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THE ST, OLIVE’S SWEEPSTAKE.
By HiLpa RICHARDS.

CHAPTER .
VERA SANSON’S SWEEP!

“I1’s only half-a-crown, Pam !” pleaded May Carhew,
«“But——1”’ said Pamela Duncan, very gravely.
“Half-a-crown isn’t much.”

“I know! But 12 | | |

“Oh, you’rc always butting, Pam,” said May, peevishly. “But—but—
I "Are you setting up to be a billy-goat, always butting?”

Pamela laughed. But her face became grave again at once. In Study
Two, in the Fourth Form at St. Olive’s, there was a firm friendship: yet
no two girls could have been much more unlike than Pamela Duncan and
May Carhew. Pam was generally merry and bright: but she was thoughtful
—and it was rather doubtful whether feather-headed May ever did any
thinking at all. |

Pam was sitting at the study table, working at a French exercise for
Mademoiselle Monceau, when May rushed in, with a bright excited face—
which was now clouded with vexation.

Which made Pam feel remorseful. She hated to play the part of a
damper. But in that study she had to do the thinking for two!

“You see, May 1” she began, gently. |

“T] don’t!” contradicted May. “You’re always such a sober old judge,
Pam. Where’s the harm in a half-crown sweepstake?” :

“T don’t know that there’s a lot of harm’in it,” said Pam, slowly, “but
I know very well that Miss Ducat wouldn’t allow it.” | .

“We're not going to ask the Duck to take a ticket!” said May,
sarcastically, “or the Head, either.” - '

“If the prefects knew ”

“We're not going to ask Anemone Rance or Irene Dace to take a ticket,
any more than Miss Ducat or the Head.”

“We can’t go against the rules, May.”

“There’s no rule that I ever heard of ‘against a half-crown sweep !” said
May. “I’'m quite sure that sweeps aren’t mentioned in the rules.”

Pam laughed again. PRut again she became very grave. .

“Tts all rot!” said May, warmly. “Vera Sanson is taking all the
trouble to get up the sweep. All the girls will take tickets—or nearly all.
It’s just fun—and the chance of a prize. Suppose we draw the favourite,
Pam? Vera says that Blue Bag is the favourite for the race.”

Pamela made a grimace. -

“Oh. of courss, you're shocked,” said May, pettishly. “It’s only half-
a-crown for a ticket, even if we draw blanks.”

“Well, a half-crown is a half-crown,” said Pamela. “But that doesn’t
matter so much. But I don’t like the idea, May—1I don’t like any of Vera
Sanson’s ideas, if you come to that. She ought not to be getting up a sweep
in a school.” ,

“Oh, T know you don’t like Vera,” snapped May. “Well, she’s no pal
of mine, either. But I don’t see putting on superior airs and standing out
of the sweep, when all the form are going in for it. Even Peg’s goiug to
take a ticket. And Isolda—and Gwen—and Millicent, and Brenda, and
Annabel——" |

Pamela knitted her prettv brows.
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" CuAPTER I1.
PAINFUL FOR PEG!

“BLUE BAG Booster Jolly Junius 1?2 |

Peg Pipping, of the Fourth, muttered the names aloud, unconsciously.

Plump Peg was seated in the windew-seat at the end of the Fourth-
form passage. She had a newspaper in her plump hands, and was scanning
it with rapt attention. She was too deeply absorbed in that newspaper to
heed footsteps coming up the passage. Her fat brow was wrinkled 1n
thought, and she seemed to be making deep calculations 'as she scanned
the paper. | B

In class, Peg never displayed this absorption in the work in hand. Miss
Ducat could never get her to concentrate like this on Latin. Mademoiselle
Monceau had never seen her give such attention to French. Miss Moon
would have been astonished had Peg ever displayed such interest in algebra

or geometry. Plainly there was something in that newspaper which was .

much more absorbing than any subject included in the St. Olive’s curriculum.
Peg Pipping seemed quite lost to the world.

“Blue Bag, two to one!” she murmured. “Booster, three to one. Jolly
Junius four to one. Snooker’s Pride, eight to one e

“What on earth has that little fat duffer got there?” asked May
Carhew, stopping outside the doorway of Study Two, to look at Margery
Pipping in the window-seat.

Pamela, who was coming up to the study with her chum, glanced at
Peg, and knitted her brows. She hurried to the fat junior sprawling in the
window-seat, and May followed her. And May gave a little whistle, as she
caught the title of the newspaper that so deeply absorbed Plump Peg. It
was the “Racing Record.” The two girls gazed at it blankly.

