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THEY SEARCHED IN VAIN!

An incident from the magnificent new long f 4

OLOURED ART CARD.

- 3 I Dolly Jobling.

completz story of the girls cf Cliff House School,
contained in this issue.

ALSO IN THIS ISSUE:

TWO SPLENDID SERIALS OF SCHOOL LIFE AND MYSTERY.
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! Your Editor’s Corner. | i

mammmsﬁu
Y DEAR READERS,—During the
last few months I have had the
pleasare of annowncing many
grand new features for the Scmoon
FRIEND—features that bave met with vast
appreciation from you all. But we have not
finished with them yet! The next grand new
attraction that is to add to the brightness
and popularity of your favourite paper will
be in the form of a
POWERFUL NEW SERIAL!

This is splendid news, you will agree, and
must set you wondering as to what kind of
story it is to be. Well, it is of a kind which
I know cannot help making a strong appeal
to you. Nothing to equal it has ever before
been printed within the pages of the Schoon
Friexp. Under the title of

" NO JOY IN HER RICHES!"
By Jean Inglesant,

the first superb long instalment of this grand
new serial will appear before you im A
FORTNIGHT'S TIME, and it is a story which
must make a stronger appeal to you than any
other has ever dome hefore. It is full of
human interest, and deals with characters
that will live in your mind. Its avthor, Miss

THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

Joan Inglesant, has written many powerful
serials before, though mot for the ScHooL
Friexp, but she has simply surpassed hersell
with this appealing story. It is of the kind
which will grip yom from the very first para-
graph, and will deszand your keenest interest
%l;:‘e and more strongly all the way through.
en,

IN A FORTNIGHT'S TIME,

you have read the opening imstaiment of “ No
Joy in Her Riches!™ you will not only offer
your warmest congratulations to Miss
Inglesant for supplying you with such splen-
did reading, but you will look eagerly forward
to the next instalment.

Next Thursday a

BEAUTIFUL COLOURED ART CARD OF
PHYLLIS HOWELL

is to make the ninth of the ten superb cards
the ScRooL FRIEND is presenting. Sport-
loving Phyllis is an established favourite with
you all, and I can rely on you mot to miss
this beautiful portrait.

In the pext magnificent new long complete
story of the girls of Cliff House, entitled

Twopence.

“ PHYLLIS HOWELL'S CHANCE!"
By Hilda Richards,

you will see Phyllis at her very best. What
is her chance? It is the kind of chance that
comes the way of very, very few girls, and
you will not he surprised to learn that this
great chance of Phyllis’ is chiefly connected
with sport. Phyllis’ keenness for sport is
fully equalled by her excellence at every
branch of it, and this chance of hers is one
she accepts eagerly. But there are obstacles
in her path, and what is the nature of these
obstacies, and how Phyllis faces them, you
will learn when you read our next fine story
of the girls of Cliff House. And 1 can
promise you thai your admiration for
PhyWis Howell will increase by leaps and
bounds.

There will, as usual, be another absorbing
new long instaiment of

“ FRIENDSHIP FORBIDDEN!"
By Ida Melbourne,

which you will find as full of excitement and
interest as those you have read, and the next
instalment of wsir other popular serial,

““ THE SIGNALMAN'S DAUGHTER!"
By Certrude Nelson,

will be as delightful and enthralling as ever
you could possibly wish.

As a last word I would ask all of you to
tell all your friends about our forthcoming
serial. Any girl who fails to read this story
will be missing a great treat.

Your gincere friend,
YOUR EDITOR.

hands are so

T . 0

Men admire the girl

who uses Icilma Cream

Her complexion is so clear and delicately
tinted—her skin is so soft and smooth—her

pinky-white and attractive.

No wonder men admire her.

No other toilet cream’ can give the same
wonaerful resuits, for Icilma Cream alone

contains the marvellously beautifying Icilma

Water.

Icilma Cream preserves the bloom

of youth and keeps backs the tell-tale signs
of age.

purpose for which toile! po
sold in a popular size at 1/3 per box.
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Icilma Face Powder

Ici'ma Bouguet Face Powder, the fascinating
silk-sifted face powder—supreme for every
wder is used—is now

Foamy— fragrant—non-greasy.

Price 1/3: large pot 2/-, everywhere. Fl:sh-tinte? Cream 1/9
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Use it daily and look your best
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readers. Satisfaction guaranteed or cash returned. - Foreign post extra.
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ALL COLOURS, 11d. sq. ft. MAKE OWN GLOVES, HATB
DOROTHY BAOB, and save monev. Send 2d. shmp full ‘-4{
pattern=.—CATT, Leather Merchant, NORTHAMPTON.
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AND MYSTERY SERIAL.

CHARACTERS IN THIS STORY.

DOLORES KALENZI, a dark-eyed, olive-
complexioned, and very attractive Eastern
girl, who, by the orders of her-aunt, is for-
bidden. the friendship of

KITTY CRICHTON, PEARL HARDY & CO.
the wupright and light-hearted Fourth-
Formers at Limmershaw High School.

YELMA KALENZI, the aunt of Dolores, who
is really not at all an unkindly woman, but
is Fnder the strict orders of Dolores’
uncle,

-——

None of the happy freedom of the Limmer-
shaw High School girls was allowed Dolores
Kalenzi. Twice a day, at the finish of her
lessons, her aunt called at the school to take
her home, and on account of this the Eastern
girl naturally became an object of ridicule
amongst most of the High School girls. She
was there to study—nothing more, said her
aunt, and she was to make no friends with
Kitty Crichton & Co.

Later, a mysterious chalked =sign was
noticed both by the Eastern people and by
tho Limmershaw girls on a certain tree in
the woods. It caused Dolores’ aunt great
alarm, and she kept the Eastern schoolgirl in
even closer captivity.

The Limmershaw girls had the great for-
tune to discover a vast treasure in a cave
among the cliffs. Dolores’ aunt was invited
to inspect the treasure, but she seemed as
mystified by it as anyone else. Just after
this Aunt Yelma astounded Dolores by allow-
ing her to invite her school friends to the
house. Jane Prestwich, a sly sort of girl who
was no friend of Dolores, practically invited
herself, and, after arriving at the mysterious
{mzl’me. Jane disappeared. Where had she got
0

CRead on from here.)

Ordered Out of the House!

HE girls exchanged despairing
looks, and Dolores clenched her
hands with helpless rage. a
Where could Jane Prestwich
be?

Only too well Dolores knew that the
girl must be in the house—searching,
satiating her curiosity.

And what would Aunt Yelma sav to
that? What Aunt Yelma thoughi was
wade obvious by her expression.

Kitly Qrichton frowned, and Pearl
Hardy shrugged her shoulders.

“Might ﬁave expected it!" growled

Pearl.  “Just the sort of thing Jane
would do! Oh, why didn’t we keep an
eye on her?”

Yelma Kalenzi came forward. She
had noted the whisper, although she had
not heard what Pearl had said.

“This girl, where is she?!” she asked
angrily. *You know, you are parties to
this—to this amazing conduct. Is it not
possible to ask girls (o the house without
having them prying?"”

u“ﬁ. have not geen prying, Madame
Kalenzi!” Pearl retorted rather heatedly.
4 And we do not know where Jane is.”

By ;
IDA MELBOURNE.

“It is true, aunt!” interposed Doloves
guickly. She was anxious to shield her
friends. About Jane it did not matter,
But for Jane there would have been uvo
unpleasantness,

But now Dolores could not help won-
dering what action her aunt would take.
It did not seem improbable that her aunt
would include Kitty, Julia, and Pearl in
the blame. That it would be grossly
unfair was not likely to affect her aunt’s
decision.

“We must find the girl,” said Aunt
Yelma tersely.

She wheeled about and made towards
the house, Chileen following close as her
shadow.

For some minutes Kitty and the olhers
paused. Dolores hesitated, too, between
a desire to follow her aunt and a duty
to remain by her guests.

“Come along,” she said.
find her.”

She led the
Kitty, after a
Pear! and Julia

“We must

way to the house, and
look at Pearl, followed.
brought up the rear.

Aunt Yelma and Chileen could be
heard walking ahead. and it was not
many seconds later (hat they caught
them up.

The woman walked quickly on and
spoke rapidly to Chileen. The servant
nodded.

_Kitty Crichion looked at Pearl. who
simply stared as they heard the strange

‘““Stop !’ Yelma Kalenzl shoutoed the
word In alarm as Jene Prestwich
backed towards th» cabinet.

langaage,
they i
European.

But the thought was dismissed from
their minds as they saw Yelma Kalenzi
hurry forward.

They followed, and reached the end of

It was like no langnage that
knew; it was certainly not

a long passage.
breath and stopped.

That passage, she knew, led to the
cabinet, Where was Jane? Had she dis-
covered {he secret of the cabinel? Was
she in the small dungeon?

Al the top of the passage Aunt Yelma
had halted. In wonderment the girls
gathered round her and saw at the end
of the passage Jane Prestwich crouching
back.

She was near the cabinet, her back to
it And she was stepping back inch by
inch,

“Stop!”

Yelma Kalenzi shouted the warnin
with such anxiety-that the girls arouns
her drew back.

Only Dolores knew the reason for it,
and the others imagined for the moment
that the woman was over-excited.

Even if Jane stepped back on to the
cabinet she would not hurt herself. To
the cabinet they gave not a second's
thought. There was no real reason why
they should.

But Dolores knew that at any moment
Jane might step back into the cabinet,
knock off the leaden weight, and release
the spring.

Then the secret would be out.

Chileen  wus running forward
gesticulating o Jane Prestwich,
white-faced, stared at him,

She backed, and, in -alarm,
stopped, but waved still move.

“Come here, girl—foolish
shouted Aunt Yelma.

A moment’s hesitation, then Jane
obeyed the harsh command fearfully, yet
knowing that there was nothing else lo
do. _She had done wrong in spying, and
she must-face the consequences.

She. looked appealingly at Kiity, but
there was only contempl in the glance
Kitty gave her,

Dolores seemed imploring as well as
angry. For Dolores saw disaster in the
unfortunate incident.

“How dare you!” exclaimed Aunt
Yelma heatedly. “1 did not ask youn here
to-spy! What right have you to search
these passages, to inquire into that which
does not concern you !”

-“I—I was looking for a way oul into
the fields,” stammered Jane. *“I didn’t
think- there was any harm in coming
along this passage.”

Yelma Kalenzi breathed deeply.

““Phere is no harm,” she retorted, with
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Dolores caught her

and
who,

Chileen

girl!”
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an effort. *“No harm at all.
13 you spying.
you should spy; there is nothing 1 an:
Imlm.g——

“I'm sorry!” murmured Jane Prest-
wich penitently.

But she did not look

cunmingly roved about.
keeniy at Dolores’ aunt and at Chileen.
For the servant was watching her closely.

Jape kmew that there was something
ludden. Yelma Kalenzi’s manner told
that. Her extreme caution had spoken
eloguently of alarm.

Kitty and Pearl saw i, lon The lock
they bow they
vealised thal
spoken the strict truth.

What the secret was they did not pee-
tend 1o know ;
cover.
evident now,

Dolores saw the look and sighed.
shie knew that her aunt had seen it.

“You are inquisitive—all of you!™ ex-
vinimed Yelma- Kalenzi suddenly. “1
uright have known it. You would search
here, even as you searched the smuggler’s

Hes eyels

1-'nl

vave. You are taught to pry at school
and "

“That is hardly fair, Madame
Kalenzi,” said Kitty Crichion coldly.

“We had no ilmmuon of prnr.g."

“No, aunt, * said Dol uickly and
anxiously. hlly Pearl, un“!' Julia have
dane nothing w It isw't fair io
Blame them just use Jane took
hbruet

**Silence, Dolores! 1 am the judge of
what is best to be done. y are in
teagoe about this, I have told you.
Friends are valueless. These girls care
nathing for you; they merely use you us
& lever to aid their curiosity. 'I‘hey only
came to Jook over the house!”

*“'T'hat is not true, Madame Kalenzi!”
retorted Pearl Haxdy angrily. “We
camg at your invifation.”

You did not spy at my invilation.
Oh, _it's all very well for you three to
pretend (hat ron were not pa Ijeén 1his
girl's deceit! But you shie
You knew that she was in the honse,
aud -lro\e to shield her -

rg tho modge thel K0t
igroring nw 1

Kitty Crichton, more lev, .?;L.ﬁd
ber chum, realised that argument mld
serve them mo good pu It was
obvious that lhdnme lenzi did not
wish to be [air.

“I am n-dl.i:ﬁedmrl‘l;;t you d:d know,”
the woman nest
2 ok o long i sl by (e
e requoi on your ha am

creditable

to your school. And I may say it is the
last time 1 shall allow Dolores to have
friends in 10 tea.”

Pearl would have made a reply, bm
Kiily gripped her arm in time. Whethe
Madume Kalenszi were right, or \ahetber

she were grossly unfair, it was not Peari’s
duty to correct her.

"‘\l" well, Madame Kalenzi,™ :=aid
klllr

Hle turned. but Dolores stayed her.

“Wait!” the girl exclaimed hoarseir.
*“You are not ‘o go. Am:l |l isn't fair.
They sha'n’t be sent away.’

And l)olorel eves blazed mgrﬂv

** Delores, ™ eu'lmmed her aunt in
scandalised tones, * how dare yon! You
ara forgetting your Go to your
yoom at once, and remain ihere.”

Dolores did not move. For once she
gtood her ground. Her aunt's unfair-
ness had ronsed her to an unusual ex-
tent.

Perhaps it was the realisalion that ber
friendship was gone. Never again
would she be able to ask her friends
home. For was it likely that gids
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showed
Kalenzi had noi;

they did mot wish to dis- | *
But that there was one was qm..-n

"What eounld she

THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

But I object | would come to the house to be insnited
There is no reason uhy;..sh:xdntt; and the others

had been in-

And the news of that insult would
spread. Even if Kitty, Pearl, and Julia
said nothing, Jane's tongue ‘would add
colour to 5:3 already unpleasant inci-

Iuﬂy Crichton loolwd anxiously from
aunt to miece. She saw the stormtlonds
mnng ard whupened to Dolores.

“ Please go,” <he
“Dolores, vou can do no good.

Dolores tried to set her lips. But they
wese trembling. Ier eyes were moist.
Bhe wanted to speak, but she could not

”

xl.hc .hhr_thrwt. i -
ity relied on. Kitly wou!

advise ber well, and, trusting the girl
she friend, she turned on her heel,
““_f her mounting the stairs,

oo e
Good-bye!” Xitty e-lled to ber
“We shall see you to-morrow.”

And her farewell wae echoed by the.
others.

“1 have asked you to go!" said
Madame Kalenzi. *“That is your way.®

Her hand pointed to the door.

“We are going!"” said Pearl Hardy
conlemptneusly.

Without a word the girls departed,
their racquets under thelr‘l.ml- Nl

And when they locked round from the

doorway they saw Madame Kalenzi
gesticelating.
From -her window above, Dolores

ﬂvod a tear-stained handkerchief.
“I—1'm sorry !’ she called chokingly.
“ Ever—ever so sorry !

“It’s not your fault, dear!"” Kitty an-
swered. “C eeno' Don't worry. We're
nol blaming you.”

And they went down the path

“Poor kid!” murmured Kiity Crich-
lon sympathetically.

::; .‘Pmtll‘ull tlih tle*i,‘e'hmm L f

A ear]l Har t her opinion o
Madame Kalenzi ioy .

“It was Jane's h.ult " said Julia
Parson, with quite unusual erossness. “ If
she hadn’t nosed about it would have
been all right.”

“0h, of course, it was my fault !”
torned Jane, with a slight laugh. "But
1 wender why nhe was so worried about
Ml u{:ie— bou

you'd worry more a
affairs you'd cdause less bother I snapped
Pearl A “cheu.nm;mm
the house, il’s nol our busme-.

PBa[t llhrl:i; Pl:nhnrhh

ear @ or thought did
matter a great deal to her, and -w'd.
confemptoous o nppaing, was likely
to alter Jane's prymg nature,

From Madame Kalenzi's view; ﬁre
could have been ne worse guest than
Jane Presbwich.

But, on the whole, Madame

was mot dissatisfied with the ~wisit.
Indd, as she spoke to she
spiled and nodded in a way 1hat would
have puzzled

Dolores.

The wensom for her -nﬂa--xgh
have astonnded Dolores. But Dalores re-
mained iu blissful 1gnorance of ber aunt’s
motives or ambitions.

—

The Noise in the Night!

OLORES eould not sleep.
From side to side in hu' bed
she turned restlessly.
It seemed for her
{o take her mind from the events of the
aﬂcl noon.

i she bad not wanled them, why had
her avnt asked the girls io come? Far.
far rather would Dolores that they had
pot come than that they should have
been 1

What would Km'g thmk of her now*

{ aunt’s and Chileen's.

* Never again

* Twopenca:
could she 25 a girl to tea! Fvéryone
at the school would know from Jane
what had ha

Jane was a nuisance. But for Jane it
would never have happen

Although she told hen-el! that {ime
and time again, Dolores felt in her heari
that, Jane or no Jane, her friends would
beve ordeéred the house.

Jane was ‘the direct m&- but the in-

direct canse was tllqmbs fault. Her
aunt did not like the 'uh. She had
never -rmd hs to have (nendl.

Yet was it not strange that she should

\-enﬂowedu:an tea? And st tea-
bermmthndhptibommn

up. She had talked quite chattily sbo
wlnol,a.ndlhou themdn

had found. -

It was not for some time that Dolores

realised that it was maiuly ‘about  the

treasure her aunt had talked:; in fort,
ﬂut had been the sole tqie of eonversas
tion.

Had t.lmre been & rendnr-m it?

Dolosu dismissed tbe thought fram

her mind, although she an - uneasy
doubt that perhaps her wnh had wanted
to talk of the treasure—had asked them
1o tea for that special purpose.

Now she vould remember clearly how
ber aunt had turned the conversation
back to the treasure and the when
it chanced to branch of in different
directions.

Had there been reason in it?

Surely not. Why shouid there be? Tt
was & question that Deolores counld not
answer. There was no reason known 1o
her. Never before had her aunt been
interested in the

Perhaps it was mcnly that she was
for once attempting to be hospitable.
?ﬂer all, it wag a h‘t‘t]e dnhearlof ening 1o

:accveragnestm the act

Yet Dolores knew that lh?rszas @

y

secret. No tess would have
shown such pal alarm, unless there
were some reason for so doing.

0 bed.
window, an out-

house door that slightly.
So became {o the

doormdher

umped.
thﬂer“ﬁ‘;ﬂw wmmy:lh‘burghn In
is iar an, was
What more ntl.un'.l“thnn Ertr-
ghn 'if her aunt bad some secret ?

She listened for the nound of foohiqn
below, and heard them; but they weie
soft and

Softly creépt from her bed and stole
across the dark room to the window.

Automatically she avoided the furni-
ture, and quietly moved the catch and
windows.

o-pontdtbe
that -howme only her

oﬁ air was

oul on to the stoue
bulcon}'. Lnncnm' intently leaned
over.

She drew back v as a beam of
light shot out fmm side of the house,
For the moment lhe imagined it to be
the light of a torch.

Then she knew that she was mistaken,
By leaning farther over she could sce
that the light came from the house.

Surely no burzlar in his senses would

use the lights! As she turned her head
mhur voices, and then she drew

It was not burglars!

The voices she had heard were her
What they =aid
she did not know, for they o[.'oke in the
strange lenguage.
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It was curious that they should be up
»o late—very sita As a rule,
time was an early hour in the Knienz:
household, and no lights burned much
after ten o'clock.

Now il was past midnight by hall an
hour,

Standing by the door of her room she
heard bolts move—squeaky bolts. The
only heary squeaky bolts, the withdraw-
ing or shooting home of which would be
audible from her room, were on the front
door.

Was her aunt going out?

The subscquendt sound belied that sur-
fuise. Her aunt, or someone, had just
come in,

She heard footsteps in a distant part
of the house, then the sound of her aunt
coming upstairs.

Wondering. she returned to her bed.
Now her previous meditation was for-
gotten, nné she fell to surmising on the
cause for this evening's adventure.

Yet actually there was nothing to show
that her aunt had been out, and she
decided That she was over-mervous and
over-suspicious.

Bhe was letting her imagination run
riot, colouring the already abnormal
characteristics of the house, fautastically.

And, assuring herself that nothing was
-amiss, she fell asleep.

Heavy-eyed she awoke in the morning
‘to find her aunt at the door with her
breakfast,

“You have overslept yourself,” l-!u-
woman said. “Here is your breakfasi.’

Dolores yawned, and then remembered
lhe sounds she had heard in the mght

“I couldn’t get to sleep, aunt,” she

said, looking at Yelma Kalenzi in the
mirror. “Were you downstairs in the
night? T thought I heard something !”

“Downstairs I”  Her aunt’s expres-
sion changed, and Dolores could sce in
the mirror the keen glance her aunt was
giving her. “You must have imagined
it. 1 was in bed early.”

Dolores frowned slightly.
was not speaking the tmtfu.

“But I saw a light—I looked out of
the window. Besides, I heard your \nlu
nlui Chileen's, about half-past twelve!”

“Oh, yes! I—I came down. (hll(on
had a—a touch of malaria!"”

For a moiment Dolores did not make
comment, It was unusual for her aunt
to hesitate, and she was suspicious of that
explanation.

It was impossible that her aunt could
have forgotien the fact that Chileen had
had a touch of malaria.

“Poor Chileen!” murmured Dolores
slowly. “Is he better now?"

“Yes,” returned her aunt briefly.
“Eat ail that you can, Dolores. But
you must hurry. It is late.”

olores o and commenced eating
her breakfast.

She hurried, but it was not from a
desire to get to school in time. She was
anxious (o see Chileen.

In an amazingly short space of time
she was dressed and downstairs,

Chileen I\I.! waiting  for and
opeaed the door.

“ Lovely weather,

Chileen nodded.

“The weather is most beautiful,”
murmured.

“ Are you betier this morning?”

“Better?” He looked at her keenly.
“I no savvy!”

“Your malaria !’

“Ah, yes!” he aalcl quickly, with a
side- glan('e al her. “I am well this
reorning. It was—just a spasm last
night—nothing much. I am well, Miss
Dolores, now."”

Dolores almost groaned aloud. She
could not be sure whether Chileen were
telling the truth or merely saying what
he had been instructed to =ay. Aunt

Her aunt

her,
" she said casually.

he

THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

Yelma was clever, and it was not likely
that, having invenled a story, rhe would
fail" to tell Chileen, who would have to
support it.

It was annoying to Dolores, for she
did not believe the story, and had hoped
to trap the truth from the servant. It
was hardly likely’ that he had suffered
from a touch of malaria. The weather
“aﬁ too good, and Chileen lcoked too
well.

What bhad happened was for tie pre-
sent a mystery.

At the school gates he left Ler,
Dolores went inside alone.

For a moment she stared about her in
amazement. She was late—only a few
minules late, but that was enough. Yet
the quadrangle was crowded with girls,
and they all scemed to be talking at
oncs.

Most of them scemed to be gathered
outside the School House doorway, and
were talking loudly and vehemently.

That something was amiss was obvious,
and Dolores hurried forward. She espied
Kitty .Crichton and Pearl Hardy in one
group, and joined it.

and
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jewels. She had hoped that when an
examination was made something inter-
esting might be heard.

Now they would never know. It was
only natural that the jewels should have
been stolen. But it was a shame. Never
could they learn now if they had been
the crown jewels. of Boralia. They
would be divided, and sent abroad for
sale.

“We ought to have insured them!™
laughed Julia Parsons. “ After all, as
treasure trove, a cerlain percentage of
them belongs to us!”

“Unless they were the crown jewels,
as Miss Bowden snggmh-d." pointed out
Kitty Crichton. Anyway, whatever
they were they are gone now, and it's
no usé crying over spilt milk !

It was good advice, but not heeded.
That morning there was any amount of
groaning over spilt milk, and the interest
taken in lessons was small compared with
interest taken in the police examination
of the scene of the burglary.

But thg police offered little hope of
recovery, and the spirits of the Fourth
Formers fell to zero.

¥l

““1 have ulwd you to go !’ said Madame Kalenzi.
We're going !'" said Pearl Hardy contemptuously.

“ That s your way!"™

“What is it ?" she asked eagerly.

At the question everyone stopped talk-
ing, aud then the voices broke loose
again.

Dolores put her hands to her ears.

21 unl hear 3ou when you all talk
at once !" she said

Kitty Crichton clutched her arm.

“We're all so excited!” she said.
“There's bean a burglary at the school,
Dolores! The treasure—the jewels have
been stolen!™

Dolores’ Discovery!
exclaimed Dolores

€ TOLEN ! ime lores.
“Oh!”
“The burglars got in through

a back window !

“The one 1 ecracked!” exclaimed
Pearl. “And took all the jewels. We
thought they were safe there. Appar-

ently they weren't!”

“The funny thing is, too, that they
opened the sports x so easily. The
lock looks as though it has been picked.
Anyway, it's broken now. The police-
man says it must have taken hours. In
fact, he didn't think it possible!”

