamela,

" Well, I mayn't have time,” said Peg, * But fancy that cat Moon
taking me to the Duck, and getting me lines, I told her, and I told
the Duck, that I wasn’t eating an apple in class, A fat lot they cared
what I said! Moon's a cat. She’s got a down on me,” said Peg,
shaking her head sorrowfully, “I believe she always thought it was I
that poured a bottle of ink into her box of instruments.”

" So 1t was! ’’ said May,

" Well, I told her it wasn’t, and it’s jolly unlady-like to doubt a
girl's word,” said Peg, " But teachers are all the same—a suspicious lot.
That’s really why I've come to speak to you gitls. I say, you'd like a
lark, wouldn't you? ”

" That depends,”’ said Pamela, ** What sort of a lark? "

Peg chuckled. She stepped to the study door, and closed it carefully,
and then turned back to the two juniors. Evidently there was some-
thing mysterious about Peg's ' lark,” and she did not want other ears
to hear. Pam and May regarded her curiously. Something unusual,
it was clear, was working in Plump Peg’s fat brain.

It will make Moon as mad as a hatter,” said Peg, impressively,

Pamela and May looked dubious. They were not averse from a
“lark,” so far as that went. But they had no special desire to make
Moon as mad as a hatter. Moon was not really a bad sort, Sometimes,
she was tart—but that was all in the day's work, Few girls liked
mathematics: but it really wasn’'t Moon’s fault that she was maths
mistress, And she had redeeming qualities—she was a little absent-

~minded, and frequently forgot problems she had set the girls as penalties.

" She’s a cat,”” said Peg, ' Reporting me to the Duck, you know—
and practically making me out a liar! That's the limit ain’t it? But
it's not only a latk—there’s more in it than that, You girls like
apples? "

“ Apples! " repeated Pamela and May, blankly, They could rot see
any connection between apples, and making Moon. as mad as a hatter!

“Yes, apples! ” said Peg, her eyes glistening, ' The Duck was
phoning to Green’s at Oscombe when Moon took me to her study—
that's what put it into my head really. She was phoning an order for
Matron—she does sometimes, you know, Well, suppose she phoned
an order for apples! ”

Pamela and May looked quite blank.

“ Well, suppose she did? ” said May, " What about it? ”’

"I mean, suppose it wasn't the Duck who phoned at all? ” giggled
Peg, " What? ”

May looked at her, looked at Pam, and touched her forehead
significantly. It seemed to May Carhew that Plump Peg was wandering
in her mind—such as it was,

" Suppose the Duck phoned—and suppose she didn’t! * said Pamela,
“ How do we make head or tail of that, Peg? "

" He, he, he! 1 mean, suppose somebody barged into her study
when she wasn’t there, and phoned the order and they thought it was
the Duck! ” giggled Peg.

“Oh!"” exclaimed Pam and May together, They began to catch on
to the * lark.” |

“ 1 mean, suppose you did, Pam! ” explained Peg Pipping, " You
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“Eh! I can’t hear her! ” said Peg, *I—I1 think she’s calling some-

body else, Pam, Go and ask her if she wants you.”
- And Peg, rolled on: and like the Iser in the poem, she rolled rapidly!
There was a ripple of laughter in the. quadrangle: and Miss Ducat’s
face, in the doorway, grew pink with wrath. |
“ Anemone! Please send that girl here! ”’ she called out,
" Certainly, Miss Ducat.” |
Anemone Rance, a prefect of the Sixth-Form, bore down on Peg, A
‘hand dropped on a plump shoulder, and Peg Pipping had to stop.

" Your form-mistress is calling you, Margery! * said Anemone, sternly,

And she twirled the tat junior round and walked her back to the House,

“Thank you, Anemone,” said Miss Ducat, " Margery! How dare
you walk on when you heard me cail your name? ”

“ I—I never heard you, please,” squeaked Peg, “ and I thought you
were calling somebody else, Miss Ducat, I--I couldn't hear your voice
where 1 was.”