They had seen sporting newspapers in newsagents’ shops. They had
never seen one within the walls of St. Olive’s. Now they saw one—in the
fat paws of Peg Pipping. What Miss Buss, the Headmistress of St. Olive’s,
would have said if she had seen it, they could not begin to imagine. It
was very probable that any girl found in possession of such a publication
would be sent home at once. It was simply amazing to see the “Racing
Record” in the hands of a St. Olive’s girl. '

“Peg !1” exclaimed Pamela, in alarm.

“Eh!” Peg Pipping blinked up at her, and waved a fat hand. *Don’t
bother—I'm busy ! v :

“Busy trying to get Miss Buss to sack you?” asked May. “You podgy
duffer, you’d get into a fearful row if that rag was seen here.”

“How could vou be so idiotic as to bring it into the school, Peg?”
exclaimed Pamela, in alarm and distress. “

“Eh! I didn’t,” said Peg. “I’ve borrowed it.”

“Not from a St. Olive’s girl!” exclaimed Pamela. ‘“No St. Olive’s
girl would have a racing paper. What do you mean, Peg?” )

 Peg Piping chuckled. T
" “That’s all you know,” she said. “It’s Vera’s! I’ve borrowed it from
her study. She keeps it under the cushion in her armchair. He, he, he !
But I jolly well spotted it! I say, there’s the horses here for the Squire’s
‘Cup next week—that’s the race we've got the sweep on. I say, from what
this chap says, Blue Bag is pretty certain to win. I wonder who'll draw
Blue Bag in the sweep.” g % |

“Vera Sanson!” said Pamela. Her face set hard. “Give me that
paper, Peg.” | |

“Eh! You can read it along with me, if you like,” said Peg. Here—
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I say—leago—gimme that paper.”

Pamela Duncan was seldom angry. But she was angry now. She
grasped the pink newspaper, and jerked it from Peg’s fat hands. Then she
turned and walked quickly towards Study Six, which was Vera Sanson’s
study. -

Peg jumped up with a howl of angry remonstrance. |

“Cat Gimme my paper! I say—Yoo-hoooop!” spluttered Peg, as
May Carhew gave her a gentle push, and she sprawled in the window-seat
again. “Ow! Cat! Wow !

Unheeding the indignant Peg, Pamela knocked at the door of Study
Six, and threw it open. There was a startled exclamation, as she did so.

Vera Sanson was sitting at the study table. Before her, on the table,
was a little pile of half-crowns, which she was counting. '

Vera was a slim, dark girl, rather handsome than pretty, with black
hair, and strong features. Her black eyes gleamed under rather heavy
dark brows, and her mouth, well-cut as it was, had a sardonic twist. She
was about Pamela’s age, but she gave the impression of being older than
ner years. She was very far from being a good influence in the St. Olive’s
Fourth: and betwecn her and Pamela Duncan, the Head Girl of the Fourth,
;herc: was mutual dislike—or rather, dislike on Vera’s side, distrust on

ara’s. -

Vera was generally cool and collected, even in dealing with mistresses
and prefects; she was always cool, often with a half-suppressed insolence
in her manner, which made the other girls wonder at her nerve.

" But Pam’s sudden entrance into Study Six startled her, no doubt owing
to her cccupation at the moment, and she gave a little exclamation. Then,
as she saw that it was Pamela, she frowned angrily.

“Only you!” she snapped. “Do you always barge into a study like
that, Pamela Duncan? I thought it was a prefect for a moment.”

“You wouldn’t like a pre. to see that stack of money on your table,”
snapped Pam. | --

Vera shrugged her shoulders.

“Pre’s have to be down on a sweepstake,” she said: “I fancy they have
cne In the Sixth, all the same. Have you come here for your ticket? I gave
v to May.” -

“No,” said Pamela, biting her lip.

Vera looked at her, a mocking glimmer in her black eyes.

“You look as if you'd come to give me a sermon! It’s rather late in
the day for that, isn’t it, as you're in the sweep yourself?”? - |

Pamela did not answer that. She had known in advance that she wou'd
regret having given way to May’s insistence. But it was, as Vera said, tco
late 1n the day to think about that. But she had not failed to note the
creed in the dark face as Vera handled the money on the table, and it
made her feel a deeper repugnance than ever towards Vera Sanscn and
ail her ways.

She slammed the pink newspaper angrily on the table. .

“That’s vours!” she snapped.

Vera started from her chair.

Fer face whitened a little.  Vera was no fool, like Peg Pipping-—very
far indced was Vera from being that. She knew, only too well, the danger
of that paper peing seen by the eyes of authority. She took a mocking,
derisive pleasure in disregarding rules, and in making light of teachers and
prefects: but she had no desire whatever to be rent home in disgrace.