But Dolores did not hear all that Kitty
said. She was disappointed about the

Even the mistresses were glad when
lessons were over, for it was hard work
trying to teach girls whose attention
was focussed anywhere but in the school-
room.

For some time after the bell had rung
for dismissal the quadrangle was crow
with girls, who talked and talked of the
sensational happening.

When Chileen arrived for Dolores she
was loth to depart.

“Oh, Chileen!” she exclainied.
“What do you think has happened?
The treasure the girls found—you know,
the jewels—have been stolen!™

“The jewels?” he asked. *“What
jewels?”

“You know! T told you that Peari
and one or two of the girls found soma
jewels in a .cave. Now they've been
stolen !

Chileen held up his hands in horror,

“Burglars!” he questioned.

Dolores nodded.
“They got in through a back
window,” she explained. *“But the

police say that they haven't left a clue.”
“That is strange. They are usually
not careful.” : i
Tueg Scaool Friexp.—No 163,
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“Oh, it was something worth steal-
fng!” explained Pearl Hardy. *Ciever
burglars don't leave clues. Thqy’\'e got
the size of ihe chap’s hoof, I think. It's
a pretty large one—about twelve inches
long from toe to hecl!™ =

“That's how he broke the lock,
laughed Julia Parsons. * Probably trod
on it! We shall have to lpok round for
someone with big feet. Let's have a
look at yours, Chileen. Oh, goodness!
They're all right! Sixes?” .

Chileen nodded. He was proud of his
small feet. He was not very tall, and his
feet did not Jook out of rtion com-

red with the rest of his body. Now
Fv: jooked at them with a smile of satis-
faction, e

“Pearl’s the only one under suspicion
at pre«:nt.h [‘alllle takes twelves,” said
Julia thoughtfully. .

She bmi‘ed ...-.’.y. and Dolores decided
that, as serious discussion had ended, it
was time for lunch, g

As they hurried down the lane Chileen
looked thoughtful, but he did not speak.

“Why so worried, Chileen?” asked

Dalores. :

“Worried?” he exclaimed. “T think-
ing. Burglar not stand much chance if
they got size of feet. Not like to be in
burglar's shoes !

“(Oh, well, there'd be plenty of room
for you,” said Dolores with a consoling
m:{k'l Chil iled too.

n smi

W'l‘l‘en sf:eecgot home, Dolores told her

aunt of thedll:urfn!sry. and she told every
letail that she knew.
3 r’.‘1’:;111.3 of the details had been en-
larged, and altogether it made a con-
V""'mA‘if m beautiful jewels stolen!”
exchimego lher "M'I'tﬁq “ But ':quiena
ham ores ! were splen-
T What was it the mistress thought
them 7 X ;

“The crown jewels of Bouralia,” said
Jook at her aumt.
the kingdom her

not alter at all. - } i

Dolores was puzzled. She could have
bheen certain that her aunt knew a great
deal about Bouralia—yet she would
never mention it.

* How strange that we should have
been talking about burglars at tea
yestorday, aunt,” she said. “And that
window, tco. Fancy them getting in
by that!”

“Ah! Had the girls been prepared
—not so sure—then it might not have
happened,” said her aunt wisely.

“J—I suppose so. Still, the police
will probably find the man, whoever it
sachi

Dolores finished her dinner and rose.
She was anxious to get back to school in
order to learn what fresh developments
had taken place.

On that ticular day the mistresses
were surprised to find the quadrangle
vrowded with girls a full half-hour before
school was due to commence,

But, despite their earliness, the girls
learnt nothing.

The police had finished their investi-
gation of the scene of the burglary;

and the investigations they were
makmE outside went on withont the
girls' knowledge.

No news of an arrest had been heard
when lessons finished for the day, and
the firls were getting a little impatient.
""ho;'rc jolly slow, our merry
police !’ frowned  Julia Parsons.
“Neither of them are up to much——""

“Hl, h" hﬁ!" .

Dolores smiled. The local police were
eertainly not briliant. One constable
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such an unusual case as this, when an
inspector eame in from a town.

“Well, =uppose weé take a hand?”
suggested Pearl Hardy. “Let's go to
the shoe-shop, and inquire who beught
the last boots size twelve—ihat ought
io help!® .

“Or scarch the district for size twelve
footprints—that'd be rather . fun!”
smiled Kitty Crichton. “It was a
pretty sloppy night. Perhaps the foot-
prints will have dried hard.”

Very few took the suggestion seri-
ously, least of all Kitty., But Pearl
Hardy was all keenness,

“That's the idea!” she exclaimed.
“We can follow the footprints from
where they got back out of the window,
and I'll bring my dog. Old Gyppy's
jolly good at following thiwgs.”

“Don’t see that he’ll be much help,”
said Julia. “He may be a comfort if he
follows us -

“Silly! 1 mean he'll
burglar’s scent——"

“%:lovr do you knmow he used any "

But Julia was silenced. and “Pearl
made plans. Kitty was willing to enter
nto scheme, even thongh she
thought it ridiculous.

“You'll come, Dolores ?” asked Pearl,
“It'll be awful fun, even if we don't
catch anything.”

“I—I'd like to,” faltered Dolores.

“But auntie won't let her!” jecred
Jane Prestwich. “We'd better not
take her. ; We don't want her aunt

chasing us.

hDolgren flushed, and glared angrily at
the girl.

“Oh, leave the kid alone !" said Pearl
crossly. “We don't want you, Jane,
that's certain. Dolores can ask her aunt.
And if she can't come, she can’t.
remember when your mother wouldn’t
let you come to a hockey-match, Jane.”

And Jane decided then that least said
w?hmnm néenged i o

e roke up with aif arrange-
ment tﬁat all who could come should
meet that evening at six o'clock.

With but little hope of being able to
join the expedition, Dolores hurried
home to her aunt.

Aunt Yelma was not in a good
temper, and during tea Dolores formed
the decision that it was better not to
ask at all than to ask and be refused.
She decided to take French-leave. For
there was always the secret passage.

But leaving by that means was not so
easy as shc%m anticipated. It was
some time before she could be certain
that no one would come along and dis-
cover her trying to escape.

When the coast was finally clear she
ran along and removed the weight.

The cabinet opened, and, thanks to
her previous attention, the electric-bell
did not ring.

One or two tremendous efforts, and
she was able to lift the great stone slab.

She turned it over, then fashed her
clectric torch into the opening.

Sisting on the side, she gradually
lowered herself into the dungeon. She
walked forward, then stumbled against
something.

In surprise, she swivelled her torch
round and looked.

Next minute she all but dropped the
torch, for she found herself staring at
a bound box, through the splits in which
glittered brilliantly many jewels!

The treasure—the stolen treasure!

She stooped to examine it, but she
had made no mistake. It was the trea-
sure sure enough. Staring at it, she
looked fearfully above.

The treasure here! What could it
mean? How had it got here? Had it

follow the

sufficed for the police force, except in | been taken along the cave, or put in
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But that would mean that her aunt
had done it, or Chileen.

Surely they had not stolen it!
aunt! It could not be!

Yet she knew that it was not so im-

Her

probable ‘as it first appeired. Had it
not beep taken from here? This must
have been the place. AT

There was tho secret passage. This

was the place Kitty had "deseribed.

Ji was her aunt’s,” then, this treasure;
and her -aunt had stolen pack her own
properiy.

Her head was almost in F¥hidl s she
tried to work things out. How could it
be her aunt’s property? Her aunt had
denied knowledge of it at the school.
Why should she do that if it were here?
Why not claim it?

There was & reason why not, though.
If it had not belonged to her aunt! If
in the first place it had. heen stolen—
from the kingdonr of Bouralia, for
instance !

But, -snyway, Chileen must have
stolen it last might from the school. Of
coursc—that wa* where he had heen!
She had heard him come in.

Sudden light entered her mind. She
saw pow why her aunt had questioned
Kitty so closely the other afterndon.
The_broken window—Aunt Yelma had
elicited all that information. And by
that window -the school had been
entered.

She looked round the dungeon, again
examined the box, and rose, wondering
what to do.

The thought that her aunt and
Chileen were burglars overwhelmed her.
And as she looked round the dungeon
she espied a pair of large boots,

She touched them, and found that
the mud on the soles was still moist.
But the size of them—they were quite
twelve inches long!

There was no doubt now! Chileen
must have worn them to fool the police,
To think that her companions were
wandering the countrgnide, looking for
{‘mtp!rims made by the boots that lay

ere

Chilcen a burglar! What should she
do? Tell the police? It was impos-
sible! No, no; she must shield them—
both Chileen and her aunt, the latter
being undoubtedly responsible for
Chileen's venture.

She must hide their secret. She had
discovered it by accident.

Besides, harsh though Aunt Yelma
sometimes was, Dolores was fond of her,
and never would she be able to turn
against her.

Somehow she must put the girls off
the scent. But how?

S0P RRVNTORNRRTRRRERRT o

What is the mystery of iheo
treasure ? If it is the property®
of Dolores® aunt, why did she not §
reclaim it when she was at thee
school, instead of regaining it

-

the irack.
Will they manage lo traci "ae:
burglar to the mysterious housew
of the Kalenzi's ? What cang
Dolores do te such ae
? Next week's cb-:

sorbing long instalment wille
show. .
Remember that in a forinight’s g
time the grand long instal- ®
meent of <2 Jo.h!ﬂ&l‘cﬁu!":
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Birds of a Feather!

L] A, ha, 'ha!”
That sound of merry laugh-

ter came from the Fourth
Form passage at Clff Housz
School.

The Fourth-Formers were not rowdy,
but they were certainly high-spirited,
and the sound of laughter was not a
strange or unusual one when coming
from that quarter.

But that wave of laughter was im-
mense; it was not the laughter of one,
but the laughter of many. And it was
repeated.

ound the doorway of Study No. 7
*was gathered quite a crowd of girls,
The cricket-bats that several carried
spoke of summer.

“Just like Dolly,"” said Clara Trevlyn.

“Burned again!"” laughed Barbara
Redfern.

Barbara was the Fourth Form captain,
and as such was to the fore.

Her chum, Mabel Lynn, was standing
next to her, smiling.

In fact, they were all smiling—and
small wonder.

From Study No. 7 came the scent of
burning. Thoe atmosphere was heavy and
hot—distinctly hot.

“Phew !" murmured Philippa Derwent,
as she fanned herself with a Panama hat.
“Dolly, Dolly, Dolly! On a day like this,
too!” ~*

“Why on earth did you make a bon-
fire?” asked Freda Foole innocently,
though her eyes twinkled.

From the middle of the black-specked
atmosphere of Btudy No. T came the
sound of an angry grunt. :

“And the furniture!” said Marjorie
Hazeldene mildly. * Dolly, you're mak-
ing all the cretonne black.”

t was like Marjorie to think of the
furniture. Of the three occupants of
Study No. 7, Marjorie Hazeldene was the
most domesticuted—although that did not
sny much—for Clara Trevlyn was too
much of a tomboy, and Dolly Jobling too
clumsy.

But Dolly was keen on cooking—and it
was that ieennr.\ss that now caused so
much amusement.

Dolly Jobling wiped the back of her
hand across her red face, brushing back
a wisp of haiv that adhered to her cheek.

With the other hand she fanned the.

choking atmosphere.

“Bother the cretonne!” she
crossly, “I couldn't help it—"

“You mnever can!” chuckled Clara
Treviyn. * Why don't you give up cook-
ing? Look at the sky! Look at the
green fields! Come on, we've got a
scratch match. A rattling game of
cricket'll do you far more good than
mopin’ in here making bonfires !”

“I'm not “making bonfires,” retorted
Dolly Jobling (‘rossfv. “You know per-

said
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fectly well I'm making that new kind of
toffeo.”

“Toffee—eh? My hat!” Y

Clara Trevlyn held her sides and simply
yelled with laughter.

Freda Foote leaned on Marjorie Hazel-
dene’s shoulder and literally wept with
mirth.

Dolly Jobling, her lips set, glared at
them.

““You can make fun!” she said bitterly.
“Jt isn't my fault that the frying-pan
overturned! You'll eat the toffee quick
enough when it's made "

“When!” chuckled Clara. *“I shall
be toothless by that time—drawing my
old age pension.”

And in Clara's remark there was cer-
tainly an element of truth. Somehow or
other Dolly Jobling, though she knew
quite a great deal about cooking theoreti-
cally, was often unfortunate with the
practical side of the delicate art.

She started well, but invariably upsot
the frying-pan.

a do go away!” she said crossly.

The others were far too busy laughing
to notice the slight tremor in her tones.
Dolly had to endure a great deal of
chipping on account of her cookery—bul
there were limits.

And this afternoon she did not feel
up to enduring much. The afternoon
was hot—tremendously hot—but she had
heroically endured the heat of the fire
and the sun in order to make the very.
special toffee, the recipe of which she had
just obtained.

“Poor old Dolly!” said Philippa Der-
went. ‘‘It's too bad, really, to tease you
so. But you are funny with your
cooking ! :

“He, he, he!” chimed in the fat, un-
musical tones of Bessie Bunter. *“I'll
teach you how to cook, Dolly. Why. you
can’t boil water without burning it!”

“Oh, go away !” hissed Dolly angrily.

It was bad enough to endure the
mockery of her friends, but Bessie, the
fattest, the most obtuse of the Fourth—
it was like unto the damel's last straw !

Bessie Bunter blinked through her
large round spectacles and giggled.

“Who can’t cook!” she jeered.

Dolly clenched her hand and glared.
She knew only too well that Bessie,
stupid though she was, could cook. And
it was annoying to Dolly, whose practical
efforts on account of her clumsiness, fre
quently ended in disaster.

She advanced towards Bessie, frowning
angrily, and the fat girl bobbed back,
taking cover behind %arbau Redfern.
She deemed discretion the better parl
of valour.

“Get out, all of you!" said Dolly
chokingly. *‘If you want to play cricket,
why don’t you, instead of jeering at me?”

Barbara Redfern’s smile vanished.

* “We're not jeering, Dolly,”. she said.
“But you must admit that you're funny.
Surely you-can take & joke——"

*“Not that sort of joke!”

Dolly’s face was flushed and her eyes
burned. She was neur to tears—tears of
mortification and rage. But the others
did not realise, although they saw that
something was very much amiss.

Dolly was clumsy, but she was in-
variably good-tempered. That she should
show temper was surprising.

"I suppose it's the sun,” said Clara,
more wisely than she knew. “Poor old
Dolly! You’'ll get roasted alive in here!
Why don’t you come out?”’ .

But Dolly Jobling did not reply. She
slammed the door, and Freda Foole, who
had been about to express a joke she had
gradually evolved, stopped short and
stared.

“ Well—" said Barbara Redfern.

“I say!” murmured Marjorie Harzel-
dene. *“That—that's not like Dolly !”

And the girls, surprised, looked at one
another.

Marjorie Hazeldene tapped lightly on
the door. Marjorie was rather worried.
She hated to think that her friend was
offended or hurt, and she wanted to make
amends.

But from the study a gruff, unfriendly
answer came. =

*“ Oh, leave me alone, can't you?"

For some minutes the girls remained ;
then, at Barbara Redfern’s advice, they
wenl off. As she wisely pointed out,
no good purpose could be served by re
maining, and every minute in the corri-
dor meant a minute less to play before
tea-time.

Truly it was a pity to waste such a
splendid half-holiday indoors.

But to Dolly Jobling, inside the siudy,
the half-holiday made no appeal.

Dolly sat gloomily in the armchair, her
face p{unged in her rather dirly hands.
The frying-pan stood on the window-sill,
its fumes blowing about, half oul of the
study, half in.

She hardly noticed the heat or the
smell, both of which were decidedly
noticeZble.

The fire burned brightly, though rather
outshene by the afternoon sun, and the
burnt-sugar smell of smouldering toffes
permeated the afternoon air.

How long she sat there Dolly did not
know. She was trying hard to brace her-
self for a second and, she hoped, more
successful attempt at the toffee.

Her reflections were bitter. They had
always teased her about her cookery.
But some day she would show them—
some day she would prove to Lhem that
she could cook.

Just then she wished devoutediy thal
she were not so careless, that she were
not so clumsy. When misiressos com-
plained she did not mind. She smiled
at her own clumsiness,

But now it was galling ‘ndeed io be
taunted by her friends, and to know,
moreover, that what they said was nghi,
She invariably burned things.

So deep was she in meditation that she
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did not hear the timid tap at the study

door.
It was r twice, followed by a
cough, and , frowning, looked up.
\\gu this some other jester? she
wondered

Bhe crossed the soom and opened the
door auc},delﬂy.

] .

Dolly Jobling had been prepared to tay

something angry and impolite, but she
stopped m amazement and stared.
")r?ne irl in the doorway smiled and

coughed nervouslty. Delly Jobling, dis-
pleased though she was with the world
in general, could searcely conccal a smile
at the other’s appearance. :

She was a tall girl with long, thin
legs and long, thin fingers.

As she coughed nertously she swayed
her thick, black, bobbed hair that had
grown again and not been trimmed.
Then sha moved her large horn-rimmed
spactacles and blinked. :

“(Good-good-afternoon ! she said.

“(Good-afternoon, Brenda!” answered
Dolly, in amazement.,

Brenda Borelli was a 3ixthrl?oml1eri of
retiring disposition and musical {en-
d»nmesg lnp;::t-. ghe was reputed to be
a genius, which may have accounted for
her strange appearance. i

Very few Sixth-Formers ever visited
the Fourth Form passage. But Brenda,
who was a friend of no one in particular,
rarely went anywhere outside her study
or the Form-room, unless it was to visit
the music-room, where she spent a great
deal of her time, -

Juniors who had listened at the door
said she was tuning the piano; but Sixth-
Formers, who were in the know, said she
was compaosing sonaltas,

. Wlon;: (;gu deogl_(e! in‘?" siid Dolly

litely, as Brenda did no h
P Uh{. thank you! So kinm you!”

Brenda stepped into the study and
snitfed. Then she extracted a gaily
coloured handkerchief and put it to her
nose.

“J—er—I thought T was not mis-
taken,” she said. *“The smell seemed to
come [rom this room. It proved—er—
rather distracting. My room is below
this. and the —er—fumes——"

“Qh!" said Dolly quickly, and for the
first time she became aware of the fumes
due to the frying-pan.

In the quadrangle smuts floated about,
drifting into open windows in a manner
that must certainly have annoyed the
occupants,

“It is most distracting,” went on
Brenda, nervously polishing her spec-
tacles. **Most distracting! And I am
engaged in iny great work. Doubtless
vou have read of it in the ‘ Musical
Mail "

“Nunno, T doy’t think s0,” stammered
Dolly, trying not to laugh. !

She had never heard of the ** Musical
Mail,” but she had heard of the great
work—and in no very complimentary
terms.

“Ah! Dut it is being discussed. Per-
haps voun would like a copy of the
* Musical Mail’? My great friend
Madame Deauville edits it, Of course,
vou know her * Prelude '1”

“Oh., Rachmaninoff!” asked Dolly,
brightening up.

Dolly had heard of Rachmaninofi’s
“Prelude "—in fact, that was the sum
total of her musical knowledge.

Brenda Borelli sniffed.

I “l‘eNo. \r;o! n):ad-ma D?uville’s.t‘.Pre-
ude.” Ah! t.my great composition—
I say great. for th.ow that when I
play it a new era will start in the music
world. The whole school of thought will
be revolutionised—"

The girl waved her hand, and her eyes
sbone with the light of enthusiasm.
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Dolly wanted to langh. It seemed to
ber so absurd.

She was certain that Brenda could not
play. What a fool the girl was to
magine that she could!

Perhaps the girl noticed the faint smile
that glalved about the corners of Dolly’'s
mouth, for she paused. 3

“You lo:‘kntirm.l‘;vsgﬂ 0 shg exclaimed
sympatheti A tjs it

Doegy, surprl{sed started. She had ex-
pect. girl to angry.

1 Novg‘i:g—" she stammered.

The girl wagged her finger.

“Tell me,”" she said. “1 shall not
laugh, 1 heard voices and langhter.
Yon have been burning something here
-—-impers! You are burning letters from
a friend. A friendship has ended?”

“1 have been cooking,” Delly. said,
fushing slightly.

“Cooking 1"

“Yes. It's burnt su%u you can smell,”
explained Dolly bitterly.  “I tried to
make toffee. But I burn it; they always
laugh at me. But I can cook—I can! I
love it!”

The other stared, then smiled.
“And they laugh?” she said.
others, they do not understand?™

She waved her hand again.

Dolly nodded and sighed.

“Ah! Only too well I understand,”
went on the strange girl. *“Only too
well! We are laughed at, you and 1.
We are not understood! My soul burns
with wonderful, glorious tunes—wonder-
ful symphonies that have yet to be
written—inexpressible symphonies. And
they' 'laugh at me—even as they laugh at
you !’

*I—1 see!” said Dolly awkwardly.

She flushed as she realised that this
girl, at whom she had been willing to
laugh, was sympathising with her. Only
now did she realise that she who had
suffered from ridicule was ready to ridi-
cule another,

She felt ashamed, and she wanted to
sympathise. Brenda thought she could
an. she wanted to play—and others

ughed at her. Perhaps she could play.
They laughed at Dolly for her cooking,
vet she knew that she could cook.

“We are souls in sympathy, youn and
I,” went on the girl ra, turouuiy. “And
our hands, groping in the darkness, have
found one another. Some day they will
anderstand, some day we shall be
appreciated.”

" Y-yes,” stammered Dolly,” “I—1 hope

0.

“Hope? Iamsure! Let us be friends.
Let us stand againet the mob. What
matter their jeers? Do we care for their
sticks and stones, for the ever-ready jeer?
Flanneled fools they are. What do they
know of Beethoven? What of Strauss,
0 ”

“Nothing!” mumbled Dolly, feeling
that she must say something. And for
the first time she felt ashamed that she
had not paid the piano more attention.

““ And you—your art is on a lower scale
—but you love it. It is your life. Do not
heed them !”

Her eyes shining, she rose and extended
her hand emotionally.

“We are friends?” she asked. *Hand-
in-hand together?”

Just for a second Dolly Jobling hesi-
tated, and through her mind passed th

“These

the
memory of what had been said about
Brenda—how she was laughed at for
being “mad.” -

But Dolly’s better feelings rose upper-
most. This girl was sympathetic and
wastiledl to b: a friend. ; -

owly yet sincerely Dell, pped
cikoiontbnb Do mad: Jickodl Taie: tho
ml.nfuL pale blue eyes of Brenda

i
“Yes,"” she answered, “friends,”
Brenda Borelli smiled,
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“Then I will show you that my friend-
.sp ;:‘olrug. GYS?: Nhur ]l;;.v

ymphony p.’ 0 one
heard it—not completely. I have played
portions. But listening ears might copy
it. You will be the first audience I

She paused- and looked at Dolly
expressitely. "

*Oh, thanks! 1T ehall be pleased to.
I—I want to.” mumbled Dolly.

Brenda Borelli smiled, and waved her
hand airily.

“Don’t say a word to anyone,” she
cautioned.  “There is no one about
now.”

And she turned and preceded Dolly
from the room.

The Masterpiece!
ARDLY knowing. whether she
stood on her head or on her
l:;els, ].!oﬂly Joblin Iol{:n:it:
e musica t

corridors of CIliff Hogn::“ét'bogfus
She guessed that they were making
for the music-room, and she guessed

righg;.
“Wait here,” said Brenda, as the
rea_cl;e::,l the door. *1 will get the mar:m,-
script.” 4

And Dolly Jobling waited. If some-
one an hour previously had told her that
she would be in the music-room, listen-
ing to Brenda *tuning the piano,” she

would have laughed.
Bhe realised that fact, and .smiled
slightly. ~ She had been magnetically

compe led to fall in with the s{range
girl's wishes. And really Dolly .ﬁ:bling
did not regret having done so.

Brenda was a “good sort"”—that
much ehe decided. Whether or not she
could play, Dolly did not know or care.
Girls said that she could not cook, and
that Brenda could not play. If they
were wrong in one case, why should they
be right in the other?

Dolly had laughed many times at
Brenda, but realised, rather shame-
facedly, that she was not a judge, any
more than the others were judges of
coolt:ery, savel froué the practical and
rather natural standpoint of eating what
had been cocked. p ’

Possibly Brenda's theory was beiier
than her practice. Un second thoughts,
Dolly deci that it was probable.

Brenda was not long in returning, and
she waved her manuscript excitedly.

Proudly she led the way to the piano,
and Dolly sat down rather heavily in a
chair.

Brenda seated hersell on the stoel,
coughed, shook her hair, and arranged
the music.

Dolly’s expression changed from one
of atteniion to one of surprise. She
leaned forward in her chair as Brenda,
with many a raising of shoulder and
throwing up of head, allowed her hands
to wander along the keyboard mercilessly,
sometimes hitting the correct notes,

Dolly shifted uncomfortably in her
chair, and sighed. But Brenda did not
stop. It was obviously agony to her
when she had a second’s pause to turn
over a page, B

On she went again,
like an express tramn.

Dolly looked nervously at .the door,
alarmed lest a mistress anight at any
minute appear and complain,

Suddenly—so  suddenly that- Dolly
jumped—the Roise .