Miss Ducat breathed hard through her nose, That particular member
of her form often tried her patiecnce very hard. Fortunately—for Peg—
Miss Ducat had a great deal of patience,

“ Follow me to the form-room, Margery,” she said, severely,

" Please, Miss Ducat, I did my lines! ” bleated Peg.

* Then why have you not handed them to me? ™’

* I—I was going to, but I—I lost them.”

“You lost them! ” exclaimed Miss Ducat.

“Yes! I—I put them down somewhere, and forgot where I put
them, Miss Ducat. C-c-can I go now? " asked Peg, hopefully,

“You may not go, Margery. You will follow me to the form-room.
And if you tell me any more untruths, I shall double your imposition.”

Peg did not tell any more untruths! She rolled dismally after her
form-mistress to the form-room, Evidently she was for it: Miss Ducat,
as usual, did not take her word: unladylike as Peg considered it to
doubt a girl’s word!

“ Now,” sard Miss Ducat, when they entered the Fourth-form room,
“You will write out your imposition, Margery, and remain here till

it is finished. I am going out now, but I shall return in an hour's |,

time, and shall expect the lines to be done.”

And with that, Miss Ducat departed, leaving Peg to her task.

“Cat! " breathed Peg. Everybody who caused Plump Peg a spot of
bother was, in Peg’s estimation, a “ cat.’’ Indeed, to judge by Peg,
St, Olive’s had an almost wholly feline population. The fat junior sat
down at her desk. She had to write out a hundred times "' I must not eat
apples: in class! ” That, Miss Ducat hoped, might fix it in Peg's
memory that she musn’'t eat apples in class—which would be a useful
lesson to her.

But ** Plumpers ” had no use for useful lessons. Peg was the laziest
as well as the plumpest girl at St. Olive’s, She wrote three lines: and
then she was conscious of that tired feeling!

Sc she paused in her labours, extracted a paper bag from her tunic

pocket, and helped herself to a large chunk of toffee. It was a big
hard chunk, and likely to last quite a long time, which was a great
comfort. Having sucked at it for a few minutes, Peg picked up her
pen again, and wrote “ I must not eat apples in class” industriously,
for a few minutes,

Then she laid down the pen again. After all, the Duck would not
be back for an hour, so there was no hurry! Peg’s fat brow was sulky,
and she was feeling a sense of deep injury. All the other girls were
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enjoying then: leisure—only Peg was stuck in the form-room writing
lines, "She could hear cheery voices from the distaace. And it was
all the fault of that cat Mooxn, reporting her to her form-mistress, Peg
felt that she would have liked to scratch Miss Moon!

Scratching Miss Moon was, of course, quite out of the question.
But Peg, as she sat and reflected on her wrorngs, instead of writing her
lines, pondered on the great jape she had untolded in Study Two the
day before. It was such a splendid idea, and it was certain to make
that cat 'Moon as ‘mad as a hatter: but neither of those cats, Pam or
- May, would do it—safe as it was, especially as the Duck had gone out
now, and anybody could walk into her study undiscovered and use the
telephone. |

Other ** cats” had proved equally recalcitrant, Peg had retailed that

great scheme up and down the Fourth-Form passage, in almost every
study there. She had put it up to half the form in turn. Some of the
girls had laughed, some had told her not to be a little ass: but not
one of them had become the catspaw Peg wanted, It was, in fact, clear
that if anybody japed Peg’s great jape, it had to be Peg herself—and
that did not scem to appeal to Peg at all.
- But now she was thinking of it! After all, it was safe enou gh! Miss
Ducat had gone out—that was a stroke of luck! It was a glorious
afternoon, and practically everybody was out of the House. It would
be as easy as pie to slip out of the form-room, whisk along to the
Duck's study, and use the phone—and then cut back to the form-room
—unscen, undiscovered, unsuspected,

There might be a row about it! But there would be no clua to the
petformer on the telephone! It might have been anybody that did it!
. Peg considered it under all its aspects* She would much rather that
some other girl did it—safe as it was! But all the " cats” had let
her down! It was Peg or nobody—and “ Plumpers” decided, at last,
that it was going to be Peg!