“How dare you take my paper!” Her voice was shrill with anger and
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alarm. “T’d have lent it to you if you’d asked—but N

“Do you think I should want to see the wretched .thing?” exclaimed
Pamela, her eyes flashing. “I’ve just taken it from Peg Pipping. She had
it in the passage, and any pre. coming up might have seen her with it.”

“The prying little beast! She must have nosed it out—1I’ll make her
sorry for prying in my study 7 -

“If a pre. had seen her, she would have been taken to the Head,” said
Pam. “How dare you have such a paper in the school? You are a disgrace
to the form!” |

Vera’s lip curled. |

“How can I run a sweepstake without knowing the names of the
horses,” she asked. “I had to get the information.” -

“You shouldn’t be running a sweepstake at all.”

“I like that!” Vera laughed derisively. “That’s quite good! Satan
rebuking sin! Ha, ha! Aren’t vou in 1t with the rest?”

Pamela did not answer—it was true, she was in it with the rest. Her
face flushed, and she turned to the door without another word. Vera picked
up the pink newspaper and folded it, and her derisive laugh followed Pam
as she went. -

The door closed, but a minute or two later it reopened, and Peg’s fat
face looked anxiously in. Vera Sanson gave her an almost deadly look, and
took a grip on the folded newspaper. _

“I say, Vera,” gabbled Peg, as she rolled in. “I say, that cat Pamela
took your paper away from me—I—I—borrowed it you know—TI say, I
hadn’t inished going over the horses—I say, let me have it again, will you?”

“Yes,” said Vera, coming round the table with the folded newspaper
in her hand, her lips set and her eyes gleaming. “You prying fat worm,
tere 1t 151"

‘ Swipe ! swipe ! swipe! |

“Yoo-hoooop !” roared Peg, in surprise and anguish, as the folded
newspaper whacked on her fat head. “I say—yarcooh! Xeep off, you
minx! Stoppit, you cat! Yoo-hoop!” Peg roared, and dodged wildly,
but the swipes of the folded newspaper came down hard and fast as she
dodged. “Will you stoppit? Wow-ow! You're a worse cat than Pam—
Oh, crikev! Yarooooh!” |

Peg bounced out of the study, Vera getting in a final swipe before she
slammed the door and fed.

“Ow! Cat! Wow!” floated back from the passage. And Vera Sanson
pushed the pink newspaper out of sight under the cushion of the armchair,
and sat down once more to count money at her table.

| CaAaPTER III.

WHAT'S ON IN THE FOURTH?

MISS DUCAT, Form-mistress of the Fourth, glanced over her form, and
glanced again, with a slightly perplexed pucker in her brow.

There was something “on” in the St. Olive’s Fourth. She was quite
sure of that. She had a suspicion thut some “rag” was in contemplation—
“rags” were by no means unknown in the St. Olive’s Fourth. And her eyes
lingered on the dark, handsome, rather sarcastic face of Vera Sanson. If
there was any mischief afoot, the Duck had little doubt that Vera was in it—
and prehahly the moving spirit. But what was it?
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Several times, of late, she had noticed that the Fourth-form girls
gathered in twos and threes, out of class, and discussed some matter that
seemed of deep interest to them. But they stopped at once if a mistress
or a prefect came into the offing. Once Millicent Wade had dropped some-
thing in the form-room—it looked like a tram ticket so far as the Duck had
noticed and unaccountably coloured up, as she stooped hastily to retrieve
it. On another occasion, passing the doorway of the junior common-room,
 she had heard Peg Pipping’s voice, loud as usual-—and then several voices
said “Hush.” But Peg had only been speaking about a blue bag-—no harm
in that, so far as the Duck could see. All the girls had hand-bags, and
some of them were blue: and it was quite mysterious that several girls had
exclaimed “Hush” when she passed the doorway—and that Margery Pipping,
when she glanced in, had turned as red as a ripe apple. Other little incidents
had occurred, and Miss Ducat was puzzled, and a little uneasy. And now,
as she glanced over her girls in the form-room, she could see many signs of
suppressed excitement. They were not excited about the lesson, which was
history : that was certain. . | ,

Several times, during that lesson, Peg Pipping had whispered to other
girls in the class. Peg seemed worried and anxious, and every time she
thought that Miss Ducat’s eyes were not on her, she whispered to somebody.
Once Miss Ducat noted Vera give the fat junior a fierce look, with her dark
brows contracted and her dark eyes glinting—obviously a hint to be silent.
But Peg, oblivious of hints, was whispering again: and Miss Ducat, com-
pressing her lips, suddenly rapped out her name: |

“Margery!”

“Oh!” Peg gave a startled gasp. “I—I wasn’t speaking to Isolda,
Miss Ducat. I never opened my lips, did I, Isclda?”