“Splendid!” she managed to murmur.

But Brenda had not finished. She
went on again, swaying and rocking en
the music-stool, until Dolly expected that
it would collapse. . o~

But, --unfortunately from her view-
pomnt, it did not. 1 squeaked, adding

rushing along
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discord to discord in a most alarming
manner.

The sound died away, and Brenda, her
eyes shining, her face flushed, wheeled
round.

“There!"” she exclaimed, breathing
heavily, “Ah, if I could but play
it—-"

“Ah!" murmured Dolly unconsciously.

“Jf I could but bring to life those
chords, those gorgeous, wonderful
soumds that run through my brain!

They are there on paper, but I cannot
get them.”

“Oh!"

“But you like it?
chould sound?”

“It's wonderful!” said
* Really, I—"

“Yes; it appeals even to your un-
trained ear. Even to the ignoramus it
makes appeal! Ahem! 1 mean, only
in the musical sense, It is possible that
‘1 might not appreciate your culinary
efforts, excellent though they may be,”
she added, with doubtful tact.

Dolly sat ‘mute, not knowing what to

You can see how it

Dolly kindly.

§"“i"lwp the world is raving over that
symphon, then you may say you heard
it first, But, mind, be careful!. There
is someone who would steal. If the air
haunts you, try not to whistle it!”

“1 won't,” stammered Dolly, wonder-
ing how she could possibly whistle those
weird combinations of sound.

“Very welll. And—and when you
want help and solace, come to me. 1
can sympathise. Our arts are not allied,
but what of that!”

“What of it?" mumbled D8lly
mechanically, hoping that her toffee did
pot taste as Brenda's" music sounded.

“ Exactly!”

Brenda gathered her masterpiece, and

putting her arm round Dolly’s shoulder,
\\'alke&z with her to the door.

She opened the door “suddenly, then
stopped.

“What was that?" she exclaimed
sharply. “A girl—listening "

in her tone there was so much alarm
that Dolly stared at her in bewilderment.
Surely Brenda did not imagine that any-
one would willingly listen to that awful
noise? she asked herself.

But that apparently was just what
Brenda did imagine, for she hurried
down the passage, and looked over the
banisters. v

Dolly stood beside her, and Brenda
Borelli pointed down the stairs.

“There is the girl,” she said.
ing again!™

Dolly watched the girl ofi the staircase,
saw her look back furtively, and won-
dered.

Could Brenda be right? Ii was amaz-
ing that anyone should listen; yet that
girl's movements were suspicious. And
Brenda had said “again.”

Dolly turned, and saw the frown on her
compaunion’s face, At any rate, Brenda
believed in the accusation she made,

Perhaps—was it possible that the com-
position was a clever piece of work, and
that someone was trying (o steal it?

Certainly, it might be clever, for
Dolly had no appreciation of reputedly
good pieces she had heard by celebrated
pianists, ®

It was probable that the fault lay with
her, and not with Brenda. She was
ignorant regarding music, and it was not
fair of her to sit in judgment on one who
professed o know.

“She will not get it; I shall take care
of that,” said Brenda, interrupting her
companion’s thoughts.  * Linda ng:[owa
may think she’s clever, but I shall i;e
careful.”

She walked on, and Dolly accompanied
ber, without realising that they were

making for the Sixth Form passage.

“8py-
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Brenda opened the doer of her siudy.
and Dolly followed her in.

The Sixth-Formers each had a siudy,
in which they slept.

And Dolly, looking round the study.
vowed mentally that she had never seen
one more untidy.

The bed had been made, but the room
was dusiy, and papers lay about every-
where.

** Ah, it is not just so!” smiled Brenda.
“The housemaid makes the bed, but I
have ordered her not to dust. She may
be honest; but suppose she s=aw my
manuscripts? She might play the piano,
and realise their worth!”

“Yes, of course,” agreed Dolly. *I
say, but the room is untidy. Ours isn't
very neat. Bul Miss Primrose would be
annoyed. May I clear it up for you?”

Brenda took off _her spectacles and
wiped them.

“It's very kind of you,” she said
thoughtfully. “ But this evening I must
work—lo-morrow "’
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Clara Trevlyn could be heard down the
passage, and Dolly jumped up.

“Here we are!” said Clara, bumping
open the door with her bat. “Hallo!
Tea ready? How's the toffee?”

“The same as before,” said Dolly,
rather curtly, as she made the tea.

Clara grinned.
“Great Scott!™
amazement. *You

haven’t been making any more?”

Dolly nodded, and Clara waved her bat
about, just missing the lamp-shade Ly
itiches. %

“Hurrah !" she cried. “We shall get
the study free from burnt sugar yet !"

Dolly did not reply, and Marjorie
frowned at her boisterous chum.

“Terhaps Dolly has been knitting,”
she said gently.

“I haven't,” ‘sald Dolly, and then
added. more with the object of surpris-
ing them than anything else: *“I've Leen
in the music-room listening to Brenda
Borelli’s playing.”

she exclaimed, in
mean that you

 —
Gﬁoui;!n

—

PULLING DOLLY’S LEG!

“I'm not making bonfires!’'’' retorted
Dolll Jobling crossly
perfoctly well I'm making that new kin

hat!” Clara simply yelled with laughter,

. “ You know
d of toffee!’’ * Toffee—oh, my

“Yes. certdinly,” eaid Dolly, eager to
show this girl that she was nol laughing
at her.

“FExcellent. You are very kind, Dolly.
You will call me Brenda, of course.”

“Ves," :

They shook hands and parted. Dolly
closed the door quietly, then stopped and
took in a deep breath.

It was nearly tea-time. and she walked
quickly towards the study. She had just
remembered the state in which she had
left it. Study No. 7 would not compare
favourably with Brenda’s study, unless it
were rapidly cleaned.

The smell still remained—as she quickly
discovered on opening the door. The air
wes smoky, and smuts were everywhere
on Marjorie's dainty summer cretonne
covers.

Dolly brushed them industriously, and
cpened the window and dpor while she
waved a cloth about.

The fire had died right down, and
cooking for the afternoon was quite
finished.

She got the table ready for the others,
and relighted the fire to boil the kettle.

Then she settled down in an armchair
to read a discourse on artistic cookery.

S 'What?”

“Oh, my hat!”

Clara and Marjofie stared ai their
chum, and Dolly gave a little smile of
satisfaction.

“Listening to Brenda’s playing,” sho
repeated.

“What! Did she make you?" asked
Clara. *“Did she offer vou a toffee recipe
to hear her play? I know she cave Ida
Jackson sixpence to stay there and
listen ; but Ida gave it back, saying she'd
rather do without the sixpence.”

Dolly smiled.

“Well, it was awful,” she admitted, in
a moment of candour. Then she flushed
as she realised how she had unwitiingly
betrayed the new friendship. “At—at
least, it sounded so to me,” she added,
semewhat confusedly., “But I'm not a
judge. You see, we've become friends,
because we’ve got things in common.”

“You have?"” asked the amazed Clara.
“What things? Does she go in for bon-
fires, too?

“No,” said Dell vather crossly.
“But—but we're both—both misunder-
atood—er—and—well‘ I wenl to listen ‘o
her playing, and—"

Tie Scmool Frienp.—Ne 163.
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“¥You don’t mean to say the ate some
of your foffee!” exclaimed Clara, in
mingled horror and amazement.

Dolly flushed.

“She didn’t!” she snapped. *“Yon
nlLay Ibiglk it funny, Clara. But some
day——'

Dolly broke off. Somehow away from
Brenda's company the words that girl
had used with such enthusiasin seemed
flat and unreal; yet Brenda, in her
moments of oratory, had seemed con-
vineing.

It was hard im Clara’s company for
Dally to imagine herself a genius—or
imagine Brenda one. And she felt silly
ever to have believed her strange new
friend.

She looked at Marjorie, and saw that
the, too, was smiling.

And Dolly said no more about Brenda
or the new friendship. But from Clara’s
oceasional chuckles it seemed that that
young lady was ihinking of both—and,
Judging by thase chuckles, the knowledge
of the friendship might become public Tn
the near future.

Clara could never keep a good joke to
herself; and Dolly, realising that, shifted
uncomfortably in her echair, and wished
again and again that she had not men-
© tioned the friendly compact, or that she
had never made it.

But it was done now, and the com-
mitted cause was to have varied effects,
as Dolly was to learn later.

Dolly Helps!

“ ALLO! Where's Dolly 1"
Barbara Redfern  loeked
«amongst the crowd of girls

outside the Fourth Form-room
as <he asked that question. :

Morning lessons wére over, and the

givls, as uvsual, had hurried from the
Form-rooni. - But to-day Dolly had been
first ont. Tn fact, =0 quickly had she
escaped, (hat Miss Steel, lightning-like
thongh she was, had been unable to give
the command to stop her.

Miss Steel did not approve of rushing
from the Form-room the moment lessona
were finished; but she had been unable
to stop Dolly. . e g

“8he’s gone !" said Clara Trevlyn, in
disappointment. “I was going to ask
her about Brenda—""

“Yen; perhapa she would sing us the
masterpiece, or give a demongtration with
the aid of a few brooms, and kettles.
The matron’s eat would oblige with the
high notes.”

ut Barbara Redfern frowned.

“Bothar Brenda,” she said. “I want
to see Dolly about cricket—she's been
slacking lately. 1f she's going to play in
the natch on . Baturday, she’ll have to
come down to the nets.”

**Oh, rather!” agreed Phyllis Howell,
the cricket enthusiast. ‘‘She can leave
the piano stunt till afterwards. My

word! If Dolly takes to music as well as

cookery—"

“0Oh, erumbs !

“And does it as well !I"" chuckled Freda.

“Quite s0,” said Barbara Redfern.
“But where is she now—in the music-
room, or in the kitchen?”

“Music-room,” said Clara. “She'’s
rushed off to hear the Sonata in K.”

‘G is the highest note in the octave,”
carvecled Peggy Preston, herself o pianist
of no small merit. 5

“Oh, well, @, then!” amended Clara
Trevlyn obligingly.

Barbara Redgern hurried off to the
rausicroom in search of the missing
Dolly. But she did not find her—nor was
she to be found in the kitchen.

Which was not surprising in view of
the fact that Dolly was in Brenda
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Borelli's  etudy on the Sixth Form
passage.

Dolly had kept her word.  Although
she was being laughed at in the Form on
acconnt of ber friendship with' the
strange composer, Dolly intended to
carry out her promise to clean up her
new friend’s study.

She hardly knew where to begin.
Brenda was seated at the table, and she
frowned as Dolly entered.

“One moment,” she said, waving a
blot from hér pen on to the table-cover.

Then tapping the table with one hand,
she waved the other in circles above her
head in a paroxysm of thought.

“Don't interrupt! Ah, I have it—
yes !”

She seribbled away, breaking off occa-
siopally to hum, and tap the table. Then
she jumped up and smled.

“Finished,” she said. “ A marvellous
end. Better than before. I thought of
it last night, and wrote most of it cut. 1
will just put this away, then you can
clean the room. It is very kind of you.
Are youn sure you are not too busy "

“No; I want to,” said Dolly deter-
minedly. *“Tt—it won't take me long."”

Brenda patted her on the head affec-
tionately.

R Bhaﬁ T help 7" she asked.

“No; it's all right,” smiled Dolly.
“1'd much rather do it alone.”

She realised that Brenda, however ex-
cellent she might be as a composer of
scnatas, preludes, and symphonies, was
not likely to be much of a help at clear-
ing up a room.

As soon as-the door had closed, Dolly
started work with a duster. The room
had been swept ana the bed made, but
a duoster had not apparently been used
for a great length of time. i

She coughed at the dust she raised,
but the cleanness was gratifying. Each
piece of paper she dusted and replaced.
An old screen stood in the corner, and
she set to work om it. Wi
upon it in layers, and she removed it in
handfuls.

In helping Brenda she felt that she was
doing good work. Brenda had helped
her mentally, or, at least, she had tried
to be comforting. -~ y

To clean the sludg was not_difficult,
yet it would repay Brenda a little, and
help her, and that was what Dolly
wanted to do. .

She was behind the sereen, and did
not at first hear the door open. But she
heard the footstep inside the study, dnd
peered through the screen, wondering
why Brenda should make such a cautious
entrance,

But one glance sufficed to tell her that
it was not Brenda. She could not see
the face of the entrant, but the hands
were stubby, the fingers were short.

Quickly Dolly stepped from behind the
sereen, and then stopped.

For the girl who had entered the study
stared at her blankly. obviously dumb-
founded at finding the study bhad an
occupant.

“Brenda—Brenda's not here?” she
asked, rather stiffly.

**No, Linda,” Dolly answered ecoldly.
“%hgh“‘"ﬁnt out only a moment ago.”

Dlﬁ'nda ,Hope paused, and stared at
olly.

“What are you doing here?” she
asked. *Fourth Form girls are not
allowed in these studies.”

“I'm dusting the study for Brenda.”

“Rubbish !” snapped Linda crossly.
“Fourth Form girls do not fag. And
from what I know of you, you're not the
sort to fag.”

Dolly made no reply.

Fourth-Formers did not fag, and under
ordinary circumstances Dolly would have
thought it degrading to dust out a Sixth-
Former's study.

The dust was| |,
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Third-Formers acted as “‘ odd-jobbers **
for the seniors, fetched their errands and
made their tea, and did any litile task
that the Sixth-Former cared to set, but
Fourth-Formers were above it.

It was only Dclly’s good nature that
allowed her to clean the study.

Brenda should have had a. fag, but
with such a fagnmstress it was probable
that the ‘‘fag  had not put in attend-
ance for months: in fact, it was doubtful
if Brenda would remember her name,

*Nosing around!” said Linda Hope,
who stifi remained in the doorway.

“1 don’t see why anyone should nose
round here!” said Dolly, rather_cleverly.

Linda Hope laughed sneeringly.

“Pretending you  don't know that
Brenda leaves ger eompositions llying
about !” she jeered. “ Well, I shall re-
port you to her. You'd better run off
now. Go on!”

But Dolly did not miove. N

“T haven't finished yet,” she replied.
‘““When Brenda wants me to go, 1 will.
You can fetch her if you like.”

Linda Hope scowled, but, as she did
not move, it was apparent that she had
no intention.of fetching Brenda. It was
“like Dolly’s cheek,” really, to suggest
it. But when necessity arose f’olly
could be quite cheeky. :

And just now Dolly felt cheeky. She
did not approve of Linda, and Brenda's
suspicions of the girl seemed to have
some foundation. Why was Linda so
keen to get Dolly from the room?

That ready suggestion of a motive for
Doily’s presence in the study—was not
that a case of judging others by one-

L4

self ?

%ol[:q kept her eyes upon Linda, and
that girl, after a second’s more pause,
went from the study, closing the door
noisily.

Shrugging her shoulders, Dolly went
on with her work.

But she was destined to have another
interruption. This time it was heralded
y many footsteps and a tap at the door.
“Hallo!” she cried. “Come in!"”
The door opered, and she jumped up
ahs she saw four familiar faces staring at
er.

“Great Scott!” exclaimed
Treviyn. “ Dolly dusting !™”

Barbara Redfern, Mabel Lynn, and
Marjorie Hazeldene simply blinked.

:;;«’hat do you want?” asked Dolly

grufiiy.

“You,” said Barbara Redfern. * But
what on earth are fou doing? Fag-
ging 7" -

Dolly thook her head.

“I'm just dusting the study for
Brenda,” she explained. * She’s—she's
just a little untidy. Worse than Clara
even.”

“But what’s that but fagging?”
?ske,(’l Babs. “ Fourth-Formers mustn’t
ag.

Clara

“I'm not fagging,” explained Dolly,
“'-‘PS{, :Y,eanly. “1 offered to do this.”

Apparently that explanation com-
pletelg took away the breath of all four,
and they gaped at their chum in wonder-
ment, .

“You —you asked to be allowed to
dust out her study?” ejaculated Clara,
to make sure that they had heard the
facts correctly.

“Yes. Why not?”

“Oh, no reason,” said Clara, quite
overcome. " ““Is she going to let you
cook in here or something 7™

*“1 don’'t know.”

Barbara Redfern rubbed her
musingly.

“Well, I suppose you can please your-
self what you do,” she said slgg'ly.
“But if you get any spare time when
irou’re not cooking, listening to piano-
orte recitals, or dusting, how about
That hasn’'t had a look in

chin

cricket ?
lately.™
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i l_':]:, Bow ericket!” . giid Dolly
crossly:

Barbara Redfecn blinked, and Clara
chuckled.

“Dolly's music mad!” che said. ;

“T'm uot!” retorted Dolly, rather
flushed of face. [ don't see that theve's
any reason to cackle like a lot of hens !’

“Well, avhercfore this sudden affec-
tion for Brenda?” asked  the veatly
puzeled Clara. “Yon've never had it

before that‘l'can remember.”

Dolly did not reply, but went on in-
dt asfrl(‘aslv She was qmte avare of the
}':Nuharlt of her conduect. Bui she was

«doing nothing wrong, and shs didn't sce
that 1t was llwlr business.

“Wall, T think you're a fathead!” re-
marked Clara candidly.

“Thank you! 'The feeling is mulual,
You can iawgh if you like. %‘ema may
be a—a bit queer, but she does unde‘-
stand people. She doesn't only—only
Jeer,”

“QOh, that's it!” said Mabel Lyun
“1 say, Dolly, you mustn't take our re-
marks aboub your cooking seriously, yon
koow, Weé—we—-"

“Weo don't mmd you cooking,” ex-
plained Clara, “as long as you don't ex-
pect ue to eat it. Frlerndshlp has limits.”

“1 suppose so0,"” said Dolly distantly.

&he had no intention of quarrelling
with her old friends, but she was still
feeling a little um:o_w<1 with them for
their chipping.

As she realised now, thevo were limits
to what a girl would endure in that direc.
tion, and she thought gquite suddenly that
a |.~~~m| rnghi do them good.

\I~ umlung way be funny to you,
but it isa'L to ne, ‘she '-azfi. “[ —T can |
I and a ceriain amount of chipping, bui—
yt-——-"

“Oh, don't be such _goose
Clara, rather crossly. *You l\l‘f)\\
don’t mean it seri ouquﬁ—"

“ Betier not argue,” exclaimed Dar-
bara Redfern, rather shortly. * Daily
doesn’t want (o understand. But [
don't think she ought to let her porsonax
feelings inierfere with Form erickel

Dolly would have replied to that —for
<he had no intention of dropping cricket
—but Brenda came into sight, and Clara
nudged Barbava Redferu's arm,

“*Ware!" she warned.

The juniors drew back, snd u..u[ for
the passage. Brenda, decp in thoughi.
lmnl v noticed them.

‘Ah!" she murmured, as she entered !
the study, and surveyed it. ““What al
difference! Dear friend, you are a
wondet-worker ! Really, as a cook and
bousemaid, you are surprisingly efficient,
It is an art-—an art, a domestic art, but
an art nevertheless, !'01 it can be per-.
formed’ with artistry.’

“Well, I've made it as clean as T
can,”’ said Dolly, rubbing her nose where
the dust tickled.

“Yes, yes: splendid. Thank you so
much ! I should have a fag, but I've
forgotten her name, However, I
gacked her—she lost some of my manu-
seripts.  But  you will  be late * for
dinner,” she added quickly. ““I heard
ihe bell going."”

“ (iracisus, - yes!” murmured Dollv
with a hasty look at the clock.

She threw down the duster, and with
a nod at Brenda husried from the study
—and that girl, having deposited a book
on the table, followed a . minute. later,

Miss Steel fixed a glittering eye upon
Dolly as she entered the Hall.

“Where have you been, Dolly?” she
demanded.

“In the Sixth Form passage, Miss
Steel,” answered Dolly, hoping that the
mistress would not guedtion ker further.

said
wo

*Indeed! And what were you domg
im the Sixth Form mtssage" »
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Further fencing was useloss, as Bolly |

s
I—I was tidying
Borelli, Miss Sieel.”

“le.mia has no right to meke use of
you in that w&yw'llv Third Ferm act

up for Dreada

as fags. [ raust speak to Pienda-—-"
All eyes were upon Dolly, and thave
was a buzz of talk in the l‘nul“l
“It was not Brenda's fault,” she ex-
rslmnod “1--1 offcred.”
ORI
Miss hwel stzverd al her, then curlly
ordered her to be seated. I was S0 un-
usuai'for o Fourth Form girl te “fag ™

when {here was no oceaziou for her o
that the mistress could not understand
it at all.

That there was a friendship between
the two did not oceur to her. am:d for a
moment she wondeved if Trenda had
been bullying. But the idea of Brenda
bu! ng was oo ludicreus for woirds,

she surmised that perhaps Brenda
had made some payment for the service
rendered,

ns
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Suspicion !
LOLEN?"
The \\r-ul was (sken. Gp by a
dozan vo.res in amazement.
“What has been stolen?”

hera i

‘S'
wy
Ie less than no time Drends found liax

solf surrounded by a erowd of girls, each

meribor of which plied” her wilh a
But she only

waved hee hand

.mm
distr uu.v.lf\ and Eroaned azain and
4
mad!” seaid Ciara Trovlia

hopelessly.  “What's stelen—which ?™
But the group of girls parted suddon'y
as  Miss Priarose, frowning, caine
across the Hali,
Such & crewd could hardly fai! Lo draw
the raistress’ aitentien, afid she angrily
demanded (o know the reason for it

All zyes were rn.r.::) upon  DBronda,
ad 3iss Primcoze. for tho frat lime,
became as vars o: tha guel’s  presence.

| CLARA’S ENTHUSIASM !

cried.

Clara waved her bat, just missing the
famp shade b
‘* We shall get the study irea from

inchn. “ Hooray!” she
urnt sugar, yot!"

Dolly glanced towards the Sixth Form
table, then stared in surprise. Brenda
Borelli was not  present. Nor did
Brenda arrive during the meal, For
Dolly kept an eye upon the door.

Wondering if the girl had absently-:
mindedly forgotten the meal, Dolly’
decided to visit the study and tell her
before it was too late to get something
to eat. ;

But she was only ‘hall-way towards.
the door when it opencd with a wild
swing, and an excited figure burst in.

It was Brenda, with her hair bobbing
about, and her spectacles almost sliding
from her nose.

“Dolly ! she exclaimed
“Dolly Jobling Ah!”

She ran towatrds the Fourth-Former,
nnd ripped her by ihe shoulder,

‘& masterpiece ! she exclaimed.
“Where did you put
I bave searched every tlnng. but it
one ! )

excitedly.

“My symphonv !
it?
has

“Gone " echoed Dolly. “I haven't
‘seen_it——" ;

“Oh!" moaned Rrenda, rhspmg ‘her
hands. “Rtolen l :

She fixed Brenda with a stave, eriti-
cally nohug her exeited appearance,

"Bu_-ur.la. she  exclaimed, “what i
the’ mcanmn’ of this! You were not at
('[ﬂ.lll‘l’

“No, Miss Primrose.
happened —disaster——"'

Brenda's tone was tragic,
mistress raised her eyebrows.

Something has

and the
For a

| moment Miss Primrose wondered if any-

safe robbed,

thing bad happened, her
But  Brenda

or the school ransacked.
quickly enlightened her.
“My masterpiece !” wailed the girl.
“Gone! Stolen! ~All those hours of
work, the gem, the ~smph0ny that would
ke the e Id, stolen!”
Miss Primrose frowned,
lier hand.
* Brenda,’

and beld up

" she exclaimed, “calm VOlll

‘Iself!  Please explain what yon have
lost.”
Nrenda uearly choked, and several

%I.Fls laughe(l until checked by Miss
rimrose's sternness. . The crowd had
asspmed alarming proportlons now, anc
the doorway was completely blocked.
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PBrenda, the cenirsl fighre, was per-
haps flattered at the attention she
received; but-Dolly Jobling was looking
anxious -on. her friend’s account,  She
kirew that to Brenda the loss of the
manuseript was not amusing—thit it was
in- fact a tragedy, however much -the
others might Inug{).

*It—it. was some music I had com-
posed. A. symphony, Miss Primrose,”
explained Brenda, -more soberly. il |
put it in my study.  But it has gone—
it has been stolen—"

‘“Nonsense, girl,” said Miss Primrose,
yather angrily. *““Why, do you imagine,
should anyone wish to steal such—such
—er—epmposition "’

She had been about to say “rubbish,”
but realising that Drenda was scriously
distressed, she refrained.

“Why?” ejaculated Brenda, and
looked round at the girls, * Becsuse it
is a masterpiece! 1 am serious!” she
added fiercely, as several girls giggled.
“It is a masterpiece! I have had an
offer for it; it would make my fortune.
But—but it is stolen!”

So tragic wag her tone, so forlorn, that
the girls forgot to laugh, and Miss
Primrose was-obviously in doubt as to
what course she had best take.

1f Brenda spoke the traih, if the music
were' valuable, there was the possibility
that it had been stolen by some unscru-
{::Lous person; but it was far moxe pro-

le thai Brenda had mislaid it
Brenda’s reputation was more for cccen-
trioi% than for carefulness.
i “You are quite sure that your =earch
was thorough?” she asked the girl. “It
has not been mislaid "

“I have searched everywhere! Be-
sides, I know it has been stolen!”