She went quietly to the fcrm-room door, opened it, and peered out.

The corridor was deserted: nobody was about, She stepped quietly
out, and walked down to the end of the corridor,  Still nobody was 1n
51ght In little more than a minute, she arrived at the door of Miss
Ducat’s study, She had not passed a soul!

Swiftly, she opened that door, stepped in, and shut it after her.
Her plump heart was heating fast—in her excitement, she almost
swallowed the big chunk of toftee in her mouth. Luckily, she stopped
it 1n time,

Miss Ducat’s telephone stood on a little table near the window. Peg
stood listening for a moment, and then sat down to the telephone,
looked out a number m a boolq, and dialled OSC 101, That was
Greens the greengrocer’s,

“ Green’s! ~ came a voice from Oscombe.

Peg opened her mouth to reply, but the big chunk of toffee was in
the way of speech, Hastily she inserted ﬁn ger and thumb into her
_capacious mouth, extracted it therefrom, and lald it on the telephone
table. Then she spoke into the transmitter,

“ Miss Moon speaking from St. Olive’s School.” . |

“Yes, Miss Moon. Good afternoon, madam! ‘What can we have
the pleasure of doing for you, Miss Moon? *’

Evidently, Mr, Green at the other end, had not the slightest suspicion
‘that it was not Miss Moon speaking, No doubt he had heard of Miss
Moon: but probably he hdd never heard her voice, Anyway it was

clear that he had no doubts,
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I want you to send me some apples this afternoon, Mr. Green.”

“Very good, madam, We have very fine apples, grown locally, in
ample supply. How much can we send you, madam? ”

“ Six bushels, please,” said Peg. Peg had thought of one bushel at
first, But her ideas had expanded since then. After all, one could not
have too much of a good thing!

“ Very good, madam. To go down to the school account, I suppose? ™

“Ch! No! These apples are for me personally—for Miss Moon
personally, Please tell your young man to ask for Miss Moon, and
deliver the apples to—to me. Please send the bill with them, to be
paid. Tell the man to wait for the money.” -

“Very good, madam. The apples shall be delivered this afternoon
without fail. I will send my boy on his bicycle.”

" Thank you, Mr, Green.”

“We are always at your service, madam. |

Peg grinned as she rang off. It had been easy—even easier than
she had ventured to anticipate, Green, the greengrocer, had not the
slightest suspicion that that order had not come from Miss Moon, The
apples would be delivered that afternoon—with the bill to be paid.
How much the bill would come to, for six bushels of apples, Peg had
no idea, Neither did Peg care! That was something for Miss Moon
to care about!

Having succeeded so well with Mr, Green, Peg had no hesitation in
ringing up the other greengrocers at Oscombe. She rang up Mr.
Snooks, and found him as obliging as Green. 'Then she rang up
Carter's, and Carter’'s were as ready to deliver apples at St, Olive’s as
either Green or Snooks.

It was all so easy, indeed, that Peg rather wished that there had been
a few more greengrocer's at Oscombe, to take an order apiece for six
bushels of apples. Still, a total of eighteen bushels of ripe red apples
was not bad! Miss Moon would have the pleasure——or otherwise—of
paying three greengrocer’s bills one after another—which would serve
her right for reporting Peg to Miss Ducat! And there would be lots
and lots of apples about: some of which, surely, would come Peg's
way! What could be done with such a cargo of apples, except add
them to the school provender? |

After her third call, Peg chuckled. over the telephone, It had all
been as easy as falling oft a form, She rather wished now that she
had thought of ordering a few pineapples also. Expense was really
no object in the circumstances! But the sound of a footstep outside
the study door made Peg jump, and banished from her fat mind both
pineapples and ordinary apples. If somebody was coming to the study
—if she was found there—! There was a tap at the door,

Peg made one jump from the telephone, and ducked behind Miss
Ducat’s writing-table. She was just in time. The door opened,

“ Mees Ducat—! ”’ came the voice of Mademoiselle Monceau, the
French mistress of St. Olive’s,

Peg trembled.:

She was out of sight behind the writing table, so long as Mamzelle
did not come in. But if she came in—!