The Honourable Isolda Wentworth did not reply.

“You were speaking to Isolda, Margerv!” said Miss Ducat, severely.

“Oh, no, Miss Ducat! I never said a word!”’ stammered Peg. “Isolda
knows—she heard me.” : - -

At which there was a chuckle in the Fourth.

Miss Ducat frowned.

“Margery! Tell me at once what you said to Isolda!” she rapped.

“I-—I—I only said that—that—that half-a-crown wasn’t much, Miss
Ducat!” moaned Pcg. ..

Miss Ducat was quite puzzled by Peg’s reply: but it was no puzzle to
the juniors. All the form knew that Peg Pipping was not yet provided
with a ticket for the sweep: owing to the lack of the necessary half-crown
for the purchase of the same. And the “draw’ for the sweep was to take
place in Vera’s study after four—which, if the Duck had only known it,
was the cause of the suppressed excitement in the form.

“You said that half-a-crown was not much, Margery!” exclaimed the
form-mistress blankly., Then she suddenly understood. “Oh! Do you mean
that you wanted Isolda to lend you half-a-crown?” |

“Oh! No! Yes! I—I mean—!”’ stammered Peg.

_ “I do not approve of borrowing in the form,” said Miss Ducat, severely.
“But if you are in need of half-a-crown for any reasonable or useful purpose,
Margery, you may come to my study after class and tell me.. Now attend
to the lesson.” | ﬁ

“Oh! Yes! Thank you, Miss Ducat!” gasped Peg.

And she attended to the lesson—as much as she could, with the more
important matter of the St. Olive’s sweep-stake owm her fat mind, and the
dazeling hope of drawing “Blus Bag” and winning inaumerable half-crowne.

6




- May Carhew winked at Pamela, who tried not to smile.

Vera Sanson set her lips very hard. She wondered, with an inward
tremor, whether even Peg was idiot enough to take advantage of NMiss
Ducat’s kind offer, and try to raise the half-crown in that direction. It was
certain that all the fat would be 1n the fire if she did!

“Margery !” rapped out Miss Ducat, a few minutes later. |

“Yes, Miss Ducat.”” Margery’s attention had wandered again. “I—I
wasn’t speaking to Gwen——!” . .. |

“You are not listening to me, Margary!” said Miss Ducat, frowning.

“Oh! Yes, Miss Ducat! I—I heard every word you said,” stammered
Peg.

“Indeed !” said Miss Ducat, grimly, her eyes fixed on Peg. Miss Ducat
had been speaking of the reign of Charles the First, and of that monarch’s
unpopular favourite the Duke of Buckingham, and she did not believe that
Peg had heard a word of it. “Give me the favourite’s name.”

“The—the favourite!’”’ stammered Peg, blankly. Peg was thinking of
the Squire’s Cup and the sweep: not of the reign of King Charles. “Did—
did you say the—the favourite, Miss Ducat?” |

- “I did! Answer me at once !” rapped Miss Ducat.

“Blue Bag!” gasped Peg.

“WHAT!” almost shrieked Miss Ducat. The whole form jumped, and
Vera Sanson’s eyes flashed. May Carhew burst into a laugh. So did several
other girls. Peg was evidently thinking of the wrong “favourite.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ,

“Silence ! exclaimed Miss Ducat. “Margery, what do you mean by
that ridiculous, that meaningless answer—tell me what you mean, at once !”

#I—I—I—that’s what I—I mean, Miss Ducat,” babbled Peg. “You—
you asked me the name of the-favourite »

“Margery! Is this impertinence? Or have you taken leave of your
senses, or what?” thundered Miss Ducat. “How dare you make such an
absurd answer?”

Peg simply blinked at her. Blue Bag was the favourite—she knew
that—at least so far as the Squire’s Cup was concerned! Vera Sanson looked
at her as if she could have bitten her—as perhaps she could have, at that
moment. But it was clear that Miss Ducat had never heard of Blue Bag,
the favourite for the Squire’s Cup at Lowhanger Races; and luckily it did
not occur to her that racing matters could possibly occupy the mind of a
junior girl at St. Olive’s ! ;

“This is not merely stupidity, Margery—it is impertinence !’ exclaimed
Miss Ducat. “You will write out a hundred times that the Duke of Bucking-
ham was thz favourite of King Charles the First.”

“Oh !” gasped Peg. |

Peg, with a great effort, drove the half-crown, the sweep, and the
favourite, from her fat mind, and listened to Miss Ducat almost as if she
took some interest in the history of her native land. ~

CuaPrPTER IV.
THE DRAW!