Dolly Jobling = looked - round for
Linda - Hope, but the girl was not to
be seen, and she hardly noticed the

silence that had fallen.

“But who has been in your study?”
asked the headmistress.

Brenda did not reply. She had been
almost sure of her ground in asserting
that her manuscript gad been stolen, but
she was not willing to accuse another
girl withont definite proof.

But Dolly, who knew that, was
astonished to find herself the centre of
attraction. Everyone was looking at her
and whispering.  Miss Steel, too, was
walching her.

Then Dolly's face flushed, and she
stared wide.eyed at them all. They were
accusing her; she heard whispors, she
could see it in their faces. :

She had been in Brenda’s study.
They all knew it. Surely they could not
think that she was guilty !

“I do not accuse anyone,” murmured
Brenda haltingly.

““This is really most unfortunate,” said
Miss Primrose, rather crossly. * Really,
Brenda, if the manuscript is so valuable,
why did you not take greater care of it—
keep it in some safe place ?”

Brenda sighed, and shook her head.

* Your study must be searched. There
is not time now,” said the headmistress;
*‘lessons are overdue as it 1s. You will
lock your study, Brenda, and bring me
the key. A thorough search must be
made afterwards.”

“Very well, Miss Primrese,” said the
Sixth-Former resignedly.

Slowly the crowd dispersed. But Dclly
Jobling  remained, returning the
au.qlpncious looks she received. Marcia
Loftus laughed unpleasantly, and several
girla gave Eer curious stares.

Marcia Loftus! Dolly did not care
what Marcia thought. Marcia was the
meanest-minded girl in the Fourth Form,
and simply jumped at a chance to think
il of anyone,
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But the others—somehow she felt that
they, too, were aceusing her. They, too,
thought that she might be guilty !

Why should she want to steal the
manuscript ? She asked herself the ques-
tion fiercely, and realised that she had as
much reason as anyone else, and‘in view
of the fact that Brenda had explained its
importance to her, more.

But- the girls had drifted away now;
not all of them, howevér, Brenda, in a
corner, was explaining excitedly the value
of the symphony.

That group broke up slowly, and soon
Dolly was left alone with Brenda.

The Sixth-Former, noting her worried
look, came across to her, and patted her
shoulder,

“I say, Dolly,” murmured the eccentric
Brenda, **don’t imagine I'm blaming yon
in any way. These fools "—she waved
her arms —* they thinksthat either I have
mislaid it or you have taken it for a joke.
I know you would not do that—"

“Of course 1 wouldn’t!” said Dolly.
“As if T would do it, when 1 know how
you value it. It would be cruel. I had
nothing te do with it, Brenda. Ii—it

may have been moved when I was tidy-

ing 1ip, though I tried to be careful.” |
“Yes, of course you did,” nodded

Brenda. *‘It was not your fault. Linda,

she is the one. But do not tell anyone.

"1 must watch her, though how, I do not

know.”

“I will help,” offered Dolly, * Tt me,
please. 1 feel that I—I may be to blame.
She came to the study when you were
out, I ought to have warned you. ButI
hurried oft to dinner.”

“Oh, then it seems clear. Though she
had not time, unless she stole it before.
But "—she shrugged her shoulders—*1
must lock the slugy, and let Miss Prim-
rose have the key. And you must get
lo lessons.”™ .

She patted Dolly’s shoulder kindly, and
they parted.

Dolly simply raced along the passage.
A hasty look at.the clock told her that
she was late. Miss Steel did not approve
of lateness. She had been late for dinmer,
and now she was late for lessons.

There would be trouble, she told her-
seli; and she was right. - =

“Late again,” said Miss Steel tarlif.
“You are getting troublesome, Dolly
Jobling. You hurried from morning
lessons, were late for dinner, and now are
late for lessons. Kindly remember that
rules ar¢ made to be observed, not o be
neglected. A hundred lines! And hurry
up and get out your books!"

As Dolly made for her seatl there was a
suppressed buzz of talk; but Miss Steel
quelled it with an angry glance.

But though the murmurs were quelled,
the girls were still looking al her; and
Dolly lowered her eyes. She was angry,
yet she knew that they had a certain
amount of reason.

There was ne definite accusation on the
part of the girls, but rather curiosity.

Half-way through the lesson, when
Dolly thought that the affair had been
forgotten, a screwed-up ball of paper
Janded on her desk.

She started and picked it up, looking
round to see whence it had come.

Miss Steel’s attention was focused upon
the blackboard, an occasion when the
girls’ attention was directed away from
that useful piece of Form-room furniture,

Several girls were looking at Dolly, but
one girl winked—Marcia Loltus.

Dolly straightened the paper, and
wondered what message Marcia had
written.

She expected to see some launt—the
word “Thief,” perbhaps, or something
equally insulting.

But. she stared as she saw the word

“IHalves " puinted carefully. She fiushed,

Twopence.

and serewed up the paper, glaring at
Marcia, who giggled,

Halves ! ﬁlarcia thought, then, that
she had the -music; and cig, in her
queer, would-be funny way, kad asked for
a share in the subsequent profits.-

Dolly bit her lip angrily, and fixed her
eyes upon Miss ‘Steel's back.  Bhe knew
that the girls were- looking-at. her—that
some of them were: mmg—but she
heeded them not.

" As far as she was concerned, they. could
think just what they liked."

But her conscience told -her that she
was careless—that ghe might have mislaid
that valuable manuseript. But Dolly
dismissed the thought. from her
Linda had taken it. Linda bhad acled so
suspiciously that morning. She-had been
s0 eager to get the study empty.

Linda hagit. She must have hidden it
somewhere-in her study.

For a. second Doll}; thought rather
wildly of searching that Sixth-Former's
study. But she knew that that would
place her-in-a worse position than before,
and. probably it would serve no good

purpose.

Brenda’s study had yet {o be searched.
The manuscript might be found. Brenda
was careless enough to have overlooked

at.

And Dolly tried to concentrate wpon -
lessons.  The symphony ~which had
hitherto bean a subject for jesting, bhad
now assumed a new importance,

French was the last lesson of the after-
.noon, and Miss Steel departed to make
way for the French mistress.

The Form was left in Barbara’s charge,
pending the time when Mademoiselle
Lupin; the French mistress, should arrive,

““When are you going to publish the

eat symphony, Dolly "’ jeered Marcia
E)l'lua. ‘*Sending it to London to get it
published?  If T stole something, 1'd
choose something better than that—"

“Oh, dry up!” enapped Clara Trevlyn.
“We don’t want your tongue wagging,
Marcia! Dolly’s a bit of a chump, she

probably mislaid the rubbish. But she
didn’t steal it!”
“Thank you!™ said Dolly, with a

sarcastic smile. “That is good of you,
Clara. I'm glad you think that I didn't
steal it."”

Marjorie Iazeldene sighed. When
Dolly and Clara got at *‘loggerheads™
there was no stopping them. Both were
as obstinate as mules,

“Of course we don’t think you took it,
dear,” said Marjorie soothingly. * But it
may have been mislaid by—by sorzeone.”

““ Perhaps Dolly cleaned out her frying-
pan with it,” chuckled Freda Foote.
*That's about all it's fit for I '

“You know nothing about it!"” ex-
claimed Dolly loya]ly. “You've never
heard it. It's—it's very good——" 4

“Why, you said it was awful yee-
terday !” said the amazed Clara. )

“Well—I méan, 1 didn't appreciale it
properly. But Brenda says it's good——"

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Well, if Brenda says that it's good
—it-must be,” laughed Phyllis Howell.
“You ought to hear her ‘all out’ on
the baby grand in the music-room.”

“Oh, rats!” said Dolly Jobling crossiy.
“You know nothing about her!”

There was silence for a few minutes in
expectation of the French mistress’
arrival.  But Mademoiselle Lupin was
late.

“What amazes me,” said Marcia
TLoftus, “is Dolly’s sudden affection for
Brenda—"

“Yes; there’s more in it than she'd
have wus imaginé,” sneered Naney,
Marcia’s crony. ‘“Why should any-
one be friendly with Brenda—"

“Oh, well,” explained Marcia loudly,

(Continued on page 213.)
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LUMSY Dolly
Johling! 'That,
more or less, is

how she i3
known at Clil' House:
Aad, to a casnal ebser-
ver, that is aill she
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DOLLY JOBLING.

A ” AALANAY AN, » vAaAA AL A AanAananyg - & Tew  seconds  at
’ [ g A tiu'icl. Thir:.' is il.;.dt‘e;il

4 . . surprising, for of a

General Information Concerning the  mistortunes  that

befall her during her

cookery exploits, Doliy
nearly always gets the

ceems — just  clumsy. $ worst of them. I
But those of us” whe she bumps into one
l!:ue ber for a chum when carrying a pau
know her to be a ~ of toffee, it is usually
sterling, lovable giri BY » she ~ who  suffers,
;réﬁil G‘r‘\d.m":slucl?[ hoth from the sticky

, A o p scatitin
as  needs be on BARBARA REDFERN (T'he Ed”rcs’)' g :g:::;rn. .HII;I Mlu"k!:‘lgal.-r;&;
uccnaio_us. N % f the clock off the man
_Dolly, who shares A VAN AN AANAT AN AL VAL VP A AR A AR AN AN telpiece, it is usually
Study No. 7 with Mar- her owau toe upon

jorie Huzeldene amd Clara Trevlyn, is quite

Marjorie and Clara derlare that they live | which it dessends,

R0 this ‘anrufffed temper

a pretty girl, with nice brown eyes ami|in coutingal danger in Study Ne. 7. They | of hers shows a very mice disposition indeen.
small, ruby-lip mouth, amd iz well |don’'t submit to it meekly, however, for Dolly is mot. at afl bad at ericket and
supplied with luxuriant, Jight-brown hair. | arguments are ever in progress there. > | hoekey, but, us usual, she is proné to he

This she has bobbed in the style of her
chom and study-mate, Clara Treviyn, whom
she resembles’ not a little in both appeéar-
ance and-in ways. The resemblance does
not bear more than a passing glance, how-

tenor of life in No. 7 is by no means
its coyrse is by mo means smooth.
fact, about the most argmmentative study
in the Fourth Form - passage.

clumsy and careless!
As a peedlewoman Pally conld hardly be
described as a second Marjorie Hazeldene.

1t i

ever, for Dolly, besides being rather smaller
in stature, has. a rounder face, a smaller
and redder mouth, and, of course, dificrent
coloured eves.

Dolly is subject tor a good deal of chalf
from the girls owing to her weakness for
cookery—weakness a¢ cookery. the girls
call it! A pet saying of Bessie Bunter's
is that Dolly “can’t boil water without
burning it!” The truth of the matter
is, when Dolly takes great care, she
can cook quite well. She is a good cook
theoretically, but not practically. Hence
her good recipes, but poor results!

Dolly is clumsy! Clara Treviyn is clumsy,
but Dolly, it must be admitted, is worse.
She has an unhappy facility for kmocking
over, and bumping info anything that iz
remotely in her path. She can knock orna-
ments off the mantelpivce almost without
touching them, and she has an unfortunate
way of spiiling hot toffee about the carpets.

will agree, are simply great. She may not
be quite such a genius at the art as Dessie
Bunter, for Bessie appears to make up in
cookery and ventriloquism, what she
lacks in every other direction. But Delly
is, nevertheless, quiie am adept at her
favourite pastime, 'and may do something
great in this line later ou.

Her gilt- is omly spoiit by her tendency
to be clumsy and careless, B8he will leave
her compounds cooking or biking a little
Ftoo long, or let a flame bBe too high, or be
careless as regards the amount of each
ingredient she uses.

Considering the many troubles that Lefall
Dolly "day by day, a surprising character-
istie of bers is her steady good-temperedness
and urbanity. We never see Doily really

angry; she is never even cross for more tham

s 3 3 ' One jumper of hers we thonght she would
fank that Dolly in a. very wlover cook Tndoed, | DEver Huish; but she did ue Int—with
Somg of her recipes, as those who have tried ""i'j]?;’r"'}l.'."w results described iu her ™ Bricf
such as .we have published in the * Weekly * i'ol"’"'gt e e et L

A0 £ Q & Hngs, oLy «oan celite

guite wicely, and has a few hundsome hoeks
which she has earned as prizes. And she @
more fopd of reading than the aver
Fourth-Former—a habit, as I believe siw
éxplaius, she has got whilst waiting for ber
various. edibles to cook.

If 1 stopped here I would not be giving
you a faithful picture of Dolly Jobling, for
her finest gualities have yet to be mentioned.
These she showed prominently during our
vigit to South America, and when she was

lielping to vindicate her brother from a
wronzinl charge of theft, as well as on
certain other oceasions. Aml they
the sterling qualities of pluek, loyal

gewerusity, sell-sacrifice, and an indomitabi.
hope for better times when everything seems
black!

2SI LELLILBHVLLLHTISIPVVCLLDPILSYLIECTILICIVS PR RRTRLES

MISS JOBLING AS
WE SEE HER!

The Opinions of the Servants, collected
by Philippa Derwent.

MRS. TOWLE (Matron).—There is only one Fourth-Former who
takes less care with her clothes, Miss Derwent, and that is Miss
Trevlyn. But in some ways Miss Jobling is even worse. She is far
maore clumsy, and will often put her foot through the side of her
stocking, and allows her frocks to get splushed with grease from
her cooking. But she is good at heart, I know, for if I mention
the extra work it throws on to my shoulders she begins to take
care instantly—for a time!

MRS. PICKLES (Cook).—Miss Jobling isn't a bad sort, in my
opinion, my dear, but I do wish she wouldn’t eome down here and
attempt to teachh me how to cook. Deary me. here have I been
cook here for over thirty years, and I'm to be taught how N:ic
S,

should be done by a young beginner of fourteen summers!
I suppose she means well i

WINNIE ROGERS {Maid).—Mizs Jobling is a very mice girl in-
deed, and nothing of a serious nature could ever be said against
her. At the same time she is inclined to be elnmsy, and more than
once, when I have been on my way fo Miss Primrose’s room with
a tray of tea-things, Miss Jobling has come along and bumped
into me, smashing up nearly everyvthing. But wo one here in the
servants” gquarters has w really bad word for her!

»

JANE LORD (Maid).—As often as nof it’s my buciness to tidy
up the Fourth Form stndies, and when I begin on Study No. 7—my!
There's grease on this, and toffee on that, and pastry on the
other, and butter spilt here, and treacle spilt there, and—well, the
room’s always in a regular state, I can tell you! What mokes
Miss Jobling =0 eclmmsy [ don’t know; but, what with Mis:
Treviyn- sharing the study a2s well, it takes me longer to put this
one to rights than any of the others put together!

HERBERT BOKER (School Page.)—In the ordimary way I
wouldn't have a word to say against Miss Jobling. She allus
rekkernises @ man’s services when he runs a herrand for her. or
anythink like that. But what I do detest is a-having to clean
outer the carpet toffee that she's spilt there. Horders is horders,
o' course, as Gus Piper says, and it's all parl of the day's wark.
But if there's one thing that makes a man’s blood beil it's having
toi:llo a job that's beneath him. And cleaning toffee outer carpets
ugh!

AUGUSTUS PIPER (School Porter).—There's one thing as T must
say against Miss Jobling, even though she gived me a shjllun for
fetching her a frying-pan from the village, and that is— Mies
Jobling's most hawful clumsy. [ was passing along the inside o
the gates the other day, a-carrying two buekets of whitewasn,
when who shonld come dashing in but Miss Jobiing'! Well, I
jumps one way¥, and o' course she jumps the same way, wi' the
result that hardly a part of me clothes was not covered with
whitewash, and Miss Jobling’s shoes apd stockings was coated with
it, too! Clumsy ain’t the word for Miss Johling, Miss Derwent:
but, all said an’ done, there ain’t much worse | conld say agin ber!

EPHRAIM PENNYFARTHING (Cardener).—0i bain't got no
very strong opinion sbout Miss Jobling, Miss Darwint, but ‘ee
moight tell her from me that Oi'd be very much obleeged if shic'd
koindly mot throw her old pahs inte my garding, loikwoise ‘as
eonsarns old pieces o’ burnt toifee, and meat, and sich loike!
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BRIEF HISTORY OF
DOLLY JOBLING.

clivities are a hbyword at Clff

House. 5he has, in a manver of

speaking, cooked her way through
the school, and made herself famous thereby.
She was fond of cookery when she came to
Cliff House and ent the Second Form,
and she is fonder of it than ever now.

Somehow or other, Dolly’s cookery exploits
have ever been prome to bring misfortunes
in their trail. Such ocenrrences arc chiefly
due to Doliy's clumsiness, and partly due to
sheer hard luck. Fometimes people sit on
her confectionery leit to set, sometimes she
spills it over the hearthrug: invariably she
burns any pastries she makes ; sometimes she
scts the chimney on fire, and she has
known to set the study on fire!

On one carly, but still memorable, occa-
sion, Miss Bullivant sat down upon a pan of
Dolly’s “setting ” toffee, and then walked
out, with the frying-pan adhering to her skirt,
and the handle clanging against the wall of
the passage!

Dolly first eame into real prominence when
she found the second part of that ancient
chart drawn _up by the old Royalist,
Juo Ogilvie. The old Royalist had, in
far-back times of stress, hidden all his wealth
in the vaults of ClLff House, and given the
clue to the recovery of it in three separate
documents, each oue useless without the other.
Though there was also a first and a third
part, it was autcli_un acconnt of Dolly being
in possession of this one that the Cliff House
treasures came to be discovered by the Cliff
House girls.

Dolly Jobling has faults, but, like all
other worthy girls, she Is not given naturally
to suspicion. Given sufficient provoeation,
though, there is no doubt that, compared
with her study-mate, Marjorie Hazeldene,
Doliy is more prone to suspicion. Naney
Bell reallsed that when, caught hy Marjorie
tormenting the latter’s squirrel, she resolved
somehow to obtain revenge.

Dolly had at last completed her famous
jumper—in red and blue wool! Marjorie
did npot like that jumper, and declared

ingly that she would pot go out with

ily if she wore it! Dolly took it seriously,
however, and there Nancy Bell saw her
chance—and took it! She maliciously un-
picked the hopeless jumper, of which Dolly
was =0 proud, and so contrived things that
it appeared to be Marjorie’s doing. Dolly,
though mot a suspicious girl, had nothing
for it but to believe her chum guilty, after
what she had said against the jumper.

And then, when Marjorie found some of

DOLLY JOBLING and- her cooking pro-

her needlework spoilt, what could she believe
but that Dolly was the guilty girl? In
spite of the obviousmess of each other’s
guilt, the pair of deceived chums treated
¢ach other with remarkable forbearance.
Dolly was particularly surprising in this
respect, for she might have been excused
for showing bitterness of iemper. Marjorie,
we know, could mever be angry with a gl
she bas regarded all along as a chum, but
one would hardly have expected Dolly to
show the same forhearance. But she did!
And at length, as mentioned in Marjorie's
“Brief History,” Clara Treviyn restored har-
mony by exposing Nancy Bell

The great test of Dolly Jobling's life befell
her immediately after r adventures with
the rest of the Faurth-Formers in South
America. Dolly spent a few days at her
home hefore jourdeying on to Cliff House to
begin the fresh term. Her brother Arthur,
whom she has dway& been devoted to, was
in grave trouble. e had just previously

icked up a letter which outlined a plot
or burgling a wealthy house near by. Rather
aspiringly, Arthur attempted to catch the
burglar single-handed. The burglar was sur-
prised, and escaped, but Arthur was caught
with banknotes in his hand by the owner of
the house. Arthur was allowed to depart for
the moment, full of the knowledge that the
harsh owner of the property would obtain a
warrant for his arrest straightaway.

was what Dolly learnt from her
brother in the garden of their home, with
the policeman even then arrived at the
house to arrest him. There was only one
rouihle way of proving his innocence, and
hat would have to be through recovering
the burglar’s. letter which he had found.
Aud this, thinking e would never again necd
it, he had torn ioto fragments and thrown
away! -

That was as much as the distracted boy
could say, for at that moment his father
came seeking him in the garden, and he fled—
poor Dolly knew not whither! There was
nothing Dolly would not do for her brother.
But bhow to find that torn letter? How
could she help him?

What a changed Dolly it was who arrived
at Cliff House for the opening of the term!
Her chiums were astounded and dismayed.
8o bright, cheerful, and hopeful when she
had parted from them after the -Routh
American voyage: now so haggard, worried,
and distressed! And her behaviour puzzled
and dismayed them more and more. With
her she brought to the school a capacious
bagful of torn-up papers from her brother’s

room—fragments among which, she tried to

lbopt:.' :I; mlduu abl;etto_lnl the vital
et plece together! .

And then her task began.
that her stn:gda!o. ”-J.n ant to drop in
at he b w rop

cccasionally, iy set to work -

long and heartbreaking task of t g
piece together the vital letter from mary
of fragments. Weil into the night, too, she
continned her: task, numbed with the coid
of early autumn. Somehow she felt she
dared not tell her chums the truth, and gave
them to understand that she was engaged
upon “a competition.”

Cheery-tempered as Dolly is as a rule, she
feit maddened by her chums’ .efforts at
friendliness, and a gemeral quarrel arose.
The result was a “split” in No. 7, Clara
and Marj ?mg to ~dig in" in with
Phyllis Howell and Philippa Derwent in
Study No. 5, refusing to return until poor
Dolly was more reasonable. And then, what
with the Fourth-Formers mrhg no efforts
to “smooth things over ™ with the chums of
No. 7, and Arthur Jobling arriving near ClLff
House with a circus which he had joined
under an assumed name, Dolly's worries
thickened more and more.

At length good fortune came {o the resecue
of Dolly, ‘and she found all the pieces of the
letter—except four! These four were in her
brother’s possession, but when she sought
him, the circus was gone, and Arthur—his
identity had been discovered, and he had
flown again! DBut Arthur came back to Friar-
dale, saw Dolly, and the four fragments were
pinned on the sheet with the rest of the
Tragments. letter complete! And
then, like two great blows—the letter
blew away, and a policeman burst upon
them and arrested Arthur!

It scemed that all Dolly's work had been
for mought. In the midst of a raging
thunderstorm went Dolly, searching for the
elusive letter, growing weaker and weaker,
until a falling tree, struck hy lightning,
glanced off her head, and she dropped un-
consclous. She was found, and carried to
the sanatorium, only to disappear shortly
after her recovery, and her chums knew not
whither she had gone!

Then eame that dramatic seene in court.
Arthur Jobling was before the magistrate,
and many of the sympathetic Fourth-Formers
were there. The man whose property Arthur
was supposed to have attempted to steal
was represented as wituess by his butler, who,
in reality, had been in league with the real
would-be burglar. Judgment was just about
to -be passed upon poor Arthur, when Dolly
burst into the court. She had found the
letter! The butler tried to bluster for a few
scconds, and then quailed before the magis-
trate, and gave way, confessing his part in
the plot. So Arthur Jobling was absolved
from all blame—more than that, he received
credit for his brave attempt to stop the
bu:"shry—and Dolly had triumphed in the
end!

This_is the only great part, until now,
that Dolly has had to play. But it has
been sufficient to show that, with all her
clumsiness and carelessness, Dolly Jobling
has a heart of gold and a spirit that does
not waver!

Emwo&w&mm “MMWWOMW.—&M.«M.@!

DOLLY JOBBERLING—
A KRITTICAL SURVEY.
By Bessie Bunter.

HOULD you pass along the Forth lourm
passidge at Clif Howse, deer recders, and
approach a studdy baring the number
severn, your eyes will be arrestéed by a

strange, but strong smell. You will gess kwite
korreetly that there is something burning some-
where, and when your eyes alite again on the somewhat battered
door of the studdy menshuned, you will perseeve mqke—thirk.
poisonous smoke—belching through the craks.

And what is the eksplanpayshun, deer reeders? It is only too
simple. Inside that studdy a ger! of the name of Dolly Jobberling
is engaged In “cookary "! "

Yes, deer readers, no wunder I kwote the werd “cookary,"” Dolly
Jobberling is a nice gerl in many ways, but she suffers from one
grate dillooshun. She thinks she can cook! It is a very sad thing,
for it appears to be a dillooshun which has attended her from her
carliest days, judging from the artikals of bers in lhis ishew.

I have orphan tride to give her advice and tips. Time and
again I tell her that she carn’t boyle worter withowt berning it,
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and then I have to dodge owt of the way, for, like all bad cooks,
she looses her temper when krittisized. Still, 1 must admit she has
improoved lately, and lots of things she has cooked are not bad.
She may make quite a good cook in sentewries to come'

In other ways, though, Dolly Jobberling has shoan herself to
be an admirabbul gerl. Look how she strove to help her brother,
for instance, and saived him just as he was abowt to be sent to
prison on a charge of theft! She did it orfully clumsily, of course—
nothing like 1'd have done it myself; but it shows she has a jolly
fine naicher, so-there! She isn’t bad at sports, either, and is really
very good-harted when you know her.