“ Pas ici! "’ she heard Mamzelle mutter, Seeing that Miss Ducat was
not there, the French mistress did not enter. She drew the door shut
and passed on.

Peg gasped with relief, But she realised that she was in danger.
Miss Ducat was safe out of gates—but someone might come to the
study, as Mamzelle had done. The plump junior crept to the door,

EE ]
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and listened, her fat heart thumping, She heard Mamzelle’s squeaky
shoes turn a corner. The coast was clear once -more, Peg opened the
door and peered into the passage, The corridor was empty, and Peg
shot away. A minute later she was back in the form-room,

“ He, he, he! ” chuckled Peg,

From the form-rcom window, she had a glimpse of Miss Moon, in
the quad, talking to Anemone Rance, of the Sixth. Peg grinned at the
maths mistress. A surprise was cowning shortly for Moon!

But Peg remembered that Miss Ducat would be coming for her lines
when she returned to the school. If those lines were done, it would
be evidence that Peg had been busy during her form-mistresses absence,
and hadn’t left the form-room! |

Peg plumped down at her desk, dipped her pen in the ink, and began
to scribble and scrawl industriously ‘* I must not eat apples in class '—
concentrating on getting her task done, without a pause—probably the
first time that Plump Peg had ever concentrated on work since she had
been at St, Olive’'s. With that unaccustomed burst of energy, she got
through—and she had just written the hundredth line when the form-
room door opened, and Miss Ducat came in.

CHAPTER 1V,

APPLES FOR MISS MOON!

e PPLES! " ejaculated Miss Moon.
A “Yes, mum! ~’ said Thomas.,

“ Absurd! ”’ said Miss Moon. ‘" You should not have come
to me, Thomas, Tell the man to deliver his goods at the tradesmen's
door. Absurd!” |

Miss Moon was in her study. She was busy with mathematics—
drawing up a paper that was to make hapless seniors cudgel their
brains in the Sixth Form. Miss Moon revelled in mathematics, Her
knowledge of that abstruse subject was fearful and wonderful. QOutside
mathematics she was not, perhaps, very bright, which often happens
with mathematicians. She was absent-minded, forgetful, rather dreamy
—and rather owlish in her big glasses, When Thomas, the House
page, tapped at her door with the news that Green’s boy had arrived
with apples, it took Miss Moon at least a minute to detach her mighty
brain from mathematics, and get back to common earth. And when
she understood, she was irritated,

“ Go away! 7 said Miss Moon.

“ But the boy says it was a special order, and he’s got to deliver them
to you, mum,’ said Thomas, “He's got the bill, mum, and he says
he’s to wait for the money, mum.”

“ Nonsense! ” rapped Miss Moon, "It is some mistake! Go away
at once.”

She turned away and immersed herself in mathematics once more,
Thomas blinked at her, and retired, and .closed the door.

" But Miss Moon was not long left in peace, A couple of minutes
later, there was a rap at the door, and it opened to reveal Mrs. Spandler,
matron and house-keeper of St. Olive’s. Mrs. Spandler was a buxom
lady of ample proportions—there was twice as much of her as of the
maths mistress. Usually she was kindly and genial, But she looked
a little annoyed now.

“If you please, Miss Moon—! "’ she said with asperity.

“Dear me! What is it, Mrs, Spandler? ”* asked Miss Moon, coming

up out of deep mathematics, like a diver from the deep sea.
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1 have not forgotten! ™ shrieked Miss Moon, "I never—"

" If you have forgotten,” pursued Mrs, Spandler, grimly regatdless,
¥ will take the apples—they can be used, Please take the basket and
follow me, my lad.”