“oH, come on, Pam !”’ said May, impatiently.

Pamela Duncan was in her study after four. She did not stir as Mayv
Carhew called her from the doorway. The little pucker in Pam’s brow
showed that she was troubled in mind. During the three or four days since
the St. Olive’s sweep had been mooted, Pam had been morée and more
troubled about it. | '-
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Peg was all eyes—May Carhew greatly excited—and several of the girls,
pcrhaps, a little distrustful of Vera, for they watched her and her pro-
ceedings with unfailing vigilance.

Millicent Wade read out the names of the horses on the seven slips—
Biue Bag, the favourite, and Booster, Jolly Junius, Catnap, Snooker’s Pride,
Peol Ball, and Blackamoor. These, with the necessary number of blanks,
were slipped into a little bag, and shaken up—several girls in turn taking a
hand at the shaking, to make assurance doubly sure, as it were.

Pamela gave little or no heced—but once she glanced at Vera, and saw
that her face was darkly set. A miserable doubt lurked in her mind, that
perhaps the promoter of the sweep had intended to “wangle” the draw
somehow for her own profit. She tried to banish it, feeling it was unjust
to Vera. But somchow it lingered. It was plain, at least, that for some
reason Vera was not in a pleasant humour. If in fact any “wangling” had
been intended, it was impossible, under so many watchful eyes. Some of
the watching eycs had, indeed, a suspicious or a greedy glint in them—the
least pleasant side of every nature was roused by the spirit of gambling—
and that, after all, was what is amounted to.

“I’ll draw first, if you girls don’t mind,” squeaked Peg, when the bag
was placed on the table and all was in readiness.

“We do mind !” said several voices.

“Oh, don’t be cats !” urged Peg.

“Alphabetical order!” snapped Vera.

“T'hat leaves you till last!” giggled Peg.

“Surnames !” snapped Vera.

“That leaves me till last,” said Millicent Wade. “Oh, I don’t mind—
get on with it. No, it’s you that’s last, Isolda—do you mind?”

“Any old thing!” drawled the Honourable Isolda Wentworth. “Carry
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“Catherine !” snapped Vera. *

And Catherine Bailey, as the first on the alphabetical list of surnames,
drew a slip from the bag—gave it an eager look, coloured with vexation,
and squeezed her way out of the crowded study-—having drawn a blank.
Ihen came May Carhew, next in the alphabetical list: and as she drew out,
and held up her slip, she gave a joyous chuckle.

“Blue Bag!”

May had drawn the favourite.

CHAPTER V. ‘.
THE LUCK OF THE DRAW!

VERA SANSON compressed her red lips, hard. The glint in her black eyes

was not pleasant, as she looked at the happy May. May’s face was irradiated.
She waved the slip over her head.

“Blue Bag!” she trilled. “The favourite! What price that, Pam?
What?”

“Gratters, dear!” said Pam.
~ “Good luck,” said Gwendoline Page. “Still, favourites don’t always
win. Do they, Vera? You know all about racing.”

"l don’t know any more than you do,” snapped Vera. ‘“For goodness
sake, get on with the draw. We can’t be all night about it—there’s prep.
vet.” Vera’s temper, only too clearly, was not at its best !

The draw proceeded. Pamela Duncan drew Blackamoor, at which there
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was a laugh in Study Six. A good many of the girls, as well as Peg Pipping,
had looked at Vera’s “Racing Record” during the past few days, acquiring
knowledge that they certainly were not expected by their parents to acquine
at St. Olive’s. So they knew that Blackamoor was a rank outsider, not
expected by anybody to win the Squire’s Cup, or even to be “placed.” It
was a matter of absolute indifference to Pamela, who was probably the only
girl in the crowded study who would have preferred not to win the swecep.

There was another laugh when Vera Sanson drew—a blank! Vera's
dark handsome face grew almost white, and her black eyes dilated. She
stared at the blank slip in her hand, and threw it savagely to the floor.
Some of the girls laughed—others exchanged glances—the Honourable Isolda
slightly shrugged her aristocratic shoulders. Vera’s face, at that moment,
was hard, coarse, repellent, looking years older than her age.

““He, he, he!” came from Peg. “You won’t be able to pay your bills
at Oscombe out of that, Vera! IHe, he!”

Vera Sanson turned on the fat Peg with a blaze of fury in her face.
Pamela caught her just in time, and pushed her back, before a sounding
smack landed on Pcg’s fat head.

“For goodness sake, keep your temper, Vera

“Mind your own business!”’ breathed Vera.

“I say, keep her off I’ yelled Peg, in alarm. I say, tain’t my fault she’s
drawn a blank! I never made her run up bills in Oscombe, did I?”