But when she begins to cook, Dolly is a seeryous danger to the
commoonity. She ort to have a speshul fire-proof room to herself!
It says something for the merves of Marjerry Haizledeen and
Clarer Treverlin that they are able to stand it. We don't know
how the pore old study itself can stand it, either! Stuzddy number
sevvern, deer reeders, is doomed! It can’t stand the strain much
longer! 1 don't know whether it will be through an exploshun, or
through fire—it will probabberly be through both; but study
number sevvern is doomed! .

Clarer says that Dolly is werse at a piknik than she is in the
studdy. Last time they had one, Dolly upset the lighted spirrit
stoave over the grass, and started a woodland fire. There wasn't
much fire, but there was clowds of smoke, and by the time they
had stamped out the flaimes the villidge fire briggaid roled up!
My werd! The things the firemen said to those three gerlg!

What a pity it is for Marjerry and Clarer, deer reeders, that
Dolly should think she can cook!
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to become badly burnt hefore flinging aside

WHY 1 AM

COOKERY.

T can't explain either
| what first made me so
keen on cookery or when
1 first took to it. I've
heard that my first walk

= === was hetween a cuphoard
and a gas-range, and I can quite believe it!
At home 1 was always drawn down into the
kitchen as if by some magnetic force, and
the heroine of my early life was—the cook!
1 could watch lher for hours busying herself
with the pots and pans and dishes, and
making dinners and pastries of all kinds..
I regarded her as a magician, and 1 wanted

become such another myself!

There seemed to be nothing she didn't
know_ about the subject—or so 1 thought—
and I picked up lots of useful tiﬁo from
her. Long before I came to Clif House I
knew how to make various kinds of dinners
and ever so many different varieties of
cakes and deserts.

My earliest chanece to show what I could
do came when all the servants in the neigh-
hourhood went on strike! Mother was ill at
the time, and father knows just enough about
cookery to cook a steak badly! So they
wondered whatever they would do—until 1
got to work! I had the time of my life
in sole charge of the gas-range, and the
unanimous opinion of my mother, father, and
brother—but 1 believe they said it to flatter
me!—was that my results were morc tasty
than cook's! That was the proudest moment
of my life, I can assure you, and 1 was sorry
when the short strike ended!

READING.

T first formed the habit of reading by way
of Mling in time when 1 have been wuiting
for things to cook. But 1 found that I had
a greater appetite for reading than 1
bargained for, for time and again 1 have
allowed milk-puddings to boil over or meat

the book and jumping
grown wise, apd
while to wait whilst

s

me! have

insulted!

Perhaps I had taken

the recipes aloud
them better.

way.

lady friend of hers.

grinning broadly,

friend were beaming
“8plendid, Daolly!”

warmly,

approvingly.

my mother asked her.

“Don't mention
hiding a broad grin,

if I have anything like a

boillng, or fr{ing_ 1 set the alarm to warn
ound this device quite suceess-
ful, but a good deal of a bother!

RECITING.

Strange to say, the first time I was told
I could recite rather
1 was at home, and in the kitchen
as usual, and was.trying to memorise the
ingredients of a few kinds of sweets from
a new book of recipes I had obtained.

?oature by the gas-range, and I was repeat-
ng

1 paused at last, and suddenly heard a
slight elap of applause from near the door-
I jumped round, of course, and in the
doorway 1 saw the cook and the scullery-
maid, and beside them my mother and a

clapped, and both she and the maid were
whilst mother and her

exclaimed mother quite

“Very good indeed!” concurred our visitor
“Do you think she will do, Mrs. Weston?”

*1 do, indeed!”” assented Mrs. Weston.

“Your reciting is really good, Dolly!" said
mother to my astonished self.: “ You shouldn’t
keep such gifts a secret, my dear!”

“ Reciting, mother!”
“I was repeating these recipes!”

“Yes, you might have chosen something
better to recite!” agreed mother.
you, cook, for asking us down!”

2

My mother. and her friend went away
discussing myself and my “reciting,” an
1 glared at-cook, and then had a few heated
words with her. It appeared that the cook,
beimg a bit'of an old joker in her way, had
told my mother that I was reciting, and:
this brought them down.  Our visitor hap<
pened to be a lady organising a local concert
for charity, and was in nced of “turns.”
Thus it came about that I delivered m
first recitation at this charity concert, an
to my great surprise, I was a syccess! i
didn't recite a list of recipes, needless to
say!

SPORT.

Next to holding a frying-pan, give me
the handle of a bat! There's little 1 like
better—except cookery !—than standing at the
wicket, trying to knock up the runs which
will ,g?ell victory! I say “trying” because
I don't often get much further!

Next ‘to cricket 1 like hockey. In some
respects I like K hockey better, for in this
game a mistake is usually not so scrious
as it ds in cricket. If you mizs an open
goal in hockey—well, anybody might do that,
and you try mot to miss the next! But if
you miss & straight one in cricket and a bail
is flicked off, yon don't get amother chance!
And as to missing anything like an easy
catch in the field, that's almost a crime!

I like tennis moderately well; but I am,
unfortunately, at my clumsiest here, and
usually finish by having a war of words with
my partner—especially if my partner happens
to be Clara Trevlyn, who is almost as clumsy
as myself! 1 like cycling for miles through
the country around, and feeling the fresh-
scented breeze against my face! The atmo-
sphere I like best, I must admit, is the not
g0 fresh but much more scented one created
by cookery; but one must have a change,
and I”get; this by ‘going to the other extreme
—oeyeling!

’l‘sa‘xkin: into consideration all thingas that

up! Nowadays I have

something is roasting,

well I was quite

a somewhat dramatic

in order to remember

It was cook who had

with approval.

T cried indignantly.

“Thank | are popular with the girls here—sports,
acting, needlework, musie, dancing, and
it, marm!'" said. cook, | others—I should say 1 am just as fond of

them as is the average girl.
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SOME OF MY TRIALS.
By Dolly Jobling.

WALKING OUT WITH CLARA.

1 regard this as one of the great trials
of my existence. Walking ont with Clara
is not the simple matter that it seems. It
isn't simply that she takes strides twice as
long as the average girl, though this in
itself is bad enough. But Clara, as every-
body knows, insists on carrying a walking-stick! It is this stick
that spoils every walk, and makes her a serious menate to her
unlucky companions. She trips me up with it about once every
four minutes, and I'm positive one of these days I'll be sent
toppling over the Clifis! She also usés it to point out the land-
scape, and has more than once knocked off the hat of a passer-
by in so doing. And this is no more than skimming over what a
trial it is walking out with Clara!

COOKERY UNDER DIFFICULTIES.

My cookery aspiriations are not appreciated in Study No. 7. My
path is beset with difficuities. Sometimes, ‘when a half holiday
turns out wet, Marjorie and Clara might want to spend the time
until tea in the study. The idea of cookery practice going on at
the same time does not appeal to them, and as often as not 1
arrive to find that all my utensils have vanished, and Marjorie

and Clara—particularly Clara, are looking remarkably innoeent.
Clara has always some stupid yarn to account for the disappear-
ance of my things. The other week she had the cheek to say
with the gravity of an owl that she had overheard the following
conversation. take place belween some of my missing cookery
utensils:

Frying-pan:
Dally Jobling
me!”

Saucepan: “Same here! I vote we go on strike so far as this
afternoon goes.”

Boiling Pan: “Hear, hear! Let’s have the aiternoon off 1™

Gas Range: “ Well spoken, my children! Take the afternoon off,
and recover from your eruel treatment. I wish I could come with
you!"

Clara would have kept on with this rubbish if I had not placed
a cushion against her face, But you see how a schoolgirl cook can
be worried. What I want is a huge kitchen to myself!

ADVICE AND CRITICISMS.

T have received advice and criticisms—particularly eriticisms--
from practically every girl in the school. The final opinion of each
girl appears to be that I can’t cook, and the equally fixed opinion
of each girl is that she can. 1 have received all manner of advice—
usually worthless. Clara once advised me to blow up my gas range
and pawn my pots and pans, but when by accident, immediately

“Look here, I'm fed up with this life! That awful
has been at me again, and burnt another hole in

after, 1 almost blew up the range. Clara was sorry she had given
the advice!
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HOW TO MAKE BURNT ALMONDS.
By DOLLY JOBLING.

T was simply pelting cats and dogs, and a half-holiday, too!
No cricket, no chance of getting out of doors.
The others were all grumbling, but personally I'd made up
my mind to light the fire, and have a shot at making a new
kind of sweet that no one in Cliff House had been known to make.

Bessie came wandering along to Study XNo. 7 to ask Marjorie's
advice about a weird and wonderful coat she was knitting for
Polly, her parrot. Clara was banging on the tahle, and whistling
at the top of her voice, when I found the recipe, and in my excite-
ment F must have said the name of it out aloud. 5

“Burnt almonds!”

“What, again?” Clara stopped whistling to say.
that you should burn anything!”

1 glared at her; then, since she wouldn't look at me, decided
it might be best to ignore her, after all.

1 was determined to show the girls this time that I eould make
a success of cooking if I tried.

I put a gill of water and a pound of Demerara sugar into a
saucepan, and brought it to the boil. It was when I was busy
skinning the almonds that I noticed a slight smell of burning sugar;
but it was only a little I had spilt—the main portion of the sauce-
pan’s contents were all right. .

Clara, of course, started making remarks, but I noticed that she

“How strange

left the articles she was wriling for the “ Weckly,” and came over
to see what I was doing.

I stirred in the half-pound of almonds, and watched anxiously as
I stirred the mixture until the almonds were all quite thickly
coated, and the syrupy mixture began to grapulate round them.

I took the pot off the firc, and was going to turn the almonds
out on to a sieve; but I stopped to ask Clara why ever she was
backing away like that, and as I did so, my foot caught in the edge
of the rug. It was by a miracle that I saved myself from going
headlong, saucepan and all; but as it was, fortunately, only a
little of the mixture went on to the carpet as I lurched forward,
and 1 recovered my balance just in time. It was Clara’s fauit,
though. If she had not been so silly as to back away with that
alarmed expression, I should have been looking where 1 was going.

At any- rate, I turned the remainder of the almonds on to the
sieve, taking great care that they did not slick to ome another.
They were supposed to remain there until they were cold; but by
the time everyone, including Bessie, had sampled them,. just to
make sure that for once they weren't too burnt, T ecan assure
you there weren't many left! v "

Clara says this is my most successful recipe, because It was the .
only one 1 was supposed to burn!
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DOLLY’S
DAILY

.ﬁ_ -
By FREDA FOOTE.
(Fourth Form.)
7.15.—~Gets up. Accidentally falis down and
Yolls under the bed. Rescued with difficulty
by heroi¢ Fourth-Formers. Difficulty due to
one party oi heroines pulling her arms one

way, and another party pulling her legs the
‘other,

7.20.—Dressing. .
7.25.—8till dressing. Tangle somewhere,
7.30.—8¢till dressing—with assistance.

o ———— ]

7.40.—8till dressing—with an accompani-
‘ment of tearing sounds.
7.45.—~Everybody  dressed  huf  Dolly,

Desperate assistance given, us it is but live
minutes to breakfast-time.

7.50.—Dolly dressed.

. 7.54.—Dolly washed—or, rather, splashed—
Whilst we've hunted for her soap, sponge,
towel, comb, brush, and hair-slide. Leave
dormitory at the double. ;

7.54 plus 3 seconds.—In breakfast-roem five
minutes late—har the odd seconds. Iuter-
change of remarks twixt Miss Steel and
ourselves. Less andible but more vigorous
interchange 'twixt ourselves and Delly.

8.0.—Dolly eats her breakfast with a wry
face—assumed or matural—and criticices Mrs,
Pickles with every monthful.

8.20.—Practizsing at the nets Dolly
accidentally shaiters her own wicket. Finally
breaks the splice of Phyllis Howell's new
bat by swiping the turf instead ol the ball.

8.50.—Doliy has a litt eookery practice—
she peeds it!—in her study. Sets a pan of
toffee on.fire, and starts a sort of Burning
Lake in the middle of the carpet. Poetic
and- inspiring: but npot appreciated hy
Marjorie and Clara, The three galvanize
themsélves into amatenr firemen, and
extingnish the couflagration. No damage
doune, fortunately, as that part of the earpet
had already been burnt away by the lust
Burning Lake.

9.5.—Three amateur firemen: arrive in the
Form-rooms for moiniug lessons—five minutes
late! Fifty lines apiece given them in lien
of medals for fire-extingnishing !

12.0.—Lessous over, cookery recommences,

4.50.—Tea-time. Marjorie and Dolly, like
ithe valiant heroines they are. muaukge to
masticute a tew cooked hy Dolly.

5.40.—Dally again at the wicket, in the
game light as before.

6.50,—Dolly  suggests  cookery  praciles
again, Marjorie and Clara suggest not. In
the ensuing struggle Marjorie and Clara come
on top—literally, as it usually happens, the
two sitting on top of Dolly until she agrees
that. sufficient for the day is the cookery
thereof !

THE CLIFF HOUSE WEEHKLY,

By
DOLLY JOBLING.

"VE read what Fred: has to say about
my daily programme iu  the
column, and you can take my word for
it that it is “greatly exaggerated!"

At the same time, I am inclined to he
clumsy, 1 don't mind admitting that,
it's nothing like to the extent that that
silly goose Freda tries to make ont!

My clumsiest day I ean remember is worse
even than the one Treda tries to make out
is my usual kind! I started blackly in the
morning, in the dermitory, by bumping into
Agnes White, who was carrying a jug full
of wafter. Agnes had forgetten what she
wanted the jug fer. and where she was
carrying it, and everything else connected
with it, as usual, and she came wandering
towards my bed with it.

Well, it wasn't my fault there waz a
colligion. My mind was oceupied with some-
thing else. I had an _uneasy, but very
foreible idea that I had léft on one of the
gas-taps of my range! If g0, a tremendous
amount of gas weuld have escaped during
the night! And. on top of thet, I had lost
one of my =hoes! So what with having my
heid down locking for, the shoe, and baving
my mind full of the other business, I
bumped into Agmes violently.

Crash! went the laden jug on to the floor;
and a huge piece of the bottom detached
itself, and water streamed across the floor
and under hali the bed:. In came Miss
Bullivant, passcd ecpinions, and lined me
heavily.

Surely enough. when 1 had hurried down
to the Fourth Form siudies, there was Miss
Bullivant sniffing vicorously outside Neo. 7,
and as T eame up the smell of gas was un-
mistakable. Luockily, we had - had the
window wide cpen on account of the heat
during the day, and had left it so. Thus the
atmosphere was net as bad as it might have
been. But it was bad eneugh, and so I
was told by -Miss Ballivant, who lined me
and threatened to fori:id me the use of the
range!

Returning to the studyv after lescons, we
wera frightiully dismayed to find the room
once more reeking with gas! 1 realized at
onee how it had happensd. Dodging ont of
the way of Clara just before lessons, 1
remembered knocking against something. It
must have been the tap—and with this
result! Miss BuHivant came on the gseene
agnin, and went off to the headmistress, suy-
ing she would give me the decision later.

As a fitting finish to that day, Miss Bulli-
vant came ‘with the headmistress’ order that
I was not te use the stove for a month! And
it- proved the duilest month ef my life!

e

other-

But-

‘SELECTIONS
FROM
‘MY DIARY.

] By
DOLLY JOBLING,.

(I am resuming where Freda Foote hag
left off inw her article below. Freda—with
her own aderaments and exaggerations—has
described how I fared during lust weelk.:
Here are the remaining days.—D. J.)

THURSDAY,.—Was properly japed to-day—
and by Marcia Loftus! Marcia, with a
crafty smile on her face, popped her head,
into Study No. 7, and said that Mabel Lynn,
disguised as Miss Primrofe, was jiist goiog
to come along to take me in. Marcia

hurried out, and in came * Miss Primrose,’” .

I thought the disguice was undoubtedly
good, but I was fool enough to slang the
visitor, and then found that it was the real
Misz Primrose! She had ealled to, ack me
to do a bit eof delicate cookery for her, and,
of course,' I lost my chance. DBut I've seén
Marcia about it, take my word!

FRIDAY.—TI got into trouble with Miss
Bullivant for bumping into lier, and, as it
happened to be about the eighth time I had
done it that day, she ordered me to go
upstairs to her room. As it happened, she
came along mot far behind me, and when I
was near the top of the flight T kicked out
a stair-rod. This clattered down, and hit
the Bull en the shin! In the Bull's room
I bad, for once in a way, to receive a
hundred lines and a lecture, and I must
admit I both expected and deserved more!

SATUCRDAY.—The stupidity of . some
people is simply astounding! I bad been
black enamelling my bike on this day, aund
Franees Barrett came along to horrow the
pot of enamel to do the same to her old
rib-shaker. Shortly afterwards she came
back, and loudly deelared that I had caunsed
her to coat her machine with—syrup! This
is what the dufler had taken in mistake for
the enamel! 1 admit that my home-made
syrup had mnot come out very well, but to
have it mistaken for black emamel—

SUNDAY.—Bumped into a poor little girl
carrying a covered dish of meat in Friar-
dale, and ruined the meal. The poor Kid,
crying, toid me how ill her mother was, and
lhow poor they were, and that she had had
to buy their Sunday meal from a cheap
eating-house with their few coppers. T soon
had her here, chose the tastiest and most
nourishing things we had in the cuphoard,
and hurried back to their poor home. 1
cooked as carefully and well as I had never
cooked before at their gas-range. and the
mother told me, with moist eyes, that it
was the best meal she had ever tasted.
Each day this week 1 have ecalled there and
conked for them, taking with me the best
things I have been able. to lny my liands
on, and the mother now is almost a different
woman. There's nothing like well.cnoked,
nourishing food for giving and sustaining
health! -

XTRACTS FROM
DOLLY'S “DIARY OF
CLUMSY DOINGS!”

Imagined by FREDA FOOTE.

MONDAY.—Came dashing throngh the gates, having suddeniy
remembered that a cricket match was in progress, and 1 was picked

for it! Bumped into Piper, who was carrying two buckets of
whitewash. Down went Piper, with one of the buckets swamping
its contents over him. With great presence of mind I saved one
bucket from overturning, and dragged it out of the way of his
legs. A sudden rasping veice made me jump. I staggered back
withh the shock, and bumped into thie owner of the voice—Miss
Bullivant! Drepped the bucket on one of her toes, and the white-
wash gushed over her feet. Explained that it was an accident.
Heated argument. Five hundred. lines.

(Greatly exaggerated. Delly bumped into Piper all right, as

siig bumped into 3liss

Piper remarks elsewheee; but when
It ouly

Bullivant the whitewash did not go over the Bull's feet.
just missed them, I must admit!-Ed.)
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. how he got the idea, though!

TUESDAY.—Electric bulbs in our study mpeeded cleaniag, -so 1°
theught I would give them a polish myseif, as {ie light evenings
will soon be closing in! More bad luck! Unscrewed the bulbh all
right, but it slipped! It dropped upon Clara Treviyn's head. and
went off with a loud pop—the bulb did, that is, not Clara’s kead!
Was not allowed to touch the others!

(Exaggerating, as usual! Dolly did not eauze the bulb to bur-t~
npon my head.” It dropped into Marjorie’s plate, and hurst there!—
Clara Treviyn.) -

WEDNESDAY.—Out cycling. Commenced by runninz into the
sehool gatepost. Next saw u« broken bottle in the road in front of
me. and ran straight over it, for I have a theory that broken
gtass is good for tyres. Astounding! Front wheel appeared to be
puictured. Saw P.-c. Tozer in front of me, keeping to the side of
the meflge. Made for him, and ran him down. Mistress camre up,
and managed to beg me off.

(Hopelessly exaggerated! I did pot run into gatepost. I just
missed! And as to deliherately runming over broken glass, my
iyre was punctured before I set off —that’s why I came in just
afterwards with the puncture, as TFreda jolly well knows! Amnd
so fur as P.-c. Tozer goes, [ rode along in & straight line, and then
turned as I found my tyre. was punctured. Tozer admitted that he
thought it was Frances Barrett: on the.bike. Blessed il -I see
And that's what made him exciteyd,,

and leap into my path! And new I'll go and see Freda on the

_subjeet of an explanation!—Dolly Jobling.)



Every Thursday.

DETERMINATION!

DOLLY JOBLING’'S
(Continued from page 208.)

“she- knew that Brenda had a famous
tympbon‘y that would make her fortune!
You can’t tell me anyone would suddenly
pal up with Brenda for any ordinary
reason.” .

Dolly knew that they were atlemphnE
to “draw her out,” and purposely too
no notice of their remarks.

“Besides,” pointed out Marcia, “‘she
aclually listened to Brenda pllyuff the
piano—without being paid for it! That's
rather suspicious,”

“0h, d u?‘!" roared Clara.

But much though she disliked hearing
her chum jeered at-in that way, Clara
could not help feeling rather uncomfort-
able as she found hersell agreeing rather
with Marcia’s remarks.

It was strange that Dolly should so
suddenly make friends with the eccentric
musician, Hitherto Dolly had shown no
signa of friendshi

And what excuse had she given, save
that they were alike? Clara puzzied her
brains to recall some resemblance, but
she saw none. J

Dolly and Brenda were as unlike as
chalk and cheese,

Was there anything in what Marcia
said?

+ QClara was not the only one who
weondered that, much though they all

assured themselves that Dolly was
innocent.
But they had vet to learn definitely
that the marvellous symphony was
missing.

Making Certain !

“w OU juniors keep back!"
étella Stone, the captain of
the school, waved back the
Fourth-Formers who crowded
round the door of Brenda Borelli's study.

Brenda, her hair all fuzzy,
spectacles at a slight angle, sat on the
study table, her expression morose and
hopelesa, 2

Stella Stone, Tsabel Drake, Pauline
Wilson, and Linda Hope were in the
study looking about them.

“You careless gollywog!™ said Stella
rather angrily to the mournful Brenda.
" Why don’t you look after your things?
You're always losing things!”

“Losinl!"

Brenda laughed harshly.

“My dear Stella, * stolen’ is a better
word. But.yon may search. Miss Prim-
rose’s will must be done.”

Stella sighed, wondering where to
begin.

The study was dustleas now, but the
papers were still littered about, and in
one corner was a pile of the “Music
Mail,” in another a few tattered volumes
of operas.

Dolly Jobling stood in the doorway of
the study, anxiously watching the pro-

ceedings, hoping that the missing
masterpiece would cqme to light.
“Who was the last in_here,

Brenda®” asked Stella. ““It may have
been moved by accident. We don't want
luo“slove all this litter out if there’s no
n -”

Brenda looked up, and frowned,

“1 don’t see that it matters,” she said,
Jooking at Dolly Jobling.

“I can tell you that. Steila,” said
Linda Hope quickly. *“I came in here
just before dinner to find Brenda, and
that girl was here—behind the screen.”

8he pointed accusingly at Dolly, and
Stella pursed her lips.

ke g

THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

“What were vou doing in a Sixth-
Former's study, Dolly?” cﬁo asked.

“I was tidymng for Brenda.”

“Tidying up! ut Fourth-Formers
don’t fag. [y goodness,- 1I'd like- to
know what you'd say if we asked you to
do any tidying up—""

“She offered,” inte Brenda.
“Dolly and I are friends. In- thé kind-
ness of her heart she volunieered to tidy
my room.”

Stella gave the red-faced Dolly a keen
glance, and then turned back to the
siud{.

“1 suppose you didn’t move any of
these papers?’ she asked Dolly, over her
shoulder.  “You're as careless as
Brenda. You may have moved it.”

“I didn't. At least, T don’t remember
mm'li{ng i},.” qualified Dolly,

“H'm

Dolly half-opened her mouth as though
to speak, then changed her mind. = She
had been about to tell Stella of Linda’s
suspicious behaviour.

ut it would- have sounded feeble—
more like a weak excuse.

No: she could .watch Linda.
shoulders, and
s were
brought out, and opened, lest the manu-
script of the symphony should have
shi somehow belween the pages.

t looked like being a long task, and
Stella had other engagements for the
eveninﬁ.

She locked round at the girls in the
doorway. -

“Barbara, Mabel, Clara—one or two
of you—come and help here. Be careful,
bll:_t search everything—if Brenda has no
ol ion."”

‘None,” said Brenda dejectedly.
“First glance through these papers, then
put them on the table. ey are all

the important things. You will recog-
nise the symphony. - It is on cre:mi
yellow paper, tied with a piece of blac
ribbon.”

The Fourth-Formers entered the study
A search was in their line.
Foote pounced on a *“Life of
Wagner,” and opened it, shaking the

pages,

Katie Smith picked up a book, and
shook it, then ehe sat down, and looked
at the pictures,

Being a book-lover, and a reader of
adyentmul in icular, Katie was no;.
going to let the opportunity slide, an
she commenced the book right away.

Clara Trevlyn banged and bum
things about. Marjorie Hazeldene gel?telg
went through book after book, carefully
and daintily dusting them with her hand-
kerchief when she had satisfied herself
that they did not contain the missing
masterpiece.

Freda Foote was roaming round the
study, searching in the most unlikely
places—to the amusement of those in the
corridor.

She searched minutely in an eggeup,
and approached a slipper with caution
that suggested she expecied the missing
masterpiece to rush from the slipper and
bite her.