“Yes, mum! " said Green’s boy, and he picked up the basket again,
and followed the Matron, and Miss Moon’s door shut once more.

“Upon my word!’’ gasped Miss Moon, Absurd—nonsensical—
scandalous! Pah!"” And she turned to mathematics again, But it
was a full .minute before she could lose herselt once more in those
delightful depths.

Still. the incident, inexplicable as it was, was over! She hoped she
had heard the last of apples. Luckily for her peace of mind and her
mathematics, she did not know that two more consignments were on
- their way from Oscombe to St, Olive’s!.

CHAPTER V.

MORE APPLES FOR MISS MOON!

. E, he, he! " chuckled Peg Pipping.
H Peg's fat face was irradiated by a wide grin—a grin so
wide, that it reached from one of Peg’s fat ears to the other.
it cguld not have become wider, without going right round Peg’s bullet
ead.

Peg was amused. So were other St. Olive’s girls! Some were
perplexed, All were interested. It was quite an unusual spot of excite-
ment on a half-holiday. Green's boy taking a vast basket of apples
to Miss Moon’s study had, naturally, met many eyes and received a
great deal of attention. Six bushels of apples was a large order. And
now Snooks’s young man had arrived—with a similar basket containing a
similar quantity of apples.

Mrs. Spandlen, no doubt, had been astonished by his arrival. But
she was not going to waste more of her valuable time on such nonsense,
She simply made Thomas direct Snooks’s young man to Miss Moon’s
study,” and left it at that. Miss Moon could deal with the matter
herself this time,

The sight of Snooks's young man with that huge wicker basket on
his shoulder, following Thomas to the Staff corridor, caused quite a
sensation.,

Peg chuckled happily. She was glad that she had finished her lines
and got out of detention in time for this entertainment.

“More apples for Miss Moon! ”’ said May Carhew, and she gave
the grinning Peg a suspicious lock, * Peg, you little idiot, did you—? "

*“Oh, no,” said Peg, ‘' Did you? ”

Pamela gave the fat junior a suspicious look also. Neither of them
had forgotten the ** jape of the term *’ propounded by Peg in Study Two
the day before, Apples for Miss Moon meant that that jape was
materialising! Peg had asked nearly every girl in the Fourth to under-
take the telephoning part of the scheme, Evidently some girl with a
- misdirected sense of humcur had done 1t!

“*Peg! Did you ? " began Pamela.

“I’ve been in detention haven’t I? ” demanded Peg. ' How could I
phone when I was in detention? ™"

" Somebody has! ” chuckled May. .

'“ What on earth,” said Clara Corton of the Fifth, * does Miss Moon
want all those apples for? ™ -

-
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" An apple a day keeps the doctor away! *’ remarked Anemone Rance,

of the Sixth.

“Moon seems to have ordered enough to keep the whole medical
profession away for the rest of her life! * said Clara.

“'Ha, ha, ha! ”

There was quite a crowd at the corner of the Staff corridor, where
the members of the Staff had their studies, They watched Snooke’s
young man follow Thomas to Miss Moon's door, where he tapped.
They heard his voice:

" Please, Miss Moon, the apples from Snookses

There was a loud angry exclamation in the study.

“What! Apples? How dare you, Thomas! Go away at once.”

Miss Moon appeared in the study doorway. She did not glance
towards the staring crowd down the corridor. Her eyes, and her
spectacles, were fixed on the young man from Snooks’s, and his huge
basket of apples. Thomas, quite scared by the expressive expression on
her face, faded out of the picture round the nearest corner, leaving it up
to Snooks’s young man.

That young man, quite unconscious that anything was wrong, produced
‘a bill. Miss Moon waved an angry hand at him,

" Go away! Take those apples away! How dare you bring them
here? "’

Snooks’s young man blinked at her in surprise,

“ Ain’t you Miss Moon? ™ he inquired,

“Iam Miss Moon, But -

“ Then the apples is for you, miss,’

L

said Snooks’s young man. ' ’Ere’s

the bill six bushels of apples, fourteen shillings, ordered by phone,
pay on delivery—"

“I have ordered no apples! ” shrieked Miss Moon. It is some
mistake—some absurd mistake, Take the apples and yourself away
at once.”