“Quict, you little ass!” said Millicent. “Do you want the pre.’s up
here?

“Well, she ain’t going to smack my hcad because she’s drawn a blank,
and can’t pay the milliner at Oscombe out of the swecep!” howled Peg.

“Be quiet—be quiet!” gasped Pamela.

“Get on with it,” said Annabel, as Vera Sanson stood with clenched
hands and flashing eyes, barely able to keep her sclf-control. “The sooncr
we’'re through this the better. It was a rotien idea, after all”

“Not quite the thing for St. Olive’s, really,” drawled Isolda.

Vera’s display of disappointment and savage temper had caused several
of the girls to realise that it was not quite the thing! Some of them
realised, too, that to the promoter of the sweep, it was not a spot of
harmless sporting fun, but a matter of serious import. Vera could hardly
have betrayed more plainly that she had hoped for, or rather counted upon,
better luck.

The remainder of the draw was hurricd through. When it was over,
the juniors crowded out of Study Six-—most of them glad to get away. Only
Mary Tunstall, who shared the study with Vera, remained. Mary had
drawn a blank also: but she was a plump, placid girl, and not at all dis-
turbed by her bad luck.

Vera, pale and disturbed, moved -estlessly about the study, with her
nails dug into her palms, biting her under-hip.

Mary looked at her, curiously.

“How did Pcg know that you owe money at the milliners in Oscombe?”
she asked.

“Oh, she noses everything out,” said Vera, bitterly. ‘She may have
seen the note they sent me—she sees everything! I wish I°d smacked her
head now. Fancy that little idiot May drawing the favourite! The sweep
would have seen me through, if—if ” She broke oftf. ‘“All my trouble
for nothing—and the yi<k too—oh, it’s rotten!”

Marv Tunstall stared at her.

“Vera, vou must have heen crackers. if vou got up the gweep to pay
R

"!?

exclaimed Pamela.










might not have thrown away the ticket in sorae old exercise: or whether,
indeed, she had placed it in the drawer at all. “Better search the study,
dear—it must be here somewhere—I know you brought it here, at any rate.”

“I put it in that drawer!” said May, with conviction.

“Well, let’s look cverywhere !” said Pam.

They proceeded to look “everywhere.” But looking everywhere did not
reveal the missing ticket. All it revealed was that “Blue Bag” was not in
Study Two.

“Where can it be?” May clenched her little hands. Her usually care-
less face was hard with anger, disappointment, and bitter suspicion. “Pam!
It’s been taken away.”

Pamela started as if a serpent had stung her.

“May! Don’t! Don’t say—don’t think such a dreadful thing!” she
gasped.

“I know I put 1t in that drawer !” said May stubbornly.

““I'hen it must have been thrown away with some old papers

“I don’t remember throwing anything away. And vou don’t! I tell
you my ticket’s been taken!” said May shrilly. This was a new May—
shrill and shrewd !

“Impossible I’ panted Pamela. “Oh, it was rotten—rotten of Vera
to start this beastiy business at all! But it can’t have been taken, May.”

“Peg 1s always nosing through the studies. She may have been looking
for chocolates, and found my ticket, and——"

“You mustn’t think such things, even of Pee! Ieg wouldn’'t! She’s
a fool—not a thief! I'or goodness sake, May >

“Where’s my ticket, then?” snapped May. “Where?”

“Think a minute,” urged Pam. “Every girl in the Fourth knows that
vou drew Blue Bag—nobody else could take the sweep on your ticket.
Nobody would have any object in stealing it, May.” :

“Oh!” said May. Her face cleared a little. “I-I suppose that’s right !
They all know I had Blue Bag. Vera knows, as well as the rest. She can’t
say 1 haven’t won the sweep. We’d better let her know the ticket’s missing,
though—we don’t want a fuss about it when we know who’s won.”

“Yes, we'd better tell her at once,” agreed Pam: and the two girls
went along to Study Six, where they found Vera Sanson.

Vera gave them a dark look as they came in.

“No good coming here yet,” she snapped. “I don’t get the evening
paper from Thomas till after prep. Come then!”

“It’s not that, Vera,” said Pam, quietly. “May can’t find her ticket—"’

Vera Sanson burst into a scoffing laugh.

“She’s lost her ticket? Like her, I must say! Is there anything she
doesn’t lose?” |

“I haven’t lost it!” flared ouvt May. “I parked it in the table drawer
in mv study, only—only it’s gone.”

“Well, you’d better find it,” snapped Vera. “The sweep can’t be paid
out unless the winning ticket is shown. You must be an utter idiot to be
careless with it, as it’s practicaily a cert. that Blue Bag will win.”