And all the while Brenda Borelli sat on
the fable, her arms folded : like Rachel of
i?ld' e:’be mourned and would not be com-
orted.

Never once did she take her eyes from
Linda Hope, although it was obvions that
she entertained no hope that the missing
treasure would be found.

The room was turned absolutely inside
out. The drawers were opened and
searched; and the drawers that Clara
searched were left in a far less tidy con-
dition than before.

At last Stells stood im the centre of
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the study, and placed her hand on her
, which ac from stooping. .
“Well, I'm blessed if I can find it!”
she said. “It’s missi e! You're
sure it was here, Bmﬂa?l ¢
. “‘Sure, yes—of course, I am! T put
it here directly after lessons ; I was work-
ing on it. I put it away when Dolly
came in—
_P‘:’Um! And when couldn’t you find
it?
“Just before dinner!"”
* "}’lero was Dolly when you got

“In the study.”

Stella Stone fixed Dolly Jobling with
a keen look. .

" Well, Dolly,” she asked, “have you
hidden this for a joke? If you have, I
may tell you I can see nothing amusmg
in it. Nor does Brenda seem to find
it comical.” .

I haven't touched it,” replied Dolly,
wishing the manuscript had never beén
written,

“But that's absugd. You must have
moved it—if only by accident! Where
exactly did you put it, Brenda "

“I can't remember,” said the ;‘irl with
a very puzzled frown. “But I'm quite
sure that Delly didn't touch it ™
. “Then what on earth’s
it?” almost shrieked Stella.  *“‘It must
be somewhere. The point is did you put
it away "

“Yes, of course. I didn’t take it with
me !” answered the musician rather petu-

¥

“No? All right, then. Dolly was
here when you put it away. Dh,i' yoa
see where she put it, Dolly?”

“No, Stella, I wasn't looking !”
! Well, aceording to Brenda, it
was here when she left you in the study,
and not here when she came back! I
suppose you didn't leave the study, or
anyone else come in7”

“Linda Hope eame just insidel!”

Linda Hope started, as she noted the
accent of accusation in Dolly’s tone.

“1!"-she exclaimed. *“You peedn’t
try to get out of it like that.
you behind the screen. You looked
rather confused. It's pretty clear to me
what happened. You were listening. to
it in the music-room. You know iov
valuable it is. Brenda's probably told
you that Madam Deauville wants to buy,

3

Y g

“How do you know that?” ejaculated
Brenda Borelli quickly. “I've told you
nothing about it!"

“I—I kpnow Madam Deauville,” said
Linda Hope, after a slight pause.
_Stella Stone made a gesture of impa-

tience.

“Oh. dou’t let’s quarrel about the silly
thing ! she - said. “Since I've known
her, Brenda's written thousands of sym-
phonies. She can write another, Dolly
:&d a!he had better settle it between

m ”

“You don't understand, Steila!”
Brenda rebuked her. “This symphony
is important, really! I am not joking.
I have been offered a very large sum of
money for it!”

“1 am sorry, Brenda,” murmured
Stella, trying hard not to smile.

The droop of PBrenda's mouth was
sufficiently expressive to show how real
was her grief at the loss. Whatever
anyone else thought about the symphony
the loss was :':3 real to Brenda.

Absence is said to make the heart grow
fonder, and now that it was lost, Dolly
Jobling felt that the symphony was
probably something very great. And
she looked almost as worried as her
musical and mournful companion.

"Pﬂhap‘[;rerhlps it will turn up!™
suggested Iy.
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“It may have melted,” suggested
Freda Foote. *“I've heard that sym-

phonies melt in hot weather. It would
scemi funny to find it melted !”

At thai carefully thought oul romark |

there was a groan from the fed-up
eearchers.

“I 15'1{ fanny !
r.nmly.
yon! Does not the losing of a.master-
vae wring tears from your souls?
Vould you have laughed when Carlyle’s
manuscript was accidentally destroyed:”

“§ should!” agreed Clara Tyeviyn.
“So_would you it you'd ever been kept
in to.read it !’
¢ Chra Treviyn had never forgotten the
unfortunate tune when she had been
vompelied to peruse _portions of the
“Frenck Revolution” in detention,

“Oh, bother the symphony ™ ex-
claimed Tsabel Drake.” *What about
cricket <™

“Ah, what about it!"” smiled Freda
Foote, as vet undaunted. *Now if the
laws of music writing are like cricket,

eaid Brenda quite

Brenda :cores six for ber lost manu-
scripl.

“Oh, go away!" almost shouted
Brenda, a< she down from the

table. . “If you must laugh,
away and do it!”

I And she hustled the remaining girls
from the room and shut the door. Only
Dolly was left inside, and the two ex-
changed glances.

go miles

“I—1 suppose you remember putting
It in herc®” murmured Dolly hesitat-
ingly.

“Yes! And—and you are sure you

didn’t Lloa; it up, or put il away scme-
whete ?

T ihink s0.” answered Dolly, rather
mlwrahlv " But—but I ean't be sure,
really, " 1'm sorey it's lost, Brenda, really
I am!™

“So am I!" exclaimed the Sixth Formn
igirl despondently, as she flung herself
into ‘the armchair. & —or stolen?
Stolen !

Her brow darkened and she glared at

e carpet. Then she léaned forward
suddenly and took off her spectacles.

“It must be found!" she exclaimed.
“It-must! I can never write that again.
1 can remember parts, but not all. The
end made 1it, and, as yet, 1 have not
played the end!™

“Poor old thing,” murmured Dolly,
and she stroked the other's tousled hair.
“I-I'm awfully sorry, really. I sup-
pose it's no good searching again?

Brenda shook her head and sighed.

“A hundréd pounds!” she murmured.
““A hundred pounds! And I have prac-
tically nothing—nothing but nhal 1s

here. The plnrlo arrives to-day.

“The what?” asked Dolly i amaze-
ment.

“The pmno—my piano!” Prenda,
answergd proudly. “I am buying a bab '
grand. [t avrives to-day, but I haven t
the mom-s' ss, what will
happen! 1i the manuscript can only be
found! T have been offered a hundred

pounds for it:”

“A- hundred pounds!™ echoed Dolly:

Jobling zlmost ineredulously.

Brenda nodded calmly and impres-
sively.

“Madame Deauville has offered me
that amount if I will sell it to her out-
right—no royaltics on sales, of course!"”

“QOh, goodness!”
and she stared at the strange girl; wen-
dcrmg if she were romancing. “A

pounds! Why it would buy a
model ‘kitchen !

But Brenda was thinking of tbe piano,
'ls‘h‘%ream:le ﬁtm it

" mast’ miana: en,”
.and Dolly worriedly. " You wmust pay
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“You are unsympathetic, all of |°

exclaimed Do]ly,-
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the .bill. = There'll be the carriage to
pay, too. A hundned pound* is & large
sum of money Lo find, really.”

Brenda shrugged her shonlders.
“Something must be done,” she

“Linda must be brought to
justice. T am sure she has the manu
script.  Bnt how *”

“How did she get into the room?"™
asked Dolly.
the room, unoccupied, Brenda, for a chort
time aflter dinner. She had time then.
For you may have overleoked it in your
first search.”

“Yes, I suppose so. Well, it isn't
here, and it must: be somewhere I che
added with great wisdom.

“Shall I watch Linda?™ offered Dolly.
“If 1 can get access to her study—I am
sure she is the cu!{mt’ &

“Ah! 1If you could !”

Brenda hrightened,

“Thank you, l)ol!y
ing other's hand. “You're a good
friend. We're both a bit careless. But
then, what of thati™

Dolly smiled, and with a word of
encouragement to the forlorn Brenda,
went from the study. In the passage she
paused. Linda Hope's study was farther
down; but it would not do to approach
Linda’ first.

She did not want that girl to beeome
suspicious. The thing to do was to find
Linda's “ fag,” and gg‘er to take over the
duties.

And Dolly Jobling, with some mis-
givings, decided to become *“iag.”

she said, press-

Infra Dig!
U Y hat!”
* What rubbish g
“Tt can't be trug!”
Bessie  Bunter  blinked

excttedly ihrough her round spectacles,
and chuckled.

“I've seen her,” che snij “It's
true! He, he, he! Faney Rflggms:
I wouldn't fag for anvone. Not me!

“But it can’t be true, you fat chump !™
exclaimed Clara. “ You don't mean to
tell me that Dolly—that anyone from
Study l\g. 7 would lower themseclves by
fagging 1"

Clara's voice was incredulous, and all
the girls who had now_ glt.hered round
Besste wore similar expressions of amaze-
ment. Bessie Bunter was known for her
wild and garbled statements.

If Bessie's statementis were exciting or
sensational, they were generally untrue
or greatly exaggerated. Bessie's
imagination was fertile, and quick work-
ing. It was nothing for her to- convert
a trivial mishap into an alarming acci-
dent—mentally.

But Bessie was seldom believed. Like

| the boy who cried “ Wolf!" she was not

trusted.

“Oh, really!” exclaimed the fat. u'l
much on her digmity. “T tell you
seen her—making  toast for Lmda
Hope !

“Linda!" exclaimed Clara. “It was

Brenda last time. You must have been
mistaken, Dessie!™

“] wasn't! I ought to know—I was
there !

“What were vou doing on the Sixth
Form passage * " asked Clara suspiciously.
Clara believed in discrediting off-hand
any statement that Bessie made until it
was proved correct.

“A ! 1 was just taking a little
‘musical composition of mine to Brenda—

il a syncopy | composed—"

{?A whatter?” ejaculated Freda Foote.
“Is that a nmew kind . of bukmg
powder——

“Ob really; Freda, don't be so lgnor
ant! It's a sort ol -er—music—"

“Wait, though. You left.
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*Oh, blow your syncopy ! said Clars

“You mean sym Y, anysway. Whert
dld you see

“In Linda Bope s study. B;ou don't
believe me—go and find out!™. finished

Bessie, with murh dxgmty and a sniff.
“But it can't be!” exclaimed Phyllis

Howell. *Surely Doily wouldn't fag for
Linda ! Why should she?”

i wh .

Ba.rb-n Redfern shruggetln-- her
shoulders.

* Because she's a silly young goose!™
she said. “Why did she fag for
Brenda? Dolly's a mystery to mé—a

commny te mystery !’

ut a mystery or not,” said
Clara Tmrlyn angrily, * we're not going
to have her fnggmg--nud lowering the
prestige of our study—"

“Not to mention the Form,” added
Barbara Redfern, who was not so much
concerned on behalf of Study No. 7.

And the juniors looked very serious.
It was po;subleu: uultf Beaja:;h ;::y bore
a grain of truth. it did, t it was
an nﬂlu: for the Form. By fagging for

was creating a gwodchl
expected

Linda, Doll;
other F onﬂi Formers might

to fag.

Time had been when Fourth-Formers
had been expected to act as fags. Fag-
ging was a time-honoured custom, and
taught the younger girls discipline and
respect for the semor girls, both of
which, as had been explained to them,
were desirable.

But the Fourth Form had won their
freedom, and fagging was a thing of the
past as far as they were concerned. But
who knew what might happen if Dolly
took it into her head to fall back into
the old ways?

Connie Jackson might decide that she
wanted a fag, and then she could point
to Dollv and show that Fourth-Forters
did fag.

Besides, it lowered the prestige of the
Form. Only Third and Second-Formers
—mere infants from the Fourth-Formers'
lofty view—were fags.

Dolly must be stopped.

“We'll jolly well tie her up, if it's
the only way of stopping her,” growled
Clara. “Faney anyone faggm » |Il
ingly !”

“There’s one consolation,” smiled
Freda. “Linda won't keep her long if
Dolly starts cooking. Su we pub
her up to cooking Linda? Linda'll
sack ge like a shot after she's had
bacon that looks likes a ciuder, and an
egg that’s like steel!”

“My hat, )es’ That's  the
That'll stop her!” grinned Clara.

And the meeting made hasty plans—
plans that would have worried Dolly
Jobling could she but have-heard them.

But Dolly was not thinking of her
Form companions, She was very busy
in _Linda’s study. -

Linda Hope, smiling to herself, sat at
the table and ate the tea that Dolly
had prepared.

Never had Linda had such a willing
fag. Linda was rather cruel by nature,
and she enjoyed taunting her fags. She
would find out their secrets—homse
secrets—and taunt them.

She never raised a finger to hit them,
but used her tongie, and brought tears
to the eyes of many girls who, not for
worlds, would have cried at a blow.

She enjoyed seeing Dolly busying her-
self in the study, and smiled joyously
all the while.

But Dolly, though she did not enjoy
fagging for the Sixth-Former, kept

eyes opened, as she made fresh toast.
She was t.'eruln_ that somewhere in the

missing masterpiece  was
Indd{n—bnt where? That was what she
intended to discover.’

Where had Linda hidden it *—and for

way !
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how long would it remain hidden?
Would the girl sell it?

Since it was undoubtedly valuable—
for Dolly saw no reason why Brenda's
statement should be disbelieved—it was
probable that the girl would sell it with
all haste. :

There was no time then for Dolly to
look about, and she placed the toast on
the table.

Suddenly Linda rose, and crossed the
the room. She opened the doos, then
shut it with a eclick.

“ Thought I heard someone,” she said.

But Dolly, whose keen ears had
detected the click, knew that the girl
had locked the study door—and won-
dered why.

“T want to have a talk -with you,”
said Linda Haope suddenly. .

“With me?" asked Dolly, fencing.

“Yes—about that thing of Brenda’s.
Are you going to try to sell it? Don't
be afraid! 1 shan't split! But I warn
you, it's halves! If you don’t share,
I'll denounce you!"

“What. do you mean?” stammered
Dolly, quite amazed. 1 haven't got it!”

“Rabbish!” snapped Linda impa-
tiently. “Don’t tell me that tale. I
know you have it! If you don’t pro-
duee it, I shall expose you! It’s in your
study ! Own up, and I'll tell you where
to sell it, at a good price!”

Dolly stared at her fixedly. What
could it mean? Surely Linda had the
missing masterpiece—snrely she did not
imagine .that it was in her new fag’s
possession.

Dolly wondered, and tried to pierce the
other's thoughts.  But she could not.
Possibly Linda was acting!

Had she the manuscript, and was now
attempting to throw the blame on Dolly ?
But, if that were so, why implicate her-
self ‘by offering to go halves?

Her attitude was mysterious,
Dolly frowned wonderingly.

“Come on! Yon can't deceive me!”
exclaimed Linda angrily. “Where is it ?
u_l}'t- pretend you know nothing about

and

it!
“You shall not have it!” retorted
Dolly. “Why should you have it?”
Her plan of action had come to her
now. She could find out whether Linda
had the music, or whether she were
'l:u.lly under the impression that Dolly

ad it.

“Oh!” Linda paused. “You won't
give it up, then?” she asked harshly.
*“Halves, mind you! And if you are
exposed it is expulsion. 1 shall have no
mercy—-"

Her tone was hard, and there was in-
tensity in her exEreuion. Dolly could
not believe that she was acting. If she
were not, where was the missing master-
piece?

Brenda’s room had been turned topsy-
turvy, but it was not there. And now
it seemed that Linda had not got the
missing manuscript.

Where, then, could it be?

Linda stepped forward and caught
Dolly’s arm.

“Don't do anything silly,” she pleaded.
“Now, just bring that to me, and we'll

o halves. I know just where to send it.

can get a hundred pounds for it.”

She paused and drew in a deep breath
while she watched Dolly’s face anxiously.

“I—I'll think about it,” said Dolly.
“] won't promise.”

“Not a word to anyone, of course!”
added the prefect,

She opened the door, and Dolly Jobling
rather dazedly went from the room.
Brenda was in her room, and she looked
up as Dolly entered. s

“1 have it!" she said. )

“What, the missing manuscript?”

“Eh? No! 1 am gomg to sell my
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things here by auection. That ought io
raise something—" .

Dolly nodded, then told her friend what
had happened in Linda's study. -

“Strange !" murmured Brenda. * Very
strange! 1 wonder! Can iL be here,
after all?” y

“The manuscript in this study? Obh,
no! It was searched so very thoroughly !”

Brenda frowned.

“] seem to remember putting it down
on the table,” she said, * just before you
started work here. You must have moved
it. Accidentally, of course!”

“Yes, I—I'm afraid I must have,” ad-
mitted Dolly. “I am stupid; I wish 1
weren't so careless}”

Brenda sighed.

“True, it is trying. But never mind!
If it is mislaid it will reappear. 1 ha-l
feared Linda had stolen it. She stole a
small sonala once and published it under
an assumed name,”

“She did?” exclaimed Dolly, aghast at
such base conduct.

“Yes. I didn’t want io get her ex-
pelled, though. You see, there is reason
n my suspicion.”
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junior's hand and kissed her genily and
affectionately.

“You're a real dear!” she said.
“You're the only one really who under-
stands what the l{)ss of this means to me.
It—it isn’t only the meoney, it'e—oh, a
thousand things!” ’

“1 know !"” murmured Dolly. “Tal’s
how- I feel when I lose a recipe of some-
thing is spoiled—"

“1 understand,” nodded her com-
panion. “You are helping me wonder-
fully, Dolly. Keep waich on Linda still,
in case she is acting. Though it does not
seem possible.”

_ “T'll watch her,” said Dolly; “and T'il
make arrangements for the sale. When
shall we have it—to-morrow

“Yes. In the evening. 1 will wire for
Madame Deauville; perhaps she will buy
some of these small compositions.”

“1 hope so. I—I can sell a lot of my
things,” said Dolly.

And, trying to smile, she left her new
friend.

The Fourth-Formers were in the
Common-room, and Deolly found Study
No. T deserted.

O adihe

bara Redfern, Mabel Lynn and Marjorle Hazeldene, standing in the doorway,
simply blinked.

‘" Great Scott!'' exclaimad Clara
Treviyn. * Dell usting !’ Bar-

Brenda shook her hair and went on
seribbling.
“There!” she exclaimed, rising. “A

list of all my possessions for sale. Quite
a list. I shall hold an auction.”
“But—but——" stammered Dolly. "It

isn’'t fair, Brenda. It isn’t your fault that
the sil—the manuscript's lost. I ought to
pay something. 1 haven’t got much
mﬁn’?y. But there are some things I can
sell.

“No, no!”

Brenda waved her hand and shook her
head.

“This is my affair !” she said definitely.

“But, please!” urged Dolly. *“I-—I
shall feel so mean. ?L was my careless- ]
;‘lass; it  must have been that. Let me

e

renda smiled.

“You're a sort, Dolly,” she said.
“A jolly sort! TI'll accept. Really,
I shall need all the money I can get.
Of course, when the manuscript turns up
you shall be paid back. I don’t like
accepti #

“But you must, please, Brenda !”

“Very well!” the tall girl gripped the

»
ng——

It was still daylight, and she looked
about the study.

An auction sale. Tt had been easily
arranged. But now she realised for the
first time what it would entail.

She would have to sell the things she
liked best. For a moment she thought of
selling some of the oddments that she did
not want.

But they, she knew, would bring in
little revenue, It was the things she
liked that would sell—her cookery things,
her crickegbat, her pads, the large pic-
ture—a present from her mother—the
hockey-stick—a present from her brother.

A lump rose in her throat as she
thought of parting with her treasures,
She could not; she must tell Brenda.

But she checked the thought almost
immediately. It wounld not be fair, 1t
was her fault most likely that the manu-
script was lost. Many girls in Brenda's
position would have accused her,

After all, perhaps the manuscript would
be found, and she could buy back her
sold treasures.
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Perhaps the manuscript would be found
before the sale. :

She picked up the bat and held it ten-
derly. It had been a faithful friend.
She would have to use the old club bats
again! )

A heary sigh escaped her lips, and she
plumped ‘down in the armchair amidst
the comfortable eushions.

it was a splendid armchair, and she
realised for the first time, with regrets,
her own. For she must sell that as well.

And Dolly Jobling, for almost the first
time in her life, regretted her careless-
ness.  She had. called the tune, and she
must pay the piper.

But? glihrm!ghI the sale saved Brenda
from a eertain amount of debt, it did not
find the manuscripl,

For Brenda's Sake!

Where was it?
& H, here you are!”

O Dolly wheeled round as Clara

Treviyn opened ihe door ef

Study No. 7. )

Dolly had just finished making a list of
articles she had to sell, and the list lay
on the table. o

“We want a word with you. Dolly,
said Clara seriously. **Bessie says thn‘t,
von've been fagging for Linda Hope——
" %“Yes, 1 have!” said Dolly, with a
tonch of defiance in her tone.

Clara drew in a deep breath.

“Well, what do you mean by ii?” she
demanded truculently. *You know that
Fourth-Formers aren’t supposed to fag.
You'll make this study the laughing-
stock of the Form, Besides, the Sixth
may take it as a precedent and get us to
e :

%'I‘hnt's your look-out!” said Dolly,
adding something else to her list. *‘Let
e see! TFour and five, that’s nine, and
seven—"' L

“Listen!” said Clara, thumping the
fable. “You're not going to fag for the
Sixth., That's flat! We won’t have it.
If you want to do any tidying-up and
cooking, there's plenty to be done
wre,”
; “Rats!” answered Dolly rather im-
politely. “1I shall do as 1 like!"”

“You won't!" )

The silence that fell was ominous, and
Marjorie coughed nervously. Marjorie
Hazeldene disliked *““scenes " in the study
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—but ““scenes 7 were rather freguent
between Dolly and Clara, excellent
friends though they were on the whole.

Dolly shrugged her shoulders, and went
on with her list. Clara Trevlyn growled,
and went nearer to the table,

“You've acted like a silly chump
lately!”  explained Clara, You're
making this study appear idiotic. First
you make friends with Brenda, and fag
for her, Now you fag for Linda. You
know she leads her fags a dance.”

i “Wonder what I'd get for my cricket-
at?”

“ Whawhat?" exclaimed Clara. “ Listen
to me. Bother your cricket-bat! You'll
want that.” .

“I'm holding an auction sale,” ex-
plained Dolly.

“ An—an auction sale?”

“Yes. Brenda wants some money.
She would have got it for her master-
piece: but someone has stolen that, or
mislaid it. I—I may have mislaid it, you
see. 8o I'm bound to help, aren't 17"

**Oh, you mislaid it !” smiled Marjorie.

“Well, I suppose you ought to help,
then, if 1t 1s valuable. But we can lend
you a little money, Dolly, if you like."”

Dolly smiled, and shook her head.

“1It’s very kind of you, Marjorie,” she
said. * But—but I've decided to do this.
It's better. Perhaps I can buy some of
the things back later. You sce, Brenda
is holding an auction.”

“Oh!”

Clara Trevlyn, lost for words, simply
stared, and Marjorie frowned slightly.

*What are you going to sell?” Clara
a.-kelil, at Iﬁn .

“* Everything !

0 Y

Dolly went on with her list, and the
other (wo girls stared at oune another.
The announcement she had made had
simply dumbfounded ihem. Anction
sales at Cliff House were not numerous,
and at-any time would be surprising, but
that Dolly Jobling should be the ﬁuldcr
of one was nothing short of amazing.

“Surely there is some other way?”
Marjorie said. “Would you zell your
bat and your cookery things?”

Dolly nodded.

1 shall have to,” she réplied briefly,
“I don’t want to, of course; but I have
promised Brenda, and it wouldn't be fair
to leave out the things that are most
likely to sell, even though they are my
favourites.”

“I suppose not,” agreed Marjorie.

She looked at Dolly, and saw her
friend was distressed at the sale she was
morally compelied to hold.

The view Dolly had taken was an
honourable one, and the only one, if she
believed she were guilty. Her careless-
ness was to blame, and she must be
responsible,

‘But that it was her carelessness to
blame had not been proved, and it was
sporting of her to presume that it had,
and to act accordingly.

“You're not really going to sell those
cookery things?” asked Clara, more
softly than hitherto.

“Yes; I'll have to. They'll fetch quile
a great deal,”

Clara nodded, and looked at Marjorie.

who nodded back.

“We'll leave you to it.” said Marjorie;
and they left the study.

But outside the door they paused, and
the abrupt exit was explained.

“We must,” said Clara mystically.

“Yes, of course. It will break poor
Dolly’s heart to part with those treasures.
But she's a good sort. Not many girls
\mlu_l_d sell out like that. But she's a good
pal.
“Yes, she is,” agreed Clara fervently.
“I don’t see much in Brenda myself. But

Marjorie nodded, and looked at Clara,
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Dolly and she seem to get on all right.
Shouldn’t be surprised if it is Dolly's
fault that the manuscript is lost. She's
careless enough for anything.”

Marjorie nodded, and her eyes became
thoughtful,

“ We must buy the ihings,” she ‘mused.
“But she'd smell a rat if we bought
them. We shall have to bring in the
others, reaily, if they'll come in.”

And Clara hurried off to tell the others.
There were very few who were reluctant
to come into the scheme, And it was
arranged that they should buy up all they
could, and return them to Dolly,

“We've got a litile cash,” said Barbara
Redfern. “ We'll buy up all that we car:.
{J‘Iol?- Jre you going to return them to

olly ?

“Oh, leave them in the study, #he
won't remember who's bought them.
After all, the money’s in a good cause
really, if Brenda’s hard up tgmug]l the
loss of her manuscript.”