“That won’t do, miss,” said Snooks’s young man, "If you don't
want the apples you ordered ’

I have not ordered apples,” almost foamed Miss Moon, " I have not
used the telephone to-day at all. Go away.”

“1 can’'t take them apples back, miss,”” said Snooks’s young man,
stolidly, * Trouble enough to deliver goods, these ’ere days, without
tﬁiking them back again. 1 got to wait for the money. Fourteen bob,
please.” |

“I shall not pay for apples I never ordered. I do not want apples.
Take them away at once and tell Mr. Srooks not to make such silly
mistakes.” |

“There ain’t no mistake, miss—I ’eard the order took down on the
phone—Miss Moon, at St. Olive’s School. ’Ere’s the apples, and ’ere’s
the bill, and I'm a-waiting to be paid!” said Snooks’s young man,
his manner becoming a little unpleasant, " You can’t waste a man’s
time like this ’ere, miss, changing your mind after he’s done two mile
on a bike with a baskit of apples——"

“I will pay you nothing! Go away!” foamed Miss Moon, and
she retired into her study and slammed the door, almost on the nose
of Snooks’s young man,

“ Well, I'll eat my ’at! ” said Snooks’s young man, blankly.

"Ha, ha, ha! ”” came in a trill along the corridor. Snooks’s young
man stared round, at a mob of laughing faces. Then he rapped on
Miss Moon’s door. It was a loud rap—almost a thump! It echoed
down the Staff corridor,
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CHAPTER VI.

TOO MANY APPLES!

AMELA laughed—she could nct help it. She thought it was too
bad on poor Miss Moon—but she could not help laughing. May
was laughing till the tears ran down her cheeks. Peg was doubled
up with merriment. Everybody was laughing, Most of the Fourth-
form girls had heard of Peg’s wonderful wheeze, and guessed how the
matter stood. Other St, Olive’s girls were quite in the dark. Some
thought that it must be some extraordinary practical joke—others that
it was an unusual sample of Miss Moon’s well-known forgetfulness and
absence of mind—while others really wondered whether the maths
mistress had gone * crackers.”

Nearly all St. Olive’s crowded to see Carter’s boy, when the news
spread that a third cargo of apples had arrived for Miss Moon. MTrs.
Spandler had lost all patience: this time she did not even send Thomas
to guide the greengrocer’s boy to Miss Moon’s study, Carter’s boy,
a chubby-cheeked lad who looked too small for the huge wicker basket
crammed with apples that he was carrying, seemed surprised to find
himself in the midst of a crowd of laughing schoolgirls.

There was nothing comic, so far as Carter’s boy “could see, in
delivering six bushels of apples ordered by telephone. BRut the mere
sight of that stack of apples caused howls of laughter among the St.
Olive’s girls.

“ Please can you tell me which is Miss Moon’s room? ” asked
Carter’s boy, blinking at the hilarious crowd.

“T'll show you,” said Pamelz, and she guided the greengrocer’s
boy up the corridor, and tapped at Miss Moon’s door.

" Thank you, miss,” said Carter’s boy: and Pamela promptly retreated
to rejoin the crowd at the end of the Staff corridor. May clutched
her arm, almost weeping with laughter, as Miss Moon’s door suddenly
opened.

“Oh! TLook!” gasped May.

" He, he, he! " chuckled Peg. .

‘Miss Moon stepped out of her study. Her face was almost crimson
—her eyes, and her very spectacles, glittered with wrath, Carter’s boy
jumped, at the sight of her angry face. He had never seen a customer
look like that before! Miss Moon gave him a paralysing glare.

“What do you want? ”’ she thundered.