“I haven’t been careless with it!” exclaimed May. “But in any case,
you all know that I had Blue Bag, and if my horse wins, I take the sweep.”

Vera stared at her, a hard stare.

“If Blue Bag wins, you take the sweep, if you have the winning ticket,”
the said. “Not otherwise. The sweep’s in my hands, and I can’t pay out
the prize money without the winning ticket being produced. You ought
to know that.”

3
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“But—>but I had the ticket!” May was almost in tears. “You know
I had it—1I drew it in this study———"

“What I know, doesn’t matter a boiled bean,” said Vera, coolly. “it
1sn’t avhat I know or don’t know that counts. The prize can only be pald
out 1n cxchange for the winning tickct——that’s the law of every sweepstake.
If you haven’t the ticket, you don’t come in at all.”

“Oh, Pamela!” cried May.

“I—DP'm afraid that’s right, May.” Pamela set her lips. “You must
show up the ticket to take the prize, if your horse wins.”

“But it’s lost !’ wailed May.

“Look for it!” said Vera. “You’ve dropped it somewhere. It will turn
up if you look for it long cnough.” .

“And—and 1f it doesn’t, what becomes of the prize?” demanded May.
Vera gave a shrug of her slim shoulders.

“Some other horse might win,” she said. “If so, that ticket takes the
prize, of coursc. If Blue Bag wins, the Blue Bag ticket must be shown up.
Otherwise, the sweep stands over for another draw. It’s the whole thing
over again from the beginning-—equal chances all round: and if you have
the luck te draw the favourite for the next race, I advise you to put it in
a safe place.” |

“I did—1I did-—-only it’s gone--——17

“Rubbish !” snapped Vera. “You lose everything—vyou’d lose your
head if it would comec off your shoulders! Go and have another look for
the ticket. Anyhow, don’t bother me about it—I’ve got some deponent
verbs to do for the Duck.”

And Vera dipped her pen in the ink again, and dropped her eyes to her
work. May gazed at the top of her bent dark head, her lips quivering.
Pamela took her arm and gently led her from the study.

“It’s a shame—a shame!” whimpered May, as they went down the
passage. “Everyone knows I had the ticket, and the money’s mine when
Biue Bag wins. It’s a shame. Now if we have it all over again, on another
race Oh, Pam, 11 believe that’s what Vera wants—she might draw the
favourite next time. It’s not fair.”

“It can’t be helped, dear,” muttered Pamela. “The ticket’s lost-—and
—and Vera has a right to follow the rules. Let’s have another search for it.”

And the two girls went back to Study Two: and for the next hour,
they searched ; only proving, finally and conclusively, that the missing ticket
was not in the study. Several other girls, hearing what had happened, came
in to help: and the study looked rather untidy when, they had finished.
But there was no sign of May’s ticket. Some of the girls were sympathetic :
but it was easy to see that some were far from sorrv that the sweep would
have to be held over again on a new race, if the winning ticket could not
be produced. The misfortune of one was the benefit of another in a gamble,
and that consideration blunted sympathy and hardened hearts—as was
mmevitable. It was, as Pamela realised, an unanswerable argument against
entering into any form of gambling—even a half-crown sweepstake.

After the other girls were gone, May Carhew sat crushed, the tears
in her eyes overwhelmed by disappointment and chagrin. Pamela tried
to comfort her—but poor May was not to be comforted.

They had to turn to prep. at last: but the way poor May did her prep.
looked like earning her more lines from Miss Ducat on the morrow.
Pamela’s heart was heavy ; the whole thing had been a weight on her mind,
and when she looked at May’s face, usually so bricht and careless and
happy, and now so miserable and wocbegone, her anger against Vera
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flamed up. Why had that wretched girl started the wretched thing at all?
it the Head made a discovery, Vera would most likely be sent away from
5t. Olive’s—and Pam could have found it in her heart to wish that that
might be the outcome.

CHAPTER VII.
VERA’S CONFESSION'!

reG pPIPPING hurled open the door of Study Two with a crash, and burst
into the study, her fat face ablaze with excitement. Prep. was over—-and
Pam was murmuring comfort to May—to deaf ears. Both of them started,
and stared round, as the plumpest girl at St. Olive’s bounced in.

“I—I say, Pam, Whackamoor’s the binner!” spluttered Peg. ‘I mean,
Blackamoor’s the winner—1 say, lend me five bob out of the sweep, will you,
Pam? We’'ve always been pals, haven’t we? I say, Vera’s got the evening
paper from Thomas—she wasn’t going to let me see, the cat—but a lot
of girls looked—1I say, you’ve swum the weep—I—I mean you’ve won the
sweep—Blackamoor 1

Pamela stared at her, blankly. May gave a cry.