Barbara nodded.

“We're in,” she said.

And Marjorie found that they were
most iof them willing to assist. = Dolly
Jobling, despite her many faults and
peculiarities, was quite popular in
the Form, and it was fully realised how
deeply she would feel the parting with
her treasures,

When bedtime arrived lhe scheme had
been completed, and at the auction ou
the morrow there was likely to be quite a
crowd of Fourth Form buyers.

But Dolly did not know the plans that
had been made.for the morrow, and she
sat alone and miserable in her study.

Before her lay the treasures she was to
sell. Her cookery set—bhrilliant sauce-
pans, frying-pans, casseroles, and fise-
proof glass utensils,

It was a splendid colleclion, and would
doubtlessly bring in a great deal of
revenue,  But just then Dolly wished
that it need not be sold.

She picked up each uten%l and ex-
amined it. What a great deal she iuad
planned to do with those things! How
gloriously she would have been able io
pass away long winter evenings!

But all that was finished now. S8he
had longed for those cookery utensils,
and on her last birthday her mother Lad
sent her them,

What she was to say {o her mother she
could not think, After the way in which
she had begged for them, how could she
say that she had sold them? Yet sell
them she must. Tt was up.to her.

What use sighing?

With a last look of regret at her
treasures—the last look, perhaps, that
she would be able to give them, she
slowly went from the study.

It was bedtime, and she went mourn-
fully upstairs, hardly noticing that the
corridors were deseried—that the others
were already in the dormitory,

As she opened the dormitory door The
babel of talk within stopped, and she
received looks of amazement and annoy-
ance.

““Here she is!" said twenty voices in
unnecessary chorus.

Dolly nodded.

“Here I am,” she agreed,

Gwendoline Cook, with frowning Lrow,
stepped up to her.

“1 understand that you're fagging for
Linda Hope?” she said.

“I] am, Why? Do you mind?!” Dolly
asked, with a slight sarcastic inflection.

Gwen frowned portentously.

“] do mind,” she said. *If Barbara
Redfern won't take ihe matter up, 1
will, and quickly, too. Perhaps she

doesn’t think much of the honour of the
Form, ner do you, apparently. But we
won't have it!
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“Won't you?” asked Dolly.
don't 1"

She crossed to her, and Freda Foole
chuckled. But Gwen Cook was not
amused, She was, in point of fact, very
serious.

“This isn't a laughing maiter,” she
said sternly. “ Do you realise, Dolly,
that fagging is not allowed in the Fourth
—that we do nof fag? For goodness’
sake, think of the dignity of the Form—
think of others! If you fag for Linda,
we shall have Connie Jackson, or some-
one, asking for a fag!”

“Oh, bother dignity of the Form!"

crossly. She was not in quite

said Doll
the mom{l'or argument.

“Well,

“Ah! That is the sentiment !" sniffed
Gwen, “Bother the dignity of the
Form! And bother us, 1 suppese? 1i

doesn’t matier if we have to fag because
of your folly—oh-dear, no!”

“Well, to be candid, no!” said Dolly,
agrecing for the sake of politeness. “I'm
glad you don’t mind.”

“Don’'t be a chump !" broke.in Clara,
rather crossly. “¥ do think you might
stop fagging for Linda when you know

it's agamnst the wish of the Form,
DO" e

"i can’t help it,” said Dolly deter-
minedly.

“But why do you want to fag?”
almost shrieked Clara. “Why should
anyone want to fag? You can’t be fond
of Linda as well as Brenda!”

Dolly shrugged her shoulders,
Clara gave her an exasperated glare.

“1 must say 1 think it’s a bit thick !”
said Philippa Derwent. “If there’s no
need to start fagging for people.
Stella Stone, for instance, wanted a fag
for an evening, we migfn oblige. But
Linda—"

“T suppose Linda has something Dolly
wants,” suggested Marcia, with more
truth than she realised. “She did well
out of Brenda—provided she can sell the
symphony.” i

“Hear, hear!” chuckled Nancy -Bell.
“T've heard that Linda’s got a valuable
picture in her study.”

But at that suggestion there were
angry murmurs, aud Clara Trevlyn, who
a punute ago had been -arguing with
Dolly, now turned upon Nancy.

“You dry up!” she exclaimed crossly.
“We don’t want to know what you think.
Dolly may be a silly fathead, but she isn’t
a thief, and I'll jolly well box the ears of
aunyone who says she is.”

Clara looked about her challengingly,
but there were no signs on the part of
E\;uncy or Marcia for an ear-boxing: dis-
play.

With Clara one could never Dhe too
certain.  She might put her alarming
threats into operation. And Clara’s
wrists were like steel, and her hands
rather like mallets when closed fist-wise.

8o Marcia and Nancy remained scowl-
ingly silent, leaving Dolly to the mercy
of her friends.

“We don't think you’ve got any
motive, Dolly,” esplamed the tactful
Clara. “But we kuow what a silly ass
vou are. If you must fag for someone,
vou can fag for me——"

“Or fer me,” offered half a dozen pros-
pective fag-mistresses.

But Dolly enly grunted. She did not
speak again—not even lo mmswer ques-
tions; and eventually the one-sided dis-
cussion was abandoned.

Whatever they thought of her did nol
matter. She must keep on as Linda’s
fag; for there was the possibility of
Linda having the music—and, another
possibility, of her finding it

If Linda had not it now, it must be
somewhere in the school—somewhere in
Brenda’s study, Was it not likely that

and
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Linda would try to find it? Was it no
likely that she might succeed? .

Clearly Dolly, fying awake, saw the
probability of it; she realised that she
must not relax her watch on the Sixth-
Former. Linda had not it now—of that
Dolly was sure.

But she could not be sure that the girl
would not get it, and before she fell
asleep that night, Dolly determined that
she would keep Linda and her study
under so keen a watch that she would be
able to ascertain definitely where the
music was hidden, should Linda get it.

And if it were humanly possible,
Linde would get it—the scene in the
study had told Delly that.

An Unexpected Climax!

\ AP!
I Dolly Jobling tapped on the
door of Linda Hope’s study.
Breakfast had only just finished,
and Dolly was certainly the earlicst fag.

/"F"-\
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angry Linda, dressed, and chviously just
returned from breakfast.

“Spying!” repeated Dolly, with a
frown. “I don’t understand, I—I've
come to fag—""

“Well, you needn’t,” retorted Linda
quickly. *I don’t want you noesing about
my room. You're too clumsy. ‘ih-m:.ln.
could probably do with you. Yon could
steal a few more of her manunscripte.”

Dolly’s eyes blazed, but she made no
retort. Instead she gave Linda a look
that was keen and searching.

“Very well,” she said, and siepped
back a pace.

Linda placed a key in the lock, and
turned it, opening the study door. She
looked back at Delly, and that girl, after
a second's pause, hurried off.

She met Brenda half-way down ihe
passage, and the musician, who-e eyes
were worried and anxious, buttonholed
her. .
“No news,"” she announced dolefully.
“The sale will come off. T'm sorry. On

second thoughts, Dolly, 1 can’t agree to,

ACCUSED! ;.52 "pe

screen !’ And the Sixth

‘) came in here to find Brenda just before dinner,” said

;:lckly.
rmer pointed accus

“ And that ?irl was here behind tha
ngly at Dolly Jobling.

There was really no reason for fags to
put in such an early appearance.

But Dolly had her reasons. S8he wanted
to be in Lindals study that morning.
To-day was the day of the auction. To-
morrow would be too late.

If Linda had the manuscript now was
the time to find it.

As there was no reply io her knock,
Dolly turned the handie of the door. She
pushed, but the door did not open.

Thinking that perhaps Linda might be
in bed, she tapped again. Meal-times in
the Sixth Form were not strictly en-
farced, and Sixth-Form girls were fre-
quently late for meals, or ofien, did not
put in an appearance at all.

So she tapped again. But still there
was no reply. If Linda were in the
study, it was quite obvious that she was
asleep,

Again Dolly tapped, this time more
loudly, and she listened at the door.

She was in the act of tapping again,
when a hand was placed roughly upon
her shquider, and an angry voice .ex-
claimed near to her ear:

“Spying? What do yon want?”

She wheeled, to find herself facing the

your selling up as well, It isn't faiv,”

Dolly grimaced.

“1 must,” she said. *“Please let me.
I've made all the arrangements, you
know.” .

Brenda looked aside. then smiled wist-
fully, and toock Dolly’s hand.

“You're a good kid,” she said, rather
huskily. *“Do you know, you're about
the only one in the schcol who hasn’t
laughed at me  You're the only friend.

“Am 17" asked Dolly, -rather shame-
facedly. And she hoped that Brenda
would never learn how, many times, she
had laughed not so very long ago.

“If I ever find that manuscript, and
sell it, 1 sha’n’t forget your [riendship.”
“I—1 don’t want any reward.” .

“1 know you don’t. But—well, you're
such a good friend !”

And Brenda suddenly hurried on.
Dolly looked after her sadly. She had
noted the wistfuluess of the other's tone.

How lonely Brenda’s life at the school
must have ! No frieuds]! And
everyone laughing at her.

And now, to crown everything, the
symphony was lost—the symphony that

Tue SceooL FRiEXD,~No 163,
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had cost her hours of work, upon which
she had staked so much.

Dolly counld sympathise with such a loss,
and her eyes softened as she looked after
the receding figure. Then she became
suddendy alert.

When she reached the Fourth Form

passage she was smiling; and Marjorie;

and Clara were amazed.

“You look pretty happy,"” remarked
(.'lar&. ‘‘Been fagging ?”

“No."

Dolly’s answer was brief, and Clara’s
frown intensified. Clara was not pleased
with the attitude her friend had taken.
Not for the life of her could Clara under-
stand her chum's sudden keenness for
“fagging.”

It was difficult to get the girls to hel})
Dolly when she was in such a meod.
After all, when she saw that the Form
did not want her to fag why didn't she
stop?

That was the way Clara looked at -it.
Although, had Clara been in Dolly’s
place, it is morally certain that Clara
would have told the Form lo *“go and eat
coke ! ;.

But the point was that Clara and Mar-
joria were trying to get the Form to
attend the auction to buy the treasures
that Dolly was selling and give them
back to her.

The scheme was excellent, and before
bed-time last evening had found many
supporters,

ut the bed-time incident had not
tended to increase Dolly’s popularity.

This morning several Third-Formers
had commented on Fourth Form fags, to
the great rage of the Fourth-Formers,
and Dolly fell _right down in their
estimation.

A girl who let down her Form was
surely nobt worth consideration. If Dolly
wanted to soll out, then lat her. That
was the way they looked at il.

And Clara felt that in all conscience
she could not ipduce them to change that
opinion, since it was lhe one she held
herself,

Nor did Dolly's conduct that day tend
to change the view the Form held.

She went out of the Form-room during
fessons with the excuse that she had left
her book behind, and stayed away so long
thal she received a stern rebuke.

But the next gir! who had forgotten a
book received linas for forgetfulness. And
Dolly received dark, sour looks. Had she
not been so long the other girl would not
have suffered.

And when, during the recess, they told
her what they thought, she smiled and
laughed happily.

“Bother tha Form,” she said to Gwen
Cook. “I've never known you to worry
about it so much before. If the Form
ever has a ghost you'll see it.”

‘At which remark there was a chuckle.
Yor .Gwen was a specialist in the super-
natural, and favoured ghosts.

But although she had made some tem-
porary enemies, Dolly found that her old
friends were still loyal.

Clara and Marjorie, Barbary Redfern,
Mabel Lynn. and Peggy Preston, and
others came acrozs to her and chatted
about the arrangements for the sale.

“It’s all arranged,” Dolly explained to
them. ““Brenda’s gol the use of the Hall.
It's at two o'clock sharp, and Madame
Deauville is coming down. DBrenda is
going to sell her some of her music.”

““She's the woman who was going to

NSWERs
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buy 4he great symphony, isn’t she®”
Marjorie asked.

“Yes, That's right.”

“Well, I hope she buys something.
Perhaps she'll buy Bessie's syncopy, or
offer her a cure for it,” suggested Freda
Foote, :

*Oh,- really, Freda. My sus-syncopy’s
worth a lot of money. I shouldn’t be
surprised if she does buy it, after all.”

“Shall I give it to Madame Deau-
ville?" asked Dolly quickly.

“Eh? I mean, yes, rather, Dolly.”

Bessie blinked at the girl suspiciously
through her spectacles.

“You're joking,” she said suspiciously.

“I'm perfectly serious,” avowed Dolly,
and she looked it. ‘“Give it to me, and
I'll hand it to Madama.Deauville.”

Bessie Bunter beamed, and ran off to
her study. A minute later she returned
with a messy-looking screed that was all
but illegible, :

“How does it go?” asked Dolly.

Bessie made a choking noise in her
throat, and Dolly nodded, hiding a smile
—which the athers could not do.

“Right-ho!” she said. “I'll make a

“note of that, in case she overlooks it.”

The bell rang then, and they went back
to lessons. But Delly was not paying
much heed to lessons, she was looking
up at the ceiling and smiling.

- Upon what her thoughts were centred
it was-impossible to tell; but, at any
rate, she was amused.

Before dinner and after lessons she was
occupied with piling up her treasures in
the Hall, beside those of Brenda’s. She
had many helpers, and they made light
work of the task.

Stella Stone, who had agreed to act las
the

auctioneer, came in and gave
collection a smiling glance.

“Nearly ready ?”’ e asked. *“‘I want
to get it through quickly. The match
starts at three-thirty."”

“Oh, it won't take long,” Dolly
assured her, with a smile.

Stella nodded and departed.  Then,

satisfied that everything was in order,
they, too, left the IHall, and went in to
dinner.

Directly after the meal there was a
rush for the Hall, and in less than no
time it was packed with girls from all
Forms, prefects, juniors, and fags. Even
the “babies ” from the Second Form
were present.

Stella tock her position on the plat-
form, and wielded amallet in preparation,

The piano, which stood in the corner,
had been pushed back to allow for
the crowd which now waited for Brenda
and Dolly.

Brenda was the first lo appear, and
there was a craning of necks as it was
noticed that she had a female companion.

“Let me introduce you to my friend,
Madame Deauville—Miss Stone, our
captain. Miss Stone is conducting the
auction. I have asked Miss Deauville if
she will buy the original music, Stella.”

“Oh, right-ho! I'll get on with
auctioneering."

And Stella got busy amidst excitement.

Madame Deauville took several pieces
of music into the corner by the piano,
and settled herself there.

Her fingers strummed the keys
thoughtfully, and as she played each
piece she ,nodded ' or shook her head,
according to her opinion of it. And she
nodded her head more often than she
shook it. ; i

She had finished the fifth piece when a
hand was placed lightly upon her
shoulder, and she turned.

“ Excuse me,” smiled Dolly Jobling.
“Would you just play this, with a view
to sale—"

She looked over her shoulder to where
stood a group of grinning girls.

Twopence.

But the central figure of that groug
was not grinning. The central figure
was fat, ‘and the spectacles on the snub
nose gleamed with excitement. Bessie
Bunter was thrilled.

Her ““8yncopy ” was to be played.

Brenda was- plainly - amazed, and
Madame Deauville, apparently hardened
to eccentricity in all forms, took the
music and placed it on the piano.

She glanced at it, then stared closer,

‘adjusting her spectacles.

Then she commenced to play.

Bessie Bunter blinked.  The smiles
faded from the faces of the Fourth-
Formers, and Stella Stone, with her
hammer half-raised, turned and glanced
al the pianist.

In the large hall, crowded with girls,
thero was a silence strange and im-
pressive.

Bubt most amazed of all was the girl
who stood beside the piano. Brenda
Borelli listened and stared, and stared
and listened. t

In that rendering of the piece Dolly
Jobling had handed her Madame Deau-
ville utilised all her technique, all the art
and soul of playing.

Out of the apparently inanimate piano
she brought life.  The instrumient that
the girls had thumped and tinkered on
gave forth sounds impressive and in-
spiring.

They had none of them heard playing
to match it; they had never heard such
musie.

All eyes were turned on Dolly—a few
on Bessie.

“It—it's not mine!"”
citedly and rather angri
“No; it—it’s mine!”
Brenda DBorelli stepped forward, and
nervously flung her strange hair about.
“That—that iz my symphony—the

symphony that was lost!” she gasped.

At that there was a buzz, ang Madame
Deauville smiled.

“I knew it,” she said, ‘the moment
I set eyes upon it!”

+*But where did it come from? Where
did Bessie get it?” exclaimed a dozen
voices; and Bessie Bunter, complelely
bewildered, stammered and shook her
head.

Not until silence had been restored waas
Dolly able to explain.

“It was not Bessie's,”” she smiled.
“ Here is Begsie’s. 1 found the symphony
this mornin, i

“Found it!"” cried Brenda. “ Where?”

“Under the carpel—in Linda Iope’s
room.”

“Great Scott!”

**Linda’s room!"”

At that the buzz of talk broke forth,
and a girl in the middle of the hall sud-
denly made a vain effort to move. A
dozen hands held her, and, struggle
though she did, she could not escape.
Her white face was lined with fear, her
eyes dilated with hate as she stared at
Dolly Jobling.

“How it came there I don't know,’
went on Dolly. “But it was because I
suspected Linda that I fagged for her.”

But Linda had no explanations to
make, and Deolly was occupied with

riped Bessio ex-
-

»

Brenda. Brenda Borelli, her eyes
shining, was grasping her hand.
o you pal!” exclaimed Brenda.

“You've saved me! You've saved me!
My word, we shall be friends for ever!
All next term——"" .

But Madame Deauville intervened.

“There will be no next term,” she
smiled. “I am taking you in hand,
Brenda. You are coming to University
—to become a Doctor of Music—and you
are going to write snch wonderful—"

“ University——""

Brenda smiled, but could not speak.

“Yes, Some day you will be great.
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This symphony will make you. My
original offer for it still stands. But it
will rhake your reputation. If this hld
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not béen found—ii it had been publi
by somecone else—they would have
reaped the fame——"

“TI know—I know.” nodded Brenda.
“Oh, Dolly, thank goodness®you found
it! I you hadn't—"

“Bat [ did find it,” |m:led Dolly, “and
that's all that matiers,”

Brenda, in her happy-go-lucky way,
celebrated her fortune in the best man-
n:!ei‘—in the way that was appreciated by
all,

She sent round invitations to girls <he
thought would like to come, and then
had a really merry feast, at which she
made Dolly the guest of honour,

It was a laughing crowd that gathered
round the table, and Brenda as hostess
excelled herself.

“Here's to Dolly Jobling!” she said.
*“ The best friend a girl can have! She
saved me; and from what I've heard sne
wouldn’t haveé done if some of you had
had_your way and stopped her fagging
for Linda.”

“But how dnl Linda gat the music?”
asked Clara. *“We haven't heard that
yet.”

Brenda coughed.

“It was my fault, really,” she said. “I
must have put the manurcnpt in my atlas
and taken it into the Form-room. For
that’s where Linda said she found it—
after she searched almost everywhere in
the school. 1 never look at my atlas.
you see.”

At that there was laughter, and one
and all decided that, eccentric though
she was, Brenda was a good sort.

But the attention was focussed on
Dolly Jobling, round whose waist Brenda
placed an affectionate arm.

“You've all laughed at me on and
off,” said Brenda. * But Dolly_didn’t.
You laugh at her, but take my Yip and
don’t. She's a jolly good friend, and it's
thanks to her that I am going to
University. 1'm sorry I'm going. 1
shouldn't bave been a month ago. But
I'm sorry. Lecause it means leaving
Dally.”

And Brenda, as she looked at Dolly.
ecemed almost tearful.

“When I'm at University you'll send
rae some (offee?’ she asked. “And I'll
send you symphonies and sonatas.”

Dolly, amidst langhter, agreed that she
would—even, as she added herself, if it
broke their friendship, But although,
according to Clara, it could be
guaranteed to break anything, the friend-
ship 'was not severed, and rtlﬁa strangely-
mated “geninses ” were still the best of
friends. :
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(Next Thursday's issue of the
““School Friend’' will contain
*“Phyllis Howell’s Chance!”
a magnificent new long complete
story of the girls of Cliff House
School, a beautiful art card of
Phyllis Howell, free, a special
“Phyllis Howell '’ number of the
¢ Cliff House Weekly,” and
further long, absorbing instal-
ments of * Friendship For-
bidden!"” and the *“*The Signal-
man’s Daughter.” OQOrder your
copy of the *‘School Friend ™
in advance.)
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Next Thursday’s issue |
will be a

SPECIAL
“PHYLLIS HOWELL”
NUMBER!

NSNS

The long complete story of
the Girls of Cliff House School
will be entitled :

« PHYLLIS HOWELL'S |
CHANCE!”

L A Y Wy B T

-

'\ Special “ Phyllis Howell ” Number of the **Cliff House Weekly.”

Two Splendid Serials,

“ FRIENDSHIP FORBIDDEN *’
“THE SIGNALMAN’S DAUGHTER.” |

SPLENDID ARTICLE!

“ Should Girls Do Homework ?”’

GIVEN FREE
 SUPERB PORTRAIT CARD

« PHYLLIS HOWELL.”

GREAT ATTRACTION IN TWO

WEEKS’ TIME!

The Opening Chapters of a Wonderful New Serial,

entitled:

JOAN mcu-:smr. |
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THE PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS.

OLIVE WALTERS, a pretty, golfen-haired
wirl of fourteen, who attends St. Mildred's
Zchool as a day boarder.

TOM WALTERS, Olive's father, a signalman
who was on duty at “ Gosbridge Box.”

MR. THEODORE DUKE, a big financier, and
the father of

SYRIL DUKE, who, with Olive, i ® member
of the Fifth Form at St. Mildred’s.

—_—

Through an enemy of Mr. Duke tampering
with the levers in Tom Walters' box, a special
train, bearing the financier, was derailed, and
Mr. Duke was injured. From that moment
his daughter Sybil, at St. Mildred’'s, was the
bitter enemy of Olive, and took every oppor-
tunity for scheming against her.

Tom Walters was discharged by the rail-
way company, and, on top of that, the bank
which held his small savings suspended pay-
ment,

Meanwhile, Olive won an important ex-
amination, but the headmistress’ paper con-
taining the answers, which  she had pre-
viously missed, was discovered in a book of
Olive's. Upon the paper, however, was a
thumbprint, and before Olive could be
accused of purloining the paper Miss Symes
announced that she would take an impression
of each girl's thumb.

Sybil Duke, who was really the guilty girl,
took fright and fled the school, and waited
at the railway station for the London
express.

(Kead on from here.)

To Save the Express!

And now it behoves us to return to.

Olive and Winnie Norris.

At the moment when Sybil was enter-
ing the station, the search-party, led by
the careless and easy-going Dora Finch,
had reached a wood some ten miles from
8¢, Mildred's.

Here the sky was black and menacing,
and once or twice, fearing a soaking,
Dora had debated the advisability of
giving up the search and turning back
towards the nearest village, where there
would be shelter.

“Well, I suppose we had better
soparate and look for the kid in this
beastly wood,” Dora drawled, as she
stood in the road and gazed into the
darker gloom beneath the trees. *“She
may have hidden. in here like the
Babes in the Wood did, and, whilst she
sleeps the sleep of the unjust, the joll
old robins’ might have covered her wit
leaves—might! For my part, I don't
expect they would take the trouble.
Search away, girlst I'll join you again
here when you are through!”-

With which,” the stout and indolent
Dora seated herself upon the bank at the
roadside, produced some chocolate cream
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she had bought, and began to enjoy life
according to her lights.

Some of the girls with her hesitated,
but as Dora did not offer them a share of
her confectionery, they thought they
might as well search the wood as remain
and watch her dispatch it. So, separat-
ing up into twos and threes, they made
their way into the wood in the wake of
Olive and Winnie, who had already "dis-
appeared amongst the tree-trunks.

Winnie and Olive naturally came upon
no signs of Sybil Duke, and together
they passed right through the wood and
gained a road on the farther side.

They saw that, on the road's opposite
side was a fence, which shut it off from
a bank overlooking the railway-line. It
was just then that there came a rever-
berating crash of thunder, and this was
swiflly - followed by great warm drops of

rain.

“Bother!" Winnie exclaimed. *I
thought we should get it before long.
We shall get soaked to the skin, Olive!”

The storm raged with unabating fury.

Thunder rumbled and crashed above
and around them. The gloom deepened,
enhancing the vividness of the lightning,
and, though it was spasmodic, the ram
ever and again sounded like the beating
of distant muffled drums, as it pelted on
to the road and amongst the foliage of
the wood.

“What a dreadful storm!" Winnie
cried. Then a hali-stifled scream broke
from her, as thers came one of the most
formidable and dazzling flashes of light-
ning yet, which ‘seemed to dart across
their very eyes and leave them dazed
and, for the -moment, blinded. *“Oh,
what was that?”

It seemed to the girls that from no
great distance away they heard a splin-
tering crash, which seemed to come from
the direction of the railway-line,

The storm continued, the rain beating
through the leaves of the trees beneath
which they stood, and quickly making
them seriously wet. Then a sudden cry
broke from Olive, and she pointed across
the road and away along the nailway
company's bank. -

“Look!" she breathed sharply.