“ Oh, golly! " gasped Carter's boy, " I—I—TI've brought the apples,
miss—""

" The apples! How dare you? ”

“ The—the guvnor sent me with them on my bike, miss!
stammered the astonished greengrocer’s boy, " Six bushels of apples,
miss. and I'm to wait for the money. Fourteen shillings, please, miss,
and ’‘ere’s the bill.”’ '

“ How dare vou play such tricks? ” shrieked Miss Moon, *“ I have
ordered no apples as you know verv well. This is the third time—
it is a trick—a prank—a practical joke—how dare you come here with
apples? ”
it It’s the apples what you ordered by phone, miss—Yarooh! " roared
Carter’s boy, staggering, as, to his utter surprise, the exasperated maths
mistress boxed his ears! ’'Ere! ’Ands off! Gone mad? Yoococp! ”

Smack! smack! Carter’s boy staggered back, dropping the big
basket to the floor. ‘There was a crash as it landed, and rolled over:
and innumerable apples scattered on the floor, rolling in all directions.
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“Ha, ha, ha! " came a shriek from the end of the corridor,

"“"Now go away at once, and take your apples v:ith you! " exclaimed
Miss Moon,

" Oh, crikey! " gasped Carter’'s boy. He rubbed his ears, staring
in bewilderment at Miss Moon, " Look ’ere, what are you smacking my
'cad for, I'd like to know, I got to wait for the money for them apples
—'ere, 'ands off! ¥ He jumped back, as Miss Moon reached at him
again, with the evident intention of delivering. another sounding smack.
He dodged just in time. ,

“Go! ” thundered Miss Moon,

*“ I got to be paid for them apples—! " gasped Carter’s boy.

He did not finish! Miss Mooa, with glittering eyes and outstretched
hand, was striding at him. Catter’s boy forgot all about waiting for
the money—he turned and ran down the corridor,

The laughing crowd of schoolgirls opened to let him pass, and
Carter’s boy vanished into space: leaving his basket in the corridor,
and the floor strewn with apples.

Miss Moon gave one glare at the iaughing crowd, went back into her
study, and slammed the door with a slam that woke most of the echoes
of St. Olive’s, |

" Oh, dear!” gasped May Cathew, " I—I wonder if there will be
any more apples for Miss Moca to-day! ’

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

* Crackers, you know,” said Clara Corton of the Fifth, “ That’s three
lots of apples ske's ordered ana forgotten all about, Must be quite
crackers! ”’

""Ha ha, ha! ’

* Here comes the Head! " gasped Pamela.

" Oh, scissors! " gurgled Peg, :

There was a sudden hush, as the stately figure of Miss Buss, head-
mistress of St. Olive's, was seen approaching,

Evidently news of the extraordinary happenings of that afternocon
had reached the Head: and she was coming to look into the matter.
Peg gave her one uneasy blink and rolled away as fast as she could
roll. And one glance from Miss Buss dispersed the rest of the crowd.
They crowded out into the quad, while Miss Buss, with stately tread,
proceeded to Miss Moon’s study,

“Poor old Moon! " gasped May, " The Beak will comb her hair!
Peg, you little fat duffer, there will be an awtul row about this,”

" Think Buss will believe that Moon didn't phone? ™ asked Peg,

" Of course she will, when Miss Moon explains,”” said Pamela, It
will come out that it was a jape. Miss Buss will know that somebody
else phoned in Miss Moon’s name.” :

“Well, I don’t know anything about it,”’ said Peg, "I was in
detention at the tune, as you know, I never left the form-rocm for a
minute, and I got back without anybody seeing me, too.”

“"Ha, ha, ha! ”

“Don’t you girls get saying it was me, you know,” said Peg. “ My
mind’s a perfect blank on the subject, I never did it-—and I shouldn’t
have done it if Mcon hadn’t reported me to the Duck, either, I—I
think very likely it was somcbody outside the school—not a St Olive’s
oirl at all! What do you girls think? ™

But Pam and May did not state what they thought, They only chuckle .
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