“You little fat donkey! What nonsense 2

“It’s in the paper!” gasped Peg. “I've scen it—Ilots of girls have seen
it! I say, you should have seen Vera’s face—{furious! He, he, he! 1 say,
it wasn’t the favourite that won after all—your ticket wouldn’t have been
any good, May.”

“Oh!” gasped May.

Pamela caught her breath. In her concern for May, she had forgotten
all about her own ticket. She had drawn Blackamoor—the rankest outsider
in the list. According to Peg’s startling announcement, Blackamoor had
won the Squire’ iCup———-beatmg the field as outsiders sometimes do. It
secemed incredible.

But 1t was true. Five or six girls rushed into the study, with con-
gratulations for. Pam. Millicent Wade brought the evening paper, and
alinost pushed 1t under Pam’s nose, and she rcad in the stop-press column:

SQUIRE’S CUP, 3 o’clock.

BLACKAMOOR ... 1
BoosTER ... 2
Brue Bac 3

She looked at May. May’s ticket was lost—but it would have been of
no value after all-—Blue Bag had come in third. May seemed hardly to
rezalise it at first ; but when she did, she laughed.

“Bother the old ticket!” she said. “It doesn’t matter a straw about it
now-—it’s no good. I'm glad you’ve won, Pam. I'd just as soon you won
as I did! And you haven’t lost your jolly old ticket, what?”

“it’s in my bag,” said Pamela. “But ”

“Come on,”’ called out Gwendoline Page. “We’ll all come along Wlth
vou to Vera’s *;tud‘, and see you bag the sweep moncy, Pam.” -

“Hear, hear!”
“Come on, Pam!”
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May's face was bright now. The missing ticket did not, as she said,
matter a straw: it was a losing horse, and of no more value than a blank.
She was glad that her chum had won the sweep: it was coming to Study
T'wo, after all. She caught Pam by one arm, Millicent caught her by the
other, and they marched her up the passage to Study Six, in the midst of a
crowd of girls.

“Here we are, Vera!” trilled May. “Never mind old Blue Bag—Pam’s

the jolly old winner. Trot out the loot!” Then she stared at Vera. ‘“Why,
what’s the matter?”’

Vera Sanson’s dark [ace was white, her forehead damp. Many of the
girls looked at her with concern,  She looked quite ill. Her dark eyes had
a [nghtened look in them, Pam came quickly towards her, forgetiing dislike
and scorn, as she saw how strange the girl looked.

“Veral Are you ill?” she exclaimed.

“No! Yes! I-—I've a headache,” stammered Vera. “I—I’ve lost the

key of my desk -the moncy’s locked up, Pamela—do you mind—
to-morrow 4

“That’s all right,” said Pamecla, at once. “Don’t bother, Vera. You
do look scedy- -don’t bother about it at all. Come away, girls—Vera doesa’t

want a crowd here,”
Vera seemed to choke for a moment.

“I—1I'd like you to stay with me for a bit, Pam, if—if you will !”” she
faltered.

“Certainly I'll stay,” said Pam.

And the other girls crowded away, and the door shut, leaving Pam
with the sick-looking promoter of the sweep-stake.

“Can I get you something for year headache, Vera?” asked Pam.
“ ” She broke off, staring blankly at Vera Sanson.

Vera had buried her face in her hands, and was sobbing. The tears
ran through hcr slim fingers, as Pamela stared at her in consternation. It
was amazing to sce the cool, collected, sardonic Vera break down like this:
and 1t was forced into Pam’s mind that this was not a matter of a headache.

“Vera!” she muttered. “What—what, in goodness name 17
Vera Sanson raised her head.

“I’'m done for!” she whispered. ‘“Pamela—we’ve never been friends—
I know you dislike me—but—but—for mercy’'s sake, go easy! Don’t—
don’t disgrace me before everybody! Don’t!”

“I1” said Pamela, i1n wonder.

“I'he sweep!” whispered Vera, her face colourless, her lips trembling.
“I—I thought—I hoped—it would see me through—I—I wanted the
money. Then—when May drew the favourite ” She broke off, and then
hurried on. **“When her ticket was lost, I—I counted on a new sweep, all
over again—I was certain that Blue Bag would win—everybody thought

so. And now---now—now Blackamoor’s won, and—and ”  Her voice
trailed off.

Pamela’s face grew pale and hard. She was beginning to understand.

“What have you done with the money, Vera?”’ She knew now that the
lost key of the desk was only a pretext.

“I——I had to pay that bill at Oscombe !”’ breathed Vera. “They—they
threatened to send it to Miss Buss if I did not. I—I thought—I thought

17