Winnie turned her eyes in the direc-
tion her friend’s outflung hand indicated,
and she saw that, from the railway em-
bankment some two hundred ya dis-
tant, there came a lurid glare, which lit
up the lowering sky.

“Some builaging has been struck b
the lightning. and is on fire, Winnie!”
Olive declared, making a guess at the
truth. “I hope no one was in it and
injured.”

Winnie nodded, and for the next ten
minutes the two girls stood in silence,

watching the glare, which seemed to
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increass. Then, just as suddenly as it
had commenced, the rain ceased, though
thunder still rumbled in the distance,
and the sky continued from time to time
to be illuminated by vicious flashes of
lightning. -

Olive moved from beneath the drip-
ping tree.

“Let us come and find out what is on
fire, dear,” she suggested. “I feel
curious to know; and—who knows?—we
might be able to do some good if any-
one has been hurt.”

Without demur, Winnie followed her.
The sky remained overcast, and, though
the hour was round about one o'clock in
the dnf. the road was so dark that it

hav

might have been midnight.
The fire ahead, whatever its cause,
showed no signs of dying out. Indeed,

if anything, the fierce red glow it sent
skywards was more lurid.

Winnie and Olive quickens 1 their steps
as they drew nearer. They passed over
a rise in the road, and then came in view
of the siructure that was ablaze. .

And what a sight it was that met their
eyes!

It was a signal-box that was burring,
the rear part of which rested upon the
high, slopmmg embankment, and the front
wooden

of which was supported by

struls,

Olive and Winnie pulled up, staring,
spellbound, at the burning building.

The two wooden struts and the base of
the box were hopelessly enveloped in
flame, and it was plain to the girls that
ere long, when the struts hlmeranli.rely
through and snapped, the signal-box
would collapse and go hurtling down on
to the permanent way a dozen feet below.

“I—I suppose the signalman has
escaped, dear?”’ Winnie said anxiously,
as, in her excitement, she gripped con-
vulsively at Olive's arm,

“Oh, yes,” Olive began,
have done, I should think; but

Her words ended in a horrified gasp.
The door of the signal-box had been
thrust open, and in the doorway had
appeared ihe figure of a white-faced,
wild-eved boy, who was making efforts
to drag from the blazing box a man who
seemed to be unconscious.

“It's the cignalman, and he is hurt,

rhaps badly!"” Olive cried, running
orward to the low fence which enclosed
the railway company's property, and
beginning to climb over it. *Quick,
Winnie—oh. quick—quick! The Lox
may collapse, and bury them both in its
wreckage, at any moment! We must
help the boy drag the signalman out.”

As she finished speakin% Olive had
swvung her lissom youn gure’ to the
other side of the fence. \%‘innie followed,

must
»
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end was @l her heels, as Olive began to
run towards the doomed box.

The Loy saw them, and ‘- frantically
shouted to them to aid him. He was,
apparently, the signalman’s assistant. He
was a weedy vouth, who looked none too
slrong, and the dead weight of the sense-
less signalman, who was on the burly
tide,' was proving more than he could
manage, .

Oltve and Winnie raced down the slop-
ing baak, and gained the foot of the
short fhight of steps which led up to
the entrance 1o the box.

“Help me get bhim out, miss!” the
boy gasped breathlessly 1o Olive. “ The
lightning struck the box, and the shock
stunned us both. When I came to I
found hjm still knocked out, and the box
on fire, as you see it now, 1 don't know
what to do. F will fall on the line for
a ceriainty, and there’s the London
express from Fullingham due in less than
ten minutes, if she's on time !”

The 1wo girls listened in growing
borror. They made haste to assist the
lad carry his superior from the box.

They half-dragged, half-slid the signal-
man down the flight of steps; then, pant-
ing and gasping under -his weight, con-
trived to lift hum out of danger, and lay
Lima upon the grass.

He seemed to have struck his temple
lieavily, but was, apparently, mnot
gravely injured, though stunned.

Olive shot a glance at the signals, and
saw that the lamps, which were illu-
minated because of the darkness of the
day, showed a clear line.

The signalman’s boy seemed scared out
of his wits, and the girl seized his arm
and tried to shake him into activity.

“You must alter the signals—put them
at ‘ Danger!’ » she said sharply.

But the boy gave a shake of his head.

*1t can’t be done, miss.” he said, help-
lessly. *“The box wes like a furnace
when 1 began to drag him out, and it
must be even woree now. - No Iwing
person could reach the levers!”

“ Where's tlie express mnow Olive
asked. *‘Perhaps it would be possible to
ring through to the next box back on the
route it is taking, and have it stopped.”

*“1 tried to do that, miss,” the boy
answered, a little sullenly; “but the
wires were too damaged by the fire, and
I couldu’t get any answer from the other
box. I've dome my best; but it's use-
less; nothing can be done!™

Olive regarded him aghast. There
eame a cvack like the report of 2 gun.
OUne of the supports of the signal-bex
liad given way, and the whole blagzing
structure was lurching ominously over
the line,

The second support was glowing,
charred, and blazing, and in a matter of
minutes it would almost certainly give
way, and allow the box, with its heavy
ironwork and furniture, to pitch wupon
the permanent way, blocking the line
over which the express would presently
come thundering,

The lives and limbs of hundreds of
souls were in peril !

* But something must be done !” Olive
cried, her giriish face deathly white bot
determined.

She iore the hem fram her frock, which
was saturated with the recent rain. Knot-
ting it about her face so that it covered
her mouth and nostrils, the girl moved
flmrply towards the &teps of the lurching
OX.

“Oh. Olive, what are you going to
do? Winnie cried, in frantic alarm. *“ It
may fall at any moinent, and——"

“1 must try to save the train!” Olive

i

mumbled through the. wet bandage
about her face, “1 must, Winnie—I
must !”

Up the steps ran Olive, recoiling for a
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moment in the heat and thick, choking
smoke that belched from the doorway of
the sigonal-box. Then, with a blind
rush, the courageous girl was recling
through the suffocating fures, in am
attempi to.reach the levers, i

But it was useless. That pari of the
box where they were placed was a mass
of roaring fire, and, plucky though e&he
was, careless of her own welfare, Olive,
as she staggered back. had to realise that
to reach them was impossible,

Above the ronting and hissing of ihe
flaanes, the girl Lesrd Winnie erying for
her to come out in accents of terror, and
she felt the bex #wayimg mere dan-
gerously forward over ibe permanent
way. The seeond sirui was on the pomt
of collapse! g

Almost overcome by the terrific leat,
Olive reeled back towazids the doarway.
Then, standing just inside, she espied a
handdamp. Bhe snatched it up, and

hal-threw herself, half-fell through the

doorway on te the steps, as she felt the
signal-box give yet another sickening
lurch. :

8he jumped to the grass, and was only
just in the very mnick of iime. The
second strut collapsed, and the blazing
signal-box went toppling down the
sloping bank, to fall apon the line with
a deafeming erash.

Olive snatched. the smoke-blackened
bandage from ubout her face, and {ell
dizzily to the grass upon her knees. Her
brain was \tiiii":-;;. her eyes almost
blinded, and streamning from contact
with the fumes.

On the line the wrecked box continued
to blaze. The fact might have been cal-
culated to form a signal of danger, which
would, in the ordinary course of events,
cause a driver to pull up his train. But
in the present instance, 1t was doubtful if
the men in the cab of ihe express, which
was now almost due, would see the
blazing obstruction in time.

For the line, prior to passing the spot
where the signal-box had stood, took a
sweeping curve, and the expréss would
surely dash round it, and be upon the
blockage before the driver had a chance
even to jam on his brakes. For the
signals, which stood just where the track
began to bend, remamed at “ sufety.”

With an effort of will-power, Olive
shook off the faintness that had been
gripping her.
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The eignalman still lay. with closed
eyes, upon the grass, and the boy and
Winnie stood staring helplessly at Olive,
seeing the lamp she held cluiched in her
fingers, and wondering what she intended
to do.

The girl awpse nnsteadily 1o her feol.
Bhe pressed the back of her hand o her
throbbing forehead, ihen blinked her
smarfing eyes, end togk a final grip upon
herself.

“Quick ! she said, pemting to a blaz-
ing ewher which lay upen the - grass.
“Give me that, 'The train must be
saved !

Mechanically Winnie picked wup the
flaring brand and bawnded 11 o Ohve, as
the gnl snepped open the glass of the
lawp.-

To Olive's satisfaction, she found {hat
the wick was trimmed, that there seemecl
a good supply of oil in the hand-lamp,
and that it-was, apparently, unaflected by

‘the fieree heat in which it had stoed.

Bhe ignited the wick, mwade sure it had
fully caught, adjusted it, and closed the
glass. Theu, ecarrying the lamp in her
hand, the girl starled to run aloug
between the lines in the divection in
which the express would come.

As she rounded the bend in the per-
manent way, lo her dismay, Olive found
the dark, uninviting mouth of what
appeared to be a long tunnel looming
before her. It needed pluck te.enter ils
almost tolal darkness, wiith the express
due o thunder over one line, and with
no knowledge as to when a train might
roar into the tunnel from the opposite
direction. A

But the livas of hundreds of unsus-
pecting and innocent people were in
jeopardy, and Olive set her teeth and
went forward into the tunnel’s blackness,

She felt certain that if the express was
allowed to crash into the ruined signal-
box, the engine and many of the coaches
would be derailed and wrecked. That
must not happen if she could avert it.
What was the risk of one life—her own—
compared with a hundred lives, perhaps?

Olive found hereelf blundering on to
the line over which the express would
pass, She tripped over one of f{he
sleepers, and measured her length
between the metals, the lamp almost
flying from her hand.

She heard a distant rumbling, and.
with a thrill of horror, hastily scrambled

* Look !’ breathed Olive, sharply.

Winnie turned her syes in the direction
her friend's cutflung hand indicated, and sh2> saw that, from the railway
embankment, there came a vivid glare,
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the train thundered into the tunnel.

Olive's heart beat hard as she stood beside the metals, waving the lamp, as
Would her signal be seen and the train
stopped in time ?

up and jumped from between the rails.
The rumbling grew louder. The express
from Fulling‘fnam was about to enter the
farther end of the tunnel.

Olive went forward at a run, waving
the lamp in her hand. The noise from
ahead became a pounding, terrifying
roar, as the train, which might be rush-
ing to destruction, swept into the tunnel
and tore forward through its darkness. -

Next moment its lights and the re-
flection from its carriages had flashed
into view, Olive stood beside the metals,
Her heart was beating hard, her pulses
racing, and, in her excitement, she
shouted hoarsely, not realising that her
aoice must be drowned by the roar and
raltle of the onrushing train. h

Frantically she waved the lamp as the
Jighis of the express swept nearer. In
nn agony of doubt, she asked herself if
the driver or his fireman would see the
waving light and stop the train in time.

In that moment of breathless sus-
pense, all thoughts of the misguided girl
she and the other girls of her search-
party had set out to find were dashed
from Olive's mind.

How surprised she would have been
could she have guessed that Sybil Duke
was in the imperilled train she had
risked all to attempt to save!

N

ment.

A Narrow Escape!

EARER and nearer thundeyed the
onrushing express.

Olive continued to wave her
lamp and to shout in her excite-
A sinking sensation was at her

heart. There was no sign of the train
slowing down. Neither the driver nor
fireman had seen her light, she told her-
self, and the express would go rushing
from the tunnel and meet disaster when
it sweplt on round the bend in the line.
In. another moment its engine was
rushing abrcz;.st of her, its illuminated
carriages rattling k.
denly, to her rel‘it?,
grinding of brakes.
Her lamp had been glimpsed, after all!
Thé express was being slowed down,
though, to bring it to anything in the
nature of an immediate halt at the
terrific rate at which jt had been
travelling, was proving impossible.
Anxious to be free of the tunnel, in
Tue Scaoes FmiExn.—No 163,

Olive heard the

But then, sud-.

case a train bore down upon her from
the opposite direction, Olive, who had
Yeen almost whirled from her feet by
the rush of air as the express began to
tear by, swung round and ran along
beside ils rear coaches.

Out of the tunnel the express rattled,
its wheels grinding and groaning as if in
protest beneath the check of the brakes.
As the girl also emerged from the dark-
ness and ran on, she saw that the train
had come to a standstill just around the
bend.

It had been pulled up only -just in
time. Its engine was within 2 few feet
of where the wreckage.of the signal-box
still blazed luridly upon the permanent-
way.

The driver and fireman, and also the
guard were in the act of springing down
beside the line. As Olive hurried up,
they had approached the spot where the
signalman lay on the grass, with Winnie
and the boy besidea him.

e man was just recovering conscious-
ness.
a hand pressed to his head, he struggled
to a sitting posture, and, with many
gesticulations, his boy hurriedly ac-
quainted him with what had happened.

From every window of the train excited
and, -in cases, alarmed passengers were
craning their heads. he driver, who
was white under the grime that was upon
his face, turned to Olive. He realised
it was she who had been waving the
light in the tunnel by seeing the lamp
in_her hand.

“By jupiter, you are a plucky girl,
missy ! he cried. * Bul for you, there
would have been a terrible amash!”

“Plucky! 1 should think she is!” ex-
claimed a voice at Olive's back; and,
turning upon her heel, the girl found
herself confronted by an elderly, grey-
headed, well-dressed gentleman, who
must have emerged from one of the com-
partments of the express.

The driver, fireman, and guard seemed
to know him.

They addressed him as ““8ir George,”
and touched their caps respectfully as
they responded to the crisp questions he
put to them.

“Yes, Sir George, this young lady
saved the train—and a good many lives
into the bargain, I expect, if the truth’s
known,”  declared the driver. “The
signals showed us a clear line. I noticed
that as we came out of the tunnel, and

With a dazed look in his eves, and |
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I was doing my best to pull up just as
sharp as possible.  If she hadn’t come into
the tunnel and warned us by waving the
lamp you see she holds we should have
dashed into the wreckage, and the engiue
would have been flung off the rails and
o good many of the coaches telescoped
for a certainty.”

The grey-headed man nodded. He held
out a hand to Olive, and as she extended
hiers, smiling modestly and fushing in
confusion, he shook it warmly.

“1 happen to be the chai
board of directors of the railwav com
pany.” he suid. “Let me congratulate
you ‘here and now upon your wonderful
presence of mind and sterling courage.
I agree with the driver, and think that
many of the passengers, including myself,
for T was in the front part of the train,
owe their lives and safety to you. Please
give me your name and address. I shall
see t’i_m: some token of gratitude is shown
you,

As is usvally the way with those pos-
sessed of courage, Olive felt awkward
and ill-at-ease as the high official of the
railway company showered praise upon
her for the brave thing she had done.
It was in a faltering voice that she sup-
plied her name and address, which Sir
George Freeman—that was his full name
—scribbled upon his cuff,

“Walters? Walters? The name seems
somewhat familiar to me,” he said, and
he did not notice how the blood suddenly
riished from Olive's face, or how she
opened her lips as if to speak. For, wilh
a smile and a nod, he turned away to
address the signalman, who had now
risen to his feet and was standing by his
boy.

Sir George Freeman learned from the
signalman how the disaster to his box had
occurred, and realised that neither he nor
his boy were in any way to blame for the
danger that had threatened the express.
To set their minds at rest he said as
much, for he was both fair and just.

He was also a man of action
emergency, a fact that he proved now.

After a moment’s thought he decidad
that it would not take long to clear the
wreckage from the line =0 that the ex-
press conld continue on its journey, and,
as well as selling the signaiman and his
boy, the fireman, driver, and guard at
work, Sir George called for volunteers
from amongst the male passengers.

Soon a scene of hctivity was in pro-
gress before the delayed engine.

With water from the latter the worst
of the flames were extinguished, and then
the railway employees and the many pas-
sengers, \\-txo had left their compariments
to help, began’ to drag the smoking
wreckage from off the line.

The next signal-box was some miles
farther on, but Sir George had planned
for the ekpress to pull up abreast of it,
when it was able to continne along the
mnetals, so that what had happened could
ba reperted, and arrangements made to
ensure the safety of other trains.

Olive and Winnie would have aided n
the work necessary to clear the line, but
Sir George would not hear of this.

“No, yvoung ladies, it is no task for
you,” he objected. ** Besides, one of you
has already rendered- us a service for
which the other passengers and myself
will never cease to be grateful. And you
both look to be wet. I think it would
be advisable for you to hurry to your
homes or your school, whichever you
come from, to change into dry clothes.”

He lit a eigar, waved his hand to them,
and hurried away, himself to take a share
of .the heavy labour now in progress
before the engine.

For a moment or two Olive and Winnia
remained standing by the side of the

n of the

n
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line near the train, and Winnie’s hand
sought that of her friend and pressed it

© hard.

“ Oh, Olive, I was so frightened!” she
said. *““I ran after you for a little way
when you dashed over the line with the
lamp in your hand. 1 was terrified when
1 saw you going into the tunnel. I am
50 glad you managed to come out again
safely after saving the train.”

‘It wanted all the nerve I could pluck
up to go on into the darkness of the

tupnel’s arch, 1 can assure you, dear,”
Olive answered, smiling. * But you must
not think me a sort of heroine. I was

dreadfully frightened myself, and 1 am
sure that when I heard the express com-
ing towards me 1 shook from head to
foot and was a terrible coward.”

But Winnie shook her head.

*I do not believe that,” she protested.
“TIt is like you, Olive, to be modest and
belittle your own doings’ when you have
done something jolly plucky. The rail-
way company ought to make you some
subsiantial reward—and I think they
\ull. ’

*I hope they will, so that I can refuse
it,” Olive replied quietly. “There 1s
something the railway company could
do for me which I should value far more
than a gmft l)f money, however large.”

“I think,” Winnie began, *‘that it is
certain ™ . ¥

She broke off with a surprised exclama-
tion.

“Oh, look, Olive! Look, look!” she
s eried ; and as Olive turned she found that

her friend was pointing towards one of
the foremost carriages of the stationary
train, ““There’s Sybil Duke!”

Winnie was right.

As Olive glanced towards the window
of the compartment to which her friend
was pointing she was just in time to
glimpse a white, startled face. Though

| wardly beneath her,
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ils owner almost instautly drew back into
the carriage and wheeled about, it was
not before Olive had recognised her as the
missing Sybil.

Olive started forward,
ing hard al her heels.

The daughter of the ex-signalman
sprang on to the footboard and opened
the door of the compartment. DBut even
as she stepped into the carriage Sybil
Duke had reached the door on the oppo-
site side and flung it open,

“Bybil!  Sybil, stop!” Olive eried.
‘“We have been sent from the school to
find you, and

Her words were checked as she drew a
sharp, concerned breath. Sybil Duke had
been filled with something very like
terror as she had caught sight of the two
girls from St. Mildred’s outside her
carriage, in which she had by then been
alone, and shd had seemed to lose her
head and to have but one aim in life—
escape. The thought of being taken back
to St. Mildred’s was more than hateful
to her.

And as Olive had .entered the carriaize
Sybil had made to spring through the
farther door and down between the two
sets of metals. Then somehow she had
caught her fooi againsi, one of the door
supports, had lest her balance, and, with

a frightened cry, pitched lu.ul.nng from
the compmlment

As she saw her disappear Olive leapt
across the carriage. Winnie, who by this
time had also elimbed into it, hurried {o
the open door also. The two girls looked
out and beheld Sybil half sitting, half
lying between the frain and the next %et.
of metals, one of her legs doubled awk
and her white Inm
t\vitching with mingled apprehension and

ain.

Olive stepped down on to the foot-
board, then jumped to the ground.

Winnie follow

Twopence.

Winnie followed,
lhc fallen Sybil.

“Are you hurt, Sybil?" Olive asked,
as she stretched out ler hand to help

and both stooped over

her enemy, should she be capable of
rising.

“Don’t touch me! T hate you—I hate
you!” Sybil Duke vllul avoiding her

outstretched fingers. “1 think 1 have
broken my :mklo!" she said, suppress-
ing a groan. “And it is all through
you—just as are all my other troubles!”
Winnie- reddened with indignation.

“You are very . ungrateful—not to
mention stupid, Sybil Duke!” she said
tartly. “Do you know that the
express, just before it was stopped, was
rushing to destruction?” )

“1 heard someone say so,” Sybil
returned, with a shrug of her shoulders.

“1t was stopped in time, though, and
lhat"i:s all that matters, as far as I can
see. ‘

“Do you know who stopped it—
stopped 1t at the risk of her life 7’ Win-
nie demanded, still hot and angry.

Sybil shrugged again and shook he:
head.

“1 will tell you!” Winnie snapped.
“It was Olive Walters, the girl you
have done so much to wrong! She
went into the tunnel and—"

“Never mind that, Winnie,” Olive
begged quickly.” But Winnie was not so
easily silenced,

“1 shall c.t this stupid girl kllm\ the
truth, dear!” she persisted. “QOlive
went into the tunnel and waved a rail-
way lamp to warn the driver of danger,
and managed to cause him to stop the
express just in time,” she umlmllcd
again addressing Sybil Duke. * Do you
realise what would have happencd to the
fore part of the train, at least—the part

you were in—if it had not been for
(Continued on page 224.)
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Olive? It would have been smashed—

telescoped—and, if you had suffered no
worse, you would almost cerlainly have
been bad]_', injured. And you'say you
hate this girl—to whom you owe the
«numimw-s of your linbs, probably your

life !’
Sybil was thoroughly miserable. The

Symes, and perhaps some of her school-
fellows, before whom she had always
carried herself with such huuglﬂ_‘, pride,
appalled her.

She dropped her face into her hands
and sobbed bitterly and convulsively.

“I—1I wish something had happened to
me !” she wailed. * What are you going

do?”
-“Pake you back to school " Winnie
said, with no great show of pity, “for
she was disgusted with her. “We have
been sent out with others to find you,
uml you must return with us.

“T cannot walk!” Sybil protested, as
she looked up and almost fiercely dashed
the tears from her eyes. “I tell you I
have broken my ankle! Oh, this pain!
It is dreadful—dreadful !

“Let me see!” Winnie urged, falling
upon her knees beside her and gently
.mt t11m|y drawing her leg from under
her. * Your ankle is nol broken, though
it, may . be -pmmu| she said a trifle
contemptuously. - *“We must help vou
up, ‘and you will have to hop. across
the lines to the road over yonder. We

THE SCHOOL FRIEND.

can wait there until some conveyance
which is going towards the school comes
along, and we ecan induce whoever is
in charge of it to give you a hft.”

“Help me back into the train! I
have a ticket, and I want to go to Lon-
don to an aunt I have there!” Sybil
urged. “I can manage o get ouf of
the train at the other end, somehow,
and can get a porter or someone to
help me to a cab.”

“We shall do nothing of the sort!”
Winnie assured her. “Olive has been
under a cloud through you long enough,
and T incan to get you back te the
school so that she 1is unquestionably
cleared—and T'll do it, if T have to put
you on my bﬂ(-k and carry you there,
Sybil Duke !

Sybil broke into fr(‘.sh and
WE[‘pLI."g

“It-was I who took the S(holar-hlp
paper—I who put it in Olive's desk!”
she said. * You can tell Miss Symes that
vou have seen me and that I have said
so! Let me travel on to London? Will
it do you any good to see me humiliated
further than 1 have already heen-—to
make me almost die of shame?

Olive's tender heart made it possible
for her to be sorry for her foe mnow,
badly though Sybil had behaved towards
her. She was half inclined to urge Win
nie to allow Sybil to travel on with
the express.

Then she realised that what Winnie
said was 'true. It was her right to
demand to have her name cleansed abso-

violent

lutely from the, stain that had rested
upon it, and it was only justice for Sybil
Duke to be taken back to the school

and forced either to repeat her confes-

Twopence.

sion, or to allow the impression. of her
thumb to be taken, so that her guilt
was established.

So Olive remained mute, nm:l helped
Winnie to get Sybil across the metals
and over a fence at the far side of the
track, which enclosed it from the road.

There they assisted Sybil to where lay
a felled tree trunk. They helped her
off with a coat she was wearing and
spread this over the wet bark, so that
she might sit down and await the com-
ing of some vehicle going towards St.
Mildred’s.

The road, however, was a very lonel
and little Irequcnled -one, and, n!thoug{
they waited for half an hour during
which time the line was cleared and the
express departed on its belated journey,
no kind of vehicle hove in sight.

Winnie remembered that there was a
small post-office and general store some
quarter of a mile in the opposite direc-

tion to the school. She mentioned: it
to Olive.
“They have a telephone, dear,” she

said. ‘It looks as though we might
wait a month of Sundays before -any
sort of conveyance comes along, and 1t
would not be a bad idea if .you ran
along there and communicated with Miss
Symes. If you told her “hntmnd hap-
pened, she \\ould be bound o urrango
to send Parker in the trnp to fetch us.

Olive nodded.

“Very well, Winnie,” -she agreed.
“Perhaps that would be the best plan,
and I will do as you say.”

(Anather maqm','uent long instalment of
this grand Story wll appear in next Thurs-
day’s issue of the SCHOOL FRIEND. Do
not forget that * No Joy in Her Riches™
commences in a fortnight's time.)
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